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Editura online a Universititii Bucuresti pentru Literature is news that stays news.
studiul limbii engleze prin literatura Ezra Pound
Press Release Monday 4 April 2016

Shakespeare’s Plays in Romanian, 1840-1920

Parallel Texts

Edited by C. George Sandulescu and Lidia Vianu.

In April 2016, Contemporary Literature Editura Contemporary Literature Press publicd, sub
Press will publish as Parallel Texts over 30 forma de texte paralele, peste 30 de volume cuprinzand
volumes of plays by William Shakespeare. piese de teatru de William Shakespeare, fiecare dintre ele
Every play will appear in more than one in mai multe versiuni, toate traduse intr-o limba
Romanian  version. The translations romaneasca pe care pe vremuri o scriam altfel, uneori

sometimes use older spellings, and even chiar cu alte caractere tipografice, si care da textelor lui



older typographic characters. This confers

special Romanian local colour to
Shakespeare’s plays: it is a reminder of an
old poetic quality that Romanian possessed
in the early 19t century, and which we have
lost since then.

We will publish these translations “in
instalments”. Our volumes are meant to
British  Council

“Shakespeare lives in 2016!” The series

support the project
published by us will continue for quite a
while.

Last but not least, let us remember that,
four hundred years ago, Shakespeare died
almost at the same time as Cervantes. The
only playwright of our world and the only
novelist of our world shared the same
historical age.

Shakespeare o culoare speciald, dispdrutd in zilele
noastre, cind exprimarea este prozaicd, lipsita de poezie.

Avand in vedere cd numarul volumelor este mare,
le vom publica ,in rate”, ca sa folosim o expresie care
dovedeste limpede cat de lipsitd de poezie este vorbirea
de astazi.

Aceastd publicare este legata de aniversarea a celor
400 de ani care au trecut de cand l-am avut pe
Shakespeare printre noi. Contemporary Literature Press
sprijind in acest fel celebrarea dramaturgului de catre
British Council sub deviza ,Shakespeare Lives in 2016!”
Seria de traduceri vechi ale pieselor lui la editura noastra
va continua.

Last but not least, sd& nu uitdm cd Shakespeare a
murit aproape la aceeasi data cu Cervantes. Singurul
dramaturg al lumii si singurul romancier al lumii au trait
si au murit in acelasi timp.

C. George Sandulescu and Lidia Vianu
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William Shakespeare
Richard III. Parallel Texts
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

1
DRAMATIS PERSONAE. PERSOANELE REPEREZENTATE
KING EDWARD THE FOURTH REGELE EDUARD IV
EDWARD, Prince of Wales; afterwards King Edward ~ Sons to the EDUARD, PRINCIPELE DE GALLIA, in urma  Fii
the Fifth King Regele Eduard V Regelui
RICHARD, Duke of York RICHARD DUCELE DE YORK
GEORGE, Duke of Clarence Brothers to GEORGE DUCELE DE CLARENCE Fratii
RICHARD, Duke of Gloucester, afterwards King the King RICHARD DUCELE DE GLOSTER, in urmd Regeleui
Richard 111 Regele Richard I1I
A young Son of Clarence Un fiu al lui Clarence
HENRY, Earl of Richmond; afterwards King Henry the Seventh HENRIC COMITE DE RICHMOND, in urma Regele Henric
VII
CARDINAL BOURCHIER, Archbishop of Canterbury CARDINALUL BOURCHIER, arhiepiscopul de Canterbury
THOMAS ROTHERHAM, Archbishop of York THOMAS ROTHERSHAM, arhiepiscopul de York
JOHN MORTON, Bishop of Ely JOHN MORTHON, Episcopul de Ely
DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM DUCELE DE BUCKINGHAM
DUKE OF NORFOLK DUCELE DE NORFOLK
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William Shakespeare
Richard III. Parallel Texts
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

2
Earl of Surrey, his son COMITELE DE SURREY, fiul sdu
Earl Rivers, brother to Elizabeth COMITELE RIVERS, fratele Reginei Elizabetha
MARQUESS OF DORSET Sons to MARQUISUL DE DORSET Fii Reginei
LORD GREY Elizabeth LORD GREY Elisabetha
EARL OF OXFORD COMITELE DE OXFORD
LORD HASTINGS LORDUL HASTINGS
LORD STANLEY, called also EARL OF DERBY LORDUL HASTINGS, numit si CONTELE DE DERBY
LORD LOVEL LORDUL LOVEL
SIR THOMAS VAUGHAN SIR THOMAS VAUGHAN
SIR RICHARD RATCLIFF SIR RICHARD RATCLIFF
SIR WILLIAM CATESBY SIR WILLIAM CATESBY
SIR JAMES TYRREL SIR JAMES TYRREL
SIR JAMES BLUNT SIR JAMES BLUNT
SIR WALTER HERBERT SIR WALTER HERBERT
SIR ROBERT BRAKENBURY, Lieutenant of the Tower. SIR ROBERT BRAKENBURY, Locotenentul Turnului
SIR WILLIAM BRANDON SIR WILLIAM BRANDON
CHRISTOPHER URSWICK, a Priest. Another Priest CHRISTOPHER URSWICK, un preot, alt preot
TRESSEL and BERKELEY, Gentlemen attending on Lady Anne TRESSEL si BERKELEY, aghiotanti pe lingd Lady Anna
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Lord Mayor of London, Sheriff of Wiltshire

ELIZABETH, Queen of King Edward the Fourth
MARGARET, Widow of King Henry the Sixth

DUCHESS OF YORK, Mother to King Edward the Fourth,
Clarence, and Gloucester

LADY ANNE, Widow of Edward, Prince of Wales, Son to King
Henry VI; afterwards married to Richard

A young Daughter of Clarence

(LADY MARGARET PLANTAGENET)

Ghosts of those murdered by Richard III, Lords and other
Attendants, a Pursuivant. Scrivener, Citizens, Murderers,
Messengers, Soldiers, etc.

William Shakespeare
Richard III. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

Lordul primar al Londrei, seriful de Wiltshire

REGINA ELISABETA, sotia regelui Edward al IV-lea
MARGARETA, viduva regelui Henric al VI-lea

DUCESA DE YORK, mama regelui Eduard al 1V-lea, a lui
Clarence si a lui Gloster

ANNA, viduva lui Eduard, print de Wales, fiul regelui Henric
al Vl-lea, in urmada sotia lui Gloster

Tinara fiica a lui Clarence

(LADY MARGARET PLANTAGENET)

Umbrele celor ucisi de Richard al III-lea, Lorzi, Gentlemeni,
Un poursouivant, Un grefier, Cetateni, Omoratori,
Vestitori, soldati, etc.
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ACT FIRST.

Scene 1.
London. A street.

Enter Richard, Duke of Gloucester, solus.
GLOUCESTER: Now is the winter of our discontent
Made glorious summer by this sun of York;

And all the clouds that lour’d upon our house

In the deep bosom of the ocean buried.

Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths;
Our bruised arms hung up for monuments;

Our stern alarums chang’d to merry meetings,

Our dreadful marches to delightful measures.
Grim-visaged war hath smooth’d his wrinkled front;
And now, instead of mounting barbed steeds

To fright the souls of fearful adversaries,

William Shakespeare

Richard III. Parallel Texts
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

ACTUL INTAL

SCENA I
Londra. — O stradd.

GLOSTER: Intunecoasa iarna de crunti dezbinare
S-a prefdcut in vard, cdci soarele unirii

Din York rdsare mandru: asupritorul nor
Lasat pe neamul nostru e inmormantat adanc
Sub apele uitdrii adancului ocean.

Acum fruntea noastrd e incinsd cu coroana
Victoriei glorioase, si armele ciuntite

Atarna ca trofee; iar larma bataliei

S-a prefdcut in canturi de veseli sarbatori,

In cantece de danturi rdzboinica fanfara.
Posomoratul Marte incepe a zambi;
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He capers nimbly in a lady’s chamber

To the lascivious pleasing of a lute.

But I, that am not shaped for sportive tricks,
Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass;
I, that am rudely stamp’d, and want love’s majesty
To strut before a wanton ambling nymph;

I, that am curtail’d of this fair proportion,
Cheated of feature by dissembling nature,
Deform’d, unfinish’d, sent before my time
Into this breathing world scarce half made up,
And that so lamely and unfashionable

That dogs bark at me as I halt by them;

Why, I, in this weak piping time of peace,
Have no delight to pass away the time,
Unless to spy my shadow in the sun

And descant on mine own deformity:

And therefore, since I cannot prove a lover,
To entertain these fair well-spoken days,

William Shakespeare
Richard III. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

Zbura-ncruntat inainte pe calul sau de fier
Zvarlind o groaza mare in suflet de dusmani;
Acum se plimba vesel cu doamne prin iatace,
Duioasa melodiei a lirei ascultand.

Pe mine nu ma-ncantd aceste seci placeri,

Nici doar in oglindd am gand sd ma privesc.
Cioplit pocit, din fire, eu, de amor n-am parte,
Nu-mi place sd petrec cu nimfe desfranate.
Natura maiestoasa a celorlalti barbati

Natura inseldtoare sa-mi dea nu a voit,
Neispravit si garbov, ndscut sunt fara vreme,
Pe jumatate gata in astd lume asprsd,

Sunt groaznic la vedere, schiop, cocosat, beteag
Si cainii chiar md latrd, cand trec pe langa ei.
Nu, mie nu-mi convine aceastd vietuire

De cantece, de jocuri, placuta celor slabi;

Sa stau lungit la soare, privind la urma mea,
Si sd admir de-aproape a mea diformitate.
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I am determined to prove a villain,

And hate the idle pleasures of these days.

Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous,

By drunken prophecies, libels, and dreams,

To set my brother Clarence and the king

In deadly hate the one against the other:

And if King Edward be as true and just

As I am subtle, false, and treacherous,

This day should Clarence closely be mew’d up,
About a prophecy which says that G

Of Edward’s heirs the murderer shall be.

Dive, thoughts, down to my soul: here Clarence comes.
[Enter Clarence, guarded, and Brakenbury

Brother, good day: what means this armed guard
That waits upon your grace?

William Shakespeare
Richard III. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

Luat-am hotarare, nu pot fi curtezan.

S$i cum sd fac sd treacd un veac atat de pasnic?
Mai bine as comite o crimd, o miselie,

Caci mult imi sunt urate aceste vremuri line,
Facut-am planuri negre si pregatiri viclene,
Vreau ca prin calomnie, prin visuri, prorociri,
Discordia, ura, certuri, urzind cu dibécie,
Prin atatdri si certuri pe Rege sa-ntdrat,

Si pentru Clarence urd de moarte sd prepar.
De-ar fi Regele Eduard precum e just si sincer,
Fals, tradator ca mine si plin de viclenie,

Ar fi acum Clarence inchis in siguranta,

Din cauza prorocirii ce zice cd cu G.

Incepe si se scrie cel nume ce il poarta

Acel ce pe erezii lui Eduard va ucide...

In inima-mi adanc te-ascunde gandul meu
Cdci pe Clarence incoace acum il vdad venind.
(Intrd Clarence pdzit si Brakenbury)
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CLARENCE: His majesty,

Tendering my person’s safety, hath appointed

This conduct to convey me to the Tower.
GLOUCESTER: Upon what cause?

CLARENCE: Because my name is George.
GLOUCESTER: Alack! my lord, that fault is none of yours;
He should, for that, commit your godfathers:

O, belike his majesty hath some intent

That you should be new-christen’d in the Tower.

But what's the matter, Clarence? may I know?
CLARENCE: Yea, Richard, when I know; for I protest
As yet I do not: but, as I can learn,

He hearkens after prophecies and dreams;

And from the cross-row plucks the letter G,

And says a wizard told him that by G

His issue disinherited should be;

William Shakespeare

Richard III. Parallel Texts
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

Scumpe frate, bund ziua: — dar ce insemneaza aceasta?
Un paznic insoteste pe Ducele de Clarence.

CLARENCE: Stapanul nostru Eduard, cdutand sa fiu ferit
De orice intamplare, garzi a oranduit

La Turn sa ma conduca.

GLOSTER: §i pentru ce aceasta?

CLARENCE: Caci ,,George” e-al meu nume.

GLOSTER: As, domnule, ce vorba! Nu este vina ta;
Aceasta e greseala a nasilor tdi numai:

Se poate ca monarhul sd aibd intentiunea

Sa te boteze astazi din nou in turnul Londrei?

Dar spune-mi ce e, Clarence; de mine te ascunzi?
CLARENCE: Afland iti voi spune, Richard, dar fii asigurat,
Cd nu stiu pentru acuma: din ce aflai, eu, insd

S-a speriat de visuri si prorociri nefaste:

Aratd proorocul o slovd mare G.

Si spune cd prezice acest prooroc cd un G.

Va stinge dinastia de regi a sa cea veche:
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And, for my name of George begins with G,
It follows in his thought that I am he.

These, as I learn, and such like toys as these,
Have mov’d his highness to commit me now.

GLOUCESTER: Why, this it is, when men are rul’d by women:

“Tis not the king that sends you to the Tower;

My Lady Grey, his wife, Clarence, ‘tis she

That tempers him to this extremity.

Was it not she and that good man of worship,
Antony Woodyville, her brother there,

That made him send Lord Hastings to the Tower,
From whence this present day he is deliver’d?

We are not safe, Clarence; we are not safe.
CLARENCE: By heaven, I think there is no man secure
But the queen’s kindred and night-walking heralds,
That trudge betwixt the king and Mistress Shore.
Heard you not what a humble suppliant

Lord Hastings was to her for his delivery?

William Shakespeare
Richard III. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

De orice incepe cu G. si al meu nume

El banuieste tocmai cd eu sunt ucigasul.

Din cate stiu aceata si multe de-al de-acestea
Imping pe-al nostru Rege inchis s& ma pastreze.
GLOSTER: Asa e cand barbatul asculta pe femeie
Tu nu esti azi de Rege trimis la Turnul Londrei
Se face si aceasta de Lady Grey, Regina,

Regina, scumpe Clarence, fii sigur, te inchide;
N-a fost tot ea, deundzi, cu blestematu-i frate

Cel Anthony de Woodpville, ce 1-au facut sd mearga
La temnitd pe Hastings, incat abia de ieri,

S-a pus in libertate; amenintati suntem,

Stam in pericol, Clarence.

CLARENCE: Pe legea mea, as crede cd nimeni nu e sigur,

Doar rudele Reginei si cativa soli de noapte,

Ce vin la Mistress Shore cu vorbe de la Rege.
Cum n-ai bdgat de seamd, cum se ruga de dansa
Cu umilintd mare Lord Hastings ca sa scape.
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GLOUCESTER: Humbly complaining to her deity

Got my lord chamberlain his liberty.

I'll tell you what; I think it is our way,

If we will keep in favour with the king,

To be her men and wear her livery:

The jealous o’erworn widow and herself,

Since that our brother dubb’d them gentlewomen,

Are mighty gossips in our monarchy.

BRAKENBURY: I beseech your Graces both to pardon me;
His majesty hath straitly given in charge

That no man shall have private conference,

Of what degree soever, with your brother.

GLOUCESTER: Even so; an please your worship, Brakenbury,
You may partake of anything we say:

We speak no treason, man: we say the king

Is wise and virtuous, and his noble queen

Well struck in years, fair, and not jealous;

We say that Shore’s wife hath a pretty foot,

William Shakespeare

Richard III. Parallel Texts
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

GLOSTER: Ca de la o zeitd isi castiga libertatea

Cu umilintd mare un mare chambellan;

Si dar a mea pdrere e cd ne trebuieste,

Ca sd fim in favoare pe langa Regele

Sa fim slugi inaintea-i purtandu-i chiar livreaua
Céci vaduva geloasa, (ce-acuma s-a invechit),

Si acea vestitd Doamnd, de Rege inobilatd,

In &st regat al nostru putere au prea mare.
BRAKENBURY: De la Mdria Voastrd, supus iertare cer,
Dar din porunca stricta a Maiestatii Sale

Nu are voie nimeni, de-acum sd mai vorbeascad

Cu Ducele de Clarence, de orice grad va fi.
GLOSTER: Permite, Brakenbury, Domnia ta ai voie
Sd iei de-aproape parte la ceea ce vorbim.
Vorbeam nu de trdadare, ziceam c-al nostru Rege

E intelept si mare, si cd a sa Regina

Frumoas-i desi-n varstd, si nicidecum geloasd;
Shore are nevastd c-un prea frumos picior
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William Shakespeare
Richard III. Parallel Texts
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

10

A cherry lip, a bonny eye, a passing pleasing tongue; Cu buza ca cireasa.
And that the queen’s kindred are made gentle-folks: Ea farmeca cu ochiul, la vorba e placuta;
How say you, sir? can you deny all this? Ca rudele Reginei sunt indltati la grad,

Ei, Domnule, raspunde. Ce, zici ca nu-i asa?
BRAKENBURY: With this, my lord, myself have nought to do. BRAKENBURY: Mylord, acestea toate nu mad privesc pe

mine.
GLOUCESTER: Naught to do with Mistress Shore! I tell thee, GLOSTER: Nu te priveste dansa? Asculta omule,
fellow, Acel ce o priveste, afara doar de unul,
He that doth naught with her, excepting one, Ascuns sd o priveascd, fiind singur si secret.
Were best to do it secretly, alone.
BRAKENBURY: What one, my lord? BRAKENBURY: Mylord, si care unul?
GLOUCESTER: Her husband, knave. Wouldst thou betray me? GLOSTER: Nerodule, barbatu-i; —ce, vrei sa ma tradezi?
BRAKENBURY: I beseech your Grace to pardon me; and withal BRAKENBURY: Rog pe Mdria Voastra sd ma iertati, si apoi
Forbear your conference with the noble duke. Sd incetati din vorba cu Ducele de Clarence.
CLARENCE: We know thy charge, Brakenbury, and will obey. CLARENCE: Cunosc porunca datd si noi ne vom supune.
GLOUCESTER: We are the queen’s abjects, and must obey. GLOSTER: Suntem robii Reginei sd ne supunem catd,
Brother, farewell: I will unto the king; Adio, frdtioare, la Regele ma duc;
And whatsoe’er you will employ me in, In ce privinta, spune-mi, te pot servi si ce fel?
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Were it to call King Edward’s widow sister,

I will perform it to enfranchise you.

Meantime, this deep disgrace in brotherhood
Touches me deeper than you can imagine.
CLARENCE: I know it pleaseth neither of us well.

GLOUCESTER: Well, your imprisonment shall not be long;

I will deliver you, or else lie for you:

Meantime, have patience.

CLARENCE: I must perforce: farewell.

[Exeunt Clarence, Brakenbury, and Guard.

GLOUCESTER: Go tread the path that thou shalt ne’er return,
Simple, plain Clarence! I do love thee so

That I will shortly send thy soul to heaven,

If heaven will take the present at our hands.

But who comes here? the new-deliver’d Hastings!

Enter Lord HASTINGS.

11

William Shakespeare
Richard III. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

Voi zice , surioard” chiar vidduvei lui Eduard.

Or ce-ti spun cd voi face ca sa te eliberez:

Dar drept sd-ti spun, scump frate, cand vad asa lipsind
Iubirea cea frateasca, amar ma intristez.

CLARENCE: Dar cred ca la niciunul din noi n-o place
aceasta.

GLOSTER: Osanda-ti n-o sd tind mult timp ti-o promit.
Am sd ma pun in locu-ti de nu pot sa te scap,

Dar pand atunci mai rabda.

CLARENCE: rdbdarea-mi e impusa chiar fara sa vreau, —
adio. (iese Clarence, Brakenbury si paznicul)

GLOSTER: Pe drumul ce calci astdzi nu te vei mai intoarce.
Nenorocite Clarence, asa mult te iubesc,

C4 fara intaziere la cer te voi porni,

De vrea ca sd primeascd un dar ca dsta cerul.

Dar cine vine incoace? — Din inchisoare, Hastings

Cel eliberat de astdzi.

(Intrd Hastings)
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HASTINGS: Good time of day unto my gracious lord!
GLOUCESTER: As much unto my good lord chamberlain!
Well are you welcome to this open air.

How hath your lordship brook’d imprisonment?
HASTINGS: With patience, noble lord, as prisoners must:
But I shall live, my lord, to give them thanks

That were the cause of my imprisonment.

GLOUCESTER: No doubt, no doubt; and so shall Clarence too;
For they that were your enemies are his,

And have prevail’d as much on him as you.

HASTINGS: More pity that the eagles should be mew’d,
While kites and buzzards prey at liberty.

GLOUCESTER: What news abroad?

HASTINGS: No news so bad abroad as this at home;

The king is sickly, weak, and melancholy,

And his physicians fear him mightily.

GLOUCESTER: Now by Saint Paul, this news is bad indeed.
O! he hath kept an evil diet long,

William Shakespeare
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HASTINGS: Urez venire buna tnaltului meu Lord.

GLOSTER: Asemenea si dansul Lordului Chambellan
Te vad cu bucurie pus iar in libertate,

Mylord cum ai mai dus-o, — placutu-ti-a inchisoarea?
HASTINGS: Rabdam, cum se cuvine sa rabde cei inchisi
Sper insd sd am zile sd pot sa multumesc

La toti ce ajutard sd merg la inchisoare.

GLOSTER; Dar fara indoiald; asemenea si Clarence,

De dusmani ca ai vostri si el se plange acum;

il asupresc pe dansul precum te asuprira.

HASTINGS: Picat e ca acvila, si fie-n colivie,

Céci uliul si vulturii pradeaza unde vor!

GLOSTER: Ce veste e pe-afara?

HASTINGS: O veste foarte trista

Bolnav e al nostru Rege, e slab si intristat,

Si doctorii ce-1 cautd au foarte mare grija.

GLOSTER: Dar jur pe sfantul Paul, e rea de tot acea veste
O foarte rea viata ducea de mai mult timp,
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And over-much consum’d his royal person:

“Tis very grievous to be thought upon.

What, is he in his bed?

HASTINGS: He is.

GLOUCESTER: Go you before, and I will follow you.
[Exit HASTINGS.

He cannot live, I hope; and must not die

Till George be pack’d with post-horse up to heaven.

I'll in, to urge his hatred more to Clarence,

With lies well steel’d with weighty arguments;

And, if I fail not in my deep intent,

Clarence hath not another day to live:

Which done, God take King Edward to his mercy,

And leave the world for me to bustle in!

For then I'll marry Warwick’s youngest GIRL:

What though I kill’d her husband and her father?

The readiest way to make the wench amends

Is to become her husband and her father:

13
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Persoana sa regald prea mult a ostenit-o;

Ma intristeazd groaznic, gandindu-ma la asta.

In pat acum se afl?

HASTINGS: El de mai mult timp zace.

GLOSTER: Asa! Te du inainte, te voi urma in graba.
(iese Hastings)

Nu poate sa trdiascd, si sper cd n-o sd moard,

Pan’ mai intéi in posta pe George n-oi trimite

La cer. Ma duc de-aicea sa intdrat pe Rege

$i cu minciuni viclene pe Clarence sa-1 mai sap;

Amar de nu ma-nseald tot ce am calculat,

Nici inc-o zi nu poate sd mai traiascd el

Pe urm3d Dumnezeule, s3 iei cAnd vei voi

In sanul tdu pe Eduard...

Si mie lasd-mi lumea sa fac ce vreu cu ea;

Pe fata cea mai micd a lui Werwick voi lua-o,

Desi tatal si sotul au fost ucisi de mine;

E mijlocul mai lesne s& ma impac cu fiica
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The which will I; not all so much for love, Voi fi eu pentru déansa si tata si barbat.
As for another secret close intent, Aceasta o voi face nu de amor impins
By marrying her, which I must reach unto. Ci pentru o dorintd ce am urzit, secretd,
But yet I run before my horse to market: La care voi ajunge ludnd-o de nevastd; —
Clarence still breathes; Edward still lives and reigns: Vdd insd cd la asta prea ma gandesc de-acuma;
When they are gone, then must I count my gains. Trdieste inca Clarence, domneste inca Eduard;

[Exit. Cand oi scdpa de dansii atunci sd mai vorbim!

(iese.)
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Scene II.

The same. Another street.

Enter the corpse of King Henry the Sixth, Gentlemen
with halberds to guard it; Lady Anne being the mourner.
ANNE: Set down, set down your honourable load —
If honour may be shrouded in a hearse —

Whilst I a while obsequiously lament

The untimely fall of virtuous Lancaster.

Poor key-cold figure of a holy king!

Pale ashes of the house of Lancaster!

Thou bloodless remnant of that royal blood!

Be it lawful that I invocate thy ghost,

To hear the lamentations of poor Anne,

Wife to thy Edward, to thy slaughtered son,

Stabb’d by the self-same hand that made these wounds!
Lo, in these windows that let forth thy life
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SCENA 1II.
Londra. — o altd stradad

Se aduce pe scend corpul Regelui Henric VI intr-un cosciug
deschis, paizit de cavaleri cu halbarde, — Lady Anna plinge.
LADY ANNA: Jos, agezati aicea cea sarcind maritd, —
De mai trdieste inca intr-un cosciug marimea, —

Vor zabovi o ora si plange-voi cu dor

Sfarsitul fara vreme al Lancasterilor. —

Esti nemiscat si rece si fost-ai un sfant Rege!

Din casa de Lancaster oh! Palida cenusa.

Sarmana ramasita a spitei vechi de Domni!

Dar, se cuvine oare sd evocam cel duh,

S-asculte plansul Annei, nenorocita soata

A fiului tdu Eduard, ucis chiar de acela

Ce inima-ti strdpunse!

In usile acestea pe unde viata ta

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2016



I pour the helpless balm of my poor eyes.
Cursed be the hand that made these holes!
Cursed the heart that had the heart to do it!
Cursed the blood that let this blood from hence!
More direful hap betide that hated wretch,
That makes us wretched by the death of thee,
Than I can wish to adders, spiders, toads,

Or any creeping venom’d thing that lives!

If ever he have child, abortive be it,
Prodigious, and untimely brought to light,
Whose ugly and unnatural aspect

May fright the hopeful mother at the view;
And that be heir to his unhappiness!

If ever he have wife, let her be made

More miserable by the death of him

Than I am made by my young lord and thee!

Come, now toward Chertsey with your holy load,

Taken from Paul’s to be interred there;
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Iesea, ochi imi reversa zadarnicul lor balsam.

Ma voi ruga la Domnul sé fie blestemata

$i mana ce izbise si sufletul cumplit,

Ce sange varsase, in sange sa sfarseasca.
Fiintd blestemata ce m-a nenorocit,

Sd ducd-n veci o viatd de grea amaraciune,
Sa moard ca soparla, ca broasca, ca vipera,
Lighioane otravite ce crap tarandu-se,

Copii betegi sd aiba si la vedere strambi,
Nascuti ei fard vreme, sa fie fara viata;

Chiar muma lor nascandu-i sa fuga ingrozits,
Ca sd perpetueze urmasii sdi blestemul.

Si de-or avea sotie sd fie si aceea

Mult mai nenorocita decat am fost chiar eu
Ce v-am pierdut pe tine si pe un sot iubit.
Veniti acum la Chertsey cu sarcina cea sfanta
De v-osteniti pe urma de-atata cale lunga
Veniti odihniti, si voi plange eu pe Henric.
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And still, as you are weary of the weight,

Rest you, whiles I lament King Henry’s corse.

Enter Gloucester.

GLOUCESTER: Stay, you that bear the corse, and set it down.
ANNE: What black magician conjures up this fiend,

To stop devoted charitable deeds?

GLOUCESTER: Villains! set down the corse; or, by Saint Paul,
I'll make a corse of him that disobeys.

First Gent.: My lord, stand back, and let the coffin pass.
GLOUCESTER: Unmanner’d dog! stand thou when I
command:

Advance thy halberd higher than my breast,

Or, by Saint Paul, I'll strike thee to my foot,

And spurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldness.

ANNE: What! do you tremble? are you all afraid?

Alas! I blame you not; for you are mortal,

And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil.

Avaunt, thou dreadful minister of hell!

17
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(purtdtorii ridicd corpul si incep a inainta)

(Intrd Gloster)
GLOSTER; Voi ce purtati cadavrul, il asezati aicea.
LADY ANNA: Fiintd intunecoasa, de Diavol esti trimis,
Acuma sd impiedici un fapt de pietate?
GLOSTER: Puneti-1 jos, miselilor, cici jur pe sfantul Paul
Pe cel ce nu asculta pe loc am sa-1 ucid.
PAZNICUL: Mylord, stai la o parte, si las” sa treacd mortul.
GLOSTER; Misel fara purtare, sa stai cand poruncesc,
Si nu-ti mai tine arma spre mine indreptata,

(purtdtorii aseazd jos cosciugul)

LADY ANNA: Ce tremurati acuma? V-a speriat el oare?
Da, tremurati, se vede. Caci muritori sunteti;

Nu poate muritorul pe Diavol sa-1 priveascd. —

Te trage la o parte, tu cel trimis din iad,
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Thou hadst but power over his mortal body,

His soul thou canst not have: therefore, be gone.
GLOUCESTER: Sweet saint, for charity, be not so curst.
ANNE: Foul devil, for God’s sake hence, and trouble us not;
For thou hast made the happy earth thy hell,

Fill'd it with cursing cries and deep exclaims.

If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds,

Behold this pattern of thy butcheries.

O! gentlemen); see, see! dead Henry’s wounds

Open their congeal’d mouths and bleed afresh.

Blush, blush, thou lump of foul deformity;

For “tis thy presence that exhales this blood

From cold and empty veins, where no blood dwells:
Thy deed, inhuman and unnatural,

Provokes this deluge most unnatural.

O God, which this blood madest, revenge his death!

O earth, which this blood drink’st, revenge his death!
Either heaven with lightning strike the murderer dead.
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Cdci ai avut pe trupu-i putere, a murit

Putere n-ai pe suflet —te du, —ce mai astepti?

GLOSTER: Cu mild, dulce, sfantd, si nu grabi blestemuri.
LADY ANNA: O, demone teribil, de ce ne superi vesnic;
In iad tu preficut-ai aceastd lume buni,

Cu lacrimi de mahnire, cu plansuri ai umplut-o
Te-apropie si priveste victima ta, talhare! —

Priviti voi, tu priveste cum rana sangeroasa

Gura inghetata si casca si iar incepe-a curge.

Dar tremurd, roseasca si carnea-ti deformata,

Cdéci chiar a ta prezentd atrage sangele

Din venele deserte a mortului regesc!

Neomenos e faptul ca I-ai comis, salbatic

Si nefiresc e lucrul ca sangele sd curga

Oh! Doamne atotputernic, rdzbuna aceastda moarte!
Rézbun-o, razbun-o tu tarana ce bei curatu-i sange!

Si cerul sd-1 trazneasca pe crudul ucigas.

Cufunda-se pamantul ca sa-1 inghitd iute,
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Or earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick,

As thou dost swallow up this good king’s blood,
Which his hell-govern’d arm hath butchered!
GLOUCESTER: Lady, you know no rules of charity,
Which renders good for bad, blessings for curses.

ANNE: Villain, thou know’st no law of God nor man:
No beast so fierce but knows some touch of pity.

GLOUCESTER: But I know none, and therefore am no beast.

ANNE: O wonderful, when devils tell the truth!
GLOUCESTER: More wonderful, when angels are so angry!
Vouchsafe, divine perfection of a woman,

Of these supposed evils, to give me leave,

By circumstance, but to acquit myself.

ANNE: Vouchsafe, diffused infection of a man,

For these known evils, but to give me leave,

By circumstance, to curse thy cursed self.
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Precum inghite astdzi un sange de martir,

Izbit de cruda méana ce-n iad e cArmuita!

GLOSTER: Urmezi putin, Oh! Doamne, acele legi crestine
Ce zi, ca drept rdu bine, si binecuvantare

Séa dai cui blestema.

LADY ANNA: Tu nu cunosti, talhare; —asculti tu de vreo
lege?

Nici fiard nu existd ce nu cunoaste mila!

GLOSTER: Deci eu nestiind de mild nu pot s fiu o fiara.
LADY ANNA: E lucru de mirare cdnd Dracu nu mai minte.
GLOSTER: E si mai de mirare un inger maniat.

Permite, oh muiere, divina si perfecta

Ca urma sd arate cat sunt de inocent

Eu, de aceste rele ce crezi cd am comis.

LADY ANNA: Permite, starpiturd infecta de barbat

Sa te blesteme urma precum esti blestemat

In urma acestor rele ce stiu ci ai comis.
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GLOUCESTER: Fairer than tongue can name thee, let me have

Some patient leisure to excuse myself.

ANNE: Fouler than heart can think thee, thou canst make
No excuse current, but to hang thyself.

GLOUCESTER: By such despair I should accuse myself.
ANNE: And by despairing shouldst thou stand excused
For doing worthy vengeance on thyself,

Which didst unworthy slaughter upon others.

GLOUCESTER: Say that I slew them not?

ANNE: Why, then they are not dead:

But dead they are, and devilish slave, by thee.
GLOUCESTER: I did not kill your husband.

ANNE: Why, then he is alive.

GLOUCESTER: Nay, he is dead; and slain by Edward’s hand.
ANNE: In thy foul throat thou liest: Queen Margaret saw
Thy murderous falchion smoking in his blood;
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GLOSTER: Fiintd mai frumoasa decat orice cuvinte,
Asteapta cu rdbdare ca sd te pot convinge.

LADY ANNA: Fiintd mai scarboasa decat orice credinta
Spanzurdtoare numai te poate rasplati.

GLOSTER: M-as acuza chiar singur de-as face si aceasta.
LADY ANNA: Un act de disperare ti-e singura speranta
Céci vei primi desigur rasplata cuvenita

Din ceruri pentru moartea fiintelor iubite

Ce zac aicea.

GLOSTER: Doamnd, de-ai recunoaste numai

Ca nu-s ucisi de mine!

LADY ANNA: Ei n-ar fi morti atuncea...

Dar vai! Sunt morti sdarmanii, maceldriti de tine!
GLOSTER: Nu ti-am ucis barbatul.

LADY ANNA: Atuncea el traieste.

GLOSTER: E mort fara indoiala si e ucis de Eduard.
LADY ANNA: Minti, minti, cdci Margareta vdzut-a chiar cu
ochii
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The which thou once didst bend against her breast,
But that thy brothers beat aside the point.

GLOUCESTER: I was provoked by her sland'rous tongue,

That laid their guilt upon my guiltless shoulders.
ANNE: Thou wast provoked by thy bloody mind,
That never dreamt on aught but butcheries.

Didst thou not kill this king?

GLOUCESTER: I grant ye.

ANNE: Dost grant me, hedge-hog? Then, God grant me too

Thou mayst be damned for that wicked deed!
O, he was gentle, mild, and virtuous!

GLOUCESTER: The fitter for the King of heaven, that hath him.

ANNE: He is in heaven, where thou shalt never come.
GLOUCESTER: Let him thank me, that holp to send him
thither;

For he was fitter for that place than earth.

ANNE: And thou unfit for any place but hell.
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Cand spada-ti ucigasa cu sangele-i fuma.

Cand ai voit in sanu-i sa-nfigi aceeasi spada

De nu intorcea taisul s-o scape fratii tdi.

GLOSTER: Am fost impins de vorba-i calomnioasd, care
Tot arunca pe mine vinovatia lor.

LADY ANNA: Ba sufletul tdu barbar e care te impinse,
Un suflet ce viseazd numai mdcelarii.

Ucis-ai pe-acest Rege?

GLOSTER: Da, recunosc de-ti place.

LADY ANNA: O recunosti, iazma.

Era om bland si dulce, era plin de virtuti.

GLOSTER: Atata de-i mai gata e pentru nemurire.
LADY ANNA: Ah! Unde e acuma tu n-o sa-l intalnesti.
GLOSTER: sda-mi multumeasca mie ce l-am trimis acolo;
Mai mult e pentru ceruri decat pentru pamant.

LADY ANNA: Un loc e pentru tine, in iad ti-e locuinta.
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GLOUCESTER: Yes, one place else, if you will hear me name it. GLOSTER: Mai este incd unu de lasi sa ti-l numesc.
ANNE: Some dungeon. LADY ANNA: O fi vreo inchisoare?
GLOUCESTER: Your bed-chamber. GLOSTER: Odaia-ti de culcare.
ANNE: I'll rest betide the chamber where thou liest! LADY ANNA: Sa fie fara odihna odaia unde dormi.
GLOUCESTER: So will it, madam, till I lie with you. GLOSTER: Nu voi avea odihnd pana nu ma culc cu tine.
ANNE: I hope so. LADY ANNA: Dea Dumnezeu!
GLOUCESTER: I know so, But, gentle Lady Anne, GLOSTER: Sunt sigur de aceasta, —dar, dulce Lady
To leave this keen encounter of our wits, Anna, —
And fall somewhat into a slower method, S3 incetdm acuma cu astfel de cuvinte;
Is not the causer of the timeless deaths Vorbi-vom impreund cu ton mai linistit
Of these Plantagenets, Henry and Edward, Nu e acela oare ce cauzeaza moartea
As blameful as the executioner? Lui Henric si lui Eduard (urmasii cei din urma

Ai Plantagenetilor) cu mult mai vinovat

Decét acel cu méana-i ce a comis omorul?
ANNE: Thou wast the cause, and most accursed effect. LADY ANNA: §i cauza si bratul, tu singur, tu ai fost.
GLOUCESTER: Your beauty was the cause of that effect; GLOSTER: Nu, cauza directd a fost frumusetea ta;
Your beauty, that did haunt me in my sleep Cea frumusete noaptea ce o vedeam in somnu-mi
To undertake the death of all the world, Putea sd ma implinga o lume sa rdpui.
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So might I live one hour in your sweet bosom.

ANNE: If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide,

These nails should rend that beauty from my cheeks.
GLOUCESTER: These eyes could not endure that beauty’s
wreck;

You should not blemish it, if I stood by:

As all the world is cheered by the sun,

So I by that; it is my day, my life.

ANNE: Black night o’ershade thy day, and death thy life!

GLOUCESTER: Curse not thyself, fair creature; thou art both.

ANNE: I would I were, to be revenged on thee.
GLOUCESTER: It is a quarrel most unnatural,

To be reveng’d on him that loveth you.

ANNE: It is a quarrel just and reasonable,

To be reveng’d on him that kill’d my husband.
GLOUCESTER: He that bereft thee, lady, of thy husband,
Did it to help thee to a better husband.

23
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LADY ANNA: De voiam sa cred aceasta, fii sigur, asasine
Cu unghiile din chipu-mi mi-as rupe fragezimea.
GLOSTER: Aceasta n-as rabda-o, ar fi curat o crima;
Nu-ti vei atinge chipul cat voi fi langa tine;

Precum intreaga lume se bucurd de soare,

Cand te privesc md bucur, —esti ziua, vita mea!

LADY ANNA: Ca noaptea fie-ti ziua, si viata ca o moarte!
GLOSTER: Te blestei insuti astfel, oh! Gingasa fiinta.
LADY ANNA: O fac in contra-ti astfel sd capdt razbunare.
GLOSTER: O stranie dorintd mai este si aceasta,

Sa cauti razbunare pe cel ce te iubeste.

LADY ANNA: E o dorintd dreapta si bine rationatd,

Sa md razbun pe omul ce mi-a ucis barbatul.

GLOSTER: Cel ce-ti lud barbatul, oh! Doamna mea, ma
crede,

Un scop avea in minte, sa-ti dea pe-un alt mai bun.
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ANNE: His better doth not breathe upon the earth.
GLOUCESTER: He lives that loves thee better than he could.
ANNE: Name him.

GLOUCESTER: Plantagenet.

ANNE: Why, that was he.

GLOUCESTER: The self-same name, but one of better nature.
ANNE: Where is he?

GLOUCESTER: Here. [She spitteth at him.] Why dost thou spit
at me?

ANNE: Would it were mortal poison, for thy sake!
GLOUCESTER: Never came poison from so sweet a place.
ANNE: Never hung poison on a fouler toad.

Out of my sight! thou dost infect mine eyes.

GLOUCESTER: Thine eyes, sweet lady, have infected mine.
ANNE: Would they were basilisks, to strike thee dead!

GLOUCESTER: I would they were, that I might die at once;
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LADY ANNA: Numele lui?

GLOSTER: Plantagenet.

LADY ANNA: Asa se numea déansul.

GLOSTER: E numele acelasi, barbatul e mai bun.

LADY ANNA: Si unde e?

GLOSTER: Aici, chiar el vorbeste... (Lay Anna scuipd pe el)
De ce scuipasi pe mine?

LADY ANNA: Ah! De-ar putea s fie in gura mea otrava!
GLOSTER: Nu poate fi otrava venind din a ta gura.
LADY ANNA: Otrava pentru tine ar fi chiar mult prea
bunsg,

Sd nu te mai vad pleacd! — vederea mea o superi!
GLOSTER: Ah! Doamna, cu privirea-ti pe mine m-ai ranit!
LADY ANNA: De as putea cu ochi-mi s te trasnesc, as
face-o!

GLOSTER: Mi-ar fi mai dulce moartea, — m-as odihni
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For now they kill me with a living death.

Those eyes of thine from mine have drawn salt tears,
Sham’d their aspects with store of childish drops;
These eyes, which never shed remorseful tear;

No, when my father York and Edward wept,

To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made

When black-fac’d Clifford shook his sword at him;
Nor when thy war-like father like a child,

Told the sad story of my father’s death,

And twenty times made pause to sob and weep,

That all the standers-by had wet their cheeks,

Like trees bedash’d with rain: in that sad time,

My manly eyes did scorn an humble tear;

And what these sorrows could not thence exhale,

Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with weeping.
I never su’d to friend, nor enemy;

My tongue could never learn sweet smoothing words;
But, now thy beauty is proposed my fee,
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atuncea;

Ma chinuiesti acuma c-o moarte indoita;

Cu ochii tdi din ochi-mi ai tras mare de lacrimi,
M-ai rusinat, cdci astdzi am plans ca un copil;

Din ochi-mi pan” acuma nici semn n-am dat de mila —
Cand York al meu pdrinte plangea, nu m-am miscat;
Cand Eduard al meu frate gemea, n-am suferit;
Cand auzii pe Rutland murind in suferinte

De Clifford sangerosul lovit cu crunta-i spada:

Cand tatdl vostru Warwick razboinicul barbat,

Se ineca cu lacrimi ca un copil, sirmanul
Istorisindu-mi moartea a bietului meu tats,

Si de induiosare la trista-i povestire

Acei ce erau fatd, sta toti cu ochii umezi

Ca pomii dupad ploaie; in timp cei de-atuncea

De-o lacrima varsata mi-ar fi fost rusine.

Ce n-au putut sa facd acele mari dureri,

Facut-a frumusetea; — priveste-ma cum plang.

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2016



William Shakespeare
Richard III. Parallel Texts
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

26
My proud heart sues, and prompts my tongue to speak. N-am méngaiat vreodatd pe-amic sau pe dusman,
[She looks scornfully at him. Si limba-mi nu cunoaste nici vorba de iubire;
Teach not thy lip such scorn, for it was made Spre a putea ajunge la fata ta divina
For kissing, lady, not for such contempt. Inima-mi mandra cere, — ma face si vorbesc.
If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive, (Lady Anna se uitd la dansul cu dispret)
Lo! here I lend thee this sharpe-pointed sword; Dispretul nu std bine pe buza ta cereascd, —
Which if thou please to hide in this true bosom, O buza ce pofteste la dulce sarutare.
And let the soul forth that adoreth thee, De esti setoasd incd sa te rdzbuni asupra-mi
I lay it open to the deadly stroke, la-n mana astd spada, taisu-i ascutit
And humbly beg the death upon my knee. Si poti s-o-nfigi intreaga in pieptu-mi credincios, —
[He lays his breast open: she offers at it with his sword. De vrei sd zboare-n fine un suflet ce te-adora,
Nay, do not pause; for I did kill King Henry; Te uitd, gol e pieptu-mi, sunt fard aparare
But ‘twas thy beauty that provoked me. Cerand cu umilinta ingenunchiat, s mor.
Nay, now dispatch; ‘twas I that stabb’d young Edward, (se desface la piept iar diansa intoarce spada spre el)

But ‘twas thy heavenly face that set me on.
[Here she lets fall the sword.
Take up the sword again, or take up me.

Ce te opresti? — Pe Henric cu mana-mi l-am ucis;

Ma provocase insd frumusetea ta divina.

Ce mai astepti? —Si Eduard e injungiat de mine.
(Lady Anaa iar intoarce spada spre el).
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ANNE: Arise, dissembler: though I wish thy death,
I will not be thy executioner.

GLOUCESTER: Then bid me kill myself, and I will do it.

ANNE: I have already.

GLOUCESTER: Tush, That was in thy rage:
Speak it again, and, even with the word,
This hand, which for thy love did kill thy love,
Shall, for thy love, kill a far truer love:

To both their deaths shalt thou be accessary.
ANNE: I would I knew thy heart.
GLOUCESTER: 'Tis figur’d in my tongue.
ANNE: I fear me both are false.
GLOUCESTER: Then never man was true.
ANNE: Well, well, put up your sword.
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Cereasca ta figurd la crima m-a impins.

(Lady Anna lasd sd-i cadd spada)
De jos ridica spada, sau vorba mea ascult-o.
LADY ANNA: Te scoald ipocrite, cu toate ca-ti voi moartea
Nu vreau sa fiu caldul.
GLOSTER: Sa mor atuncea spune-mi
$i singur m-oi ucide.
LADY ANNA: De cate ori ti-am spus-o.
GLOSTER: Da, cAnd erai méaniata, —
Mai spune doar cuvantul si indatd mana mea
Miscatd de amorul ce-ti omori iubitul
Ucide-va acuma o dragoste mai mare,
La doud omoruri astfel va fi impins aceastd mana
LADY ANNA: As vrea sa stiu ce gand ai.
GLOSTER: De graiu-mi se cunoaste.
LADY ANNA: E fals si unul si altul,
GLOSTER: Atunci tot omul minte.
LADY ANNA: In teacd baga spada.

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2016



GLOUCESTER: Say, then, my peace is made.
ANNE: That shalt thou know hereafter.
GLOUCESTER: But shall I live in hope?
ANNE: All men, I hope, live so.
GLOUCESTER: Vouchsafe to wear this ring.

ANNE: To take is not to give.

GLOUCESTER: Look, how my ring encompasseth thy finger,
Even so thy breast encloseth my poor heart;

Wear both of them, for both of them are thine.

And if thy poor devoted servant may

But beg one favour at thy gracious hand,

Thou dost confirm his happiness for ever.

ANNE: What is it?

GLOUCESTER: That it may please you leave these sad designs
To him that hath most cause to be a mourner,

And presently repair to Crosby Place;
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GLOSTER: Ah! Zi-mi ca sunt iertat.
LADY ANNA: Afla-vei alta data.
GLOSTER: Voiesti sa-mi dai speranta?
LADY ANNA: Trdim sperand cu totii!
GLOSTER: Ia doar acest inel.
Ca semn de impacare.
LADY ANNA: Primind nu dau nimica.
(Lady Anna pune inelul in deget)
GLOSTER: Precum inelul &sta-ti imbratiseazd mana,
Asa eu parasitul te-as imbratisa;
[a-1, inima-mi a ta e, si robului smerit
Ce pentru tine moare, permite-i sa obtie
O singurd favoare ce cere; acordand-o,
Aspura lui varsad-vei nespusd fericire.
LADY ANNA: Si care?
GLOSTER: S pdrasesti aceste prea triste datorii,
Lasandu-le acelui ce cautd sa le-observe;

[VEVEPN

Sa vii fara intarziere la piata de la Crosby;

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2016



William Shakespeare
Richard III. Parallel Texts
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

29
Where, after I have solemnly interr’d Acolo dupa ce intéi voi ingropa cu pompd,
At Chertsey monastery this noble king, La manadstirea Chertsey pe Regele acesta,
And wet his grave with my repentant tears, Si fi voi stropi tdrana cu lacrimile mele,
I will with all expedient duty see you: E mare trebuinta sa ne vedem mai iute,
For divers unknown reasons, I beseech you, In multe mari afaceri; ma rog din suflet doar
Grant me this boon. Sa nu-mi refuzi aceasta.
ANNE: With all my heart; and much it joys me too LADY ANNA: Cu inima voioasd, —intr-adevar ma-ncanta
To see you are become so penitent. Aceastd pocdintd. Veniti acum cu mine
Tressel and Berkeley, go along with me. Voi, Berkeley si Tressel.
GLOUCESTER: Bid me farewell. GLOSTER: Da-mi cel putin adio.
ANNE: ‘Tis more than you deserve; LADY ANNA: Cu toate cd n-o meriti. —
But since you teach me how to flatter you, Dar fiindca cu sild vrei mangaiere, iaca
Imagine I have said farewell already. Consoleaza-te cu gandul ca ti-am zis adio
[Exeunt Lady Anne, Tressel, and Berkely. (ies Lady Anna, Tressel si Berkeley)
GLOUCESTER: Sirs, take up the corse. GLOSTER: Porniti acum cu mortul.
Gent.: Toward Chertsey, noble lord? GENTLEMEN: Ati poruncit spre Cherstey?
GLOUCESTER: No, to White-Friars; there attend my coming,. GLOSTER: La White Friars duceti-l, acolo m-asteptati

[Exeunt all but GLOUCESTER.

(ies ceilalti cu mortul)
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Was ever woman in this humour woo’d?

Was ever woman in this humour won?

I'll have her; but I will not keep her long.

What! I, that kill’d her husband and his father,

To take her in her heart’s extremest hate,

With curses in her mouth, tears in her eyes,

The bleeding witness of her hatred by;

Having God, her conscience, and these bars against me,
And nothing I to back my suit at all,

But the plain devil and dissembling looks,

And yet to win her, all the world to nothing]!

Ha!

Hath she forgot already that brave prince,

Edward, her lord, whom I, some three months since,
Stabb’d in my angry mood at Tewksbury?

A sweeter and a lovelier gentleman,

Framed in the prodigality of nature,

Young, valiant, wise, and, no doubt, right royal,
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Curtatu-s-a vreodata-n imprejurdri ca astea?

$i cu asa pornire femeie sd se castige?

O voi lua de soata, nu insa pe mult timp.

Cum, eu ce omorat-am pe tatd-i si pe sot,

Sa pot trdi cu Anna ce m-a primit cu urd,

Cu gemete si plansuri si cu blestem in gurd?
Victima sangeranda fiind de fatd, martor;
Avand in contra-mi astdzi mustrarea constiintei,
Pe Dumnezeu, pe dansa, si tot ce-i sfant in lume,
Sineavand prieten pe care sd ma rezem

Decat ipocrizia si Diavolul viclean,

Toti contra, nimeni pentru, si tot am biruit-o...
Ah!

Sa fi uitat ea oare pe tanarul ei mire;

Pe Eduard, cel pe care abia trei luni trecut-au
De cand in neagra-mi ura la Twekesbury l-am izbit?
Barbatul cel mai dulce si demn de-a fi iubit

Cu toate-l inzestrase o darnicd naturg;
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The spacious world cannot again afford:
And will she yet abase her eyes on me,

That cropp’d the golden prime of this sweet prince,

And made her widow to a woeful bed?

On me, whose all not equals Edward’s moiety?

On me, that halt and am misshapen thus?
My dukedom to a beggarly denier

I do mistake my person all this while:
Upon my life, she finds, although I cannot,
Myself to be a marvellous proper man.

I'll be at charges for a looking-glass,

And entertain a score or two of tailors,

To study fashions to adorn my body:

Since I am crept in favour with myself,

I will maintain it with some little cost.

But first I'll turn you fellow in his grave;
And then return lamenting to my love.
Shine out, fair sun, till I have bought a glass,

William Shakespeare
Richard III. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

Viteaz, cu minte, tanar, loial si credincios,

Ca dansul lumea asta nu face multi barbati
S-ar 1njosi ea oare la mine sa se uite,

Ce viitoarul mandru lui Eduard am zdrobit,

In patu-i singuratic o vaduva lisand-o?

La mine ce-s departe de-a pretuit cat dansul,
Un schiop ghebos cu trupul urat si garbovit.
Ducatul meu l-as pune pe un dinariu numai,
Cd nu md judec singur la justa mea valoare!

Si ea gdseste, poate (am incercat si nu pot)

Céa-s minunat de gingas, cd fata-mi e frumoasa, —
Voi face cheltuiald sa cumpar o oglinda;

Sa intretin cu luna zecimi de croitori

Sa studieze moda, impodobindu-mi corpul;

$i apoi cand voi incepe sd md gasesc frumos,
Am sd-mi sustin ideea eu mare cheltuiala

Intai s-azvarl in groapa aceastd mortaciune,

Si apoi la amoreza plangand ma voi intoarce. —
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That I may see my shadow as I pass. Pand cumpar o oglinda, te rog luceste, soare,

[Exit. S-admir frumoasa umbra ce fac pe zid cand trec.
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Scene III.

The palace

Enter Queen Elizabeth, Lord Rivers, and Lord GREY:

RIVERS: Have patience, madam; there’s no doubt his majesty
Will soon recover his accustom’d health.

GREY: In that you brook it in, it makes him worse:

Therefore, for God’s sake, entertain good comfort,

And cheer his grace with quick and merry words.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: If he were dead, what would betide of
me?

GREY: No other harm but loss of such a lord.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: The loss of such a lord includes all harm.

GREY: The heavens have bless’d you with a goodly son,
To be your comforter when he is gone.
QUEEN ELIZABETH: Ah, he is young; and his minority
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SCENA III.
Londra, — o camerd in palat.

Regina Elisabetha, Lord Rivers si Lord Grey

RIVERS: Fii cu rdbdare, Doamna, céci fara indoiala
Augustul nostru Rege se va-nsanatosi.

GREY: Prin faptul ca ai grija, el tot mai rdu va merge;

Te rog cu insistentd speranta sd n-o pierzi,

Siinveseleste-ti sotul cu vorbe de tdrie.

REGINA ELISABETHA: De ar muri sdrmanul, oh! Doamne,
ce m-as face?

GREY: Alt lucru ce ai pierde decat un bun barbat?
REGINA ELISABETHA: Pierzand un sot ca dansul as
pierde tot in lume.

GREY: Esti binecuvantata de ceruri c-un baiat

Ca sd te consoleze de sotul cand l-ai pierde.

REGINA ELISABETHA: Ah! dansul este tAnadr, minoritatea
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Is put unto the trust of Richard Gloucester,

A man that loves not me, nor none of you.

RIVERS: Is it concluded he shall be protector?
QUEEN ELIZABETH: It is determined, not concluded yet;
But so it must be, if the King miscarry.

Enter Buckingham and Derby.
GREY: Here come the Lords of Buckingham and Derby.
BUCKINGHAM: Good time of day unto your royal grace!

DERBY: God make your Majesty joyful as you have been!

QUEEN ELIZABETH: The Countess Richmond, good my Lord
of Derby,

To your good prayer will scarcely say amen.

Yet, Derby, notwithstanding she’s your wife,

And loves not me, be you, good lord, assured
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lui

Cumnatului meu Gloster va fi incredintata: —

Nu ma iubeste Richard mai mult decat pe voi.
GLOSTER: S-a hotdrat atuncea sa fie el regentul?
REGINA ELISABETHA: Nu s-a sfarsit nimica dar lucrul
este sigur,

C4 astfel o sa fie la moartea Regelui.

(Intrd Buckingham si Stanley).

GREY: Dar uite cd soseste Lord Buckingham si Stanley.
BUCKINGHAM: Ne intalnim cu bine, stapanii mei si,
Doamnad.

STANLEY: Si eu, gratioasd doamna, in viitor doresc

Sd ai ca pana acuma un suflet multumit.

REGINA ELISABETHA: Cred cd Contesa Richmond,
mylors si bun amic,

Urdrile acestea nu le impartaseste

Cu toate astea, Stanley, cu toate ca-ti e soata

$inu prea md iubeste, te rog, fii foarte sigur
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I hate not you for her proud arrogance.

DERBY: I do beseech you, either not believe

The envious slanders of her false accusers;

Or, if she be accus’d on true report,

Bear with her weakness, which I think, proceeds

From wayward sickness and no grounded malice.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: Saw you the King to-day, my Lord of
Derby?

DERBY: But now the Duke of Buckingham and I

Are come from visiting his majesty.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: What likelihood of his amendment,
lords?

BUCKINGHAM: Madam, good hope; his Grace speaks
cheerfully.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: God grant him health! Did you confer
with him?

BUCKINGHAM: Madam, we did: he desires to make
atonement
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Ca nu-ti pastrez vreo urd pentru mandria ei.

STANLEY: Va rog. Stapana dulce, sd nu va-ncredeti astfel
In calomnii scornite de cei ce o urasc;

De e parata déansa, chiar cu dreptate fie,

li iarts slibiciunea, ce crede-ma provine

Din starea ei bolnava nu din rdutatie.

REGINA ELISABETHA: Vazut-ai azi pe Rege, mylord de
Stanley, spune?

STANLEY: Chiar in momentul dsta Lord Buckingham si eu
Venim chiar de acolo.

REGINA ELISABETHA: §i starea sanatatii, md rog, cum ati
gdsit-0?

BUCKINGHAM: Avem sperantd bund, ne pare mult mai
vie.

REGINA ELISABETHA: Sa ni-1 pastreze Domnul! Ati
conversat cu el?

BUCINGHAM: Tndelung vorbiram, doreste sa impace

Pe Ducele de Gloster cu-ai vostri frati, Domnitd,
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Betwixt the Duke of Gloucester and your brothers,

And betwixt them and my lord chamberlain;

And sent to warn them to his royal presence.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: Would all were well! But that will
never be:

I fear our happiness is at the height.

Enter Gloucester, Hasting, and Dorset.

GLOUCESTER: They do me wrong, and I will not endure it:

Who is it that complains unto the king

That I, forsooth, am stern and love them not?
By holy Paul, they love his grace but lightly
That fill his ears with such dissentious rumours.
Because I cannot flatter and look fair,

Smile in men’s faces, smooth, deceive, and cog,
Duck with French nods and apish courtesy,

I must be held a rancorous enemy.

Cannot a plain man live and think no harm

But thus his simple truth must be abused
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Si pe acesti din urmd cu Lordul Chambellan; —
Trimis-a dupa dansi: vointa-i e sd-i vada.

REGINA ELISABETHA: De-ar fi o indreptare! Dar asta nu
se poate.

(Intrd Gloster, — Hastings si Dorset)

GLOSTER: Dar e o nedreptate ce n-o voi tolera!
As vrea sa-i scriu pe-aceia ce Regelui se plang
Ca sunt pizmas si aspru si cd nu tin la dansul
Ma jur pe stantul Paul c-acela nu-l iubeste

Ce-i otraveste mintea c-o sutd de minciuni.
Fiindcd nu-s de fire un fals lingusitor,

Nu-mi plac lingusitorii cu zdmbet tradator.

Céci nu stiu cum se-nchind Francezi, ce prin casa
Se zvarcolesc de-ai crede ca sunt maimute tocmai.
Acesta vrea sd zicd cd-s un dusman pizmas?

Nu poate duce omul o viatd bund, simpla,
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With silken, sly, insinuating Jacks?

GREY: To who in all this presence speaks your grace?
GLOUCESTER: To thee, that hast nor honesty nor grace.
When have I injured thee? when done thee wrong?

Or thee, or thee, or any of your faction?

A plague upon you all! His royal person—

Whom God preserve better than you would wish!—
Cannot be quiet searce a breathing-while,

But you must trouble him with lewd complaints.
QUEEN ELIZABETH: Brother of Gloucester, you mistake the
matter.

The King, on his own royal disposition

And not provok’d by any suitor else;

Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred,

That in your outward action shows itself

Against my children, brothers, and myself,

Makes him to send; that thereby he may gather
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Far’ ca pe loc s-apese pe dansul banuieli

De sarlatani scornite din gandul lor viclean?

GREY: Din cei ce suntem fatd, mylor cui te-adresezi?
GLOSTER: M4 adresez chiar tie ce esti lipsit de cinste!
Réau ti-am facut vreodata? — Te-am supdrat vreodata?
Sau tie? —Sau pe tine? —Sau pe vreunul din voi?

Pe toti lovi-v-ar ciuma! —Precum nu o doriti

Dea Domnul sa traiasca iubitul nostru Rege

Nici un moment sarmanul nu este linistit

Céci tulburat e vesnic cu false denuntari.

REGINA ELISABETHA: Cumnate, scumpe Gloster, ma
crede, te inseli,

Vointa sa regald pe Regele-1 impinge,

Si nicidecum indemnul vreunui curtezan;

Dar desteptat el poate de ura ta ascunsa,

Ce din purtarea-ti toatd invederat reiese

In contra mea si-n contra intregului meu neam
Trimite dupa tine, doar de-o putea sd afle
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The ground of ill-will, and to remove it.

GLOUCESTER: I cannot tell: the world is grown so bad
That wrens make prey where eagles dare not perch:

Since every Jack became a gentleman,

There’s many a gentle person made a Jack.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: Come, come, we know your meaning,
brother Gloucester:

You envy my advancement and my friends”:

God grant we never may have need of you!

GLOUCESTER: Meantime, God grants that I have need of you:

Our brother is imprison’d by your means,

Myself disgraced, and the nobility

Held in contempt; whilst many fair promotions

Are daily given to ennoble those

That scarce, some two days since, were worth a noble.
QUEEN ELIZABETH: By Him that rais’d me to this careful
height

From that contented hap which I enjoy’d,
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De unde vine ura dorind sa va impace.

GLOSTER: Zdu nu pot intelege nici mai e de trait,

Céci vrabia prddeaza cand acvila nu poate,

Sunt oameni de nimica ajunsi azi la noblete

Vedea-vom madine nobili ajunsi oameni de rand.

REGINA ELISABETHA: Ah! Lasa, frate Gloster, te inteleg
prea bine,

Tu-mi pizmuiesti norocul si-a neamului suire;

Dea Dumnezeu de tine s n-avem trebuinta.

GLOSTER: A dat acuma insa ca noi s-avem de voi

Céci dupd urma voastra si Clarence e inchis,

Sunt rdu vazut de Rege si intreaga nobilime

Dispretuita este, pe cand fnaintari

Se da pe toata ziua, iar cei ce s-au inaltat

Zau fara de acesta n-ar pretui un ban.

REGINA ELISABETHA: In numele acelui de care-s inaltata
La grijile madriei, din linistea ferice

In care odinioara triiam cu multumire,
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I never did incense his majesty

Against the Duke of Clarence, but have been

An earnest advocate to plead for him.

My lord, you do me shameful injury

Falsely to draw me in these vile suspects.

GLOUCESTER: You may deny that you were not the cause
Of my Lord Hastings” late imprisonment.

RIVERS: She may, my lord; for —

GLOUCESTER: She may, Lord Rivers? Why, who knows not
so?

She may do more, sir, than denying that:

She may help you to many fair preferments;

And then deny her aiding hand therein,

And lay those honours on your high deserts.

What may she not? She may, yea, marry, may she, —
RIVERS: What, marry, may she?

GLOUCESTER: What, marry, may she? marry with a king,
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Ma jur cd niciodata n-am atatat pe Rege,

Pe frate-sdu sa-1 urasca, — din contra, totdeauna
Cat am putut de sincer l-am sustinut pe el.
Mylord, cu banuiala c-as fi amestecata

In astd miselie, imi faci o grea insulta.

GLOSTER: Tagadui-vei oare c-ai fost unica cauza
Cd contele de Hastings a fost la inchisoare?
RIVERS: Mylord de poate, pentru...

GLOSTER: Da, poate, mylord Rivers?

Aceasta cin’ n-o stie; ea poate si mai mult

Decat nega aceasta. La slujbe mari s-ajungi

Ea poate sa-ti ajute, si apoi tdgaduieste
Amestecu-i, si spune cd meritu-ti cel mare

Te-a indltat. Puterea-i marita dintr-o zi

Intr-alta; —da, se vede; miriti inca.

RIVERS: Si

Ce lucruri sunt mdrite incd, mylord, ne spune?
GLOSTER: Ce lucruri sunt maérite? — Ea chiar sd se madrite
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A bachelor, and a handsome stripling too: A izbutit c-un Rege fldcdu, barbat frumos;
I wis your grandam had a worser match. Cred cd bunica voastra n-o fi avut mai vrednic.
QUEEN ELIZABETH: My Lord of Gloucester, I have too long REGINA ELISABETHA: Cumnate, Lord de Gloster, prea
borne multe suferinte,
Your blunt upbraidings and your bitter scoffs: Batjocori si insulte din partea Domniei tale.
By heaven, I will acquaint his majesty M-am saturat, la Rege decis-am sd ma plang.
With those gross taunts that often have endured. O slujnica la tard mai bine zdu sa fiu,
I had rather be a country servant-maid Decat Regina mare in aste conditiuni —
Than a great queen with this condition, Certatd, supdrata, dispretuita astfel;
To be thus taunted, scorn’d, and baited at: (Intrd Regina Margareta in fund)
[Enter Queen Margret, behind. Putind multumire am pentru o Regina.
Small joy have I in being England’s queen.
QUEEN MARGARET: And lessen’d be that small, God, I MARGARETA: (aparte) $i mai putina incd, oh! Doamne, fa
beseech thee! sd aiba
Thy honour, state, and seat is due to me. Madrirea ta si tronul rdpit-ai de la mine!
GLOUCESTER: What! Threat you me with telling of the king? GLOSTER: Asa dar ma ameninti c-o sd ma spui la Rege?
Tell him and spare not. Look what I have said Dar nu cruta pe nimeni, si spune-i tot ce-am spus.
I will avouch’t in presence of the king. Eu insdmi repeta-voi tot in a sa prezentd;

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2016



William Shakespeare
Richard III. Parallel Texts
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

41
I dare adventure to be sent to the Tower. Chiar dac-as sti de-a dreptul ca-n Turn ma va trimite,
“Tis time to speak; my pains are quite forgot. E vreme sd-mi vars focul, durerea mea vorbeste!
QUEEN MARGARET: Out, devil! I remember them to well: MARGARETA: (aparte) Taci, demone, in minte-mi tot
Thou slowest my husband Henry in the Tower, proaspdt a ramas,
And Edward, my poor son, at Tewksbury. Ca sotul meu, sairmanul, a fost ucis de tine

In Turnul, impreuns cu Eduard fiul siu.

GLOUCESTER: Ere you were queen, yea, or your husband GLOSTER: Pan’ nu erai Regina nici Eduard incd Rege,
king, In treburile voastre eram ca un hamal;
I was a pack-horse in his great affairs; Plivind prin omenire la inamicii vostri.
A weeder out of his proud adversaries, Siiar pe de-altd parte, pe amici rasplatindu-i:
A liberal rewarder of his friends: Sa-nalt al vostru sange, varsat-am pe al meu.
To royalize his blood I spent mine own.
QUEEN MARGARET: Yea,, and much better blood than his or MARGARETA: (aparte) Vdrsat-ai si alt singe cu mult mai
thine. pretios.
GLOUCESTER: In all which time you and your husband Grey GLOSTER: In toat vremea asta barbatul tdu cu tine
Were factious for the house of Lancaster; Si fratele tau Rivers lucrati pentru partida
And, Rivers, so were you. Was not your husband De Lancaster, dusmanad. N-a fost chiar sotul tau
In Margaret’s battle at Saint Alban’s slain? Im tabdra reginei la Saint Albans ucis?
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Let me put in your minds, if you forget,

What you have been ere now, and what you are;

Withal, what I have been, and what I am.

QUEEN MARGARET: A murderous villain, and so still thou
art.

GLOUCESTER: Poor Clarence did forsake his father, Warwick;
Yea, and forswore himself, — which Jesu pardon! —

QUEEN MARGARET: Which God revenge!

GLOUCESTER: To fight on Edward’s party for the crown;
And for his meed, poor lord, he is mew’d up.

I would to God my heart were flint, like Edward’s,

Or Edward’s soft and pitiful, like mine:

I am too childish-foolish for this world.

QUEEN MARGARET: Hie thee to hell for shame, and leave the
world,

Thou cacodemon! there thy kingdom is.

RIVERS: My Lord of Gloucester, in those busy days

Which here you urge to prove us enemies,

William Shakespeare
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V& amintesc acestea de sunt de voi uitate,

Ce fura-ti alta data si ce sunteti acuma;

Ce am fost pand acuma si unde am ajuns.

MARGARETA: (aparte) Un ucigas sdlbatic si astfel ai ramas!

GLOSTER: Sarmanul frate Clarence pe Warwick pardseste
Si asa sperjur devine, —Isus Christos sa- ierte!
MARGARETA: (aparte) Sa-1 pedepseascd Domnul!
GLOSTER: Sé lupte pentru Eduard sa-i capete coroana;
S$i cum se rasplateste? Inchis in Turnul Londrei!

As vrea sa-mi fie duhul hain ca al lui Eduard,

Sau el sa aiba duhul milos ca duhul meu

Dar pentru astd lume urata sunt prea bun!
MARGARETA: (aparte) Te du la Iad cu Dracu, tu duh de
rautate!

In Iad iti e Domnia, deci lasd astd lume!

RIVERS: Mylord de Gloster stie ca-n asprul timp de-
atuncea,
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We follow’d then our lord, our sovereign king:
So should we you, if you should be our king.

GLOUCESTER: If I should be! I had rather be a pedlar:

Far be it from my heart, the thought of it!

QUEEN ELIZABETH: As little joy, my lord, as you suppose
You should enjoy were you this country’s king,

As little joy you may suppose in me,

That I enjoy, being the queen thereof.

QUEEN MARGARET: As little joy enjoys the Queen thereof;
For I am she, and altogether joyless.
I can no longer hold me patient. [Advancing]
Hear me, you wrangling pirates, that fall out

In sharing that which you have pill’d from me!

Which of you trembles not that looks on me?

If not, that, I being queen, you bow like subjects,

Yet that, by you deposed, you quake like rebels?
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Cand ii parea dusmana intreaga noastra casd,

Urmam cu totii pe Domnul adevérat al nostru,

Te-am urma tot astfel de ne erai azi Rege.

GLOSTER: De-as fi al vostru Rege! —Mai bine un tobas.
Acesta nici nu poate in gandul meu sd intre.

REGINA ELISABETHA: Mylord, cat ti se pare de mica
bucuria,

De-a fi pe-aceasta tara stapan si Domn suprem;

E tot asa de mica pldcerea ce o simt

Eu care sunt Reginad.

MARGARETA: (aparte) Da, micd e pldcerea

Ce simte o Reginad, cdci eu fiind Regina

N-am nicio bucurie! Nu pot rabda aceasta!

(inaintdnd, tare) Voi m-ascultati, nemernici pirati, ce va
certati

Cand impartiti onoruri furate de la mine:

Uitati-va la mine in fatd de puteti!

Sau va plecati inaintea-mi stiind ca sunt Regind,
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O gentle villain, do not turn away!

GLOUCESTER: Foul wrinkled witch, what makest thou in my
sight?

QUEEN MARGARET: But repetition of what thou hast marr’d;
That will I make before I let thee go.

GLOUCESTER: Wert thou not banished on pain of death?

QUEEN MARGARET: I was; but I do find more pain in
banishment,

Than death can yield me here by my abode.

A husband and a son thou owest to me;

And thou a kingdom; all of you allegiance:

This sorrow that I have, by right is yours,

And all the pleasures you usurp are mine.
GLOUCESTER: The curse my noble father laid on thee,
When thou didst crown his warlike brows with paper
And with thy scorns drew’st rivers from his eyes,
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De voi sunt jefuitd si tot v-am spintecat;

Nu va uitati incolo, ah! blanzilor misei!
GLOSTER: Scarboasa vrajitoare, de ce-mi esti inainte?

MARGARETA: Redobandi-voi iardsi tot ce mi-ai furat,
Céci pana atuncea, Gloster, nu vei scdpa de mine.
GLOSTER: N-ai fost tu exilatd? — venirea ta aici

La moarte te expune.

MARGARETA: Mai apriga durere simteam stand in exil,
Decat o moarte dulce ce as gdsi aicea.

Tu mi-ai luat domnia, — toti imi sunteti datori

Si suferinta de-astdzi de drept era a voastra

Iar bucuria voastra e mie cuvenita.

GLOSTER: Blestemul cel teribil al bietului meu tatsd,
Cand 1i puneai pe frunte coroana de hartie
Si cand stergeai cu mana-ti rositd, inca uda
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And then to dry them gavest the duke a clout,

Steep’d in the faultless blood of pretty Rutland, —

His curses then from bitterness of soul

Denounced against thee, are all fallen upon thee;

And God, not we, hath plagued thy bloody deed.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: So just is God, to right the innocent.

HASTINGS: O, “twas the foulest deed to slay that babe,
And the most merciless that e’er was heard of!

RIVERS: Tyrants themselves wept when it was reported.
DORSET: No man but prophesied revenge for it.

BUCKINGHAM: Northumberland, then present, wept to see it.

QUEEN MARGARET: What! were you snarling all before I
came,

Ready to catch each other by the throat,

And turn you all your hatred now on me?

Did York’s dread curse prevail so much with heaven
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Cu sangele lui Rutland, acele lacrimi calde
Vidrsate in necazul dispretului tdu mandru.
Blestemul lui te-apasd, povara lui o duci;
Esti chinuita astdzi de Domnul, nu de noi.

REGINA ELISABETHA: Putere are cerul sa-ndreptdteasca
toate.

HASTINGS: A fost grozav omorul acestui biet copil,

O faptd de cruzime neauzita inca.

RIVERS: Tiranii chiar planserad cand zvonul a venit.
DORESET: Toti au prezis atuncea o aspra razbunare.
BUCKINGHAM: Northumberland voinicul! A plans cand 1-
a vazut.

MARGARETA: Cand am venit aicea gdsit-am o galceava
Incinsa, erati gata sa va luati de par.

In contra mea acuma vérsati a voastra ura?

Atat de tare oare de York sunt blestematd,

Cd pierderea lui Henric, pe urma a lui Eduard,
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That Henry’s death, my lovely Edward’s death,
Their kingdom’s loss, my woeful banishment,
Could all but answer for that peevish brat?
Can curses pierce the clouds and enter heaven?

Why then, give way, dull clouds, to my quick curses!

If not by war, by surfeit die your king,

As ours by murder, to make him a king!
Edward thy son, which now is Prince of Wales,
For Edward my son, which was Prince of Wales,
Die in his youth by like untimely violence!
Thyself a queen, for me that was a queen,
Outlive thy glory, like my wretched self!

Long mayst thou live to wail thy children’s loss;
And see another, as I see thee now,

Deck’d in thy rights, as thou art stall’d in mine!
Long die thy happy days before thy death;
And, after many lengthened hours of grief,

Die neither mother, wife, nor England’s queen!
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Coroana mea rdpita si lungul meu exil,

N-au compensat omorul acestui biet copil?
Ajuns-a-n cer blestemul prin norii strabatand?
Va dati dar la o parte, la cer ea sd patrunda

Blestemul meu cel groaznic; —nu in rdzboi sd moara

Acel cui ziceti rege, ci chiar a lui marire
Viata sd-i scurteze, c-o0 asasind mana,

C3ci mana asasing, la tron l-a ridicat.

De , Principele de Gallia” chiar titul mincinos
Ce-1 poarta azi copilul uzurpatorului

liva gasi mormantul; ca sd fiu rdzbunata

De fiul meu ce doarme in giulgiu-i putrezit.
Si tu, ce esti Regind, ce locul meu ai prins,

Trdieste mult ca mine sa-ti vezi sfarsitul cinstei. —

Trdieste sa poti plange pe toti copii tdi;

Sa vezi Regind pe-alta precum te vad pe tine
Purtand cu nedreptate onorurile mele;

O moarte taratoare sd-ti curme o viatd amara,
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Rivers and Dorset, you were standers by,

And so wast thou, Lord Hastings, when my son
Was stabb’d with bloody daggers: God, I pray him,
That none of you may live his natural age,

But by some unlook’d accident cut off!

GLOUCESTER: Have done thy charm, thou hateful withered
hag!

QUEEN MARGARET: And leave out thee? stay, dog, for thou
shalt hear me.

If heaven have any grievous plague in store

Exceeding those that I can wish upon thee,

O, let them keep it till thy sins be ripe,

And then hurl down their indignation

On thee, the troubler of the poor world’s peace!

The worm of conscience still begnaw thy soul!
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Si dupa ceasuri multe de lacrimi si mahnire,

Sd mori nefiind Regind, nici mama, nici sotie. —
Lord Rivers si Lord Dorset, voi, stati chiar privati
Asemenea Lord Hasting, cand copilasul meu

Ucis cu barbarie cdzu-naintea voastra.

Oh! Doamne atotputernic, sa nu ajunga vreunul

La bdtranetea vietii, intampinand pieirea

In intamplari fatale, un sangeros mormant.!
GLOSTER: Sfarseste descantarea, batrana vrajitoare!

MARGARETA: Uitandu-te pe tine? Stai, cdine si asculta:
De se gasesc in ceruri pedepse si mai aspre

Si mai infioratoare, de care nici nu stim;

Ah! Mai trdieste incd, ca sirul de pacate

Sa-1 isprdvesti, si atuncea va azvarli si Domnul

Pe tine rdzbunarea sa plind de méanie; —

Pe tine care tulburi o lume-n pacea sa.

Sa fii de constiinta mancat ca de un vierme,
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Thy friends suspect for traitors while thou livest,
And take deep traitors for thy dearest friends!
No sleep close up that deadly eye of thine,
Unless it be while some tormenting dream
Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils!

Thou elvish-mark’d, abortive, rooting hog!
Thou that wast seal’d in thy nativity

The slave of nature and the son of hell!

Thou slander of thy heavy mother’s womb!
Thou loathed issue of thy father’s loins!

Thou rag of honour, thou detested —
GLOUCESTER: Margaret.

QUEEN MARGARET: Richard.
GLOUCESTER: Ha?

QUEEN MARGARET: I call thee not.

William Shakespeare
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GLOUCESTER: I cry thee mercy then, for I had thought

That thou hadst call’d me all these bitter names.

QUEEN MARGARET: Why, so I did, but look’d for no reply.

Prietenii sad-ti para ca niste tradatori

Sd iei drept un prieten pe tradatorul tau.

Sd nu te racoreascd nici somnul mult dorit,
Zacand in grozdvia si spaima unui vis

Infiorator, cu chipuri de draci veniti din iad.
Lepadatura stramba, mistretule scarbos!

Fiintd, ce aleasd din nastere ai fost

Sa fii sclav al naturii si-al iadului copil!

Chiar pantecele ma-tei rosira pentru tine

S-a ingrozit chiar tat-tau cand te vdzu ndscand,
Esti pentru omenirea intreagd, o rusine!
GLOSTER: Margareta!

MARGARETA: Richard!

GLOSTER: Ce?

MARGARETA: Eu nu te chem.

GLOSTER: Atuncea cer iertare, mi se pdruse insd,
Cd mie adresate erau acele vorbe.
MARGARETA: Asa e pentru tine, dar n-asteptam
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O, let me make the period to my curse! raspuns. —

M-ai intrerupt cu vorba-ti pAn’ n-am sfarsit blestemul.
GLOUCESTER: ‘Tis done by me, and ends in ‘Margaret.’ GLOSTER: Sfarsesc eu pentru tine: urdrile acestea

Sunt pentru Margareta.
QUEEN ELIZABETH: Thus have you breathed your curse REGINA ELISABETHA: Tot ce spusesi e astfel intors in
against yourself. contra ta.
QUEEN MARGARET: Poor painted queen, vain flourish of my MARGARETA: Regind mincinoasd, a marelui trecut
fortune! Prefacere vopsitd. De ce mai lingusesti
Why strew’st thou sugar on that bottled spider, Cu vorbe madglisite pe fiara blestemata
Whose deadly web ensnareth thee about? Ce lantul isi prepard, in care te va pierde?
Fool, fool! thou whet’st a knife to kill thyself. Nebuno, ascuti cutitul prin care ai sa mori!
The time will come that thou shalt wish for me O sd sosescd vremea cand vei dori din suflet
To help thee curse this poisonous bunch-back’d toad. Sd viu si eu aproape ca sa-1 blestem cu tine!
HASTINGS: False-boding woman, end thy frantic curse, HASTINGS: Afurisita baba, sfarseste, e destul
Lest to thy harm thou move our patience. Ca nu cumva rdbdarea s-o pierdem si s-o pati.
QUEEN MARGARET: Foul shame upon you! you have all MARGARETA: Ma scoateti din rabdare cu miselia voastra!
moved mine.
RIVERS: Were you well served, you would be taught your RIVERS: Te-om invata rabdare daca nu-ti vezi de treaba.
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duty.
QUEEN MARGARET: To serve me well you all should do me MARGARETA: De v-ati vedea de treaba toti v-ati supune
duty, mie,
Teach me to be your queen and you my subjects: Céci eu vd sunt Regind si voi supusii mei.
O, serve me well, and teach yourselves that duty! E prima datorie ce vi s-a invatat.
DORSET: Dispute not with her; she is lunatic. DORSET: Nu va certati cu dansa cédci este o nebuna.
QUEEN MARGARET: Peace, Master Marquis, you are MARGARETA: Taci, Domnul Marquise, sd nu uiti cine esti;
malapert: De-abia e cunoscuta nobletea ta cea noua.
Your fire-new stamp of honour is scarce current. As vreau s-o pierzi odatd, sd poti si tu sd vezi
O, that your young nobility could judge Cdderea, cat ne costd pe noi ce suntem mari;
What ‘twere to lose it and be miserable! Cu cat mai sus std omul e mai batut de vant,
They that stand high have many blasts to shake them; Acel de sus ce cade mai rdu se va rdni.
And if they fall they dash themselves to pieces.
GLOUCESTER: Good counsel, marry: learn it, learn it, GLOSTER: E sfat bun, Marquise, asculta si profita.
marquess.
DORSET: It toucheth you, my lord, as much as me. DORSET: Poti profita ca mine, Mylord, de ce auzi.
GLOUCESTER: Yea, and much more: but I was born so high, GLOSTER: Da si mai mult chiar poate, dar m-am nascut
Our aery buildeth in the cedar’s top, prea sus,
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And dallies with the wind, and scorns the sun.

QUEEN MARGARET: And turns the sun to shade; alas! alas!

Witness my son, now in the shade of death;
Whose bright out-shining beams thy cloudy wrath
Hath in eternal darkness folded up.

Your aery buildeth in our aery’s nest.

O God, that seest it, do not suffer it;

As it is won with blood, lost be it so!

BUCKINGHAM: Have done! for shame, if not for charity.

QUEEN MARGARET: Urge neither charity nor shame to me:

Uncharitably with me have you dealt,
And shamefully my hopes by you are butcher’d.
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Cladit fu cuibul nostru in arbori seculari,

De vanturi n-are grija, cu soarele se joaca.
MARGARETA: il chiar intunecheazi. Vai! Vezi copilul
meu!

Era el al meu soare. —Zacand in noaptea mortii!

Ca raza strdlucind pornea din tinerete,

O viatd in sperante de glorie bogata:

Mania ta drdcoasd a stins aceastd raza

Intinzand intunecimea mormantului pe dansul. —
Cladit e cuibul vostru in locul altui cuib

Un loc ce voi prin sdnge rapita-ti de la noi.

Oh! Doamne atotputernic, nu suferi aceasta;

L-ati castigat prin sange, sa-1 dati iardsi prin sange.
BUCKINGHAM: De nu te poate face rusinea ca sa taci,
Taci cel putin de mila.

MARGARETA: Nici de rusine mie sa nu-mi spui, nici de
milg;

In faptuirea voastra ati fost lipsiti de mila;
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My charity is outrage, life my shame;
And in that shame still live my sorrow’s rage!

BUCKINGHAM: Have done, have done.

QUEEN MARGARET: O princely Buckingham, I'll kiss thy
hand,

In sign of league and amity with thee:

Now fair befall thee and thy noble house!

Thy garments are not spotted with our blood,

Nor thou within the compass of my curse.
BUCKINGHAM: Nor no one here; for curses never pass
The lips of those that breathe them in the air.

QUEEN MARGARET: I will not think but they ascend the sky,

And there awake God’s gentle-sleeping peace.
O Buckingham, take heed of yonder dog]!
Look when he fawns, he bites; and when he bites,
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Speranta mi-ai zdrobit-o si mila n-ati avut;

In rdzbunare mil4 cita voi pentru mine

Sirusinoasa-mi viata va atata mai tare

O flacdra de ura.

BUCKINGHAM: Ci ispaveste-odata...

MARGARETA: O sarutare dulce de dragoste eterna
Dau tie, stralucite fecior de Buckingham,

In semn de alianta, de amicie mare:

Sa-ti mearga bine tie si intregului tdu neam.

Nu ti-e patatd mana de sange de al nostru,

Cuprins nu vei fi dard in ast al meu blestem.
BUCKINGHAM: Din cei prezenti nici unu cdci numai rdu
va face,

Aceluia, din gura cui el a fost zvarlit.

MARGARETA: Te-nselj, la cer se urca, ca fumul dus de
vant,

Sa tulbure acolo acea pace linistita

In care doarme Domnul cu cei alesi ai sii;
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His venom tooth will rankle to the death:

Have not to do with him, beware of him;

Sin, death, and hell have set their marks on him,
And all their ministers attend on him.

GLOUCESTER: What doth she say, my Lord of Buckingham?
BUCKINGHAM: Nothing that I respect, my gracious lord.

QUEEN MARGARET: What, dost thou scorn me for my gentle
counsel,

And soothe the devil that I warn thee from?

O, but remember this another day,

When he shall split thy very heart with sorrow,

And say poor Margaret was a prophetess!

Live each of you the subjects to his hate,

And he to yours, and all of you to God’s! [Exit
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Ah! Buckingham, asculta: fereste-te de Richard,

Atuncea muscd tocmai mai jos cand te tardste,

Si-otrava muscaturii rdméane pan’ la moarte;

Cu dansul n-ai a face, fereste-te mai bine,

Cici crima, moartea, iadul 1-au ihsemnat al lor,

Lor credincios slujeste.

GLOSTER: Dar ce-ti tot povesteste, Mylord de
Buckingham?

BUCKINGHAM: Mici n-am bédgat de seama Mylord, de ce
vorbeste.

MARGARETA: Dispretui-vei oare cuvantul meu de pace?
Sd lingusesti pe-acela de care te feresc?

Vei tine minte-odata de ceea ce am spus,

Cand cu durere aspra chiar inima-ti va frange.

Vei zice ,Margareta, prea drept ai prorocit”. —

Obiectul urii sale in viata sa trditi,

Si el al urii voastre, iar voi ce ascultati

Victime fiti maniei lui Dumnezeu in veci. (iese Margareta)
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BUCKINGHAM: My hair doth stand an end to hear her curses.

RIVERS: And so doth mine. I muse why she’s at liberty.
GLOUCESTER: I cannot blame her; by God’s holy mother,
She hath had too much wrong; and I repent

My part thereof that I have done to her.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: I never did her any, to my knowledge.

GLOUCESTER: But you have all the vantage of her wrong.
I was too hot to do somebody good,

That is too cold in thinking of it now.

Marry, as for Clarence, he is well repaid;

He is frank’d up to fatting for his pains:

God pardon them that are the cause of it!

RIVERS: A virtuous and a Christian-like conclusion,
To pray for them that have done scathe to us!
GLOUCESTER: So do I ever: [Aside] being well advised;
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HASTINGS: Mi se scarbeste parul, uitindu-ma la déansa.
RIVERS: Cu mine tot asa e, ma mir cu nu-i inchisa...
GLOSTER: Pe Maica preacurata a Domnului, eu unul
N-o judec asa aspru, cdci mult a suferit.

Si de-am luat vreo parte in suferinta ei

Destul de rau imi pare.

REGINA ELISABETHA: Eu nu-mi aduc aminte sa-i fi facut
vreun rau.

GLOSTER: Cu toate astea insd pe domnia ta-si razbuna.
Prea m-am gandit in viatd sa fac acelor bine

Ce s-au grabit indatd sa uite tot, ingratii!

Cat pentru bietul Clarence, e bine rasplatit,

lar pentru osteneala-i el sta in inchisoare,

Si Dumnezeu sd ierte pe cei ce l-au inchis.
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For had I curs’d now, I had curs’d myself.

Enter Catesby

CATESBY: Madam, his majesty doth can for you;
And for your Grace, and you, my noble lords.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: Catesby, we come. Lords, will you go
with us?

RIVERS: Madam, we will attend your grace.

[Exeunt all but GLOUCESTER.

GLOUCESTER: I do the wrong, and first begin to brawl.
The secret mischiefs that I set abroach

I lay unto the grievous charge of others.

Clarence, who I indeed have cast in darkness,

I do beweep to many simple gulls;

Namely to Derby, Hastings, Buckingham;

And say it is the queen and her allies

That stir the king against the duke my brother.

Now, they believe it; and withal whet me

55

William Shakespeare
Richard III. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

(Intrd Catesby)

CATESBY: Am fost trimis de Rege ca sd poftesc pe
Doamna,

Pe Ducele de Gloster si Lorzii toti cu dansul.
REGINA ELISABETHA: Bun, Catesby, sunt gata: —
Mylords, veniti cu mine?

RIVERS: Noi ascultdm porunca Maiestadtii Voastre.
(ies toti in afard de Gloster)

GLOSTER: Facut-am insumi rdul, si tot eu strig mai tare,
In fata lor ma lepad de planurile negre

Urzite chiar de mine, parand pe inocenti,

Pe Clarence, care mie cidderea-si datoreaza;

Cu lacrimi de fratie plangandu-1 insel lumea,

Ca Buckingham si Stanley si amicul nostru Hastings,
Convins-am pe acestia cd Doamna cu ai sdi,

Pe Eduard ca sa-1 piarda pe Clarence il imping;

Ca niste prosti ei singuri incep sd ma-ntdrate,
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To be revenged on Rivers, Vaughan, Grey:
But then I sigh; and, with a piece of Scripture,
Tell them that God bids us do good for evil:
And thus I clothe my naked villainy

With odd old ends stolen forth of holy writ,
And seem a saint when most I play the devil.
Enter two murderers

But, soft, here come my executioners.

How now, my hardy stout resolved mates!
Are you now going to dispatch this deed?

FIRST MURDERER: We are, my lord, and come to have the

warrant,

That we may be admitted where he is.

GLOUCESTER: Well thought upon; I have it here about me.
[Gives the warrant

When you have done, repair to Crosby Place.

But, sirs, be sudden in the execution,
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Atunci incep a geme, spuind si din Scripturi

Cum Domnul porunceste sa raspldtim cu bine

Pe acel ce ne-aspupreste.

Pe nuda-mi miselie pun astfel un vesmant

Facut din peticute furate prin canoane; —

O sfanta ardtare atunci infatisand

Cand tocmai lui Satana sunt mai plecat cu gandul.
(Intrd doi omordatori)

Dar vad venind incoace caldii mei, ticere, —
Spuneti-mi, buni prieteni, cu bratul de arama,
Vreti sd sfarsiti acuma acea treabd ce v-am spus?
1-iul OMOR.: Mdria Ta, acuma; —ne trebuie mandatul
Ca sd putem patrunde la locul unde este.

GLOSTER: Da, bine cd mi-ati spus-o; il am asupra mea.
(le dd mandatul)

Afacerea sfarsita veniti la Crosby iute,

Catati executarea deodatd sd se faca,
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Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead;
For Clarence is well-spoken, and perhaps
May move your hearts to pity, if you mark him.
FIRST MURDERER: Tush!
Fear not, my lord, we will not stand to prate;
Talkers are no good doers: be assured
We go to use our hands and not our tongues.
GLOUCESTER: Your eyes drop millstones, when fools” eyes
drop tears.
I like you, lads; about your business straight;
Go, go, dispatch.
FIRST MURDERER: We will, my noble lord.
[Exeunt

57

William Shakespeare
Richard III. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

Rédmaneti fara mila chiar daca s-o ruga;

E bun de gurd Clarence, si lesne s-ar putea

Sa fiti miscati de mila, de-1 ascultati vorbind.

1-iul OMOR:: Fiti linistit, Stapane, nu mergem sa vorbim,
Céci cel ce mult vorbeste putina treaba face;

Noi facem ceea ce facem cu mana, nu cu gura.

GLOSTER: Pe cand alti prosti ar plange, ramaneti tari ca
piatra,
E tot voinic voinicul, sunt multumit de voi: —
Acum plecati la treaba si iute ispraviti-o.
1-iul OMOR:.: Mylord, plecam indata.
(ies)
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Scene IV.

London. The tower.

Enter Clarence and Brakenbury.
BRAKENBURY: Why looks your Grace so heavily today?

CLARENCE: O, I have pass’d a miserable night,
So full of ugly sights, of ghastly dreams,

That, as I am a Christian faithful man,

I would not spend another such a night,

plough “twere to buy a world of happy days,

So full of dismal terror was the time!

BRAKENBURY: What was your dream? I long to hear you tell

it.

CLARENCE: Methoughts that I had broken from the Tower,
And was embark’d to cross to Burgundy;

And, in my company, my brother Gloucester;
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SCENA 1V.
Londra — o odaie in Turn

Clarence si Brakenbury

BRAKENBURY: Mylord, ce oboseald pdtrunde duhul
Vostru?

CLARENCE: Am petrecut, amice, o noapte inrgozitoare,
Inspaimantat de visuri, si groaznice vedenii:

O noapte ca aceasta n-as vrea sd mai petrec,

Macar sda cumpar astfel un veac de fericire: —

Atat vazut-am moartea pe toate raspandita.

BRAKENBURY: Ce vis era acela, Mylord, spune-mi si mie?
CLARENCE: Dormind, crezui odata din Turn c-am iesit,

Spre tarmuri depdrtate corabia plutea,
Siinsotit de Gloster mergeam spre Burgundia:
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Who from my cabin tempted me to walk

Upon the hatches: thence we looked toward England,
And cited up a thousand fearful times,

During the wars of York and Lancaster

That had befallen us. As we paced along

Upon the giddy footing of the hatches,

Methought that Gloucester stumbled; and, in falling,
Struck me, that thought to stay him, overboard,

Into the tumbling billows of the main.

Lord, Lord! methought, what pain it was to drown!
What dreadful noise of waters in mine ears!

What ugly sights of death within mine eyes!
Methought I saw a thousand fearful wrecks;

Ten thousand men that fishes gnaw’d upon;
Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl,
Inestimable stones, unvalued jewels,

All scatter’d in the bottom of the sea:

Some lay in dead men’s skulls; and, in those holes
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Induplecat de-acesta ieseam ca si ma plimb
Pe pod, si cu suspinuri la tara mea priveam;
Ne aduceam aminte de vremurile grele, —
Razboaiele trecute de York si Lancaster.

De-a noastre suferinte; — plimbandu-ma incet
Pe scandurile ude din podul cel ingust,
Aluneca deodata, precum mi-s-a pdrut:

Sdrii in ajutoru-i, el in caderea sa

M-a imbrancit nevolnic si ametit cazui

De valurile negre, spumande inghitit

Simtii, ah! Doamne sfinte, durerea de-a muri,
Cu zgomotul teribil de apa in urechi;
Simteam cum ma rapeste o moarte nemiloasa,
Vedeam in fundul madrii in siruri putrezite
Cadavre mancate de pestele spurcat;

Grdmezi de aur stranse, margaritari, ancore,
Nepretuite pietre si scumpe giuvaiere;
Vedeam tot fundul marii des semanat cu resturi
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Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept,
As “twere in scorn of eyes, reflecting gems,
Which woo’d the slimy bottom of the deep,

And mock’d the dead bones that lay scatter’d by.

BRAKENBURY: Had you such leisure in the time of death
To gaze upon the secrets of the deep?

CLARENCE: Methought I had; and often did I strive
To yield the ghost, but still the envious flood
Stopp’d in my soul and would not let it forth

To find the empty, vast, and wand'ring air;

But smother’d it within my panting bulk,

Who almost burst to belch it in the sea.

BRAKENBURY: Awaked you with this sore agony?
CLARENCE: O no, my dream was lengthened after life;
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Ascunse printre cranii, in gaurile goale

Ce fusera odatd ochi, pietre colorate

Intrasera in glumad, si stralucind ca ochi

Razand de intunecimea ce inconjura adancul;

Iar oasele albite erau ca facle stinse

Si tot putea a moarte!

BRAKENBURY: Avut-ai oare vreme

In asupreala mortii s-observi acele taine

Ce-ascunde Oceanul in sanu-i distructor?
CLARENCE: Da, cici faceam adese zadarnice cercari
Sad-mi dau sfarsitul insa intaratata unda

Ca un lan, pe suflet greu apasa, oprindu-1

De a lua in pace un zbor odihnitor

Pe linistitul aer pe spatiul nesfarsit;

Inabusit cu frica, din pieptu-mi palpitand

Plesneam s& zvarl in mare o viatd de tortura.
BRAKENBURY: Atata agonie nu te-a desteptat?
CLARENCE: Condus chiar de luntrasul de care spun
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O, then began the tempest to my soul,

Who pass’d, methought, the melancholy flood
With that grim ferryman which poets write of,
Unto the kingdom of perpetual night.

The first that there did greet my stranger soul
Was my great father-in-law, renowned Warwick,
Who spake aloud ‘What scourge for perjury

Can this dark monarchy afford false Clarence?’
And so he vanish’d. Then came wandering by

A shadow like an angel, with bright hair
Dabbled in blood, and he shriek’d out aloud
‘Clarence is come; false, fleeting, perjured Clarence,
That stabb’d me in the field by Tewksbury.

Seize on him, Furies, take him unto torments!’
With that, methoughts, a legion of foul fiends
Environ’d me, and howled in mine ears

Such hideous cries that, with the very noise,

I trembling wak’d, and for a season after
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poetii, —
La vesnica domnie a mortii am ajuns
Intai de tot acolo intrand am intalnit
Pe marele meu socru puternicul Warwick.
M-a intrebat el tare cu ce pedeaspa oare
Regiunile acestea de negurd eterna,
Vor sti sd pedepseasca pe cei sperjuri ca Clarence.
Putin dupa aceasta vazui in departare,
O umbrd ca un inger cu pdrul auriu,
Manjit cu sdnge insd, — vdzandu-ma a zis:
,,Acesta este Clarence cel fals, cel schimbator,
Sperjurul, pe campia de Twekesbury m-a ucis; —
Luati-1 fara mild si-1 chinuiti cumplit.”
Atunci o legiune de draci s-a repezit,
M-a inconjurat cu hohot urland pe capul meu
C-un tipat asa groaznic, ca strigatul lor chiar
M-a desteptat cu fricd, si pentru catva timp
Trezitu-m-am cu gandul cd sunt in iad ajuns. —
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Could not believe but that I was in hell,

Such terrible impression made my dream.
BRAKENBURY: No marvel, lord, though it affrighted you;
I am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it.

CLARENCE: O Brakenbury, I have done those things,
Which now bear evidence against my soul,

For Edward’s sake; and see how he requites me!

O God! if my deep prayers cannot appease thee,

But thou wilt be avenged on my misdeeds,

Yet execute thy wrath in me alone,

O, spare my guiltless wife and my poor children!

I pray thee, gentle keeper, stay by me;

My soul is heavy, and I fain would sleep.

BRAKENBURY
I will, my lord: God give your grace good rest!
[CLARENCE sleeps
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Asa de rea insemnare vedeam in visul meu.

BRAKENBURY: Nici nu e de mirare. —Ma4d simt cuprins de
fiori

La simpla povestire a visului acesta.

CLARENCE: Ah! Brakenbury, toate aceste fapte rele,

Ce azi vin sa-si depund in contra-mi marturie,

Le-am comis eu; insd nu pentru mine, vream

Sa-naintez pe Eduard, si vezi cum multumeste.

De nu te misca, Doamne, o sfanta pocdinta

De ceri rasplata dreaptd a marelui pécat,

Pe vinovatul numai mania ta revarsa,

Dar crutd pe sotie, pe bietii copilasi?

Prietene iubite, stai incd langa mine,

Simt o tristete mare si vreau sa m-odihnesc.
BRAKENBURY: Cum poruncesti voi face si Domnul sa-ti
procure

Uitare si odihna.
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Sorrow breaks seasons and reposing hours, (Clarence se odihneste pe un scaun)
Makes the night morning, and the noon-tide night. Durerea schimba toate si ceasul de odihna
Princes have but their tides for their glories, E bun si dimineata, cind noaptea a trecut.
An outward honour for an inward toil; Afara de-al lor titlu ce fald mai au Domnii?
And, for unfelt imagination, Un semn ce dovedeste o munca neincetats;
They often feel a world of restless cares: Ei, pentru bucuria ce-i numai inchipuita
So that, betwixt their tides and low names, Adesea duc o viatd de griji, de greutati
There’s nothing differs but the outward fame. Pe Domnitorul astfel nu-1 mai deosebeste

Decat icoana cinstii de cel ce n-are nume.
Enter the two Murderers (Intrd cei doi omordtori)
FIRST MURDERER: Ho! who’s here? 1-lea OMOR.: Ei, cine e acolo?
BRAKENBURY. In God’s name what are you, and how came BRAKENBURY: Tu omule, ce cauti? Cum ai venit aicea?
you hither?
FIRST MURDERER: I would speak with Clarence, and I came 1-lea OMOR:.: Vreau sa vorbesc cu Clarence si am venit pe
hither on my legs. jos.
BRAKENBURY. Yea, are you so brief? BRAKENBURY: De ce ma iei repede?
SECOND MURDERER: O sir, it’s better to be brief than tedious. 1-lea OMOR.: 54 fiu scurt e mai bine decat supadrator,
Show his our commission; talk no more. Aratad-i ma mandatul si nu mai sta de vorba.
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[BRAKENBURY reads it

BRAKENBURY: I am, in this, commanded to deliver

The noble Duke of Clarence to your hands.

I will not reason what is meant hereby,

Because I will be guiltless from the meaning.

Here are the keys, there sits the Duke asleep;

I'll to the King; and signify to him

That thus I have resign’d my charge to you.

FIRST MURDERER: Do so, it is a point of wisdom. Fare
you well. [Exit BRAKENBURY
SECOND MURDERER: What, shall I stab him as he sleeps?

FIRST MURDERER: No; he’ll say ‘twas done cowardly, when

he wakes.

SECOND MURDERER: When he wakes! why, fool, he shall
never wake until the great judgment-day.

FIRST MURDERER: Why, then he’ll say we stabb’d him
sleeping.
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(se di lui Brakenbury o hdrtie pe care o citeste)
BRAKENBURY: Da, mi se porunceste prin asta sa predau
Pe Ducele de Clarence in ale voastre maini;

Nu vreau sa stiu in ordine ce scopuri sunt ascunse;

Prefer in cunostiintd sa nu cunosc cuvantul.

Luati, aici e cheia; acolo doarme Clarence;

La regele voi merge acuma sa-i anunt

Cd v-am predat pe Duce precum a poruncit.

1-lea OMOR:.: Ai face foarte bine sa-i spui ce vrei, jupane —
Adio.
2-lea OMOR:.: Ce dracu, sd-1 injunghidm acolo, pe cand

(iese Brakenbury)

doarme?

1-lea OMOR:.: Nu, caci atuncea cand s-o destepta o s zica
ca am fost lasi.

2-lea OMOR.: Cand s-o destepta! Bine, dobitocule, nu se
mai desteaptd pana la marea inviere a mortilor.

1-lea OMOR:.: Ei bine, atuncea o sd spuie cd lI-am injunghiat
pe cand dormea.
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SECOND MURDERER: The urging of that word judgment
Hath bred a kind of remorse in me.

FIRST MURDERER: What, art thou afraid?

SECOND MURDERER: Not to kill him, having a warrant for it;
but to be damn’d for killing him, from which no warrant can
defend me.

FIRST MURDERER: I thought thou hadst been resolute.
SECOND MURDERER: So I am, to let him live.

FIRST MURDERER: Back to the Duke of Gloucester, tell him so.

SECOND MURDERER: I pray thee, stay a little. I hope my
holy humour will change; it was wont to hold me

but while one tells twenty.

FIRST MURDERER: How dost thou feel thyself now?
SECOND MURDERER: Faith, some certain dregs of conscience
are yet within me.

FIRST MURDERER: Remember our reward, when the deed’s
done.
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2-lea OMOR.:Vorba asta de inviere a mortilor imi produce
un fel de remuscare.

1-lea OMOR:.: Ce, oare ti-e frica?

2-lea OMOR: Nu mi-e fricd sad-1 omor, cici am mandat
pentru acesta, dar mi-e fricd sd nu fiu afurisit pentru fapts,
lucru de care niciun mandat nu ma poate scapa.

1-lea OMOR:.: Te credeam om decis.

2-lea OMOR.: As fi decis... sa-1 las sa traiasca.

1-lea OMOR:.: M4 intorc dar la Ducele de Gloster sd i-o
spun.

2-lea OMOR:.: Te rog, mai adastd putin, sper ca acest acces
de bundtate-mi va trece, niciodata nu tin ele mai mult timp,
decat atat cat ti-ar trebui sa numeri doudzeci.

1-lea OMOR.: Cum te simti acuma?

2-lea OMOR.: Sd ma crezi, in fundul inimii tot mai e o
ramasitd de constiinta.

1-lea OMOR.: Adu-ti aminte de rasplata care ni s-a promis
dupa savarsirea faptului.
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SECOND MURDERER: Zounds, he dies; I had forgot the 2-lea OMOR:.: Asa e, va muri, uitasem rasplata.
reward.
FIRST MURDERER: Where’s thy conscience now? 1-lea OMOR:.: Dar acuma unde ti-e constiinta?
SECOND MURDERER: O, in the Duke of Gloucester’s purse. 2-lea OMOR.: In punga ducelui de Gloster.
FIRST MURDERER: So when he opens his purse to give us our 1-lea OMOR:.: Astfel pe cand dansul isi deschide punga sa
reward, thy conscience flies out. ne dea rasplata, constiinta ta parca zboara dintr-insa.
SECOND MURDERER: Let it go; there’s few or none will 2-lea OMOR.: Lasd mai bine si zboare incolo; nu sunt multe
entertain it. lucruri care ar putea sa o tind in loc.
FIRST MURDERER: What if it come to thee again? 1-lea OMOR:.: Dar dac4 se intoarce?
SECOND MURDERER: I'll not meddle with it; it is a dangerous 2-lea OMOR.: Nici nu vreau sd am a face cu un astfel de
thing: it makes a man a coward: a man cannot steal, but it lucru. E un ce primejdios. Face pe om sa fie fricos, nu apuca
accuseth him; he cannot swear, but it checks him; he cannot lie sd fure si-1 acuza, nu apucd sd injure si-1 aresteazd, nu apuca
with his neighbour’s wife, but it detects him; it is a blushing sd se culce cu nevasta vecinului si-l tradeazd; e o iasma
shame- fast spirit that mutinies in a man’s bosomy; it fills a man palidd si rusinoasd care se rdscoald contra-i; nu face decét a
full of obstacles: it made me once restore a purse of gold, baga bete in roate; m-a facut odata sa dau inapoi o punga cu
that I found; it beggars any man that keeps it; it is turned out of aur pe care am gasit-o din intamplare; ea este ruina acelui ce
towns and cities for a dangerous thing; and every man that o posedd, e gonita din orase si din targuri ca un ce
means to live well endeavours to trust to himself and live primejdios; si acela ce vrea sa traiasca in liniste cautd sa aiba
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without it.

FIRST MURDERER: Zounds, it is even now at my elbow,
persuading me not to kill the duke.

SECOND MURDERER: Take the devil in thy mind and believe
him not; he would insinuate with thee but to make thee sigh.
FIRST MURDERER: Tut, I am strong-framed; he cannot prevail
with me, I warrant thee.

SECOND MURDERER: Spoke like a tall man that respects his
reputation. Come, shall we to this gear?

FIRST MURDERER: Take him on the costard with the hilts of
thy sword, and then we will chop him in the malmsey-butt in
the next room.

SECOND MURDERER: O excellent device! make a sop of him.
FIRST MURDERER: Hark! He stirs: shall I strike?

FIRST MURDERER: No, first let’s reason with him.
CLARENCE: Where art thou, keeper? Give me a cup of wine.
SECOND MURDERER: You shall have wine enough, my lord,

67

William Shakespeare

Richard III. Parallel Texts
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

confienta in sine-si sd nu mai asculte de déansa.

1-lea OMOR.: Christoase! Ea sta langd mine, indemnandu-
mad sd omor pe Ducele.

2-lea OMOR.: Gandeste-te la Dracu si n-o mai asculta: vrea
sa te Incurce, sa te facd milos.

1-lea OMOR:.: Sunt tare, nu md poate asupri.

2-lea OMOR:.: Ai vorbit ca un barbat viteaz ce tine la
reputatia sa; haide sa ne apucam de lucru.

1-lea OMOR:.: Croieste-1 peste cap cu ménerul sdbiei, si pe
urmad aruncd-1 in butia cu Malvoisie ce e dincolo.

2-lea OMOR.: Planul e minunat, sa-1 facem saramura.
1-lea OMOR:.: Incet se desteapta.

2-lea OMOR.: Loveste.

1-lea OMOR.: Nu, sa discutdam cu dansul.

CLARENCE: Unde esti, paznice? Da-mi un pahar de vin.
1-lea OMOR.: fjci voi da vin destul, Mylord, numaidecat.
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anon.
CLARENCE: In God’s name, what art thou?
FIRST MURDERER: A man, as you are.
CLARENCE: But not as I am, royal.

SECOND MURDERER: Nor you as we are, loyal.

CLARENCE: Thy voice is thunder, but thy looks are humble.

FIRST MURDERER: My voice is now the King’s, my looks
mine own.

CLARENCE: How darkly and how deadly dost thou speak!
Your eyes do menace me. Why look you pale?

Who sent you hither? Wherefore do you come?

SECOND MURDERER: To, to, to-

CLARENCE: To murder me?

BOTH MURDERERS. Ay, ay.

CLARENCE: You scarcely have the hearts to tell me so,
And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it.

Wherein, my friends, have I offended you?
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CLARENCE: Pentru numele lui Dumnezeu, cine esti?
1-lea OMOR:.: Un om ca Maria Ta.

CLARENCE: Dar nu ca mine de sange regal.

1-lea OMOR.: Suntem ce nu esti, loiali.

CLARENCE: Glasul tdu e ca un trasnet, pe cand aparenta-ti
e de om umil.

1-lea OMOR:.: Glasul meu e glasul Regelui, pe cand
aparenta e a mea.

CLARENCE: Intunecoase vorbe s-aud in gura ta.
M-ameninti cu privirea, iar fata ti-e speriata?

Sunteti trimisi de cine? Si ce vreti sa faceti?

AMBII OMOR:: S§, s4, sa...

CLARENCE: S4 m-omorati?

AMBII OMOR:.: Da, da.

CLARENCE: De-abia aveti curajul sa pronuntati cuvantul,
Si savarsi-veti faptul ce nu indrazniti sa-1 spuneti?

In ce, prieteni, oare v-am suparat pe voi?
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FIRST MURDERER: Offended us you have not, but the king.

CLARENCE: I shall be reconcil’d to him again.

SECOND MURDERER: Never, my lord; therefore prepare to

die.

CLARENCE: Are you called forth among a world of men
To slay the innocent? What is my offence?

Where is the evidence that doth accuse me?
What lawful quest have given their verdict up
Unto the frowning judge, or who pronounced
The bitter sentence of poor Clarence” death?
Before I be convict by course of law,

To threaten me with death is most unlawful.

I charge you, as you hope to have redemption

By Christ’s dear blood shed for our grievous sins,
That you depart and lay no hands on me:

The deed you undertake is damnable.

FIRST MURDERER: What we will do, we do upon command.
SECOND MURDERER: And he that hath commanded is our

69

William Shakespeare
Richard III. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

1-lea OMOR:.: L-ai supadrat pe Rege, nicidecum pe noi.
CLARENCE: O sd md-npac cu dansul.
1-lea OMOR:: In viats nu, de-aceea prepara-te sd mori.

CLARENCE: Din lumea asta mare pe voi cdazut-a soarta
Sd ucideti cu cruzime pe cel nevinovat?

Dar unde-i marturia ce-n contra mea apasd,

$i unde-i juriul ce si-a predat verdictul

fn ména unui jude cu drept de-a pronunta

Sentinta cea de moarte in contra lui Clarence?

Pana nu pronuntd legea in contra mea pedeapsa,
De-a-mi pomeni de moarte e fapt nelegiuit.

Va recomand de-aceea de asteptati salvare,

Prin sangele lui Isus ce pentru voi a curs,

Duceti-vd in pace, si fdr’ a ma atinge;

Afurisit e faptul ce vreti sa-1 impliniti.

1-lea OMOR.: Oricum ar fi, un ordin avem séa facem astfel.
2-lea OMOR: §i cel ce porunceste e chiar al nostru Rege.
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King.

CLARENCE: Erroneous vassals! the great King of kings

Hath in the tables of his law commanded

That thou shalt do no murder: and wilt thou then

Spurn at his edict and fulfil a man’s?

Take heed; for he holds vengeance in his hands,

To hurl upon their heads that break his law.

SECOND MURDERER: And that same vengeance doth he hurl
on thee

For false forswearing, and for murder too;

Thou didst receive the holy sacrament

To fight on quarrel of the house of Lancaster.

FIRST MURDERER: And, like a traitor to the name of God
Didst break that vow; and with thy treacherous blade
Unripp’dst the bowels of thy sovereign’s boy.

SECOND MURDERER: Whom thou wast sworn to cherish and
defend.

FIRST MURDERER: How canst thou urge God’s dreadful law

William Shakespeare
Richard III. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

CLARENCE: Gresita ascultare? Al Regilor stapan,

In cartea Sa cea sfanta de legi a poruncit:

,Omor nu vei comite”! Dispretui-vei oare

Pe un Rege-atotputernic ca s-ascultati pe-un om?
Bagati de seama bine, in méana-i e un trasnet
Ce-azvarle cu manie pe cel ce-i frange legea.

2-lea OMOR: Cddea-va chiar pe tine aceastd razbunare
Ce ai comis omoruri, sperjuri, jefuiri.

Pe Darul Sfant jurat-ai cd vei sustine sincer

Pe Lancaster in luptd, cu toti urmasii tdi.

1-lea OMOR:.: Célcandu-ti jurdmantul ca un pungas vulgar,
Tdiei cu spada-ti vila pe un copil regesc.

2-lea OMOR: Pe care te jurasi sa-1 aperi, sa-1 iubesti.

1-lea OMOR.: In contra noastra astdzi invocs acesta lege,
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to us,

When thou hast broke it in so dear degree?
CLARENCE: Alas! for whose sake did I that ill deed?
For Edward, for my brother, for his sake.
Why, sirs,

He sends you not to murder me for this;

For in that sin he is as deep as I.

If God will be avenged for the deed,

O, know you yet, he doth it publicly;

Take not the quarrel from His pow’rful arm;
He needs no indirect or lawless course

To cut off those that have offended him.

William Shakespeare
Richard III. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892
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FIRST MURDERER: Who made thee then a bloody minister

When gallant-springing brave Plantagenet,
That princely novice, was struck dead by thee?

CLARENCE: My brother’s love, the devil, and my rage.
FIRST MURDERER: Thy brother’s love, our duty, and thy fault,

Provoke us hither now to slaughter thee.

Ce ai calcat-o singur in intregimea ei.

CLARENCE: Vai! Vai! Dar pentru cine facut-am toate
astea?

Am fost impins de Eduard, ca frate mi-a cerut;

Mai vinovat e dansul decat noi toti imi pare.

[ar rdzbunarea dreapta de cere Dumnezeu

Veti sti ca-n fata lumii el va executa-o.

Din bratul sdu puternic sa nu-i rapiti aceasta,

Cdci nu prin cdi ascunse si indirecte Dansul

Va nimici pe-aceia ce nu l-au cunoscut.

1-lea OMOR:.: Prin ce oranduire putut-ai fi agentul
Cel sangeros, cand bravul Plantagenet, copilul

Din spita cea domneascd, cazu, lovit de moarte.
CLARENCE: Iubirea unui frate, mania mea si dracu.
1-lea OMOR:.:Iubirea celui frate si datoria noastra
Acuma ne obligd sa te mdceldrim.
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CLARENCE: If you do love my brother, hate not me;

I am his brother, and I love him well.

If you are hired for meed, go back again,

And I will send you to my brother Gloucester,

Who shall reward you better for my life

Than Edward will for tidings of my death.

SECOND MURDERER: You are deceived: your brother
Gloucester hates you.

CLARENCE: O, no, he loves me, and he holds me dear;
Go you to him from me.

FIRST MURDERER: Ay, so we will.

CLARENCE: Tell him when that our princely father York
Bless’d his three sons with his victorious arm

And charg’d us from his soul to love each other,

He little thought of this divided friendship.

Bid Gloucester think of this, and he will weep.
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CLARENCE: Iubiti voi pe-acel frate? Atunci nu ma urati,
Cdci eu ii sunt bun frate si sincer 1l iubesc.

De faceti pentru plata, ah! Mergeti inapoi,

Si eu va voi trimite la Gloster celalat frate

Ce viata mea mai scumpa va va pldti-o dansul,

Decat pldti-va Eduard, afland cd am murit.

2-lea OMOR: Esti inselat amarnic caci Gloster te uraste.

CLARENCE: Nu, stiu cd mad iubeste, ma pretuieste scump,
Mergeti la el din partea-mi.

AMBII OMOR:.: Fii sigur de aceasta.

CLARENCE: Aduceti-i aminte in tineretea noastra

Cand tata, York, cel falnic, razboinicul barbat,

Da binecuvantare la cei trei fii ai sdi,

Punand pe capul nostru puternica sa mana.

Recomanda din suflet ca toti sd ne iubim;

Nu, se gandea atuncea ca va pieri iubirea.

Lui Gloster spuneti asta, —va plange cum plang eu.
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FIRST MURDERER: Ay, millstones; as he lesson’d us to weep.

CLARENCE: O, do not slander him, for he is kind.

FIRST MURDERER: Right,

As snow in harvest. Thou deceive yourself:

“Tis he that sendsus hither now to slaughter thee.
CLARENCE: It cannot be; for when I parted with him

He hugg’d me in his arms, and swore with sobs

That he would labour my delivery.

FIRST MURDERER: Why, so he doth, when he delivers thee
From this earth’s thraldom to the joys of heaven.

SECOND MURDERER: Make peace with God, for you must
die, my lord.

CLARENCE: Have you that holy feeling in your souls

To counsel me to make my peace with God,

And are you yet to your own souls so blind

That you will war with God by murdering me?

William Shakespeare
Richard III. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

2-lea OMOR: Din ochii nostri pietre sa pice iar nu lacrimi
Ne invata, milosul.

CLARENCE: Nu spuneti adevarul, cdci Richard este bun.
1-lea OMOR:.: La secerd ca gerul. S stii cd te inseli,

Caci dansul ne trimite ca sa te omoram.

CLARENCE: Aceasta nu se poate, plangea ieri pentru mine;
Strangandu-ma in brate cu lacrimi imi jura

Ca-mi va lucra scdparea.

1-lea OMOR:.: Asa chiar tocmai face, scipandu-te de lume
Si de necazuri multe, si trimitandu-te

La bucurii eterne.

2-lea OMOR: Vei cere iertdciune pdacatelor comise,

Cdci moartea te asteapta.

CLARENCE: Tot ti-a rdmas in suflet putind omenie,

Céci salutare sfaturi dai sufletului meu

Putind ingrijire ai insd pentru tine

Si pentru al tdau suflet, impotrivindu-te

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2016



Ah, sirs, consider: they that set you on
To do this deed will hate you for the deed.

SECOND MURDERER: What shall we do?
CLARENCE: Relent, and save your souls.

FIRST MURDERER: Relent! “tis cowardly and womanish.

CLARENCE: Not to relent is beastly, savage, devilish.
Which of you, if you were a prince’s son,

Being pent from liberty as I am now,

If two such murderers as yourselves came to you,
Would not entreat for life?

My friend, I spy some pity in thy looks;

O, if thine eye be not a flatterer,

Come thou on my side and entreat for me,

As you would beg were you in my distress;

A begging prince what beggar pities not?
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Poruncii cele scrise, cAnd vrei sd m3a ucizi.
Ganditi-va, prieteni, acel ce va trimite

Ca sa comiteti faptul, chiar pentru ca-1 veti face

Va va mustra fiti siguri.

2-lea OMOR: Si ce sa facem dara?

CLARENCE: Nu pedepseste Domnul pe cel ce se cdieste.
1-lea OMOR.: Femeile si lasii sunt cei ce se caiesc.
CLARENCE: Cei ce nu simt, sunt barbari sau bestii
indracite.

Nascut din sdnge nobil e oare cineva

Inchis in inchisoare precum sunt eu acuma,

Ce n-ar cersi viata-i, precum o cersesc eu,

De ar veni la dansul doi ucigasi ca voi?

Amice, in privirea-ti vad parca-ti este mild

De nu méa-nseald ochiul tdu cand te uiti la mine;
Ah! Vino, pentru mine, sd-1 rogi si tu pe dansul.
Precum eu pentru tine as stdrui sa-1 moi;

Chiar cersetori ar plange vdzandu-ma cersind.
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SECOND MURDERER: Look behind you, my lord.

FIRST MURDERER: Take that, and that. If all this will not do,

[Stabs him
I'll drown you in the malmsey-butt within.

Exit with the body

SECOND MURDERER: A bloody deed, and desperately
dispatch’d!

How fain, like Pilate, would I wash my hands

Of this most grievous guilty murder done!
Re-enter FIRST MURDERER

FIRST MURDERER-How now! what mean’st thou that thou

help’st me not?
By heavens, the duke shall know how slack thou art!

SECOND MURDERER: I would he knew that I had saved his

brother!
Take thou the fee, and tell him what I say;

For I repent me that the duke is slain. [Exit
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2-lea OMOR: Intoarce-te si uite.
1-lea OMOR.: Ia asta si asta, cu—si de nu e destul
(il injunghie)
In butia de-afar cu malvoisie plina
Am sd te bag cu capul.
(iese cu corpul)
2-lea OMOR:: O crimd sangeroasd, comisd cu cruzime,
Si m-as spdla pe mana de toate ca Pilat;
Céci prea cumplit e faptul sub ochi-mi savarsit.

(reintrd intaiul omordtor)
1-lea OMOR:.: Ei bine, cum se poate sa nu-mi dai ajutor?
S$i Ducelui voi spune cat ai lucrat de slab.

2-lea OMOR:.: As vrea sd spui lui Gloster ca frat-sau mai
traieste.

Ah, du-te, ia-ti rasplata si spune-i ce am zis, —

Céci tare rdu imi pare ca Clarence a murit. (iese)
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FIRST MURDERER: So do not I: go, coward as thou art. 1-lea OMOR:.: Asa nu-mi pare mie; dar du-te, esti un las,
Now must I hide the body in some hole, Am sd ascund cadavrul pe-aicea undeva,
Untill the duke give order for his burial; Si Gloster va trimite ca sa-1 inmormanteze;
And when I have my meed, I will away; Ma duc sa-mi iau résplata, si am sa plec de-aicea;
For this will out, and then I must not stay. [Exit O sa se afle lucrul, nu trebuie si stau.

(iese)
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ACT SECOND.

Scene 1.
London. The palace.

Flourish. Enter KING EDWARD sick, QUEEN ELIZABETH,
DORSET, RIVERS,HASTINGS, BUCKINGHAM, GREY, and
others.

KING EDWARD: Why, so. Now have I done a good day’s
work:

You peers, continue this united league.

I every day expect an embassage

From my Redeemer to redeem me hence;

And more at peace my soul shall part to heaven,

Since I have made my friends at peace on earth.

Hastings and Rivers, take each other’s hand;

Dissemble not your hatred, swear your love.
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ACTUL AL DOILEA.

SCENA L.
Londra — o camerd in palat.

Intri regele Eduard sustinut, fiind bolnav, — Regina
Elisabetha, — Dorset, — Rivers, — Hastings, — Buckingham, — Grey
si altii.

REGELE EDUARD: In fine-mi pare bine de cele azi ficute
Unirea inceputd, mylords, voi s-o urmati:

Astept o prevestire de la cerescul Rege,

La dansul sa ma cheme din zi in zi astept,

In liniste mai mare ma voi apropia,

Ladsand impacaciune prin toti amicii mei.

Luati-vd de mand, Lord Hastingd si Lord Rivers,
Jurati-vd iubire, n-ascundeti nicio urd.
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RIVERS: By heaven, my soul is purged from grudging hate;
And with my hand I seal my true heart’s love.
HASTINGS: So thrive I, as I truly swear the like!

KING EDWARD: Take heed you dally not before your king;

Lest He that is the supreme King of kings
Confound your hidden falsehood, and award
Either of you to be the other’s end.

HASTINGS: So prosper I, as I swear perfect love!

RIVERS: And ], as I love Hastings with my heart!

KING EDWARD: Madam, yourself is not exempt from this;
Nor you, son Dorset; Buckingham, nor you:

You have been factious one against the other.

Wife, love Lord Hastings, let him kiss your hand;

And what you do, do it unfeignedly.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: There, Hastings; I will never more

William Shakespeare
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RIVERS: De urd si pizmd mi-e sufletul curat,

Si spre credinta dreaptd intind aceastd mana.

HASTINGS: Asemenea dovada cu mana-mi iscdlesc.
REGELE EDUARD: Citati cu-a voastre vorbe sa nu-nselati
pe Rege,

Ca nu cumva un Rege mai mare, mai puternic,

Sa nu oranduiasca, spre a va pedepsi

Sa piara fiecare prin mana celuilalt.

HASTINGS: Sa nu-mi mai mearga bine de nu pastrez
credinta.

RIVERS: Nici mie de-i ascunsa trddare-n vorba mea.
REGELE EDUARD: Aceste vorbe toate si Doamnei s-
adreseaza,

Si fiului sau Dorset si tie, Buckingham,

Au fost neintelegeri intruna intre voi: —

(Elisabethei) Iubeste-1 pe Lord Hastings, dd-i mana s-o
sdrute.

REGINA ELISABETHA: Consimt cu bucurie. Da, Hastings,
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remember

Our former hatred, so thrive I and mine!

KING EDWARD: Dorset, embrace him; Hastings, love lord
marquess.

DORSET. This interchange of love, I here protest,

Upon my part shall be unviolable.

HASTINGS: And so swear I, my lord.  [They embrace.
KING EDWARD: Now, princely Buckingham, seal thou this
league

With thy embracements to my wife’s allies,

And make me happy in your unity.

BUCKINGHAM: [To the QUEEN] Whenever Buckingham
doth turn his hate

On you or yours, but with all duteous love

Doth cherish you and yours, God punish me

With hate in those where I expect most love

When I have most need to employ a friend
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vreau sa uit

Trecutul tot, si astfel zic, Domnul sa-mi ajute.

REGELE EDUARD: Imbratiseaza-1 Dorset; tu, Hastings, pe
Marquisul

Cu dragoste, sdruta-1.

DORESET: Jur inaintea voastra cd legdtura asta

De dragoste, e sacra.

HASTINGS: Asemenea jura-voi. (in sdrutd pe Dorset)
REGELE EDUARD: Domnescul meu Buckingham, iti cer
iscalitura: —

Sarutd cu iubire pe rudele Reginei,

Sa nu vad nicio pata pe fericirea mea.

BUCKINGHAM: Cand s-o schimba in urd, iubirea cea
juratd

De Buckingham, Reginei si-ntregului sau neam;
Sa-ntampin numai urd unde-asteptam iubire.

O astfel de tradare s-o pedepseasca Domnul

Tradandu-ma amici in care ma incred;
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And most assured that he is a friend,
Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile,
Be he unto me! This do I beg of God
When I am cold in zeal to you or yours.
[They embrace.
KING EDWARD: A pleasing cordial, princely Buckingham,
Is this thy vow unto my sickly heart.
There wanteth now our brother Gloucester here
To make the perfect period of this peace.

BUCKINGHAM: And, in good time, here comes the noble.

Enter GLOUCESTER.
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GLOUCESTER: Good morrow to my sovereign king and queen;

And, princely peers, a happy time of day!

KING EDWARD: Happy, indeed, as we have spent the day.
Gloucester, we have done deeds of charity,

Made peace of enmity, fair love of hate,
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Si plin de perfidie s fie catre mine
Acel ce la nevoie il chem in ajutor; —
Aceasta e pedeapsa ce vreau sd md loveasca
Din ceruri, cdnd iubirea, ce jur se va raci.

(Buckingham sdrutd pe Rivers si pe ceilalti)
REGELE EDUARD: Ah! Buckingham iubite, un balsam
rdcoros
Pe inima-mi bolnava cu vorbe-ti reversi.
Ne mai lipseste Gloster sd-noroneze pacea
Ce azi am incheiat-o, cu dragoste frateasca.
BUCKINGHAM: Precum doriti vin toate, caci Ducele
soseste.
(intrd Gloster)
GLOSTER: Gratiosului meu Rege ca si Reginei mele,
Doresc ferice viata, precum, mylor si voua.
REGELE EDUARD: Da,da, sa fie buna, asa ca pan-acuma. —
Fratioare, azi facuram fapt mare de iubire,
Din neamici, prieteni, din ura cea mai neagra,
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Between these swelling wrong-incensed peers. Am stabilit unire in curtea mea de Lorzi.
GLOUCESTER: A blessed labour, my most sovereign liege; GLOSTER: I1zbanda e frumoasd; — din partea mea promit,
Among this princely heap, if any here, Cé dacd e vreunul din principii acestia,
By false intelligence or wrong surmise, Pe care banuiala sau zvonul mincinos
Hold me a foe; [-a supdrat pe mine.
If I unwittingly, or in my rage, De-o fi in nestiinta sau in méania mea
Have aught committed that is hardly borne Vreun fapt comis de mine, in contra orisicarui
To any in this presence, I desire Din cei ce sunt aicea, din suflet as dori
To reconcile me to his friendly peace: Cu dansul s fac pace cu dragoste in gand.
‘Tis death to me to be at enmity; E moarte pentru mine gandindu-ma la vrajba, —
I hate it, and desire all good men’s love. Mi se zbarleste parul, —si mai presus de toate
First, madam, I entreat true peace of you, As vrea sa am iubirea acelor ce sunt buni.
Which I will purchase with my duteous service; Intai de tot Reginei voi indrazni a cere,
Of you, my noble cousin Buckingham, Cu mare umilintd un semn de bunatate,
If ever any grudge were lodged between us; Drept care, eu, in viatd, i voi sluji supus,
Of you, and you, Lord Rivers, and Lord Grey, of you, Asemenea si tie, Lord Buckingham, vere;
That all without desert have frown’d on me; Va cer tot astfel voud, Lord Rivers si Lord Grey;
Dukes, earls, lords, gentlemen, indeed, of all. Voi toti, fara dreptate, ati fost certati cu mine;
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I do not know that Englishman alive

With whom my soul is any jot at odds

More than the infant that is born to-night.

I thank my God for my humility.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: A holy day shall this be kept hereafter.
I would to God all strifes were well compounded.

My sovereign liege, I do beseech your majesty

To take our brother Clarence to your grace.

GLOUCESTER: Why, madam, have I off'red love for this,
To be so flouted in this royal presence?
Who knows not that the gentle Duke is dead?
[They all start
You do him injury to scorn his corse.
KING EDWARD: Who knows not he is dead! Who knows he
is?
QUEEN ELIZABETH: All-seeing heaven, what a world is this!
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Céci in regatul nostru nici nu cunosc un om
Cu care, zdu, din suflet, sa nu fiu impadcat;
Sunt linistit ca pruncul de-abia ndscut in lume;
Sunt multumit ca Domnul asa bland m-a facut.
REGINA ELISABETHA: In veci o sirbitoare aceasta zi va
fi: —

As vrea ca orice vrajbd sd se aline astfel. —

Ah, Sire preaputernic, din inimd te rog
Primeste in favoarea-ti pe Clarence inc-odata.
GLOSTER: A mea bunavointa asa o rasplatiti,
De mai glumiti cu mine chiar in prezenta asta?
Nu stiti ca mine oare ca Clarence a murit?

REGELE EDUARD: Zici cine nu o stie? — o stie cineva?

REGINA ELISABETHA: Din cer, Tu, ce vezi toate, ce lume
e aceasta?
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BUCKINGHAM: Look I so pale, Lord Dorset, as the rest?

DORSET. Ay, my good lord; and no man in the presence
But his red colour hath forsook his cheeks.

KING EDWARD: Is Clarence dead? The order was reversed.

GLOUCESTER: But he, poor man, by your first order died,
And that a winged Mercury did bear;

Some tardy cripple bare the countermand,

That came too lag to see him buried.

God grant that some, less noble and less loyal,

Nearer in bloody thoughts, an not in blood,

Deserve not worse than wretched Clarence did,

And yet go current from suspicion!

Enter DERBY

DERBY: A boon, my sovereign, for my service done!

KING EDWARD: I pray thee, peace; my soul is full of sorrow.

83

BUCKINGHAM: Sunt palid, eu, la fatd, Lord Dorset, ca
ceilalti?
DORESET: Mylord, da si mai palid; si toti se sunt aicea,
Sunt albi si trasi la fatd, cuprinsi de groaza mare.

REGELE EDUARD: Cum oare muri Clarence? S-a revocat

porunca.

GLOSTER: Nenorocitul insa prin cea dintai murea,

Mercur zbura cu dénsa pe aripe de vant; —

Un biet beteag pe-a doua incet, incet ducea,

De-abia sosind la vreme sd-1 puie in mormant: —

Sunt altii, mai putini nobili, mai putin credinciosi,

Mai jos ndscuti prin sange, iubind sa-1 verse insa,

Ce n-au atata merit ca dansul bietul om,

Cu toate astea nimeni nu-i banuieste astazi.

(Intra Stanley)

STANLEY: Cer o favoare, Sire, drept tot ce am facut.
(se aruncd in genunchi)

REGELE EDUARD: Ah, lasd-ma in pace, zdrobitu-m-a
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DERBY: I Will not rise unless your highness grant.

84

KING EDWARD: Then speak at once what is it thou demand’st.

DERBY: The forfeit, sovereign, of my servant’s life;
Who slew to-day a riotous gentleman

Lately attendant on the Duke of Norfolk.

KING EDWARD: Have I a tongue to doom my brother’s death,
And shall that tongue give pardon to a slave?

My brother killed no man; his fault was thought,
And yet his punishment was bitter death.

Who sued to me for him? Who, in my rage,
Kneel’d at my feet, and bid me be advised?

Who spoke of brotherhood? Who spoke of love?
Who told me how the poor soul did forsake

The mighty Warwick and did fight for me?

Who told me, in the field by Tewksbury

When Oxford had me down, he rescued me

William Shakespeare
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durerea.

STANLEY: Aicea voi ramane de nu vrei sa m-asculti.
REGELE EDUARD: Vorbeste dar o data si spune-ti
rugdaciunea.

STANLEY: Cer iertdciune, Sire, pentru un om al meu: —
El a ucis in ceartd pe un tulburdtor,

Ce ca soldat slujeste la Ducele de Norfolk.

REGELE EDUARD: Pe frate meu la moarte, am glas ca sa-1
condamn

Siridica-voi glasul pe sclavul tdu sa-1 cert?

N-a omorat pe nimeni nenorocitul Clarence,

Gresea cu gandul poate; — pedeapsa sa fu moartea.
Rugatu-s-a vreunul la mine pentru dansul?

Cdzut-a la genunchi ca sa ma-nduioseascd,

Mania cand stinsese iubirea mea de frate?

Adusu-mi-a aminte cum dansul,

Cand Oxford ma trantise, m-am ridicat zicAnd:

,lubite frate, scoald si te vom face Rege.”
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And said ‘Dear Brother, live, and be a king’? Cum dansul in campia cand améandoi zdceam
Who told me, when we both lay in the field Siinghetam pe iarbd, m-a invelit sarmanul,
Frozen almost to death, how he did lap me Cu manta de pe dansul, el ramanand expus
Even in his own garments, and gave himself, La asprul vant al noptii, gol, ostenit, bolnav.
All thin and naked, to the numb cold night? Sélbatica manie din glasul meu a sters
All this from my remembrance brutish wrath Acele fapte bune, si niciun om din voi
Sinfully pluck’d, and not a man of you Nu s-a gandit sd vie sd mi le aminteasca.
Had so much race to put it in my mind. Cand carutasii vostri cu ceilalti servitori,
But when your carters or your waiting-vassals Se ceartd in betie, distrug fara rusine
Have done a drunken slaughter and defaced Icoana pretioasd a mantuitorului,
The precious image of our dear Redeemer, Sunteti jos la genunchi-mi, plangand, cerand iertare!
You straight are on your knees for pardon, pardon; Sieu far’ de dreptate voi fi silit sa iert?
And I, unjustly too, must grant it you. Dar pentru bietul Clarence niciunul n-a vorbit,
But for my brother not a man would speak; Nici n-a vibrat in mine o coarda de pietate
Nor I, ungracious, speak unto myself Sd lupte pentru dansul, cel mai maret din voi
For him, poor soul. The proudest of you all In viata pentru multe s-a-ndatorat la dansul; —
Have been beholding to him in his life; Dar pentru viata-aceea nu s-a rugat niciunul.
Yet none of you would once beg for his life. Dreptatea ta, oh, Doamne, ma tem sad nu descinda
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O God, I fear thy justice will take hold

On me, and you, and mine, and yours, for this!

Come, Hastings, help me to my closet. Oh, poor Clarence!
Exit some with KING and QUEEN

GLOUCESTER: This is the fruits of rashness. Mark’d you not
How that the guilty kindred of the queen

Look’d pale when they did hear of Clarence” death?

O, they did urge it still unto the King!

God will revenge it. But come, let us in,

To comfort Edward with our company?

BUCKINGHAM: We wait upon your grace. [Exeunt.

William Shakespeare
Richard III. Parallel Texts
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Pe mine, pentru crima, pe voi, pe-ai mei, pe-ai vostri.
Da-mi bratul, scumpe Hastings, ma duc sa m-odihnesc.
Nenorocite Clarence!

(ies Regele, Regina, Hastings, Rivers, Dorset, Grey)
GLOSTER: Ce e neprevederea. Cum n-ati bagat de seama
Cum rudele Reginei, simtind ca-s vinovati

Au tresarit la stirea ca Clarence a murit?

Tot dansii sd-1 omoare pe Rege l-au impins,

O sa-1 razbune cerul. Mylord, veniti cu mine

Sa mangaiem pe Rege cu compania noastra. (ies)
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Scene II.

London. The palace.

Enter the old DUCHESS OF YORK, with the SON and
DAUGHTER of CLARENCE

BOY: Tell me, good grandam, tell us, is our father dead?
DUCHESS: No, boy.

BOY: Why do you wring yoe hands, and beat your breast, and
cry ‘O Clarence, my unhappy son!’?

GIRL: Why do you look on us, and shake your head,
And call us orphans, wretches, castaways,

If that our noble father be alive?

DUCHESS: My pretty cousins, you mistake me much;

I do lament the sickness of the king,

As loath to lose him, not your father’s death;

It were lost sorrow to wail one that’s lost.

BOY: Then, grandma, you conclude that he is dead.

William Shakespeare
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Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

SCENA II.
Londra. — o camera in palat.

Ducesa de York si un fiu si o fiicd a lui Clarence.

FIUL: Bunico draga, spune, e mort al nostru tatd?
DUCESA: Nu, baietele draga.

FIICA: De ce dar plangi intruna, batandu-te pe piept;
Strigand: oh! Clarence! nenorocitul meu.

FIUL: Si ne privesti cu mild, si dai din cap si gemi,
Zicandu-ne: ,, Vai, orfani! Sarmani abandonati!”

De este inca-n viata ilustrul nostru tata?

DUCESA: Vi inselati cu totul, gingasilor nepoti;
indelungata boal4 a Regelui plang eu;

Mahnita sunt de-acesta si nicidecum de Clarence. —
Céci ce folos as trage sd plang pe cel pierdut?

FIUL: Atuncea dar, bunico, ne spui ca a murit.
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The king mine uncle is to blame for this:

God will revenge it; whom I will importune

With daily prayers all to that effect.

GIRL: And so will I.

DUCHESS: Peace, children, peace! the king doth love you
well:

Incapable and shallow innocents,

You cannot guess who caused your father’s death;

BOY: Grandam, we can; for my good uncle Gloucester
Told me the king, provoked to it by the queen,

Devised impeachments to imprison him.

And when my uncle told me so, he wept,

Andhugg’d me in his arm, and kindly kiss’d my cheek;
Bade me rely on him as on my father,

And he would love me dearly as his child.

DUCHESS: Oh, that deceit should steal such gentle shape,
And with a virtuous vizor hide foul guile!

He is my son; yea, and therein my shame;
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E Eduard unchiul nostru culpabil de aceasta.
Ma voi ruga la Domnul pe tata sa-1 razbune.

FIICA: Asemenea voi face.
DUCESA: Copiii mei, tdcere. Caci Eduard va iubeste;
Nevinovati si fragezi, voi n-ati putea ghici

De unde vine moartea iubitului meu fiu.

FIUL: Putem ghici, bunico, caci unchiul nostru Gloster
Ne-a spus cd de Regina fu Regele impins. —

Si cd parat de dansa fu tata omorat.

Pe cand spunea aceasta ma sdruta, plangand

De mila pentru mine, zicAndu-mi tot mereu

Sa md incred intr-insul ca intr-un tatd bun

Si se uita ca la un fiu iubit.

DUCESA: Ce blanda este forma ce ia ca sa insele.

Sub a virtutii masca cat viciu se ascunde

Al meu copil el este, dar spre rusinea mea; —
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Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit.

BOY: Think you my uncle did dissemble, grandam?
DUCHESS: Ay, boy.

BOY: I cannot think it. Hark! what noise is this?

Enter QUEEN ELISABETH, with her hair about her ears;
Rivers and Dorset after her.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: Oh, who shall hinder me to wail and
weep,

To chide my fortune, and torment myself?

I'll join with black despair against my soul

And to myself become an enemy.

DUCHESS: What means this scene of rude impatience?
QUEEN ELIZABETH: To make an act of tragic violence:
Edward, my lord, thy son, our king, is dead.

Why grow the branches when the root withered?

Why wither not the leaves the sap being gone?

If you will live, lament; if die, be brief,

That our swift-winged souls may catch the King’s,
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N-a supt dintr-al meu san el atata viclenie.

FIUL: Atuncea crezi, bunico, ca el se prefacea?
DUCESA: Da, negresit, copile.

FIUL: Nu pot eu crede astfel. Ce zgomot e acesta?
(Intrd Regina Elisabetha nebund de durere, Rivers si Dorset)

REGINA ELISABETHA: De-a geme si de-a plange sd nu m-
opreascd nimeni,

De-a-mi blestema ursita si de-a ma chinui.

Cu neagra disperare md voi uni in pizma,

Ca sd devin vrajmasa a sufletului meu...

DUCESA: Dar ce e scena asta de deznaddjduire?
REGINA ELISABETHA: §i sa comit o fapta de violentd-n
contra-mi: —

Vail! Vai! Al nostru Rege, barbatul meu iubit;

Copilul vostru, mamd, vai Eduard a murit!

De ce mai creste craca cand a pierit tulipna?

Si nu s-usuca frunza cand mustul a secat?

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2016



Or like obedient subjects follow him
To his new kingdom of perpetual rest.

DUCHESS: Ah, so much interest have I in thy sorrow
As I had title in thy noble husband!

I have bewept a worthy husband’s death,

And lived with looking on his images;

But now two mirrors of his princely semblance

Are crack’d in pieces by malignant death,

And I for comfort have but one false glass,

That grieves me when I see my shame in him.

Thou art a widow, yet thou art a mother,

And hast the comfort of thy children left thee;

But death hath snatch’d my husband from mine arms,
And pluck’d two crutches from my feeble limbs,
Clarence and Edward. O, what cause have I,

Thine being but a moiety of my grief,

William Shakespeare
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Vrem sd trdim? —sd plangem! Vrem sda murim? Hai iute,
Ca sufletele noastre in zborul lor cel reped

Pe-al Regelui s-ajungd, urmandu-1 ca supusa

La noua sa domnie de vesnica odihna.

DUCESA: Eu iau atata parte azi in mahnirea ta,

Cat parte imi ramase in bunul tau barbat;

Si eu am plans la moartea a unui sot iubit,

Dar mai trdim privindu-l in cei ce-i semanau

fi mai vedeam figura in doua oglinzi iubite

Dar moartea fard mild stricata pe-amandoua,
Lasand drept mangaiere, oglinda mincinoasa,

In care cu durere privesc rusinea mea.

Esti vaduva, asa e; dar inca esti si mama, —

Si mangaiere astfel ai in copii tdi.

Din brate-mi, moartea cruda pe sotul meu I-a smuls,
Din mainile-mi slabite rapit-a doua propte

Pe Clarence si pe Eduard. Ah! Cum sd n-am cuvant,
(Deoarece tu suferi pe jumadtate numai
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To overgo thy woes and drown thy cries!

BOY: Good aunt, you wept not for our father’s death!
How can we aid you with our kindred tears?

GIRL: Our fatherless distress was left unmoan’d,;
Your widow-dolour likewise be unwept!

QUEEN ELIZABETH: Give me no help in lamentation;
I am not barren to bring forth complaints.

All springs reduce their currents to mine eyes

That I, being govern’d by the watery moon,

May send forth plenteous tears to drown the world.
Ah for my husband, for my dear lord Edward!

CHILDREN. Ah for our father, for our dear Lord Clarence!

DUCHESS: Alas for both, both mine, Edward and Clarence!
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A suferintei mele) sd plang mai mult ca tine?

Cu marea mea durere intrec durerea ta.

FIUL: Tu n-ai plans, mdtusico, afland de moartea tatei;
Cum de amesteca-vom acum a noastre lacrimi

Cu lacrimile tale?

FIICA: Cu noj, pe un pdrinte plangadu-lu, n-a plans
nimeni.

Esti singurd de astazi pe sotul tdu sa-1 plangi.

REGINA ELISABETHA: Ah! N-am trebuinta de lacrimile
voastre.

A lacrimilor mele isvoare n-au secat:

A lumii apd toatd in ochi-mi sd s-adune; —

Precum se umfla apa oceanului de lung,

Asa curgand din ochi-mi, de lacrimi, un potop,

Sad-nece lumea toata.

Vai! Cum se duse Eduard, sairmanul meu barbat!

COPII: Vai! Cum se duse Clarence, sirmanul nostru tata!
DUCESA: Vai! Amandoi plecard, sarmanii mei copii!
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QUEEN ELIZABETH: What stay had I but Edward? and he’s

gone.

CHILDREN. What stay had we but Clarence? and he’s gone.

DUCHESS: What stays had I but they? and they are gone.
QUEEN ELIZABETH: Was never widow had so dear a loss.

CHILDREN. Were never orphans had so dear a loss.
DUCHESS: Was never mother had so dear a loss.
Alas, I am the mother of these moans!

Their woes are parcell’d, mine is general.

She for an Edward weeps, and so do I:

I for a Clarence weep, so doth not she.

These babes for Clarence weep, and so do I:

I for an Edward weep, so do not they.

Alas, you three on me, threefold distress’d,

Pour all your tears! I am your sorrow’s nurse,
And I will pamper it with lamentation.
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REGINA ELISABETHA: Aveam pe Eduard numai si
déansul nu mai este.

COPIIL: Aveam pe Clarence numai, si unde e acuma?
DUCESA: Aveam pe dansii numai, si nu mai sunt pe lume.
REGINA ELISABETHA: A cunoscut sotie o pierdere ca
asta?

COPII: Dar copilasi simtit-au o pierde ca asta?
DUCESA: Dar mama cunoscut-a o pierdere ca asta?
Sunt mama mult cercatd a suferintei lor,

Céci ea e impdrtitd, intreagd e a mea.

Ea plange pentru Eduard, pe care-1 plang si eu;

Dar plang si pentru Clarence, pe care ea nu-1 plange.
Copii-l plang pe Clarence, pe care-l plang si eu,

Dar plang si pentru Eduard, pe care ei nu-1 plang.
Viérsati a voastre lacrimi asupra-mi cate-si trei

Ce-s intreit mahnita cat voi, — ce sunt izbitd

De zece ori mai aprig; cdci eu durerea voastra

Ca doica am crescut-o, si-o voi nutri cu lacrimi.

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2016



DORSET. Comfort, dear mother: God is much displeased
That you take with unthankfulness his doing.

In common worldly things “tis called ungrateful
With dull unwillingness to repay a debt

Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent;
Much more to be thus opposite with heaven,

For it requires the royal debt it lent you.

RIVERS: Madam, bethink you, like a careful mother,
Of the young prince your son: send straight for him;
Let him be crown’d; in him your comfort lives.
Drown desperate sorrow in dead Edward’s grave,
And plant your joys in living Edward’s throne.

Enter GLOUCESTER, BUCKINGHAM, DERBY, HASTINGS, and

RATCLIFF.

GLOUCESTER: Madam, have comfort. All of us have cause

William Shakespeare
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DORSET: Te consoleazd, mama, cdci Domnului nu-i place
Cand cu nemultumire El vede ca primim

Inaltele-i decrete, si pedepseste faptul

Acesta, ce-l numeste ingratitudine;

Céci cu nemultumire, acum inapoiezi

Cu darnica sa mana ce cerul isi daduse.

RIVERS: Acum se cuvine, ca mama sa-ngrijiti

De fiul Vostru, Doamna, de Printisorul tanar;

Trimiteti dupa dansul, si fara-ntarziere

Incoronat s fie; intr-insul consolare

Gasive-ti, iar mormantul lui Eduard cel mort

in neagra-i adancime ca inghiti mahnirea,

Cand viitorul mandru va arata pe tron

Pe-un Eduard in viata.

(Intrd Gloster, Buckingham, Stanley, Hastings, Ratcliffe si altii)

GLOSTER: Sd nu gemi, surioard, cdci toti avem cuvant
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To wail the dimming of our shining star;

But none can help our harms by wailing them.

Madam, my mother, I do cry you mercy;

I did not see your grace. Humbly on my knee

I crave your blessing.

DUCHESS: God bless thee; and put meekness in thy breast,
Love, charity, obedience, and true duty!

GLOUCESTER: [Aside] Amen! And make me die a good old
man!

That is the butt-end of a mother’s blessing;

I marvel that her Grace did leave it out.

BUCKINGHAM: You cloudy princes and heart-sorrowing
peers,

That bear this heavy mutual load of moan,

Now cheer each other in each other’s love.

Though we have spent our harvest of this king,

We are to reap the harvest of his son.

94

William Shakespeare
Richard III. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

Sd plangem steua noastra ce astdzi a apus;
Nenorocirea insa nu are leac in lacrimi. —

Nu vd vdzusem. Mamd, ingenuncheat, supus,
Cer iertaciunea Voastrd, cu binecuvantare.

DUCESA: O dau cu multumire, rugand pe Dumnezeu

Sa umple al tdu suflet cu mild, cu blandete,

Cu dulce caritate si amorul datoriei.

GLOSTER: Trdind pand m-oi face un bun mosneag batran;
(aparte) Asa se ispraveste urarea unei mame

Si tare ma surprinde c4 ai uitat s-o spui.

BUCKINGHAM: Voi, tanguind din suflet, in lacrimi
adanciti

Domni nobili, Printi de sange, purtand deopotriva
O parte, fiecare a domnului acesta,

Povara usurati-o iubindu-va cu totii

O secerd bogata de fapte stralucite
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The broken rancour of your high-swolen hearts,
But lately splinter’d, knit, and join’d together,

Must gently be preserv’d, cherish’d, and kept:

Me seemeth good that, with some little train,
Forthwith from Ludlow the young prince be fetch’d
Hither to London, to be crown’d our king.
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Cules-am de la Eduard; sa prepardm acuma,
S$i mai bogate roade in timpi ce vor veni.

Din inimile voastre mandpria sd dispara
Mania sd se smulgd si pacea incheiata

Abia acum, cu grijd ca trebui pdstrata:

Asa de mi se pare cd bine-ar fi, in graba

Pe Principe s-aducem, dar cu parada micd, —

Din Ludlow pana in Londra, spre a-1 incorona.
RIVERS: De ce paradd micd, Mylord de Buckingham?
BUCKINGHAM: Ca nu cumva multimea din nou sa se

RIVERS: Why with some little train, my Lord of Buckingham?
BUCKINGHAM: Marry, my lord, lest by a multitude,

The new-heal’d wound of malice should break out,
Which would be so much the more dangerous

By how much the estate is green and yet ungovern’d;
Where every horse bears his commanding rein

And may direct his course as please himself,

As well the fear of harm as harm apparent,

In my opinion, ought to be prevented.

arate,

$i rana pizmei negre, nevindecatd inca

Din nou sa se deschidd, primejdia e mai mare
Cu cét e statul nostru salbatic, fard cArms,

De pildd cum e manzul ce nu cunoaste fraul,
Asa alerg aicea toti orisiunde vor,

Sa ne ferim de-aceea, nu numai de dusmanul
De cel ce e sa vie.
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GLOUCESTER: I hope the King made peace with all of us;

And the compact is firm and true in me.

RIVERS: And so in me; and so, I think, in an.

Yet, since it is but green, it should be put

To no apparent likelihood of breach,

Which haply by much company might be urged;
Therefore I say with noble Buckingham

That it is meet so few should fetch the prince.
HASTINGS: And so say L.

GLOUCESTER: Then be it so; and go we to determine
Who they shall be that straight shall post to Ludlow.
Madam, and you, my sister, will you go

To give your censures in this business?

QUEEN ELISABETH and DUCHESS: With all our hearts.
[Exeunt all but BUCKINGHAM and GLOUCESTER

BUCKINGHAM: My lord, whoever journeys to the prince,

For God sake, let not us two stay behind;
For by the way I'll sort occasion,
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GLOSTER: Cu toti de-aicea Eduard se impacase-mi pare,
Eu unu ma voi tine de-a mea fagaduiala.

RIVERS: Pastra-vom cu credintd promisiunea noastra;
Dar tocmai cd e pacea mai frageda si verde,

Nu trebuie si fie nici semn de dezbinare;

Sunt deja de pdrere, unit cu Buckingham

C4 cei ce vor aduce pe Principe incoace

Nu vor fi multi la numar.

HASTINGS: Eu tot asa gandesc.

GLOSTER: Asa sa fie dara; sa hotaram acuma

Cui sarcina cddea-va de-al intalni la Ludlow.
Cumnatd, Dragd mama. $i voi mergeti cu toti

Ca sd va dati pdrerea in asta grea lucrare

(les toti, afard de Gloster si Buckingham)

BUCKINGHAM: Mylord, céldtoria oricare o va face,
In niciun ceas nu-i bine ca noi si stdm aicea;
Eu voi cdta prilejul, venind pe drum cu dansii
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As index to the story we late talk’d of, (Ca inceput la planul de care am vorbit,)
To part the Queen’s proud kindred from the king. Pe rudele Reginei le depdrtez incet

De langa Printul nostru.

GLOUCESTER: My other self, my counsel’s consistory, GLOSTER: Tu esti ca mine insumi, sfatuitorul meu,
My oracle, my prophet! —My dear cousin, Oracolul, prorocul si vdrul meu iubit.
I, as a child, will go by thy direction. Ca un copil voi face precum oranduiesti.
Toward Ludlow then, for we’ll not stay behind. [Exeunt Deci vom pleca la Ludlow, sd nu stam inapoi. (ies)
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Scene III.

London. A street.

Enter two Citizens, meeting.

FIRST CITIZEN: Neighbour, well met: whither away so fast?
SECOND CITIZEN: I promise you, I scarcely know myself.
Hear you the news abroad?

FIRST CITIZEN: Ay, that the King is dead.

SECOND CITIZEN: Bad news, by’r lady; seldom comes the
better.

I fear, I fear “twill prove a troublous world.

Enter another CITIZEN

THIRD CITIZEN: Neighbours, God speed!

FIRST CITIZEN: Give you good morrow, sir.

THIRD CITIZEN: Doth the news hold of good King Edward’s
death?
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SCENA III.
Londra, — o strada

Doi cetiteni se intilnesc.

1-iul CET.: Vecine, bund ziua; incotro alergi, ia spune?
2-lea CET.: Nici eu nu prea stiu unde, de e sd spun drept
lucrul —

Aflat-ai intAmplarea?

1-iul CET.: C-ar fi murit Regele.

2-lea CET.: E veste rea pe cinstea-mi; dar buna veste rara-i
Ma tem ca tulburarea veni-va peste tara.

(Intrd un alt cetdtean)
3-lea CET.: Prieteni, salutare.
1-iul CET.: Ne intalnim cu bine.

3-lea CET.: Ei zvonul se confirmd de moarte Regelui?
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SECOND CITIZEN: Ayj, sir, it is too true; God help the while!
THIRD CITIZEN: Then, masters, look to see a troublous
world.

FIRST CITIZEN: No, no; by God’s good grace, his son shall

reign.

THIRD CITIZEN: Woe to that land that’s govern’d by a child.

SECOND CITIZEN: In him there is a hope of government,
Which, in his nonage, council under him,

And, in his full and ripen’d years, himself,

No doubt, shall then, and till then, govern well.

FIRST CITIZEN: So stood the state when Henry the Sixth
Was crown’d in Paris but at nine months old.

THIRD CITIZEN: Stood the state so? No, no, good friends,
God wot;

For then this land was famously enrich’d

With politic grave counsel; then the king

Had virtuous uncles to protect his grace.

FIRST CITIZEN: Why, so hath this, both by his father and
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2-lea CET.: Da, chiar cu siguranta.
3-lea CET.: Nelinistite vremuri vedea-vom, Domnii mei.

1-iul CET.: Nu, céci o sda domneasca acuma fiul lui.

3-lea CET.: Nenorocitd tard cand un copil domneste.
2-lea CET.: In ceasul &sta insd avem speranti bun;
Va fi condusa bine minoritatea lui,

Cand va ajunge astfel la varsta de-a domni

Va guverna el vrednic condus drept, pan-acolo.
1-iul CET.: Asa sta tocmai statul cand Henric al saselea
Fu incoronat in Franta la varsta de noua luni.

3-lea CET.: Nu, nu sta astfel statul, iubitii mei amici;
In timpul cel de-atuncea avuti era tara

In consilieri politici, si insusi Regele

Avea unchi toti de treaba, barbati cu greutate.

1-iul CET.: Asa si acesta are de tata si de mama.
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mother.

THIRD CITIZEN: Better it were they all came by his father,
Or by his father there were none at all;

For emulation who shall now be nearest

Will touch us all too near, if God prevent not.

O, full of danger is the Duke of Gloucester!

And the Queen’s sons and brothers haught and proud;
And were they to be rul’d, and not to rule,

This sickly land might solace as before.

FIRST CITIZEN: Come, come, we fear the worst; all shall be
well.

THIRD CITIZEN: When clouds appear, wise men put on
their cloaks;

When great leaves fall, then winter is at hand;

When the sun sets, who doth not look for night?

Untimely storms make men expect a dearth.

All may be well; but, if God sort it so,

“Tis more than we deserve, or I expect.
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2-lea CET.: Sa fie despre tata toti ar fi fost mai bine;
Sau rude despre tatd de n-ar avea deloc:

Vor pune toti silinta sad fie mai aproape,

Si vom simti efectul, fereste-ne o! Doamne;

Periculos e Gloster, iar mandri si fuduli

Sunt toti fii Reginei, precum si fratii ei;

Stapani de n-or fi dangii, fard a fi stapaniti

Aceasta biata tara va fi mult incercata.

1-iul CET.: S nu ne temem incd, vor merge toate bine.

3-lea CET.: Cand cerul se-noreazd, se-mbraci cel cu minte,
Si frunzele cand picd aproape este iarng;

Cand soarele apune nu stim cd vine noapte?

Furtuna fara vreme n-aduce seceta?

O merge toate bine, dar de-o iesi asa,

Va fi cum nu aratd si cum nu mad astept.
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SECOND CITIZEN: Truly, the hearts of men are fun of dread; 2-lea CET.: In veci cuprins de fricd e gandul omului;
You cannot reason almost with a man De-abia poti sta la vorba cu un crestin pe drum
That looks not heavily and fun of fear. Ca-1 vezi muncit cu pdsuri, sfios si speriat,
THIRD CITIZEN: Before the days of change, still is it so; E firea omeneasca sa vada cu sfiala
By a divine instinct men’s minds mistrust Primejdia ce vine; precum vezi in natura
Ensuing danger; as by proof we see Cum apele se umfld cad vine vijelia,
The water swell before a boist'rous storm. Dar Domnul va decide. Spre unde ai plecat?
But leave it all to God. Whither away?
SECOND CITIZEN: Marry, we were sent for to the justices. 2-lea CET.: La judecatorie, suntem chemati cu totii.
THIRD CITIZEN: And so was [; I'll bear you company. 3-lea CET.: Si eu merg tot acolo; va insotesc, prieteni.
[Exeunt. (ies)
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Scene IV.

London. The palace.

Enter the ARCHBISHOP OF YORK, the young DUKE OF YORK,
QUEEN ELIZABETH, and the DUCHESS OF YORK:
ARCHBISHORP: Last night, I hear, they lay at Northamptom;
And at Stony-Stanford they do rest to-night;

To-morrow or next day they will be here.

DUCHESS: I long with all my heart to see the prince;

I hope he is much grown since last I saw him.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: But I hear no; they say my son of York
Has almost overta’en him in his growth.

YORK: Ay, mother; but I would not have it so.
DUCHESS: Why, my good cousin, it is good to grow.
YORK: Grandam, one night as we did sit at supper,
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SCENA1V.
Londra — o camerd in palat

Arhiepiscopul de York, tandrul Duce de York, Regina Elisabetha
si Ducesa de York

ARCHIEPISCOPUL: Am auzit cd noaptea au stat la Stony
Stratford

Vor ramane diseard sa doarmd la Northampton:

$i maine sau poimaine in Londra vor sosi.

DUCESA: Simt mare nerdbdare sd-1 vad pe Principe.

Sper cd se face mare, —demult nu l-am vazut.

REGINA ELISABETHA: Am auzit din contra ca fiul meu de
York

Aproape e cat dansul.

YORK: N-as vrea sa fie astfel deloc, iubitd mama.
DUCESA: De ce nu, nepotele? E bine sa fii mare.

YORK: Bunico, intr-o seard, pe cind sedeam la masd,
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My uncle Rivers talk’d how I did grow

More than my brother. “‘Ay,” quoth my uncle Gloucester,
‘Small herbs have grace: great weeds do grow apace.’
And since, methinks, I would not grow so fast,

Because sweet flowers are slow and weeds make haste.
DUCHESS: Good faith, good faith, the saying did not hold
In him that did object the same to thee;

He was the wretched’st thing when he was young,

So long a-growing and so leisurely

That, if his rule were true, he should be gracious.
ARCHBISHOP: Why, madam, so no doubt, he is.

DUCHESS: I hope so too; but yet let mothers doubt.
YORK: Now, by my troth, if  had been rememb’red,

I could have given my uncle’s grace a flout,
To touch his growth nearer than he touch’d mine.

DUCHESS: How, my pretty York? I pray thee, let me hear it.
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Speunea al meu unchiu Rivers ce mare m-am facut; —
Mai mare decat Eduard, ,,Da” zise unchiul Gloster,
»Se inaltd buruiana, ii merge ei mai bine.”

De-atuncea numai buruiana se inaltd, floarea nu.

DUCESA: Pe legea mea, proverbul cu totul mincinos,
lesit-a in privinta acelui ce l-a spus.

in tinerete, dansul era slab, jigarit,

De-abia crescand la vremem incet, cu greutate;

De-ar fi precum gandeste frumos urma sa fie.
ARCHIEPISCOPUL: Frumos in fapte bune, gratioasa mea
stdpanad.

DUCESA: Da, sper si eu acesta; — desi sunt mama lui
Tot sunt la indoiala.

YORK: Intr-adevir, bunico, de-mi da in gand atuncea
Faceam sd-i piard gustul iubitului meu Duce

De-a critica pe altii!

DUCESA: Cum? Spune-mi nepotele.
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YORK: Marry, they say my uncle grew so fast

That he could gnaw a crust at two hours old;

“Twas full two years ere I could get a tooth.

Grandam, this would have been a biting jest.

DUCHESS: I pray thee, pretty York, who told thee this?

YORK: Grandam, his nurse.

DUCHESS: His nurse! Why she was dead ere thou wast
born.

YORK: If “‘twere not she, I cannot tell who told me.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: A parlous boy; go to, you are too

shrewd.

ARCHBISHOP: Good madam, be not angry with the child.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: Pitchers have ears.

Enter a MESSENGER.

ARCHBISHOP: Here comes a messenger. What news?

MESSENGER: Such news, my lord, as grieves me to unfold.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: How doth the prince?
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YORK: Sa-ti spun atunci: se zice ca Gloster, unchiul meu,
De-abia-1 facuse ma-sa si coja o rodea

Pe cind doi ani trecura si n-avea o masea.

Cred cd aceastd glumad ar fi fost muscatoare.

DUCESA: Dar York, dragutul mamei, de unde stii acestea?
YORK: Chiar doica lui mi-a spus-o.

DUCESA: Cum? Doica lui murise pan’ nici nu te nascusesi.

YORK: Atuncea nu tiu minte de cine mi s-a spus.
REGINA ELISABETHA: Prea esti limbut, baiete, mai taci,
ca prea stii multe.

ARCHIEPISCOPUL: Regina gratioasd, il iarta pe copil.

(intrd un vestitor)

ARCHIEPISCOPUL: Ce veste duci, amice?
VESTITORUL: Stapane, veste tristd ce nu-ndraznesc s-o
spun.

REGINA ELISABETHA: Vai! E ceva de Printu?

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2016



MESSENGER: Well, madam, and in health.
DUCHESS: What is thy news?

MESSENGER: Lord Rivers and Lord Grey are sent to Pomfret,

With them Sir Thomas Vaughan, prisoners.

DUCHESS: Who hath committed them?
MESSENGER: The mighty dukes,

Gloucester and BUCKINGHAM:

QUEEN ELISABETH: For what offence?
MESSENGER: The sum of all I can, I have disclosed;
Why or for what the nobles were committed

Is all unknown to me, my gracious lady.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: Ay me, I see the ruin of my house!
The tiger now hath seiz’d the gentle hind;

Insulting tyranny begins to jet

Upon the innocent and aweless throne;

Welcome, destruction, blood, and massacre!
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VESTITORUL: E sadnatos si bine.

DUCESA: Ce veste dar adus-ai?

VESTITORUL: Au fost trimisi la Pomfret Lord Rivers si
Lord Grey.

$i Thomas Vaughan cu dansii.

DUCESA: Porunca cine-o dete?

VESTITORUL: Buckingham cel puternic

Si ducele de Gloster.

REGINA ELISAETHA: Dar pentru ce, ne spune?
VESTITORUL: Cét stiu v-am spus, atata aflai, nimic mai
mult;

lar pentru ce greseala inchis-au pe-acesti Domni
Necunoscut imi este cu totul, Maiestate.

REGINA ELISABETHA: Ruina casei mele citesc in viitor!
Pe cdprioara blanda o asupreste tigrul;

Incepe s4 se apese trufasa tiranie

Pe sceptrul ce-1 va tine un inocent copil!

Veniti pieire, noapte si moarte sangeroasa
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I see, as in a map, the end of all.

DUCHESS: Accursed and unquiet wrangling days,
How many of you have mine eyes beheld!

My husband lost his life to get the crown;

And often up and down my sons were toss’d,
For me to joy and weep their gain and loss;

And being seated, and domestic broils

Clean over-blown, themselves the conquerors
Make war upon themselves; blood against blood,
Self against self: O, preposterous

And frantic outrage, end thy damned spleen;

Or let me die, to look on death no more!

QUEEN ELIZABETH: Come, come, my boy; we will to
sanctuary.

Madam, farewell.

DUCHESS: I'll will go with you.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: You have no cause.

William Shakespeare
Richard III. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

106

Pe voi ca intr-o carta intinsa va zdresc!

DUCESA: Afurisite zile de vrajba, de manie.

Cat timp acest spectacol de-adanca intunecime?
Sd capete un sceptru murit-a sotul meu;

Incoace si incolo umblat-au fii mei,

Pe rand cu fiecare plangeam, ma bucuram;

Iar cand se asezara si cand s-au potolit

Acele certuri aspre, rdmasi biruitori

Ei intre ei se ceartd, un frate ca un frate

Luptéand, acelasi sdnge cu acelasi

Nepomenit e faptul!

Turbatd vijelie, sfarseste-a ta urgie

De nu, sd mor ma lasd. Sa nu mai vad tot moarte!
REGINA ELISABETHA: Iubite bdietele, la rugaciuni sa
mergem

Deci va lasam cu bine.

DUCESA: Vom merge impreuna.

REGINA ELISABETHA: N-ai pentru ce ca mine.
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ARCHBISHOP: My gracious lady, go; ARCHIEPISCOPUL: Gratioasda Doamna, du-te
And thither bear your treasure and your goods. Du-ti la altar comoara ce ai, ce o iubesti;
For my part, I'll resign unto your grace Eu Maiestdtii Voastre, vd dau acum in mana
The seal I keep; and so betide to me Al demnitatii mele sigil, lar Dumnezeu
As well I tender you and all of yours! Imi va ajuta pe-ai vostri, pe voi si va servesc.
Go, I'll conduct you to the sanctuary. [Exeunt. Va voi conduce insumi cu mine la altar. (ies)
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ACT THIRD.

Scene 1.
London. A street.

The trumpets sound. Enter the young Price, the Dukes of
GLOUCESTER and BUCKINGHAM, CARDINAL BOURCHIER,
CATESBY, and others

BUCKINGHAM: Welcome, sweet prince, to London, to your
chamber.

GLOUCESTER: Welcome, dear cousin, my thoughts’ sovereign;
The weary way hath made you melancholy.

PRINCE: No, uncle; but our crosses on the way

Have made it tedious, wearisome, and heavy.

I want more uncles here to welcome me.

GLOUCESTER: Sweet Prince, the untainted virtue of your years
Hath not yet div’d into the world’s deceit;
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ACTUL AL TREILEA.

SCENA I
Londra, — o strada.

Trompetele sund, — intrd Principele de Galia Gloster,
Buckingham, Cardinalul Bourchier si altii.

BUCKINGHAM: Bine-ai venit in Londra, la voi, tnalte
Print.

GLOSTER: Te odihneste-aicea, iubite verisor.

Rege al gandirii mele, esti obosit de cale.
PRINCIPELE: Nu, unchiule, acea, dar multe ocoale
Fac lungd, greau sd-mi pard a mea caldtorie;

Venind aici speram sa vad toti unchii mei.

GLOSTER: Virtutea neatinsa a tineretii voastre
Inseldciunea lunii n-am masurat-o inc
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Nor more can you distinguish of a man

Than of his outward show; which, God he knows,
Seldom or never jumpeth with the heart.

Those uncles which you want were dangerous;

Your Grace attended to their sug’red words

But look’d not on the poison of their hearts.

God keep you from them and from such false friends!

PRINCE: God keep me from false friends! but they were none.

GLOUCESTER: My lord, the Mayor of London comes to greet
you.

Enter the LORD MAYOR and his train.

MAYOR: God bless your Grace with health and happy days!

PRINCE: I thank you, good my lord, and thank you all.
I thought my mother and my brother York

Would long ere this have met us on the way;

Fie, what a slug is Hastings, that he comes not
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Pe dinafara judeci, si cerul numia stie

Cat de putin vederea si inima s-aseaman.

Cei unchi ce cauti acuma sunt toti periculosi;

Maria Ta, tii seama de dulcile cuvinte

Ce ei rosteau din gurd, far-a vedea otrava

Curgand din al lor suflet; sd te fereasca cerul

De ei si de toti ceilalti, ce sunt ca dansii falsi.

PRINCIPELE: Sad ma fereasca cerul de amici falsi, insa ei

Nu cred sa fie astfel.

GLOSTER: Inaintea Voastra este Lordul Mayorul de

Londra.

(Intrd Lordul Mayor cu suita sa)

BRAKENBURY: Maria Ta, cu bine, cu sdanatate, vesnic

Rog sd-ti ajute cerul.

PRINCEPELE: ti multumesc din suflet si voud tuturor
(iese Lordul Mayor cu suita)

Z&u, drept sd spun, speram cd mama mea si York

Demult era sa vie ca sd ne intdlneascs;
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To tell us whether they will come or no!

Enter LORD HASTINGS.

BUCKINGHAM: And, in good time, here comes the sweating

lord.
PRINCE: Welcome, my lord. What, will our mother come?

HASTINGS: On what occasion, God He knows, not I,
The queen your mother and your brother York

Have taken sanctuary: The tender prince

Would fain have come with me to meet your grace,
But by his mother was perforce withheld.
BUCKINGHAM: Fie, what an indirect and peevish course
Is this of hers! Lord Cardinal, will your grace
Persuade the Queen to send the Duke of York

Unto his princely brother presently?

If she deny, Lord Hastings, go with him

And from her jealous arms pluck him perforce.
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Ce lenes este Hastings, nici dansul sa nu vie

Sa-mi spui unde se-afla.

(Intrd Hastings)

BUCKINGHAM: Vezi chiar la timp soseste, inadusind cu
graba.

PRINCIPELE: Mylord, de mama spune-mi; —sosi-va
incurand?

HASTINGS: Nu vdd ce a impins-o, si cerul numai stie
Din ce anume teama Regina cu-al sdu fiu

Aleargd la altare; dar iubitorul Print

Desi voia sa vie cu mine drept aici

Oprit a fost cu sild de ma-sa mai sfioasa.
BUCKINGHAM: Rusine pentru dansa e astfel sa aleaga
Mijloace indirecte si chiar rdautdcioase;

La prea Sfintia Voastra venim Lord Cardinal,
Sa-ndupleci pe Regina incoace sa trimita

Pe York fara-ntarziere.

Rapiti-1 chiar cu suita din bratele-i geloase.
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CARDINAL: My Lord of Buckingham, if my weak oratory
Can from his mother win the Duke of York,

Anon expect him here; but if she be obdurate

To mild entreaties, God in heaven forbid

We should infringe the holy privilege

Of blessed sanctuary! Not for all this land

Would I be guilty of so deep a sin.

BUCKINGHAM: You are too senseless-obstinate, my lord,
Too ceremonious and traditional:

Weigh it but with the grossness of this age,

You break not sanctuary in seizing him.

The benefit thereof is always granted

To those whose dealings have deserved the place

And those who have the wit to claim the place:

This Prince hath neither claim’d it nor deserved it,

And therefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it.

William Shakespeare

Richard III. Parallel Texts
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

CARDIANLUL: Lord Buckingham, fii sigur, cu slaba mea
vorbire

Din mainile Reginei de voi putea lua

Pe Ducele cel tandr, puteti sa-l asteptati

Chiar in curdnd aicea; de-o fi nesimtitoare

La blanda-mi rugd insd, sa md fereasca Domnul

De-a viola vreodata sfintita siguranta

A-altarului lui Isus. Acest pdcat n-as face

De mi s-ar da domnia acestei seri intregi.
BUCKINGHAM: Dreptate n-ai cu totul in astd hotarare,
S$i prea mult tii in seama traditiuni si forme,

Cu veacul concileaza cel fapt ce ai comite

Vedea-vei cd rapindu-1 nu violezi altarul

E privilegiul vrednic acelor numai, care

Prin fapte comise au meritat azilul,

Si au ales de-aceea s-alerge la altare;

York n-a cerut azilul nici nu 1-a meritat,

De-aceea in parerea-mi nu-1 poate reclama;
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Then, taking him from thence that is not there,
You break no privilege nor charter there.

Oft have I heard of sanctuary men;

But sanctuary children never till now.

CARDINAL: My lord, you shall o’errule my mind for once.

Come on, Lord Hastings, will you go with me?

HASTINGS: I go, my lord.

PRINCE: Good lords, make all the speedy haste you may.
[Exeunt CARDINAL and HASTINGS.

Say, uncle Gloucester, if our brother come,

Where shall we sojourn till our coronation?
GLOUCESTER: Where it seems best unto your royal self.
If I may counsel you, some day or two

Your Highness shall repose you at the Tower:

Then where you please and shall be thought most fit

For your best health and recreation.
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Luandu-1 deci de-acolo de unde nici nu este,

Nu calci nici privilegiul, nici frangi vreo lege scrisa.

Am auzit adesea ca la altar barbatii

Alearga in pericol, dar nu stiam péana astazi

Ca4 si copiii fac astfel.

CARDINALUL: Mylord, de asta datd vointa mea o

schimbi, —

Sa mergem dar, Lord Hastings, de vrei sd vii cu mine.

HASTINGS: Da, vin Mylord, indata.

PRINCIPELE: §i inapoi cu grabd sd va-nturnati, va rog.
(ies Cardinalul si Hastings)

Zi, unchiule, de vine York, frate-meu incoace

In ce loc adista-vom pani la incoronare?

GLOSTER: Oriunde veti alege.

Un sfat de mi-as permite sa dau, o zi sau doud

In Turn, Miria Voastrs, veti sta s v-odihniti.

Oriunde veti vrea pe urma si-o fi mai priincios,

Si sanatatii Voastre, puteti sd locuiti.
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PRINCE: I do not like the Tower, of any place.
Did Julius Caesar build that place, my lord?

BUCKINGHAM: He did, my gracious lord, begin that place;

Which, since, succeeding ages have re-edified.
PRINCE: Is it upon record, or else reported
Successively from age to age, he built it?

BUCKINGHAM: Upon record, my gracious lord.
PRINCE: But say, my lord, it were not regist’red,
Methinks the truth should live from age to age,
As “twere retail’d to all posterity,

Even to the general all-ending day.

GLOUCESTER: [Aside] So wise so young, they say, do never

live long.
PRINCE: What say you, uncle?
GLOUCESTER: I say, without characters, fame lives long.

113

William Shakespeare
Richard III. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

PRINCIPELE: Acolo-i tocmai locul ce mai putin imi place,
Adevarat e oare ca Cezar l-a cladit?

GLOSTER: E inceput de dansul dar veacuri ce urmara
Addugat-au multe acestui vechi locas.

PRINCIPELE: E pozitiv? Sau numai din zvon e repetat
Din veac in veac ca dansul cu mana sa viteaza

iI puse temelia?

BUCKINGHAM: Prin scrisuri se constatd.
PRINCIPELE: Mylord, inchipuieste-ti cd nu printr-un
inscris

S-ar constata intr-astfel ca sd nu fie dubiu;

Tot cred cd adevdrul din an in an in veci

Nestramutat primindu-1 posteritatea, astfel,

Traia in gandul lumii si pan’ la-al ei sfarsit.

GLOSTER: Cei ce la tinerete atata minte au (aparte)

Nu pot trdi sd zica.

PRINCIPELE: Ce zici unchiule draga?

GLOSTER: Ziceam ca fara scrisuri in veci traieste fama
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[Aside] Thus, like the formal vice, Iniquity,

I moralize two meanings in one word.
PRINCE: That Julius Caesar was a famous man;
With what his valour did enrich his wit,

His wit set down to make his valour live.
Death makes no conquest of this conqueror;
For now he lives in fame, though not in life.

I'll tell you what, my cousin Buckingham, —

BUCKINGHAM: What, my gracious lord?
PRINCE: An if I live until I be a man,

I'll win our ancient right in France again,
Or die a soldier as I liv'd a king.

GLOUCESTER: [Aside] Short summers lightly have a forward

spring.
Enter HASTINGS, young YORK, and the CARDINAL.
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(aparte) Poftim cum viclenia naturii mele strambe
M-ajutat in douad feluri c-o vorba sa raspund.
PRINCIPELE: In adevir cel Cezar era un om vestit;
Precum chiar vitejia-i impodobea stiinta

Tot astfel prin stiinta pdstra el vitejia;

Biruitorul dsta nu-i biruit de moarte,

In cinste tot traieste, cu toate cd s-a stins

Ce lumea cheamad viatd, — Stii, vere Buckingham,
Sa-ti spun in gand ce-mi vine.

BUCKINGHAM: Miria Ta, ce lucru?
PRINCIPELE: De-mi va da Domnul viata sa ma fac si eu
om,

Voi cuceri cu spada drepatile din Franta,

Muri-voi ca ostasul dupd un trai de Rege

Aceasta mi-e dorinta.

GLOSTER: (aparte) E scurta totdeauna

O vara ce soseste prea iute dupa iarna.

(Intrd York, Hastings si Cardinalul)
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BUCKINGHAM: Now, in good time, here comes the Duke of

York.
PRINCE: Richard of York, how fares our loving brother?

YORK: Well, my dread lord; so must I can you now.

PRINCE: Ay brother, to our grief, as it is yours.

Too late he died that might have kept that title,
Which by his death hath lost much majesty.
GLOUCESTER: How fares our cousin, noble Lord of York?
YORK: I thank you, gentle uncle. O, my lord,

You said that idle weeds are fast in growth.

The Prince my brother hath outgrown me far.
GLOUCESTER: He hath, my lord.

YORK: And therefore is he idle?

GLOUCESTER: O, my fair cousin, I must not say so.
YORK: Then he is more beholding to you than I.

William Shakespeare
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BUCKINGHAM: latd-n sfarsit soseste si Ducele de York.

PRINCIPELE: Richard iubite, frate prea scumpe, cum iti
merge?

YORK: Stapéne, foarte bine (cdci astfel se cuvine

Sa-ti zic acuma, dragd).

PRINCIPELE: Asa e, fratioare, — si mie-mi pare rau

Ca tie; —caci se duse acel, ce titul dsta

As fi dorit din suflet multi ani sa-1 mai pastreze.
GLOSTER: Cum merge sandtatea, iubite vere York?
YORK: Cu multd multumire, prea bine, unchiul meu:
Se inaltd buruiana —asa-mi ziceai deunéazi

Vezi fratele meu Eduard m-a intrecut cu mult.
GLOSTER: Adevarat asa e.

YORK: Sa fie buruiana.

GLOSTER: Ah! Vere prea iubite, cum vrei sa zic acesta?
YORK: Atunci iti datoreste recunostinta mare, —

Mai mare decat mine.
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GLOUCESTER: He may command me as my sovereign; GLOSTER: Ca Rege, €l, in toate, imi poate porunci,
But you have power in me as in a kinsman. Maria Ta, ca ruda, poti cere tot la mie.
YORK: I pray you, uncle, give me this dagger. YORK: Da? Ddruiste-mi dard acest frumos pumnal.
GLOUCESTER: My dagger, little cousin? With all my heart. GLOSTER: Pumnalul, verisoare, din inima ti-1 dau!
PRINCE: A beggar, brother? PRINCIPELE: Un cersetor esti, frate.
YORK: Of my kind uncle, that I know will give, YORK: De la unchiul nostru! Stiam cd o sa-1 dea.
And being but a toy, which is no grief to give. E z&u o jucarie si n-o sa-i pard rau.
GLOUCESTER: A greater gift than that I'll give my cousin. GLOSTER: As da un dar mai mare.
YORK: A greater gift! O, that’s the sword to it! YORK: Ai da un dar mai mare? Da-mi spada ta atuncea.
GLOUCESTER: Ay, gentle cousin, were it light enough. GLOSTER: Ti-as da-o, verisoare, de nu ti-ar fi prea grea.
YORK: O, then, I see you will part but with light gifts: YORK: Pricep, iti place numai sa faci usoare daruri;
In weightier things you'll say a beggar nay. Cand sunt ceva mai grele si ti se cer, refuzi.
GLOUCESTER: It is too heavy for your grace to wear. GLOSTER: Ar fi o greutate prea mare pentru tine.
YORK: I weigh it lightly, were it heavier. YORK: Chiar si mai grea sa fie, destul e de usoara.
GLOUCESTER: What, would you have my weapon, little lord? GLOSTER: Adevarat esti sincer, vrei arma mea, Mylord.
YORK: I would, that I might thank you as you call me. YORK: iti voi da o multumire precum imi zici c4 sunt.
GLOUCESTER: How? GLOSTER: Cum?
YORK: Little. YORK: Mica.
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PRINCE: My Lord of York will still be cross in talk.

Uncle, your Grace knows how to bear with him.

YORK: You mean, to bear me, not to bear with me.

Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me;

Because that I am little, like an ape,

He thinks that you should bear me on your shoulders.
BUCKINGHAM: With what a sharp-provided wit he reasons!
To mitigate the scorn he gives his uncle,

He prettily and aptly taunts himself.

So cunning and so young is wonderful.

GLOUCESTER: My lord, will't please you pass along?
Myself and my good cousin Buckingham

Will to your mother, to entreat of her

To meet you at the Tower and welcome you.

YORK: What, will you go unto the Tower, my lord?
PRINCE: My Lord Protector needs will have it so.
YORK: I shall not sleep in quiet at the Tower.

William Shakespeare
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PRINCIPELE: E tot posac la vorba Lord Ducele de York,

Dar, unchiule, stii bine cum s te porti cu dansul!
YORK: Ca mine sa se poarte!

Vezi, unchiule iubite, cum de-amandoi isi rade,
Fiindca nu sunt mare, cd sunt ca o maimuta
Pretinde c-ar fi bine sd ma duci in spinare.
BUCKINGHAM: (aparte) Desteptdciune mare in glumele-i
arata,

Spre a masca dispretul ce-1 are pentru Gloster.

Ca sa-l insele face ca rade chiar de sine,

Nu inteleg cum este asa siret, ca-i tanar.

GLOSTER: Vi rog, gratioase Doamne, sd treceti inainte;
Eu in timpul acesta cu varul Buckingham

Ma duc la mama voastrd s-o rog sd vind-ncoace,

Ca sa va intalneasca cand vesi sosi la Turn.

YORK: Mylord, la turnul Londrei adevarat cd mergeti?
PRINCIPELE: Mylord Protector zice c-asa va fi mai bine.
YORK: Nu voi dormi in pace in cele ziduri negre.
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GLOUCESTER: Why, what should you fear?
YORK: Marry, my uncle Clarence” angry ghost.
My grandam told me he was murder’d there.
PRINCE: I fear no uncles dead.

GLOUCESTER: Nor none that live, I hope.
PRINCE: An if they live, I hope I need not fear.
But come, my lord; and with a heavy heart,
Thinking on them, go I unto the Tower.

[A sennet. Exeunt all but GLOUCESTER, BUCKINGHAM and
CATESBY.

BUCKINGHAM: Think you, my lord, this little prating York
Was not incensed by his subtle mother

To taunt and scorn you thus opprobriously?

GLOUCESTER: No doubt, no doubt. O, ‘tis a perilous boy;
Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable:
He is all the mother’s, from the top to toe.
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GLOSTER: De ce sa-ti fie frica?

YORK: De umbra maniatd a unchiului meu Clarence.
Bunica mea imi spune c-acolo fu ucis.

PRINCIPELE: De unchi morti nu mi-e frica.
GLOSTER: De cei ce sunt in viatd sper inca mai putin.
PRINCIPELE: Pe cand traiesc e sigur cd n-am de ce ma
teme.

Sd mergem de acuma cu suflet intristat

Gandindu-ma la dansii spre Turn ma indreptez.

(les Principele de Galia, Ducele de York, Hastings, Cardinalul si
suita)

BUCKINGHAM: Nu crezi, Mylord, cd micul York,
nepotelul vostru,

A fost impins de mad-sa vicealna totdeauna

Sa te batjocoreascd, precum facea pe fata?

GLOSTER: Da fara indoiald; — e guraliu copilul;

E indraznet si iute, destept si prea istet:

E maicd-sa-n picioare.
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BUCKINGHAM: Well, let them rest. Come hither, Catesby.
Thou art sworn as deeply to effect what we intend

As closely to conceal what we impart:

Thou know’st our reasons urged upon the way.

What think’st thou? Is it not an easy matter

To make William Lord Hastings of our mind,

For the instalment of this noble Duke

In the seat royal of this famous isle?

CATESBY: He for his father’s sake so loves the prince
That he will not be won to aught against him.

BUCKINGHAM: What think’st thou then of Stanley? Will not

he?

CATESBY: He will do all in all as Hastings doth.
BUCKINGHAM: Well then, no more but this: go, gentle
Catesby,
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BUCKINGHAM: Ei sd-i ldsam in pace.

Vin', Catesby, incoace, jurat-ai sa implinesti

Vointa-ne in totul, si-n gandul tdu s-ascunzi

Cuvintele rostite inainte-ti in secret.

Pe drum ceva aflat-ai, pe cAnd veniai incoace, —

Crezi oare c-ar fi lesne sa-1 facem pe Lord Hastings

Sa fie de-o pdrere cu noi in planul nostru?

Sa indltam pe Gloster la tronul lui Eduard

Facandu-1 Domn puternic pe noi si tara noastra.
CATESBY: Iubeste mult pe printul, precum iubea pe
Eduard;

Cu greu se va decide, in contra lui, sunt sigur,

Ceva sa faptuiasca.

BUCKINGHAM: §i ce crezi tu de Stanley, acesta consimti-
va?

CATESBY: Va face el intocmai ca Hastings, e stiut.
BUCKINGHAM: Atunci vei face astfel: imediat sa pleci

Si sa-1 sondezi pe Hastings dar fard sd priceapa
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And, as it were far off, sound thou Lord Hastings
How he doth stand affected to our purpose;

And summon him to-morrow to the Tower,

To sit about the coronation.

If thou dost find him tractable to us,

Encourage him, and tell him all our reasons:

If he be leaden, icy-cold, unwilling,

Be thou so too, and so break off the talk,

And give us notice of his inclination;

For we to-morrow hold divided councils,

Wherein thyself shalt highly be employ’d.
GLOUCESTER: Commend me to Lord William. Tell him,
Catesby,

His ancient knot of dangerous adversaries

To-morrow are let blood at Pomfret-castle;

And bid my lord, for joy of this good news,

Give Mistress Shore one gentle kiss the more.
BUCKINGHAM: Good Catesby, go effect this business
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Si dacd poti, sd afli cam ce pdrere are.

Sa vie maine, spune-i, La Turn sd md gaseasca.
Aspura incorondrii voind sd chibzuim.

De-l simti ca-i favorabil, cat de putin chiar fie,
Atrage-l, expuindu-i a noastre argumente:

De-l vezi cd-i indardtnic, nesimtitor ca gheata,

Fii tot asa cu dansul, si nici sa-i mai vorbesti,
Comunicandu-mi grabnic a lui dispozitiune;
Cici, noi, in taind, maine, vrem sd ne chibzuim, —
Si acolo iti incumba un rol de confidenta.

GLOSTER: Din partea mea saluta-1 si spune-i daca vrei,
Ca maine o sd curga la Pomfret singe mult

Al vechilor sdi dusmani, si felicita-1 sincer

Din partea-mi pentru asta; pe Mistress Shore sarut-o
Prea iubitor din partea-mi.

BUCKINGHAM: Acum te duc de graba, sfarseste asta
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soundly.

CATESBY: My good lords both, with all the heed I can.
GLOUCESTER: Shall we hear from you, Catesby, ere we sleep?

CATESBY: You shall, my lord.

GLOUCESTER: At Crosby House, there shall you find us both.

[Exit CATESBY.

BUCKINGHAM: Now, my lord, what shall we do if we

perceive
Lord Hastings will not yield to our complots?

GLOUCESTER: Chop off his head, man; somwhat we will do:

And, look when I am King, claim thou of me
The earldom of Hereford and all the movables
Whereof the King my brother was possess’d.

BUCKINGHAM: I'll claim that promise at your grace’s hand.
GLOUCESTER: And look to have it yielded with all kindness.

Come, let us sup betimes, that afterwards
We may digest our complots in some form.

[Exeunt.

121

William Shakespeare
Richard III. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

treaba.

CATESBY: Da, Domnilor, sfarsi-voi cat voi putea mai iute.
GLOSTER: §i chiar pana diseard raspunsul sa ni-1 dai.
CATESBY: Mylord, fard indoiala.

GLOSTER: Ne vei gédsi atuncea in piata langa Crosby.

(iese Catesby)

BUCKINGHAM: Acum, mylord, ce facem in caz de ne-am
convinge

C4d Hastings nu voieste cu noi sd se uneascd?

GLOSTER: li tadiem capul, vere, sau altceva asa.

Cand mad voi face Rege vei cere de la mine

Un comitat de Hereford, cu starea miscatoare,

Si toatd stdpanirea a fratelui meu Eduard.
BUCKINGHAM: Voi reclama atuncea aceastd promisiune.
GLOSTER: Cu mare bucurie o voi indeplini-o.

Intai la cina mergem, astfel cd dup-aceea

O sa ramaie vreme de alte sd vedem. (ies)
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Scene II.
Before LORD HASTING'S house.

Enter a MESSENGER

MESSENGER: What, ho! my lord!

HASTINGS: [Within] Who knocks at the door?
MESSENGER: A messenger from the Lord Stanley.
Enter LORD HASTINGS

HASTINGS: What is’t o’clock?

MESSENGER: Upon the stroke of four.
HASTINGS: Cannot my Lord Stanley sleep these tedious
nights?

MESSENGER: So it appears by that I have to say.
First, he commends him to your noble lordship.
HASTINGS: And then?

MESSENGER: And then he sens you word

He dreamt to-night to boar had razed his helm.
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SCENA II.
Inaintea casei lui Hastings.

Intrd un vestitor.

VESTITORUL: Mylord, mylord...

HASTINGS: (induntru) Ei, cine bate?

VESTITORUL: Din partea lui Lord Stanley.

(intrd Hastings)

HASTINGS: Ce ora e?

VESTITORUL: Aproape patru ore.

HASTINGS: Stapanul tau nici noaptea nu s-odihneste oare?

VESTITORUL: Asa, Mylord, s-ar pare din vestea ce aduc,
Intai se recomand4 cu amicie vous.

HASTINGS: Pe urma ce?

VESTITORUL: Comunicd pe urma c-azi noapte a visat
C4d l-a tdiat mistretul, pe cand dormea, in doud,
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Besides, he says there are two councils held, Afard de aceasta cd sunt doud intruniri,
And that may be determined at the one Cd ce se va decide in cea d-intdi din ele,
Which may make you and him to rue at the other. Va face ca sa plangeti la cea de-a doua poate.
Therefore he sends to know your lordship’s pleasure, De-aceea ma trimite sa aflu ce doriti, —
If you will presently take horse with him E bine ca indatd cu dansul sd porniti,
And with all speed post with him toward the north, Sa va dirijati pasul spre Nord cu mare grabd,
To shun the danger that his soul divines. Ferindu-va de rdul ce-n viitor presimte.
HASTINGS: Go, fellow, go, return unto thy lord; HASTINGS: Bdiete, te intoarce, stapanului tau spune-i,
Bid him not fear the separated councils: Céd n-are sa se teamd de-acele intruniri,
His honour and myself are at the one, Céci o sd fie fatd amicul meu Catesby,
And at the other is my good friend Catesby; $inu se va decide ceva-n privinta noastrd,
Where nothing can proceed that toucheth us, Fara ca pe loc sd aflu de dansul prevestit;
Whereof I shall not have intelligence. Zi dar cad fard cauza si in zadar se teme:
Tell him his fears are shallow, without instance; In ce priveste visu-i md mir cum se increde
And for his dreams, I wonder he is so fond in goala ilusiune a somnului stricat;
To trust the mock’ry of unquiet slumbers. Fugind de la mistretul far’ sd-1 goneasca dsta
To fly the boar before the boar pursues, E mijloc sa-1 asmute.
Were to incense the boar to follow us Stdpan-tdu sa se scoale, sa vie indatd aicea;
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And make pursuit where he did mean no chase. $i singur o sd vadd cd ne primeste bine

Go, bid thy master rise and come to me; Mistretul.

And we will both together to the Tower,

Where, he shall see, the boar will use us kindly.

MESSENGER: My gracious lord, I'll tell him what you say. [Exit VESTITORUL: Merg indatd, mylord, sd-i spun porunca.

Enter CATESBY (Intrd Catesby)

CATESBY: Many good morrows to my noble lord! CATESBY: Salut cu plecdciune pe nobilul meu Lord.
HASTINGS: Good morrow, Catesby; you are early stirring. HASTINGS: Sir Catesby, devreme venit-ai; bund ziua.
What news, what news, in this our tottering state? Ce noutdti, ce veste prin zdruncinata tara?

CATESBY: It is a reeling world indeed, my lord; CATESBY: E-n adevar o tard ce-n veci e clatinata,
And I believe will never stand upright Si cred cd statul nostru nu va sta drept vreodata

Till Richard wear the garland of the realm. Inainte ca ghirlanda s-o poarte Richard Gloster.
HASTINGS: How, wear the garland! Dost thou mean the HASTINGS: Ghirlanda! Ce ghirland&? Sau vrei sa zici
crown? coroana.

CATESBY: Ay, my good lord. CATESBY: Asa, mylord, coroana.

HASTINGS: I'll have this crown of mine cut from my shoulders HASTINGS: Prefer sa mi se taie fara-ndurare capul
Before I'll see the crown so foul misplaced. Decét sd vad coroana ajunsa unde zici;

But canst thou guess that he doth aim at it? Ce, oare observat-ai cd i-a intrat in gand?
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CATESBY: Ay, on my life; and hopes to find you forward
Upon his party for the gain thereof;

And thereupon he sends you this good news,

That this same very day your enemies,

The kindred of the Queen, must die at Pomfret.
HASTINGS: Indeed, I am no mourner for that news,
Because they have been still my enemies;

But that I'll give my voice on Richard’s side

To bar my master’s heirs in true descent,

God knows I will not do it to the death.

CATESBY: God keep your lordship in that gracious mind!
HASTINGS: But I shall laugh at this a twelve-month hence,
That they which brought me in my master’s hate,

I live to look upon their tragedy.

I tell thee, Catesby, —

CATESBY: What, my lord?

HASTINGS: Ere a fortnight make me older,

I'll send some packing that yet think not on it.
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CATESBY: Pe viata mea, ghicit-ai i are chiar speranta
Sd va gaseascd gata sa-i dati un ajutor,

Si asta e si cauza cd va trimite veste

Cé rudele Reginei ai vostri inamici

Pieri-vor azi la Pomfret.

HASTINGS: Pe legea mea, o veste ce nu intristeaza!
Céci fost-au totdeauna mari dusmani pentru mine;
Dar ca sd-i dau vreun sprijin lui Richard intr-acesta,
S-exclud mostenitori iubitului Domn

N-as face-o pan’ la moarte, mi-e martor Dumnezeu!
CATESBY: In aste dispozitii dea Domnul sa ramai.
HASTINGS: Dar dup-un an de zile la randul meu voi rade.
Cand voi vedea sfarsitul acelor oameni tocmai

Ce au lucrat in viatd s-aducd-a mea pieire

O lund nu va trece si vei vedea tu, Catesby,

Cum o sa pata si altii la care nu te gandesti.
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CATESBY: ‘Tis a vile thing to die, my gracious lord,
When men are unprepared and look not for it.
HASTINGS: O monstrous, monstrous! And so falls it out
With Rivers, Vaughan, Grey; and so ‘twill do

With some men else that think themselves as safe

As thou and I, who, as thou know’st, are dear

To princely Richard and to Buckingham.

CATESBY: The Princes both make high account of you-
[Aside] For they account his head upon the bridge.
HASTINGS: I know they do, and I have well deserv’d it.
[Enter LORD STANLEY

Come on, come on; where is your boar-spear, man?
Fear you the boar, and go so unprovided?

STANLEY: My lord, good morrow; good morrow, Catesby.
You may jest on, but, by the holy rood,
I do not like these several councils, I.
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CATESBY: Mylord, cat e de groaznic sa moard cineva,
Cand nu asteaptd moartea si nu e preparat!

HASTINGS: ingrozitor, —asa e! Si astfel este cazul

Cu Lord Grey, Vaughan si Rivers, precum o sd mai fie
Cu multi alti ce cunoastem, si care se cred mai siguri
Decat oricand acuma, si chiar sunt prea iubiti

De Buckingham fdlosul si Richard cel domnesc.
CATESBY: Ei, la Mdria voastra tin foarte mult s-o credeti
(aparte) Caci capul ti-1 si vede pe poarta cea fatala.
HASTINGS: Ma pretuiesc, stiu bine precum si vrednic sunt.
(intrd Stanley)

Dar cum? Aici venit-ai, mistretul sa-1 vanezi

Si sulita-ti lipseste! Te temi de-acest mistret

$i vii cu méana goala?

STANLEY: Mylord cu plecdciune, Sir Catesby, cum mai
merge?

Ei, poti s-o iei in glumd, dar jur pe sfanta cruce,

Deloc nu-mi place mie acest sfat indoit.
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HASTINGS: My lord,

I hold my life as dear as yours,

And never in my days, I do protest,

Was it so precious to me as “tis now.

Think you, but that I know our state secure,

I would be so triumphant as I am?

STANLEY: The lords at Pomfret, when they rode from
London,

Were jocund and suppos’d their states were sure,
And they indeed had no cause to mistrust;

But yet you see how soon the day o’ercast.

This sudden stab of rancour I misdoubt;

Pray God, I say, I prove a needless coward!

What, shall we toward the Tower? The day is spent.

HASTINGS: Come, come, have with you. Wot you what, my
Lord?
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HASTINGS: Mylord, eu tin la viatd cat si Domnia Ta
Sijur ca niciodata mai mult decat acum

Ea nu mi-a fost mai scumpa.

De nu vedeam ca statul e-n sigurantd mare

M-as pronunta acuma cu atata confidenta?

STANLEY: Cand au pornit din Londra si au trecut prin
Pomfret

Erau destul de veseli sirmanii Lorzi, credeau,

C4d sunt in sigurantd cu starea lor in viata.

Si ce e drept nici n-aveau de ce sd se ingrijeasca;

Cu toate astea, uite cum s-a intunecat.

Aceastd razbunare deodata izbucnita

De fel nu-mi place mie;

Si as dori din suflet sa-mi fie frica vana

Acum la Turn sd mergem cdci am intarziat.
HASTINGS: Sa mergem dar, sunt gata, Myord, dusmanii
nostri
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To-day the lords you talk’d of are beheaded. Deja la ceasul asta s-au si decapitat.
STANLEY: They, for their truth, might better wear their heads, STANLEY: Mai drept era ca dansii viata sa-si conserve
Than some that have accus’d them wear their hats. Decat alti care astdzi nici nu-si scot paldria—
But come, my lord, let us away. Da, da, Mylord, sda mergem.
Enter a Pwursuivant (Intrd un cdldret)
HASTINGS: Go on before; I'll talk with this good fellow. HASTINGS: Voi, mergeti inainte, vreau sa vorbesc cu-
[Exeunt STANLEY and CATESBY acesta. (ies Stanley si Catesby)
How now, sirrah! How goes the world with thee? Ei, Domnule, ce veste? Si cum o duci cu lumea?
PURSUIVANT: The better that your lordship please to ask. CALARETUL: Mylord, merg si mai bine de cand m-ati
intrebat.
HASTINGS: I tell thee, man, “tis better with me now, HASTINGS: 5S4 stii tu ca si mie imi merge mult mai bine
Than when thou met’st me last where now we meet: Decét cand tot aicea ne-am intalnit odata:
Then was I going prisoner to the Tower, Atunci la inchisoare, la Turn ma duceam;
By the suggestion of the Queen’s allies; De rudele Reginei trimis cu viclenie;
But now, I tell thee-keep it to thyself- i;i dau o noutate, — dar vezi si fii discret;
This day those enernies are put to death,, Azi dusmani aceia au fost executati,
And I in better state than e’er I was. Si eu stau mult mai bine decat am stat vreodata.
PURSUIVANT: God hold it, to your honour’s good content! CALARETUL: Aceastd multumire in veci s-aveti, Mylord.
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HASTINGS: Gramercy, fellow; there, drink that for me.
[Throws him his purse

PURSUIVANT: God save your lordship. [Exit

Enter a PRIEST

PRIEST: Well met, my lord; I am glad to see your honour.

HASTINGS: I thank thee, good Sir John, with all my heart.

I am in your debt for your last exercise;
Come the next Sabbath, and I will content you.

[He whispers in his ear
Enter BUCKINGHAM
BUCKINGHAM: What, talking with a priest, Lord
Chamberlain!
Your friends at Pomfret, they do need the priest:
Your honour hath no shriving work in hand.
HASTINGS: Good faith, and when I met this holy man,
The men you talk of came into my mind.
What, go you toward the Tower?
BUCKINGHAM: I do, my lord, but long I cannot stay;
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HASTINGS: Iti multumesc, amice, bea asta-n sinitatea-mi.
(ii aruncd o pungu)

CALARETUL: Mylord, va sarut méana.
(Intrd un preot)

PREOTUL: Cu bucurie mare va intadlnesc, Mylord.
HASTINGS: Pdrinte preasfintite, din inimd-s voios,

(iese calaretul)

Sunt debitorul vostru, de catva timp, veniti
Duminica, la mine ca sa va rasplétesc.

(Intrd Buckingham)

BUCKINGHAM: C-un preot stai la vorbd, Lord mare
Chambellan?

Amicilor la Pomfret le trebuie un preot.

Dar voi cu un duhovnic n-aveti, Mylord ce face.
HASTINGS: in adevar voi spune, cd intalnind aicea
Pe-acest prea sfant pdrinte, la dansii m-am gandit

La Turn te duci acuma?

BUCKINGHAM: Acolo merg de-a dreptul; dar mult nu pot
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I shall return before your lordship thence. sd stau;
Ma voi intoarce singur mai iute decat voi.

HASTINGS: Nay, like enough, for I stay dinner there. HASTINGS: E foarte cu putintd, cdci stau de pranz acolo.
BUCKINGHAM: [Aside] And supper too, although thou BUCKINGHAM: (aparte) Da, stai si de cind, cu toate ce n-o
knowest it not.- crezi
Come, will you go? (tare) Acuma vii cu mine?
HASTINGS: I'll wait upon your lordship. [Exeunt HASTINGS: Mylord, arata-mi drumul.
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Scene III. SCENA III.
Pomfret Castle Pomfret, — inaintea castelului.
Enter SIR RICHARD RATCLIFF, with halberds, carrying RIVERS, Intrd Ratcliffe cu un paizitor ducind pe Rivers, Grey si Vaugham
GREY, and VAUGHAN to death la moarte.
RATCLIFF: Come, bring forth the prisoner. RATCLIFFE: Pe prizonieri adu-i.
RIVERS: Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me tell thee this: RIVERS: i;i spun, Sir Richard Ratcliffe, inainte de-a muri
To-day shalt thou behold a subject die Cd vei privi pieirea acelor ce platesc
For truth, for duty, and for loyalty. Credinta, datoria c-un sdnge inocent.
GREY: God keep the prince from all the pack of you! GREY: Ah! Domul sd-1 pdzeasca pe Principe de voi!
A knot you are of damned blood-suckers. Voi gasca ucigasa de blestemati misei.
VAUGHAN: You live that shall cry woe for this hereafter. VAUGHAN: Cédci veti trdi sd plangeti ce se petrece astazi.
RATCLIFF: Dispatch; the limit of your lives is out. Grabiti deci caci a vitii masura vi s-a scurs.
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RIVERS: O Pomfret, Pomfret! O thou bloody prison,
Fatal and ominous to noble peers!

Within the guilty closure of thy walls

Richard the Second here was hack’d to death;

And for more slander to thy dismal seat,

We give to thee our guiltless blood to drink.

GREY: Now Margaret’s curse is fallen upon our heads,
For standing by when Richard stabb’d her son.

RIVERS: Then curs’d she Hastings, then curs’d she
Buckingham,

Then curs’d she Richard. O, remember, God,

To hear her prayer for them, as now for us!

And for my sister, and her princely sons,

Be satisfied, dear God, with our true blood,

Which, as thou know’st, unjustly must be spilt.
RATCLIFF: Make haste; the hour of death is expiate.
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RIVERS: Ah! Pomfret, negru Pomfret! Ah! Carcera fatala!
Locas ursuz, mormantul atator nobili Lorzi.,

In zidurile tale, incinta singeroasa

Ucis fu cu cruzime al doilea Richard;

Si spre a fi mai neagra acea listd infiordtoare
Pamantul tdu acuma va bea al nostru sange.

GREY: Blestemul Margaretei acuma ne apasad;
Cand invoca pe tine, pe Hastings si pe mine

Fatala razbunare, — pe noi ce stdm aproape,

Cand Richard sangerosul i-a ucis copilul.

RIVERS: Pe Buckingham odata cu noi l-a blestemat,
Si asemenea pe Richard. Ah! N-o uita, oh! Doamne,
Precum ai ascultat-o cu noi ascult-o iardsi

In ceea ce-i priveste. Iar pentru a mea sora

Si copilasii tineri, fii multumit, oh! Doamne,

Cu sangele ce curge acuma pe nedrept!

RATCLIFFE: Grabeste, zic grabeste, cdci ceasul a venit.
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RIVERS: Come, Grey; come, Vaughan; let us here embrace. RIVERS: Veniti, Grey, Vaugham, aproape, sd ne

And take our leave, until we meet in heaven. [Exeunt imbratisam,
La revedere dara, ne intalnim in cer. (ies)
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Scene IV. SCENA V.
London. The Tower. Londra — o camerd in Turn.
Enter BUCKINGHAM, DERBY, HASTINGS, the BISHOP of ELY, Buckinghnam, Stanley, Hastings, Episcopul de Ely, Catesby,
RATCLIFF, LOVEL, with others and seat themselves at a table Lovel si altii sed imprejurul unei mese, ofiteri si consilieri etc.
HASTINGS: My lords, at once: the cause why we are met HASTINGS: Noi, adunati aicea, stdpanii mei, suntem
Is to determine of the coronation. Sa hotdram cu totii asupra incoronadrii;
In God’s name speak, when is the royal day? In ce zi o s fie?
BUCKINGHAM: Is all things ready for the royal time? BUCKINGHAM: Sunt prentru sarbatoare destule pregatiri?
DERBY: It is, and wants but nomination. STANLEY: E gata tot, ramane o zi sd se fixeze.
BISHOP OF ELY: To-morrow then I judge a happy day. EPISCOPUL: Atuncea cred ca maine ar fi mai nimerit.
BUCKINGHAM: Who knows the lord protector’s mind BUCKINGHAM: Cunoasteti hotararea lui Gloster intr-
herein? aceasta?
Who is most inward with the noble duke? Din cei ce sunt aicea e vreunul mai de-aproape
Cu el in legatura?
BISHOP OF ELY: Your Grace, we think, should soonest know EPISCOPUL: Luminatia voastra se zice ca sunteti.

his mind.
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BUCKINGHAM: We know each other’s faces,
But for our hearts, he knows no more of mine
Or I of his, my lord, than you of mine.

Lord Hastings, you and he are near in love.

HASTINGS: I thank his Grace, I know he loves me well;
But for his purpose in the coronation

I have not sounded him, nor he deliver'd

His gracious pleasure any way therein:

But you, my noble lords, may name the time;

And in the duke’s behalf I'll give my voice,

Which, I presume, he’ll take in gentle part.

Enter GLOUCESTER

BISHOP OF ELY: In happy time, here comes the Duke himself.

GLOUCESTER: My noble lords and cousins all, good morrow.

I have been long a sleeper, but I hope,
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BUCKINGHAM: La fatd ne cunoastem, cat insa pentru
suflet,

El mai putin cunoaste pe-al meu decat cunosc

Pe-al Preasfintiei voastre; din partea mea, pe-al lui
Nu-1 pot ghici mai bine decat voi pe al meu; —

Lord Hastings e cu dansul din toti cel mai legat.
HASTINGS: Da, stiu ca ma iubeste, sunt recunoscator,
Dar n-am vorbit cu dansul deloc de-ncoronare;

Nu i-am sondat parerea nici dansul nu mi-a spus
Deloc ce vrea sa faca.

Prin glasul meu sunt sigur cd Gloster consimti-va.

(Intrd Gloster)

EPISCOPUL: La vreme tocmai vine chiar dansul in
persoana.

GLOSTER: Lorzi prea inalti si rude, pe toti va salutam
Sunt in intarziere, cu toate astea sper
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My absence doth neglect no great designs, Céd n-are importantd venirea mea tarzie.
Which by my presence might have been concluded.
BUCKINGHAM: Had you not come upon your cue, my lord, BUCKINGHAM: De nu veneai la vreme, mylord, la
William Lord Hastings had pronounc’d your part- adunare;
I mean, your voice,- for crowning of the king. Ne declara Lord Hastings pldcerea ce aveti,
Asupra incorondrii, ce este sd se faca.
GLOUCESTER: Than my Lord Hastings no man might be GLOSTER: Din toti ce sunt aicea putea el sa va spuie;
bolder; Cdci ma cunosc bine si tare ma iubeste;
His lordship knows me well and loves me well. Mylord Episcop d’Ely plimbandu-ma la Holborn
HASTINGS: I thank your grace. Vazut-am in gradind c-aveti cdpsuni frumoase;
GOUCESTER: My Lord of Ely! Va rog dar sda-mi trimiteti vreo cateva si mie.
BISHOP of ELY: My lord?
GLOUCESTER: When I was last in Holborn,
I saw good strawberries in your garden there:
I do beseech you send for some of them.
BISHOP OF ELY: Marry, and will, my lord, with all my heart. EPISCOPUL: Cum nu, cu bucurie?
[Exit
GLOUCESTER: Cousin of Buckingham, a word with you. GLOSTER: Lord Buckingham, vere, as vrea sa-ti spun o
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[Drawing him aside

Catesby hath sounded Hastings in our business,

And finds the testy gentleman so hot,

That he will lose his head ere give consent

His master’s child, as worshipfully he terms it,

Shall lose the royalty of England’s throne.

BUCKINGHAM: Withdraw yourself awhile; I'll go with you.
Exit GLOUCESTER, BUCKINGHAM following

DERBY: We have not yet set down this day of triumph.
To-morrow, in my judgment, is too sudden;

For I myself am not so well provided

As else I would be, were the day prolong’d.

Re-enter the BISHOP OF ELY

BISHOP OF ELY: Where is my lord protector? I have sent for
these strawberries.

HASTINGS: His grace looks cheerfully and smooth to-day;
There’s some conceit or other likes him well

When that he bids good morrow with such spirit.

137

William Shakespeare

Richard III. Parallel Texts
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

vorba. (il ia la o parte)

In treaba noastra, Catesby, pe Hastings l-a sondat,

Si zice cd-1 gdseste asa infldcdrat,

Cd capul si-1 va pierde, dar nu ca consimti,

Ca fiul lui stapan-sdau (cum cheama el pe Eduard)

Sa piarda carmuirea regatului Engles.

BUCKINGHAM: Retrage-te o vreme si vin cu Domnia Ta.
(Ies Gloster si Buckingham)

STANLEY: Aceasta zi de slava n-o sorociram inca.

Cred ziua cea de maine cam prea apropiatd;

Céci eu chiar nu sunt gata cum as dori sd fiu

De-ar fi mai departata.

(Reintrd Episcopul de Ely)

EPISCOPUL: Mylord Protector unde-i? —cdci am trimis la
fragi.

HASTINGS: Mi s-a parut azi Gloster voios si multumit,

Si are-n gand imi pare, un ce ce-i place mult, —

N-ati observat ce vesel ne dete ziua buna?
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I think there’s never a man in Christendom

That can lesser hide his love or hate than he;

For by his face straight shall you know his heart.
DERBY: What of his heart perceive you in his face

By any livelihood he show’d to-day?

HASTINGS: Marry, that with no man here he is offended;
For, were he, he had shown it in his looks.

DERBY: I pray God he be not, I say.

Re-enter GLOUCESTER and BUCKINGHAM
GLOUCESTER: I pray you all, tell me what they deserve
That do conspire my death with devilish plots

Of damned witchcraft, and that have prevail’d

Upon my body with their hellish charms?

HASTINGS: The tender love I bear your grace, my lord,
Makes me most forward in this princely presence

To doom the offenders, whosoe’er they be.

I say, my lord, they have deserved death.
GLOUCESTER: Then be your eyes the witness of this ill:
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In lumea crestineasca nici nu cunosc un om
Ca el sd nu ascundd ura nici iubirea;
Vezi in a sa figurd in inima-i ce misca.

STANLEY: S-obrazul sdu ce-ti spune de inima sa astdzi?

HASTINGS: Am inteles ca dansul nu-i supdrat pe nimeni
Din cei ce sunt aicea, caci altfel se vedea

Clar din a lui privire.

(Reintrd Gloster si Buckingham)

GLOSTER: Vi rog, Mylord, sa-mi spuneti, ce meritd aceia
Ce-mi plasmuiesc pieirea cu planuri indrécite,

Si scopuri infernale; si chiar au izbutit

Cu farmeci blestemate sa ma loveasca aprig?
HASTINGS: Iubirea mea adanca cu care va privesc,

Sa indraznesc ma-ndeamna inaintea acestor Domni

A-i osandi cu-asprime: orcine ar fi dansii

De moarte sunt pasabili.

GLOSTER: Atuncea chiar cu ochi-ti priveste rdutatea,
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Look how I am bewitch’d; behold, mine arm

Is like a blasted sapling withered up;

And this is Edward’s wife, that monstrous witch,
Consorted with that harlot strumpet Shore,

That by their witchcraft thus have marked me.
HASTINGS: If they have done this deed, my noble lord,-
GLOUCESTER: If!-thou protector of this damned strumpet,
Tellest thou to me of ‘ifs’? Thou art a traitor:

Off with his head! Now by Saint Paul I swear

I will not dine until I see the same.

Lovel and Ratcliff, look that it be done.

The rest that love me, rise and follow me.

[Exeunt all but HASTINGS, LOVEL, and RATCLIFF
HASTINGS: Woe, woe for England! not a whit for me;
For I, too fond, might have prevented this.

Stanley did dream the boar did raze our helms,

And I did scorn it and disdain to fly:

Three times to-day my foot-cloth horse did stumble,
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Sunte fermecat, priveste, e bratul meu uscat

Ca craca putezité, cumnata mea, nevasta

Lui Eduard, face asta, urata vrajitoare,

Si cu acea femeie stricata Mistress Shore —

Sunt ele doud cu farmeci ce astfel ma-nsemnara.
HASTINGS: De dansele de-i faptul in adevar comis...
GLOSTER: Ce Dracu! Tiitorul acestei desfranate

Imi mai rdspunzi cu ,dacd”, —un traddtoar esti, Hastings,
Pe loc sd-i cadd capul! Pe sfantul Paul, jur

N-am sd md pun la masd pan’ nu l-oi vedea mort!

Voi, Catesby si Lovel, vedeti in graba de acesta,

Si toti ce tin la mine sd ma urmeze-afara.

(iese consiliul cu Gloster si Buckingham)

HATINGS: Vai! Pentru biata tard! Nu zic vai pentru mine;
Am fost bun totdeauna, vezi unde am ajuns;

Visase bietul Stanley ca capul ii std sad cada

Visase pe mistretul!

Nu l-am bagat in seamd, si n-am voit sd fug;
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And started when he look’d upon the Tower,
As loath to bear me to the slaughter-house.
O, now I need the priest that spake to me:

I now repent I told the pursuivant,

As ‘twere triumphing at mine enemies
To-day at Pomfret bloodily were butcher’d,
And I myself secure in grace and favour.

O Margaret, Margaret, now thy heavy curse
Is lighted on poor Hastings” wretched head!

RATCLIFF: Dispatch, my lord; the duke would be at dinner;
Make a short shrift; he longs to see your head.

HASTINGS: O momentary grace of mortal men,
Which we more hunt for than the grace of God!
Who builds his hope in air of your good looks,
Lives like a drunken sailor on a mast,

Ready with every nod to tumble down
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Vedem de trei ori astazi ca calul meu cel teapan
S-a poticnit aproape de Turn, rdu speriat;

Parca i-ar fi fost fricd sa vie la macel.

Acum am trebuintad destuld de duhovnic

Si acuma rdu imi pare c-adineauri numai

Ma bizuiam cu visuri, spuind c-ai mei dusmani
Chiar astazi dusi la Pomfret au fost executati,

Céd sunt in sigurantd de gratie, de favoare!

Regina Margareta! Blestemul tdu cel greu

Pe capu-mi cu cruzime descinde apdsand!
CATESBY: Mylord, rog isprdveste, cici Gloster e zorit,
Te spovedeste iute, el nu vrea sd manance

Pan’ nu-ti va vedea capul.

HASTINGS: Iubire trecdtoare de oameni resimtita.
Ce te cdutam mai aprig decat pe-acea de sus,
Acela ce-si clddeste speranta in privirea-ti

Atat de-nseldtoare, va fi ca marinarul

Ce pe catarg se suie, cu capul ametit
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Into the fatal bowels of the deep. De multd bauturd; fiind amenintat

Cu orisice miscare sa cada, inghitindu-1

Prdpastia nesfarsita in sanul sdu adanc.
LOVEL: Come, come, dispatch; ‘tis bootless to exclaim. CATESBY: Mylord, am zis grdbeste, e vana pocdinta.
HASTINGS: O bloody Richard! Miserable England! HASTINGS: Oh! Richard sangerosul! — Nenorocita tara!
I prophesy the fearfull’st time to thee Iti poruncesc o er4 de groaza, de durere
That ever wretched age hath look’d upon. Ce-n mii de veacuri inca pe tine nu venise —
Come, lead me to the block; bear him my head. Duceti-ma la moarte, — purtati-i capul meu;
They smile at me who shortly shall be dead. [Exeunt Din cei ce rad acuma, curdand multi vor muri! (iese)
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Scene V.

London. The Tower-walls.

Enter GLOUCESTER and BUCKINGHAM in rotten armour,
marvellous ill-favoured

GLOUCESTER: Come, cousin, canst thou quake and change
thy colour,

Murder thy breath in middle of a word,

And then again begin, and stop again,

As if thou were distraught and mad with terror?

BUCKINGHAM: Tut, I can counterfeit the deep tragedian;
Speak and look back, and pry on every side,

Tremble and start at wagging of a straw,

Intending deep suspicion: ghastly looks

Are at my service, like enforced smiles;

And both are ready in their offices,
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SCENA V.
Zidurile Londrei.

Buckingham si Gloster imbrdcati in armurd sdngeroasd, ruginitd,
in stare foarte rea.

GLOSTER: Ce vrea sa zicd,vere? Cum tremuri, ce miscat
esti,

Schimbéandu-te la fatd? Oprindu-te cu gura

In mijlocul vorbirii, — pe urma iar vorbind

Oprindu-te si iardsi, chiar parc-ai fi nebun,

Cuprins de vreo fricd ingrozitoare, mare?
BUCKINGHAM: Tacij, ca tragedianul eu stiu sa ma prefac;
Vorbesc, o-ntorc pe urma, privesc pe ici pe colo,

De zboarad chiar un pai ma dau deoparte, tremur

Cu fricd prefacuta; privirea-mi ingrozita

Pot orisicand imi place preface intr-un zambet.

Dar unde-i Catesby oare?
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At any time to grace my stratagems.
But what, is Catesby gone?
GLOUCESTER: He is; and, see, he brings the mayor along. GLOSTER: S-a dus, —dar iacé vine, cu el e Lordul Mayor.
Enter the LORD MAYOR and CATESBY (Intrd Lordul Mayor si Catesby)
BUCKINGHAM: Lord Mayor,- BUCKINGHAM: Lasati-ma cu dansul, sa-1 intretin, Lord
Mayor.
GLOUCESTER: Look to the drawbridge there! GLOSTER: Vezi la podet inainte.
BUCKINGHAM: Hark! a drum. BUCKINGHAM: Parc-auzii o toba.
GLOUCESTER: Catesby, o’erlook the walls. GLOSTER: Spre zid pdzeste; Catesby.
BUCKINGHAM: Lord Mayor, the reason we have sent- BUCKINGHAM: Cuvantul pentru care te-am chemat,
Mylord...
GLOUCESTER: Look back, defend thee; here are enemies. GLOSTER: Te apdrd, sunt dusmani acestia ce alearga.
BUCKINGHAM: God and our innocency defend and guard us! BUCKINGHAM: A vostra inocenta si cerul sa ne scape.
Enter LOVEL and RATCLIFF, with HASTINGS’ head (Intrd Lovel si Ratecliffe cu capul lui Hastings)
GLOUCESTER: Be patient; they are friends, Ratcliff and Lovel. GLOSTER: Asteaptd, sunt prieteni; e Ratcliffe si cu Lovel.
LOVEL: Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, LOVEL: Aicea este capul acelui tradator,
The dangerous and unsuspected Hastings. Periculosul Hastings, mult timp nebdnuit.
GLOUCESTER: So dear I lov’d the man that I must weep. GLOSTER: Asa mult il iubisem ca trebuie sa plang;
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I took him for the plainest harmless creature

That breath’d upon the earth a Christian;

Made him my book, wherein my soul recorded
The history of all her secret thoughts;

So smooth he daub’d his vice with show of virtue
That, his apparent open guilt omitted,

I mean his conversation with Shore’s wife-

He liv’'d from all attainder of suspects.

BUCKINGHAM: Well, well, he was the covert’st shelt'red
traitor

That ever lived.

Would you imagine, or almost believe,

Were’t not that by great preservation,

We live to tell it, the subtle traitor

This day had plotted, in the council-house,

To murder me and my good Lord of Gloucester?
MAYOR: Had he done so?
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Credeam ca este omul cel mai bun cel mai simplu
Din lumea crestineasca.

Era chiar ca o carte in care al meu suflet

Vdrsa cu confidentd gandirea sa secreta.

Atat isi poleise sub a virtutii masca

Ascunsa viclenie, ca dacd exceptezi

Vaditele pdcate ce dansul comitea,

Vreau sd vorbesc, pricepeti si voi de Mistress Shore
Puteai sd-1 numeri lesne prin cei nesdbuiti.
BUCKINGHAM: Era, zau tradatorul cel mai ascuns si
negru

Ce-am pomenit vreodatd, ma intelegi, Lord Mayor —
Nu ma va crede nimeni, dar nu e o minciung,
Printr-o minune mare de nu scdpam s-o spunem,

El, astdzi in consiliu, un trdd&tor viclen,

Urzise sd omoare pe Gloster si pe mine.

LORD MAYOR: Adevarat sa fie?
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GLOUCESTER: What! think you we are Turks or Infidels? GLOSTER: Putea sa fie altfel? Suntem pdgani si Turci?
Or that we would, against the form of law, Nu fdra judecata putem dispune singuri
Proceed thus rashly in the villain’s death Sd condamnam la moarte pe lasul tradator,
But that the extreme peril of the case, Dar un urgent pericol amenintd si pacea
The peace of England and our persons’ safety, $i viitorul tdrii in caz de-ntarziere;
Enforced us to this execution? Si siguranta noastra cerea imediat

Ca sd se pedepseasca.

MAYOR: Now, fair befall you! He deserv’d his death; LORD MAYOR: Lucrarati foarte bine, el moarte merita;
And your good Graces both have well proceeded Lumindtia voastrd aveti dreptate, pilda
To warn false traitors from the like attempts. Va prevesti pe altii de-a nu trada ca el;
I never look’d for better at his hands, Sa spun drept, de la dansul ma asteptam la asta
After he once fell in with Mistress Shore. De cind cdzu in mana acelei Doamne Shore.
BUCKINGHAM: Yet had we not determin’d he should die, BUCKINGHAM: Nu hotdrasem insd sa moara pentru
Until your lordship came to see his death, faptul,
Which now the loving haste of these our friends, Caci vream sa fiti acolo sa asistati si voi;
Something against our meanings, have prevented; Prudenta necesard si toti acesti prieteni
Because, my lord, I would have had you heard Impinsu-ne-au cu grab4 si nu crutdim pe Hastings;
The traitor speak, and timorously confess Am fi tinut ca sigur sa auziti, Mylord,
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The manner and the purpose of his treason;
That you might well have signified the same
Unto the citizens, who haply may
Misconster us in him and wail his death.

MAYOR: But, my good lord, your Grace’s words shall serve,
As well as I had seen and heard him speak;

And do not doubt, right noble princes both,

But I'll acquaint our duteous citizens

With all your just proceedings in this cause.

GLOUCESTER: And to that end we wish’d your lordship here,
T" avoid the the the censures of the carping world.
BUCKINGHAM: Which since you come too late of our intent,
Yet witness what you hear we did intend;

And so, my good Lord Mayor, we bid farewell.

Exit MAYOR.

GLOUCESTER: Go, after, after, cousin Buckingham.

The Mayor towards Guildhall hies him in an post:
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Vorbind pe tradatorul, si cum marturisea

Traddrile urzite, cu planul lor intreg;

Asa puteati mai lesne da deslusiri acelor

Din cetdteni, ce poate ar intelege rau

Ce am fdcut spre bine, si ar putea sa-1 planga.

LORD MAYOR: Mai mare confidentd-mi inspird ce-ai spus
Decat de-1 vedeam singur si-l1 auzeam vorbind;

Fiti fara indoiala, printi nobili, straluciti,

Voi preveni in formad pe cetdtenii toti

De marea-va dreptate in tot ce ati facut.

GLOSTER: Ba, chiar pentru acesta te-am chemat, Mylord
Sa ne scapi de a lumii trandava clevetire.
BUCKINGHAM: Deoarece venirati tarziu ca sa vedeti,
Puteti vointa noastrd s-o garantati curatd;

Cu astd rugdciune lua-vom ziua buna.

(iese Lord Mayor)

GLOSTER: Urmeaza-1 de aproape, bun vere Buckingham,
Spre Guildhall cu grabire isi indrepteaza pasul;
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There, at your meet’st advantage of the time,
Infer the bastardy of Edward’s children:

Tell them how Edward put to death a citizen,
Only for saying he would make his son

Heir to the crown-meaning indeed his house,
Which by the sign thereof was termed so.
Moreover, urge his hateful luxury

And bestial appetite in change of lust;

Which stretch’d unto their servants, daughters, wives,
Even where his raging eye or savage heart,
Without control lusted to make a prey.

Nay, for a need, thus far come near my person:
Tell them, when that my mother went with child
Of that unsatiate Edward, noble York

My princely father then had wars in France;
And, by true computation of the time,

Found that the issue was not his begot;

Which well appeared in his lineaments,
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Cand vei gasi momentul mai nimerit, acolo
Arata ca baietii lui Eduard sunt bastarzi;

Mai spune ce fel Eduard a pedepsit cu moarte
Pe-un cetdtean, ce tare a indraznit sa zica

Cd pe-al sau fiu il va face mostenitor la tron,
Deoarece coroana era semn de vechime

Al casei, si de aceea chiar numele-1 luase, —
Afara de acesta de luxul lui vorbeste,

De marea cheltuiala facuta cu placeri
Trupesti, ce se intinde pe roabele, pe fiice,
Chiar pe-ale lor neveste cand ochiul lui de fiara
Si nesatulu-i suflet farad niciun fel de carma
Zdareste prada gata.

Mai spune cand cu Eduard era insdrcinata

A mea cinstitd mamd, cum strdlucitul York,
Domnescul nostru tatd era dus in rdzboaie

In Franta insd timpul drept socotindu-1 dansul
Descopera cd pruncul nu poate fi al sdu, —
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Being nothing like the noble Duke my father.
Yet touch this sparingly, as ‘twere far off;
Because, my lord, you know my mother lives.

BUCKINGHAM: Fear not, my lord, I'll play the orator
As if the golden fee for which I plead
Were for myself; and so, my lord, adieu.
GLOUCESTER: If you thrive well, bring them to Baynard’s
Castle;
Where you shall find me well accompanied
With reverend fathers and well learned bishops.
BUCKINGHAM: I go; and towards three or four o’clock
Look for the news that the Guildhall affords.

[Exit.
GLOUCESTER: Go, Lovel, with all speed to Doctor Shaw.
[To CATESBY] Go thou to Friar Penker. Bid them both
Meet me within this hour at Baynard’s Castle.
[Exeunt all but GLOUCESTER
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Si mai clar incd proba din chipu-i reiesea,

Céci tatal copilului deloc nu semana;

Aluneca pe asta ca lucru din trecut,

Céci mama mea traieste, Mylord, sa nu uitdm.
BUCKINGHAM: Mylord, s fii pe pace, voi fi bun orator,
C4d si cum premiul de-aur la care voi tintiti

Ar fi sd-1 iau cu tnsumi. Acuma plec, adio.

GLOSTER: De ti-e izbanda buna, cu tine imediat

La Baynards Castle adu-i; acolo ma gasiti

Inconjurat de preoti si invatati Episcopi.

BUCKINGHAM: M4 duc, puteti fi sigur ca voi aduce scrire
La ora trei sau patru din Guildhall pentru voi.

(iese Buckingham)
GLOSTER: Tu Lovel, du-te iute la doctorul meu, Shaw,
(lui Catesby) Tu, la monachul Penker, chemati pe mandoi
S-adaste peste-o ora pand vin la Baynards Castle.
(ies Lovel si Catesby)

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2016



William Shakespeare
Richard III. Parallel Texts
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

149
Now will I go to take some privy order Acuma este vreme sd iau mdsuri secrete
To draw the brats of Clarence out of sight, Pentru ca sd dispard lighioanele lui Clarence;
And to give order that no manner person Sa poruncesc pe urmad ca nimeni absolut
Have any time recourse unto the Princes. [Exit. Cu niciun pret sd intre la Principii cei tineri. (iese)
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Scene VI.

London. A street.

Enter a SCRIVENER, with a paper in his hand.
SCRIVENER. Here is the indictment of the good Lord Hastings;
Which in a set hand fairly is engross’d

That it may be to-day read o’er in Paul’s.

And mark how well the sequel hangs together:
Eleven hours I have spent to write it over,

For yesternight by Catesby was it sent me;

The precedent was full as long a-doing;

And yet within these five hours lived Lord Hastings,
Untainted, unexamined, free, at liberty.

Here’s a good world the while! Who is so gross,
That cannot see this palpable device?

Yet who's so bold but says he sees it not?

Bad is the world; and all will come to nought,
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SCENA V1.
Londra. — o stradd.

Un grefier.

GREFIERUL: Acesta este actul de acusatie

Al bunului Lord Hastings, si este copiat
Curat, cu slovd mare, ce e si fie citeascad

La Sfantul Paul astazi, s-auda toti cuvantul, —
Vedeti ce bine suna, ce clar e redactat;

Eu, unsprezece ore am stat sa-1 copiez.

De ieri chiar de cu seard mi l-a trimis Catesby,
Originalul singur fu si mai greu de scris;

Cu toate astea Hastings traia acum cinci ore
Nebanuit si liber.

Ce lume e aceasta! Existd oare prostul

Ce nu pricepe lesne vadita-nseldciune?

Va indrazni el insa sa spuie c-o pricepe?
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When such ill dealing must be seen in thought. [Exit. E lumea pdcdtoass, si ce se va alege

Cand gandul cel mai tainic corupt e si stricat? (iese)
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Scene VII.

Baynard’s Castle.

Enter GLOUCESTER and BUCKINGHAM, at several doors.
GLOUCESTER: How now, how now! What say the citizens?
BUCKINGHAM: Now, by the holy Mother of our Lord,
The citizens are mum, say not a word.

GLOUCESTER: Touch’d you the bastardy of Edward’s
children?

BUCKINGHAM: I did; with his contract with Lady Lucy,
And his contract by deputy in France;

The insatiate greediness of his desire,

And his enforcement of the city wives;

His tyranny for trifles; his own bastardy,

As being got, your father then in France,

And his resemblance, being not like the duke:

Withal I did infer your lineaments,
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SCENA VIIL.
Curtea la Baynards Castle.

Gloster si Buckingham se intilnesc.
GLOSTER: Ce spun, iubite vere, cinstitii cetdteni?
BUCKINGHAM: Multimea este muta, o vorba nu rosteste.

GLOSTER: Atins-ai chestiunea copiilor lui Eduard?

BUCKINGHAM: Da, da, si legdtura cu Domnisoara Lucia,
Si apoi cdsdtoria printr-un trimis in Franta;

Dorinta nesatuld a poftelor nedemne;

Nevestele luate de el prin silnicie;

Meschina-i tiranie si bastardia lui; —

De nasterea-i vorbit-am, fiind in Franta tat-sau,

Putina-i semanare cu Ducele de York;

Conchis-am c-ale voastre trasaturi ne amintesc

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2016



Being the right idea of your father,

Both in your form and nobleness of mind;
Laid open all your victories in Scotland,

Your discipline in war, wisdom in peace,
Your bounty, virtue, fair humility;

Indeed, left nothing fitting for your purpose
Untouch’d or slightly handled in discourse:
And when mine oratory drew toward end,

I bid them that did love their country’s good
Cry ‘God save Richard, England’s royal king!

GLOUCESTER: And did they so?
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BUCKINGHAM: No, so God help me, they spake not a word;

But, like dumb statues or breathing stones,

Gazed each on other, and look’d deadly pale.

Which when I saw, I reprehended them;

And ask’d the Mayor what meant this wilfull silence:
His answer was, the people were not wont

Pe Ducele pdrinte, cu care semeni mult

Atat in aparentd cit si in calitdti;

Le-am adus aminte victoriei castigate

in Scotia, in rdzboaie, — v-am aratat purtarea

In batalii viteazd, in pace inteleapts, —

Virtutea, dirnicia, frumoasa modestie;

in fine, pentru scopu-mi, am zis tot, n-am uitat
S-ating ceva-n discursu-mi, nici n-am alunecat;
Cand la sfarsit ajunse a mea vorbire lungad,

Am spus: ,, Voi toti, ce tara din inimad iubiti,
Strigati: Trdiascd Richard, al Angliei Domn mare!”
GLOSTER: Ei bine, si strigat-au?

BUCKINGHAM: Pe legea mea, niciunul, o vorba n-a rostit;
Ca statuie de piatra, ce suflet n-au, nici glas

Ma observau prosteste si abia ca niste morti,

Eu, cand vdzui aceasta, i-am dojenit pe toti,

Pe Mylord intrebat-am de ce tdcerea asta:
Raspunse cd poporul nu este invatat
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To be spoke to but by the recorder.

Then he was urged to tell my tale again;

‘Thus saith the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferr'd’;
But nothing spoke in warrant from himself.

When he had done, some followers of mine own
At lower end of the hall hurl’d up their caps,

And some ten voices cried ‘God save King Richard!
And thus I took the vantage of those few,

‘Thanks, gentle citizens and friends,” quoth I

“This general applause and cheerful shout

Argues your wisdoms and your love to Richard.’
And even here brake off and came away.

GLOUCESTER: What, tongueless blocks were they! Would

they not speak?

BUCKINGHAM: No, by my troth, my lord.
GLOUCESTER: Will not the Mayor then and his brethren
come?
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Sa-1 adreseze altul si numai archivarul;

Atuncea el incepe sd spuie dupd mine,

Ce Ducele vorbeste si cam gaseste dansul;

Dar ne spunea acestea ca de la el venind.

Pe urma cand sfarseste, cativa urmasi ai mei,

In fundul s4lii, sapca au azvarlit in sus,

Strigand din ei vreo zece: Trdiascd Richard, Domnul!
Am profitat atuncea de-aceasta intamplare, —

,Va multumesc, prieteni, buni cetdteni, zicei,
Obsteasca v-aprobare cu tipat bucuros
Probeazd-ntelepciunea, si amorul ce purtati

Lui Richard Duke de Gloster.” Cu vorbele acestea
Am terminat cu vorba si am venit incoace.
GLOSTER: Ce natarai nemernici. Nu vrura sa vorbeasca?
$i Mayorul nu mai vine incoace cu ai sai?
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BUCKINGHAM: The Mayor is here at hand. Intend some fear;

Be not you spoke with but by mighty suit;

And look you get a prayer-book in your hand,

And stand between two churchmen, good my lord;
For on that ground I'll make a holy descant;

And be not easily won to our requests.

Play the maid’s part: still answer nay, and take it.
GLOUCESTER: I go; and if you plead as well for them
As I can say nay to thee for myself,

No doubt we'll bring it to a happy issue.
BUCKINGHAM: Go, go, up to the leads; the Lord Mayor
knocks.

[Exit GLOUCESTER.

[Enter the LORD MAYOR and Citizens

Welcome, my lord. I dance attendance here;

I think the Duke will not be spoke withal.

[Enter CATESBY.

Here comes his servant: how now, Catesby,
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BUCKINGHAM: Da vine, e aproape, prefa-te ca ti-e grija;
Cu rugdminte multe primeste sa-ti vorbeascad,
Bisericeasca carte n-o pdrasi din mand,
Siintre doi duhovnici aseaza-te, Mylord;
[ar eu pe tema asta voi face un discurs:
Sd nu te lasi prea lesne sa fii induplecat;
Ca fetele raspunde ca nu vreij, si te lasa.
GLOSTER: Merg, daca pledoaria ce faci ii va misca
Pe dansii, cat pe mine ma-npinge sa te-ascult
E fara indoiald ca lesne izbutim.
BUCKINGHAM: Te du, aud Mayorul spre noi inaintand.
(iese Gloster)
(Intrd Lordul Mayor cu suita sa si alti cetiteni.)
Mylord, imi pare bine, —si eu astept aicea;
Cu Ducele probabil nu vom putea vorbi.
(Intrd Catesby de la castel.)
Ei, Catesby, ce rdspunde la rugdciunea noastra?
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What says he?
CATESBY: My lord, he doth entreat your grace CATESBY: El pe Maria voastra cu insistente roaga
To visit him to-morrow or next day; Ca maine sau pomaine sa-1 vizitati acasa:
He is within, with two right reverend fathers, Acum e induntru cu doi piosi parinti,
Divinely bent to meditation; in meditatie sfantd i-e duhul adancit,
And in no worldly suits would he be moved, Nici suferind sd-1 miste vreo grijd pamanteascd,
To draw him from his holy exercise. Ce l-ar putea distrage din sfintele-i lucrari.
BUCKINGHAM: Return, good Catesby, to thy lord again; BUCKINGHAM: Te du iar, scumpe Catesby, la gratiosul
Tell him, myself, the Mayor and citizens, Duce,
In deep designs, in matter of great moment, Anuntd-i ca aicea il asteptam cu totii
No less importing than our general good, Cu planuri importante ce cer urgentd mare,
Are come to have some conference with his grace. Ce ne intereseaza pe toti deopotriva,

C-asupra lor cu dansul vrem sa ne consultam.
CATESBY: I'll signify so much unto him straight. [Exit. CATESBY: Ma duc, fard zdbavd, sd fac precum ati spus.
BUCKINGHAM: Ah, ha, my lord, this prince is not an Edward! BUCKINGHAM: Ah! Principele dsta, Mylord, nu e un
He is not lolling on a lewd day-bed, Eduard!
But on his knees at meditation; El nu-si petrece veacul trdit pe o sofa;
Not dallying with a brace of courtezans, Ingenunchiat se roaga la Domnul s&-1 inspire;
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But meditating with two deep divines;

Not sleeping, to engross his idle body,

But praying, to enrich his watchful soul.

Happy were England would this gracious prince

Take on his Grace the sovereignty thereof;

But, sure, I fear we shall ne’et win him to it.

MAYOR: Marry, God defend his Grace should say us nay!

BUCKINGHAM!: [ fear he will.

[Re-enter CATESBY.

How now, Catesby, what says your lord?

CATESBY: My lord,

He wonders to what end you have assembled

Such troops of citizens to come to him.

His grace not being warn’d thereof before;

My lord, he fears, you mean no good to him.
BUCKINGHAM: Sorry I am my noble cousin should
Suspect me that I mean no good to him:
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Nu-si prapddeste vremea cu desfranatele,

$i nu-si ingrasa trupul dormind o zi intreagd;

Cu rugdciune vegheaza pe duhul sau continuu.

Ce fericita tara de-ar consimti vreodata

Un principe ca dansul s-o ia in mana sa. —

Cu greu as crede insa cd-1 vom indupleca.

LORD MAYOR: 54 ne pazeascd Domnul de-o refuza s-
asculte!

BUCKINGHAM: M4 tem c-o sd refuze; dar Catesby se
intoarce. (Intrd Catesby)
Ce hotaraste, Catesby?

CATESBY: Intreabs ce-i cuvantul de face s-adunati
O ceata ca aceasta spre a-l intampina!

Fiindca nu primise vreo stire despre lucrul

Se teme ca in contra-i ati pldsmuit ceva.

BUCKINGHAM: Destul de rau imi pare ca varul meu iubit
S& banuiasca chiara a noastra intentiune
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By heaven, we come in perfect love to him;
And so once more return and tell his Grace.
[Exit CATESBY.
When holy and devout religious men
Are at their beads, ‘tis much to draw them thence,

So sweet is zealous contemplation.
Enter GLOUCESTER aloft, between two BISHOPS.
CATESBY returns.

MAYOR: See where his Grace stands between two clergymen!

BUCKINGHAM: Two props of virtue for a Christian prince,
To stay him from the fall of vanity;

And, see, a book of prayer in his hand,

True ornaments to know a holy man.

Famous Plantagenet, most gracious prince,

Lend favourable ear to our request;

And pardon us the interruption

Of thy devotion and right Christian zeal.
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Cu dragoste in suflet venim deci catre dansul; —

Intoarce-te si spune-i odata ce am zis.
(iese Catesby)
Zdu, cand evlaviosii incep sa se inchine,
Nu-i poti atrage lesne cu ginduri pamantesti
Céci bucurie mare simtesc in rugaciune.
(Se arati Gloster, sus la galerie intre doi episcopi
Catesby se intoarce.)
LORD MAYOR: Priviti acum pe Duce stand intre doi
duhovnici.
BRAKENBURY: Aceasta-i demnul reazam al unui print
crestin
Céci ei 0 sa opreasca mandria de-al orbi.
Vedeti, in mand tine psaltirea cu sfintenie
Aceasta e proba cd e un om de bine: —
Plantagenet iubite, al nostru Domn gratios,
Da ascultare buna la rugdciunea noastrd,
Si iartd supararea nevolnic ce aducem
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GLOUCESTER: My lord, there needs no such apology:
I do beseech your Grace to pardon me,

Who, earnest in the service of my God,

Deferr’d the visitation of my friends.

But, leaving this, what is your grace’s pleasure?

BUCKINGHAM: Even that, I hope, which pleaseth God above,

And all good men of this ungovern’d isle.

GLOUCESTER: I do suspect I have done some offence
That seems disgracious in the city’s eye,

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance.
BUCKINGHAM: You have, my lord; would it might please
your grace,

At our entreaties, to amend that fault!
GLOUCESTER: Else wherefore breathe I in a Christian land?

BUCKINGHAM: Then know, it is your fault that you resign
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La sfanta meditatie a sufletului tau.

GLOSTER: Mylord, nu-i trebuinta de-a cere iertaciune

Ar fi mai drept ca insumi sd cer iertarea voastra;

Slujind pe domnul insd cu intreaga mea silintd,

Amicii ce ma cheama sunt deseori uitati, —

Dar sd lasam aceasta. De ce aveti pldcere?
BUCKINGHAM: Ce vrem, sper e vointa si a Domnului din
cer,

Si a tuturor ce bine doresc acestei tari.

GLOSTER: Imi vine banuiala c-as fi comis vreo fapta
Privita cu greseald de-acesti burghezi cinstiti

Si cd veniti acuma sd ma mustrati din cauza-i.
BUCKINGHAM: Mylord, asa e tocmai, asculta ruga noastra
Sirepara-vei lesne greseala cea comisa.

GLOSTER: De ce traiesc in lume, in tara crestineascd,
De nu e ca pe datd sa-mi indreptez pacatul?
BUCKINGHAM: Gresesti, asculta bine, nepasator, uitand
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The supreme seat, the throne majestical,

The scept’red office of your ancestors,

Your state of fortune and your due of birth,
The lineal glory of your royal house,

To the corruption of a blemish’d stock;
Whilst, in the mildness of your sleepy thoughts,
Which here we waken to our country’s good,
The noble isle doth want her proper limbs;
Her face defaced with scars of infamy,

Her royal stock graft with ignoble plants,

And almost should’red in the swallowing gulf
Of blind forgetfulness and deep oblivion.
Which to recure, we heartily solicit

Your gracious self to take on you the charge
And kingly government of this your land;
Not as protector, steward, substitute,

Or lowly factor for another’s gain;

But as successively, from blood to blood,
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Inalta carmuire si tronul maiestos,
Si semnul de putere, cel sceptru stramosesc,
Si averea cuvenitd prin nasterea ta tie,

Si neatinsa cinste a neamului domnesc; —
Le va pdstra-n vecie o spita putrezitd?

A adormit trecutul in gandul tau uitat?
Noi, in folosul tarii, dorim sa se destepte.
Da, insula s-adune intreaga sa putere;

O rand rusinoasa ii urateste fata,

Pe nobila-i tulpind e un altoi bastard,

E ca si azvarlita adanc intr-un mormant,
Uitata-n vesnicie, in nepdsarea lumii.

Noi, pentru-a ei salvare, din inimd rugam
Ca, chiar Mdria Voastra sa va luati asupra
Suprema carmuire a tdrii, tara noastra:

Dar nu vrem ca protector vechil sau loctiitor

Lucrand in locul altui si spre castigul lui:

Vrem ca prin mostenire, prin dreptul dat de sange,
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Your right of birth, your empery, your own.
For this, consorted with the citizens,

Your very worshipful and loving friends,
And by their vehement instigation,

In this just cause come I to move your grace.
GLOUCESTER: I know not wether to depart in silence
Or bitterly to speak in your reproof,

Best fitteth my degree or your condition:

If not to answer, you might haply think
Tongue-tied ambition, not replying, yielded
To bear the golden yoke of sovereignty,
Which fondly you would here impose on me;
If to reprove you for this suit of yours,

So season’d with your faithful love to me,
Then, on the other side, I check’d my friends.
Therefore, to speak, and to avoid the first,
And then, in speaking, not to incur the last,
Definitively thus I answer you.
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Sd iei ce iti revine, domnia legitima;
Aceasta e indemnul chiar, ce pe noi ne-aduce
Uniti toti impreund, prieteni, cetateni; —

Insarcinat de dansii, m-inchin sa ne asculti.

GLOSTER: Nu stiu cum e mai bine, sa plec far-a raspunde,
Sau sa va cert amarnic pentru aceste vorbe,
Doresc ca ce as face sa se concilieze

Cu-a nostra demnitate si pozitiunea voastrd;
Dar, daca n-as raspunde, voi ati putea sd credeti
Cd printr-a mea tdcere consimt, si cd cedez
Ambitiunii mele, si ca m-ati ispitit

Sa port cu bucurie domnia aurita

Ce buna-va vointa doreste sa-mi confere;

Pe de-altd parte iarasi de v-as ceda, primind

O rugd istovitoare din dragoste fideld,

As ofensa prin faptul pe chiar amicii mei;

Silit dard a vorbi sunt spre a nu face una,
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Your love deserves my thanks, but my desert

Unmeritable shuns your high request.

First, if all obstacles were cut away

And that my path were even to the crown,
As the ripe revenue and due of birth,

Yet so much is my poverty of spirit,

So mighty and so many my defects,

As I has rather hide me from my greatness,
Being a bark to brook no mighty sea,

Than in my greatness covet to be hid,

And in the vapour of my glory smother’d.
But, God be thanked, there is no need of me,
And much I need to help you, if need were;
The royal tree hath left us royal fruit,
Which, mellow’d by the stealing hours of time,
Will well become the seat of majesty

And make, no doubt, us happy by his reign.
On him I lay that you would lay on me,
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Vorbind sd caut insd sa nu fac pe cealaltd; —
Acesta e raspunsul ce-1 dau definitiv;
Iubirea-vd ma crede ma maguleste mult;

Din fericire insa de mine nu-i nevoie;

Chiar de s-ar simte insd, nu pot s fiu persoana
Ce 0 sd va convind

Din stramoseasca spita iesit-a rod domnesc,
Un rod ce se va coace, trecand incet pe el

Ani nesimtiti, ficaAndu-1 bun pentru maiestate
$iin domnia-i lungd pe toti va ferici.

Acelui de incumba cea sarcind inalta

Ce vreti voi sd-mi impuneti.

Céci steua sa ferice pe dansul il alege,

Si sd fereascda Domnul ca eu s-o smulg din mana-i.
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The right and fortune of his happy stars;

Which God defend that I should wring from him!
BUCKINGHAM: My lord, this argues conscience in your grace; BUCKINGHAM: Mylord, vorbind probarati ca constiinta

But the respects thereof are nice and trivial,
All circumstances well considered.

You say that Edward is your brother’s son.
So say we too, but not by Edward’s wife;
For first was he contract to Lady Lucy-
Your mother lives a witness to his vow-
And afterward by substitute betroth’d

To Bona, sister to the King of France.

These both put off, a poor petitioner,

A care-crazed mother to a many children,
A beauty-waning and distressed widow,
Even in the afternoon of her best days,
Made prize and purchase of his lustful eye,
Seduced the pitch and height of his thoughts
To base declension and loathed bigamy:

voastra

In toate v conduce; ati dat cuvinte ins3,
Ce cand le vezi de-aproape lipsesc de greutate;
Cd Eduard e copilul lui Eduard, este sigur
Nici noi nu zicem altfel, dar nu prin soata sa;
Intai cu Lady Lucia fusese logodit, —

Cinstita voastra mama o va marturisi;

Facu lodogn-a doua printr-un ambasador,
Cu Bona, sord buna a Regelui de Franta.

Pe amandoua pe urma uitandu-le, o proastd,
Vadana sdracita, c-o suma de copii,

Ajunsd cam spre seara a zilele-i frumoase,
L-a captivat privirea-i prin ochu-i fermecat,
Robindu-i barbadtia si fortele gandirii,
Lasandu-l in rusinea spurcatei bigamii;
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By her, in his unlawful bed, he got Din astd cununie nedemna s-a nédscut
This Edward, whom our manners term the prince. Cel Eduard cui de forma-i zicem numai Print.
More bitterly could I expostulate, Puteam da argumente puternice, amare,
Save that, for reverence to some alive, Atat, respectul numai al unora ce trdiesc
I give a sparing limit to my tongue. M-obliga sa-mi tin limba in marginea cuviintei;
Then, good my lord, take to your royal self Acum, Mylord iubite, in falnica-ti persoana
This proffer’d benefit of dignity; Primeeste demnitatea ce azi ti se ofera
If not to bless us and the land withal, Nu pentru noi primeste-o, nu pentru bunul tdrii
Yet to draw forth your noble ancestry Dar ca sd-ti tragi norodul din groapa ndmoloasa
From the corruption of abusing times, In care ajunsese, spre a-1 restabili
Unto a lineal true-derived course. In albia-i legitima.
MAYOR: Do, good my lord; your citizens entreat you. LORD MAYOR: Mylord iubit, primeste cetatenii.
BUCKINGHAM: Refuse not, mighty lord, this proffer’d love. BUCKINGHAM: Acest semn de iubire nu-I refuza, Mylord.
CATESBY: O, make them joyful, grant their lawful suit! CATESBY: Cu bucurie umple-i vointa lor facand-o.—
GLOUCESTER: Alas, why would you heap this care on me? GLOSTER: Vai! Vai! Povoara asta de griji de ce-mi
I am unfit for state and majesty. impuneti?
I do beseech you, take it not amiss: Nu-mi place maiestatea, maririle ma-nfioara; —
I cannot nor I will not yield to you. Rog, fard supdrare primiti raspunsul meu:
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BUCKINGHAM: If you refuse it,-as, in love and zeal,
Loath to depose the child, your brother’s son;

As well we know your tenderness of heart

And gentle, kind, effeminate remorse,

Which we have noted in you to your kin,

And egally indeed to all estates,-

Yet know, whe’er you accept our suit or no,

Your brother’s son shall never reign our king;

But we will plant some other in the throne

To the disgrace and downfall of your house;

And in this resolution here we leave you.

Come, citizens: zounds! I'll entreat no more.
GLOUCESTER: O, do not swear, my lord of Buckingham.
Exeunt BUCKINGHAM with the Citizens

CATESBY: Call him again, my lord, accept their suit.
Another: Do, good my lord, lest the land do rue it.
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Nu pot, mi-e imposibil zdu sa va satisfac.
BUCKINGHAM: Raspunsul de-1 dicteaza fidela pietate
Caci stiu destul de bine ca bunatatea voastra,
Cat si blandetea dulce si femeiasca mila
Ce-ati probat in toate atat rudelor voastre,
Amicilor de-aicea si tuturor din lume,
V-opesc de a evinge pe tandrul nepot. —

Sa stii un lucru bine, primesti or nu primesti:
Copilul niciodatd nu va domni pe noi;

Pe altul stabili-vom in tronul nostru falnic,
Desfiintand nevolnici mareata voastra casa —
Decizia-ne asta; plecam, v-am prevenit.
Urmati-md, prieteni, — destul ne-am rugat.

(iese Buckingham)

CATESBY: Mylord, sd se intoarcd, oh! Chemati-1 inapoi!
Acorda-le ce cere; cdci daca tot persisti

intreaga noastra tara va suferi cu dansii.
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GLOUCESTER: Would you enforce me to a world of cares? GLOSTER: Cu sila imi impuneti cea viata zdruncinatd,
Well, call them again. | am not made of stones, Sa fie deci cum spuneti. — Da, chema-i inapoi!
But penetrable to your kind entreats, Céci eu nu sunt de piatrd, —nu pot sa va refuz;
Albeit against my conscience and my soul. (iese Catesby)
[Re-enter BUCKINGHAM and the rest. E-n contra deciziunii si constiintei mele.
Cousin of Buckingham, and sage grave men, (reintrd Buckingham cu ceilalti)
Since you will buckle fortune on my back, Var Buckingham, prieteni, barbati cu greutate,
To bear her burden, whether I will or no, Deoarece-mi impuneti in contra voiei mele
I must have patience to endure the load; Sa port pe ai mei umeri domnia zdrobitoare,
But if black scandal or foul-faced reproach Silit voi fi nevolnic s-o duc cu indurare.
Attend the sequel of your imposition, Dar dacd calomnia sau neagra preventiune
Your mere enforcement shall acquittance me Urma-va de aproape un fapt ce fac silit,
From all the impure blots and stains thereof; In siluirea voastra gasi-voi descdrcare
For God doth know, and you may partly see, De orice banuiald sau pata rusinoasa:
How far I am from the desire of thereof. Céci Domnul numai stie, si singuri chiar vedeti

Cad departat de mine e lucrul ce se cere.

MAYOR: God bless your Grace! We see it, and will say it. LORD MAYOR: 54 véa ajute Domnul! Vedem si o vom

spune.
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GLOUCESTER: In saying so, you shall but say the truth.
BUCKINGHAM: Then I salute you with this royal title:

Long live King Richard, England’s worthy King!
MAYOR and CITIZENS: Amen.

BUCKINGHAM: To-morrow may it please you to be crown’d?
GLOUCESTER: Even when you please, for you will have it so.
BUCKINGHAM: To-morrow, then, we will attend your Grace;

And so, most joyfully, we take our leave.

GLOUCESTER: Come, let us to our holy task again.

Farewell, my cousin; farewell, gentle friends.

[Exeunt
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GLOSTER: Puteti. — zicand aceasta veti spune adevarul.
BUCKINGHAM: Te salutdm atuncea cu titlul cel regesc. —
Traiasca bunul rege, domneascd mult pe taral!

TOTI: Amin!

BUCKINGHAM: Aveti placere maine sd fie incoronarea?
GLOSTER: Cand vreti, cdci in aceasta sunteti stapani, fixati.
BUCKINGHAM: Chiar méine de veni-vom sa vd ludm
porunca;

Cu bucurie mare primind ne-ati umplut.

GLOSTER: (episcopilor) Acuma ne intoarcem la sfanta-ne
lucrare; —

Adio, draga vere, prieteni buni, adio. (ies)
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ACT FOURTH. ACTUL AL PATRULEA

Scene 1. SCENA I
Before the Tower. Londra, — inaintea turnului.

Enter, on one side, QUEEN ELIZABETH, DUCHESS of YORK, and Intrd dintr-o parte, Regina Elisabetha, — Ducele de York si

MARQUIS of DORSET on the other, ANNE, DUCHESS of Marquizul de Dorset; din cealaltd: Anna Ducesd de Gloster
GLOUCESTER, leading LADY MARGARET PLANTAGENET, conducind pe Lady Margareta Plantagenet fiica cea micd a lui
CLARENCE's young daughter. Clarence.

DUCHESS: Who meets us here? My niece Plantagenet, DUCESA: Ce dulce intalnire! Iubita mea nepoata

Led in the hand of her kind aunt of Gloucester? Si nora mea de Gloster, tinAindu-se de mana.

Now, for my life, she’s wand'ring to the Tower, Pe viata mea, spre Turn isi indrepteaza pasul;

On pure heart’s love, to greet the tender Princes. Cu semn de amicie pe Printul sa-1 salute;

Daughter, well met. Sosire bund, noro!

ANNE: God give your graces both ANNA: Sa va pastreze cerul cu bine pe-amandoua.

A happy and a joyful time of day!
QUEEN ELIZABETH: As much to you, good sister! Whither REGINA ELISABETHA: Asemenea pe tine, cumnata: unde
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away? mergi?
ANNE: No farther than the Tower; and, as I guess, ANNA: Spre Turn si atata, dar daca nu ma-nsel,
Upon the like devotion as yourselves, Si voi acolo mergeti sa salutdam pe Printi.
To gratulate the gentle Princes there.
QUEEN ELIZABETH: Kind sister, thanks; we’ll enter REG: Esti buna, surioard, sd mergem impreuna.
all together. (Intrd Brakenbury)
[Enter BRAKENBURY Intampindm la vreme si pe locotenentul. —
And in good time, here the lieutenant comes. Amice, ne permitem sd intrebam ce fac
Master Lieutenant, pray you, by your leave, Bdietii, Printul Eduard si mititelul York.
How doth the Prince, and my young son of York?
BRAKENBURY. Right well, dear madam. By your patience, BRAKENBURY: M4 rog, merg bine, Doamnd, dar fara
I may not suffer you to visit them; supdrare
The King hath strictly charg’d the contrary. Nu pot permite astazi sa-i viziteze nimeni.
Avem poruncd strictd, de Regele chiar data.
QUEEN ELIZABETH: The King! Who's that? REG: De Regele! Ce spune?
BRAKENBURY: I cry you mercy; I mean the Lord Protector. BRAKENBURY: Protectorul asa zice.
QUEEN ELIZABETH: The Lord protect him from that kingly REG: Sd n-aiba parte dansul de titlul cel de Rege!
title! A pus o barierd el intre ei si mine?
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Hath he set bounds between their love and me?
I am their mother; who shall bar me from them?
DUCHESS: I am their father’s mother; I will see them.
ANNE: Their aunt I am in law, in love their mother.
Then bring me to their sights; I'll bear thy blame,
And take thy office from thee on my peril.
BRAKENBURY: No, madam, no. I may not leave it so;
I am bound by oath, and therefore pardon me.
[Exit
Enter STANLEY
STANLEY: Let me but meet you, ladies, one hour hence,
And I'll salute your Grace of York as mother,
And reverend looker on of two fair queens.
[To ANNE] Come, madam, you must straight to
Westminster,
There to be crowned Richard’s royal queen.
QUEEN ELIZABETH: Ah, cut my lace asunder, hat my pent
heart
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Sunt mama lor si nimeni nu poate sd m-opreasca?

DUCESA: §i eu le sunt bunica: am drept si eu sa-i vad.
ANNA: Prin lege sunt mdtusd, in dragoste ca mama;
Raspunderea sd cadd pe mine de gresesti.

BRAKENBURY: Nu, Doamnelor, n-am voie, nu pot sa va
permit,

Un jurdmant ma leagd, va cer supus iertare. (iese)

(Intra Stanley)

STANLEY: Myladies, intr-o ora sa va gasesc aicea.

(Ducesei de York) Sa va salut ca muma a doud mari Regine;
(Ducesei Gloster) La Westminster indata sa mergeti Doamna
mea,

A fi incoronatd Regina lui Richard.

REGINA ELISABETHA: La piept tdiati-mi rochia!
Ah! Inima-mi plezneste, lesin indbusitd,
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May have some scope to beat, or else I swoon

With this dead-killing news!

ANNE: Despiteful tidings! O unpleasing news!

DORSET: Be of good cheer; mother, how fares your Grace?
QUEEN ELIZABETH: O Dorset, speak not to me, get thee
hence!

Death and destruction dogs thee at thy heels;

Thy mother’s name is ominous to children.

If thou wilt outstrip death, go cross the seas,

And live with Richmond, from the reach of hell:

Go, hie thee, hie thee from this slaughter-house,

Lest thou increase the number of the dead,

And make me die the thrall of Margaret’s curse,

Nor mother, wife, nor England’s counted queen.

STANLEY: Full of wise care is this your counsel, madam.
Take all the swift advantage of the hours;
You shall have letters from me to my son
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Cea veste zdrobitoare ce aflu ma omoara.

ANNA: Nenorocita veste!

DORSET: Fii linistitd, mama. Te simti acum mai bine?
REGINA ELISABETHA: Nu-mi mai vorbi, oh! Dorset, si
pleacd de aicea!

Aici pieirea, moartea, te urmaresc de-aproape;

Aduc nenorocire chiar pe copii mei!

Spre a fugi de moarte strabate mari si tdri;

Sa scapi de iadul dsta ramai ascuns cu Richmond;

Aicea se comite madceluri fugi departe,

S& nu-ti soseasca vremea sa cazi a lor victima:

Sa mor adeverirea blestemului grozav
Prezis de Margareta!

»Nici mamd, nici sotie, nici Angliei Regina.”
STANLEY: Intelepciunea mare in sfatu-va probarati;
Profita cat se poate de vremea trecatoare:

Iti dau si o scrisoare: rugand pe fiul meu;

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2016



To meet you on the way, and welcome you.

Be not ta’en tardy by unwise delay.

DUCHESS: O ill-dispersing wind of misery!

O my accursed womb, the bed of death!

A cockatrice hast thou hatch’d to the world,
Whose unavoided eye is murderous.
STANLEY: Come, madam, come; | in all haste was sent.
ANNE: And I with all unwillingness will go.

I would to God that the inclusive verge

Of golden metal that must round my brow
Were red-hot steel, to sear me to the brain!
Anointed let me be with deadly venom,

And die ere men can say ‘God save the Queen!

QUEEN ELIZABETH: Go, go, poor soul; I envy not thy glory;

To feed my humour, wish thyself no harm.

ANNE: No, why? When he that is my husband now
Came to me, as I follow’d Henry’s corse;
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Te recomand la dansul; te va intdimpina,

Fugi, cdci intarzierea fatald poate fi!

DUCESA: Ah! Vant de rautate, plin de nenorocire.

Ah! Panteci blestemate, de moarte nascitoare;

O scorpie clocit-ati in lume, ucigasa,

Ce-mprastie cu privirea-i pieire, sange, moarte!
STANLEY: Veniti mai iute, Doamna, eu am trimis inainte!
ANNA: In contra voiei mele voi merge la palat!

As fi dorit din suflet ca cea cununa veche

De aur poleitd ce are sd ma-ncingd,

Sa fie de fier rosu, sd arda pan’ la ceruri!

Ca sd mor inainte de-a pronunta vreunul

Urarea: ,,s3 traiasca!”

REGINA ELISABETHA: Nenorocito, du-te, n-as vrea sa fiu
in locu-ti;

Ca sd-mi hranesc necazul nu-ti pot ura rau insa.

ANNA: Nu, cdci pe cand acela cui astdzi zic barbat,
S-apropie de mine, urmand pe Henric mort
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When scarce the blood was well wash’d from his hands De-abia-si spdlase ména, patata de cel sange

Which issued from my other angel husband,

And that dear saint which then I weeping follow’d;
O, when, I say, I look’d on Richard’s face,

This was my wish: ‘Be thou” quoth I “accursed,
For making me, so young, so old a widow;

And when thou wed’st, let sorrow haunt thy bed;
And be thy wife- if any be so mad-

More miserable by the life of thee

Than thou hast made me by my dear lord’s death!
Lo, ere I can repeat this curse again,

Even in so short a space, my woman’s heart
Grossly grew captive to his honey words,

And proved the subject of mine own soul’s curse,
Which hitherto hath held my eyes from rest;

For never yet one hour in his bed

Did I enjoy the golden dew of sleep,

But have been waked by his timorous dreams.

Curgéand din blandul inger ce sot ‘mi era in viata,
$i din cadavrul sacru ce il urmam plangand,
Atunci privind pe Richard cu urd am rostit:

,Fii blestemat, tu, care ai transformat prin faptu-ti,
O tinerete scurtd in lungd vaduvie!

Chiar camera-ti nuptiald sa fie pentru tine

Un trist locas de lacrimi!

De s-o0 gdsi vreuna smintitd intr-atata

Sa fie-a ta sotie, atuncea si aceia

Prin viata ta sa aiba mahnire si mai mare

Decat avui prin moartea iubitului meu sot!”
Nebung, inainte de-a termina blestemul, —
Momentul nu trecuse si inima mea proasta

De niste dulci cuvinte s-a fermecat deodats,
Indeplinind asupra-mi blestemul invocat:

Si neagra neodihnd de-atunci s-a pus pe mine
Fiind des desteptatd prin spaima ce-i cauzeaza
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Besides, he hates me for my father Warwick;
And will, no doubt, shortly be rid of me.

174

QUEEN ELIZABETH: Poor heart, adieu! I pity thy complaining.

ANNE: No more than with my soul I mourn for yours.
DORSET. Farewell, thou woeful welcomer of glory!
ANNE: Adieu, poor soul, that tak’st thy leave of it!
DUCHESS: [To DORSET] Go thou to Richmond, and good
fortune guide thee!

[To ANNE] Go thou to Richard, and good angels guard
thee!

[To QUEEN ELIZABETH] Go thou to sanctuary, and good
thoughts possess thee!

I to my grave, where peace and rest lie with me!

Eighty odd years of sorrow have I seen,

And each hour’s joy wreck’d with a week of teen.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: Stay, yet look back with me unto the
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Infioritoare visuri

Pe urmd ma urdste din pricina lui Warwick,

Si va scdpa de mine prin mijloace ascunse.

REGINA ELISABETHA: Adio, mult cercato, si eu te plang
pe tine.

ANNA: Precum cu al meu suflet eu pentru tine plang.
DORSET: Adio, tu madrirea cu lacrimi ce primesti!
ANNA: Adio, tu, cu lacrimi ce cinstea pardsesti.
DUCESA: (lui Dorset) Acum la Richmond du-te, sa-ti fie
bun norocul!

(Reginei Elisabetha) Tu, du-te la altare spre a te linisti. —
Eu la mormant m-oi duce in liniste, in pace.

Optzeci de ani de truda trecut-au peste mine;

Un veac de suferintd a fost rdsplata dreapta
Momentului cel vesel trecut, uitat indata.

REGINA ELISABETHA: Stai un moment cu mine spre turn
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Tower.

Pity, you ancient stones, those tender babes
Whom envy hath immured within your walls,
Rough cradle for such little pretty ones!

Rude ragged nurse, old sullen playfellow

For tender princes, use my babies well!

So foolish sorrows bids your stones farewell.

[Exeunt.
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sd mai privim;

Ah! Pietre vechi si crude, va cer putind mila!
In zidurile voastre invidia vicleana

Inchis-a fard mil4 doi fragezi copilasi!

Ah! Pentru ei ce aspru e leaganul acela!

Ce doicd fara suflet de dansii ingrijeste!
Mahnirea ma zdrobeste pe caind ma departez!
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Scene II.

London. The palace.

Sound a sennet. Enter RICHARD, in pomp, crowned,;
BUCKINGHAM, CATESBY, RATCLIFF, LOVEL, a PAGE, and
others.

KING RICHARD: Stand all apart. Cousin of Buckingham!

BUCKINGHAM: My gracious sovereign?
KING RICHARD: Give me thy hand.
[Here he ascendeth the throne]
Thus high, by thy advice
And thy assistance, is King Richard seated;
But shall we wear these glories for a day?
Or shall they last, and we rejoice in them?
BUCKINGHAM: Still live they, and for ever let them last!
KING RICHARD: Ah, Buckingham, now do I play the touch,
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SCENAII
O cameri de ceremonie in palat.

Trompete sund. — Richard ca Rege pe tron, — Buckingham,
Catesby, un pagiu si altii.

REGELE RICHARD: Voi toti, stati la o parte, — var
Buckingham, ascultd, —

BUCKINGHAM: Stapane inaltate...

REGELE RICHARD: Dd-mi mana ta, iubite: — prin sfatul
tau impins,

Pe tronul sdu puternic e Richard asezat; —

O zi, numai atata, purta-voi astd cinste?

Sau va dura si mai mult ca sa ne bucuram?

BUCKINGHAM: Mult timp sa fie, Sire, neincetat in veci.
REGELE RICHARD: Ah! Buckingham, acuma te voi proba
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To try if thou be current gold indeed:
Young Edward lives-think now what I would say.

BUCKINGHAM: Say on, my loving lord.
KING RICHARD: Why, Buckingham, I say I would be King.

BUCKINGHAM: Why, so you are, my thrice renowned liege.

KING RICHARD: Ha! am I King? ‘Tis so; but Edward lives.

BUCKINGHAM: True, noble prince.

KING RICHARD: O bitter consequence,

That Edward still should live-true noble Prince!
Cousin, thou wast not wont to be so dull:

Shall I be plain? I wish the bastards dead.

And I would have it suddenly perform’d.

What say’st thou now? Speak suddenly, be brief.
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in fine

Sa vad ce fel e aurul, —adevarat sau fals;

Traieste micul Eduard! — Ghicesti ce vreau sa zic?
BUCKINGHAM: Vorbeste deci stapane.

REGELE RICHARD: Ej, vreau si zic, amice, c-as vrea sa fiu
eu Rege.

BUCKINGHAM: Dar nu esti Rege, Sire? —un Rege
stralucit?

REGELE RICHARD: Glumesti tu cand zici Rege. — Traieste
inca Eduard.

BUCKINGHAM: Adevdrat, stapane.

REGELE RICHARD: Si care-i consecinta? Traind copilul
Eduard?

~Adevdrat, stdpane” —atat gasesti sa spui?

Era o vreme, vere, cand pricepeai mai bine.

Curat vorbi-voi dara, —as vrea sa fie morti,

Si as dori ca faptul sa s-execute iute,

Ce zici tu de aceasta? Raspunde, fii mai scurt.
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BUCKINGHAM: Your Grace may do your pleasure.
KING RICHARD: Tut, tut, thou art all ice; thy kindness
freezeth;

Say, have I thy consent that they shall die?
BUCKINGHAM: Give me some little breath, some pause,
my Lord,

Before I positively speak herein:

I will resolve your grace immrdiately. [Exit
CATESBY: [Aside to a stander by] The King is angry; see, he
bites his lip.

KING RICHARD: I will converse with iron-witted fools
And unrespective boys; none are for me

That look into me with considerate eyes:

High-reaching Buckingham grows circumspect.

Boy!

PAGE: My lord?
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KING RICHARD: Know’st thou not any whom corrupting gold
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BUCKINGHAM: Veti face cum va place.

REGELE RICHARD: Taci, taci, te faci de ghetd, iubirea ta se
moaie

Ai consimti tu oare sd moara cei bastarzi?

BUCKINGHAM: O pauza spre gandire vd rog sa-mi dati.
Mylord,

Inainte de-a raspunde in mod definitiv,
Si fara intarziere va voi da dezlegare. (iese Buckingham)
CATESBY: (aparte) E suparat Regele, vezi cum isi musca
buza?

REGELE RICHARD: Eu stiu cd stau la vorba cu prostii fara
creieri, —

Si fara judecatd; nu, mie nu-mi convine

Persoane ce se uitd cu scrupul la ce fac:

Pe legea mea devine prevazator Buckingham

Bdiete —

PAGIUL: Mylord?

REGELE RICHARD: Tu nu cunosti pe nimeni pe care l-ar
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Will tempt unto a close exploit of death?

PAGE: My lord, I know a discontented gentleman,
Whose humble means match not his haughty mind.
Gold were as good as twenty orators,

And will, no doubt, tempt him to any thing.

KING RICHARD: What is his name?
PAGE: His name, my lord, is Tyrrel.

KING RICHARD: I partly know the man. Go, call him hither.

[Exit PAGE.

The deep-revolving witty Buckingham

No more shall be the neighbour to my counsel;
Hath he so long held out with me, untired,
And stops he now for breath?

[Enter STANLEY

How now, Lord Stanley! What news with you?
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impinge

Corupatorul aur sa savarseasc-o crima?

PAGIUL: Da, Sire, as cunoaste pe-un paraponisit,

Ce are aspiratii ce nu se potrivesc

Cu slabele-i mijloace: desigur pentru dansul

Stralucitorul aur va fi mai elocinte

Decat discursuri multe, si-1 va convinge lesne

Orice sd intreprinda.

REGELE RICHARD: Prea bine, —cum se cheamda?
PAGIUL: Mylord, se cheama —Tyrrel.

REGELE RICHARD: Au auzit de dansul; — mergi adu-mi-1
incoace. (iese pagiul)
Jur cd cugetdtorul, adancul Buckingham,

Nu va mai fi de mine chemat ca sd ia parte

La planurile mele ascunse, intunecoase:

Cum merse pan-acuma neobosit si sincer.

S-o data se oprise? — Asa sa fie dara.

(Intrd Stanley)
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STANLEY: My lord, I hear the Marquis Dorset fled
To Richmond, in the parts beyond the seas
Where he abides. [Stands apart.
KING RICHARD: Come hither, Catesby. Rumour it abroad
That Anne, my wife, is sick and like to die;
I will take order for her keeping close.
Inquire me out some mean poor gentleman,
Whom I will marry straight to Clarence” daughter.
The boy is foolish, and I fear not him.
Look how thou dream’st! I say again, give out
That Anne, my queen, is sick and like to die.
About it; for it stands me much upon,
To stop all hopes whose growth may damage me.
[Exit CATESBY.
I must be married to my brother’s daughter,
Or else my kingdom stands on brittle glass.
Murder her brothers, and then marry her!
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Ah! Scumpul meu Lord Stanley. Ce veste mai aduci?
STANLEY: Stdpane, vda comunic...
Marquesele de Dorset, precum aud, fugar
Se duse citre Richmond, cu care va rdmane.
REGELE RICHARD: Tu, Catesby, vino-ncoace, mergi, fa sa
mearga zvonul
Cd Anna-a mea sotie e foarte greu bolnava;
Gaseste-mi si un tanar de nastere obscura,
S3 se casatoreasca cu fiica lui Clarence;
De fiul nu mi-e fricd, cdci este prostanac.
Dar nu asculti, vezi tu? — Ti-am spus sa dai de stire
Céd e Regina Anna bolnava greu de moarte;
Hai, pleaca si lucreaza, cdci tin peste masura
S-opresc orice sperante vdtamdtoare mie

(iese Catesby)
E trebuintd mare sa ma cdsatoresc
Cu fiica lui Eduard, cici altfel std domnia
Pe temelii prea slabe: intai de voi ucide
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Uncertain way of gain! But I am in

So far in blood that sin will pluck on sin:
Tear-falling pity dwells not in this eye.
[Re-enter PAGE, with TYRREL

Is thy name Tyrrel?

TYRREL: James Tyrrel, and your most obedient subject.
KING RICHARD: Art thou, indeed?

TYRREL: Prove me, my gracious sovereign.

KING RICHARD: Darest thou resolve to kill a friend of mine?

TYRREL: Ay, my lord;

But I had rather kill two enemies.

KING RICHARD: Why, then thou hast it: two deep enemies,
Foes to my rest, and my sweet sleep’s disturbers

Are they that I would have thee deal upon:

Tyrrel, I mean those bastards in the Tower.
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Pe fratii ei, pe urma o voi lua de soata.

Castigul e nesigur. Dar am fnaintat

Asa departe-n sange cd trebuie sd urmez

Cu crimd peste crimd. —

Iar lacrimi nu vor curge din ochii mei uscati.

(reintrd Pagiul cu Tyrrel)

Te cheama Tyrrel?

TYRREL: James Tyrrel sunt, stapane, si slugd prea plecata.
REGELE RICHARD: Adevdrat sa fie?

TYRREL: Incearci-ma stipane.

REGELE RICHARD: Ai indrazni, amice, s-omori pe-amicul
meu?

TYRREL: Mai bucuros sunt, Sire, s-omor doi inamici.

REGELE RICHARD: Atuncea tocmai asta-i, doi inamici la
moarte.

Dusmanii odihnei mele, ce-mi tulbura si somnul,

Cu astia ai a face.
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TYRREL: Let me have open means to come to them,
And soon I'll rid you from the fear of them.

KING RICHARD: Thou sing’st sweet music. Hark, come
hither, Tyrrel:

Go, by this token. Rise, and lend thine ear. [Whispers.
There is no more but so: say it is done,

And I will love thee and prefer thee too.

TYRREL: “Tis done, my gracious lord. [Exit
Re-enter BUCKINGHAM

BUCKINGHAM: My lord, I have consider’d in my mind
The late request that you did sound me in.

KING RICHARD: Well, let that rest. Dorset is fled to Richmond.

BUCKINGHAM: I hear the news, my lord.
KING RICHARD: Stanley, he is your wife’s son: well, look to it.
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Da, Tyrrel, stii bastarzii ce sunt inchisi in Turn.

TYRREL: Sa-mi dati un mijloc numai la dansii sd patrund,
S$iin putind vreme vd voi scdpa de ei.

REGELE RICHARD: Ca muzica ti-e glasul. Asculd, mai
aproape,

Cu semnul dsta du-te. (ii sopteste ceva la urechi)

Atat aveam sd-ti spun; sd vii apoi aicea

Vei castiga iubirea, si a mea recunostiinta.

TYRREL: Voi termina pe data. (iese)

(Intrda Buckingham)

BUCKINGHAM: Mylord, adanc in gandu-mi am cumpenit
indemnul

De care odinioara mi-ai vorbit in taina.

REGELE RICHARD: Bun, sa lasdm acestea, la Richmond,
pleacd Dorset.

BUCKINGHAM: Mylord, aflai aceasta.

REGELE RICHARD: E fiul sotiei tale, vezi, Stanley, sa nu
uiti.
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BUCKINGHAM: My lord, I claim the gift, my due by promise,
For which your honour and your faith is pawn’d:

The earldom of Hereford and the movables

Which you have promised I shall possess.

KING RICHARD: Stanley, look to your wife; if she convey
Letters to Richmond, you shall answer it.

BUCKINGHAM: What says your Highness to my just demand?
KING RICHARD: As I remember me: Henry the Sixth

Did prophesy that Richmond should be King,

When Richmond was a little peevish boy.

A king, perhaps, perhaps-

BUCKINGHAM: My lord!

KING RICHARD: How chance the prophet could not at that
time

Have told me, I being by, that I should kill him?
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BUCKINGHAM: Mylord, cer implinirea promisiunii
Voastre;

Stiti bine cdtre mine onoarea va obliga

Domeniul si averea si titlul de Hereford

Imi sunt promise, Sire.

REGELE RICHARD: Vezi de nevastd, Stanley, de va
comunica

Cu Richmond, prin srisoare, rdspunzi tu pentru dansa.
BUCKINGHAM: La cererea mea dreapta ce zici Mdria Ta?
REGELE RICHARD: Parca-mi aduc aminte, al saselea
Henric

A prorocit odatd cd Richmond va fi Rege,

Demult, cand Richmond &sta era un bdietel, —

Un Rege! —E posibil?

BUCKINGHAM: Mylord cer ascultare.

REGELE RICHARD: Cum nu mi-a spus prorocul cd-1 voi
ucide eu

De mi-o iesi in cale?
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BUCKINGHAM: My lord, your promise for the earldom-
KING RICHARD: Richmond! When last I was at Exeter,
The mayor in courtesy show’d me the castle

And call’d it Rugemount, at which name I started,
Because a bard of Ireland told me once

I should not live long after I saw Richmond.

BUCKINGHAM: My lord!

KING RICHARD: Ay, what’s o’clock?

BUCKINGHAM: I am thus bold to put your Grace in mind
Of what you promised me.

KING RICHARD: Well, but o’clock?

BUCKINGHAM: Upon the stroke of ten.

KING RICHARD: Well, let it strike.

BUCKINGHAM: Why let it strike?

KING RICHARD: Because that like a Jack thou keep’st the
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BUCKINGHAM: Mylord, raspunsul Vostru?
REGELE RICHARD: Un Richmond! Intr-o vreme trecand
prin Exeter,

M-au dus de curtoazie si vizitez castelul

Ce are nume Rougemoul, iar eu am tresdrit,

Caci mi-a venit in minte demult cand in Irlanda

Un brad imi prorocise cd voi trdi putin

Cand voi vedea pe Richmond.

BUCKINGHAM: Mylord, imi dati raspunsul?
REGELE RICHARD: Ce ora e acuma?
BUCKINGHAM: E sigur indrdzneala din partea mea,
stdpane,

Sa v-amintesc intr-un promisiunea Voastra.

REGELE RICHARD: Am intrebat ce ceas e.
BUCKINGHAM: Curand va bate zece.

REGELE RICHARD: Atuncea las’ sd bata.
BUCKINGHAM: De ce zici ,las’ sa bata”?

REGELE RICHARD: Sa vie lovitura sd-nece glasul tau
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185
stroke

Betwixt thy begging and my meditation.
I am not in the giving vein to-day.
BUCKINGHAM: Why, then resolve me whether you will or no.

KING RICHARD: Tut, tut,

Thou troublest me; I am not in the vein.

Exeunt all but Buckingham.

BUCKINGHAM: Is it evens so? Rewards he my true service
With such deep contempt? Made I him King for this?

O, let me think on Hastings, and be gone

To Brecknock while my fearful head is on! [Exit.

William Shakespeare
Richard III. Parallel Texts
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Ce-mi tulbura ideea? Sa stii, amicul meu
C4d azi de dat n-am pofta.

BUCKINGHAM: Atunci te rog raspunde de vrei sd tii sau
nu.

REGELE RICHARD: Zau, crede-md, ma superi, ti-am spus
ca azi n-am poftd.

lese Regele Richard cu suita.

BUCKINGHAM: Cum astfel rasplateste serviciile mele,
Cu-atata dispret? De-aceea facutu l-am eu Rege?

Ma voi gandi la Hastings, si voi pleca de-aicea,

La Brecknock, cat in viatd pastrez sufletul meu. (iese)
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Scene III.

London. The palace

Enter TYRREL

TYRREL: The tyrannous and bloody act is done,
The most arch deed of piteous massacre

That ever yet this land was guilty of.

Dighton and Forrest, who I did suborn

To do this piece of ruthless butchery,

Although they were flesh’d villains, bloody dogs,
Melted with tenderness and mild compassion,

Wept like two children in their deaths’ sad stories.

‘Lo, thus” quoth Dighton ‘lay those tender babes’:
“Thus, thus,” quoth Forrest “girdling one another
Within their alabaster innocent arms:

SCENA III

Intrd Tyrrel

TYRREL: S-a savarsit in fine pacatul sangeros,
Cea mai grozava fapta de nemilos omor

Ce s-a comis vreodatd in insula aceasta;

Chiar Dighton si-nususi Forrest, pe care am mituit
S4 savarseasca crima de cruda tiranie,
Obisnuiti cu sange ca fiare fard mild,

In pieptul lor simtira o bland4 compasiune;

Si povesteau cu lacrimi cum au murit bdietii.
,Pe ingerasii fragezi sa-i fi vazut dormind”,
Spunea cu lacrimi Dighton, —

,Tindndu-se de mana, imbratisati frateste” —

Their lips were four red roses on a stalk, (Pe cand vorbea, nici Forrest nu inceta de-a plange)

Which in their summer beauty kiss’d each other. »,Ca marmora curata era al lor trup fraged;
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A book of prayers on their pillow lay; O dulce sarutare lipea acele buze,
Which once,” quoth Forrest “almost chang’d my mind; Ca patru roze rosii inforite pe-o tulpina.
But, O, the devil’-there the villain stopp’d; Pe perind cazuse din ména lor o biblie,
Whilst Dighton thus told on: “We smothered Ce mi-a muiat taria cAnd am zdrit-o “colo;
The most replenished sweet work of nature Cu toate astea Dracu...” Aicea s-a oprit,
That from the prime creation e’er she framed.’ Spuind inainte Dighton: ,, Am stins in floarea sa
Thus both are gone with conscience and remorse O dulce si perfectd fapturd a naturei... “
They could not speak; and so I left them both, Cu vorbele acestea plecard, rau izbiti
To bear this tidings to the bloody King. Cu remuscare, glasul li se oprea in gat,
And here he comes. Erau grdbiti sd mearga, si eu i-am lasat,
[Enter KING RICHARD Pe Rege sa-1 vesteascd de faptul izbutit.
All hail, my sovereign liege! (intrd Regele Richard)
Dar iaca-1 ca soseste: traiti Maria Ta,
KING RICHARD: Kind Tyrrel, am I happy in thy news? REGELE RICHARD: E scumpul nostru Tyrrel. — Aduci
placuta veste?
TYRREL: If to have done the thing you gave in charge TYRREL: Da, daca fericire-a Maiestatii Voastre
Beget your happiness, be happy then, Consta in executarea poruncei ce mi-ati dat
For it is done, my lord. Fii fericit, oh! Sire, cici lucrul s-a facut.

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2016



KING RICHARD: But didst thou see them dead?
TYRREL: I did, my lord.
KING RICHARD: And buried, gentle Tyrrel?

TYRREL: The chaplain of the Tower hath buried them;

But where, to say the truth, I do not know.

KING RICHARD: Come to me, Tyrrel, soon at after supper,
And thou shalt tell the process of their death.

Meantime, but think how I may do thee good,

And be inheritor of thy desire.

Farewell till then.

TYRREL: I humbly take my leave. Exit

KING RICHARD: The son of Clarence have I pent up close;
His daughter meanly have I match’d in marriage;

The sons of Edward sleep in Abraham’s bosom,

And Anne my wife hath bid this world good night.

Now, for I know the Britaine Richmond aims

At young Elizabeth, my brother’s daughter,

188
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REGELE RICHARD: Vazut-ai singur. Tyrrel?

TYRREL: Da chiar, Mylord, cu ochi-mi.

REGELE RICHARD: Cadavrele vazut-ai, —chiar in
mormantul lor?

TYRREL: Chiar preotul sunt sigur i-a ingropat in Turn

Dar drept sd spun in ce loc nu mi s-a aratat.

REGELE RICHARD: 5S4 vii la mine Tyrrel, indatd dupa cina
Ti-voi implini dorinta; la revedere dara.

TYRREL: Cu plecdciune, Sire.

REGELE RICHARD: Inchis-am in loc sigur pe fiul lui
Clarence;

Pe fid-sa am impins-o sd se madrite prost;

Pe cand repauzeza in sanul lui Avram

Mostenitori gingasi ai fratelui meu Eduard;

Si si-a luat adio nevasta mea din lume;
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And by that knot, looks proudly o’er the crown,
To her go I, a jolly thriving wooer.

Enter CATESBY.

CATESBY: My lord!

KING RICHARD: Good or bad news, that thou com’st in so
bluntly?

CATESBY: Bad news, my lord: Morton is fled to Richmond;
And Buckingham, back’d with the hardy Welshmen,

Is in the field, and still his power increaseth.

KING RICHARD: Ely with Richmond troubles me more near
Than Buckingham and his rash-levied army.

Come, I have learn’d that fearful commenting

Is leaden servitor to dull delay;

Delay leads impotent and snail-pac’d beggary:

Then fiery expedition be my wing,

Jove’s Mercury, and herald for a king!
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Eu banuind acuma cd Richmond de Bretagnia

La tron vrea sd ajungd facand o aliantd

Cu tanara Printesa Eliasbetha, fata

Lui Eduard, drept la dansa ca petitor, ma duc.

Intrd Catesby

CATESBY: Mylord...

REGELE RICHARD: E rea sau buna vestea de vii asa in
pripa?

CATESBY: E rea, Mylord, cdci Morton la Richmond a fugit,
Iar Buckingham, in juru-i o ceatd darja strange

Din muntii verzi ai Galliei, crescand din zi in zi.
REGELE RICHARD: Neliniste mai mare de Ely si de
Richmond

Simt eu, decat de ceata lui Buckingham din Gallia

Dar haide, caci stiu bine ca slaba chibzuire

Provine din zabava!

Zabava este bund cand este omul slab;

Pripita deciziune pe mine ma conduce!
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Go, muster men: my counsel is my shield; Tu, du-te, strange oastea: in mine mi-e tdria;

We must be brief when traitors brave the field.  [Exeunt. Cand traddtori se misca scdparea e-n iuteala! (iese)
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Scene IV.

Before the palace.

Enter QUEEN MARGARET.

QUEEN MARGARET. So now prosperity begins to mellow
And drop into the rotten mouth of death.

Here in these confines slily have I lurk’d

To watch the waning of mine adversaries.

A dire induction am I witness to,

And will to France, hoping the consequence

Will prove as bitter, black, and tragical.

Withdraw thee, wretched Margaret. Who comes here?

Enter QUEEN ELIZABETH and the DUCHESS OF YORK
QUEEN ELIZABETH: Ah, my poor princes! ah, my tender
babes!

My unblown flowers, new-appearing sweets!

191
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SCENA IV
Inaintea palatului.
Regina Margareta.
MARGARETA: A inceput in fine sd traga spre sfarsit
A lor prosperitate; si pica parca coapta
In gura putrezitd a mortii rdpitoare:
Eu m-am tinut ascunsd pe-aicea imprejur;
Spre a privi pieirea potrivnicilor mei;
Sunt martord voioasa a intregei tragedii
Incet desfisurata. Spre Franta voi pleca
Sperand ca si sfarsitul va fi mai negru incd
Decat promite astdzi; nenorocito, pleaca;
Sarmana Margareta. — Dar cine sunt acestia?
Intra Regina Elisabetha cu Ducesa de York
REGINA ELISABETHA: Vai! Ce nenorocire! Vai! Scumpii
mei copii!
Ca floarea inflorita rapita primdvara!
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If yet your gentle souls fly in the air,

And be not fix'd in doom perpetual,

Hover about me with your airy wings,

And hear your mother’s lamentation!

QUEEN MARGARET. Hover about her; say that right for right
Hath dimm’d your infant morn to aged night.

DUCHESS: So many miseries have crazed my voice

That my woe-wearied tongue is mute and dumb.

Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead?

QUEEN MARGARET. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet,
Edward for Edward pays a dying debt.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: Wilt thou, O God, fly from such gentle
lambs,

And throw them in the entrails of the wolf?

When didst thou sleep when such a deed was done?
QUEEN MARGARET. When holy Harry died, and my sweet
son.

William Shakespeare
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De zboard inc-in aer iubitului vostru suflet

S$inu-i plecat departe in lunga vesnicie

Usor stati imprejuru-mi pe aripi ingeresti

S4 ascultati bocirea neconsolatei mame!

MARGARETA: Stand imprejuru-i, spuneti cum, azi
dreptatea schimba

Izvorul vietii voastre in noapte nesfarsita.

DUCESA: Atatea suferinte mi-au luat cuvantul,

Si limba-mi obositd nu poate sd se vaite.

Plantagenet iubite, ah! Eduard unde esti?

MARGARETA: Plantagenet razbund pe-un alt Plantagenet,
Si Eduard pentru Eduard murind plateste pretul.

REGINA ELISABETHA: Ai parasit, oh! Doamne, pe mielul
fara sprijin,

Ca sd-1 azvarli in ghiara acelui lup cumplit,

S$i adormisesi oare cand gingas cu tat-sau sfantul Henric?
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DUCHESS: Blind sight, dead life, poor mortal living ghost,
Woe's scene, world’s shame, grave’s due by life usurp’d,
Brief abstract and record of tedious days,
Rest thy unrest on England’s lawful earth,
[Sitting down.

Unlawfully made drunk with innocents’ blood!
QUEEN ELIZABETH: O, that thou wouldst as soon afford a
grave
As thou canst yield a melancholy seat!
Then would I hide my bones, not rest them here.
Ah, who hath any cause to mourn but I?

[Sitting down by her.

QUEEN MARGARET. If ancient sorrow be most reverend,
Give mine the benefit of seniory,
And let my griefs frown on the upper hand.
If sorrow can admit society,
[Sitting down with them.
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DUCESA: Vai! Viata-mi e o moarte, vederea mea e oarba.
Sunt umbra muritoare a crudului trecut;
Aicea odihneste-ti o lunga neodihna!

(se aseazd pe pamant)
Chiar pe pamantul dsta ce bea in nestiinta
Nevinovatul sange ce zilnic e vérsat!
REGINA ELISABETHA: Nu stii sd dai odihna durerii,
oboselii,
Mormant fii pentru mine sa pot mécar uita
S3 nu mai cat odihnd, ci numai sd ramam
Uitata-n vesnicie; cdci cine sd mai aiba
Prilej ca noi sd planga?

(se aseazd langd dansa)

MARGARETA: De trebuie respectatd durerea cea mai
veche,
Veti plange voi cu mine, am dreptul de vechime,
Voi trece inainte a mele suferinte.
Iar daca suferinta sa se discute rabda,
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Tell o’er your woes again by viewing mine.

I had an Edward, till a Richard kill’d him;

[ had a husband, till a Richard kill’d him:

Thou hadst an Edward, till a Richard kill’d him;
Thou hadst a Richard, till a Richard kill’d him.

DUCHESS: I had a Richard too, and thou didst kill him;
I had a Rutland too, thou holp’st to kill him.

QUEEN MARGARET. Thou hadst a Clarence too, and Richard
kill’d him.

From forth the kennel of thy womb hath crept

A hell-hound that doth hunt us all to death:

That dog, that had his teeth before his eyes,

To worry lambs and lap their gentle blood,

That foul defacer of God’s handiwork.

That excellent grand tyrant of the earth

That reigns in galled eyes of weeping souls,

Thy womb let loose to chase us to our graves.
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(se aseazd langad ddnsele)
Vorbind de ale mele veti aminti intocmai
Pe toate ale voastre: —Eu am avut un Eduard,
Pana-1 ucise Richard; avut-ai tu un Eduard,
Si Richard il ucise; un Richard ai avut tu,
Si e ucis de Richard.
DUCESA: Aveam si eu un Richard pe care l-ai ucis, —
Cdci nu erai tu fatd cand au ucis pe Rutland?
MARGARETA: Aveai un fiu, un Clarence, si Richard I-a
ucis,
Din pantecele tale un lup ndscut in lume
Ce seamdna pieirea pe unde se taraste;
Un céine, dinti ce are chiar in a sa privire,
Ce chinuieste mielul si sangele i-1 bea;
Tiranul cel mai mare ce umbla pe pamant.
Cu lacrimi el domneste. —Din pantecele tale!
Pe cei ce-i urmadreste chiar la mormant 1i duce.
Oh! Domn atotputernic, cel drept si milostiv,
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O upright, just, and true-disposing God, Cat sunt de multumita ca fiara sdngeroasa
How do I thank thee that this carnal cur Pradeaza chiar pe rodul afurisitei mame
Preys on the issue of his mother’s body, Ce l-a adus in lume; facAnd-o sd boceasca
And makes her pew-fellow with others” moan! Pe langa celelalte de dansul vaduvite!
DUCHESS: O Harry’s wife, triumph not in my woes! DUCESA: Ah! Vaduva lui Henric, nu, nu te mai bucura
God witness with me, I have wept for thine. De marea mea durere, cici martor-mi este cerul

C-am plans mult pentru tine!

QUEEN MARGARET. Bear with me; I am hungry for revenge, MARGARETA: Asteaptd cd-mi e sete de rdzbunare dulce
And now I cloy me with beholding it. Si foarte mult ma bucur, caci pot sd o privesc!
Thy Edward he is dead, that kill'd my Edward; Cel Eduard ce ucise pe Eduard fiul meu
The other Edward dead, to quit my Edward; E mort, si celdlalt Eduard s-a dus sa-1 rasplateasca;
Young York he is but boot, because both they York tandrul e bascd, caci ambii impreuna
Matched not the high perfection of my loss: Nu pretuiesc cat fiul pe care l-am pierdut;
Thy Clarence he is dead that stabb’d my Edward; E mort si Clarence care mi-a injunghiat pe Eduard
And the beholders of this frantic play, Cu toti cei ce privird la scena infriordtoare,
The adulterate Hastings, Rivers, Vaughan, Grey, Curvarul Hastings, Rivers, Vaughan, junele Lord Grey,
Untimely smother’d in their dusky graves. Intampinat-au moarte in floarea vietii lor.
Richard yet lives, hell’s black intelligencer; Iar Richard tot trdieste, al iadului agent
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Only reserv’d their factor to buy souls

And send them thither. But at hand, at hand,
Ensues his piteous and unpitied end:

Earth gapes, hell burns, fiends roar, saints pray,
To have him suddenly convey’d from hence.
Cancel his bond of life, dear God, I pray,

That I may live and say ‘The dog is dead!”

QUEEN ELIZABETH: O, thou didst prophesy the time would
come

That I should wish for thee to help me curse

That bottled spider, that foul bunch-back’d toad!

QUEEN MARGARET. I Call’d thee then vain flourish of my
fortune;

I call’d thee then poor shadow, painted queen,

The presentation of but what I was,

The flattering index of a direful pageant,

One heav’d a-high to be hurl’d down below,
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Ce e trimis in lume s-aduca lui Satana

Ce suflete gdseste dar vine, e aproape
Sfarsitul lui cel jalnic, nejefuit de nimeni.
Pamantul se deschide, invapdiat e iadul,

Tip demoni, iar sfintii se roaga ca sa piard; —
Ah! Taie-i firul vietii; da, Dumnezeule,

Sa pot canta in fine; , mistretul a murit!”

REGINA ELISABETHA: Spusesi drept odinioara ca va veni
0 vreme,

Cand voi striga la tine sd vii sa blestemdm,

Vipera inveninatd, spurcata sarpitura!

MARGARETA: Da, te numii atuncea van echo departat

Al fostei mele cinste; vopsitd amintire

Si palidd ca umbr-a marelui trecut:

Figura lingusitd, serbata ca in gluma,

Si mai mult naltata sa cazi si mai de sus;

Batjocoritd mama a doi frumosi copii:
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A mother only mock’d with two sweet babes,

A dream of what thou wert, a breath, a bubble,

A sign of dignity, a garnish flag,

To be the aim of every dangerous shot,

A queen in jest, only to fill the scene.

Where is thy husband now? Where be thy brothers?
Where be thy two sons? Wherein dost thou joy?
Who sues, and kneels, and says ‘God save the Queen’?
Where be the bending peers that flattered thee?
Where be the thronging troops that followed thee?
Decline an this, and see what now thou art:

For happy wife, a most distressed widow;

For joyful mother, one that wails the name;

For one being su’d to, one that humbly sues;

For one that scorn’d at me, now scorn’d of me;

For she being fear’d of all, now fearing one;

For she commanding all, obey’d of none.

Thus hath the course of justice whirl’d about
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Ca intr-un vis privitd, stindard stralucitor

Si tintd nimeirta de orice intamplare;

Icoana demnitatii, un suflet, o iasmg;
Regina numai in gluma sd joci ca pe o scend,
Dar unde ti-e barbatul, si unde-s fratii tai?
Si copilasii unde-s? $i azi cu ce te bucuri?
Se roagd, zice vreunul: ,Regina sa trdiasca.”

Baroni, Lorzi unde-s ce ieri te linguseu?

Si unde sunt ostasi porunca-ti ascultand?

Raspunde la aceasta si vezi ce esti acuma:

Nu fericita soata ci vaduva mahnita,

Nu mama bucuroasa cdci plangi cuvantul ,mama”;
Cerand cu umilinta la cei ce ti-au cerut;

inlocdeo Regind, o tarfd incoronata

C-o mie de necazuri, amar dispretuitd;

Multi tremurau inaintea-ti, azi nimeni nu te-ascults;
Vezi cat de grabnic roata dreptatii s-a intors,

Lasandu-te cu prada a anilor ce trec
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And left thee but a very prey to time,

Having no more but thought of what thou wert,
To torture thee the more, being what thou art.
Thou didst usurp my place, and dost thou not
Usurp the just proportion of my sorrow?

Now thy proud neck bears half my burden’d yoke,
From which even here I slip my weary neck,

And leave the burden of it all on thee.

Farewell, York’s wife, and queen of sad mischance;
These English woes shall make me smile in France.
QUEEN ELIZABETH: O thou well skill'd in curses, stay awhile
And teach me how to curse mine enemies!

QUEEN MARGARET. Forbear to sleep the nights, and fast the
days;

Compare dead happiness with living woe;

Think that thy babes were sweeter than they were,

And he that slew them fouler than he is.
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Cu suvenirul numai de ce-ai fost altadata

Ca sa te chinuiascd vazand ce ai ajuns.

Mi-ai uzurpat tu locul, deci nu e cu dreptate

Sa uzurpezi o parte a suferintei mele?

Pe gatul tau cel mandru ldsa-voi deci sa cadd
intreaga greutate ce am purtat in parte.

Regind mult cercata si vdduva lui York.

Vd dau un lung adio, —cdci merg sd rad in Franta
De cele ce aicea facutu-m-au sd plang.

REGINA ELISABETHA: Ah! Tu ce stii sa blestemi, asteaptd,
nu pleca,

Fie-ti milad si méa invatd cum sd blestem ca tine.
MARGARETA: Goneste somnul dulce, postind zi dupa zi;
Durerea ta de astdzi compar-o zi si noapte

Cu fosta-ti fericire; la fii tdi gdndeste:

Mai dragi chiar si mai gingasi decat in adevar

Pe-acela ce-i ucise ti-l zugrdveste, inca
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Bettering thy loss makes the bad-causer worse;

Revolving this will teach thee how to curse.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: My words are dull; O, quicken them
with thine!

QUEEN MARGARET. Thy woes will make them sharp and
pierce like mine. [Exit.
DUCHESS: Why should calamity be fun of words?

QUEEN ELIZABETH: Windy attorneys to their client woes,
Airy succeeders of intestate joys,

Poor breathing orators of miseries!

Let them have scope; though what they do impart

Help nothing else, yet do they ease the heart.

DUCHESS: If so, then be not tongue-tied. Go with me,

And in the breath of bitter words let’s smother

My damned son, which thy two sweet sons smother’d.

I hear his drum; be copious in exclaims.

Enter KING RICHARD, marching with drums and trumpets
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Mai negru decat este si mai neomenos.
Vei intelege-atuncea ce lesne e sa blestemi.
REGINA ELISABETHA: invajcé—mé, cuvinte c-a mele sunt
prea slabe.
MARGARETA: Fa dup-a mea povata.

(iese Regina Margareta)
DUCESA: De ce nefericirea e plind de cuvinte?
REGINA ELISABETHA: Precum si avocatul, exprima ce
clientul
Doreste sa reiasd, asa cu vorbe aspre
Durerea se aling; folosul nu e mare
Dar inima-i usoara cand pasul si l-a spus.
DUCESA: Atunci dd drumul limbii: sd mergem impreund,
Cuvintele amare ce voi rosti sd taie
Pe fiul meu, cum dénsul taiat-a viata dulce
A pruncilor tai fragezi. (se aud tobe)
Ascultd toba, —el e; —fii elocinte dara.
Intrd Regele Richard cu trupele in mars.
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KING RICHARD: Who intercepts me in my expedition?
DUCHESS: O, she that might have intercepted thee,

By strangling thee in her accursed womb,

From all the slaughters, wretch, that thou hast done!

QUEEN ELIZABETH: Hidest thou that forehead with a golden
crown

Where’t should be graven, if that right were right,

The slaughter of the Prince that ow’d that crown,

And the dire death of my poor sons and brothers?

Tell me, thou villain slave, where are my children?
DUCHESS: Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy brother
Clarence?

And little Ned Plantagenet, his son?

QUEEN ELIZABETH: Where is kind Hastings, Rivers,
Vaughan, Grey?

KING RICHARD: A flourish, trumpets! Strike alarum, drums!
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REGELE RICHARD: Cum? Cine intrerupe cdldtoria mea?
DUCESA: Aceia ce mai bine-ti intrerupea nascarea

In pantecele sale, strangandu-te de gat: —

Intrerupea s-omoruri nenuméarate-n lume

Ce ai comis, talhare!

REGINA ELISABETHA: Ascunde a ta frunte cu aurul
coroanei;

Cdci vad, citesc acolo macelul celui in drept

Sa poarte acea Coroand; si moartea nemiloasa

A Lorzilor la Pomfret.

Raspunde, asasine, copii unde-mi sunt?

DUCESA: Raspunde-mi, pagéane, George Clarence unde
este?

S$i unde este Eduard, copilul sdu cel tanar?

REGINA ELISABETHA: Si unde este Rivers, Vaughan
unde, unde Grey?

DUCESA: §i ce facusi pe Hastings?

REGELE RICHARD: Sunati, sunati cornisti, si tobele sa
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Let not the heavens hear these tell-tale women
Rail on the Lord’s anointed: strike, I say!
[Flourish. Alarums.
Either be patient and entreat me fair,
Or with the clamorous report of war
Thus will I drown your exclamations.

DUCHESS: Art thou my son?

KING RICHARD: Ay, I thank God, my father, and yourself.

DUCHESS: Then patiently hear my impatience.
KING RICHARD: Madam, I have a touch of your condition
That cannot brook the accent of reproof.

DUCHESS: O, let me speak!
KING RICHARD: Do, then; but I'll not hear.
DUCHESS: I will be mild and gentle in my speech.

KING RICHARD: And brief, good mother; for I am in haste.
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bata.
Sd nu auda cerul pe babele acestea
Razand cu miruitul; bateti, sunati, vd spun.—
(trompetele sund, tobele bat)
Acum aveti rabdare, vorbiti incet si dulce
Céci astfel glasul vostru prea lesne il inec
Cu zgomotoasd notd ce sund in rasbel.
DUCESA: Esti fiul meu, tu, oare?
REGELE RICHARD: Da, sa slavesc pe Domnul, pe tata
meu, pe tine.
DUCESA: Ascultd cu rabdare ce nu mai pot sd rabd.
REGELE RICHARD: Am mostenit prin sange din caracterul
tau,
Nu pot rdbda cuvinte ce suna ca mustrare.
DUCESA: O vorba sa spun numai.
REGELE RICHARD: Vorbeste, nu ascult.
DUCESA: Voi fi blajina, dulce si moderatad-n grai.
REGELE RICHARD: Si mai cu seama scurtd, cdci, mama,
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DUCHESS: Art thou so hasty? I have stay’d for thee,
God knows, in torment and in agony.
KING RICHARD: And came I not at last to comfort you?

DUCHESS: No, by the holy rood, thou know’st it well
Thou cam’st on earth to make the earth my hell.

A grievous burden was thy birth to me;

Tetchy and wayward was thy infancy;

Thy school-days frightful, desp’rate, wild, and furious;
Thy prime of manhood daring, bold, and venturous;
Thy age confirm’d, proud, subtle, bloody, treacherous;
More mild, but yet more harmful-kind in hatred:
What comfortable hour canst thou name,

That ever grac’d me with thy company?

KING RICHARD: Faith, none but Humphrey Hour, that call’d

your Grace
To breakfast once forth of my company.
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ma grabesc.

DUCESA: Atat de mult zorit esti? — Te asteptai pe tine
Radbdand nopti lungi si zile nespusa agonie.

REGELE RICHARD: Dar n-am venit in lume in fine sa te
bucuri?

DUCESA: Nu, jur pe sfanta cruce; o stii precum o stiu,
Céci ai veni in lume sa mi-o preschimbi in iad

O trista intamplare mi-a fost a ta venire;

Posaca, artdgoasd, copildria ta;

Sélbatic cand la scoald cu camarazii tai;

Furios in tinerete, crud, indraznet, siret.

Crescand in varstd, mandru, inseladtor si rau.

Un ceas de bucurie avut-am eu cu tine?

Un singur ceas din viata?

REGELE RICHARD: Atat de neplacuta de este chiar
vederea
Mea, pentru tine, lasd sd-naintez mai iute
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If I be so disgracious in your sight,

Let me march on and not offend your grace.
Strike up the drum.

DUCHESS: I prithee, hear me speak.

KING RICHARD: You speak too bitterly.
DUCHESS: Hear me a word;

For I shall never speak to thee again.

KING RICHARD: So.

DUCHESS: Either thou wilt die, by God’s just ordinance
Ere from this war thou turn a conqueror;

Or I with grief and extreme age shall perish
And never more behold thy face again.
Therefore take with thee my most heavy curse,
Which in the day of battle tire thee more

Than all the complete armour that thou wear’st!
My prayers on the adverse party fight;

And there the little souls of Edward’s children
Whisper the spirits of thine enemies,
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Sa nu te supdr, Doamna. Sunati, cornisti si tobe.

DUCESA: Ascultd-ma odata.

REGELE RICHARD: Rostesti prea grele vorbe.
DUCESA: O vorbd, numai una.

Caci niciodata in viatd nu voi mai fi cu tine.
REGELE RICHARD: Asa?

DUCESA: Sau vei muri prin justa cereasca indreptare,
Inainte de-a te-ntoarce cand s-o sfarsi rasbelul;
Sau trista batranete curma-va viata mea

Si niciodatd in lume nu ne vom intalni.

Ia deci cu tine in luptd blestemul meu cel aspru
Pe campul de bdtaie sd stea mai greu pe tine
Decat armura groasd cu care te imbraci.

Cu partea cea advera e rugdciunea mea.
Dusmanii tdi in aer vor auzi soptind
Neodihnitul suflet al pruncilor lui Eduard,
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And promise them success and victory.

Bloody thou art; bloody will be thy end.

Shame serves thy life and doth thy death attend. [Exit.
QUEEN ELIZABETH: Though far more cause, yet much less
spirit to curse

Abides in me; I say amen to all.

KING RICHARD: Stay, madam, I must talk a word with you.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: I have no moe sons of the royal blood
For thee to murder: for my daughters, Richard,

They shall be praying nuns, not weeping queens;

And therefore level not to hit their lives.

KING RICHARD: You have a daughter call’d Elizabeth.
Virtuous and fair, royal and gracious.
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Victorii si succese lor prezicandu-le.

Esti ucigas, sfarsitu-ti mai sdngeros va fi:

O viata de rusine va fi demn terminata

C-o moarte sangeroasa. (iese)
REGINA ELISABETHA: Cuvantul am si mai tare, cu toate
cd In gura-mi

Sunt vorbele mai slabe. Amin deci zic din suflet

La toate ce-ti ureaza. (voieste sd iasd)
REGELE RICHARD: Mai stai putin, oh! Doamnd, doresc sa-
ti spun ceva.

REGINA ELISABETHA: Bdieti regesti de sange niciunul
nu-mi ramane,

Sa-1 poti ucide, Richard; incat priveste fiica,

Va fi calugdritd si nu Regind dansa:

Deci n-ai de ce atinge a ei obscura viata.

REGELE RICHARD: Vreau sa-ti vorbesc de dansa:
Elisabetha-o cheams,

Frumoasa, gratioasa si plind de virtuti.
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QUEEN ELIZABETH: And must she die for this? O, let her live,

And I'll corrupt her manners, stain her beauty,
Slander myself as false to Edward’s bed,

Throw over her the veil of infamy;

So she may live unscarr’d of bleeding slaughter,
I will confess she was not Edward’s daughter.

KING RICHARD: Wrong not her birth; she of royal blood.
QUEEN ELIZABETH: To save her life I'll say she is not so.
KING RICHARD: Her life is safest only in her birth.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: And only in that safety died her
brothers.

KING RICHARD: Lo, at their birth good stars were opposite.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: No, to their lives ill friends were
contrary.

William Shakespeare
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REGINA ELISABETHA: Vrei ca si ea sa moara? Ah! Las-o
sd traiasca!

Ii voi corupe cinstea, ii voi pdta frumusetea,

Voi zice ca lui Eduard am fost necredincioss,

Voi arunca pe dansa un val de infamie;

Tot, numai sa trdiasca departe de maceluri,

Marturisi-voi tare ca nu e a lui Eduard.

REGELE RICHARD: Aceasta n-o vei face, cici e de neam
regesc.

REGINA ELISABETHA: Dar ca s-o scap de moarte voi
spune ca nu este.

REGELE RICHARD: In nasterea ei tocmai isi gdseste
siguranta.

REGINA ELISABETHA: Cu astd sigurantd murira fratii ei.

REGELE RICHARD: In lume cine scapa de ce e scris s fie?
Cand este scris destinul de cel ce nu cunoaste
Nici simtul chiar de mild: pe copilasi altfel
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KING RICHARD: All unavoided is the doom of destiny.
QUEEN ELIZABETH: True, when avoided grace makes
destiny:

My babes were destin’d to a fairer death,

If grace had bless’d thee with a fairer life.

KING RICHARD: You speak as if that I had slain my cousins.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: Cousins, indeed; and by their uncle
cozen'd

Of comfort, kingdom, kindred, freedom, life.
Whose hand soever lanc’d their tender hearts,
Thy head, an indirectly, gave direction.

No doubt the murd’rous knife was dull and blunt
Till it was whetted on thy stone-hard heart,

To revel in the entrails of my lambs.

But that stiff use of grief makes wild grief tame,
My tongue should to thy ears not name my boys,
Till that my nails were anchor’d in thine eyes;
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Ar fi suras destinul

REGELE RICHARD: Vorbesti de parca singur mi-as fi ucis
nepotii.

REGINA ELISABETHA: Destuld multumire nu fuse pentru
tine

S3 le iei libertatea, familia, domnia?

Ti-a trebuit si viata? Oricare va fi mana

Ce-a sdvarsit pdcatul, de tine-i ordonat;

N-avea tdis cutitul pana nu l-ai ascutit

Pe inima ta cruda si tare ca o piatra,

Ca sd pdtrunda lesne in inima lor blanda.

Cu ale tale crime parca-s obisnuitd,

Si setea rdzbundrii in minte pare stinsd, —

N-ar fi de dansii altfel posibil sd vorbesc.
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And ], in such a desp’rate bay of death,

Like a poor bark, of sails and tackling reft,

Rush all to pieces on thy rocky bosom.

KING RICHARD: Madam, so thrive I in my enterprise

And dangerous success of bloody wars,

As I intend more good to you and yours,

Than ever you or yours were by me wrong’d!

QUEEN ELIZABETH: What good is cover’d with the face of
heaven,

To be discover’d, that can do me good?

KING RICHARD: The advancement of your children, gentle
lady.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: Up to some scaffold, there to lose their

heads?
KING RICHARD: Unto the dignity and height of honour,
The high imperial type of this earth’s glory.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: Flatter my sorrow with report of it;
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As vrea sd sfasii ochii din chipul tdu de céine,

Pe pieptu-ti aruncatd m-as rupe in bucati,

Ca barca azvarlitd pe stanci primejdioase!

REGELE RICHARD: Sd n-am noroc oh! Doamn4, in ce am
intreprins

De nu doresc mai bine pentru voi si-ai vostri

Decét cel rdu ce-ti pare c-au suferit prin mine.

REGINA ELISABETHA: Ce bine mai rdméne sa gust in asta

lume?
REGELE RICHARD: Inaintarea, Doamn4, a tinerei Printese.

REGINA ELISABETHA: Ah! Inteleg s-ajung la esafod mai
iute.

REGELE RICHARD: La treapta cea mai inaltd a templului
glorios, —

Cununa impadrdteascd doritd de toti oameni.

REGINA ELISABETHA: Desartd magulire, simt in aceste
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Tell me what state, what dignity, what honour,
Canst thou demise to any child of mine?

KING RICHARD: Even all I have-ay, and myself and all
Will I withal endow a child of thine;

So in the Lethe of thy angry soul

Thou drown the sad remembrance of those wrongs,
Which thou supposest I have done to thee.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: Be brief, lest that the process of thy
kindness

Last longer telling than thy kindness” date.

KING RICHARD: Then know, that from my soul I love thy
daughter.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: My daughter’s mother thinks it with her

soul.
KING RICHARD: What do you think?

QUEEN ELIZABETH: That thou dost love my daughter from

thy soul.
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vorbe.

Ce demnitate oare, ce stare, ce onoare

Pot dobandi acuma sdarmanii mei copii?

REGELE RICHARD: Voi rdspandi onoare si cinste fara
margini

Pe un copil al vostru

In Lethe de-ar ineca amara amintire

A raului acela ce crezi ca am comis.

REGINA ELISABETHA: Vorbeste dar o datd ca nu cumva
sd piara

Cel gust de bundtate pe cand vorbesti cu mine.

REGELE RICHARD: S3 stii dar cd din suflet iubesc pe fiica
voastrd.

REGINA ELISABETHA: Fii sigur cd din suflet te crede
mama ei.

REGELE RICHARD: Cum, ce fel zici ma crede?

REGINA ELISABETHA: Mylord, cred ca din suflet iubesti
pe fiica mea,
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So from thy soul’s love didst thou love her brothers,

And from my heart’s love I do thank thee for it.

KING RICHARD: Be not so hasty to confound my meaning;:
I mean that with my soul I love thy daughter,

And do intend to make her Queen of England.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: Well, then, who dost thou mean shall be

her king?

KING RICHARD: Even he that makes her Queen: who should

be else?
QUEEN ELIZABETH: What, thou?
KING RICHARD: |, even I: what think you of it, madam?

QUEEN ELIZABETH: How canst thou woo her?
KING RICHARD: That would I learn of you,

As one being best acquainted with her humour.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: And wilt thou learn of me?
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Tot cu aceeasi iubire iubit-ai pe fratii ei.

{ti multumesc din suflet de dragoste ca asta.

REGELE RICHARD: Nu judeca in pripd, confunzi ce vreau
sa spun:

Am zis cd da, din suflet iubesc pe fiica voastrd,

$i am intentiunea chiar sa o fac Regina.

REGINA ELISABETHA: Si cine-i va fi Rege in intentiunea
Voastra?

REGELE RICHARD: Chiar cel ce o face Regind; —care altul?

REGINA ELISABETHA: Ce, tu?

REGELE RICHARD: Chiar eu-n persoand. — Cum ti se pare
lucrul?

REGINA ELISABETHA: Cum speri a o decide?

REGELE RICHARD: Aceasta chiar e lucrul ce ai sa ma
inveti,

Caci o cunosti mai bine.

REGINA ELISABETHA: Vrei s-afli de la mine?
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KING RICHARD: Madam, with all my heart.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: Send to her, by the man that slew her

REGELE RICHARD: Te rog cu umilinta.
REGINA ELISABETHA: Trimite-i chiar prin omul ce a ucis

brothers,

A pair of bleeding hearts; thereon engrave
Edward and York; then haply will she weep;
Therefore present to her,-as sometimes Margaret
Did to thy father, steep’d in Rutland’s blood,-
A handkerchief; which, say to her, did drain
The purple sap from her sweet brother’s body,
And bid her wipe her weeping eyes therewith.
If this inducement move her not to love,

Send her a letter of thy noble acts;

Tell her thou mad’st away her uncle Clarence,
Her uncle Rivers; ay, and for her sake,

Madest quick conveyance with her good aunt Anne.

pe Printii,

Doua inimi sdngerande, pe care ai sd scrii
,Sunt Eduard, eu sunt Richard”; va plange ea citind:
Pe urmd mai oferd-i precum odinioara

Regina Margareta a prezentat lui tat-tau
Batista fumeganda cu sangele lui Rutland.
Ofera-i o batistd, spuindu-i cd a sters
Nevinovatul sange al micilor ei frati,

$i spune-i sa usuce a ochilor ei lacrimi

Cu carpa calda inca.

De vezi cd nu se miscd, cd n-o faci sa te-adore
Trimite-i si o listd pe care sd insiri

Si alte multe fapte.

Cum l-ai facut sa piard pe Clarence, unchiul ei,
Si unchiul Lovel Rivers, si zi ca pentru dansa
Al otrdvit pe Anna, sdirmana ei mdtusa.
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KING RICHARD: Come, come, you mock me; this is not the
way

To win your daughter.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: There is no other way;

Unless thou couldst put on some other shape,

And not be Richard that hath done all this.

KING RICHARD: Say that I did all this for love of her.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: Nay, then indeed she cannot choose but
hate thee,

Having bought love with such a bloody spoil.

KING RICHARD: Look what is done cannot be now amended;
Men shall deal unadvisedly sometimes,

Which after-hours gives leisure to repent.

If I did take the kingdom from your sons,

To make amends I'll give it to your daughter.

If I have kill’d the issue of your womb,

William Shakespeare

Richard III. Parallel Texts
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

REGELE RICHARD: Dar razi de mine, Doamnd, nu poate fi
aceasta

Un mijloc ca de dédnsa sa fiu iubit vreodata.

REGINA ELISABETHA: Nu stiu vreo alta cale.

Afard de ai pune un chip ce nu-i al tau,

Ca sa nu fii cel Richard ce a comis acestea.

REGELE RICHARD: Dar spune-i cd amorul ce pentru ea
simtesc

Impinsu-m-a la crima.

REGINA ELISABETHA: in adevar atuncea te-ar lua, fii
sigur,

Amoru-ti aparandu-1 c-un pret asa de mare.

REGELE RICHARD: Nu voi putea desface un fapt
indeplinit;

Si orice om greseste, iar mai tarziu regretsd,

Cand judecd mai matur de ce s-a petrecut.

Chiar de smulsei domnia de la baietii tai,

Ca sd repar, voi da-o Printesei sora lor.
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To quicken your increase, I will beget,

Mine issue of your blood upon your daughter.:

A grandam’s name is little less in love
Than is the doating title of a mother;
They are as children but one step below,
Even of your metal, of your very blood;
Of all one pain, save for a night of groans

Endured of her, for whom you bid like sorrow.

Your children were vexation to your youth;
But mine shall be a comfort to your age.
The loss you have is but a son being king,

And by that loss your daughter is made queen.

I cannot make you what amends I would,
Therefore accept such kindness as I can.
Dorset your son, that with a fearful soul
Leads discontented steps in foreign soil,
This fair alliance quickly shall can home
To high promotions and great dignity:
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Nu sung-atat de dulce cuvantul de bunica

Cat titlul cel de mama? Nu-i dragoste aceeasi
Ce simte s-una si alta? Nepoti sunt ca copii,
O treaptd mai departe, — din sangele acelasi:
In tineretea voastra copii v-au suparat,

A voastra batranete gasi-va mangaiere

in pruncii mei mai dulce; versi lacrimi de durere
Fiindca fiul vostru nu a domnit ca Rege?
Prin faptul dsta tocmai va deveni Regina

A voastrd fiicd, Doamn3!

As face si mai multe sd pot recapdta
Favoarea vostrd, insd putere am acuma

Sa fac atatea numai; — primeste dar si iarta.
Marquesele de Dorset, ce-ncearca sa ascunda
Umbland in ratdcire prin tdarmuri departate,
Va fi chemat acasa prin pasnica unire,

Si inaintat la slujbe, la functiuni inalte;

Iar Regele ce cheama pe fiica ta sotie,
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The King, that calls your beauteous daughter wife,
Familiarly shall call thy Dorset brother;

Again shall you be mother to a king,

And all the ruins of distressful times

Repair’d with double riches of content.

What! we have many goodly days to see:

The liquid drops of tears that you have shed

Shall come again, transform’d to orient pearl,
Advantaging their loan with interest

Of ten times double gain of happiness.

Go, then, my mother, to thy daughter go;

Make bold her bashful years with your experience;
Prepare her ears to hear a wooer’s tale;

Put in her tender heart th” aspiring flame

Of golden sovereignty; acquaint the Princes

With the sweet silent hours of marriage joys.

And when this arm of mine hath chastised

The petty rebel, dull-brain’d Buckingham,
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Voios va zice frate lui Dorset, fiul tdu;

S$iinc-o data mama vei fi a unui rege;

Voi inlocui ruina trecutului cel jalnic

Ah! Pentru noi ma crede, zdmbeste viitorul!

[ar lacrimile calde ce ai varsat se schimba

In sire argintate de albi margaritare;

Caci inzecit mai tare simti-vei fericirea

Cu cat a fost mai cruda nenorocirea, care

Din ochii tai le smulse.

Deci du-te, scumpd mama, la tandra printesa
Cu mature cuvinte invinge-i modestia,
Prepar-o neinvatata pe-un petitor s-asculte;

In sanul ei cel fraged o flacara insufla

Ce sa-i atate setea domniei aurite:

Asemenea mai spune-i ca dupa ce cu oastea-mi,
Voi potoli rascoala — pe Buckingham miselul
Cum merita platindu-l, pe fruntea mea purtand
Cununa victorioasd, veni-voi sd conduc,
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Bound with triumphant garlands will I come,
And lead thy daughter to a conqueror’s bed;

To whom I will retail my conquest won,

And she shall be sole victoress, Caesar’s Caesar.
QUEEN ELIZABETH: What were I best to say? her father’s
brother

Would be her lord? Or shall I say her uncle?

Or he that slew her brothers and her uncles?
Under what title shall I woo for thee

That God, the law, my honour, and her love
Can make seem pleasing to her tender years?

KING RICHARD: Infer fair England’s peace by this alliance.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: Which she shall purchase with still
lasting war.

KING RICHARD: Tell her the King, that may command,
entreats.
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Cu pompad pe Regina la patul nuptial.
Si ascultand povestea triumfurilor mele,
Va fi triumfatoarea nevast-a lui Cezar.

REGINA ELISABETHA: Si cum crezi cd-i mai bine, si zic
vorbind de tine, —

Al tatalui ei frate sau unchiul ei sa zic?

Sau vrei c-acela ce a macelarit

Pe unchii ei, pe fratii, o cere de nevasta?

Facand in locu-ti curte, ce titlu vrei sa-ti dau,

Ce ar putea sa-i placa mai mult si sd te ia?

REGELE RICHARD: Convinge-o cd pacea a tdrii noastre
intregi

Va fi asigurata prin astd alianta.

REGINA ELISABETHA: Va cumpara cea pace c-o viatd de
resbel.

REGELE RICHARD: Mai spune-i ca stapanul ce poate
porunci,
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Cu umulinta cere.
QUEEN ELIZABETH: That at her hands which the king’s King REGINA ELISABETHA: Un lucru la un Rege mai mare ca
forbids. toti Regii
Oprit-a sa se faca.
KING RICHARD: Say she shall be a high and mighty queen. REGELE RICHARD: Aratd-i c-o Regind puternicd va fi.
QUEEN ELIZABETH: To walil the title, as her mother doth. REGINA ELISABETHA: Sa planga tot ca ma-sa, ca titlul 1-a
purtat.
KING RICHARD: Say I will love her everlastingly. REGELE RICHARD: Mai spune-i cd-mi inspird o vesnica
iubire?
QUEEN ELIZABETH: But how long shall that title ‘ever” last? REGINA ELISABETHA: Cu tine catd vreme va tine
vesnicia?
KING RICHARD: Sweetly in force unto her fair life’s end. REGELE EDUARD: Cat viata ei va tine o sincera iubire!
QUEEN ELIZABETH: But how long fairly shall her sweet life REGINA ELISABETHA: Dar cata vreme, spune, va tine
last? viata ei?
KING RICHARD: As long as heaven and nature lengthens it. REGELE RICHARD: Cét va perite cerul, destinul si natura.
QUEEN ELIZABETH: As long as hell and Richard likes of it. REINA ELISABETHA: Cat va ldsa-o iadul si Richard sa
traiasca!
KING RICHARD: Say I, her sovereign, am her subject love. REGELE RICHARD: Eu, Regele ei, astdzi devin supusul ei.

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2016



William Shakespeare
Richard III. Parallel Texts
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

216

QUEEN ELIZABETH: But she, your subject, loathes such REGINA ELISABETHA: Dar ea, ce ti-e supusd, ca Rege te

sovereignty. urdste.

KING RICHARD: Be eloquent in my behalf to her. REGELE RICHARD: Te rog fii elocinte in interesul meu.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: An honest tale speeds best being plainly REGINA ELISABETHA: Mai mult efect va face o

told. intaAmplare, spusa
Adevdrat, intocmai precum s-a intdmplat.

KING RICHARD: Then plain terms tell her my loving tale. REGELE RICHARD: Curat dar povesteste-i iubirea mea
intreagd.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: Plain and not honest is too harsh a style. REGINA ELISABETHA: Curat de-as povesti-o ar fi in stil
prea aspru.

KING RICHARD: Your reasons are too shallow and too quick. REGELE RICHARD: Cuvinte arzdtoare, lipsite de-
adancime.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: O, no, my reasons are too deep and REGINA ELISABETHA: Sunt reci, inmormantate ca bietii

dead; copilasi

Too deep and dead, poor infants, in their graves. Ascunsi adanc in groapa in floarea vietii lor.

KING RICHARD: Harp not on that string, madam; that is past. REGELE RICHARD: Nu mai vorbi de dansii, e lucru din
trecut.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: Harp on it still shall I till heart-strings REGINA ELISABETHA: Vorbi-voi, al meu suflet cu mila se
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break. sfasie!
KING RICHARD: Now, by my George, my garter, and my REGELE RICHARD: Pe ordinele mele, jur, — pe coroana
crown- mea...
QUEEN ELIZABETH: Profan’d, dishonour’d, and the third REGINA ELISABETHA: Manyjite, terfelite, mai mult chiar,
usurp’d. urzupate.

KING RICHARD: I swear-

QUEEN ELIZABETH: By nothing; for this is no oath:
Thy George, profan’d, hath lost his lordly honour;
Thy garter, blemish’d, pawn’d his knightly virtue;
Thy crown, usurp’d, disgrac’d his kingly glory.

If something thou wouldst swear to be believed,

Swear then by something that thou hast not wrong’d.

KING RICHARD: Now, by the world-
QUEEN ELIZABETH: ‘Tis full of thy foul wrongs.

REGELE RICHARD: Jur...

REGINA ELISABETHA: Ah! Nu jura pe ele, —cdci nu-i un
jurdmant:

Sfintita sa onoare viteazul Sfant George

O pierde cand atarnd pe pieptu-ti miselesc;
Cavalereasca cinste a ordinelor tale

Patat-ai cu necinste. Coroana-ti uzurpatd

E dezbrdcatd astdzi de fala sa regala.

Un jurdmant de-ai face, nu poate fi crezut,

Jura-vei pe un lucru ce tu l-ai festelit.

REGELE RICHARD: Jur dar pe astd lume...

REGINA ELISABETHA: Si lumea este plina de raul ce-1
comiti.
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KING RICHARD: My father’s death-

QUEEN ELIZABETH: Thy life hath it dishonour’d.

KING RICHARD: Then, by myself-
QUEEN ELIZABETH: Thyself thyself misusest.

KING RICHARD: Wht then. By God-

QUEEN ELIZABETH: God’s wrong is most of all.
If thou didst fear to break an oath with Him,
The unity the King my husband made

Thou hadst not broken, nor my brother slain;

If thou hadst fear’d to break an oath by Him,
The imperial metal, circling now thy brow,

Had graced the tender temples of my child;
And both the Princes had been breathing here,
Which now, two tender bedfellows for dust,
Thy broken faith hath made the prey for worms.
What canst thou swear by now?

William Shakespeare
Richard III. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

REGELE RICHARD: Pe-a tatdlui meu moarte —

REGINA ELISABETHA: Prin viata ta cea moarta destul ai
necinstit-o.

REGELE RICHARD: Jur dar pe mine insumi—

REGINA ELISABETHA: Persoana ta pe tine prea mult te
maltrateaza.

REGELE RICHARD: Pe Dumnezeu atuncea.

REGINA ELISABETHA: In contra Lui pacate mai multe ai
comis.

De-aveai putind cinste sa nu-ti calci jurdmantul

Unirea intocmitd de fratele tdu Eduard

Era sa tie inca, — Si el traia acuma:

De-aveai putind fricd credinta s-o pdstrezi,

Coroana impdrdteascd ce-ncinge fruntea ta

Era sa-ncinga fruntea a pruncilor mei gingasi. —

Era azi sa traiasca si Printii amandoi,

Cei, care acum sunt pradd, prin viclenia ta

A viermilor in groapa! Ce-ti mai rdmane, spune,
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Pe ce sd juri acuma?

KING RICHARD: The time to come. REGELE RICHARD: Pe viitor jura-voi.
QUEEN ELIZABETH: That thou hast wronged in the time REGINA ELISABETHA: Pierdut-ai viitorul prin tot trecutul
o’erpast; tau.
For I myself have many tears to wash
Hereafter time, for time past wrong’d by thee.
The children live whose fathers thou hast slaughter’d,
Ungovern’d youth, to wail it in their age;
The parents live whose children thou hast butcher’d,
Old barren plants, to wail it with their age.
Swear not by time to come; for that thou hast
Misused ere used, by time misused o’erpast.
KING RICHARD: As I intend to prosper and repent, REGELE RICHARD: Sa nu-mi ajute Domnul sa asupresc cu
So thrive I in my dangerous attempt bratul
Of hostile arms! Myself myself confound! Pe dusmani. Ei din contrd sd cad prin mine insumi;
Heaven and fortune bar me happy hours! Sa nu-mi zambeascd dulce nici cerul nici norocul,
Day, yield me not thy light; nor, night, thy rest! Sd n-am repaos ziua, sd n-am odihnd noaptea; —
Be opposite all planets of good luck Stati, stele, impotrivd, a tot ce intreprind,
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To my proceeding, if, with dear heart’s love,
Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts,

I tender not thy beauteous princely daughter!
In her consists my happiness and thine;
Without her, follows to his land and me,

To thee, herself, and many a Christian soul,
Death, desolation, ruin, and decay:

It cannot be avoided but by this;

It will not be avoided but by this.

Therefore, dear mother,-i must call you so-
Be the attorney of my love to her:

Plead what I will be, not what I have been;
Not my deserts, but what I will deserve.
Urge the necessity and state of times,

And be not peevish-fond in great designs.
QUEEN ELIZABETH: Shall I be tempted of the devil thus?

KING RICHARD: Ay, if the devil tempt you to do good.
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De n-oi iubi in viatd cu dragoste eterna

Cu sfanta devotiune, cu inima curata

Pe fiica ta frumoasa cu chip impadratesc.
Intr-insa fericire gasi-vei pentru tine

Cu mine impreund; iar fara dansa moartea,
Pieirea, nimicirea, ruina ingrozitoare,
Urmeaza pentru tard si pentru toti ai nostri.
E singura scdpare aceea ce am spus.

Si astfel, dragd mamad, cdci astfel te numi-voi,
Te rog fii avocat, pledeaza pentru mine,

Ce am sd fiu, rog, spune-i si nu ceea ce-am fost;
Nu cer ceea ce merit dar ce voi merita;

Erau si timpuri grele ce au impins la multe
Spre a si ajunge scopul cel mare, glorios.

REGINA ELISABETHA: M4 ispiteste Dracu cand te ascult
pe tine.
REGELE RICHARD: De poate fi ispita sa faci ce este bine

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2016



QUEEN ELIZABETH: Shall I forget myself to be myself?
KING RICHARD: Ay, if yourself’s rememberance wrong
yourself.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: But thou didst kill my children.

KING RICHARD: But in your daughter’s womb I bury them;
Where, in that nest of spicery, they will breed

Selves of themselves, to your recomforture.

QUEEN ELIZABETH: Shall I go win my daughter to thy will?
KING RICHARD: And be a happy mother by the deed.
QUEEN ELIZABETH: I go. Write to me very shortly,

And you shall understand from me her mind.

KING RICHARD: Bear her my true love’s kiss; and so, farewell.

[Exit QUEEN ELIZABETH

Relenting fool, and shallow, changing woman!
[Enter RATCLIFF; CATESBY following

How now! what news?

RATCLIFF: Most gracious sovereign, on the western coast

William Shakespeare
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REGINA ELISABETHA: Dar sda ma uit eu insumi?

REGELE RICHARD: Uitdndu-te doar numai iti vei face mai
mult bine.

REGINA ELISABETHA: Tu insa esti acela ce mi-ai ucis
copii, —

$i voi putea cu mana-mi sa-ti dau pe a mea fiica?

REGELE RICHARD: Vei fi prin faptul dsta o mama fericita.
REGINA ELISABETHA: M3 duc, sd-mi scrii indata,
Afla-vei de la mine ce are sd-ti rdspunda.

REGELE RICHARD: Dé-i dulcea sarutare ce dragostea
trimite

(0 sdrutd, iese Regina Elisabetha)

Ah! Proastd, indulcitd, femeie, schimbatoare!

Ce vesti dulci, amice?

(Intrd Ratcliffe, dupd dansul Catesby)

RATCLIFFE: Stapane preaputernic, pe apa apuseana
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Rideth a puissant navy; to our shores

Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted friends,

Unarm’d, and unresolv’d to beat them back;

“Tis thought that Richmond is their admiral;

And there they hull, expecting but the aid

Of Buckingham to welcome them ashore.

KING RICHARD: Some light-foot friend post to the Duke of
Norfolk.

Ratcliff, thyself, or Catesby; where is he?

CATESBY: Here, my good lord.

KING RICHARD: Fly to the Duke. [To Ratcliff] Post to
Salisbury;

When thou com’st thither,- [To CATESBY] Dull, unmindfull
villain,

Why stay’st thou here, and go’st not to the Duke?

CATESBY: First, mighty liege, tell me your Highness’ pleasure,
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Pluteste cu mandrie o flotda numeroass;

Spre tarmul ce-o primeste aleargd s-o respinga
O ceatd indoioasa din partizanii nostri

Se crede chiar cd Richmond e admiralul lor;
Acolo ancoreaza, se zice, asteptand

Pe Buckingham, cu care vor debarca in tara.
REGELE RICHARD: Sa mergem unu iute la Ducele de
Norfolk, —

Tu, in persoand, Ratcliffe, —sau Catesby, unde e?
CATESBY: Aici, stdpane, gata.

REGELE RICHARD: Te du la Duce, Catesby.

CATESBY: Cu cea mai mare graba, Mylord, la el voi merge.

REGELE RICHARD: Aici aproape, Ratcliffe, — porneste
drept la Salisbury,

$i cand ajungi acolo — (lui Catesby) uituc si natarau,

De ce ramai aicea si nu te duci la Duce?

CATESBY: Intai si-mi spuneti, Sire, ce porunciti si-i zic
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What from your Grace I shall deliver to him.

KING RICHARD: O, true, good Catesby. Bid him levy straight
The greatest strength and power that he can make
And meet me suddenly at Salisbury.

CATESBY: I go. [Exit.
RATCLIFF: What, may it please you, shall I do at Salisbury?
KING RICHARD: Why, what wouldst thou do there before I
go?

RATCLIFF: Your Highness told me I should post before.

KING RICHARD: My mind is chang’d., sir, my mind is
changed.

[Enter LORD STANLEY.

How now, what news with you?

STANLEY: None good, my liege, to please you with the
hearing;
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Ca Maiestatea Voastra doreste sa se faca.

REGELE RICHARD: Adevadrat zici Catesby, sa stranga

imediat

Ostire cat de multd si bine incercata,

Sa-mi iasa inainte in cAmpul de la Salisbury,

Fdra a vesti pe nimeni.

CATESBY: Mylord, ma duc indata. (iese)

RATCLIFFE: La Salisbury, ce poruncd e pentru mine, Sire?

REGELE RICHARD: Ce vrei sd faci acolo pan’ n-oi ajunge

eu?

RATCLIFFE: Mi-ati poruncit, stapane, sd merg eu inainte.
(iese)

REGELE RICHARD: Imi vine o idee. —

(Intra Stanley)

Ei, Stanley, ce mai spui?

STANLEY: Nici buna veste, Sire, cu care sa te bucuri,
Nici rea destul sd faca ca sd fii supdrat.
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Nor none so bad, but it may well be told.
KING RICHARD: Hoyday, a riddle! neither good nor bad! REGELE RICHARD: Ei bravo! —o enigma! Ceva nici bun,
What need’st thou run so many miles about, nici rdu.
When thou mayest tell thy tale the nearest way? Ce trebuinta este de-atata ocolire,
Once more, what news? Cand poti asa de bine sa spui ce ai de spus?

Raspunde dar, —ce veste?
STANLEY: Richmond is on the seas. STANLEY: Pe mare este Richmond.
KING RICHARD: There let him sink, and be the seas on him! REGELE RICHARD: Acolo sé se inece; pe el sa fie marea;
White-liver’d runagate, what doth he there? Ce face el acolo miselul renegat?
STANLEY: I know not, mighty sovereign, but by guess. STANLEY: De altfel nu pot spune, ghicind doar banuiesc.
KING RICHARD: Well, as you guess? REGELE RICHARD: $i cum e ce ghicesti?
STANLEY: Stirr’d up by Dorset, Buckingham, and Ely, STANLEY: Cred ca e impins de Dorset, de Buckingham si
He makes for England here to claim the crown. Morton

Revendica coroana si tronul ce detii.
KING RICHARD: Is the chair empty? Is the sword unsway’d? REGELE RICHARD: Ce gol e oare tronul si spade e
Is the King dead, the empire unpossess’d? netrasa?
What heir of York is there alive but we? Murit-a Domnitorul? Domnia e vacanta?
And who is England’s King but great York’s heir? Mostenitor in viata e altul decat mine?
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Then tell me what makes he upon the sea?

STANLEY: Unless for that, my liege, I cannot guess.

KING RICHARD: Unless for that he comes to be your liege,
You cannot guess wherefore the Welshman comes.

Thou wilt revolt and fly to him, I fear.

STANLEY: No, my good leige; therefore mistrust me not.
KING RICHARD: Where is thy power then, to beat him back?
Where be thy tenants and thy followers?

Are they not now upon the western shore,

Safe-conducting the rebels from their ships?

STANLEY: No, my good lord, my friends are in the north.

KING RICHARD: Cold friends Richard. What do they in the
north,
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Si-n Anglia nu domneste heredele lui York?

Acuma spune-mi dard, cu ce drept vine Richmond?
STANLEY: De nu pentru aceasta nu pot ghici ce catad.
REGELE RICHARD: Céd daca el nu vine coroana sd-mi
rapeascad,

Nu poti ghici ce cata pe teritoriul nostru.

Ah! Stanley, mult mi-e frica cd vrei sd mergi cu dansul.
STANLEY: Nu, Sire, de aceasta sda nu ma banuiesti.
REGELE RICHARD: Atuncea unde ti-e trupa cu care sa-1
respingi?

Urmasii unde-s? Unde sunt toti vasalii tai?

Nu-mi spune! — Stiu prea bine, —spre mare ei aleargg,
Conduc in sigurantd pe tradddtor ce vine

Coroana sd-mi rapeasca.

STANLEY: Stdpane, sa nu credeti; —in Nord imi sunt
amicii.

REGELE RICHARD: Prietesug de gheata: —ce cautd in
nord?
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When they should serve their sovereign in the west?
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STANLEY: They have not been commanded, mighty sovereign:

Please it your Majesty to give me leave,
I'll muster up my friends and meet your Grace
Where and what time your Majesty shall please.

KING RICHARD: Ay, ay, thou wouldst be gone to join with
Richmond;

I will not trust you, sir.

STANLEY: Most mighty sovereign,

You have no cause to hold my friendship doubtful:

I never was nor never will be false.

KING RICHARD: Go, then, and muster men. But leave behind

Your son, George Stanley. Look your heart be firm,
Or else his head’s assurance is but frail.
STANLEY: So deal with him as I prove true to you.  [Exit

Enter a MESSENGER.
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Cand in apus pe Rege sd ocroteascd cata?

STANLEY: Nici n-am primit porunca, stdpane
preaputernic;

Dar dati-mi numai voie de-aci sd plec in graba,

S-adun ai mei prieteni, si apoi sa va-ntalnesc

Oriunde v4d va place.

REGELE RICHARD: Da, da, esti din aceia ce se-ntrunesc cu
Richmond;

Eu nu ma pot increde.

STANLEY: Prea inalte Doamne,

N-aveti cuvant, ma credeti, sd va-ndoiti de mine;

Nici n-am tradat vreodatd, nici voi fi tradator.

REGELE RICHARD: Ei du-te, strange oameni: dar vei ldsa
cu mine

Pe fiul tau George Stanley; credintd deci pdstreaza,

Cdci altfel, de-a sa viatd nu voi putea rdspunde.
Stanley)

(Intrd un Vestitor)

(iese
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MESSENGER: My gracious sovereign, now in Devonshire,

As I by friends am well advertised,

Sir Edward Courtney and the haughty prelate,

Bishop of Exeter, his brother there,

With many moe confederates, are in arms.

Enter another MESSENGER.

SECOND MESSENGER: In Kent, my liege, the Guilfords are in
arms;

And every hour more competitors

Flock to the rebels, and their power increaseth.

Enter another MESSENGER.

THIRD MESSENGER: My lord, the army of great Buckingham-

KING RICHARD: Out on you, owls! Nothing but songs of
death?

[He strikes him.
There, take thou that till thou bring better news.
THIRD MESSENGER: The news I have to tell your Majesty

William Shakespeare
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VESTITORUL: Aflat-am, Maiestate, din zvon si prin
prieteni

Céd Courtenay cu-al sau frate Episcopul trufas

La Exter, atdta in arme sa se scoale

Tot Devonsirul gata s-alerge la semnal.

(Intrd un al doilea vestitor)

2-lea VESTITOR: Aflat-am, Maiestate, din sigura sorginte,
Ca-n Kent si prin districte s-au rdsculat in arme

Toti oamenii lui Guildford: pe fiecare ceas

Se intdreste forta razvratitorilor.

(Intrd un al treilea Vestitor)

3-lea VESTITOR: Mylord, armata darja a marelui
Buckingham...

REGELE RICHARD: Nu mai cobiti intruna ca bufnite ce
sunteti.

Plecati de-aicea iute, si nu veniti la mine

Cu astfel de vestire. (il loveste)

3-lea VESTITOR: Aceasta este vestea ce vream sd va o spun;
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Is that by sudden floods and fall of waters,
Buckingham’s army is dispers’d and scatter’d;
And he himself wand'red away alone,

No man knows whither.

KING RICHARD: I cry thee mercy:

There is my purse to cure that blow of thine.
Hath any well-advised friend proclaim’d
Reward to him that brings the traitor in?

THIRD MESSENGER: Such proclamation hath been made,
my leige.
Enter another MESSENGER.

FOURTH MESSENGER: Sir Thomas Lovel and Lord Marquis

Dorset,

“Tis said, my liege, in Yorkshire are in arms.
But this good comfort bring I to your Grace,
The Breton navy is dispersed by tempest:
Richmond, in Dorsetshire sent out a boat
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Inundatiuni subite au risipit deodats,
Armata lui Buckingham, si dansul e fugar
Nu se mai stie unde.

REGELE RICHARD: Amice, cer iertare.

Poftim ceva cu care sd vindeci lovitura. (ii aruncd o pungdi)
Luatu-s-a masura sa se proclame tare

Cad cel ce va aduce pe tradator inainte-mi,

Primi-va de la mine radsplata pentru fapta-i!

3-lea VESTITOR: Deja iesit-a astdzi aceasta proclamare.

(Intrd un al patrulea Vestitor)

4-lea VESTITOR: Venit-a de la Yorksire o scrisoare positiva
C-a izbucnit rdscola, la care s-au unit

Marquesele de Dorset si cu Sir Thomas Lovel.

Mariei Voastre insa aduc placuta veste,

C4 vijelii grozave au risipit pe mare

Puternica flotild pornitd din Bretania;
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Unto the shore, to ask those on the banks

If they were his assistants, yea or no;

Who answer’d him, they came from Buckingham
Upon his party: he, mistrusting them,

Hoised sail, and made away for Brittany.

KING RICHARD: March on, march on, since we are up in arms;
If not to fight with foreign enemies,

Yet to beat down these rebels here at home.

Re-enter CATESBY.

CATESBY: My liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken;

That is the best news. That the Earl of Richmond

Is with a mighty power landed at Milford

Is colder tidings, yet they must be told.

KING RICHARD: Away towards Salisbury! While we reason
here,
A royal battle might be won and lost:
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Trimise Richmond luntre spre Dorsetsire, sd afle

Cat sunt de favorabili locuitorii tarii,

Venit-au cu raspunsul c-au intalnit mergand

Imprastiats ceata lui Buckingham fugarul:

Pierdea atunci curajul, s-au imbarcat din nou

Spre Franta cu grabire...

REGELE RICHARD: Inainte! Inainte! Deoarece sub arme
Nu suntem pentru luptd cu un ostas strdin,

Ci sd starpim un dusam iesit chiar dintre noi.

(Intrd Catesby)

CATESBY: S-a prins in fine, Sire, puternicul Buckingham
Aceasta este vestea cea buna ce aduc;

Mai este inc-o stire mai rea decat aceasta

Ce trebuie insd spusd, cd Contele de Richmond

A debarcat la Milford c-o forta insemnata.

REGELE RICHARD: Alearga tu la Salisbury, (pe cand
vorbim aicea

O batalie mare putem sa castigam)
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Some one take order Buckingham be brought $i sd se dea porunca pe Buckingham sa-1 duca

To Salisbury; the rest march on with me. La Salisbury, iard ceilalti sd vie dupd mine.
[Flourish. Exeunt. (iese)
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Scene V.

LORD DERBY'’S house.

Enter STANLEY and SIR CHRISTOPHER URSWICK.
STANLEY: Sir Christopher, tell Richmond this from me:
That in the sty of the most deadly boar

My son George Stanley is frank’d up in hold;

If I revolt, off goes young George’s head;

The fear of that holds off my present aid.

But tell me, where is princely Richmond now?

CHRISTOPHER: At Pembroke, or at Ha'rford-west in Wales.

STANLEY: What men of name resort to him?
CHRISTOPHER. Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned soldier;
Sir Gilbert Talbot, Sir William Stanley,

Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, Sir James Blunt,

231

William Shakespeare

Richard III. Parallel Texts
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

SCENA V
O camerd in casa Lordului Stanley.

Stanley si Sir Christoper Urswick.

STANLEY: Sir Christoper, din partea-mi, lui Richmond
spune asta:

Pe fiu meu George Stanley mistretul 1-a inchis

in neagra-i vizuind.

De vin in ajutoru-i acesta va muri;

E lucru ce m-opreste de a lucra cu dansul.

Dar spune-mi unde oare se afld el acuma?

SIR CRISTOPHER: La Pembroke, sau la Harford in Galia
apuseanad.

STANLEY: Din cei ce sunt cu dansul numeste pe cativa.
SIR CRISTOPHER: intai Sir Walter Herbert, un renumit
soldat.

Apoi Sir Gilbert Talbot, mai e si William Stanley;
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And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew;

And many other of great name and worth;

And towards London do they bend their course,
If by the way they be not fought withal.

STANLEY: Return unto thy lord; commend me to him:
Tell him the queen hath heartly consented

He shall espouse Elizabeth her daughter.

These letters will resolve him of my mind.

Farewell.

[Exeunt.
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Si Pembroke cel razboinic, cu Oxford, Sir James Blunt,
Pe urmd Rice ap Thomas, c-o vitejeasca ceatd;

Si alti destui cu dansul de nume si valoare,
Inaintand spre Londra, de nu luati masuri

Sa li se intrerupa prin forta marsul lor.

STANLEY: Intoarce-te acuma in graba la stapan-tiu,
Din partea mea saluta-1 si spune-i de la mine

C-a consimtit Regina cu mare bucurie

Pe fiicd-sa cu dansul s-o logodeascd-n Londra.

Afara de acestea scrisorile de fata

Vor ardta si alte ce am in gandul meu,

Prietene, Adio.

(i dii hartii Sir Christoper)

(ies)
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ACT FIFTH.

Scene L.
Salisbury. An open place.

Enter the SHERIFF and BUCKINGHAM, with halberds, led to
execution.
BUCKINGHAM: Will not King Richard let me speak with him?

SHERIFF: No, my good lord; therefore be patient.
BUCKINGHAM: Hastings, and Edward’s children, Grey, and
Rivers,

Holy King Henry, and thy fair son Edward,

Vaughan, and all that have miscarried

By underhand corrupted foul injustice,

If that your moody discontented souls

Do through the clouds behold this present hour,
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ACTUL AL CINCILEA

SCENA I
Salisbury, — o piati.

Intri seriful cu un pdzitor, duciand pe Buckingham la moarte.

BUCKINGHAM: Nu-mi va permite Richard sa-i fac o
rugdminte?

SERIFUL: Aceasta nu se poate, supune-te, Mylord.
BUCKINGHAM: Voi, Hastings, copilasi lui Eduard, Rivers,
Grey,

Sfintite Rege Henric si tinere Print Eduard,

Tu, Vaughan, si toti aceia pe care v-a asuprit

Marsava nedreptate a tiraniei de-astazi;

Priviti a mea pieire: si chiar spre razbunare

Radeti de mine; insa de pot in ceasul dsta,
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Even for revenge mock my destruction!
This is All-Souls’ day, fellow, is it not?

SHERIFF: It is, my lord.

BUCKINGHAM: Why, then All-Souls” day is my body’s

doomsday.

This is the day which in King Edward’s time,
I wish’d might fall on me when I was found
False to his children and his wife’s allies;

This is the day wherein I wish’d to fall

By the false faith of him whom most I trusted;
This, this All-Souls” day to my fearful soul

Is the determin’d respite of my wrongs;

That high All-Seer which I dallied with

Hath turn’d my feigned prayer on my head
And given in earnest what I begg’d in jest.
Thus doth he force the swords of wicked men

Sufletele-ve triste, in veci neodihnite,
Vazduhul sa-1 patrundd, sa vada pe pamant.
In cate sunteti astizi? E ziua mortilor,

Asa bdieti, imi pare.

SERIFUL: Mylord, chiar astdzi este.
BUCKINGHAM: Ah! Praznicul acesta va trebui sa fie
Si ziua mortii mele! In timpul lui Eduard,

Pe astd zi jurat-am ca voi fi credincios
Copiilor sdi fragezi si sotiei Regelui:

Pe asta si jurat-am aceluia credintd

In care-avem credinta mai mare ca-n oricare;
Aceasta zi nefasta fricosului meu suflet,

Va fi cea de pe urma a faptelor nedrepte

Ce am comis in lume.

Si cel ce vede toate, cu care am glumit,

Pe capul meu nemernic imi impineste ruga;
Chiar astfel El intoarce taisul celui rau

Ca-n pieptul sdu sa intre.
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To turn their own points in their masters” bosoms. Pe mine cade astdzi blestemul Margaretei;
Now Margaret’s curse is fallen upon mt head; Zicea: ,,cand cu durere el, sufletul tdu mandru
‘“When he” quoth she “shall split thy heart with sorrow, il va zbrobi, atuncea marturiseste in fine
Remember Margaret was a prophetess.’ C-am fost proroaca buna.”
Come, sirs, convey me to the block of shame; Acuma dar ma duceti la moarte rusinoasa:
Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. Rau rasplatesc rdaul pe cel ce are vina.

[Exeunt. (iese Buckingham etc.)

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2016



Scene II.

The Camp near Tamworth.

Enter RICHMOND, OXFORD, SIR JAMES BLUNT, SIR
WALTER HERBERT, and others, with drum and colours.
RICHMOND: Fellows in arms, and my most loving friends,
Bruised underneath the yoke of tyranny,

Thus far into the bowels of the land

Have we march’d on without impediment;

And here receive we from our father Stanley

Lines of fair comfort and encouragement.

The wretched, bloody, and usurping boar,

That spoil’d your summer fields and fruitful vines,
Swills your warm blood like wash, and makes his trough
In your embowell’d bosoms, this foul swine

Is now even in the centre of this isle,

Near to the town of Leicester, as we learn.
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SCENAII
O campie langd Tamworth.

Intrd Richmond cu muzica si drapelul, — Oxford, — Sir James
Blunt, — Sir Walter Herbert cu trupele in mars.
RICHMON: Vitejilor tovardsi si mult iubiti prieteni,
Voi, suferind ca mine sub jugul tiraniei,

Intrardm pén-aicea in interiorul tarii

S$i nu intAmpinaram nici semn de-mpiedicare.

Era socrul meu, Lord Stanley, prin chiar scrisoarea asta
Ne da speranta bund, urandu-ne izbanda.

Mistretul cel salbatic, infam uzurpator,

Ce viia si cdmpia v-a devastat-o in floare,

Din caldul vostru sange band si facandu-si jghiabul
Adanc in piepul vostru, —acest mistret scarbos

Isi are vizuina in centrul tirii noastre.

Precum aflai, aproape de Leicester el pradeaza:

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2016



From Tamworth thither is but one day’s march.

In God’s name cheerly on, courageous friends,

To reap the harvest of perpetual peace

By this one bloody trial of sharp war.

OXFORD: Every man’s conscience is a thousand swords,
To fight against this guilty homicide.

HERBERT. I doubt not but his friends will turn to us.

BLUNT: He hath no friends but what are friends for fear,
Which in his dearest need will fly from him.

RICHMOND: All for our vantage. Then in God’s name march:

True hope is swift, and flies with swallow’s wings;
Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatures kings.
[Exeunt.
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O zi e pan-acolo din Tamworth unde suntem.

Cu Dumnezeu sa mergem, vitejii mei prieteni,

Sa dobandim si pace si liniste eterna

Printr-o suprema lupta de viatd si de moarte.
OXFORD: Gasi-va fiecare in constiinta sa

O sabie ascutitd sd taie pe-ucigasul.

RICHMOND: N-am nicio indoiald ca chiar amicii lui
Spre noi se vor intoarce.

BLUNT: El n-are alti prieteni decéat acei ce frica

Ii tine langa dansul; La ceas de nevoie

Ii va chema, si atuncea nu vor fi langa el.
RICHMOND: Da toate ce le spuneti vin in favoarea
noastrg;

Deci, scumpii mei tovardsi, cu Dumnezeu-nainte:
Sperant-i lucru mare si iute ne conduce;

Pe-un rege-1 poate face un Zeu, pe cel mai mic

{1 poate face Rege.
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Scene III. SCENA III
Bosworth Field. Campia de la Bosworth.
Enter KING RICHARD in arms, with NORFOLK, RATCLIFF, the Intrd Regele Richard cu trupele, — Ducele de Norfolk, — Comitele
EARL of SURREYS and others. de Surrey si altii.
KING RICHARD: Here pitch our tent, even here in Bosworth REGELE RICHARD: Taberile le faceti chiar in campia asta
field. Ce se numeste Bosworth.
My Lord of Surrey, why look you so sad? Mylord de Surrey, spune-mi de ce esti asa trist?
SURREY: My heart is ten times lighter than my looks. SURREY: Mai ingrijit par poate decat ma simt in suflet.
KING RICHARD: My Lord of Norfolk!- REGELE RICHARD: Mylord de Norfolk...
NORFOLK: Here, most gracious liege. NORFOLK: Sire, gratioase sunt aicea.
KING RICHARD: Norfolk, we must have knocks; ha! must we REGELE RICHARD: Ne vom ciocni, — ce zici tu, ei, Norfolk
not? iubite?
NORFOLK: We must both give and take, my gracious lord. NORFOLK: Sperdm sa dam mai multe decat primim,
Mylord.
KING RICHARD: Up With my tent there! Here will I lie to- REGELE RICHARD: Deci asezati-mi cortul: aicea voi
night; dormi:
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[Soldiers begin to set up the KING’S tent]
But where to-morrow? Well, all’s one for that.
Who hath descried the number of the foe?
NORFOLK: Six or seven thousand is their utmost power.
KING RICHARD: Why, our battalion trebles that account;
Besides, the King’s name is a tower of strength,
Which they upon the adverse faction want.
Up with the tent! Valiant gentlemen,
Let us survey the vantage of the field;
Call for some men of sound direction:
Let’s lack no discipline, make no delay;
For, lords, to-morrow is a busy day.

pitch RICHMOND'S tent.

RICHMOND: The weary sun hath made a golden set,
And by the bright tract of his fiery car

Gives token of a goodly day to-morrow.

[Exeunt
Enter, on the other side of the field, RICHMOND, SIR WILLIAM
BRANDON, OXFORD, DORSET, and others. Some of the Soldiers
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(Soldatii incep sd aseze cortul lui Richard)
Dar unde oare maine? Tot una-i pentru mine.
In numir, cine stie ce fortd au dusmanii?
NORFOLK: Mii sase, poate sapte cel mult, de-o fi atatia.
REGELE RICHARD: Bun, combatantii nostri-s trei ori cat ai
zis.
Pe urmad e o forta in numele de Rege
Ce le lipseste-acolo. Nu-i gata inca cortul?
Mylord, sd recunoastem terenul unde suntem;
Chemati cativa din oameni ce se pricep la asta; —
Vedeti de disciplind; sd nu mai zabovim;
Pe ziua cea de maine avem destula treaba.
(Intrd pe partea opusd a campiei, Richmond, Sir William
Brandon, Oxford si alti Lorzi, ctiva din soldati aseazd cortul lui
Richmond)
RICHMOND: Vezi, somnorosul soare in aur a apus.
Stralucitoarea cale ce a descins din cer,
Promite pentru maine un timp senin, frumos. —
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Sir William Brandon, you shall bear my standard.
Give me some ink and paper in my tent:

I'll draw the form and model of our battle,

Limit each leader to his several charge,

And part in just proportion our small strenght.
My Lord of Oxford-you, Sir William Brandon,
And you, Sir Walter Herbert, stay with me.

The Earl of Pembroke keeps his regiment;

Good Captain Blunt, bear my good night to him,
And by the second hour in the morning

Desire the Earl to see me in my tent.

Yet one thing more, good Blunt, before thou go’st,
Where is Lord Stanley quarter’d, do you know?
BLUNT: Unless I have mista’en his colours much,
Which well I am assur’d I have not done,

His regiment lies half a mile at least

South from the mighty power of the King.
RICHMOND: If without peril it be possible,
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Iti incredintez, Sir William, s& porti stindardul meu. —

Hartie si cerneala in cortul meu trimite-mi;

Voi chibzui acolo proiectul bataliei,

Anume fiecdrui voi desemna purtarea,

Tragand folos mai mare din mica noastra trupa.
[ubite Lord de Oxford, —si bun Sir William Brandon,
Precum si Walter , voi raméaneti cu mine,

Si-n zor de dimineatd, din partea mea pofteste-1

Sa vie sd ma vada in cortul meu aicea: —

Mai am o rugdminte sa-ti fac, iubite Blunt;

Stii oare unde Lord Stanley cu ai sdi?

BLUNT: De n-am gresit drapelul, (ce greu se poate crede,)
E departat de-aicea spre sud un kilometru
De locul unde este chiar Regele postat.

RICHMOND: De este cu putintd, dar fara a fi pericol,
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Good Captain Blunt, bear my good-night to him,
And give him from me this poor needful note.
BLUNT: Upon my life, my lord, I'll undertake it;
And so, God give you quiet rest to-night!
RICHMOND: Good night, good Captain Blunt.
Come, gentlemen,

Let us consult upon to-morrow’s business.

In to my tent; the dew is raw and cold.

[They withdraw into the tent.

Enter, to his-tent, KING RICHARD, NORFOLK, RATCLIFF,
CATESBY, and others.
KING RICHARD: What is’t o’clock?
CATESBY: It's supper-time, my lord;
It's nine o’clock.
KING RICHARD: I will not sup to-night.
Give me some ink and paper.
What, is my beaver easier than it was!
And all my armour laid into my tent?
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Iubite Blunt, incearca sa te-ntalnesti cu dansul,
Si grabnic da-i din partea-mi un important ravas.
BLUNT: De m-o costa chiar viata, voi incerca, Mylord.
Dea Domnul astd noapte sa dormi linistit .
RICHMOND: Adio, cdpitane. Sa mergem Domnii mei,
Sa chibzuim de toate ce maine o sa facem;
Dar sa intrdm tnduntru, cdci vantul bate rece.

(se retrag in cort)

(Intrd, in cortul opus, Regele Richard, Norfolk, Ratcliffe si
Catesby)

REGELE RICHARD: Ce ord e? —Spuneti-mi.
CATESBY: Noud ore chiar trecute.

REGELE RICHARD: Nu voi cina diseara.
Puneti-mi ldngad mine hartie si cerneald. —
Largitu-s-a mantaua; in ea sd nu ma-npiedic?
Ati pus la indemand armura mea in cort?
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CATESBY: It is, my liege; and all things are in readiness.
KING RICHARD: Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy charge;
Use careful watch, choose trusty sentinels.

NORFOLK: I go, my lord.
KING RICHARD: Stir with the lark to-morrow, gentle Norfolk.

NORFOLK: I warrant you, my lord. [Exit
KING RICHARD: Catesby!

CATESBY: My lord?

KING RICHARD: Send out a pursuivant at arms

To Stanley’s regiment; bid him bring his power

Before sunrising, lest his son George fall

Into the blind cave of eternal night. [Exit CATESBY.
Fill me a bowl of wine. Give me a watch.

Saddle white Surrey for the field to-morrow.

Look that my staves be sound, and not too heavy.
Ratcliff!
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CATESBY: Precum doriti sunt toate si preparate gata.
REGELE RICHARD: Te du, iubite Norfolk, la postul tau
acuma,

Vegheaza cu credintd, ia sentinele bune.

NORFOLK: M4 duc, Mylord.

REGELE RICHARD: Cu ciocarlia maine desteapta-te, bun
Norfolk.

NORFOLK: Poti fi pe pace, Sire.

REGELE RICHARD: Ratcliffe...

RATCLIFFE: Mylord?

REGELE RICHARD: Trimite o patrula la regiment, la
Stanley,

Comanda-i sd soseascd pand nu se face zi

Cu oastea sa, aicea: ca nu cumva sa cada

Copilul sdu in noaptea ce n-are dimineatd. —

(lui Catesby) Tu, toarnd-mi vin, mi-e sete, —si dd-mi si un
ceasornic.

Pe calul meu alb Surrey sd puneti saua maine. —
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RATCLIFF: My lord?

KING RICHARD: Saw’st thou the melancholy Lord
Northumberland?

RATCLIFF: Thomas the Earl of Surrey and himself,
Much about cock-shut time, from troop to troop
Went through the army, cheering up the soldiers.

KING RICHARD: So, I am satisfied. Give me a bowl of wine.

I have not that alacrity of spirit
Nor cheer of mind that I was wont to have.
Set it down. Is ink and paper ready?

RATCLIFF: It is, my lord.

KING RICHARD: Bid my guard watch; leave me,Ratcliff,
About the mid of night come to my tent,

And help to arm me. Leave me, I say.
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Aveti de lance grijd sd nu atarne greu. —

Ratcliffe...

RATCLIFFE: Mylord?

REGELE RICHARD: Vazut-ai pe posacul Northumberland
pe-aicea?

RATCLIFFE: Da, dansul in persoand, si contele de Surrey,
Cand soarele sfintise, se preumblau prin lagar
Imbratisand soldati.

REGELE RICHARD: Sunt multumit acuma, da-mi un pahar
de vin

Nu simt ca totdeauna géteala cea de spirit

Ce nu-mi lipsise inca. Bun, pune-1jos acolo. —

Hartia si cerneala sunt gata cum am spus?

RATCLIFFE: Mylord, sunt toate gata.

REGELE RICHARD: Comanda sentinelei sa tie paza bund;
$i acuma mad lasd singur; cam pe la miezul noptii

La cortul meu revino, s-ajuti cand ma armez. —

Acum ma lasd, pleaca.
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[Exit RATCLIFF and the other attendants.
Enter DERBY to RICHMOND in his tent; LORDS and others
attending.

DERBY: Fortune and victory sit on thy helm!
RICHMOND: All comfort that the dark night can afford
Be to thy person, noble father-in-law!

Tell me, how fares our loving mother?

DERBY: I, by attorney, bless thee from thy mother,
Who prays continually for Richmond’s good:

So much for that. The silent hours steal on,

And flaky darkness breaks within the east.

In brief, for so the season bids us be,
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(se retrage in interiorul cortului)

(ies Catesby si Ratcliffe)

(Se deschide cortul lui Richmon, descoperindu-l in mijlocul
ofiterilor sdi)

Intrd Stanley

STANLEY: Norocul si izbanda asupra ta sa zboare.
RICHMOND: De poate o scanteie cereascd de sperantd
Sd iasa stralucind din neagra-ntunecine

A noptii, ce-nconjoard pamantul ostenit;

Pe tine sd descindd, parinte mult iubit;

Dar spune-mi, cum mai merge iubita noastrd mama?
STANLEY: Insircinat de dansa, te binecuvantez;

Se roagd ea continuu sa-ti mearga bine Richmond,
Destul acum de dansa. Trecand inainteaza

Din ord-n ord noaptea, cu pete negre cerul
Se-ntunecd, lumina murind dinspre apus.
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Prepare thy battle early in the morning,

And put thy fortune to the arbitrement

Of bloody strokes and mortal-staring war.

I, as I may-that which I would I cannot-

With best advantage will deceive the time
And aid thee in this doubtful shock of arms;
But on thy side I may not be too forward,
Lest, being seen, thy brother, tender George,
Be executed in his father’s sight.

Farewell; the leisure and the fearful time
Cuts off the ceremonious vows of love,

And ample interchange of sweet discourse,
Which so long sund’red friends should dwell upon:
God give us leisure for these rites of love!
Once more, adieu: be valiant, and speed well!

RICHMOND: Good lords, conduct him to his regiment.
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In scurt, (imprejurarea m-obliga sa fiu scurt)

Prepard batdlia devreme dimineata;

Destinul tdu depinde de lupta sdngeroasa;

Eu, cat mi-o sta-n putinta (cat vreau sa fac stii, nu pot)
Voi intirzia venirea, intirzierea mea

In lupta cea de maine va fi un ajutor

Pe fatd nu pot insd sd tin cu tine, vere,

Cdci de m-ar prinde Richard, fratiorul tau cel tanar
Ar fi ucis, sirmanul, chiar inaintea mea.

Adio, n-avem vreme, si ar fi primejdios

Sa ne ludm adio in termene mai dulci

Precum ni s-ar cuveni, ce de atdta vreme

Nu ne imbratisaram.

Dar sper sa vie timpul in care fara grijd,

Vom observa aceste sfintite datorii.

Adio, inc-o data: — viteaz si norocos.

Aceasta mi-e urarea.

RICHMOND: Mylords, va rog sa-1 duceti la regimental sau;
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I'll strive with troubled thoughts to take a nap,
Lest leaden slumber peise me down to-morrow
When I should mount with wings of victory:
Once more, good night, kind lords and gentlemen.
[Exeunt all but RICHMOND.

O Thou, whose captain I account myself,

Look on my forces with a gracious eye;

Put in their hands Thy bruising irons of wrath,
That they may crush down with a heavy fall
The usurping helmets of our adversaries!

Make us thy ministers of chastisement,

That we may praise thee in the victory!

To Thee I do commend my watchful soul,

Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes:

Sleeping and waking, O, defend me still! [Sleeps.

246

Enter the GHOST Of YOUNG PRINCE EDWARD, son to HENRY

THE SIXTH
GHOST: [To RICHARD] Let me sit heavy on thy soul

William Shakespeare
Richard III. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

Cu gandul plin de grijd voi incerca sa dorm;

Sd nu atarne maine pe mine oboseala,

In loc s& zbor la lupta pe aripe de vant:

Si iardsi noapte bund, Mylords si Domnii mei.

(ies Lorzii si cu Stanley)

Parinte tot pdrinte, al cdrui capitan

Doresc sa ma consider, priveste-a mea armata

C-un zambet de favoare: Armeaz-o ca sad poata

Distruge pand-n urma pe inamicii mei,

A rdzbundrii tile s3 fie instrumentul,

Ca in izbanda noastrd sd te putem slavi.

Las in pastrara-ti sfantd neodihnitu-mi suflet,

Inainte de-a se-nchide in somn greoii-mei ochi:

Dormind, destept. Oh! Doamne, in paza ta sd fiu.
(adoarme)

(Umbra principelui Eduard, fiul Regelui Henric VI, apare)

(intre corturi)

UMBRA: (Iui Richard) Pe tine atarna-voi cu greutate maine.
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to-morrow! In floarea tineretii si a vietii m-ai ucis;
Think how thou stabb’dst me in my prime of youth Gandeste-te la mine si mori in disperare.
At Tewksbury; despair, therefore, and die! (lui Richmond) S& ai sperantd buna; se lupta pentru tine
[To RICHMONDY] Be cheerful, Richmond; for the wronged Nedreptatite duhuri de regi si Printi ucisi,
souls Mostenitor lui Henric, eu, iti spun sa speri, oh! Richmond.
Of butcher’d princes fight in thy behalf:
King Henry’s issue, Richmond, comforts thee.
Enter the GHOST of HENRY THE SIXTH Umbra Regelui Henric VI apare
GHOST: [To RICHARD] When I was mortal, my anointed UMBRA: (lui Richard) Pe cand era in lume chiar trupul meu
body sfintit
By thee was punched full of deadly holes. Fu gdurit de tine cu sangeroase rani:
Think on the Tower and me: despair, and die! Gandeste-te la Henric si mori in disperare.
Harry the Sixth bids thee despair and die! (lui Richmond) Plin de virtuti, viteze, vei fi biruitor.
[To RICHMOND)] Virtuous and holy, be thou conqueror! Eu, Henric, prorocisem cd vei ajunge Rege,
Harry, that prophesied thou shouldst be King, Fii fericit in somnu-ti, trdieste si prospera.
Doth comfort thee in thy sleep: live and flourish!
Enter the GHOST of CLARENCE Umbra lui Clarence apare
GHOST: [To RICHARD] Let me sit heavy in thy soul UMBRA: (lui Richard) Sa stau cu greutate pe sufletul tau
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to-morrow!

I that was wash’d to death with fulsome wine,

Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray’d to death.

To-morrow in the battle think on me,

And fall thy edgeless sword: despair and die!

[To RICHMOND)] Thou offspring of the house of Lancaster,
The wronged heirs of York do pray for thee:

Good angels guard thy battle! Live and flourish!

Enter the GHOSTS of RIVERS, GREY, and VAUGHAN
GHOST OF RIVERS: [To RICHARD] Let me sit heavy in thy
soul to-morrow,

Rivers that died at Pomfret! Despair and die!

GHOST OF GREY: [To RICHARD] Think upon Grey, and let

thy soul despair!

GHOST OF VAUGHAN: [To RICHARD] Think upon Vaughan,

and with guilty fear,
Let fall thy lance: despair and die!
ALL: [To RICHMOND] Awake, and think our wrongs in
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maine.

Eu, care dupd moarte in vin fui inecat,

Nenorocitul Clarence, ucis, tradat de tine.

Gandeste-te la mine in batalie maine;

Cazand din mana-ti spada sd mori in disperare.

(lui Richmond) Tu, spitd stralucitd a casei de Lancaster,
Nedreptatitii erezi lui York sunt pentru tine;

Sd te pdzeasca ingeri in batdlie maine.

Umbrele lui Rivers, lui Grey si lui Vaughan apar

UMBRA LUI RIVERS: (lui Richard) Sa sed cu greutate pe
sufletul tdu maine.

Eu, Rivers mort la Pomfret, zic: mori in disperare.
UMBRA LUI GREY: (Iui Richard) De Grey adu-ti aminte si
mori in disperare.

UMBRA LUI VAUGHAN: (lui Richard) Gandeste-te la
mine; cu frica constiintei.

Sa-ti cada maine spada si disperand sa mori.

TOTI: (lui Richmond) Desteapta-te cu gandul cd sufletul lui
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Richard’s bosom Richard
Will conquer him. Awake and win the day! De raul comis de dansul va fi impovadrat;
Te du dar la victorie.
Enter the GHOST of HASTINGS Umra lui Hastings apare.
GHOST: [To RICHARD] Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake, UMBRA: (lui Richard) Ah! sangeros si aspru, desteapta-te in
And in a bloody battle end thy days! sange,
Think on Lord Hastings: despair and die. Termina a ta viata in sange si bataie.
[To RICHMOND] Quiet untroubled soul, awake, awake! Gandeste-te la mine si mori in disperare.
Arm, fight, and conquer, for fair England’s sake! (lui Richmond) Duh linistit si nobil, desteaptda-te, te scoala.
Si spre binele tdrii castiga batalia.
Enter the GHOSTS of the two young PRINCES Umbrele celor doi Printi apar
GHOSTS. [To RICHARD] Dream on thy cousins smothered in UMBRA: (lui Richard) Ca plumbul pe-al tau suflet, ah!
the Tower: Richard sa
Let us be lead within thy bosom, Richard, [sedem,
And weigh thee down to ruin, shame, and death! Tarandu-te la moarte, ruina si rusine.
Thy nephews’ souls bid thee despair and die! Nepotii tdi, iti spunem sa mori in disperare.
[To RICHMOND] Sleep, Richmond, sleep in peace, and (lui Richmond) In pace dormi, Richmond, in slava te
wake in joy; [desteapta
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Good angels guard thee from the boar’s annoy!

Live, and beget a happy race of kings!

Edward’s unhappy sons do bid thee flourish.

Enter the GHOST of LADY ANNE, his wife

GHOST: [To RICHARD] Richard, thy wife, that wretched
Anne thy wife

That never slept a quiet hour with thee,

Now fills thy sleep with perturbations:

To-morrow in the battle think on me,

And fall thy edgeless sword: despair and die!

[To RICHMOND] Thou quiet soul, sleep thou a quiet sleep;
Dream of success and happy victory!

Thy adversary’s wife doth pray for thee.

Enter the GHOST of BUCKINGHAM

GHOST: [To RICHARD] The first was I that help’d thee
to the crown;

The last was I that felt thy tyranny.
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Trdiste si fondeazd o serie de Regi:
Iti spun copii lui Eduard: Traieste si prospera.

Umbra Reginei Anna apare

UMBRA: (lui Richard) Nevasta ta, oh! Richard, nenorocita
Anna,

Ce un moment in pace cu tine n-a dormit,

Acum umple somnul cu groaza si vedenii:

In batilie maine gandeste-te la mine,

Cdzand din mana-ti spada sd mori in disperare.

(lui Richmond) Murii speradnd, inainte de a-ti da un ajutor;
Dar fii cu gandul vesel si nu te indoi;

Céci Domnul si ai sdi ingeri se luptd pentru Richmond;
Si Richard cade prada mandriei ce atinse.
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O, in the battle think on Buckingham,
And die in terror of thy guiltiness!
Dream on, dream on of bloody deeds and death;
Fainting, despair; despairing, yield thy breath!
[To RICHMOND] I died for hope ere I could lend thee aid;
But cheer thy heart and be thou not dismay’d:
God and good angels fight on Richmond’s side;
And Richard falls in height of all his pride.
[The GHOSTS vanish. KING RICHARD starts out of his dream. (Umbrele dispar, Regele Richard se desteaptdi din somn)
KING RICHARD: Give me another horse: bind up my wounds. REGELE RICHARD: Schimbati-mi calul iute! —legati-mi
Have mercy, Jesu! Soft! I did but dream. rdnile! —
O coward conscience, how dost thou afflict me! Christoase miluieste! — Incet, era un vis—
The lights burn blue. It is now dead midnight. Fricoasa constiintd anarnic m-a muncit! —
Cold fearful drops stand on my trembling flesh. Ce vanata-i lumia! E tocmai miezul noptii!
What do I fear? Myself? There’s none else by: Indduseala rece de frica m-a cuprins.
Richard loves Richard; thatis, I am I. De ce ma tem? —de mine? Alt nimeni nu-i aicea:
Is there a murderer here? No. Yes, [ am. La Richard tine Richard: as zice, eu sunt eu.
Then fly. What, from myself? Great reason why: Sunt ucigasi aceia? Nu, —da, cdci sunt aicea:
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Lest I revenge. What, myself upon myself!
Alack, I love myself. Wherefore? For any good
That I myself have done unto myself?

O, no! Alas, I rather hate myself

For hateful deeds committed by myself!

I am a villain; yet I lie, I am not.

Fool, of thyself speak well: fool, do not flatter.
My conscience hath a thousand several tongues,
And every tongue brings in a several tale,

And every tale condemns me for a villain.
Perjury, perjury, in the high’st degree;

Murder, stern murder, in the dir’st degree;

All several sins, all us’d in each degree,

Throng to the bar, crying all ‘Guilty! guilty!”

I shall despair. There is no creature loves me;
And if I die no soul will pity me:

Nay, wherefore should they, since that I myself
Find in myself no pity to myself?
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Fugi dard, — de la mine? Prea bine m-am gandit:
Sa md razbun. Pe cine? — pe mine! Pentru ce?
Dar pentru ce as tine la mine? Am facut

Vreun bine mie insumi? Nu, din nenorocire.
Mai lesne-mi vine-a crede cd singur ma urasc;
Din fapte uracioase ce insumi am comis.

Sunt un misel: acuma mint, nicidecum nu sunt.
Vorbeste-te de bine: ba, nu te lingusi.

Constiinta mea, o mie de glasuri parca are:

Si fiecare suflet chiar astfel gldsuieste:

Dar sunetele toate imi spun cd sunt misel,
Sperjur, sperjur la culme si ucigas la culme,

Si altele sd-nsird strigandu-mi ,, Vinovat”.

Voi dispera, caci nimeni la mine nu mai tine;

S$i de-as muri, niciunul n-a fi ca sa md planga: —
De ce m-ar plange altii cand singur pentru mine
Nu pot sa mai simt vreo mila? Mi s-a pdrut in vis,
C4 sufletele celor pe care i-am ucis,
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Methought the souls of all that I had murder’d

Came to my tent, and every one did threat

To-morrow’s vengeance on the head of Richard.

Enter RATCLIFF

RATCLIFF: My lord!

KING RICHARD: Zounds, who is there?

RATCLIFF: Ratcliff, my lord; ‘tis I. The early village-cock
Hath twice done salutation to the morn;

Your friends are up and buckle on their armour.

KING RICHARD: O Ratcliff, I have dream’d a fearful dream!
What think’st thou-will our friends prove all true?
RATCLIFF: No doubt, my lord.

KING RICHARD: O Ratcliff, I fear, I fear.-

RATCLIFF: Nay, good my lord, be not afraid of shadows.
KING RICHARD: By the apostle Paul, shadows to-night
Have stuck more terror to the soul of Richard,

Than can the substance of ten thousand soldiers
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Ar fi venit la usa si tot amenintau
O aspra razbunare pe Richard pentru maine.

(Intrad Ratcliffe)

RATCLIFFE: Mylord...

REGELE RICHARD: Ce? Cine e acolo?

RATCLIFFE: Mylord, chiar eu sunt— Ratcliffe, — Cocosul
satului

A salutat de doua ori a zilei dimineats;

Ai nostri se prepard, si armura lor incing.

REGELE RICHARD: Visat-am scumpe Ratcliffe, un vis
ingrozitor.

Ce crezi, tu, de ai nostri, vor fi ei credinciosi?

RATCLIFFE: Sa nu te inspaimante viziuni si umbre goale.
REGELE RICHARD: Dar jur pe Sfantul Paul, c-azi noapte
umbre goale,

L-au speriat pe Richard mai mult decat ar face-o
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Armed in proof and led by shallow Richmond. Un batalion puternic de zece mii de oameni,
‘Tis not yet near day. Come, go with me; Armati perfect si tare si comandati de Richmond;
Under our tents I'll play the eaves-dropper, Nu-i inca dimineasa; mergi, rogu-te cu mine!
To see if any mean to shrink from me. Prin corturile noastre vreau sd ascult putin,
[Exeunt Sa aflu dacd vreunu ar vrea sa ne tradeze.
(ies Regele Richard cu Rattcliffe)
Enter the LORDS to RICHMOND sitting in his tent (Richmond se desteaptd, intrd Oxford si altii)
LORDS: Good morrow, Richmond! LORZII: Te salutam, Richmonde.
RICHMOND: Cry mercy, lords and watchful gentlemen, RICHMOND: Mylords, cer iertaciune ca voi sunteti
That you have ta’en a tardy sluggard here. destepti,
Prinzandu-ma pe mine, un lenes somnoros.
LORDS: How have you slept, my lord? LORZII: Cum ati dormit, stapane?
RICHMOND: The sweetest sleep and fairest-boding dreams RICHMOND: Un somn usor si dulce, iar visuri fericite,
That ever ent'red in a drowsy head Mylords, de cand plecardti au incantat intruna
Have I since your departure had, my lords. Gandirea-mi ostenita. Mi s-a pdrut in vis
Methought their souls whose bodies Richard murder’d Cd sufletele celor pe care barbarul Richard
Came to my tent and cried on victory: Ucise odiniord, veneau la cortul meu
I promise you my soul is very jocund Strigdndu-mi: , inainte purcede la victorie”.
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In the remembrance of so fair a dream.
How far into the morning is it, lords?

LORDS: Upon the stroke of four.

RICHMOND: Why, then “tis time to arm and give direction.
HIS ORATION TO HIS SOLDIERS.

More than I have said, loving countrymen,

The leisure and enforcement of the time

Forbids to dwell upon; yet remember this,

God and our good cause fight upon our side;

The prayers of holy saints and wronged souls,
Like high-rear’d bulwarks, stand before our faces;
Richard except, those whom we fight against
Had rather have us win than him they follow:

For what is he they follow? Truly, gentlemen,

A bloody tyrant and a homicide;

One rais’d in blood, and one in blood establish’d;
One that made means to come by what he hath,
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V4 jur cd al meu suflet e mult inveselit

Cand imi aduc aminte d-un vis atat de dulce

Ce ceas, Mylords, sd fie?

LORZII: Pe punctul chiar de patru.

RICHMOND: Atunci este vreme sa ne armdm, pe urma
Sa dam a noastre ordini.

(tnainteazd cdatre trupad)

Concetdteni, prieteni, mai mult decat am zis

Sa spun nici circumstanta, nici timpul nu-mi permite.
Aveti prezent in mine un lucru dar va rog, —

Ca pentru noi se luptd si Domnul si dreptatea;
Victimele si sfintii se roagd pentru noi;

Si astd pomenire va sta-naintea voastra

Ca ziduri de tarie

Iar cei cu care ne batem (afara doar de Richard)

Mai mult doresc izbanda a noastra ca a lui.

Cici cine este dansul? In adevir, prieteni,

Un ucigas salbatic, un sangeros tiran;
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And slaughtered those that were the means to help him; Crescut in sange, tronul I-a cdpdtat prin sange;

A base foul stone, made precious by the foil

Of England’s chair, where he is falsely set;

One that hath ever been God’s enemy.

Then if you fight against God’s enemy,

God will in justice ward you as his soldiers;

If you do sweat to put a tyrant down,

You sleep in peace, the tyrant being slain;

If you do fight against your country’s foes,

Your country’s foes shall pay your pains the hire;
If you do fight in safeguard of your wives,

Your wives shall welcome home the conquerors;
If you do free your children from the sword,
Your children’s children quits it in your age.
Then, in the name of God and all these rights,

Advance your standards, draw your willing swords.

For me, the ransom of my bold attempt
Shall be this cold corpse on the earth’s cold face;

Creat-a instrumente s-ajunga unde este

Si aceste instrumente chiar el le-a distrus;

O piatrd, ce valoarea si-o ia din legdturd,

Al Angliei fotoliu pe care pe nedrept

El sede si domneste.

Pe urm-a fost un dusman al cerului, in veci;
Luptandu-va c-un dusman al cerului, desigur,
Va va pazi chiar cerul ca pe soldatii sdi.

De este-n lupta voastra sa doborati tiranul,
In liniste dormive-ti cand va fi jos acesta;

De sunt dusmanii tdrii cu care va luptati,

In tara chiar rasplata gisi-veti pentru munca:
De e aceastd munca sd ocrotiti pe soate

Veti fi primiti acasa de soate bucuroase;

Pe copilasii vostri de-i aparati cu fierul,

in batranetea voastrd, copiilor si voud

Vor da rasplatd dreapta.
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But if I thrive, the gain of my attempt

The least of you shall share his part thereof.
Sound drums and trumpets boldly and cheerfully;
God and Saint George! Richmond and victory!

[Exeunt.

Re-enter KING RICHARD, RATCLIFF, attendants, and forces
KING RICHARD: What said Northumberland as touching
Richmond?

RATCLIFF: That he was never trained up in arms.

KING RICHARD: He said the truth; and what said Surrey,
then?

RATCLIFF: He smiled, and said ‘“The better for our purpose.’

KING RICHARD: He was in the right; and so indeed it is.
[The clock striketh.
Tell the clock there. Give me a calendar.
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In numele acestor dreptati ce le aveti

Inaintati stindardul si trageti palosul:

Iar pentru mine plata supremei incercari

Va fi al meu corp rece zacand pe glodul umed;
In caz de izbandi ins3, cel mai mic dintre voi
Va imparti cu mine castigul cuvenit:
Trompete sa sune dar curajos si vesel,

$inoi cu Sfantul George si Richmond inainte. (ies)
(Reintrd Regele Richard, Ratcliffe si alti Lorzi cu trupele lor)
REGELE RICHARD: Ce vorbe despre Richmond spune
Northumberland?

RATCLIFFE: Ca niciodatd dansul n-a fost crescut in arme.
REGELE RICHARD: Chiar adevar spuse: si Surrey ce
rdspunse?

RATCLIFFE: Spunea: , Atat mai bine va fi dara pentru noi”
REGELE RICHARD: Raspunse foarte bine, cdci negresit cd
este.

(cesornicul sund)
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Who saw the sun to-day?

RATCLIFF: Not I, my lord.

KING RICHARD: Then he disdains to shine; for by the book
He should have brav’d the east an hour ago.

A black day will it be to somebody.

Ratcliff!

RATCLIFF: My lord?

KING RICHARD: The sun will not be seen to-day;
The sky doth frown and lour upon our army.

I would these dewy tears were from the ground.
Not shine to-day! Why, what is that to me

More than to Richmond? For the selfsame heaven
That frowns on me looks sadly upon him.

Re-enter NORFOLK
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Ce ceas sund acolo? — Da-ncoace un calendar, —
E soare zi afard?

RATCLIFFE: Nu se arata inca.

REGELE RICHARD: Atunci nu vrea sa iasd; cdci dupa
calendar,

Mai bine de o ord de vreme a trecut.

Va fi o zi ursuzd aceasta pentru unu!

Ratcliffe...

RATCLIFFE: Mylord?

REGELE RICHARD: Azi n-are sd luceasca nici soarele, caci
cerul

Se uita cu manie pe ceata mea de oameni

As vrea sd nu luceasca nici roua pe pamant. —

Sa nu leceascd. —bravo? — Ce-mi face asta mie,

Mai mult decét lui Richmond? Caci tot acelasi cer

Ce nu-mi suradde mie, la dansul se incrunta.
(Intra Norfolk)
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NORFOLK: Arm, arm, my lord; the foe vaunts in the field. NORFOLK: Sa alergam la arme, Mylord, céci inamicul

De vreme se insird pe cAmpul de batdlie.

KING RICHARD: Come, bustle, bustle; caparison my horse. REGELE RICHARD: Miscati-va mai iute si preparati-mi

Call up Lord Stanley, bid him bring his power.

I will lead forth my soldiers to the plain,

And thus my battle shall be ordered:

My foreward shall be drawn out all in length,
Consisting equally of horse and foot;

Our archers shall be placed in the midst.

John Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Earl of Surrey,
Shall have the leading of this foot and horse.
They thus directed, we will follow

In the main battle, whose puissance on either side
Shall be well winged with our chiefest horse.
This, and Saint George to boot! What think’st thou,
Norfolk?

NORFOLK: A good direction, warlike sovereign.
This found I on my tent this morning.

calul;

Chemati-1 si pe Stanley cu forta sa incoace;

Eu voi conduce trupa aceasta la campie,

Si ascultati: acesta este planul bataliei:

Tntregul front al fortei va fi desfasurat,

Avand deopotriva atatia calareti;

Iar trupele cu arcul vor raménea la mijloc:

Lord Ducele de Norfolk cu contele de Surrey

Vor comanda impreuna aceastd trupa mica.

Atat pentru dansii; iar noi vom raméanea

Cu grosul al armatei; ea astfel intarita

Pe améandoua flancuri, cu calareti alesi: —

$i asa cu Sfantul George. Cum ti se pare, Norfolk?
NORFOLK: Prea intelept e planul, razboinic suveran;
In cort azi dimineatd, poftim ce am gasit.
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[He sheweth him a paper. (1i da lui Richard o scrisoare)

KING RICHARD: [Reads] ‘Jockey of Norfolk, be not so bold, REGELE RICHARD: (citeste) ,Departe maine, Norfolk, nu

For Dickon thy master is bought and sold.’

A thing devised by the enemy.

Go, gentlemen, every man unto his charge:

Let not our babbling dreams affright our souls;
Conscience is but a word that cowards use,
Devis’d at first to keep the strong in awe.

Our strong arms be our conscience, swords our law.

March on, join bravely, let us to it pell-mell;

If not to heaven, then hand in hand to hell.

HIS ORATION TO HIS ARMY.

What shall I say more than I have inferr’d?
Remember whom you are to cope withal;

A sort of vagabonds, rascals, and runaways,

A scum of Bretons, and base lackey peasants,
Whom their o’er-cloyed country vomits forth

To desperate adventures and assured destruction.

te Tnainta,

Cdci s-a vandut stapan-tdu si noi il vom cumpara”.
O glumad infernald de inamici urzita.

Acuma fiecare la locul sdu sa meargd; —

Sd alungam teroarea de visuri ndscocita; —
Constiinta e un lucru ce ne sldbeste gandul,
Slujind sa domoleasca pe cel cu duhul tare;
Tdria-mi e constiinta, si sabia legea noastra. —
Mergeti dar inainte sa ddm precum putem;
Mai mult ce va pot spune decat ati inteles?
Ganditi-va toti numai cu cine aveti a face:

O ceatd pungdseasca de vagabonzi fugari,
Talhari de prin Bretania, lachei chiar de tarani,
Pe care chiar a lor tard i varsa in multime

La rele intreprinderi si sigurd pieire,

Pe cand dormiti in pace, va tulburd odihna,
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You sleeping safe, they bring to you unrest;

You having lands, and bless’d with beauteous wives,
They would restrain the one, distain the other.

And who doth lead them but a paltry fellow,

Long kept in Britaine at our mother’s cost?

A milk-sop, one that never in his life

Felt so much cold as over shoes in snow?

Let’s whip these stragglers o’er the seas again;

Lash hence these over-weening rags of France,

These famish’d beggars, weary of their lives;

Who, but for dreaming on this fond exploit,

For want of means, poor rats, had hang’d themselves.
If we be conquered, let men conquer us,

And not these bastard Britaines, whom our fathers
Have in their own land beaten, bobb’d, and thump’d,
And, in record, left them the heirs of shame.

Shall these enjoy our lands? lie with our wives,
Ravish our daughters? [Drum afar off]
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Aveti o mosioarad, se incearca sa o ia,
Aveti frumoase soate, vrea sa vi le rapeascd,
Si cine-i conduce? Un prost, un ticdlos,
Crescut de mama nostra cu cheltuiala sa,
Un rdsfdtat ce-n viatd n-a suferit de frig,
Nu stie ce e gerul, zdpada doar vdzand-o.
Sa biciuim de-aceea pe veneticii dstia,
Li s-a urat cu viata, de vin ca sa cerseasca
Pe-aicia, nemancati; ei, dacd nu sperau
Sd izbuteascd astdzi, demult se spanzurau
Ne mai avand nimica cu ce sa se hraneasca?
Barbati as mai pricepe sd vie sd ne bata,
Dar nu Bretonii dstia, pe care tatal nostru
[-a batut acasa de i-a snopit la dansii:
Ei sd ne ia pamantul, nevestele frumoase.
Si gingasele fete? — Ascultd toba lor.

(se aud tope in depdrtare)
Luptati cu barbdtie precum se bat Englezii.

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2016



Hark! I hear their drum.
Fight, gentlemen of England! Fight, bold yeomen!
Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head!
Spur your proud horses hard, and ride in blood;
Amaze the welkin with your broken staves!

[Enter a MESSENGER
What says Lord Stanley? Will he bring his power?

MESSENGER: My lord, he doth deny to come.
KING RICHARD: Off with his son George’s head!

NORFOLK: My lord, the enemy is pass’d the marsh:
After the battle let George Stanley die.

KING RICHARD: A thousand hearts are great within my
bosom:

Advance our standards, set upon our foes;

Our ancient word of courage, fair Saint George,
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Impingeti inainte, dati pinteni cailor,
Inaintand in sdnge: — ca lumea si se mire
Privind la voi uimita.

(intrd un vestitor)
Ce zice Lordul Stanley?

VESTITORUL: Mylord, nu vrea s-asculte.

REGELE RICHARD: Imediat sd moara bdiatul George
Stanley.

NORFOLK: Mylord, dusmanul vine, el traverseaza balta
Sa moard dupa luptd copilul osandit.

REGELE RICHARD: In pieptu-mi parci bate de inimi o
multime;

Inaintati stindardul, cideti pe inamici:

$i vechiul nostru strigat: , Inainte Sfantul George.”
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Inspire us with the spleen of fiery dragons! Cu foc sd ne inspire ca sd zburdm ca zmeii

Upon them! Victory sits on our helms. [Exeunt. Pe dansii, caci victoria ne va acoperi! (iese)
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Scene IV.

Another part of the field.

264

Alarum; excursions. Enter NORFOLK and forces; to him CATESBY

CATESBY: Rescue, my Lord of Norfolk, rescue, rescue!

The King enacts more wonders than a man,

Daring an opposite to every danger:

His horse is slain, and all on foot he fights,

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death.

Rescue, fair lord, or else the day is lost!

Alarums. Enter KING RICHARD

KING RICHARD: A horse! a horse! my kingdom for a horse!

CATESBY: Withdraw, my lord! I'll help you to a horse.
KING RICHARD: Slave, I have set my life upon a cast,
And I Will stand the hazard of the die.
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SCENA IV
O altd partea a campiei.

Atacul sund, — se vede lupta in fund. — Intrd Norfolk cu trupa,
dupd dinsul Catesby.

CATESBY: In ajutor, Lord Norfolk, veniti in ajutor,

Céci Regele se luptd facand minuni cu spada;

Cézu un cal sub déansul, dar el pe jos se bate

Si-mprastie pieirea cdtand sa dea in Richmond;

Veniti in ajutoru-i, caci altfel pierdem ziua.

(Intrd regele Richard)

REGELE RICHARD: Un cal! Un cal! Regatul mi-as vinde pe
un cal!

CATESBY: Retrage-te stapane, sa vad eu de un cal!
REGELE RICHARD: Jucat-am a mea viatd, pe o aruncaturd,
$i acuma nu-mi rdmane decat s-astept norocul.

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2016



William Shakespeare
Richard III. Parallel Texts
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

265
I think there be six Richmonds in the field; Z&u, parca vad pe Richmond in sase, sapte locuri:
Five have I slain to-day instead of him. Am omorat cinci oameni crezand cé-1 tin pe dansul.
A horse! a horse! my kingdom for a horse! Un cal! Un cal! Mi-as vinde regatul pe un cal!
[Exeunt. (iese)
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Scene V.

Another part of the field.

Alarum. Enter RICHARD and RICHMOND; they fight; RICHARD
is slain. Retreat and flourish. Enter RICHMOND, DERBY bearing
the crown, with other LORDS

RICHMOND: God and your arms be prais’d, victorious friends;
The day is ours, the bloody dog is dead.

DERBY: Courageous Richmond, well hast thou acquit thee.

Lo, here, this long-usurped royalty

From the dead temples of this bloody wretch

Have I pluck’d off, to grace thy brows withal:

Wear it, enjoy it, and make much of it.

RICHMOND: Great God of heaven, say Amen to all!

But, tell me is young George Stanley living?

DERBY: He is, my lord, and safe in Leicester town,
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SCENAV

(Intrd Richmond si Regele Richard si se retrag luptandu-se, — Se

sund retragerea si incetarea luptei. — Intrd Richmond, Stanley cu

coroana si alti Lorzi cu trupele.

RICHMOND: S3 lauddam pe Domnul, suntem victoriosi:
$i sangerosul caine in fine a murit;

STANLEY: Cu vitejie, Richmond madrete, v-ati purtat!
Insemnele domniei, atata timp uzurpate,

Rapit-am de pe fruntea mistretului sadlbatic,

Ca sd impodobeasca a voastrd frunte, Sire;

Purtati-le cu cinste si mult timp le pdstrati!
RICHMOND: Oh! Doamne-atotputernic! —la toate zic
Amin!

Inainte de tot spune, triieste George Stanley?
STANLEY: Mylord, in sigurantd el s-a retras la Leicester;
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Whither, if it please you, we may now withdraw us. $i acolo mad voi duce de-mi dati ingdduire.
RICHMOND: What men of name are slain on either side?
DERBY: John Duke of Norfolk, Walter Lord Ferrers,
Sir Robert Brakenbury, and Sir William Brandon.

RICHMOND: Inter their bodies as becomes their births.

RICHMOND: Prin cei ce azi cdzurd numiti-mi pe cativa.
STANLEY: John Ducele de Norfolk, pe urma Lord Ferrars,
Sir Robert Brakenbury si bietul William Brandon.
RICHMOND: Dati ordin sd se-ngroape precum li se cuvine.

Proclaim a pardon to the soldiers fled

That in submission will return to us:

And then, as we have ta’en the sacrament,
We will unite the white rose and the red.
Smile heaven upon this fair conjunction,
That long have frown’d upon their emnity!
What traitor hears me, and says not Amen?
England hath long been mad, and scarr’d herself;
The brother blindly shed the brother’s blood,
The father rashly slaughter’d his own son,
The son, compell’d, been butcher to the sire:
All this divided York and Lancaster,
Divided in their dire division,

Proclamad iertdciune soldatilor fugari

Ce vor veni indatd sa se supund noua:
Deoarece e data o promisiune sacrd,
Uni-vom roza albd cu rosia impreuna: —
Si cerul va surdde pe astd alianta,

Cédci mult timp le cercase o lunga dusmanie:
Cel ce Amin nu zice, un tradator va fi.

A fost nebunad tara si mult a suferit

Al fratelui sdu sdnge, un frate il varsa,
Un fiu de un pdrinte se ucidea-n manie,
Parintele de fiu-sdu, des s-a macelarit.
Aceasta este vrajba ce ani intregi pe York
Cu Lancaster certase.
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O, now let Richmond and Elizabeth, Se vor uni acuma Elisabetha, Richmond,
The true succeeders of each royal house, Erede fiecare al fiecdrui neam.
By God’s fair ordinance conjoin together! Mostenitorii nostri, de vei permite, Doamne!
And let their heirs, God, if thy will be so, in pace neatinsd sfarsi-vom viata lor,
Enrich the time to come with smooth-fac’d peace, Pe tara inzestrand-o cu zile fericite
With smiling plenty, and fair prosperous days! Si veacuri de belsug.
Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Lord, Oh! Doamne, rupe spada acelui tradator
That would reduce these bloody days again Ce ar dori sa-nceapa de iznoava dezbinarea,
And make poor England weep in streams of blood! Facand sa planga tara cu sangeroase lacrimi!
Let them not live to taste this land’s increase, Din bogadtia tdrii, niciunul sa nu guste
That would with treason wound this fair land’s peace! Ce ar cerca s-atingd aceasta sfanta pace,
Now civil wounds are stopp’d, peace lives again: Acum pe noi zdmbeste domnia sfintei paci,
That she may long live here, God say amen! Cu noi mult sa rdmaie: — Raspundeti toti Amin!
[Exeunt. (ies)
THE END —FINE —
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