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VICTORY: AN ISLAND TALE

Part Two

CHAPTER EIGHT

Schomberg felt desperation, that
lamentable substitute for courage, ooze out
of him. It was not so much the threat of
death as
manner of its declaration which affected

the weirdly circumstantial
him. A mere “I'll murder you,” however
ferocious in tone and earnest in purpose,
he could have faced; but before this novel
mode of speech and procedure, his
imagination being very sensitive to the
unusual, he collapsed as if indeed his
moral neck had been broken —snap!

“Go to the police? Of course not.
Never dreamed of it. Too late now. I've let

Joseph Conrad
Victory. Victorie. Parallel Texts.
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VICTORIE: O POVESTE INSULARA

Partea a doua
Traducere de Andrei lon Deleanu

Capitolul VIII

Schomberg simtea cum se scurge
din el pana si disperarea —acest lamentabil
Nu

amenintarea cu moartea il impresionase,

succedaneu al curajului. atat
cat maniera sinistra si meticuloasa cu care
o formulase. Dacd i-ar fi spus simplu: ,Am
sa te omor!”, oricat ar fi fost de feroce tonul,
de serioasd intentia, le-ar fi putut suporta,
dar in fata modului astuia nou de a vorbi si
de a se purta, imaginatia lui fiind foarte
sensibild la neobisnuit, se prabusi pur si
simplu, ca si cum i-ar fi fost intr-adevar
frant — snap! — gatul lui moral.

»,5a ma duc la politie? Fireste cd nu!
Nici prin gand nu mi-a trecut. E prea
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VICTORIE: O POVESTE INSULARA

Partea a doua
Traducere de Stefan Malaimare

Capitolul VIII

Schomberg simtea cd radiazd
disperare, acest inlocuitor demn de mila al
curajului. Nu atat amenintarile cu moartea,
cat felul lor straniu de amanuntit il afecta.
Un simplu ,, O sa te-omor!”, oricat de feroce
in ton si de sincer in intentii, ar mai fi putut
infrunta; dar in fata acestei noi maniere de
a vorbi si de a proceda, imaginatia lui fiind
foarte sensibild la neobisnuit, s-a prabusit
ca si cum spinarea-i morald s-ar fi rupt—

pac!

—Sa ma duc la politie? Fireste cd nu.
Nici prin gand nu mi-a trecut. E prea tarziu



myself be mixed up in this. You got my
consent while I wasn’t myself. I explained
it to you at the time.”

Ricardo’s eye glided gently off
Schomberg to stare far away.

“Ay! Some trouble with a girl. But
that’s nothing to us.”

“Naturally. What I say is, what's the
good of all that savage talk to me?” A
bright argument occurred to him. “It’s out
of proportion; for even if I were fool
enough to go to the police now, there’s
nothing serious to complain about. It
would only mean deportation for you.
They would put you on board the first
westbound steamer to Singapore.” He had
become animated. “Out of this to the
devil,” he added between his teeth for his
own private satisfaction.

Ricardo made no comment, and
gave no sign of having heard a single
word. This discouraged Schomberg, who

Joseph Conrad
Victory. Victorie. Parallel Texts.
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tarziu. M-am lasat varat in toate chestiile
astea. Mi-ati stors consimtamantul cand eu
nu eram eu; ti-am mai explicat asta.”

Ochii lui Ricardo alunecarad alene de
pe Schomberg ca sd priveascd aiurea.

,Ah, da. O chestie cu o fatd. Dar asta
nu ne priveste.”

,Evident. Ce-am vrut eu sa spun e:
ce rost au toate povestile astea teribile pe
care mi le insiri?” i veni in cap un
~E
disproportionat. Pentru ca, chiar dac-as fi

argument formidabil: ceva
destul de prost ca sd ma duc acuma la
politie, n-am nicio plangere serioasd de
N-ar

deporteze pe voi. V-ar trimite cu primul

formulat. insemna decat sd va
vapor la Singapore.” Se insufletise. , V-ar
trimite la dracu!” adaduga el printre dinti,
pentru propria sa satisfactie.

Ricardo nu facu niciun comentariu,
nu fdcu nimic din care sa reiasd cd auzise
madcar un singur cuvant. Pe Schomberg,
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acum. Mi-am permis sd md amestec in asta.

Ti-am mai explicat.

Ochii lui Ricardo s-au indepadrtat
lent de Schomberg pentru a se uita in
depadrtare.

—Mda! Necazuri cu o fatd. Dar asta
n-are treabd cu noi.

—Fireste. Ce spun este, la ce
folosesc toate vorbele astea sdlbatice cu
mine? I-a trecut prin gand o idee desteapta.
E disproportionat; fiindca si dac-as fi atat
de prost incat sa ma duc acum la politie, n-
am pentru ce sd fac plangere. N-ar insemna
decat sa fiti deportati. V-ar urca in primul
vapor catre Singapore. Se animase acum.
De-aici, la dracu’, a adaugat printre dinti
pentru satisfactia personala.

Ricardo n-a facut vreun comentariu,
n-a dat niciun semn c-ar fi auzit vreun
cuvant. Asta l-a descurajat pe Schomberg,



had looked up hopefully.

“Why do you want to stick here?”
he cried. “It can’t pay you people to fool
around like this. Didn’'t you worry just
now about moving your governor? Well,
the police would move him for you; and
from Singapore you can go on to the east
coast of Africa.”

“I'll be hanged if the fellow isn’t up
to that silly trick!” was Ricardo’s comment,
spoken in an ominous tone which recalled
Schomberg to the realities of his position.

“No! No!” he protested. “It's a
manner of speaking. Of course I wouldn’t.”

“I think that trouble about the girl
has really muddled your brains, Mr.
Schomberg. Believe me, you had better
part friends with us; for, deportation or no
deportation, you'll be seeing one of us
turning up before long to pay you off for

Joseph Conrad
Victory. Victorie. Parallel Texts.
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care ridicase o privire plind de sperante,
lucrul asta il descuraja.

»,De ce te-ncdpdtanezi sd rdmai
aici?” strigd el. ,N-are ce sd-ti renteze tot
pierzandu-ti timpul pe-aici, prosteste. Nu
spuneai adineauri cd vrei sd-1 convingi pe
patron sa plecati? Pdi, o sd-l convinga
politia in locul dumitale. Si de la Singapore
vd puteti duce pe coasta orientala a
Africii.”

Al dracului sa fiu dacd tipul dsta n-
are de gand sa ne facd o figurd!” fu
comentariul lui Ricardo, spus pe un ton ce
nu prevestea nimic bun si care-l readuse pe
Schomberg la realitate.

,Nu! Nu!” protesta el. ,E-un fel de-
a vorbi, dar bineinteles cd n-am s-o fac.”

,Cred cd supdrarea cu fata ti-a
de tot
Schomberg. Ascultd-md ce-ti spun: mai

intunecat mintile, domnule
bine sd ne despdrtim prieteni. Pentru c4d,
deportati sau nu, poti sa fii sigur cd n-o sa

treacd mult si o sa dai cu ochii de unul
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care-l privise cu speranta.

—De ce vrei sa mai stai pe-aici, a
strigat? Nu poate sd fie profitabil sa va
prostiti asa pe-aici. Nu te ingrijorai acum cd
nu-l poti misca pe patron? Ei, ti-l misca
politia in locul tau; si din Singapore puteti
sd va duceti pe coasta de est a Africii.

—S54 fiu al dracu” daca nu ti-ai pus
in cap una ca asta! a fost comentariul lui
Ricardo, pe un ton de rdu augur care l-a
adus pe Schomberg cu picioarele pe
pamant.

—Nu, nu! a protestat. E un fel de-a
spune. Fireste ca n-as face-o.

—Cred ca necazurile cu fata aia ti-
au Iincetosat rdau mintea, domnule
Schomberg. Crede-md, nu-i bine sa ne
despdrtim dusmani; ca, deportati sau nu, o
sd-1 vezi pe unul din noi apdarand nu prea

tarziu sa-ti achite orice smecherie josnica ai



any nasty dodge you may be hatching in
that fat head of yours.”

“Gott
Schomberg. “Will nothing move him out?

im  Himmel!”  groaned
Will he stop here immer —I mean always?
Suppose I were to make it worth your
while, couldn’t you—*

IINOIII

couldn’t, unless I had something to lever

Ricardo interrupted. “I

him out with. I've told you that before.”
llAn
Schomberg.

inducement?”  muttered

“Ay. The east coast of Africa isn’t
good enough. He told me the other day
that it will have to wait till he is ready for
it; and he may not be ready for a long time,
because the east coast can’t run away, and
no one is likely to run off with it.”

These remarks, whether considered
as truisms or as depicting Mr. Jones’s
mental state, were distinctly discouraging
to the long-suffering Schomberg; but there

Joseph Conrad
Victory. Victorie. Parallel Texts.
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dintre noi, care sd te facd sd platesti toate
smecheriile-mputite pe care le clocesti in
capul dumitale ala gros.”

,, Gott
Schomberg. ,Nimic nu-i in stare sa-1 scoata

'Il

im  Himmel gemu
de-aici? O sd-mi stea pe cap immer—vreau
Sa

recompensa, n-ai putea...”

sa zic mereu? zicem cd te-as

»,Nu,” il intrerupse Ricardo. ,N-as
putea, afard doar dacd as avea ceva cu ce
sd-1 salt. Ti-am mai spus.”

,Ceva s3-1 tenteze?” murmura
Schomberg.

,Deh. Africa orientald n-ajunge. Mi-
a spus, zilele trecute, cd trebuie s-astept
pan-o fi el gata. Si s-ar putea sd nu fie gata
incd multd vreme, pentru cd Africa
orientald nu fuge din loc, si nici nu i-o fura
cineva.”

Obsevatiile astea, fie cd le considerai
truisme, fie ca un indiciu al stdrii mintale a
domnului erau

Jones, categoric

descurajante  pentru  mult-incercatul
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putea sd nascocesti acuma-n capul dla gros
al tau.

—Gott im Himmel! a cartelit
Schomberg. N-o sd-1 facd nimic sa plece?
Va sta aicea immer... mereu? Sa zicem c-as

face si merite osteneala.

—Nu, l-a intrerupt Ricardo. N-as
putea, decat dacd as avea un levier cu care
sd-1 azvarl. Ti-am mai spus.

—O tentatie? a soptit Schomberg.

—Da. Coasta de est a Africii nu-i de-
ajuns. Mi-a zis ieri cd va trebui sa astepte
pand va fi gata; si asta probabil va mai dura
ceva, fiindcd nu fuge nicdieri coasta de est,

si nici nu pleacd careva cu ea.

Aceste remarci, fie luate ca truisme,
fie ca reprezentdri ale stdrii mintale a

domnului Jones, erau vizibil

descurajatoare pentru suferindul



is truth in the well-known saying that
places the darkest hour before the dawn.
The sound of words, apart from the
context, has its power; and these two
words, “run off,” had a special affinity to
the hotel-keeper’s, haunting idea. It was
always present in his brain, and now it
came forward evoked by a purely
fortuitous expression. No, nobody could
run off with a continent; but Heyst had run
off with the girl!

Ricardo had no

conception of the cause of Schomberg’s

could have

changed expression. Yet it was noticeable
enough to interest him so much that he
stopped the careless swinging of his leg
and said, looking at the hotel-keeper:

“There’s not much use arguing
against that sort of talk —is there?”

Schomberg was not listening.

“I could put you on another track,”
he said slowly, and stopped, as if suddenly

Joseph Conrad
Victory. Victorie. Parallel Texts.
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Schomberg; dar e si adevar intr-o vorba
care spune ca intunericul cel mai negru e
de
cuvintelor, in afara de intelesul lor in fraza,

inainte ivirea zorilor.  Sunetul
are puterea lui, si aceste doud vorbe, ,i-o
furd cineva”, aveau o anume afinitate cu
ideea care-l obseda pe hotelier. Era
totdeauna prezenta in mintea lui, si acuma
iesea la suprafatd, evocatd de o expresie
pur fortuitd. Nu, nimeni nu putea fugi cu
un continent; dar Heyst fugise cu fata!

Ricardo n-avea cum sa inteleaga
pentru ce motiv expresia de pe fata lui
Schomberg se schimbd. Era insa destul de
vizibild, aceasty schimbare, incat sa-1
intereseze in suficientd masura ca sa-i
opreasca din bdldbanit nepdsator piciorul
si sd spund, cu ochii la hotelier:

,N-are rost sa contrazici vorbe de-
astea, nu-i asa?”

Schomberg nu-I mai asculta.

<

»,V-as putea pune pe-o alta pistd,
rosti el rar, si se opri, ca innebunit deodata
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Schomberg; dar are dreptate vorba aia care
spune cd ora cea mai neagrd e inainte de

pe
contextul lor, are puterea lui; si vorba asta,

rdsarit. Sunetul cuvintelor, langa
,pleacd cu ea”, avea o afinitate speciald cu
ideea obsedantd a hotelierului. Era vesnic
prezentd in mintea lui, iar acum iesea la
suprafatd, evocatd de o exprimare pur
intampldtoare. Nu, nimeni nu putea sa
plece cu un continent; dar Heyst plecase cu
fata!

Ricardo nu putea sd conceapa cauza
expresiei schimbate a lui Schomberg.
Totusi, era suficient de sesizabild incat sa
nu-si mai baldngdne nepdsdtor piciorul si
sd zica, privindu-l pe hotelier:

—Nu prea ai ce sd faci cu vorbe ca
astea, nu?

Schomberg nu asculta.

—Te pot pune pe o altd pistd, a zis
lent si-apoi s-a oprit, ca si cum ar fi fost



choked by an unholy emotion of intense
eagerness combined with fear of failure.
Ricardo waited, attentive, yet not without
a certain contempt.

“On the track of a man!” Schomberg
uttered convulsively, and paused again,
consulting his rage and his conscience.
eh?”
suggested Ricardo, in a jeering murmur.

Schomberg shook his head.

“It would be nearly as safe to rook

“The man in the moon,

him as if he were the man in the moon. You
go and try. It isn’t so very far.”

He reflected. These men were
thieves and murderers as well as gamblers.
Their fitness for purposes of vengeance
was appallingly complete. But he preferred
not to think of it in detail. He put it to
himself summarily that he would be
paying Heyst out and would, at the same
time, relieve himself of these men’s
oppression. He had only to let loose his
natural gift for talking scandalously about

Joseph Conrad
Victory. Victorie. Parallel Texts.
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de-o emotie nelegiuitd si de-o aprigd
nerdbdare amestecatda cu frica de esec.
Ricardo astepta, atent, nu farda oarecare
dispret insa.

,Pe urmele unui om!” exclama
Schomberg spasmodic, cantarindu-si si ura
si constiinta.

,Omul din lung, ai?” murmurd
ranjind Ricardo.

Schomberg scutura din cap.

~Mergi la sigur la trisat cu asta, cum
ai merge sila dl” din lund. Du-te si-ncearca.
Nu-i chiar atat de departe.”

Isi facea socoteala. Oamenii dstia, in
afara de hoti si asasini, mai erau si jucatori.
de
instrument de rdzbunare. Dar prefera sa nu

Erau extraordinar potriviti  ca
aprofundeze. isi spunea, sumar, siesi, ca-n
felul asta i-o pldtea lui Heyst si, in acelasi
timp, scdpa si de pacostea cu oamenii dstia.
Nu trebuia decat sa dea drumul darului
scandalos

sdu natural de-a defdima

oamenii. Si in cazul de fatd, vasta sa
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deodatd sugrumat de emotii necurate si de
o nerdbdare intensda amestecatd cu teama
de esec. Ricardo a asteptat, atent, dar nu
fard un anumit dispret.

—Pe urmele unui om! a rostit
Schomberg convulsiv si apoi s-a oprit din
nou, consultandu-si furia si constiinta.

—Omul din lung, vrei sa zici? a
sugerat Ricardo, cu un murmur zeflemitor.

Schomberg a scuturat din cap.

—Pe asta il furi ca si cum ar fi omul
din lund. Mergi si incearcd. Nu-i asa de
departe.

Se gandea—oamenii nu erau doar
cartofori, ci si hoti si ucigasi. Erau
ingrozitor de potriviti pentru rdazbunare.
Dar prefera sd nu se gandeascd prea mult
la asta. Isi spunea, pe scurt, ca i-o va plati
lui Heyst si, in acelasi timp, va iesi din latul
lor. Nu trebuie decat sa dea drumul la
talentul lui natural de a vorbi scandalos
despre semeni. lar in cazul asta, abilitatea

lui grozava era si mai tare ajutatd de urd



his fellow creatures. And in this case his
great practice in it was assisted by hate,
which, like love, has an eloquence of its
own. With the utmost ease he portrayed for
Ricardo, now seriously attentive, a Heyst
fattened by years of private and public
rapines, the murderer of Morrison, the
shareholders, a

swindler of many

wonderful mixture of craft and
impudence, of deep purposes and simple
wiles, of mystery and futility. In this
exercise of his natural function Schomberg
revived, the colour coming back to his face,
loquacious, florid, eager, his manliness set
off by the military bearing.

“That’s the exact story. He was seen
hanging about this part of the world for
years, spying into everybody’s business:
but I am the only one who has seen
through him from the first —contemptible,
double-faced, stick-at-nothing, dangerous

fellow.”

Joseph Conrad
Victory. Victorie. Parallel Texts.
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experientd primea concursul urii care, ca si
dragostea, isi are o elocventa a sa proprie.
El ii schita acum, bucuros la culme, unui
Ricardo atent si serios de astd-data, un
portret al lui Heyst ingrasat de ani de jafuri
in banul public si particular, ucigasul lui
Morrison, escrocul care-a inselat atatia
actionari, un extraordinar amestec de
viclenie si nerusinare, de proiecte adanc
chibzuite si de simple smecherii, de
mistere si fleacuri. Exercitindu-si din nou
darul sdu natural, Schomberg prindea
viatd, obrajii aveau culoare, era locvace,
vibrant, jovial, prestanta sa militdroasa
tinandu-i loc de barbatie.

~Asta-1 povestea, intocmai cum s-a
Ani
vagabondand prin pdrtile astea, bagandu-

petrecut. de zile a fost vazut
si nasul si iscodind prin afacerile fiecaruia.
Dar eu am fost singurul care l-am ghicit,
din primul moment—un nemernic, un
un bun-de-nimic, tip

prefacut, un

periculos.”
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care, ca si iubirea, are o elocventa a ei. Cu
cea mai mare usurintd, ii povestea lui
Ricardo—acum, foarte serios—despre un
Heyst ingrdsat de ani de jafuri de la stat si
de la particulari, ucigasul lui Morrison,
escroc ce-a inselat multi actionari, amestec
nemaipomenit de talent si nerusinare, de
scopuri tenebroase si de tertipuri josnice,
de mistere si zid4rnicii. In exercitiul acesta
al functiei sale naturale, Schomberg era
revitalizat, culoarea revenindu-i in obraji,
era locvace, insdndtosit, nerdabdator,
barbdtia fiindu-i inlocuitd de purtarea

militdreascs.

— Asta-i povestea intocmai. A fost
vdzut de ani de zile umbland prin padrtile
astea, bdgandu-si nasul in treburile
tuturor; dar numai eu l-am dibuit de la
inceput —demn de dispretuit, fatarnic, bun

de nimic si periculos.



“Dangerous, is he?”

Schomberg came to himself at the
sound of Ricardo’s voice.

“Well, you know what I mean,” he
said uneasily. “A lying, circumventing,
soft-spoken, polite, stuck-up rascal.
Nothing open about him.”

Mr Ricardo had slipped off the
table, and was prowling about the room in
an oblique, noiseless manner. He flashed a
grin at Schomberg in passing, and a
snarling:

“Ah! H'm!”

“Well, what more dangerous do
you want?” argued Schomberg. “He’s in
no way a fighting man, I believe,” he added
negligently.

“And you say he has been living
alone there?”

“Like the man in the moon,”
answered Schomberg readily. “There’s no

one that cares a rap what becomes of him.

Joseph Conrad
Victory. Victorie. Parallel Texts.
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,Periculos, zici?”

Glasul lui Ricardo il cobori pe
Schomberg pe pamant.

,Ei, intelegi ce vreau sd spun,” facu
el, incurcat. ,Un ticdlos de intrigant
mincinos si mieros si politicos, un bandit.
Nimic sincer, la el.”

Ricardo se lasase s-alunece de pe
masa si acuma umbla prin incapere, cu
pasul lui cam intr-o parte, fird zgomot. i
aruncd lui Schomberg, in trecere, un ranjet,
maraind:

,Ah! Hmm!”

,Pdi, ce vrei mai periculos?” obiecta
Schomberg. Si adaugs, neglijent: ,In orice
caz, nu-i un om sd lupte.”

»S1 zici ca-i singur acolo?”

~Ca
prompt Schomberg. ,Nu existd nimeni sa

omul din lund,” rdspunse

dea doi bani pe ce se-ntampla cu el. N-a
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— Periculos?

Schomberg si-a revenit la auzul
vocii lui Ricardo.

—Ei, stii ce vreau sa spun, a zis el
nelinistit. Un nemernic mincinos, viclean,
manevrator, indatoritor, ingamfat. N-avea
un strop de sinceritate.

Domnul Ricardo plecase de la masa
si se invartea prin camerd fara zgomot. I-a
aruncat in trecere un ranjet lui Schomberg
si a mormait:

— Ah! Hm!

—Ei, ce vrei mai periculos de-atata?
a reflectat Schomberg. Nu-i unu’ sa se
lupte, oricum, a addugat neglijent.

— Si zici ca trdieste acolo singur?
—Ca omul de pe lund, a rdspuns

pregatit Schomberg. Nimdnui nu-i pasa
catusi de putin ce se-alege de el. Sta culcat,



He has been lying low, you understand,
after bagging all that plunder.”

“Plunder, eh? Why didn’'t he go
home with it?” inquired Ricardo.

The henchman of “plain Mr. Jones”
was beginning to think that this was
something worth looking into. And he was
pursuing truth in the manner of men of
sounder morality and purer intentions
than his own; that is he pursued it in the
light of his own experience and prejudices.
For facts, whatever their origin (and God
only knows where they come from), can be
only tested by our own particular
suspicions. Ricardo was suspicious all
round. Schomberg, such is the tonic power
of recovered self-esteem, Schomberg

retorted fearlessly:

“Go home? Why don't you go
home? To hear your talk, you must have
made a pretty considerable pile going
round winning people’s money. You ought

Joseph Conrad
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prea scos capul, dupd atata jaf, ma-
ntelegi?”

,Jaf, ai? De ce nu s-a dus acasa cu ce-
a strans?” intreba Ricardo.

Acolitul domnului ,Jones pur si
simplu” incepea sa considere cd lucrul
merita sa fie luat in considerare. Urmarea
adevarul in felul oamenilor cu o morala
mai sdandtoasa decat a lui si cu intentii mai
pure, il urmarea adica in lumina propriilor
sale experiente si invdtaminte. Pentru ca
faptele, oricare le-ar fi originea, (si numai
Dumnezeu singur stie unde-s zamislite) nu
pot fi puse la-ncercare decat prin propriile
noastre banuieli. $i Ricardo era, din cap
pand-n  picioare, numai  bdnuieli.
Schomberg —atat de tonicd este regdsirea
increderii in sine —Schomberg riposta fara
sovaire:

,De ce nu s-a dus acasd? De ce nu te
duci dumneata acasda? Dacd ma iau dupa
cate povestesti, trebuie sd fi strans o

gramadjoara frumusica tot umbland din loc

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2017

ma-ntelegi, dup-atata jaf.

—]Jaf, ei? De ce nu s-a dus acasa cu
prada? s-a interesat Ricardo.

Acolitul lui ,,domnul Jones, simplu”
incepea sd creadd cd e un subiect merituos.
Si urmarea adevarul in maniera oamenilor
de o moralitate mai profunda si cu intentii
mai pure decat el; anume, il urmadrea in
lumina propriei experiente si a propriilor
prejudecati. Fiindca faptele, indiferent de
originea lor (Dumnezeu stie care-o mai fi si
aia), nu pot fi verificate decat de
suspiciunile noastre. Ricardo era suspicios
cat incape. Schomberg —asa puternica este
de

Schomberg a replicat fara frica:

forta stimei sine redobandite —

—Sa se duca acasa? De ce nu te duci
dumneata acasa? La ce povesti spui, trebuie
sd fi strans destul ludndu-le astora banii la
cdrti. Ar trebui sa-ti ajungd, deja.



to be ready by this time.”

Ricardo stopped to look at
Schomberg with surprise.

“You think yourself very clever,
don’t you?” he said.

Schomberg just then was so
conscious of being clever that the snarling
irony left him unmoved. There was
positively a smile in his noble Teutonic
beard, the first smile for weeks. He was in
a felicitous vein.

“How do you know that he wasn’t
thinking of going home? As a matter of
fact, he was on his way home.”

“And how do I know that you are
not amusing yourself by spinning out a
blamed fairy tale?” interrupted Ricardo
roughly. “I wonder at myself listening to
the silly rot!”

Schomberg received this turn of
temper unmoved. He did not require to be

very subtly observant to notice that he had
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in loc si castigadndu-le oamenilor banii. Ar
fi trebuit sa-ti fi facut suma, pand acum.”
Ricardo se opri locului sd se uite
surprins la Schomberg.
. Te crezi destept foc, nu?” facu el.

Schomberg era atat de convins in
momentul acela ca-i destept, incat ironia
ranjitd a lui Ricardo 1l ldsd rece. Ba chiar se

barba
teutonicd, primul dupd saptamani de zile.

ivi un zambet in mandra lui
Isi zicea ci-i merge bine.

»,De unde stii cd nu se gandeste sd se
ducd acasa? De fapt, chiar era in drum spre
casd.”

,Si de unde stiu eu cd dumneata nu
te distrezi indrugandu-mi mie basme?” il
intrerupse Ricardo brutal. ,Mad mir de

mine cum stau si-ti ascult prostiile!”

Schomberg primi schimbarea asta
de dispozitie fard sa sovdie. Nu era nevoie
sd fii un observator prea subtil ca sd bagi de
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Ricardo s-a oprit sd-1 priveascd surprins pe
Schomberg.
—Te crezi tare destept, nu? a zis.

atat de
constient cd e destept, cd mormadiala ironica

Schomberg era atunci

nu l-a atins. Avea chiar si-un zdmbet sub
barba de
sdptdmani intregi. li pria dispozitia asta.

nobila-i teutonicd, primul

—De unde stii cd nu se gandea sa
plece acasd? De fapt, era in drum spre casa.

—Si cum pot sti cd nu te distrezi
insirandu-mi aicea basme afurisite? Il-a
intrerupt brutal Ricardo. Nu-mi vine sa
cred cd ascult timpeniile astea absurde!

Aceastd schimbare de temperament
nu l-a schimbat pe Schomberg. Nu era
nevoie sd fie un fin observator pentru a



managed to arouse some sort of feeling,
perhaps of greed, in Ricardo’s breast.

“You won't believe me? Well! You
can ask anybody that comes here if that—
that Swede hadn’t got as far as this house
on his way home. Why should he turn up
here if not for that? You ask anybody.”

“Ask, indeed!” returned the other.
“Catch me asking at large about a man I
mean to drop on! Such jobs must be done
on the quiet—or not at all.”

The peculiar intonation of the last
phrase touched the nape of Schomberg’s
neck with a chill. He cleared his throat
slightly and looked away as though he had
heard something indelicate. Then, with a
jump as it were:

“Of course he didn’t tell me. Is it
likely? But haven’t I got eyes? Haven't I got
my common sense to tell me? I can see
through people. By the same token, he
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seamad cd izbutise sd starneasca in inima lui
Ricardo un oarecare sentiment, poate de
cupiditate.

»Nu ma crezi? Bine! Poti sa-ntrebi
pe cine vrei, pe oricare dintre cei ce vin aici,
dacad dsta... suedezu’ dsta n-a trecut pe la
mine in drum spre casa. De ce-ar fi venit,
dacd nu pentru asta? Intreaba pe cine vrei.”

,Sa-ntreb, fireste!” riposta celdlalt.
+Ma si vezi umbland si-ntreband in
dreapta si-n stanga despre un om pe care
am de gand sa-1 curdt! Treburi de-astea,
sau le faci pe tdcute, sau te lasi pagubas.”

Modulatia stranie a ultimei fraze i
ldasa lui Schomberg o senzatie ca de gheata
pe ceafd. Tusi usor sd-si limpezeasca glasul
si privi in altd parte, ca si cum ar fi auzit
ceva de rusine. Apoi, deodata:

»Natural cd nu mi-a spus. Cum era
sa-mi spund? Dar ce, eu n-am ochi? N-am
bun-simt care sa-mi spund? Md pricep sa
citesc in oameni. Tot atunci s-a dus si la
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realiza ca reusise sa trezeascd un fel de
sentiment, poate de lacomie, in sufletul lui
Ricardo.

—Nu ma crezi? Bine! Poti sa intrebi
pe oricine vine aici dacd dsta... suedezul dla
n-a stat in hotelul meu in drum spre casa.
De ce s-ar fi oprit aici, daca nu de-asta?
Intreab pe cine doresti.

—Sd-ntreb! a replicat celdlalt. Ma
vezi tu intreband lumea despre unul pe
care vreau sd-1 aranjez! Treburi de-astea se
tin ascunse —sau nu se mai fac.

Intonatia stranie a ultimei fraze i-a
lasat pe ceafa lui Schomberg un fior rece ca
gheata. Si-a dres vocea usor si s-a uitat in
alta parte ca si cum ar fi auzit o remarca
lipsitd de tact. Apoi, cu un salt, a zis:

— Fireste cd nu mi-a spus. Se putea?
Dar n-am eu ochi sa vad? N-am bunul-simt
sd deduc? Eu vad ce-ascund unii. Mai mult,
s-a dus si la Tesmani. De ce s-a dus la



called on the Tesmans. Why did he call on
the Tesmans two days running, eh? You
don’t know? You can’t tell?”

He waited complacently till Ricardo
had finished swearing quite openly at him
for a confounded chatterer, and then went
on:

“A fellow doesn’t go to a counting-
house in business hours for a chat about
the weather, two days running. Then why?
To close his account with them one day,
and to get his money out the next! Clear,
what?”

Ricardo, with his trick of looking
one way and moving another, approached
Schomberg slowly.

“To get his money?” he purred.

“Gewiss,” snapped Schomberg with
impatient superiority. “What else? That is,
only the money he had with the Tesmans.
What he has buried or put away on the
island, devil only knows. When you think
of the lot of hard cash that passed through
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Tesmani. De ce s-a dus la Tesmani doud
zile-n sir? Ai? Nu stii? Nu-ti dai seama?”

Astepta, satisfacut si plin de el, pana
ce Ricardo termind cu o serie de injuraturi
fara nicio perdea la adresa palavragiului,
apoi continua:

,Un
contabilitatea unei firme doua zile in sir in

individ nu se duce 1la
orele de birou ca si stea la taifas. Atunci, de
ce? Prima zi ca sa-si incheie conturile, si a

doua zi ca sa-si scoata banii. E clar, nu?”

Ricardo, cu felul lui de a se uita intr-
o parte si a se deplasa in alta, se apropie
incet de Schomberg.

,Sd-si scoatd banii?” mormai el.

,Gewiss!” izbucni Schomberg cu
superioritate enervata. ,Pentru ce altceva?
Vreau sd zic: banii pe care-i avea la
Tesmani. Ce-o avea ingropat sau ascuns pe
insuld, dracu stie. Cand te gandesti la cati
bani gheata au trecut prin mainile omului
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Tesmani doua zile la rand, ei? Nu stii? Nu
pricepi?

A asteptat multumit de sine pana ce
Ricardo a terminat sa-1 injure deschis
pentru paldvrageala blestematd, iar apoi a
continuat:

—Un om nu se duce la o
contabilitate in timpul programului sa
discute despre vreme, doud zile la rand.
Deci de ce se duce? Sa-si inchida contul in
prima zi si sd-si scoatd banii a doua! E clar
sau nu?

Ricardo, cu trucul de a privi intr-o
directie si de a se misca intr-alta, s-a
apropiat incet de Schomberg.

—Sa-si ia banii? a tors el.

— Gewiss, s-a rdstit cu superioritate
Schomberg, care-si pierdea rabdarea. Ce
altceva? Adicd, doar banii pe care-i avea la
Tesmani. Ce are ingropat sau ascuns pe
insuld, dracu” stie. Cand te gandesti la cat
bdnet a trecut prin mainile omului dluia,



that man’s hands, for wages and stores and
all that —and he’s just a cunning thief, I tell
you.” Ricardo’s hard stare discomposed
the hotel-keeper, and he added in an
embarrassed tone: “I mean a common,
sneaking thief —no account at all. And he
calls himself a Swedish baron, too! Tfui!”

“He’s a baron, is he? That foreign
nobility ain’t much,” commented Mr.
Ricardo seriously. “And then what? He
hung about here!”
“Yes, he

Schomberg, making a wry mouth. “He—

hung about,” said
hung about. That's it. Hung —“

His voice died out. Curiosity was
depicted in Ricardo’s countenance.

“Just like that; for nothing? And
then turned about and went back to that
island again?”

“And went back to that island
again,” Schomberg echoed lifelessly, fixing

his gaze on the floor.
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dstuia, pentru lefuri si aprovizionare si
cate-toate —si nu-i nimic altceva decat un
hot nerusinat, poti sd ma crezi cand iti
spun eu.” Privirea durd a lui Ricardo il
descumpdni pe hotelier, care adauga
incurcat: , Vreau sd zic, un hot ordinar, fara
nicio importantd. Si isi mai zicea si baron
suedez. Pfui!”

,E baron, zici? Nobilimea asta
strdind nu face multe parale,” completa
Ricardo foarte serios. ,Si, la urma urmei,
ce? Se-nvartea si el pe-aici.”

»Da,
Schomberg cu gura strambd. ,Se-nvartea

se-nvartea pe-aici,” fdcu
pe-aici... Asta-i... Da. Se-nvartea...”

Glasul i se stinse. Pe fata lui Ricardo
se citea curiozitatea.

,Se-nvartea asa, de pomana? S$i pe
urma a facut stanga-mprejur si s-a cdrat, s-
a dus inapoi pe insula lui?”

»,5-a dus inapoi pe insula lui,” rosti
Schomberg, ca un ecou stins, cu privirea

incremenitd in podea.
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pentru salarii si aproviziondri si toate
alea—si nu-i decat un afurisit de hot, iti zic.
Privirea fixa si aprigd a lui Ricardo l-a
dezorientat pe hotelier, care a adadugat
rusinat: Vreau sa zic un hot de rand, un
pungas —fard raspundere. Si-si mai spune
si baron suedez. Pfui!

— Si baron pe deasupra? Nobilitatea
strdind nu-i mare lucru, a comentat cu
seriozitate Ricardo. Si-apoi? Se-nvartea pe-
aici?

—Da,
Schomberg, dezgustat. Se-nvartea pe-aici.
Da. Asta fdcea...

Vocea i s-a stins. Expresia lui

se-nvartea pe-aici, a zis

Ricardo denota curiozitate.
—Pur si simplu, pentru nimic? Si-
apoi s-a dus tnapoi pe insula?

— Si-apoi s-a dus inapoi pe insuld, i-
ardspuns in ecou un Schomberg fara vlags,
cu privirea in podea.



“What’s the matter with you?”
asked Ricardo with genuine surprise.
“What is it?”

Schomberg, without looking up,
made an impatient gesture. His face was
crimson, and he kept it lowered. Ricardo
went back to the point.

“Well, but how do you account for
it? What was his reason? What did he go
back to the island for?”

“Honeymoon!” spat out Schomberg
viciously.

Perfectly still, his eyes downcast, he
suddenly, with no preliminary stir, hit the
table with his fist a blow which caused the
utterly unprepared Ricardo to leap aside.
And only then did Schomberg look up
with a dull, resentful expression.

Ricardo stared hard for a moment,
spun on his heel, walked to the end of the
room, came back smartly, and muttered a
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,Ce-1
Ricardo sincer surpins. ,,Ce s-a-ntamplat?”

cu dumneata?” intreba

Schomberg, fdard sd-si ridice
privirea, avu un gest de enervare. Era
stacojiu la fatd; tinea capul tot aplecat.
Ricardo reveni la chestiune:

,Bine, dar cum fti-o explici? Ce

motiv avea? De ce s-a intors pe insula?”

,Luna de miere!” tdsni ca un
scuipat, plin de wurd, din gura lui
Schomberg.

Imobil, cu ochii-n pdmant, fard nicio
miscare premergdtoare, izbi cu pumnul in
masd cu o putere care-l facu pe Ricardo,
luat cu totul prin surprindere, sa sard-n
laturi. De-abia atunci isi ridicd Schomberg
privirea, cu o expresie mohoratd,
ranchiunoasa.

Ricardo il fixa o clipd, dur, se rdsuci
pe cdlcaie, se duse pand la capatul salii, se-

ntoarse sprinten si murmura un , Ay! Ay!”
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—Ce-i cu tine? a intrebat Ricardo,
vizibil surprins. Ce s-a-ntamplat?

Schomberg a facut un gest grabit,
fard a-si schimba privirea. Isi tinea plecat
chipul inrosit. Ricardo s-a intors la subiect.

—Bine, dar cum explici? Care a fost
motivul? De ce s-a intors pe insula?

de
Schomberg cu ferocitate.

—Luna miere! a strigat

Complet nemiscat, cu ochii in podea
si fard sa fi dat semne de tulburare, a lovit
masa cu pumnul dintr-odatd, impact ce 1-a
facut pe Ricardo, luat prin surprindere, sa
sard deoparte. Abia atunci Schomberg si-a
ridicat privirea, cu o expresie monotond,
plind de resentimente.
holbat
moment, s-a rdsucit pe calcaie, a mers spre

Ricardo s-a aspru un

capatul camerei, s-a intors cu eleganta si a



profound “Ay! Ay!” above Schomberg’s
rigid head. That the hotel-keeper was
capable of a great moral effort was proved
by a gradual return of his severe,
Lieutenant-of-the-Reserve manner.

'II

“Ay, ay!” repeated Ricardo more
deliberately than before, and as if after a
further survey of the circumstances. “I
wish I hadn’t asked you, or that you had
told me a lie. It don’t suit me to know that
there’s a woman mixed up in this affair.

What's she like? It’s the girl you—"

“Leave off!” muttered Schomberg,
utterly pitiful behind his stiff military
front.

“Ay, ay!” Ricardo ejaculated for the
third time, more and more enlightened and
perplexed. “Can’t bear to talk about it—so
bad as that? And yet l would bet she isn’t a
miracle to look at.”

Schomberg made a gesture as if he

Joseph Conrad
Victory. Victorie. Parallel Texts.
16

pe deasupra capului teapan al lui
Schomberg. Ca hotelierul era capabil de un
mare efort moral o dovedea revenirea lui
progresiva la tinuta grava de locotenent de
rezerva.

~Ay, ay!” repetd Ricardo, ceva mai
deliberat de data asta, ca dupa o mai ampla
,As fi

preferat sd nu-ti fi pus intrebarea, sau sa

examinare a circumstantelor.
nu-mi fi rdspuns cu vreo minciund. Nu-mi
convine sa stiu cda-n chestia asta e-
amestecata si o femeie. Cum aratd? Asta-i
fata despre care...”

'II

JIspraveste!” murmurd Schomberg,

jalnic cu toata rigiditatea lui militdroasa.

»Ay, ay!” exclamd Ricardo pentru a
treia oard, din ce in ce mai perplex pe
madsurd ce se lumina. ,,Nu poti indura sa ti
se vorbeasca de ea... atat de rau te doare? Si
cu toate astea, as paria cd nu-i cine stie ce
minunatie.”

Schomberg facu un gest ca si cum
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murmurat peste capul intepenit al lui

'II

Schomberg un profund: , Vai, vai!”. Faptul
ca hotelierul era capabil de asa un efort
moral era dovedit de intoarcerea treptatd la
postura severa de locotenent de rezerva.

—Vai, vai! a repetat Ricardo mai
incet ca inainte, ca dupa o examinare mai
amanuntitd a situatiei. Mai bine nu te-
ntrebam, mai bine mad minteai. Nu-mi
prinde bine sa stiu cd o femeie e implicata
in afacere. Cum e femeia? E fata pe care
tu...

—Las-o incolo! a bombanit
Schomberg, absolut demn de mila in ciuda
rigiditatii de militar.

—Vai, vai! a exclamat Ricardo a
treia oara, din ce in ce mai lamurit si uluit.
Nu suporti sa discuti despre asta—asa de
rau e? Si totusi nu cred ca fata e vreun
miracol...

Schomberg a facut un gest sa spund



didn’t know, as if he didn’t care. Then he
squared his shoulders and frowned at
vacancy.

“Swedish baron—h'm!”

continued meditatively. “I believe the

Ricardo

governor would think that business worth
looking up, quite, if I put it to him
properly. The governor likes a duel, if you
will call it so; but I don’t know a man that
can stand up to him on the square. Have
you ever seen a cat play with a mouse? It's
a pretty sight.”

Ricardo, with his voluptuously
gleaming eyes and the coy expression,
looked so much like a cat that Schomberg
would have felt all the alarm of a mouse if
other feelings had not had complete
possession of his breast.

“There are no lies between you and

4

me,” he said, more steadily than he
thought he could speak.

“What's the good now? He funks
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nu stia, nu-i pasa. Apoi isi indrepta umerii

si se incruntd in gol.

Hm!”

Ricardo, pe ganduri. ,Cred cd patronul o sa

,Baron suedez... continua
socoteasca afacerea destul de interesants,

dac-am sd i-0 expun cum trebuie.
Patronului ii place duelul, daca poti zice ca
dsta-i duel. Nu stiu sa existe om care sa-i
poata rezista pe teren. Ai vazut vreodatd o
matd jucandu-se c-un soarece? E ceva de
vazut.”

Ricardo, cu ochii sticlindu-i
voluptuos si cu expresia de mata-blands,
semdna atat de bine cu o pisicd, incat
Schomberg ar fi simtit toate spaimele
soricelului daca inima lui n-ar fi fost
complet stdpanitd de cu totul alte
sentimente.

,,Tntre dumneata si mine nu exista
minciuni,” zise el cu mai multa fermitate
decat se credea in stare.

,La ce bun, acuma? Femeile-l sperie.
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cd nu stie, nu-i pasda. Apoi si-a indreptat

umerii si s-a incruntat in gol.

—Baron suedez, hm! a continuat
Ricardo ganditor. Cred cd pe patron l-ar
interesa treaba asta foarte tare, daci i-o
prezint cum trebuie. Patronului ii place
duelul, daca vrei sa-i zici asa; dar nu stiu
niciun om care sa-i facda fata. Ai vazut
vreodata cum se joacd pisica cu soarecele?
Strasnica priveliste.

Ricardo, cu ochii stralucindu-i
voluptuos si cu expresia sireatd, semdna
asa bine cu o pisicd, cd Schomberg ar fi
simtit toata alarmarea unui soarece daca

alte sentimente nu l-ar fi coplesit deja.

—Nu exista minciuni intre noi doi, a
zis el, mai ferm decat credea cd poate.

—La ce bun? Are groaza de femei.



women. In that Mexican pueblo where we
lay grounded on our beef-bones, so to
speak, [ used to go to dances of an evening,.
The girls there would ask me if the English
caballero in the posada was a monk in
disguise, or if he had taken a vow to the
sanctissima madre not to speak to a woman
or whether —You can imagine what fairly
free-spoken girls will ask when they come
to the point of not caring what they say;
and it used to vex me. Yes, the governor
funks facing women.”

“One

Schomberg in guttural tones.

woman?” interjected

“One may be more awkward to deal
with than two, or two hundred, for that
matter. In a place that’s full of women you
needn’t look at them unless you like; but if
you go into a room where there is only one
woman, young or old, pretty or ugly, you
have got to face her. And, unless you are
after her, then—the governor is right
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In pueblo-ul dla mexican unde ne-
mpotmolisem, ne-nfipsesem in copite ca sa
zic asa, ma duceam in fiecare seara sa
dansez. Fetele de-acolo ma-ntrebau daca el
caballero englez de la posada era un calugar
deghizat, sau dacd nu cumva se legase cu
jurdmant fatd de santissima madre, sda nu
vorbeasci cu femei, sau de nu cumva... iti
inchipui ce te pot intreba niste fete care au
gura destul de sloboda, cand ajung sa nu se
mai sinchiseasca de ce vorbesc. Pe mine
treaba asta ma supdra. Patronului ii e
groazad sd aibd de-a face cu femei.”

,Cu o singurd femeie?” interveni
Schomberg gutural.

,Poate fi mai penibil sd ai de-a face
cu una, decat cu doud sau cu doud sute
dacs-i vorba. Intr-un loc unde-i plin de
femei, n-ai nevoie sa te uiti la ele decat daca
vrei, dar daci intri intr-o odaie in care nu-i
decat o singurd femeie, tandrd sau bdtrand,
frumoasd sau urata, esti obligat sa i te uiti
in fatd. Si, dacd nu te-ntereseaza—aici
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In acel pueblo mexican in care am stat, in
care ne infipseseram, ca sd zic asa, ma
duceam la dans seara. Fetele de-acolo ma
intrebau dacd caballero englez din posada
era un cdlugdr deghizat, sau daca facuse un
jurdmant la sanctissima madre sda nu
Iti
imaginezi ce intreabad fetele libertine cand

vorbeascd cu o femeie sau daci...

nu le mai pasa ce spun; si ma enerva. Da,
patronului i-e groaza sa dea ochii cu femei.

—Cu una singurd? a intrerupt
Schomberg cu o voce guturala.

—Una ar putea fi mai incomoda de
abordat decat doud, sau doua sute, de fapt.
Intr-un loc plin de femei nu trebuie si te
uiti la ele decat daca vrei; dar daca intri
intr-o camera unde-i doar o femeie, tanar3,
batrana, trebuie sa dai ochii cu ea. Si, daca
nu cumva o curtezi, atunci—are dreptate
patronul —iti sta-n cale.



enough —she’s in the way.”
“Why notice them?”

Schomberg. “What can they do?”
“Make a noise, if nothing else,”

muttered

opined Mr. Ricardo curtly, with the
distaste of a man whose path is a path of
silence; for indeed, nothing is more odious
than a noise when one is engaged in a
weighty and absorbing card game. “Noise,
noise, my friend,” he went on forcibly;
“confounded screeching about something
or other, and I like it no more than the
governor does. But with the governor
there’s something else besides. He can’t
stand them at all.”

He paused to reflect on this
psychological phenomenon, and as no
philosopher was at hand to tell him that
there is no strong sentiment without some
terror, as there is no real religion without a
little fetichism, he emitted his own
conclusion, which surely could not go to
the root of the matter.
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patronul are dreptate —iti std-n drum.

,De ce sd le bagi in seama?” mormai
Schomberg. ,Ce-ti pot face?”

,Fac gdldgie, dacd nu altceva,”
opind taios domnul Ricardo, cu sila omului
care-a apucat pe calea tdcerii; pentru c4d,
intr-adevar, cand te-ai asezat la o partida
de cdrti pe mizad mare si pasionantd, nimic
nu-i mai odios decat galdgia. ,Galdgia,
galdgia, amice,” continud el vehement,
~blestematele de tipete pentru orice fleac
nu-mi plac nici mie, cum nu-i plac nici
patronului. Dar la patron mai e ceva in
plus. El, femeile, nu le poate suferi. Deloc.”

Tdcu, sda mediteze asupra acestui
fenomen psihologic; si cum nu avea la
indemand niciun filozof sad-i spund ca nu
existd sentiment puternic fara o teroare, ca
nu existd religie reald fard un pic de
fetisism, el emise propria sa concluzie, care
era firesc sd nu poatd merge pand la
raddcina lucrurilor.
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—De ce sd le bagi in seama? a
murmurat Schomberg. Ce pot sa-ti faca?

—Sé facd zgomot, dacd nu altceva, a
opinat domnul Ricardo sec, cu dezgustul
unui om cu o misiune tacutd; fiindca, intr-
adevdr, nimic nu-i mai odios ca galagia
cand esti absorbit de un joc de cérti cu miza
mare. Galagie, gdldgie, prietene, a
continuat el impetuos; tipete blestemate
despre una ori alta, care imi displac la fel
de mult cat 1i displac si patronului. Dar la
patron, mai e ceva. Nu le suporta defel pe

femei.

S-a oprit sa reflecteze asupra acestui
fenomen psihologic si, cum n-avea la
indemand niciun filozof sd-i spuna ca nu
existd sentiment puternic fara teroare, cum
nu existd nici religie fard un strop de
fetisism, a emis propria concluzie, care,
sigur, nu atingea fondul problemei.



“I'm hanged if I don’t think they are

'II

to him what liquor is to me. Brandy — pah

He made a disgusted face, and
produced a genuine shudder. Schomberg
listened to him in wonder. It looked as if
the very scoundrelism of that —that Swede
would protect him; the spoil of his iniquity
standing between the thief and the

retribution.
“That’s so, old buck.” Ricardo broke
the silence after contemplating

Schomberg’s mute dejection with a sort of
sympathy. “I don’t think this trick will
work.”

“But that’s silly,” whispered the
man deprived of the vengeance which he
had seemed already to hold in his hand, by
a mysterious and exasperating
idiosyncrasy.

“Don’t you set yourself to judge a
Ricardo  without

gentleman.” anger

administered a moody rebuke. “Even I
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,, Al dracului sa fiu daca femeile nu-
s pentru el ce-i alcoolul pentru mine.
Coniac? Puah!”

Facu o mutrd scarbita si se-nfiora
cu-adevdrat. Schomberg il asculta si se
minuna. Incepea s aibs impresia ci insasi
ticalosia dluia, a suedezului, o sa-i fie lui
pavaza, fructul miseliei stAnd intre talhar si
rasplata.

,Asta-i, bdtrane,” rupse Ricardo
tdcerea, dupa ce contemplase cu oarecare
simpatie  deprimarea muta a lui
Schomberg. ,Nu cred c-0 sa mearga
smecheria asta.”

,Da-i o prostie!” murmura omul,
care se vedea frustrat, printr-o misterioasa
si exasperanta idiosincrazie, de o
rdzbunare pe care i se pdruse c-o tinea in
palma.

~Nu te bdga sa apreciezi un

VAN
1

gentleman,” il puse la locul lui Ricardo,

sever dar fard supdrare. ,Nici chiar eu nu-1
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—Sa fiu al naibii daca pentru el
femeile nu-s ce-i bdutura pentru mine!
Brandy —bleah!

A facut o fatd dezgustatd si chiar s-a
cutremurat. Schomberg il asculta uimit.
Parea ca tocmai ticdlosia acelui... acelui
suedez urma sa-l protejeze; nelegiuirea

suferitd avea sa stea intre hot si razbunare.

—Asta e, bdtrane, a rupt Ricardo
tacerea dupd ce a contemplat descurajarea
taciti a lui Schomberg cu un soi de
simpatie. Nu cred cd va merge chestia asta.

— Ce prostie, a murmurat omul care
se vedea lasat fara rdazbunarea de care era

sigur mai fnainte, din cauza unei
misterioase si exasperante ciuddtenii
personale.

—Nu te apuca sd judeci un

gentleman, l-a mustrat Ricardo irascibil
dar nu enervat. Nici eu nu-1 pot intelege pe



can’t understand the governor thoroughly.
And I am an Englishman and his follower.
No, I don’t think I care to put it before him,
sick as I am of staying here.”

Ricardo could not be more sick of
staying than Schomberg was of seeing him
stay. Schomberg believed so firmly in the
reality of Heyst as created by his own
power of false inferences, of his hate, of his
love of scandal, that he could not contain a
stifled cry of conviction as sincere as most
of our convictions, the disguised servants
of our passions, can appear at a supreme

moment.

“It would have been like going to
pick up a nugget of a thousand pounds, or
two or three times as much, for all I know.
No trouble, no—“

“The
Ricardo struck in.

petticoat’s the trouble,”
He had resumed his noiseless,

feline, oblique prowling, in which an
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pot intelege cum trebuie pe patron. Si eu
sunt englez, si-s omul lui. Nu, nu-mi
surade sa-i pun problema, oricat as fi de
satul de stat aici.”

Ricardo n-ar fi putut fi mai satul de
stat decat era Schomberg de a-l vedea
stand. Schomberg credea cu atata vigoare
in realitatea unui Heyst creat de propria sa
de
mincinoasd, de urd, de poftd de scandal,

putere de falsificare, interpretare
incat nu-si putu opri un strigat indbusit de
convingere sincerd, la fel de sincerd cum
multe dintre convingerile noastre, slujnice
deghizate ale pasiunilor noastre, ne pot
apdrea intr-o clipd suprema.

,Ar fi fost ca si cum te-ai fi dus sa iei
de jos o nimica-toatd de-o mie de lire, sau
de doud, sau de trei ori pe-atat, poate. Fara
nicio bataie de cap, fara nimic...”

,Fusta-i de ving,” {ii tdie vorba
Ricardo.

Isi reluase invartitul lui incoace si-
ncolo, fara zgomot, felin, piezis, in care un
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deplin pe patron. lar eu sunt si englez, si
asistentul lui. Nu, nu cred cd vreau sa-i
prezint problema, oricat de satul as fi sa
mai stau pe-aici.

Ricardo nu putea s fie mai sdtul de
stat decat era Schomberg de a-1 vedea ca
mai std. Schomberg credea cu atata tdrie in
realitatea unui Heyst creat de deductiile
sale false, de ura sa, de dragostea lui de
scandal,ca nu a putut sa-si retind un suspin
indbusit de convingere sincerd, cum pot
apdrea majoritatea convingerilor noastre,
servitori deghizati ai pasiunilor noastre,

intr-un moment de mare intensitate.

— Ar fi fost ca si cum v-ati duce sa
ridicati vreo mie de lire, sau doud, sau
chiar trei, de ce nu? Nu-i nicio problemd,
nicio...

—Fusta-i problema, a intervenit
Ricardo.

Revenise la tircoalele lui t3cute,
pisicesti si piezise, in care un observator ar



observer would have detected a new
character of excitement, such as a wild
animal of the cat species, anxious to make
a spring, might betray. Schomberg saw
nothing. It would probably have cheered
his drooping spirits; but in a general way
he preferred not to look at Ricardo.
Ricardo, however, with one of his slanting,
gliding, restless glances, observed the
bitter smile on Schomberg’s bearded lips —
the unmistakable smile of ruined hopes.

“You are a pretty unforgiving sort
of chap,” he said, stopping for a moment
with an air of interest. “Hang me if I ever
saw anybody look so disappointed! I bet
you would send black plague to that island
if you only knew how —eh, what? Plague
too good for them? Ha, ha, ha!”

He bent down to stare at Schomberg
who sat unstirring with stony eyes and set
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observator ar fi detectat un alt gen de
emotie, cum au de pildd animalele
sdlbatice din speta felinelor cand se
pregdtesc de-o sdriturd, si care le poate
trdda. Schomberg nu vedea nimic. L-ar fi
inviorat poate, nitel, in demoralizarea lui,
dac-ar fi vazut, dar in general el prefera sa
nu se uite la Ricardo. Ricardo insd, cu una
din privirile lui piezise, alunecate,
nestatornice, prinse zambetul amar de pe
buzele bdrboase ale lui Schomberg—
zambetul exprimand fdara gres naruirea
tuturor sperantelor.

,Esti un tip teribil de ranchiunos,”
zise el, oprindu-se o clipd cu un aer
interesat. ,,Al dracului s3 fiu dac-am vazut
vreodatd pe cineva in halul &sta de
dezamagit. Pariez c-ai fi in stare sa trimiti
si ciumd pe insula lor, numai dac-ai sti
cum... ai? Ce? Ciuma-i prea bund pentru
ei? Ha, ha, ha!”

Se pleca sa se uite de-aproape la

Schomberg, care sedea nemiscat, cu ochii
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fi putut sa descopere un alt fel de
frdmantare, ceva ce un animal silbatic din
specia felinelor, gata sd salte, ar arata.
Schomber nu observa nimic. Probabil i-ar fi
de tot
deplorabild. Dar, in general, prefera sa nici

inveselit starea spirit mai
nu se uite la Ricardo. Ricardo insd, cu una
din neobositele lui priviri piezise, care trec
lin peste tintd, observase zdmbetul amar de
sub barba

zambetul sperantelor desarte.

lui  Schomberg —negresit,

—Esti un tip care nu iartd, a zis,
oprindu-se cu un aer interesat pentru un
moment. Sd fiu al naibii dac-am mai vazut
vreodatd om asa dezamagit! Pariez c-ai
trimite ciuma peste insula aia dac-ai sti
cum, asa-i? Ce, prea bund ciuma pentru ei?
Ha, ha, ha!

S-a aplecat sa-1 fixeze cu privirea pe
Schomberg, care stdtea nemiscat cu ochii



features, and apparently deaf to the
rasping derision of that laughter so close to
his red fleshy ear.

“Black plague too good for them,
ha, ha!” Ricardo pressed the point on the
tormented hotel-keeper. Schomberg kept
his eyes down obstinately.

“I don’t wish any harm to the girl —
“ he muttered.

“But did she bolt from you? A fair
bilk? Come!”

“Devil what that
villainous Swede had done to her —what

only knows

he promised her, how he frightened her.
She couldn’t have cared for him, I know.”
Schomberg’s vanity clung to the belief in
some atrocious, extraordinary means of
seduction employed by Heyst. “Look how
he bewitched that poor Morrison,” he
murmured.

“Ah, Morrison—got all his money,
what?”
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impietriti, cu fata incremenitd, surd pare-se
la batjocura stridentd, iritantd cu care i se
radea in nas.

,Ciuma-i prea bund pentru ei, ha,

ha!”
carnoasd a chinuitului hotelier. Schomberg

starui Ricardo la wurechea rosie,
tinea, inddratnic, ochii in pamant.

,Fetei nu-i doresc niciun rdu,”
murmura el.

,Dar ea te-a ldsat si a fugit, nu?
Frumoasa figura, nu? Haide, haide!”

,Dracu stie ce i-o fi facut banditu’
dla de suedez—ce i-o fi promis, cum o fi
speriat-o. Ea nu putea sd tind la el. Sunt
convins!” Vanitatea lui Schomberg se
crampona de credinta in niste mijloace de
seduc‘;ie monstruoase, atroce,

de
»,Gandeste-te cum l-a vrdjit pe sdarmanul

extraordinare, folosite Heyst.
Morrison,” murmura el.
,Ah, Morrison... I-a umflat toti

banii, nu?”

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2017

impietriti si cu chipul rigid, aparent surd la
batjocura asprad a acelui ras atat de apropiat
de urechea lui rosie si carnoasa.

— Ciuma neagra e prea bund pentru
ei, ha, ha! a continuat Ricardo in aceeasi
maniera in fata hotelierului chinuit.
Schomberg isi tinea cu incapdtanare ochii
in podea.

—Nu vreau sa pateasca nimic fata, a
murmurat el.

—Dar a fugit de tine, nu? Bun
aranjament, nu? Ei, hai!

—Dracu’ stie ce i-a facut vicleanul
dla de suedez, ce i-a promis, cu ce a
amenintat-o. Nu avea cum sa tina la el, stiu
asta. Vanitatea lui Schomberg se agdta de
credinta intr-un mijloc atroce,
extraordinar, utilizat de Heyst. Uita-te
doar cum l-a vrdjit pe sdracul de Morrison,

a murmurat.

— Ah, Morrison—i-a luat toti banii,
sau ce?



“Yes—and his life.”
“Terrible that
baron! How is one to get at him?”

fellow, Swedish

Schomberg exploded.

“Three against one! Are you shy?
Do you want me to give you a letter of
introduction?”

“You ought to look at yourself in a
glass,” Ricardo said quietly. “Dash me if
you don’t get a stroke of some kind
presently. And this is the fellow who says
women can do nothing! That one will do
for you, unless you manage to forget her.”

“I wish 1
admitted earnestly. “And it’s all the doing

could,” Schomberg
of that Swede. I don’t get enough sleep, Mr.
Ricardo. And then, to finish me off, you
gentlemen turn up . . . as if  hadn’t enough
worry.”

“That’s done you good,” suggested
the secretary with ironic seriousness.
“Takes your mind off that silly trouble. At
your age too.”
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»,Da—si viata pe deasupra.”

,Teribil tip, baronul asta suedez!
Cum sa dai de el?”

Schomberg exploda.

, Irei contra unu! Ti-e frica? Vrei sa-

ti dau o scrisoare de recomandare?”

,Ar trebui sa te privesti intr-o
oglindd,” rosti rar Ricardo. ,S4 fiu asa si pe
dincolo dacad nu te-o lovi damblaua, uite-
acuma. Si dsta-i omul care zice ca femeile
nu-s in stare de nimic. Asta o sd te dea gata,
dacé nu ti-o scoti din minte.”

#AS
Schomberg grav. ,Si totul nu-i decat

vrea sa pot” admise
masinatia suedezului dluia. Nu mai dorm
destul, domnule Ricardo. $i pe urmd, ca sa
mad dati gata, mai apdreti si voi doi... ca si
cum n-as fi avut si asa destule necazuri.”
,Asta ti-a fdcut bine,” spuse in
zeflemea, dar cu un aer serios, secretarul.
,,ijci scoate din cap povestea aia idioatd. Mai

ales la varsta dumitale.”
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—Da... si viata.
—Groaznic individ, baronul dla
suedez! Cum sa-i vii de hac?

Schomberg a explodat.

—Trei pe unul! Esti timid? Vrei sa-ti

dau o scrisoare de recomandare?

— Ar trebui sd te vezi in oglindd, a
zis Ricardo incet. Sd fiu al naibii daca nu
esti pe cale sd ai un atac. Asta de la unul
care zice cd femeile nu-i fac nimic! Asta o
sd te distrugd, dacd nu treci peste ea.
admis

—As vrea sa

Schomberg. Si e numai vina suedezului

pot, a

dluia. Nu dorm destul, domnule Ricardo.
Si, lovitura de gratie, veniti voi doi... de
parcad n-aveam destule pe cap.

—Asta ti-a facut bine, i-a sugerat
secretarul cu o seriozitate ironica. Iti mai ia
gandul de la necazul dla prostesc. La varsta
ta...



He checked himself, as if in pity,
and changing his tone:

“I would really like to oblige you
while doing a stroke of business at the
same time.”

“A

Schomberg, as if it were mechanically. In

good stroke,” insisted
his simplicity he was not able to give up the
idea which had entered his head. An idea
must be driven out by another idea, and
with Schomberg ideas were rare and
therefore tenacious. “Minted gold,” he
murmured with a sort of anguish.

Such an expressive combination of
words was not without effect upon
Ricardo. Both these men were amenable to
the influence of verbal suggestions. The
secretary of “plain Mr. Jones” sighed and
murmured:

“Yes. But how is one to get at it?”

“Being three to one,” said
Schomberg, “I suppose you could get it for
the asking.”
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Se opri, ca de mild, apoi, schimband
tonul:

~Mi-ar face placere sa-ti fiu agreabil,
dand in acelasi timp o lovitura frumoasa.”

IIO
Schomberg

lovitura frumoasa!” stdrui

aproape  mecanic. in
simplitatea lui, nu era in stare sa renunte la
ideea care-i intrase in cap. O idee trebuie
scoasd de-o altd idee, sila Schomberg ideile
erau rare si deci indaratnice. ,Numai aur

zimtuit,” murmura el cu un fel de sfasiere.

O combinatie de cuvinte atat de
expresiva nu era de naturd sa-1 lase rece pe
Ricardo. Acesti barbati erau, amandoi,
sensibili la influenta sugestiva a cuvintelor.
Secretarul ,,domnului Jones pur si simplu”
oftd si murmura:

,Bine. Dar cum ajungi la el?”

,Cum sunteti trei contra unu’, cred
ca-i de-ajuns sa-1 ceri,” zise Schomberg.
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Si-a mutat gandul, parca din mils,
si-a zis pe-un alt ton:

—Mi-ar
serviciul adsta si sa fac si o treaba buna in

face placere sa-ti fac
acelasi timp.
—Foarte bund treabd, a insistat

Schomberg, aproape  mecanic. In
simplitatea lui, nu era gata sa renunte la
ideea care-i intrase in cap. O idee trebuie
scoasd de altd idee, iar la Schomberg ideile
erau rare si prin urmare, tenace. Aur curat,

a murmurat cu oarecare durere.

Asa o combinatie expresivd de
cuvinte nu l-a lasat indiferent pe Ricardo.
Amandoi dddeau ascultare influentei
sugestiilor verbale. Secretarul lui ,domnul

Jones, simplu” a oftat si a murmurat:

—Da. Dar cum dai de el?

—Fiind trei contra unul, a =zis

Schomberg, banuiesc ca i-1 ceri dezgropat.



“One would think the fellow lived
next door,” Ricardo growled impatiently.
“Hang it all, can’t you understand a plain
question? I have asked you the way.”

Schomberg seemed to revive.

“The way?”

The torpor of deceived hopes
underlying his superficial changes of
mood had been pricked by these words
which seemed pointed with purpose.

“The way is over the water, of
course,” said the hotel-keeper. “For people
like you, three days in a good, big boat is
nothing. It's no more than a little outing, a
bit of a change. At this season the Java Sea
is a pond. I have an excellent, safe boat—a
ship’s life-boat—carry thirty, let alone
three, and a child could handle her. You
wouldn’t get a wet face at this time of the
year. You might call it a pleasure-trip.”

“And yet, having this boat, you
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,S-ar zice cd tipul sta peste drum,”
mormdi Ricardo enervat. ,D3d-o dracului
de treaba, nu esti in stare sa pricepi o
intrebare simpld? Te-am intrebat care-i
drumul.”

Schomberg pdru cd reinvie.

,Drumul?”
de
sperantele inselate, care determina toanele

Descurajarea provocatd
lui superficiale, fusese zgaltaita de aceste
cuvinte ce pdreau sa aiba un scop precis.

,Drumul e pe mare, natural,” zise
hotelierul. ,Pentru oameni ca voi, trei zile
pe-o barca e-o nimica toata. Nu-i mai mult
decat o excursie, un pic de schimbare. Pe
vremea asta, Marea Javei e ca un lac. Am
eu o barcd, una excelentd, sigura —o barca
de salvare a unui vapor—ia treizeci de
oameni, ce sa mai vorbim de trei, si-o poate
carmi si-un copil. Nici spuma valurilor nu
te-atinge, la vremea asta a anului. Un voiaj
de placere, s-ar putea spune.”

»Si, cand ai asa comoara de barca,
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—Ai zice cd individul are casa
alaturi, a marait nerabdator Ricardo. Ce
naiba, nu intelegi o intrebare simpla? Te-
am intrebat care-i drumul.

Schomberg pdrea sd-si revina.

— Care-i drumul?

Somnolenta sperantelor desarte ce
statea la baza schimbarilor
temperamentale fusese zguduitd de aceste
cuvinte ce pdreau exacte.

—Drumul este pe ap4g, fireste, a zis
hotelierul. Pentru oameni ca voi, trei zile
intr-o barca mare si frumoasa-i o nimica
toata. E-o promenadd, schimbare de peisaj.
In sezonul &sta, Marea Java e un iaz. Am o
barcd excelenta si sigurd —barca de salvare
a unui vas... ar duce si treizeci, d-apdi trei.
O poate carmui si-un copil. Nici nu te-ai
uda in anotimpul dsta. Spune-i pe nume: o
plimbare de placere.

—Si totusi, desi aveai barca asta, n-



didn’t go after her yourself —or after him?
Well, you are a fine fellow for a
disappointed lover.”

Schomberg gave a start at the
suggestion.

“l am not three men,” he said
sulkily, as the shortest answer of the
several he could have given.

“Oh, I know your sort,” Ricardo let
fall negligently. “You are like most
people—or perhaps just a little more
peaceable than the rest of the buying and
selling gang that bosses this rotten show.
Well, well, you respectable citizen,” he
went on, “let us go thoroughly into the
matter.”

When Schomberg had been made to
understand that Mr. Jones’s henchman was
ready to discuss, in his own words, “this
boat of yours, with courses and distances,”
and such concrete matters of no good
augury to that villainous Swede, he
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nu te-ai dus dupd ea—sau dupad el? Ce sa

'I/

zic, strasnic tip de-amorezat dezamagit

La
Schomberg tresari.

auzul acestor cuvinte,

,Eu sunt unu’, nu trei,” facu el
mohorat, alegand raspunsul cel mai scurt
dintre cele cateva pe care le-ar fi putut da.

,Oh, 1i stiu eu pe-di de teapa
dumitale,” ldsa Ricardo sa-i pice vorbele cu
nepdsare. , Esti la fel cu cei mai multi—sau
poate chiar ceva mai moale decat restul
dughenarilor care negustoresc prin circul
dsta nenorocit care-i lumea. Ma rog, ma
rog,
respectabil,” continua el. , Ia sa vedem cum

dumneata esti un cetatean
sta chestia.”

Cand Schomberg reusi in fine sa
priceapd cd omul de incredere al domnului
Jones era gata sa discute, dupd propriile
sale cuvinte, despre ,barca aia a dumitale,
si ruta si distantele,” si despre alte

probleme concrete care nu erau de bun
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ai pornit dupd fatd, sau dupa individ?

Strasnic amant pdrasit.

Schomberg a tresdrit la auzul
sugestiei.

—Eu sunt unul singur—nu trei, a
ales imbufnat cel mai scurt rdspuns pe care
l-a gasit.

—0O, stiu eu cum sunteti voi, a zis
Ricardo nepdsdtor. Esti ca majoritatea
oamenilor —sau poate doar putin mai
pasnic decat restul benzii de negustori care
conduce spectacolul dsta afurisit. Ei, ei,
cetdtene respectabil, a continuat, hai sa
discutam serios chestiunea.

Cand Schomberg a inteles ca

acolitul domnului Jones era gata sa discute,
in propriile cuvinte, , barca asta a dumitale,

de ruta si distante” si alte chestiuni

pragmatice de rdu augur pentru ticalosul

dla de suedez, i-a revenit postura



recovered his soldierly bearing, squared
his shoulders, and asked in his military
manner:

“You wish, then, to proceed with
the business?”

Ricardo nodded. He had a great
mind to, he said. A gentleman had to be
humoured as much as possible; but he
must be managed, too, on occasions, for his
own good. And it was the business of the
right sort of “follower” to know the proper
time and the proper methods of that
delicate part of his duty. Having exposed
this theory Ricardo proceeded to the
application.

“I've never actually lied to him,” he
said, “and I ain’t going to now. I shall just
say nothing about the girl. He will have to
get over the shock the best he can. Hang it
all! Too much humouring won’t do here.”
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augur pentru banditul ala suedez, isi
recapdta tinuta militaroasd, isi trase umerii
si intreba ostaseste:

,Va sd zica, doriti sda dati curs
acestei afaceri?”

Ricardo dddu din cap. Era foarte,
foarte dispus s-o faca, zicea. Un gentleman
putea sd aiba toane cat de multe, dar mai
trebuia cateodata si manevrat, dupa
imprejurari, pentru binele lui. S$i treaba
unui ,om de incredere” de prima mana
asta era, sa stie care e momentul si care
sunt metodele adecvate acestei laturi
delicate a indatoririlor sale. Dupd ce-si
expuse aceastd teorie, Ricardo trecu la
punerea ei in aplicare.

,Nu

realmente,” zise el, ,si n-am de gand sa-

l-am  mintit niciodata
ncep acuma. Doar cd n-am sd-i pomenesc
nimic de fatd. O sa trebuiascd sd suporte
socul cum o putea. Sad fie-a dracului de
treabd! Prea multe toane nu merg la chestii

d-astea!”
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militdreascd, si-a indreptat umerii si a
intrebat ca un militar:

—Doresti, deci, sd mergi mai
departe cu afacerea?

Ricardo a incuviintat. Intentiona
foarte tare, a zis. Unui gentleman trebuie
sd-i faci pe plac; dar trebuie si condus, in
unele situatii, spre binele sdu. Si este treaba
,insotitorului” potrivit sa stie momentul
potrivit si metodele corecte pentru aceasta
indatorire delicatd. Dupad ce a expus teoria,

Ricardo s-a apucat s-o pund in practica.

—Nu l-am mintit niciodatad, a zis, si
n-o s-o fac nici acum. Pur si simplu nu voi
zice nimic de fatd. Va trebui sa treacd peste
soc asa cum poate. La naiba cu asta! Prea
multa intelegere stricd, aici.



“Funny thing,” Schomberg
observed crisply.

“Is it? Ay, you wouldn't mind
taking a woman by the throat in some dark

corner and nobody by, I bet!”

Ricardo’s dreadful, vicious, cat-like
readiness to get his claws out at any
moment startled Schomberg as usual. But
it was provoking too.

“And you?” he defended himself.
“Don’t you want me to believe you are up
to anything?”

“I, my boy? Oh, yes. I am not that
gentleman; neither are you. Take ‘em by
the throat or chuck ‘em under the chin is all
one to me—almost,” affirmed Ricardo,
with something obscurely ironical in his
complacency. “Now, as to this business. A
three days’ jaunt in a good boat isn't a
thing to frighten people like us. You are
right, so far; but there are other details.”
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,Ciudat lucru,” opina Schomberg
transant.

,Crezi? Eh, ce, parcd dumneata nu
ti-ai infige ghearele in gatul unei femei,
dac-ai prinde-o undeva intr-un colt ascuns,
unde nu te vede nimeni?!”

Facilitatea teribilg, rea, felind cu care
Ricardo isi scotea ghearele-n orice clipa il
sperie pe Schomberg ca de obicei. Dar il si
provoca.

,S1 dumneata?” se apard el. ,Nu-
ncerci sd ma convingi cd esti in stare de
orice?”

»Eu, baiete? Ei, da. Eu nu-s chiar asa
de gentleman, si nici dumneata nu esti. Sa
le strang de gat sau sd le mangai sub barbie,
pentru mine-i totuna—sau aproape,”
declard Ricardo, cu ceva ironic ascuns in
suficienta lui. ,Acuma, sd ne intoarcem la
afacerea noastrda. O plimbare de trei zile
intr-o barcd bund nu-i o chestie sd sperie

niste oameni ca noi. Pan-aici, de acord. Dar
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—Straniu, a observat Schomberg
insufletit.

—Nu-i asa? Dar pariez cd nu te-ar
deranja sd strangi de gat o femeie in vreun
colt intunecat dacd nu-i nimeni prin jur!

de
ingrozitoare si malitioasd cu care Ricardo

Promptitudinea pisica,
isi scotea ghearele in orice moment l-a
facut pe Schomberg sa tresard, ca de obicei.
Dar l-a si provocat.

—Dar tu? s-a apdrat el. Nu incerci tu
sd ma faci sd cred c-ai fi in stare de orice?

—Eu, dragul meu? O, da. Eu nu-s
gentleman si nici tu nu esti. Sa le-apuc de
gat sau frumos de bdrbie, e cam totuna
pentru mine, a afirmat multumit de sine
Ricardo, oarecum ironic. Acum, legat de
afacere. O scurtd cdldtorie de trei zile intr-o
barca buna nu ne sperie pe unii ca noi. Pan-
aici ai dreptate; dar sunt si alte detalii.



Schomberg was ready enough to
enter into details. He explained that he had
a small plantation, with a fairly habitable
hut on it, on Madura. He proposed that his
guest should start from town in his boat, as
if going for an excursion to that rural spot.
The custom-house people on the quay
were used to see his boat go off on such
trips.

From Madura, after some repose
and on a convenient day, Mr. Jones and
party would make the real start. It would
all be plain sailing. Schomberg undertook
boat.
hardship the voyagers need apprehend

to provision the The greatest
would be a mild shower of rain. At that
season of the year there were no serious
thunderstormes.

Schomberg’s heart began to thump
as he saw himself nearing his vengeance.
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mai sunt si alte detalii.”

Schomberg era gata oricand sa intre
in detalii. Ii explicd lui Ricardo c& avea o
plantatie micd, cu o caband destul de
acceptabila, pe Madura. Propunea ca
oaspetii sa plece cu barca lui ca si cum s-ar
duce sd faca o excursie acolo. Oamenii
vamii, de la debarcader, erau obisnuiti sa
vada barca plecand in asemenea curse.

Din Madura, dupd ce se vor fi
odihnit, vor alege o zi potrivitd, si domnul
Jones cu insotitorii sai vor porni la
adevaratul drum. N-or sa aiba altceva de
facut decat sa se lase in voia vantului.
Schomberg isi lua obligatia sd puna in
barca toate proviziile necesare. Cea mai
mare nepldcere de care s-ar fi putut teme
calatorii ar fi fost un pic de ploaie. Pe
vremea asta a anului nu sunt furtuni
serioase.

Lui Schomberg incepu sa-i tresalte
inima vazandu-si razbunarea atat de

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2017

Schomberg era pregatit sa discute si
detalii. A explicat cd avea o plantatie micd,
cu o caband destul de primitoare, pe insula
Madura. A propus ca oaspetii sd plece din
oras cu barca lui, ca si cum s-ar duce intr-o
excursie in locul dla rustic. Vamesii de pe
chei erau obisnuiti si vada barca in

asemenea excursii.

Din Madura, dupd o odihna si daca
vremea prieste, domnul Jones si grupul vor
incepe cu adevarat cdldtoria. Nu va consta
decat in navigat. Schomberg se va fi ocupat
cu aprovizionarea. Cea mai mare greutate
de trecut pentru cdlatori va fi o usoara
ploaie. In anotimpul &sta nu sunt furtuni

serioase.

Inima lui Schomberg incepea sa
zvacneascd pe madsurd ce se vedea mai



His speech was thick but persuasive.
“No risk at all —none whatever.”

Ricardo dismissed these assurances
of safety with an impatient gesture. He was
thinking of other risks.

“The getting away from here is all
right; but we may be sighted at sea, and
that may bring awkwardness later on. A
ship’s boat with three white men in her,
knocking about out of sight of land, is
bound to make talk. Are we likely to be
seen on our way?”

“No, unless by native craft,” said
Schomberg.

Ricardo nodded, satisfied. Both
these white men looked on native life as a
mere play of shadows. A play of shadows
the dominant race could walk through
unaffected and disregarded in the pursuit
of its incomprehensible aims and needs.
No. Native craft did not count, of course. It
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aproape.
,,Nu-i niciun risc... de niciun fel.”

Ricardo inldturd cu un gest enervat
toate aceste asigurari de securitate. La alte
riscuri se gandea el.

»Plecatul de-aici e-n reguld; dar s-ar
putea sd fim vazuti in larg, si asta ne-ar
putea aduce incurcdturi, mai tarziu. O
barcd de salvare, cu trei albi in ea ritacind
pe mare departe de uscat, sigur c-o sa
provoace trancaneli. Pe drum, s-ar putea sa
fim vazuti?”

»Nu. Doar de vreo barca indigena,”
zise Schomberg.

Ricardo dddu din cap, satisfacut.
Albii acestia socoteau, amandoi, viata
indigend ca un simplu joc de umbre. Un joc
de umbre prin care rasa dominantd putea
sd se plimbe impasibild si nestingheritd, in
urmadrirea scopurilor si nevoilor sale de
neinteles. Nu. O barca indigena nu conta,
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aproape de razbunare. Vocea 1ii cam
tremura, dar era convingdtoare.

—Nu exista niciun risc—absolut
zero!

Ricardo a respins aceste asigurdri cu
un gest iritat. El se gandea la alte riscuri.

—DPlecatul de aici e usor; dar am
putea fi vazuti pe mare, iar asta ar putea
crea nepldceri mai incolo. Barca unui vas,
cu trei albi in ea ratdacind departe de tarm,
garantat starneste barfd. Am putea fi
vazuti pe drum?

—Nu,
Schomberg.

doar de nativi, a zis

Ricardo a dat din cap, multumit.
Amandoi albii priveau viata nativilor ca pe
un teatru de umbre. Unul prin care rasa
dominantd putea sa treacd neafectatd si
nebdgatd-n seama, urmarindu-si scopurile
si nevoile de neinteles. Nu. Vasele nativilor

nu contau, bineinteles. Era o parte a marii



was an empty, solitary part of the sea,
Schomberg expounded further. Only the
Ternate mail-boat crossed that region
the eighth of
regularly —nowhere

about every month,

the
though. Rigid, his voice hoarse, his heart

near island
thumping, his mind concentrated on the
success of his plan, the hotel-keeper
multiplied words, as if to keep as many of
them as possible between himself and the
murderous aspect of his purpose.

“So, if you gentlemen depart from
my plantation quietly at sunset on the
8th—always best to make a start at night,
with a land breeze—it's a hundred to
one—what am I saying? —it’s a thousand
to one that no human eye will see you on
the passage. All you've got to do is keep
her heading northeast for, say, fifty hours;
perhaps not quite so long. There will
always be draft enough to keep a boat
moving; you may reckon on that; and
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natural. Era o zond pustie, solitard a

oceanului, 1isi continud Schomberg
expunerea. Numai nava postald de Ternate
traversa zona, cam prin ziua de opt a
fiecarei luni, destul de regulat —dar nu pe-
aproape de insuld, in orice caz. Teapdn,
rdgusit, cu inima bdtand sa-i sparga
pieptul, cu gandul numai la izbanda
planului sdu, hotelierul precipita vorbe
dupa vorbe, ca si cum le-ar fi gramadit
intre el si aspectul criminal al scopului pe
care-l urmadrea.

,Asa cd, domnilor, daca plecati pe
tdcute de la plantatia mea in ziua de opt
dupa asfintit—totdeauna e mai bine de
pornit la drum noaptea, cand sufld briza de
la uscat—e-o sutd la una—ce zic eu? —e-o
mie la una sansa sa nu va vada ochi de om
traversand. Tot ce-aveti de facut e sa tineti
bara pe nord-est timp de, sa zicem,
cincizeci de ore, poate nici mdcar atat. Vant
cat sd tind barca in migcare tot o sa gasiti,

va puteti baza pe asta. $i pe urma...”
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izolatd si goald, l-a mai lamurit Schomberg.
Doar nava postald de Ternate traversa
regulat regiunea cam in a opta zi a fiecarei
luni—departe de insuld, insd. Rigid, cu
vocea rdgusitd, cu inima zvacnindu-i in
piept si cu mintea axatd pe succesul
planului, hotelierul vorbea si vorbea, ziceai
cd vrea sd facd din cuvinte o barierd intre el
si aspectul criminal al scopurilor sale.

— Asadar,

plantatia mea, in liniste, la apus in ziua a

dacd plecati de pe
opta—mereu e bine sd pleci noaptea, cu
briza de pe mal—sunt sanse de una la o
sutd, ce zic, sunt sanse de unu la o mie sa
vd vadd cineva traversand. Nu trebuie
decat sa carmuiti barca inspre nord-est
timp de, sa zicem, cincizeci de ore; poate
mai putin. Va fi mereu destul curent sa
miste barca, de asta poti fi sigur. Si-apoi...



then—*
The his
quivered under his clothes with eagerness,

muscles about waist
with impatience, and with something like
apprehension, the true nature of which
was not clear to him. And he did not want
to investigate it. Ricardo regarded him
steadily, with those dry eyes of his shining
more like polished stones than living
tissue.

“And then what?” he asked.

“And then—why, you will astonish
der herr baron —ha, ha!”

Schomberg seemed to force the
words and the laugh out of himself in a
hoarse bass.

“And you believe he has all that
plunder by him?” asked Ricardo, rather
perfunctorily, because the fact seemed to
him extremely probable when looked at all
round by his acute mind.

Schomberg raised his hands and
lowered them slowly.
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Sub haind, muschii ii vibrau de
patimd, de nerdbdare, dar si de putina
aprehensiune, fara sa-si dea bine seama de
unde-i vine. Si, sd afle de ce, nu voia.
Ricardo il privea fix cu ochii aceia uscati,
sticlind mai curand a piatra lustruitd decat
a substanta vie.

»S1 pe urma—ce?” intreba el.

,S1pe urma... pdi cum, o sa-i faceti o
surpriza lui Herr Baron... ha! ha!”

Schomberg parea ca scoate cu sila, si
vorbele si rasul de bas.

»,S1 dumneata crezi ca are toata
averea acolo, cu el?” intrebd Ricardo
neglijent, pentru cd i se pdrea lucru extrem
de probabil dupa ce, cu mintea lui ascutita,
examinse problema pe toate fetele.

Schomberg ridicd bratele si le lasa

incet sd cada.
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Muschii de sub talie ii tremurau sub
haine de entuziasm, de nerdbdare si de
ceva ce aducea a spaimd, a cdrui naturd nu-
i era clard. Si nici nu voia sa o descopere.
Ricardo il privea stabil, cu ochii lui uscati
stralucind mai mult ca pietre slefuite decat
ca tesut viu.

— Si-apoi ce? a intrebat.

—Padi, apoi ii veti face o surpriza lui
Herr Baron. Ha, ha!

Schomberg a parut cd forteaza
cuvintele si rasul, pe un ton ragusit.

—Si crezi ca are cu el toatd averea
aia? a intrebat Ricardo, cam de méantuialj,
fiindca-i parea foarte probabil sé fie asa din
moment ce, cu mintea lui agerd, se gandise
la toate detaliile.

Schomberg si-a ridicat mainile in
aer si apoi le-a coboréat incet.



“How can it be otherwise? He was
going home, he was on his way, in this
hotel. Ask people. Was it likely he would
leave it behind him?”

Ricardo was thoughtful. Then,
suddenly raising his head, he remarked:

“Steer northeast for fifty hours, eh?
That’s not much of a sailing direction. I've
heard of a port being missed before on
better information. Can’t you say what sort
of landfall a fellow may expect? But I
suppose you have never seen that island
yourself?”

Schomberg admitted that he had
not seen it, in a tone in which a man
congratulates himself on having escaped
the

experience. No, certainly not. He had never

contamination of an unsavoury

had any business to call him there. But
what of that? He could give Mr. Ricardo as
good a sea-mark as anybody need wish for.
He laughed nervously. Miss it! He defied
anyone that came within forty miles of it to
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,Cum s-ar putea sa fie altfel? Se
ducea acasd. Cand s-a oprit aici la hotel, era
in drum. Intreab3 lumea. E de crezut s-o
lase undeva?”

Ricardo ramadsese pe ganduri. Apoi,
deodata, ridicand capul:

,Bara pe nord-est cincizeci de ore,
hai? Asta nu-i mare lucru ca date de
navigatie. Am auzit de altii care n-au
nimerit portul stiind chiar ceva mai mult
de-atat. N-ai putea sd-mi spui cum arata
tarmul? Dar banuiesc cd n-ai vazut insula
de cand esti.”

Schomberg admise cd n-o vazuse,
cu tonul unuia care se felicita cd scapase de
o contaminare oribild. Nu, fireste ca nu. N-
a avut niciodatd niciun fel de afacere care
sd-] méane intr-acolo. Dar, ce-i cu asta?
Putea sa-i dea domnului Ricardo cel mai
bun reper marin pe care si l-ar putea dori
cineva. Rase nervos. 54 nu nimereascd!
Desfidea pe oricine ajungea la patruzeci de
mile de vizuina ticdlosului de suedez sa n-
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—Cum sd fie altfel? Era in drum
spre casd, aici, la hotel. Intreabd lumea.
Cum s4 fi ldsat ceva in urma?

Ricardo era ganditor. Apoi,
ridicaAndu-si deodatd capul, a remarcat:

—Inspre nord-est cam cincizeci de
ore, ai? Nu-s cine stie ce instructiuni de
navigat. S-au ratat porturi si cu informatii
mai clare. Nu poti spune cum va ardta
malul, la ce sd ne asteptam? Dar, banuiesc
cd n-ai vdzut niciodatd cu ochii tdi insula
aia.

Schomberg a recunoscut ca n-o
vazuse, cu tonul cu care un om se lauda ca
a scdpat de o contaminare dezgustdtoare.
Nu, sigur cd nu. N-avusese niciun fel de
treab pe acolo. Si ce? {i putea da domnului
Ricardo un reper costier la fel de bine ca
oricare altul. A ras nervos. Auzi, s-o rateze!
Provoca pe oricine se apropia la patruzeci
de mile de insuld sa rateze adapostul acelui
suedez infam.



miss the retreat of that villainous Swede.

“What do you think of a pillar of
smoke by day and a loom of fire at night?
There’s a volcano in full blast near that
island —enough to guide almost a blind
man. What more do you want? An active
volcano to steer by?”

These last words he roared out
exultingly, then jumped up and glared.
The door to the left of the bar had swung
open, and Mrs. Schomberg, dressed for
duty, stood facing him down the whole
length of the room. She clung to the handle
for a moment, then came in and glided to
her place, where she sat down to stare
straight before her, as usual.
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0 nimereasca.

,Ce-ai de zis de-o coloand de fum
ziua si de para unui incendiu noaptea?
Langd insula aia e un vulcan in activitate —
de-ajuns sa-1 ghideze si pe-un orb. Ce mai
vrei altceva? Un vulcan in activitate, sa pui
bara pe el!”

Aceste ultime cuvinte le rdcni
exultand, apoi sari in sus facand ochii mari.
Usa din stanga barului se daduse de perete
si doamna Schomberg, imbrdcata pentru
serviciul ei zilnic, aparu in fata lui la
celalalt capat al sdlii. O clipa rdmase cu
mana pe clantd, apoi intra si alunecd la
locul ei, unde se aseza ca sd priveasca fix,
drept inainte, ca de obicei.
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—Ce zici de o coloana de fum in
timpul zilei si de aura unui foc noaptea? E
un vulcan activ langa insula aia — destul sa
ghideze si-un orb. Ce vrei mai mult? Un
vulcan activ pe post de far!

Ultimele cuvinte le-a  rdcnit
jubiland, apoi a sarit in picioare si s-a uitat
urat. Usa din spatele barului se deschisese
iar doamna Schomberg, imbracatda de
datorie, se uita la el din celdlalt capat al
sdlii. A rdmas cu ména pe clantd o secunds,
apoi a intrat si a trecut pe nesimtite la locul
ei, unde s-a asezat pentru a se holba drept

fnainte, cum 1i era obiceiul.



Part Three
CHAPTER ONE

Tropical nature had been kind to the
failure of the commercial enterprise. The
desolation of the headquarters of the
Tropical Belt Coal Company had been
screened from the side of the sea; from the
side where prying eyes—if any were
sufficiently interested, either in malice or in
sorrow —could have noted the decaying
bones of that once sanguine enterprise.

Heyst had been sitting among the
bones buried so kindly in the grass of two
wet seasons’ growth. The silence of his
surroundings, broken only by such sounds
as a distant roll of thunder, the lash of rain
through the foliage of some big trees, the
noise of the wind tossing the leaves of the
forest, and of the short seas breaking
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Partea a treia
Capitolul I

Natura tropicald se dovedise blanda
cu falimentul intreprinderii comerciale.
Pustietatea care domnea la sediul
Companiei Tropical Belt Coal era feritd de
privirile dinspre partea madrii; din partea
dinspre care, ochi iscoditori—daca s-ar
gdsi destul de interesati, fie din rdutate, fie
din supdrare—s-ar fi asteptat sa remarce
osemintele  in = descompunere  ale
intreprinderii ce invitase pe vremuri la
optimism.

Heyst se asezase printre aceste
oseminte, cu-atdta pietate acoperite de
iarba a doud sezoane de ploi. Tacerea
imprejurimilor, intrerupta cand si cand
de

indepdrtat, de ploaia biciuind frunzele

doar rostogolirea vreunui tunet

grase ale vreunor copaci mari, de vantul
agitand frunzisul padurii si de valurile
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Partea a treia
Capitolul I

Natura tropicald fusese blanda cu
esecul intreprinderii comerciale. Dezolarea
sediului Companiei Tropical Belt Coal
fusese feritd de partea marii de unde ochii
curiosilor—daca era vreunul destul de
interesat, din rautate sau din amdaraciune —
ar fi putut observa oasele degradate ale
intreprinderii, care pe vremuri starnise

optimism.

Heyst statea  printre  oasele
ingropate atat de generos de iarba crescuta
dupd doud sezoane ploioase. Linistea din
imprejurimi, frantd doar de bubuitul
indepdrtat al unui tunet, de ploaia ce
biciuia frunzisul unor copaci inalti, de
vantul ce rdscolea frunzele padurii si de

valurile linistite spargandu-se la mal, mai



against the shore, favoured rather than
hindered his solitary meditation.

A meditation is always—in a white

man, at least—more or less an
interrogative exercise. Heyst meditated in
simple terms on the mystery of his actions;
and he answered himself with the honest
reflection:

“There must be a lot of the original

Adam in me, after all.”

He reflected, too, with the sense of
making a discovery, that this primeval
ancestor is not easily suppressed. The
oldest voice in the world is just the one that
never ceases to speak. If anybody could
have silenced its imperative echoes, it
should have been Heyst’s father, with his
contemptuous, inflexible negation of all
effort; but apparently he could not. There
was in the son a lot of that first ancestor
who, as soon as he could uplift his muddy
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madarunte sfairamandu-se de mal, mai mult
indemnau la meditatie solitarda decat o
stanjeneau.

Meditatia e totdeauna —cel putin la
un alb—un exercitiu mai mult sau mai
putin interogativ. Heyst medita, simplu si
direct, la misterul propriilor sale fapte, si
isi rdspundea cu aceastd onesta explicatie:

,La urma urmei, probabil cd am in
destul de din Adamul
inceputurilor.”

mine mult

Se mai gandea de asemenea—si
avea sentimentul cd face o descoperire —ca
nu-i deloc usor sd suprimi urmele acestui
Glasul
inceteazad nicio clipa de a vorbi e tocmai cel

preistoric  stramos. care nu
mai vechi glas din lume. Daca ar fi fost
cineva in stare sd reduca la tacere ecourile
lui intempestive, acela ar fi fost tatal lui
Heyst, cu negatia lui implacabild,
dispretuitoare a oricdrui efort; dar evident,

nu fusese in stare. Era, in fiul sdu, mult din
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degrabd ii inlesnea decat sd-i impiedice
meditatia solitara.

Meditatia este mereu—pentru alb,
cel putin—un exercitiu mai mult sau mai
putin interogativ. Heyst medita in termeni
simpli asupra misterului actiunilor sale; si

isi rdspundea cu reflectia onesta:

—Trebuie s§ am mult din Adam

original in mine, pand la urma.

Mai
senzatia ca face o descoperire, cd acest

reflecta, de asemenea, cu
stramos primitiv nu-i usor de suprimat.
Cea mai veche voce din lume nu este decat
cea care nu conteneste sd vorbeasca. Daca
ar fi putut cineva sd-i inabuse ecourile
ineluctabile, acesta ar fi fost tatal lui Heyst,
cu negarea lui dispretuitoare = si
neinduplecatd a oricdrui efort; dar se pare
cd nu reusise. In fiu era mult din primul

stramos, care, imediat ce a reusit sa-si



frame from the celestial mould, started
inspecting and naming the animals of that
paradise which he was so soon to lose.

Action—the  first
perhaps the first impulse, on earth! The
barbed hook, baited with the illusions of

progress, to bring out of the lightless void

thought, or

the shoals of unnumbered generations!

“And [, the son of my father, have
been caught too, like the silliest fish of
them all,” Heyst said to himself.

He suffered. He was hurt by the
sight of his own life, which ought to have
been a masterpiece of aloofness. He
remembered always his last evening with
his father.
features, the great mass of white hair, and

He remembered the thin

the ivory complexion. A five-branched
candlestick stood on a little table by the
side of the easy chair. They had been
talking a long time. The noises of the street
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acest strdbun care, indatd ce si-a putut
scoate trupu-i de tdrand din cerescul mulaj,
incepuse sd inspecteze si sd atribuie nume
animalelor din paradisul pe care atat de
curand avea sd-1 piarda.

Actiune—primul gand, primul
impuls poate de pe pdmant! Undita
ghimpatd, cu iluzia progresului drept
momeald, sd scoatd din bezna neantului
avalansele fara sfarsit de generatii!

Si eu, fiul tatdlui meu, m-am lasat
prins, ca si cel mai nerod dintre toti pestii,
isi spunea Heyst.

Suferea. Imaginea propriei sale
vieti, care ar fi trebuit sa fie o capodopera
de elevatie detasats, il durea. Isi amintea
intotdeauna de ultima sears cu tatil siu. Isi
amintea de chipul lui sldbit, de parul alb,
de tenul ca de fildes. Pe o masutd langa
fotoliu era un sfesnic cu cinci brate.
de

Zgomotele strdzii se stinseserd unul cate

Statusera vorbd multd vreme.

unul, pand ce, in lumina lunii, casele
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ridice pieptul noroios din tarana cereascd,
a inceput sa inspecteze si sa numeascd
animalele acelui paradis pe care avea sa-1
piarda atat de curand.

Actiunea—primul gand, sau poate
cd primul impuls de pe pamant! Carligele
cu sarmd ghimpatd, momeala—iluzia
progresului, pentru a scoate din vidul
intunecat nenumadrate generatii!

—Iar eu, fiul tatdlui meu, am fost si
eu prins, cel mai prost peste dintre toti, si-
a zis Heyst.

Suferea. Il rinea privelistea vietii
sale, care ar fi trebuit sa fie o capodopera
de detasare. Mereu isi aducea aminte de
ultima seara aldturi de tata. Fata trasa,
gramada de pdr alb si tenul ca de fildes. Un
sfesnic cu cinci brate era asezat pe o masa
micd langd fotoliu. Vorbeau de multd
vreme. Zgomotele strazii se stinsesera unul
dupa altul pand ce, in final, in lumina lunii,
casele londoneze au inceput sd semene



had died out one by one, till at last, in the
moonlight, the London houses began to
look like the tombs of an unvisited,
unhonoured cemetery of hopes.

He had listened. Then, after a
silence, he had asked —for he was really
young then:

“Is there no guidance?”

His father was in an unexpectedly
soft mood on that night, when the moon
swam in a cloudless sky over the begrimed
shadows of the town.

“You still believe in something,
then?” he said in a clear voice, which had
been growing feeble of late. “You believe
in flesh and blood, perhaps? A full and
equable contempt would soon do away
with that, too. But since you have not
attained to it, I advise you to cultivate that
form of contempt which is called pity. It is
the
remembering that you, too, if you are

perhaps least difficult—always

Joseph Conrad
Victory. Victorie. Parallel Texts.
39

Londrei incepura sa arate ca mormintele
unui cimitir al sperantelor, pustiu si

profanat!

il ascultase vorbind. Apoi, dupa o
pauzd, intrebase—pentru ca intr-adevar
era foarte tanar pe-atunci:

,Nu
orientare?”

existd o modalitate de

In seara aceea, in care luna plutea pe
deasupra umbrelor afumate ale orasului
pe-un cer fara nori, tatdl lui era intr-o
dispozitie surprinzator de blanda.

,Tu tot mai crezi in ceva?” spusese
el cu vocea-i limpede, care in ultima vreme
mai slabise. ,Mai crezi poate in carne si-n
sange? Un dispret total si statornic o sd te
scape si de asta. Dar cum nu te-ai ridicat
incd pand acolo, te sfatuiesc sa cultivi acea
forma de dispret care-i numitd mild. E
poate cea mai putin dificild—sa nu uiti
niciodata ca si tu, daca e ceva de tine, esti
la fel de demn de mila ca si ceilalti, dar nu
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mormintelor dintr-un cimitir al

sperantelor, uitat si neonorat.

Ascultase. Apoi, dupa o tacere,

intrebase —fiindcé era foarte tandr atunci:
— Chiar nu existd o calduza?

In acea noapte, cind luna inota intr-
un cer fara nori peste umbrele murdare ale
tatal
neasteptat de blanda.

orasului, sdu era Iintr-o stare

—1Incid mai crezi in ceva, deci? a
spus cu o voce clard ce devenise in ultima
vreme subredd. Crezi, poate, in carne si-n
sange? Un dispret deplin si constant ar
elimina si asta curand. Dar cum nu l-ai
dobandit, te sfatuiesc sa-ti cultivi acea
forma de dispret numitd mila. E, poate, cea
mai simpld —mereu tindnd minte ca si tu
esti demn de mila la fel de mult ca si restul,

dar nu astepti niciodatd mild de la altii.



anything, are as pitiful as the rest, yet never
expecting any pity for yourself.”

“What is one to do, then?” sighed
the young man, regarding his father, rigid
in the high-backed chair.

“Look on—make no sound,” were
the last words of the man who had spent
his life in blowing blasts upon a terrible
trumpet which filled heaven and earth
with ruins, while mankind went on its way
unheeding.

That very night he died in his bed,
so quietly that they found him in his usual
attitude of sleep, lying on his side, one
hand under his cheek, and his knees
slightly bent. He had not even straightened
his legs.

His the
destroyer of systems, of hopes, of beliefs.
He observed that the death of that bitter
contemner of life did not trouble the flow

son buried silenced

of life’s stream, where men and women go
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trebuie sd te astepti la niciun fel de mila.”

de facut?” oftase

tanarul privind la tatal sau, care sta teapan

,Atunci, ce-i
in fotoliul cu spatar inalt.

,Stai si priveste —fdrd sa faci niciun
zgomot,” au fost ultimele cuvinte ale
barbatului  care-si  petrecuse  viata
trdmbitand violent dintr-o teribild goarna
umpland cerul si pamantul de ruine, in
timp ce omenirea isi vedea de drumul e,
nepdsdtoare.

Chiar in aceeasi noapte, el muri in
patul sdu, atat de linistit incat il gasird in
pozitia in care dormea de obicei, pe o parte,
cu obrazul pe mand, cu genunchii putin
Nici
picioarele.

indoiti. mdcar nu-si Intinsese

Amutitul distrugdtor de sisteme, de
sperante, de credinte fu inmormantat de
fiul

amarnicului defaimator al vietii nu tulbura

sdu, care constata ca moartea

cursul acestei vieti in care barbati si femei
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—Si ce trebuie facut atunci? a oftat
tanarul privindu-si tatdl drept in scaunul
cu spdtar inalt.

,Priveste inainte, nu scoate niciun
sunet”, fuseserd ultimele cuvinte ale
omului care si-a petrecut viata sunand
puternic dintr-o trambita teribild, care
umpluse cerul si pamantul de ruine, in
timp ce omenirea mergea inainte nebagand
de seama.

In aceeasi noapte a murit in pat.
Atat de tdcut, cd l-au gasit in pozitia
obisnuitd, intins pe o parte, cu o mand sub
obraz si cu genunchii usor indoiti. Nici nu-
si indreptase picioarele.

Fiul lui l-a ingropat pe distrugatorul
tdcut de sisteme, sperante si credinte. A
observat cda moartea acelui acid
dispretuitor al vietii nu a deranjat cursul

acesteia, care duce barbati si femei cat



by thick as dust, revolving and jostling one
another like figures cut out of cork and
weighted with lead just sufficiently to keep
them in their proudly upright posture.

After the funeral, Heyst sat alone, in
the dusk, and his meditation took the form
of a definite vision of the stream, of the
fatuously jostling, nodding, spinning
figures hurried irresistibly along, and
giving no sign of being aware that the voice
on the bank had been suddenly silenced . .
. Yes. A few obituary notices generally
insignificant and some grossly abusive.
The son had read them all with mournful
detachment.

“This is the hate and rage of their
fear,” he thought to himself, “and also of
wounded vanity. They shriek their little
shriek as they fly past. I suppose I ought to
hate him too . . .”

He became aware of his eyes being

wet. [t was not that the man was his father.
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trec ca pulberea, inghesuindu-se si-
nghiontindu-se ca figurinele de plutda cu
picioare de plumb care revin vesnic inapoi,

tantose pe verticala.

Dupd inmormantare Heyst, singur,
se asezd in semiobscuritate, si meditatiile

lui luara forma unei viziuni precise a

fluviului vietii, a figurinelor stupide
inghesuindu-se  si-nghiontindu-se  si-
nvartindu-se, gonind irezistibil —mai

departe, fara niciun semn ca si-ar fi dat
seama cd glasul de pe mal amutise... Ba da.
Cateva

necrologuri, in general

insignifiante si unele injurioase i
grosolane. Fiul le citise cu o trista detasare.

E ura si mania fricii lor, gandi el, si
a vanitatii lor ranite. Tipd, in timp ce-i duce
curentul. Probabil ca si eu ar trebui sa-1

urasc...

Isi dadu seama cd i se umezisera
ochii. Nu pentru cd omul acela fusese tatal
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de
inghiontindu-se ca figurine de plutd, cu

grauntele praf, invartindu-se si
picioare de plumb care le poarta la fund in
suvoiul vietii destul cat sa le tind intr-o
mandra posturd dreapta.

Dupd inmormaéantare, Heyst a stat
singur in amurg, iar meditatia lui a luat
forma unei viziuni deslusite a acestui
suvoi, a figurinelor inutil inghiontindu-se,
dand din cap si rotindu-se, toate grabite
irezistibil, neddnd vreun semn c-ar fi
constiente cd vocea de pe mal se sfarsise
complet... Ba da. Cateva necrologuri in
general irelevante si unele chiar injurioase.
Fiul le citise pe toate cu detasare
indurerata.

— Astea-s ura si méania fricii lor, s-a
gandit el, dar si a vanitatii ranite. Tipa si ei,
in timp ce se lasd purtati mai departe.
Banuiesc ca si eu ar trebui sa-1 urasc...

Si-a dat seama ca i se udasera ochii.
Nu era vorba cd omul i fusese tata. Pentru



For him it was purely a matter of hearsay
which could not in itself cause this
emotion. No! It was because he had looked
at him so long that he missed him so much.
The dead man had kept him on the bank by
his side. And now Heyst felt acutely that he
was alone on the bank of the stream. In his

pride he determined not to enter it.

A few slow tears rolled down his
face. The rooms, filling with shadows,
seemed haunted by a melancholy, uneasy
presence which could not express itself.
The young man got up with a strange sense
of making way for something impalpable
that claimed possession, went out of the
house, and locked the door. A fortnight
later he started on his travels —to “look on

and never make a sound.”

The elder Heyst had left behind him
a little money and a certain quantity of
movable objects, such as books, tables,
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sdu. Asta era, pentru el, o chestiune de
pura formd, care nu putea, in fond, sa
provoace o emotie. Nu! Isi fixase privirea
pe omul acesta de prea multa vreme, de
aceea acum 1ii lipsea atat de mult.
Réaposatul il tinuse pe mal, aldturi de el. Si
acum Heyst simtea cu acuitate cd era
singur pe malul fluviului. In mandria sa
lud hotdrarea sa nu coboare in apa.

Cateva lacrimi i se rostogolira lent
pe obraji. Camerele se umpleau de umbre,
pareau sa fie stdpanite de o prezentd
melancolicd, tulburdtoare care nu-si putea
da glas. Tandrul se ridicase cu o stranie
senzatie cd lasa locul la ceva insesizabil ce
revendica posesiunea, iesise din casd si
incuiase usa. Doud saptdmani mai tarziu isi
incepuse peregrinarea prin lume—,sa

priveasca si sd nu faca niciun zgomot.”

Heyst bdtranul ii lasase ceva parale
si cateva lucruri, precum cdrti, mese,
scaune, tablouri, care dupa atatia ani de
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el, asta era irelevant si n-ar fi putut de la
sine si dea nastere aceastei emotii. Nu! [i
lipsea asa de tare fiindca se uitase la el atata
timp. Iar acum Heyst simtea intens
singuratatea de pe malul suvoiului.

Mandria nu l-a ldsat sd intre in apa.

Cateva lacrimi i s-au rostogolit incet
pe fatd. Camerele, umplute de umbre,
pdreau bantuite de o prezentd melancolicd,
nefireascd, in imposibilitatea de a se
exprima. Tandrul s-a ridicat si a iesit din
casa inchizdnd usa, cu senzatia stranie ca
face loc unui lucru intangibil care vine s-o
posede. Dupa doud sdptdmani, a plecat in
calatoriile sale—sd priveascd inainte si sa

nu facd niciun sunet.

Batranul Heyst ldsase in urma
cativa bani si o cantitate mica de obiecte,
printre care cdrti, mese, scaune si tablouri,



chairs, and pictures, which might have
complained of heartless desertion after
many years of faithful service; for thereis a
soul in things. Heyst, our Heyst, had often
thought of them, reproachful and mute,
shrouded and locked up in those rooms,
far away in London with the sounds of the
street reaching them faintly, and
sometimes a little sunshine, when the
blinds were pulled up and the windows
opened from time to time in pursuance of
his
reminders. It seemed as if in his conception

original instructions and later
of a world not worth touching, and
perhaps not substantial enough to grasp,
these objects familiar to his childhood and
his youth, and associated with the memory
of an old man, were the only realities,
something having an absolute existence.
He would never have them sold, or even
moved from the places they occupied
when he looked upon them last. When he

was advised from London that his lease
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serviciu credincios s-ar fi putut poate
plange de abandon si cruzime — pentru ca
au si lucrurile un suflet al lor. Heyst, Heyst
al nostru, si le imagina reprobatoare si
mute, invelite in huse si incuiate acolo,
departe, in oddile din Londra, cu zgomotul
strdzii ajungand la ele estompat, si uneori,
din cdnd in cdnd, citeva raze de soare,
cand se ridica transperantele si se deschid
ferestrele, in executarea instructiunilor sale
initiale si a revenirilor ulterioare. Parea ca,
in conceptia sa despre o lume nedemna de
a fi atinsa si, de altminteri, poate si prea
putin concretd sé fie sesizatd, aceste obiecte
ce-i fuseserd familiare in copildrie si in
tinerete, asociate cu amintirea unui om
batran, erau singurele realitdti avand o
existentd absolutd. Nu ar fi acceptat cu
niciun pret sd le vandd sau mdcar sd le
mute din locurile in care fuseserd cand le
vdzuse pentru ultima datd. Cand i s-a
comunicat de la Londra cd expirase
contractul de inchiriere si ca imobilul,
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care s-ar fi putut plange de un abandon
crud dupd multi ani de serviciu credincios;
fiindca si obiectele au suflet. Heyst al
nostru se gandise deseori la ele, pline de
reprosuri, dar tacute, acoperite si incuiate
in camerele astea, departe la Londra unde
sunetele strdzii abia le ajung, uneori si
putin soare, cand jaluzelele au fost trase
din cand in cadnd in conformitate cu
instructiunile sale originale si ulterioare.
Pdrea cd, in conceptia lui a unei lumi ce nu
meritd atinsa si poate prea putin materiald
pentru a fi stdpanitd, aceste obiecte
familiare copildriei si tineretii sale si
asociate amintirii unui om bédtran erau
singurele realitdti, singurele care aveau o
existentd absolutd. Nu le-ar fi vandut
niciodata si nici nu le-ar fi mutat din
locurile pe care le ocupau cand le privise
ultima data. Cand a fost anuntat de la
Londra cd-i expirase arenda si ca locuinta,
laolaltd cu altele cu care semdna ca

picdturile de apd, urma sa fie demolatd, a



had expired, and that the house, with some
others as like it as two peas, was to be
demolished, he was  surprisingly
distressed.

He had entered by then the broad,
human path of inconsistencies. Already the
Tropical Belt Coal Company was in
existence. He sent instructions to have
some of the things sent out to him at
Samburan, just as any ordinary, credulous
person would have done. They came, torn
out from their long repose —a lot of books,
some chairs and tables, his father’s portrait
in oils, which surprised Heyst by its air of
youth, because he remembered his father
as a much older man; a lot of small objects,
such as candlesticks, inkstands, and
statuettes from his father’s study, which
surprised him because they looked so old
and so much worn.

The manager of the Tropical Belt
Coal Company, unpacking them on the

verandah in the shade besieged by a fierce
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impreuna cu alte cateva cu care semdna ca
douad picaturi de apa, urma sa fie daramat,

a fost surprinzator de amarat.

Apucase intre timp pe calea largsd,
omeneasca a inconsecventelor. Compania
Tropical Belt Coal luase fiintd. Dadu
instructiuni sa i se trimitd cateva dintre
lucruri acolo, in Samburan, cum ar fi ficut
orice om obisnuit, increzator. Au sosit,
smulse din lungul lor repaos —o multime
de carti, cateva scaune si mese, portretul in
ulei al tatdlui sdu, care l-a surprins pe
Heyst prin aerul de tinerete, pentru ca isi
amintea de tatal sdu ca de un om mult mai
batran; o multime de obiecte mici, ca de
pilda sfesnice, calimari, statuete din
camera de lucru a tatdlui sdu, care toate 1-
au uimit, pentru cd aratau atat de vechi si
atat de uzate.

Despachetandu-le pe veranda in
umbra asediatd de un soare aprig,

directorul Companiei Tropical Belt Coal
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fost surprinzator de mahnit.

Pe atunci intrase pe incdpdtoarea

cale umanda a contradictiilor.
Belt Coal

Trimisese instructiuni sa-i fie aduse unele

Deja
Compania Tropical exista.
lucruri in Samburan, asa cum ar fi facut
orice altd persoand obisnuita, creduld. Au
sosit, smulse din lunga lor odihna — multe
carti, niste scaune si mese, portretul in ulei
al tatdlui care l-a surprins pe Heyst prin
aerul sdu tineresc, fiindca si-l1 amintea pe
tatd ca un om mult mai batrdn; multe
obiecte mici precum sfesnice, calimari si
statuete din biroul tatdlui, care l-au mirat
fiindca aratau atat de vechi si de uzate.

Directorul Companiei Tropical Belt
Coal trebuie sa se fi simtit ca un apostat
plin de remuscdri in fata acelor relicve,



sunshine, must have felt like a remorseful
apostate before these relics. He handled
them tenderly; and it was perhaps their
presence there which attached him to the
island when he woke up to the failure of
his apostasy. Whatever the decisive reason,
Heyst had remained where another would
have been glad to be off. The excellent
Davidson had discovered the fact without
discovering the reason, and took a humane
interest in Heyst’s strange existence, while
at the same time his native delicacy kept
him from intruding on the other’s whim of
solitude. He could not possibly guess that
Heyst, alone on the island, felt neither
more nor less lonely than in any other
place, desert or populous. Davidson’s
concern was, if one may express it so, the
danger of spiritual starvation; but this was
a spirit which had renounced all outside
nourishment, and was sustaining itself
proudly on its own contempt of the usual
coarse ailments which life offers to the
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trebuie sa se fi simtit, in fata acestor relicve,
ca un apostat chinuit de cdintd. Umbla cu
ele plin de tandrete, si poate cd prezenta lor
acolo a fost ceea ce l-a tinut legat de insuld
atunci cand falimentul l-a facut sa se
trezeasca din apostazie. Oricare-ar fi fost
motivul determinant, fapt e ca Heyst a
ramas cand altul ar fi fost bucuros sa poata
pleca. Admirabilul Davidson, fara sa
descopere motivul, descoperise faptul, si
prinsese un interes omenesc pentru strania
viatd a lui Heyst; dar, in acelasi timp,
delicatetea lui inndscutd ii interzicea orice
intruziune in pasiunea pentru solitudine a
celuilalt. El n-avea cum s4 stie cd, singur pe
insuld, Heyst nu se simtea nici mai mult
nici mai putin solitar decat in orice alt loc,
pustiu sau locuit. Ceea ce-l preocupa pe
Davidson era, dacd se poate spune astfel,
pericolul unei inanitii spirituale, dar Heyst
era un spirit care renuntase la orice aliment
din afara si era mandru ca se hraneste din
dispretul sdu fatd de hrana grosoland pe
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despachetandu-le in umbra verandei care
fusese asaltatd de un soare aprig. Le
manuia cu blandete si poate ca prezenta lor
acolo l-a facut sa se ataseze de insulad cand
si-a dat seama de esecul financiar al
apostaziei sale. Indiferent de motivul
decisiv, Heyst ramdsese acolo unde altul n-
ar fi ramas de bundvoie. Minunatul
Davidson descoperise asta, fara a afla si
motivul, si devenise omeneste interesat de

dar
delicatetea lui nativa nu ii permisese sa dea

strania existentd a lui Heyst,

buzna peste solitudinea asa placutd
celuilalt. Probabil nu putea sd ghiceasca
faptul ca Heyst, singur pe insuld, nu se
simtea nici mai mult nici mai putin singur
decat in oricare alt loc, desert sau populat.
Ingrijorarea lui Davidson era, dacd se poate
spune asa, pericolul foametei spirituale;
dar acesta era un spirit care renuntase la
orice hrana exterioara si care se nutrea cu
mandrie cu propriul dispret fatd de hrana
vulgard pe care viata o oferd apetiturilor



common appetites of men.

Neither was Heyst’s body in danger
of starvation, as Schomberg had so
confidently asserted. At the beginning of
the company’s operations the island had
been provisioned in a manner which had
outlasted the need. Heyst did not need to
fear hunger; and his very loneliness had
not been without some alleviation. Of the
crowd of imported Chinese labourers, one
at least had remained in Samburan,
solitary and strange, like a swallow left

behind at the migrating season of his tribe.

Wang was not a common coolie. He
had been a servant to white men before.
The agreement between him and Heyst
consisted in the exchange of a few words
on the day when the last batch of the mine
coolies was leaving Samburan. Heyst,
the balustrade of the
verandah, was looking on, as calm in

leaning over
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care viata o oferd apetiturilor vulgare ale

oamenilor.

Nici trupul lui Heyst nu era in
de

Schomberg

cum afirmase
La
inceputul activitdtii Companiei, insula

pericol infometare,

cu atata convingere.
fusese aprovizionatd intr-o madsurd care
depdsea necesitdtile. Lui Heyst n-avea de
ce sd-i fie teama de foame. Si insasi
solitudinea lui nu ramdsese fard o oarecare
atenuare. Din multimea de muncitori
chinezi imigranti, unul in orice caz
ramdsese in Samburan, singur si izolat, ca
o randunicd pdrasitd de stol la vremea
migratiei.

Wang nu era un culi obisnuit. Mai
servise si tnainte la albi. injcelegerea dintre
el si Heyst s-a incheiat printr-un schimb de
cateva cuvinte in ziua in care ultimul grup
de culi mineri au pdrdsit Samburanul.
Heyst, rezemat de balustrada verandei,
privea in depdrtare, in aparentd la fel de

calm ca si cum nu s-ar fi abatut niciodata
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triviale ale oamenilor.

Nici corpul lui Heyst nu era in

pericolul infometdrii, cum sustinuse

La

inceputul operatiunilor companiei, insula

Schomberg cu atata certitudine.
fusese aprovizionatd intr-o manierd care
depadsise necesarul. Heyst n-avea a se teme
de foamete, iar singurdtatea lui i fusese in
sine alinare. Din grupul de lucrdtori
chinezi imigranti, mdcar unul rdmasese in
Samburan, singuratic si ciudat, ca o
randunicd rdmasd in urmd in sezonul

migrator.

Wang nu era un culi de rand. Mai
fusese servitor la albi inainte. Intelegerea
dintre el si Heyst a constat in schimbul
catorva cuvinte in ziua cand ultimii culi
mineri au plecat din Samburan. Heyst
privea aplecat pe balustrada verandei, atat
de calm c-ai fi zis cd niciodatd nu se
despartise de doctrina cd lumea asta,



appearance as though he had never
departed from the doctrine that this world,
for the wise, is nothing but an amusing
spectacle. Wang came round the house,
and standing below, raised up his yellow,
thin face.

“All finish?” he asked. Heyst
nodded slightly from above, glancing
towards the jetty. A crowd of blue-clad
tfigures with yellow faces and calves was
being hustled down into the boats of the
chartered steamer lying well out, like a
painted ship on a painted sea; painted in
crude colours, without shadows, without
feeling, with brutal precision.

“You had better hurry up if you
don’t want to be left behind.”

But the Chinaman did not move.

“Me stop,” he declared. Heyst
looked down at him for the first time.

“You want to stop here?”
llYeS.”
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de la doctrina cd, pentru un intelept, lumea
asta nu-i nimic altceva decat un spectacol
amuzant. Wang apdaru de dupd casa si,
ramanand jos, ridicd fata-i galbena si slaba:

,Totul sfalsit?” intreba el. Heyst
facu un semn usor cu capul, de sus, privind
spre scheld. O gramada de fiinte imbracate
in albastru, cu fete si picioare galbene, erau
impinse cu zorul in bdrcile unui vapor
navlosit, ancorat in radd, departe, ca un
vapor pictat pe o mare pictatd; pictate in
culori violente, fard wumbre, fard
sensibilitate, cu o precizie brutala.

,Ali face bine sd te grabesti daca nu
vrei sd te lase aici.”

Dar chinezul nu se clinti.

»Eu ldmane aici”, spuse el. Heyst isi
aruncd privirea in jos, cdtre el, pentru
prima oara.

,, Vrei sd ramai aici?”

,Da.”
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pentru intelepti, nu-i decat un spectacol
distractiv. Wang a apdrut langa casd si,
stand jos, si-a ridicat fata galbena si trasa.

—Totul gata? intrebase. Heyst a dat
usor din cap de sus, privind inspre chei. Un
grup de siluete imbracate in albastru cu
fete si pulpe galbene era zorit in barcile
vasului inchiriat din depdrtare, ca un
vapor pictat pe o mare pictatd; in culori
tipdtoare, fara umbre, fard pasiune, cu o
precizie brutala.

—Mai bine te grabesti, sa nu ramai
in urma.

Dar chinezul nu s-a miscat.

—Eu stau, a declarat. Heyst l-a
privit pentru prima data.

— Vrei sa stai aici?
—Da.



“What were you? What was your
work here?”

“Mess-loom boy.”

“Do you want to stay with me here
as my boy?” inquired Heyst, surprised.

The Chinaman unexpectedly put on
a deprecatory expression, and said, after a
marked pause:

“Can do.”

“You needn’t,” said Heyst, “unless
you like. I propose to stay on here —it may
be for a very long time. I have no power to
make you go if you wish to remain, but I
don’t see why you should.”

“Catchee
remarked Wang unemotionally,

one piecee wife,”
and
marched off, turning his back on the wharf
and the great world beyond, represented
by the steamer waiting for her boats.
Heyst learned presently that Wang
had persuaded one of the women of Alfuro
village, on the west shore of the island,

beyond the central ridge, to come over to
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,Unde lucrai? Ce faceai?”

»Eu boy, sala mese.”

,Vrei sd rdmai aici, sd fii boy la
mine?” intreba Heyst surprins.

Chinezul lud, pe neasteptate, o
expresie care voia sd preintampine orice
criticd si, dupd o pauzd marcatd, zise:

,Pot.”

~N-ai nevoie”, zise Heyst. ,Numai
daca vrei. Poti sd ramai—dar atunci va fi
pentru foarte multd vreme. Nu te pot
obliga sa pleci dacd vrei sd rdmai, dar nu
vdd de ce-ai ramane.”

,Eu pus mana nevasta glozav,”,
raspunse placid Wang, si plecd, intorcand
spatele schelei si lumii de dincolo de ea,
intruchipatd de vaporul ce-si astepta
barcile.
ca

afla curand

convinsese pe una dintre femeile din satul

Heyst Wang

tribului Alfuro de pe malul apusean al
insulei, dincolo de creasta care-o tdia prin
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— Cu ce te ocupai? Ce treabd ai avut
aici?

— Boy. Sala de mese.

— Vrei sa fii mus la mine? I-a intrebat
Heyst, surprins.

Chinezul a fdcut pe neasteptate o
expresie dezaprobatoare, apoi a zis, dupd o
pauzd insemnata:

—Se poate.

—Nu-i nevoie, a zis Heyst, decat
daca vrei. Eu intentionez sd raman aici si-
ar putea dura mult timp. Nu te pot forta sa
pleci dacd vrei sa stai, dar nu vad de ce-ai
face-o.

—Prins nevasta grozav, a remarcat
Wang impasibil si a plecat, intorcand
spatele cheiului si maretii lumi de dincolo
de el, reprezentatd de vaporul ce-si astepta
barcile.

Heyst a aflat ca Wang o convinsese
pe una din femeile satului Alfuro de pe
malul vestic al insulei, dincolo de creasta
din centru, sa vind s3 trdiascad aldturi de el



live with him in a remote part of the
company’s clearing. It was a curious case,
inasmuch as the Alfuros, having been
frightened by the sudden invasion of
Chinamen, had blocked the path over the
ridge by felling a few trees, and had kept
strictly on their own side. The coolies, as a
body, mistrusting the manifest mildness of
these harmless fisher-folk, had kept to their
lines, without attempting to cross the
island. Wang was the brilliant exception.
He
fascinating, in a way that was not apparent

must have been uncommonly
to Heyst, or else uncommonly persuasive.
The woman’s services to Heyst were
limited to the fact that she had anchored
Wang to the spot by her charms, which
remained unknown to the white man,
because she never came near the houses.
The couple lived at the edge of the forest,
and she could sometimes be seen gazing
towards the bungalow shading her eyes

with her hand. Even from a distance she
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mijloc, sd treacd dincoace si sd vind sd
traiascd cu el intr-un colt indepartat, la
marginea terenului defrisat de Companie.
Era un caz ciudat, pentru ca locuitorii din
Alfuro, de
neasteptatd a chinezilor, blocasera poteca

satul speriati invazia
de peste munti doborand cativa copaci si
ramdseserd pe pamanturile lor. Culii, cu
totii, neincrezatori in vadita blandete a
popor de

rdmdseserd si ei de partea lor, fard sa

acelui inofensiv pescari,

incerce sa traverseze insula. Wang
constituia exceptia stralucita. Trebuie sa fi
exercitat o fascinatie deosebita, de o natura
insesizabild pentru Heyst, sau sa fi fost
nespus de persuasiv. Utilitatea pentru
Heyst a acestei femei se limita la faptul ca-
1 ancorase locului pe Wang prin farmecul
ei, care albului i-a rdmas necunoscut,
pentru cd ea nu s-a apropiat de casd
niciodatd. Perechea locuia la marginea
padurii, si uneori femeia putea fi vazuta

privind spre bungalow umbrindu-si ochii
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intr-o zona ferita din suprafata defrisata
pentru companie. Era un caz straniu, in
madsura in care satul Alfruo, inspdimantat
de invazia subitd a chinezilor, blocase
drumul peste creastd retezdnd cativa
copaci si nu-si parasise deloc pamanturile.
Culii,
blandetea afisata de acest inofensiv neam

ca grup, neavand incredere in
de pescari, stdtusera printre ai lor, fara sa-
ncerce sd traverseze insula. Wang era
deosebita exceptie. Trebuie sa fi fost
neobisnuit de fascinant, intr-o maniera
care nu-i era evidentd lui Heyst, sau poate,
neobisnuit de convingator. Serviciile pe
care femeia i le adusese lui Heyst se
limitaserd la faptul ca-1 legase pe Wang de
acel loc cu farmecele ei, care pentru alb
erau necunoscute, fiindca nu se apropia
niciodata de locuinte. Cei doi locuiau la
marginea pdadurii, iar uneori puteai s-o
vezi pe femeie uitdndu-se la casa cu
verandad, cu mana la ochi, de soare. Chiar si
de la distantd parea o fiintd timida,



appeared to be a shy, wild creature, and
Heyst, anxious not to try her primitive
nerves unduly, scrupulously avoided that
side of the clearing in his strolls.

The day —or rather the first night —
after his hermit life began, he was aware of
vague sounds of revelry in that direction.
Emboldened by the departure of the
invading strangers, some Alfuros, the

and relations, had
the to attend
something in the nature of a wedding feast.
Wang had invited them. But this was the
only occasion when any sound louder than

woman’s friends

ventured over ridge

the buzzing of insects had troubled the
profound silence of the clearing. The
natives were never invited again. Wang
not only knew how to live according to
conventional proprieties, but had strong
personal views as to the manner of
arranging his domestic existence. After a
time Heyst perceived that Wang had
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cu palma. Parea, chiar din depadrtare, s fie
o fapturd timidd, sperioasd, si Heyst, cu
grija sa nu puna inutil la incercare nervii ei
primitivi, evita cu scrupulozitate in
plimbadrile sale zona aceea.

In ziua—sau mai bine zis in prima
noapte—in care a inceput viata lui de
sihastru, i s-a parut cd aude vagi zgomote
de

Prinzand curaj

petrecere dinspre partea aceea.
la primirea vestii ca
invadatorii straini plecaserd, cativa sdteni
din satul Alfuro, prieteni si rude de-ale
femeii, se aventurasera peste creastd ca sa
participe la ceva care trebuia sd semene cu
o nunta. {i invitase Wang. Dar acesta a fost
unicul caz in care un zgomot mai puternic
decat

profunda tdcere a poienii. Indigenii n-au

bazaitul insectelor a tulburat
mai fost invitati niciodata. Wang nu numai
ca stia cum se trdieste conform uzantelor si
decentei, dar avea si pdreri personale bine
stabilite referitoare la organizarea vietii

sale domestice. Dupd o bucatd de vreme,
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nedomesticitd, iar Heyst, atent sd nu-i
testeze prea tare nervii primitivi, evita cu
constiinciozitate acea zond defrisata, cand

isi facea plimbadrile sale.

In ziua—sau, mai degrabd, in

noaptea—cand si-a Inceput viata de
eremit, a devenit constient de vagi sunete
ale unei festivitdti din acea directie.
imboldijci de plecarea strdinilor invadatori,
cativa din satul Alfuro, prietenii si rudele
femeii, se aventurasera peste creastd sa ia
parte la ceva asemdndtor unui ospat de
nuntd, in naturd. Wang ii invitase. Dar asta
fusese singura ocazie cand un sunet mai
decat

tacerea

puternic bazaitul  insectelor

deranjase profundd a zonei
defrisate. Nativii n-au mai fost invitati a
doua oard. Wang nu numai cd stia sa
trdiasca conform manierelor
conventionale, dar avea si puternice opinii
personale in legdtura cu felul in care isi

aranja existenta domestica. Dupd o vreme,



annexed all the keys. Any keys left lying
about vanished after Wang had passed that
way. Subsequently some of them—those
that did not belong to the storerooms and
the empty bungalows, and could not be
regarded as the common property of this
community of two—were returned to
Heyst, tied in a bunch with a piece of
string. He found them one morning lying
by the side of his plate. He had not been
inconvenienced by their absence, because
he never locked up anything in the way of
drawers and boxes. Heyst said nothing.
Wang also said nothing. Perhaps he had
always been a taciturn man; perhaps he
was influenced by the genius of the
locality, which was certainly that of silence.
Till Heyst and Morrison had landed in
Black Diamond Bay, and named it, that
side of Samburan had hardly ever heard
the sound of human speech. It was easy to
be taciturn with Heyst, who had plunged
himself into an abyss of meditation over
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Heyst constata ca Wang luase toate cheile.
Orice cheie ldsatd pe-undeva la vedere
disparea dupd prima trecere a lui Wang pe-
acolo. Mai tarziu unele dintre ele—cele
care nu erau de la magazii sau de la
bungalowurile goale si nu puteau fi
considerate proprietate colectivd a acestei
comunitati in doi—i-au fost restituite lui
Heyst legate cu o bucatd de sfoard. Le-a
gasit intr-o dimineatd pe masd, langa
tacam. Lipsa lor nu-1 stanjenise, pentru ca
nu incuia nimic, nici sertare, nici cufere.
Heyst n-a spus nimic. Wang, nici el, n-a
spus nimic. Se poate sa fi fost totdeauna un
taciturn; poate cd era influentat de geniul
locului, care cu sigurantd ca era geniul
tdcerii. Pana la debarcarea lui Heyst si a lui
Morrison in Golful Diamantului Negru,
cum l-au botezat, partea asta a insulei
Samburan e putin probabil sa fi auzit glas
de om. Era usor sa fii taciturn cu Heyst,
care se cufunda in carti si intr-un abis de
meditatie si rdmanea asa pand ce umbra lui
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Heyst a observat cd Wang anexase toate
cheile. Orice cheie ldsata la voia intamplarii
disparea dupa ce Wang trecuse prin acea
zond. Ulterior, unele dintre ele—acelea
care nu apartineau magaziilor sau caselor
nelocuite si nu puteau fi vdzute ca
proprietate comund a acestei comunitati de
doi oameni—i-au fost returnate lui Heyst,
legate cu sfoard intr-un mdanunchi. Le-a
gdsit intr-o dimineata langa farfurie. Nu 1l
deranjase absenta lor, pentru ca nu incuia
niciodatd, nici sertare, nici cufere. Heyst n-
a zis nimic. Wang, de asemenea, n-a zis
nimic. Poate ca fusese mereu un om
taciturn; poate cd era influentat de geniul
localitdtii, care era cu sigurantd cel al
tacerii. Pana sa debarce Heyst si cu
Morrison in Golful Diamantului Negru si
sd-i dea nume, partea aceea a
Samburanului abia daca auzise sunetul
graiului omenesc. Era usor sd fii taciturn cu
Heyst, care se arunca intr-un abis de

meditatie cu cartile lui, si raméanea asa



books, and remained in it till the shadow of
Wang falling across the page, and the
sound of a rough, low voice uttering the
Malay word “makan,” would force him to
climb out to a meal.

Wang in his native province in
China might have been an aggressively,
sensitively genial person; but in Samburan
he had clothed himself in a mysterious
stolidity, and did not seem to resent not
being spoken to except in single words, at
a rate which did not average half a dozen
per day. And he gave no more than he got.
It is to be presumed that if he suffered
constraint, he made up for it with the
Alfuro woman. He always went back to
her at the first fall of dusk, vanishing from
the bungalow suddenly at this hour, like a
sort of topsy-turvy, day-hunting Chinese
ghost with a white jacket and a pigtail.
Presently, giving way to a Chinaman'’s
ruling passion, he could be observed
breaking the ground near his hut, between
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Wang profilandu-se pe pagind si un glas
gutural si profund rostind cuvantul malaez
makan il scula silindu-1 sa se aseze la masa.

Poate cd in provincia lui natald din
China, Wang sa fi fost o persoand amabila,
plind de sensibilitate si de initiative
generoase, dar in Samburan se imbracase
intr-un flegmatism misterios si parea sa nu
se simta ofensat ca nu i se vorbeste decat
monosilabic si intr-un ritm care nu totaliza
mai mult de-o jumadtate de duzina de
cuvinte pe zi. Si nici el nu dddea mai mult
decat primea. E de presupus cd, daca
suferea de pe urma asta, recupera pe seama
din tribul Alfuro.
totdeauna la ea indata ce se lasa asfintitul,

femeii Se-ntorcea
disparand subit in bungalow cand se facea
ora, ca un fel de fantomda diurna de chinez
pe de-a-ndoaselea, cu veston alb si cu
coadi. In curand, cedand unei dominante
pasiuni chineze, putea fi vazut sapand
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pana ce umbra lui Wang cdzand pe foaie si
sunetul unei voci scdzute, aspre, rostind
cuvantul malaiez ,,makan”, il fortau sa se

aseze cu el la masa.

Wang se poate sa fi fost o persoana
agresiv si sensibil de agreabild in provincia
Dar
unei

natald din China. in Samburan

imbraca  haina impasibilitati
misterioase si nu pdrea sa-i displacd sa nu i
se vorbeascd decat in cuvinte scurte, nu
mai mult de vreo sase pe zi. Si el raspundea
intocmai. Se poate presupune cd daca
suferea din cauza asta, compensa cu femeia
Alfuro. Mereu se intorcea la ea la ldsarea
serii, disparand subit in bungalou la
aceastd ora, ca un fel de fantoma chineza
anapoda, cu o jacheta alba si plete, care
bantuie doar ziua. Curand, dand frau liber
unei pasiuni de chinez, putea fi vazut
lucrand pamantul de langa colibd, intre
buturugi falnice de copaci doborati, cu

tarnacopul unui miner. Dupd o vreme, a



the mighty stumps of felled trees, with a
After a he
discovered a rusty but serviceable spade in

miner’s pickaxe. time,
one of the empty storerooms, and it is to be
supposed that he got on famously; but
nothing of it could be seen, because he
went to the trouble of pulling to pieces one
of the company’s sheds in order to get
materials for making a high and very close
fence round his patch, as if the growing of
vegetables were a patented process, or an
awful and holy mystery entrusted to the

keeping of his race.

Heyst, following from a distance the
progress of Wang'’s gardening and of these
precautions —there was nothing else to
look at—was amused at the thought that
he, in his own person, represented the
market for its produce. The Chinaman had
found several packets of seeds in the store-
and had

rooms, surrendered to an
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pamantul in apropierea colibei sale, intre
cioturi masive de copaci tdiati, cu un
tarndcop de miner. Dupa o vreme a
decoperit undeva, intr-o magazie goala, un
harlet ruginit, dar inca bun si e de banuit ca
treaba mergea admirabil, dar de vazut nu
s-a putut vedea nimic, pentru cd si-a dat
osteneala sd desfaca unul din soproanele
Companiei ca sa-si facd rost de materiale
sd-si ridice un gard inalt si bine inchis in
jurul peticului de pamant, de parca
cresterea legumelor ar fi fost un procedeu
brevetat sau cine-stie-ce grozav si sfant
mister incredintat spre pdstrare neamului
lui.

Heyst, urmarind de la distanta
evolutia gradindritului lui Wang si toate
precautiunile astea—nu era nimic altceva
acolo la ce sa privesti—se amuza la gandul
cd el , persoana sa unicd, reprezenta piata
acestor produse... Chinezul gdsise in
magazie cateva pachete de seminte si
capitulase in fata ispitei irezistibile de a le
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descoperit o lopatd ruginita, dar utilizabila,
intr-unul din depozitele goale, si probabil
ii mergea de minune; dar nimic din toate
astea nu era facut la vedere, fiindci se
din
soproanele companiei, pentru a obtine

deranjase sa facd bucati unul
materiale din care sd facd un gard inalt,
strans in jurul terenului sdu, de parca
cresterea legumelor era un proces brevetat,
sfant mister

sau vreaun strasnic si

incredintat numai rasei sale.

Heyst, urmarind de la distanta
progresul gradindritului lui Wang si al
acelor precautii —n-avea la ce altceva sa se
uite —se amuzase la gandul ca persoana lui
reprezenta piata acelor produse. Chinezul
gdsise cateva pachete de seminte in
depozite si cedase unui impuls irezistibil
de a le pune in pamant. Urma sa-1 facd pe



irresistible impulse to put them into the
ground. He would make his master pay for
the vegetables which he was raising to
satisfy his instinct. And, looking silently at
the silent Wang going about his work in
the bungalow in his unhasty, steady way,
Heyst envied the Chinaman’s obedience to
his instincts, the powerful simplicity of
purpose which made his existence appear
automatic in

almost the mysterious

precision of its facts.
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pune in pamant. O sd-1 facd pe stapan sa-i
plateasca legumele pe care le cultiva, ca sa-
si satisfaca acest instinct. $i, privind in
tdcere la tacutul Wang vdzandu-si de
treburi in bungalow in felul lui, fara graba
si fdrd rdgaz, Heyst invidia aceastd
supunere a chinezului la instinctele sale,
aceastd viguroasa simplitate in scop, care
facea ca viata lui sa-i pard aproape
in misterioasa-i

automata precizie a

faptelor.
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stdpan sd pldateascd legumele pe care le
crestea pentru a-si satisface instinctul. Si,
privindu-l in tdcere pe tdcutul Wang
trebdluind in bungalou in ritmul sdu lent,
constant, Heyst invidia supunerea
chinezului fata de instinctele sale, aceasta
puternica simplitate a scopului care facea
ca existenta lui sd pard aproape automata

in misterioasa ei precizie a faptelor.



CHAPTER TWO

During his master’s absence at
Sourabaya, Wang had busied himself with
the ground immediately in front of the
principal bungalow. Emerging from the
fringe of grass growing across the shore
end of the coal-jetty, Heyst beheld a broad,
clear space, black and level, with only one
or two clumps of charred twigs, where the
flame had swept from the front of his
house to the nearest trees of the forest.

“You took the risk of firing the
grass?” Heyst asked.

Wang nodded. Hanging on the arm
of the white man before whom he stood
was the girl called Alma; but neither from
the
expression could anyone have guessed

Chinaman’s eyes nor from his
that he was in the slightest degree aware of
the fact.

“He has been tidying the place in his

labour-saving way,” explained Heyst,
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Capitolul II

In timpul absentei din Samburan a
stdpanului sdu, Wang se ocupase de
terenul din fata bungalowului principal.
lIesind din iarba inaltd care crestea pe mal
la capdtul debarcaderului pentru carbuni,
Heyst dddu cu ochii de un teren mare,
curatat, negru si nivelat, cu una sau doua
gramezi de crdci carbonizate. Flacarile
curatasera totul intre casa lui si arborii
padurii.

,Ai avut curaj sd dai foc ierbii?” il
intreba Heyst.

Wang dadu din cap. La bratul
albului in fata céruia se afla, era fata cireia
i se zicea Alma, dar nici din ochii
chinezului si nici de pe fata lui n-ai fi putut
banui daca percepuse cat de cat acest fapt.

»A curdtat locul intr-un fel care
economiseste truda,” ii explicd Heyst fara
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Capitolul IT

In timpul absentei stapanului sdu in
Surabaya, Wang se ingrijise de pamantul
din fata bungaloului principal. Iesind din
pe
debarcaderului pentru cdrbuni, Heyst a

hotarul ierbii ce crestea malul
vdzut un larg spatiu gol, negru si nivelat,
cu una sau doud mormane de nuiele
parlite, unde fldcdrile arsesera tot din fata
casei pand la cei mai apropiati copaci ai
padurii.

—Ti-ai asumat riscul de a da foc
ierbii? a intrebat Heyst.

Wang a dat din cap. La bratul
albului in fata caruia stitea se afla fata
numitd Alma; dar nici din ochii chinezului,
nici din expresia lui, nu s-ar fi putut deslusi

cd era mdcar constient de aceasta prezenta.

—A facut curdtenie pe-aici in
maniera asta care nu necesitd multd



without looking at the girl, whose hand
rested on his forearm. “He’s the whole
establishment, you see. I told you I hadn’t
even a dog to keep me company here.”

Wang had marched off towards the
wharf.
“He’s like those waiters in that
she said. That
Schomberg’s hotel.

place,” place was

“One Chinaman looks very much
like another,” Heyst remarked. “We shall
find it useful to have him here. This is the
house.”

They faced, at some distance, the six
shallow steps leading up to the verandah.
The girl had abandoned Heyst’s arm.

“This is the house,” he repeated.

She did not offer to budge away
from his side, but stood staring fixedly at
the steps, as if they had been something
unique and impracticable. He waited a
little, but she did not move.
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sd se uite la fatd, a carei mand se rezema pe
bratul lui. ,El e tot personalul meu, stii...
Ti-am spus cd n-am nici mdcar un caine
care sa-mi tind tovarasie.”

Wang se indepdrtase  spre
debarcader.

,E la fel ca chinezii de-acolo”, zise
ea. Acolo insemna pentru ea hotelul lui
Schomberg.

,Chinezii seamana foarte mult unul
cu altul”, spuse Heyst. ,O sd ne fie foarte
util aici. Asta-i casa.”

In fata lor, la oarecare distants, sase
trepte scunde duceau la verandd. Fata
lasase bratul lui Heyst.

»Asta e casa”, repetd el.

Ea nu manifesta intentia de a se
dezlipi de el, ci ramase locului privind fix
la trepte, parc-ar fi fost ceva unic, ceva
imposibil. El asteptd putin, dar ea nu se

misca.
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muncd, i-a explicat Heyst fard a o privi pe
fatd, care-si tinea mana pe antebratul sdu.
El e tot personalul de aici, vezi tu. Ti-am
spus cd n-am nici mdcar un caine sa-mi tind
companie aici.

Wang pornise inspre chei.

—E ca ospatarii din locul dla, a zis.
Locul dla era hotelul lui Schomberg.

— Chinezii seamdna foarte bine, a
remarcat Heyst. Ne va fi util sa-1 avem aici.
Asta-i casa.

Stateau, la ceva distanta, in fata
celor sase trepte joase ce duceau pe
veranda. Fata ii ddaduse drumul la mana.

— Asta-i casa, a repetat el.

Ea nu s-a oferit sa se clinteasca de
langa el, ci a rdmas fixdnd cu privirea
treptele, ca si cum ar fi fost un lucru unic si
irealizabil. El a asteptat putin, dar ea nu s-
a miscat.



“Don’t you want to go in?” he
asked, without turning his head to look at
her. “The sun’s too heavy to stand about
here.” He tried to overcome a sort of fear, a
sort of impatient faintness, and his voice
sounded rough. “You had better go in,” he
concluded.

They both moved then, but at the
foot of the stairs Heyst stopped, while the
girl went on rapidly, as if nothing could
stop her now. She crossed the verandah
swiftly, and entered the twilight of the big
central room opening upon it, and then the
deeper twilight of the room beyond. She
stood still in the dusk, in which her dazzled
eyes could scarcely make out the forms of
objects, and sighed a sigh of relief. The
impression of the sunlight, of sea and sky,
remained with her like a memory of a
painful trial gone through—done with at
last!

Meanwhile Heyst had walked back
slowly towards the jetty; but he did not get
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,Nu vrei sd intri?” intreba fira sa
intoarcd spre ea capul, fard s-o priveasca.
,E prea tare soarele, ca sd stam aici”.
Incerca sa-si infrangd un fel de teamd, un
fel de slabiciune enervantsd, si vocea lui

suna aspra. ,Mai bine ai intra induntru.”

Pornira impreuna, dar la piciorul
scarii Heyst se opri, in timp ce fata urca
treptele repede, ca si cum nimic n-ar mai fi
putut s-o opreascd, acum. Strabdtu
veranda si pdtrunse in penumbra camerei
mari centrale care se deschidea spre
verandd, apoi in crepusculul mai profund
din camera cealaltd. Rdmase nemiscatad in
obscuritatea in care ochii ei orbiti de-abia
daca puteau deosebi formele obiectelor si
scoase un suspin de usurare. Impresiile
ldasate de soare, de mare, de cer erau pentru
ea ca amintirea unei incercdri dureroase —
si din care, in fine, scapase!

In vremea asta Heyst pornise incet

inapoi spre debarcader, dar n-a apucat s-
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—Nu vrei sd intri? a zis, fara sa-si
intoarcd privirea la ea. Soarele arde prea
tare ca si stim pe-afard. Incerca si
depdseascd un soi de teamd, un soi de
sldbiciune nerdbdétoare, iar vocea ii sunase
asprd. Mai bine intri, a conchis.

Amandoi s-au miscat atunci, dar la
piciorul scdrilor Heyst s-a oprit, in vreme
ce fata a urcat repede, de parca nimic n-ar
mai fi putut-o opri. A traversat iute
veranda si a intrat in obscuritatea marii
camere centrale inspre care dddea, si-apoi
in si mai marea obscuritate a camerei
urmadtoare. Statea nemiscatd in fata
amurgului, in care ochii ei uluiti abia
puteau distinge formele obiectelor, si a
oftat usuratd. Imaginile razelor soarelui, a
marii si a cerului erau o amintire a
incercdrii grele prin care trecuse —scdpase
in sfarsit!

Intre timp, Heyst pornise incet
inapoi pe chei, dar nu a ajuns atat de



so far as that. The practical and automatic
Wang had got hold of one of the little
trucks that had been used for running
He
appeared pushing it before him, loaded
lightly with Heyst’s bag and the bundle of
the girl's belongings, wrapped in Mrs.

baskets of coal alongside ships.

Schomberg’s shawl. Heyst turned about
and walked by the side of the rusty rails on
which the truck ran. Opposite the house
Wang stopped, lifted the bag to his
shoulder, balanced it carefully, and then
took the bundle in his hand.

“Leave those things on the table in
the big room —understand?”

“Me savee,” grunted Wang, moving
off.
the
disappear from the verandah. It was not till

Heyst watched Chinaman
he had seen Wang come out that he himself
entered the twilight of the big room. By
that time Wang was out of sight at the back

of the house, but by no means out of
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ajungd pand acolo. Wang, practic si
masinal, pusese mana pe unul dintre
vagonetele care fuseserd folosite la caratul
cosurilor cu cadrbune pand la vapor. Aparu
impingandu-l inaintea sa, incdrcat cu sacul
de voiaj al lui Heyst si cu bocceluta cu
lucrurile fetei, legata in salul doamnei
Schomberg. Heyst se intoarse si porni
aldturi de sinele ruginite pe care aluneca
vagonetul. In dreptul casei, Wang se opri,
ridicd sacul pe umeri, il echilibrad cu grijd,
apoi lua bocceluta in mana.

,Pune lucrurile astea pe masa, in
camera mare — intelegi?”

»Eu stie”, mormdi Wang pornind.

Heyst il urmadri pe chinez disparand
de pe verandd. De-abia dupa ce-1 vdzu pe
Wang iesind, pdtrunse si el in penumbra
camerei mari. In timpul acesta Wang, din
dosul casei, nu mai putea vedea, dar putea
in orice caz auzi. Chinezul putu auzi vocea
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departe. Practicul si automaticul Wang
pusese mana pe unul din vagonetele care
fusesera folosite pentru a duce cosurile cu
carbune catre nave. I-a iesit in fata
impingandu-l, incdrcat doar cu sacul lui
Heyst si cu lucrurile fetei, infdsurate in
salul doamnei Schomberg. Heyst s-a intors
pe cdlcaie si a mers de-a lungul sinelor
ruginite pe care inainta vagonetul. In fata
casei, Wang s-a oprit, a ridicat sacul pe
umadr, l-a stabilizat cu atentie pe umeri si-

apoi a luat bocceluta in mana.

—Lasa asta pe masa din camera
mare — ai inteles?

—Eu priceput, a mormdit Wang,
pornind.

Heyst l-a privit pe chinez disparand
de pe verandd. Abia cand l-a vazut iesind,
a intrat si el in obscuritatea camerei mari.
Atunci, Wang deja dispdaruse in spatele
casei, dar putea incd sd ii auda. Chinezul a
auzit vocea aceluia pe care, cand erau multi



hearing. The Chinaman could hear the
voice of him who, when there were many
people there, was generally referred to as
“Number One.” Wang was not able to
understand the words, but the tone
interested him.

“Where are you?” cried Number
One.

Then Wang heard, much more faint,
a voice he had never heard before —a novel
impression which he acknowledged by

cocking his head slightly to one side.

“I am here —out of the sun.”

The new voice sounded remote and
uncertain. Wang heard nothing more,
though he waited for some time, very still,
the top of his shaven poll exactly level with
the floor of the back verandah. His face
meanwhile preserved an inscrutable
immobility. Suddenly he stooped to pick
up the lid of a deal candle-box which was

lying on the ground by his foot. Breaking it
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celui cdruia, pe vremea cand era mai multa
lume pe insuld, i se spunea ,Numadrul
Unu”.

interesa tonul.

Nu intelegea cuvintele, dar il

,Unde esti?” strigase Numadrul
Unu.

Apoi Wang auzi, mult mai stins, un
glas pe care nu-l mai auzise niciodata pana

de
cunostintd inclinandu-si usor capul intr-o

atunci—impresie noua care lud
parte.

»Sunt aici—am fugit de soare”.

Glasul cel nou suna indepartat si
nesigur. Wang n-a mai auzit nimic, desi a
asteptat o bucata de vreme, fara sa faca
nicio miscare, cu capul sdu ras exact la
nivelul pardoselii verandei din dos. In
toatd vremea asta fata lui a ramas intr-o
imobilitate inscrutabild. Deodata se pleca
sd ridice capacul unei cutii de lumanari

care zdcea pe pamant la picioarele sale.
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oameni acolo, il striga de obicei ,Numarul
Unu”. Wang nu intelegea cuvintele, dar

tonul 1i trezise interesul.

—Unde esti? strigase ,Numadrul
Unu”.

Apoi Wang a auzit, mult mai slabd,
0 voce pe care n-o mai auzise niciodata —o
impresie noud pe care a intampinat-o
aplecandu-si usor capul intr-o parte.

—Sunt aici—la umbra.

Vocea cea noud suna indepadrtata si
nesigura. Wang n-a mai auzit altceva, desi
a asteptat o vreme, neclintit, varful
capdtanii lui chele exact la aceeasi indltime
cu podeaua verandei din spate. In acest
timp, fata sa pdstrase o imobilitate
impenetrabild. Deodatd, s-a aplecat sa
ridice capacul unei cutii de lumanadri care

era pe pamant la piciorul sdau. Rupandu-1



up with his fingers, he directed his steps
towards the cook-shed, where, squatting
on his heels, he proceeded to kindle a small
tire under a very sooty kettle, possibly to
make tea. Wang had some knowledge of
the more superficial rites and ceremonies
of white men’s existence, otherwise so
enigmatically remote to his mind, and
containing unexpected possibilities of
good and evil, which had to be watched for
with prudence and care.
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Rupandu-l intre degete, isi indrepta pasii
spre sopronul-bucatdrie unde, ldasandu-se
pe calcaie, se apucd sa aprinda focul sub un
ceainic foarte afumat, poate pentru ca sa
facd ceai. Wang avea oarecare idee, mai
mult sau mai putin superficiald, despre
ritualurile si ceremoniile din viata
atat de
enigmatic deosebite de mentalitatea lui, si
din
posibilitati de bine sau de rdu pe care

oamenilor albi, de altminteri

care fdceau parte neprevdzute

trebuia sa le urmadresti cu grija si prudenta.
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intre degete, s-a indreptat cdtre sopronul-
bucatdrie, unde, asezandu-se pe vine, a
inceput un mic foc sub un ibric foarte
negru, probabil ca sa facd ceai. Wang avea
ceva cunostinte despre ritualurile si
ceremoniile din viata albilor, altfel, atat de
enigmatice mintii sale indepartate, si
contindnd neasteptate posibilitdti de bine
si rdu, ce trebuiau urmadrite cu prudentd si
grija.



CHAPTER THREE

That morning, as on all the others of
the full tale of mornings since his return
with the girl to Samburan, Heyst came out
on the verandah and spread his elbows on

the
proprietorship. The bulk of the central

railing, in an easy attitude of
ridge of the island cut off the bungalow
from sunrises, whether glorious or cloudy,
angry or serene. The dwellers therein were
debarred from reading early the fortune of
the new-born day. It sprang upon them in
its fulness with a swift retreat of the great
shadow when the sun, clearing the ridge,
looked down, hot and dry, with a
devouring glare like the eye of an enemy.
But Heyst, once the Number One of this
while it was

locality, comparatively

teeming with mankind, appreciated the
the
subdued, lingering half light, the faint

prolongation of early coolness,
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Capitolul III

In dimineata aceea, ca in toate
diminetile din intreg sirul de cand se
intorsese in Samburan cu fata, Heyst iesi pe
veranda si isi propti coatele pe balustrada,
intr-o pozitie comoda de proprietar.
Creasta centrala a lantului muntos
ascundea celor din bungalow rdsaritul
soarelui, fie el strdlucitor sau innourat,
incruntat sau senin. Locuitorii lui erau
privati de citirea din zori a soartei zilei
nou-ndscute. Ea cddea asupra lor in toata
plindtatea ei, silind umbra profunda la o
retragere precipitatd cand soarele, aparand
pe creastd, privea in jos dogorind si uscand
cu o stralucire mistuitoare ca o privire de
dusman. Dar Heyst, pe vremuri Numarul
Unu al locului acestuia, pe cand aici era
oarecum un furnicar de oameni, pretuia
matinale, lumina

prelungirea racorii

firavd, atenuatd, intarziind, palida ndluca a
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Capitolul III

In acea dimineati, ca in toate
celelalte dimineti de cand se intorsese cu
fata in Samburan, Heyst a iesit pe verandd,
punandu-si coatele pe balustrada cu
purtarea degajatd a unui proprietar.
Creasta centrald a insulei priva casa cu
veranda de rasaritul soarelui, fie el glorios
sau innorat, cu dinti sau senin. Locuitorii
casei erau privati de o citire timpurie a
felului noii zile. Izvora peste ei in toatd
splendoarea-i, cu o retragere grdbita a
umbrei imense cand soarele, trecand peste
creastd, arzator si uscat, arunca priviri
devoratoare, ca ochiul unui dusman. Dar
Heyst, ciandva Numadrul Unu al acestui loc,
cand era doldora de oameni, aprecia
prelungirea diminetii rdcoroase, lumina
slabd, difuza si persistentd, umbra vaga a
noptii trecute, roua ce-i parfuma sufletul
mohorat, surprins pentru incd un moment



ghost of the departed night, the fragrance
of its dewy, dark soul captured for a
moment longer between the great glow of
the sky and the intense blaze of the
uncovered sea.

It was naturally difficult for Heyst
to keep his mind from dwelling on the
nature and consequences of this, his latest
departure from the part of an unconcerned
spectator. Yet he had retained enough of
his wrecked philosophy to prevent him
from asking himself consciously how it
would end. But at the same time he could
not help being temperamentally, from long
habit and from set purpose, a spectator
still, perhaps a little less naive but (as he
discovered with some surprise) not much
more far-sighted than the common run of
men. Like the rest of us who act, all he
could say to himself, with a somewhat
affected grimness, was:

“We shall see!”

This mood of grim doubt intruded
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noptii ce se stinsese, roua ei parfumatd,
suflet sumbru, captiv o clipa-n plus intre
madreata stralucire a cerului si dogoarea

intensd a marii Incinse.

Lui Heyst, prin insdsi firea lui, ii
venea greu sa-si impiedice mintea de a
starui asupra naturii si a consecintelor
acestei ultime abateri de la rolul sdu de
spectator indiferent. Pdastrase cu toate
acestea destul din filozofia sa de naufragiat
ca sd nu-si pund in mod constient
intrebarea cum se vor sfarsi toate astea.
Dar, in acelasi timp, nu putea sa nu fie, si
dintr-un vechi obicei si din proprie
initiativd, totusi, un spectator, poate mai
putin naiv, dar (cum descoperi cu oarecare
surprindere) nu mult mai perspicace decat
majoritatea oamenilor obisnuiti. Ca si noi,
ceilalti oameni de actiune, tot ce-si putea
spune, cu o indarjire oarecum afectatd, era:

,Vom vedea!”

Aceasta stare de spirit de acrd
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intre razele orbitoare si caldura intensa a

marii deschise.

Lui Heyst i era, din fire, dificil sd nu
staruie asupra naturii si a consecintelor
acestei ultime indepartari de la rolul sdu de
spectator nepdsdtor. Si totusi, isi pdstrase
destul din filozofia lui naufragiata pentru a
nu isi pune constient problema sfarsitului
apropiat. Dar, in acelasi timp, nu putea sa
nu fie spectator in continuare, asumat,
dintr-un vechi obicei, poate mai putin naiv,
dar
surprindere), nu cu mult mai clarvazator

(dupa cum a descoperit cu
decat oamenii de radnd. Ca si noi, restul
oamenilor de actiune, tot ce isi putea
spune, cu un fel de inversunare afectatd,

era:

—Vom vedea!
Aceastd stare de indoiald nemiloasa



on him only when he was alone. There
were not many such moments in his day
now; and he did not like them when they
came. On this morning he had no time to
grow uneasy. Alma came out to join him
long before the sun, rising above the
Samburan ridge, swept the cool shadow of
the early morning and the remnant of the
night’s coolness clear off the roof under
which they had dwelt for more than three
months already. She came out as on other
mornings. He had heard her light footsteps
in the big room —the room where he had
unpacked the cases from London; the room
now lined with the backs of books halfway
up on its three sides. Above the cases the
fine matting met the ceiling of tightly
stretched white calico. In the dusk and
coolness nothing gleamed except the gilt
frame of the portrait of Heyst’s father,
signed by a famous painter, lonely in the
middle of a wall.
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indoiald nu-l cuprindea decat cand era
singur. Acum nu avea, ziua-ntreagd, multe
asemenea momente, si ciand le-avea,
plicere nu-i ficeau. In dimineata asta n-
avu timp sa fie cuprins de neliniste. Alma
apdru mult inainte ca soarele, ridicAindu-se
deasupra crestei muntoase din Samburan,
sd fi maturat prospetimea umbrei acestui
inceput de dimineata si ce mai rdmadsese
din rdcoarea noptii sub acoperisul sub care
locuiau acum de mai bine de trei luni de
zile. Apdru pe terasd ca si in celelalte
dimineti. El ii auzise pasii in odaia mare —
odaia in care despachetase ldzile de la
Londra, odaia care acum era cdptusitda cu
cdrti pe trei dintre pereti pand la jumadtatea
indltimii. Deasupra rafturilor, peretii erau
tapisati cu rogojini fine pand la tavanul pe
care era intinsd panza alba. In penumbra si
rdcoarea interiorului nu lucea nimic
altceva decat rama auritd a portretului
tatdlui lui Heyst, semnat de un pictor

celebru — solitar in mijlocul peretului.
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il coplesea doar cand era singur. Astfel de
momente nu mai erau frecvente acum, si
nu ii plicea cand apdreau. In dimineata
asta n-avusese timp sd se nelinisteasca.
Alma i se aldturase afard cu mult timp
inainte ca soarele, ridicindu-se peste
culmea din Samburan, sda fi imprdstiat
umbra rdcoroasd a diminetii si rdacoarea
noptii trecute de peste acoperisul sub care
locuiau deja de trei luni. Ea a iesit ca si in
alte dimineti. El ii auzise pasii usori in
camera mare, cea in care despachetase
cutiile de la Londra, acum captusita pe trei
pereti cu cotoare de cdrti pand la jumatatea
indltimii. Deasupra cartilor, rogojina fina
de pe pereti intdlnea stamba alba cu care
era invelit tavanul. In semiobscuritatea si
in rdcoarea din interior nimic nu lucea, cu
exceptia ramei aurite a portretului tatdlui,
semnat de un pictor faimos si asezat solitar
in mijlocul unui perete.



Heyst did not turn round.

“Do you know what I was thinking
of?” he asked.

“No,” she said. Her tone betrayed
always a shade of anxiety, as though she
were never certain how a conversation
with him would end. She leaned on the
guard-rail by his side.

“No,” she repeated. “What was it?”
She waited. Then, rather with reluctance
than shyness, she asked:

“Were you thinking of me?”

“I was wondering when you would
come out” said Heyst, still without
looking at the girl —to whom, after several
experimental essays in combining
detached letters and loose syllables, he had
given the name of Lena.

She remarked after a pause:

“I was not very far from you.”

“Apparently you were not near
enough for me.”

“You could have called if you
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Heyst nu se intoarse.

A

»Stii la ce md gandeam?” intreba el.

,Nu”, zise ea. Tonul ei trada
totdeauna o urma de neliniste, ca si cum n-
ar fi fost niciodata sigurd de felul in care ar
putea sfarsi o conversatie cu el. Se rezema
de balustrada, aldturi de el.

~Nu”, repeta ea. ,La ce te gandeai?”
Asteptd. Apoi, mai curdand cu reticenta
decat cu timiditate, intreba:

,Te gandeai la mine?”

,Ma-ntrebam cand ai sa apari”, zise
Heyst tot fdrd sa se uite la fatd —cdreia,
dupd mai multe incercdri experimentale in
a combina litere izolate si silabe detasate, ii

daduse numele de Lena.

Ea facu remarca:

»,Nu eram prea departe”.
,Pare-se ca nu erai destul de
aproape, dupd gustul meu.”

Al fi putut sd ma chemi, dacd aveai
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Heyst nu s-a intors.
— Stii la ce mad gandeam? a intrebat.

—Nu, a zis ea. Tonul trdada mereu o
umbra de neliniste, ca si cum n-ar fi fost
niciodatd sigurd cum s-ar putea termina o
conversatie cu el. S-a sprijinit de balustrada
de langa el.

—Nu, arepetat ea. La ce te gandeai?
A asteptat. Apoi, mai degrabad ezitanta
decat timid3, a intrebat:

—Te gandeai la mine?

—Ma intrebam cand o sa iesi, a zis
Heyst, in continuare fard a o privi pe fatd,
careia, dupd o serie de experimente—o
litera de aici, una de-acolo, cateva silabe
razlete —1ii ddduse numele de Lena.

Dupd o pauzs, fata a remarcat:

—Nu eram foarte departe.

—S-ar pdrea cd nu erai destul de
aproape pentru mine.

—Puteai sd ma strigi dacad voiai sa



wanted me,” she said. “And I wasn’t so
long doing my hair.”

“Apparently it was too long for

“Well, you were thinking of me,
anyhow. I am glad of it. Do you know, it
seems to me, somehow, that if you were to
stop thinking of me I shouldn’t be in the
world at all!”

He turned round and looked at her.
She often said things which surprised him.
A vague smile faded away on her lips
before his scrutiny.

“What is it?” he asked. “Is it a
reproach?”

“A reproach! Why, how could it
be?” she defended herself.

“Well, what did
insisted.

“What I said —just what I said. Why
aren’t you fair?”

it mean?” he

“Ah, this at least is a reproach!”
She coloured to the roots of her hair.
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nevoie de mine”, raspunse ea. ,N-a tinut
atat de mult, pieptanatul meu”.

»Prea mult, dupa mine.”

~,Ma rog, in orice caz, te gandeai la
mine. Imi pare bine. Stii, am impresia, intr-
un fel, cd dacd nu te-ai mai gandi la mine,

nici n-as mai exista pe lumea asta!”

Heyst se intoarse s-o priveascd.
Spunea de multe ori lucruri care il
surprindeau. Privirea lui ii stinse un
zambet vag care-i plutea pe buze.

,Ce vrei sd spui?” intreba el. ,E un
repros?”

,Repros?! Cum ar putea fi un
repros?” se apdra ea.

»Atunci, ce voiai sd spui?” insista el.

,Ce-am spus — exact ce-am spus. De
ce nu esti drept?”

,Eh, dsta, in orice caz, e un repros!”

Ea rosi panad la raddacina parului.
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vin, a zis ea. Si n-am stat asa mult sa-mi fac
parul.

—Din cate se pare, a fost prea mult
pentru mine.

— Ei, in orice caz, te gdndeai la mine.
Asta ma bucurd. Stii ca, mi se pare mie, cel
putin, dacd ai inceta sa te mai gandesti la
mine, nici n-as mai exista pe lumea asta!

S-a intors si s-a uitat la ea. Deseori
spunea lucruri care-1 surprindeau. In fata
privirii sale cercetdtoare, zambetul ei vag a

palit.

—Ce-i asta? a intrebat el. E un
repros?

—Un repros?! Dar cum? s-a apdrat
ea.

—P4ai ce-ai vrut sa zici? a insistat el.

—Ce-am zis—doar atat. De ce nu
esti asa?

— Ah, acum madcar e un repros!

Ea a rosit pana-n crestetul capului.



“It looks as if you were trying to
make out that I am disagreeable,” she
murmured. “Am I? You will make me
afraid to open my mouth presently. I shall
end by believing I am no good.”

Her head drooped a little. He
looked at her smooth, low brow, the faintly
coloured cheeks, and the red lips parted
slightly, with the gleam of her teeth within.

“And then I won’t be any good,” she
added with conviction. “That  won’t! I can
only be what you think I am.”

He made a slight movement. She
put her hand on his arm, without raising
her head, and went on, her voice animated
in the stillness of her body:

“Itis so. It couldn’t be any other way
with a girl like me and a man like you. Here
we are, we two alone, and I can’t even tell
where we are.”

“A very well-known spot of the
globe,” Heyst uttered gently. “There must
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,S-ar putea sd-ncerci s-ajungi la
concluzia ca-s o fiintd dezagreabilad”,
murmurd ea. ,,Chiar sunt? O si ma faci sa-
mi fie teamd sd mai deschid gura. Am s-
ajung sa cred cd nu-s buna de nimic.”

Capul i se ldsa putin in jos. Heyst
privi la fruntea ei netedd, si ingusta, la
obrajii usor imbujorati si la buzele rosii
intredeschise, cu stralucirea dintilor
sclipind inddratul lor.

,Si-atunci, intr-adevar n-am sd fiu
buna de nimic,” adduga ea cu convingere.
,Eunu pot sa fiu decéat ce crezi tu ca sunt!”

El schitd un gest. Ea puse mana pe
bratul lui fara sa-si inalte capul si continua
cu vocea plina de insufletire, in ciuda
imobilitatii trupului:

»~Asa e. Nici nu s-ar putea altfel, cu
o fata ca mine si un barbat ca tine. Suntem
aici, numai noi doi, singuri, si nici macar
nu stiu unde.”

,Un foarte bine cunoscut punct de

pe glob,” rosti Heyst cu blandete. , Trebuie
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—Pare ca incerci sa arafi ca sunt
nesuferitd, a murmurat ea. Sunt? O sd-mi
fie fricd sda mai deschid gura de-acuma. O
sd ajung sd cred cd nu-s buna.

Si-a aplecat usor capul. El s-a uitat la
fruntea ei find, mica, la obrajii usor aprinsi
si la buzele rosii lasand sd se vada putin
din stralucirea dintilor.

—Si-atunci chiar cd n-o sd mai fiu
bund, a addugat ea cu convingere. Nu pot
fi decat ce crezi tu cd sunt.

El a facut un gest usor. Ea si-a pus
mana pe a lui fard sa-si ridice capul si a
continuat, vocea fiindu-i animata in corpul
care nemiscat.

— Asa e. Nici n-ar putea fi altfel, cu
o fata ca mine si un barbat ca tine. Suntem
aici, doar noi doi, iar eu nici nu-mi dau
seama ce-i locul asta.

— Un loc foarte cunoscut de pe glob,
a rostit Heyst cu blandete. Trebuie sa fi fost



have been at least fifty thousand circulars
issued at the time—a hundred and fifty
thousand, more likely. My friend was
looking after that, and his ideas were large
and his belief very strong. Of us two it was
he who had the faith. A hundred and fifty
thousand, certainly.”

“What is it you mean?” she asked in
a low tone.

“What should I find fault with you
for?” Heyst went on. “For being amiable,
good, gracious —and pretty?”

A silence fell. Then she said:

“It’s all right that you should think
that of me. There’s no one here to think
anything of us, good or bad.”

The rare timbre of her voice gave a
special value to what she uttered. The
which
intonations gave him, he was aware, was

indefinable  emotion certain
more physical than moral. Every time she

spoke to him she seemed to abandon to
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sa fi fost emise cel putin cincizeci de mii de
prospecte, atunci—o sutd cincizeci de mii
mult mai probabil. S-a ocupat de asta
prietenul meu, si ideile lui erau foarte mari,
convingerile foarte puternice. Dintre noi
doi, el era cel cu credinta. Cu sigurantd c-
au fost o suta cincizeci de mii.”

,Ce vrei sd spui?” intreba ea cu glas
scdzut.

,Ce cusur as putea sd-ti gasesc?”
continuad el. ,Ca esti prietenoasd, bund,
plind de gratie si... dragdlasa?”

Se ldsa tacere. Apoi ea spuse:

,E foarte bine daca gandesti astfel
despre mine. Aici nu-i nimeni care sa
gandeascd ceva despre noi, nici de bine,
nici de rau.”

Timbrul neasemuit al vocii ei dadea
o valoare deosebitd cuvintelor pe care le
rostea. Emotia indefinisabild pe care i-o
dddeau lui Heyst anumite intonatii ale ei
era—isi dadea seama—mai mult fizica
decat morald. De cite ori 1i vorbea, ea 13sa
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emise madcar cincizeci de mii de prospecte
la vremea aceea—mai degraba o sutd
cincizeci de mii. Prietenul meu se ocupa de
asta, si avea idei madrete si o convingere de
fier. Dintre noi doi, el credea. O suta

cincizeci de mii, sigur.
— Ce vrei sd spui? a intrebat ea incet.

—De ce m-as plange de tine? a
continuat Heyst. Cd esti prietenoasd, bund,
gratioasd...si dragutd?

S-a asternut tdcerea. Apoi, ea a zis:

—E foarte bine ca gandesti asta
despre mine. Nu-i nimeni pe-aici sa
gandeasca ceva despre noi, de bine sau de
rau.

Timbrul neobisnuit al vocii sale
dddea o valoare aparte cuvintelor. Emotia
imposibil de definit pe care i-o transmiteau
anumite intonatii era mai mult fizica decat
morald, iar el era constient de asta. De
fiecare data cand ii vorbea, fata pdrea sa-i



him something of herself—something
excessively subtle and inexpressible, to
which he was infinitely sensible, which he
would have missed horribly if she were to
go away. While he was looking into her
eyes she raised her bare forearm, out of the
short sleeve, and held it in the air till he
noticed it and hastened to pose his great
bronze moustaches on the whiteness of the
skin. Then they went in.

Wang immediately appeared in
front, and, squatting on his heels, began to
potter mysteriously about some plants at
the foot of the verandah. When Heyst and
the girl came out again, the Chinaman had
gone in his peculiar manner, which
suggested vanishing out of existence rather
than out of sight, a process of evaporation
rather than of movement. They descended
the steps, looking at each other, and started
off smartly across the cleared ground; but
they were not ten yards away when,
without perceptible stir or sound, Wang
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impresia ca-i da ceva din ea insdsi—ceva
nespus de subtil, imposibil de formulat, la
care era extrem de sensibil si a cdrei lipsa
ar fi resimtit-o cumplit dacd ea ar fi trebuit
s& plece. In timp ce-o privea in ochi, ea isi
ridica bratul gol din méaneca scurta si il tinu
in aer, pand ce el bagd de seama si se grabi
sd-si lipeasca mustdtile mari, ardamii, de
albeata pielii. Apoi intrard in casa.

Wang apdru imediat in fata casei si,
lasandu-se pe cdlcaie, incepu sd se afle-n
treabd plin de mistere pe langa niste plante
la picioarele verandei. Cand Heyst cu fata
iesira din nou din casd, chinezul dispdruse
in felul lui ciudat: parea nu ca-ti piere din
ochi, pdrea ca dispare de pe lume, mai
decat

deplasare. Ei coborard treptele cu ochii

curand un fel de evaporare,
unu-ntr-ai celuilalt si pornira sprinten pe
terenul defrisat. Nu apucaserd sa facd zece
pasi cand, fara urma de zgomot sau
miscare, Wang se materializd in camera
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cedeze o parte din ea—ceva atat de subtil
si de inefabil, la care el era infinit de
sensibil, care i-ar fi lipsit ingrozitor de tare
daca ea ar fi plecat. In timp ce o privea in
ochi, ea si-a ridicat bratul gol din maneca
scurtd si l-a tinut in aer pana el a observat-
o si s-a grabit sd-i atingd albul pielii cu
strasnicele lui mustdti aramii. Apoi au
intrat in casa.

Wang a apdrut imediat in fatad si,
asezandu-se pe vine, a inceput sa-si faca de
lucru misterios cu niste plante de la baza
verandei. Cand au iesit Heyst si cu fata,
felul
caracteristic,c care mai degrabd sugera

chinezul  dispdruse in sdu
disparitia in neant decat din campul
de

evaporare decat unul de miscare. Au

privirii, mai degraba un proces
coborat scarile uitandu-se unul la celalalt si
au pornit vioi pe pamantul curatat. Nu
merseserd nici zece metri cand, fard sa-1

auzi, Wang si-a facut aparitia in camera



materialized inside the empty room. The
Chinaman stood still with roaming eyes,
examining the walls as if for signs, for
inscriptions; exploring the floor as if for
pitfalls, for dropped coins. Then he cocked
his head slightly at the profile of Heyst’s
father, pen in hand above a white sheet of
paper on a crimson tablecloth; and, moving
forward noiselessly, began to clear away
the breakfast things.

Though he proceeded without
haste, the wunerring precision of his
movements, the absolute soundlessness of
the operation, gave it something of the
quality of a conjuring trick. And, the trick
having been performed, Wang vanished
from the scene, to materialize presently in
front of the
walking away from it, with no visible or

house. He materialized
guessable intention; but at the end of some
ten paces he stopped, made a half turn, and
put his hand up to shade his eyes. The sun
had topped the grey ridge of Samburan.

Joseph Conrad
Victory. Victorie. Parallel Texts.
69

rdmasd goald. Chinezul stdtea nemiscat
scormonind cu privirea, examinand peretii
in cdutarea unor semne, inscriptii,
explordand dusumeaua in cdutarea unor
capcane, a unor gologani picati pe jos. Apoi
dddu usor din cap catre profilul tatdlui lui
Heyst cu condeiul in mana in fata unei foi
albe de hartie pe o fata de masa rosie; si,
deplasdndu-se fard zgomot, incepu sd
stranga tacamurile de la micul dejun.

Cu toate ca se misca fard grabd,
precizia impecabild a gesturilor sale,
tdcerea absolutd in care le executa capdtau
un aer de prestidigitatie, de jonglerie. Si,
odatd jongleria terminata, Wang dispdrea
de pe scend, ca sd se materializeze imediat
in fata casei. Se materializa depdartandu-se
de ea, fard ca sd poti sd-i vezi sau sd-i
ghicesti intentia, dar dupa vreo zece pasi se
opri, se rdsuci in cdlcaie pe jumadtate si isi
umbri ochii cu palma. Soarele razbise peste
creasta cenusie a Samburanului. Umbra

deasa a diminetii dispdruse, si departe, in
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goald. Chinezul stitea nemiscat cu ochi
rdtacitori, examinand peretii ca dupa
semne sau inscriptii, explorand podeaua ca
dupa curse sau monede scdpate. Apoi si-a
inclinat usor capul cdtre profilul tatalui lui
Heyst, cu tocul in méand deasupra unei
hartii albe pe o fatd de masa rosie. Si,
mergand farda zgomot inainte, a inceput sa
strangd micul dejun.

Desi lucra fara graba, precizia
desavarsitda a miscarilor si silentiozitatea
absolutd a operatiunii ii confereau calitatea
unui truc de magie. Odatda indeplinit
trucul, Wang a dispdrut de la fata locului,
pentru a apdrea deodatd in fata casei. A
apdrut indepartandu-se de casd, fara a-si
face intentiile vizibile. Dar dupa vreo zece
pasi s-a oprit, s-a intors pe cdlcaie si si-a
umbrit ochii cu méana. Soarele urcase peste
creasta cenusie din Samburan. Umbra
vastd de dimineatd dispdruse iar departe,
in soarele nimicitor, Wang i-a putut vedea



The great morning shadow was gone; and
far away in the devouring sunshine Wang
was in time to see Number One and the
woman, two remote white specks against
the sombre line of the forest. In a moment
they vanished. With the smallest display of
action, Wang also vanished from the
sunlight of the clearing.

Heyst and Lena entered the shade of
the forest path which crossed the island,
and which, near its highest point, had been
blocked by felled trees. But their intention
was not to go so far. After keeping to the
path for some distance, they left it at a
point where the forest was bare of
undergrowth, and the trees, festooned
with creepers, stood clear of one another in
the gloom of their own making. Here and
there great splashes of light lay on the
ground. They moved, silent in the great
the
infinite isolation, the repose of a slumber

stillness, breathing the calmness,

without dreams. They emerged at the
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dogoarea misterioasda a soarelui, Wang
apucd sd mai vadd pe Numadrul Unu si
femeia — doud puncte albe in departare, pe
linia sumbrd a padurii. Intr-o clipd
disparurd. Cu minimum de miscari
disparu si Wang din soarele de pe poiana.

Heyst si Lena patrunsera in umbra
padurii pe drumeagul care traversa insula
si care, sus, aproape de punctul cel mai
inalt, fusese blocat cu copaci doborati. Dar
ei n-aveau intentia sa meargd atat de
departe. Dupa ce au tinut o vreme poteca,
au pdrasit-o intr-un loc unde padurea n-
avea lastaris si copacii, impodobiti cu liane,
stateau departati unul de altul, in propria
lor umbra. Ici-colo, pe pamant, pete mari
de lumind. Umblau fird sd scoatd o vorb3,
in aceastd imensa tdcere ce respira calmul,
solitudinea infinitd, odihna unui somn fara
vise. lesird la limita superioara a vegetatiei,
printre stanci, intr-o depresiune a falezei
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chiar atunci pe Numarul Unu si pe femeie,
doud puncte albe indepartate, pe linia
intunecatd a pidurii. Intr-un moment
disparusera. Cu cea mai micd demonstratie
de actiune, Wang a dispdrut din lumina
zonei defrisate.

Heyst si Lena au intrat in umbra
padurii pe cdrarea care traversa insula si
care, in cel mai inalt punct al sdau, fusese
doborati.

intentionau sd se aventureze atit de

blocata de copaci Dar nu
departe. Dupd ce au rdmas pe cdrare un
timp, au pdrdsit-o intr-un loc in care
pdadurea nu avea vegetatie joasd, iar
copacii, impénziti de plante agatdtoare,
erau departe unul de celalalt in intunericul
frunzisului. Pe ici pe colo, mari balti de
lumind acopereau pdmantul. Mergeau
tacuti in mareata liniste respirand calmul,
izolarea infinitd, odihna unui somn fara
vise. Au iesit la limita superioarda a



upper limit of vegetation, among some
rocks; and in a depression of the sharp
slope, like a small platform, they turned
about and looked from on high over the
sea, lonely, its colour effaced by sunshine,
heat
unsubstantial shimmer in the pale and

its horizon a mist, a mere
blinding infinity overhung by the darker
blaze of the sky.

“It makes my head swim,” the girl
murmured, shutting her eyes and putting
her hand on his shoulder.
the

Heyst, gazing fixedly to

southward, exclaimed:

“Sail ho!”

A moment of silence ensued.

“It must be very far away,” he went
on. “I don’t think you could see it. Some
native craft making for the Moluccas,
probably. Come, we mustn’t stay here.”

With his arm round her waist, he led
her down a little distance, and they settled
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abrupte, un fel de mic platou, si se
intoarserd sa priveascd, de sus, marea
pustie, cu culoarea stearsd de soare, cu
orizontul intr-o ceatd de caniculd, simpla
licarire imponderabild intr-un infinit pal si
orbitor peste care atdrna valvdtaia mai

sumbra a cerului.

,Imi vine ameteald,” murmura fata
inchizand ochii si punand ména pe umarul
lui.

Heyst, privind fix spre sud,
exclama:

,O panza!”

Urma o clipd de tdcere.

,Irebuie sd fie foarte departe”,
continud el. ,Nu cred c-o poti vedea. Vreo
ambarcatiune indigend, indreptindu-se
spre Moluce, probabil. Hai, nu trebuie sa
stam aici.”

Luénd-o cu bratul de mijloc o duse
ceva mai departe, la umbrd, si se asezard,
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vegetatiei, printre niste stanci. Intr-o
depresiune a versantului abrupt, ca o
platformd micd, s-au intors si-au privit de
sus marea goald, culoarea-i stearsd de
soare, cu o ceata de caldura la orizont, doar
o licdrire inconsistentd in infinitul pal si
orbitor peste care ardea mai intunecat

cerul.

—Ma ia cu ameteald, a murmurat
fata, inchizdndu-si ochii si punandu-i
mana pe umar.

Heyst, privind fix inspre sud, a
exclamat:

— Uite-o panza!

A urmat un moment de tacere.

—Trebuie sa fie foarte departe, a
continuat el. Nu cred cd o poti vedea. Un
fel de ambarcatiune bdstinasa, merge
inspre Moluce probabil. Hai, nu trebuie sa
stdm aici.

Tinand-o de mijloc, au coborat
impreund si s-au asezat undeva la umbra.



themselves in the shade; she, seated on the
ground, he a little lower, reclining at her
feet.

“You don’t like to look at the sea
from up there?” he said after a time.

She shook her head. That empty
space was to her the abomination of
desolation. But she only said again:

“It makes my head swim.”

“Too big?” he inquired.

“Too lonely. It makes my heart sink,

”

too,” she added in a low voice, as if
confessing a secret.

“I'm afraid,” said Heyst, “that you
would be justified in reproaching me for
these sensations. But what would you
have?”

His tone was playful, but his eyes,
directed at her face, were serious. She
protested.

“I am not feeling lonely with you—
not a bit. It is only when we come up to that

place, and I look at all that water and all
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ea pe pamant, el lungit la picioarele ei, ceva

mai jos.

~Nu-ti place sd privesti marea, de-
acolo de sus?” zise el dupa o vreme.

Ea cldtina din cap. Pentru ea,
imensitatea aia pustie insemna o oroare,
culmea dezoldrii, dar nu spuse decat:

mi da ameteald.”

»E prea vasta?”

,Prea pustie. Si face sd mi se stranga
inima,” adduga incet, ca si cum ar fi
madrturisit un secret.

,Teama-mi e,” zise Heyst, ,cd ai
avea dreptul sd-mi reprosezi senzatiile
astea. Dar ce puteam face?”

Tonul spuselor lui era putin glumet,
dar privirea cu care o fixa era grava. Ea
protesta:

»~Numa simt deloc singura cu tine —
absolut deloc. Numai cand venim in locul
dsta, si vad atata apd, atata lumina...”
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Fata pe pamant, el un pic mai jos la
picioarele ei.

—Nu-ti place sd te uiti la mare de-
acolo sus? a zis el dupd o vreme.

Ea a scuturat din cap. Spatiul acela
gol, pentru ea, era o dezolare abominabila.
A spus, insd, din nou:

—Mai ia cu ameteala.

—Prea vasta? a intrebat el.

—Prea singuraticd. Mi se strange
inima, a mai spus ea cu 0 voce joasd, ca o
confesiune.

—Mi-e teamd, a zis Heyst, cd ai avea
dreptate sa-mi reprosezi senzatiile astea.
Dar ce ai fi preferat?

Tonul 1i era jucdus, dar ochii, atinti
pe chipul ei, erau sobri. Ea a protestat:

—Nu méd simt singurd cu tine—
niciun pic. Doar cand urcam in locul dsta,
si vad toatd apa si toatd lumina...



that light —“

“We will never come here again,
then,” he interrupted her.

She remained silent for a while,
returning his gaze till he removed it.

“It seems as if everything that there
is had gone under,” she said.

“Reminds you of the story of the
deluge,” muttered the man, stretched at
her feet and looking at them. “Are you
frightened at it?”

“I should be rather frightened to be
left behind alone. When I say, I, of course I
mean we.”

“Doyou?”...Heyst remained silent
for a while. “The vision of a world
destroyed,” he mused aloud. “Would you
be sorry for it?”

“I should be sorry for the happy
people in it,” she said simply.

His gaze travelled up her figure and
reached her face, where he seemed to
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,IN-0 sd mai venim niciodatd aici,
dacéd-i asa,” o intrerupse el.

O vreme ea tdcu, privindu-l, pana ce
el isi intoarse ochii.

,E ca si cum tot ce era deasupra s-a
scufundat,” zise ea.

sl de
potopului,” murmurd Heyst intins la

aduci aminte legenda
picioarele ei, privindu-le. ,Ti-e fricda de
potop?”

,Mai curdnd mi-ar fi fricd daca as
rdmane eu singura dupd potop. Cand spun
eu, md gandesc, natural, la noi.”

,Da...?” Heyst ramase pe ganduri.
»Viziunea unei lumi ndruite,” gandi el cu
glas tare. , Ti-ar pdrea rdu dupd ea?”

,Mi-ar pdrea rdu dupd oamenii
fericiti care trdiau pe ea,” zise fata simplu.
Privirea lui se ridica de la picioare,
de-a lungul trupului, pana la chipul ei, pe
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—Nu vom mai veni aici niciodats,
atunci, a intrerupt-o el.

Ea a rdamas ticuta o vreme,
intorcandu-i privirea pand ce nu s-a mai
uitat la ea.

—Pare ca tot ce era s-a dus la fund,
a zis ea.

—It de

potopului, a murmurat omul, intins la

aduce aminte istoria

picioarele fetei si privindu-le. Te sperie?

—Mai degraba mi-ar fi fricd sa
rdaman singurd dupa potop. Ma refer la
amandoi, sd rdmanem singuri...

— Chiar asa? Heyst a rdmas tdcut un
timp. Viziunea unei lumi distruse, a
cugetat el cu voce tare. Ti-ar pdrea rdu
pentru ea?

—Mi-ar pdrea rdu pentru oamenii
fericiti de pe lume, a zis fata direct.

Privirea lui Heyst a urcat pana la
chipul fetei unde i s-a parut ca remarcd o



detect the veiled glow of intelligence, as
one gets a glimpse of the sun through the
clouds.

“I should have thought it's they
specially who ought to have been
congratulated. Don’t you?”

“Oh, yes—I understand what you
mean; but there were forty days before it
was all over.”

“You seem to be in possession of all
the details.”

Heyst spoke just to say something
rather than to gaze at her in silence. She
was not looking at him.

“Sunday school,” she murmured. “I
went regularly from the time I was eight till
I was thirteen. We lodged in the north of
London, off Kingsland Road. It wasn’t a
bad time. Father was earning good money
then. The woman of the house used to pack
me off in the afternoon with her own girls.
She was a good woman. Her husband was
in the post-office. Sorter or something.
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care i se pdaru ca descoperd o licdrire de

inteligenta, invaluitd, cum sclipeste
cateodata soarele printre nori.
»,As fi zis cd tocmai ei sunt cei care

ar trebui felicitati. Nu crezi?”

,Oh, ba da—inteleg ce vrei sa spui;
dar a tinut patruzeci de zile.”

,Pari sa cunosti toate amanuntele.”

Heyst vorbise ca sa nu tacd, sd
spund ceva in loc de a o privi in tacere. Ea
nu se uitd la el.

»,Scoala de catehism,” murmura ea.
~M-am dus regulat, de cand am avut opt
ani si pand m-am facut de treisprezece.
Stiteam in partea de nord a Londrei,
dincolo de Kingsland Road. Nu ne mergea
rdu, pe-atunci. Tata castiga parale bune.
Ma trimitea proprietareasa, dupa-amiaza,
cu fetele ei. Era o femeie de treabd. Barbatul
ei lucra la postd. La cartare, sau asa ceva.
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sclipire de inteligentd voalatd, cum se

intrezdreste soarele printre nori.

— As fi crezut ca tocmai ei ar trebui
felicitati. Nu crezi?

—O, da, inteleg ce spui. Dar a durat
patruzeci de zile pand s-a terminat.

— Pari a cunoaste toate detaliile.

Heyst a vorbit doar pentru a spune
ceva, in loc sd o priveasca in tdcere. Fata nu
se uita la el.

—Scoala duminicald, a murmurat
ea. M-am dus regulat de la opt ani pana la
treisprezece. Locuiam cu chirie in nordul
Londrei, dupd strada Kingsland. Nu erau
vremuri rele. Atunci, tata castiga bani buni.
Proprietara mda trimitea dupd-amiaza
impreuna cu fetele ei. Era o femeie buna.
Sotul ei lucra la postd. Sortator, ceva de

felul dsta. Asa tacut era. Uneori dupd cina



Such a quiet man. He used to go off after
supper for night duty, sometimes. Then
one day they had a row, and broke up the
home. I remember I cried when we had to
pack up all of a sudden and go into other
lodgings. I never knew what it was,
though —“
“The
absently.

deluge,” muttered Heyst

He felt intensely aware of her
personality, as if this were the first moment
of leisure he had found to look at her since
they had come together. The peculiar
timbre of her voice, with its modulations of
audacity and sadness, would have given
interest to the most inane chatter. But she
was no chatterer. She was rather silent,
with a capacity for immobility, an upright
stillness, as when resting on the concert
platform between the musical numbers,
her feet crossed, her hands reposing on her
lap. But in the intimacy of their life her
grey, unabashed gaze forced upon him the
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Un om tare linistit. Cateodata pleca si
seara; serviciu de noapte. Pe urma, intr-o
zi, s-au certat si au stricat casa. Mi-aduc
aminte cd am plans cand a trebuit sa
impachetdam, asa deodatd, toate lucrurile,
si sa ne mutam. N-am aflat niciodata
despre ce-a fost vorba, cu toate c4...”

,Potopul,” murmurda Heyst cu
gandul in altd parte.

Devenea, cu profundd intensitate,
constient de personalitatea ei —ca si cum ar
fi fost primul moment de rdgaz pe care-1
aflase de cand erau impreund ca s-o
priveascd. Timbrul ei straniu, cu modulatii
de indrdzneald sau tristete, ar fi dat pret
pana si celei mai stupide trancaneli. Dar ea
nu trancdnea. Era mai curand taciturng, cu
o mare capacitate de imobilitate; sta
dreaptd, nemiscatd, cum ramanea inainte
pe estradd sda se odihneascd intre doua
numere din program, picior peste picior si
cu mainile in poald. Dar in intimitatea vietii
lor, privirea ei cenusie, neclintita ii dadea
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pleca la postul de noapte. Apoi, intr-o zi,
au avut o ceartd si au rupt cdsnicia. Mi-
amintesc cd am plans cand a trebuit
deodatd sa facem bagajele si sd locuim
altundeva. N-am stiut niciodata care-a fost
motivul, desi...

—Potopul, a mormait Heyst absent.

Se simtea tot mai intens constient de
personalitatea fetei, ca si cum acesta ar fi
fost primul rdgaz pe care-1 gdsea sa se uite
la ea de cand venisera impreund. Timbrul
neobisnuit al vocii sale, moduland intre
indrazneald si curaj, ar fi facut interesanta
si cea mai insipida flecdreald. Dar ea nu era
o flecard. Era foarte tdcutd, capabild de
neclintire totald, ca atunci cand stdtea pe
platforma salii de concerte intre numere
mugzicale, picior peste picior si cu mainile
asezate in poald. Dar in intimitatea vietii
lor, privirea ei fatis mohorata ii dadea
cd In ea ceva

senzatia saldsuieste



sensation of something inexplicable

reposing within her; stupidity or
inspiration, weakness or force —or simply
an abysmal emptiness, reserving itself
even in the moments of complete
surrender.

During a long pause she did not
look at him. Then suddenly, as if the word
“deluge” had stuck in her mind, she asked,

looking up at the cloudless sky:

“Does it ever rain here?”

“There is a season when it rains
almost every day,” said Heyst, surprised.
“There are also thunderstorms. We once
had a mud-shower.”

“Mud-shower?”

“Our neighbour there was shooting
up ashes. He sometimes clears his red-hot
gullet like that; and a thunderstorm came
along at the same time. It was very messy;
but our neighbour is generally well
behaved —just smokes quietly, as he did
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lui Heyst, fara voia lui, sentimenul cd in ea
zdcea ceva inexplicabil —stupiditate sau
inspiratie, sldbiciune sau fortd, sau pur si
simplu un gol de abis, o retinere
permanentd chiar si in clipele de abandon
total.

Se asternu o tdcere mai lungd, in
care timp ea nu-si indrepta privirile spre el.
Apoi, deodatd, ca si cum cuvantul , potop”
ii ramdsese infipt in minte, il intreba,
privind in sus la cerul fard nori:

,Ploua pe-aici vreodatd?”

,E o vreme cand ploua aprooape-n
fiecare zi,” zise Heyst surprins. ,Sunt si
furtuni. Am avut odatd si o ploaie de
noroi.”

,Ploaie de noroi?”

,Vecinul nostru de colo scuipa
cenusd. Cateodata isi limpezeste-n felul
asta gatlejul inrosit ca para. Si a venit in
acelasi timp o furtund. A fost destul de
greu, dar in general vecinul nostru se

comportd bine —se multumeste sa fumege
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inexplicabil —prostie ~ sau  inspiratie,
sldbiciune sau fortd, sau, pur si simplu, un
gol abisal, care ramanea si-n momente de

supunere totald.

O vreme mai lunga, fata nu l-a
privit. Apoi, privind cerul fard nori, ca si
cum i-ar fi rdmas in cap cuvantul , potop”,
a intrebat dintr-odata:

—Ploud vreodata aici?

—Existd un sezon in care ploud
aproape in fiecare zi, a zis Heyst, surprins.
Mai sunt si vijelii. Odatd, am avut o ploaie
de namol.

—Ploaie de ndmol?

—Vecinul de-acolo scuipd cenusa.
Asaisi drege uneori gatul rosu-aprins. $iin
acelasi timp a venit o furtund. A fost
nepldcut, dar in general vecinul nostru se
comportd bine —doar scoate fum in liniste,
asa cum facea in ziua cand ti-am aratat



that day when I first showed you the
smudge in the sky from the schooner’s
deck. He’s a good-natured, lazy fellow of a
volcano.”

“I saw a mountain smoking like that
before,” she said, staring at the slender
stem of a tree-fern some dozen feet in front
of her. “It wasn’t very long after we left
England —some few days, though. I was so
ill at first that I lost count of days. A
smoking mountain —I can’t think how they
called it.”

“Vesuvius, perhaps,” suggested
Heyst.

“That’s the name.”

“I saw it, too, years, ages ago,” said
Heyst.

“On your way here?”

“No, long before I ever thought of
coming into this part of the world. I was yet
a boy.”

She turned and looked at him
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linistit, ca in ziua cand ti-am ardtat pentru
prima oard fumul lui gros pe cer, de pe
puntea schooner-ului. E un vulcan
cumsecade, un puturos...”

,Am mai vizut odatd un munte
fumegand, ca dsta,” zise ea, cu ochii fixati
pe de

arborescentd la zece-doisprezece pasi in

un trunchi subtire feriga
fata ei. ,Era dupd plecarea noastrd din
Anglia, nu mult, cateva zile poate. La
inceput am fost atat de bolnavd, cd nici
zilele nu le-am numadrat. Un munte care
fumega — dar nu mai stiu cum ii zicea.”

»,Vezuviu, poate,” sugerd Heyst.

,Exact. Asa-i zicea.”

,L-am vazut si eu, cu ani In urma,
cu veacuri,” zise Heyst.

,, Venind incoace?”

,Nu. Cu mult inainte de a-mi fi
trecut prin cap sd vin prin partea asta a
lumii. Eram copil incd.”

Ea se intoarse atunci sé se uite la el,
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norul de fum de pe cer, la bordul goeletei.
E un vulcan intelegdtor, lenes.

—Am mai vadzut un munte
fumegand asa, a zis ea, holbandu-se la
tulpina subtire a unei ferigi arborescente la
vreo zece pasi de ei. N-a fost la multa
vreme dupd ce am plecat din Anglia—1la
cateva zile, chiar. La inceput mi-era asa rau
cd n-am mai tinut socoteala zilelor. Un

munte fumegdnd —nu-mi amintesc cum {i

ziceau.
— Vezuviu, poate, a sugerat Heyst.
—Da, el e!
—Si eu l-am vazut, acum ani de zile,
a zis Heyst.

—1In drum incoace?

—Nu, cu mult inainte de a ma gandi
sd vin in partea asta a lumii. Eram doar un
bdiat.

Fata s-a intors ca sa-l priveasca



attentively, as if seeking to discover some
trace of that boyhood in the mature face of
the man with the hair thin at the top and
the long, thick moustaches. Heyst stood
the frank examination with a playful smile,
hiding the profound effect these veiled
grey eyes produced —whether on his heart
or on his nerves, whether sensuous or
spiritual, tender or irritating, he was
unable to say.

“Well, princess of Samburan,” he
said at last, “have I found favour in your
sight?”

She seemed to wake up, and shook
her head.

“I was thinking,” she murmured
very low.

“Thought, action —so many snares!
If you begin to think you will be unhappy.”

“I wasn’t thinking of myself!” she
declared with a simplicity which took
Heyst aback somewhat.
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parc-ar fi cdutat sa descopere vreo urmad a
acelei copildrii pe fata maturd a barbatului
cu parul rarit in crestet si cu mustata lunga
si deasa. Heyst suportd examinarea aceasta
francd zambind amuzat, disimuland
influenta profunda pe care o aveau asupra-
i acesti ochi cenusii, voalati—atat asupra
inimii, cat si asupra nervilor —si n-ar fi fost
in stare sd spund dacd era senzuald sau
spirituald, tandrd sau iritanta.

,Ei, principesd de Samburan,” zise
el in cele din urm4, , aflat-am ingaduintd in
ochii tai?”

Ea paru ca se trezeste, si cldtind din
cap.

~Ma gandeam,” murmurad ea foarte
incet.

,Ganduri, fapte—toate-s capcane!
Daca incepi sa te gandesti, ai sa fii
nefericitd.”

»,Numa gandeam la mine,” spuse ea
cu o simplitate care, intr-o madsurd, il

deconcerta pe Heyst.
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atent, ca si cum ar fi incercat sa descopere
o urma a acelei copildrii pe fata maturd a
barbatului cu par rar in crestetul capului si
mustati lungi si dese. Heyst a suportat
examinarea onestd cu un zambet jucdus,
tdinuind efectul profund cauzat de acei
misteriosi ochi gri—de era asupra inimii
sau a nervilor, de era senzual sau spiritual,
delicat sau iritant, nu era in stare sa spuna.

—Ei bine, printesa de Samburan, a
zis el in cele din urmd, ma aflu-n gratiile
tale?

Fata isi scuturd capul, ca trezita
dintr-un vis.

—Mad gandeam... a murmurat foarte
incet.

—Gand, actiune... atdtea capcane!
Daca incepi sd te gandesti, te vei neferici.

—Nu md gandeam la mine, a
declarat ea cu o simplitate care I-a luat prin
surprindere pe Heyst.



“On the lips of a moralist this would
he said, half
seriously; “but I won't suspect you of being

sound like a rebuke,”

one. Moralists and I haven’t been friends
for many years.”

She had listened with an air of
attention.

“I understood you had no friends,”
she said. “I am pleased that there’s nobody
to find fault with you for what you have
done. I like to think that I am in no one’s
way.”

Heyst would have said something,
but she did not give him time. Unconscious
of the movement he made she went on:

“What I was thinking to myself was,
why are you here?”

Heyst let himself sink on his elbow
again.

“If by ‘you” you mean ‘we’ —well,
you know why we are here.”

She bent her gaze down at him.
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in gura unui moralist vorbele astea
ar avea un aer de repros,” zise el, pe
jumadtate serios, ,,dar pe tine nu te banuiesc
a fi. Moralistii si cu mine nu mai suntem
prieteni de multad vreme.”

Ea ascultase cu multa atentie.

,Din cate am inteles, n-ai prieteni,”
zise ea. , Imi pare bine cd nu e nimeni sa-ti
spund cd n-ai facut bine ce-ai facut. Sunt

bucuroasi ci nu stau in calea nimanui.”

Heyst ar fi vrut sd spund ceva, dar
eanu-i dddu rdgaz. Fard sa-si dea seama de
intentia lui, continua:

,Ce ma-ntrebam eu in gand e: de ce
esti aici?”

Heyst se lasa din nou in cot.

,Dacd prin ,esti” vrei sa spui
,suntem” —atunci stii foarte bine de ce
suntem aici.”

Ea cobori privirea spre el.
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— In gura unui moralist, asta ar suna
ca o mustrare, a zis el, pe jumadtate serios,
dar nu te voi suspecta ca ai fi unul
Moralistii nu-mi sunt de multi ani prieteni,
si nici eu lor.

Ea ascultase cu un aer preocupat.

— Am inteles cd nu ai prieteni, a zis.
Ma bucurd cd nu e nimeni sa te-acuze
pentru ce-ai facut. Imi place sa cred cd nu

stau in cale nimanui.

Heyst ar fi vrut sd zicd ceva, dar ea
nu i-a permis. Fara sd vada tresdrirea lui,
fata a continuat:

—Ce md gandeam eu este: de ce esti
tu aici?

Heyst s-a ldsat pe coate din nou.

—Daca prin ,tu”, vrei sa zici ,noi”,
ei bine, stii de ce suntem aici.

Ea si-a coboréat privirea inspre el.



“No, it isn’t that. I meant before —all
that time before you came across me and
guessed at once that I was in trouble, with
no one to turn to. And you know it was
desperate trouble too.”

Her voice fell on the last words, as if
she would end there; but there was
something so expectant in Heyst’s attitude
as he sat at her feet, looking up at her
steadily, that she continued, after drawing
a short, quick breath:

“It was, really. I told you I had been
worried before by bad fellows. It made me
unhappy, disturbed —angry, too. But oh,
how I hated, hated, hated that man!”

“That the florid
Schomberg with the military bearing,

man”  was
benefactor of white men (‘decent food to
eat in decent company’) —mature victim of
belated passion. The girl shuddered. The
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,Nu, nu asta. Vreau sa zic thainte —
tot timpul inainte de-a fi dat peste mine si-
a fi ghicit dintr-o datd cd eram intr-o
situatie disperatd si cd n-aveam pe nimeni
spre care sa ma-ndrept. Si tu stii foarte bine
cat era de disperatd situatia.”

La cuvintele acestea din urmd,
vocea ei scdzu ca si cum ar fi vrut si se
opreascd aici, dar in atitudinea lui Heyst,
asa cum sedea la picioarele ei privind in
sus la ea neclintit, se citea atata asteptare,
incat, dupa ce trase putin aer in piept, ea
continud:

,Era, intr-adevar. Ti-am spus cd mai
fusesem chinuitd de indivizi insuportabili.
Ma
ingrijoratd, chiar si furioasa. Dar ah, cat il

fdceau sia ma simt nefericits,

uram, il uram, il uram pe omul dla!”
,Omul dla” era impopotonatul de
Schomberg, @ cu  comportarea  lui
militdroasd, binefacatorul albilor (,hrana
cumsecade pentru oameni cumsecade”),

matura victimd a unei pasiuni intarziate.
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—Nu, nu asta zic. Vreau sa zic...
inainte—tot timpul inainte sd dai peste
mine si sa intuiesti imediat ca am necazuri
si sunt neajutoratd. Si stii ce necazuri
teribile erau.

Vocea i-a coborat la ultimele
cuvinte, ca si cum ar fi dorit sa incheie cu
ele; dar era ceva atat de rabdator in pozitia
lui Heyst la picioarele ei, privirea lui
constanta, incat, dupd ce si-a tras sufletul,

a continuat:

— Chiar erau. Ti-am spus cd md mai
Ma
supdrau, ma speriau—ma infuriau, chiar.

deranjaserd  indivizi neplacuti.

Dar ah, cat puteam sa-1 urdasc pe omul dla!

,Omul dla” era ingamfatul de
de

binefacator al albilor (,mancare placuta

Schomberg cu purtarea militar,

intr-o companie placutd”), o victima

maturd a pasiunilor intarziate. Pe fatd au



characteristic harmoniousness of her face
became, as it were, decomposed for an
instant. Heyst was startled.

“Why think of it now?” he cried.

“It's because I was cornered that
time. It wasn’t as before. It was worse, ever
so much. I wished I could die of my
fright—and yet it’s only now that I begin to
understand what a horror it might have

been. Yes, only now, since we —"“
Heyst stirred a little.

“Came here,” he finished.
Her tenseness relaxed, her flushed
face went gradually back to its normal tint.

“Yes,” she said indifferently, but at
the same time she gave him a stealthy
glance of passionate appreciation; and then
her face took on a melancholy cast, her
whole figure drooped imperceptibly.
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Fata se cutremurd. O clipd, armonia care-i
caracteriza chipul se descompuse. Heyst fu
impresionat.

»De ce te gandesti la asta, acuma!”
exclama el.

,Pentru ca eram incoltita rau,
atunci. Nu mai era ca inainte. Era mai rau,
mult mai rau. As fi vrut sa pot muri, de
fricd ce-mi era—si cu toate astea de-abia
acuma incep sa-mi dau seama ce oroare-ar

fi putut sa fie. Da, de-abia acuma, cand

”

noi...
Heyst fu cuprins de o usoard
agitatie.
»Am venit aici,” completa el.
Tensiunea ei se potoli, obrajii
imbujorati 1si reluara incet culoarea
normala.
»,Da,” spuse ea pe un ton neutru,

aruncandu-i in acelasi timp pe furis o
privire plind de admiratie pasionata, dupa
care chipul i lud o expresie melancolicg,
trupul pdrand sa se stranga imperceptibil.
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trecut-o fiorii. Armonia caracteristica fetei
sale s-a descompus, s-ar putea spune,
pentru o clipa. Heyst a tresdrit.

—De ce sd te mai gandesti la asta?! a
intrebat el.

—Pentru ca am fost pusd la zid
atunci. Nu a fost ca inainte. A fost mai rdu,
mult mai mult. Voiam sd mor de spaimad; si
totusi, abia acum inteleg ce oribil trebuie sa
fi fost. Da, abia acum, de cand noi doi...

Heyst s-a fatait putin.

— Am venit aici, a incheiat el.
Odata ce s-a destins, chipul fetei s-a
intors treptat la culoarea naturala.

—Da, a spus ea cu indiferenta,
aruncandu-i totusi o privire de apreciere
pasionata; iar apoi, fata i-a devenit
melancolicd, intregul corp i s-a molesit

imperceptibil.



“But you were coming back here
anyhow?” she asked.
“Yes.

Davidson. Yes, I was coming back here, to

I was only waiting for
these ruins—to Wang, who perhaps did
not expect to see me again. It's impossible
to guess at the way that Chinaman draws
his conclusions, and how he looks upon
one.”

“Don’t talk about him. He makes
feel Talk

yourself.”

me uncomfortable. about

“About myself? I see you are still
busy with the mystery of my existence
here; butitisn’t at all mysterious. Primarily
the man with the quill pen in his hand in
that picture you so often look at is
responsible for my existence. He is also
responsible for what my existence is, or
rather has been. He was a great man in his
way. I don’t know much of his history. I
suppose he began like other people; took
fine words for good, ringing coin and
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,Dar te-ai fi intors aici in orice caz?”
insistd ea.

,Da. 1l asteptam pe Davidson. Da.
M-as fi intors aici la ruinele astea, la Wang,
care poate ca nu se mai astepta sd mai dea
ochii cu mine. Imposibil sa ghicesti
concluziile la care poate ajunge chinezul

dsta, sau ce pdrere are despre tine.”

~Nu vorbi despre el. Ma indispune.
Vorbeste-mi despre tine.”

»,Despre mine? Te mai preocupd,
vad, misterul vietii mele, dar ea n-are nimic
misterios. Mai intdi, omul cu pana de gasca
in man4, la care te uiti atat de des, e cel care
mi-a dat zile. Tot el e cel care a facut din
viata mea ceea ce este, sau mai curand ceea
ce a fost. In felul lui, era un om mare. Nu
stiu mare lucru din povestea lui. Banuiesc
c-a inceput ca toatd lumea. Lua de bune
buni

cuvintele frumoase, drept bani

idealurile nobile. In treacit fie zis, era el
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—Dar tu te intorceai aici oricum? a
intrebat ea.

—Da. l asteptam doar pe Davidson.
Da, ma intorceam aici printre ruinele astea,
la Wang, care poate cd nu se astepta sa ma
mai vadd. E imposibil sa iti dai seama cum
ajunge chinezul acela la o concluzie, sau ce
crede despre tine.

—Nu
nelinisteste. Vorbeste despre tine.

vorbi despre el. Mad

—Despre mine? Vad cd incd te
preocupd misterul existentei mele de aici,
dar nu este deloc un lucru misterios. In
primul rand, omul cu pana de gascd in
mana din tabloul dla la care te uiti atat de
des este responsabil pentru existenta mea.
Tot de el a depins cum imi este viata sau,
mai degraba cum mi-a fost. Era un om
mare, in felul lui. Nu stiu multe despre
trecutul lui. Probabil cd a inceput ca toti
altii: punea pret pe vorba aleasa si stia ca



noble ideals for valuable banknotes. He
was a great master of both, himself, by the
way. Later he discovered —how am I to
explain it to you? Suppose the world were
a factory and all mankind workmen in it.
Well, he discovered that the wages were
not good enough. That they were paid in
counterfeit money.”

“I see!” the girl said slowly.

“Do you?”

Heyst, who had been speaking as if
to himself, looked up curiously.

“It wasn’t a new discovery, but he
brought his capacity for scorn to bear on it.
It was immense. It ought to have withered
this globe. I don’t know how many minds
he convinced. But my mind was very
young then, and youth I suppose can be
easily seduced —even by a negation. He
was very ruthless, and yet he was not
without pity. He dominated me without
difficulty. A heartless man could not have
done so. Even to fools he was not utterly

Joseph Conrad
Victory. Victorie. Parallel Texts.
83

insusi mare maestru in amandoud. Mai
tarziu a descoperit—cum sa-ti explic? —sa
zicem cd lumea ar fi o fabrica imensa si
omenirea toatd muncitori in ea. Ei bine, el
a descoperit cd lefurile nu erau destul de
bune. Ca oamenii erau platiti cu bani falsi.”

,,Tnjceleg,” rosti fata lent.

,,fn’,celegi?”

Heyst, care vorbise ca pentru sine,
ridica uimit ochii.

,Descoperirea nu era noud, dar el i
se consacrd cu toatd capacitatea sa de
dispret. Era imensd. Ar fi putut sa
vestejeascd globul intreg. Nu stiu cate
capete a convins. Dar al meu era foarte
tandr pe-atunci si presupun cd tineretea
poate fi usor sedusd —chiar de o negatie.
Era teribil de dur, si cu toate astea nu lipsit
de mila. Mad domina fara dificultate. Un om
fard inimd n-ar fi izbutit. Chiar si cu prostii
nu era lipsit de indurare. Putea sa se
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idealul nobil inseamn bani. In treacit fie
spus, in amandoud era mare maestru. Mai
apoi a descoperit—cum sa-ti explic eu? Sa
zicem ca toate lumea ar fi o fabrica si toata
omenirea, muncitori in ea. Ei bine, a
descoperit cd salariile nu erau corecte. Ca
erau platiti cu bani falsi.

—Inteleg! a zis fata lent.

— Esti sigurd?

Heyst, care vorbise parcd pentru
sine, si-a ridicat privirea cu curiozitate.

—Nu era o descoperire noud, dar
avea si aportul capacitdtii sale de a
dispretui, care era colosald. Ar fi putut
vesteji tot globul. Nu stiu cate minti a
convertit. Dar mintea mea era foarte tandara
atunci, iar tineretea este, presupun, usor de
sedus—chiar de o negatie. Era foarte
nemilos, si totusi, nu era lipsit de
compasiune. Ma domina cu usurintd. Un
om cu inima de piatrd n-ar fi reusit. Nici cu
prostii nu era complet nemilos. Putea fi



merciless. He could be indignant, but he
was too great for flouts and jeers. What he
said was not meant for the crowd; it could
not be; and I was flattered to find myself
among the elect. They read his books, but I
have heard his living word. It was
irresistible. It was as if that mind were
taking me into its confidence, giving me a
special insight into its mastery of despair.
Mistake, no doubt. There is something of
my father in every man who lives long
enough. But they don’t say anything. They
can't. They wouldn't know how, or
perhaps, they wouldn’t speak if they could.
Man on this earth is an unforeseen accident
which does not stand close investigation.
However, that particular man died as
quietly as a child goes to sleep. But, after
listening to him, I could not take my soul
down into the street to fight there. I started
off to wander about, an independent
spectator — if that is possible.”

For a long time the girl’s grey eyes
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indigneze, dar era prea mare pentru insulte
si sarcasme. Ce spunea nu era, nu putea fi
destinat gloatei, si eu ma simteam magulit
sd ma aflu printre alesi. Ei ii citeau cartile,
eu Insd ii ascultasem cuvantul viu. Era
irezistibil, cuvantul lui. Era ca si cum
spiritul lui imi acorda incredere, imi
impdrtasea secretele, permitdndu-mi mie,
in mod special, sa intrevad aptitudinea sa
de a domina disperarea. Eroare, fdra
indoiald. E ceva din tatdl meu in orice om
care traieste destul de mult. Dar acestia nu
spun nimic. Nu pot. N-ar sti cum, sau
poate de-ar sti, tot n-ar vorbi. Pe pamantul
dsta omul e un accident neprevazut, care
nu rezistd unei cercetdri mai riguroase.
Oricum, omul acesta a murit tot atat de
linistit cum adoarme un copil. Dar, dupa
ce-i ascultasem cuvantul, nu mi-am mai
putut impinge sufletul in stradd, sa lupte.
Am pornit sa cdldtoresc, spectator
independent —daca asa ceva e cu putintd.”

Multd vreme ochii cenusii ai fetei
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revoltat, dar era prea bun pentru batjocura
si impunsdturi. Ce zicea nu era pentru
mase—n-avea cum sd fie—iar eu eram
onorat sd ma aflu printre cei alesi. Fi i-au
citit cdrtile, dar eu i-am ascultat glasul viu.
Era irezistibil. Era de parcd i-as fi fost
confident, oferindu-mi sa patrund esenta
felului in care domina disperarea. Fara-
ndoiald, o greseald. E ceva din tatdl meu in
orice om care traieste destul. Dar ei nu zic
nimic, n-au cum. N-ar sti cum, sau poate
dac-ar sti n-ar vorbi. Omul, pe pamantul
dsta, e un accident neprevdzut care nu
rezistd unei cercetdri amanuntite. Cu toate
astea, moartea acestui om a fost ca somnul
unui copil. Dar, dupa ce lI-am ascultat pe el,
n-am putut sd-mi cobor sufletul in strada
sd lupt acolo. Am inceput sd hoindresc, un
asta-i

spectator  independent—daca

posibil.

O vreme indelungata, ochii cenusii



had been watching his face. She discovered
that, addressing her, he was really talking
to himself. Heyst looked up, caught sight
of her as it were, and caught himself up,
with a low laugh and a change of tone.

“All this does not tell you why I ever
came here. Why, indeed? It’s like prying
into inscrutable mysteries which are not
worth scrutinizing. A man drifts. The most
successful men have drifted into their
successes. I don’t want to tell you that this
is a success. You wouldn’t believe me if I
did. It isn’t; neither is it the ruinous failure
it looks. It proves nothing, unless perhaps
some hidden weakness in my character —
and even that is not certain.”

He looked fixedly at her, and with
such grave eyes that she felt obliged to
smile faintly at him, since she did not
understand what he meant. Her smile was
reflected, still fainter, on his lips.

“This does not advance you much in
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observasera chipul lui. Descoperi «c4,
adresdndu-se ei, el vorbea in realitate cu
sine insusi. Heyst ridicd ochii, prinse
privirea ei si isi reveni cu un ras scurt si o
schimbare de ton.

,Toate astea nu-ti spun de ce-am
venit aici. Intr-adevir, de ce? E ca si cum ai
forta mistere nepdtrunse care nici nu
merita sd fie patrunse. Omul e luat in
deriva. Oamenii care au reusit admirabil
au ajuns la succesele lor ldsandu-se purtati
in derivd. Nu vreau sd spun cd viata mea e
un succes. Nu m-ai crede, daca as spune-o.
Si nici nu e. Dar nu e nici esecul dezastruos
ce pare a fi. Asta nu dovedeste nimic, afara
doar poate de vreo sldbiciune ascunsa a
caracterului meu —si nici asta nu-i sigur.”

O privi fix, cu ochi atat de gravi
incat ea se simti obligatd sa-i surada usor,
pentru cd nu intelesese ce voia sd spuna.
Surasul ei se reflecta, mai palid, pe buzele
lui.

,Cu astea n-ai avansat prea mult in
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ai fetei il urmarisera. Fata a descoperit c4d,
desi i se adresa, de fapt vorbea cu el insusi.
Heyst si-a ridicat privirea, a vdzut-o si s-a
adunat, rdzand incet si schimbandu-si
tonul.

—Toate astea nu-ti aratd de ce-am
venit aici. Chiar, de ce? E ca si cum ai
examina mistere de nepatruns, care nu
meritd deslusite. Omul se mai lasa-n voia
sortii. Cei mai de succes oameni au ratacit
pand in pozitia pe care o au. Nu vreau sa-ti
spun cd ar fi un succes. Nu m-ai crede daca
as face-o. Si nu este, dar nu este nici un esec
dezastruos, cum pare. Nu dovedeste
nimic, dacd nu cumva vreo sldbiciune
ascunsa a caracterului meu, si nici asta nu
e lucru cert.

A privit-o fix si atat de grav incat
fata s-a simtit fortata sa-i zambeasca usor,
din moment ce nu-I intelesese. El i-a intors
un zambet si mai vag.

—Toate astea nu prea te ajutd cu



your inquiry,” he went on. “And in truth
your question is unanswerable; but facts
have a certain positive value, and I will tell
you a fact. One day I met a cornered man.
I use the word because it expresses the
man’s situation exactly, and because you
just used it yourself. You know what that
means?”’

“What do you say?” she whispered,
astounded. “A man!”

Heyst laughed at her wondering
eyes.

“No! No! I mean in his own way.”

“I knew very well it couldn’t be
anything like that,” she observed under
her breath.

“I won't bother you with the story.
It was a custom-house affair, strange as it
may sound to you. He would have
preferred to be killed outright —that is, to
have his soul dispatched to another world,
rather than to be robbed of his substance,
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investigatia ta,” continua el. ,Si, intr-
adevdr, la intrebarea pe care o pui, nu se
poate rdaspunde. Dar faptele au in sine o
anumitd valoare pozitivd, si am sa-ti
povestesc un fapt. Intr-o zi am intalnit un
om incoltit. Intrebuintez expresia, pentru
cd exprima exact situatia omului si pentru
cd ai folosit-o si tu adineauri. Stii ce
inseamnd, nu?”

,Cum se poate?” sopti ea stupefiata.
,,Un barbat?”

Heyst izbucni in ras cand ii vdzu
ochii uluiti.

,Nu! Nu! E un fel de a vorbi.”

~Mi-am dat foarte bine seama ca nu
putea fi vorba de-asa ceva,” rosti ea in
soaptd.

~N-am sa te plictisesc cu toata
istoria. Era o chestie de vama, oricat de
straniu ti s-ar pdrea. El ar fi preferat sa fie
pur si simplu omorat—adica sufletul lui sa
fie expediat pe lumea cealaltd, in loc de a se
vedea despuiat de bunul lui, un bun foarte
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cercetarea ta, a continuat el. Si, ca sd-ti spun
adevdrul, ai pus o intrebare la care nu
existd rdspuns, dar faptele au o anumita
valoare pozitiva si-ti voi impadrtasi un fapt.
Intr-o zi am cunoscut un om incoltit.
Folosesc acest cuvant fiindcad exprima exact
situatia omului si fiindca 1-ai folosit chiar
tu mai devreme. Stii ce inseamnd, nu?

— Ce vrei sd spui? a soptit ea uimita.
Un bérbat!
Heyst a ras vdzandu-i ochii mirati.

—Nu, nu! Pentru el, vreau sa spun.
—Stiam foarte bine cd nu poate fi
asta, a punctat ea in soapta.

—Nu te voi bate la cap cu povestea.
A fost o afacere la vama, oricat de ciudat ti-
ar pdarea. Ar fi preferat sa fie ucis pe loc—
adicd, sa-i fie trimis sufletul pe lumea
cealalta, mai degraba decat sa-i fie jefuita
toatd averea, una nesemnificativa, in felul



his very insignificant substance, in this. I
saw that he believed in another world
because, being cornered, as I have told you,
he went down on his knees and prayed.
What do you think of that?”

Heyst paused. She looked at him
earnestly.

“You didn’t make fun of him for
that?” she said.

Heyst made a brusque movement of
protest.

“My dear girl, | am not a ruffian,” he
cried. Then, returning to his usual tone: “I
didn’'t even have to conceal a smile.
Somehow it didn’t look a smiling matter.
No, it was not funny; it was rather pathetic;
he was so representative of all the past
victims of the Great Joke. But it is by folly
alone that the world moves, and so it is a
respectable thing upon the whole. And
besides, he was what one would call a good
man. I don’t mean especially because he
had offered up a prayer. No! He was really
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putin insemnat pe lumea asta. Am inteles
ca omul credea in lumea cealaltd, pentru ca
simtindu-se incoltit, asa cum spuneam, a
cdzut in genunchi si s-a rugat. Ce zici de
asta?”

Heyst se opri. Ea il privea grava,
atenta.

,N-ai ras de el din cauza asta, nu-i

asa?” zise ea.

,Copild scumpd, nu sunt o brutd,”

izbucni el. Apoi, reludndu-si tonul
obisnuit: ,N-a trebuit nici macar sa-mi
ascund un zadmbet. Nu aveai de ce zambi.
Nu, nu era nimic comic, mai curand
emotionant. El era intruchiparea tuturor
victimelor din trecut ale Marii Farse. Dar
lumea-i ménata de prostie, si din pricina
asta ea devine in cele din urma
respectabild. Si-afara de asta, el era ceea ce
se cheamd un om cumsecade. Nu spun asta

pentru cd se rugase. Nu! Era efectiv un om
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acela. Am vazut cd credea in lumea cealalta
pentru c4, fiind incoltit, cum ti-am spus, s-
a asezat in genunchi si s-a rugat. Ce parere
ai despre asta?

Heyst s-a oprit. Ea l-a privit cu
seriozitate.

—N-airas de el din cauza asta? a zis
ea.

Heyst a protestat brusc cu un gest.

—Draga mea, nu sunt un ticdlos, a
strigat el. Apoi a revenit la tonul obisnuit.
Nu a trebuit nici sa-mi ascund un zambet.
Cumva, nu pdrea o chestiune amuzanta.
Nu, nu era deloc, era chiar duioasa —omul
era atat de reprezentativ pentru victimele
din trecut ale Marii Farse. Dar lumea se
misca doar alimentatd de nebunie, asa ca
este, in general, un lucru respectabil. Si-
apoi, era ceea ce ai putea numi un om bun.
Nu spun asta pentru c-a facut o rugdaciune.
Nu! Era chiar un individ cumsecade, era



a decent fellow, he was quite unfitted for
this world, he was a failure, a good man
cornered —a sight for the gods; for no
decent mortal cares to look at that sort.” A
thought seemed to occur to him. He turned
his face to the girl. “And you, who have
been cornered too—did you think of
offering a prayer?”

Neither her eyes nor a single one of
her features moved the least bit. She only
let fall the words:

“I am not what they call a good
girl.”

7

“That sounds evasive,” said Heyst
after a short silence. “Well, the good fellow
did pray and after he had confessed to it I
was struck by the comicality of the
situation. No, don’t misunderstand me —1
am not alluding to his act, of course. And
even the idea of Eternity, Infinity,
Omnipotence, being called upon to defeat
the

Portuguese half-castes did not move my

conspiracy of two  miserable
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de treabd, absolut nepotrivit pentru lumea
asta, un esuat, un om de treaba incoltit—
demn de mila zeilor, pentru cd niciun
muritor de treaba nu-si pierde vremea cu
de-alde el.” Un gand pdru cd-i naste in
minte. Se intoarse catre fata. ,,Si tu, si tu ai
fost incoltitd —spune-mi, te-ai gandit sa te
rogi?”

Nici ochii, nici o singurd trdsatura
de pe fata ei nu se clintird. Lasa doar sa-i
pice vorbele:

,, Eu nu sunt ceea ce se cheama o fata
cumsecade.”

,Suna cam evaziv,” spuse Heyst
dupa o scurtd pauza. ,Ei bine, omul de
treabd s-a rugat, si dupd ce mi-a marturisit
asta, m-a izbit comicul situatiei. Nu, sd nu
ma intelegi gresit—nu mad refer la gestul
lui, fireste. Si nici chiar la ideea de a chema
eternitatea, infinitul, atotputernicia ca sa
infrangi conspiratia a doi nenorociti de
metisi portughezi n-ar fi fost de-ajuns ca
sd-mi trezeasca veselia. Din punctul de
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foarte nepotrivit pentru lumea asta, un
ratat, un om bun incoltit—un deliciu
pentru zei, fiindcd niciun muritor
cumsecade nu vrea sa priveascd asa ceva.
Un gand a parut cd-i trece prin cap. Si-a
intors fata catre ea. Dar tu, care ai fost la

randul tdu incoltitd, te-ai gandit sa te rogi?

Nici din
trasaturile fetei, nu s-au miscat. Doar a

ochii, nici vreuna
rostit cuvintele:

—Nu sunt ceea ce s-ar numi o fatd
buna.

—Sund evaziv, a zis Heyst dupa o
scurtd tdcere. Ei, bunul om s-a rugat si
dupa ce mi-a marturisit-o, am fost izbit de
hazul situatiei. Nu, nu ma-ntelege gresit—
nu ma refer la gestul lui, fireste. $i nici
ideea de Eternitate, Infinit, Omnipotentd,
chemate sd distrugd conspiratia a doi
nenorociti de metisi portughezi nu m-a
impins la ras. Din punctul de vedere al
suplicantului, pericolul implicit era ca



mirth. From the point of view of the
supplicant, the danger to be conjured was
something like the end of the world, or
worse. No! What captivated my fancy was
that I, Axel Heyst, the most detached of
creatures in this earthly captivity, the
veriest tramp on this earth, an indifferent
stroller going through the world’s bustle —
that I should have been there to step into
the situation of an agent of Providence. I, a

man of universal scorn and unbelief. . ..”

she
interrupted in her seductive voice, with a

“You are putting it on,”

coaxing intonation.
“No. I am like that,
fashioned, or both. I am not for nothing the

born or

son of my father, of that man in the
painting. I am he, all but the genius. And
there is even less in me than I make out,
because the very scorn is falling away from
me year after year. I have never been so
amused as by that episode in which I was
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vedere al celui care se ruga, primejdia ce
trebuia evitata era ceva cam ca sfarsitul
lumii, sau mai rau chiar. Nu. Ceea ce mi-a
sedus fantezia era faptul cd eu, eu, Axel
Heyst, cea mai detasatd dintre toate
fapturile-n aceastd captivitate
pdmanteascd, cel mai autentic vagabond
de pe tot globul, un hoinar nepdsator pe
pamantul dsta plin de zarva —cd tocmai eu
eram cel care juca rolul unui agent al
Eu,

universal, necredinciosul...”

providentei. omul  dispretului
,Exagerezi,” il intrerupse ea cu

vocea-i seducidtoare, cu inflexiuni caline.

»,Nu. Asa sunt eu. Nascut sau facut,
sau amandoud. Nu-s degeaba fiul tatalui
meu, omul din portret. Sunt el intreg—
afara de geniu. Si-s mai putin chiar si decat
atat, pentru ca pana si dispretul mi se
stinge, an de an. Niciodata n-am fost atat
de amuzat ca atunci, cu episodul dsta in
care eram chemat pe negéandite sa joc un rol
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sfarsitul lumii, sau mai rau. Nu! Ce mi-a
captivat fantezia a fost cd eu, Axel Heyst,
cea mai impartiald fiintd din captivitatea
asta terestrd, cel mai veritabil vagabond de
pe pamant, un hoinar indiferent care trece
prin imbulzeala lumii, cd tocmai eu ma
aflam in postura unui agent al providentei.
Eu, un om al reprosului universal si al
necredintei...

—Faci pe grozavul, a intrerupt ea cu
vocea ei seducdtoare si convingdtoare.

—Nu. Asa sunt eu, nascut sau facut,
sau amandoud. Nu degeaba-s fiul tatdlui
meu, a barbatului din picturd. Sunt el, cu
exceptia geniului. Si e in mine mai putin,
chiar, decat ardt de fapt, fiindca tocmai
dispretul mi-l pierd de la an la an. N-am
fost niciodatd mai amuzat ca de acel episod
in care am fost deodatd chemat pentru un



suddenly called to act such an incredible
part. For a moment I enjoyed it greatly. It
got him out of his corner, you know.”

“You saved a man for fun—is that
what you mean? Just for fun?”

“Why this tone of suspicion?”
remonstrated Heyst. “I suppose the sight
of this particular distress was disagreeable
to me. What you call fun came afterward,
when it dawned on me that I was for him a
walking, breathing, incarnate proof of the
efficacy of prayer. I was a little fascinated
by it—and then, could I have argued with
him? You don’t argue against such
evidence, and besides it would have
looked as if I had wanted to claim all the
merit. Already his gratitude was simply
frightful. Funny position, wasn’t it? The
boredom came later, when we lived
together on board his ship. I had, in a
moment of inadvertence, created for
myself a tie. How to define it precisely I

don’t know. One gets attached in a way to
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incredibil. Pentru moment m-am amuzat

grozav. L-am scos din incurcatura, stii.”

,Ai salvat un om ca s3 te amuzi—
asta vrei sd spui? Doar asa, ca sd te amuzi?”
»,De ce tonul dsta de suspiciune?”
protestd Heyst. ,Presupun cd privelistea
teribile mi-era

acestei suferinte

dezagreabild. Ceea ce numesti tu
amuzament a venit mai tirziu, cind mi-am
dat seama cd eram pentru el o dovada
palpabila, vie, incarnatd a eficacitatii
rugdciunii. Ma fascina chiar putin... S$i-
apoi, puteam sa discut? Evidenta nu se

discuta, si-afara de asta as fi avut aerul ca

revendic meritul pentru mine. Si-asa
recunostinta lui era pur si simplu
inspdimantatoare. Caraghioasa situatie,

nu? Necazul a venit mai tarziu, cAnd am
fost impreuna, pe vasul lui. Intr-o clipa de
nechibzuintd mi-am creat o legdtura. Cum
s-o definesc exact nu prea stiu. Te
pomenesti legat intr-un fel oarecare de
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rol asa de incredibil. La inceput mi-a
pldcut. L-am scos din colt, sa stii.

—Ai salvat un om in glumd, asta
spui? Doar de distractie?

—De ce ai tonul asta banuitor? a
obiectat Heyst. Md gandesc cd privelistea
acestui necaz m-a tulburat. Ce numesti tu
distractie a venit mai tarziu, cdnd am
realizat cd pentru el eram o dovada in
carne si oase a eficientei rugaciunii. Am
fost putin fascinat chiar—si apoi, as fi
putut oare sd-1 contrazic? Nu te poti lupta
cu dovezile lor, si-apoi, ar fi parut cd vreau
sa-mi toate  meritele.

arog Deja

gratitudinea lui era pur si simplu
infricosdtoare. Haioasa posturd, nu-i asa?
Mai tarziu n-am mai ras, cand locuiam
amandoi pe vasul lui. Md alesesem, intr-un
moment de neatentie, cu o legdturd. S-o
definesc mai precis, nu stiu. Oamenii se
ataseaza cumva de cei pentru care au facut

ceva. Dar sd fie asta prietenie? Nu sunt



people one has done something for. But is
that friendship? I am not sure what it was.
I only know that he who forms a tie is lost.
The germ of corruption has entered into his
soul.”

Heyst's tone was light, with the
flavour of playfulness which seasoned all
his speeches and seemed to be of the very
essence of his thoughts. The girl he had
come across, of whom he had possessed
himself, to whose presence he was not yet
accustomed, with whom he did not yet
know how to live; that human being so
near and still so strange, gave him a greater
sense of his own reality than he had ever
known in all his life.
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oameni cdrora le-ai facut un bine. Dar,
inseamna asta prietenie? Nu sunt chiar atat
de sigur. Ce stiu e cd omul care si-a facut o
legaturd, e pierdut. Germenul stricdciunii
i-a patruns in suflet.”

Heyst vorbea pe un ton usor, cu un
iz de gluma care colora totdeauna tot ce
spunea, si pdrea sd izvorascd din insdsi
esenta gandurilor sale. Fata ce-i iesise-n
cale si pe care pusese stdpanire, cu a carei
prezentd nu se obisnuise incd si cu care
incd nu stia cum sa trdiascad, fiinta asta
omeneasca, atat de aproape si totusi atat de
strdind, ii dddea un sentiment al propriei
sale realitdti mai mare decat tot ce
cunoscuse in toatd viata lui.
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sigur ce era. Stiu doar cd dacd formezi o
legaturd, esti pierdut. Ai fost infectat de

microbul coruperii.

Tonul lui Heyst era bland, cu aerul
jovial care-i imbogdtea toate discursurile si
pdrea a fi parte din esenta gandurilor lui.
Fata peste care ddaduse, care devenise a lui,
cu a cdrei prezentd nu era inca obisnuit si
cu care nu stia incd sd trdiascd, aceasta
fiintd omeneasca atat de apropiatd si in
acelasi timp atat de necunoscutd, ii oferea
un simf{ al propriei realitati mai puternic

decéat tot ce cunoscuse in viata lui.



CHAPTER FOUR

With her knees drawn up, Lena
rested her elbows on them and held her
head in both her hands.

“Are you tired of sitting here?”
Heyst asked.

An almost imperceptible negative
movement of the head was all the answer
she made.

“Why are you looking so serious?”
he pursued, and immediately thought that
habitual seriousness, in the long run, was
much more bearable than constant gaiety.

“However, this expression suits you
exceedingly,” he added, not
diplomatically, but because, by the

tendency of his taste, it was a true
statement. “And as long as I can be certain
that it is not boredom which gives you this
severe air, | am willing to sit here and look
at you till you are ready to go.”
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Capitolul IV

Cu genunchii trasi sub barbie, Lena
isi rezemase coatele de ei si-si tinea capul
in maini.

, Esti
intreba Heyst.

sdtuld de-atata stat aici?”

O miscare negativa din cap, aproape
imperceptibild fu tot raspunsul.

,De ce aerul dsta atit de serios?”
continud el, si imediat gandi cd aceasta
obisnuintd a seriozitdtii era mult mai
suportabild decat o veselie permanenta.
,Oricum, expresia asta iti std teribil de
bine,” addugd, nu din diplomatie ci absolut
sincer, pentru cd asa 1i pldcea lui. ,Si atata
vreme cat pot fi sigur cd nu plictiseala iti da
aerul dsta sever, sunt dispus sd stau aici si
sd te privesc pand cand ai sa te ridici sa
pleci.”
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Capitolul IV

Lena si-a asezat coatele pe
genunchii stransi la piept si si-a tinut capul
intre maini.

— Ai obosit de stat aici? a intrebat
Heyst.

O miscare negativa din cap, aproape

imperceptibild, a fost tot raspunsul fetei.

—De ce esti asa incruntata? a
continuat el, gandindu-se imediat ca
seriozitatea inveteratd, pe termen lung, era
decat

constantd. Totusi, expresia asta iti vine ca o

mult mai tolerabila voiosia
manusd, a addugat el, nu din curtoazie ci
fiindca era pe gustul sdu. $i atata timp cat
am siguranta cd nu plictiseala iti da aerul
dsta sever, sunt dispus sd ma uit la tine

pana vei fi gata de plecare.



And this was true. He was still
under the fresh sortilege of their common
life, the surprise of novelty, the flattered
vanity of his possession of this woman; for
a man must feel that, unless he has ceased
to be masculine. Her eyes moved in his
direction, rested on him, then returned to
their stare into the deeper gloom at the foot
of the
spreading

straight tree-trunks, whose

crowns were slowly
withdrawing their shade. The warm air
stirred slightly about her motionless head.
She would not look at him, from some
obscure fear of betraying herself. She felt in
her innermost depths an irresistible desire
to give herself up to him more completely,
by some act of absolute sacrifice. This was
something of which he did not seem to
have an idea. He was a strange being
without needs. She felt his eyes fixed upon
her; and as he kept silent, she said
uneasily —for she didn’t know what his

silences might mean:
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Si asta era adevarat. Se afla inca sub
vraja proaspdtd a vietii lor in comun, a
surprizei noutdtii ei, a vanitatii magulite
prin posesiunea acestei femei; pentru cd un
barbat trebuie si simtd in felul &sta, cata
vreme n-a incetat de a fi barbat. Ochii ei se
indreptara spre el, isi odihnird privirea pe
el, apoi si-o intoarsera sa se piarda in
obscuritatea mai profundd de la poalele
copacilor drepti ale cdror vaste coroane isi
retrageau incetisor umbra. Aerul cald
tremura usor in jurul capului ei nemiscat.
Nu voia si se uite la el, dintr-o teama
ascunsa de a nu se trdada. Simtea, in
strafundul sufletului ei, o irezistibila
dorinta de a i se darui cat mai desavarsit cu
putintd, prin vreun act de sacrificiu
absolut. Parea ca el nu-si da seama de asta.
Era o fiinta stranie, n-avea nevoi. Simtea
privirea lui fixand-o, si cum nu scotea o
vorbd, ea, putin jenatd —pentru cd nu-si
dddea seama ce puteau insemna aceste
taceri—spuse:
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Asta asa era. Era inca sub inedita
vrajd a vietii lor in comun, a surprizei
noutdtii ei, a vanitdtii flatate de posesia
unei femei; fiindcd un béarbat are nevoie de
asta, dacd e sd-si pastreze masculinitatea.
Ochii ei s-au miscat in directia lui, s-au
oprit asupra lui, apoi s-au intors la fixarea
la intunericului si mai profund de la baza
copacilor drepti, ale caror coroane intinse
isi retrdgeau lent umbra. Aerul cald sufla
usor deasupra capului ei nemiscat. Nu voia
sd-1 priveascd, dintr-o fricd ascunsa de a nu
se trada. Simtea, in adancul sufletului, o
dorinta irezistibila de a i se oferi si mai
mult, printr-un act de sacrificiu absolut.
Era un fapt de care el nu pdrea sa fie
constient. Era o fiintd stranie, fara nevoi.
Fata a simtit o privire fixa si, cat el isi pastra
tdcerea si fiindcd nu putea sti ce inseamna

tacerile lui, a zis:



“And so you lived with that
friend — that good man?”

“Excellent fellow,” Heyst
responded, with a readiness that she did
not expect. “But it was a weakness on my
part. I really didn’t want to, only he
wouldn’t let me off, and I couldn’t explain.
He was the sort of man to whom you can’t
explain anything. He was extremely
sensitive, and it would have been a tigerish
thing to do to mangle his delicate feelings
by the sort of plain speaking that would
have been necessary. His mind was like a
white-walled, pure chamber, furnished
with, say, six straw-bottomed chairs, and
he was always placing and displacing
them in various combinations. But they
were always the same chairs. He was
extremely easy to live with; but then he got
hold of this coal idea — or, rather, the idea
got hold of him. It entered into that scantily
furnished chamber of which I have just

spoken, and sat on all the chairs. There was
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,S1 asa, stdteai cu prietenul dla—
omul de treaba.”

»~Admirabil om,” raspunse Heyst cu
o promptitudine la care ea nu se asteptase.
,Dar din partea mea a fost o slabiciune.
Realmente nu voiam, numai cd el nu-mi
dddea drumul, si nu-i puteam explica. Era
genul de om cdruia nu-i poti explica nimic.
De o sensibilitate extremd, ar fi fost o
de
sentimentele lui delicate cu felul brutal cu

ferocitate tigru sd  maltratezi
care-ar fi trebuit sd spui lucrurilor pe
nume. Mintea lui era ca o camera curata cu
patru pereti varuiti alb, mobilata sa zicem
cu sase scaune cu fundul de paie pe care el
le muta vesnic dintr-un loc intr-altul.
Mereu alte combinatii, dar totdeauna
aceleasi scaune. Viata cu el era foarte
usoard, dar i-a venit ideea cu carbunele —
sau mai bine zis ideea a pus stdpanire pe el.
[-a intrat in cap, in odaia aia de-abia
mobilatd despre care ti-am vorbit, si s-a
asezat pe toate scaunele. Nu mai era chip s-
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—Si deci ai trdit cu prietenul dla, cu
omul dla bun?

— Excelent om, a rdspuns Heyst cu o
promptitudine neasteptatd. Dar a fost o
slabiciune din partea mea. Eu chiar nu
voiam, doar ca el nu m-a lasat, si nu i-am
putut explica. Era felul de om cdruia nu-i
poti explica nimic. Era extrem de sensibil,
si-ar fi fost o cruzime sa-i sfartec
sentimentele sensibile cu felul de vorbe
directe care-ar fi fost necesare. Mintea lui
era ca o camerd curatd cu pereti albi,
mobilatd, sd zicem, cu sase scaune cu
fundul de paie pe care le tot aranja in
Dar

aceleasi scaune. Era foarte usor sa traiesti

diverse combinatii. erau mereu
cu el; dar apoi s-a apucat de ideea asta cu
carbunele, sau, mai degraba, ideea l-a
apucat pe el. A intrat in camera aia slab
mobilatad de care ti-am vorbit si s-a pus pe
toate scaunele. Crede-ma cad de-acolo n-o
mai ridicai! Urma sa facem o avere. Toata
lumea urma si faci o avere. In anii din



no dislodging it, you know! It was going to
make his fortune, my fortune, everybody’s
fortune. In past years, in moments of doubt
that will come to a man determined to
remain free from absurdities of existence, I
often asked myself, with a momentary
dread, in what way would life try to get
hold of me? And this was the way! He got
it into his head that he could do nothing
without me. And was I now, he asked me,
to spurn and ruin him? Well, one
morning —I wonder if he had gone down
on his knees to pray that night!—one

morning I gave in.”

Heyst tugged violently at a tuft of
dried grass, and cast it away from him with
a nervous gesture.

“I gave in,” he repeated.

Looking towards him with a
movement of her eyes only, the girl noticed
the strong feeling on his face with that
interest which his

intense person
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o scoti de-acolo. Iti dai seama? Avea si facd
avere cu ea, eu aveam sd fac avere, toata
lumea avea sa facd avere. Pe vremuri, in
momentele de indoiala pe care le are orice
om hotardt sd ramana 1in afara
absurditatilor existentei, ma intrebam de
multe ori, cu destuld team4, in ce fel o sa-
ncerce viata sd pund gheara pe mine. Asta
a fost felul! Omul si-a bdgat in cap cd nu
putea face nimic fard mine. Si aveam de
gand, acuma, sd-1 abandonez, sa-l ruinez?
Asa-mi vorbea. Ei, si intr-o buna
dimineatd — ma-ntreb daca si-n noaptea aia
cazuse-n genunchi si se rugase—intr-o
buna dimineata am cedat.”

Smulse violent un smoc de iarba
uscatd si-o aruncd departe, cu un gest
nervos.

»~Am cedat,” repetd el.

Indreptandu-si privirea spre el,
dintr-o miscare a ochilor numai, fata, cu
interesul intens pe care-l trezea persoana

lui in mintea si-n sufletul ei, citi pe chipul

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2017

urmd, in momentele de indoiald pe care le
mai are un om determinat sa ramana liber
de absurditatile existentei, m-am intrebat
deseori cu groaza in ce fel, oare, va incerca
viata sd ma prinda. Si dsta era felul! Ii
intrase in cap cd nu poate face nimic fara
mine. Si eu acum, m-am intrebat, voiam sa
dau cu piciorul la tot, ruinandu-1? Ei, si
intr-o dimineatd—ma intreb daca-n
noaptea dinainte a cdzut in genunchi sd se

roage —intr-o dimineatd, am cedat.

Heyst a smuls cu violentd un smoc
de iarba uscata si l-a azvarlit cu un gest
nervos.

— Am cedat, a repetat.

Uitandu-se inspre el, fata a observat
sentimentul puternic de pe chipul sdu cu
acel interes intens pe care persoana lui il
trezea in mintea si-n inima ei. Dar s-a



awakened in her mind and in her heart. But
it soon passed away, leaving only a moody
expression.

“It’s difficult to resist where nothing
matters,” he observed. “ And perhaps there
is a grain of freakishness in my nature. It
amused me to go about uttering silly,
commonplace phrases. I was never so well
thought of in the islands till I began to
gibberish like the
veriest idiot. Upon my word, I believe that

jabber commercial

I was actually respected for a time. I was as
grave as an owl over it; I had to be loyal to
the man. I have beenfrom first to last,
completely, utterly loyal to the best of my
ability. I thought he understood something
about coal. And if I had been aware that he
knew nothing of it, as in fact he didn't,
well —I don’t know what I could have done
to stop him. In one way or another I should
have had to be loyal. Truth, work,
ambition, love itself, may be only counters
in the lamentable or despicable game of
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lui un sentiment puternic, care disparu
insd repede, lasand in urma doar o expresie
morocdnoasa.

,E greu de rezistat cand totul n-are
nicio importanta,” observa el. ,Si poate ca
e si un graunte de bizarerie in firea mea.
Ma amuza sd umblu de colo pana colo
debitand
Niciodatd nu m-am bucurat in insule de-

fraze stupide, platitudini.

atata consideratie ca atunci cand
incepusem sd trdncdnesc intr-un jargon
comercial ca cel mai idiot dintre idioti. Pe
cuvantul meu, cred cd o vreme am fost
realmente respectat. Eram serios ca o
bufnitd pe chestia asta — trebuia sa fiu loial
fata de omul dla. Am fost, din primul
moment si pana-n cel din urmd, absolut
loial cu el, cat stiam eu. Credeam ca se
pricepe ceva la carbune. Si dacd mi-as fi dat
seama cd habar n-avea— pentru cd, de fapt,
habar n-avea—tot nu stiu ce-as fi putut
face ca sda-1 opresc. $i intr-un caz si intr-

altul, tot ar fi trebuit sa fiu loial. Adevarul,
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raspandit repede, lasand in loc doar o
expresie prost dispusa.

—E dificil sa rezisti cAnd nimic nu
conteazd, a observat el. Si poate cd firea
mea are un strop de ciudatenie. Md amuza
sd merg rostind aiurea fraze banale.
Niciodata n-am fost privit mai bine decat
cand am inceput sd trancanesc absurditati
comerciale ca un idiot. Pe cuvantul meu,
cred cd m-au si respectat o vreme. Eram
grav ca o bufnita in problema asta — trebuia
sd-i fiu loial omului. I-am fost cat de loial
puteam eu sd fiu, de la inceput la sfarsit.
Credeam cad stie cate ceva despre carbune.
Si dac-as fi stiut cd habar n-avea, cum era
de fapt cazul, ei bine... nu stiu ce-ar fi
trebuit si fac ca si-1 opresc. In ambele
situatii, ar fi trebui sd-i raman loial.
Adevarul, munca, ambitia, dragostea
insdsi s-ar putea sd fie doar niste fise in
jocul lamentabil ori vrednic de dispret al
vietii, dar cadnd ti se ofera o mana, trebuie



life, but when one takes a hand one must
play the game. No, the shade of Morrison
needn’t haunt me. What's the matter? I say,
Lena, why are you staring like that? Do
you feel ilI?”

Heyst made as if to get on his feet.
The girl extended her arm to arrest him,
and he remained staring in a sitting
posture, propped on one arm, observing
her indefinable expression of anxiety, as if
she were unable to draw breath.

“What has come to you?” he
insisted, feeling strangely unwilling to
move, to touch her.

“Nothing.” She
painfully. “Of course it can’t be. What
name did you say? I didn't hear it
properly.”

“Name?” repeated Heyst dazedly.

swallowed

“I only mentioned Morrison. It’s the name
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munca, ambitia, chiar si dragostea, poate
ca nu-s decat jetoane in jocul asta
lamentabil sau demn de dispret care-i
viata, dar dac-ai luat cartile-n mang,
trebuie sd joci partida. Nu, umbra lui
Morrison n-are de ce sd ma urmadreasca.
Ce-i? Ce s-a-ntamplat? Lena, de ce te uiti
asa la mine? Te simti rau?”

Heyst fdcu un gest sda se ridice-n
picioare. Lena intinse bratul sa-1 opreasca
si el rdmase jos, privind fix la ea, proptit
intr-un cot, urmdrind expresia ei
indefinisabild de spaimad, ca si cum nici aer
in piept nu mai putea trage.

,Ce s-a-ntdmplat cu tine?” insistd el,
cuprins de o senzatie stranie care-l
impiedica sa se miste, s-o atingd.

,,Nimic.” inghijcea greu. , Fireste, nu
poate fi vorba de el. Ce nume-ai spus? N-

am auzit bine.”

~Nume?” repeta Heyst uluit. ,N-am
pomenit decat de Morrison. E numele celui
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s-0 joci. Nu, umbra lui Morrison n-are de
ce sa ma bantuie. Care-i problema, ce-ai
patit? Dar Lena, de ce te holbezi asa la
mine? Te simti rau?

Heyst a facut un gest, parcd sd se
ridice in picioare. Fata si-a intins mana sa-1
opreascd, iar el a rdmas jos, sprijinit intr-un
brat, uitandu-se la expresia ei echivoca de
neliniste, ca si cum n-ar fi reusit sa traga aer
in piept.

—Ce-ai patit? a insistat el, simtind
nedumerit cd nu vrea sd se miste, sd o
atinga.

—Nimic. A inghitit cu dificultate.
Fireste cd nu poate fi el. Ce nume ai zis? Nu
l-am auzit bine.

—Nume? a repetat Heyst zdpacit.
Nu l-am mentionat decat pe Morrison. E



of that man of whom I've been speaking.
What of it?”

“And you mean to say that he was
your friend?”

“You have heard enough to judge
for yourself. You know as much of our
connection as I know myself. The people in
this part of the world went by appearances,
and called us friends, as far as I can
remember. Appearances—what more,
what better can you ask for? In fact you
can’t have better. You can’t have anything
else.”

“You are trying to confuse me with
your talk,” she cried. “You can’t make fun
of this.”

“Can’t? Well, no, I can’t. It's a pity.
Perhaps it would have been the best way,”
said Heyst, in a tone which for him could
be called gloomy. “Unless one could forget
the silly business altogether.” His faint
of manner and

playfulness speech

returned, like a habit one has schooled
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despre care ti-am vorbit. Ce-i cu el?”

,91 vrei sd spui cd era prietenul
tau?”

,Ti-am spus destule ca sda poti
judeca si singurd. Stii acuma tot atat de
mult despre legdtura noastrd cat stiu si eu.
Prin partea asta a lumii oamenii se iau
dupd aparente si ne socoteau prieteni,
dupa cate-mi amintesc. Aparente... ce poti
sd pretinzi mai mult? Ceva mai bun, n-ai.

Nu le poti cere altceva.”

,,incerci sa ma zdpdcesti cu-atatea
vorbe!” exclamd ea. ,Nu poti sa glumesti
pe chestia asta.”

»Nu pot? Da, asa-i. Pdcat. Poate c-ar
fi fost cel mai bun lucru,” zise Heyst, pe un
ton care la el s-ar fi putut numi sumbru.
,Afard doar dac-as putea sa uit cu totul de
afacerea asta stupida.” Usoara lui voiosie
in maniere si vorbire —ca un obicei pe care
singur ti-l faci—1ii revenise inca inainte de
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numele acelui om de care am vorbit. Ce-i
cu el?
— Si vrei sd spui ca-ti era prieten?

—Ai auzit destule sd judeci si
singurd. Stii la fel de multe despre legatura
dintre noi doi, cate stiu eu. Oamenii din
partea asta a lumii, mergand pe aparente,
ne ziceau prieteni, din cate-mi amintesc.
Aparente —ce poti cere mai mult de-atat?
De fapt, n-ai ceva mai bun de-atat. Nu le
poti cere altceva decat aparente.

—Incerci si m aiuresti cu vorbaraia
asta, a strigat ea. Nu poti sd glumesti cu asa
ceval

—Nu? Ei bine, nu, nu pot. E pdcat.
Poate c-ar fi fost cel mai bine, a zis Heyst
pe un ton care pentru el era mahnit. Daca
nu cumva as putea uita intreaga afacere
stupidd. Usoara jovialitate in comportare si
in vorbire i-a revenit, ca un obicei deprins,
chiar inainte de a i se linisti fruntea. Dar de



oneself into, even before his forehead had
cleared completely. “But why are you
looking so hard at me? Oh, I don’t object,
and I shall try not to flinch. Your eyes—"
He was looking straight into them,
and as a matter of fact had forgotten all
about the late Morrison at that moment.
“No,” he
“What an impenetrable girl you are, Lena,

exclaimed suddenly.
with those grey eyes of yours! Windows of
the soul, as some poet has said. The fellow
must have been a glazier by vocation. Well,
nature has provided excellently for the
shyness of your soul.”

When he ceased speaking, the girl
came to herself with a catch of her breath.
He heard her voice, the varied charm of
which he thought he knew so well, saying
with an unfamiliar intonation:

“And that partner of yours is
dead?”

“Morrison? Oh, yes, as I've told you,
he—*
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a i se fi inseninat fruntea. ,, Dar de ce te uiti
atat de aspru la mine? Oh, nu protestez si-
am sd-ncerc nici sd nu clipesc macar. Ochii
tdi...”

Se uita drept in ochii ei si realmente
in clipa asta uitase complet de rdposatul
Morrison.

,Nu!” exclama el brusc. ,,Ce fata de
nepdtruns esti tu, Lena, cu ochii astia
cenusii ai tai! Ferestre ale sufletului, cum a
spus un poet. Tipul trebuie sa fi fost
geamgiu din vocatie. Md rog, natura te-a
inzestrat admirabil, pentru timiditatea
sufletului tau.”

Cand se opri din vorbit, fata isi
revenise, isi recipitase rasuflarea. Ii auzi
glasul, al carui farmec schimbator el credea
ca-l stie atat de bine si, cu o inflexiune
neintalnitd incg, zise:

,Si tovardsul dsta al tdu, a murit?”

~Morrison? Da, ti-am spus, el...”
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ce te uiti asa apdsator la mine? O, nu
obiectez, si voi incerca sa nu ma misc. Ochii

tai...

Se uita fix in ei si chiar uitase totul
de raposatul Morrison in acel moment.

—Nu, a exclamat deodatd. Ce fata
de nedeslusit esti, Lena, cu ochii tai cenusii!
Ferestre ale sufletului, cum a zis un poet
odatd. Tipul trebuie sa fi fost geamgiu de
meserie. Ei, natura te-a servit excelent,
pentru timiditatea sufletului tau.

Cand s-a oprit din vorbit, fata s-a
adunat tragandu-si sufletul. I-a auzit
vocea, pe-al cdrei farmec nestatornicit
credea cd-l1 cunoaste asa bine, spunand cu
o intonatie neobisnuita:

— Si partenerul ala al tdu e mort?

—Morrison? O, da, cum ti-am zis,
el...



“You never told me.”

“Didn’t I? I thought I did; or, rather,
I thought you must know. It seems
impossible that anybody with whom I
speak should not know that Morrison is
dead.”
She lowered her eyelids, and Heyst
startled by
expression of horror on her face.

was something like an

“Morrison!” she whispered in an
appalled tone. “Morrison!” Her head
drooped. Unable to see her features, Heyst
could tell from her voice that for some
reason or other she was profoundly moved
by the syllables of that unromantic name.
A thought flashed through his head —
could she have known Morrison? But the
mere difference of their origins made it
wildly improbable.

“This is very extraordinary!” he
said. “Have you ever heard the name
before?”

Her head moved quickly several
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»,Nu mi-ai spus niciodata.”

~Nu? Credeam ca ti-am spus. Sau
mai curand imi inchipuiam ca trebuie sa
stii. Mi se pare improbabil ca un om cu care
vorbesc sa nu stie ca Morrison a murit.”

Ea cobori pleoapele si Heyst tresari
percepand pe fata ei o expresie ca de
oroare.

~Morrison!” sopti ea pe un ton
inspdimantat. ,Morrison!” Lasd capul in
jos. Fard sd-i mai poatd vedea fata, Heyst
putea dupad glas sd-si dea seama cd, pentru
un motiv sau altul, ea era profund afectata
de silabele acestui nume atat de putin
romantic. Un gand ii fulgerd prin minte —
sd-1 fi cunoscut ea pe Morrison? Dar simpla
deosebire de origine facea lucrul cu totul
improbabil.

!II

,Asta-i extraordinar!” zise el. ,Ai

mai auzit numele dsta vreodata?”

Ea miscd repede si repetat capul in
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—Nu mi-ai zis.

—Nu? Credeam ca ti-am zis. Sau,
mai degraba, credeam cd stii. Pare
imposibil ca un om cu care vorbesc sd nu

stie cda Morrison e mort.

Fata si-a coborat pleoapele, iar
Heyst a fost uimit de expresia ca de groaza
de pe chipul ei.

—Morrison! a soptit cu un ton
infricosdtor. Morrison! Si-a ldsat in jos
capul. Incapabil sd-i vada chipul, Heyst a
dedus din vocea ei cd, din cine stie ce
motiv, era profund miscatd de silabele
acelui nume prozaic. L-a fulgerat un
gand —se poate sa-l1 fi cunoscut fata pe
Morrison? Dar numai diferenta de origine
il facea un lucru extrem de improbabil.

— Asta e foarte neasteptat! a zis el.
Ai mai auzit numele inainte?

Capul i s-a miscat repede de cateva



times in tiny affirmative nods, as if she
could not trust herself to speak, or even to
look at him. She was biting her lower lip.

“Did you ever know anybody of
that name?” he asked.

The girl answered by a negative
sign: and then at last she spoke, jerkily, as
if forcing herself against some doubt or
fear. She had heard of that very man, she
told Heyst.

“Impossible!” he said positively.
“You are mistaken. You couldn’t have
heard of him. It's—*

He stopped short, with the thought
that to talk like this was perfectly useless;
that one doesn’t argue against thin air.

“But I did hear of him; only I didn’t
know then, I couldn’t guess, that it was
your partner they were talking about.”

“Talking about

repeated Heyst slowly.

my partner?”
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mici gesturi afirmative, ca si cum n-ar fi
avut curajul sa-i vorbeascd sau mdcar sa-1
priveasca. {si musca buza de jos.
,Ai cunoscut vreodatd pe cineva cu
numele dsta?”
Fata
negativ, dupa care in sfarsit incepu sa

rdspunse printr-un  gest
vorbeascd, sacadat, parcd s-ar fi silit,
infringandu-si o indoiald sau o teama.
Auzise vorbindu-se chiar despre omul
dsta, 1i spuse ea lui Heyst.

,Imposibil!” zise el categoric. ,Te
inseli. Nu se poate sa fi auzit vorbindu-se
despreel. E...!”

Se opri deodatd, dandu-si seama ca
a vorbi in felul dsta era perfect inutil, cd nu
se discuta cu morile de vant.

,Dar iti spun cd am auzit vorbindu-
se despre el. Numai cd atunci nu stiam, nu
puteam sd stiu, sd banuiesc cd despre
tovarasul tdu se vorbea.”

,Se vorbea despre tovarasul meu?”

repetd Heyst rar.

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2017

ori in mici semne afirmative, ca si cum n-ar
fi avut incredere in sine sa vorbeasca, sau
madcar sa-l priveasca. Isi musca buza de jos.

— Ai cunoscut pe cineva pe numele
asta? a intrebat.

Fata a rdspuns cu un semn negativ.
Si apoi, in sfarsit, a vorbit, convulsiv, parca
fortdndu-se in ciuda unei indoieli sau a
unei frici. Auzise chiar de omul &sta, i-a
spus lui Heyst.

—Imposibil! a zis el hotdrat. Te
inseli. Nu se poate sd fi auzit de el. E...

S-a
vorbeasca asa era complet inutil, cd nu poti

oprit, gandindu-se cd sa
sa te certi cu absurdul.

—Dar chiar am auzit de el, doar ca
nu stiam atunci, nu puteam sa-mi inchipui

ca de partenerul tdu vorbeau.

—Vorbeau de partenerul meu? a
repetat Heyst lent.



“No.” Her mind seemed almost as
bewildered, as full of incredulity, as his.
“No. They were talking of you, really; only
I didn’t know it.”

“Who were they?” Heyst raised his
voice. “Who was talking of me? Talking
where?”

With the first question he had lifted
himself from his reclining position; at the
last he was on his knees before her, their
heads on a level.

“Why, in that town, in that hotel.
Where else could it have been?” she said.

The idea of being talked about was

always novel to Heyst’'s simplified
conception of himself. For a moment he
was as much surprised as if he had
believed himself to be a mere gliding
shadow among men. Besides, he had in
him a half-unconscious notion that he was

above the level of island gossip.
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_Nu.” In mintea ei pdrea sa fie tot
atata uluiald, tot atdta incredulitate ca si
intr-a lui. ,Nu. De fapt ei vorbeau despre
tine, decét cd eu nu stiam.”

,Cine ei?” Heyst ridica tonul. , Cine
vorbea despre mine? Vorbeau, unde?”

Cu prima intrebare el se sdltase in
sus; la cea din urmd era in genunchi, cu
capetele la acelasi nivel.

_,Cum unde? In oras, la hotelul ala.
Unde-n alta parte ar fi putut sa fie?” zise
ea.

Cu conceptia lui simplistd despre
sine Insusi, ideea cd s-ar putea vorbi despre
el era totdeauna o noutate pentru Heyst.
Pentru moment fu tot atat de surprins de
parcd s-ar fi pomenit o simpla umbra
alunecand printre oameni. Si-afard de asta
avea, pe jumadtate inconstient, impresia ca
se situa deasupra nivelului barfelilor de pe
insule.
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—Nu. Mintea ei pdrea aproape la fel
de tulburatd, la fel de plind de neincredere
ca si a lui. Nu. De fapt, ei vorbeau de tine.
Doar ca eu nu stiam.

—Cine sunt ei? si-a ridicat Heyst
vocea. Cine vorbea de mine? Unde se
vorbea?

Cu prima intrebare se si ridicase din
pozitia lungitd — cu ultima, era in genunchi

in fata ei, cu ochii la acelasi nivel cu ai ei.

—In orasul ala, la hotel, bineinteles.
Unde altundeva sa vorbeasca? a zis.

Ideea cd se vorbeste despre el era
mereu ineditd pentru conceptia simplista
pe care Heyst o avea despre sine. Pentru
moment, a fost la fel de surprins de parca
s-ar fi crezut o simpld fantoma printre
oameni. Pe langd asta, avea senzatia, pe
jumdtate inconstientd, ca e peste nivelul
barfei de pe insula.



“But you said first that it was of
Morrison they talked,” he remarked to the
girl, sinking on his heels, and no longer
much interested. “Strange that you should
have the opportunity to hear any talk at all!
I was rather under the impression that you
never saw anybody belonging to the town
except from the platform.”

“You forget that I was not living
with the other girls,” she said. “ After meals
they used to go back to the Pavilion, but I
had to stay in the hotel and do my sewing,
or what not, in the room where they
talked.”

“I didn’t think of that. By the by,
you never told me who they were.”

“Why, that horrible red-faced
beast,” she said, with all the energy of
disgust which the mere thought of the
hotel-keeper provoked in her.

“Oh,
murmured carelessly.

Schomberg!” Heyst
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,Dar la inceput ai spus cd despre
Morrison vorbeau,” 1i obiecti el fetei,
lasandu-se iar jos si vorbind cu un ton mai
putin interesat. ,Ciudat lucru c-ai putut
auzi vorbindu-se, indiferent despre ce.
Aveam mai curand impresia ca nu vedeai
niciodatd pe nimeni din oras —decat de pe
estrada.”

,Uiti ca nu locuiam la un loc cu
celelalte fete,” zise ea. ,Dupd ce mancam,
ele se duceau inapoi in pavilion, dar eu
trebuia sa raman in hotel si sa cos sau sa fac
mai stiu eu ce, in odaie, unde ei stiteau de
vorba.”

»Nu m-am gandit la asta. Dar,
pentru ca veni vorba, nu mi-ai spus cine
erau ei.”

,Cum cine? Bruta aia oribilda cu
mutra stacojie,” zise ea cu toatd vigoarea
dezgustului pe care i-o provoca simpla
amintire a hotelierului.

,Oh, Schomberg,” murmurd Heyst
cu nepdsare.
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—Dar mai intdi ai zis cd despre
Morrison vorbeau, i-a atras el atentia,
lasandu-se jos, mai putin interesat. Straniu
cd ai avut ocazia sd auzi vreo discutie!
Aveam impresia cd nu vedeai pe cineva
din oras decat de pe platforma.

—Uiti cd nu locuiam cu celelate fete,
a zis ea. Dupd masd se duceau inapoi in
pavilion, dar eu trebuia sd raman in hotel
si sd cos sau sd-mi gasesc de lucru in
camera unde vorbeau ei.

—La asta nu m-am gandit. Ca veni
vorba, nu mi-ai spus cine vorbea.

—Cine altul decat bruta aia cu fata
rosie, a zis ea, cu toatd energia datd de
dezgustul pe care i-l provoca gandul la
hotelier.

—O, Schomberg! a murmurat Heyst
fara sa se sinchiseasca.



“He talked to the
Zangiacomo, I mean. I'had to sit there. That

boss—to

devil-woman sometimes wouldn’t let me

go away. I mean Mrs. Zangiacomo.”

“I guessed,” murmured Heyst. “She
liked to torment you in a variety of ways.
But it is really strange that the hotel-keeper
should talk of Morrison to Zangiacomo. As
far as I can remember he saw very little of
Morrison professionally. He knew many
others much better.”

The girl shuddered slightly.

“That was the only name I ever
overheard. I would get as far away from
them as I could, to the other end of the
when that started
shouting, I could not help hearing. I wish I

room; but beast
had never heard anything. If I had got up
and gone out of the room I don’t suppose
the woman would have killed me for it; but
she would have rowed me in a nasty way.
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i vorbea patronului —vreau sa zic
lui Zangiacomo. Trebuia sa stau acolo.
Diavolita aia de femeie cateodatda nu ma
ldsa sda plec. Vreau sa zic nevasta lui
Zangiacomo.”

,Bdnuiam eu,” murmura Heyst. i
plédcea sd te tortureze in fel si chip. Dar e
realmente ciudat ca Schomberg sa-i fi
vorbit lui Zangiacomo despre Morrison.
Din cate-mi aduc aminte, l-a vazut prea
putin pe Morrison, din punct de vedere
profesional. Pe altii i cunostea mult mai
bine.”

Fata se cutremurd.

,E singurul nume pe care l-am
auzit. Ma duceam cat mai departe de ei, in
celdlalt colt al odaii, dar cand bestia
incepea sd urle, n-aveam incotro, auzeam.
As dori sa nu fi auzit nimic. Daca m-as fi
ridicat si as fi iesit afard din odaie, poate ca
femeia n-ar fi sdrit dupa mine sa ma
omoare, dar scandal monstru tot ar fi ficut.
M-ar fi amenintat, m-ar fi insultat. Oamenii
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— Vorbea
Zangiacomo. Trebuia sa stau acolo. Scorpia

cu seful, adicd cu
aia de femeie uneori nu ma lasa sa plec.

Nevasta lui Zangiacomo, adica.

—Mi-am dat seama, a murmurat
Heyst. Ii plicea si te chinuiasci in mai
multe feluri. Dar e foarte ciudat ca
hotelierul sa-i fi vorbit de Morrison lui
Zangiacomo. Din cate-mi amintesc, l-a
vazut foarte putin pe  Morrison,
profesional. {i stia mult mai bine pe multi
altii.

Fata s-a infiorat usor.

— Asta a fost singurul nume pe care
l-am auzit. Ma duceam cat mai departe
posibil, in celdlalt capat al camerei. Dar
cand bestia aia incepa sd zbiere, nu puteam
sa nu aud. Mi-as dori sad nu fi auzit nimic.
Daca m-as fi ridicat si-as fi iesit din camersd,
nu cred cad femeia aia m-ar fi omorat, dar
m-ar fi luat la zor rau de tot. M-ar fi

amenintat si m-ar fi injurat. Pe cei ca ea,



She would have threatened me and called
me names. That sort, when they know you
are helpless, there’s nothing to stop them. I
don’t know how it is, but bad people, real
bad people that you can see are bad, they
get over me somehow. It’s the way they set
about downing one. I am afraid of
wickedness.”

the
expressions of her face. He encouraged her,

Heyst watched changing
profoundly sympathetic, a little amused.

“I quite understand. You needn’t
apologize for your great delicacy in the
perception of inhuman evil. I am a little
like you.”

“I am not very plucky,” she said.

“Well! I don’t know myself what I
would do, what countenance I would have
before a creature which would strike me as
being evil incarnate. Don’t you be
ashamed.”

She sighed, looked up with her pale,

candid gaze and a timid expression on her
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dstia, cand te stiu fard apdrare, nu dau
inapoi de la nimic. Nu stiu cum se-
ntampld, dar oamenii rdi, oamenii rai cu-
adevadrat, la care le vezi pe fata ca sunt rdi,
mda dau gata. Ma doboard. Mi-e fricd de
rautate.”

Heyst urmdrea cum se schimba
expresia pe fata ei. O incurajd, cu multa
afectiune, putin amuzat chiar.

,,fnjceleg foarte bine. N-ai nevoie sd
te scuzi pentru marea ta sensibilitate la
riutatea omeneasci. Intr-o oarecare
madsura sunt si eu ca tine.”

~Nu-s tare curajoasd,” zise ea.

,Sa-ti spun drept, nici eu nu stiu ce
figura as face in fata unei creaturi care mi
s-ar pdrea cd-i rdutatea-n carne si oase. N-

are de ce sa-ti fie jend.”
Ea ofta, ridicd privirea pald si
nevinovatd, si cu o expresie de timiditate
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cand isi dau seama ca esti neajutorat, nu-i
mai opreste nimic. Nu stiu cum e, dar
oamenii rdi, dia cu adevarat rai, de se vede
pe ei, md distrug cumva. Md ddramad. Mi-e
teama de rautate.

Heyst urmadrea expresiile
schimbatoare de pe chipul ei. O incuraja,
foarte intelegdator, usor amuzat.

—Te inteleg bine. Nu trebuie sa-ti
ceri scuze pentru marea delicatete cu care
percepi riutatea inumana. {ti seman, intr-
un fel.

—Nu-s foarte indrazneats, a zis.

—Sa-ti zic sincer, nu stiu eu ce-as
face, cum m-as purta in fata unei creaturi
care mi s-ar pdrea rdul in persoand. Sa nu-

ti fie rusine.

Fata a oftat, s-a uitat In sus cu
privirea abdtutd, sincerd si cu o expresie



face, and murmured:

“You don’t seem to want to know
what he was saying.”

“About poor Morrison? It couldn’t
have been anything bad, for the poor
tfellow was innocence itself. And then, you
know, he is dead, and nothing can possibly
matter to him now.”

“But I tell you that it was of you he

'II

was talking!” she cried. “He was saying
that Morrison’s partner first got all there
was to get out of him, and then, and then —
well, as good as murdered him —sent him
out to die somewhere!”

“You believe that of me?” said
Heyst, after a moment of perfect silence.

“I didn’t know it had anything to do
with you. Schomberg was talking of some
Swede. How was I to know? It was only
when you began telling me about how you
came here—"

“And now you have my version.”

Heyst forced himself to speak quietly. “So
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pe fatd murmura:

»,S-ar pdrea cd nu vrei sd stii ce
spunea.”

,De sarmanul Morrison? Nu puteau
spune nimic rdu, pentru ca bietul om era
inocenta personificatd. Si-apoi, stii, e mort,
si pentru el nimic nu mai are nicio
importanta.”

,Dar ti-am spus cd despre tine
vorbea!” strigd ea. ,Zicea cd tovardsul lui
Morrison intai l-a stors de tot ce se putea
stoarce si pe urmd, pe urma—da, doar ca
nu l-a omorat—I-a trimis sa moara nu-stiu-
unde!”

,S1 ai crezut tu asta despre mine?”
zise Heyst dupa o clipa de tdcere absoluta.

»,Nu stiam ca are ceva de-a face cu
tine. Schomberg vorbea despre un suedez.
De unde era sd stiu? De-abia dupd ce-ai
inceput sd-mi povestesti cum ai ajuns
aici...”

»,Si acuma stii si versiunea mea.”
Heyst se silea sa vorbeascd linistit. ,Va sa
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timidd a murmurat:
—Nu pare ca vrei sd afli ce zicea.

—Despre saracul Morrison? Nu
poate s fi fost ceva rdu, fiindca saracul era
inocenta insdsi. Si-apoi, stii, e mort, ce-i mai

pasd acum?

—Dar 1iti zic cd despre tine se
vorbea! a strigat ea. Zicea cd partenerul lui
Morrison mai intdi i-a luat tot ce era de luat
si-apoi...si-apoi, ei bine, aproape cd l-a
omorat. L-a trimis undeva sa moard!

—Crezi asta despre mine? a zis
Heyst, dupd un moment de liniste deplina.
—Nu stiam ca are de-a face cu tine.
Schomberg vorbea de un suedez. Cum era
sa stiu? Doar cand ai inceput sa-mi zici

cum ai ajuns aici...

—Si acum ai versiunea mea. Heyst
s-a fortat sd pdstreze un ton calm. Deci asa



that's how the business looked from
outside!” he muttered.

“I remember him saying that
everybody in these parts knew the story,”
the girl added breathlessly.

“Strange that it should hurt me!”
mused Heyst to himself; “yet it does. I
seem to be as much of a fool as those
everybodies who know the story —and no
doubt believe it. Can you remember any
more?” he addressed the girl in a grimly
polite tone. “I've often heard of the moral
advantages of seeing oneself as others see
one. Let us investigate further. Can’t you
recall something else that everybody
knows?”

“Oh! Don’t laugh!” she cried.

“Did I laugh? I assure you I was not
aware of it. I won’t ask you whether you
believe the hotel-keeper’s version. Surely
you must know the value of human
judgement.”

She unclasped her hands, moved
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zicd, asa ardta afacerea pe afara!” murmura
el.

,Imi aduc aminte ci zicea c-aici
toatd lumea stie povestea,” adduga fata pe
nerdsuflate.

,,Ciudat

murmurd Heyst pentru sine. ,,Si totusi, ma

lucru, s& ma doars,”
doare. S-ar pdrea cd-s la fel de nerod ca toti
acei Cutare si Cutare care stiu povestea — si
fara doar si poate c-o si cred. Iti mai aduci
aminte si de altceva?” se adresa el fetei cu
o politete sarcasticd. ,Am auzit adesea
vorbindu-se despre avantajele de a te
vedea cu ochii altora. Hai sa ne continuam
cercetirile. Iti mai aduci aminte de ceva ce
stie toata lumea?”

»,Oh, nu rade!” strigd ea.

»~Am ras? Te asigur cd nu mi-am dat
seama. N-am sa te intreb daca crezi
versiunea hotelierului. Cu sigurantd ca stii

valoarea judecdtilor omenesti.”

Ea isi desclestd mainile, facu un gest
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a aratat afacerea din afard! a murmurat.

—Imi amintesc ci zicea ci toti de
prin pdrtile astea stiu povestea, a mai
addugat fata, respirand greu.

— Ciudat sa ma raneasca! a reflectat
Heyst pentru sine. Si totusi, md rdaneste. Se
pare cd-s la fel de fraier ca toti dstia care
stiu povestea—si o mai si cred, fara-
ndoiald. Iti mai amintesi si altceva? s-a
adresat fetei pe un ton sinistru de politicos.
Am auzit deseori despre avantajele morale
de a te vedea asa cum te vad altii. Nu-ti
amintesti si altceva din ce stie toata lumea?

—Of, nu rade! s-a plans ea.

—Am ras? Te asigur cd nu eram
constient c-o fac. Nu te voi intreba daca
crezi varianta hotelierului. Sigur cunosti
valoarea judecdtii omenesti.

Fata si-a desprins mainile, le-a



them slightly, and twined her fingers as
before. Protest? Assent? Was there to be
nothing more? He was relieved when she
spoke in that warm and wonderful voice
which in itself comforted and fascinated
one’s heart, which made her lovable.

“I heard this before you and I ever
spoke to each other. It went out of my
memory afterwards. Everything went out
of my memory then; and I was glad of it. It
was a fresh start for me, with you—and
you know it. I wish I had forgotten who I
was —that would have been best; and I
very nearly did forget.”

He was moved by the vibrating
quality of the last words. She seemed to be
talking low of some wonderful
enchantment, in mysterious terms of
special significance. He thought that if she
only could talk to him in some unknown
tongue, she would enslave him altogether

by the sheer beauty of the sound,
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vag cu ele si-si impreund la loc degetele ca
mai fnainte. Protest? Asentiment? N-avea
ce mai spune altceva? Simti o usurare cand
ea incepu sa vorbeascd, cu vocea aceea
minunats,

calda, care prin ea Iinsdsi

mangaia si fascina, si care o fdcea
adorabila.

,Le-am auzit, astea, Tnainte ca noi
doi sa fi vorbit. Dupd aceea, le-am uitat.
Am uitat toate, dupd aceea, si imi parea
bine. Pentru mine inseamna ca iau viata de
la inceput, cu tine —si stii asta. As fi vrut sa
uit si cine sunt —ar fi fost cel mai bun lucru;
si aproape c-am uitat.”

El era miscat de felul vibrant in care
rostise ea cuvintele din urmda. Ea, parca
vorbea incet de cine-stie-ce vraja minunatd,
in cuvinte misterioase cu inteles profund.
Lui fi trecu prin cap gandul ca dacd ea ar sti
sd-i vorbeascd in vreo limba necunoscuts,
l-ar robi cu totul prin simpla frumusete a
vocii, care sugera adancimi infinite de
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miscat usor si si-a impletit degetele ca
inainte. Protest? Consimtamant? Nu mai
era nimic altceva? El s-a linistit cand ea a
inceput sd vorbeascd pe acel ton cald si
incantator care alina si fascineaza inima,

careia i se face simpatica.

— Am augzit asta tnainte ca noi doi sa
fi vorbit vreodatd. Mi-a iesit din minte
dupa aceea. Totul mi-a iesit din minte
dupd—si eram multumita de asta. A fost
un nou inceput pentru mine, cu tine, iar tu
stii asta. As vrea sa fi uitat si cine-am fost —
asa ar fi fost cel mai bine, si, de fapt,
aproape c-am si uitat.

Era miscat de calitatea vibranta a
ultimelor cuvinte. Parea a vorbi tainic de
vreo vrajd minunatd, In termeni misteriosi
cu o semnificatie speciald. Se gandea ca
daca fata i-ar vorbi numai intr-o limba
strdind, l-ar inrobi cu desdvarsire prin
frumusetea absolutd a glasului, care sugera
adancimi infinite de intelepciune si trdire.



suggesting infinite depths of wisdom and
feeling.

“But,” she went on, “the name stuck
in my head, it seems; and when you
mentioned it—*

“It broke the spell,” muttered Heyst
in angry disappointment, as if he had been
deceived in some hope.

The girl, from her position a little
above him, surveyed with still eyes the
abstracted silence of the man on whom she
now depended with a completeness of
which she had not been vividly conscious
before, because, till then, she had never felt
herself swinging between the abysses of
earth and heaven in the hollow of his arm.
What if he should grow weary of the
burden!

“And, moreover, nobody had ever
believed that tale!”

Heyst came out with an abrupt
burst of sound which made her open her
steady eyes wider, with an effect of
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intelepciune si simtire.

,Dar,” continud ea, ,numele mi-a
rdmas in cap, pare-se si cand l-ai
pomenit...”

~Am spulberat vraja,” murmura
Heyst, dezamagit si suparat, ca si cum ar fi
fost inselat in vreo speranta.

De pe locul ei, ceva mai sus decat al
lui, fata urmarea cu ochii nemiscati tacerea
absentd a bdrbatului de care acum
depindea cu o plenitudine de care nu
fusese atat de arzator constienta inainte,
pentru cd pand acum nu se simtise
niciodatd leganata la bratul lui intre abisele
cerului si-ale pamantului. Ce o sa se
intimple dacd povara asta o sa-l
oboseascd?

,»Si, de-altminteri, nimeni n-a crezut
vreodatd in povestea asta!”

Explozia asta vocald a lui Heyst o
facu sa deschidd si mai mari ochii ei

neclintiti, cu o expresie de imensa supriza.
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—Dar, a continuat ea, numele mi-a
rdmas in cap, s-ar pdrea. Si cand l-ai
mentionat...

—S-arupt vraja, amormadit Heyst cu
o dezamadgire maniatd, de parca i-ar fi fost
inselate sperantele.

Fata, din pozitia ei putin mai inalta
ca a lui, a cercetat cu ochi nemiscati tacerea
distrata a bdrbatului de care depindea
acum cu o deplindtate de care nu fusese
atat de precis constienta fiindcd, pana
acum, nu mai simtise cd se leagdnd la
bratul lui intre abisurile terestre si cele
ceresti. Si dacd va deveni o povara prea
grea?!

—S§i, oricum, nimeni n-a crezut
vreodata povestea asta!

Explozia sonord a lui Heyst i-a
deschis si mai tare ochii ficsi, intr-o
expresie de imensd surprizd. O expresie



immense surprise. It was a purely
mechanical effect, because she was neither
surprised nor puzzled. In fact, she could
understand him better then than at any
moment since she first set eyes on him.

He laughed scornfully.

“What am I thinking of?” he cried.
“As if it could matter to me what anybody
had ever said or believed, from the
beginning of the world till the crack of
doom!”

“Inever heard you laugh till today,”
she observed. “This is the second time!”

He scrambled to his feet and
towered above her.

“That’s because, when one’s heart
has been broken into in the way you have
broken into mine, all sorts of weaknesses
are free to enter —shame, anger, stupid
indignation, stupid fears — stupid laughter,
too. I wonder what interpretation you are
putting on it?”

“It wasn’t gay, certainly,” she said.
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Un efect pur mecanic, pentru cd in fond nu
era nici surprinsa nici perplexd. De fapt il
intelegea acum mai bine decat oricand, din

clipa in care ddduse cu ochii de el.

El rase dispretuitor.

,Unde mi-s mintile?” exclama el.
»Ca si cum ar avea vreo importantd ce-a
spus sau ce-a crezut cineva, de la facerea
lumii si pan’ la Judecata de Apoi!”

,Pand astizi nu te-am auzit
razand,” remarca ea. ,,.E a doua oara.”

El se ridicd in picioare, dominand-o.

,Asta-1 pentru ca atunci cand faci o
bresa in inima cuiva, asa cum ai facut tu
intr-a mea, pot pdtrunde si tot felul de
sldbiciuni—rusine, = manie, indignare
stupidd, frica stupidd—si ras stupid. Ma-

ntreb ce interpretare ii dai tu?”

,Vesel nu era, asta-i cert,” zise ea.
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pur mecanicd, fiindcad nu era nici surprinsg,
nici nedumeritd. De fapt, nu il intelesese

niciodatd mai bine ca acum.

El a ras dispretuitor.

—La ce ma gandesc? a strigat. De
parca ar conta pentru mine ce a zis sau a
crezut cineva, de la inceputul lumii pana la
sfarsitul ei.

—Nu te-am mai auzit razadnd pana
acum, a observat ea. E a doua oara.

El s-a ridicat in picioare, indltandu-
se deasupra ei.

— Asta-i pentru cd atunci cand te
ndpustesti in inima cuiva asa cum ai facut
tu cu mine, tot felul de slabiciuni intra si
ele—rusine, furie, indignare stupidd,
temeri stupide—ras stupid, de asemenea.

Ma intreb ce-ti spune rasul meu.

— Cu sigurantd n-a fost vesel, a zis



“But why are you angry with me? Are you
sorry you took me away from those beasts?
I told you who I was. You could see it.”

“Heavens!” he muttered. He had
regained his command of himself. “I assure
you I could see much more than you could
tell me. I could see quite a lot that you don’t
even suspect yet; but you can’t be seen
quite through.”

He sank to the ground by her side
and took her hand. She asked gently:

“What more do you want from
me?”

He made no sound for a time.

“The impossible, I suppose,” he said
very low, as one makes a confidence, and
pressing the hand he grasped.

It did not return the pressure. He
shook his head as if to drive away the
thought of this, and added in a louder,
light tone:

Joseph Conrad
Victory. Victorie. Parallel Texts.
111

,Dar de ce te superi pe mine? {ti pare rau
ca m-ai luat de la bestiile alea? Ti-am spus
cine sunt. Puteai s-o vezi si singur.”

,Oh, Doamne!” murmurd el. Era
din nou stdpan pe sine. ,Te asigur cd am
vdzut mult mai mult decat imi puteai tu
spune. Am vdzut o seama de lucruri de
care nici acuma tu nu ti-ai dat incd seama.
Dar, mai sunt la tine lucruri pe care nu le
pot patrunde.”

Se lasd la pamant langa ea si-i apuca
mana. Ea il intrebd, bland:

,Ce mai vrei de la mine?”

O vreme el nu spuse nimic.

,Imposibilul, banuiesc,” raspunse el
foarte incet, ca atunci cand faci o
marturisire, si ii strinse mana pe care o
tinea.”

Stransoarea rdmase fara raspuns. El
dddu din cap, parc-ar fi vrut sd goneasca
gandul dsta, si addauga ceva mai tare, pe un

ton mai putin grav:
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ea. Dar de ce esti suparat pe mine? Iti pare
rdu cd m-ai luat de langa bestiile alea? Ti-
am spus cine sunt. Ai vazut si tu.

—Dumnezeule! a bombanit el. Isi
redobéandise controlul de sine. Te asigur ca
am vdzut mai mult decat puteai tu sa-mi
spui. Am vazut chiar multe pe care nici nu
le banuiesti incd; dar nu te inteleg nici pe
de-a intregul.

S-a intins pe pamant langd ea si a
luat-o de mana. Ea a intrebat cu blandete:
— Ce mai vrei de la mine?

El n-a zis nimic o vreme.
—Imposibilul, imi inchipui, a zis
foarte incet, cum se fac confidentele,

strangand mana pe care o tinea.

Aceasta n-a intors stransoarea. El si-
a scuturat capul, sa alunge parca gandul
acesta si, mai tare dar pe un ton mai linistit,

a zis:



“Nothing less. And it isn't because I
think little of what I've got already. Oh, no!
It is because I think so much of this
possession of mine that I can’t have it
know  it’s
hold back

complete  enough. I

unreasonable. You can’t
anything —now.”

“Indeed I couldn’t,” she whispered,
letting her hand lie passive in his tight
grasp. “I only wish I could give you
something more, or better, or whatever it is
you want.”

He was touched by the sincere
accent of these simple words.

“I tell you what you can do—you
can tell me whether you would have gone
with me like this if you had known of
whom that abominable idiot of a hotel-
keeper was speaking. A murderer —no
less!”

“But I didn’t know you at all then,”
“And I had the sense to

understand what he was saying. It wasn’t

she cried.
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»Nimic mai putin. $i asta nu pentru
ca nu pun pret destul pe ceea ce am capatat
pand acum. Nu, nu! E pentru ca pun atat de
mult pret pe ceea ce am acum, incat mi se
pare ca n-am destul. Stiu ca nu e rezonabil.
Nu mai poti sa tii nimic pentru tine... de-
acum inainte...”

,Fireste ca nu,” sopti ea, lasandu-si
pasiv mana in stransoarea lui. ,Tot ce
vreau e sa-ti dau ceva mai bun, mai mult,
sd-ti dau tot ce-ai putea dori.”

Accentul sincer al cuvintelor
acestora simple il misca.

,Sa-ti spun ce-ai putea sa faci... Ai
putea sd-mi spui dac-ai fi plecat cu mine,
asa cum ai plecat, dac-ai fi stiut despre cine
vorbea idiotul ala dezgustdtor de hotelier.

'/I

Cu un ucigas —nu altceva

,Dar nu te cunosteam deloc atunci”,
exclama ea. ,Si aveam destul bun-simt ca
sd pricep ce spunea. Nu era vorba de ucis.
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—Nimic mai putin. $i nu fiindca ar
fi putin ceea ce am deja. O, nu! Ci tocmai
pentru cd tin asa mult la ce am acum, nu
ma multumesc cu atdt. Stiu ca e de
neinteles. Acum nu mai poti sd tii nimic
doar pentru tine.

—Sigur cd nu, a soptit ea, ldsandu-si
mana inertd in stransoarea lui. N-as vrea
decat sa-ti pot oferi ceva mai mult, mai

bun, sau ce-ti doresti tu.

Sinceritatea acestor cuvinte simple
l-a miscat.

— Iti voi spune ce poti face — poti si-
mi spui dacd ai mai fi plecat cu mine asa
daca ai fi stiut despre cine vorbea idiotul
dla infiorator de hotelier. Despre un

criminal!

—Dar atunci nu te stiam deloc, a
strigat ea. Siaveam bunul-simt sd inteleg ce
zicea. Nu era vorba efectiv de crimj,



murder, really. I never thought it was.”

“What made him invent such an
atrocity?” Heyst exclaimed. “He seems a
stupid animal. He is stupid. How did he
manage to hatch that pretty tale? Have I a
particularly vile countenance? Is black
selfishness written all over my face? Or is
that sort of thing so universally human that
it might be said of anybody?”

“It wasn’t murder,” she insisted
earnestly.

“I'know. I understand. It was worse.
As to killing a man, which would be a
comparatively decent thing to do, well —1
have never done that.”

“Why should you do it?” she asked
in a frightened voice.

“My dear girl, you don’t know the
sort of life I have been leading in
unexplored countries, in the wilds; it’s
difficult to give you an idea. There are men
who haven’t been in such tight places as I
have found myself in who have had to—to
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Niciun moment n-am crezut asta.”

,Ce l-o fi ficut sd scorneasci o
asemenea atrocitate?” spuse Heyst. ,Pare
sd fie un dobitoc stupid. Cum a facut de-a
scornit povestea asta nostimda? Am eu
mutrd de asasin? Sta scris pe fata mea un
egoism salbatic? Sau e felul asta de a fi atat
de general omenesc, incat poate fi pus pe
seama orisicui?”

,Nu era vorba de asasinat,” insista
ea.

, Stiu. Tnyeleg. Era mai rdu. A ucide
un om, ceea ce prin comparatie ar fi inca un
lucru decent, ce s zic—n-am f3cut incid
niciodata.”

,De ce-ai face-0?” intrebd ea cu
spaimad in glas.

,Copila mea scumpd, nu stii felul de
viata pe care l-am dus in tdrile neexplorate,
in salbdticiile astea; e greu sa-ti dau o idee.
Sunt oameni care n-au trecut prin situatii
atat de grele ca mine si care au trebuit sa...
sd facd vdrsare de sange, cum se zice. Chiar
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niciodatd nu m-am géandit cé e.

—Ce l-a impins sa inventeze asa o
atrocitate? a exclamat Heyst. Pare a fi un
animal prost. Chiar e prost. Cum a scornit
minciuna asta grozavd? Am eu o figurd
mai infamd? Mi se citeste pe fatd o
zgarcenie nemaipomenitd? Sau e ceva atat
de universal cd s-ar putea spune despre
oricine?

—N-a fost vorba de crimd, a insitat
ea cu sinceritate.

— Stiu, inteleg. A fost mai rdu. Cat
despre omoratul unui om, care ar fi un
lucru mai decent decéat asta—ei bine, n-am
facut-o niciodata.

—De ce s-o fi facut? a intrebat ea pe
un ton inspdimantat.

—Draga mea, nu stii ce fel de viatd
am dus in tari neexplorate, in salbdticie —e
dificil sa-ti faci o idee. Oameni care n-au
fost in situatii-limita ca mine au fost nevoiti
s-o facd- sd verse sange, cum e vorba. Chiar
si sdlbaticia tenteaza cu castiguri pe unii;



shed blood, as the saying is. Even the wilds
hold prizes which tempt some people; but
I had no schemes, no plans—and not even
great firmness of mind to make me unduly
obstinate. I was simply moving on, while
the going
somewhere. An indifference as to roads

others, perhaps, were
and purposes makes one meeker, as it
were. And I may say truly, too, that I never
did care, | won't say for life —I had scorned
what people call by that name from the
tirst—but for being alive. I don’t know if
that is what men call courage, but I doubt
it very much.”

“You! You have no courage?” she
protested.

“I really don’t know. Not the sort
that always itches for a weapon, for I have
never been anxious to use one in the
quarrels that a man gets into in the most
innocent way, sometimes. The differences
for which men murder each other are, like
they do, the

everything else most
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si in sdlbadticiile astea se gdseste prada care
ispiteste pe cate unii. Dar eu n-am avut
socoteli, n-am avut planuri... nici mdcar
multd hotdrare n-am avut, care sa ma faca
sd fiu prea indardtnic. Ma duceam pur si
simplu dintr-un loc intr-altul, pe cand altii
poate cd se duceau undeva. Indiferenta
pentru drumuri, pentru scopuri face pe om
mai cuminte, ca sd zicem asa. Si pot sd spun
sincer cd niciodatd nu m-am sinchisit, n-am
sd zic de viatda—am dispretuit totdeauna
ceea ce lumea numeste viata —dar de-a fiin
viatd. Nu stiu dacd asta-i ce numesc
oamenii curaj, dar ma-ndoiesc foarte tare.”

,Tu? Tu n-ai curaj?” protestd ea.

,Realmente nu stiu. Nu-i vorba de
curaj de-ala cu arma-n mand, pentru ca
niciodata nu m-a tentat sa ma folosesc de-
asa ceva in certurile in care un barbat se
pomeneste cateodatd din senin amestecat.
Neintelegerile pentru care oamenii se
omoara unii pe altii sunt ca tot ce fac ei, cele
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dar eu nu pusesem la cale nimic, nu aveam
vreun plan—si nici foarte decis nu eram
incat sda ma facd prea incdpatanat. Pur si
simplu continuam sa merg, in vreme ce
altii, poate, mergeau undeva anume.
Indiferenta fatd de drumuri si scopuri face
omul mai bland, ca s zic asa. Si pot sd spun
cu sinceritate cd niciodatd nu mi-a pdsat, sa
nu zicem de viata, pentru cd respinsesem
de la inceput ceea ce oamenii numesc viata,
dar de a fi in viata. Nu stiu daca asta
numesc unii curaj, dar méa indoiesc foarte
tare.

—Tu? Tu sa nu fii curajos? a
protestat ea.

— Chiar nu stiu. Nu din acela care
tanjeste sa puna méana pe armd, fiindca
niciodata n-am fost nerabdator sa folosesc
una in certurile in care mai intra din cand
in cand omul fard voia lui. Divergentele
pentru care se ucid oamenii sunt, ca toate
celelalte pe care le fac, cele mai demne de



contemptible, the most pitiful things to
look back upon. No, I've never killed a man
or loved a woman—not even in my

thoughts, not even in my dreams.”

He raised her hand to his lips, and
let them rest on it for a space, during which
she moved a little closer to him. After the
lingering kiss he did not relinquish his
hold.

“To slay, to love—the greatest
enterprises of life upon a man! And I have
no experience of either. You must forgive
me anything that may have appeared to
you awkward in my behaviour,
inexpressive in my speeches, untimely in
my silences.”

He

disappointed by her

moved uneasily, a little
attitude, but
indulgent to it, and feeling, in this moment
of perfect quietness, that in holding her
surrendered hand he had found a closer
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de

lamentabile lucruri de care sa merite sa-ti

mai demne dispret, cele mai
mai amintesti. Nu, n-am omorat niciodata
vreun om si n-am iubit niciodatd o
femeie —nici mdcar in gand, nici mdcar in
vis.”

fi ridicd mana la buze si o tinu asa o
vreme, si ea se apropie de el putin. Dupa
sdarutul prelungit nu-i mai dddu drumul

mainii.

,Sd omori, sa iubesti — cele mai mari
lucruri din viata unui om! Si eu n-am nicio
experientd, in nici unul dintre ele. Trebuie
sd-mi ierti orice poate sd ti se fi pdrut
stangaci in comportarea mea, inexpresiv in
vorbe, nepotrivit in tacerile mele.”

Se agita jenat, putin dezamadgit de
dar
sentimentul, in aceasta clipa de liniste

atitudinea ei, indulgent, avand
desavarsita, ca tindndu-i méana ldsata-n

voie intr-a lui realizase cea mai stransd
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dispret, cele mai demne de mild lucruri la
care sd te intorci cu gandul. Nu, niciodata
n-am ucis un om si n-am iubit o femeie —

nici médcar in gand, nici mdcar in vis.

Si-a ridicat mana la buzele ei si le-a
ldsat sd se aseze pe ea o vreme, timp in care
ea s-a mai apropiat de el. Dupa sarutul

lung, nu i-a eliberat mana.

—S4& ucizi, sa iubesti—cele mai de
seamd fapte din viata unui om! Si eu nu le-
am trait. Trebuie sa-mi ierti orice ti s-o fi
pdrut ciudat in purtarea mea—in vorbe
inexpresiv, in tdcere inoportun.

S-a
dezamadgit de atitudinea ei si simtind, in

miscat incomodat, putin
acest moment de liniste perfectd, cd
tindindu-i mana pe care fata i-o cedase,

descoperise o comuniune mai deplind



communion than they had ever achieved
before. But even then there still lingered in
him a sense of incompleteness not
altogether overcome—which, it seemed,
nothing ever would overcome —the fatal
imperfection of all the gifts of life, which
makes of them a delusion and a snare.

All of a sudden he squeezed her
hand angrily. His delicately playful
equanimity, the product of kindness and
scorn, had perished with the loss of his
bitter liberty.

“Not murder, you say! I should
think not. But when you led me to talk just
now, when the name turned up, when you
understood that it was of me that these
things had been said, you showed a
strange emotion. I could see it.”

“] was a bit startled,” she said.

“At the baseness of my conduct?”
he asked.

“I wouldn’t judge you; not for

anything.”
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comuniune a lor de pand acum. Dar tot ii

mai ramase O oarecare senzatie de
nedesavarsire, inca incomplet infranta—
care, pdrea, nimic n-avea s-o infranga
vreodatd —fatala imperfectiune a tuturor
darurilor vietii care face din ele miraje,
capcane.

Deodats, ii strinse mana cu manie.
Calmul lui delicat si jucdus, produs al
bunatatii si dispretului, pierise odatda cu
pierderea amarei sale libertati.

,Nu asasinat, zici! Cred si eu ca nu.
Dar cand m-ai facut si vorbesc, adineauri,
cand am pomenit numele, cand ai priceput
ca despre mine fuseserd spuse toate ororile
alea, ti s-a citit pe fatd o emotie stranie. Am
vazut-o0.”

»~Am fost putin surprinsd,” zise ea.

,De josnicia purtdrii mele?” intreba
el

,N-as putea judeca niciodatd faptele
tale, pentru nimic in lume.”
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decat avusesera vreodatd. Dar si atunci
avea un sentiment de nedesdvarsire pe care
nu-1 depasise cu totul si pe care, s-ar pdrea,
nimic n-avea sa-l1 ajute s-o facd—
imperfectiunea fatald a tuturor darurilor
vietii, care le transforma intr-o deziluzie si
0 capcanad.

Dintr-odata i-a strans ména cu furie.
Serenitatea lui delicatd, jucdusd, produsul
bunadtatii si al dispretului, pierise cu

pierderea amarei sale libertati.

—Nu crima, zici tu! Asa cred si eu.
Dar cand m-ai facut sa vorbesc acum, caAnd
am spus numele, cand ai inteles ca despre
mine fuseserd spuse lucrurile astea, ai trdit
o emotie stranie. S-a vdzut pe chipul tau.

— Am fost putin surprinsd, a zis ea.

— De comportamentul meu josnic? a
intrebat el.

—Nu te-as judeca — pentru nimic.



“Really?”

“It would be as if I dared to judge
everything that there is.” With her other
hand she made a gesture that seemed to
embrace in one movement the earth and
the heaven. “I wouldn’t do such a thing.”

Then came a silence, broken at last
by Heyst:

“I'I! do a deadly wrong to my poor

'I/

Morrison!” he cried. “I, who could not bear
to hurt his feelings. I, who respected his
very madness! Yes, this madness, the
wreck of which you can see lying about the
jetty of Diamond Bay. What else could I
do? He insisted on regarding me as his
saviour; he was always restraining the
eternal obligation on the tip of his tongue,
till I was burning with shame at his
gratitude. What could I do? He was going
to repay me with this infernal coal, and I
had to join him as one joins a child’s game
in a nursery. One would no more have
thought of humiliating him than one
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Intr-adeviar?”

»Ar fi ca si cum as indrdzni sa judec
tot ce existd.” Cu cealalta mana ea facu un
gest ce paru sd imbratiseze dintr-o singura
miscare, si cerul si pamantul. ,N-as putea
face una ca asta.”

Dupad care urma o tdcere, intrerupta
in cele din urma de Heyst.

,Eu! Eu! S3-i fac eu un rdu de

'/I

moarte lui Morrison!” strigd el. ,,Eu, care n-
am putut suporta sd-i jignesc madcar
sentimentele! Eu, care i-am respectat pana
si nebunia! Da, nebunia asta, ale carei ruine
le poti vedea si tu zdacdnd pe langa
Ce

altceva puteam sa fac? El se-nddrdtnicea sa

debarcader la Diamantul Negru.

ma considere salvatorul lui, avea
totdeauna pe varful limbii recunostinta
vesnicd, c-ajunsesem sd-mi ardd obrajii de
rusine la recunostinta lui. Ce puteam sa
fac? Voia sa ma raspldteasca cu blestematul
lui de cdrbune, si a trebuit sd ma pretez,

cum te pretezi la un joc de copii in odaia
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— Chiar asa?

—Ar fi ca si cum as indrazni sa
judec tot ce existd pe lume. Cu cealaltd
mand a fdcut un gest care pdrea sd
cuprindd cu o miscare pamantul si cerul.
N-as face una ca asta.

S-a lasat apoi o tdcere, curmata in
cele din urmd de Heyst:

—Eu, eu! Sa-1 nedreptatesc fatal pe
Morrison! a strigat. Eu, care nu suportam
Eu,
respectam si nebunia! Da, nebunia asta a

sd-i jignesc sentimentele. care-i
cdrei epavd o poti vedea langd cheiul
Diamantului Negru. Ce altceva era sa fac?
Insista cd-i sunt salvator—cunosteai
perfect la el eterna gratitudine, incat ma
umpleam de rusine in fata unei asemenea
recunostinte. Ce puteam sa fac? Voia sd ma
rdspldteascd cu carbunele asta infernal, si a
trebuit sd ma aldtur lui cum te aldturi unui
joc in odaia copiilor. Sd-1 umilesti pe el era
ca si cum ai umili un copil. Ce sens are sa

vorbim de toate astea? Fireste cd oamenii



would think of humiliating a child. What's
the use of talking of all this! Of course, the
people here could not understand the truth
of our relation to each other. But what
business of theirs was it? Kill old Morrison!
Well, it is less criminal, less base —I am not
saying it is less difficult — to kill a man than
to cheat him in that way. You understand
that?”

She nodded slightly, but more than
once and with evident conviction. His eyes
rested on her, inquisitive, ready for
tenderness.

“But it was neither one nor the
other,” he went on. “Then, why your
emotion? All you confess is that you
wouldn’t judge me.”

She turned upon him her veiled,
unseeing grey eyes in which nothing of her
wonder could be read.

“I said I couldn’t,” she whispered.
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lor. Nu putea fi vorba sa-1 umilesti pe el,
cum nu poate fi vorba sa umilesti un copil.
La ce bun sda mai vorbim de toate astea!
Natural cd oamenii de-aici nu puteau
intelege adevarul din raporturile dintre noi
doi. Dar ce-i privea asta pe ei? Sd-1 omor pe
batranul Morrison! Ce sd spun, e mai putin
criminal, mai putin marsav—nu spun ca-i
mai pufin greu—sa omori un om decéat sa-
1 inseli in felul &sta. Intelegi ce vreau s&
spun?”

Ea dddu usor din cap, de mai multe
ori, cu convingere. Ochii lui inchizitori,
gata de tandrete, n-o pdraseau.

,Dar n-a fost nici una, nici alta,”
continud el. , Atunci, de ce te-ai emotionat?
Tot ce accepti sd madrturisesti e cd nu md
judeci.”

Ea isi intoarse spre el ochii voalati,
cenusii, care nu vedeau nimic si-n care
nimic din uimirea ei nu se putea citi.

»~Am spus cd n-as putea,” sopti ea.
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de aici nu puteau intelege adevarul relatiei
noastre. Dar ce treaba aveau ei? Sa-1 omor
pe batranul Morrison! Ei bine, e mai putin
criminal, mai putin josnic—nu zic c-ar fi
mai usor—sd omori un om decat sa-l
pacalesti astfel. Intelegi asta?

Ea a dat usor din cap, evident
El
cercetatori, gata de amabilitate.

convinsa. isi tinea ochii pe ea,

—Dar n-a fost nici una, nici alta, a
continuat el. Asa cd, de ce aceastd emotie?
Tot ce-ai marturisit a fost cd nu m-ai
judeca.

Si-a intors inspre el ochii cenusii,
umbriti, pe care nu se putea citi uimirea pe
care o avea.

— Am zis cd n-as putea, a soptit ea.



“But you thought that there was no

'II

smoke without fire!” The playfulness of
tone hardly concealed his irritation. “What
power there must be in words, only
imperfectly heard —for you did not listen
with particular care, did you? What were
they? What evil effort of invention drove
them into that idiot’s mouth out of his
lying throat? If you were to try to
remember, they would perhaps convince
me, too.”

“I didn’t listen,” she protested.
“What was it to me what they said of
anybody? He was saying that there never
were such loving friends to look at as you
two; then, when you got all you wanted
out of him and got thoroughly tired of him,
too, you kicked him out to go home and
die.”

Indignation, with an undercurrent
of some other feeling, rang in these quoted
words, uttered in her pure and enchanting
voice. She ceased abruptly and lowered her
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,Dar te-ai gandit cd de unde nu e foc

'I/

nu iese fum!” Nota jucdusa din ton nu
reusea sd-i acopere iritarea. ,Ce putere
trebuie sd zacad-n cuvinte, nici médcar auzite
ca lumea—pentru cd tu n-ai ascultat cu
atentie, nu-i asa? Ce fel de cuvinte erau? Ce
efort ticdlos de scornire le-a scos din
gatlejul dla mincinos si le-a varat in gura
idiotului? Dac-ai incerca sa-ti amintesti,

poate ca m-ai convinge si pe mine.”

,N-am ascultat,” protesta ea. ,Ce-
mi pdsa mie de ce spuneau ei despre altii?
Zicea ca nu s-au vazut niciodata doi insi
care s-arate asa de buni prieteni ca voi doi;
pe urmd, dupd ce-ai stors de la el tot ce-ai
vrut si te-ai sdturat de el, i-ai dat un picior

si l-ai trimis sa moara-acasa.”

R&suna, in aceste cuvinte citate de
glasul ei pur, incantdtor, si indignare si un
alt sentiment, subteran, confuz. Ea se opri
brusc si-si cobori genele lungi si negre,
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—Dar ai crezut cd nu iese fum fara
foc! Jovialitatea tonului cu greu ii ascundea
iritarea. Ce putere trebuie sa aibd cuvintele
auzite pe jumadtate — fiindca n-ai ascultat cu
mare bdgare de seamd, nu? Care-au fost
cuvintele astea? Ce efort marsav al
imaginatiei le-a aruncat din gatul acelui
idiot? Dac-ai incerca sd-ti amintesti, poate
m-ar convinge si pe mine.

—N-am ascultat, a protestat ea. Ce-
mi pdsa mie ce zic ei despre cineva? Zicea
cd n-au existat niciodatd prieteni mai
apropiati ca voi doi. Apoi, cand ai obtinut
tot ce voiai de la el si te-ai plictisit de om, I-
ai alungat sa plece acasd sda moara.

Indignarea, dar si un alt sentiment,
subteran, se simtea in aceste cuvinte citate,
rostite cu vocea ei purd si incantdtoare. S-a
oprit brusc si si-a coborat genele lungi si



long, dark lashes, as if mortally weary, sick
at heart.

“Of course, why shouldn’t you get
tired of that or any other —company? You
aren’t like any one else, and—and the
thought of it made me unhappy suddenly;
but indeed, I did not believe anything bad
of you.I—"

A brusque movement of his arm,
flinging her hand away, stopped her short.
Heyst had again lost control of himself. He
would have shouted, if shouting had been
in his character.

“No, this the
appointed hatching planet of calumny

earth must be

enough to furnish the whole universe! I
feel a disgust at my own person, as if I had
tumbled into some filthy hole. Pah! And
you—all you can say is that you won't
judge me; that you—*

She raised her head at this attack,
though indeed he had not turned to her.

“I don’t believe anything bad of
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parc-ar fi fost obosita de moarte, coplesita
de greata.

,Natural, de ce sd nu te saturi de
tovarasia unuia sau a altuia? Nu semeni cu
nimeni si.. gandul dsta m-a facut
nefericitd, deodatd, dar desigur, nu cred
nimic rdu despre tine. Eu...”

O miscare bruscda a bratului,
aruncadnd maéna ei incolo, ii retezd vorba.
Din nou Heyst isi pierduse controlul de
sine. Ar fi strigat, daca strigatul i-ar fi stat
in fire.

~Nu, pamantul dsta pesemne c-a
fost facut sa fie cuibar de calomnie clocita
pentru universu-ntreg! Mi-e sild de mine
insumi, de parc-as fi cazut intr-o cloaca.
Puah! §i tu—tot ce-mi poti spune e cd n-ai

sd md judeci, cd tu...”

Fata de acest atac, ea indltd capul, cu
toate cd nu se uitase la ea.
»Eu nu cred nimic rdu despre tine,”
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negre, ca obositd de moarte si abatuta.

—Fireste, de ce nu te-ai plictisi de
unul ori altul — de orice companie? Nu esti
ca restul si... si acest gaind m-a mahnit
deodata. Dar, sigur, n-am crezut nimic rau

despre tine. Eu...

O miscare brusca a bratului lui,
aruncandu-i mana fetei deoparte, a oprit-o.
Heyst isi pierduse din nou controlul de
sine. Ar fi urlat, dacd urlatul i-ar fi stat in
fire.

—Nu, pamantul nostru probabil ca
e lasat sdlas pentru calomnia unui univers
intreg! Mi-e sild de mine, de parcd m-as fi
rostogolit intr-o groapd jegoasa. Pfui! Iar
tu, tot ce poti tu sa spui este ca nu mad vei
judeca. C4, nu...

La acest atac, ea si-a ridicat capul,
desi el nu se intorsese spre ea.
—Nu cred nimic rdu despre tine, a



you,” she repeated. “I couldn’t.”
He made a gesture as if to say:

“That’s sufficient.”

In his soul and in his body he
experienced a nervous reaction from
All at
transition, he detested her. But only for a

tenderness. once, without a
moment. He remembered that she was
pretty, and, more, that she had a special
grace in the intimacy of life. She had the
secret of individuality which excites —and
escapes.

He jumped up and began to walk to
and fro. Presently his hidden fury fell into
dust within him, like a crazy structure,
leaving behind emptiness, desolation,
regret. His resentment was not against the
girl, but against life itself — that commonest
of snares, in which he felt himself caught,
seeing clearly the plot of plots and

unconsoled by the lucidity of his mind.
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repetd ea. ,N-as putea...”

El facu un gest parc-ar fi vrut sd
spuna:

»~Ajunge!”

El trdia, in suflet si-n trup, o reactie
nervoasda a tandretei. Brusc, fara nicio
tranzitie, simti ca o detesta. Dar numai o
clipa. Isi aminti cat de drdgutd era si, mai
mult, cd avea o gratie a ei in intimitatea
vietii. Avea secretul personalitdtii, care te
atatd... si-ti scapa.

Sari in picioare si incepu sa umble
de colo pana colo. Imediat, furia-i mocnita
i se spulberd inlduntrul lui ca o alcatuire a
nebuniei, ldsdnd in urma vid, pustiy,
regrete. Resentimentul lui nu era impotriva
fetei, ci impotriva vietii insesi—cea mai
ordinard dintre cursele intinse, in care se
vazand

simtea prins, limpede acest

complot al comploturilor, negasind

consolare in luciditatea mintii sale.
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repetat. N-as putea crede.
El a facut un gest ca si cum ar spune:

»~Ajunge!”

In suflet si-n corp trdia o reactie
agitatd a blandetii. Dintr-odata, fara un
interludiu, o detesta. Dar asta numai
pentru un moment. Si-a amintit cd era
dragutd si, mai mult, avea un farmec
special in intimitatea vietii. Avea secretul
personalitatii care starneste. $i apoi scapa.

El a sarit in picioare si a inceput sa
meargd de colo colo. Indat3, furia-i ascunsa
s-a prefacut in praf, ca o structura fisurats,
lasand in urma goliciune, dezolare, regret.
Resentimentul lui nu era fata de ea, ci fata
de viatd insasi—cea mai josnicd dintre
curse, in care se simtea prins, vazand clar
complotul cel mare si nefiind consolat de o
minte lucida.



He swerved and, stepping up to her,
sank to the ground by her side. Before she
could make a movement, or even turn her
head his way, he took her in his arms and
kissed her lips. He tasted on them the
bitterness of a tear fallen there. He had
never seen her cry. It was like another
appeal to his tenderness —a new seduction.
The girl glanced round, moved suddenly
away, and averted her face. With her hand
she signed imperiously to him to leave her
alone—a command which Heyst did not
obey.
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Se rasuci pe calcaie, si, indreptandu-
se spre ea, se asezd pe pamant, aldturi.
Inainte ca ea s& poata face vreo miscare sau
madcar sa-si intoarca spre el capul, o lua in
brate si o sdrutd pe buze. Simti pe ele
amdrdciunea unei lacrimi picate acolo. N-o
vdzuse plangand niciodatd. Era ca un nou
apel la tandretea lui —un nou farmec. Fata
aruncd o privire in jur, se departa brusc, isi
intoarse fata. Cu maéna ii facu un semn
imperios, s-o lase in pace — porunca la care

Heyst nu se supuse.
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S-a abdtut de 1la
apropiindu-se, s-a trantit pe pamant langa

traseu i,

ea. Inainte ca ea s& poate face o miscare sau
chiar sa-si intoarca inspre el capul, a luat-o
in brate si a sdrutat-o pe buze. A simtit
gustul amar al unei lacrimi cazute acolo. N-
o vdzuse plangand, niciodatd. Era ca un
nou apel la blandetea lui — o noud seductie.
Fata s-a uitat in jur, a plecat din senin si si-
a ferit privirea. Cu mana i-a facut un semn
imperios sa o lase in pace—o porunca pe

care Heyst nu a respectat-o.



CHAPTER FIVE

When she opened her eyes at last
and sat up, Heyst scrambled quickly to his
feet and went to pick up her cork helmet,
which had

Meanwhile she busied herself in doing up

rolled a little way off.

her hair, plaited on the top of her head in
two heavy, dark tresses, which had come
loose. He tendered her the helmet in
silence, and waited as if unwilling to hear
the sound of his own voice.

“We had better go down now,” he
suggested in a low tone.

He extended his hand to help her
up. He had the intention to smile, but
abandoned it at the nearer sight of her still
face, in which was depicted the infinite
lassitude of her soul. On their way to
regain the forest path they had to pass
through the spot from which the view of
the sea could be obtained. The flaming
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Capitolul V

Cand in cele din urma ea deschise
ochii si se ridicd, Heyst sdri in picioare si se
duse sd-i ia de pe jos casca coloniald care se
rostogolise ceva mai incolo. In rastimp, ea
se afla in treabd aranjandu-si parul, strans
deasupra capului in doud cozi groase
negre, care se desfacuserd. El ii intinse
casca in tdcere si asteptd, parca n-ar mai fi
vrut sd-si audd nici propriul sdu glas.

,Am face mai bine si coboram,”
sugera el soptit.

Intinse ména s-o ajute s4 se ridice in
picioare. Avea de gand sa zambeascd, dar
renuntd cand vazu mai de aproape fata ei
imobild, pe care se oglindea infinita
oboseald a sufletului ei. In drumul lor spre
poteca din padure, trebuird sa treacd prin
locul de unde se putea vedea marea. Vidul
lichidd unduind,

abisului, strdlucirea
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Capitolul V

Cand in cele din urma ea si-a
deschis ochii si s-a ridicat, Heyst a sdrit in
picioare si s-a grabit sd-i ridice casca
coloniald, care se rostogolise intr-o parte.
Intre timp, ea se ocupa sd-si aranjeze parul,
strans deasupra capului in doud cozi
groase si negre, care se desfacuserd. El i-a
oferit casca in tdcere si a asteptat parca
nevrand sd mai auda nici sunetul propriei
voci.

—Mai
sugerat el incet.

bine cobordm acum, a

I-a intins mana s-o ajute sa se ridice.
Avusese intentia sda zambeascd, dar a
abandonat-o vazandu-i mai de aproape
infatisa infinita

oboseald a sufletului. In timp ce cautau s

fata neclintita, care-i
ajunga din nou pe cdrare, au fost nevoiti sa
treacd pe langd locul de unde se putea
vedea marea. Abisul inflacdrat, lucirea



abyss of emptiness, the liquid, undulating
glare, the tragic brutality of the light, made
her long for the friendly night, with its
stars stilled by an austere spell; for the
velvety dark sky and the mysterious great
shadow of the sea, conveying peace to the
day-weary heart. She put her hand to her
eyes. Behind her back Heyst spoke gently.

“Let us get on, Lena.”

She walked ahead in silence. Heyst
remarked that they had never been out
before during the hottest hours. It would
do her no good, he feared. This solicitude
pleased and soothed her. She felt more and
more like herself—a poor London girl
playing in an orchestra, and snatched out
from the humiliations, the squalid dangers
of a miserable existence, by a man like
whom there was not, there could not be,
another in this world. She felt this with
elation, with uneasiness, with an intimate
pride—and with a peculiar sinking of the
heart.
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brutalitatea tragicd a luminii o faceau sa-i
tie dor de noaptea prietenoasa, cu stelele ei
incremenite de o vrajd austerd, de cerul
sumbru si catifelat, de umbra cea mare si
misterioasd a marii aducand pace in inima
ei obositd de zi. Isi duse mana la ochi. Din
spatele ei, Heyst ii vorbi bland.

,Hai sd mergem, Lena.”

Ea porni inainte, tacutd. Heyst facu
observatia cd ei nu iesisera niciodata pana
acum la aceste ore toride. Se temuse sa nu-
i faca ei rdu. Aceastd solicitudine ii facu
pldcere, o mangaie. Se simtea redevenind
incetul cu incetul din nou ea insasi — o biata
fata din Londra cantdnd intr-o orchestrs,
smulsd din umilintele, din primejdiile
sordide ale unei existente de mizerie, de un
bdarbat care nu avea, nu putea sa aiba
pereche pe lume. Simtea toate astea cu
exaltare, cu jend, cu o mandrie launtricd —
si cu o stranie strangere de inima.
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lichidd, unduitoare, brutalitatea tragica a
luminii, o faceau sa tdnjeasca dupa noaptea
prietenoasd, cu stelele-i marcate de o vraja
austera, dupa cerul negru de catifea si
dupa umbra misterioasa si madreatd a
marii, oferind pace unei inimi ostenite de
zi. Si-a pus mana la ochi. In spatele e,
Heyst a vorbit cu blandete:

—S4a mergem inainte, Lena.

A mers inainte in liniste. Heyst a
remarcat cd nu mai iesisera niciodata la
orele cele mai fierbinti. Se temea ca nu o sa-
i facd bine ei. Bundvointa aceasta o
multumea si o alina. Se simtea din ce in ce
mai mult ea insasi—o londoneza necdjitd,
fata din

umilintele, din pericolele mizere ale unei

intr-o orchestrd, insfdcata
existente jalnice de un om cum nu este si
nu va mai fi altul pe lumea asta. Simtea asta
cu exaltare, cu neliniste, cu o mandrie

interioara — si cu o stranie intristare.



“I am not easily knocked out by any
such thing as heat,” she said decisively.

“Yes, but I don’t forget that you're
not a tropical bird.”

“You weren’t born in these parts,
either,” she returned.

“No, and perhaps I haven’t even
your physique. I am a transplanted being.
Transplanted! 1 ought to call myself
uprooted —an unnatural state of existence;
but a man is supposed to stand anything.”

She looked back at him and received
a smile. He told her to keep in the shelter
of the forest path, which was very still and
close, full of heat if free from glare. Now
and then they had glimpses of the
company’s old clearing blazing with light,
in which the black stumps of trees stood
charred, without shadows, miserable and
sinister. They crossed the open in a direct
line for the bungalow. On the verandah
they fancied they had a glimpse of a
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»Nu ma las eu doborata chiar asa de
usor de caldurd,” spuse pe un ton hotarat.

,Frumos. Dar eu nu uit ca nu esti o
faptura tropicala.”

,Nici tu nu te-ai ndscut prin locurile
astea,” rdspunse ea.

~»Nu, si poate cd nici rezistenta ta
fizicA nu o am. Eu sunt o fiinta
transplantatd. Transplantata! Ar trebui sa-
mi spun dezraddcinat —un fel nenatural de
viata, dar unui bdrbat i se pretinde sa
reziste la orice.”

Ea intoarse capul sa se uite la el si fu
intdAmpinatd cu un zadmbet. Heyst o sfatui
sd umble la addpost, pe poteca din padure,
care era adormitd, acoperita, incinsa de
caldurd, dar nu orbitd de lumina. Din cand
in cand zdreau poiana fostei Companii
dogorind sub lumind, in care cioturile
copacilor stateau drepte, carbonizate,
mizerabile, sinistre, fdrd sa facd nicio
umbrd. Traversara poiana in linie dreapta
pana la bungalow. Li se pdru ca-l zdrira pe
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—Nu ma rdpune prea usor un lucru
ca temperatura, a zis ea hotdrata.

—Da, dar nu uit ca nu esti o pasdre
tropicala.

—Nici tu nu te-ai ndscut prin pdrtile
astea, a ripostat ea.

—Nu, si poate cd nici fizicul tdu nu-
1 am. Sunt o fiinta stramutatad. Stramutata!
Ar trebui sda-mi zic dezradacinat—o stare
de existentd nenaturald, dar se presupune
ca un bdrbat ar trebui sd reziste la orice.

Ea s-a uitat in urmg, la el, si a primit
un zambet. I-a spus sa rdmana la addpostul
cardrii, care era foarte pasnicd si ingraditd,
plind de cdldurd, dar feritd de lumina
supardtoare. Ici si colo puteau sda vada
defrisarea facutd de companie, stralucind
de lumind, in care buturugile copacilor
stateau parlite, fara umbrd, mohorate si
sinistre. Au trecut prin luminis in linie
dreaptd inspre bungalou. Li s-a parut cd pe
veranda il vad pe Wang disparand, desi



vanishing Wang, though the girl was not at
all sure that she had seen anything move.
Heyst had no doubts.

“Wang has been looking out for us.
We are late.”

“Was he? I thought I saw something
white for a moment, and then I did not see
it any more.”

“That’s it—he vanishes. It's a very
remarkable gift in that Chinaman.”

“Are they all like that?” she asked
with naive curiosity and uneasiness.

“Not in such perfection,” said
Heyst, amused.

He noticed with approval that she
was not heated by the walk. The drops of
perspiration on her forehead were like dew
on the cool, white petal of a flower. He
looked at her figure of grace and strength,
solid and supple, with an ever-growing
appreciation.

“Go in and rest yourself for a
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verandad pe Wang evaporandu-se, cu toate
ca Lena nu era deloc sigurd cda vazuse
realmente ceva. Heyst insd n-avea nicio
indoiala.

,Wang se uita dupd noi. Am
intarziat.”

,Crezi cd se uita? Mi s-a pdrut si mie
o clipd cd vad ceva alb, pe urma n-am mai
vdzut nimic.”

,Asta-i—dispare. E un dar foarte
remarcabil al chinezului dstuia.”

,Toti sunt asa?” intrebda ea cu o
curiozitate naiva si jenatd.

»Nu chiar atdt de izbutiti,” zise
Heyst, amuzat.

Constatd ca ea nu suferise de pe
urma caldurii, si asta il linisti. Picaturile de
transpiratie de pe fruntea ei aratau ca
boabele de roud pe o petald alba de floare.
Cdta la chipul ei plin de gratie si vigoare,
voinic si suplu, cu o admiratie mereu mai
mare.

,Du-te induntru si odihneste-te un
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fata nu era deloc sigurd cd vdzuse ceva
miscand. Heyst n-avea nicio indoiala.

— Wang ne cautd; am intarziat.

—Asa crezi? Mi s-a pdrut ca vad
ceva alb pentru o secundd, iar apoi n-am
mai vazut.

—Asa-i, dispare. E un dar
remarcabil al chinezului dstuia.

—Toti sunt asa? a intrebat ea cu o
curiozitate naiva si stanjenita.

—Nu toti au dibdcia lui, a zis Heyst
amuzat.

A observat aprobator cd n-o afectase
caldura din timpul plimbarii. Picaturile de
sudoare de pe fruntea ei erau ca roua pe
petala unei flori albe, reci. S-a uitat la
chipul ei gratios si puternic, rezistent si

suplu, cu o apreciere mereu crescanda.

—Intra si odihneste-te un sfert de



quarter of an hour; and then Mr. Wang will
give us something to eat,” he said.

They had found the table laid. When
they came together again and sat down to
it, Wang materialized without a sound,
unheard, uncalled, and did his office.
Which being accomplished, at a given
moment he was not.

A great silence brooded over
Samburan —the silence of the great heat
that seems pregnant with fatal issues, like
the silence of ardent thought. Heyst
remained alone in the big room. The girl
seeing him take up a book, had retreated to
her chamber. Heyst sat down under his
father’s portrait; and the abominable
calumny crept back into his recollection.
The taste of it came on his lips, nauseating
and corrosive like some kinds of poison.
He was tempted to spit on the floor,
naively, in sheer unsophisticated disgust of
the physical sensation. He shook his head,
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sfert de ord; dupa asta domnul Wang o sa
ne dea ceva de mancare,” zise el.
Cand se

intoarserda amandoi si se asezara la masa,

Gdsird masa pusd.
Wang se materializd din nou, fard niciun
zgomot, fara sa-1 fi auzit cineva, fara sa-1 fi
chemat, si isi indeplini oficiul. Pentru ca,
oficierea o datd incheiatd, la un moment
dat iardsi sa dispara.

O mare tdcere se asternuse peste
Samburan - tdcerea unei cdlduri toride ce
pare grea de presimtiri funeste, ca tdcerea
unei gandiri intense. Heyst ramase singur
in odaia cea mare. Lena, vizandu-1 c3 luase
o carte In mana, se retrdasese in camera ei.
Heyst se aseza sub portretul tatdlui sau, si
calomnia odioasi ii reveni in minte. i simti
pe buze gustul, gretos si coroziv, ca al unei
otravi. Ii venea si scuipe, cu naivitate, din
simplu dezgust inocent pentru o senzatie
fizica. Clatina din cap, surprins de sine
insusi. Nu era deprins sda recepteze
impresiile sale intelectuale in felul asta—
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ord; iar apoi, domnul Wang o sd ne dea
ceva sa mancam, a zis el.

Gdsiserd masa pusd. Cand s-au
reunit si s-au asezat, Wang s-a materializat
fara sunet, neauzit, nechemat, si a oficiat
masa. Cand au terminat, Wang a si
dispdrut.

O lunga tdcere se asternuse peste

Samburan—tdcerea marii calduri ce
prevesteste moarte, ca tdcerea gandului
infldcdrat. Heyst a rdmas singur in camera
mare. Fata s-a retras in odaie cand 1-a vazut
cd se apuca de citit o carte. Heyst sedea sub
portretul tatdlui, iar calomnia abominabila
se strecura in amintirea lui. i simtea gustul
amar pe buze, gretos si corosiv ca unele
otrdvuri. A fost tentat sa scuipe pe podea,
naiv, dintr-un dezgust simplu fatd de
senzatia fizicd. Si-a scuturat capul, surprins
de sine. Nu era obisnuit sa aiba de-a face cu

impresiile sale intelectuale in maniera asta,



surprised at himself. He was not used to
receive his intellectual impressions in that
way —reflected in movements of carnal
emotion. He stirred impatiently in his
chair, and raised the book to his eyes with
both hands. It was one of his father’s. He
opened it haphazard, and his eyes fell on
the middle of the page. The elder Heyst
had written of everything in many books —
of space and of time, of animals and of
stars; analysing ideas and actions, the
laughter and the frowns of men, and the
grimaces of their agony. The son read,
shrinking into himself, composing his face
as if under the author’s eye, with a vivid
consciousness of the portrait on his right
hand, a little above his head; a wonderful
presence in its heavy frame on the flimsy
wall of mats, looking exiled and at home,
out of place and masterful, in the painted
immobility of profile.

And Heyst, the son, read:

Of the stratagems of life the most cruel
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reflectate in reactii de emotie carnalad. Se
agita nervos in scaun si ridicd in sus cartea,
cu amandoud mainile. Era o carte scrisa de
tatal sau. O deschise la intdamplare si ochii
ii cdzura pe un mijloc de pagind. Heyst
batranul scrisese despre de toate in unele
carti—despre spatiu si timp, despre
animale sau astri, analizadnd idei si actiuni,
rasul si incruntarea oamenilor, grimasele si
chinurile lor. Fiul citea, chircindu-se in sine
insusi, compunandu-si fata de parca s-ar fi
aflat sub privirea autorului, cu constiinta
vie cd are portretul in dreapta sa, putin
deasupra capului; prodigioasa prezentd in
rama grea pe subredul perete acoperit cu
rogojini, cu un aer in acelasi timp si de
exilat si de la-el-acasa, si ne-la-locul-lui si
dominator in imobilitatea pictatd a

profilului.

S$i Heyst-fiul citi:
Dintre stratagemele vietii, cea mai
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reflectate de miscari de emotie carnala. S-a
fastacit pe scaun si a ridicat cartea la ochi
cu ambele maini. Era una din cartile scrise
de tata. A deschis-o la intAmplare, iar ochii
i-au cdzut pe mijlocul paginii. Batranul
Heyst scrisese despre toate in cartile sale —
despre spatiu si timp, despre animale si
despre stele; analizdnd idei si actiuni,
rasetele si incruntdrile oamenilor si
grimasele agoniei lor. Fiul citea, facAndu-se
mic, compundndu-si chipul ca pentru
inspectia autorului, cu o vie constiintd a
portretului din dreapta, putin deasupra
capului sdu; o prezentd minunata in rama
grea de pe zidul subtire acoperit cu
rogojind, pdrand exilat dar totusi acasd,
nelalocul lui si maiestuos, in imobilitatea
pictatd a profilului.

Si Heyst, fiul, a citit:
Dintre strategemele wvietii, cea mai



is the consolation of love — the most subtle, too;
for the desire is the bed of dreams.

He turned the pages of the little
volume, “Storm and Dust,” glancing here
and there at the broken text of reflections,
short

sometimes and sometimes eloquent. It

maxims, phrases, enigmatical
seemed to him that he was hearing his
father’s voice, speaking and ceasing to
speak again. Startled at first, he ended by
finding a charm in the illusion. He
abandoned himself to the half-belief that
something of his father dwelt yet on
earth —a ghostly voice, audible to the ear of
his own flesh and blood. With what
strange serenity, mingled with terrors, had
that the

nothingness! He had plunged into it

man considered universal
headlong, perhaps to render death, the
answer that faced one at every inquiry,
more supportable.

Heyst stirred, and the ghostly voice

ceased; but his eyes followed the words on
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crudd e consolarea iubirii—dar si cea mai
subtild, pentru cd dorinta e patul visurilor.
Frunzdri paginile micului volum
»Vijelie si pulbere”, aruncand ici si colo
cate o privire la textul fara sir, de reflectii,
maxime, fraze scurte, uneori enigmatice,
alteori elocvente. I se pdrea cd aude vocea
tatdlui sdu, vorbind, intrerupandu-se.
Putin speriat la inceput, sfarsi prin a gasi
un oarecare farmec in aceste iluzii. Se lasa
in voia pseudo-impresiei cd ceva din tatal
sdu mai ddinuia incd pe acest pamant—o
voce fantomaticd, audibild numai urechii
din carnea si sangele sdau. Cu ce stranie
senindtate, amestecatd cu teroare, cintarise
omul dsta nimicnicia universala! Plonjase
in ea cu capul inainte, poate pentru a face
ca moartea, rdspunsul pe care-1 primeai la

orice investigare, sd fie mai suportabila.

Heyst se rdsuci in scaun, si

S
fantomaticul glas amuti, dar ochii lui {i
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crudd este consolarea iubirii—e si cea mai
subtild; fiindcd dorinta este patul visurilor.

A rasfoit paginile micului volum
,Furtunda si Pulbere” aruncand cate o
privire la textul rdspandit—reflectii,
maxime, fraze scurte, uneori enigmatice,
alteori elocvente. I se pdrea cd aude vocea
tatdlui, vorbind si apoi tacand. La inceput
surprins, a ajuns sd-i gdseascd farmec
iluziei. S-a lasat in voia credintei partiale ca
ddinuia pe pamant ceva din tatal sdu—o
voce fantomaticd, pe care numai urechea
Omul

nimicnicia universald cu asa o stranie

lui o auzea. acesta judecase
serenitate, cu teroare! Se aruncase in ea cu
capul 1nainte, poate pentru a face moartea,
raspunsul la fiecare intrebare a omului,

mai suportabila.

Heyst s-a invartit in scaun, iar vocea
fantomaticd a tdcut. Ochii lui au urmadrit



the last page of the book:

Men of tormented conscience, or of a
criminal imagination, are aware of much that
minds of a peaceful, resigned cast do not even
suspect. It is not poets alone who dare descend
into the abyss of infernal regions, or even who
dream of such a descent. The most inexpressive
of human beings must have said to himself, at
one time or another: “Anything but this!” . ..

We all have our instants of
clairvoyance. They are not very helpful. The
character of the scheme does not permit that or
anything else to be helpful. Properly speaking
the

established by its victims, is infamous. It

its character, judged by standards
excuses every violence of protest and at the
same time never fails to crush it, just as it
The so-called

wickedness must be, like the so-called virtue, its

crushes the blindest assent.

own reward — to be anything at all . . .

Clairvoyance or no clairvoyance, men
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urmdrird cuvintele pe ultima pagind a
cartii:

Oamenii cu constiinta tulburatd sau cu
o0 imaginatie criminald isi dau seama de multe
lucruri pe care minti cu un caracter mai pasnic,
mai resemnat nici nu le binuiesc. Nu numai
poetii cuteazd sd coboare in abisul regiunilor
infernale, sau mdcar sd viseze la o atare
cobordre. Pand si cea mai inexpresivd dintre
fapturile umane trebuie sd-si fi spus intr-un
moment oarecare: ,,Orice, numai asta nu!”

Avem cu totii clipele noastre de
clarviziune. Nu ne sunt de mare ajutor. Mersul
lucrurilor nu le permite, lor sau oricui altcuiva,
sd ne vind in ajutor. La drept vorbind, acest
mers al lucrurilor, judecat dupd criterii stabilite
de victimele lui, este infam. El admite orice
violentd in protest, dar in acelasi timp nu omite
de a o zdrobi, la fel cum zdrobeste si cea mai
oarbd supunere. Asa-numita ticilosie 1si
gaseste, ca si asa-numita virtute, in sine insdsi
propria sa recompensd — aceea de a exista...

Cu clarviziune sau fird, oamenii tin la
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insd cuvintele de pe ultima pagina a cartii:

Oameni cu constiintd chinuitd sau cu
imaginatie criminald sunt constienti de multe
lucruri pe care mintile pasnice, resemnate, nici
nu le pot suspecta. Nu doar poetii indriznesc
sd coboare in abisul regiunilor infernale, sau sd
viseze mdcar la asa o cobordre. Cea mai
inexpresivd fiintd omeneascd trebuie sd-si fi
spus, la un moment dat: ,Orice, numai asta
nul”...

Cu totii avem momentele noastre de
clarviziune. Nu sunt foarte utile. Ordnduirea
nu permite acestora, sau oricarui alt lucru, sa
fie util. De fapt, aceastd ordnduire, judecind
dupd standardele stabilite de victimele sale, este
o infamie. Scuzd orice violentd in protest si in
acelasi timp nu esueazd sd o inabuse, asa cum
inabusd cea mai oarbd consimtire. Asa-zisa
rautate este, ca si asa-zisa virtute, propria-i
recompensd — aceea de a exista...

Clarviziune  sau

nu,  oamenii-Si



love their captivity. To the unknown force of
negation they prefer the miserably tumbled bed
of their servitude. Man alone can give one the
disgust of pity; yet I find it easier to believe in
the misfortune of mankind than in its
wickedness.

These were the last words. Heyst
lowered the book to his knees. Lena’s voice
spoke above his drooping head:

“You sit there as if you were
unhappy.”

“I thought you were asleep,” he
said.

“I was lying down, right enough,
but I never closed my eyes.”

“The rest would have done you
good after our walk. Didn’t you try?”

“I was lying down, I tell you, but
sleep I couldn’t.”

“And you made no sound! What
want of sincerity! Or did you want to be
alone for a time?”

“I—alone?” she murmured.
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captivitatea lor. Fortei necunoscute a negatiei,
ei 1i preferd mizerul culcus rdscolit al robiei.
Numai omul poate starni dezgustul milei. Si cu
toate astea, mi-e mai usor sa cred in nenorocul
omenirii decdt in ticdlosia ei.
Acestea erau ultimele cuvinte.
Heyst ldsa cartea pe genunchi. Deasupra
capului sdu plecat se auzi vocea Lenei:

~Asa cum sezi, parc-ai fi nefericit.”
,Credeam ca dormi,” zise el.

~M-am lungit putin, e drept, dar n-
am inchis o clipd ochii.”

,Odihna ti-ar fi facut bine, dupa
plimbarea noastra. N-ai incercat?”

,,ijci spun cd m-am intins putin, dar
de dormit n-am putut dormi.”

,91 n-ai facut niciun zgomot! Ce
lipsa de sinceritate! Sau ai vrut, poate, sa fii
putin singura?”

,Bu... singurd?” murmura ea.
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indragesc captivitatea. Fortei necunoscute a
negatiei ii preferd jalnicul culcus rdvisit al
robiei. Numai omul poate provoca dezgustul
milei. Chiar si asa, gdsesc cd e mai usor si cred
in ghinionul umanitatii decdt in rautatea ei.
Acestea erau ultimele cuvinte.
Heyst a asezat cartea pe genunchi. Vocea
Lenei a vorbit deasupra capului sdu plecat:

— Pari nefericit, stdnd asa.
—Credeam ca dormi, a zis el.

— Am stat intinsd, da, dar nu am
inchis ochii.

—Ti-ar fi prins bine odihna dupa
plimbarea noastrd. N-ai incercat sa dormi?

— Am stat intinsg, ti-am zis, dar n-
am putut sd adorm.

— Si n-ai scos niciun sunet! Ce lipsa
de sinceritate! Sau ai vrut sa fii singura o
vreme?

—Eu... singurd?! a murmurat ea.



He noticed her eyeing the book, and
got up to put it back in the bookcase. When
he turned round, he saw that she had
dropped into the chair —it was the one she
always used —and looked as if her strength
had suddenly gone from her, leaving her
only her youth, which seemed very
pathetic, very much at his mercy. He
moved quickly towards the chair.

“Tired, are you? It's my fault, taking
you up so high and keeping you out so
long. Such a windless day, too!”

She watched his concern, her pose
languid, her eyes raised to him, but as
unreadable as ever. He avoided looking
into them for that very reason. He forgot
himself in the contemplation of those
passive arms, of these defenceless lips,
and —yes, one had to go back to them —of
these wide-open eyes. Something wild in
their grey stare made him think of sea-
birds in the cold murkiness of high
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El remarca privirea ei opritd pe carte
si se sculd sd o pund la loc in raft. Cand se
intoarse, vdzu cd se ldsase sa cadd pe
scaun—era cel pe care-l folosea ea de
obicei—si ardta ca si cum toatd vlaga i se
scursese din trup, si nu-i ramdsese decat
tineretea, foarte emotionantd, pateticd, cu
totul la discretia lui. Se apropie repede de
scaun.

,Esti obositd, nu-i asa? E vina mea.
Te-am facut sd urci prea sus si te-am tinut
atat de mult afard. Si incd pe-o zi ca asta,
far-un pic de adiere!”

Ea urmadrea ingrijorarea lui, intr-o
atitudine de lancezeald, cu ochii ridicati
spre el, dar la fel de indescifrabil ca
totdeauna. El evitd sa se uite-ntr-ai ei
tocmai pentru acest motiv. Se pierdu in
contemplarea bratelor ei pasive, a buzelor
fard apdrare si—da, trebuia sa se intoarca
la ei—a ochilor acelora mari-deschisi. Ceva
sperios in privirea aceea cenusie fixa il facu
sd se gandeasca la pasdri de mare in
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El a observat ca fata se uita la carte
si s-a ridicat s-o0 aseze inapoi pe raft. Cand
s-a intors, a vazut-o cufundata in scaun, cel
pe care-1 folosea mereu, ardtand de parca
puterile ar fi pdrdsit-o, lasandu-i doar
tineretea, care era foarte emotionantd, la

discretia lui. S-a apropiat repede de scaun.

—Esti obositda? E vina mea, te-am
dus asa sus si te-am tinut prea mult. Si asa

o zi far3d vant!

Ea
ingrijorarea, cu ochii ridicati spre el dar la

i-a urmdrit farda vlaga
fel de indescifrabil ca intotdeauna. Din
acest motiv, el a evitat sd-i intdlneasca
privirea. S-a pierdut in contemplarea
bratelor nemiscate, a buzelor fara aparare
si—da, trebuia sd se intoarcd asupra lor—a
ochilor acelora larg deschisi. Ceva salbatic
in privirea ei cenusie il fdcea sa se
de mare in

gandeascd la pdsari



latitudes. He started when she spoke, all
the charm of physical intimacy revealed
suddenly in that voice.

“You should try to love me!” she
said.

He
astonishment.

made a movement of

“Try!” he muttered. “But it seems to
me —“ He broke off, saying to himself that
if he loved her, he had never told her so in
so many words. Simple words! They died
on his lips. “What makes you say that?” he
asked.

She lowered her eyelids and turned
her head a little.

“I have done nothing,” she said in a
low voice. “It's you who have been good,
helpful, and tender to me. Perhaps you
love me for that—just for that; or perhaps
you love me for company, and because —
well! But sometimes it seems to me that
you can never love me for myself, only for
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tenebrele reci ale latitudinilor inalte.
in care se

tot

Tresdri auzindu-i glasul,

dezvaluia dintr-o data farmecul
intimitatii lor fizice.

,Ar trebui sa-ncerci sa ma iubesti,”
zise ea.

El avu un gest de uimire.

,Cred
ca...” Se opri, spunandu-si cd, dacd o iubea,

,Sd-ncerc!” murmura el.
nu i-o spusese niciodatd ca lumea. Cu
vorbe simple. Ii mureau pe buze. ,Ce te
face sa spui asta?” intrebad el.

Ea cobori pleoapele si intoarse putin
capul.

,Eu n-am ficut nimic,” zise ea cu
glas incet. , Tu esti cel care ai fost bun,
tandru, mi-ai venit in ajutor. Poate ca
pentru asta md iubesti... numai pentru asta,
sau poate cd ma iubesti pentru ca sa ai pe
cineva langa tine, si pentru... in fine. Dar
uneori mi se pare ca nu poti, cd n-ai putea
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intunecimea rece a latitudinilor inalte.
Cand ea a vorbit, el a tresdrit, tot farmecul

intimitatii fizice fiindu-i afisat in voce.

— Ar trebui sa incerci sa ma iubesti!
a zis ea.

El a facut un gest de uimire.

—Sa incerc! a murmurat. Dar mi se
pare... S-a oprit, spunandu-si ca daca o

iubea, nu i-0 spusese niciodatd cu
asemenea cuvinte. Cuvinte simple! I se
stingeau pe buze. Ce te face sd spui asta? a
intrebat el.

Ea si-a coborat pleoapele si a intors
usor capul.

—N-am facut nimic, a zis ea incet.
Tu ai fost cel bun, m-ai ajutat si ai avut grija
de mine. Poate cd ma iubesti din cauza
asta—doar din cauza asta; sau poate ca ma
iubesti pentru compania mea si pentru ca...
in fine! Dar uneori mi se pare cd nu ma poti

iubi pentru cine sunt, doar pentru mine



myself, as people do love each other when
it is to be for ever.” Her head drooped. “For
ever,” she breathed out again; then, still
more faintly, she added an entreating: “Do

try!”

These last words went straight to his
heart—the sound of them more than the
sense. He did not know what to say, either
from want of practice in dealing with
women or simply from his innate honesty
of thought. All his defences were broken
now. Life had him fairly by the throat. But
he managed a smile, though she was not
looking at him; yes, he did manage it—the
well-known Heyst smile of playful
courtesy, so familiar to all sorts and

conditions of men in the islands.

“My dear Lena,” he said, “it looks as
if you were trying to pick a very
unnecessary quarrel with me—of all
people!”
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niciodatd sa ma iubesti pentru mine, asa
cum se iubesc doi cand e sd fie pentru
totdeauna.” Capul i se plecd. ,Pentru
totdeauna,” sopti ea din nou, apoi, cu un
slab,

mai

'I/

glas si addugd rugdtor:
Incearcd
Ultimele cuvinte ii merserd drept
la inimd—mai curand muzica lor decat
intelesul. Nu stia ce sa spund, fie pentru ca
era lipsit de experientd in relatiile cu femei,
sau poate pur si simplu din probitatea sa
inndscuta de gandire. Acum, toate lucrarile
lui de apdrare erau ndruite. Viata i pusese
mana-n beregata de-a binelea. Dar reusi sa
zambeascd, cu toate cd ea nu se uita la el.
Da reusi—bine-cunoscutul zambet al lui
Heyst, plin de voioasd curtenie, atat de
familiar oamenilor de tot felul si de toate
conditiile de pe insule.
,Draga mea Lena,” zise el, ,lasi
impresia cd-mi cauti, absolut inutil, cearta
cu lumanarea—tocmai mie, dintre toti

oamenii de pe lume!”
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insdmi, cum se iubesc oamenii cidnd e
menit sd dureze pentru totdeauna. Si-a
plecat capul. Totdeauna, a mai soptit o
datd. Apoi, si mai incet, a addugat
staruitor:

— incearcé, te rog!

Aceste cuvinte i-au ajuns drept la
inimd —mai mult sunetul lor, decat sensul.
Nu stia ce sda spund, fie din lipsa de
experientd cu femeile, fie din inndscuta-i
onestitate a gandirii. Toate apdrdrile ii erau
acum distruse. Viata il tintuise serios. Dar
a reusit sd zambeascd, desi ea nu se uita.
Da, a reusit, binecunoscutul zdmbet al lui
Heyst cu politete joviald, atat de familiar
tuturor straturilor sociale de pe insula.

—Draga mea Lena, a zis el, pare cd
incerci sa te certi fara motiv—tocmai cu
mine!



She made no movement. With his
elbows spread out he was twisting the
of his
masculine and perplexed, enveloped in the

ends long moustaches, very
atmosphere of femininity as in a cloud,

suspecting pitfalls, and as if afraid to move.

“I must admit, though,” he added,
“that there is no one else; and I suppose a
certain amount of quarrelling is necessary
for existence in this world.”

That girl, seated in her chair in
graceful quietude, was to him like a script
in an unknown language, or even more
simply mysterious: like any writing to the
illiterate. As far as women went he was
altogether uninstructed and he had not the
gift of intuition which is fostered in the
days of youth by dreams and visions,
exercises of the heart fitting it for the
encounters of a worldin which love itself
rests as much on antagonism as on
attraction. His mental attitude was that of
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Ea nu fdcu nicio miscare. Heyst, cu

"

coatele-n afara, 1isi rdsucea varfurile
mustdtilor lungi, cu un aer foarte masculin
si foarte perplex, invaluit ca intr-un nor in
de

capcane si parcd teméandu-se si de a se

atmosfera feminitate, suspectand
misca.

,Trebuie sd admit, totusi,” adduga
el, ,cd nu mai e nimeni aici, si presupun ca
o anumita doza de ceartd e necesara vietii
pe lumea asta.”

Lena, sezdnd in fotoliul ei intr-o
chietudine plind de gratie, era pentru el ca
un manuscris intr-o limbd necunoscutd,
sau chiar mai mult: pur si simplu un
mister, ca scrisul pentru un analfabet. In
mdasura in care era vorba de femei, era
complet ignorant, si era si lipsit de darul
intuitiei pe care in tinerete il alimenteaza, il
stimuleazd visuri si viziuni si care
pregdtesc inima pentru intrarea intr-o viata
in care insasi dragostea se reazima tot atat

de mult pe antagonisme cat pe atractie.
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Ea nu s-a miscat. Cu coatele intinse,
el isi rdsucea capetele mustdtilor lungi,
foarte masculine si perplexe, invaluit in
atmosfera feminitdtii ca un nor,
asteptandu-se la capcane, parca temdtor sa

se miste.

—Totusi, trebuie sa recunosc, a
addugat el, cd altcineva nu mai e si o
anumitd cantitate de ceartd ar putea fi
necesard existentei pe lumea asta.

Fata, asezatd pe scaun intr-o tdcere
gratioasd, era pentru el ca o scriere intr-o
limba strdind sau si mai misterioasa: ca
scrisul pentru omul fira carte. In ceea ce
priveste femeile, era complet neinstruit si
nu avea darul intuitiei care este cultivat in
zilele tineretii de vise si viziuni, exercitii
ale inimii, care o pregitesc pentru
intalnirea cu o lume in care iubirea insasi
se bazeazd pe antagonism la fel de mult ca
pe atractie. Atitudinea sa mentald era cea a

unui barbat care se uitd peste o scriere pe



a man looking this way and that on a piece
of writing which he is unable to decipher,
big with
revelation. He didn’t know what to say. All

but which may be some

he found to add was:

“I don’t even understand what I
have done or left undone to distress you
like this.”

He stopped, struck afresh by the
the
imperfections of their relations—a sense

physical and moral sense of
which made him desire her constant
nearness, before his eyes, under his hand,
and which, when she was out of his sight,
made her so vague, so elusive and illusory,
a promise that could not be embraced and
held.

“No! I don’t see clearly what you
mean. Is your mind turned towards the
future?” he interpellated her with marked
playfulness, because he was ashamed to let

such a word pass his lips. But all his
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Atitudinea sa mentald era aceea a unui
barbat care rasucea pe toate fetele o bucata
de hartie scrisd pe care nu era in stare s-o
descifreze, dar care ascundea poate cine
stie ce revelatie. Nu stia ce sa spund. Nu
gasi de addugat decat:

»,Nici macar nu stiu ce-am facut sau

ce n-am facut ca s3 te amarasc atat.”

Se opri, izbit incd o datd de senzatia
fizica si morald a imperfectiunii relatiilor
dintre ei—o senzatie care-l fdacea sa
doreascd permanent apropierea ei, s-0
vada aldturi de el, s-o poata atinge cu
mana, si care, cAnd nu era sub ochii lui, o
fdcea sd-i pard atat de vagd, de fantomatics,
de iluzorie, o fagdduiald care nu poate fi
nici prinsad-n brate, nici pdstrata.

~Nu, nu inteleg ce vrei sa spui. Ti-e
gandul oare la viitor?” o intreba el cu un
aer jovial, pentru ca-i era rusine sd lase un
asemenea cuvant sd-i iasd de pe buze. Dar
toate scumpele lui negatii le abandona una
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care nu o poate descifra, dar care ar putea
contine o revelatie. Nu stia ce sd spuna. Tot
ce-a mai gdsit sd adauge a fost:

—Nici nu inteleg ce am facut sau am

lasat nefdcut ca sd te necdjesc intr-atat.

S-a oprit, uimit iardsi de simtul
imperfectiunii fizice si morale a relatiei
lor—un simt care il facea sd-si doreasca
apropierea constanta a fetei, sub ochii sdi,
de ména lui si care, cand fata nu era, i-o
facea atat de vagd, atat de evaziva si
iluzorie, o promisiune care nu putea fi
imbratisata si pdstrata.

—Nu! Nu inteleg ce vrei sd spui. Te
gandesti la viitor? a interpelat-o el cu
jovialitate marcatd, fiindcd era rusinat ca
ldsase sd scape asa un cuvant. Dar toate
negatiile lui pretioase il pardseau una cate



cherished negations were falling off him
one by one.

“Because if it is so there is nothing
easier than to dismiss it. In our future, as in
what people call the other life, there is
nothing to be frightened of.”

She raised her eyes to him; and if
nature had formed them to express
anything else but blank candour he would
have learned how terrified she was by his
talk and the fact that her sinking heart
loved him more desperately than ever. He
smiled at her.

“Dismiss all thought of it,” he
insisted. “Surely you don’t suspect after
what I have heard from you, that I am
anxious to return to mankind. I! I! murder
my poor Morrison! It’s possible that I may
be really capable of that which they say I
have done. The point is that I haven’t done
it. But it is an unpleasant subject to me. I
ought to be ashamed to confess it—but it
is! Let us forget it. There’s that in you,
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cate una.

,Pentru cd, dacd-i asa, nimic nu-i
mai usor decat sa le gonesti. In viitorul
nostru, ca siin ceea ce lumea numeste viata
de apoi, nu-i nimic de care sd te temi.”

Ea ridica ochii spre el, si daca natura
ar fi ldsat acesti ochi sd exprime altceva
decat candoare pura, el ar fi aflat cat era de
terorizatd de vorbele lui si de faptul ca
inima ei oprimata il iubea cu mai multa

disperare decat oricand. El ii zambi.

,Goneste orice gand de felul dsta,”
insistd el. ,Cu sigurantd ca nu ma banuiesti
ca mai am vreo poftd, dupa toate cele pe
care le-am auzit de la tine, sd ma intorc
printre oameni. Eu! Eu, sd-1 ucid pe bietul
Morrison! E pur si simplu imposibil sa fiu
in stare sd fac ceea ce se spune c-am fdcut.
Chestia e cd n-am fdcut-o. Dar pentru mine
e un subiect dezagreabil. Ar trebui sa-mi
fie rusine s-o marturisesc—dar asa-i! Hai

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2017

una.

—Fiindca, daca-i asa, nu-i nimic mai
usor decat sd le-alungi. In viitorul nostru,
ca si In ceea ce oamenii numesc viata
cealaltd, nu-i nimic de care sa te temi.

Si-a ridicat ochii céatre el; si daca
natura i-ar fi format sa exprime altceva in
afard de candoare depling, ar fi aflat cat de
ingrozita era de vorbele lui si de faptul ca
inima ei chinuitd il iubea cu mai multa

disperare ca oricand. El i-a zambit.

— Alungd orice gand legat de asta, a
insitat el. Cu sigurantd nu te astepti, dupa
ce am auzit de la tine, sa fiu nerabdétor si
mad intorc in umanitate. Eu! Eu sd-1 omor pe
sdracul Morrison! Poate cd sunt capabil sa
fac ceea ce ei spun cd as fi facut. Ideea e ca
n-am facut-o. Dar este un subiect incomod
pentru mine. Ar trebui sa-mi fie rusine s-o
marturisesc, dar este! Sa-1 uitdm. Este ceva
in tine, Lena, care ma poate consola de



Lena, which can console me for worse
things, for uglier passages. And if we
forget, there are no voices here to remind

4

us.

She had raised her head before he
paused.

“Nothing can break in on us here,”
he went on andas if there had been an
appeal or a provocation in her upward
glance, he bent down and took her under
the arms, raising her straight out of the
chair into a sudden and close embrace. Her
alacrity to respond, which made her seem
as light as a feather, warmed his heart at
that moment more than closer caresses had
done before. He had not expected that
ready impulse towards himself which had
been dormant in her passive attitude. He
had just felt the clasp of her arms round his
neck, when, with a slight exclamation—
“He’s here!” —she disengaged herself and
bolted away into her room.
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sa uitam totul. Lena, tu ai in tine daruri
care mad pot consola si de rele mai mari, de
momente mai urate. Si daca uitam, aici nu-
s glasuri care sa ni le aminteasca.”

Ea ridicase capul inainte de a se fi
oprit el din vorbit.

»Nimic nu poate veni peste noi
aici,” continua el si, ca si cum in privirea ei
ridicata in sus ar fi fost un apel sau o
provocare, se plecd, o apucd de subsuori si
o ridicd drept in sus de pe scaun, intr-o
imbrdtisare neasteptatd si stransa. Ea
rdspunse cu o grabd care o fdcu sa pard
usoara ca un fulg si care lui 1i incalzi inima
mai fierbinte decat mangaierile, mai
stranse, de alte dati. Nu se asteptase la un
elan atdt de viu mocnind in atitudinea ei
pasiva. Dar de-abia simtise bratele fetei
innodandu-i-se in jurul gatului, cand, cu o
usoara exclamatie —,, Uite-1” —ea se elibera
si fugi in camera ei.
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lucruri mai rele, de intdmpldari mai
nepldcute. Si dacd uitdm, nu vor fi voci aici

sd ne aminteasca.

Ea isi ridicase capul inainte ca el sa
se fi oprit.

— Nimic nu poate interveni intre noi
aici, a continuat el si, ca si cum ar fi existat
un apel sau o provocare in privirea ei
ridicatd, s-a aplecat si ridicat-o de subsuori
din scaun intr-o rapidd imbrdtisare stransa.
Ardoarea cu care i-a rdspuns, care a facut-
0 sd para usoard ca pana, i-a incalzit lui
inima in acel moment mai mult decat o
facuserd imbratisari mai apropiate in
trecut. Nu se asteptase la un avant atat de
bucuros, latent in atitudinea ei pasiva.
Tocmai ce simtise strdnsoarea bratelor ei
pe gat, cand, cu o usoard exclamatie— ,E
aici!” —s-a desprins de el si a fugit in
camera el.



CHAPTER SIX

Heyst was astounded. Looking all
round, as if to take the whole room to
witness of this outrage, he became aware of
Wang materialized in the doorway. The
intrusion was as surprising as anything
could be, in view of the strict regularity
with which Wang made himself visible.
Heyst was tempted to laugh at first. This
practical comment on his affirmation that
nothing could break in on them relieved
the strain of his feelings. He was a little
vexed, too. The Chinaman preserved a
profound silence.

“What do you want?” asked Heyst
sternly.

“Boat out there,” said the Chinaman
sternly.

“Where? What do you mean? Boat
adrift in the straits?”

Some subtle change in Wang's
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Capitolul VI

Heyst era uluit. Isi roti privirea in
jur, ca si cum ar fi vrut sa ia martora toatd
odaia la acest cumplit ultraj, cand constata
ca Wang se materializase in prag. Aceasta
de

surprinzdtoare, daca tineai seama de stricta

intruziune era cat se poate
regularitate cu care se ldsa Wang sa fie
vdzut. La inceput Heyst se simti tentat sd
radd. Comentariul acesta pragmatic la
afirmatia lui cd nimic nu putea veni peste
ei relaxd putin tensiunea sentimentelor

sale. Dar era si iritat, putin. Chinezul tdcea.
,Ce doresti?” intreba Heyst sever.

,Balcd acolo afald,” raspunse

chinezul.
,Unde? Ce vrei sa spui? Vas in

deriva in stramtori?”

de

O schimbare nuanta in
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Capitolul VI

Heyst era uluit. Uitdndu-se in jur,
luand parcd intreaga camerd martora la
aceasta jignire, si-a dat seama cd Wang
apdruse in pragul usii. Intruziunea era
din
regularitatii stricte cu care Wang se afisa.

foarte surprinzatoare, cauza
Heyst a fost tentat sa radd, mai intai. Acest
comentariu practic asupra afirmatiei sale
ca nimic nu putea interveni intre ei doi
domolise presiunea de pe sentimentele
sale. Era si putin nervos. Chinezul pdstra o

tdcere profunda.

—Ce doresti? 1-a intrebat Heyst cu
severitate.

— Barca acolo, a zis chinezul, tot cu
severitate.

—Unde? Ce vrei sd spui? O barcad in
deriva in stramtori?

O usoard schimbare in postura lui



bearing suggested his being out of breath;
but he did not pant, and his voice was
steady.

“No—row.”

It was Heyst now who was startled
and raised his voice.

“Malay man, eh?”

Wang made a slight negative
movement with his head.

“Do you hear, Lena?” Heyst called
out. “Wang says there is a boat in sight —
somewhere near apparently. Where’s that
boat, Wang?”

“Round the point,” said Wang,
leaping into Malay unexpectedly, and in a
loud voice. “White men — three.”

“So close as that?” exclaimed Heyst,
moving out on the verandah followed by
Wang. “White men? Impossible!”

Over the clearing the shadows were
already lengthening. The sun hung low; a
ruddy glare lay on the burnt black patch in
front of the bungalow, and slanted on the
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comportarea lui Wang te ldsa sa-ti dai
seama ca de-abia isi tragea sufletul, dar nu
gafaia, si vocea lui era ferma.

,Nu—vasle.”

Acuma, fu Heyst cel care tresdri si
ridica glasul.

,Malaezi?”

Wang facu un usor gest de negatie
cu capul.

~Auzi, Lena?” striga Heyst. ,Wang
spune cd se zdreste o barca —undeva pe-
aproape, pare-se. Unde-i barca, Wang?”

,Dublat capul,” zise Wang, trecand
pe negandite la limba malaeza si vorbind
tare. ,, Albi —trei.”

,Atat de aproape?” exclama Heyst
iesind pe verandad urmat de Wang. , Albi?
Imposibil!”

Umbrele, peste poiand, incepuserd
sd se lungeasca. Soarele se apropiase de
asfintit, aruncand o lumind rosie ca para
focului pe peticul negru de pamant ars din
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Wang sugera cd alergase; dar nu gafaia, iar
vocea {i era stabila.

—Nu—vasle.

Era randul lui Heyst sa fie alarmat si
sa-si ridice vocea.

—Malaezi, deci?

Wang a facut o usoard miscare
negativa din cap.

— Auzi, Lena? a strigat Heyst. Wang
zice ca se vede o barcd —undeva aproape,
se pare. Unde-i barca, Wang?

—Dupd cap, a zis Wang, trecand
subit in malaezd si tipand radspunsul.
Albi—trei.

—Asa de aproape? a exclamat
Heyst, iesind pe verandd, urmat de Wang.
Albi? Nu se poate!

Umbrele se intindeau deja peste
luminis. O lumind ardmie stralucea pe
parcela arsd din fata casei si pe pamantul
dintre copacii inalti ca niste catarge, fara



ground between the straight, tall, mast-like
trees soaring a hundred feet or more
without a branch. The growth of bushes
cut off all view of the jetty from the
verandah. Far away to the right Wang’s
hut, or rather its dark roof of mats, could
be seen above the bamboo fence which
insured the privacy of the Alfuro woman.
The Chinaman looked that way swiftly.
Heyst paused, and then stepped back a
pace into the room.

“White men, Lena, apparently.
What are you doing?”

“I am just bathing my eyes a little,”
the girl’s voice said from the inner room.

“Oh, yes; all right!”

“Do you want me?”

“No. You had better—I am going
down to the jetty. Yes, you had better stay
in. What an extraordinary thing!”

It was so extraordinary that nobody
could how

possibly appreciate

extraordinary it was but himself. His mind
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fata casei, razele lui trecand piezis printre
copacii 1nalti si drepti ca niste catarge, fara
nicio cracd pand la vreo saizeci de coti
inaltime. Tufisurile crescusera inalte si
tdiau vederea de pe veranda spre schela.
Departe, spre dreapta, putea fi zdrita coliba
lui Wang, sau mai curand acoperisul ei de
rogojini innegrite, dincolo de un gard de
bambus care asigura solitudinea femeii din
tribul Alfuro. Heyst se opri, apoi facu un
pas inapoi, in camerd.

,S-ar pdrea ca-s niste albi, Lena. Ce
faci acolo?”

~Ma cldtesc putin pe ochi,” se auzi
glasul fetei din camera cealalta.

,Ah, da. Foarte bine.”

, Al nevoie de mine?”

»~Nu. Tu, mai bine... Eu ma duc pana
jos la debarcader. Da, stai mai bine in casa.
Ce lucru extraordinar!”

Era atat de extraordinar, incat
nimeni altul decat el nu-si putea da seama

cat de extraordinar era. Cu mintea plind de
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vreo creangd pand la vreo treizeci de metri
sau mai mult. Tufisurile opreau orice
vedere a debarcaderului de pe veranda.
Departe, inspre dreapta, se putea vedea
coliba lui Wang sau, mai degrabg,
acoperisul ei negru de rogojind, deasupra
de

intimitatea femeii Alfuro. Chinezul s-a

gardului bambus care asigura
uitat repede intr-acolo. Heyst s-a oprit si

apoi a facut un pas tnapoi in camera.
— Albi, s-ar pdrea, Lena. Ce faci?

—Ma spal un pic pe ochi, a zis vocea
fetei din camera interioara.

— Ah, da, bine!

—Vrei sd vin?

—Nu. Mai bine... eu ma duc la
debarcader. Da, mai bine stai aici. Ce
chestie extraordinara!

Era atat de extraordinard, ca nimeni
de
extraordinard era, cu exceptia lui. Mintea 1i

n-avea cum sd aprecieze cat



was full of mere exclamations, while his
feet were carrying him in the direction of
the jetty. He followed the line of the rails,
escorted by Wang.

“Where were you when you first
saw the boat?” he asked over his shoulder.

Wang explained in Malay that he
had gone to the shore end of the whatrf, to
get a few lumps of coal from the big heap,
when, happening to raise his eyes from the
ground, he saw the boat—a white man
boat, not a canoe. He had good eyes. He
had seen the boat, with the men at the oars;
and here Wang made a particular gesture
over his eyes, as if his vision had received
a blow. He had turned at once and run to
the house to report.

“No mistake, eh?” said Heyst,
moving on. At the very outer edge of the
belt he stopped short. Wang halted behind
him on the path, till the voice of Number
One called him sharply forward into the
open. He obeyed.
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imprecatii, picioarele-l duceau masinal in
directia cheului. Mergea de-a lungul

sinelor, escortat de Wang.

,Unde erai cAnd ai zdrit barca?” 1l
intreba peste umar.

Wang ii explicd in malaeza ca se
dusese la capdtul dinspre mal al schelei, sa
ia cateva bucdti de carbune din halda,
cand, ridicand din intdmplare ochii de la
pdmant, zari barca—o barca de albi, nu o
canoe. Avea ochi buni. Vizuse barca, cu
oameni la rame—si aici Wang facu un
anume gest cu mana la ochi, parc-ar fi
primit o loviturd. Se-ntorsese imediat
acasd, sd spund ce-a vazut.

»~Nu cumva ti s-a parut?” zise Heyst

continudnd sd meargd. La marginea
exterioard a zonei se opri brusc. Wang se
opri si el, in spate, pe carare, pand ce
»,Numadrul Unu”, cu glas repezit, il chema

sd iasd la lumina. Se supuse.

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2017

era plina de exclamatii, in vreme ce

picioarele il  purtau in  directia

debarcaderului. Urmarea linia sinelor,
insotit de Wang.

—Unde erai cand ai vazut prima
data barca? a intrebat peste umar.

Wang a explicat in malaeza ca se
dusese la partea dinspre mal a
debarcaderului, sd ia cateva gramezi de
carbune, cand, ridicaAndu-si din intdmplare
privirea din pamant, a vazut o barcd—o
barcad de albi, nu o canoe. Avea ochi buni.
Vazuse barca, cu oamenii la vasle; iar aici,
Wang a facut un gest cu mana la ochi, ca si
cum aparitia l-ar fi lovit. Se intorsese
imediat si fugise spre casa pentru a
raporta.

—N-ai gresit, cumva? a zis Heyst,
mergand inainte. La marginea exterioara a
zonei, s-a oprit in loc. Wang s-a oprit in
spatele lui, pe cdrare, pand ce vocea lui
Numadrul Unu l-a strigat aspru sa iasa la

lumind. S-a conformat.



“Where’s that boat?” asked Heyst
forcibly. “I say —where is it?”

Nothing whatever was to be seen
between the point and the jetty. The stretch
of Diamond Bay was like a piece of purple
shadow, lustrous and empty, while
beyond the land, the open sea lay blue and
opaque under the sun. Heyst’s eyes swept
all over the offing till they met, far off, the
dark cone of the volcano, with its faint
plume of smoke broadening and vanishing
everlastingly at the top, without altering its
shape in the glowing transparency of the
evening.

“The fellow has been dreaming,” he
muttered to himself.

He looked hard at the Chinaman.
Wang seemed turned into stone. Suddenly,
as if he had received a shock, he started,
flung his arm out with a pointing
forefinger, and made guttural noises to the
effect that there, there, there, he had seen a

boat.
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intreba

'II

,Unde-i barca?”

energic. ,Unde-i? Ia spune

Heyst

Intre cap si scheld nu se vedea
Golfului
Diamantului Negru, era o singurd umbra

nimic.  Toatd  intinderea
purpurie, lucitoare, pustie, in timp ce
dincolo de promontoriu, in larg, marea
zdcea albastrd si opacd in soare. Ochii lui
Heyst alunecaserd peste toatd suprafata
madrii, in larg, pand se oprird pe conul
sumbru al vulcanului, cu panasul lui
subtire de fum ldtindu-se si spulberandu-
se etern in sus, fard sa-si schimbe forma in
transparenta stralucitoare a asfintitului.

,Tipul a visat,” mormdi Heyst ca
pentru sine.

il privi pe chinez, aspru. Wang
parcd se facuse stand de piatrd. Deodatd,
parc-ar fi suferit un soc, intinse bratul
ardtand cu degetul si, scotand niste sunete
guturale, paru sa spund ca acolo, acolo,
acolo, vizuse barca.
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—Unde-i barca aia? a intrebat cu
vigoare Heyst. Ia spune, unde e?

Nu se vedea nimic intre cap si
debarcader. Stramtoarea Diamantului
Negru era ca o umbra purpurie, lucitoare
si goald, in vreme ce dincolo de tdrm marea
intinsd era albastrd si opaca sub soare.
Ochii lui Heyst au cutreierat orizontul
pand au intalnit, in departare, conul tainic
al vulcanului, cu penajul mic de fum tot
largindu-se si disparand in varf, fara a-si
schimba forma in transparenta lucitoare a

serii.

—Omul
pentru sine.

viseazd, a murmurat

S-a uitat bine la chinez. Wang parca
inlemnise. Deodatd, ca dupa un soc, a
tresdrit, si-a aruncat bratul in fatd, cu
degetul intins si a facut sunete guturale
aratand cé acolo, acolo, chiar acolo, vazuse
o barca.



It was very uncanny. Heyst thought
of some strange hallucination. Unlikely
enough; but that a boat with three men in
it should have sunk between the point and
the jetty, suddenly, like a stone, without
leaving as much on the surface as a floating
oar, was still more unlikely. The theory of
a phantom boat would have been more
credible than that.

“Confound
himself.

it!” he muttered to

He was unpleasantly affected by
this mystery; but now a simple explanation
occurred to him. He stepped hastily out on
the wharf. The boat, if it had existed and
had retreated, could perhaps be seen from
the far end of the long jetty.

Nothing was to be seen. Heyst let
his eyes roam idly over the sea. He was so
absorbed in his perplexity that a hollow
sound, as of somebody tumbling about in
a boat, with a clatter of oars and spars,
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Era foarte nelinistitor. Heyst se
gandea la cine-stie-ce halucintie. Destul de
improbabil. Dar ca o barcd cu trei oameni
in ea sa se fi scufundat asa deodatd, ca un
bolovan, fara sd ramand nimic la suprafata,
o vasld sau ceva, plutind, era si mai
improbabil. Mai credibild ar fi fost teoria
unei barci-fantoma, decat asta.

,5d fie-a dracului!” murmura Heyst
pentru sine.

Misterul &sta il afecta destul de
dezagreabil, dar 1i veni in minte o
explicatie simpld. Se duse repede pana la
capdtul schelei. Dacd barca existase si se
retrdsese, poate cd mai putea fi zaritd de la
capatul dinspre larg al schelei, care era
destul de lunga.

Nu se vedea nimic. Heyst isi lasa
privirea sa rdtaceacd alene pe mare. Era
atat de absorbit in perplexitatea lui, incat
infundat,
impiedicat cineva intr-o barcd, si apoi un

un zgomot parca s-ar fi
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Era foarte nefiresc. Heyst s-a gandit
la o halucinatie stranie. Putin probabil,
insa. Dar, ca o barci cu trei oameni in ea sd
se fi scufundat intre cap si debarcader,
deodatd, ca un bolovan, fara a 1dsa macar o
vasla la suprafatd, era si mai putin
probabil. Teoria unei barci-fantoma era
mai credibild decat asta.

— Drace! a murmurat pentru sine.

Era afectat neplacut de acest mister,
dar i-a venit in minte o explicatie simpla. A
pdsit in grabd pe debarcader. Barca, daca
existase si plecase inapoi, putea fi vazuta
din
debarcaderului.

probabil capatul  inalt al

Nu se vedea nimic. Heyst si-a
plimbat absent ochii peste mare. Era atat de
absorbit de perplexitatea sa incat un sunet
infundat, ca a unui om rostogolindu-se in
barcd, urmat de un zanganit de vasle, nu 1-



failed to make him move for a moment.
When his mind seized its meaning, he had
no difficulty in locating the sound. It had
come from below —under the jetty!

He ran back for a dozen yards or so,
and then looked over. His sight plunged
straight into the stern-sheets of a big boat,
the greater part of which was hidden from
him by the planking of the jetty. His eyes
fell on the thin back of a man doubled up
over the tiller in a queer, uncomfortable
attitude of drooping sorrow. Another man,
more directly below Heyst, sprawled on
his back from gunwale to gunwale, half off
the after thwart, his head lower than his
feet. This second man glared wildly
upward, and struggled to raise himself, but
to all appearance was much too drunk to
succeed. The visible part of the boat
contained also a flat, leather trunk, on
which the first man’s long legs were tucked
up nervelessly. A large earthenware jug,
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zdranganit de vasle si cangi, o clipd nu-1
Dar

semnificatia,

trezi. cand mintea 1i percepu

nu-i fu greu deloc sd
determine locul de unde venise. Venise de
jos, de sub schela!

Alerga inapoi vreo zece metri sau
cam asa ceva si cercetd cu privirea. Dadu
imediat peste pupa unei salupe mari, din
care cea mai bund parte ii ramanea ascunsa
sub scandurile schelei. Ochii 1i cazurd pe
spinarea ingusta a unui barbat frant peste
bara carmei intr-o pozitie ciudatd,
inconfortabild, de-o coplesitoare tristete.
Un alt barbat, chiar dedesubtul lui Heyst,
era rdsturnat pe spate de-a latul, de la un
bord la celdlalt, pe jumadtate cdzut de pe
banchet, cu capul mai jos decat picioarele.
Acest al doilea barbat privea ratacit in sus
zbdtandu-se sd se ridice, dar dupd toate
probabilitdtile era prea beat ca sda poata
izbuti. In partea vizibild a barcii se mai
zdrea un cufdr plat de piele, pe care zdceau
inerte picioarele primului barbat. Un
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a facut sa se miste pe moment. Cand
mintea i-a priceput intelesul, a localizat cu
usurinta sunetul. Venise de jos, de sub
debarcader!

A alergat inapoi vreo zece metri si
apoi s-a uitat in jos. Privirea i-a coborat
direct inspre pupa unei barci mari, din care
cea mai mare parte-i era ascunsa de
placajul debarcaderului. Ochii i-au cazut
pe spatele mic al unui om indoit peste
carmd intr-o posturd stranie, incomoda, de
Alt barbat,
dedesubtul lui Heyst, era intins pe spate de

0 amdrdciune puternicd.

la o copastie la alta, pe jumatate cdzut de
pe bancd, cu capul mai jos decat picioarele.
Acest al doilea barbat privea cu frenezie in
sus si se straduia sa se ridice dar, in
aparentd, era prea beat sd reuseascd. Partea
vizibild a bdrcii continea si un cufdr plat,
din piele, pe care stdteau picioarele lungi
ale primului barbat. Un mare vas de lut, cu
gatul descoperit, se rostogolea pe fundul



with its wide mouth uncorked, rolled out
on the bottom-boards from under the
sprawling man.

Heyst had never been so much
astonished in his life. He stared dumbly at
the strange boat’s crew. From the first he
was positive that these men were not
sailors. They wore the white drill suit of
tropical civilization; but their apparition in
a boat Heyst could not connect with
anything plausible. The civilization of the
tropics could have had nothing to do with
it. It was more like those myths, current in
Polynesia, of amazing strangers, who
arrive at an island, gods or demons,
bringing good or evil to the innocence of
the inhabitants —gifts of unknown things,
words never heard before.

Heyst noticed a cork helmet floating
alongside the boat, evidently fallen from
the head of the man doubled over the tiller,
who displayed a dark, bony poll. An oar,
had been knocked

too, overboard,
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urcior mare de pamant, cu gatul destupat,
se rostogolea pe fundul barcii, pe sub cel
tolanit.

Heyst nu mai fusese atat de uluit de
cand se stia. Se uita amutit la straniul
echipaj al bdrcii. Din capul locului si-a dat
seama cd oamenii astia in orice caz nu erau
marinari. Purtau hainele albe de doc ale
civilizatiei tropicale, dar Heyst nu era in
stare sa lege aparitia lor de nimic plauzibil.
Civilizatia tropicelor n-aveau nimic comun
cu ea. Semana mai curand cu miturile de
prin Polinezia, povesti cu strdini ciudati
care apar intr-o insuld, zei sau demoni,
aducand locuitorilor nevinovati binele sau
raul —déaruindu-le lucruri nemaivizute,
rostind cuvinte nemaiauzite.

Heyst observd o cascd coloniala
plutind langa barcd, cazutd probabil de pe
capul celui frant in doud peste carmd, cap
oaches si ciolanos. Si o vasla fusese

aruncatda peste bord, pesemne de cel care
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bércii, pe sub cel intins.

Heyst nu mai fusese in viata lui atat
de uimit. Se holba mut la echipajul barcii.
De la inceput si-a dat seama cd oamenii nu
erau marinari. Purtau costumul alb al
civilizatiei de la tropice, dar aparitia lor
intr-o barcd Heyst n-o putea lega de nimic
plauzibil. Civilizatia tropicelor n-ar fi avut
nimic de-a face cu asta. Era mai mult ca
acele mituri din Polinezia, despre straini
ciudati care ajung pe o insuld, zei sau
demoni, aducidnd binele sau raul
locuitorilor inocenti, si daruri nestiute,

cuvinte nemaiauzite.

Heyst a observat o cascd coloniala
plutind pe langd barcd, in mod clar cazuta
de pe capul omului aplecat pe carmd, care
ardta negricios si cioldnos. Si o vasla fusese
aruncata peste bord, probabil de cdtre



probably by the sprawling man, who was
still struggling between the thwarts. By
this time Heyst regarded the visitation no
with but with the
sustained attention demanded by a

longer surprise,
difficult problem. With one foot posed on
the string-piece, and leaning on his raised
knee, he was taking in everything. The
sprawling man rolled off the thwart,
collapsed, and, most unexpectedly, got on
his feet. He swayed dizzily, spreading his
arms out, and uttered faintly a hoarse,
dreamy “Hallo!” His upturned face was
swollen, red, peeling all over the nose and
cheeks. His stare was irrational. Heyst
perceived stains of dried blood all over the
front of his dirty white coat, and also on
one sleeve.
“What's
wounded?”

the matter? Are you

The other glanced down, reeled —
one of his feet was inside a large pith hat—
and, recovering himself, let out a dismal,
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zdcea tolanit, care Incad se mai zbdtea intre
bancheti. Acum Heyst nu mai considera
vizita cu surprindere, ci cu atentia
incordata pe care o pretinde o problema
gravd. Cu un picior pe o babald si cu cotul
sprijinit pe genunchiul astfel ridicat, isi
nota totul. Barbatul tolanit cdzu de pe
banchet si, lucru de neprevazut, se ridica in
picioare. Se bdlabanea ametit intinzand
bratele si articuland slab si rdagusit un:
,Hallo!” ca din vis. Fata lui, privind in sus,
era buhditd, congestionatd, scorojita pe nas
si pe pometi. Uitdtura ii era fixd, ratacits,
dementa. Heyst observa pete de sange
uscat peste tot pe sacoul alb murdarit, si o

pata pe maneca.

,Ce s-a intamplat? Esti ranit?”

Celdlalt privi in jos, se clatind pe
picioare —unul dintre ele era varat intr-o
cascd coloniald—si, revenindu-si, scoase
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omul intins, care incd se agita intre banci.
Acum, Heyst nu mai privea vizita cu
surprizd, ci cu atentia sustinuta cerutd de o
problemda dificild. Cu un picior pe o
scandurd si sprijinindu-se pe genunchiul
ridicat, lua in considerare totul. Barbatul
intins s-a rostogolit de pe bancd, s-a
prdbusit si, pe neasteptate, s-a ridicat in
picioare. Se cldtina ametit, intinzandu-si
mainile, si a rostit usor un ,Hallo!” ragusit.
Fata lui intoarsa in sus era umflata, rosie,
cojita la nas si-n obraji. Privirea-i era fixa si
pierdutd. Heyst a observat urme de sange
uscat peste toatd partea din fata a hainei lui
albe murdadrite, dar si pe maneca.

— Ce s-a intamplat? Esti ranit?

Celalalt s-a uitat in jos, ademenit—
unul din picioare ii era intr-o casca—si,
revenindu-si, a scos un scartait mohorat, ca



grating sound in the manner of a grim
laugh.

“Blood —not Thirst’s  the
matter. Exhausted’s the matter. Done up.

mine.
Drink, man! Give us water!”

Thirst was in the very tone of his
words, alternating a broken croak and a
faint, throaty rustle which just reached
Heyst’s ears. The man in the boat raised his
hands to be helped up on the jetty,
whispering:

“I tried. I am too weak. I tumbled
down.”

Wang was coming along the jetty
slowly, with intent, straining eyes.

“Run back and bring a crowbar
here. There’s one lying by the coal-heap,”
Heyst shouted to him.

The man standing in the boat sat
down on the thwart behind him. A horrible
coughing laugh came through his swollen
lips.
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un sunet sinistru, scrasnit, ca un ras
salbatic.

»,Sange? Nu-i al meu. Mi-e sete,
asta-i. ‘S istovit, asta-i! Ne-a luat dracu! De
baut! Da-ne de baut, da-ne apd, omule!”

I se simtea setea in glas, un carait
spasmodic si un suierat lesinat care de-abia
ajungea pand la urechile lui Heyst. Omul
din barca ridicd mainile ca sd fie ajutat sd se
urce pe scheld, soptind:

,Am incercat. Sunt prea sldabit. Am
cazut.”
Wang venea de-a lungul schelei,

incet, privind intens, scrutdtor.

,Fugi napoi si adu un cleste mare.
Vezi cd e unul langa halda de carbune,” ii
strigd Heyst.
Omul

banchetul de sub el. Un ras hidos, ca o tuse,

din barcd se asezd pe

izbucni de pe buzele lui umflate.

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2017

un ras sumbru.

—Séange. Nu-i al meu. Ne e sete.
Suntem franti. Terminati. Apa, omule! Da-
ne apad!

Se simtea setea in tonul vocii,
alternand intre o rdguseald si o sasaiala
usoard, guturald, care abia ii ajungea lui
Heyst la urechi. Barbatul din barcad si-a
ridicat mainile sa fie urcat pe debarcader,
soptind:

— Am incercat. Sunt prea slabit. M-
am prabusit.

Wang venea incet de-a lungul
debarcaderului, cu o privire hotdrata si cu
ochii stransi.

—Fugi si-adu o rangd. E una langa
gramada de carbune, i-a strigat Heyst.

Barbatul care statea in picioare in
barca s-a asezat pe banca din spatele lui.
Un rés oribil, cu tusete, a facut sa-i vibreze
buzele umflate.



“Crowbar? What's that for?” he
mumbled, and his head dropped on his
chest mournfully.

Meantime, Heyst, as if he had
forgotten the boat, started kicking hard at
a large brass tap projecting above the
planks. To accommodate ships that came
for coal and happened to need water as
well, a stream had been tapped in the
interior and an iron pipe led along the jetty.
It terminated with a curved end almost
exactly where the strangers” boat had been
driven between the piles; but the tap was
set fast.

“Hurry up!” Heyst yelled to the
Chinaman, who was running with the
crowbar in his hand.

Heyst snatched it from him and,
obtaining a leverage against the string-
piece, wrung the stiff tap round with a
mighty jerk.

“I hope that pipe hasn't got
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,Cleste? Pentru ce, cleste?” mormai
el, si capul ii cdzu trist in piept.

In vremea asta Heyst, ca si cum ar fi
uitat de barca, incepu sd izbeascd cu putere
intr-un robinet mare de alama care iesea
deasupra scandurilor schelei. Pentru
alimentarea vapoarelor care veneau dupa
carbune si se intdimpla sd aibd nevoie si de
apd, fusese captat un rdu, pe care o
conductd metalicd il aducea de-a lungul
schelei. Se termina cu un capdt curbat,
aproape exact in locul unde barca strdinilor
nimerise intre piloni. Dar robinetul era
intepenit.

,Grabeste-te,” strigd Heyst catre
chinez, care venea alergand, cu clestele in
mana.

Heyst i-1 smulse si, servindu-se de el
ca de o parghie, sprijinit pe babald, reusi cu
o smuciturd puternica sda deschida
robinetul intepenit.

»Sper sd nu fie infundatad conducta,”
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—Rangd? Pentru ce? a mormidit el,
plecandu-si indurerat capul in piept.

Intre timp Heyst, ca si cum ar fi uitat
de barca, incepuse sd loveasca tare intr-un
robinet mare de alama care iesea din placaj.
Pentru a servi bdrcile care veneau pentru
carbune si se intdimpla sa aibd nevoie si de
apd, un parau fusese captat si teava de fier
il conducea la debarcader. Se termina intr-
un capdt curbat aproape exact unde barca
strainilor fusese adusd intre piloni. Dar
robinetul era strans prea tare.

— Grabeste-te!

chinezului, care fugea cu ranga in mana.

i-a strigat Heyst

Heyst i-a smuls-o din manad si
formand o parghie, a invartit robinetul
intepenit cu o smuciturd puternica.

—Sper cd nu s-a blocat conducta! a



choked!” he muttered to himself anxiously.

It hadn’t; but it did not yield a
strong gush. The sound of a thin stream,
partly breaking on the gunwale of the boat
and partly splashing alongside, became at
once audible. It was greeted by a cry of
inarticulate and savage joy. Heyst knelt on
the string-piece and peered down. The
man who had spoken was already holding
his open mouth under the bright trickle.
Water ran over his eyelids and over his
nose, gurgled down his throat, flowed over
his chin. Then some obstruction in the pipe
gave way, and a sudden thick jet broke on
his face. In a moment his shoulders were
soaked, the front of his coat inundated; he
streamed and dripped; water ran into his
pockets, down his legs, into his shoes; but
he had clutched the end of the pipe, and,
hanging on with both hands, swallowed,
spluttered, choked, snorted with the noises
of a swimmer. Suddenly a curious dull roar
reached Heyst's ears. Something hairy and
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murmurd el pentru sine, ingrijorat.

Nu era. Dar nu tasni un jet puternic.
Zgomotul wunui fir subtirel de ap4,
nimerind in parte pe copastia barcii si in
parte in mare aldturi, se putu auzi imediat.
Fu salutat cu un strigdt nearticulat de
bucurie salbaticd. Heyst ingenunche pe
babald si privi in jos. Barbatul care vorbise
era gata, cu gura deschisd, sa primeasca
firicelul sclipitor. Apa ii curgea peste ochi
si peste nas, i galgaia in gat, ii curgea pe
barbie. Apoi, ceva ce infundase partial
conducta cedd, si apa ii tasni puternic in
fata. Intr-o clipa umerii ii erau ciuciulete,
haina leoarcd, apa curgea siroaie pe el, ii
pdtrundea in buzunare, de-a lungul
picioarelor, in ghete; dar apucase cu
amandoua mainile capdtul tevii si se
agdtase de ea, inghitea, scuipa, se-neca,
sfordia, toate zgomotele unui inotdtor.
Deodatd ajunse la urechile lui Heyst un
muget ciudat si infundat. Ceva pdros si

negru apdru de sub schela. Un cap zbarlit
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murmurat nelinistit pentru sine.

Nu se blocase, dar nu a dat drumul
unui suvoi puternic. S-a auzit deodata
sunetul unui curgeri usoare, o parte
spargandu-se pe copastia bdrcii, alta
stropind aldturi. A fost intdimpinat cu un
strigdt de bucurie inarticulatd si salbatica.
Heyst a ingenuncheat pe scandurd si s-a
uitat in jos. Omul care vorbise isi tinea deja
gura deschisa sub picaturile stralucitoare.
li curga apa peste pleoape si peste nas, ii
sopotea pe gat si pe barbie. Apoi a cedat un
blocaj din conducta si brusc un suvoi l-a
lovit in fatd. Imediat, umerii 1 erau
inmuiati, partea din fatd a hainei plind de
apd; siroia si se scurgea; ii curgea apd in
buzunare, pe picioare, in pantofi; dar
tinandu-se cu

apucase capdtul tevii,

ambele maini, inghitind, improscand,
inecandu-se si grohdind cu sunete de
Deodats,

infundat i-a ajuns lui Heyst la urechi. Ceva

inotdtor. un straniu raget

pdros si negru a sdrit de sub debarcader.



black flew from under the jetty. A
dishevelled head, coming on like a cannon-
ball, took the man at the pipe in flank, with
enough force to tear his grip loose and fling
him headlong into the stern-sheets. He fell
upon the folded legs of the man at the tiller,
who, roused by the commotion in the boat,
was sitting up, silent, rigid, and very much
like a corpse. His eyes were but two black
patches, and his teeth glistened with a
death’s head grin between his retracted
lips, no thicker than blackish parchment
glued over the gums.

From him Heyst's eyes wandered to
the creature who had replaced the first
man at the end of the water-pipe.
clutched it
savagely; the wild, big head hung back,

Enormous brown paws
and in a face covered with a wet mass of
hair there gaped crookedly a wide mouth
tull of fangs. The water filled it, welled up
in hoarse coughs, ran down on each side of
the jaws and down the hairy throat, soaked
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isi facu vant ca o ghiulea si-1 izbi in coaste
pe omul de la conductd cu atata putere,
incat il facu sa dea drumul tevii si sa cada
lat, jos la pupd, peste picioarele incrucisate
ale omului frant la cArma care, trezit de
izbitura, se ridicd in sezut, rigid, mut, parc-
ar fi fost un cadavru. Ochii lui nu erau
decat doud pete negre si dintii ranjeau ca la
un cap de mort, printre buzele subtiate si

intinse ca un pergament innegrit pus peste

gingii.

De la el, ochii lui Heyst se intoarsera
catre creatura care-1 inlocuise pe primul
barbat la gura conductei. Niste labe
enorme, brune, se inclestara de ea cu
disperare; capul, urias, de salbatic, atarna
dat pe spate, si pe fata plind de o masd de
par negru ud se cdsca o gurd diforma plina
de colti. Apa curgea in ea si-o umplea si
era-mproscatd afard de-o tuse aspra; se
scurgea pe falci, pe gatul paros, inunda
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Un cap ciufulit, venind ca o ghiulea, 1-a
lovit in lateral pe omul de langa conducta,
cu atdta fortd iIncat i-a descatusat
strdnsoarea si l-a alungat cu capul inainte
la pupa. A cazut pe picioarele stranse ale
omului de la carmad care, trezit de agitatia
din barcd, s-a ridicat in picioare, tdcut si
rigid ca un cadavru. Ochii-i erau doar doud
petice negre, iar dintii ii strdluceau ca ai
unui schelet intre buzele retrase, nu mai
groase ca un pergament innegrit, asezat

peste gingii.

De la el, ochii lui Heyst au ratacit
catre creatura care-i luase locul primului
barbat la capatul conductei de apa. Gheare
maronii enorme o strangeau cu bestialitate;
capul mare, sdlbatic, atdrna in spate, si pe
fata acoperitd de o masa de pdr ud se cdsca
pocitd o gura plind de colti. O umplea apa
si tasnea cu tusete ragusite din ea, i curgea
de fiecare parte a falcilor si pand pe gatul
pdros, imbiba pielea innegritd de par de pe



the black pelt of the enormous chest, naked
check shirt,
convulsively with a play of massive

under a torn heaving
muscles carved in red mahogany.

As soon as the first man had
recovered the breath knocked out of him
by the irresistible charge, a scream of mad
cursing issued from the stern-sheets. With
a rigid, angular crooking of the elbow, the
man at the tiller put his hand back to his
hip.

“Don’t shoot him, sir!” yelled the
first man. “Wait! Let me have that tiller. I
will teach him to shove himself in front of
a caballero!”

Martin Ricardo flourished the
heavy piece of wood, leaped forward with
astonishing vigour, and brought it down
on Pedro’s head with a crash that
resounded all over the quiet sweep of
Black Diamond Bay. A crimson patch
appeared on the matted hair; red veins

appeared in the water flowing all over his
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blana deasd de pe pieptul imens, gol sub
cdmasa in carouri numai zdrente, gafaind
convulsiv, facind sa lucreze o serie de
muschi masivi sculptati in mahon rosu.

Indati ce individul celilalt isi
recapdta respiratia pe care atacul irezistibil
i-o tdiase, un urlet de blesteme innebunit se
auzi de la pupd. Cu o indoire rigidd,
colturoasa a bratului, omul de la bara duse
mana la sold.

~Nu trageti in el, sir!” urld celalalt.
»Asteptati! Lasati sd iau bara. Am sa-linvat

'/I

eu sa treacd-naintea unui caballero

Martin Ricardo invarti bucata grea
de lemn, facu un salt tnainte cu o uluitoare
vigoare si-o izbi in capul lui Pedro cu o
trosniturd ce rdsund pe toatd intinderea
calma a Golfului Diamantul Negru. O pata
stacojie apdru in pdrul cret; in apa care
curgea peste toata fata lui se ivira vine
rosiatice si incepurd sd-i curga picdturi
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pieptul lui enorm, gol sub cdmasa ecosez
ruptd, gemand convulsiv si punand in
miscare muschi masivi sculptati in mahon
rosu.

Cum si-a recdpatat primul barbat
suflarea pe care i-o oprise irezistibila sarja,
un urlet de injurdturi nebune a iesit de la
pupd. Cu o indoire rigidd, ascutitd, a
bratului, barbatul de la carma si-a dus
mana inapoi pe sold.

—Nu-1 impuscati, sir! a urlat primul
barbat. Stati! Dati-mi mie cidrma. O sa-1
invdt minte sd mai inghionteascd un
caballero!

Martin Ricardo a fluturat bucata
grea de lemn, a sdrit inainte cu o vigoare
uimitoare si a coborat-o in capul lui Pedro
cu un trosnet care a rdsunat in toata
intinderea tacutd a Golfului Diamantului
Negru. O patd stacojie a apdrut in parul
incalcit, vine rosii s-au amestecat cu apa
care-i curgea pe toatd fatd, iar picaturi rosii



face, and it dripped in rosy drops off his
head. But the man hung on. Not till a
second furious blow descended did the
hairy paws let go their grip and the
squirming body sink limply. Before it
the
tremendous kick in the ribs from Ricardo’s

could touch bottom-boards, a
foot shifted it forward out of sight, whence
came the noise of a heavy thud, a clatter of
spars, and a pitiful grunt. Ricardo stooped
to look under the jetty.

“Aha, dog! This will teach you to
keep back where you belong, you
murdering brute, you slaughtering savage,
you! You infidel, you robber of churches!
Next time I will rip you open from neck to

heel, you carrion-eater! Esclavo!

He backed a little and straightened
himself up.

“I don't he
remarked to Heyst, whose steady eyes met

mean it really,”

his from above. He ran aft briskly.
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rosii si din cap. Dar omul se tinea bine. De-
abia dupd a doua lovitura furibundd labele
pdroase dddurd drumul din inclestare si
corpul contorsionat cizu inert. Inainte de-
a apuca sd ajungd pe fundul bdrcii, o
formidabila loviturd de picior in coastd,
datd de Ricardo, il arunca la provd, unde
nu se mai vazu, dar de unde se auzi un
zgomot greu de cddere, un zdranganit de
cangi si un geamat jalnic. Ricardo se apleca
sd priveascd sub schela.

,Aha, cadine! Asta o sa te-nvete
minte sd ramai la locul tdu, brutd ucigasa
Ma,
necredinciosule, hotule de icoane! Daca

ce esti, cutitar salbatic!
mai faci una ca asta vreodatd, te spintec de
la cap pan’ la picioare, md, mancatorule de
starvuri! Esclavo!”

Se ddadu un pas inddrat si isi
indreptd sira spinarii.

»,Nu vorbeam serios,” ii spuse el lui
Heyst, cand ii intalni privirea fixd, de sus.

Se repezi la pupa.
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au iInceput sd-i picure de pe cap. Dar
Abia cand a
cobordt o a doua loviturd furioass,

barbatul rdamaésese acolo.

ghearele pdroase au dat drumul stransorii
si corpul incolicit a cizut moale. Inainte s3
poate atinge fundul barcii, o lovitura
teribila de picior in coaste din partea lui
Ricardo l-a impins inainte, de unde s-a
auzit o bufniturd puternicd, un zanganit de
vergi si un mormdit jalnic. Ricardo s-a
aplecat sd se uite sub debarcader.

—Aha, caine! Asta o sd te-nvete
minte sd stai la locul tdu, brutd criminalg,
sdlbatic ucigas ce esti! Necredinciosule,
jefuitorule de biserici! Data viitoare, te
despic de la gat la cdlcaie, mancatorule de
hoituri! Esclavo!

S-a dat usor inapoi si si-a indreptat
spatele.

—Nu vorbeam serios, a remarcat el
cdtre Heyst, a cdrui privire fixd l-a intalnit
de sus. A fugit iute la pupa.



“Come along, sir. It's your turn. I
oughtn’t to have drunk first. ‘S truth, I
forgot myself! A gentleman like you will
overlook that, I know.” As he made these
apologies, Ricardo extended his hand. “Let
me steady you, sir.”

Slowly Mr. Jones unfolded himself
in all his slenderness, rocked, staggered,
His
henchman assisted him to the pipe, which

and caught Ricardo’s shoulder.
went on gushing a clear stream of water,
sparkling exceedingly against the black

piles and the gloom under the jetty.

“Catch hold, sir,” Ricardo advised
solicitously. “All right?”

He stepped back, and, while Mr.
Jones revelled in the abundance of water,
he addressed himself to Heyst with a sort
of justificatory speech, the tone of which,
reflecting his feelings, partook of purring
and spitting. They had been thirty hours
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,,Veniti, Sir. E randul
dumneavoastra. N-ar fi trebuit sa beau eu
intdi. Nu mi-am dat seama ce fac. Un
gentleman ca dumneavoastrd o sd-mi
treaca asta cu vederea, stiu.” Scuzandu-se
astfel, Ricardo intinse méana. , Dati-mi voie
sd va sprijin, sir.”

Incetisor, domnul Jones se
desfasurd in toata lungimea lui, se clatind,
se-mpletici, si se prinse de umarul lui
Ricardo. Acolitul sdu il ajutd sd ajunga la
teava din care continua sd curgd un izvor
de apd limpede, scanteind imbelsugat,
izbindu-se de pilonii din intunericul de sub
schela.

,Tineti-va bine, sir,” 1l sfatui
Ricardo grijuliu. ,Merge?”

Se trase tnapoi si, in timp ce domnul
Jones savura ca intr-o orgie abundenta de
apd, el se adresd lui Heyst cu un mic
discurs justificativ, al cdrui ton,
reflectindu-i sentimentele, semdna a ceva

intre tors de mata si stupit. Treizeci de ore
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—Veniti, sir. E randul
dumneavostra. N-ar fi trebuit sa beau eu
primul. N-am fdcut bine! Un gentleman ca
dumneavostrd va trece peste asta, cu
siguranta. In timp ce enunta aceste scuze,
Ricardo si-a intins mana. Lasati-ma sa va
ajut, sir.

Usor, domnul Jones s-a intins in
toata supletea lui, s-a cldtinat, s-a poticnit
si l-a apucat pe Ricardo de umadr. Acolitul
lui 1-a dus la conductd, care continua s
arunce un suvoi de apd curatd, stralucind
puternic si lovindu-se de pilonii negri din
intunericul de sub debarcader.

—Tineti-va bine, sir, l-a sfatuit cu
atentie Ricardo. E-n regula?

A facut un pas in spate si, in vreme
ce domnul Jones se desfata cu abundenta
de ap4, i s-a adresat lui Heyst cu un soi de
discurs justificativ, al cdrui ton,
reflectindu-i sentimentele, semana cu tors

de pisica si scuipaturi. Trdseserd de vasle



tugging at the oars, he explained, and they
had been more than forty hours without
water, except that the night before they had
licked the dew off the gunwales.

Ricardo did not explain to Heyst
how it happened. At that precise moment
he had no explanation ready for the man
on the wharf, who, he guessed, must be
wondering much more at the presence of
his visitors than at their plight.
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trasesera la rame, explica el, si mai bine de
patruzeci de ore n-au avut ce bea, decat
noaptea sa lingd roua de pe copastie.

Ricardo nu i-a explicat lui Heyst
cum de s-a intamplat asta. In acel anume
moment n-avea nicio explicatie pregatita
pentru omul de pe scheld care, banuia el,
trebuia sda se minuneze mai mult de
prezenta vizitatorilor decat de suferinta
lor.
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timp de treizeci de ore, a explicat el, si
statusera fard apa mai mult de patruzeci de
ore, cu exceptia noptii cand linseserd roua
de pe copastii.

Ricardo nu i-a explicat lui Heyst
cum se intamplase. In acel moment nu avea
nicio explicatie pregdtitd pentru omul de
pe chei care, se gandea el, trebuia sa fie
mult mai mirat de prezenta vizitatorilor
decéat de starea lor trista.



CHAPTER SEVEN

The explanation lay in the two
simple facts that the light winds and strong
currents of the Java Sea had drifted the
boat about until they partly lost their
bearings; and that by some extraordinary
mistake one of the two jars put into the
boat by Schomberg’s man contained salt
water. Ricardo tried to put some pathos
into his tones. Pulling for thirty hours with
eighteen-foot oars! And the sun! Ricardo
relieved his feelings by cursing the sun.
They had felt their hearts and lungs shrivel
within them. And then, as if all that hadn’t
been trouble enough, he complained
bitterly, he had had to waste his fainting
strength in beating their servant about the
head with a stretcher. The fool had wanted
to drink sea water, and wouldn’t listen to
reason. There was no stopping him
otherwise. It was better to beat him into
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Capitolul VII

Explicatia se afla in doud fapte
destul de simple: vanturile usoare si
curentii puternici ai Madrii Javei duseserd
atat de bine barca in derivd, incat ei
aproape cd-si pierduserd orientarea; si,
printr-o greseald dintre cele mai stranii,
unul dintre urcioarele puse in barca de
omul lui Schomberg continea apd sdrata.
Ricardo se straduise sa puna putin patos in
ton. Sa tragi treizeci de ore la niste rame de
sase metri! Si soarele pe deasupra! Isi mai
usurd sufletul blestemdnd  soarele.
Simtisera cum li se zbarcea in ei inima si
pldmanii. Si pe deasupra, ca si cum astea
toate n-ar fi fost de ajuns, se plangea el
acrit, a mai trebuit sd-si iroseasca
rdmadsitele de putere lovindu-l in cap pe
servitor cu un traversin, o rezemdtoare de
picioare la vaslit. Smintitul voia sa bea apa

de mare si nu pricepea de vorba. Nu-l
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Capitolul VII

Explicatia se afla in cele doud simple
realitati ca vanturile usoare si curentii
puternici ai Madrii Javei abdtuserd barca
pana ce

aproape cda si-au pierdut

relevmentele si cd, printr-o greseala
extraordinard, unul din cele doua vase
puse in barca de omul lui Schomberg
continea apa de mare. Ricardo incercase sa
adauge niste patos tonului povestirii. Sa
vaslesti treizeci de ore cu vasle de cinci
metri! Si cu soarele-dsta! Ricardo si-a mai
domolit sentimentele blestemand soarele.
Isi simtisers inimile si plamanii ofilindu-se
in ei. Si-apoi, ca si cum toate necazurile
astea n-ar fi fost de ajuns, s-a plans cu
amdrdaciune, fusese nevoit sd-si iroseasca
puterea si-asa slabitd pentru a-l1 bate pe
servitor in cap cu o tijd. Prostul voia sa bea
apd de mare si nu asculta de vorba buna.

N-avea cum altfel sa-1 opreascd. Era mai



insensibility than to have him go crazy in
the boat, and to be obliged to shoot him.
The preventive, administered with enough
force to brain an elephant, boasted Ricardo,
had to be applied on two occasions— the
second time all but in sight of the jetty.

“You have seen the beauty,”
Ricardo went on expansively, hiding his
lack of some sort of probable story under
this loquacity. “I had to hammer him away
from the spout. Opened afresh all the old
broken spots on his head. You saw how
hard I had to hit. He has no restraint, no
restraint at all. If it wasn’t that he can be
made useful in one way or another, I
would just as soon have let the governor
shoot him.”

He smiled up at Heyst in his
peculiar lip-retracting manner, and added
by way of afterthought:

“That’s what will happen to him in
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puteai opri in alt fel. Mai bine-1 bateai
pana-1 lasai lat jos, in nesimtire, decat sa ti
se-nvarteascd prin barca innebunit, sa
trebuiasca sa-l1 impusti. Leacul dsta
preventiv, administrat cu destuld forta ca
sd sparga si-un cap de elefant, se falea
Ricardo, a trebuit sd fie aplicat de doua
ori—a doua oara cand s-a zarit schela.

,L-ati vdazut pe frumosul dsta,”
continud Ricardo expansiv, ascunzand sub
locvacitate lipsa unei povesti plauzibile de
orice fel. ,Si de la robinet a trebuit si-1 dau
la o parte cu bataia. I s-au deschis din nou
toate plesniturile de la cap. Ati vazut cat a
trebuit sa lovesc de tare. Nu se poate
abtine. Nu se poate abtine deloc. De n-ar fi
sd te mai poti folosi de el la cate-o treabsd, 1-
as fi lasat pur si simplu pe patron sa-1
impuste.”

{i zambi lui Heyst in felul lui ciudat,
lungindu-si buzele, si adduga ca un fel de
reflectie:

,Pan’ la urmd asta o sa i se-ntample,
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bine sd-i bage mintile-n cap cu forta decat
sa-1 lase sa innebuneasca in barca si sa fie
nevoit sa-l impuste.  Preventivul,
administrat cu destuld fortd sa sparga
capul unui elefant, s-a mandrit Ricardo, a
trebuit sa fie aplicat de doua ori—a doua
oard chiar la orizont de debarcader.

—Ati vazut bestia, a continuat
Ricardo, ascunzandu-si lipsa unei povesti
credibile cu acestd logoree. A trebuit sa-1
dau deoparte de jet. I-a deschis la loc toate
crapaturile proaspete din cap. Ati vazut ce
tare a trebuit sda lovesc. N-are pic de
rezervd. Dacd nu ne-ar fi fost de ajutor cu
una, cu alta, l-as fi ldsat pe patron sa-1

impuste, mai degraba.

I-a zambit in sus lui Heyst in strania
sa manierad, tragandu-si buzele, si a mai zis,
ca o completare:

—Asa va padti, pand la urmd, daca



the end, if he doesn’t learn to restrain
himself. But I've taught him to mind his
manners for a while, anyhow!”
And again he addressed his quick grin up
to the man on the wharf. His round eyes
had never left Heyst’s face ever since he
began to deliver his account of the voyage.
“So that’s how he looks!” Ricardo
was saying to himself.
He had not expected Heyst to be like
He had formed for himself a
the  helpful
suggestion of a vulnerable point. These

this.
conception  containing
solitary men were often tipplers. But no! —
this was not a drinking man’s face; nor
could he detect the weakness of alarm, or
even the weakness of surprise, on these
features, in these steady eyes.

“We were too far gone to climb out,”
Ricardo went on. “I heard you walking
along, though. I thought I shouted; I tried
to. You didn’t hear me shout?”
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dacd nu se-nvatd sd se stapaneascd. Dar, in
orice caz, deocamdata l-am invatat cum sa
se poarte.”

$i din nou réanji spre omul de pe
scheld. Ochii lui rotunzi nu-1 sldbiserd o
clipda pe Heyst, de cand incepuse sd
debiteze naratiunea voiajului.

,Va sa zicd asa aratd,” isi spusese in
gand.

Nu se asteptase ca Heyst sd aiba
infitisarea asta. Isi facuse despre el o idee
in care intra si eventualitatea incurajatoare
a unui punct vulnerabil. Solitarii astia erau
de obicei si betivi. Dar nu—fata dstuia nu
era fatd de betiv. Nici nu putea descoperi
pe trdsaturi, in ochii lui calmi vreun semn
de slabiciune — frica sau mdcar surpriza.

»,Eram prea istoviti ca sa ne putem
sdlta pe scheld,” continua Ricardo. ,Dar v-
am auzit venind, am auzit pasii. Cred c-am
strigat; in orice caz, am incercat. Nu m-ati
auzit strigand?”

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2017

nu invata sa se controleze. Dar l-am invatat
eu sa fie politicos, cel putin pentru o
vreme!

Si din nou si-a ardtat ranjetul rapid
catre barbatul de pe debarcader. Ochii lui
rotunzi nu padrdsiserd fata lui Heyst de
cand incepuse sa relateze caldtoria.

,Deci asa aratd!” isi zicea Ricardo in
sinea lui.

Nu se asteptase ca Heyst sd fie asa.
Isi formase o imagine cu sugestia utild a
unui punct vulnerabil. Astia solitari erau
de multe ori niste betivani. Dar nu! Asta nu
era fata unui bautor si nici nu putea detecta
slabiciunea alarmarii sau chiar
vulnerabilitatea unei surprize pe acel chip,

in acei ochi.

—Eram prea sfarsiti ca sd ne urcam,
a continuat Ricardo. Dar v-am auzit
mergand pe-aici. Cred c-am strigat, am
incercat sa strig. Nu m-ati auzit strigand?



Heyst made an almost
imperceptible negative sign, which the
greedy eyes of Ricardo—greedy for all
signs — did not miss.

“Throat too parched. We didn’t
even care to whisper to each other lately.
Thirst chokes one. We might have died
there under this wharf before you found
us.”

“I couldn’t think where you had
gone to.” Heyst was heard at last,
addressing directly the newcomers from
the sea. “You were seen as soon as you
cleared that point.”

“We were seen, eh?” grunted Mr.
Ricardo. “We pulled like machines—
daren’t stop. The governor sat at the tiller,
but he couldn’t speak to us. She drove in
between the piles till she hit something,
and we all tumbled off the thwarts as if we
had been drunk. Drunk —ha, ha! Too dry,
by George! We fetched in here with the

very last of our strength, and no mistake.
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Heyst facu un gest negativ, aproape
imperceptibil, pe care ochii avizi ai lui
Ricardo—avizi pentru orice fel de semn—
nu-1 scapara.

,Gatul mi-era scoarta. Nici macar in
soaptd nu mai vorbeam unul cu altul, cdtre
sfarsit. Setea te sufoca. Puteam foarte bine
sd si murim aici sub scheld, daca nu ne-ati
fi gasit.”

»Nu-mi puteam imagina unde-ati
disparut.” Heyst, in fine, se adresase direct
nou-venitilor de pe mare. ,Ati fost vazuti
indatd ce ati dublat capul.”

,Am fost vazuti, va sa zica,”

mormdi Ricardo. ,Trageam ca niste

masini—nu-ndrdzneam sia ne oprim.
Patronul era la bard, dar nu mai putea sa
vorbeasca. Barca a nimerit printre piloni,
péana cand s-a izbit de ceva, si-am cdzut toti
de pe bancheti parc-am fi fost bauti.
Bauti—ha, ha! Eram uscati —asta eram! Si

ultima picdtura de putere a trebuit s-o
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Heyst a facut un semn negativ
aproape imperceptibil, pe care ochii lacomi
ai lui Ricardo —lacomi dupd un semn —nu
l-au ratat.

— Am gatul prea uscat. Nici nu ne-
am sinchisit sd soptim intre noi. Te ineacd,
setea asta. Am fi putut muri acolo sub
debarcaderul dsta, dacd nu ne-ati fi gdsit.

—Nu-mi puteam da seama unde ati
dispdrut, l-a auzit in cele din urma pe
Heyst vorbind, adresandu-se direct nou-
venitilor de pe mare. Ati fost vazuti
imediat ce ati trecut de capul ala.

—Am fost vazuti, nu? a mormait
domnul Ricardo. Am vaslit ca niste

masini—nu-ndrazneam sda ne oprim.
Patronul stdtea la cArma, dar nu putea sa
vorbeasca cu noi. Barca a intrat intre piloni
pana s-a izbit de ceva, iar noi ne-am
prabusit de pe bancd de parc-am fi fost
beti. Beti, haha! Prea uscati, de fapt! Am

ajuns aici cu ultimele puteri—incd o mila



Another mile would have done for us.
When I heard your footsteps above, I tried
to get up, and I fell down.”

“That was the first sound I heard,”
said Heyst.

Mr Jones, the front of his soiled
white tunic soaked and plastered against
his breast-bone, staggered away from the
water-pipe. Steadying himself on Ricardo’s
shoulder, he drew a long breath, raised his
dripping head, and produced a smile of
ghastly amiability, which was lost upon
the thoughtful Heyst. Behind his back the
sun, touching the water, was like a disc of
iron cooled to a dull red glow, ready to
start rolling round the circular steel plate of
the sea, which, under the darkening sky,
looked more solid than the high ridge of
Samburan; more solid than the point,
whose long outlined slope melted into its
own unfathomable shadow blurring the
dim sheen on the bay. The forceful stream
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stoarcem ca s-ajungem pan-aici, ce mai!
Incs o mil4, si ne-am fi curitat. Cand v-am
auzit pasii deasupra, am incercat sd ma
ridic si am cazut.”

Asta a fost primul zgomot pe care
l-am auzit,” zise Heyst.

Domnul Jones, cu tunica alba patata
uda leoarca si lipita de cosul pieptului, se
depdrtd impleticindu-se de gura tevii.
Sprijinindu-se de umarul lui Ricardo,
respird adanc, isi indrepta capul de pe care
apa se scurgea siroaie, si reusi un zambet
de o amabilitate sinistra cheltuitd de
pomana pentru un Heyst pe ganduri. In
spatele lui soarele, atingand apa, era ca un
disc de fier inrosit incepand s se rdceascd;
stralucea de-un rosu mohorat si arata gata
sd-nceapa sa se roteascd de-a lungul plitei
circulare de otel a marii care, sub cerul ce-
ncepuse sd se-ntunece, pdrea mai solida
chiar decat creasta itnalta a Samburanului,
mult mai solidd decat promontoriul, a
cdrui pantd lungd se contura topindu-se in
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ne-ar fi rapus. Cand v-am auzit pasii
deasupra, am incercat sda md ridic si-am

cazut la loc.

— A fost primul sunet pe care l-am
auzit, a zis Heyst.

Domnul Jones, cu tunica alba
imbibatda cu apa si lipitd de piept, s-a
de

Sustinandu-se de umarul lui Ricardo, a tras

indepartat conductd schiopatand.
adanc aer in piept, si-a ridicat capul de pe
care se scurgea apa si a afisat un zambet de
o amabilitate inspdimantdtoare, care s-a
irosit pe inganduratul Heyst. In spatele sau
soarele, atingand apa, era ca un disc de fier
rdcit pana la o usoard lucire rosiaticd, gata
sd se roteasca in jurul pldcii circulare de
otel a marii care, sub cerul ce se intuneca,
ardta mai solidd decat culmea inaltd a
Samburanului, mai solida decat capul, a
carui panta lunga se topea in propria
umbra de nepatruns, umbrind luciul usor
al golfului. Suvoiul puternic din conducta



from the pipe broke like shattered glass on
the boat’s gunwale. Its loud, fitful, and
persistent splashing revealed the depths of
the world’s silence.

“Great notion, to lead the water out
here,” pronounced Ricardo appreciatively.

Water was life. He felt now as if he
could run a mile, scale a ten-foot wall, sing
a song. Only a few minutes ago he was next
door to a corpse, done up, unable to stand,
to lift a hand; unable to groan. A drop of
water had done that miracle.

“Didn’t you feel life itself running
and soaking into you, sir?” he asked his
principal, with deferential but forced
vivacity.

Without a word, Mr. Jones stepped
off the thwart and sat down in the stern-
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propria-i umbrda insondabild, voaland
stralucirea palidd a golfului. Jetul puternic
de apd din conductd cddea pe copastia
de

Improscatul acesta zgomotos, capricios,

barcii cu zgomot sticlda sparta.
insistent revela profunzimea tdcerii pe
lume.

,Grozavd idee, s-aduci apa pana
aici,” rosti Ricardo cu admiratie.

Apa era viata. Se simtea acum in
stare s-alerge si o mild, sd se catere peste-
un zid de trei metri, si cante. Dar cateva
minute mai finainte era aproape un
cadavru, istovit, incapabil sd se tind pe
picioare, sd ridice o mand, incapabil sa
geamd. $i o picdturd de apd facuse toatd
minunea asta.

,Parcd sorbeai viatd, parca te scaldai
in ea. Nu-i asa, sir?” i se adresa el
patronului sdu cu o vioiciune deferentd,
dar fortata.

Fara o vorba, domnul Jones cobori

de pe banc si se aseza pe banchet, la pupa.
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se spdrgea pe copastia bdrcii ca sticla
staramata. Stropitul sau galdgios, sporadic
si persistent revela adancimea linistii

lumesti.

—Grozava idee, sa captezi apa pan-
aici, s-a pronuntat apreciativ Ricardo.

Apa insemna viatd. Acum simtea c-
ar putea alerga o mild, cd s-ar putea catdra
pe un zid de trei metri, c-ar putea si sa
cante ceva. Doar cu cateva minute inainte
era aproape un hoit, terminat, incapabil sa
stea pe doud picioare, sd geama. O picdtura
de apa facuse miracolul.

—N-ati simtit cd viata insdsi va
curge prin vine si va-mbie, sir? l-a intrebat
el pe patron cu o fortatd vioiciune
politicoasa.

Fara a spune o vorbd, domnul Jones
a coborat de pe banca si s-a asezat la pupa.



sheets.

“Isn’t that man of yours bleeding to
death in the bows under there?” inquired
Heyst.

Ricardo ceased his ecstasies over the
life-giving water and answered in a tone of
Innocence:

“He? You may call him a man, but
his hide is a jolly sight tougher than the
toughest alligator he ever skinned in the
good old days. You don’t know how much
he can stand: I do. We have tried him along
time ago. Ola, there! Pedro! Pedro!” he
yelled, with a force of lung testifying to the
regenerative virtues of water.

A weak “Serior?” came from under
the wharf.

“What did I tell you?” said Ricardo
triumphantly. “Nothing can hurt him. He’s
all right. But, I say, the boat’s getting
swamped. Can’t you turn this water off
before you sink her under us? She’s half
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~Nu-si pierde oare tot sangele omul
dla, acolo jos, la provd?” intreba Heyst.

Ricardo isi intrerupse extazierea in
fata virtutilor ddtdtoare de viatd ale apei,
pentru ca sd raspundd cu candoare:

,Ala? Puteti daci vreti si-i spuneti
om, dar pielea lui e mult mai rezistenta
decéat pielea celui mai rezistent crocodil pe
care l-a jupuit el vreodatd in zilele lui
frumoase de demult. Nici nu va dati seama
la ce poate rezista; eu imi dau. L-am pus la
Ola! Ehei! Pedro!
Pedro!” rdcni el cu o vigoare a plamanilor

incercare, demult.
care confirma valoarea regenerativa a apei.

De sub provd se auzi un slab:
,Serior?”

,Ce v-am spus?” facu Ricardo
triumfator. ,Nimic nu-l dd gata. N-are
nimic. Dar, ia te uitda, barca se umple de
apd. Nu puteti sa-nchideti robinetul pana
nu ne ducem la fund, aici sub picioarele
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—Nu moare omul vostru plin de
sange, la prord? s-a interesat Heyst.

Ricardo si-a incetat extazul fata de
apa datdtoare de viata si a rdspuns pe un
ton inocent:

—EI? 1i ziceti dumneavoastrd om,
dar pielea aia-i mai tare ca al celui mai
puternic aligator pe care l-a jupuit in
vremurile lui bune. Nu stiti de cate e-n
stare: eu da. L-am incercat demult. ,Olg,

'II

madi Pedro! Pedro!” a strigat el, cu o fortd a

plamanilor ce  dovedea  virtutile

regeneratoare ale apei.

De sub debarcader s-a auzit un slab
,Serior?”

—Ce v-am spus? a zis Ricardo
triumfator. Nimic nu-i face rdu. E-n regula.
Dar, ia uite, s-a baltit barca. Nu puteti opri
apa asta, inainte sd se scufunde sub noi?
Deja s-a umplu pe jumatate.



tull already.”
At a
hammered at the brass tap on the wharf,

sign from Heyst, Wang
then stood behind Number One, crowbar
in hand, motionless as before. Ricardo was
perhaps not so certain of Pedro’s
toughness as he affirmed; for he stooped,
peering under the wharf, then moved
forward out of sight. The gush of water,
ceasing suddenly, made a silence which
became complete when the after-trickle
stopped. Afar, the sun was reduced to ared
spark, glowing very low in the breathless
immensity of twilight. Purple gleams
lingered on the water all round the boat.
The spectral figure in the stern-sheets

spoke in a languid tone:

“That —er —companion —er —
secretary of mine is a queer chap. I am
afraid we aren’t presenting ourselves in a
very favourable light.”

listened. It

Heyst was  the
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dumneavoastra? E pe jumatate plind.”

La un semn al lui Heyst, Wang
inchise, batandu-1 cu ciocanul, robinetul de
alamad de pe scheld, apoi ramase in picioare
in spatele Numarului Unu, cu clestele in
mand, nemiscat ca inainte. Ricardo poate
ca nu era chiar atat de sigur de rezistenta
lui Pedro pe cat afirmase, pentru ca se
pleca sub debarcader sd se uite, apoi se
duse spre provd, disparand. Jetul de apa
incetand brusc, se ldsd o tacere care deveni
totald de-abia dupa ce se scurserd si
ultimele picaturi. In zare, soarele ramasese
doar o scanteie rosie licarind foarte
aproape de orizont in imensitatea imobila
a amurgului. Sclipiri purpurii intarziau pe
apd imprejurul barcii. Tipul spectral de la
pupa rosti cu o voce tdragdnata:

,Tovardasul dsta.. &a... secretarul
dsta... al meu, e cam sucit. Teama-mi e ca
nu ne prezentam intr-o lumind prea
favorabila...”

Heyst asculta. Era vocea uzuald a
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La semnul lui Heyst, Wang a lovit
robinetul de alamd de pe debarcader, iar
apoi s-a asezat in spatele Numadrului Unu
cu ranga In mand, nemiscat ca inainte.
Ricardo poate cd nu era atat de sigur pe
forta lui Pedro pe cat spusese, fiindca s-a
aplecat sd se uite sub debarcader si apoi a
mers inainte, dispdrand. Suvoiul de apa,
oprindu-se deodatd, a ldsat in loc o tdcere
desdvarsita de ultima picdturd de apa de
baut. In depértare, soarele mai era doar o
slaba stralucire rosie in imensitatea linistita
a amurgului. Scantei purpurii zaboveau pe
apa de

jur-imprejurul  bdrcii. Figura

spectrala de la pupa a grdit apatic:

— Acest, tovardsul... secretarul asta
al meu... e unindivid straniu. Ma tem ca nu
ne prezentam intr-o lumina favorabila.

Heyst asculta. Era obisnuita voce a



conventional voice of an educated man,
only strangely lifeless. But more strange
yet was this concern for appearances,
expressed, he did not know, whether in jest
or in earnest. Earnestness was hardly to be
supposed under the circumstances, and no
one had ever jested in such dead tones. It
was something which could not be
answered, and Heyst said nothing. The
other went on:

“Travelling as I do, I find a man of
his sort extremely useful. He has his little
weaknesses, no doubt.”

“Indeed!” Heyst was provoked into
speaking. “Weakness of the arm is not one
of them; neither is an exaggerated
humanity, as far as I can judge.”

“Defects of temper,” explained Mr.
Jones from the stern-sheets.

The subject of this dialogue, coming
out just then from under the wharf into the

visible part of the boat, made himself heard
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unui om cultivat, doar ca ciudat de lipsita
de viatd. Si mai ciudatd incd pdrea aceasta
preocupare a lui pentru aparente, pe care
Heyst nu stia dacd s-o ia in serios sau in
glumad. Era greu sd iei asa ceva in serios in
imprejurarile acelea, iar de glumit, nimeni
nu glumise pand atunci pe un ton atat de
lipsit de viatd. La asa ceva nu se putea
raspunde, si Heyst nu rdspunse. Celalalt
continud:

,Calatorind mult, asa cum fac eu,
gdsesc ca un om de felul lui este extrem de
util. Fara-ndoiala, are si el micile lui
slabiciuni.”

,Intr-adevir?” Heyst nu se putuse
abtine. ,,Tn orice caz, nu in mana ii sta
sldbiciunea, si nici de exces de omenie nu
poate fi acuzat, din cate-mi pot da seama.”

,,isi iese usor din fire,” explica
domnul Jones, de la pupa.

Cel ce facea obiectul acestui dialog
apdrand tocmai atunci de sub scheld in
partea vizibila a bdrcii, lud cuvantul in

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2017

omului educat, doar cd surprizdtor de
lipsitd de viatd. Dar si mai stranie era
aceastd preocupare pentru aparente,
afisatd fie in glumad, fie in serios —nu-si
dddea seama. Seriozitatea nu prea era de
banuit, avand in vedere circumstantele,
dar nimeni nu mai glumise pe un ton atat
de lipsit de viata. N-avea ce sd-i raspunds,

asa cd n-a spus nimic. Celalalt a continuat:

— Céldtorind des, cum fac eu, gdsesc
deosebit de utili oamenii de felul lui. Au
unele slabiciuni, fireste.

—Asa-i! a fost impins Heyst sa
spund. Printre ele nu se numara si

sldbiciunea bratului, sau omenia excesiva.

—Defecte de
explicat domnul Jones de la pupa.

temperament, a

Obiectul acestui dialog, iesind chiar
atunci de sub debarcader in partea vizibila
a barcii, s-a facut auzit in apdrarea sa, cu o



in his own defence, in a voice full of life,
and with nothing languid in his manner.
On the contrary, it was brisk, almost jocose.
He begged pardon for contradicting. He
was never out of temper with “our Pedro.”
The fellow was a Dago of immense
strength and of no sense whatever. This
combination made him dangerous, and he
had to be treated accordingly, in a manner
which he could understand. Reasoning
was beyond him.

“And addressed
Heyst with animation—"“you mustn’t be

so” —Ricardo

surprised if —“

“I assure you,” Heyst interrupted,
“that my wonder at your arrival in your
boat here is so great that it leaves no room
for minor astonishments. But hadn’t you
better land?”

“That’s the talk, sir!” Ricardo began
to bustle about the boat, talking all the
time. Finding himself unable to “size up”
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propria sa apdrare, cu un glas plin de
vigoare, cu nimic tardganat in comportarea
sa. Dimpotriva, era vioi, aproape ghidus.
Isi ceru iertare pentru faptul ci era de alta
parere. Nu-si iesea niciodatd din fire cu
»Pedro al nostru”. Individul era un dago
de-o putere inimaginabild, dar lipsit cu
totul de minte. Combinatia asta il facea
teribil de periculos, si trebuia tratat in
consecinta, intr-un fel pe care sa-1 priceapa
si el. Sd-ncerci sa-l faci sd-nteleagd insemna
sa-ti pierzi timpul.

”

,Asa cd..” i se adresd Ricardo lui
Heyst cu vioiciune, ,,... nu trebuie sa fiti
uimiti daca...”

,Vd asigur,” il intrerupse Heyst, ,,cd
uimirea mea in fata aparitiei barcii
dumneavoastra aici e atit de mare, incat nu
lasa loc pentru uimiri minore. Dar, n-ar fi
mai bine s3 debarcati?”

,Admirabila

incepu sd se agite prin barca, vorbind

idee, sir!” Ricardo

intruna. Nesimtindu-se in stare sa-1
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voce plind de viatd si cu nicio lentoare in
staturd. Din contrd, era sprinten, aproape
vesel. Si-a cerut iertare ca trebuia sa-l
contrazica. Nu-si iesea niciodata din fire cu
»Pedro al nostru”. Individul era un dago cu
o fortd imensd si cu niciun pic de minte.
Combinatia il facea periculos, si trebuia
tratat in consecintd, intr-un fel care sa-i fie
pe inteles. Ratiunea il depdsea.

—Asa cd, i s-a adresat Ricardo lui
Heyst, animat, nu trebuie sa fiti surprins
daca...

—Va asigur, a intrerupt Heyst, ca
surpriza mea la venirea voastra aici intr-o
barca e atat de grozava, cd nu lasd loc
pentru uimiri ulterioare. Dar n-ar fi mai
bine sa urcati?

— Bine ziceti, sir! Ricardo a inceput
sd se agite in barcd, tot bombanind. Fiind
incapabil sa-1 mdsoare din priviri pe acest



this man, he was inclined to credit him
with extraordinary powers of penetration,
which,
favoured by silence. Also, he feared some

it seemed to him, would be
pointblank question. He had no ready-
made story to tell. He and his patron had
put off considering that rather important
detail too long. For the last two days, the
thirst,
unexpectedly, had prevented consultation.
They had had to pull for dear life. But the
man on the wharf, were he in league with

horrors of coming on them

the devil himself, would pay for all their

sufferings, thought Ricardo with an

unholy joy.

Meantime, splashing in the water
which covered the bottom-boards, Ricardo
the
luggage being out of the way of the wet. He

congratulated himself aloud on

had piled it up forward. He had roughly
tied up Pedro’s head. Pedro had nothing to
grumble about. On the contrary, he ought
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cantdreasca pe omul dsta, se simtea tentat
sd-i acorde o putere de patrundere
extraordinard pe care, avea el impresia,
tdcerea sa ar fi favorizat-o. De asemenea, se
temea de o intrebare pusa de-a dreptul. Nu
avea nicio poveste gata pregatita. Si el si
patronul amanaserd prea mult examinarea
acestui amadnunt, foarte important de
altminteri. In ultimele doui zile chinurile
setei dand peste ei pe neasteptate, n-au mai
avut chef de niciun fel de chibzuiala. Au
trebuit sd tragd la rame ca sd-si scape viata.
Dar omul de pe scheld o sda pldteasca
pentru toate chinurile lor, de-ar fi tovards
chiar cu dracu! isi zicea in gand Ricardo cu
o bucurie necurata.

In vremea asta, c3lcand si
improscand prin apa din fundul barcii,
Ricardo se felicita in gura mare cd bagajul
nu se udase. 1l stivuise la prova. Pe Pedro
il bandajase la cap, destul de rudimentar,
asa ca parosul n-avea de ce se plange.

Dimpotrivd, trebuia sd-i fie nespus de
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om, era inclinat sa-i atribuie puteri de
perceptie extraordinare pe care, i se pdrea,
ticerea sa le-ar fi favorizat. De asemenea,
se temea de o intrebare directd. Nu avea
nicio poveste gata, sd i-o zicd. El si patronul
amanaserd prea mult sd se gandeasca la
acest detaliu destul de important. In
ultimele doud zile, ororile setei care-i
coplesise pe neasteptate impiedicaserd o
discutie. Fusesera nevoiti sd tragd, pe viata
si pe moarte. Dar omul de pe debarcader,
de-ar fi frate cu dracul tot va plati pentru
toate suferintele lor, s-a gandit Ricardo cu
teribila bucurie.

Intre timp, stropind in apa care
acoperea fundul barcii, Ricardo se felicita
cu voce tare cd nu asezase bagajele in calea
apei. Le pusese gramada la prora. Il legase
oarecum pe Pedro la cap, asa cd n-avea de
ce sd mormadie. Din contrd, trebuia sd-i fie
tare recunoscator lui — Ricardo —cad mai era



to be mighty thankful to him, Ricardo, for
being alive at all.

“Well, now, let me give you a leg
up, sir,” he said cheerily to his motionless
principal in the stern-sheets. “All our
troubles are over—for a time, anyhow.
Ain’t it luck to find a white man on this
island? I would have just as soon expected
to meet an angel from heaven—eh, Mr.
Jones? Now then—ready, sir? One, two,
three, up you go!”

Helped from below by Ricardo, and
from above by the man more unexpected
than an angel, Mr. Jones scrambled up and
stood on the wharf by the side of Heyst. He
swayed like a reed. The night descending
on Samburan turned into dense shadow
the point of land and the wharf itself, and
gave a dark solidity to the unshimmering
water extending to the last faint trace of
light away to the west. Heyst stared at the
guests whom the renounced world had
sent him thus at the end of the day. The
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recunoscator lui, lui Ricardo, cd mai era in
viata.

,El, si-acuma dati-mi voie sa v-ajut
sd puneti un picior sus, sir,” se adresa el
surazdtor patronului sdu de la pupa. ,Am
de

moment cel putin. Nu-nseamna c-avem

scapat toate necazurile... pentru
noroc, cand gadsim un alb pe insula asta? E
ca si cum te-ai fi asteptat sd dai peste-un
inger pogorat din cer —nu-i asa, domnule
Jones? Ei—gata, sir? Un, doi, trei, sus!”
Ajutat de jos de Ricardo si de sus de
albul mai neasteptat decat un inger,
domnul Jones se cdtdrad pe debarcader si se

opri aldturi de Heyst. Se legana ca o trestie.

Noaptea care se ldsa peste Samburan
transforma intr-o umbra densa
promontoriul si schela, dand marii

neclintite o soliditate sumbra, stingand si
ultima slaba licarire de lumind pana la
apus, departe. Heyst privea la oaspetii
trimisi in acest sfarsit de zi de-o lume la

care renuntase. Singurul vestigiu de

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2017

in viata.

—Bun, ldsati-ma deci sd va ajut sa
urcati, sir, i-a zis el voios patronului care
stitea nemiscat la pupa. S-au sfarsit
necazurile noastre, cel putin pentru o
vreme. Ce noroc c-am gdsit un alb pe insula
asta! Mai curdnd m-as fi asteptat sa
intdlnim un inger din cer, nu, domnule
Jones? Haideti, sunteti gata? Unu, doi, trei,
hopa sus!

Ajutat de jos de Ricardo si de sus de
albul mai surprinzdtor ca un inger, domnul
Jones s-a ingramadit sus si s-a asezat pe
debarcader langa Heyst. Se clatina ca o

trestie. Noaptea ce cobora asupra
Samburanului  preschimba capul si
debarcaderul intr-o umbra densa si

conferea o soliditate intunecatd apei
nemiscate, mergand pand la ultima urma
de lumind, departe inspre apus. Heyst se
uita la oaspetii pe care lumea abandonata

i-i trimisese la finalul zilei. Singurul



only other vestige of light left on earth
lurked in the hollows of the thin man’s
eyes. They gleamed, mobile and languidly
evasive. The eyelids fluttered.

“You are feeling weak,” said Heyst.

“For the moment, a little,” confessed
the other.

With
scrambled on his hands and knees upon

loud panting, Ricardo
the wharf, energetic and unaided. He rose
up at Heyst’s elbow and stamped his foot
on the planks, with a sharp, provocative,
double beat, such as is heard sometimes in
fencing-schools before the adversaries
engage their foils. Not that the renegade
seaman Ricardo knew anything of fencing.
What he called “shooting-irons” were his
weapons, or the still less aristocratic knife,
such as was even then ingeniously
strapped to his leg. He thought of it, at that
moment. A swift stooping motion, then, on
the recovery, a ripping blow, a shove off
the wharf, and no noise except a splash in
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lumind ramasd pe pamant zdcea in fundul

ochilor cavernosi ai sldbanogului, care
luceau, mobili si evazivi. Pleoapele
clipeau.

, Va simtiti slabit,” zise Heyst.
,Pentru. moment, da, putin”
madrturisi celalalt.

Ricardo, gafaind zgomotos, se
catdrd pe scheld cu mainile si cu genunchii,
voiniceste, neajutat de nimeni. Se ridica
langa Heyst si batu, de doud ori, scurt si
imperativ in scanduri, cum se aude uneori
la scolile de scrima inainte ca adversarii sa-
si angajeze floretele. Nu cd marinarul
apostat ar fi stiut ceva despre scrima.
Armele lui erau pistoalele sau mai-putin-
aristocraticele cutite, cum era si cel pe care
chiar si-acum il avea prins la picior. Isi
aduse aminte de el in clipa asta. O miscare
rapidd de aplecare, o lovitura epatanta o
data cu ridicarea, si-un bréanci jos de pe
scheld; niciun alt zgomot decat un plescait

in apd, care de-abia dac-ar tulbura linistea.
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vestigiu luminos rdmas pe pamant pandea
in golul ochilor omului mai subtire.
Luceau, vigurosi si evazivi, iar pleoapele
clipeau.

— Va simtiti sldbit, a zis Heyst.

—Pe moment, usor, a marturisit
celalalt.

Cu un gafait sonor, Ricardo s-a
urcat in genunchi pe debarcader, energic si
pe cont propriu. S-a ridicat la umarul lui
Heyst si a izbit scandurile cu o bataie dubla
ascutitd si provocatoare, cum se aude
uneori in scolile de scrimd, inainte ca
adversarii sa-si incruciseze floretele. Nu c-
ar fi stiut ceva despre scrima marinarul
renegat Ricardo. Armele sale erau
pistoalele, sau si mai putin aristocraticele
cutite, asa cum era acum cel legat ingenios
de pulpa. S-a gandit la el in acest moment.
O aplecare iute, apoi in urcare o lovitura
zdrobitoare, o impingere peste debarcader
si niciun sunet cu exceptia improscaturii
din apa care cu greu ar deranja linistea.



the water that would scarcely disturb the
silence. Heyst would have no time for a
cry. It would be quick and neat, and
immensely in accord with Ricardo’s
humour. But he repressed this gust of
savagery. The job was not such a simple
one. This piece had to be played to another
tune, and in much slower time. He
returned to his note of talkative simplicity.

“Ay; and I too don’t feel as strong as
I thought I was when the first drink set me
up. Great wonder-worker water is! And to
get it right here on the spot! It was
heaven—hey, sir?”

Mr Jones, being directly addressed,

took up his part in the concerted piece:

“Really, when I saw a wharf on
what might have been an uninhabited
island, I couldn’t believe my eyes. I
doubted its existence. I thought it was a
delusion till the boat actually drove
between the piles, as you see her lying
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N-ar avea timp nici macar sa tipe. Ar fi
rapid, curatel, si perfect in stilul lui
Ricardo. Dar 1isi stapani acest val de
ferocitate. Treaba nu era chiar atat de
simpla. Piesa asta se canta pe altd melodie,
intr-un tempo mult mai lent. Reveni la

flecdreala lui simplista.

,Ei, nici eu nu ma simt atat de tare
cat md credeam cand prima inghititura ne-
a pus pe picioare. Mare vrdjitoare, si apa
asta! Si sa dai de ea chiar aici, la nas!
Minune cereascs, sir, ce ziceti?”

Cuvintele fiindu-i adresate direct,
domnul Jones isi jucd rolul in aceastd piesa
bine pusa la cale:

,Adevarat, cAnd am vazut o scheld
pe-o insuld care-ar fi putut foarte bine sa fie
nelocuitd, nu-mi venea sd-mi cred ochilor.
Habar n-aveam de existenta ei. Credeam ca
mi se pare, pana cand am nimerit cu barca-
ntre piloni, aici unde-o vedeti acuma.”
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Heyst n-ar avea timp sa strige. Ar fi rapid
si curat si extrem de conform cu firea lui
Ricardo. Dar a reprimat aceastd izbucnire
de salbaticie. Afacerea nu era una asa de
simpld. Piesa asta trebuia cantata pe o alta
melodie si intr-un tempo mult mai lent. S-

a intors la vorbadria lui simpla.

—Vai, si nu md simt asa puternic
cum am crezut cand m-a pus pe picioare
prima gurd de apa. Mare minundtie mai e
si apa! Si s-o ai si-aici la indeménad. A fost
mana cereasca, nu, sir?

Domnul Jones, fiind adresat direct,

si-a asumat rolul in aceastd piesa
concertatd:
—Asa e, cand am vazut un

debarcader pe ceea ce putea fi o insula
nelocuitd, nu mi-am crezut ochilor. M-am
indoit de existenta lui. Am crezut ca-i o
ndlucd, pand ce barca a intrat intre piloni,
cum o vedeti acum ca sta.



4

now.

While he was speaking faintly, in a
voice which did not seem to belong to the
earth, his henchman, in extremely loud
and terrestrial accents, was fussing about
their belongings in the boat, addressing
himself to Pedro:

“Come, now — pass up the dunnage
there! Move, yourself, hombre, or I'll have
to get down again and give you a tap on
those bandages of yours, you growling
bear, you!”

“Ah! You didn't believe in the
reality of the wharf?” Heyst was saying to
Mr. Jones.

“You ought to kiss my hands!”

Ricardo caught hold of an ancient
Gladstone bag and swung it on the wharf
with a thump.

“Yes! You ought to burn a candle
before me as they do before the saints in
your country. No saint has ever done so
much for you as I have, you ungrateful
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Vorbea cu voce slaba, parcad n-ar fi
fost de pe lumea asta, in timp ce acolitul
lui, cu tonalitdti foarte puternice si terestre,
se agita pe chestia bagajelor din barcd,
spunandu-i lui Pedro:

,Hai, hop! Zvarle sacii dia-ncoa!
Miscad, mai hombre, sau ma faci sa ma dau
jos la tine si sd-ti mai croiesc una pe bandaj,

mad, urs mormait ce esti!”

,Oh, nu credeati ca debarcaderu-i
real?” ii spunea Heyst domnului Jones.

,Ar trebui sd-mi saruti mainile!”

Ricardo prinse o valizd de piele
moale, veche, si o tranti pe schela.

,Da! Ar trebui

luméanare-n fata mea, cum faceti in fata

s-aprinzi = si-o

sfintilor in tara voastra. Nu exista sfant sa
fi facut atata pentru tine cat am facut eu,
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in timp ce vorbea slabit, cu o voce
care nu pdrea sa fie de pe pamant, acolitul
sdu, cu niste accente extrem de puternice si
pamantene, i s-a adresat lui Pedro:

—Hai, treci incoace. Da-mi sacii dia
de-acolo! Misca-te, hombre, nu ma face sa
cobor iar si sa-ti ard una peste capul dla de

urs mormadit bandajat!

— Ah!
debarcaderului? ii zicea Heyst domnului

N-ati crezut in existenta

Jones.

— Ar trebui sd-mi pupi mana!

Ricardo a apucat un sac vechi de
voiaj si l-a azvarlit pe debarcader unde a
aterizat cu o bufnitura.

—Da! Ar trebui sa-mi aprinzi o
lumanare, cum fac pentru sfintii din tara ta.
Niciun sfant n-a facut atatea pentru tine,
cate am facut eu, vagabond nerecunoscator



vagabond. Now then! Up you get!”

Helped by the talkative Ricardo,
Pedro scrambled up on the wharf, where
he remained for some time on all fours,
swinging to and fro his shaggy head tied
up in white rags. Then he got up clumsily,
like a bulky animal in the dusk, balancing
itself on its hind legs.

Mr Jones began to explain languidly
to Heyst that they were in a pretty bad state
that morning, when they caught sight of
the smoke of the volcano. It nerved them to
make an effort for their lives. Soon
afterwards they made out the island.

“I had just wits enough left in my
baked brain to alter the direction of the
boat,” the ghostly voice went on. “As to
finding assistance, a wharf, a white man—
nobody would have dreamed of it. Simply
preposterous!”

“That’s what I thought when my
Chinaman came and told me he had seen a
boat with white men pulling up,” said
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md, vagabond nerecunoscator! Hai! Sus!”

Ajutat de flecarul Ricardo, Pedro se
catdra pe scheld, unde o vreme ramase in
patru labe, clatindndu-si incoace si-ncolo
capu-i latos infasurat in zdrente albe. Apoi,
stangaci ca un animal butucdnos, se ridica,
leganandu-se in intuneric pe picioarele
dindarat.

Domnul Jones incepu sa-i explice
taraganat lui Heyst cd erau intr-un hal
destul de jalnic in dimineata aia cand au
zdrit fumul vulcanului. Asta le-a dat putere
sd mai facd un efort ca sa-si salveze viata.
Nu mult dupa asta au zdrit insula.

»~Am mai avut inca destuld judecata-
n capul meu istovit incat sa dau bdrcii
directia care trebuia,” continud spectral
vocea. ,Cat despre gdsit ajutor, un
debarcader, un alb... nimeni n-ar fi visat.
Ar fi fost pur si simplu absurd.”

,Asta am crezut si eu cand a venit
chinezul meu sd-mi spund ca a vdazut o

barcd, cu albi tragand la rame,” zise Heyst.
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ce esti! Hai, ridica-te!

Ajutat de vorbdretul Ricardo, Pedro
s-a cocotat pe debarcader, unde a rdmas o
vreme in patru labe, clatindndu-si capul
mitos legat cu carpe albe. Apoi s-a ridicat
ca o matahala

stangaci, in amurg,

stabilizandu-se pe picioarele din spate.

Domnul Jones a inceput sa-i explice
lent lui Heyst cd se aflau intr-o stare foarte
rea in acea dimineatd, cand au zarit fumul
vulcanului. I-a impins sd facd un ultim
efort pentru a-si salva viata. La scurt timp,
au zarit si insula.

— Am avut spiritul necesar, in ciuda
epuizadrii, sd mai schimb doar cursul barcii,
a continuat vocea fantomatica. Cat despre
gdsirea unui ajutor, a unui debarcader, a
unui alb—nici nu visam la asa ceva.
Complet absurd!

—Asta m-am gandit si eu cand
chinezul meu a venit si mi-a zis c-a vazut
aproape o barcd si niste albi vaslind, i-a



Heyst.
“Most luck,”
interjected Ricardo, standing by anxiously

extraordinary

attentive to every word. “Seems a dream,”
he added. “A lovely dream!”

A silence fell on that group of three,
as if everyone had become afraid to speak,
in an obscure sense of an impending crisis.
Pedro on one side of them and Wang on
the other had the air of watchful spectators.
A few stars had come out pursuing the
ebbing twilight. A light draught of air,
tepid enough in the thickening twilight
after the scorching day, struck a chill into
Mr. Jones in his soaked clothes.

“I may infer, then, that there is a
settlement of white people here?” he
murmured, shivering visibly.

Heyst roused himself.

“Oh, abandoned, abandoned. I am
alone here—practically alone; but several
empty houses are still standing. No lack of
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,Un noroc extraordinar,” fdcu
Ricardo, care asista, gata sd interving,
nelinistit, atent la fiecare cuvant. ,Pare un
vis,” addugd el. ,,Un vis frumos.”

Peste grupul celor trei se lasa
tdcerea, ca si cum fiecare se temea acum sa
vorbeascd, dintr-un obscur sentiment al
unei crize iminente. Cu Pedro de o parte a
lor si cu Wang de cealalta, aveau aerul unor
spectatori circumspecti. Apdrusera cateva
stele urmadrind crepusculul gonit de
noapte. O usoara adiere, destul de calduta
in amurgul inndbusitor dupa o zi torida,
facu sd treacd un fior prin domnul Jones cu
hainele sale ude.

,Pot trage concluzia cd exista aici o
asezare de albi?” murmura el tremurand
vizibil.

Heyst isi reveni.

,Oh, pdrdsitd, pdrasita. Sunt aici
singur, efectiv singur. Dar mai sunt inca in
picioare cateva case. Nu-i lipsd de locuinte.
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spus Heyst.
—Un
intervenit Ricardo, asteptand si ascultand

noroc  extraordinar, a
cu nerdbdare fiecare cuvant. Pare un vis
totul, a mai zis el. Un vis minunat!

S-a asternut tdcerea asupra grupului
de trei, ca si cum fiecaruia i-ar fi fost teama
sd vorbeascd, prevdzand parca o criza
iminentd. Pedro de-o parte, iar Wang de
cealaltd, aveau aerul unor spectatori atenti.
Cateva stele iesiserd, cautand amurgul
alungat de noapte. Un usor curent de aer,
destul de cald in amurgul de dupd ziua
torida, l-a facut pe domnul Jones, cu
hainele lui ude, si tresara.

—Sa deduc, asadar, cd existd pe aici
o asezare pentru albi? a murmurat el,
tremurand vizibil.

Heyst s-a trezit deodata.

—O, abandonatd, da. Sunt singurul
de aici—aproape singurul; dar cateva case
goale sunt inca in picioare. E loc de



accommodation. We may just as well —
here, Wang, go back to the shore and run
the trolley out here.”

The last words having been spoken
in Malay, he explained courteously that he
had given directions for the transport of
the luggage. Wang had melted into the
nightin his soundless manner.

“My word! Rails laid down and all,”
exclaimed Ricardo softly, in a tone of
admiration. “Well, I never!”

“We were working a coal-mine
here,” said the late manager of the Tropical
Belt Coal Company. “These are only the
ghosts of things that have been.”

Mr Jones’s teeth were suddenly
started chattering by another faint puff of
wind, a mere sigh from the west, where
Venus cast her rays on the dark edge of the
horizon, like a bright lamp hung above the
grave of the sun.
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De altfel, ar fi mai bine... ascultd, Wang, du-
te si adu vagonetul incoace.”

Ultimele cuvinte fiind spuse in
malaeza, el le explica, curtenitor, ca daduse
instructiuni pentru aducerea bagajelor lor.
Wang se topise in noapte in felul lui
silentios.

,Pe cuvantul meu! Aveti si linie
ferata si tot!” exclama Ricardo moale, pe un
ton de admiratie. ,Ce sa zic...”!

A fost in exploatare, aici, 0 mina de
carbune,” spuse fostul director al
Companiei Tropical Belt Coal. , Astea nu-s
decat ramadsitele spectrale ale celor ce-au
fost.”

Din nou dintii domnului Jones
incepurd brusc sd cldntdne, la o altd adiere,
pldpandd ca un suspin, venitd dinspre
apus, de unde Venus isi trimitea razele sa
cadd pe dunga neagra a orizontului, ca o
lampa strdlucitoare atdrnata deasupra

mormantului soarelui.
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gdzduit. Am putea chiar sa... Ei, Wang, du-
te thapoi la mal si adu vagonetul acela aici.

Ultimele cuvinte fiind grdite in
malaieza, le-a explicat politicos cd ddduse
instructiuni sd le fie transportate bagajele.
Wang se contopise cu intunericul noptii in
felul lui tacut.

—Pe legea mea! Sine si tot ce
trebuie! a exclamat Ricardo usor, pe un ton
admirativ. N-as fi crezut!

—Lucram la o mina de cirbune aici,
a zis fostul patron al Companiei Tropical
Belt Coal. Astea-s doar nalucile lucrurilor
de odata.

Dintii domnului Jones au pornit din
nou sa tremure la o altda adiere de vant
dinspre apus, de unde Venus isi arunca
razele asupra marginii intunecate a
orizontului, ca un felinar aprins, atarnat

deasupra mormantului soarelui.



”

“We be on,

proposed Heyst. “The Chinaman and

might moving
that —ah —ungrateful servant of yours,
with the broken head, can load the things
and come along after us.”

The
without words. Moving towards the shore,

suggestion was accepted
the three men met the trolley, a mere
metallic rustle which whisked past them,
the shadowy Wang running noiselessly
behind. Only the sound of their footsteps
accompanied them. It was a long time since
so many footsteps had rung together on
that jetty. Before they stepped on to the
path trodden through the grass, Heyst
said:

“I am prevented from offering you a
share of my own quarters.” The distant
courtliness of this beginning arrested the
other two suddenly, as if amazed by some
manifest incongruity. “I should regret it
more,” he went on, “if I were not in a
position to give you the choice of those
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»~Am putea porni”, propuse Heyst.

,Chinezul Si... a3... servitorul
dumneavoastrd nerecunoscdtor cu capul
spart pot sd-ncarce ei bagajele si or sad vind
dupa noi.”

Propunerea a fost acceptata fara
comentarii. Pe cand se indreptau spre
tarm, cei trei se intalnira cu vagonetul, un
simplu uruit metalic trecind repede pe
langa ei, Wang, ca o umbrd, alergadnd fara
zgomot in urma lui. Nu-i insotea decat
ecoul pasilor lor. Era multa vreme de cand
nu mai rdsunaserda atatia pasi pe schela
asta. Inainte de a intra pe poteca batuts in

iarbd, Heyst spuse:

,Imi pare riu ci nu v pot oferi si
stati In propria mea locuintd.” Curtenia
distantd a acestui inceput ii opri in loc pe
cei doi, uluiti ca de o absurditate manifesta.
»As regreta-o si mai mult dacd nu as fi in
mdsurd sd va ofer, ca addpost temporar,
aceste bungalowuri goale.”
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—Am putea sd pornim, a sugerat

Heyst. Chinezul si... acel... servitorul
dumneavoastrd nerecunscator, cu capul
spart, pot sda incarce lucrurile si sa ne
insoteascd.

Sugestia a fost acceptatd fara
cuvinte. Mergand inspre mal, cei trei
barbati au intdlnit vagonetul, un fasait
metalic ce gonea in fata lor, impins din
spate de un Wang care alerga din umbra
fara sunet. Numai sunetul pasilor lor ii
acompania. De multd vreme nu mai
sunaserd atatia pasi laolalta pe acel chei.
Inainte sa pdseascd pe cararea facutd in

iarba, Heyst a spus:

—Imi este imposibil si vi ofer o
camera in locuinta mea. Politetea distanta
a acestui inceput i-a oprit in loc pe ceilalti
doi, uimiti parcd de o incompatibilitate
fatisa. Mi-ar pdrea si mai rdu, dacd nu as
putea sa va ofer acele bungalouri goale pe
post de locuintad temporara.



empty bungalows for a temporary home.”

He turned round and plunged into
the narrow track, the two others following
in single file.

“Queer start!” Ricardo took the
opportunity for whispering, as he fell
behind Mr. Jones, who swayed in the
gloom, enclosed by the stalks of tropical
grass, almost as slender as a stalk of grass
himself.

In this order they emerged into the
open space kept clear of vegetation by
Wang’s judicious system of periodical
tiring. The shapes of buildings, unlighted,
high-roofed, looked
extensive and featureless against the

mysteriously

increasing glitter of the stars. Heyst was
pleased at the absence of light in his
bungalow. It looked as uninhabited as the
others. He continued to lead the way,
inclining to the right. His equable voice
was heard:

“This one would be the best. It was
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Se intoarse si porni pe poteca
ingustd, cu ceilalti doi in sir indian dupad el.

,Cam aiurea inceput!” Ricardo
prinse un moment sd-i sopteasca domnului
Jones, in urma cdruia mergea, si care se
legdna in intuneric inconjurat de iarba
tropicald si-aproape tot atat de slab ca si-un
fir de iarba.

In aceeasi ordine isi ficurd intrarea
in poiana pe care sistemul judicios al lui
Wang de a-i da foc din timp in timp o
debarasa de vegetatie. Siluetele claddirilor,
neluminate si cu acoperisuri inalte, pareau
mari si misterioase, si scanteierea mereu
mai bogatd a stelelor le stingea orice
detaliu. Heyst era satisfdcut ca nu se vedea
nicio lumina in bungalowul lui. Ardta la fel
de nelocuit ca si celelalte. Continua sa
meargd in frunte, apucand-o spre dreapta.
Se auzi vocea lui egala:

,,Cred c3 dsta-i cel mai bun. Aici era
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S-a intors si a inaintat pe sinele

inguste, ceilalti doi urmandu-1 in sir.

—Ce
Ricardo sd-i sopteascd domnului Jones in

inceput bizar! a profitat
urmd cdruia mergea, si care se cldtina in

intuneric, curpins de iarba tropicald,

aproape la fel de subtire ca firul de iarba.

In aceastd ordine au iesit in spatiul
deschis, curdtat de vegetatie de sistemul
judicios de ardere periodica al lui Wang.
Formele cladirilor, neluminate, cu
acoperisuri inalte, erau misterioase, intinse
si lipsite de trasaturi pe fundalul lucirii tot
mai puternice a stelelor. Heyst a fost
multumit cd nu erau lumini aprinse in casa
lui. Arata la fel de nelocuita ca si celelalte.
A continuat sd meargd inainte, cotind la

dreapta. Apoi, i s-a auzit vocea invariabila:

— Acesta ar fi cel mai potrivit. Aici



our counting-house. There is some
furniture in it yet. I am pretty certain that
you’ll find a couple of camp bedsteads in

one of the rooms.”

The high-pitched roof of the
bungalow towered up very close, eclipsing
the sky.

“Here we are. Three steps. As you
see, there’s a wide verandah. Sorry to keep
you waiting for a moment; the door is
locked, I think.”

He was heard trying it. Then he
leaned against the rail, saying:

“Wang will get the keys.”

The others waited,
shapes nearly mingled together in the

two vague

darkness of the verandah, from which
issued a sudden chattering of Mr. Jones’s
teeth, directly suppressed, and a slight
shuffle of Ricardo’s feet. Their guide and
host, his back against the rail, seemed to
have forgotten their existence. Suddenly he
moved, and murmured:
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contabilitatea. Mai e incd ceva mobild
induntru. Sunt sigur cd o sd gdasiti doud
paturi de campanie intr-una din oddi.”

Acoperisul inalt al bungalowului se
indlta ca un turn, foarte aproape, eclipsand
cerul.

»~Am ajuns. Trei trepte. Dupa cum
vedeti, e si 0 verandd mare. Imi pare rdu cd
o0 sa vd fac sd asteptati un moment; cred ca
usa e incuiata.”

Il auzira incercand-o. Apoi se pleci
peste balustrada:

~Wang o sa aduca cheile.”

Ceilalti
confuze, aproape topite una intr-alta, in

asteptau, doua siluete
intunericul de pe verandd, de unde se auzi
un brusc clantdnit din dinti al domnului
Jones, reprimat imediat, si un harsait al
picioarelor lui Ricardo. Ghidul si gazda lor,
cu spatele rezemat de balustradd, parea sa
le fi uitat existenta. Deodata facu o miscare

si spuse:
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era contabilitatea. Mai are incd niste
mobild. Sunt sigur ca veti gdsi niste paturi

de campanie intr-una din camere.

Acoperisul 1inalt al bungaloului
trona in apropiere, eclipsand cerul.

—Iatd-ne ajunsi. Trei trepte. Dupd
cum vedeti, are o verandd mare. Imi cer
scuze cd va fac sd asteptati o secundd, cred
cd usa este incuiata.

S-a auzit cum incearcad usa. Apoi s-a
aplecat peste balustrada.

— Va aduce Wang cheile.

Ceilalti au asteptat, doud siluete
vagi aproape contopite in intunericul de pe
verandd, din care a iesit un clantanit de
dinti subit al domnului Jones, inabusit
imediat, si un usor tarsait al picioarelor lui
Ricardo. Ghidul si gazda lor, cu spatele
rezemat de balustrada, pdrea sa fi uitat de
existenta lor. Deodata s-a miscat si a zis:



“Ah, here’s the trolley.”

Then he raised his voice in Malay,
and was answered, “Ya tuan,” from an
indistinct group that could be made out in
the direction of the track.

“I have sent Wang for the key and a
light,” he said, in a voice that came out
without any particular direction—a
peculiarity which disconcerted Ricardo.

Wang did not tarry long on his
mission. Very soon from the distant
the

swinging lantern he carried. It cast a

recesses of obscurity appeared
fugitive ray on the arrested trolley with the
uncouth figure of the wild Pedro drooping
over the load; then it moved towards the
bungalow and ascended the stairs. After
working at the stiff lock, Wang applied his
shoulder to the door. It came open with
explosive suddenness, as if in a passion at
being thus disturbed after two years’
repose. From the dark slope of a tall stand-

up writing-desk a forgotten, solitary sheet
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,Ah, a sosit vagonetul.”

Apoi ridica vocea spunand ceva in
limba malaeza si i se rdspunse: , Ya tuan”
dintr-un grup ce putea fi foarte banuit prin
preajma sinelor.

,L-am trimis pe Wang dupa cheie si
lumind,” zise Heyst cu o voce care nu-ti
dadeai seama de unde vine—ciudatenie
care-l tulburd pe Ricardo.

Wang nu zdabovi mult in misiunea
lui. Foarte curand, din adancul indepartat
al intunericului apdaru, legdnandu-se,
felinarul pe care-1 tinea in mand. Aruncd in
treacat o raza de lumina pe vagonetul oprit
si pe silueta necioplitd a salbaticului Pedro
aplecatd pe incdrcdturd, apoi se indrepta
spre bungalow si urca treptele. Dupa ce
incercd cheia in broasca intepenitd, Wang
isi propti umadrul in usd. Se deschise brusc
aproape ca o explozie, ca un acces de manie
la incursiunea asta, dupd doi ani de repaus.
De pe planul inclinat al unui pupitru de

registre, o foaie de hartie uitatd, solitard, se
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— Ah, iatd vagonetul.

Apoi a strigat in malaieza si i s-a
rdspuns ,Ya tuan,” dinspre un grup
indistinct care se putea zari in directia
sinelor.

—L-am trimis pe Wang dupd cheie
si dupd luming, a zis el, cu o voce care a
iesit fara o destinatie specificd, o ciudatenie
care l-a descumpadnit pe Ricardo.

Wang n-a pierdut multd vreme in
misiune. Foarte curdnd, din cotloanele
indepartate ale obscuritdtii, a aparut,
leganandu-se, felinarul pe care il ducea. A
aruncat in grabd o razd de lumind asupra
vagonetului, cu

figura greoaie a

sdlbaticului Pedro aplecandu-se peste

incdrcaturd. Apoi s-a miscat cdtre
bungalou si a urcat scdrile. Dupa ce s-a
chinuit cu lacdtul intepenit, Wang a
deschis usa cu o loviturd de umar. S-a
deschis ca o explozie, infuriata parcd de asa
un deranj dupa doi ani de repaus. De pe

planul inclinat al unei mese de scris inalte,



of paper flew up and settled gracefully on
the floor.

Wang and Pedro came and went
through the offended door, bringing the
things off the trolley, one flitting swiftly in
and out, the other staggering heavily.
Later, directed by a few quiet words from
Number One, Wang made several journeys
with the lantern to the

bringing in blankets, provisions in tins,

storerooms,

coffee, sugar, and a packet of candles. He
lighted one, and stuck it on the ledge of the
stand-up desk. Meantime Pedro, being
introduced to some kindling-wood and a
bundle of dry sticks, had busied himself
outside in lighting a fire, on which he
placed a ready-filled kettle handed to him
by Wang impassively, at arm’s length, as if
across a chasm. Having received the
thanks of his guests, Heyst wished them
good-night and withdrew, leaving them to
their repose.
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ridica in zbor si se ldsd plind de gratie pe

dusumea.

Wang si Pedro intrau si ieseau pe
usa fortatd aducand lucrurile din vagonet,
unul sprinten, celdlalt impleticindu-se
greoi. Dupa care, manat de cateva cuvinte
potolite ale Numadrului Unu, Wang facu
pand la magazie mai multe drumuri cu
de
conserve, cafea, zahdr si un pachet de

lanterna, aducand paturi, cutii
luménari. Aprinse una dintre ele si o fixa
pe marginea pupitrului. In rastimp Pedro,
cdaruia i se dadusera cateva surcele si un
brat de crengi uscate, isi gasise de lucru
afara, aprinzdnd un foc pe care aseza un
ceainic plin cu apd, dat de un Wang
impasibil cu un brat intins parca peste o
prdpastie. Primind multumirile
musafirilor, Heyst le urd noapte buna si se
retrase, 1dsandu-i sd se odihneasca.
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fara scaun, o foaie de hartie uitata si
singurd a fost luatd de curent si s-a asternut
cu gratie pe podea.

Wang si Pedro veneau si ieseau pe
usa astfel agresatd, aducand lucrurile din
vagonet, unul iute, celdlalt impleticindu-se
greoi. Mai tarziu, indrumat de cateva
cuvinte usoare ale Numadrului Unu, Wang
a fdcut cateva drumuri cu lanterna pana la
depozit, aducand paturi, conserve, cafea,
zahdr si un pachet de luméandri. A aprins
una si a asezat-o pe marginea mesei de
scris. Intre timp Pedro, fiindu-i aratat niste
lemn de foc si 0 gramada de bete uscate, se
ocupase afard cu aprinderea unui foc, pe
care a asezat un ibric umplut, inmanat
impasibil de Wang, cu bratul intins ca
peste un hdu. Dupa ce a primit multumirile
oaspetilor sdi, Heyst le-a urat noapte buna
si s-a retras, lasandu-i sa se odihneasca.



CHAPTER EIGHT

Heyst walked away slowly. There
was still no light in his bungalow, and he
thought that perhaps it was just as well. By
this time he was much less perturbed.
Wang had preceded him with the lantern,
as if in a hurry to get away from the two
white men and their hairy attendant. The
light was not dancing along any more; it
was standing perfectly still by the steps of
the verandah.

Heyst, glancing back casually, saw
behind him still another light —the light of
the strangers” open fire. A black, uncouth
form,

stooping over it monstrously,

staggered away into the outlying shadows.
The kettle had boiled, probably.

With that weird vision of something
questionably human impressed upon his
senses, Heyst moved on a pace or two.
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Capitolul VIII

Heyst se departid incetisor. In
bungalowul lui nu se vedea nici acum vreo
lumina si se gandea cd poate-i mai bine asa.
Era mult mai putin tulburat, acuma. Wang
pornise inainte cu felinarul, ca si cum s-ar
fi grabit sa scape de cei doi albi si de
pdrosul lor servitor. Lumina nu se mai
legdna; se oprise, nemiscata, la treptele
verandei.

Uitdndu-se din intamplare inapoi,
Heyst vdzu altd lumind —focul sub cerul
liber al strdinilor. O siluetd neagrad, stranie,
monstruoasd se pleca peste el, disparand
apoi in tenebrele inconjuratoare. Pesemne

cd apa fiersese.

Cu imaginea asta sinistrd, indoielnic
omeneascd, in minte, Heyst mai facu un
pas-doi inainte. Cine puteau fi astia doi
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Capitolul VIII

Heyst a plecat incet. Incd nu se
vedea vreo lumind in casa si s-a gandit ca
n-are cum sd fie un lucru rdu. Acum nu mai
era atat de agitat. Wang mersese inaintea
sa cu felinarul, ca si cum s-ar fi grabit sd se
indepdrteze de cei doi albi si de asistentul
lor pdros. Lumina nu mai dansa acum, ci

era fixa pe treptele verandei.

Heyst, aruncand cu dezinvolturd o
privire in spate, a vazut in spatele lui o alta
luming, cea de la focul strdinilor. O forma
cavernoasda, s-a

intunecata, aplecat

madtahdlos peste el, apoi a plecat

impleticindu-se in umbrele dimprejur.
Fiersese apa, probabil.
Cu

indoielnic omeneasca in minte, Heyst a mai

aceastd  stranie  imagine

facut cativa pasi. Ce oameni erau acestia



What could the people be who had such a
creature for their familiar attendant? He
stopped. The vague apprehension, of a
distant future, in which he saw Lena

unavoidably separated from him by
profound and subtle differences; the
sceptical ~ carelessness =~ which  had

accompanied every one of his attempts at
action, like a secret reserve of his soul, fell
away from him. He no longer belonged to
himself. There was a call far more
imperious and august. He came up to the
bungalow, and, at the very limit of the
lantern’s light, on the top step, he saw her
feet and the bottom part of her dress. The
rest of her person was suggested dimly as
high as her waist. She sat on a chair, and
the gloom of the low eaves descended
upon her head and shoulders. She didn’t
stir.

“You haven’t gone to sleep here?”
he asked.

“Oh, no! I was waiting for you—in
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care aveau drept servitor o asemenea
creatura? Se opri. Vaga lui teamd in fata
unui viitor mai indepadrtat, in care o vedea
pe Lena inevitabil separata de el de
profunde si subtile dezacorduri, nepasarea
scepticd ce-nsotea, ca un fel de retinere
tdinuitd a sufletului sdu, orice tentativa de
El
apartinea. Aparuse o chemare mult mai

actiune, dispdrusera. nu-si  mai

imperioasd, mai madreatd. Ajunse la

bungalow si, la marginea luminii
felinarului, pe treapta de sus, ii zari
picioarele si tivul rochiei. Restul fapturii ei
mai mult il ghiceai, confuz, cam pand la
talie. Sedea intr-un fotoliu, si intunericul
facut de streasina joasd ii acoperea capul si

umerii. Nu se clinti din loc.

,Nu te-ai dus incid sa te culci?”
intreba el.
,Oh, nu! Te asteptam, in intuneric.”
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care aveau asa o creatura drept slujitor? S-
a oprit. Spaima vagd in fata unui viitor
indepartat, in care o vedea pe Lena
inevitabil separatd de el de diferente
profunde si subtile, nepdsarea sceptica
care-i insotise fiecare din tentativele de a
actiona, ca o rezerva ascunsa a sufletului,
se diminuasera. Nu simtea cd ar mai fi
propriul stapan. Exista o chemare mult mai
imperioasa si mai augusta. S-a apropiat de
casd si, la limita luminii felinarului, pe
treapta cea mai de sus, i-a vazut picioarele
fetei sub partea de jos a rochiei. Restul,
pand la talie, era doar vag sugerat. Stdtea
pe un scaun, iar intunericul de la streasina
joasd ii acoperea capul si umerii. Nu se
clintea.

—Nu te-ai culcat? a intrebat el.

—O, nu! Te-am asteptat, cu lumina



the dark.”

Heyst, on the top step, leaned
against a wooden pillar, after moving the
lantern to one side.

“I have been thinking that it is just
as well you had no light. But wasn’t it dull
for you to sit in the dark?”

“I don’t need a light to think of
you.” Her charming voice gave a value to
this banal answer, which had also the merit
of truth. Heyst laughed a little, and said
that he had had a curious experience. She
made no remark. He tried to figure to
himself the outlines of her easy pose. A
spot of dim light here and there hinted at
the unfailing grace of attitude which was
one of her natural possessions.

She had thought of him, but not in
connection with the strangers. She had
admired him from the first; she had been
attracted by his warm voice, his gentle eye,
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Heyst, in capul scdrii, dddu felinarul
mai intr-o parte si se rezema de-un stalp de
lemn.

~Ma gandeam c-ai facut foarte bine
ca n-ai aprins lumina. Dar nu ti-a fost urat
sd stai pe intuneric?”

,N-am nevoie de lumind ca sa ma
gandesc la tine.” Farmecul vocii ei dddea
valoare acestui rdspuns banal, care mai
avea si meritul de a fi adevarat. Heyst rase
o clipd, apoi 1i spuse ca trdise un lucru
foarte ciudat. Ea nu facu nicio remarca. El
incercd sd-si inchipuie silueta ei
odihnindu-se comod in fotoliu. Cate o pata
micd de lumina slaba licarind ici si colo te
ldasa sda banuiesti gratia impecabila a
atitudinii, unul dintre atributele ei
naturale.

Ea se gandise la el, dar nu in
legdtura cu strainii. {1 admirase din primul
o atrdsese vocea lui

moment; calda,

privirea blandd, dar il simtise prea uluitor
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stinsd.

Heyst, pe treapta cea mai de sus, s-a
sprijinit de un stalp de lemn, dupd ce a
mutat lanterna intr-o parte.

—Mad gandeam ca e bine cd n-ai stat
pe lumind. Dar nu te-ai plictisit, in
intuneric?

—N-am nevoie de lumind sa mad
gandesc la tine. Vocea ei fermecdtoare
dddea valoare unui rdspuns banal care
avea si meritul de a fi adevarat. Heyst a ras
usor si a spus cd avusese o experientd
stranie. Ea n-a fdcut nicio remarca. El
incerca sa desluseascd un contur in tinuta
ei destinsa. Un strop de lumina slaba pe ici,
pe colo, amintea de gratia constantd a
atitudinii, care era una din insusirile ei

naturale.

Se gandise la el, dar nu in legatura
cu strdinii. Il admirase de la inceput, fusese
atrasd de vocea lui caldd, de privirea
blanda, dar il simtise ametitor de dificil de



but she had felt him too wonderfully
difficult to know. He had given to life a
savour, a movement, a promise mingled
which she had not
suspected were to be found in it—or, at any

with menaces,

rate, not by a girl wedded to misery as she
was. She said to herself that she must not
be irritated because he seemed too self-
contained, and as if shut up in a world of
his own. When he took her in his arms, she
felt that his embrace had a great and
compelling force, that he was moved
deeply, and that perhaps he would not get
tired of her so very soon. She thought that
he had opened to her the feelings of
delicate joy, that the very uneasiness he
caused her was delicious in its sadness,
and that she would try to hold him as long
as she could —till her fainting arms, her
sinking soul, could cling to him no more.

“Wang’s not here, of course?” Heyst
said suddenly. She answered as if in her
sleep.
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de dificil de patruns. Daduse vietii ei
savoare, un impuls nou, o fagaduiala in
care mijea si o doza de primejdie despre
care nu banuise c-ar putea fi gdsite in ea—
sau, In orice caz, nu de o fatd sortita
mizeriei, cum era ea. Isi spunea ci nu
trebuie sa se irite din pricind cd el se ardta
prea rezervat, prea intors in sine, parc-ar fi
fost inchis intr-o lume numai a lui. Cand o
lua in brate, ghicea in imbrdtisarea lui o
fortd imensa, irezistibild, il simtea cuprins
de o emotie profundd, si gdndea, spera cd
poate n-o sa se plictiseasca de ea chiar atat
de repede. Mai gandea ca trezise in ea
sentimente de bucurie gingasd, ca insdsi
tulburarea pe care i-o provoca era
incantdtoare in tristetea ei, si ca o sa incerce
sd-1 pastreze cat mai mult va putea — pana
cand bratele ei istovite, sufletul ei epuizat
nu vor mai avea puterea sa se agate de el.
,Wang nu-i aici, fireste,” spuse
Heyst deodatd. Ea i raspunse ca din vis:
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cunoscut. Daduse vietii o savoare, o
migcare, O promisiune amestecata cu
pericol, pe care ea nu se asteptase sa le
gdseascd sau, oricum, nu tocmai ea, o fatd
sortitd traiului mizer. Isi spunea ci nu
trebuie sd fie iritatd fiindcd el pdrea prea
inchis in sine, inchis parca intr-o lume a lui.
Cand o lua in brate, simtea cd imbratisarea
lui avea o fortd bund si convingdtoare, ca 1l
misca profund si ca, poate, nu se va plictisi
prea curand de ea. Credea cd starnise in ea
sentimente de bucurie delicatd, ca insasi
nelinistea pe care i-o provoca era delicioasa
in tristetea ei, si cd va Incerca sd il pdstreze
atat cat va reusi— pand ce bratele-i obosite,
sufletul ei sfarsit, nu vor mai putea sd
ramand legate de el.

—Wang nu-i aici, nu? a zis deodata
Heyst. Ea a raspuns parcd din somn:



“He put this light down here
without stopping, and ran.”

“Ran, did he? H'm! Well,
considerably later than his usual time to go

it’s

home to his Alfuro wife; but to be seen
running is a sort of degradation for Wang,
who has mastered the art of vanishing. Do
you think he was startled out of his
perfection by something?”

“Why should he be startled?”

Her voice remained dreamy, a little
uncertain.

“I have been startled,” Heyst said.

She was not listening. The lantern at
their feet threw the shadows of her face
upward. Her eyes glistened, as if
frightened and attentive, above a lighted
chin and a very white throat.

“Upon my word,” mused Heyst,
“now that I don’t see them, I can hardly

believe that those fellows exist!”
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»A pus felinarul aici, jos, fard sa se
opreasca si a fugit.”

»A fugit, zici? Hm! Da, e trecut mult
de vremea la care se duce de obicei acasa,
la femeia Alfuro, dar ca si se lase vazut
alergand e un fel de decddere pentru
Wang, care-i maestru in arta de a se face
nevazut. Crezi ca l-a tulburat ceva in asa
masurd incat sa-l facd sd-si uite
desavarsirea?”

,,Ce sa-1 fi tulburat?”

Vocea ei rdmdsese visdtoare, putin
nesigura.

,Pe mine, m-a tulburat,” zise Heyst.

Ea nu-l asculta. Felinarul de la
picioarele lor proiecta in sus umbra capului
ei. Ochii, parcd speriati, i scanteiau
deasupra bdrbiei luminate si a unui gat
foarte alb.

, Pe

Heyst, ,acuma, ca nu-i mai vad, aproape ca

cuvantul meu,” murmura

nu-mi vine sa cred ca indivizii dstia exista
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— A asezat lumina asta aici fara sa se
opreasca si a fugit.

— A tugit, zici? Hm! Ei bine, e mult
mai tarziu decat merge el de obicei acasd la
nevasta Alfuro, dar sa fie vazut fugind e un
fel de degradare pentru Wang, de-acum
expert in arta disparitiei. Crezi ca l-a
alarmat  ceva  de

si-a  pierdut

meticulozitatea?

—De ce sa-1 fi alarmat ceva anume?

Vocea ei ramanea visatoare, usor
nesigura.

—Pe mine m-a nelinistit, a zis
Heyst.

Fata nu-l asculta. Felinarul de la
picioarele lor ii proiecta umbra fetei in sus.
Ii luceau ochii, speriati parcd, si atenti,
deasupra unei bdrbii iluminate si a unui
gat foarte alb.

—Pe cuvantul meu, a cugetat Heyst,
acum cid nu-i mai vad, nici nu-mi vine sd
cred ca indivizii aceia existal!



“And what about me?” she asked,
so swiftly that he made a movement like
somebody pounced upon from an ambush.
“When you don’t see me, do you believe
that I exist?”

“Exist? Most charmingly! My dear
Lena, you don't

know your own

advantages. Why, your voice alone would
be enough to make you unforgettable!”

“Oh, I didn’t mean forgetting in that
way. I dare say if I were to die you would
remember me right enough. And what
good would that be to anybody? It’s while
I am alive that I want—*

Heyst stood by her chair, a stalwart
figure imperfectly lighted. The broad
shoulders, the martial face that was like a
disguise of his disarmed soul, were lost in
the gloom above the plane of light in which
his feet were planted. He suffered from a
trouble with which she had nothing to do.
She had no general conception of the
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cu adevarat!”
,Dar eu?”’ intreba ea cu atita

vioiciune, incat el facu o miscare ca unul

care se simte prins intr-o cursa. ,,Pe mine,

cand nu ma vezi, mai crezi cd exist?”

,Dacd existi? Esti extraordinara!
Draga mea Lena, tu nu-ti dai seama de
propriul tdu farmec! Numai vocea ta, si-i
destul ca sa te faca de neuitat!”

»,Oh, nu despre felul dsta de uitat
vorbeam. Cred cd dac-ar fi sd mor, ti-ai
aduce destul de bine aminte de mine. Dar
la ce-ar folosi asta, cuiva? Cat trdiesc as
vrea...”

In picioare, langa fotoliul ei, Heyst
aparu ca o silueta atletica insuficient
luminata. Umerii lui lati, fata martiald, care
era mai curand o mascd a sufletului sau
dezarmat, se pierdeau in obscuritatea de
deasupra zonei de lumina in care li se aflau
picioarele. El era tulburat de o neliniste pe
care ea n-o banuia, cici nu avea nici macar
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—Si cum ramadne cu mine? a
intrebat ea atat de iute ca el a tresarit ca
prins intr-o ambuscada. Cand nu ma vezi,

iti vine sa crezi ca exist?

—Sa de
fermecdtor! Lena, dragd, nu-ti cunosti

existi? Si iIncd atat

atuurile. Doar vocea ta te face de neuitat!

— O, nu m-am referit la uitarea asta.
Indrdznesc sa spun ca daca as muri, ti-ai
aminti bine de mine. Si la ce bun? Eu cat

sunt in viata vreau...

In picioare langa scaunul ei, Heyst
apdrea ca o figurd robustd, imperfect
iluminatd. Umerii lati, chipul razboinic
care era ca o mascd a sufletului dezarmat,
se pierdeau in intunericul de deasupra
portiunii de lumind in care ii stdteau
picioarele. Suferea dintr-un necaz cu care
ea n-avea nicio legdturd. Nu avea nicio



conditions of the existence he had offered
to her. Drawn into its peculiar stagnation
she remained unrelated to it because of her
ignorance.

For instance, she could never
perceive the prodigious improbability of
the arrival of that boat. She did not seem to
be thinking of it. Perhaps she had already
forgotten the fact herself. And Heyst
resolved suddenly to say nothing more of
it. It was not that he shrank from alarming
her. Not feeling anything definite himself
he could not imagine a precise effect being
produced on her by any amount of
explanation. There is a quality in events
which is apprehended differently by
different minds or even by the same mind
at different times. Any man living at all
consciously knows that embarrassing
truth. Heyst was aware that this visit could
bode nothing pleasant. In his present
soured temper towards all mankind he
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o idee generala despre conditiile de
existenta pe care i le oferise. Cufundata
intr-o stranie stagnare, raméanea lipsitd de
legdturd cu aceastd existentd, pentru cd o
ignora.

De pildd, nu putea deloc sd-si dea
seama de fantastica neverosimilitate a
sosirii barcii acesteia. Aveai impresia ca
nici nu se gandeste la ea. Poate ca uitase
chiar faptul insusi. Si Heyst, brusc, se
hotdri sd nu-1 mai pomeneasca. Nu c-ar fi
ezitat de teama sd n-o sperie. Propriile lui
sentimente nefiind inca bine definite, nu-si
putea imagina efectele precise pe care le-ar
produce asupra ei, oricate explicatii i-ar da.
Existd in evenimente o anumitd calitate,
care este diferit perceputa de minti diferite,
sau chiar de aceeasi minte la epoci diferite.
Orice om care are cat de cat o constiinta de
sine  cunoaste acest adevar cam
stingheritor. Heyst isi dadea seama cd
vizita asta nu putea aduce nimic agreabil.

Acreala cu care considera el omenirea
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intelegere a conditiilor de existentd pe care
el i le oferise. Atrasd de stagnarea ei
ramanea de

caracteristicd, nelegatd

existenta asta din ignoranta.

De pilda, nu putea niciodata sa
inteleaga improbabilitatea imensa a sosirii
acelei bdrci. Nu pdrea sd se gandeascad la
asta. Poate cd uitase deja de asta. lar Heyst
s-a hotdrat deodatd sa nu mai spund nimic.
Nu era vorba ca se ferea sd o alarmeze.
Nesimtind nici el ceva clar, nu-si putea
imagina cu precizie ce efect ar produce
asupra ei explicatii, oricat de multe ar gasi.
Evenimentele au o calitate surprinsa diferit
de minti diferite sau chiar de aceleasi minti
in momente diferite. Orice om care traieste
in mod constient cunoaste acest adevar
rusinos. Heyst era constient cd vizita asta
nu prevestea nimic bun. In atitudinea
ursuzd, din prezent, fatd de intreaga
umanitate, privea aceasta vizitd ca pe ceva
deosebit de agresiv.



looked upon it as a visitation of a
particularly offensive kind.

He glanced along the verandah in
the direction of the other bungalow. The
tire of sticks in front of it had gone out. No
faint glow of embers, not the slightest
thread of light in that direction, hinted at
the presence of strangers. The darker
shapes in the obscurity, the dead silence,
betrayed nothing of that strange intrusion.
The peace of Samburan asserted itself as on
any other night. Everything was as before,
aware of it

except—Heyst became

suddenly —that for a whole minute,
perhaps, with his hand on the back of the
girl’s chair and within a foot of her person,
he had lost the sense of her existence, for
the first time since he had brought her over
to share this invincible, this undefiled
peace. He picked up the lantern, and the
act made a silent stir all along the

verandah. A spoke of shadow swung
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intreagd in momentul de fata il facea sa
socoteasca sosirea strdinilor deosebit de
agresiva.

Aruncd o privire peste verandd, in
directia celuilalt bungalow. Focul de
vreascuri se stinsese. Nicio palida
stralucire de jdratic, nici cea mai micd urma
de lumind nu ldsa sa se banuiasca prezenta
unor strdini. Formele lor sumbre abia
distincte in obscuritate, ticerea de moarte,
nu trddau cu nimic strania intruziune.
Pacea din Samburan se manifesta ca in
orice altd noapte, afara doar—Heyst isi
dddu seama deodatd—cd timp de un
moment intreg, cu mana pe rezemadtoarea
fotoliului fetei, la un pas de faptura ei,
pierduse sentimentul existentei ei, si asta
se intdimpla pentru prima oard de cand o
adusese aici sd impartd cu el aceastd liniste
imaculatd si neinvinsa. Ridica felinarul, si
gestul starni pe veranda un tremur tacut. O
razd de umbrd alunecd repede peste fata

fetei, pentru ca apoi lumina puternica sa se
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S-a uitat peste verandd in directia
celuilalt bungalou. Lemnele de foc din fatd
se stinseserd. Nici vreo strdlucire difuza de
tdciuni, nici cea mai slabad raza de lumina
nu indicau prezenta strdinilor. Umbrele
mai intunecate din intuneric, tdcerea de
moarte, nu trddau nimic din acea
intruziune bizard. Pacea din Samburan se
afirma ca in orice altd noapte. Totul era ca
inainte, doar cd—si-a dat deodata seama
Heyst—pentru un minut, poate, cu mana
pe spatarul scaunului fetei si la un pas de
ea, pierduse sentimentul existentei ei
pentru prima datd de cand o adusese sa se
de

nepangdritd. A

bucure impreund aceastd pace

invincibila, ridicat
felinarul, ceea ce a creat o agitatie difuza pe
verandd. O raza de umbra a alunecat iute
peste fata ei si lumina puternicd s-a asezat

pe chipul ei imobil, ca al unei fete ce are o



swiftly across her face, and the strong light
rested on the immobility of her features, as
of a woman looking at a vision. Her eyes
were still, her lips serious. Her dress, open
at the neck, stirred slightly to her even
breathing.

“We had better go in, Lena,”
suggested Heyst, very low, as if breaking a
spell cautiously.

She rose without a word. Heyst
followed her indoors. As they passed
through the living-room, he left the lantern
burning on the centre table.
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opreascd pe trasdturile ei imobile, ca ale
unei femei pradd unei viziuni. Ochii nu se
Rochia,
deschisa la gat, sdlta usor in ritmul

miscau, buzele erau grave.

respiratiei.

,Mai bine-am intra in casd, Lena,”
zise Heyst, foarte incet, ca si cum s-ar fi
temut sa nu tulbure o vraja.

Ea se ridicd fard sa scoata o vorba.
Heyst o wurmd induntru. Traversand
camera cea mare, ldsa felinarul aprins pe

masa din mijloc.
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viziune. Ochii ii erau ficsi, buzele severe.
Rochia, deschisa la gat, tremura usor in ton

cu respiratia ei calma.

—Mai bine intram, Lena, a sugerat
Heyst foarte incet, ca si cum ar fi rupt cu
tandrete o vraja.

Ea s-a ridicat fdrd sa rosteasca un
cuvant. Heyst a urmat-o induntru. Trecand
prin camera de zi, a lasat felinarul sa arda
pe masa din mijloc.



CHAPTER NINE

That night the girl woke up, for the
tirst time in her new experience, with the
sensation of having been abandoned to her
own devices. She woke up from a painful
dream of separation brought about in a
way which she could not understand, and
missed the relief of the waking instant. The
desolate feeling of being alone persisted.
She was really alone. A night-light made it
plain enough in the dim, mysterious
manner of a dream; but this was reality. It
startled her exceedingly.

In a moment she was at the curtain
that hung in the doorway, and raised it
with a steady hand. The conditions of their
life
peeping absurd; nor was such a thing in

in Samburan would have made

her character. This was not a movement of
curiosity, but of downright alarm—the

Joseph Conrad
Victory. Victorie. Parallel Texts.
188

Capitolul IX

in noaptea aceea, pentru prima oard
in noua ei viatd, Lena se trezi cu senzatia
de a fi fost ldsatd in seama propriilor ei
resurse. Se trezi dintr-un vis chinuitor:
visase ca se pomenise despartitd de el, intr-
un fel pe care nu-1 putea pricepe, si la
desteptare nu simti usurarea pe care o ai de
obicei cand te trezesti. Persista un
sentiment deprimant de singurdtate. Era
realmente singurd. Lumina putina a lampii
de pe noptierd i-o dovedi, in felul confuz si
misterios al viselor; dar de data asta era
realitate. Se sperie foarte tare.

Intr-o clip4 fu la perdeaua atarnata
in dreptul usii si o dddu deoparte cu o
mand hotdaratd. N-avea rost sda arunce o
privire discretd; in conditiile in care traiau
ei in Samburan, ar fi fost absurd, si un
asemenea lucru nici nu-i era in fire. A fost

un gest nu de curiozitate, ci de-a dreptul de
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Capitolul IX

In acea noapte fata s-a trezit, pentru
prima datd in noua ei viatd, cu senzatia ca
fusese lasata in voia sortii. Avusese un vis
dureros despre despartire, provocat nici ea
nu stia de ce, iar linistea desteptarii nu o
imbiase ca altddatd. Nu-i dadea pace
senzatia de pustietate. Chiar era singura. O
veiozd aprinsa ii ardta asta, ca un vis palid
si misterios; dar era realitatea. A speriat-o

ingrozitor.

Intr-o clipa, era la perdeaua care
atarnd in pragul usii, ridicand-o cu o ména
calma. Conditiile traiului lor din Samburan
ar fi facut absurd trasul cu ochiul si nici nu-
i statea in fire. Nu era un moment de
curiozitate, ci de-a dreptul de alarma—
nelinistea si frica din vis. Zorii nu puteau fi



continued distress and fear of the dream.
The night could not have been very far
advanced. The light of the lantern was
burning strongly, striping the floor and
walls of the room with thick black bands.
She hardly knew whether she expected to
see Heyst or not; but she saw him at once,
standing by the table in his sleeping-suit,
his back to the doorway. She stepped in
noiselessly with her bare feet, and let the
behind her.
characteristic in Heyst’s attitude made her

curtain fall Something
say, almost in a whisper:

“You are looking for something.”

He could not have heard her before;
but he didn’t start at the unexpected
whisper. He only pushed the drawer of the
table in and, without even looking over his
shoulder, asked quietly, accepting her
presence as if he had been aware of all her
movements:

“I say, are you certain that Wang
didn’t go through this room this evening?”
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spaimd —dezolarea si spaima din vis.
Noaptea probabil cd nu era prea inaintata.
Lumina felinarului, incd puternicd, stria
dusumeaua si peretii oddii cu fasii late de
intuneric. Aproape cd nu-si dddea seama
dacd se astepta sa-1 vadad acolo pe Heyst
sau nu; dar il vazu imediat, sezdnd la masa
in pijama, cu spatele la usa. Intrd descults,
fard zgomot, lasand perdeaua sd cadd in
urma ei. Ceva special in atitudinea lui

Heyst o facu sd spund, aproape in soapta:

,Cauti ceva?”

Nu se putea ca el s-o fi auzit intrand,
dar nu tresdri la auzul soaptei. Doar
impinse sertarul mesei si, fard mdcar sa se
uite peste umdr la ea, o intreba linistit,
acceptandu-i prezenta ca si cum i-ar fi

vazut toate miscarile:
,Spune-mi, esti sigurd cd Wang n-a
trecut aseara prin odaia asta?”
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prea aproape. Lumina din felinar ardea cu
putere, crestind pe pereti si pe podeaua
camerei fasii groase de negru. Nici nu stia
daca se astepta sau nu sa-1 vada pe Heyst,
dar l-a zdrit din prima, stand la masa in
pijama, cu spatele la usd. A intrat in liniste,
cu picioarele goale, ldsand perdeaua sa
cadd in urma ei. Ceva caracteristic in
purtarea lui Heyst a fdcut-o sd zicd,

aproape in soapta:

—Cauti ceva.
N-avea cum s-o fi auzit mai
devreme, dar nu a tresdrit la auzul
neasteptatei soapte. A inchis doar sertarul
mesei si, fard a se uita macar peste umar,
acceptandu-i prezenta ca si cum ar fi fost
constient de toate miscarile ei, a intrebat
incet:

—Spune, esti sigurd cd Wang n-a
trecut prin camera asta astd-seard?



“Wang? When?”
“ After leaving the lantern, I mean.”

“Oh, no. He ran on. I watched him.”

“Or before, perhaps—while I was
with these boat people? Do you know? Can
you tell?”

“I hardly think so. I came out as the
sun went down, and sat outside till you
came back to me.”

“He could have popped in for an
instant through the back verandah.”

“I heard nothing in here,” she said.
“What is the matter?”

“Naturally you wouldn’t hear. He
can be as quiet as a shadow, when he likes.
I believe he could steal the pillows from
under our heads. He might have been here
ten minutes ago.”

“What woke you up? Was it a
noise?”

“Can’t say that. Generally one can’t
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»~Wang? Cand?”

,Dupd ce-a ldsat felinarul, vreau sa
spun.”

»,Nu. A fugit imediat. Md uitam la
el.”

»~Sau poate fnainte —cat eram eu cu

oamenii dia, cu barca. Ti-aduci aminte?”

,Nu-mi vine sa cred. Am iesit afara
cand a apus soarele si am ramas acolo pana
te-ai intors.”

,Ar fi putut sd se strecoare prin
veranda din dos.”

,N-am auzit nimic aici Induntru,”
zise ea. ,Ce s-a intamplat?”

,Era natural sd nu fi auzit. Daca
vrea, poate sd nu facd mai mult zgomot
decat o umbrd. Cred cd ne-ar putea fura si
perna de sub cap. Ar fi putut sa fi fost aici
si-acum zece minute.”

,Ce te-a trezit? Vreun zgomot?”

~N-as putea spune. in general
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—Wang? Cand?
—Dupa ce a lasat felinarul.

—O, nu. A fugit, I-am urmarit eu.

—Sau mai fnainte, poate, in timp ce
eram cu cei din barca? Nu stii? Gandeste-
te!

—Nu cred. Am iesit cand a apus
soarele si am stat afard pana te-ai intors la
mine.

— Ar fi putut sd intre doar o secunda
pe veranda din spate.

—N-am auzit nimic aici, a zis ea. Ce
s-a intamplat?

—Fireste ca n-ai auzit. E tacut ca o
umbrd, cand vrea. Cred ca ne-ar putea fura
pernele de sub cap. Se poate sa fi fost aici si

acum zece minute.
— Ce te-a trezit? A fost un zgomot?

—Nu stiu séd zic. In general nu-ti dai



tell; but is it likely, Lena? You are, I believe,
the lighter sleeper of us two. A noise loud
enough to wake me up would have
awakened you, too. I tried to be as quiet as
I could. What roused you?”

“I don’t know —a dream, perhaps. I
woke up crying.”

“What was the dream?”

Heyst, with one hand resting on the
table, had turned in her direction, his
round, uncovered head set on a fighter’s
muscular neck. She left his question
unanswered, as if she had not heard it.

“What is it you have missed?” she
asked in her turn, very grave.

Her dark hair, drawn smoothly
back, was done in two thick tresses for the
night. Heyst noticed the good form of her
brow, the dignity of its width, its unshining
whiteness. It was a sculptural forehead. He
had a moment of acute appreciation
intruding upon another order of thoughts.
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niciodatd nu poti spune, dar crezi c-ar fi
fost posibil, Lena? Tu ai, cred, dintre noi
doi, somnul mai usor. Un zgomot destul de
puternic ca sd ma trezeascd pe mine te-ar fi
trezit si pe tine. Am incercat sd fac cat mai
putin zgomot. Ce te-a trezit?”

»Nu stiu —un vis poate. M-am trezit
plangand.”

,Ce-ai visat?”

Heyst, cu 0 mand rezemata de masd,
isi intoarse spre ea capul rotund, plesuv,
asezat pe un gat musculos de luptdtor. Ea
ldsa intrebarea fara raspuns, ca si cum n-ar
fi auzit-o.

,Ce nu gdsesti?” intrebd ea la randul
ei, foarte grava.

Parul fetei, de culoare inchisa, tras
frumos la spate, era impletit pentru noapte
in doud cozi groase. Heyst observa forma
pura a fruntii, nobletea ei ampla, albul mat.
O frunte sculpturald. O clipd de vie
admiratie fi intrerupse sirul gandurilor.
Parea ca n-o sd se mai sfarseasca niciodata
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seama, dar e probabil oare, Lena? Esti,
cred, cea care doarme mai usor dintre noi
doi. Am incercat sd fiu cat am putut de
tacut. Un zgomot care m-ar trezi pe mine
te-ar fi trezit si pe tine. Am incercat sa fiu
cat mai tacut. Ce te-a trezit?

—Nu stiu, poate un vis. M-am trezit
plangand.

—Ce vis?

Heyst, cu 0 mana asezatd pe masa,
se intorsese inspre ea, cu capul lui rotund
si chel, purtat de un gat musculos, de
luptdtor. Fata nu i-a raspuns, ca si cum nu
l-ar fi auzit.

— Ce-ai rdtdcit? a intrebat la randul
ei, foarte grava.

Pdrul ei negru, strans bine la spate,
era prins in doud cozi groase pentru la
noapte. Heyst a observat forma placutd a
fruntii, demnitatea latimii si albul ei sters.
Era o frunte sculpturala. Un moment de
apreciere acutd i-a intrerupt un alt gand. A
fost ca si cum descoperirile despre fatd, in



It was as if there could be no end of his
discoveries about that girl, at the most
Incongruous moments.

She had on nothing but a hand-
woven cotton sarong —one of Heyst's few
purchases, years ago, in Celebes, where
they are made. He had forgotten all about
it till she came, and then had found it at the
bottom of an old sandalwood trunk dating
back to pre-Morrison days. She had
quickly learned to wind it up under her
armpits with a safe twist, as Malay village
girls do when going down to bathe in a
river. Her shoulders and arms were bare;
one of her tresses, hanging forward, looked
almost black against the white skin. As she
was taller than the average Malay woman,
the sarong ended a good way above her
ankles. She stood poised firmly, halfway
between the table and the curtained
doorway, the insteps of her bare feet
gleaming like marble on the over-
shadowed matting of the floor. The fall of
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cu descoperirile pe care le facea la fata

asta—in momentele cele mai neasteptate.

N-avea pe ea decat un sarong de
bumbac tesut de mand —una dintre rarele
lui cumparaturi, cu ani in urmd, in Celebes,
Uitase

complet de el pand la venirea ei, cAnd din

unde se fac asemenea lucruri.

intamplare dadu peste el intr-un fund de
cufdr din lemn de santal, datdnd din zilele
dinainte de Morrison. Ea a-nvdtat repede
sd-1 infdsoare, cu o rdsucire vanjoasd, pe la
subsuori, cum fac fetele malaeze cand se
duc jos la rau sa se scalde. Umerii si bratele
ii erau goale; una dintre cozi, cazandu-i pe
piept, ardta aproape neagrd pe pielea-i
albd. Cum era mai inaltd decat sunt in
general femeile malaeze, sarongul nu-i
ajungea pana la glezne. Stdtea, bine infipta
pe picioare, la jumdtatea drumului dintre
masa si perdeaua usii, picioarele-i
desculte, cambrate stralucind ca marmura
pe rogojinile sumbre de pe dusumea. Linia
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cele mai nepotrivite momente, nu s-ar
putea sfarsi vreodata.

Fata nu purta decéat un sarong din
bumbac tesut de mand —una din putinele
achizitii ale lui Heyst, cu ani in urma in
Celebes, unde se fac. Uitase de el pana cand
a venit fata, gasindu-l apoi la fundul unui
cufdr din lemn de santal din vremurile
precedente erei Morrison. Fata invatase
repede sd-1 ruleze sub subtiori cu
vioiciune, asa cum fac malaiezele cand
merg la rdu sd se scalde. Avea umerii si
bratele dezgolite, iar una din cozi,
atarnand pe piept, parea aproape neagra in
contrast cu albul pielii. Cum era mai inalta
decat malaiezele obisnuite, sarongul se
termina mai sus de glezne. Stdtea hotarata
in picioare, la jumadtatea distantei dintre
masa si usa cu perdea, picioarele-i goale
stralucind ca marmura pe cdptuseala plina
de umbre a podelei. Conturul umerilor ei

iluminati, linia puternica si find a bratelor



her lighted shoulders, the strong and fine
modelling of her arms hanging down her
sides, her immobility, too, had something
statuesque, the charm of art tense with life.
She was not very big—Heyst used to think
of her, at first, as “that poor little girl,” —
but revealed free from the shabby banality
of a white platform dress, in the simple
drapery of the sarong, there was that in her
form and in the proportions of her body
which suggested a reduction from a heroic
size.

She moved forward a step.

“What is it you have missed?” she
asked again.

Heyst turned his back altogether on
the table. The black spokes of darkness
over the floor and the walls, joining up on
the ceiling in a path of shadow, were like
the bars of a cage about them. It was his
turn to ignore a question.

“You woke up in a fright, you say?”
he said.
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umerilor ei luminati, linia viguroasa si find
a bratelor atdrnandu-i pe langa trup,
imobilitatea ei de asemenea, aveau ceva
statuar, vraja artei vibrand de viatd. Nu era
prea inaltd—la inceput Heyst géandise
despre ea , sdrmana mititicd” — dar scapata
de banalitatea ponositd a rochiei albe
pentru estradd, drapata simplu in sarong,
avea in formele si proportiile ei ceva ce-ti
sugera o micsorare a unor dimensiuni

eroice.

Fdcu un pas inainte.
,Ce nu gdsesti?” intrebd ea din nou.

Heyst se intoarse complet cu spatele
la masd. Spitele negre de umbra peste
dusumea si pereti, care se intalneau intr-o
patd mare de intuneric pe tavan, erau ca
gratiile unei custi in jurul lor. Era randul lui
acum sd ignore intrebarea.

»Zici ca te-ai trezit speriata?” spuse.
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atarnandu-i de-o parte si de alta, dar si
imobilitatea ei, aveau ceva impunadtor,
farmecul vietii acutizate de artd. Nu era
foarte inaltda —Heyst se gandea la ea, la
inceput, ca la ,sdrmana copild” —dar
eliberatd de banalitatea ponositd a rochiei
de concert, imbrdcata in vesmantul simplu
al sarongului, avea acel ceva in postura ei
si in proportiile corpului care sugerau o

micsorare de la o dimensiune eroica.

Fata a facut un pas inainte.

—Ce-ai ratacit? a intrebat ea din
nou.

Heyst s-a intors cu totul cu spatele
la masd. Dungile de intuneric de pe podea
si de pe pereti, intdlnindu-se pe tavan intr-
un petic de umbrad, ii inconjurau ca barele
unei custi. Venise randul lui sd ignore o
intrebare.

—Te-ai trezit speriatd, zici?



She walked up to him, exotic yet
familiar, with her white woman'’s face and
shoulders above the Malay sarong, as if it
were an airy disguise; but her expression
was serious.

“No,” she replied. “It was distress,
rather. You see, you weren't there, and I
couldn’t tell why you had gone away from
me. A nasty dream — the first I've had, too,
since —“

“You don’t believe in dreams, do
you?” asked Heyst.

“I once knew a woman who did.
Leastwise, she used to tell people what
dreams mean, for a shilling.”

“Would you go now and ask her
what this dream means?” inquired Heyst
jocularly.

“She lived in Camberwell. She was
a nasty old thing!”

Heyst laughed a little uneasily.

“Dreams are madness, my dear. It’s
things that happen in the waking world,
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Fata se apropie de el, exoticd si
totusi cu un aer de intimitate, cu chipul si
umerii de femeie albd apdrand din
sarongul malaez parcad s-ar fi deghizat, dar
expresia ei era serioasd.

~Nu!” rdaspunse ea. ,Dezolatd, mai
curand. in;elegi, tu lipseai si nu stiam de ce
plecasesi de langa mine. Oribil vis — primul
pe care l-am avut de cand...”

»Nu crezi in vise, nu-i asa?” intreba
Heyst.

,Am cunoscut odatd o femeie care
credea. In orice caz, ti le talmacea, daca-i
dddeai un siling.”

, Te-ai mai duce acum s-o intrebi ce-
nseamnd visul dsta?” intrebd Heyst
glumind.

,Stitea in Camberwell. Era o baba
uracioasd.”

Heyst rase, putin jenat.

,Visele, draga mea, sunt nebunie

curatd. Ce-as vrea eu sa-mi talmaceasca
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Ea s-a apropiat de el, exotica si
totusi familiard, cu chipul si umerii de
femeie alba din sarongul malaiez, ca o

deghizare veseld. Dar avea o mind sobra.

—Nu! a replicat ea. A fost mai
degraba durere. Tu nu erai acolo si nu mi-
am dat seama de ce-ai plecat de langa
mine. Un vis urat—primul pe care l-am
avut, de cand...

—Nu crezi in vise, nu-i asa? a
intrebat Heyst.

—Am cunoscut o femeie care
credea. Cel putin, le explica oamenilor
visele pentru un siling.

—Te-ai duce acum s-o intrebi ce-a
insemnat visul? s-a interesat Heyst in joaca.

—Trdia in Camberwell. Era o
babatie afurisita!

Heyst a ras, usor incomod.

— Visele sunt o nebunie, draga mea.
Lucrurile care se intAmpld in lumea treaza,



while one is asleep, that one would be glad
to know the meaning of.”

“You have missed something out of
this drawer,” she said positively.

“This or some other. I have looked
into every single one of them and come
back to this again, as people do. It's
difficult to believe the evidence of my own
senses; but it isn’t there. Now, Lena, are
you sure that you didn’t—*

“I have touched nothing in the
house but what you have given me.”

“Lena!” he cried.

He was painfully affected by this
disclaimer of a charge which he had not
made. It was what a servant might have
said —an inferior open to suspicion —or, at
any rate, a stranger. He was angry at being
SO wretchedly misunderstood;
disenchanted at her not being instinctively
aware of the place he had secretly given

her in his thoughts.
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cineva e ce-nseamnd lucrurile care se-
ntampld-n lumea treazd in timp ce eu
dorm. Asta as vrea sa stiu.”

,,chi lipseste ceva din sertarul asta,”
zise Lena, sigurd.

,Din asta, sau din altul. Am cadutat
in fiecare, si m-am intors iar la &sta, asa
cum face omul. Nu-mi vine sa cred in ce
vad cu ochii, dar lipseste. Ascultd, Lena,

esti sigurd cd n-ai...”

,Nu m-am atins de nimic din casa
asta decat de ce mi-ai dat tu.”

,Lena!” exclam3 el.

fl durea aceasti dezvinovitire
pentru o invinuire pe care nu i-o adusese.
Erau vorbe pe care le-ar fi putut spune o
servitoare—un inferior susceptibil a fi
banuit—sau in orice caz un strain. Il supara
faptul ca fusese in asa hal rau inteles. il
dezamadgea constatarea cd ea nu-si ddduse,
din instinct, seama de locul pe care el i-1

afectase, in taind, in gandurile lui.
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cat omul doarme, intelesul lor ar face bine
omul sa-1 afle.

— Al ratacit ceva din sertarul dsta, a
Zis ea convinsa.

—Din asta sau din altul. M-am uitat
in fiecare din ele si ma tot intorc la asta,
cum fac oamenii. E greu sd-mi cred ochilor,
dar nu-i aici. Spune-mi, Lena, esti sigurd ca

n-ai...

—N-am atins nimic din casa decat
ce mi-ai dat tu.

—Lenal! a strigat el.

{1 durea declinarea unei acuzatii pe
care nu o inaintase. Era ce-ar fi spus un
servitor—un inferior demn de banuit—
sau, oricum, un strdin. Il enerva si fie atat
de gresit inteles, il deceptiona faptul cd ea
nu era constientd instinctiv de locul pe
care-l avea, in secret, in gandurile sale.



“After all,” he said to himself, “we

are strangers to each other.”

And then he felt sorry for her. He
spoke calmly:

“I was about to say, are you sure
you have no reason to think that the
Chinaman has been in this room tonight?”

“You suspect him?” she asked,
knitting her eyebrows.

“There is no one else to suspect. You
may call it a certitude.”

“You don’t want to tell me what it
is?” she inquired, in the equable tone in
which one takes a fact into account.

Heyst only smiled faintly.

“Nothing very precious, as far as
value goes,” he replied.

“I thought it might have been
money,” she said.

“Money!” exclaimed Heyst, as if the
had  been

suggestion altogether
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,La urma urmei, suntem unul
pentru altul niste strdini,” isi spuse el in
gand.

Apoi ii paru rdu pentru ea. Relud
vorba, calm:

»,Voiam sa spun, dacd esti sigura ca
n-ai niciun motiv sa banuiesti cda Wang a
fost astd-seara aici, in odaie.”

Al

incruntand sprancenele.

banuiesti?” intreba ea
~IN-am pe altcineva pe cine banui. S-
ar putea spune cd-i o certitudine.”
,Nu vrei sa-mi spui despre ce-i
vorba?” intrebd ea pe un ton uniform.

Heyst se multumi sa zambeascd
usor:

»,Nimic de mare pret, ca valoare,”
rdspunse el.

,Am crezut ca poate-i vorba de
bani,” zise ea.

,Bani!” exclama Heyst, ca si cum o
asemenea idee ar fi fost pur si simplu
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—Pana la urmd, si-a zis el in gand,

suntem straini Intre noi.

Apoi i-a pdrut rdu pentru ea. A zis,
calm:

—Voiam sd zic, esti sigurd ca n-ai
niciun motiv sa crezi ca chinezul a fost in
camera asta-seara?

—1

incruntandu-si sprancenele.

suspectezi? a intrebat ea,
— Pe cine altcineva? Nu-1 suspectez,
sunt sigur.
—Nu vrei sa-mi zici despre ce e
vorba? a intrebat ea, pe un ton constant.

Heyst doar a zadmbit vag.

—Nimic pretios, din punct de
vedere al valorii, a zis el.

—Credeam c-ar putea fi vorba de
bani, a spus ea.

—Bani! a exclamat Heyst, ca si cum
sugestia ar fi fost absurda. Fata a fost atat



preposterous. She was so visibly surprised
that he hastened to add: “Of course, there
is some money in the house — there, in that
writing-desk, the drawer on the left. It's
not locked. You can pull it right out. There
is a recess, and the board at the back pivots:
a very simple hiding-place, when you
know the way to it. I discovered it by
accident, and I keep our store of sovereigns
in there. The treasure, my dear, is not big
enough to require a cavern.”

He paused, laughed very low, and
returned her steady stare.

“The loose silver, some guilders and
dollars, I have always kept in that
unlocked left drawer. I have no doubt
Wang knows what there is in it; but he isn’t
a thief, and that’s why I—no, Lena, what
I've missed is not gold or jewels; and that’s
what makes the fact interesting—which
the theft of money cannot be.”

She took a long breath, relieved to
hear that it was not money. A great
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absurdd. Ea pdru atat de vadit surprinsg,
incat se grabi sd adauge: , Fireste, sunt ceva
bani in casd —aici in birou, in sertarul din
stinga. Nu-i incuiat. Poti sd-1 tragi tot
afard. Are si o ascunzitoare, scandura din
fund pivoteazd; e foarte simplu, cand stii.
Am descoperit-o din intamplare, si tin in ea
rezerva noastrd de monede de aur.
Comoara, draga mea, nu-i destul de mare

ca sa avem nevoie de o pestera.”

Se opri, rase foarte incet si i
raspunse cu o privire la fel de ferma ca a ei.

,Madruntisul, cativa guldeni si
cativa dolari, l-am tinut totdeauna in
sertarul dsta, neincuiat. Sunt convins ca
Wang stia ce-i induntru, dar el nu-i hot, si
de asta... Nu, Lena, nu-i vorba nici de aur,
nici de bijuterii; si asta-i ce face lucrul sa

para straniu — un furt de bani n-ar pdrea.”

Ea respira adanc, usuratd sa afle ca
nu-i vorba de bani. I se citea pe fatd o
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de surprinsd, incat el s-a grabit sa adauge:

—Sigur, existd niste bani in casd—
aici, in birou, sertarul de pe stanga. Nu-i
incuiat. 11 poti scoate cu totul. Are o
ascunzdtoare, placa din spate pivoteazd; e
foarte simplu, daca stii sa-i dai de cap. Am
descoperit-o din intdmplare, si pastrez
acolo sovereignii nostri. Comoara, draga
mea, nu-i atdt de mare sd necesite o

cavernd.

S-a oprit, a ras usor si i-a intors
privirea fixa.

— Argintul, niste guldeni si dolari, i-
am tinut mereu in sertarul acesta neincuiat.
N-am nicio indoiald ca Wang stie ce-i
acolo; dar hot nu e si de-asta eu... Nu, Lena,
ce am ratdcit nu-i aur si nu-s bijuterii. $i
asta il face un furt interesant, cum furtul
banilor nu ar putea fi.

A tras aer adanc in piept, usuratd sa
auda ca nu era vorba de bani. Pe chip i se



curiosity was depicted on her face, but she
refrained from pressing him with
questions. She only gave him one of her
deep-gleaming smiles.

“It isn’t me so it must be Wang. You

ought to make him give it back to you.”

Heyst said nothing to that naive and
practical suggestion, for the object that he
missed from the drawer was his revolver.

It was a heavy weapon which he
had owned for many years and had never
used in his life. Ever since the London
furniture had arrived in Samburan, it had
been reposing in the drawer of the table.
The real dangers of life, for him, were not
those which could be repelled by swords or
bullets. On the other hand, neither his
his looked
sufficiently inoffensive to expose him to

manner nor appearance
light-minded aggression.
He could not have explained what

had induced him to go to the drawer in the
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curiozitate intensa, dar se feri sa-1 piseze cu
intrebari. Se multumi sd-i zdmbeascs,

luminos si profund, cum stia ea.

,Dacd nu-s eu, nu poate sd fie decat
Wang. Trebuie sa-1 faci sa-ti dea inapoi.”

Heyst nu rdspunse acestei sugestii
naive si practice, pentru cd ceea ce-i
dispdruse lui din sertar era revolverul.

Era o arma grea, pe care o avea de
ani de zile si n-o folosise-n viata lui. Statuse
in sertarul mesei incd de cand sosise in
de Ia
Adevadratele primejdii pentru viata lui nu

Samburan  mobila Londra.
erau de natura celor pe care le respingi cu
spada sau cu glontul. Pe de alta parte, nici
manierele si nici infdtisarea lui nu pdreau
de-ajuns de inofensive ca sd-1 expund la

vreo agresiune nesocotitd.

N-ar fi putut sa explice ce 1-a facut
sd se ducd la sertar in toiul noptii. Tresdrise
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citea o mare curiozitate, dar s-a abtinut sa-
1 mai preseze cu intrebari. I-a oferit unul

din zAmbetele ei scAnteietoare, intense.

—N-am fost eu, deci trebuie sa fi
fost Wang. Ar trebui sa-l1 faci sd-fi dea
inapoi ce a luat.

Heyst nu a dat niciun rdspuns
acestei sugestii naive si practice, fiindca ce-
i lipsea din sertar era revolverul.

Era o arma grea, de ani de zile a lui,
niciodata folositd. De cand ajunsese in
Samburan mobila de la Londra, stituse in
sertarul biroului. Adevaratele pericole ale
vietii, pentru el, nu erau combatute cu sabii
si glonte. Pe de altd parte, nici purtarea si
nici aspectul sdu nu erau suficient de
de
agresiunilor nechibzuite.

inofensive, naturd sd-1 expund

Nu-si putea explica ce-l méanase
catre sertar in toiul noptii. Se sculase



middle of the night. He had started up
suddenly —which was very unusual with
him. He had found himself sitting up and
extremely wide awake all at once, with the
girl reposing by his side, lying with her
face away from him, a vague,
characteristically feminine form in the dim
light. She was perfectly still.

At that season of the year there were
no mosquitoes in Samburan, and the sides
of the mosquito net were looped up. Heyst
swung his feet to the floor, and found
himself standing there, almost before he
had become aware of his intention to get
up. Why he did this he did not know. He
didn’t wish to wake her up, and the slight
creak of the broad bedstead had sounded
very loud to him. He turned round
apprehensively and waited for her to
move; but she did not stir. While he looked
at her, he had a vision of himself lying
there too, also fast asleep, and — it occurred

to him for the first time in his life —very
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din somn—ceea ce la el era foarte
neobisnuit. Se pomenise deodatd sezand
pe marginea patului, treaz de-a binelea, cu
Lena dormind aldaturi cu spatele la el,
siluetd vagd, profund feminind in lumina
difuza a noptii, intr-o imobilitate perfecta.

La vremea asta a anului nu erau
tantari in Samburan, si musticarul era
rasucit in sus. Heyst se pomenise-n
picioare, aproape inainte de a-si da seama
cd avea intentia sa se scoale. De ce facuse
asta, nu stia. Nu voia s-o trezeascd, si
scartaitul usor al patului i se pdru foarte
puternic. Se intoarse cu teama si asteptd sd
vada dacd se misca, dar ea nu se clinti.
Privind-o, Heyst avu impresia cd se vede si
pe sine stand intins acolo, cufundat in
somn adanc si—era pentru prima oard in
viata lui cand avea senzatia asta—cu totul
lipsit de apdrare. Aceastd impresie cu

desdvarsire noud, a primejdiilor care te
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deodata —lucru foarte neobisnuit pentru
el. Dintr-odata era la marginea patului,
extrem de alert, in vreme ce fata se odihnea
cu spatele la el, o siluetd vagd dar feminina
in lumina slaba. Era complet nemiscata.

In acest sezon nu erau deloc tantari
in Samburan, iar plasa de tantari era legata
sus. Heyst sdrise In picioare si se trezise
acolo, aproape inainte de a constientiza ca
vrea sd se ridice din pat. De ce facuse asta,
nu stia. Nu voise sd o trezeasca si scartaitul
usor de la capul patului ii sunase lui foarte
tare. Se intorsese temadtor, asteptand ca ea
sd se miste, dar fata nu s-a clintit. Cat se
uita la ea, a avut o viziune cu el, intins de
asemenea acolo, adormit profund si—se
gandea pentru prima oard in viatd—
complet lipsit de aparare. Aceasta impresie
foarte noud a pericolelor somnului il facuse
sd se gandeascd iute la revolverul sau.



defenceless. This quite novel impression of
the dangers of slumber made him think
suddenly of his revolver. He left the
bedroom with noiseless footsteps. The
lightness of the curtain he had to lift as he
passed out, and the outer door, wide open
on the blackness of the verandah —for the
roof eaves came down low, shutting out
the starlight —gave him a sense of having
been dangerously exposed, he could not
have said to what. He pulled the drawer
open. Its emptiness cut his train of self-
communion short. He murmured to the
assertive fact:

“Impossible! Somewhere else!”

He tried to remember where he had
put the thing; but those provoked whispers
of memory were not encouraging.
Foraging in every receptacle and nook big
enough to contain a revolver, he came
slowly to the conclusion that it was not in
that room. Neither was it in the other. The

whole bungalow consisted of the two
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pasc in somn, il fdcu sa se gandeasca
deodata la revolver. Iesi din dormitor
calcand fara zgomot. Lipsa de greutate a
perdelei pe care trebuise s-o dea deoparte
ca sa iasa si usa de afara larg deschisa in
intunericul verandei— pentru cd streasina
acoperisului cobora foarte jos, ascunzand
lumina stelelor —ii ddduserd sentimentul
de a fi expus la primejdii, n-ar fi putut
spune la care. Deschisese sertarul. Era gol.
Asta 1i reteza scurt meditatia. Murmura, in

fata faptului brut:

,Imposibil! O fi in alta parte!”

Incercase si-si aminteascd unde-1
pusese, dar tresaririle de memorie nu
fuseserd deloc incurajatoare. Dupd ce
scormonise prin toate colturile si
coltisoarele-n care-ar fi putut sa-ncapa un
revolver, ajunse incet-incet la concluzia ca
nu mai era in odaie. Nu era nici in cealalta.

Tot bungalowul se compunea din doud
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Pardsise camera cu un pas usor. Lipsa de
greutate a perdelei pe care fusese nevoit sa
o ridice in timp ce iesea afard si usa
exterioard deschisd larg inspre veranda
intunecatd —fiindca stresinile acoperisului
coborau mult, obturdnd lumina stelelor —1i
ddduserd sentimentul de a fi fost extrem de
expus, fara sa stie la ce pericole. Deschisese

sertarul. Goliciunea 1i tdiase sirul
gandurilor. Soptise, in fata faptului
implinit:

—Imposibil! O fi altundeva!

Incercase si-si aminteascd unde l-a
pus, dar jocul memoriei nu era incurajator.
Cotrobdind in fiecare cotlon si ungher
destul de mare pentru un revolver, a ajuns
incet la concluzia cd nu se mai afla in
camerd. Nici in asta, nici in cealalta.
Intregul bungalou era compus din doua
camere cu o portie zdravdna de verandd,



rooms and a profuse allowance of
verandah all round. Heyst stepped out on
the verandah.

“It's Wang, beyond a doubt,” he
thought, staring into the night. “He has got

hold of it for some reason.”

There was nothing to prevent that
ghostly Chinaman from materializing
suddenly at the foot of the stairs, or
anywhere, at any moment, and toppling
him over with a dead sure shot. The danger
was so irremediable that it was not worth
worrying about, any more than the general
precariousness of human life. Heyst
speculated on this added risk. How long
had he been at the mercy of a slender
yellow finger on the trigger? That is, if that
was the fellow’s reason for purloining the
revolver.

“Shoot and inherit,” thought Heyst.
“Very simple.” Yet there was in his mind a
reluctance to the

marked regard
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odai si o multime de verande jur-imprejur.
Heyst iesise pe veranda.

,Wang trebuie sd fie, nu-ncape
indoiala,” gandi el, cu privirea pierdutd in
noapte. , A pus mana pe el pentru cine stie
ce motiv.”

Nu exista nimic care sa-1 fi putut
impiedica pe chinezul dsta spectral sd se
materializeze la piciorul scarii sau oriunde,
oricand, si sd-1 doboare cu un foc tras la
sigur. Primejdia era atat de iremediabild,
incat nu merita sa-ti mai bati capul cu ea,
cum nu merita nici incertitudinea, in
general, a vietii omenesti. Heyst reflectase
la acest risc suplimentar. De catd vreme era
el la discretia unui deget galben pirpiriu
pe-un trdgaci? Adicd, in cazul cand asta
fusese motivul pentru care amicul
sustrasese revolverul.

,,fmpuscé si mosteneste!” gandi
Heyst. ,Foarte simplu!” Cu toate astea, in
mintea lui exista o pronuntatd reticentd in
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de jur-imprejur. Heyst pasise afara.

—Wang a fost, fard-ndoiald, s-a
gandit, privind in noapte. L-a luat, el stie

din ce motiv.

Nimic nu l-ar fi oprit pe acel chinez
fantomatic sa se materializeze deodata la
baza scérilor, sau oriunde altundeva, si sa-
1 dea jos cu o impuscdturd precisa.
Pericolul era atat de iremediabil incat nu
merita sa-si facd griji mai mult decat merita
subrezenia generald a vietii. Heyst s-a
gandit la acest risc suplimentar. De cat
timp era la mila unui deget subtire, galben,
asezat pe trdgaci? Atata timp cat acesta si
nu altul era motivul pentru care individul
sustrdsese revolverul.

—Tragi si mostenesti, s-a gandit
Heyst. Foarte simplu! Si totusi avea o

retinere puternicd sd-1 priveascd pe



domesticated grower of vegetables in the
light of a murderer.

“No, it wasn’t that. For Wang could
have done it any time this last twelve
months or more.”

Heyst’s mind had worked on the
assumption that Wang had possessed
himself of the revolver during his own
absence from Samburan; but at that period
of his speculation his point of view
changed. It struck him with the force of
manifest certitude that the revolver had
been taken only late in the day, or on that
very night. Wang, of course —But why? So
there had been no danger in the past. It was
all ahead.

“He has me at his mercy now,”
thought

excitement.

Heyst, without particular

The sentiment he experienced was
curiosity. He forgot himself in it; it was as
if he were considering somebody else’s

strange predicament. But even that sort of
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a-1 considera pe domesticul cultivator de
legume ca asasin virtual.

~Nu, n-a fost asta. Pentru ca ar fi
putut s-o facd oricand, de-un an si mai
bine.”

In mintea lui Heyst staruise
presupunerea cd Wang pusese mana pe
revolver in timpul absentei sale din
Samburan, dar ajungand cu speculatiile in
acest punct, opinia i se schimba. {i intr4 in
cap, cu forta unui certitudini indubitabile,
ideea ca revolverul fusese luat nu mai
tarziu decat dupd-masa, sau chiar atunci,
noaptea. Wang, natural! Dar de ce? Asa ca
pericolul nu existase in trecut. Era in viitor.
acum,”

yount le discretia lui,

gandise Heyst, fard cine stie ce emotie.

Sentimentul dominant era insa
curiozitatea. Parc-ar fi examinat strania
situatie a altcuiva. Dar chiar si aceasta

categorie de preocupadri se stinse dupa ce,
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domesticitul crescator de legume ca pe un
criminal.

—Nu, nu de-asta l-a luat. Pentru ca
Wang ar fi putut-o face oricand in astea
doudsprezece luni sau mai mult.

Mintea lui Heyst pornise de la
presupunerea ca Wang luase in posesie
revolverul in timp ce el lipsea din
dar
supozitiilor sale, punctul de vedere i s-a

Samburan, in acel moment al
schimbat. L-a lovit cu forta certitudinii
faptul ca revolverul fusese luat tarziu in
aceeasi zi sau chiar in toiul noptii. Wang,
desigur—dar de ce? Asadar nu existase
vreun pericol in trecut. Era totul inaintea
lui.

Acum sunt la mila lui, s-a gandit
Heyst, fard a se agita anume.

Sentimentul pe care-l trdia era
curiozitatea. Se pierdea in ea; era de parca
s-ar fi gandit la situatia delicatd a altuia.
Dar si acest fel de interes s-a risipit cand,



interest was dying out when, looking to his
left, he saw the accustomed shapes of the
other bungalows looming in the night, and
remembered the arrival of the thirsty
company in the boat. Wang would hardly
risk such a crime in the presence of other
white men. It was a peculiar instance of the
“safety in numbers” principle, which
somehow was not much to Heyst's taste.
He went in gloomily, and stood
over the empty drawer in deep and
unsatisfactory thought. He had just made
up his mind that he must breathe nothing
of this to the girl, when he heard her voice
behind him. She had taken him by
surprise, but he resisted the impulse to
turn round at once under the impression
that she might read his trouble in his face.
Yes, she had taken him by surprise; and for
that reason the conversation which began
was not exactly as he would have
conducted it if he had been prepared for
her pointblank question. He ought to have
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intorcandu-si privirea spre stanga, zari
profilandu-se in noapte siluetele celorlalte
de
insetatilor pasageri ai bdrcii. Greu de

bungalowuri si-si aminti sosirea
imaginat ca Wang sd riste o asemenea
crimd in prezenta altor albi. Era un caz
ciudat, in care-si gdsea aplicare principiul
,securitate prin numar” —de altminteri nu
prea pe gustul lui Heyst.

Framantat de ganduri negre, intrase
induntru si ramadsese in fata sertarului gol
intr-o meditatie profunda care nu-i aducea
nicio lumind. Tocmai se hotdrase sa nu lase
nimic sd transpire in fata fetei, cand ii auzi
glasul in spatele siu. Il luase prin
surprindere, dar rezista elanului de-a se
intoarce imediat spre ea, de teamad ca fata
sd nu-i citeascd tulburarea pe fata. Da, il
luase prin surprindere, si din cauza asta
conversatia care incepuse n-a fost exact
ceea ce ar fi vrut el si fie, ce-ar fi fost daca
l-ar fi gasit pregatit pentru intrebarea ei. Ar
fi trebuit sa-i raspundd imediat: ,Nu
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privind in stdnga, a zdrit cum se profileaza
in noapte formele comune ale celorlalte
bungalouri, aducandu-si aminte de sosirea
cu barca a grupului insetat. Wang nu ar fi
riscat sd infdptuiascd asa o crima in
albi.

neobisnuitda a principiului

prezenta altor Era o aplicare
»sigurantei
numerelor”, care nu prea ii era pe plac lui
Heyst.

A intrat induntru melancolic si a stat
in fata sertarului gol, gdndindu-se mult si
fara rezultat. Tocmai decisese sa nu sufle o
vorba fetei despre asta, cAnd i-a auzit vocea
in spatele lui. Il luase prin surprindere, dar
a rezistat impulsului de a se intoarce
deodatd, gandindu-se cé fata i-ar putea citi
necazurile pe chip. Da, il luase prin
surprindere si din acest motiv, conversatia
care a inceput nu a fost chiar asa cum ar fi
purtat-o el daca nu l-ar fi surprins
intrebarea ei directd. Ar fi trebuit sa-i
spuna de la inceput: ,N-am ratdcit nimic.”
Era deplorabil cd scapase lucrurile atat de



said at once: “I've missed nothing.” It was
a deplorable thing that he should have let
it come so far as to have her ask what it was
he missed. He closed the conversation by
saying lightly:

“It's an object of very small value.
Don’t worry about it —it isn’t worth while.
The best you can do is to go and lie down
again, Lena.”

Reluctant she turned away, and
only in the doorway asked:

“And you?”

“I think I shall smoke a cheroot on
the verandah. I don’t feel sleepy for the
moment.”

“Well, don’t be long.”

He made no answer. She saw him
standing there, very still, with a frown on
his brow, and slowly dropped the curtain.

Heyst did really light a cheroot
before going out again on the verandah. He
glanced up from under the low eaves, to
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lipseste nimic.” E regretabil cd a lasat
lucrurile sa ajunga pana acolo incat ea sa-1
intrebe ce cautd. Puse capdt convorbirii,
spundnd cu un aer degajat:

de
importantd. Nu-ti mai bate capul—nu

,E-un obiect foarte mica
meritd. Cel mai bun lucru ar fi sa te culdi,
Lena.”

Fara nicio tragere de inimd ea se
intoarse sd se ducd, si de-abia in prag
intreba:

»Situ?”

»,Eu am sd mai rdman putin pe
verandd, sa fumez un trabuc. Nu mi-e
somn, deocamdatd.”

,,Bine. Nu sta mult.”

Nu-i rdspunse. Ea il vdzu cum
ramane acolo, nemiscat, cu fruntea
incretita, si ldsd incet perdeaua sa cada.

Heyst isi aprinse intr-adevar un
trabuc inainte de a iesi din nou pe veranda.

Pe sub streasina joasd arunca o privire spre
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tare de sub control incat fata ajunsese sa-1
intrebe ce cauta. A incheiat discutia

spunand cu blandete:

—E un obiect de o valoare foarte
mica. Nu-ti face griji—nu merita sa-ti
pierzi timpul. Tot ce poti face este sa te
duci, Lena, si sa te intinzi.

Sovaitoare, fata s-a intors, si doar

din usd a mai spus:

—Dar tu?
—Cred ca o sa fumez un trabuc pe

verandd. Acum nu mi-e somn.

—Bine, dar sa nu stai mult.

El n-a mai raspuns. Fata l-a privit
stind acolo, nemiscat, cu fruntea
incruntatd si a tras usor perdeaua dupa ea.

Heyst chiar si-a aprins un trabuc
inainte de a iesi din nou pe veranda. S-a

uitat in sus, de sub stresinile joase, sa vadd,



see by the stars how the night went on. It
was going very slowly. Why it should have
irked him he did not know; for he had
nothing to expect from the dawn; but
everything round him had become

unreasonable, unsettled, and vaguely
urgent, laying him under an obligation, but
giving him no line of action. He felt
with  the

situation. The outer world had broken

contemptuously  irritated
upon him; and he did not know what
wrong he had done to bring this on
himself, any more than he knew what he
had done to provoke the horrible calumny
about his treatment of poor Morrison. For
he could not forget this. It had reached the
ears of one who needed to have the most
perfect confidence in the rectitude of his
conduct.

“And she only half disbelieves it,”
he thought, with hopeless humiliation.

This moral stab in the back seemed
to have taken some of his strength from

Joseph Conrad
Victory. Victorie. Parallel Texts.
205

stele, sd vadd cat de tarziu era. Timpul
trecuse foarte incet. De ce-1 enerva treaba
asta, nu-si dadea seama, pentru cd n-avea
nimic de asteptat de la ivirea zorilor. Dar,
totul
nerezonabil, nestabil, cdpdtase un vag aer

in jurul lui, parcd devenise
de alarma, punandu-l sub imperiul unei
obligatii, dar fard sd-i dea vreo indicatie de
actiune. Simtea dispret pentru situatia asta
care il irita. Lumea de afara tabdrase peste
el, si nu-si dddea seama cu ce gresise ca sa
provoace asa ceva, cum nu-si dddea seama
ce fdcuse ca sa provoace odioasa calomnie
cu privire la purtarea lui fatd de Morrison.
Pentru cd asta n-o putea uita. Ajunsese la
urechile cuiva care avea nevoie de cea mai
rectitudinea

desavarsita incredere in

conduitei lui.

$ieanu md crede decat pe jumadtate,
gandi el dezolat si umilit.

Lovitura asta morald de pumnal pe
la spate pdrea sa-i fi redus din puteri, parc-
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dupa stele, cum trecea noaptea. Se misca
foarte incet. De ce-l irita, n-ar fi putut sa
spund, fiindcd nu-i puteau aduce nimic
zorii, dar totul in jurul lui devenise
irational, tulburat si vag imperios,
punandu-1 sub o obligatie, dar nedandu-i
niciun plan de actiune. Simtea dispret fata
de situatia care-l irita astfel. Lumea
exterioard cdzuse peste el si nu stia ce
facuse rdu sd atraga asta asupra sa, cum nu
stia ce facuse sd provoace oribila calomnie
cu tratamentul rdu fata de Morrison.
Pentru ca asta nu putea uita. Ajunsese la
urechile unei persoane care trebuia sd aiba
cea mai deplind incredere in corectitudinea

comportarii sale.

—Si nu se indoieste decat pe
jumadtate, s-a gandit, cu umilinta disperata.
Aceast cutit moral infipt in spate
pdrea sd-i fi rdpit o parte din puteri, asa



him, as a physical wound would have
done. He had no desire to do anything —
neither to bring Wang to terms in the
matter of the revolver nor to find out from
the strangers who they were, and how
their predicament had come about. He
flung his glowing cigar away into the
night. But Samburan was no longer a
solitude wherein he could indulge in all his
moods. The fiery parabolic path the cast-
out stump traced in the air was seen from
another verandah at a distance of some
twenty yards. It was noted as a symptom
of importance by an observer with his
faculties greedy for signs, and in a state of
alertness tense enough almost to hear the
grass grow.
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ar fi fost o rand trupeasca. N-avea poftd sa
mai faca nimic —nici sa-1 oblige pe Wang sa
se explice in chestia revolverului, nici sa-i
descoasa pe strdini sd afle cine sunt si cum
ajunseserd in aceastd incurcdturd. Aruncd
in noapte trabucul aprins. Dar Samburanul
nu mai era acum o solitudine in care sa-ti
poti ldsa frau liber dispozitiei. Parabola
luminoasa trasatd prin aer de chistocul
zvarlit fu vazuta de pe o altd verandd, la o
depdrtare de vreo doudzeci de metri. Fu
inregistratd ca un simptom important, de
citre un observator ale carui simturi
pandeau cu aviditate semne de orice fel,
intr-o tensiune a vigilentei in stare sa auda

aproape si iarba crescand.
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cum ar fi facut si o rana fizica. Nu-si dorea
sd facd nimic —nici sa-1 confrunte pe Wang
in chestiunea revolverului, nici sd afle de la
strdini cine erau i cum ajunsesera in starea
aceea. Si-a azvarlit in noapte trabucul
arzand. Dar Samburan nu mai era
solitudinea in care sd poatd sd-si facd toate
poftele. Dara de foc pe care chistocul
azvarlit a trasat-o in aer a fost vazutd de pe
o alta veranda, de la o distanta de douazeci
de metri. A fost considerat un semn
important de cdtre un observator cu
urechile lacome dupd semne, si intr-o stare

de alerta in care ar fi auzit siiarba crescand.



CHAPTER TEN

The observer was Martin Ricardo.
To him life was not a matter of passive
renunciation, but of a particularly active
warfare. He was not mistrustful of it, he
was not disgusted with it, still less was he
be
disenchantments; but he was vividly

inclined to suspicious of its
aware that it held many possibilities of
failure. Though very far from being a
pessimist, he was not a man of foolish
illusions. He did not like failure; not only
because of its unpleasant and dangerous
consequences, but also because of its
effect his

appreciation of Martin Ricardo. And this

damaging upon own
was a special job, of his own contriving,
and of considerable novelty. It was not, so
to speak, in his usual line of business—
except, perhaps, from a moral standpoint,

about which he was not likely to trouble
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Capitolul X
Observatorul fusese Martin

Ricardo. Pentru el, viata nu era o chestie de
renuntare pasivad, ci un razboi de activ. Nu-
i lipsea increderea in sfarsitul acestui
rdzboi, nu se simtea dezgustat de el si cu
atat mai putin dispus sa se gandeasca la
eventuale dezamadgiri. Dar era perfect
constient cd oferea multe prilejuri de esec.
Departe de a fi un pesimist, nu era insa nici
om al iluziilor exagerate. Nu-i pldcea
esecul. Nu numai pentru consecintele lui
dezagreabile si periculoase, ci si din cauza
dramaticelor efecte asupra propriei sale
pretuiri a lui Martin Ricardo. $i, in cazul de
fatd, era ceva special, propria sa ndscocire,
ceva cu totul nou. Nu era, ca sad zicem asa,
din domeniul lui uzual —afara doar, poate,
dintr-un punct de vedere moral, pentru
care n-avea de gand sa-si batd capul. Din
toate aceste considerente, Martin Ricardo
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Capitolul X

Martin
Ricardo. Pentru el, viata nu era o chestiune

Observatorul fusese
de renuntare pasivd, ci un razboi deosebit
de activ. Nu o privea cu neincredere, nu-1
dezgusta, cu atat mai putin tindea sa fie

de
constient ca presupune multe momente de

suspicios deceptiile ei—dar era
esec. Desi departe de a fi pesimist, nu era
un om al iluziilor prostesti. Nu-i pldcea
esecul, nu doar din cauza consecintelor
nepldcute si periculoase ale acestuia, dar si
din cauza efectului daundtor asupra
perceptiei sale despre Martin Ricardo. lar
asta era o afacere speciald, pusd la cale
chiar de el si foarte ineditd. Nu fdcea parte,
ca sd zicem asa, din obisnuitul sidu
domeniu de activitate, poate doar dintr-un
punct de vedere moral, cu care nu avea de
gand sa-si batd capul. Din cauza acestor

lucruri, Martin Ricardo nu reusea sa



his head. For these reasons Martin Ricardo
was unable to sleep.

Mr Jones, after repeated shivering
tits, and after drinking much hot tea, had
apparently fallen into deep slumber. He

had
attempts at conversation on the part of his

very peremptorily discouraged

faithful follower. Ricardo listened to his
regular breathing. It was all very well for
the governor. He looked upon it as a sort of
sport. A gentleman naturally would. But
this ticklish and important job had to be
pulled off at all costs, both for honour and
for safety. Ricardo rose quietly, and made
his way on the verandah. He could not lie
still. He wanted to go out for air; and he
had a feeling that by the force of his
eagerness even the darkness and the
silence could be made to yield something
to his eyes and ears.

He noted the stars, and stepped
back again into the dense darkness. He
resisted the growing impulse to go out and
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nu putea sd adoarma.

Domnul Jones, dupd repetate accese
de frisoane, dupa ce a baut multe ceaiuri
fierbinti, parea sa se fi cufundat intr-un
somn adanc. Descurajase  absolut
peremptoriu tentativele de conversatie ale
fidelului sdu acolit. Ricardo ii asculta
respiratia regulata. {i era usor, patronului.
Privea toatd chestia ca un fel de sport.
Foarte normal, la un gentleman. Dar
aceastd spinoasda si importanta afacere
trebuia castigata cu orice pret, atat pentru
onoare cat si pentru sigurantd. Ricardo se
ridicd incet si trecu pe veranda. Nu putea
sta locului. Voia sd iasa la aer, si avea
sentimentul cd, prin forta ardoarei lui,
chiar si intunericul si tdcerea vor putea fi
constranse sd cedeze cate ceva ochilor si
urechilor sale.

Vazu stelele si se trase inapoi in
intunericul dens. Rezista impulsului din ce

in ce mai puternic de a cobori si a se
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adoarma.

Domnul Jones, dupd repetate
frisoane si multe ceaiuri fierbinti, cazuse, s-
ar pdrea, intr-un somn profund.
Descurajase foarte transant incercarile
acolitului sdu de incredere de a face
conversatie. Ricardo 1i asculta respiratia
regulatd. Totul era foarte usor pentru
patron. Privea chestiunea ca pe un fel de
sport. Asa cum fac gentlemenii. Dar
aceastd afacere aluneacoasda si esentiala
trebuia dusa la capat cu orice pret, atat
pentru onoare cat si pentru siguranta
personala. Ricardo s-a ridicat incet si s-a
indreptat spre verandd. Nu putea sta
nemiscat. Voia sa iasa la aer si avea
sentimentul cd prin forta nerdbdarii sale,
chiar si intunericul si tdcerea puteau fi
fortate sa-i cedeze ceva privirii si auzului.

A observat stelele si s-a retras in
intunericul greu. A rezistat impulsului de

a porni inspre celdlalt bungalou. Ar fi fost



steal towards the other bungalow. It would
have been madness to start prowling in the
dark on unknown ground. And for what
end? Unless to relieve the oppression.
Immobility lay on his limbs like a leaden
garment. And yet he was unwilling to give
up. He persisted in his objectless vigil. The
man of the island was keeping quiet.

It was at that moment that Ricardo’s
eyes caught the vanishing red trail of light
made by the cigar —a startling revelation of
the man’s wakefulness. He could not
suppress a low “Hallo!” and began to sidle
along towards the door, with his shoulders
rubbing the wall. For all he knew, the man
might have been out in front by this time,
observing the verandah. As a matter of
fact, after flinging away the cheroot, Heyst
had gone indoors with the feeling of a man
who gives up an unprofitable occupation.
But Ricardo fancied he could hear faint

footfalls on the open ground, and dodged
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strecura spre celdlalt bungalow. Ar fi fost o
nebunie sa-nceapa sd dea tarcoale prin
beznd pe-un teren necunoscut. $i pentru
ce? Decat doar ca sd-si usureze apdsarea.
Imobilitatea apdsa pe bratele si picioarele
lui ca o haind de plumb. $i cu toate astea,
nu era dispus sd renunte. Persista in
veghea lui fard obiect. Omul de pe insuld
statea linistit.

Acesta fu momentul in care ochii lui
Ricardo zarira traiectoria rosie de lumina
trasatd de tigara —senzationald revelare a
insomniei lui Heyst. Nu-si putu retine un:

'/I

»la te uitd!” soptit, si Incepu sd se strecoare
spre usd, frecAndu-se cu umerii de perete.
Putea el sa stie dacd omul nu era acum in
fatd, afara, supraveghind veranda lor? De
fapt, dupa ce aruncase trabucul, Heyst
intrase in casd cu sentimentul unuia care
renunta la o treaba inutila. Dar lui Ricardo
i se paru cd aude pasi usori prin poiand si
se strecurd repede in odaie. Aci, respira
adanc si, o vreme, ramase pe ganduri. Apoi
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o nebunie sd inceapd sa cotrobdie prin
intuneric pe teren strdin. Si cu ce scop? Sa-
si vindece, doar, coplesirea. Imobilitatea ii
apdsa membrele ca un strai de plumb. Si
totusi, nu voia sa renunte. Continua cu
inutila sa veghe. Omul de pe insuld stdtea

1n tacere.

In acest moment ochii lui Ricardo au
zarit slaba lucire rosie a trabucului—o
revelatie alarmantd a unei anumite stari de
veghe. Nu a putut suprima un slab ,Ei!” si
a Inceput sa se strecoare cdtre usd, cu
umerii lipiti de perete. Omul ar fi putut fi
la vremea asta in fatd, afara, uitindu-se la
verandd. De fapt, dupd ce aruncase
trabucul, Heyst intrase induntru cu
sentimentul unuia care renunta la o
preocupare nerentabild. Dar lui Ricardo i
se pdrea ca aude pasi usori pe pamant, asa
cd s-a ascuns repede in camerd. Acolo si-a

tras suflul si a meditat o vreme. Urmatoare



quickly into the room. There he drew
breath, and meditated for a while. His next
step was to feel for the matches on the tall
desk, and to light the candle. He had to
communicate to his governor views and
reflections of such importance that it was
absolutely necessary for him to watch their
effect on the very countenance of the
hearer. At first he had thought that these
matters could have waited till daylight, but
Heyst’s wakefulness, disclosed in that
startling way, made him feel suddenly
certain that there could be no sleep for him
that night.

He said as much to his governor.
When the little dagger-like flame had done
its best to dispel the darkness, Mr. Jones
was to be seen reposing on a camp
bedstead, in a distant part of the room. A
railway rug concealed his spare form up to
his very head, which rested on the other
railway rug rolled up for a pillow. Ricardo
plumped himself down cross-legged on
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pipdi pe pupitru, sa dea de chibrituri, si
aprinse lumanarea. Trebuia sd-i comunice
patronului pdreri si constatdri de asemenea
importantd, incat devenise absolut necesar
sd urmadreasca efectul lor pe chiar chipul
domnului Jones. La inceput crezuse ca
putea sd astepte pand dimineata, dar
insomnia lui Heyst, datd la iveald in mod
de

sentimentul certitudinii ca, pentru el, in

atat suprinzdtor, 1 dadu brusc

noaptea asta nu putea fi vorba de dormit.

Spuse toate astea patronului. Dupa

ce flacdruia lumdndrii risipi putin
intunericul, domnul Jones putu fi vazut
culcat pe un pat de campanie, in fundul
oddii. O pdturd de voiaj i acoperea trupul
uscat, lasdnd sd se vadd numai capul,
rezemat de o alta pdtura de voiaj, facutd sul
in chip de pernd. Ricardo se aseza pe
dusumea, cu

picioarele  incrucisate,
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miscare a fost sd caute, in bezna,

chibriturile de pe biroul inalt si sd aprinda

luménarea. Trebuia sd-i comunice

patronului opinii de o asemenea

importantd, incat era absolut necesar sa

pe
ascultatorului. La inceput se gandise ca

observe  efectul lor chipul
astfel de chestiuni pot astepta zorii zilei,
dar trezia lui Heyst, revelatd intr-o maniera
surprinzdtoare, l-a facut deodatda sa
inteleaga ca nu va reusi sd doarmd la

noapte.

I-a spus asta si patronului. Cand
flacdra micd, ca un pumnal, a reusit sa taie
in intunericul dur, l-a ardtat pe domnul
Jones sprijinit de rama unui pat de
campanie, intr-un capat indepartat al
camerei. O pdturd de cdldtorie ii ascundea
corpul slab panad la cap, care se sprijinea pe
cealaltd pdturd rulatd ca intr-o perna.
Ricardo s-a trantit pe podea, cu picioarele



the floor, very close to the low bedstead; so
that Mr. Jones —who perhaps had not been
so very profoundly asleep —on opening his
eyes found them conveniently levelled at
the face of his secretary.

“Eh? What is it you say? No sleep
for you to-night? But why can’t you
let me sleep? Confound your fussiness!”

“Because that there fellow can’t
sleep—that’s why. Dash me if he hasn’t
been doing a think just now! What business
has he to think in the middle of the night?”

“How do you know?”
“He was out, sir—up in the middle
of the night. My own eyes saw it.”

“But how do you know that he was
up to think?” inquired Mr. Jones. “It might
have been anything—toothache, for
instance. And you may have dreamed it for
all I know. Didn’t you try to sleep?”

“No, sir. I didn’t even try to go to
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aproape de marginea patului, asa cd
domnul Jones—care poate cd nu fusese
chiar atat de adanc cufundat in somn—
deschizand ochii se pomeni cu chipul
secretarului in fata sa.

»,Eh? Ce spui? Nu poti sda dormi?
Dar de ce nu ma lasi pe mine sa dorm? Fi-ti-
ar mofturile-ale dracului!”

,Pentru ca si tipul de dincolo nu
poate sd doarmd. De-aia. Al dracului sd fiu
dacd tipul nu sta adineauri sa gandeasca.
Ce treaba-avea el de gandit in mijlocul
noptii?”

,De unde stii?”

»A fost pe verandd, sir—treaz in
mijlocul noptii. L-am vdzut eu cu ochii
mei.”

,Dar de unde stii cd se gandea?”
intreba domnul Jones. ,Putea sa fi fost
altceva—sa-l fi durut dintii, de pilda. Si,
dupa cat te stiu eu, s-ar putea foarte bine ca
tu sa fi visat. N-ai incercat sd dormi?”

»Nu,

sir. Nici nu m-am culcat
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incrucisate, foarte aproape de patul jos; asa
incat domnul Jones—care poate ca nu
dormise atat de profund—cand si-a
deschis ochii, a gasit cd ii intalneau in mod
convenabil pe cei ai secretarului.

—Ei? Ce spui tu? Nu dormi la
noapte? Dar pe mine de ce nu mad lasi sa
dorm? Dad-o incolo de agitatie!

—Pen’cd individul ala de-acolo n-
are somn, de-asta. Sa fiu al naibii daca n-a
ticluit ceva chiar acuma! Ce treburi ar
putea avea, sd se gandeascd la ele in toiul
noptii?

—De unde stii tu?
in toiul

—Fra afard, sir—treaz,

noptii. Am vazut cu ochii mei.

—Dar de unde stii ca era treaz ca se
gandea? l-a intreb domnul Jones. Poate sa
fi fost orice, o durere de dinti, de pilda. Si,
stiu eu? Poate ca l-ai vazut in vis. N-ai
incercat sa dormi?

—Nu, domnule. Nici n-am incercat



sleep.”

Ricardo informed his patron of his
vigil on the verandah, and of the revelation
which put an end to it. He concluded that
a man up with a cigar in the middle of the
night must be doing a think.

Mr. Jones raised himself on his
elbow. This sign of interest comforted his
faithful henchman.

“Seems to me it’s time we did a little
think ourselves,” added Ricardo, with
more assurance. Long as they had been
together the moods of his governor were
still a source of anxiety to his simple soul.

“You are always making a fuss,”
remarked Mr. Jones, in a tolerant tone.

“Ay, but not for nothing, am I? You
can’t say that, sir. Mine may not be a
gentleman’s way of looking round a thing,
but it isn’t a fool’s way, either. You've
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madcar.”

Ricardo il puse la curent pe patron
cu veghea lui de pe veranda si cu revelatia
care i-a pus capat. Concluzia trasd era cd un
om care std treaz la miezul noptii cu o
tigard aprinsd trebuie sd se gandeasca la
ceva.

Domnul Jones se ridica intr-un cot.
Acest semn de interes il reconforta pe
devotatul sau discipol.

»~Am impresia c-a venit vremea sa
ne gandim si noi un pic,” adduga Ricardo
cu mai multd sigurantd in sine. Cu toate cd
erau impreund de-atita vreme, toanele
patronului mai erau incd o sursa de
ingrijorare pentru sufletul sau simplu.

L, Tu
remarcd domnul Jones pe un ton plin de

faci totdeauna tiraboi,”
ingdduinta.

»Da, dar nu degeaba, nu-i asa? Asta
n-o puteti spune, sir. Poate ca eu nu vad
lucrurile ca un gentleman, dar nici ca un
Chiar dumneavoastra

nerod. ati
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sd ma culc.

Ricardo l-a informat pe patron
despre veghea sa de pe veranda si despre
revelatia care a incheiat-o. A conchis ca un
om cu un trabuc in toiul noptii trebuie sa
reflecteze.

Domnul Jones s-a sprijinit pe cot.
Faptul cd si-a aratat interesul 1-a linistit pe
acolitul sau.

—Mi se pare cd e vremea sa ne
gandim si noi un pic, a addugat Ricardo cu
mai multd hotdrare. Chiar dacd erau
impreund de mult timp, toanele patronului
incd erau o sursd de anxietate pentru
sufletul sau simplu.

—Mereu faci mare caz, a remarcat

domnul Jones, pe un ton tolerant.

—Asa, dar nu din nimic, nu? Asta
nu puteti spune, sir. Poate n-am felul unui
gentleman de a studia problema, dar nici al
unui prost. Atata lucru ati admis si



admitted that much yourself at odd times.”

Ricardo was growing warmly
argumentative. Mr. Jones interrupted him
without heat.

“You haven’t roused me to talk
about yourself, I presume.”

“No, sir.” Ricardo remained silent
for a minute, with the tip of his tongue
caught between his teeth. “I don’t think I
could tell you anything about myself that
you don’t know,” he continued. There was
a sort of amused satisfaction in his tone
which changed completely as he went on.
“It's that man, over there, that’s got to be
talked over. I don’t like him.”

He failed to observe the flicker of a
ghastly smile on his governor’s lips.

“Don’t you?” murmured Mr. Jones,
whose face, as he reclined on his elbow,
was on a level with the top of his follower’s
head.

“No, sir,”

said Ricardo

emphatically. The candle from the other

Joseph Conrad
Victory. Victorie. Parallel Texts.
213

recunoscut-o, cateodats.”
Ricardo se aprindea in propria sa

apdrare. Domnul Jones il intrerupse, calm:

»,Presupun cd nu m-ai trezit ca sa-mi
vorbesti de tine.”

~Nu, sir.” Ricardo tdcu un rastimp,
cu varful limbii intre dinti. ,Nu cred c-as
putea sd va spun despre mine ceva pe care
dumneavoastra sa nu-l stiti,” continua el.
Era, in tonul lui, un fel de satisfactie
amuzatd, dar tonul acesta se schimba
complet cand continua: , Despre omul de
dincolo trebuie sa vorbim. Nu-mi place
deloc.”

Ricardo nu observa licarirea unui
surds sinistru pe buzele patronului.

~Nu-ti place?” facu domnul Jones, a
carui fatd, rezemata in cot, era la nivelul

crestetului aghiotantului sau.

»Nu, sir,” zise Ricardo cu vigoare.
Lumanarea, din celalalt capat al odaii, isi
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dumneavoastrd, uneori.

Ricardo  devenea incet mai
argumentativ. Domnul Jones l-a intrerupt
fara foc.

—Banuiesc cd nu m-ai trezit ca sa
vorbim despre tine...

—Nu, sir. Ricardo a tacut o clipd, cu
varful limbii prins intre dinti. Nu cred c-as
putea sa vd spun ceva despre mine care sa
nu va fie deja cunoscut, a continuat el. Era
un soi de satisfactie amuzata in tonul sau,
care s-a schimbat complet pe masurd ce a
continuat si vorbeascd. Omul dla de-acolo,
despre el trebuie vorbit. Nu-mi miroase-a
bine!

Nu a observat surasul teribil de pe
buzele patronului sau.

—Asa deci? a murmurat domnul
Jones, a cdrui fatd, sprijinindu-se in cot, era
la acelasi nivel cu crestetul capului
celuilalt.

—Nu, sir, a zis Ricardo emfatic.

Lumanarea din cealaltd parte a camerei 1i



side of the room threw his monstrous black
shadow on the wall. “He—I don’t know
how to say it—he isn’t hearty-like.”

Mr. Jones agreed languidly in his
own manner:

“He seems to be a very self-
possessed man.”

“Ay, that's it. Self—"
choked with indignation. “I would soon let

Ricardo

out some of his self-possession through a
hole between his ribs, if this weren’t a
special job!”

Mr. Jones had been making his own
reflections, for he asked:

“Do you think he is suspicious?”

“I don’t see very well what he can be
suspicious of,” pondered Ricardo. “Yet
there he was doing a think. And what
could be the object of it? What made him
get out of his bed in the middle of the
night? ‘Tain’t fleas, surely.”

“Bad
suggested Mr. Jones jocularly.

conscience,

perhaps,”
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arunca pe perete umbrele monstruoase.
»Nu-i—nu stiu cum sd spun—n-are nimic
cordial in el.”

Domnul Jones, in felul lui moale, se
declara de acord.

,Pare sd fie un om foarte stapan pe
sine.”

,Asta-i, da. Stapan..” Ricardo se
sufoca de indignare. ,l-as scoate eu,
repede, ceva din stdpanitul dsta, printr-o
gaurd-ntre coaste, daca n-ar fi vorba de-o
treabd speciald!”

Domnul Jones trebuie sa se fi gandit
si el in vremea asta, pentru cd intreba:

,Crezi ca banuieste ceva?”

+Nu prea vad ce-ar putea sa
banuiasca,” raspunse Ricardo circumspect.
»S1 cu toate astea, stdtea si se gandea. La ce
s-o fi gandit? Ce l-a facut sa se dea jos din
pat in toiul noptii? Nu puricii, asta-i sigur.”

,Constiinta incdrcatd, poate,” facu
domnul Jones sarcastic.
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proiecta umbra monstruoasa pe perete.
Nu... cum sd spun... nu-i prea avantat.

Domnul Jones a fost de acord, cu
apatia-i proprie:

—Pare sd fie un om cu sange rece.

—Da, asta e. Cu sange... Ricardo s-a
inecat cu indignare. I-as cam scoate eu din
sdngele-dsta rece cu o gaurd-ntre coaste,
dacd n-ar fi o afacere mai speciald!

Domnul Jones avea propriile
ganduri, fiindcd a intrebat:

— Crezi cd suspecteaza ceva?

—Nu prea-mi dau seama de ce sé fie
suspicios, a meditat Ricardo. Si totusi, era
acolo, reflectand. Si la ce, oare? Ce l-o fi
facut sd iasa din pat in toiul noptii? Nu
puricii, asta-i clar.

—Ceva pe constiintd, poate, a
sugerat domnul Jones in gluma.



His faithful secretary suffered from
irritation, and did not see the joke. In a
fretful tone he declared that there was no
such thing as conscience. There was such a
thing as funk; but there was nothing to
make that fellow funky in any special way.
He admitted, however, that the man might
have been wuneasy at the arrival of
strangers, because of all that plunder of his
put away somewhere.

Ricardo glanced here and there, as if
he were afraid of being overheard by the
heavy shadows cast by the dim light all
over the room. His patron, very quiet,
spoke in a calm whisper:

“And perhaps that hotel-keeper has
been lying to you about him. He may be a
very poor devil indeed.”

Ricardo shook his head slightly. The
Schombergian theory of Heyst had become
in him a profound conviction, which he
had absorbed as naturally as a sponge
takes up water. His patron’s doubts were a
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Pe credinciosul sdu secretar il
chinuia enervarea si nu intelese gluma. Pe
un ton iritat, acru ii declara cd nu exista
ceva care sd se cheme constiintd. Exista
fricd, da, dar nimic care sa bage in vreun fel
frica in individul asta. Admise inca ca se
putea foarte bine ca pe om sa-1 fi nelinistit
sosirea unor strdaini, din cauza averii dleia
furate, ascunsa undeva pe-acolo.

Ricardo se wuitd in dreapta si-n
stdnga, ca si cum i-ar fi fost fricd sa nu-1
audd umbrele dense aruncate de lumanare
prin toate colturile odaii. Foarte calm,
patronul ii sopti:

,Si cine stie dacad hotelierul dla n-a
mintit? S-ar putea foarte bine sd fie-un
parlit.”

Ricardo cldtina din cap. Teoria
schombergiand referitoare la  Heyst
devenise la el o profunda convingere. Era
imbibat de ea cum se imbiba un burete de

apa. Indoielile patronului nu erau decat o
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Secretarul lui loial era afectat de
iritare si nu a sesizat gluma. Pe un ton
irascibil a declarat ca nu exista constiinta.
Existd groazd; dar nimic sa-1 impingd la
groazd in mod deosebit. A admis, insa, ca
poate omul era nelinistit de sosirea
strainilor, din cauza acelei prdzi pe care o

ascunsese pe undeva.

Ricardo s-a uitat in jur, parca
temator sd nu fie auzit de umbrele dense pe
care lumina palidd le arunca in toata
incdperea. Patronul lui, foarte tdcut, a
soptit calm:

—Si poate ca hotelierul dla te-a
mintit in legdturd cu omul. N-o fi decat un
amarat.

Ricardo a dat usor din cap. Teoria
schombergiand asupra lui Heyst devenise
in el o profundd convingere, pe care o
absorbise asa cum inghite buretele apa—
natural. Indoielile patronului siu erau o



wanton denying of what was self-evident;
but Ricardo’s voice remained as before, a
soft purring with a snarling undertone.

“I am sup-prised at you, sir! It’s the
very way them tame ones—the common
‘yporcrits of the world —get on. When it
comes to plunder drifting under one’s very
nose, there’s not one of them that would
keep his hands off. And I don’t blame
them. It's the way they do it that sets my
back up. Just look at the story of how he got
rid of that pal of his! Send a man home to
croak of a cold on the chest—that’s one of
your tame tricks. And d’you mean to say,
sir, that a man that’s up to it wouldn’t bag
whatever he could lay his hands in his
‘yporcritical way? What was all that coal
business? Tame citizen dodge;
‘yporcrisy —nothing else. No, no, sir! The
thing is to “xtract it from him as neatly as
possible. That’s the job; and it isn't so

simple as it looks. I reckon you have looked
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negare neserioasd a unei realitdti care sarea
in ochi. Dar vocea lui Ricardo ramaésese
aceeasi ca mai inainte, un tors bland de
pisicd pe un fundal de marait:

,Mad mir de dumneavoastrd, sir!
Este care-1

intrebuinteaza toti domesticitii—ca si toti

exact procedeul  prin
ipocritii ordinari de pe lumea asta. Cand
se-ntampld sd le treacd prada pe sub nas,
nu-i unul sa-si tind mana locului. Nu-i
acuz. Felul in care-o fac, asta ma scarbeste.
Ganditi-vd numai la povestea aia, cum s-o
descotorosit de fostul lui tovaras! Sa
expediezi un om acasd si sa-l faci sd se
curete dintr-o raceald — asta-i smecherie de
domesticit. $i vreti sa spuneti, sir, cd un om
in stare de-asa ceva n-o sa umfle, cu
manierele lui de ipocrit, tot pe ce poate
puna mana? Ce-a fost afacerea aia cu
carbunii? Tipii dstia domesticiti lucreaza
cu fereala; ipocrizie—asta-i. Nu, nu, sir!
Chestia-i s-0 scoatem de la el cat mai
curdtel posibil. Asta-i treaba care ne-
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negare nefireasca a ceva ce era evident; dar
vocea nu i s-a schimbat dintr-un tors

catifelat cu un strop de maraiala.

—Ma s-surprindeti, sir! E chiar felul
in care dstia domesticiti—"pocritii de rand
ai lumii —se descurca. Cand vine vorba de
prada ce le fuge pe sub nas, niciunul nu si-
ar tine mainile-acasa. $inu-i pot invinovati.
Felu-n care-o fac ma infurie. Ganditi-va
doar la povestea despre cum s-a
descotorosit de tovarasu-dla al lui! Trimiti
omul acasd sd crape de-o rdceald —dsta-i
viclesug de domesticit. Si, vreti sa spuneti,
sir, cd un om capabil de asa ceva n-o sa-
nhate tot ce atinge in felul lui “pocritic? Ce-
a fost cu toatd afacerea aia cu carbune?
Tertipuri de domesticiti; “pocrizie si nimic
altceva. Nu, nu, sir! Treaba e s-o extragem
cat mai dibaci posibil. Asta-i treaba; si nu-i
asa simplu. Cred ca ati analizat chestiunea
bine, sir, fhainte sd vd propuneti aceasta

calatorie.



at it all round, sir, before you took up the
notion of this trip.”

“No.” Mr. Jones was hardly audible,
staring far away from his couch. “I didn’t
think about it much. I was bored.”

“Ay, that you were—bad. I was
feeling pretty desperate that afternoon,
when that bearded softy of a landlord got
talking to me about this fellow here. Quite
accidentally, it was. Well, sir, here we are
after a mighty narrow squeak. I feel all
limp yet; but never mind —his swag will
pay for the lot!”

“He’s all alone here,” remarked Mr.

Jones in a hollow murmur.

“Ye-es, in a way. Yes, alone enough.
Yes, you may say he is.”

“There’s that Chinaman, though.”
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asteapta. Si nu-i chiar atat de simpla pe cat

aratd. Socot c-ati privit-o sub toate
aspectele, sir, si de-abia pe-urma ati
acceptat sa facem plimbarea.”

~Nu.” De-abia il auzeai, pe domnul
Jones, cum sta cu privirea pierdutd
departe. , Prea mult nu m-am gandit. Eram
plictisit.”

,Au, asta a fost.. Pacat. Eram
disperat aproape, atunci dupd-masa, cand
nerodul dla barbos de hotelier a-nceput sa-
mi povesteascd despe dsta de-aici. Absolut
din intdamplare. Cum-necum, sir, suntem
aici, dupa ce era cat p-aci s-o mierlim. Ma
simt zdreantd, inca. Dar n-are-a face.
Comoara lui o sd plateasca toate!”

,Tipul e absolut singur aici,”
observda domnul Jones intr-un murmur
infundat.

,Mda, intr-un fel. Da, destul de
singur. Da-da, s-ar putea spune cd-i
singur.”

»,Mai e si chinezul.”
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—Nu. Domnul Jones abia se auzea,
holbandu-se departe de culcusul sau. Nu

m-am gandit mult. Eram plictisit.

—Ah, asta da, si incd cum. Eram
chiar disperat in dupd-amiaza aia cand
ndtardul dla de proprietar barbos a inceput
sd-mi vorbeascd de individul nostru. Mai
mult din intdmplare. Ei, sir, iata-ne aici, ca
prin urechile acului. Ma simt incd secat; dar
nu conteazd—prada lui va plati pentru
asta!

—E singur-singurel aici, a remarcat

domnul Jones cu un murmur sec.

—Da, intr-un fel. Da, indeajuns de
singur. Da, s-ar putea spune cd e.

—Mai e si chinezul ala.



“Ay, there’s the Chink,” assented
Ricardo rather absentmindedly.

He was debating in his mind the
advisability of making a clean breast of his
knowledge of the girl’s existence. Finally
he concluded he wouldn’t. The enterprise
was difficult enough without complicating
it with an upset to the sensibilities of the
gentleman with whom he had the honour
of being associated. Let the discovery come
of itself, he thought, and then he could
swear that he had known nothing of that
offensive presence.

He did not need to lie. He had only
to hold his tongue.

“Yes,” he muttered reflectively,
“there’s that Chink, certainly.”

At bottom, he felt a
ambiguous respect for his governor’s

certain

exaggerated dislike of women, as if that
horror of feminine presence were a sort of
depraved morality; but still morality, since
he counted it as an advantage. It prevented

Joseph Conrad
Victory. Victorie. Parallel Texts.
218

,Da, mai e si chinezul,” admise
Ricardo, cu mintea parcd-n altd parte.

Discuta in gand cu sine insusi daca
n-ar fi fost mai bine sa-si descarce sufletul,
sd-i spuni ce stie despre existenta fetei. In
cele din urma hotari ca nu. Afacerea era si-
asa destul de incurcati, farda s-o mai
complice starnind susceptibilitatile
gentlemanului cu care avea onoarea si fie
asociat. Mai bine sa vina de la sine
descoperirea, isi spunea el, si-atunci o sa
jure cd habar n-avusese despre aceastd
jignitoare prezenta.

N-avea nevoie sa mintd. Nu trebuia
decat sd-si tind gura.

»,Da,” murmurd el pe ganduri, , mai
e si chinezul, desigur.”

In fond, avea un fel de respect
echivoc pentru aversiunea exagerata a
patronului fatd de femei, ca si cum aceasta
oroare pentru orice prezentd feminind era
un fel de morald vicioasd, dar totusi o

morald, dat fiind cd o socotea drept un
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—Da, e si chinezul, a consimtit
Ricardo cu gandul altundeva.
daca era

Dezbdtea in sinea lui

prielnicd o marturisire deplind a
cunoasterii existentei fetei. In cele din
urmad, a conclus ca n-o va face. Afacerea era
si-asa dificild, fard a o mai complica
supdrandu-i firea sensibild de gentleman a
celui cu care avea onoarea de a fi asociat.
Mai bine sa descopere de la sine, s-a gandit,
sisd jure cd n-a stiut nimic de acea prezenta

suparatoare.

Nu era nevoit sa mintd. Trebuia
doar sd-si tind gura.

—Da, a murmurat ganditor, e si
chinezul, sigur.

In realitate, simtea un soi de respect
ambiguu pentru dispretul exagerat fata de
femei al patronului sdu, ca si cum acea
oroare de prezenta feminind era un fel de
moralitate depravatd —dar tot moralitate,
din moment ce o considera a fi profitabila.



many undesirable complications. He did
not pretend to understand it. He did not
even try to investigate this idiosyncrasy of
his chief. All he knew was that he himself
was differently inclined, and that it did not
make him any happier or safer. He did not
know how he would have acted if he had
been knocking about the world on his own.
Luckily he was a subordinate, not a wage-
slave but a follower—which was a
restraint. Yes! The other sort of disposition
simplified matters in general; it wasn’t to
be gainsaid. But it was clear that it could
also complicate them—as in this most
important and, in Ricardo’s view, already
sufficiently delicate case. And the worst of
it was that one could not tell exactly in
what precise manner it would act.

he thought
somewhat peevishly. How was one to

It was unnatural,

reckon up the unnatural? There were no
rules for that. The faithful henchman of

plain Mr. Jones, foreseeing many
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avantaj. Te scutea de multe complicatii
indezirabile. N-avea pretentia ca intelege.
Nici mdcar nu incerca sd analizeze, sa
patrundd aceastd idiosincrazie a sefului
sdu. Tot ce stia era cd el, personal, avea alte
gusturi, si cd asta nici mai fericit nu-1 fdcea,
nici mai multd sigurantd in viata nu-i
dddea. Nu stia la ce-ar fi ajuns dacad ar fi
vagabondat prin viatd de unul singur. Din
fericire, era un subaltern, nu un sclav
lefegiu, ci un agiotant — dar tot nu-nsemna
cd era de capul lui. Da, desigur! Celalalt fel
de aranjament neindoielnic simplifica, in
general, lucrurile. Dar era clar cad putea sa
le si complice —ca in cazul de fatd, extrem
de important si, dupd opinia lui Ricardo,
destul de delicat. Si ce era mai prost, e ca
nu puteai sa spui exact in ce fel va actiona.

Nu era firesc, isi spuse el iritat. Cum
sa tii seama de ce nu-i firesc? Pentru asa
ceva nu existd reguli. Credinciosul acolit al
domnului Jones pur si simplu, prevazand
numeroase dificultati de ordin material,
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Prevenea multe complicatii de nedorit. Nu
se facea c-o intelege. Nici n-a incercat sa
investigheze idiosincrazia sefului. Nu stia
decét cd el, personal, gandea altfel si ca asta
nu-l facea nici mai fericit, nici mai sigur.
Nu stia cum s-ar fi comportat daca ar fi
perindat lumea de wunul singur. Din
fericire, era un subordonat—nu un
servitor, ci un discipol—o constrangere,
totusi. Da! Celdlalt fel de temperament
simplifica treburile in general; nu trebuia
sd fie contestat. Dar era clar cd putea s le
si complice—ca 1in acest caz foarte
important si, in opinia lui Ricardo, deja
indeajuns de delicat. Si cel mai rdu era ca

nu puteai intui cum se va manifesta.

Era nefiresc, s-a gandit el, putin
iritat. Cum era sd ia in calcul nefirescul? Nu
e guvernat de reguli. Acolitul credincios al
intrevizand multe

domnului Jones,

dificultati de ordin material, a decis sa i-o



difficulties of a material order, decided to
keep the girl out of the governor’s
knowledge; out of his sight, too, for as long
a time as it could be managed. That, alas,
seemed to be at most a matter of a few
hours; whereas Ricardo feared that to get
the affair properly going would take some
days. Once well started, he was not afraid
of his gentleman failing him. As is often the
case with lawless natures, Ricardo’s faith
in any given individual was of a simple,
unquestioning character. For man must
have some support in life.

Cross-legged, his head drooping a
little and perfectly still, he might have been
meditating in a bronze-like attitude upon
the sacred syllable “Om.” It was a striking
illustration of the untruth of appearances,
for his contempt for the world was of a
severely practical kind. There was nothing
oriental about Ricardo but the amazing
quietness of his pose. Mr. Jones was also
very quiet. He had let his head sink on the
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hotdri sda nu-l lase pe patron sa afle de
existenta fetei, sa nu-l lase nici s-o vada—
cat timp se va putea. Si, din nenorocire,
asta pdrea sa fie cel mult o chestie de cateva
ore, pe cand, se temea Ricardo, a pune o
afacere pe roate cerea vreo cateva zile.
Odatd treaba pornita, nu se temea c-o sé fie
lasat in drum de gentleman. Cum se
intampld  deseori cu firile astea
dezordonate, increderea lui Ricardo in
anumiti  indivizi era simpld i
indiscutabild. Pentru cd in viatd omul
trebuie sd aibad un suport oarecare.

Cu picioarele incrucisate, cu capul
putin plecat, perfect imobil, putea foarte
bine, in atitudinea asta de bonz, sa
mediteze la sacra silaba ,Om”. Era o
elocventd ilustrare a wunor aparente
mincinoase, pentru ca dispretul sdu fata de
lume era de naturd riguros practica. Nu era
nimic oriental la Ricardo, in afard de
de

Domnul Jones era si el foarte calm. Lasase

atitudinea lui stranie nemiscare.
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ascunda patronului pe fatd, atat urechilor,
din

nefericire, parea sa fie un aranjament

cat si ochilor acestuia. Acesta,
temporar, de cateva ore, in vreme ce
Ricardo se temea cd sd pund bine pe
picioare afacerea ar fi durat zile. Odata
inceputd, nu i-ar mai fi fost fricd sa-l
abandoneze gentlemanul. Cum este adesea
cazul cu firile nelegiuite, credinta lui
Ricardo in orice individ era de un caracter
simplu si neindoielnic. Fiindca omul

trebuie sa aibd o parghie in viata asta.

Cu picioarele incrucisate si cu capul
usor aplecat, poate cd medita, asa neclintit,
intr-o atitudine de bonz asupra sacrei
silabe ,,Om”. Era o ilustratie izbitoare a
falsitatii aparentelor, fiindca dispretul sau
pentru lume era de un soi deosebit de
practic. Nu era nimic oriental in Ricardo,
cu exceptia pozitiei uimitor de linistite. Si
domnul Jones era foarte linistit. Isi l4sase
capul sd se cufunde in pdtura rulata si



rolled-up rug, and lay stretched out on his
side with his back to the light. In that
position the shadows gathered in the
cavities of his eyes made them look
perfectly empty. When he spoke, his
ghostly voice had only to travel a few
inches straight into Ricardo’s left ear.

“Why don’t you say something,
now that you've got me awake?”

“I wonder if you were sleeping as
sound as you are trying to make out, sir,”
said the unmoved Ricardo.

“Iwonder,” repeated Mr. Jones. “At
any rate, [ was resting quietly.”

“Come, sir!” Ricardo’s whisper was
alarmed. “You don’t mean to say you're
going to be bored?”

“No.”

“Quite right!” The secretary was
very much relieved. “There’s no occasion
to be, I can tell you, sir,” he whispered
earnestly. “Anything but that! If I didn’t
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capul sd-i cadd pe pdtura facutd sul si sta
intins pe-o parte, cu spatele la lumanare. In
pozitia asta, umbrele adunate in orbitele
lui le faceau sa pard absolut goale. Cand
vorbi, glasul lui spectral n-avea decat
cativa toli de parcurs ca s-ajunga la urechea
stanga a lui Ricardo.

,De ce nu spui ceva, acuma, daca tot
m-ai trezit?”

»Ma-ntreb daca dormeati chiar atat
de adanc cat voiati sa lasati impresia, sir,”
zise Ricardo impasibil.

,Ma-ntreb si eu,” repetd domnul
Jones. ,,In orice caz, mi odihneam foarte
linistit.”

,Oh, sir!” Soapta lui Ricardo era de
om alarmat. ,Nu cumva vreti sa spuneti ca
iar sunteti plictisit?”

,Nu.”

,Asta-1 bine

!II

Secretarul se simti
considerabil usurat. ,N-aveti de ce fi, va
asigur, sir,” sopti el grav. ,Orice, numai
asta nu! Daca n-am zis nimic o vreme, n-a
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statea intins pe o parte, cu spatele la
lumina. In pozitia asta, umbrele adunate in
orbite i faceau ochii sa parda complet goi.
Cand a vorbit, vocea fantomaticd nu a
decat

centimetri pand sa intre direct in urechea

trebuit sa caldtoreasca cativa
stangd a lui Ricardo.

—De ce taci, acuma ca m-ai trezit?

—Ma-ntreb dacd dormeati asa
adanc cum faceti sa pard, sir, a spus
Ricardo, nemiscat.

—Ma-ntreb si eu, a repetat domnul
Jones. Oricum ar fi, ma odihneam.
Ricardo

—Haideti, sir!

alarmat. Sa nu-mi spuneti cd va plictisiti!

soptea

—Nu.

— Foarte bine! Secretarul se linistise.
Nu va fi ragaz de asa ceva, vd spun eu
sigur, sir, i-a soptit cu infldcarare. Sigur-
sigur! Daca am tdcut un pic, nu-nseamnad ca



say anything for a bit, it ain’t because there
isn’t plenty to talk about. Ay, more than
enough.”

“What’s the matter with you?”
breathed out his patron. “Are you going to
turn pessimist?”

“Me turn? No, sir! I ain’t of those
that turn. You may call me hard names, if
you like, but you know very well that I
ain’t a croaker.” Ricardo changed his tone.
“If I said nothing for a while, it was because
I was meditating over the Chink, sir.”

“You were? Waste of time, my
Martin. A Chinaman is unfathomable.”

Ricardo admitted that this might be
so. Anyhow, a Chink was neither here nor
there, as a general thing, unfathomable as
he might be; but a Swedish baron wasn’t —
couldn’t be! The woods were full of such
barons.

“T don’t know that he is so tame,”
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fost pentru ca nu-i mare lucru de zis. Este,
este berechet.”

,Ce-i cu tine?” sopti patronul. ,Te
schimbi? Ai de gand sa devii pesimist?”

,Eu? S&d ma schimb? Nu, sir. Eu nu-
s d-dia care se schimba. Puteti sa-mi
spuneti vorbe grele, dac-aveti pofta, dar
stiti foarte bine ca eu nu-s cobe.” Ricardo
schimba tonul. ,Dacd n-am spus nimic o
vreme, e pentru cd md gandeam la chinez,
sir.”

,Asta ai facut? Ai pierdut vremea,
Martin draga. Un chinez e-o fiinta de
nepatruns.”

Ricardo admise c-ar putea fi asa.
Oricum, un chinez nu era mare lucru in
general, cat o fi el de nepdtruns. Dar un
baron suedez nu era deloc—nu putea sa
fie. Baroni suedezi sunt pe toate drumurile.

»Nu stiu daca asta-i chiar atat de
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nu-i nimic de vorbit. Ba chiar sunt multe de

zis!

—Ce-i cu tine? a oftat patronul.
Devii tu pesimist?

—Eu s devin? Nu, sir! Nu-s de-dia
asa. Puteti sda-mi spuneti cum vreti, dar stiti
cd nu cobesc. Ricardo si-a schimbat tonul
vocii. Daca n-am zis nimic o vreme e, sir,

pentru cd meditam la chinezul dsta.

—Meditai? Pierdere de timp, dragul

meu Martin. Chinezu-i mereu un mister.

Ricardo a admis ca ar putea fi asa.
Oricum, un chinez nu era mare lucru in
general, asa misterios cum o fi el; dar un
baron suedez nu era deloc, n-avea cum sa
fie! Sunt pline drumurile de astfel de
baroni.

—Nu stiu daca e asa imblanzit, a



was Mr. Jones’s remark, in a sepulchral
undertone.

“How do you mean, sir? He ain’t a
rabbit, of course. You couldn’t hypnotize
him, as I saw you do to more than one
Dago, and other kinds of tame citizens,
when it came to the point of holding them
down to a game.”

“Don’t
murmured plain Mr. Jones seriously.

you reckon on that,”
“No, sir, I don’t; though you have a

wonderful power of the eye. It’s a fact.”

“I have a wonderful patience,”
remarked Mr. Jones drily.

A dim smile flitted over the lips of
the faithful Ricardo who never raised his
head.

“I don’t want to try you too much,
sir; but this is like no other job we ever
turned our minds to.”

“Perhaps not. At any rate let us
think so.”
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domesticit,” fu raspunsul domnului Jones,
cu glas scazut, cavernos.

,Ce vreti sd spuneti, sir? Natural,
nu-i o curcd plouatd. Nu-i un tip sa-1
hipnotizezi cum v-am vdzut facind cu-
atatia dago, nu numai cu unul, si cu-atatea
alte specii de domesticiti, cdnd era vorba
sd-i tintuiti jos la masa de joc.”

,Nu te bizui pe asta,” murmura
domnul Jones, serios.

,Nu, sir, nu ma bizui. Cu toate ca
aveti o putere extraordinara in privire.
Fara discutie!”
,Am o rabdare extraordinard,”
replicd sec domnul Jones.

Un zadmbet fugar flutura pe buzele
fidelului Ricardo, care nu-si ridica deloc
capul.

~N-as vrea sa vd obosesc prea mult,
sir, dar afacerea asta nu seamadnd cu
niciuna din cate-am incercat noi vreodata.”

,Poate ca nu. In orice caz, sa zicem

ca-i asa.”
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fost remarca domnului Jones pe un ton
funebru.

—Ce vreti sd spuneti, sir? Nu-i un
iepure, fireste. N-ati reusi sa-1 hipnotizati,
cum v-am vazut facdnd cu unii dago si cu
alte feluri de imblanziti, cadnd a venit vorba

sd vrea sd iasd dintr-un joc.

—Nu fi atat de sigur, a murmurat
domnul Jones cu seriozitate.

—Nu,
nemaipomenitd putere-n ochi. E evident.

sir, nu-s, desi aveti o

—Am o nemaipomenitd rabdare, a
remarcat domnul Jones sec.

Pe chipul credinciosului Ricardo a
aparut scurt un zambet usor. Nu si-a
ridicat capul.

—Nu vreau sa vd obosesc prea tare,
sir; dar ne-am pus pe o afacere ca nicio alta
de pana acum.

—Poate ca nu. Dar, sa zicem.



A weariness with the monotony of
life was reflected in the tone of this
qualified assent. It jarred on the nerves of
the sanguine Ricardo.

“Let us think of the way to go to
work,” he retorted a little impatiently.
“He’s a deep one. Just look at the way he
treated that chum of his. Did you ever hear
of anything so low? And the artfulness of
the beast — the dirty, tame artfulness!”

“Don’t
Martin,” said Mr. Jones warningly. “As far

you start moralizing,
as I can make out the story that German
hotel-keeper told you, it seems to show a
certain  amount of  character;and
independence from common feelings
which is not usual. It’s very remarkable, if
true.”

“Ay, ay! Very remarkable. It's
all the

mutteredRicardo obstinately. “I must say I

mighty low down, same,”
am glad to think he will be paid off for it in

a way that'll surprise him!”
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Tonul acestei achiesdri, oarecum

conditionate, reflecta o oboseals,

de
clocotitorul Ricardo il cdlca pe nervi.

un

dezgust monotonia  vietii. Pe

,Mai bine sd ne gandim cum ne
apucdm de lucru,” ripostd el putin enervat.
»E-un smecher. Ganditi-va cum l-a tratat
pe tovarasul ala al lui. Ati mai auzit
vreodatd de ceva atat de josnic? Si viclenia
bestiei — o viclenie murdard, ordinarg...”

~Nu-ncepe cu morala, Martin,” facu
domnul Jones, in chip de avertisment. ,Din
cate pot eu sa-mi dau seama din povestea
pe care ti-a-ndrugat-o hotelierul dla neamt,
s-ar pdrea cd are oarecare caracter, si o doza
de degajare fata de sentimentele comune,
ceea ce nu-i lucru obisnuit. Daca-i
adevarat, e chiar lucru remarcabil.”

,Da-da, foarte remarcabil Si foarte
ordinar, cu toate astea,” mormadi Ricardo
inddrdtnic. ,, Trebuie sa va spun cd-mi pare
bine c-o sd pldteascd —o sd pldteascd de-o
sa se mire si el cum!”
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Un fel de oboseald —monotonia

vietii—se reflecta 1in tonul acestei

incuviintari  inguste. A zdruncinat
simturile unui Ricardo sangvin.

—S5& ne gandim cum ne punem pe
treabd, a replicat usor impacientat. E un tip
dificil. Priviti doar cum s-a purtat cu
tovarasul asta al lui. Ati mai vazut asa
josnicie? $i  viclenia animalului—ce
viclesug mizerabil, docil!

—Ia nu fi moralizator, Martin, l-a
avertizat domnul Jones. Din cate pot eu
deslusi povestea pe care hotelierul german
ti-a vandut-o, pare sd vadeasca un dram de
caracter —si o mai rard independenta fata

de pasiuni. De-i asa, e remarcabil.

—Da, foarte remarcabil. E

grozav de josnic, oricum ar fi, a murmurat

vai,

cu incdpatanare Ricardo. Trebuie sd spun
cd md bucura gandul ca o sa i se-ntoarca
intr-un fel de zile mari!



The tip of his tongue appeared
lively for an instant, as if trying for the taste
of that ferocious retribution on his
compressed lips. For Ricardo was sincere
in his indignation before the elementary
principle of loyalty to a chum violated in
cold blood, slowly, in a patient duplicity of
years. There are standards in villainy as in
virtue, and the act as he pictured it to
himself acquired an additional horror from
the slow pace of that treachery so atrocious
and so tame. But he understood too the
educated judgement of his governor, a
gentleman looking on all this with the
privileged detachment of a cultivated
mind, of an elevated personality.

“Ay, he’s deep—he’s artful,” he
mumbled between his sharp teeth.

“Confound you!” Mr. Jones’s calm
whisper crept into his ear. “Come to the
point.”

Obedient, the secretary shook off his
thoughtfulness. There was a similarity of
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Varful limbii ii apdru o clipd printre
buze, agdtandu-se, parc-ar fi incercat sa
guste putin savoarea acelei razbunari
feroce. Pentru cd Ricardo era sincer in
indignarea lui impotriva violdrii cu sange
rece, lent, in ani de rdabdare si duplicitate, a
principiului elementar de loialitate fata de
un tovards. Existd si in miselie, ca si in
virtute, standarde, si faptul, asa cum si-1
imagina el, cdpdta un supliment de oroare
tocmai din progresiunea lentd a unei
trddari atat de atroce si dulcege. Dar el
intelegea si judecata mai subtire a
patronului, un gentleman privind la toate
astea cu detasarea privilegiatd a unui spirit
cultivat, a unei personalitdti superioare.

,Ehei, e

mormdi el printre dintii ascutiti.

smecher... e viclean,”
,Dracu sd te ia!” Soapta domoald a
domnului Jones se insinud in urechea lui
Ricardo. , La chestie!”
Docil,
reflectiile sale. Exista, la acestia doi, o

secretarul renunta la
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O clipita varful limbii i s-a vazut
intre buzele lui stranse, incercand parcd sa
guste de pe ele acea razbunare feroce.
Pentru cd Ricardo era sincer in indignarea
lui fatda de violarea cu sange rece a
principiului elementar al loialitatii fatd de
un tovards, incet si cu o duplicitate ce
durase ani de zile. Infamia isi are
standardele ei, ca si virtutea, iar fapta asta
asa cum si-o imagina el capdta pe deasupra
o hidosenie din cauza ritmului lent al acelei
tradari atat de atroce si de docild. Dar
intelegea si judecata cerebrald a patronului
sdu, un gentleman care privea toate astea
cu detasarea privilegiatd a unei minti
cultivate, a unei personalitati preeminente.

—Oho, e

bombanit printre dintii ascutiti.

dificil—e viclean, a

—Ja mai taci! Soapta calmad a
domnului Jones i s-a strecurat in ureche.
Treci la treaba.

Obedient, secretarul si-a alungat

gandurile. Cei doi aveau o asemdnare in



mind between these two—one the outcast
of his vices, the other inspired by a spirit of
scornful defiance, the aggressiveness of a
beast of prey looking upon all the tame
creatures of the earth as its natural victim.
Both were astute enough, however, and
both were aware that they had plunged
into this adventure without a sufficient
scrutiny of detail. The figure of a lonely
man far from all assistance had loomed up
largely, fascinating and defenceless in the
middle of the sea, filling the whole field of
their vision. There had not seemed to be
any need for thinking. As Schomberg had
been saying: “Three to one.”

But it did not look so simple now in
the face of that solitude which was like an
armour for this man. The feeling voiced by
the henchman in his own way —“We don’t
seem much forwarder now we are here” —
was acknowledged by the silence of the
patron. It was easy enough to rip a fellow

Joseph Conrad
Victory. Victorie. Parallel Texts.
226

similitudine de spirit—unul, proscris din
cauza viciilor sale, celdlalt, impins de un
de de
agresivitatea animalului de prada care

spirit sfidare dispretuitoare,
vede in toate fapturile domesticite de pe
fata pamantului victimele sale firesti.
Amandoi erau insd destul de patrunzatori
si amandoi isi dddeau seama ca se
lansaserd in afacerea asta fard o suficienta
investigare a amanuntelor. Imaginea unui
barbat solitar, departe de orice posibilitate
de ajutor, le apdruse, acolo in mijlocul
madrii, insistentd, fascinanta si irezistibild,
acoperind intregul cdmp al viziunii lor. Li
se pdruse cd nu e nicio nevoie de gandire.
Cum spusese si Schomberg: , Trei la unu’!”

Dar treaba nu mai ardta atat de
simpla acuma, in fata acestei atitudini care
actiona ca un fel de cuirasd pentru el.
Sentimentul cdruia ii dddu glas, in felul lui,
acolitul — ,Nu pdrem sa fi ajuns mult mai
suntem aici” —fu

departe, acuma cd

intAmpinat de cdtre patron cu o tdcere care
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gandire—unul era proscrisul propriilor
reflectii, celdlalt era inspirat de o sfidare
dispretuitoare, de agresivitatea cu care
fiara de pradd priveste toate creaturile
blande ca pe victime firesti. Amandoi erau
insd indeajuns de ageri si améandoi erau
constienti ca se avantaserd in aventura asta
fara o cercetare suficienta si in detaliu a
barbat
singuratic, departe de orice ajutor, se

amdnuntelor. Imaginea unui
intrevazuse fascinanta si irezistibila acolo,
in mijlocul madrii, acaparandu-le intregul
camp vizual. Nu li se pdruse necesara
reflectia. Asa cum spusese si Schomberg:

—Trei pe unul!

Dar acum, in fata acelei singuratati
care-] inconjura pe omul acela ca o armurs,
lucrurile nu se mai aratau asa simple.
Sentimentul, caruia acolitul ii ddduse glas
in felul sdu—,Nu pare sa fim mult mai
aproape acum c-am ajuns aici”—a fost
incuviintat de tdcerea patronului. Nu e



up or drill a hole in him, whether he was
alone or not, Ricardo reflected in low,
confidential tones, but —

“He isn’t alone,” Mr. Jones said
faintly, in his attitude of a man composed
for sleep. “Don’t forget that Chinaman.”
Ricardo started slightly.

“Oh, ay —the Chink!”

Ricardo had been on the point of
confessing about the girl; but no! He
wanted his governor to be unperturbed
and steady. Vague thoughts, which he
hardly dared to look in the face, were
stirring his brain in connection with that
girl. She couldn’t be much account, he
thought. She could be frightened. And
there were also other possibilities. The
Chink, however, could be considered
openly.

“What I was thinking about it, sir,”
he went on earnestly, “is this—here we've
got a man. He’s nothing. If he won't be
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insemna recunoastere. E usor sd bagi
cutitu-n om, sau sa-l dobori c-un glonte, fie
ca-i singur, fie ca nu, reflectd Ricardo pe-un
ton confidential, dar...

,Nu-i singur,” facu, slab, domnul
Jones, in atitudinea lui de om hotarat sa
doarma. ,Nu uita de chinez.” Ricardo
tresari.

,Oh, da... chinezul!”

Ricardo fusese pe punctul de a-i
povesti despre fatd; dar nu! Avea nevoie ca
patronul sa fie netulburat si ferm. Ganduri
vagi, pe care aproape cd n-avea curajul sa
si le madrtuiseascd, 1i agitau mintea in
legdtura cu fata. Nu putea sa fie mare lucru
de capul ei, isi spunea el. O sd poata baga
frica-n ea. $i mai erau si alte posibilitati.
Chinezul, insd, putea fi discutat pe fata.

,La ce md gandeam eu, sir,”
continud el cu un aer serios, , e asta—aici
avem un om. Nu-nseamnad niimc. Daca nu
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greu sd spinteci un individ sau sa-i vari un
glont in piept, chiar de nu e singur, a
reflectat Ricardo incet, confidential, dar...

—Nu-i singur, a zis vag domnul
Jones, cu glasul unui om aproape adormit.
Sa nu uitdm de chinezul dla. Ricardo a
tresdrit imperceptibil.

—O, asa-i, chinezul!
cale sa

Ricardo  fusese

pe
madrturiseascd despre fatd, dar nu —nu voia
sd-l tulbure pe patron, nici sd-1 agite.
Ganduri vagi, pe care nu indrdznea sa le
infrunte, ii goneau prin minte in legatura
cu fata. S-a gandit cd nu poate fi mare
povard pe capul lor. Puteau sda bage
groaza-n ea. $Si mai erau si alte scenarii.
Despre chinez, in schimb, se putea delibera
deschis.

—Ce ma gandeam eu, sir, a
continuat el cu seriozitate, e urmatorul
lucru: avem aici un om. Un nimic. Daca nu-



good, he can be made quiet. That’s easy.
But then there’s his plunder. He doesn’t
carry it in his pocket.”

“I hope not,” breathed Mr. Jones.

“Same here. It's too big, we know;
but if he were alone, he would not feel
worried about it overmuch—I mean the
safety of the pieces. He would just put the
lot into any box or drawer that was
handy.”

“Would he?”

“Yes, sir. He would keep it under
his eye, as it were. Why not? It is natural. A
fellow doesn’t put his swag underground,
unless there’s a very good reason for it.”

“A very good reason, eh?”

“Yes, sir. What do you think a
tellow is—a mole?”

From his experience, Ricardo
declared that man was not a burrowing
beast. Even the misers very seldom buried
their hoard, unless for exceptional reasons.

In the given situation of a man alone on an
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std cuminte, il linistim noi. Nu-i greu. Dar

mai sunt si banii. Nu-i tine-n buzunar.”

»Sper cd nu,” sopti domnul Jones.

,S1 eu. ‘S prea multi, stiu asta. Dac-
ar fi singur, nu s-ar sinchisi prea mult—
vreau sd zic de siguranta lor. I-ar pune pe
toti undeva intr-o cutie sau intr-un sertar,
la indeméana.”

,,Crezi?”

,Da, sir, i-ar tine sub nasul lui, ca sa
zic asa. De ce nu? E foarte natural. Nimeni
nu-si ingroapd gologanii dacd n-are un
motiv foarte serios s-o faca.”

,,Un motiv foarte serios, da?”

,Da, sir. Ce credeti ca-i omu’ —
cartita?”

Ricardo declard cd, din experienta
sa personald, omul nu-i un animal sapadtor.
Nici chiar avarii nu-si ingroapa comorile,
decat pentru motive exceptionale. In
situatia datd, a unui om singur pe o insuld,
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i cuminte, il cumintim noi. Asta-i usor. Dar
mai e si chestiunea prazii. Nu-i la vedere,
prin vreun buzunar.

—Sper cd nu, a soptit domnul Jones.

—Sieu la fel. E prea mare, asta stim.
Dar dac-ar fi singur, nu s-ar ingrijora prea
tare de ele—de siguranta obiectelor, zic.
Le-ar ascunde doar intr-o cutie sau in
vreun sertar la indemana.

—Crezi?
—Da, sir. Le-ar tine la vedere, de
fapt. De ce nu? E firesc. Cine-si ingroapa

comoara fira vreun temei serios?

— Unul foarte serios, zici?
—Da, sir. Ce-i omul, cartita?
Ricardo a

Din experienta lui,

declarat cd omul nu e vreun scormonitor.
Chiar si
agoniseala, din motive exceptionale. In

zgarcitii-si  Ingroapa  arar

situatia datd, a unui om singur pe o insula,



island, the company of a Chink was a very
good reason. Drawers would not be safe,
nor boxes, either, from a prying, slant-eyed
Chink. No, sir; unless a safe—a proper
office safe. But the safe was there in the

room.

“Is there a safe in this room? I didn’t
notice it,” whispered Mr. Jones.

That was because the thing was
painted white, like the walls of the room;
and besides, it was tucked away in the
shadows of a corner. Mr. Jones had been
too tired to observe anything on his first
coming ashore; but Ricardo had very soon
spotted the characteristic form. He only
wished he could believe that the plunder of
treachery, duplicity, and all the moral
abominations of Heyst had been there. But
no; the blamed thing was open.

“It might have been there at one
time or another,” he commented gloomily,
“but it isn’t there now.”
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prezenta unui chinez e un motiv foarte
serios. Nici sertarele si nici lazile sau cutiile
n-ar prezenta sigurantd fatd de un chinez
cu ochi piezisi care-si vara nasul peste tot.
Nu, sir. Afard doar de-o casa de bani—o
casd de bani in toatd regula, ca pentru
birouri. Si casa de bani e-acolo, in odaie.

,E o0 casd de bani in odaia asta? N-
am observat-o,” sopti domnul Jones.

N-o0 observase pentru cd era vopsita
alb, ca peretii, si-afard de asta era varata
intr-un colt, in intuneric. Cand debarcase,
domnul Jones fusese prea obosit ca sd mai
observe ceva. Dar Ricardo o reperase foarte
repede, dupa forma ei caracteristica. Tot
ce-ar fi vrut era sd se convingd pe sine
insusi ca rodul tradarii si al duplicitatii si al
tuturor ororilor morale ale Iui Heyst se afla
acolo, induntru. Dar nu, casa de bani era
deschisa.

,Poate sa fi fost, la un moment
imbufnat, ,dar

oarecare,” comenta el

acuma nu-i.”
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compania unui chinez e un motiv foarte
serios. Sertarele nu-s sigure si nici cutiile,
de ochii indiscreti ai migdalatului. Nu, sir;
numai un seif, unul adevarat, ca de birou.
Dar seiful era acolo, in camera lor.

—E un seif in camers, aici? Nu l-am
observat, a soptit domnul Jones.

Asta fiindcd seiful era vopsit in alb,
ca si peretii camerei. $i, pe deasupra, era
inghesuit in umbra intr-un colt. Domnul
Jones fusese prea obosit sd observe ceva de
cand era pe uscat, dar Ricardo zdrise
numaidecat forma caracteristica. Nu-si
dorea decat ca prada obtinuta prin tradare,
duplicitate si prin purtarile abominabile
ale lui Heyst sd se gdseasca acolo. Dar nu—
al naibii era deschis.

—O fi fost acolo la un moment dat,
a comentat el mohorat, dar acum nu-i.



“The man did not elect to live in this
house,” remarked Mr. Jones. “And by the
by, what could he have meant by speaking
of circumstances which prevented him
lodging us in the other bungalow? You
remember what he said, Martin? Sounded
cryptic.”

Martin,

understood the phrase as directly motived

who remembered and
by the existence of the girl, waited a little
before saying:

“Some of his artfulness, sir; and not
the worst of it either. That manner of his to
us, this asking no questions, is some more
of his artfulness. A man’s bound to be
curious, and he is; yet he goes on as if he
didn’t care. He does care—or else what
was he doing up with a cigar in the middle

of the night, doing a think? I don’t like it.”

“He may be outside, observing the
light here, and saying the very same thing
to himself of our own wakefulness,”
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»,INu asta-i casa pe care si-a ales-o ca
sa stea in ea,” obiectda domnul Jones. , Dar,
pentru cd veni vorba, ce-o fi vrut el sa-
nteleagd cand a spus cd sunt circumstante
care-] impierdicd sd ne gazduiascd in
acelasi bungalow? Ti-aduci aminte ce-a
spus, Martin? Suna cam criptic.”

Martin, care-si aducea foarte bine
aminte si intelesese fraza ca fiind direct
legatd de prezenta fetei, asteptd putin
inainte de a spune.

,Vreo smecheria de-a lui, sir, si nu
cea mai proastd, daca-i vorba. Felul lui de-
a se purta cu noi, de-a nu ne pune niciun
fel de intrebari, e tot o smecherie. Un om e
facut sa fie curios, si e si el, dar se face ca
nu-i pasa. Da-i pasa—pentru c-altfel, ce-
avea sd stea-n mijlocul noptii, cu tigara-n
gurd sd sa gandeascd? Nu-mi place treaba
asta!”

,S-ar putea sa fie pe-afara acuma, sa
bage de seamad ca-i lumind la noi si sa-si
spuna despre insomnia noastrd exact ce
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—Omul n-a vrut sa locuiascé aici, a
remarcat domnul Jones. Si, apropo, la ce s-
o fi referit cand a vorbit de circumstante
care-] impiedicd sd ne gdazduiascd in
celdlalt bungalou? Iti amintesti, Martin, ce-
a zis? Cam criptic.

Martin, care-si amintea vorbele si le
punea fard tdgadd pe seama existentei fetei,

a lasat un ragaz inainte de a spune:

—O doza din siretenia lui, sir—si
incd nu cea mai amara. Felul &sta in care ne
trateazd, fara sd pund intrebdri, e tot o
viclenie. Oricine-ar fi curios, si el este. Dar
se face ci nu-i pasi. li pasi—altfel ce ficea
cugetand, cu tot cu trabuc, in toiul noptii?
Nu-mi place asta...

—0O fi afard acum, uitindu-se la
lumina de aici, zicAndu-si acelasi lucru
despre veghea noastrd, a sugerat cu



gravely suggested Ricardo’s governor.

“He may be, sir; but this is too
important to be talked over in the dark.
And the light is all right. It can be
accounted for. There’s a light in this
bungalow in the middle of the night
because —why, because you are not well.
Not well, sir — that’s what’s the matter; and
you will have to act up to it.”

The consideration had suddenly
occurred to the faithful henchman, in the
light of a felicitous expedient to keep his
governor and the girl apart as long as
possible. Mr. Jones received the suggestion
without the slightest stir, even in the deep
sockets of his eyes, where a steady, faint
gleam was the only thing telling of life and
attention in his attenuated body. But
Ricardo, as soon as he had enunciated his
happy thought, perceived in it other
possibilities more to the point and of
greater practical advantage.
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spui tu despre a lui,” sugera foarte serios
patronul lui Ricardo.

,S-ar putea, sir, dar chestia asta-i
prea importantd ca sa poate fi discutata pe
intuneric. $i, lumina de la noi e-n regula. Se
poate justifica. E lumind la miezul noptii in
bungalowul dasta pentru cd.. pdi cum,
pentru ca nu va simtiti bine. Nu va simtiti
bine, sir. Si dsta-i lucrul cel mai important.
Sio sd trebuiasca sd jucati putin teatru, sir.”

Ideea asta ii venise fidelului discipol
pe negandite, cel mai nimerit expedient ca
sa-] impiedice cat mai mult posibil pe
patron sd dea ochii de fatd. Domnul Jones
primi sugestia fdra nicio tresdrire, nici
madcar in orbitele addnci in care ddinuia o
scanteiere palidd, nemiscatd, unic semn ca
mai era ceva viu si atent in corpul acela
slabit. Dar Ricardo, imediat dupa ce
dadduse glas fericitei inspiratii, simti cd ea
cuprindea posibilitati mult mai relevante si
mai practice.
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solemnitate patronul lui Ricardo.

—O {i, sir, dar astea-s treburi prea
importante sa le discutam in bezna. E in
reguld lumina, poate fi explicatd. Avem
lumind in bungalou in toiul noptii
fiindca — ei bine, fiindca nu va simtiti bine.
Nu, sir —asta s-a-ntamplat. Si va trebui sd o
aratati, sir.

Aceasta idee 1i venise deodata
acolitului loial, un tertip potrivit pentru a-1
tine pe patron la distantd de fata cat mai
mult timp posibil. Domnul Jones a primit
sugestia fard semne de tulburare, nici
macar in orbitele adanci, unde o stralucire
slabd era singurul lucru ce mai vddea viata
si veghea acestui corp slabit. Dar Ricardo,
imediat ce a grdit ideea norocoasd, a

I EPRPR)

importante si mai practice.



“With your looks, sir, it will be easy
enough,” he went on evenly, as if no
silence had intervened, always respectful,
but frank, with perfect simplicity of
purpose. “All you've got to do is just to lie
down quietly. I noticed him looking sort of
surprised at you on the wharf, sir.”

At these words, a naive tribute to
the aspect of his physique, even more
suggestive of the grave than of the sick-
bed, a fold appeared on that side of the
governor’s face which was exposed to the
dim light—a deep, shadowy, semicircular
fold from the side of the nose to bottom of
the chin—a silent smile. By a side glance
Ricardo had noted this play of feature. He
smiled, too, appreciative, encouraged.

“And you as hard as nails all the
time,” he went on. “Hang me if anybody
would believe you aren’t sick, if I were to
swear myself black in the face! Give us a
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,Cu aerul pe care-1 aveti, sir, va fi
destul de usor,” continua el egal, ca si cum

intervenit nicio tdcere, foarte

dar
simplu scopul. , Tot ce aveti de facut e sa

n-ar fi
respectuos sincer, urmadrindu-si
stati linistit in pat. L-am vazut cum s-a uitat
la dumneavoastra la debarcader, cu un fel
de mirare, sir.”

La aceste cuvinte, naiv tribut adus
infatisdrii lui fizice, sugerand mai curand
mormantul decat patul de suferintd, pe
partea expusd la lumind a fetei patronului
apdru un rid—un rid profund, sumbru,
semicircular, de la raddcina nasului pana
sub barbie—un zambet mut. Dintr-o
privire laterald, Ricardo prinse acest joc al
trasaturilor. Zambi si el, cu admiratie,

incurajat.

»Si dumneavoastrd, in vremea asta,
tare ca fierul,” continua el. , Al dracului sa
fiu dacd s-ar gasi cineva care sd nu creada
ca sunteti bolnav. Pun méana-n foc! Mai
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— i la cum arétati, sir, nu va fi greu
deloc, a continuat el pe acelasi ton,
ignorand linistea care se lasase, la fel de
dar

pragmatism. Nu trebuie decat sa va

respectuos franc, cu desavarsit
intindeti aici, in liniste. Am observat ca va
privea cu o oarecare mirare pe debarcader,
Sir.

La auzul acestor cuvinte, un omagiu
naiv adus aspectului fizic al patronului,
evocand mai degraba mormantul decat
patul unui bolnav, un rid a apdrut pe acea
parte a chipului patronului pe care o
prindea lumina slabd—unul adanc,
intunecat, semicircular, de la marginea
nasului la baza barbiei—un zambet mut.
Cu o privire laterald, Ricardo a observat
aceasta schimbare a trasaturilor. A zambit
si el, recunoscator si imbarbatat.

—in schimb dumneavoastrs, de
fapt, sunteti in formd ca intotdeauna, a
continuat el. Sa fiu al naibii daca n-ar crede

oricine cd sunteti bolnav, as pune cu



day or two to look into matters and size up
that “yporcrit.”

Ricardo’s eyes remained fixed on
his crossed shins. The chief, in his lifeless
accents, approved.

“Perhaps it would be a good idea.”

“The Chink, he’s nothing. He can be
made quiet any time.”

One of Ricardo’s hands, reposing
palm upwards on his folded legs, made a
swift thrusting gesture, repeated by the
enormous darting shadow of an arm very
low on the wall. It broke the spell of perfect
stillness in the room. The secretary eyed
moodily the wall from which the shadow
had gone. Anybody could be made quiet,
he pointed out. It was not anything that the
Chink could do; no, it was the effect that
his company must have produced on the
conduct of the doomed man. A man! What
was a man? A Swedish baron could be
ripped up, or else holed by a shot, as easily
as any other creature; but that was exactly
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dati-mi o zi-doud sa examinam situatia, sa-
1 cantdrim pe ipocritul asta.”

Ochii lui Ricardo ramasesera fixati
asupra turloaielor sale incrucisate. Seful,
cu tonul sdu mort, incuviinta:

,Poate cd nu-i o idee rea.”

,Chinezul nu-i o problema. {i putem
astupa gura oricand.”

O mana a lui Ricardo, rezemata cu
palma in sus pe picioarele incrucisate, facu
o miscare violentd, ca de izbire, repetatd de
o umbrd enormd repezindu-se, pe perete,
foarte jos. Vraja desavarsitei nemiscari care
era stapand pe odaie fu sfasiatd. Secretarul
privi morocanos peretele de pe care umbra
disparuse. Oricui i se putea astupa gura,
remarcd el. Nu era vorba de ce putea face
chinezul. Nu, era vorba de efectul pe care
prezenta chinezului o producea asupra
comportarii omului a cdrui soartd i-o
pecetluisera. Un om! Ce-i aia un om? Un
baron suedez putea sa fie injunghiat sau
gdurit de-un glonte tot asa de usor ca
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oricine rdmdsag. Dati-mi o zi, doud, sa

studiem chestiunea si pe “pocritul dla.
Ochii

pironiti pe picioarele incrucisate. Seful, cu

lui Ricardo ramadsesera
tonul sau starpit de vlagd, 1-a aprobat.

—Poate c-ar fi o idee buna.

— Chinezul, e-o nimica toatd. Poate
fi linistit oricaAnd.

O mana a lui Ricardo, odihnindu-se
pe picioarele sale incrucisate, a facut un
gest iute ca de impunsdturd, reluat de o
enormd umbrd sdgetdnd foarte jos pe
perete. A rupt vraja nemiscarii perfecte din
incdpere. Secretarul s-a uitat irascibil la
perete, acum lipsit de umbra. Oricine poate
fi linistit, a remarcat el. Nu era vorba c-ar fi
putut chinezul sa faca ceva, nu, ci doar ce
efect trebuie sa fi produs prezenta lui
asupra conduitei omului condamnat. Un
om! Ce-i omul? Un baron suedez putea fi
injunghiat sau strapuns de glonte la fel ca
orice altd creaturd. Dar asta era exact ce
trebuia evitat, panda vor afla unde-si



what was to be avoided, till one knew
where he had hidden his plunder.

“I shouldn’t think it would be some
sort of hole in his bungalow,” argued
Ricardo with real anxiety.

No. A house can be burnt—set on
fire accidentally, or on purpose, while a
man’s asleep. Under the house — or in some
crack, cranny, or crevice? Something told
him it wasn’t that. The anguish of mental
effort contracted Ricardo’s brow. The skin
of his head seemed to move in this travail
of vain and tormenting suppositions.

“What did you think a fellow is,
sir—a baby?” he said, in answer to Mr.
Jones’s objections. “I am trying to find out
what I would do myself. He wouldn’t be
likely to be cleverer than I am.”

“And what do you know about
yourself?”

Mr. Jones seemed to watch his
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oricare altul, dar tocmai asta trebuia evitat,

pana se va afla unde-si ascunsese
gologanii.

,Nu-mi vine si cred cd-s In vreo
gaurd in bungalowul lui,” reflectd Ricardo
cu autenticd ingrijorare.

Nu. O casd poate sd ia foc, sau sd i se
dea foc—din intamplare sau dinadins, in
timp ce omul doarme. Sub casa... sau in
vreo crdpdturd, sau nisd, sau scobiturd?
Ceva 1i spunea cd nu, nu putea fi asta.
Efortul mental chinuitor 1i increti fruntea.
Pielea de pe capul lui pdrea sd se agite
consecutiv acestui travaliu zadarnic al
torturantelor ipoteze.

,Drept cine ma luati, sir—ce-s,
copil?” ripostd el obiectiilor domnului
Jones. ,,Incerc si-mi dau seama ce-as face
eu in locul lui. Doar n-o fi el mai destept ca
mine.”

.31 ce stii tu despre tine?”

Parea ca domnul Jones, la addpostul
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ascunsese prada.

—Mad gandesc cd n-are cum sé fie un
fel de scorbura in bungaloul lui, a sustinut
Ricardo cu reald neliniste.

Nu. O casa poate fi arsa — poate lua
foc din intamplare sau cu intentie, cand
omul doarme. Sub casia—ori in vreo
crapaturd sau deschizatura? Ceva-i spunea
ca nu se afla acolo. Fruntea lui Ricardo se
stransese de la efortul lui mental. Pielea de
pe cap pdrea sd i se miste si ea conform
acestei munci epuizante a supozitiilor
inutile si chinuitoare.

— Ce credeati, sir, ca-s vreun copil?
a raspuns el obiectiilor domnului Jones.
Incerc si eu si-mi dau seama ce-as face in
locul lui. Mai destept ca mine, ma-ndoiesc
sd fie.

—Da’ ce stii tu despre tine?

Domnul Jones, cu un amuzament



follower’s perplexities with amusement
concealed in a death-like composure.
Ricardo disregarded the question.
The material vision of the spoil absorbed
all his faculties. A great vision! He seemed
to see it. A few small canvas bags tied up
with thin cord, their distended rotundity
showing the inside pressure of the disk-
like forms of coins—gold, solid, heavy,
eminently portable. Perhaps steel cash-
boxes with a chased designon the covers;
or perhaps a black and brass box with a
handle on the top, and full of goodness
knows what. Bank notes? Why not? The
fellow had been going home; so it was
surely something worth going home with.

“And he may have put it anywhere
outside —anywhere!” cried Ricardo in a
deadened voice. “In the forest—"

That was it! A temporary darkness
replaced the dim light of the room. The
darkness of the forest at night, and in it the
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calmului sdu cadeveric, se amuza pe seama
incurcaturilor discipolului sau.

Ricardo ignord intrebarea. Toate
facultatile lui erau absorbite de viziunea
Ce
viziune! O avea-n fata ochilor. Cativa

materiald a comorii. grandioasa
sdculeti de panzd, legati la gurd cu o
doldora,

plesneasca de plini ce erau cu monete ca

franghiuta subtire, gata sd

niste discuri mici—aur masiv, greu,
eminamente portabil. Sau poate casete de
otel, cu vreun desen gravat pe capac, sau
poate o tasca de piele neagra cu coltare si
balamale de alama si cu maner, plina cu
Dumnezeu-stie-ce. Bancnote? De ce nu?
Tipul se-ntorcea acasd, cu sigurantd c-avea
ceva cu care merita sa te-ntorci acasd.

,S1 poate sa-i fi ascuns pe undeva
pe-afard —cine stie unde!” exclama Ricardo
cu vocea sugrumatd. ,,Tn padure...”

Asta era! O intunecime trecdtoare
lud locul luminii estompate din odaie.

Intunecimea padurii in noapte si lumina
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ascuns de priviri de moarte, parea sa-i
studieze nedumerirea discipolului.
Ricardo a ignorat intrebarea. Toate
facultatile-i erau absorbite de viziunea
prazii. Ce mai viziune! Parcd ii apdrea in
fata ochilor. Cativa saci de panza legati cu
o sfoard subtire, umflati pana la refuz de
monezi ca niste mici sfere —din aur masiv
si greu, dar exceptional de portabile. Poate
cutii din otel cu bani, cu desen gravat pe
capac; sau poate o cutie neagrd de alama cu
maner si plind Dumnezeu stie cu ce!
Individul

acasd —asa cd sigur era ceva cu care merita

Bancnote? Se poate! pleca

mers acasa.

—Si se poate s-o fi ascuns oriunde
prin partile astea, a oftat Ricardo cu glasul
incremenit. Si-n padure chiar...

Asta era! Pe moment, lumina pala
din camerd a fost inlocuitd de bezna.
Intunericul padurii noaptea si, in inima lui,



gleam of a lantern, by which a figure is
digging at the foot of a tree-trunk. As likely
as not, another figure holding that
lantern — ha, feminine! The girl!

stifled a

picturesque and profane exclamation,

The prudent Ricardo

partly joy, partly dismay. Had the girl been
trusted or mistrusted by that man?
Whatever it was, it was bound to be
wholly! With women there could be no
half-measures. He could not imagine a
fellow half-trusting a woman in that
intimate relation to himself, and in those
particular circumstances of conquest and
loneliness where no confidences could
appear dangerous since, apparently, there
could be no one she could give him away
to. Moreover, in nine cases out of ten, the
woman would be trusted. But, trusted or
mistrusted, was her presence a favourable
or unfavourable condition of the problem?
That was the question!
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unui felinar la rdddcina unui copac unde
sdpa o siluetd. Si, destul de probabil, o alta
silueta tindnd felinarul —ha-ha, o silueta
feminina! Fata!

Prudentul Ricardo isi indbusi o
pitoreasca si profand exclamtie, jumatate
bucurie, jumadtate spaimd. Avusese sau n-
avusese individul incredere-n fat4? In orice
caz, era sau laie sau balaie. La femei nu
merge cu jumadtdti de mdsura. Nu-si putea
imagina pe cineva increzandu-se numai in
parte intr-o femeie cu care era in raporturi
atat de intime, mai ales tindnd seama de
imprejurarile speciale in care o cucerise si
de singurdtatea in care trdiau, unde nicio
madrturisire nu putea sa pard periculoasd,
pentru cd, vadit lucru, nu mai era nimeni
acolo cdruia sd-i poatd spune secretul. Si-n
afara de asta, e probabil ca in noud cazuri
din zece sa aibd incredere in femeie. Dar, a
avut 1incredere, n-a avut Iincredere,
prezenta ei era un element favorabil sau
defavorabil? Asta era intrebarea!
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licarul unui felinar in care o silueta sapa la
baza unui copac. Si, foarte probabil, o alta
silueta tindnd felinarul —ha, una feminina!
Era fata!

Ricardo, prudent, a indbusit o
exclamatie plastica si profand, o parte
bucurie, o parte stupoare. Avusese sau nu
incredere omul in fatd? Oricare dintre ele,
ori de tot ori deloc! Cu femeile nu existd
jumadtdti de masurd. Nu-si putea imagina
cd un individ are incredere doar intr-o
anumitd masurd intr-o femeie cadnd are o
relatie asa intima si cand circumstantele in
care a cucerit-o si singurdtatea sunt asa
cum sunt, cd nicio destdinuire nu pare
periculoasa din moment ce, aparent, n-are
cui sa-l trddeze. Pe deasupra, in noua din
zece cazuri, ar avea incredere in femeie.
Dar, fie cd se bucura sau nu de incredere,
sau un

era prezenta ei un avantaj

dezavantaj? Asta era intrebarea!



The temptation to consult his chief,
to talk over the weighty fact, and get his
opinion on it, was great indeed. Ricardo
resisted it; but the agony of his solitary
mental conflict was extremely sharp. A
woman in a problem is an incalculable
quantity, even if you have something to go
upon in forming your guess. How much
more so when you haven’t even once
caught sight of her.

Swift as were his mental processes,
he felt that a
inadvisable. He hastened to speak:

longer silence was

“And do you see us, sir, you and I,
with a couple of spades having to tackle
this whole confounded island?”

He slight
movement of the arm. The shadow

allowed himself a

enlarged it into a sweeping gesture.

“This seems rather discouraging,
Martin” the
governor.

murmured unmoved
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Ispita de a-l consulta pe sef, de a
discuta cu el despre faptul dsta care-1 apdsa
ca o povard si sa-i afle parerea era desigur
mare. Ricardo ii rezistd insa. Dar lupta asta
mentald solitard era extrem de chinuitoare.
Intr-o problemd, o femeie este o cantitate
cand ai cateva

necalculabild, chiar

elemente pe care sd-ti poti sprijini
evaludrile. Cu-atat mai mult cand nici
madcar n-ai zdrit-o vreodata.

Oricat de rapide erau operatiunile
sale mentale, el isi dddu seama cd o
prelungire a tdcerii nu era recomandabila.
Se grabi sa spuna:

»91 ne vezi pe noi, sir, cu niste
cazmale, obligati sd scormonim toatd
blestemata asta de insula?”

Isi ingddui o usoard miscare a
bratului. Umbra o mari intr-un vast gest
circular.

, Toate astea au un aer descurajator,

Martin,” murmura patronul, impasibil.
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Tentatia de a-1 intreba pe sef, de a-i
afla opinia asupra acestui fapt cu greutate,
era aproape coplesitoare. Ricardo i-a
rezistat insd, desi agonia acestui solitar
conflict mental era cranceni. Intr-o ecuatie,
o femeie este o cantitate inestimabila, chiar
dacd dispui de anumite criterii pentru a
calcula. Cu atat mai mult cand nici n-ai

vazut-o o datd cu ochii tai.

Desi gandea cu iuteald, a simtit cd o
tacere prelungitd nu era de dorit. S-a grabit
sa spuna:

—Si ne vedeti, sir, pe noi doi, cu
cate-o sapd, luand la bani mdrunti toata
insula asta afurisita?

Si-a ingaduit o usoard miscare a
bratului. Umbra a marit-o intr-un lung gest
acaparant.

—Ce lucru descurajant, Martin, a
murmurat patronul, neimpresionat.



“We mustn't be discouraged—
that’'s all,” retorted his henchman. “And
after what we had to go through in that
boat too! Why it would be —*“

He couldn’t find the qualifying
words. Very calm, faithful, and yet astute,
he expressed his new-born hopes darkly.

“Something’s sure to turn up to give
us a hint; only this job can’t be rushed. You
may depend on me to pick up the least
little bit of a hint; but you, sir —you’ve got
to play him very gently. For the rest you

can trust me.”

“Yes; but I ask myself what you are
trusting to.”

“Our luck,” the faithful
Ricardo. “Don’t say a word against that. It

said

might spoil the run of it.”
“You are a superstitious beggar. No,
I won’t say anything against it.”
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~Nu trebuie sd ne descurajam—
asta-i tot,” ripostd acolitul. ,Dupa cate-am
avut de indurat cu barca... Ar fi...”

Nu gasi cuvintele potrivite. Foarte
calm, fidel si totusi smecher, isi formula
nebulos nou-ndscutele-i sperante:

,Ceva trebuia s-apard, sd ne dea
vreo indicatie, numai ca o treaba ca asta nu
poti s-o faci cu zorul. Va puteti bizui pe
mine, c-am sd prind si cea mai micd urma
de Dar
dumneavoastrd trebuie sa jucati partida

indiciu. dumneavoastrsd, sir,
asta cu duhul blandetii. Pentru rest, va
puteti bizui pe mine.”

,Da, bine. Dar ma intreb pe ce te
bizui tu.”
,Pe

credinciosul Ricardo. ,5d& nu spuneti o

norocul nostru,” zise
vorba contra. Sa n-aduceti ghinion.”
,Esti un parlit de superstitios. Bine,

n-am sd spun nimic contra.”
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—Trebuie doar sa nu ne ldsam
demobilizati —atata tot, a ripostat acolitul
sdu. Si prin cate-am trecut cu barca aia!
Apdi, ar fi...

Nu i-a fost cu putintd sa gaseasca
cuvintele nimerite. Foarte calm, optimist,
dar si viclean, si-a exprimat noile sperante
cu un aer misterios:

—Sigur ceva o sd ne dea primul
indiciu, doar ca treburile astea vin in ritmul
lor, nu merg zorite. Puteti conta pe mine sa
cel mai mic dar

prind  si semn,

dumneavoastrd, sir—trebuie s-o luati
incet! Pentru restul, puteti avea incredere

Tn mine.

—Da, dar ma-ntreb, tu pe ce te
bizui?

—Pe sortii nostri, a spus credincios
Ricardo. Nu vorbiti de rau, sa nu stricati.

— Ce tip superstitios esti. Nu, nu voi

zice nimic.



“That’s right, sir. Don’t you even
think lightly of it. Luck’s not to be played
with.”

“Yes,

assented Mr. Jones in a dreamy whisper.

luck’'s a delicate thing,”

A short silence ensued, which
Ricardo ended in a discreet and tentative
voice.

“Talking of luck, I suppose he could
be made to take a hand with you, sir — two-
handed picket or ekarty, you being seedy
and keeping indoors —just to pass the time.
For all we know, he may be one of them hot
ones once they start—*

“Is it likely?” came coldly from the
principal. “Considering what we know of
his history —say with his partner.”

He’s a cold-blooded
beast; a cold-blooded, inhuman —*

“And I'll tell you another thing that
isn’t likely. He would not be likely to let

“True, sir.
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,Foarte bine, sir. Nici in gand sa nu
glumiti. Cu norocul nu se glumeste.”

»,Da-da, norocu-i lucru gingas,”
recunoscu domnul Jones intr-o soaptd,
visator.

Urmad o scurta tdcere, cdreia ii puse
capdat Ricardo, cu o voce discretd,
sovaitoare:

,Pentru cd vorbeam de noroc,
presupun ca l-am putea convinge sa facd o
partidd cu dumneavoastrd, sir, in doi—un
pichet sau un ecarté, ca nu va simtiti bine,
ca trebuie sa stati in casda—numai ca sa
treaca timpul. La urma urmei, ar putea fi
unul d-dia care dac-apucd sd-nceapd...”

,Crezi ca-i probabil?” facu patronul,
rece. ,Dacd tinem seama de povestea aia
CU... sd-i zicem tovarasul lui...”

,Just, sir. E-o bestie cu sange rece, e-

”

,Si-am sd-tfi spun ceva care-i foarte

putin probabil. Nu-i deloc probabil c-o sa
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—DPrea bine, sir. Sd nu tratati cu

usurintd, cd nu-i de joacad cu norocul.

—Da, norocu-i delicat, a consimtit
domnul Jones cu o soaptd visdtoare.

A urmat o liniste scurtd, careia
Ricardo i-a pus capdt pe un ton discret si
ezitant.

— Apropo de noroc, ma gandesc ca
l-ati putea convinge la un joc in doi—un
pichet sau un ecarté, asa, cd sunteti cam
abatut si trebuie sa stati induntru—ca sa
mai treacd timpul. In definitiv, ar putea fi
unul din aceia care se aprind...

— Crezi ca-i probabil? a zis patronul
cu rdceald. Avand in vedere ce stim despre
el, cum ar fi istoria cu tovarasul ala...

—E-adevarat, sir. E un animal cu
sange rece. O bestie inumana...

—Si sd-ti mai spun un lucru putin
probabil. Acest om n-ar permite sa fie



himself be stripped bare. We haven’t to do
with a young fool that can be led on by
chaff or flattery, and in the end simply
overawed. This is a calculating man.”

Ricardo recognized that clearly.
What he had in his mind was something on
a small scale, just to keep the enemy busy
while he, Ricardo, had time to nose around
a bit.

“You could even lose a little money
to him, sir,” he suggested.

“I could.”

Ricardo was thoughtful for a
moment.

“He strikes me, too, as the sort of
man to start prancing when one didn’t
expect it. What do you think, sir? Is he a
man that would prance? That is, if
something startled him. More likely to
prance than to run —what?”

The answer came at once, because
Mr. Jones understood the peculiar idiom of

his faithful follower.
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se lase jupuit. N-avem de-a face cu un
zevzec tandr care poate fi dus de nas cu
bancuri si cu linguseli ca la urma sa-1
terorizezi. Asta-i un om cu judecata.”

Ricardo recunoscu fara inconjur. El
nu se gandise decat la o partida mica, doar
ca sd-1 tii pe inamic fixat locului, si in
rastimp el, Ricardo, sa-si poata vari nasul
peste tot.

,Ati putea chiar pierde ceva bani la
el, sir,” sugerd acolitul.

,As putea...”

Ricardo ramase o clipd pe ganduri.

,Si-mi mai face impresia unui om
care-ar incepe sd faca pe grozavul cand nu
te-astepti. Ce credeti, sir? E-un om sa faca
pe grozavul? Vreau sa zic, dacd l-ar speria
ceva. Mai probabil sa se grozaveasca decat
s-o steargd. Ce ziceti?”

Raspunsul veni prompt, pentru ca
domnul Jones intelegea limbajul special al
fidelului sdu discipol.
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jupuit. Nu avem de-a face cu vreun ndtarau
de tandr pe care sa-l ducem de nas cu
prostii si cu linguseli, sd-1 intimidam...
Asta-i un om calculat.

Ricardo era constient de asta. El se
gandea la o treaba mai maruntd, una care
sd-1 tind pe dusman ocupat cat el, Ricardo,
cerceta un pic zona.

— Ati putea chiar sa-1 faceti sa va ia
niste bani, sir, a sugerat el.

— As putea.

Ricardo cdzu pe ganduri un
moment.

—Si mie-mi pare genul de om care
face pe grozavul cand te astepti mai putin.
Ce ziceti, sir? E genul fudul? Daca-l sperie
ceva, desigur. Mai degrabd s-o ia razna
decat s-o stearga... ce credeti?

Raspunsul a venit dintr-odatd,
fiindcd domnul Jones intelegea limba

neobisnuitd a credinciosului sdu discipol.



“Oh, without doubt! Without
doubt!”

“It does me good to hear that you
think so. He’s a prancing beast, and so we
mustn’t startle him —not till I have located

the stuff. Afterwards—"“

Ricardo paused, sinister in the
stillness of his pose. Suddenly he got up
with a swift movement and gazed down at
his chief in moody abstraction. Mr. Jones
did not stir.

“There’s one thing that’s worrying
me,” began Ricardo in a subdued voice.

“Only one?” was the faint comment
from the motionless body on the bedstead.

“I mean more than all the others put
together.”

“That’s grave news.”

“Ay, grave enough. It's this—how
do you feel in yourself, sir? Are you likely
to get bored? I know them fits come on you
suddenly; but surely you can tell —“
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,,Oh, farda-ndoiala! Fara-ndoiala!”

,Imi face pldcere s-aud asta de la
dumneavoastrd. E genul de bestie care se
grozdveste, asa cd nu trebuie sa-1
speriem—in orice caz nu pand nu aflam
unde-s banii. Dup4 aia...”

Ricardo ticu, sinistru in imobilitatea
lui. Deodatd, cu o miscare sprintend, sari in
picioare si privi in jos cdtre patron,
preocupat, incruntat. Domnul Jones nu se
clinti.

,Un singur lucru ma nelinisteste,”
incepu Ricardo cu glas incet.

,Numai unul?” fu comentariul
corpului incremenit de pe pat.

, Vreau sda spun mai mult decat toate
celelalte la un loc.”

~Asta-i grav.”

»Da, destul de grav. Spuneti-mi, sir,
cum va simtiti in sinea dumneavoastra?
Credeti cumva c-o sd v-apuce plictiseala?

Stiu cd accese de-astea va vin pe negandite,
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—Oh, neindoios, da!

—Tmi place c& ganditi astfel. E un
animal fudul si, deci, nu trebuie sa-1
agitam, cel putin pand nu punem mana pe
lucruri. Dup-aia...

Ricardo s-a oprit, rdaméanand intr-o
sinistrd nemiscare. Deodata ins3, s-a ridicat
cu iuteald si s-a uitat la sef cu o privire

iritatd. Domnul Jones nu s-a clintit.

—Un lucru ma ingrijoreazd, a
inceput Ricardo pe un ton supus.

—Doar unul? a venit comentariul
dinspre corpul nemiscat de pe pat.

— Adics,
celelalte la un loc.

mai mult decat toate

— Asta-i grav.

— Asa-i, destul de grav. E vorba de
asta—sir, cum va simtiti? O sa va plictisiti?
Stiu cum va iau deodata crizele astea — dar
trebuie sa va dati seama cand...



“Martin, you are an ass.”

The moody face of the secretary
brightened up.

“Really, sir? Well, I am quite content
to be on these terms — I mean as long as you
don’t get bored. It wouldn’t do, sir.”

For coolness, Ricardo had thrown
open his shirt and rolled up his sleeves. He
moved stealthily across the room, bare-
footed, towards the candle, the shadow of
his head and shoulders growing bigger
behind him on the opposite wall, to which
the face of plain Mr. Jones was turned.
With a feline movement, Ricardo glanced
over his shoulder at the thin back of the
spectre reposing on the bed, and then blew
out the candle.

I am rather amused,
Martin,” Mr. Jones said in the dark.

He heard the sound of a slapped

“In fact,

thigh and the jubilant exclamation of his
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dar cu sigurantd cd stiti...”

,Martin, esti un dobitoc!”

Fata preocupatd a secretarului se
lumina.

,Cu-adevadrat, sir? Ei, sunt foarte
incantat sa fiu cum spuneti—vreau sa zic,
catd vreme nu v-apucd plictiseala. N-ar fi
potrivit, sir.”

Ca si se rdcoreascd, Ricardo se
descheiase la camasa si-si suflecase
manecile. Se strecurd descult prin camerd,
spre lumanare, umbra capului si a
umerilor crescand monstruos pe peretele
opus, spre care era intoarsa fata ,domnului
Jones pur si simplu”. Cu o miscare felind,
Ricardo privi peste umadr la spinarea
ingustd a spectrului culcat, dupa care
stinse lumanarea.
mad

,De chestia

Martin,” zise domnul Jones din intuneric.

amuza,

fapt
Auzi palma plesnita peste sold si
exclamatia de jubilare a acolitului:
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— Martin, esti un magar!
Fata
luminat.

iritata a secretarului s-a
—Cu adevarat, sir? Ei bine, sunt
foarte multumit sa fiu asa—adica, atata

timp cat nu va plictisiti. Nu s-ar potrivi, sir.

De caldura, Ricardo isi descheiase
de tot camasa si-si suflecase manecile. S-a
miscat tiptil prin camerd, cu picioarele
goale, inspre lumanare, umbra capului si a
umerilor crescand pe peretele din spate,
inspre care era intors chipul lui ,domnul
Jones, simplu”. Cu o miscare de felina,
Ricardo a aruncat o privire peste umar la
spatele subtire al spectrului ce se odihnea
pe pat, stingdnd apoi luménarea.

—De fapt, sunt foarte amuzat,
Martin, a zis domnul Jones din intuneric.

A auzit sunetul unei palme peste
coapsa si exclamatia jubilantd a acolitului:
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henchman:
“Good! That's the way to talk, sir!” ,Fain! Asa vorba zic si eu!” —Bun! Asa se vorbeste, sir!

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2017



Joseph Conrad
Victory. Victorie. Parallel Texts.
244

Contemporary Literature Press

Bucharest University

The Online Literature Publishing House
of the University of Bucharest

A Manual for the Advanced Study of Finnegans Wake
in One Hundred and Thirty Volumes

Totalling 31,802 pages

by C. George Sandulescu and Lidia Vianu

C ONTEMPORARY
You can dowlnoad our books for free,

Lirerature P rEss including the full text of Finnegans Wake line-numbered, at
http://editura.mttlc.ro/, httpy/sandulescu.perso.monaco.mc/

http://editura.mttlc.ro

;:ﬁ:: it Holograph list of the Dll‘eCtor

0 e 40 languages 3. .

o :‘.ﬁ;‘—“‘ used by James Joyce lela Vianu

5'3131 ;3:..__:; in writing Finnegans Wake

M PR . .

= e Executive Advisor
e i

= = C. George Sandulescu
e

R AN

st

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2017



