2 e ol o e e e 30 3 30 30 30 30 30 30 30 30 30 30 30 30 50 30 50 30 5 S S S S B

Edited by
George Sandulescu
and
Lidia Vianu

C ONTEMPORARY

Literaturse P RrEss

Charles Dickens

O noapte de Craciun. 1907

Parallel Texts

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2015

Grownup Books



Press Release

Monday 21 December 2015

Charles Dickens
A Christmas Carol. 1843
O noapte de Craciun. 1907

Parallel Texts
ISBN 978-606-760-033-9

Edited by
George Sandulescu and Lidia Vianu

Contemporary  Literature  Press  is
publishing as parallel texts Charles Dickens’s
A Christmas Carol, and its translation into
Romanian. We have chosen a Romanian
translation dating as far back as 1907. In this
way, English Christmas, as perceived in
1843, and the early 20t century Romanian
customs and beliefs are juxtaposed. This
Romanian translation comes to readers all
over the world as a sign that there is a by now
a long history of English Studies in Romania.

Contemporary Literature Press publica A
Christmas Carol de Charles Dickens in limbile
englezd si romand, in paralel. Am ales sa
publicdm aici o versiune romaneasca din anul
1907. Acest volum pune fata in fatd Crdciunul
englezesc asa cum era el perceput in anul 1843 si
Crdciunul roménesc de la inceputul secolului XX.
Traducerea in limba roménd este un semn pentru
cititorii din intreaga lume cd Anglistica are o
istorie la Bucuresti.

Este privilegiul traducatorilor sa faca astfel



Translations will leap in and out of
space and time like this: it is their privilege.

In two languages and several moments
in time at once, we wish all our readers
Merry Christmas si la multi ani!

18 December 2015
Monte Carlo — Bucuresti

de salturi in spatiu si timp: poate tocmai de aceea
si iubim traducerile...

Asadar, in romaneste si in englezeste
deodatd, dorim tuturor cititorilor nostri Merry
Christmas si la multi ani!

George Sandulescu and Lidia Vianu




sesbslshshb bbb bbb e s s s sl sl sl sl sle e ol

Edited by
George Sandulescu
and
Lidia Vianu

C ONTEMPORARY
L ITERATURE P RESS

Charles Dickens

O noapte de Criciun. 197

Parallel Texts

I o

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2015

Grownup Books
for Children_

coPr]



—~
{_.- ONTEMPORARY

_ toweer . (CONTEMPORARY LITERATURE PRESS

The online Publishing House of the University of Bucharest

http://editura.mttlc.ro

Lidia Vianu
Director
UNIVERSITATEA
GCOI’gC Sandulcscu DIN BUCURESTI
Executive Advisor VIRTOTE ET SAFIEHTIA

ISBN 978-606-760-033-9
© The University of Bucharest

Cover Design and overall Layout by
Lidia Vianu
Subediting: Elena lorga
Proofreading: Violeta Baroand, Oana Diaconu, Irina Mihai, Ana
Vartolomei, Lidia Vianu, Cristian Vijea
IT Expertise: Cristian Vijea, Simona Samulescu
PR Manager: Violeta Baroana
Header Design: Elena Gherca

Acknowledgements
Traducerea in limba romana a fost publicata la Editura
Librariei Leon Alcalay, Bucuresti, in anul 1907, sub
semnatura ,Marius”. Acesta a fost pseudonimul lui
Constantin Saineanu (1869-1947), care a tradus cartea in anul
1898, si a publicat-o initial la Editura Ralian & Ignat Samitca.

.. B R ITI S H _ -"-'—F_, Ambasaid na hEireann W INSTITUTUL
bl CULTURAL
©® COUNCIL |/ o Dol

Editura pentru studiul limbii engleze prin literatura

ROMAN

Contemporary Literature Press
httpy//edituramttlc.ro/
The online Publishing House of the University of Bucharest

Lidia Vianu
and
George Sandulescu

wish you

ORARY LITERATURE PRESS

C ONTEMPORARY

2([]) ﬂ (B Literature Press

N =
http://editura.mttic.ro
he University of Bucharest. 2016




Charles Dickens

A Christmas Carol. 1ss3
O noapte de Craciun. 1907

Parallel Texts

Edited by
George Sandulescu and Lidia Vianu

C ONTEMPORARY

Literature P rEss

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2015



Charles Dickens
A Christmas Carol. 1843
O noapte de Craciun. 1907

Parallel Texts.
1
Contents
Stave One Partea intai p-3
Marley’s ghost Umbra lui Marley p-3
Stave Two Partea a doua p- 39
The first of the three spirits Cel dintai din cele trei duhuri p.- 39
Stave Three Partea a treia p-72
The second of the three spirits Al doilea din cele trei duhuri p.-72
Stave Four Partea a patra p- 115
The last of the spirits Cel din urma dintre Duhuri p. 115
Stave Five Partea a cincea p- 145
The end of it Incheiere p. 145

C ONTEMPORARY

Literature P rEss

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2015



Charles Dickens
A Christmas Carol. 1843
O noapte de Craciun. 1907
Parallel Texts.
2

C ONTEMPORARY

Literature P RrEss

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2015



Charles Dickens
A Christmas Carol. 1843
O noapte de Craciun. 1907
Parallel Texts.
3

Stave One Partea intai

Marley’s ghost Umbra lui Marley

Lk

C ONTEMPORARY
Literature P rEss

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2015



Charles Dickens
A Christmas Carol. 1843
O noapte de Craciun. 1907
Parallel Texts.

Marley was dead, to begin with. There is no doubt
whatever about that. The register of his burial was signed by
the clergyman, the clerk, the undertaker, and the chief mourner.
Scrooge signed it. And Scrooge’s name was good upon
‘Change, for anything he chose to put his hand to. Old Marley
was as dead as a door-nail.

Mind! I don’t mean to say that I know, of my own
knowledge, what there is particularly dead about a door-nail. I
might have been inclined, myself, to regard a coffin-nail as the
deadest piece of ironmongery in the trade. But the wisdom of
our ancestors is in the simile; and my unhallowed hands shall
not disturb it, or the country’s done for. You will therefore
permit me to repeat emphatically, that Marley was as dead as a
door-nail.

Scrooge knew he was dead? Of course he did. How
could it be otherwise? Scrooge and he were partners for I don’t
know how many years. Scrooge was his sole executor, his
sole administrator, his sole assign, his sole residuary legatee,
his sole friend, and sole mourner. And even Scrooge was not so
dreadfully cut up by the sad event, but that he was an excellent
man of business on the very day of the funeral, and solemnised

4

Marley murise—ca si incepem de la inceput. In
privinta aceasta nu mai incape nici o indoiald, actul mortii sale
fusese semnat de popa, de dascil, de dricar si de insotitorii
dricului. Scrooge il semnase si el, si numele lui Scrooge era o
semndturd cu vazd la Bursa, pe orice hartie l-ar fi pus. Cum
am zis dar, batranul Marley murise, murise de-a binelea.

IEPURELE » VULPEA
URSULETII VESELI

NICHITA WITEAZUL RUS

Spectacolele incep la ora 4 d.m.

-

Scrooge stia ca Marley murise? Fara indoiald ca stia.
Cum se poate sd nu fi stiut? Scrooge si Marley fuseserd
tovardsi ani indelungati. Scrooge era unicul indeplinitor al
vointelor lui Marley, unicul sau epitrop, unicul sdu
mostenitor, unicul sdu prieten, unicul om care-i purta doliul.
Aceasta moarte totusi nu-1 doborase intr-atat pe Scrooge incat
sd nu-si arate dibdcia sa negustoreasca pand si in ziua
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it with an undoubted bargain.

This must be distinctly understood, or nothing
wonderful can come of the story I am going to relate. If we were
not perfectly convinced that Hamlet’s father died before the
play began, there would be nothing more remarkable in his
taking a stroll at night, in an easterly wind, upon his own
ramparts, than there would be in any other middle-aged
gentleman rashly turning out after dark in a breezy spot —say
St. Paul’'s Churchyard for instance—literally to astonish his
son’s weak mind.

Scrooge never painted out Old Marley’s name. There it
stood, years afterwards, above the warehouse door: Scrooge
and Marley. The firm was known as Scrooge and Marley.
Sometimes people new to the business called Scrooge Scrooge,
and sometimes Marley, but he answered to both names. It was
all the same to him.

Oh! But he was a tight-fisted hand at the grindstone.
Scrooge! a squeezing, wrenching, grasping, scraping, clutching,
covetous, old sinner! Hard and sharp as flint, from which no

5

inmormantarii:—el o consfinti prin incheierea unei afaceri
minunate.

Repet dar ca Marley murise, si o repet fiindca fara acest
punct de plecare, bine inteles de toti, povestirea mea n-ar oferi
nimic minunat. Dacd n-am fi pe deplin convinsi, ca tatal lui
Hamlet e mort cand piesa incepe, nu am fi deloc surprinsi,
vdzand pe rdposatul rege al Danemarcei plimbandu-se
noaptea pe zidurile capitalei sale.

Scrooge nu sterse niciodatd numele batranului Marley
de pe firmd. Acest nume ramase vreme indelungatd pe ea,
deasupra usii contoarului: Scrooge si Marley. Semndtura
obisnuitd a casei era Scrooge si Marley. Cei care aveau
daraveri cu Scrooge pentru intdia oard, il numeau cand
Scrooge cand Marley, dar el rdspundea la amandoud numele:
ii era totuna.

Ah! Ce cumdtru hain era si Scrooge acesta! Lacom,
zgarcit si in stare sd stoarca si ultima picdtura dintr-un burete;
o inima de piatrd; un batran pacdtos, viclean, tacut si inchis in
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steel had ever struck out generous fire; secret, and self-
contained, and solitary as an oyster. The cold within him froze
his old features, nipped his pointed nose, shrivelled his cheek,
stiffened his gait; made his eyes red, his thin lips blue; and
spoke out shrewdly in his grating voice. A frosty rime was on
his head, and on his eyebrows, and his wiry chin. He carried his
own low temperature always about with him; he iced his office
in the dog-days; and didn’t thaw it one degree at Christmas.

External heat and cold had little influence on Scrooge.
No warmth could warm, no wintry weather chill him. No wind
that blew was bitterer than he, no falling snow was more intent
upon its purpose, no pelting rain less open to entreaty. Foul
weather didn’t know where to have him. The heaviest rain, and
snow, and hail, and sleet, could boast of the advantage over him
in only one respect. They often “came down” handsomely, and
Scrooge never did.

Nobody ever stopped him in the street to say, with
gladsome looks, “My dear Scrooge, how are you? When will
you come to see me?” No beggars implored him to bestow a
trifle, no children asked him what it was o’clock, no man or
woman ever once in all his life inquired the way to such and

6

sine insusi ca o stridie in coaja ei. Radceala din inima sa
impietrea figura-i batrand, ascutea nasu-i ascutit, zbarcea
fruntea sa, facea mersul sdu teapan, imprejmuia ochii sdi cu
un cerc rosu, invinetea buzele-i subtiri si {i indsprea glasul. Un
cerc de gheata inconjura capul, sprancenele si barba sa scurta.
El purta vesnic cu sine temperatura-i rece; in zilele lui Cuptor
lasa sa inghete contoarul, iar in zilele de Craciun nu-l incdlzea
nici mdcar cu un grad.

Frigul si cdldura de afard aveau o slaba inraurire
asupra lui Scrooge. Nicio cdldurd nu putea sa-1 incdlzeascd,
niciun ger sd-1 facd sd degere; niciun vant nu era mai aspru
decat dansul. Vremea rea nu avea de ce sd-1 pizmuiasca.
Ploaia, zdpada sau grindina cea mai rea, puteau numai intr-
un caz sa se mandreasca: cd erau mai bune decat dansul; ele
daddeau cu prisosintd, Scrooge nu dddea nimic.

Nimeni nu-l oprea in drum ca sa-1 intrebe bucuros:
»~Scumpul meu Scrooge, ce mai faci? Cand vii sd mad vezi?”
Nici un cersetor nu indrdznea sa-i ceard de pomand, nici un
copil nu-1 intreba ce ord este; niciodata vreun trecdtor, barbat
sau femeie, nu l-a rugat sd-i arate drumul. Pand si cainii
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such a place, of Scrooge. Even the blind men’s dogs appeared
to know him; and, when they saw him coming on, would tug
their owners into doorways and up courts; and then would wag
their tails as though they said, “No eye at all is better than an
evil eye, dark master!”

But what did Scrooge care? It was the very thing he
liked. To edge his way along the crowded paths of life, warning
all human sympathy to keep its distance, was what the
knowing ones call “nuts” to Scrooge.

Once upon a time — of all the good days in the year, on
Christmas Eve —old Scrooge sat busy in his counting-house. It
was cold, bleak, biting weather: foggy withal: and he could hear
the people in the court outside go wheezing up and down,
beating their hands upon their breasts, and stamping their feet
upon the pavement stones to warm them. The city clocks had
only just gone three, but it was quite dark already —it had not
been light all day —and candles were flaring in the windows of
the neighbouring offices, like ruddy smears upon the palpable
brown air. The fog came pouring in at every chink and keyhole,
and was so dense without, that although the court was of the
narrowest, the houses opposite were mere phantoms. To see the

7

orbilor pdreau a-l1 cunoaste, si tradgeau pe stdpanii lor la
dreapta sau la stdnga pentru a nu da ochi cu el, dand din
coadd si voind parcd a zice: ,Decat o privire rea, mai bine

nimic, sirmane orb!”.

Dar ce-i pdsa lui Scrooge? Tocmai aceasta dorea si el: sa
treacd nesuparat in cdile imbulzite ale vietii, si sa zica fiecarui
sentiment omenesc: , Departe de mine!” Iatd ce-i pldcea lui
Scrooge.

Intr-una din zile—cea mai buni din zilele anului, in
ajunul Craciunului—bdtranul Scrooge sedea ocupat in biroul
sdu. Afard era ger, un ger tdios si ceatd. Dinauntru Scrooge
putea sa audd in ulitd lumea mergand incoace si incolo,
respirdnd cu zgomot, frecandu-si mainile si izbind trotuarul
cu picioarele spre a le incdlzi. Ceasornicile mahalalei batusera
d-abia trei si era deja aproape noapte; de alminteri toatd ziua
fusese intuneric, si prin ferestrele pravaliilor se vedeau
luménari aprinse, ce semanau a pete rosii in aerul des si
mohorat. Ceata pdtrundea induntru prin fiecare crapatura si
prin fiecare gaura a broastei, si era asa de deasd afara, ca desi
ulita era una din cele mai stramte, nu se mai vedeau din casele
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dingy cloud come drooping down, obscuring everything, one
might have thought that Nature lived hard by, and was
brewing on a large scale.

The door of Scrooge’s counting-house was open that he
might keep his eye upon his clerk, who, in a dismal little cell
beyond, a sort of tank, was copying letters. Scrooge had a very
small fire, but the clerk’s fire was so very much smaller that it
looked like one coal. But he couldn’t replenish it, for Scrooge
kept the coal-box in his own room; and so surely as the clerk
came in with the shovel, the master predicted that it would be
necessary for them to part. Wherefore the clerk put on his white
comforter, and tried to warm himself at the candle; in which
effort, not being a man of strong imagination, he failed.

“A Merry Christmas, uncle! God save you!” cried a
cheerful voice.

It was the voice of Scrooge’s nephew, who came upon
him so quickly that this was the first intimation he had of his
approach.

“Bah!” said Scrooge. “Humbug!”

He had so heated himself with rapid walking in the fog

8

de peste drum decat umbrele lor.

Usa biroului lui Scrooge sta deschisd, ca sa poatd
supraveghea pe contabilul sdu, care, intr-un fel de chilie
intunecoasd, copia la scrisori. Scrooge avea un foc foarte mic;
dar focul contabilului era asa de mic, cd parea un singur
carbune. Si apoi, nici nu putea sa-l inteteasca, caci Scrooge
tinea cutia cu carbuni langd dansul; de cate ori contabilul
venea cu clestele in méana ca sd ia un carbune, stapanul tipa ca
vor fi siliti sd se despartd. Atunci contabilul isi invelea gatul
cat putea mai bine in basma si se trudea sa se incdlzeasca la
lumanare; ceea ce, din nenorocire, nu izbutea, cdci nu avea
destuld imaginatie pentru aceasta.

—Craciun vesel, unchiule! Dumnezeu sa-ti dea
sdndtate! striga un glas cu bucurie.

Era glasul nepotului lui Scrooge, care intrase pe
neasteptate, asa ca urarea aceasta fu prima veste a prezentei
sale.

—Ei as! raspunse Scrooge. Prostie!

Nepotul lui Scrooge se incélzise asa de tare in fuga sa
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and frost, this nephew of Scrooge’s, that he was all in a glow;
his face was ruddy and handsome; his eyes sparkled, and his
breath smoked again.

“Christmas a humbug, uncle!” said Scrooge’s nephew.
“You don’t mean that, I am sure?”

“I do,” said Scrooge. “Merry Christmas! What right have
you to be merry? What reason have you to be merry? You're
poor enough.”

“Come, then,” returned the nephew gaily. “What right
have you to be dismal? What reason have you to be morose?
You're rich enough.”

Scrooge, having no better answer ready on the spur of
the moment, said, “Bah!” again; and followed it up with
“Humbug.”

“Don’t be cross, uncle!” said the nephew.

“What else can I be,” returned the uncle, “when I live
in such a world of fools as this? Merry Christmas! Out upon
merry Christmas! What's Christmas time to you but a time for
paying bills without money; a time for finding yourself a year
older, and not an hour richer; a time for balancing your books

9

pe acea vreme friguroasa si plind de ceatd, ca obrazul {i era
aprins de roseatd; cu atat mai vartos cu cat si culoarea lui era
din fire cam rosie, ochii 1i scanteiau si respirarea i se usurd
printr-un rotocol de aburi.

—Crdciunul—o prostie, unchiule! strigd nepotul.
Desigur cd n-ai vrut s-o zici!

—O zic, replica Scrooge. Un Crdciun vesel! De unde si
péana unde sa fii vesel? Esti sarac lipit!

— Aida de! zise nepotul. Dar cu ce drept sa fii d-ta trist?
De unde si pana unde sa fii posomorat? Esti destul de bogat!

Scrooge, nestind ce sd raspundd, numaidecat repeta:
,Eias!!” si adduga: ,Prostie!”.

—Nu fi rdu dispus, unchiule, zise nepotul.

— Cum sd nu fiu, zise batranul, cAnd traiesc intr-o lume
de nebuni ca tine? Craciun vesel! Dracu’ sd-1ia, Craciunul tdu
vesel! Ce e pentru tine Craciunul, dacd nu o vreme cand ai
plati de facut si n-ai bani, o vreme cand te revezi cu un an mai
batran si nici mdcar c-un ceas mai bogat; o vreme cand,
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and having every item in ‘em through a round dozen of months
presented dead against you? If I could work my will,” said
Scrooge indignantly, “every idiot who goes about with ‘Merry
Christmas” on his lips, should be boiled with his own pudding,
and buried with a stake of holly through his heart. He should!”
“Uncle!” pleaded the nephew.
“Nephew!” returned the uncle sternly, “keep Christmas

in your own way, and let me keep it in mine.”

“Keep it!” repeated Scrooge’s nephew. “But you don't
keep it.”

“Let me leave it alone, then,” said Scrooge. “Much good
may it do you! Much good it has ever done you!”

“There are many things from which I might have
derived good, by which I have not profited, I dare say,”
returned the nephew —“Christmas among the rest. But I am
sure I have always thought of Christmas time, when it has come
round —apart from the veneration due to its sacred name and
origin, if anything belonging to it can be apart from that —as a
good time; a kind, forgiving, charitable, pleasant time; the only

10

incheind bilantul afacerilor, vezi apdsand pe tine
doudsprezece luni de deficit? Dacd as fi eu cineva, sfarsi
Scrooge indignat, orice gogoman care ar veni sd-mi ureze un

Crdciun vesel, 1-as da pe garld sau l-as spanzura de cuiul asta!

— Unchiule! zise nepotul rugdtor.

—Nepoate, rdspunse unchiul cu asprime, fa-ti
Créaciunul cum ti-o placea, si lasa-ma sa-1 fac cum mi-o placea
mie.

—S3&-] faci unchiule, dar d-ta nu-1 faci.

—Lasd-ma sd nu-l fac! zise Scrooge maniat; iar d-ta aibi
parte de un Craciun vesel! Ti-a si adus noroc intotdeauna
Craciunul, nu e asa?

—Sunt unele lucruri din care as fi putut trage un folos,
dar care, ce-i drept, nu mi-au adus nici unul, rdspunse
nepotul. Intre acestea e si Criciunul. Si cu toate acestea
Craciunul —ldsand la o parte respectul ce datoram numelui
sdu sfant si originii sale sfinte—a fost intotdeauna pentru
mine cel putin, un timp de fericire, de buna vointd, de iertare
si de mila, singurul timp pe care il stiu in tot lungul calendar
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time I know of, in the long calendar of the year, when men and
women seem by one consent to open their shut-up hearts freely,
and to think of people below them as if they really were fellow-
passengers to the grave, and not another race of creatures
bound on other journeys. And therefore, uncle, though it has
never put a scrap of gold or silver in my pocket, I believe that
it has done me good, and will do me good; and I say, God bless
it!”

The clerk in the tank involuntarily applauded.
Becoming immediately sensible of the impropriety, he poked
the fire, and extinguished the last frail spark for ever.

“Let me hear another sound from you,” said Scrooge,
“and you’ll keep your Christmas by losing your situation!
You're quite a powerful speaker, sir,” he added, turning to his
nephew. “I wonder you don’t go into Parliament.”

“Don’t be angry, uncle. Come! Dine with us to-morrow.”

Scrooge said that he would see him — —Yes, indeed he
did. He went the whole length of the expression, and said that
he would see him in that extremity first.

“But why?” cried Scrooge’s nephew. “Why?”

11

al anului, cand barbati si femei, intr-un singur gand, pare ca
isi deschid inimile si cugetd la sarmanii oameni de desubtul
lor, ca la niste tovardsi de drum din viata aceasta in cealalta,
cum suntem intr-adevar, iar nu o altd rasd de fdpturd cu
scopuri diferite. Si iatd, unchiule, de ce cred ca Craciunul, desi
nu mi-a adus vreodatd un ban in pungd, mi-a facut bine si imi
va face bine, si zic: , Fie numele sdu binecuvantat!”

Contabilul, din cuibul sdu, aplauda fara voie la aceasta
incheiere; dar bagdnd imediat de seamd cd i-a scdpat o
necuviintd, vru sa zgandare focul si fi stinse ultima scanteie.

—Sd mai aud iesind o singura vorba din gura d-tale, i
zise Scrooge, si iti vei petrece Craciunul fara slujba! Esti un
orator elocvent, nepoate, zise el intorcandu-se spre acesta, ma
mir cd nu te faci deputat.

— Aide, unchiule, nu te supdra; poftim maine la mine
la masa.

Scrooge rdspunse cd ar vrea mai bine sa-l vada la
dracu’, si asta o spuse fara nicio teama sau jena.

—Dar de ce, unchiule, zise nepotul, de ce?

C ONTEMPORARY

Literature P rEss

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2015



Charles Dickens
A Christmas Carol. 1843
O noapte de Craciun. 1907
Parallel Texts.

“Why did you get married?” said Scrooge.

“Because I fell in love.”

“Because you fell in love!” growled Scrooge, as if that
were the only one thing in the world more ridiculous than a
Merry Christmas. “Good-afternoon!”

“Nay, uncle, but you never came to see me before that
happened. Why give it as a reason for not coming now?”

“Good-afternoon,” said Scrooge.

“I want nothing from you; I ask nothing of you; why
cannot we be friends?”

“Good-afternoon,” said Scrooge.

“I am sorry, with all my heart, to find you so resolute.
We have never had any quarrel, to which I have been a party.
But I have made the trial in homage to Christmas, and I'll keep
my Christmas humour to the last. So a Merry Christmas,

'//

uncle

“Good-afternoon!” said Scrooge.
“And a happy New Year!”

“Good-afternoon!” said Scrooge.

12

—De ce te-ai insurat? intreba Scrooge.

—Fiindca eram inamorat.

—Fiindcd erai thamorat!, mormadi Scrooge, ca si cum ar
fi auzit ceva si mai de ras decat Criciun vesel. Buna seara,
nepoate!

—Dar bine, unchiule, nu veneai niciodatd la mine nici
inaintea casatoriei mele. De ce sd zici ca din pricina aceasta nu
vrei sd vii nici acum la mine?

— Buna seard, nepoate!

—Nu-ti cer nimic, unchiule, nu vreau nimic de la d-ta.
De ce sd nu rdmanem prieteni?

— Buna seara.

—Imi pare foarte rdu, unchiule cad te gdsesc asa de
incdpdtanat in refuzul d-tale. Cearta n-am avut impreund, a
cdrei vind sd o am eu; dacd am venit la d-ta, am facut-o in
cinstea Cradciunului; eu tin sd pastrez pana la sfarsit veselia
mea de Crdciun; de aceea, unchiule, iti urez si d-tale o
petrecere buna de Craciun.

—Buna seara.

—Si la multi ani!

—Buna seard, repeta Scrooge.
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His nephew left the room without an angry word,
notwithstanding. He stopped at the outer door to bestow the
greetings of the season on the clerk, who, cold as he was, was
warmer than Scrooge; for he returned them cordially.

“There’s another fellow,” muttered Scrooge, who
overheard him; “my clerk, with fifteen shillings a week, and a
wife and family, talking about a merry Christmas. I'll retire to
Bedlam.”

This lunatic, in letting Scrooge’s nephew out, had let
two other people in. They were portly gentlemen, pleasant to
behold, and now stood, with their hats off, in Scrooge’s office.
They had books and papers in their hands, and bowed to him.

“Scrooge and Marley’s, 1 believe,” said one of the
gentlemen, referring to his list. “Have I the pleasure of
addressing Mr Scrooge, or Mr Marley?”

“Mr Marley has been dead these seven years,” Scrooge
replied. “He died seven years ago, this very night.”

“We have no doubt his liberality is well represented by
his surviving partner,” said the gentleman, presenting his
credentials.

It certainly was; for they had been two kindred spirits.

13

Nepotul iesi fard un cuvant de dojana; se opri in chilia
de alaturi spre a face urdri de Crdaciun si de anul nou
contabilului lui Scrooge, care, mai putin rece decat acesta, cu
toate ca focul i se stinsese, i le intoarse cu multd caldura.

—Poftim si altul acum! murmurd Scrooge, care auzise
acest schimb de cuvinte calde. Contabilul meu cu 15 silingi pe
sdptdmand, cu nevasta si cu copii, vorbeste de Craciun vesel.
Sunt buni de dus la balamuc oamenii dstia!

Insotind pe nepotul lui Scrooge pana la usa, contabilul
introduse alte doud persoane. Erau doi domni de o infatisare
serioasa si pldcutd, care se oprird cu capul descoperit in biroul
lui Scrooge, tindnd in maini registre si hartii.

—Scrooge si Marley, daca nu ma insel? intrebd unul din
domni uitdndu-se pe o listd dupa ce salutase. Cu cine am
onoarea de a vorbi, cu dl. Scrooge sau cu dl. Marley?

—Marley a murit acum sapte ani, rdspunse Scrooge;
tocmai sapte ani implinesc astazi de cand a murit.
de
de

—Nu ne indoim cad darnicia sa e bine urmata
tovardsul care traieste, zise domnul intinzand o lista
subscriere.

Da, avea chiar dreptate, unul era ca si celdlalt: la
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At the ominous word “liberality,” Scrooge frowned, and shook
his head, and handed the credentials back.

“ At this festive season of the year, Mr Scrooge,” said the
gentleman, taking up a pen, “it is more than usually desirable
that we should make some slight provision for the poor and
destitute, who suffer greatly at the present time. Many
thousands are in want of common necessaries; hundreds of
thousands are in want of common comforts, sir.”

“ Are there no prisons?” asked Scrooge.

“Plenty of prisons,” said the gentleman, laying down the
pen again.

“And the union workhouses?” demanded Scrooge. “Are
they still in operation?”

“They are. Still,” returned the gentleman, “I wish I could
say they were not.”

“The treadmill and the Poor Law are in full vigour,
then?” said Scrooge.

“Both very busy, sir.”

“Oh! I was afraid, from what you said at first, that
something had occurred to stop them in their useful course,”
said Scrooge. “I'm very glad to hear it.”

14

cuvantul plin de inteles ,darnicie”, Scrooge isi zgarci fruntea
si dddu din cap.

—Cu ocazia anului nou care vine, domnule Scrooge,
zise domnul cel cu lista luand un condei, e bine sa ne gandim
putin la cei sdraci si nenorociti: ei suferd mult in momentele
acestea. Mii si mii duc o lipsd ingrozitoare, da domule, sute de
mii zac pe drumuri.

— Dar inchisori nu-s? intreba Scrooge.

—Inchisori! O, da! Si inca prea multe, zise domnul
lasand sd-i cadad condeiul din mana.

—Dar casele de munca silitd, pe care le numiti Uniuni,
functioneaza oare?

—1intruna, da, intruna, raspunse celdlalt domn, dar ar
fi mai bine sa nu functioneze.

—Dar legile impotriva saracilor sunt oare in fiinta?

—Oh! Prea mult incd, domnule.

—Cu atat mai bine, ma speriasem: cdnd am auzit
primele d-voastra cuvinte, md temeam, zise Scrooge, sa nu se
fi intamplat ceva, care sda impiedice folositoarea dezvoltare a
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“Under the impression that they scarcely furnish
Christian cheer of mind or body to the multitude,” returned the
gentleman, “a few of us are endeavouring to raise a fund to buy
the poor some meat and drink, and means of warmth. We
choose this time, because it is a time, of all others, when want is
keenly felt, and abundance rejoices. What shall I put you down
for?”

“Nothing!” Scrooge replied.

“You wish to be anonymous?”

“I wish to be left alone,” said Scrooge. “Since you ask me
what I wish, gentlemen, that is my answer. I don’t make merry
myself at Christmas, and I can’t afford to make idle people
merry. | help to support the establishments I have mentioned —
they cost enough; and those who are badly off must go there.”

“Many can’t go there; and many would rather die.”

“If they would rather die,” said Scrooge, “they had
better do it, and decrease the surplus population. Besides —
excuse me —I don’t know that.”

“But you might know it,” observed the gentleman.

15

acestor asezaminte; sunt incantat de a afla contrariul.

— Convinsi cd aceste mijloace, fard indoiald folositoare,
nu sunt de ajuns pentru a alina crestineste durerile multimii,
raspunse primul domn, cativa dintre noi se silesc a strange o
sumd de bani, cu care sa cumpere acestor nenorociti ceva
alimente si lemne. Am ales acest timp al anului, fiindcd acum
nevoia e mai resimtitd ca oricand si bogatia se inveseleste. Cu
cat sa va Inscriu?

— Cu nimic, rdspunse Scrooge.

— Doriti sd raméaneti anonim?

—Doresc sa fiu ldsat in pace, zise Scrooge. latd
raspunsul meu, fiindca ma intrebati ce doresc. Eu nu ma
bucur de Craciun si nu vreau sa procur nici altora mijloacele
de a se bucura; eu contribui la intretinerea asezamintelor, de
care am vorbit mai sus: ele ne costda mult; cei ce nu se simt bine
aiurea, n-au decAat sa se duca acolo.

— Unii nu pot si altii ar vrea mai bine sa moara.

—De vor mai bine sa moard, n-au de cat s-o faca si sa
scape populatiunea de un prisos. De altminteri —scuzati—eu
nu stiu nimic.

— Ati putea s-o stiti.
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“It's not my business,” Scrooge returned. “It’s enough
for a man to understand his own business, and not to interfere
with other people’s. Mine occupies me constantly. Good-
afternoon, gentlemen!”

Seeing clearly that it would be useless to pursue their
point, the gentlemen withdrew. Scrooge resumed his labours
with an improved opinion of himself, and in a more facetious
temper than was usual with him.

Meanwhile the fog and darkness thickened so, that
people ran about with flaring links, proffering their services to
go before horses in carriages and conduct them on their way.
The ancient tower of a church, whose gruff old bell was always
peeping slyly down at Scrooge out of a gothic window in the
wall, became invisible, and struck the hours and quarters in the
clouds, with tremulous vibrations afterwards, as if its teeth
were chattering in its frozen head up there. The cold
became intense. In the main street, at the corner of the court,
some labourers were repairing the gas-pipes, and had lighted a
great fire in a brazier, round which a party of ragged men and
boys were gathered warming their hands and winking their
eyes before the blaze in rapture. The water-plug being left in

16

— Asta nu ma priveste, raspunse Scrooge. Destul ca-mi
cunosc afacerile mele si nu ma amestec in ale altora; ale mele
imi dau prea mult de furca. Bund seard, domnilor.

Vazand lamurit cd-si pierdeau vremea in zadar, cei doi
domni plecard. Scrooge isi relud lucrul, foarte multumit de
sine 1nsusi si chiar mai dispus ca de obicei.

In acest timp, ceata si intunericul se ingrosau tot mai
tare, asa cd umblau oamenii pe stradd cu torte aprinse,
invoindu-se cu birjarii ca sd alerge dinaintea cailor pentru a le
ardta drumul spre casd. Ceasornicul vechiului turn al bisericii
gotice, pe care Scrooge il zdrea printr-o deschizaturd a biroului
sdu, se facu nevazut si suna orele, jumatatile si sferturile in
nori, cu un rasunet tremurdtor, care te ficea sd crezi cd acest
glas al timpului iesea din vreo gura ai carei dinti de arama
clantineau de frig. In strada principald a cartierului cativa
lucratori, care reparau niste tevi de gaz, aprinseserd un
mangal mare in jurul cdruia se imbulzeau o droaie de saraci si
de copii zdrentarosi, care isi incdlzeau mainile si clipeau din
ochi de bucurie. Din fantana publicd, astupatd de un bulgar
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solitude, its overflowings sullenly congealed, and turned to
misanthropic ice. The brightness of the shops, where holly
sprigs and berries crackled in the lamp heat of the windows,
made pale faces ruddy as they passed. Poulterers” and grocers’
trades became a splendid joke —a glorious pageant, with which
it was next to impossible to believe that such dull principles as
bargain and sale had anything to do. The Lord Mayor, in the
stronghold of the mighty Mansion House, gave orders to his
tifty cooks and butlers to keep Christmas as a Lord Mayor’s
household should; and even the little tailor, whom he had fined
five shillings on the previous Monday for being drunk and
bloodthirsty in the streets, stirred up to-morrow’s pudding in
his garret while his lean wife and the baby sallied out to buy
the beef.

Foggier yet, and colder! Piercing, searching, biting cold.
If the good St. Dunstan had but nipped the evil spirit’s nose
with a touch of such weather as that, instead of using his
familiar weapons, then indeed he would have roared to lusty
purpose. The owner of one scant young nose, gnawed and
mumbled by the hungry cold as bones are gnawed by dogs,
stooped down at Scrooge’s keyhole to regale him with a

17

de gheatd, nu mai curgea nicio picdturd, si lumina
stralucitoare a lampilor din pravalii arunca reflexe rosiatice pe
tigurile palide ale trecdtorilor. Galantarele negustorilor de
mezeluri si ale bacanilor erau de o splendoare care indeparta
orice idee prozaica de vanzare si de cumpadrare: era un decor
feeric. Nu numai primarul Londrei, din fundul palatului sau
municipal, dadea ordin celor cincizeci de bucatari si chelari sa
sdrbdtoresca Craciunul intr-un chip demn de masa unui
primar, dar si croitorasul, care fusese amendat cu 5 silingi, cu
o sdptdmand inainte pentru cd fusese gasit beat pe strada, se
gandea la pudingul de a doua zi, in cocioaba lui, in timp ce
nevastacu copilasul dadeau fuga sa cumpere carne.

Ceata se ingrosa mereu; gerul devenea tot mai tare, tot
mai aspru si mai patrunzator. Daca bunul sfant Dustan, in loc
de a se servi de elementul sdu obisnuit, ar fi intepat nasul
diavolului cu un ger atat de tdios, diavolul ar fi avut tot
dreptul sd raga ca un turbat. Posesorul unui ndsuc ascutit se
opri clantanind de frig dinaintea usii lui Scrooge, spre a-l
cinsti cu un cantec de Craciun; dar la cel dintai vers al
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Christmas carol; but, at the first sound of —

“God bless you, merry gentleman!

May nothing you dismay!”

Scrooge seized the ruler with such energy of action, that the
singer fled in terror, leaving the keyhole to the fog and even
more congenial frost.

At length the hour of shutting up the counting-house
arrived. With an ill-will Scrooge dismounted from his stool,
and tacitly admitted the fact to the expectant clerk in the tank,
who instantly snuffed his candle out, and put on his hat.

“You'll want all day to-morrow, I suppose?” said
Scrooge.

“If quite convenient, sir.”

“It's not convenient,” said Scrooge, “and it’s not fair. If I
was to stop half-a-crown for it, you’d think yourself ill-used, I'll
be bound?”

The clerk smiled faintly.

“And yet,” said Scrooge, “you don’t think me ill-used,
when I pay a day’s wages for no work.”

The clerk observed that it was only once a year.

18

introducerii,
God bless you, merry gentleman!

Dumnezeu sd te binecuvinteze, vesele domn!

Scrooge apucd rigla de pe pupitru cu un gest atat de energic,
ca inghetatul cantaret o tuli plin de groaza, lasand gaura
broastei in voia cetei si a gerului.

In sfarsit, sosi si ora inchiderii biroului. Scrooge se sculd
nemultumit de pe scaun, iar contabilul, vdzand pe stapanul
sdu cd consimte in tdcere la plecarea sa, stinse luménarea si isi
puse paldria pe cap.

—Vrei sd lipsesti toatd ziua de maine, imi inchipui?
intreba Scrooge.

—Daca va convine D-voastrd, domnule.

—Mie nu-mi convine deloc si nici nu e drept, zise
Scrooge; daca ti-as retine un siling din leafa d-tale pe ziua de
maine, te-ai plange, sunt sigur.

Contabilul zdmbi pe jumadtate.

—Si totusi, continua Scrooge, d-ta nu te gandesti ca si
eu as avea drept sd ma plang, ca-ti platesc leafa pe o zi in care
nu-mi muncesti deloc.

Contabilul indrdzni sd observe ca lucrul acesta se

C ONTEMPORARY

Literature P rEss

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2015



Charles Dickens
A Christmas Carol. 1843
O noapte de Craciun. 1907
Parallel Texts.

“ A poor excuse for picking a man’s pocket every twenty-
tifth of December!” said Scrooge, buttoning his greatcoat to the
chin. “But I suppose you must have the whole day. Be here all
the earlier next morning.”

The clerk promised that he would; and Scrooge walked
out with a growl. The office was closed in a twinkling, and the
clerk, with the long ends of his white comforter dangling below
his waist (for he boasted no greatcoat), went down a slide on
Cornhill, at the end of a lane of boys, twenty times, in honour
of its being Christmas Eve, and then ran home to Camden Town
as hard as he could pelt, to play at blind-man’s buff.

Scrooge took his melancholy dinner in his usual
melancholy tavern; and having read all the newspapers, and
beguiled the rest of the evening with his banker’s book, went
home to bed. He lived in chambers which had once belonged to
his deceased partner. They were a gloomy suite of rooms, in a
lowering pile of building up a yard, where it had so little
business to be, that one could scarcely help fancying it must
have run there when it was a young house, playing at hide-and-
seek with other houses, and have forgotten the way out again.

19

intdmpld numai odata pe an.

—Proastd scuzd pentru a stoarce in fiecare an, la 25
decembrie, punga unui om, zise Scrooge incheindu-si nasturii
pardesiului pand la barbie. Dar imi inchipui ca-ti trebuie toata
ziua; cel putin poimaine dimineatd sa fii aici mai devreme.

Contabilul fagadui si Scrooge iesi mormadind. Biroul fu
inchis intr-o clipa. Apoi, incrucisand cele doud capete ale
lungului sau fular, care se rdspandira peste jacheta (caci nu
avea pardesiu), contabilul se indreptd spre Cornhill, de unde
o lua in fuga mare spre locuinta sa din Camden Town.

Scrooge isi lud trista-i cind in trista sa carciumad
obignuita. Dupa ce citi toate ziarele, si scurta timpul cercetand
notesul sdu cu scadente, se intoarse acasa sa se culce. Sedea
intr-un apartament pe care il ocupase odinioara fostul sdu
tovards; un sir de camere intunecoase intr-o cladire
singuratica ce parea uitata in fundul unei curti, casa veche in
care nu dormea decdt Scrooge; celelalte apartamente erau
inchiriate ca birouri. Curtea era asa de intunecoasa ca insusi

Scrooge, care {i stia fiecare piatrd, fu silit s umble dibuind cu

C ONTEMPORARY

Literature P rEss

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2015



Charles Dickens
A Christmas Carol. 1843
O noapte de Craciun. 1907
Parallel Texts.

It was old enough now, and dreary enough, for nobody lived
in it but Scrooge, the other rooms being all let out as offices. The
yard was so dark that even Scrooge, who knew its every stone,
was fain to grope with his hands. The fog and frost so hung
about the black old gateway of the house, that it seemed as if
the genius of the weather sat in mournful meditation on the
threshold.

Now, it is a fact that there was nothing at all particular
about the knocker on the door, except that it was very large. It
is also a fact that Scrooge had seen it, night and morning, during
his whole residence in that place; also that Scrooge had as little
of what is called fancy about him as any man in the city of
a bold word—the
corporation, aldermen, and livery. Let it also be borne in mind

London, even including—which is
that Scrooge had not bestowed one thought on Marley, since
his last mention of his seven-years dead partner that afternoon.
And then let any man explain to me, if he can, how it happened
that Scrooge, having his key in the lock of the door, saw in the
knocker, without its undergoing any intermediate process of
change —not a knocker, but Marley’s face.

Marley’s face. It was not in impenetrable shadow as the

20

mainile. Ceata si gerul inveleau intr-atata usa de la intrare, ca
ai fi zis ca insusi gerul iernii medita pe prispa ei.

Sigur este cd ciocdnasul usii nu avea nimic deosebit,
decat numai ca era un ciocanas foarte gros; sigur mai este ca
Scrooge vdzuse si revazuse acest ciocdnas, seara si dimineata,
de cand sedea in casa aceasta. In sfarsit, sigur este incd, cd
Scrooge avea in el din facultatea numita imaginatie, o doza
mai micd decat cel din urma negustor din orasul Londra, si
chiar, dacd vreti, decat oamenii primariei, ai politiei si decat
alegdtorii municipali. Nu uitati cd Scrooge nu s-a mai gandit
nici o singura datd la Marley din momentul cand a pomenit
de moartea lui, intdimplatd acum sapte ani; si, totusi, explice
cine poate, cum se face ca Scrooge, bagand cheia in broascd,
vazu in ciocdnas, care in realitate nu se schimbase, nu un
ciocanas, ci insusi chipul lui Marley.

Chipul lui Marley! Si nu o umbra de nepatruns, la fel
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other objects in the yard were, but had a dismal light about it,
like a bad lobster in a dark cellar. It was not angry or ferocious,
but looked at Scrooge as Marley used to look, with ghostly
spectacles turned up on his ghostly forehead. The hair was
curiously stirred, as if by breath of hot air; and, though the eyes
were wide open, they were perfectly motionless. That, and its
livid colour, made it horrible; but its horror seemed to be in
spite of the face and beyond its control, rather than a part of its

OWn expression.

As Scrooge looked fixedly at this phenomenon, it was a
knocker again.

To say that he was not startled, or that his blood was not
conscious of a terrible sensation to which it had been a stranger
from infancy, would be untrue. But he put his hand upon
the key he had relinquished, turned it sturdily, walked in, and
lighted his candle.

He did pause, with a moment’s irresolution, before he
shut the door; and he did look cautiously behind it first, as if he
half expected to be terrified with the sight of Marley’s pigtail

21

cu celelalte umbre din curte, ci un punct negru inconjurat de
o lumind lugubrd, cum ar arunca in juru-i un stacoj furios intr-
o pivnitd intunecoasd. Nimic nu trdda in el mania sau
cruzimea; atdt numai cad chipul privea pe Scrooge asa cum
Marley obisnuia sa-l1 priveasca pe Scrooge, cu ochelari de
fantoma pe nasu-i de fantoma. Parul 1i sta ciudat in sus, ridicat
parcd de vant sau de o abureald; si cu toate cd ochii i erau
deschisi, ei pareau cu desavarsire nemiscati. Aceastd privire
fixa, cat si culoarea vanatd a fetei sale il faceau groaznic, dar o
grozdvie, care se vedea cd nu vine din chipul, ci din exteriorul
lui.

Cand Scrooge putu sa privescd mai cu deamanuntul,
ciocanul se fdcu ciocan la loc.

Sa zic ca Scrooge n-a tresdrit, ca sangele sdu n-a simtit
o zguduiturad teribild cum nu mai simtise din copilarie, ar fi sa
nu spun adevarul; totusi el apucd din nou cheia ce-i scapase
din mand, o intoarse repede, intrd in antreu si-si aprinse
luménarea.

Se opri cam nedumerit inainte de a inchide usa, se uitd
cu bagare de seamad inapoi, ca si cum s-ar fi asteptat sa mai
vada figura lui Marley; dar nu vdzu nimic la usd, nimic, in
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sticking out into the hall. But there was nothing on the back of
the door, except the screws and nuts that held the knocker on,

'Il

so he said, “Pooh, pooh!” and closed it with a bang.

The sound resounded through the house like thunder.
Every room above, and every cask in the wine-merchant’s
cellars below, appeared to have a separate peal of echoes of its
own. Scrooge was not a man to be frightened by echoes. He
fastened the door, and walked across the hall, and up the stairs;
slowly, too; trimming his candle as he went.

You may talk vaguely about driving a coach-and-six up
a good old flight of stairs, or through a bad young Act of
Parliament; but I mean to say you might have got a hearse up
that staircase, and taken it broadwise, with the splinter-bar
towards the wall and the door towards the balustrades; and
done it easy. There was plenty of width for that, and room to
spare; which is perhaps the reason why Scrooge thought he saw
a locomotive hearse going on before him in the gloom. Half a
dozen gas-lamps out of the street wouldn’t have lighted the
entry too well, so you may suppose that it was pretty dark with
Scrooge’s dip.

Up Scrooge went, not caring a button for that. Darkness

22

afara de suruburile de care era tintuit ciocanasul. Zise: ,Eei
as!” si tranti usa cu putere.

Zgomotul rasund prin toata casa ca ecoul unui trasnet;
fiecare camerd de deasupra, fiecare butoi de desubt in privinta
carciumarului, pdru cd rdspunde cu un ecou deosebit. Scrooge
nu era omul care sa se sperie de ecouri; trase zdvorul, trecu
antreul si sui usor scara cu luméanarea in manad, careia 1i tdia
mereu mucul.

Pe scard, largd de altminteri de putea trece o trdsura pe
ea, i se paru cd vede inaintea sa un dric; dar si aceastd noua
umbrad pieri numaidecat, si Scrooge urcd toate treptele fara a
gresi vreuna.

Inainte de a inchide usa od#ii sale, stribitu tot
apartamentul, ca sa vada daca totul e in regula: si intr-adevar
oddile erau toate in ordine; nimic sub masd, nimeni sub
canapea sau sub pat, nimeni, in halatul care atarna intr-o
pozitie suspectd pe perete. Un foc mic ardea in soba camerei
de culcare, si pe foc o oala de supd (Scrooge avea guturai) cu
o ceasca si lingurd pe mescioara.

Multumit pe deplin, Scrooge incuid usa—de doua ori
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is cheap, and Scrooge liked it. But before he shut his heavy door,
he walked through his rooms to see that all was right. He had
just enough recollection of the face to desire to do that.

Sitting-room, bedroom, lumber-room. All as they should
be. Nobody under the table, nobody under the sofa; a small fire
in the grate; spoon and basin ready; and the little saucepan of
gruel (Scrooge had a cold in his head) upon the hob. Nobody
under the bed; nobody in the closet; nobody in his dressing-
gown, which was hanging up in a suspicious attitude against
the wall. Lumber-room as usual. Old fire-guard, old shoes, two
tish-baskets, washing-stand on three legs, and a poker.

Quite satisfied, he closed his door, and locked himself in
—double-locked himself in, which was not his custom. Thus
secured against surprise, he took off his cravat; put on his
dressing-gown and slippers, and his night-cap; and sat down
before the fire to take his gruel.

It was a very low fire indeed; nothing on such a bitter
night. He was obliged to sit close to it, and brood over it, before
he could extract the least sensation of warmth from such a
handful of fuel. The fireplace was an old one, built by some
Dutch merchant long ago, and paved all round with quaint
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contrar obiceiului sau. Cand se vdzu la addpostul oricarei
surprinderi, isi scoase cravata, isi puse halatul, papucii si scufa
de noapte, apoi se asezd dinaintea focului spre a-si sorbi supa.

Charles Dickens
Un chant de Noél

Les Classiques de Poche @

Focul era, cum am zis, mic, prea mic pentru o noapte

atat de geroasd. Scrooge fu silit sd se apropie de tot, sa-l
cloceasca ca sd zic asa, inainte de a scoate o faramitd de
caldura dintr-insul. Soba era o lucrare anticd, facuta de vreun
negustor olandez, si incrustata de jur imprejur cu lespezi de
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Dutch tiles, designed to illustrate the Scriptures. There were
Cains and Abels, Pharaoh’s daughters, Queens of Sheba,
angelic messengers descending through the air on clouds like
feather-beds, Abrahams, Belshazzars, Apostles putting off to
sea in butter-boats, hundreds of figures to attract his thoughts;
and yet that face of Marley, seven years dead, came like the
ancient prophet’s rod, and swallowed up the whole. If each
smooth tile had been a blank at first, with power to shape some
picture on its surface from the disjointed fragment of his
thoughts, there would have been a copy of old Marley’s head
on every one.
“Humbug!” said Scrooge; and walked across the room.

After several turns, he sat down again. As he threw his
head back in the chair, his glance happened to rest upon a bell,
a disused bell, that hung in the room, and communicated, for
some purpose now forgotten, with a chamber in the highest
storey of the building. It was with great astonishment, and with
a strange, inexplicable dread, that as he looked he saw this bell
begin to swing. It swung so softly in the outset that it scarcely
made a sound; but soon it rang out loudly, and so did every bell
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faiantd, un fel de mozaic infdtisand scene biblice. Se vedeau
pe ea Cain, Abel, fiicele lui Faraon, regina din Saba, ingeri
pogorandu-se din cer pe norii ce semdnau a perne lungi,
Baltazar, Abraham, apostolii imbarcandu-se pe bdrci netede,
sute de figuri care ar fi putut sda ocupe gandul lui Scrooge;
totusi figura lui Marley, mort de sapte ani, apdru ca varga
profetului si inghiti tot: pe fiecare lespede de portelan,
imaginatia sa gdsea cate o copie a figurii lui Marley.

,Prostie!” zise Scrooge, sculandu-se si pdsind prin
odaie.

Dupa ce se invarti de cateva ori in sus si in jos, se asezd
iar. Dddu capul pe spate in scaun si privirea i se opri pe o
sonerie, o sonerie pardsitd, care comunica, pentru vreo
trebuintd de mult uitatd, cu o camera din etajul de sus. Dar
care ii fu Inmarmurirea si groaza neinteleasd, vazand ca
soneria incepe sa se miste: ea se miscd la inceput asa de usor
cd de abia iesea sunetul, dar incetul cu incetul miscarea i se
iuti si rasuna desteptdnd toate soneriile casei, care ii
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in the house.

This might have lasted half a minute, or a minute, but it
seemed an hour. The bells ceased as they had begun, together.
They were succeeded by a clanking noise, deep down below; as
if some person were dragging a heavy chain over the casks in
the wine-merchant’s cellar. Scrooge then remembered to have
heard that ghosts in haunted houses were described as
dragging chains.

The cellar door flew open with a booming sound, and
then he heard the noise much louder, on the floors below; then
coming up the stairs; then coming straight towards his door.

“It's humbug still!” said Scrooge. “I won't believe it.”

His colour changed, though, when, without a pause, it
came on through the heavy door, and passed into the room
before his eyes. Upon its coming in, the dying flame leaped up,
as though it cried, “I know him! Marley’s ghost!” and fell again.

The same face: the very same. Marley in his pigtail,
usual waistcoat, tights, and boots; the tassels on the latter
bristling, like his pigtail, and his coat-skirts, and the hair upon
his head. The chain he drew was clasped about his middle. It
was long, and wound about him like a tail; and it was made (for
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raspunsera.

Aceasta tinu vreo treizeci de secunde, cel mult un
minut; dar minutul ii paru o ord. Toate soneriile amutira
deodatd; si numaidecat se auzi un zangdnit de fiare ce venea
de jos, ca si cum cineva tara un lant peste butoaiele din pivnita
carciumarului. Atunci Scrooge isi aduse aminte a fi auzit ca
stafiile tardsc lanturile dupa ele.

Usa pivnitei se deschise cu un rdasunet puternic, si
Scrooge auzi vuietul sinistru tot mai tare; apoi il simti ca se
suie si se apropie de usa sa.

,Prostie!” zise Scrooge. ,Nu cred in asa ceva”.

Pdli totusi, cand pricina acestui zgomot razbi prin usa
si se infdatisd dinaintea lui. La vederea aceasta, flacdra
muribundd din sobd aruncd o pard de lumind, ca si cum ar fi
zis: il cunosc, e sufletul lui Marley! —apoi se stinse.

Si era chiar el; era Marley in persoana, cu parul strans
intr-o coadd, cu jacheta-i obisnuita, cu pantalonii sdi stramti,
cu cizmele sale cu ciucuri de maétase, care se zbarlird ca si
varful cozii sale, si ca si parul sdu de pe cap. Lantul pe care-1
tara ii inconjura braul; era lung si se incoldcea ca un sarpe.
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Scrooge observed it closely) of cash-boxes, keys, padlocks,
ledgers, deeds, and heavy purses wrought in steel. His body
was transparent; so that Scrooge, observing him, and looking
through his waistcoat, could see the two buttons on his coat
behind.

Scrooge had often heard it said that Marley had no
bowels, but he had never believed it until now.

No, nor did he believe it even now. Though he looked
the phantom through and through, and saw it standing before
him; though he felt the chilling influence of its death-cold eyes:
and marked the very texture of the folded kerchief bound about
his head and chin, which wrapper he had not observed before;
he was still incredulous, and fought against his senses.

“How now!” said Scrooge, caustic and cold as ever.
“What do you want with me?”
“Much!” —Marley’s voice, no doubt about it.

“Who are you?”

“Ask me who I was.”

“Who were you then?” said Scrooge, raising his voice.
“You're particular, for a shade.” He was going to say
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Observandu-l cu bdgare de seamd, Scrooge vdzu ca in loc de
verigi, lantul era alcdtuit din casete pentru bani, din chei, din
lacdte, din registre si din pungi, toate de fier. Trupul lui
Marley era asa de straveziu ca Scrooge putu sd vada cei doi
nasturi de dinapoia jachetei.

Scrooge auzise adesea spundndu-se cd Marley n-avea
inima de loc, dar pand atunci el n-o crezuse niciodata.

Nu, nici acum n-o credea, desi stafia se afla dinaintea
sa; desi simtea fiorii reci ai ochilor sdi inghetati de moarte; desi
recunoscu pand si materia basmalei care ii lega capul si
barbia —el tot nu vru sa creada si se indoi pana si de simturile
sale.

— Ei bine! zise Scrooge intepator si rece ca de obicei. Ce
doresti de la mine?

—Multe.
Era chiar glasul lui Marley.

—Cine esti?

— Intreaba cine am fost.

— Cine ai fost, dar? intreba Scrooge intarind glasul.
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“to a shade,” but substituted this, as more appropriate.

“In life I was your partner, Jacob Marley.”

“Can you—can you sit down?” asked Scrooge, looking
doubtfully at him.

“I can.”

“Do it, then.”

Scrooge asked the question, because he didn’t know
whether a ghost so transparent might find himself in a
condition to take a chair; and felt that in the event of its being
impossible, it might involve the necessity of an embarrassing
explanation. But the ghost sat down on the opposite side of the
tireplace, as if he were quite used to it.

“You don’t believe in me,” observed the ghost.

“I don’t,” said Scrooge.

“What evidence would you have of my reality beyond
that of your senses?”

“I don’t know,” said Scrooge.

“Why do you doubt your senses?”

“Because,” said Scrooge, “a little thing affects them. A
slight disorder of the stomach makes them cheats. You may be
an undigested bit of beef, a blot of mustard, a crumb of cheese,
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—In lumea aceasta, am fost tovarisul tiu Jacob Marley.

—Poti—poti sd sezi? urma Scrooge cu un aer de
indoiala.

—Pot.

—Sezi dar.

Scrooge 1i puse aceastd intrebare, fiindcad nu credea cd
o fantoma asa de stravazie e in stare sa sadad pe un scaun, si
simti cd in caz contrariu ar reiesi trebuinta unei explicatii
nepldcute; dar fantoma se aseza de partea cealalta a sobei, ca
si cum ar fi facut un lucru cu care era obisnuita.

—Nu crezi in mine? zise fantoma.

—Nu, rdspunse Scrooge.

— Ce dovada mai puternica vrei de realitatea mea decat
simturile tale?

—Nu stiu, zise Scrooge.

—De ce te indoiesti de simturile tale?

—Fiindcd un lucru de nimic, raspunse Scrooge le poate
deranja. O mica indispozitie a stomacului le face inselatoare.
Tu insuti poti fi rezultatul unui rasol nemistuit, al unui bob de
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a fragment of an underdone potato. There’s more of gravy than
of grave about you, whatever you are!”

Scrooge was not much in the habit of cracking jokes, nor
did he feel, in his heart, by any means waggish then. The truth
is, that he tried to be smart, as a means of distracting his own
attention, and keeping down his terror; for the spectre’s voice
disturbed the very marrow in his bones.

To sit, staring at those fixed glazed eyes, in silence for
a moment, would play, Scrooge felt, the very deuce with him.
There was something very awful, too, in the spectre’s being
provided with an infernal atmosphere of its own. Scrooge could
not feel it himself, but this was clearly the case; for though the
ghost sat perfectly motionless, its hair, its skirts, and tassels
were still agitated as by the hot vapour from an oven.

“You see this toothpick?” said Scrooge, returning
quickly to the charge, for the reason just assigned; and wishing,
though it were only for a second, to divert the vision’s stony
gaze from himself.

“I do,” replied the ghost.

“You are not looking at it,” said Scrooge.

“But I see it,” said the ghost, “notwithstanding.”
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mustar, al unei bucdti de branzd, al unui cartof insuficient
fiert.

Scrooge cduta sa facd pe glumetul, dar nu era in
obiceiul lui de a face glume, si nici nu era dispus tocmai acum
sd facd. Scopul lui era de a se distra cu chipul acesta si de a
mai prinde curaj, caci glasul stafiei ii ingheta pana si maduva
din oase.

A pastra tdcere in fata acelor ochi sticlosi pironiti
asupra lui ar fi fost o incercare prea dureroasa. Era si ceva prea
impunator in acea atmosferd infernald, pe care fantoma o
purta cu sine: Scrooge nu putea s-o simta el insusi, dar trebuie
sa fi fost asa; cdci, desi fantoma sta teapana pe scaun, parul ei,
poalele hainei si ciucurii cizmelor sale se miscau intruna,
impinsi parcd de aburul fierbinte al unui cuptor.

—Vezi scobitoarea asta? continud Scrooge, care cduta
un cuvant de spirit pentru motivul ce-l cunoastem, voind a
indepdrta, mdcar pentru un minut, privirea de marmura
pironitd asupra lui.

—O vdd, raspunse fantoma.

—Dar nu te uiti la ea, zise Scrooge.

—O vad cu toate acestea, zise fantoma.
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“Well!” returned Scrooge, “I have but to swallow this,
and be for the rest of my days persecuted by a legion of goblins,
all of my own creation. Humbug, I tell you —humbug!”

At this the spirit raised a frightful cry, and shook its
chain with such a dismal and appalling noise, that Scrooge held
on tight to his chair, to save himself from falling in a swoon. But
how much greater was his horror, when the phantom taking off
the bandage round his head, as if it were too warm to wear
indoors, its lower jaw dropped down upon its breast!

Scrooge fell upon his knees, and clasped his hand before
his face.

“Mercy!” he said. “Dreadful apparition, why do you
trouble me?”

“Man of the worldly mind,” replied the ghost, “do you
believe in me or not?”

“I do,” said Scrooge. “I must. But why do spirits walk
the earth, and why do they come to me?”

“It is required of every man,” the ghost returned, “that
the spirit within him should walk abroad among his fellow-
men, and travel far and wide; and if that spirit goes not forth in
life, it is condemned to do so after death. It is doomed
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— Ei bine, relud Scrooge, n-am decét s-o inghit si toatd
viata mea voi fi persecutat de o droaie de stafii, plasmuite de
inchipuirea mea. Prostie, zic prostie!

La aceste cuvinte, fantoma scoase un tipdt infiorator
si-si scuturd lantul cu un zdnganit atat de lugubru si de
groaznic, cd Scrooge se cutremurd si se inclestda de scaun, de
fricd sd nu lesine; dar groaza lui deveni mai mare cand
fantoma isi scoase legatura de la cap, ca si cand i-ar fi fost prea
cald, si cand falca de jos se dezlipi si cazu pe piept.

Scrooge cdzu in genunchi si-si acoperi ochii cu mainile.

—lertare! zise el, groaznicd vedenie! Pentru ce ma
persecuti?

—Om cu suflet paméntesc, raspunse fantoma, crezi in
mine sau nu crezi?

—Cred, cédci trebuie sa cred. Dar pentru ce colinda
fantomele pe pamant si pentru ce vin la mine?

— Cerul, raspunse fantoma, vrea ca sufletul fiecarui om
sd rdtdceasca printre semenii sdi, in depdrtare ca si in
apropiere; daca sufletul nu face aceasta in viata fiind, e osandit
s-o facd dupd moarte. El trebuie sa rdtdceasca pe pamant— oh!

C ONTEMPORARY

Literature P rEss

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2015



Charles Dickens
A Christmas Carol. 1843
O noapte de Craciun. 1907
Parallel Texts.

to wander through the world —oh, woe is me!—and witness
what it cannot share, but might have shared on earth, and
turned to happiness!”

Again the spectre raised a cry, and shook its chain and
wrung its shadowy hands.

“You are fettered,” said Scrooge, trembling. “Tell me
why?”

“I wear the chain I forged in life,” replied the ghost. “I
made it link by link, and yard by yard; I girded it on of my own
free will, and of my own free will I wore it. Is its pattern strange
to you?”

Scrooge trembled more and more.

“Or would you know,” pursued the ghost, “the weight
and length of the strong coil you bear yourself? It was full as
heavy and as long as this, seven Christmas Eves ago. You have
laboured on it, since. It is a ponderous chain!”

Scrooge glanced about him on the floor, in the
expectation of finding himself surrounded by some fifty or
sixty fathoms of iron cable: but he could see nothing.

“Jacob,” he said imploringly. “Old Jacob Marley, tell me

30

vai mie! —si sa vada bine tot ceea ce ar fi putut sa-i foloseasca
pentru fericirea sa.

Si din nou scoase fantoma un tipat, scuturd lantul si-si
franse mainile de fantoma.

—Esti in lanturi, zise Scrooge, tremurand ca varga.
Spune-mi de ce?

—Port lantul pe care mi l-am fdurit in viatd, raspunse
fantoma; mi l-am faurit verigd cu verigd, metru cu metru;
mi-am incoldcit cu el braul din propria mea vointa, si cu
propria mea vointa I-am purtat pe mine. Alcdtuirea lui iti pare
poate ciudata.

Scrooge tremura din ce in ce mai tare.

—Sau poate doresti sa stii, contiud fantoma, povara si
lungimea lantului pe care-l porti tu? Era tot asa de greu si tot
asa de lung ca si al meu, acum sapte Craciunuri; dar ai mai
lucrat la dansul de atunci; acum e un lant enorm!

Scrooge privi in jurul sau pe jos, asteptand sa se vada
inlantuit in cel putin cincizeci sau saizeci de metri de fiare, dar
nu vdzu nimic.

—Jacob, zise el cu un glas rugator, bunul meu Jacob
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more. Speak comfort to me, Jacob!”

“I have none to give,” the ghost replied. “It comes from
other regions, Ebenezer Scrooge, and is conveyed by other
ministers, to other kinds of men. Nor can I tell you what I
would. A very little more, is all permitted to me. I cannot rest, I
cannot stay, I cannot linger anywhere. My spirit never walked
beyond our counting-house — mark me! —in life my spirit never
roved beyond the narrow limits of our money-changing hole;
and weary journeys lie before me!”

It was a habit with Scrooge, whenever he became
thoughtful, to put his hand in his breeches pockets. Pondering
on what the ghost had said, he did so now, but without lifting
up his eyes, or getting off his knees.

“You must have been very slow about it, Jacob,”
Scrooge observed, in a business-like manner, though with
humility and deference.

“Slow!” the ghost repeated.

“Seven years dead,” mused Scrooge. “And travelling all
the time?”

“The whole time,” said the ghost. “No rest, no peace.
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Marley, vorbeste-mi, spune-mi un cuvant de mangaiere,
Jacob!

—N-am nicio mangaiere de dat, rdspunse fantoma;
mangaierea vine din alte regiuni, Ebenezer Scrooge, si e dusa
de alti mesageri unei alte spete de oameni. Nu-ti pot spune
madcar ceea ce as vrea sa-ti spun; nu-mi e permis sd adaug
decat foarte putine: nu pot sa ma opresc, nu pot sa raman
nicaieri. Ascultd: cat am trdit, spiritul meu n-a iesit niciodata
din limitele inguste ale biroului nostru, si acum am lungi si
grele caldtorii de facut!

Scrooge avea un obicei, cd indatd ce cddea pe ganduri,
isi vara mainile in buzunarele pantalonilor: si le vari si acuma,
cu gandul la ceea ce-i spunea fantoma, dar fara a ridica ochii,
si tot in genunchi.

—Trebuie sd fi mers foarte incet, Jacob, observa
Scrooge cu grija unui om de afaceri, dar respectuos si cu
umilinta.

—Incet! repeta fantoma.

—Mort de sapte ani, isi zise Scrooge, si toatd vremea
asta pe drumuri!

—Da, toatd vremea asta! zise fantoma, nici odihnd, nici
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Incessant torture of remorse.”

“You travel fast?” said Scrooge.

“On the wings of the wind,” replied the ghost.

“You might have got over a great quantity of ground in
seven years,” said Scrooge.

The ghost, on hearing this set up another cry, and
clanked its chain so hideously in the dead of the night, that the
ward would have been justified in indicting it for a nuisance.

“Oh! captive, bound, and double-ironed,” cried the
phantom, “not to know, that ages of incessant labour, by
immortal creatures, for this earth must pass into eternity before
the good of which it is susceptible is all developed. Not to know
that any Christian spirit working kindly in its little sphere,
whatever it may be, will find its mortal life too short for its vast
means of usefulness. Not to know that no space of regret can
make amends for one life’s opportunities misused! Yet such
was I! Oh! such was I!”

“But you were always a good man of business, Jacob,”

faltered Scrooge, who now began to apply this to himself.
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pace, si cu chinul remuscdrii vesnice.
— Caéléatoresti repede? intreba Scrooge.
—Pe aripile vantului, raspunse celalalt.
—Trebuie sd fi vazut multe tdri in sapte ani?

La auzul acestor cuvinte ale lui Scrooge, fantoma
scoase un nou tipat, si scutura lantul atat de groaznic in
tdcerea noptii, ca politia ar fi putut cu drept cuvant sa-i toarne
proces-verbal pentru tulburarea linistii publice.

—Ah! Sa fii captiv, inldntuit, incdrcat de fiare, striga
fantoma, si sd nu stii ca veacurile se vor pierde in vegnicie,
inainte ca binele de care acest pamant e capabil sd se poatd pe
deplin dezvolta; sd nu stii cd orice suflet crestinesc, lucrand in
mod caritabil in sfera-i cea micd, oricare ar fi ea, va gdsi viata
sa muritoare prea scurtd pentru vastele mijloace de utilitate cu
care era inzestrat; sa nu stii cd nicio pdrere de rdu nu poate
reinvia ocaziile pierdute ale vietii... Si totusi asa am fost eu,
n-am stiut nimic!

—Dar ai fost intotdeauna un om indemanatic in afaceri,
Jacob, bolborosi Scrooge, care incepu sd-si aplice soarta
fantomei.
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“Business!” cried the ghost, wringing its hands again.
“Mankind was my business. The common welfare was my
business; charity, mercy, forbearance, and benevolence, were,
all, my business. The dealings of my trade were but a drop of
water in the comprehensive ocean of my business!”

It held up its chain at arm’s length, as if that were the
cause of all its unavailing grief, and flung it heavily upon the
ground again.

“At this time of the rolling year,” the spectre said, “I
suffer most. Why did I walk through crowds of fellow-beings
with my eyes turned down and never raise them to that blessed
Star which led the Wise Men to a poor abode? Were there no
poor homes to which its light would have conducted me?”

Scrooge was very much dismayed to hear the spectre
going on at this rate, and began to quake exceedingly.
“Hear me!” cried the ghost. “My time is nearly gone.”

“I'will,” said Scrooge. “But don’t be hard upon me! Don't
be flowery, Jacob! Pray!”
“How it is that I appear before you in a shape that you
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—1In afaceri! strigd fantoma, frangadndu-si din nou
mainile: afacerea mea a fost omul. Binele omenirii a fost
afacerea mea; mila, caritatea, toleranta si bunitatea, iata
afacerea mea; afacerile comertului meu nu erau decat o
picaturd de apa in imensul ocean al afacerii mele.

Fantoma ridicad lantul pana la indltimea bratului, ca si
cum el ar fi fost pricina mahnirii sale adanci, apoi il tranti cu
putere la pamant.

—Pe aceastd vreme a anului, continua fantoma, sufar
mai mult ca oricaind. Ah!.. De ce sd ma plimb prin multimea
semenilor mei cu privirile in jos, in loc sd le ridic cdtre acea
binecuvantatd stea care conduce pe intelepti la locuinta
sardciei? Nu mai existda oare casd saracd, catre care si ma
conducd lumina ei?

Scrooge era foarte abdtut auzind fantoma vaitandu-se
astfel asupra trecutului, si tremurd de groaza.

— Asculta, 1i strigd fantoma, timpul de care dispun
aproape a trecut.

— Ascult, zise Scrooge, dar nu fi prea aspru cu mine,
Jacob, aibi mila de mine, te rog.

— Cum se face cé iti apar sub aceastd forma omeneascd,
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can see, I may not tell. I have sat invisible beside you many and
many a day.”

It was not an agreeable idea. Scrooge shivered, and
wiped the perspiration from his brow.

“That is no light part of my penance,” pursued the ghost.
“I am here to-night to warn you, that you have yet a chance and
hope of escaping my fate. A chance and hope of my procuring,
Ebenezer.”

“You were always a good friend to me,” said Scrooge.
“Thank’ee!”

“You will be haunted,” resumed the ghost, “by three
spirits.”

Scrooge’s countenance fell almost as low as the ghost’s
had done.

“Is that the chance and hope you mentioned, Jacob?” he
demanded, in a faltering voice.

“Itis.”

“I—1I think I'd rather not,” said Scrooge.

“Without their visits,” said the ghost, “you cannot hope
to shun the path I tread. Expect the first to-morrow, when the
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nici eu nu stiu. Dar de multe, de foarte multe ori am sezut
langa tine fard ca sd ma vezi.

Ideea nu era tocmai pldcutd. Scrooge se ingrozi si-si
sterse fruntea de o sudoare rece.

—S$i asta nu e tocmai partea cea mai usoard a pocdintei
mele; am venit aici noaptea aceasta ca sd te previn cd mai ai
incd putinta si nddejdea de a scdpa de soarta mea. Aceastd
putintd si nddejde mi le vei datora mie, Ebenezer.

—Ai fost intotdeauna un bun prieten; iti multumesc,
Jacob.

—1ti vor aparea trei duhuri, zise fantoma.

Scrooge crezu ca si falca lui era sa cazad tot asa de jos ca
a fantomei.

— Asta-i nddejdea de care-mi vorbesti, Jacob? intrebd el
bolborosind.

—Da.

—Cred... Cred ca m-as lipsi bucuros de ele, zise
Scrooge.

—Fadra aceste trei vizite, zise fantoma, nu te poti feri de
drumul pe care merg. Asteapta pe cel dintai maine dimineata
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bell tolls one.”

“Couldn’tI take ‘em all at once, and have it over, Jacob?”
hinted Scrooge.

“Expect the second on the next night at the same
hour. The third upon the next night when the last stroke of
twelve has ceased to vibrate. Look to see me no more; and look
that, for your own sake, you remember what has passed
between us!”

When it had said these words, the spectre took its
wrapper from the table, and bound it round its head, as before.
Scrooge knew this, by the smart sound its teeth made, when the
jaws were brought together by the bandage. He ventured to
raise his eyes again, and found his supernatural visitor
confronting him in an erect attitude, with its chain wound over
and about its arm.

The apparition walked backward from him; and at
every step it took, the window raised itself a little, so that when
the spectre reached it, it was wide open. It beckoned Scrooge to
approach, which he did. When they were within two paces of
each other, Marley’s ghost held up its hand, warning him to
come no nearer. Scrooge stopped.
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cand orologiul va bate unu.

—Nu s-ar putea sd le primesc pe catesitrele deodata, si
ca totul sd se isprdveascd, Jacob?

— Asteapta pe cel d-al doilea noaptea urmatoare la
aceeasi ord, si pe al treilea noaptea cealalta, cAnd ultima bataie
a miezului noptii va fi incetat. Pe mine n-ai sd ma mai revezi,
aibi dar grija, pentru binele tdu, de a nu uita ceea ce s-a
petrecut intre noi.

La ultimele cuvinte, fantoma isi relud basmaua de pe
masd, se legd la cap ca mai inainte. Scrooge o ghici dupa
scragnitul dintilor care se lovird apropindu-se. Incerci si
ridice ochii, si vdzu pe mosafirul sdu supraomenesc cum 1l

privea in ochi, cu vergile lantului incoldcite in jurul bratului.

Vedenia se depdrta deandaratelea, si la fiecare pas ce
facea, fereastra se deschidea cate putin, asa ca in minutul cand
era aproape de ea, se deschise cu totul. Ea facu semn lui
Scrooge sa se apropie, ceea ce el si facu. Cum furd la doi pasi
unul de altul, fantoma ii porunci cu un gest sd se opreasca.
Scrooge se opri.
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Not so much in obedience, as in surprise and fear; for on
the raising of the hand, he became sensible of confused noises
in the air; incoherent sounds of lamentation and regret;
wailings inexpressibly sorrowful and self-accusatory. The
spectre, after listening for a moment, joined in the mournful
dirge; and floated out upon the bleak, dark night.

Scrooge followed to the window: desperate in his
curiosity. He looked out.

The air was filled with phantoms, wandering hither and
thither in restless haste, and moaning as they went. Every one
of them wore chains like Marley’s ghost; some few (they might
be guilty governments) were linked together; none were free.
Many had been personally known to Scrooge in their lives. He
had been quite familiar with one old ghost, in a white waistcoat,
with a monstrous iron safe attached to its ankle, who cried
piteously at being unable to assist a wretched woman with an
infant, whom it saw below, upon a doorstep. The misery with
them all was, clearly, that they sought to interfere, for good, in
human matters, and had lost the power for ever.

Whether these creatures faded into mist, or mist
enshrouded them, he could not tell. But they and their spirit
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Se opri nu atat din supunere, cat din surprindere si de
spaimd; cdci in momentul cind mana fantomei se ridica, el
auzi zgomote nelamurite in aer, sunete neintelese de vaiete si
de regrete, plansete dureroase si glasuri care se invinovateau.
Dupad o clipa de atentie, fantoma se amesteca in acel cor de
jale, si zbura afara pe aripile negre ale noptii.

Scrooge facu doi pasi spre fereastrd, si cu o curiozitate
disperata privi afara.

Aerul era plin de fantome care rdtaceau cu nelinistea
unor suflete indurerate si vdicdrindu-se. Fiecare tragea dupa
sine un lant ca si fantoma lui Marley. Unele din ele (poate
vreun minister culpabil) erau inldntuite laolalta; nici una nu
era libera. Multe din ele erau vechi cunostinte de ale lui
Scrooge. Fusese intim cu o fantoma batrana imbracata intr-o
vestd albd, care tara dupad sine o imensd casd de fier ce-i atarna
de célcai, si care tipa in mod jalnic de durere cd nu putea sa
ajute pe o femeie nenorocitd, care zdcea cu copilul ei pe prispa
unei usi. Chinul acestor fantome era ca se sileau sa faca binele
in lume, si nu mai aveau puterea trebuincioasa ca sa-1 faca.

Fie cd aceste fapturi se pierdura in ceatd, fie ca ceata le
acoperi, Scrooge nu-si dadu bine seama; destul cd ele
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voices faded together; and the night became as it had been
when he walked home.

Scrooge closed the window, and examined the door by
which the ghost had entered. It was double-locked, as he had
locked it with his own hands, and the bolts were undisturbed.
He tried to say “Humbug!” but stopped at the first syllable.
And being, from the emotion he had undergone, or the fatigues
of the day, or his glimpse of the invisible world, or the dull
conversation of the ghost, or the lateness of the hour, much in
need of repose, went straight to bed, without undressing, and
fell asleep upon the instant.
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disparurd si ecoul nu mai repeta glasurile lor de fantome.

Scrooge inchise ferestra si cercetd usa prin care intrase
fantoma. Era incuiatda si incd de doua ori, ca mai inainte.
Zavorul era pus. Se opinti sa zicd: ,Prostie!” dar nu putu sa
articuleze decat prima silaba. Emotia ce incercase, oboselile de
peste zi, vederea unei lumi nevdzute, putin pldcuta
convorbire cu fantoma si ora inaintatd, totul in sfarsit il
predispunea spre odihnd. Se tranti in pat, fard a se dezbraca,
si adormi numaidecat.
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When Scrooge awoke, it was so dark, that, looking out
of bed, he could scarcely distinguish the transparent window
from the opaque walls of his chamber. He was endeavouring
to pierce the darkness with his ferret eyes, when the chimes of
a neighbouring church struck the four quarters. So he listened
for the hour.

To his great astonishment the heavy bell went on from
six to seven, and from seven to eight, and regularly up to
twelve; then stopped. Twelve! it was past two when he went
to bed. The clock was wrong. An icicle must have got into the
works. Twelve!

He touched the spring of his repeater, to correct this
most preposterous clock. Its rapid little pulse beat twelve; and
stopped.

“Why, it isn’t possible,” said Scrooge, “that I can have
slept through a whole day and far into another night. It isn’t
possible that anything has happened to the sun, and this is
twelve at noon!”

The idea being an alarming one, he scrambled out of
bed, and groped his way to the window. He was obliged to
rub the frost off with the sleeve of his dressing-gown before

40

Cand Scrooge se desteptd, era asa bezna, ca plimbandu-
si ochii sdi iscoditori afard din pat, de abia putu sa distinga
ferestra stravezie de peretii opaci ai odaii. In mijlocul acestui
intuneric de nepdtruns, ceasornicul unei biserici din apropiere
batu cele patru sferturi: Scrooge asculta pentru a sti ce ord este:
spre marea sa mirare, clopotul batu unu, doug, trei patru si asa
mai departe regulat pand la doudsprezece. Sa fie miezul zilei
sau miezul noptii?... Era trecut de doud cand se culcase.
Ceasornicul se ingela dar, pesemne cd vreun turture a cdzut

induntrul soneriei...

Scrooge atinse resortul ceasornicului sau cu repetitie...
Unu, doud, trei, patru etc.,, pand la doudsprezece, ca si
ceasornicul bisericii.

»,E cu neputintd, isi zise Scrooge, sd fi dormit o zi
intreagd si o parte din noaptea urmatoare. N-o fi patit ceva
soarele?”

Alergd la fereastra, sterse aburul inghetat al
geamurilor; dar nu putu vedea altceva decat ca ceata era tot

asa de deasd si geroasa... Aide, sa ma culc, e miezul noptii, va
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he could see anything; and could see very little then. All he
could make out was, that it was still very foggy and extremely
cold, and that there was no noise of people running to and fro,
and making a great stir, as there unquestionably would have
been if night had beaten off bright day, and taken possession
of the world. This was a great relief, because “three days after
sight of this first of exchange pay to Mr Ebenezer Scrooge or
his order,” and so forth, would have become a mere United
States’ security if there were no days to count by.

Scrooge went to bed again, and thought, and thought,
and thought it over and over and over, and could make
nothing of it. The more he thought the more perplexed he was;
and the more he endeavoured not to think, the more he
thought.

Marley’s ghost bothered him exceedingly. Every time
he resolved within himself, after mature inquiry, that it was
all a dream, his mind flew back again, like a strong spring
released, to its first position, and presented the same problem
to be worked all through, “Was it a dream or not?”

Scrooge lay in this state until the chime had gone three
quarters more, when he remembered, on a sudden, that the
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veni si ziua odatd..., cd de n-ar veni, ce o sd ma fac cu politele

platibile la termen care expird maine.

Charles Dickens
Un canto
di Natale

Scrooge se culca din nou, si se cufundd in ganduri. Cu
cat cugeta mai mult, cu atat se zapdcea mai rdu, si cu cat se
zdpdcea mai rdu, cu atat cugeta mai mult. Umbra lui Marley ii
dadea de furci... ,,S3 fi fost numai un vis?...Oh! Da, a fost vis...”
Si cu toate acestea, zadarnic isi repeta aceastd convingere, cdci
aceeasi problemd 1i venea mereu in minte si Vvesnic
nedezlegata.

Scrooge rdmase in starea aceasta pand ce ceasornicul
batu trei sferturi, si-si aduse aminte cd umbra lui Marley 1-a
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ghost had warned him of a visitation when the bell tolled one.
He resolved to lie awake until the hour was passed; and,
considering that he could no more go to sleep than go to
heaven, this was perhaps the wisest resolution in his power.

The quarter was so long, that he was more than once
convinced he must have sunk into a doze unconsciously, and
missed the clock. At length it broke upon his listening ear.

“Ding, dong!”

“A quarter past,” said Scrooge, counting.

“Ding, dong!”

“Half-past,” said Scrooge.

“Ding, dong!”

“A quarter to it,” said Scrooge.

“Ding, dong!”

“The hour itself,” said Scrooge triumphantly, “and
nothing else!”

He spoke before the hour bell sounded, which it now
did with a deep, dull, hollow, melancholy One. Light flashed
up in the room upon the instant, and the curtains of his bed
were drawn.

The curtains of his bed were drawn aside, I tell you, by
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prevenit cd va primi intdia vizitd la ora unu. Se hotari sa
astepte treaz pand atunci. Ce altceva putea sd facd, vazand ca
nu poate dormi deloc?

Cele cincisprezece minute i fura atat de lungi, cd i se
piaru de multe ori ci adormise adanc... In sfarsit ceasornicul
incepe a suna.

,Bang, bang!”

,Un sfert”, zise Scrooge numadrand.

»,Bang, bang!”

,Jumadtatea”, zise Scrooge.

,Bang, bang!”

, Irei sferturi”, zise Scrooge.

,Bang, bang!”

,Ora intreagd!” striga el incantat, ,si incd nimic!”

El zisese aceste cuvinte Tnainte ca ceasornicul sa fi batut
ora unu. Dar cand bdtu deodatd un unu puternic, adanc
melancolic, in aceeasi clipd odaia se iluming, iar perdelele
patului furd date la o parte.

Va zic ca perdelele patului furd date la o parte, dar de o
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a hand. Not the curtains at his feet, nor the curtains at his back,
but those to which his face was addressed. The curtains of his
bed were drawn aside; and Scrooge, starting up into a half-
recumbent attitude, found himself face to face with the
unearthly visitor, who drew them: as close to it as I am now to
you, and I am standing in the spirit at your elbow.

It was a strange figure —like a child: yet not so like a
child as like an old man, viewed through some supernatural
medium which gave him the appearance of having receded
from the view, and being diminished to a child’s proportions.
Its hair, which hung about its neck and down its back, was
white as if with age; and yet the face had not a wrinkle in it,
and the tenderest bloom was on the skin. The arms were very
long and muscular; the hands the same, as if its hold were of
uncommon strength. Its legs and feet, most delicately formed,
were, like those upper members, bare. It wore a tunic of the
purest white; and round its waist was bound a lustrous belt,
the sheen of which was beautiful. It held a branch of fresh
green holly in its hand; and, in singular contradiction of that
wintry emblem, had its dress trimmed with summer flowers.
But the strangest thing about it was, that from the crown of its
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mana straind si nu de a lui; si nu perdelele de dinapoia patului,
nu perdelele de pe de ldturi, ci chiar perdelele de dinainte,
cdtre care era intors cu fata. Scrooge tresari si se sprijini de
pernd; el ramase fatd in fatd cu musafirul sdu supranatural,
care ddduse la o parte perdelele patului, fatd in fata cu dansul,
cum stau eu fatd in fatd cu D-ta cititorule, in mintea d-tale.
Avea o infatisare stranie... parca de copil; dar nu atat de
copil cat de mosneag, intrevadzut printr-un farmec ciudat, care
iti insela vederea micsorandu-se pana la proportiile unui copil.
Parul care-i falfaia pe gat si care-i ajungea pand de desubtul
taliei, parea a fi albit de vremi, desi obrazu-i nu avea nicio
zbarcitura iar pielita-i era de o fragezime delicatd. Bratele sale
erau lungi si musculoase, iar mainile late tradau o putere
neobisnuitd; picioarele, bine formate, erau goale ca si bratele;
purta o tunicd de albeata cea mai curata si o cingdtoare de un
verde stralucitor; in mana tinea o ramurd de vasc, si in
contradictie cu aceastd emblemd a iernii, haina lui era
impodobitd cu flori varatice; dar, ceva mai straniu decat toate,
intr-insul, era cd din varful capului sau tdsnea un sipot de
lumind care ficea si se vadd tot ce v-am descris; —ceea ce
explica fireste pentru ce vedenia in momentele-i de supdrare,
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head there sprang a bright, clear jet of light, by which all this
was visible; and which was doubtless the occasion of its using,
in its duller moments, a great extinguisher for a cap, which it
now held under its arm.

Even this, though, when Scrooge looked at it with
increasing steadiness, was not its strangest quality. For as its
belt sparkled and glittered now in one part and now in
another, and what was light one instant, at another time was
dark, so the figure itself fluctuated in its distinctness; now
being a thing with one arm, now with one leg, now with
twenty legs, now a pair of legs without a head, now a head
without a body; of which dissolving parts, no outline would
be visible in the dense gloom wherein they melted away. And
in the very wonder of this, it would be itself again; distinct and
clear as ever.

“Are you the spirit, sir, whose coming was foretold to
me?” asked Scrooge.

“Iam!”

The voice was soft and gentle. Singularly low, as if,
instead of being so close beside him, it were at a distance.

“Who, and what are you?” Scrooge demanded.

44

intrebuinta ca palarie o enorma stingdtoare de lumanari, pe

care o tinea la subtioara.

Ei bine! Cu toate cd aceasta era deja foarte stranie,
Scrooge observa ceva si mai straniu: reflexele schimbdtoare ale
cingdtoarei vedeniei luminau rand pe rand, cand o parte cand
alta a corpului, in asa chip céd toatd figura se vedea mai mult
sau mai putin ldmurit, mai mult sau mai putin complet in
aparentd; aici vedeai o fiintd cu un singur brat, aici o fiintd cu
un singur picior, cu doud picioare dar fard cap, cu cap dar fara
corp, iar membrele taiate nu ldsau nici o urma vadita in bezna
in care se pierdeau; apoi, minune si mai mare, vedenia

ramanea vesnic aceeasi.

—D-ta esti Duhul a carui vizitd mi-a fost anuntata?
intrebd Scrooge.

— Chiar eu.

Glasul era atat de dulce si de incet, cd ai fi crezut ca vine
din depadrtare.

— Cine esti si ce esti? intreba Scrooge.
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“I am the Ghost of Christmas Past.”

“Long past?” inquired Scrooge, observant of his
dwarfish stature.

“No. Your past.”

Perhaps Scrooge could not have told anybody why, if
anybody could have asked him, but he had a special desire to
see the spirit in his cap; and begged him to be covered.

“What!” exclaimed the ghost, “would you so soon put
out, with worldly hands, the light I give? Is it not enough that
you are one of those whose passions made this cap, and force
me through whole trains of years to wear it low upon my
brow?”

Scrooge reverently disclaimed all intention to offend,
or any knowledge of having wilfully “bonneted” the spirit at
any period of his life. He then made bold to inquire what
business brought him there.

“Your welfare!” said the ghost.

Scrooge expressed himself much obliged, but could
not help thinking that a night of unbroken rest would have
been more conducive to that end. The spirit must have heard
him thinking, for it said immediately —

45

—Sunt Duhul Craciunului trecut.

—Trecut de mult? intrebd Scrooge, observand statura
lui de pitic.

—Nu... Crdciunul tau din anul trecut.

Poate cd Scrooge n-ar fi stiut sa explice motivul, de-ar fi
fost intrebat.., dar resimtea o vie dorintd de a vedea Duhul cu
paldria pe cap, si-l rugd sd se acopere.

—Cum! striga Duhul. Deja vrei sa stingi cu mainile-ti
lumesti lumina ce raspandesc? Nu ti-e de ajuns, ca esti unul
dintre aceia a cdror patimi au fdacut paldria aceasta, si cd ma
silesti a o purta pe capul meu timp de veacuri si de veacuri?

Scrooge, cu un ton respectuos, se scuza ca n-a vrut sa-1
insulte, si marturisi ca nu-si aduce aminte sa fi avut vreodata
prilejul in viata de a-l fi silit sd se acopere. Apoi isi lud inima
in dinti si-1 intreba de motivul care-1 aduce.

— Binele tdu, rdspunse Duhul.

—Multumesc, raspunse Scrooge, care nu se putu opri
sd nu-si zica in gand cd ar fi preferat mai bine un somn
zdravan si nesupadrat.

Duhul {i intelese gandul, cdci ii rdspunse numaidecat:
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“Your reclamation, then. Take heed!”

It put out its strong hand as it spoke, and clasped him
gently by the arm.

“Rise! and walk with me!”

It would have been in vain for Scrooge to plead that
the weather and the hour were not adapted to pedestrian
purposes; that bed was warm, and the thermometer a long
way below freezing; that he was clad but lightly in his slippers,
dressing-gown, and nightcap; and that he had a cold upon him
at that time. The grasp, though gentle as a woman’s hand, was
not to be resisted. He rose; but finding that the spirit made
towards the window, clasped its robe in supplication.

“I am a mortal,” Scrooge remonstrated, “and liable to
fall.”

“Bear but a touch of my hand there,” said the spirit,
laying it upon his heart, “and you shall be upheld in more than
this!”

As the words were spoken, they passed through the
wall, and stood upon an open country road, with fields on
either hand. The city had entirely vanished. Not a vestige of it
was to be seen. The darkness and the mist had vanished with
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— Vreau convertirea ta, baga de seamad!
Si vorbind astfel, intinse méana si-1 apuca incet de brat:
—Scoala si vino dupd mine!

In zadar ar fi refuzat Scrooge aceastd plimbare,
obiectdnd ca nici vremea, nici ora nu erau priincioase pentru
plimbat, cd patul era cald si termometrul desubtul lui zero; ca
nici costumul in care se afla—halat, scufd de noapte si
papuci, —nici guturaiul ce avea, nu-i permiteau aceasta. Era cu
neputintd a se impotrivi unei strangeri atat de dulci. Se sculd;
dar cand vdzu cd Duhul se indrepta catre fereastra, el lud o
infdtisare rugdtoare:

—Sunt un biet muritor, zise el, si pot cddea.

— Ajunge ca mana mea sa-ti atinga inima, zise Duhul,

care fdcu ceea ce spunea, ca sd nu te mai temi de nimic.

Si intr-adevdr, ei strabdtura prin perete si se gdsira
deodatd in mijlocul unei cAmpii, departe de oras: ceata pierise
precum si intunericul; era o zi frumoasd de iarnd cu o zdpada
de curand cazuta.
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it, for it was a clear, cold, winter day, with the snow upon the
ground.

“Good Heaven!” said Scrooge, clasping his hands
together, as he looked about him. “I was bred in this place. I
was a boy here!”

The spirit gazed upon him mildly. Its gentle touch,
though it had been light and instantaneous, appeared still
present to the old man’s sense of feeling. He was conscious of
a thousand odours floating in the air, each one connected with
a thousand thoughts, and hopes, and joys, and cares long, long
forgotten!

“Your lip is trembling,” said the ghost. “And what is
that upon your cheek?”

Scrooge muttered, with an unusual catching in his
voice, that it was a pimple; and begged the ghost to lead him
where he would.

“You recollect the way?” inquired the spirit.

“Remember it!” cried Scrooge, with fervour; “I could
walk it blindfold.”

“Strange to have forgotten it for so many years!”
observed the ghost. “Let us go on.”
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—Sfinte Dumnezeule! zise Scrooge impreunandu-si
mainile si privind in jurul sdu. Aici am fost crescut, aici mi-am
petrecut copildria.

Duhul ii aruncd o cdutdturd blanda. Si batranul Scrooge
simtea incd pe inima lui intipdrirea inviordtoare a mainii care
il atinsese adineaori; ii se paru ca respird in aer o multime de
parfumuri, legat fiecare de mii de amintiri, de sperante, de
bucurii, sentimente uitate de mults, foarte multa vreme.

— Tremuri? zise Duhul.

Scrooge bolborosi ceva neinteles, apoi il ruga sa-1 duca
unde vrea el.

—Iti mai aduci aminte drumul? intrebd Duhul.

—Daca mi-l aduc aminte! strigd Scrooge pasionat. L-as
cutreiera cu ochii inchisi.

—Nu ti se pare ciudat cd l-ai uitat timp de atatia ani?...
Sd mergem, zise Duhul.
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They walked along the road —Scrooge recognising
every gate, and post, and tree—until a little market-town
appeared in the distance, with its bridge, its church, and
winding river. Some shaggy ponies now were seen trotting
towards them with boys upon their backs, who called to other
boys in country gigs and carts, driven by farmers. All these
boys were in great spirits, and shouted to each other, until the
broad fields were so full of merry music, that the crisp air
laughed to hear it.

“These are but shadows of the things that have been,”
said the ghost. “They have no consciousness of us.”

The jocund travellers came on; and as they came,
Scrooge knew and named them every one. Why was he
rejoiced beyond all bounds to see them? Why did his cold eye
glisten, and his heart leap up as they went past? Why was he
tilled with gladness when he heard them give each other
Merry Christmas, as they parted at cross-roads and byways,
for their several homes? What was Merry Christmas to
Scrooge? Out upon Merry Christmas! What good had it ever
done to him?

“The school is not quite deserted,” said the ghost. “A
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Si mersera impreund pe acel drum. Scrooge recunostea
toate portile, toate despartiturile, toti arborii, pana ce le aparu
in departare un ordsel cu podul, cu biserica si cu garla lui
serpuitoare. Zdrird cativa copii calare pe cdluti cu coame lungi,
care strigau pe alti copii in cdrucioare cAmpenesti, si care
conduse de tdrani. Toti acesti copii erau de o veselie nesupusa,
si umpleau aerul cu muzica zgomotoasa a vocii lor.

— Astia-s numai umbrele celor ce au existat, zise Duhul:
ei nici nu ne vad nici nu ne aud.

Veselii cdldtori se apropiard, si Scrooge ii recunoscu pe
toti, chemandu-i pe numele lor. Pentru ce-i pricinuia vederea
lor atata bucurie? Pentru ce-i straluceau ochii? Pentru ce-i
tresalta inima la fiecare priveliste? Pentru ce s-a crezut asa de
fericit auzindu-i cum isi urau un Craciun vesel, si vazandu-i
cum se incrucisau la rdspantiile si drumurile care duceau la
casele lor? Ce era pentru Scrooge un Crdciun vesel? Departe,
departe de el, Craciunul vesel! Ce bine ii facuse vreodatd?

—Scoala nu s-a golit incd, zise Duhul; un copil
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solitary child, neglected by his friends, is left there still.”

Scrooge said he knew it. And he sobbed.

They left the high road, by a well-remembered lane,
and soon approached a mansion of dull red brick, with a little
weather-cock-surmounted cupola on the roof, and a bell
hanging in it. It was a large house, but one of broken fortunes;
for the spacious offices were little used, their walls were damp
and mossy, their windows broken, and their gates decayed.
Fowls clucked and strutted in the stables; and the coach-
houses and sheds were overrun with grass. Nor was it more
retentive of its ancient state, within; for entering the dreary
hall, and glancing through the open doors of many rooms,
they found them poorly furnished, cold and vast. There was
an earthly savour in the air, a hilly bareness in the place, which
associated itself somehow with too much getting up by
candle-light, and not too much to eat.

They went, the ghost and Scrooge, across the hall, to a
door at the back of the house. It opened before them, and
disclosed a long, bare, melancholy room, made barer still by
lines of plain deal forms and desks. At one of these a lonely
boy was reading near a feeble fire; and Scrooge sat down upon
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singuratic, parasit de familia sa, a mai rdmas intr-insa.

—11 stiu, raspunse Scrooge si suspina.

Parasirda drumul cel mare si, apucand pe un drum mai
putin cunoscut, ajunserd numaidecéat la o casa de caramida cu
un mic acoperis in formd de cupold cu sfarleazd, sub care era
un clopot. Era o casd mare, dar aproape in ruine, ce pdrea
pdrdsitd, cu peretii umezi si inverziti de muschi, cu geamurile
sparte, cu usile ddrdpanate. Gdini cotcoddceau prin grajduri,
iarba crestea prin soproane. Interiorul era tot asa de pustiu ca
si exteriorul, mobilele erau sdrace si in largile apartamente se
simtea un miros particular, care trada ca chiriasii lor se sculau

adesea la lumina lampii si nu avea de multe ori ce sd manance.

Duhul si Scrooge merserd de batura intr-o usd dosnicd,
care se deschise, si intrand se gasira intr-o sala lunga si tristd,
a cdrei goliciune era si mai izbitoare prin randurile de banci si
de pupitre. La un pupitru, langa un foc slab, un copil citea...
Scrooge sezu pe o banca si planse cand se recunoscu pe sine
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a form, and wept to see his poor forgotten self as he had used
to be.

Not a latent echo in the house, not a squeak and scuffle
from the mice behind the panelling, not a drip from the half-
thawed water-spout in the dull yard behind, not a sigh among
the leafless boughs of one despondent poplar, not the idle
swinging of an empty storehouse door, no, not a clicking in
the fire, but fell upon the heart of Scrooge with softening
influence, and gave a freer passage to his tears.

The spirit touched him on the arm, and pointed to his
younger self, intent upon his reading. Suddenly a man, in
foreign garments —wonderfully real and distinct to look at—
stood outside the window, with an axe stuck in his belt, and
leading by the bridle an ass laden with wood.

“Why, it's Ali Baba!” Scrooge exclaimed in ecstasy. “It’s
dear old honest Ali Baba! Yes, yes, I know! One Christmas
time, when yonder solitary child was left here all alone,
he did come, for the first time, just like that. Poor boy! And
Valentine,” said Scrooge, “and his wild brother Orson; there
they go! And what’s his name, who was put down in his
drawers, asleep, at the gate of Damascus; don’t you see him?
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insusi copil, asa cum fusese odinioara. — El planse, planse mult
si bine; dar durerea i se usurd, ce-i drept: cdci nu era un singur
ecou in aceastd sala — guitatul soarecilor sub scanduri, ciderea
apei pe jumatate inghetatd din curtea de aldturi, zumzetul
vantului printre crdcile desfrunzite ale unui plop bdtran,
lovirea continud a usii dulapului miscatd de vant, pand si
palpaiala focului, — care sa nu destepte un suspin in inima lui.

Duhul il atinse cu mana si-i ardtd copilul, acel el insusi
de altd datd, care citea cu atentie. Deodatd un om in haina
ciudata se aratd afara, cu un topor atarnat de brau si ducand
de cdpastru un mdgar incdrcat cu lemne: Asta-i Ali-Baba!
strigd Scrooge in extaz; e scumpul meu Ali-Baba; e el, il
recunosc! Intr-o zi de Craciun, cand acest copil singuratic era
aici, singur, ca si astdzi, el a venit. Sdrmane copil! Iatd si pe
Valentin si pe Orson, fratele sau. $i cestdlalt, cum Doamne il
cheamd? Cel care a fost transportat adormit la poarta
Damascului; nu-l vezi? Si randasul sultanului, rasturnat de
strigoi, e el cu picioarele in sus! Ce bine imi pare, sa se invete
minte; cine l-a pus sa se insoare cu o printesa?
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And the Sultan’s Groom turned upside-down by the Genii;
there he is upon his head! Serve him right! I'm glad of it. What
business had he to be married to the Princess?”

To hear Scrooge expending all the earnestness of his
nature on such subjects, in a most extraordinary voice between
laughing and crying, and to see his heightened and excited
face, would have been a surprise to his business friends in the
city, indeed.

“There’s the parrot,” cried Scrooge. “Green body
and yellow tail, with a thing like a lettuce growing out of the
top of his head; there he is! Poor Robin Crusoe, he called him,
when he came home again after sailing round the island. ‘Poor
Robin Crusoe, where have you been, Robin Crusoe?” The man
thought he was dreaming, but he wasn’t. It was the parrot, you
know. There goes Friday, running for his life to the little creek!
Hollo! Hoop! Hollo!”

Then, with a rapidity of transition very foreign to his
usual character, he said, in pity for his former self, “Poor boy!”
and cried again.

“I wish,” Scrooge muttered, putting his hand in his
pocket, and looking about him, after drying his eyes with his
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Cati din acei care vedeau in toate zilele pe Scrooge la
Burséd sau in cartier, nu ar fi fost surprinsi auzindu-1 vorbind
de asemenea lucruri ale trecutului cu voce cand veseld, cand
plangatoare, sau vazand figura-i emotionata de bucurie!

»lata si papagalul, continud el, cu penele sale verzi, cu
coada galbend si cu motul asta pe cap, care seamand cu o
laptuca: da e el; si-l cheama Robinson Crusoe, de cand
stapanul sdau se intoarse acasa dupd ce fdcuse inconjurul
insulei. ,,Sdrmane Robinson Crusoe! Unde te-ai dus, Robinson
Crusoe? Calatorul crezu ca viseazd, dar nu, nu visa, era chiar
papagalul sdu. latd si pe Vineri; cum aleargd de tare; cum isi
pune viata in primejdie! Aleargd, alearga si mai tare, Vineri!”

Apoi Scrooge, schimband directia gandului sdu, lucru
contrar obiceiului sdu, planse inainte pe acela care citea toate
aceste minuni, si zicdnd ,Sarmane copil!” planse iar.

— As vrea... balbai Scrooge, varand mana in buzunar si
privind in jurul sdu, dupa ce-si stersese lacrimile cu maneca,
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cuff —“but it’s too late now.”

“What is the matter?” asked the spirit.

“Nothing,” said Scrooge. “Nothing. There was a boy
singing a Christmas carol at my door last night. I should like
to have given him something; that’s all.”

The ghost smiled thoughtfully, and waved its hand,

saying as it did so, “Let us see another Christmas!”
Scrooge’s former self grew large at the words, and the room
became a little darker and more dirty. The panels shrank, the
windows cracked; fragments of plaster fell out of the ceiling,
and the naked laths were shown instead; but how all this was
brought about, Scrooge knew no more than you do. He only
knew that it was quite correct; that everything had happened
so; that there he was, alone again, when all the other boys had
gone home for the jolly holidays.

He was not reading now, but walking up and down
despairingly. Scrooge looked at the ghost, and with a
mournful shaking of his head, glanced anxiously towards the
door.

It opened; and a little girl, much younger than the boy,
came darting in, and putting her arms about his neck, and
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as vrea.. dar e prea tarziu.

—Ce? intreba Duhul.

—Nimic, rdspunse Scrooge, nimic. Aseard un copil a
venit sa cante la usa mea un cantec de Craciun, as fi vrut sa-i
dau ceva, si atata tot.

Duhul surase cu un aer ganditor, apoi facand un gest
cu mana, zise: ,54 vedem acum un alt Craciun”. La aceste
vorbe, Scrooge vazu marindu-se pe celdlalt el insusi; sala se
intunecd si ardtd mai murdard; peretii crdpard, ferestrele
trosnird, bucdti de tencuiald cazura din tavan, ldasand sa se
vazd prin gduri sipcile acoperisului. Scrooge nu-si dddea
seama de aceastd schimbare subitd, dar recunoscu ca ceea ce
se petrecea era chiar realitatea, si cd se afla singur aici, ca si
odinioard, toti ceilalti copii fiind plecati in familiile lor ca sa
petreaca sfintele sarbatori.

De asta datd numai citea, ci se plimba in sus si in jos
disperat. Scrooge se uita la duh, apoi cu o datatura trista din
cap se uitd spre usd.

Ea se deschise, si o fatd mult mai tadnara decéat baiatul
intrd cu iuteald, il stranse in bratele ei, si dupa multe sarutari,
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often kissing him, addressed him as her “Dear, dear brother.”

“I have come to bring you home, dear brother!” said the
child, clapping her tiny hands, and bending down to laugh.
“To bring you home, home, home!”

“Home, little Fan?” returned the boy.

“Yes!” said the child, brimful of glee. “Home, for good
and all. Home for ever and ever. Father is so much kinder than
he used to be, that home’s like heaven! He spoke so gently to
me one dear night when I was going to bed, that I was not
afraid to ask him once more if you might come home; and he
said Yes, you should; and sent me in a coach to bring you. And
you're to be a man!” said the child, opening her eyes, “and are
never to come back here; but first, we're to be together all the
Christmas long, and have the merriest time in all the world.”

“You are quite a woman, little Fan!” exclaimed the boy.

She clapped her hands and laughed, and tried to touch
his head; but being too little, laughed again, and stood on
tiptoe to embrace him. Then she began to drag him, in her
childish eagerness, towards the door; and he, nothing loth to
go, accompanied her.
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il numi fratele sdu, scumpul sdu frate. Vin sa te iau, scumpe
frate, zise ea batand din maini si intrerupandu-se pentru a
rdde; vin sa te iau si sa te aduc acasa... da, acasa!

— Acasd, micd Fany? intreba copilul.

—Da, rdspunse tandra fatd fericita: acasd, si inca de-a
binelea si pentru totdeauna! Tata e asa de bun acuma, ca ni se
pare casa un rai; mi-a vorbit asa de bland intr-o noapte, cand
ma pregdteam sd ma culc, ca I-am intrebat daca te vei intoarce
iar la noi, si mi-a rdspuns cd da; apoi a doua zi m-a trimis cu
trdsura sa te aduc. Ai sa fii barbat acuma, adause ea, si n-ai sa
te mai intorci aici; dar intéi o sd serbam Craciunul impreuna si

0 sa petrecem... da, o sd petrecem minunat!

—Te-ai facut femeie in toatd regula, acum, micad Fany!
strigd scolarul.

Ea batu din maini si incepu sa rada, apoi ridica bratul
ca sa vada daca poate sa-i atingd capul; dar gdsindu-se prea
micd, ea rase iardsi si se indltd pe varful picioarelor spre a-I
sdruta, in sfarsit incepu sa-l tragd spre usa cu o nerdbdare
copildroasd, iar el se 1asd a fi dus, fericit ca o urma.
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A terrible voice in the hall cried, “Bring down Master
Scrooge’s box, there!” and in the hall appeared the
schoolmaster himself, who glared on Master Scrooge with a
ferocious condescension, and threw him into a dreadful state
of mind by shaking hands with him. He then conveyed him
and his sister into the veriest old well of a shivering best-
parlour that ever was seen, where the maps upon the wall, and
the celestial and terrestrial globes in the windows, were waxy
with cold. Here he produced a decanter of curiously light
wine, and a block of curiously heavy cake, and administered
instalments of those dainties to the young people; at the same
time, sending out a negro servant to offer a glass of
“something” to the postboy, who answered that he thanked
the gentleman, but if it was the same tap as he had tasted
before, he had rather not. Master Scrooge’s trunk being by this
time tied on to the top of the chaise, the children bade the
schoolmaster good-bye right willingly; and getting into it
drove gaily down the garden sweep: the quick wheels dashing
the hoar-frost and snow from off the dark leaves of the
evergreens like spray.

“Always a delicate creature, whom a breath might have
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Un glas teribil strigara in sald: ,Dati jos cufdrul

'II

tandrului Scrooge!” Apoi apdru directorul Institutului, care
onord pe dl. Scrooge cu un salut sever, si-1 ingrozi scuturandu-
i mana. In sfarsit, introduse pe el si pe surioara sa in sala de
studii cea mai rece din lume, in care pana si hdrtile de pe pereti
si globurile pamantesti de pe ferestre rdspandeau o
temperaturd de gheatd. Aici, dupa ce porunci sa i se aduca o
sticluta cu vin de culoarea apei si o lipie groasa, cinsti pe frate
si pe sord, servindu-i el insusi. ,Du-te, zise el unui servitor
jigdrit, du-te de cinsteste pe postalion cu un pahar cu vin.”
Postalionul trimise vorba ca multumeste, dar ca preferd sa nu
bea daca e din acelasi vin din care a mai gustat altd data. In
vremea aceasta, cufdarul fu asezat deasupra trasurii; copiii isi
luard ramas bun de la director si se suira in trasura. Ea strabatu
aleea din gradind, risipind sub roti fulgii de zdpada care
acopereau frunzele palide ale unui gard de arbusti verzi.

— Ce faptura plapanda, pe care un suflu ar ofili-o! zise
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withered,” said the ghost. “But she had a large heart!”

“So she had,” cried Scrooge. “You're right I will not
gainsay it, spirit. God forbid!”

“She died a woman,” said the ghost, “and had as I
think, children.”

“One child,” Scrooge returned.

“True,” said the ghost. “Your nephew!”

Scrooge seemed uneasy in his mind; and answered
briefly, “Yes.”

Although they had but that moment left the school
behind them, they were now in the busy thoroughfares of a
city, where shadowy passengers passed and repassed; where
shadowy carts and coaches battled for the way, and all the
strife and tumult of a real city were. It was made plain enough,
by the dressing of the shops, that here too it was Christmas
time again; but it was evening, and the streets were lighted up.

The ghost stopped at a certain warehouse door, and
asked Scrooge if he knew it.

“Know it!” said Scrooge. “Was I apprenticed here!”

They went in. At sight of an old gentleman in a Welsh
wig, sitting behind such a high desk, that if he had been two
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Duhul; dar ce inima nobila!

—Oh! da, ce inimd nobild! strigda Scrooge; ai dreptate,
nu eu voi zice contrariul.

— A murit madritata si a lasat doi copii, mi se pare? zise
Duhul.

— Unul singur, raspunse Scrooge.

— Asa e, zise Duhul. Pe nepotul tdu.

Scrooge pdru foarte incurcat si rdspunse scurt: ,Da.”

O clipa, numai, dupa pardsirea pensionului, Duhul si
Scrooge se gdsird in strdzile foarte populate ale unui oras,
unde umbre de trasuri umblau incolo si incoace, unde umbre
de trasuri uruiau pe caldaram, unde domnea in sfarsit vuietul
unui oras. Dupa vitrinele magazinelor se vedea ca e Craciun;
dar era noapte si strdzile straluceau de lumina.

Duhul se opri la usa unui magazin si intrebd pe Scrooge
daca-1 recunoaste.

—Fireste ca-1 cunosc. Aici mi-am facut ucenicia.

Intrard. La vederea unui mosneag, pe cap cu un smoc
de pdr frezat, care sedea dinaintea unui pupitru, Scrooge

C ONTEMPORARY

Literature P rEss

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2015



Charles Dickens
A Christmas Carol. 1843
O noapte de Craciun. 1907
Parallel Texts.

inches taller he must have knocked his head against the
ceiling, Scrooge cried in great excitement —

“Why, it’s old Fezziwig! Bless his heart; it's Fezziwig
alive again!”

Old Fezziwig laid down his pen, and looked up at the
clock, which pointed to the hour of seven. He rubbed his
hands; adjusted his capacious waistcoat; laughed all over
himself, from his shoes to his organ of benevolence; and called
out in a comfortable, oily, rich, fat, jovial voice —

“Yo ho, there! Ebenezer! Dick!”

Scrooge’s former self, now grown a young man, came
briskly in, accompanied by his fellow-"prentice.

“Dick Wilkins, to be sure!” said Scrooge to the ghost.
“Bless me, yes. There he is. He was very much attached to me,
was Dick. Poor Dick! Dear, dear!”

“Yo ho, my boys!” said Fezziwig. “No more work to-
night. Christmas Eve, Dick. Christmas, Ebenezer! Let’s have
the shutters up,” cried old Fezziwig, with a sharp clap of his
hands, “before a man can say Jack Robinson!”

You wouldn’t believe how those two fellows went at
it! They charged into the street with the shutters —one, two,
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,Ce vad? Dumnezeu sa-1

binecuvinteze! E chiar Fezziwig inviat!”

striga: batranul Fezziwig;

Batranul Fezziwig lasa condeiul din mana si se uitd la
ceasornic, ardta orele sapte; isi frecd mainile, isi potrivi larga-i
jachetd, rase cu multa poftd si buna vointd, si striga cu glas tare
si grav:

—Hei! Ebenezer, Dick!

Celalalt eu al lui Scrooge, devenit fldcdu, intrd repede
insotit de camaradul sau de ucenicie.

,E Dick Wilkins, zise Scrooge Duhului. E chiar el! Ce
mult am tinut la dansul! Sarmane Dick, bunule prieten!

— Ascultati, bravii mei baieti, zise Fezziwig frecandu-si
mainile, destul cu lucrul pe ziua de azi. E ajunul Craciunului,
Dick; ajunul Crdciunului Ebenezer! Haide, inchideti pravalia.

Cei doi ucenici nu asteptara sa li se spuie de doua ori.
Cat ai clipi din ochi ei puserd obloanele, le insurubara si le
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three —had ‘em up in their places —four, five, six —barred ‘em
and pinned ‘em—seven, eight, nine—and came back before
you could have got to twelve, panting like race-horses.

“Hilli-ho!” cried old Fezziwig, skipping down from the
high desk with wonderful agility. “Clear away, my lads, and
let's have lots of room here! Hilli-ho, Dick! Chirrup,
Ebenezer!”

Clear away! There was nothing they wouldn’t have
cleared away, or couldn’t have cleared away, with old
Fezziwig looking on. It was done in a minute. Every movable
was packed off, as if it were dismissed from public life for
evermore; the floor was swept and watered, the lamps were
trimmed, fuel was heaped upon the fire; and the warehouse
was as snug, and warm, and dry, and bright a ballroom, as
you would desire to see upon a winter’s night.

In came a fiddler with a music-book, and went up to
the lofty desk, and made an orchestra of it, and tuned like fifty
stomach-aches. In came Mrs. Fezziwig, one vast substantial
smile. In came the three Misses Fezziwig, beaming and
lovable. In came the six young followers whose hearts they
broke. In came all the young men and women employed in the
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intepenird cu drugi de fer.

—Haideti! Hei! strigd Fezziwig, dandu-se jos de pe
inaltul sdu scaun cu o sprinteneala de admirat. Cdrati toate
acestea si faceti loc. Inainte, Dick! Pe lucru, Ebenezer!

In cateva minute noile ordine furd indeplinite. Era
vorba sd se mute lucrurile din loc si sd se preschimbe
magazinul in sald de bal. Toate acestea se facura, si sala astfel
pregatitd fu numaidecat iluminatd in mod splendid.

Putin dupad aceea sosi si un lautar, care se instala in fata
marelui pupitru, din care facu o orchestra, si incepu sa scartaie
ca un turbat. La sunetul acestei muzici intrd doamna Fezziwig
zambitoare, intrara cele trei miss Fezziwig radioase si
adorabile; intrard cei sase tineri pretendenti, a caror inimi le
sfaramaserd ele, intrara toti tinerii si toate fetele care faceau
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business. In came the housemaid, with her cousin, the baker.
In came the cook, with her brother’s particular friend, the
milkman. In came the boy from over the way, who was
suspected of not having board enough from his master; trying
to hide himself behind the girl from next door but one, who
was proved to have had her ears pulled by her mistress. In
they all came, one after another; some shyly, some boldly,
some gracefully, some awkwardly, some pushing, some
pulling; in they all came, anyhow and everyhow. Away they
all went, twenty couple at once; hands half round and back
again the other way; down the middle and up again; round
and round in various stages of affectionate grouping; old top
couple always turning up in the wrong place; new top couple
starting off again, as soon as they got there; all top couples at
last and not a bottom one to help them! When this result was
brought about, old Fezziwig, clapping his hands to stop the
dance, cried out, “Well done!” and the fiddler plunged his hot
face into a pot of porter, especially provided for that purpose.
But scorning rest upon his reappearance, he instantly began
again, though there were no dances yet, as if the other fiddler
had been carried home, exhausted, on a shutter, and he were
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parte din comertul casei; intrd servitoarea cu varul ei brutarul;
intrd bucdtdreasa cu amicul intim al fratelui sdau, laptarul;
intrard, in sfarsit, cativa dezertori ai caselor din vecinatate,
intre altii un ucenic care cam flamanzea la stapanul sdu, si care
se ascundea Inapoia unei servitoare pe care stapanul o trasese
de urechi. Intrard toti unii dupa altii: unii cu fricd, altii cu
indrdzneald; unii cu gratie, altii cu stangdcie; unii impingand,
altii fiind impinsi, dar toti admirabil dispusi a sarbatori
Craciunul. Apoi incepu dansul, doudzeci de perechi deodatd,
si atata se invartira cd se amesteca cu totul. Atunci Fezziwig
batu din palme, si strigd lautarului: ,Bravo, bdiete! Destul,
rdcoreste-te!” Lautarul isi vari figura sa rosie intr-o oald cu
bere neagrd, si cand o scoase de acolo, incepu sa zdrangane
mai cu infocare, iar dansatorii sd joace mai cu foc!
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a brand-new man resolved to beat him out of sight, or perish.

There were more dances, and there were forfeits, and
more dances, and there was cake, and there was negus, and
there was a great piece of cold roast, and there was a great
piece of cold boiled, and there were mince-pies, and plenty of
beer. But the great effect of the evening came after the roast
and boiled, when the fiddler (an artful dog, mind! the sort of
man who knew his business better than you or I could have
told it him!) struck up “Sir Roger de Coverley.” Then old
Fezziwig stood out to dance with Mrs. Fezziwig. Top couple,
too; with a good stiff piece of work cut out for them; three or
four-and-twenty pair of partners; people who were not to be
trifled with; people who would dance, and had no notion of
walking.

But if they had been twice as many —ah, four times—
old Fezziwig would have been a match for them, and so would
Mrs. Fezziwig. As to her, she was worthy to be his partner in
every sense of the term. If that’s not high praise, tell me higher,
and I'll use it. A positive light appeared to issue from
Fezziwig’s calves. They shone in every part of the dance like
moons. You couldn’t have predicted, at any given time, what
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Dupad dans, veni jocul cu gajuri, apoi iar se dansd, apoi
se servi cozonac, fripturd rece, placinta cu carne, si bere din
belsug. Dar scena cea mare a seratei veni dupa fripturd, cand
lautarul (un smecher care-si stia perfect rolul) incepu o arie
straveche. Atunci intrard in joc insusi batranul Fezziwig cu
Mrs. Fezziwig. Sa-i fi vazut jucand! Ce tdrie, ce gratie, ce
sigurantd! Jucard toate figurile cu o precizie care starni

admiratia generala.
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would become of them next. And when old Fezziwig and Mrs.
Fezziwig had gone all through the dance —advance and retire,
both hands to your partner, bow and curtsy, corkscrew,
thread-the-needle, and back again to your place —Fezziwig
“cut” —cut so deftly, that he appeared to wink with his legs,
and came upon his feet again without a stagger.

When the clock struck eleven, this domestic ball broke
up. Mr and Mrs. Fezziwig took their stations, one on either
side of the door, and shaking hands with every person
individually, as he or she went out, wished him or her A
Merry Christmas. When everybody had retired but the two
“prentices, they did the same to them; and thus the cheerful
voices died away, and the lads were left to their beds; which
were under a counter in the back shop.

During the whole of this time, Scrooge had acted like a
man out of his wits. His heart and soul were in the scene, and
with his former self. He corroborated everything, remembered
everything, enjoyed everything, and underwent the strangest
agitation. It was not until now, when the bright faces of his
former self and Dick were turned from them, that he
remembered the ghost, and became conscious that it was

Cand ceasornicul bdtu ora unsprezece, acest bal
familial lud sfarsit. D-1 si doamna Fezziwig se pusera de fiecare
parte a usii, si strangeau calduros mana tuturor musafirilor, in
ordinea in care defilau, urand fiecaruia petrecere buna de
Craciun. Cei doi ucenici primira si ei la randul lor, adica la
urmd de tot, urarea cdlduroasd, apoi merserd sa se culce in
paturile lor, care se aflau desubtul unui contoar din partea
dosnica a pravaliei.

In tot rastimpul acesta, Scrooge statuse ca un om care
si-a pierdut mintile. Inima si sufletul sdu trecusera in vechiul
lui eu: cu mintea toata la serbare, el isi revedea tot trecutul, isi
amintea cele mai mici amanunte, se bucura de toate si resimtea
o foarte ciudata emotie. Numai dupd ce toate figurile asa de
insufletite (intre care si a lui) dispdrurd, isi aduse aminte de
Duh; baga de seama ca acesta avea ochii pironiti asupra-i si ca
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looking full upon him, while the light upon its head burned
very clear.

“A small matter,” said the ghost, “to make these silly
folks so full of gratitude.”

“Small!” echoed Scrooge.

The spirit signed to him to listen to the two
apprentices, who were pouring out their hearts in praise of
Fezziwig; and when he had done so, said —

“Why! Is it not? He has spent but a few pounds of your
mortal money; three or four, perhaps. Is that so much that he
deserves this praise?”

“It isnt that,” said Scrooge, heated by the remark, and
speaking unconsciously like his former, not his latter, self. “It
isn’t that, spirit. He has the power to render us happy or
unhappy; to make our service light or burdensome; a pleasure
or a toil. Say that his power lies in words and looks; in things
so slight and insignificant that it is impossible to add and
count ‘em up —what then? The happiness he gives is quite as
great as if it cost a fortune.”

He felt the spirit’s glance, and stopped.
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lumina de pe capul sdu stralucea tot mai vie.

—Un lucru de nimic, zise Duhul, e de ajuns sa inspire
acestor oameni necugetati atata recunostinta!

— Un lucru de nimic! repetd Scrooge.

Duhul ii facu semn sd asculte pe cei doi ucenici, care se
intreceau in laude la adresa lui Fezziwig, apoi isi continua
ideea: ,,Adicd de ce? Ce a cheltuit? Cateva lire sterline din banii
vostri pamantesti, trei sau patru lire poate: meritd asta atatea
laude?

—Nu despre asta e vorba, rdspunse Scrooge,
infierbantat, si vorbind fard voia sa ca vechiul lui ey, nu despre
asta e vorba, fantoma! Fezziwig are darul de a ne face fericiti
sau nenorociti dupd pofta inimii sale, de a face sa ni se para
viata grea sau usoara, pldcuta sau dureroasa. Imi vei zice poate
cd acest dar se compune din vorbe si priviri, din lucruri asa de
mici cd ti-e cu neputintd sa le numeri sau sa le aduni—ei si?
Fericirea ce-i datoram e asa de mare, ca nici cu un milion nu
am putea-o cumpadra.

Scrooge simti ca Duhul il priveste si se opri.
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“What is the matter?” asked the ghost.

“Nothing particular,” said Scrooge.

“Something, I think?” the ghost insisted.

“No,” said Scrooge. “No. I should like to be able to say
a word or two to my clerk just now. That’s all.”

His former self turned down the lamps as he gave
utterance to the wish; and Scrooge and the ghost again stood
side by side in the open air.

“My time grows short,” observed the spirit. “Quick!”

This was not addressed to Scrooge, or to any one
whom he could see, but it produced an immediate effect. For
again Scrooge saw himself. He was older now; a man in the
prime of life. His face had not the harsh and rigid lines of later
years; but it had begun to wear the signs of care and avarice.
There was an eager, greedy, restless motion in the eye, which
showed the passion that had taken root, and where the
shadow of the growing tree would fall.

He was not alone, but sat by the side of a fair young girl
in a mourning-dress; in whose eyes there were tears, which
sparkled in the light that shone out of the Ghost of Christmas
Past.
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— Ce e? intreba Duhul.

—Nimic, nimic! zise Scrooge.

— Ceva totusi trebuie sa fie? insistd vedenia.

—Nu, rdspunse Scrooge, nu. Voiam numai sd pot spune
un cuvant contabilului meu, si atata tot.

Vechiul lui eu stinse lampile in minutul cand Scrooge
exprima aceasta dorintd. Scrooge si Duhul se gasira din nou
afara.

—Sd ne grabim, nu mai am prea mult timp, zise Duhul.

Aceste vorbe nu le adresd lui Scrooge, nici vreunei
persoane care l-ar fi putut vedea, si totusi ele avurd un efect
imediat. Scrooge se revizu deodata pe sine insusi. Imbatranise
putin; parea acum un om de varsta mijlocie. Fata lui nu avea
trasaturile aspre ale varstei sale de acum, dar deja se vedeau
pe ea cateva din zbarciturile grijilor si zgarceniei. In ochii sdi
se vedea o milscare continud, semn care trdda patima ce
prinsese raddcind in inima lui.

Nu era singur, sta alaturi de o fata frumoasa imbracata
in doliu, ai cdrei ochi erau plini de lacrimi, care straluceau la
lumina Duhului Crédciunului trecut.
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“It matters little,” she said softly. “To you very little.
Another idol has displaced me; and if it can cheer and comfort
you in time to come, as I would have tried to do, I have no just
cause to grieve.”

“What idol has displaced you?” he rejoined.

“A golden one.”

“This is the even-handed dealing of the world!” he said.
“There is nothing on which it is so hard as poverty; and there
is nothing it professes to condemn with such severity as the
pursuit of wealth!”

“You fear the world too much,” she answered gently.
“All your other hopes have merged into the hope of being
beyond the chance of its sordid reproach. I have seen your
nobler aspirations fall off one by one, until the master-passion,
gain, engrosses you. Have I not?

“What then?” he retorted. “Even if I have grown so
much wiser, what then? I am not changed towards you.”

She shook her head.
“AmI?”
“Our contract is an old one. It was made when we were

63

—Putin iti pasa, da, putin iti pasd, zise ea, ca un alt idol
mi-a luat locul in inima ta; cel putin dacd acest idol ar putea in
viitor sa te mangaie, cum as fi mangaiat eu, n-as avea de ce sa
fiu acum mahnita.

— Care idol ti-a luat locul? intreba el.

—Un idol de aur.

—Jatd cum judecd lumea! zise el. Cu nimic nu e mai
asprd decat cu sdrdacia, si nimic nu condamnd mai sever ca

dorinta de imbogatire.

—Te temi prea mult de lume, replica tanara fata: toate
sperantele tale s-au contopit in aceea de a scdpa de acuzatii;
am vazut gandurile tale cele mai nobile disparand unul cate
unul, pand ce patima stdpanitoare, patima banului, te-a
absorbit cu totul. Nu e asa?

—S$i apoi ce are a face, zise el. Dacd am devenit mai
sigur de mine insumi si am dobandit ceva experientd, m-am
schimbat eu catusi de putin fatd de tine?

Ea dete din cap.

—Spune! zise el.

—Intelegerea noastrd dateaza de mult: ea s-a facut
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both poor and content to be so, until, in good season, we could
improve our worldly fortune by our patient industry.
You are changed. When it was made, you were another man.”

“I was a boy,” he said impatiently.
“Your own feeling tells you that you were not what you

4

are,” she returned. “I am. That which promised happiness
when we were one in heart, is fraught with misery now that
we are two. How often and how keenly I have thought of this,
I will not say. It is enough that I have thought of it, and can
release you.”

“Have I ever sought release?”

“In words? No. Never.”

“In what, then?”

“In a changed nature; in an altered spirit; in another
atmosphere of life; another hope as its great end. In
everything that made my love of any worth or value in your
sight. If this had never been between us,” said the girl, looking
mildly, but with steadiness, upon him; “tell me, would you

seek me out and try to win me now? Ah, no!”
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atunci cand eram sdraci amandoi; dar multumiti de a putea
nadéajdui cd intr-o zi vom fi mai putin saraci, muncind laolalta
la imbunatatirea soartei noastre. Te-ai schimbat: nu mai esti
acelasi de odinioara.

—Eram copil, raspunse el nerdabdator.

—Tu insuti recunosti cd nu ai fost ceea ce esti acuma, eu
insa am ramas aceeasi. Ceea ce ne promitea fericirea cand
amandoi aveam o singurd inimd, a adus nenorocirea noastra
de cdnd avem doud inimi. De cate ori de atunci si cu cata
amaraciune n-am simtit acest lucru!.. Dar m-am obisnuit in
cele din urma, si acum pot in liniste sd-ti redau libertatea.

— Am cerut-o eu vreodatad?

— Prin cuvinte, nu, niciodata.

— Atunci, prin ce?

—Prin schimbarea firii, prin schimbarea mintii, prin
noua existentd pe care ti-ai creat-o, prin noua speranta ce ti-ai
format. Prin tot ce dddea vreun interes, in ochii tdi, iubirii
mele. Dacé n-ar fi existat intelegere intre noi, spune-mi, te rog,
mi-ai cere oare astdzi mana? Desigur cd nu.
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He seemed to yield to the justice of this supposition,
in spite of himself. But he said, with a struggle, “You think
not.”

“I would gladly think otherwise if I could,” she
answered, “Heaven knows! When I have learned a truth like
this, I know how strong and irresistible it must be. But if you
were free to-day, to-morrow, yesterday, can even I believe that
you would choose a dowerless girl —you who, in your very
confidence with her, weigh everything by gain; or, choosing
her, if for a moment you were false enough to your one
guiding principle to do so, do I not know that your repentance
and regret would surely follow? I do; and I release you. With
a full heart, for the love of him you once were.”

He was about to speak; but with her head turned from
him, she resumed.

“You may —the memory of what is past half makes me
hope you will —have pain in this. A very, very brief time, and
you will dismiss the recollection of it, gladly, as an
unprofitable dream, from which it happened well that you
awoke. May you be happy in the life you have chosen!”
She left him, and they parted.
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Pdru ca recunoaste, fard voia sa, dreptatea acestei
presupuneri, dar facu o opintire si raspunse: ,Asa crezi tu.”

— As vrea din inimad sd n-o cred, raspunse ea. Dar o stie
Dumnezeu! Odatd ce am cdpatat dovada unui adevidr ca
acesta, aceastd dovada este puternica si hotaratoare; daca ai fi
liber astdzi sau maine, o repet, ai lua oare o fata fara zestre, tu,
care pretuiesti totul dupa castigul ce-ti aduce? Sau, admitand
cd ai lua-o, cdlcandu-ti pe inimd, n-ai regreta oare mai tarziu
amarnic greseala ce ai facut? Desigur cd da, si de aceea iti
redau libertatea, si din toatd inima, din iubire pentru acela care
nu mai esti.

El vru sa raspundd, dar cu fata intoarsa ea continua:

—Poate cad—si amintirea trecutului ma face sa sper—
poate cd aceastd hotarare o sd te doara; dar putin, foarte putin
timp numai, si vei goni aceastd amintire nepldacutd cum se
goneste din minte un vis urat... numai de ai putea fi fericit in
viata pe care ti-ai ales-o!

Zicand acestea, ea iesi.
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“Spirit!” said Scrooge, “show me no more! Conduct me
home. Why do you delight to torture me?”

“One shadow more!” exclaimed the ghost.

“No more!” cried Scrooge. “No more! I don’t wish to
see it. Show me no more!”

But the relentless ghost pinioned him in both his arms,
and forced him to observe what happened next.

They were in another scene and place; a room, not very
large or handsome, but full of comfort. Near to the winter fire
like that last that
Scrooge believed it was the same, until he saw her, now a

sat a beautiful young girl, so
comely matron, sitting opposite her daughter. The noise in
this room was perfectly tumultuous, for there were more
children there than Scrooge in his agitated state of mind could
count; and, unlike the celebrated herd in the poem, they were
not forty children conducting themselves like one, but every
child was conducting itself like forty. The consequences were
uproarious beyond belief; but no one seemed to care; on the
contrary, the mother and daughter laughed heartily, and
enjoyed it very much; and the latter, soon beginning to mingle

in the sports, got pillaged by the young brigands most
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—Fantomd, zise Scrooge, nu-mi mai ardta nimic, du-ma
inapoi in patul meu; ce placere ai ca sa ma chinuiesti atat?

—1Inca o umbra! strigd Duhul.

—Nu, nu mai vreau, zise Scrooge; nu mai vreau sd vad
nimic...

Dar Duhul neinduplecat il opri in bratele sale si-1 sili sa
privesca la cele ce aveau sd se petreaca.

Se gdsira intr-un alt loc; intr-o camera nu tocmai mare,
nici tocmai frumoasd, dar confortabild. Dinaintea unui foc de
iarnd, sedea o fatd tandra si frumoass, asa de asemanatoare cu
cealaltd, ca lui Scrooge i se pdru cd e una si aceeasi, pand ce
vazu cd ea era acum mama si ca fiicei i sedea aldturi.
Zgomotul din aceastd camera era rdsunator; cdci erau o droaie
de copii pe care Scrooge, in tulburarea sa, n-ar fi putut sa-i
numere, si apoi fiecare din ei ficea gura cat patru. Aceastd
galdgie insd nu supdra pe nimeni; dimpotrivd, atdt mama cat
si fata rddeau din toatd inima, si cea din urma, amestecandu-
se in jocul lor, fu atacatd de cei patru strengari. Ce n-as fi dat
sd fiu unul din ei! Eu unul nu m-as fi purtat cu aceeasi asprime
ca ei. Oh, nu! Pentru nimic in lume n-as fi ciufulit frumosul ei
par buclat; cu pretul vietii mele n-as fi sterpelit pantoful
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ruthlessly. What would I not have given to be one of them?
Though I never could have been so rude, no, no! I wouldn’t
for the wealth of all the world have crushed that braided hair,
and torn it down; and for the precious little shoe, I wouldn’t
have plucked it off, God bless my soul! to save my life. As to
measuring her waist in sport, as they did, bold young brood, I
couldn’t have done it; I should have expected my arm to have
grown round it for a punishment, and never come straight
again. And yet I should have dearly liked, I own, to have
touched her lips; to have questioned her, that she might have
opened them; to have looked upon the lashes of her downcast
eyes, and never raised a blush; to have let loose waves of hair,
an inch of which would be a keepsake beyond price: in short,
I should have liked, I do confess, to have had the lightest
license of a child, and yet to have been man enough to know
its value.

But now a knocking at the door was heard, and such a
rush immediately ensued that she, with laughing face and
plundered dress, was borne towards it in the centre of a
flushed and boisterous group, just in time to greet the father,
who came home attended by a man laden with Christmas toys
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dragutului ei picior; nici n-as fi indraznit sa-i masor talia, cum
au fdcut-o cei patru indrazneti, de teama ca bratul meu sa nu
fie pedepsit pentru aceastd nelegiuire... Ce n-as fi dat totusi sa
sarut buzele ei! Cate intrebari nu i-as fi pus, ca sa obtin un
singur raspuns de la ele! Oh! Ce fericit as fi fost sa pot privi in
ochii ei, ldsati in jos, fara a o face sa roseasca si sa desfac parul
ei, din care o singura bucld ar fi fost pentru mine cel mai
pretios amanet! As fi vrut, intr-un cuvant, o marturisesc, sa pot
avea pe langa ea privilegiul unui copil, si sd fiu totusi barbat
ca sa pot intelege fericirea mea.

e

Dar cineva a bdtut in usd; toti copiii dimpreuna cu

tanara fata sar intr-acolo... Ea rade ca apare asa ciufulita
dinaintea celuia care intra: e tatdl acestor zgomotosi broscoi,
care i-au recunoscut glasul, si vine insotit de un om incércat cu
jucdrii de Craciun. Oh! Cine mai poate apdra pe comisionarul,
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and presents. Then the shouting and the struggling, and the
onslaught that was made on the defenceless porter! The
scaling him, with chairs for ladders, to dive into his pockets,
despoil him of brown-paper parcels, hold on tight by his
cravat, hug him round the neck, pommel his back, and kick
his legs in irrepressible affection! The shouts of wonder and
delight with which the development of every package was
received! The terrible announcement that the baby had been
taken in the act of putting a doll’s frying-pan into his mouth,
and was more than suspected of having swallowed a fictitious
turkey, glued on a wooden platter! The immense relief of
finding this a false alarm! The joy, and gratitude, and ecstasy!
They are all indescribable alike. It is enough that by degrees
the children and their emotions got out of the parlour and by
one stair at a time, up to the top of the house; where they went
to bed, and so subsided.

And now Scrooge looked on more attentively than
ever, when the master of the house, having his daughter
leaning fondly on him, sat down with her and her mother at
his own fireside; and when he thought that such another
creature, quite as graceful and as full of promise, might have
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pe purtdtorul acestor daruri! El e luat cu asalt: unul i se urca
pe spate cu ajutorul unui scaun, un altul ii scotoceste
buzunarele; fiecare il jefuieste pe intrecute; noroc cd fiecare a
gdsit ce-i trebuie si comisionarul poate s-o steargd. Apoi noi
scene, noi zgomote de bucurie, de recunostintd, de fericire...
pand ce in fine copiii obosird si se suira in camera lor, iar
linistea se restabili.

|| siasaies Dy LA v,

O Cantico
de Natal

CHARLES [HCRENS

Scrooge putu atunci observa cu mai multa atentiune
scena casnicd ce i se oferea: stdpanul casei, pe umdrul cdruia
fata isi reazama capul cu dragoste, se aseazd intre ea si mama
ei... Ah! Numai gandindu-te cd o asemena fapturd, o fatd asa
de gratioasa si de frumoasa, l-ar fi putut chema si pe el cu
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called him father, and been a spring-time in the haggard
winter of his life, his sight grew very dim indeed.

“Belle,” said the husband, turning to his wife, with a
smile, “I saw an old friend of yours this afternoon.”

“Who was it?”

“Guess!”

“How can I? Tut, don’t I know,” she added in the same
breath, laughing as he laughed. “Mr Scrooge.”

“Mr Scrooge it was. I passed his office window; and as
it was not shut up, and he had a candle inside, I could scarcely
help seeing him. His partner lies upon the point of death, I
hear; and there he sat alone. Quite alone in the world, I do
believe.”

“Spirit!” said Scrooge, in a broken voice, “remove me
from this place.”

“I told you these were shadows of the things that have
been,” said the ghost. “That they are what they are, do not
blame me!”

“Remove me!” Scrooge exclaimed. “I cannot bear it!”
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numele de tatd si impodobi si bdtranetea lui cu florile
primadverei sale... nu avea oare motiv sd-si simta ochii inecati
in lacrimi?

— Arabelo! zise bdrbatul intorcandu-se cu un zdmbet
spre sotia sa, stii pe cine am vdzut asta-seara? Pe unul dintre
vechii tai amici.

—Pe cine?

— Ghici.

—De unde sa... Ah! Ba da, stiu pe cine, zise ea zdmbind
ca si dansul. Pe dI. Scrooge.

—Tocmai. Treceam pe dinaintea ferestrei biroului sdu,
si l-am zarit prin geamuri. Tovardsul sdu e pe patul mortii,
dupa cum se spune, si el sta in birou. Era singur, Si este singur
pe lume.

—Duhule! zise Scrooge cu voce tremuranda, du-ma de
aici!

—Te-am prevenit odatd, zise Duhul, cd-ti voi ardta
umbrele lucrurilor care au fost; eu nu pot sd le arat altminteri
de cum sunt.

—Du-ma de aici, strigad Scrooge, cd nu pot sa indur mai

C ONTEMPORARY

Literature P rEss

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2015



Charles Dickens
A Christmas Carol. 1843
O noapte de Craciun. 1907
Parallel Texts.

He turned upon the ghost, and seeing that it looked
upon him with a face in which in some strange way there were
fragments of all the faces it had shown him, wrestled with it.

“Leave me! Take me back. Haunt me no longer!”

In the struggle, if that can be called a struggle in which
the ghost with no visible resistance on its own part was
undisturbed by any effort of its adversary, Scrooge observed
that its light was burning high and bright; and dimly
connecting that with its influence over him, he seized the
extinguisher-cap, and by a sudden action pressed it down
upon its head.

The spirit dropped beneath it, so that the extinguisher
covered its whole form; but though Scrooge pressed it down
with all his force, he could not hide the light, which streamed
from under it in an unbroken flood upon the ground.

He was conscious of being exhausted, and overcome
by an irresistible drowsiness; and, further, of being in his own
bedroom. He gave the cap a parting squeeze, in which his
hand relaxed; and had barely time to reel to bed, before he
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mult.

Zicand aceasta, Scrooge se intoarse spre Duh, si vdzu
cum acesta il privea cu o fata pe care, lucru ciudat, el revedea
rand pe rand toate fetele ce-i ardtase.

— Lasa-md sau du-mad tnapoi! zise el. Nu ma mai chinui,
destul!

Si se opintea sd tragd Duhul dupad sine, dar nu-i putu
invinge impotrivirea, cu toate cd Duhul pdrea cd nu se
impotriveste. Dar observand in acelasi timp cd lumina de pe
cap strdlucea din ce in ce mai vie, si amintindu-si in mod vag
cd aceasta luminad era pricina puterii ce avea Duhul asupra lui,
puse mana pe stingdtoare si-i acoperi capul.

Duhul se prabusi intr-atata sub acest acoperamant, ca
dispdru aproape cu totul; dar in zadar o infunda Scrooge din
toate puterile sale, el nu putu sd stingd toatd lumina care
izvora de jos.

Se simtea zdrobit de oboseald si cotropit de un somn
doboritor. In acelasi timp i se paru ca se afld in camera sa de
culcare. Mai apdsd o singurd datd stingatoarea duhului, apoi
abia mai avu timp sa se arunce in pat, cd adormi numaidecat
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sank into a heavy sleep. bustean.
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Awaking in the middle of a prodigiously tough snore,
and sitting up in bed to get his thoughts together, Scrooge had
no occasion to be told that the bell was again upon the stroke
of one. He felt that he was restored to consciousness in the right
nick of time, for the especial purpose of holding a conference
with the second messenger despatched to him through Jacob
But, that he
uncomfortably cold when he began to wonder which of his

Marley’s intervention. finding turned
curtains this new spectre would draw back, he put them every
one aside with his own hands, and lying down again,
established a good look-out all round the bed; for he wished to
challenge the spirit on the moment of its appearance, and did
not wish to be taken by surprise, and made nervous.
Gentlemen of the free-and-easy sort, who plume
themselves on being acquainted with a move or two, and being
usually equal to the time-of-day, express the wide range of
their capacity for adventure by observing that they are good
for anything from pitch-and-toss to manslaughter; between
which opposite extremes, no doubt, there lies a tolerably wide
and comprehensive range of subjects. Without venturing for

Scrooge quite as hardily as this, I don’t mind calling on you to

73

Scrooge se desteptd in toiul unui sfordit rdsunator si se
ridicd in capul oaselor, pentru a-si aduna gandurile. De asta
datd el nu avu trebuintd sa i se spuie ca ceasornicul avea sa
batd ora unu. El simti ca se desteptase tocmai in momentul
priincios pentru a se pune in legaturd cu cel d-al doilea
mesager, trimis prin mijlocirea lui Marley. Simti chiar destula
putere pentru a da la o parte perdelele patului cu mainile lui,
asteptand treaz noua fantoma.
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believe that he was ready for a good broad field of strange
appearances, and that nothing between a baby and a
rhinoceros would have astonished him very much.

Now, being prepared for almost anything, he was not
by any means prepared for nothing; and, consequently, when
the bell struck one, and no shape appeared, he was taken with
a violent fit of trembling. Five minutes, ten minutes, a quarter
of an hour went by, yet nothing came. All this time, he lay upon
his bed, the very core and centre of a blaze of ruddy light,
which streamed upon it when the clock proclaimed the hour;
and which, being only light, was more alarming than a dozen
ghosts, as he was powerless to make out what it meant, or
would be at; and was sometimes apprehensive that he might
be at that very moment an interesting case of spontaneous
combustion, without having the consolation of knowing it. At
last, however, he began to think—as you or I would have
thought at first; for it is always the person not in the
predicament who knows what ought to have been done in it,
and would unquestionably have done it too—at last I say, he
began to think that the source and secret of this ghostly light
might be in the adjoining room, from whence, on further
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Apoi se puse sd asculte batdile ceasornicului; dar fu
apucat de fiori cadnd bdtu unu si nimeni nu se aratd; se vdazu
numai inconjurat de o lumind care-i pricinui o spaimd mai
mare de cat doudsprezece Duhuri, si se temu sd nu fie victima
vreunui caz ciudat de indbusire, fard a avea mdcar mangaierea
de a o sti. Putin cate putin, insd, se linisti, cind baga de seama
cd lumina iesea din camera de aldturi; se sculd incetisor si se
strecurd in papuci panad la usa. in clipa cand puse mana pe
clantd, un glas necunoscut ii striga: ,Intra Scrooge!”. Se
supuse.

W.c. hewead,.

R N T A———

——

A CHRISTMAS CAROL.

IN PROSE.

A Ghost Starp of Christmns.
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tracing it, it seemed to shine. This idea taking full possession of
his mind, he got up softly and shuffled in his slippers to the
door.

The moment Scrooge’s hand was on the lock, a strange
voice called him by his name, and bade him enter. He obeyed.

It was his own room. There was no doubt about that.
But it had undergone a surprising transformation. The walls
and ceiling were so hung with living green, that it looked a
perfect grove; from every part of which, bright gleaming
berries glistened. The crisp leaves of holly, mistletoe, and ivy
reflected back the light, as if so many little mirrors had been
scattered there; and such a mighty blaze went roaring up the
chimney, as that dull petrifaction of a hearth had never known
in Scrooge’s time, or Marley’s, or for many and many a winter
season gone. Heaped up on the floor, to form a kind of throne,
were turkeys, geese, game, poultry, brawn, great joints of meat,
sucking-pigs, long wreaths of sausages, mince-pies, plum-
puddings, barrels of oysters, red-hot chestnuts, cherry-cheeked
apples, juicy oranges, luscious pears, immense twelfth-cakes,
and seething bowls of punch, that made the chamber dim with
their delicious steam. In easy state upon this couch, there sat a

W 9

EVITATI RISIpAi

TmPODOBIIlD DOAR PARTEA,
VIZIBILA A BRADULUI &

Acestd camerd de aldturi era chiar salonul lui Scrooge;
nici o indoiald nu era in privinta aceasta, dar suferise o
schimbare surprinzatoare. Peretii si tavanul erau asa de
artistic impodobiti cu frunzis, cd te-ai fi crezut intr-un boschet.
Fructe stralucitoare atdrnau de toate manunchiurile, de toate
ghirlandele: frunzele lustruite ale cracilor de stejar, de vasc, de
dafin si de iedera reflectau lumina ca niste mici oglinzi. In soba
palpaia un foc mare, cum nu mai vdzuse soba aceasta
nenorocitd de atatea ierni, din timpul lui Marley si din timpul
lui Scrooge; pe pardoseald un fel de tron alcdtuit dintr-o
gradind de curci si de gaste grase, de puici ingrasate si de
claponi, de sunci si de fripturi reci, de vanat si de purcei, de
carnati, placintecu carne si cu prune, de butoiase cu stridii, de
castane préjite, de mere rumene, de portocale zemoase, de
pere maldiete, de cozonaci enormi si de cesti mari cu punci
care parfumau apartamentul cu aburul lor delicios. Pe acest
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jolly giant, glorious to see; who bore a glowing torch, in shape
not unlike Plenty’s horn, and held it up, high up, to shed its
light on Scrooge, as he came peeping round the door.

“Come in!” exclaimed the ghost. “Come in! and know
me better, man!”

Scrooge entered timidly, and hung his head before this
spirit. He was not the dogged Scrooge he had been; and though
the spirit’s eyes were clear and kind, he did not like to meet
them.

“I am the Ghost of Christmas Present,” said the spirit.
“Look upon me!”

Scrooge reverently did so. It was clothed in one simple,
deep-green robe, or mantle, bordered with white fur. This
garment hung so loosely on the figure, that its capacious breast
was bare, as if disdaining to be warded or concealed by any
artifice. Its feet, observable beneath the ample folds of the
garment, were also bare; and on its head it wore no other
covering than a holly wreath, set here and there with shining
icicles. Its dark-brown curls were long and free; free as its
genial face, its sparkling eye, its open hand, its cheery voice, its
unconstrained demeanour, and its joyful air. Girded round its
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trofeu gastronomic sta toldnit un urias vesel, chipes la vedere,
inarmat cu o tortd ce semdna cu cornul imbelsugdrii, care
ilumina fata lui Scrooge cand intredeschise usa.

—Intra! zise Duhul; intrd, si sd facem cunostinta.

Scrooge intrd incet si cu capul plecat: nu mai era acel
Scrooge semet de odinioara, si cu toate ca ochii Duhului erau
binevoitori, el nu indrazni sa-i priveasca.

—Sunt Duhul Craciunului prezent, zise Duhul;
priveste-mad.

Scrooge il privi cu respect. Era imbréacat intr-o simpla
tunicd verde, pe de margini cu bland albd, atata de larga pe
trupul sdu cd i se vedea tot pieptul cel lat, ca si cand tinea intr-
adins sa fie gol; picioarele-i desculte ieseau afard din cutele
largii sale haine, si pe cap purta drept orice coafurd o coroana
de frunze de stejar presdratd cu cativa bulgdrasi de gheata.
Parul sau lung si brun falfaia in voie; in figura-i voioasd, in
ochii sai stradlucitori, in ména-i intinsa si deschisd, in glasu-i
vesel, in fiinta sa se citea un aer de libertate. In jurul taliei avea
un centiron de care atarna o teaca antica, dar fara sabie si rosie
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middle was an antique scabbard; but no sword was in it, and
the ancient sheath was eaten up with rust.

“You have never seen the like of me before!” exclaimed
the spirit.

“Never,” Scrooge made answer to it.

“Have never walked forth with the younger members of
my family; meaning (for I am very young) my elder brothers
born in these later years?” pursued the phantom.

“I don’t think I have,” said Scrooge. “I am afraid I have
not. Have you had many brothers, spirit?”

“More than eighteen hundred,” said the ghost.

“A tremendous family to provide for!” muttered
Scrooge.

The Ghost of Christmas Present rose.

“Spirit,” said Scrooge submissively, “conduct me where
you will. I went forth last night on compulsion, and I learnt a
lesson which is working now. To-night, if you have aught to
teach me, let me profit by it.”

“Touch my robe!”

Scrooge did as he was told, and held it fast.

Holly, mistletoe, red berries, ivy, turkeys, geese, game,
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de rugina.

—N-ai vdzut niciodatd pe cineva sd-mi semene,
desigur? intreba Duhul.

—Niciodata, raspunse Scrooge.

—Niciodata n-ai iesit cu membrii mai tineri din familia
mea? Vreau sa zic cu mai marii mei cu cateva ierni, cici eu
insumi sunt foarte tanar.

—Nu cred... mi-e teama ca nu... Ai multi frati, Duhule?

—Peste o mie opt sute.

—O familie grozav de mare de hranit! murmura
Scrooge.

Duhul Craciunului de fatd se scula.

—Dubhule! zise Scrooge cu supunere, du-ma unde vrei.
Am fost dus noaptea trecutd contra vointei mele, si am primit
o invatdturd din care am sa trag folos. Noaptea aceasta, daca
ai ceva sd ma inveti, sunt gata sa profit.

— Atinge haina mea.

Scrooge se supuse si se agata de haind... Stejar, vasc,
bobite rosii, iedera, gaste, vanat, pui, sunci, carnuri fripte,
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poultry, brawn, meat, pigs, sausages, oysters, pies, puddings,
fruit, and punch, all vanished instantly. So did the room, the
tire, the ruddy glow, the hour of night, and they stood in the
city streets on Christmas morning, where (for the weather was
severe) the people made a rough, but brisk and not unpleasant,
kind of music, in scraping the snow from the pavement in front
of their dwellings, and from the tops of their houses, whence it
was mad delight to the boys to see it come plumping down into
the road below, and splitting into artificial little snow-storms.
The house fronts looked black enough, and the
windows blacker, contrasting with the smooth white sheet of
snow upon the roofs, and with the dirtier snow upon the
ground; which last deposit had been ploughed up in deep
furrows by the heavy wheels of carts and wagons; furrows that
crossed and recrossed each other hundreds of times where the
great streets branched off; and made intricate channels, hard to
trace, in the thick yellow mud and icy water. The sky was
gloomy, and the shortest streets were choked up with a dingy
mist, half thawed, half frozen, whose heavier particles
descended in a shower of sooty atomes, as if all the chimneys in
Great Britain had, by one consent, caught fire, and were blazing
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purcei, carnati, stridii, placinte, pudingi, fruncte si punci...
totul disparu pe datd. Scrooge vazu disparand si camera, si
focul si lumina voioasd: ziua urmase noptii, si se gasira pe
strada in dimineata Craciunului; frigul era aspru, si oamenii
faceau o muzicd ciudatd, maturand zapada de dinaintea usilor
si de pe acoperisuri, in timp ce copii se jucau facand oameni
din nameti de zapada.

Fatadele caselor si ferestrele pareau negre de tot in
contrast cu frumosul strat de zdpada care acoperea cladirile;
dar zapada de pe strdzi era deja brazdata de rotile trdsurilor,
care ldsau intr-insa fagase murdare si galbui, preschimbate
apoi in paraie noroioase; cerul era intunecos si o ceatd deasa
se cobora in atomi de funingine, ca si cand toate cosurile Marii
Britanii ar fi luat foc si se revarsau deodata. Nimic vesel prin
urmare in temperatura sau aspectul orasului... si totusi acele
strazi invaluite in ceatd raspandeau un sentiment de veselie,
pe care nu l-ar fi putut da cea mai arzatoare raza de soare; caci
barbatii care maturau acoperisurile de zdpadd, se atacau cu
cuvinte glumete, si din cand in cand isi aruncau bulgari de
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away to their dear hearts’ content. There was nothing very
cheerful in the climate or the town, and yet there was an air of
cheerfulness abroad that the clearest summer air and brightest
summer sun might have endeavoured to diffuse in vain.

For the people who were shovelling away on the
housetops were jovial and full of glee; calling out to one
another from the parapets, and now and then exchanging a
facetious snow-ball —better-natured missile far than many a
wordy jest—laughing heartily if it went right, and not less
heartily if it went wrong. The poulterers” shops were still half
open, and the fruiterers’ were radiant in their glory. There were
great, round, pot-bellied baskets of chestnuts, shaped like the
waistcoats of jolly old gentlemen, lolling at the doors, and
tumbling out into the street in their apoplectic opulence. There
were ruddy, brown-faced, broad-girthed Spanish onions,
shining in the fatness of their growth like Spanish friars, and
winking from their shelves in wanton slyness at the girls as
they went by, and glanced demurely at the hung-up mistletoe.
There were pears and apples, clustered high in blooming
pyramids; there were bunches of grapes, made, in the
shopkeepers’ benevolence, to dangle from conspicuous hooks,
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zdpadad, bdtdi inocente mai putin periculoase decat bdtaia cu
cuvinte, si care atdtau de asemenea rasul prin dibdcia sau
stangdcia luptatorilor. Pravaliile vanzatorilor de pdsari erau
incd pe jumadtate deschise, iar ale vanzatorilor de fructe
strdluceau de mandrete: saci mari plini cu castane, cepi din
Spania groase si umflate, ce semdnau cu niste cdlugari
spanioli, piramide de mere si de pere, ciorchini de struguri
care fdceau sd lase gura apad trecdtorilor, gramezi de alune care
iti aminteau plimbarile din padurile mirositoare, cosulete cu
portocale si cu lamai, desert auriu venit din climele favorizate
de soare!
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that people’s mouths might water gratis as they passed; there
were piles of filberts, mossy and brown, recalling, in their
fragrance, ancient walks among the woods, and pleasant
shufflings ankle-deep through withered leaves; there were
Norfolk biffins, squab and swarthy, setting off the yellow of the
oranges and lemons, and, in the great compactness of their
juicy persons, urgently entreating and beseeching to be carried
home in paper-bags and eaten after dinner. The very gold and
silver fish, set forth among these choice fruits in a bowl, though
members of a dull and stagnant-blooded race, appeared to
know that there was something going on; and, to a fish, went
gasping round and round their little world in slow and
passionless excitement.

The grocers’! oh, the grocers’! nearly closed, with
perhaps two shutters down, or one; but through those gaps
such glimpses! It was not alone that the scales descending on
the counter made a merry sound, or that the twine and roller
parted company so briskly, or that the canisters were rattled up
and down like juggling tricks, or even that the blended scents
of tea and coffee were so grateful to the nose, or even that the
raisins were so plentiful and rare, the almonds so extremely
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W WYCHWOOD " |

Dar bécanii... Oh! Bacanii! Ce ispitiri nu simtea acela
care indraznea sd arunce o cautatura printre deschizaturile
obloanelor! Ce parfum se raspandea din ceaiul si cafeaua lor,
din stafidele, migdalele, cuisoarele, cofeturile si fructele lor
zaharisite, din smochinele, prunele uscate si bomboanele lor
asa de artistic lucrate pentru Criciun! In timpul acesta
cumpdrdtorii veneau din toate partile, se grdbeau, se
impingeau si se imbulzeau la usile pravaliilor; unii dintre ei,
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white, the sticks of cinnamon so long and straight, the other
spices so delicious, the candied fruits so caked and spotted
with molten sugar as to make the coldest lookers-on feel faint
and subsequently bilious. Nor was it that the figs were moist
and pulpy, or that the French plums blushed in modest tartness
from their highly decorated boxes, or that everything was good
to eat and in its Christmas dress. But the customers were all so
hurried and so eager in the hopeful promise of the day, that
they tumbled up against each other at the door, crashing their
wicker baskets wildly, and left their purchases upon the
counter, and came running back to fetch them, and committed
hundreds of the like mistakes, in the best humour possible;
while the grocer and his people were so frank and fresh that
the polished hearts with which they fastened their aprons
behind might have been their own, worn outside for general
inspection, and for Christmas daws to peck at if they chose.
But soon the steeples called good people all to church
and chapel, and away they came, flocking through the streets
in their best clothes, and with their gayest faces. And at the
same time there emerged from scores of by-streets, lanes, and
nameless turnings, innumerable people, carrying their dinners
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in grabd, isi uitau targuielile pe undeva si erau siliti sa se
intoarca: iar pravaliasii isi frecau mainile de bucurie de buna
vanzare ce fdceau si de castigul ce realizau.

Clopotele incep a rdsuna cu glasul lor de bronz,
chemand pe crestini la bisericd: strdzile se umplu de lume,
fiecare imbracat in haina-i cea mai frumoasa si cu fata fericita.
In acelasi timp, din toate ulitele, din toate trecdtorile, din toate
curtile, ies oameni cu tavi in mana, pe care le duc la brutar, si
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to the bakers’ shops. The sight of these poor revellers appeared
to interest the spirit very much, for he stood with Scrooge
beside him in a baker’s doorway, and taking off the covers as
their bearers passed, sprinkled incense on their dinners from
his torch. And it was a very uncommon kind of torch, for once
or twice when there were angry words between some dinner-
carriers who had jostled each other, he shed a few drops of
water on them from it, and their good-humour was restored
directly. For they said, it was a shame to quarrel upon
Christmas Day. And so it was! God love it, so it was!

In time the bells ceased, and the bakers” were shut up;
and yet there was a genial shadowing forth of all these dinners
and the progress of their cooking, in the thawed blotch of wet
above each baker’s oven; where the pavement smoked as if its
stones were cooking too.

“Is there a peculiar flavour in what you sprinkle from
your torch?” asked Scrooge.

“There is. My own.”

“Would it apply to any kind of dinner on this day?”
asked Scrooge.

“To any kindly given. To a poor one most.”
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care contin friptura cu care ei sperd cd se vor ospdta. Duhul
pdrea ca se intereseazd foarte mult de ei, caci se opri cu
Scrooge pe prispa unei brutarii, si afuma tavile cu tamaie din
torta sa.. Ciudatd mai era si aceastd tortd, cdci odatd, doi
purtdtori de tavi, incepand sa se certe si luandu-se la bataie,
Duhul scutura peste ei cateva picaturi de apa in loc de flacarg,
si se impdcard numaidecat, zicand ca e rusine de a se certa si
bate intr-o zi de Crdciun...

Clopotele amutird, brutdriile se inchiserd, si totusi ti se
pdrea cd vezi un fel de imagine imbucurdtoare a tuturor tavilor

in aburul care se invartea deasupra fiecdrui cuptor.

— Ceea ce cade din torta ta asupra mancarilor, are vreo
putere deosebita? intreba Scrooge.

—Da, a mea.

—Si are aceastd putere inrdurire asupra fiecdrei
mancdri in parte?

— Asupra fiecdrei, care e mancatd in veselie... si mai ales
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“Why to a poor one most?” asked Scrooge.
“Because it needs it most.”

“Spirit,” said Scrooge, after a moment’s thought, “I
wonder you, of all the beings in the many worlds about us,
should desire to cramp these people’s opportunities of
innocent enjoyment.”

“I'” cried the spirit.

“You would deprive them of their means of dining
every seventh day, often the only day on which they can be said
to dine at all,” said Scrooge. “Wouldn’t you?”

“I'” cried the spirit.

“You seek to close these places on the seventh day?”
said Scrooge. “And it comes to the same thing.”

“I seek?” exclaimed the spirit.

“Forgive me if I am wrong. It has been done in your
name, or at least in that of your family,” said Scrooge.

“There are some upon this earth of yours,” returned the
spirit, “who lay claim to know us, and who do their deeds of
passion, pride, ill-will, hatred, envy, bigotry, and selfishness in
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asupra mancarilor saracilor.

—Si pentru ce?

—Pentru ci ei au cea mai mare nevoie de dansa...

vreau tocmai sd-ti arat o masa de saraci.
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our name, who are as strange to us and all our kith and kin, as
if they had never lived. Remember that, and charge their
doings on themselves, not us.”

Scrooge promised that he would; and they went on,
invisible, as they had been before, into the suburbs of the town.
It was a remarkable quality of the ghost (which Scrooge had
observed at the baker’s) that, notwithstanding his gigantic size,
he could accommodate himself to any place with ease; and that
he stood beneath a low roof quite as gracefully and like a
supernatural creature, as it was possible he could have done in
any lofty hall.

And perhaps it was the pleasure the good spirit had in
showing off this power of his, or else it was his own kind,
generous, hearty nature, and his sympathy with all poor men,
that led him straight to Scrooge’s clerk’s; for there he went, and
took Scrooge with him, holding to his robe: and on the
threshold of the door the spirit smiled, and stopped to bless
Bob Cratchit’s dwelling with the sprinklings of his torch. Think
of that! Bob had but fifteen “Bob” a week himself; he pocketed
on Saturdays but fifteen copies of his Christian name; and yet
the Ghost of Christmas Present blessed his four-roomed house!
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Si zicand acestea, Scrooge si Duhul, transportati
deodata in mahalalele Londrei, se oprird pe prispa unei case
pe care Duhul o binecuvanta inainte de a intra, scuturand torta
cu un zambet. Era casa in care locuia Bob Cratchit, contabilul
lui Scrooge, acel nenorocit de contabil cu cincisprezece silingi
pe saptamana.
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Then up rose Mrs. Cratchit, Cratchit’s wife, dressed out
but poorly in a twice-turned gown, but brave in ribbons, which
are cheap and make a goodly show for sixpence; and she laid
the cloth, assisted by Belinda Cratchit, second of her daughters,
also brave in ribbons; while Master Peter Cratchit plunged a
fork into the saucepan of potatoes, and getting the corners of
his monstrous shirt-collar (Bob’s private property conferred
upon his son and heir in honour of the day) into his mouth,
rejoiced to find himself so gallantly attired, and yearned to
show his linen in the fashionable parks. And now two smaller
Cratchits, boy and girl, came tearing in, screaming that outside
the baker’s they had smelt the goose, and known it for their
own; and basking in luxurious thoughts of sage and onion,
these young Cratchits danced about the table, and exalted
Master Peter Cratchit to the skies, while he (not proud,
although his collars nearly choked him) blew the fire, until the
slow potatoes bubbling up, knocked loudly at the saucepan-lid
to be let out and peeled.

“What has ever got your precious father then?” said
Mrs. Cratchit. “And your brother, Tiny Tim! And Martha
warn’t as late last Christmas Day by half an hour.”

85

Bob insa nu era acasd, dar era asteptat. Mrs. Cratchit,
sotia sa, n-are decat o rochie, prefacuta de doud ori: ea e totusi
frumos gatitd cu panglici, ce-i drept ieftine, dar destul de
dragute pentru cei cativa gologani ce au costat; ea pune masa,
ajutata de Belinda Cratchit, cea de a doua fiicd a ei, care e de
asemenea gdtitd cu panglici, ca si mama-sa, in timp ce Peter
Cratchit, fiul mai mare invarteste o furculitd in cratita cu
cartofi, si molfaie gulerul urias de cdmasa, — cadou ce i-1 facuse
tatdl sdau, —fericit ca se vedea atat de frumos gatit, si mahnit ca
nu putea merge sd-si arate camasa sa scrobitd in parcurile
aristocratice. Iatd si pe cei doi Cratchit mititei, un bdiat si o fats,
care soseau tipand, cd au mirosit gasca, si au ghicit ca e a lor.
Acestor mititei li se pare cd inghit deja partea lor; ei joacd de
bucurie si lingusesc pe fratele lor mai mare, care sufld in foc
pana ce cartofii incep sd sara in sus sub capacul care-i indbus4,
gata de a fi curdtati de coaja lor.

—Ce va fi patit iubitul nostru tatd, zise Doamna
Cratchit, si fratele vostru, Tiny Tim?.. dar Marta, care
Créciunul trecut se intorsese cu jumatate de ord inainte...
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“Here’s Martha, mother!” said a girl, appearing as she
spoke.

“Here’s Martha,
Cratchits. “Hurrah! There’s such a goose, Martha!”

'Il

mother!” cried the two young

“Why, bless your heart alive, my dear, how late you
are!” said Mrs. Cratchit, kissing her a dozen times, and taking
off her shawl and bonnet for her with officious zeal.

“We’d a deal of work to finish up last night,” replied the
girl, “and had to clear away this morning, mother!”

“Well! Never mind so long as you are come,” said Mrs.
Cratchit. “Sit ye down before the fire, my dear, and have a
warm, Lord bless ye!”

“No, no! There’s father coming,” cried the two young
Cratchits, who were everywhere at once. “Hide, Martha, hide!”

So Martha hid herself, and in came little Bob, the father,
with at least three feet of comforter exclusive of the fringe
hanging down before him; and his threadbare clothes darned
up and brushed to look seasonable; and Tiny Tim upon his
shoulder. Alas for Tiny Tim, he bore a little crutch, and had his
limbs supported by an iron frame!

“Why, where’s our Martha?” cried Bob Cratchit, looking
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— Uite Marta, mama! striga toti mititeii Cratchit.. Hura!
Marto, sd vezi ce mai géasca!

—Bine ai venit, fata mea! Dar de ce asa tarziu? zise
doamna Cratchit Martei sdrutind-o de multe ori, si
scotandu-i paldria si salul.

— A fost mult lucru de predat azi dimineatd, mama,
rdspunse fata.

—Bine, fata mea, bine. Acum sezi langa foc si te

incalzeste.

—Nu, nu! latd vine si tata, strigard cei doi Cratchit
mititei. Ascunde-te, Marto, ascunde-te!

Si Marta se ascunse. Bob Cratchit intra; nodul fularului
ii atarna pe vestd; hainele-i prapadite sunt bine scuturate, ceea
ce le dd un aer de sarbatoare. Bob Cratchit duce pe Tiny Tim
in spinare. Vai! mititelul de Tiny Tim avea o carjd si picioarele
ii erau puse in cercuri de fier!

—Fi, bine, dar Marta unde e? intrebd Bob Cratchit.
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round.

“Not coming,” said Mrs. Cratchit.

“Not coming!” said Bob, with a sudden declension in his
high spirits; for he had been Tim’s blood-horse all the way from
church, and had come home rampant. “Not coming upon
Christmas Day!”

Martha didn’t like to see him disappointed, if it were
only in joke; so she came out prematurely from behind the
closet door, and ran into his arms, while the two young
Cratchits hustled Tiny Tim, and bore him off into the wash-
house, that he might hear the pudding singing in the copper.

“And how did little Tim behave?” asked Mrs. Cratchit,
when she had rallied Bob on his credulity, and Bob had hugged
his daughter to his heart’s content.

“As good as gold,” said Bob, “and better. Somehow he
gets thoughtful, sitting by himself so much, and thinks the
strangest things you ever heard. He told me, coming home, that
he hoped the people saw him in the church, because he was a
cripple, and it might be pleasant to them to remember upon
Christmas Day who made lame beggars walk and blind men

14

see.
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—Incd n-a venit, rdspunse Doamna Cratchit.
—Incd n-a venit, zise Bob descurajat si cam obosit; cdci
purtase pe Tiny Tim de la bisericd pand acasd; sa intarzie

tocmai in ziua de Craciun.

Marta nu putu sd vada pe tatdl ei ingrijorat, numai asa
pentru o gluma: iesi din ascunzatoare si se arunca in bratele
lui, in timp ce cei doi mici Cratchit duceau pe Tiny Tim la
bucdtarie ca sa audd cum fierbe budinca.

—Si cum s-a purtat micutul Tiny? intreba doamna
Cratchit pe sotul sdu, dupd ce rase de ingrijorarea sa de
adineaori.

—S-a purtat ca un inger, rdspunse Bob. E un copil
ciudat, intr-adevér: are ideile cele mai curioase. Imi zicea pe
drum cd lumea trebuie sa-1 fi biagat de seama in biserica,
fiindca este schiop si fiindca tocmai intr-o zi de Craciun le
place crestinilor sa-si aducd aminte de acela care facea schiopii
sd meargd, orbii sd vada.
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Bob’s voice was tremulous when he told them this, and
trembled more when he said that Tiny Tim was growing strong
and hearty.

His active little crutch was heard upon the floor, and
back came Tiny Tim before another word was spoken, escorted
by his brother and sister to his stool beside the fire; and while
Bob, turning up his cuffs —as if, poor fellow, they were capable
of being made more shabby —compounded some hot mixture
in a jug with gin and lemons, and stirred it round and round,
and put it on the hob to simmer; Master Peter and the two
ubiquitous young Cratchits went to fetch the goose, with which
they soon returned in high procession.

Such a bustle ensued that you might have thought a
goose the rarest of all birds; a feathered phenomenon, to which
a black swan was a matter of course—and in truth it was
something very like it in that house. Mrs. Cratchit made the
gravy (ready beforehand in a little saucepan) hissing hot;
Master Peter mashed the potatoes with incredible vigour; Miss
Belinda sweetened up the apple-sauce; Martha dusted the hot
plates; Bob took Tiny Tim beside him in a tiny corner at the
table; the two young Cratchits set chairs for everybody, not
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Vocea lui Bob tremura spundnd aceste cuvinte, si
tremurd si mai tare cand mai spuse ca Tiny Tim a inceput sd
prinda putere.

Se auzi rasunand mica-i carjd pe scanduri, apoi Tiny
Tim intrd escortat de surioara si de fratiorul sdu, care il dusera
pana la sciunasul lui de langa soba. In urmé& Bob, suflecandu-
si manecile, lud o lamaie, si cu zeamd de ienupadr facu un sos
picant, apoi zise lui Peter si celor doi Cratchit micuti sd aduca
gasca de la brutdrie. Putin dupéd aceea, se intoarserd cu ea,
ducand-o in triumf.

Vdzand emotia care cuprinsese intreaga familie, ai fi
crezut cd o gascd este cea mai rara dintre zburdtoare, un
fenomen acoperit cu pene, pe langd care o lebada neagra ar fi
ceva comun... Vai! Gasca era intr-adevar o pasare rard in
aceasta casd. Doamna Cratchit incalzi zeama acestei frumoase
fripturi. Peter isprdvi de curdtat cartofii, Marta sterse farfuriile
cédldicele, Bob aseza pe Tiny Tim langa dansul, intr-un colt al
mesei, cei doi Cratchit micuti pusera scaune pentru toata
lumea, fara a se uita pe ei insisi, si ocupandu-si locurile, isi
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forgetting themselves, and mounting guard upon their posts,
crammed spoons into their mouths, lest they should shriek for
goose before their turn came to be helped. At last the dishes
were set on, and grace was said. It was succeeded by a
breathless pause, as Mrs. Cratchit, looking slowly all along the
carving-knife, prepared to plunge it in the breast; but when she
did, and when the long-expected gush of stuffing issued forth,
one murmur of delight arose all round the board, and even
Tiny Tim, excited by the two young Cratchits, beat on the table
with the handle of his knife, and feebly cried Hurrah!

There never was such a goose. Bob said he didn't
believe there ever was such a goose cooked. Its tenderness and
flavour, size and cheapness, were the themes of universal
admiration. Eked out by apple-sauce and mashed potatoes, it
was a sufficient dinner for the whole family; indeed, as Mrs.
Cratchit said with great delight (surveying one small atom of a
bone upon the dish), they hadn’t ate it all at last! Yet every one
had had enough, and the youngest Cratchits in particular, were
steeped in sage and onion to the eyebrows! But now, the plates
being changed by Miss Belinda, Mrs. Cratchit left the room
alone —too nervous to bear witnesses — to take the pudding up,

89

bagara lingurile in gurd, de fricd sd nu ceara din gascd inainte
de a le fi venit randul. In sfarsit se ficu rugéciunea, apoi veni
un moment de asteptare solemnd, cdnd doamna Cratchit,
privind cutitul de sus pana jos, il vari in coastele pasarii; in
aceeasi clipd un murmur de bucurie izbucni jur imprejurul
mesei; pand si Tiny Tim, entuziasmat de cei doi Cratchit, lovi
in masd cu manerul cutitului sdu si strigd cu un glas slabut:
Ura!

Niciodatd nu s-a mai vdzut asa o gasca! Bob marturisi
cd nu se cade sd se fi fript vreodatd gascd mai mare, mai grasd,
mai moale si mai dulce ca aceasta, si asa de ieftind! Cu cartofi
si compotul de mere, ea ajunse cu imbelsugare intregii
familii... doamna Cratchit bagd de seamd la sfarsit cd a mai
rdmas un os, dar toti erau sdtui pand-n gat, si mai ales micutii
Cratchit, care se indopaserd cu legumele ce garniseau gasca.
Atunci farfuriile furd schimbate de Belinda, iar doamna
Cratchit iesi singura... ca sda aducd budinca!
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and bring it in.

Suppose it should not be done enough! Suppose it
should break in turning out! Suppose somebody should have
got over the wall of the back-yard, and stolen it, while they
were merry with the goose —a supposition at which the two
young Cratchits became livid! All sorts of horrors were
supposed.

Hallo! A great deal of steam! The pudding was out of
the copper. A smell like a washing-day! That was the cloth. A
smell like an eating-house and a pastrycook’s next door to each
other, with a laundress’s next door to that. That was the
pudding! In half a minute Mrs. Cratchit entered —flushed, but
smiling proudly —with the pudding, like a speckled cannon-
ball, so hard and firm, blazing in half of half a quartern of
ignited brandy, and bedight with Christmas holly stuck into
the top.

Oh, a wonderful pudding! Bob Cratchit said, and
calmly too, that he regarded it as the greatest success achieved
by Mrs. Cratchit since their marriage. Mrs. Cratchit said that
now the weight was off her mind, she would confess that she
had her doubts about the quantity of flour. Everybody had

90

Sd nu cumva sa nu fi fiert destul! Sa nu se farame la
intoarcerea pe partea cealaltd! Sa nu fi sdrit cineva peste gard
in curtea de din dos si s-o fi furat pe cand ei erau la masa si se
ospdtau din gascd!.. La aceste presupuneri, cei doi mici
Cratchit devenird palizi de spaima! Tot felul de grozavii le
trecurd prin minte intr-un minut.

Dar ce abur parfumat se simte... el se apropie. E chiar
el; e pudingul adus de doamna Cratchit, care surade
imbujoratd, cu ochii la acea gustoasd budincd, asa de fermd, de
rotundd, de asemdndtoare cu o ghiulea de tun, inecata intr-un
sfert de litru de rom aprins si impodobita cu o rdmurica de
stejar de Craciun.

Oh! Ce budincd minunatd! Bob Cratchit spuse cd, dupa
pdrerea lui, aceasta budincd e o capodopera a doamnnei
Cratchit, cea mai admirabild budincd pe care a facut-o de la
casdtoria lor incoace. Doamna Cratchit raspunse cd acum cand
i-a cdzut greutatea de pe inimd, poate sd marturiseascd ca a
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something to say about it, but nobody said or thought it was at
all a small pudding for a large family. It would have been flat
heresy to do so. Any Cratchit would have blushed to hint at
such a thing.

At last the dinner was all done, the cloth was cleared,
the hearth swept, and the fire made up. The compound in the
jug being tasted, and considered perfect, apples and oranges
were put upon the table, and a shovelful of chestnuts on the
tire. Then all the Cratchit family drew round the hearth, in
what Bob Cratchit called a circle, meaning half a one; and at
Bob Cratchit’s elbow stood the family display of glass. Two
tumblers, and a custard-cup without a handle.

These held the hot stuff from the jug, however, as well
as golden goblets would have done; and Bob served it out with
beaming looks, while the chestnuts on the fire sputtered and
cracked noisily. Then Bob proposed -

“A Merry Christmas to us all, my dears. God bless us!”

Which all the family re-echoed.
“God bless us every one!” said Tiny Tim, the last of all.
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fost cam ingrijoratd in privinta cantitatii de faina. Fiecare avu
un cuvant de spus; nimeni insd nu-si permise sd zicd sau sa
gandeascd cd era o budinca prea micad pentru o familie asa de
numeroasd. Ar fi fost o crimd sa gandeasca asa.

Cand ospatul se sfarsi si masa fu ridicatd, se matura
putin vatra, si se drese focul, apoi se facu un cerc in jurul unei
alte mese cu portocale si mere, care servira de desert, in timp
ce castane se coceau pe cenuse. Se aduserd si pahare, si anume
doud pahare mari si o ceasca fara ureche.

il

o A

—Scumpii mei, zise Bob Cratchit, beau in sdndtatea
noastrd: sd avem parte de Crdaciun si Dumnezeu sd ne
binecuvinteze!

Familia intreaga repeta toastul.

—Dumnezeu sd ne binecuvinteze! zise Tiny Tim cel din
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He sat very close to his father’s side, upon his little
stool. Bob held his withered little hand in his, as if he loved the
child, and wished to keep him by his side, and dreaded that he
might be taken from him.

“Spirit,” said Scrooge, with an interest he had never felt
before, “tell me if Tiny Tim will live.”

“I see a vacant seat,” replied the ghost, “in the poor
chimney-corner, and a crutch without an owner, carefully
preserved. If these shadows remain unaltered by the future, the
child will die.”

“No, no,” said Scrooge. “Oh, no, kind spirit! say he will
be spared.”

“If these shadows remain unaltered by the future, none
other of my race,” returned the ghost, “will find him here.
What then? If he be like to die, he had better do it, and decrease
the surplus population.”

Scrooge hung his head to hear his own words quoted
by the spirit, and was overcome with penitence and grief.

“Man,” said the ghost—"if man you be in heart, not
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urma.
El sedea langa tatdl sdu care strangea in mana sa
manuta ofelitd a mititelului cu o dragoste nemarginita,

temandu-se parca sa nu-i ia cineva odorul.

—Dubhule! intrebad Scrooge cu un interes pe care nu-1
simtise niciodatd. Spune-mi daca Tiny Tim va trai?

— Vdd un scaun gol, rdspunse Duhul, in ungherul sobei
si o carjd stingherd pdstrata cu sfintenie. Dacd aceste imagini
nu se vor schimba in viitor, copilul nu va trdi.

—Nu, nu zise Scrooge; o, nu! Bunule Duh, spune-mi cd
va trai.

—Dacd aceste imagini nu se vor schimba in viitor,
repetd Duhul, Craciunul viitor nu va mai revedea copilul aici.
Si ce? Daca moare nu e mai bine? Va micsora surplusul de
populatie.

Scrooge ldsd cu amadrdciune capul in jos, la aceste
cuvinte ale Duhului, care fuseserd chiar cuvintele sale, si se
simti cuprins de cdinta si de durere.

—Omule, zise Duhul, daci ai inimd de om, iar nu inima
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adamant —forbear that wicked cant until you have discovered
what the surplus is, and where it is. Will you decide what men
shall live, what men shall die? It may be, that in the sight of
Heaven, you are more worthless and less fit to live than
millions like this poor man’s child. O God! to hear the insect on
the leaf pronouncing on the too much life among his hungry
brothers in the dust!”

Scrooge bent before the ghost’s rebuke, and, trembling,
cast his eyes upon the ground. But he raised them speedily, on
hearing his own name.

“Mr Scrooge!” said Bob; “I'll give you Mr Scrooge, the
founder of the feast!”

“The founder of the feast, indeed!” cried Mrs. Cratchit,
reddening. “I wish I had him here. I'd give him a piece of my
mind to feast upon, and I hope he’d have a good appetite for
it.”

“My dear,” said Bob, “the children! Christmas Day.”

“It should be Christmas Day, I am sure,” said she, “on
which one drinks the health of such an odious, stingy, hard,
unfeeling man as Mr Scrooge. You know he is, Robert! Nobody
knows it better than you do, poor fellow!”
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de piatrd, fereste-te de a vorbi miseleste, pana ce nu stii ce este
acest surplus si unde se afld. Poti tu sa hotdrdasti cine trebuie sa
trdiascd si cine trebuie sd moard? Se poate ca in ochii
providentei tu sd fii mai putin demn de a trdi decat milioane
de creaturi cum e copilul acestui sairman om. Dumnezeule! Sa
auzi o insectd pe frunza ei strigand cd sunt prea multe insecte
vii in tdrand, carora le e foame!

Scrooge se simti umilit la aceastd dojand aspra si lasa
ochii in jos; dar 1i ridicd numaidecat atunci cand auzi
pronuntandu-se numele sau.

— Acum, zicea Bob, sd bem in sandtatea d-lui Scrooge,
cdruia 1i datoram aceasta masa.

—1In sdnatatea lui, “aida de! strigd doamna Cratchit; ce
n-as da sa-1 am in mainile mele, cd ti I-as cinsti cum merita.

—Draga mea... zise Bob, copiii... Crdciunul...

—Trebuie si fie intr-adevar Créaciun, ca sd bei in
sdnatatea unui om atat de rdu, de zgarcit si de ticalos ca dl.
Scrooge. Tu stii, Robert, cd asa este: tu o stii mai bine decat toti.
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“My dear,” was Bob’s mild answer, “Christmas Day.”

“I'll drink his health for your sake and the day’s,” said
Mrs. Cratchit, “not for his. Long life to him! A Merry Christmas
and a happy New Year! He'll be very merry and very happy, I
have no doubt!”

The children drank the toast after her. It was the first of
their proceedings which had no heartiness in it. Tiny Tim
drank it last of all, but he didn’t care twopence for it. Scrooge
was the ogre of the family. The mention of his name cast a dark
shadow on the party, which was not dispelled for full five
minutes.

After it had passed away, they were ten times merrier
than before, from the mere relief of Scrooge the Baleful being
done with. Bob Cratchit told them how he had a situation in his
eye for Master Peter, which would bring in, if obtained, full
tfive-and-sixpence weekly. The two young Cratchits laughed
tremendously at the idea of Peter’s being a man of business;
and Peter himself looked thoughtfully at the fire from between
his collars, as if he were deliberating what particular
investments he should favour when he came into the receipt of
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—Draga mea, repetd Bob, e Crdciun.

—Fie! Pentru ca sa-ti fac o pldcere si sa respect
Craciunul, consimt, fiindca o doresti, sd beau in sanatatea lui,
raspunse doamna Cratchit: ii urez dar o viatd lungd, o
petrecere bund de Crdciun si un an fericit!.. N-am nicio
indoiala ca este vesel si foarte fericit intr-o asemenea zi.

Baura si copiii in sandtatea lui, dar fara entuziasm. Si
Tiny Tim, dar cu nepasare. Scrooge era ciuma familiei.
Amintirea numelui sdu rdspandi un nor timp de cinci minute
peste veselia acestor oameni cumsecade; dar dupa trecerea
celor cinci minute, veselia deveni de zece ori mai mare, Bob
Cratchit le spuse cd a géasit un loc pentru Peter, un loc care-i va
aduce sase silingi jumadtate pe saptdamand. Cei doi Cratchit
micuti se bucurara mult cd Peter are sa fie comis, si Peter insusi
ramase un moment ganditor uitdndu-se la foc, si gdndindu-se
deja la chipul cum isi va intrebuinta leafa.
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that bewildering income.
Martha, who was a poor apprentice at a milliner’s, then told
them what kind of work she had to do, and how many hours
she worked at a stretch, and how she meant to lie abed to-
morrow morning, for a good long rest; to-morrow being a
holiday she passed at home. Also, how she had seen a countess
and a lord some days before, and how the lord “was much
about as tall as Peter”; at which Peter pulled up his collars so
high that you couldn’t have seen his head if you had been there.
All this time the chestnuts and the jug went round and round;
and by and by they had a song, about a lost child travelling in
the snow, from Tiny Tim, who had a plaintive little voice, and
sang it very well indeed.

There was nothing of high mark in this. They were not
a handsome family; they were not well dressed; their shoes
were far from being waterproof; their clothes were scanty; and
Peter might have known, and very likely did, the inside of a
pawn-broker’s. But they were happy, grateful, pleased with
one another, and contented with the time; and when they
faded, and looked happier yet in the bright sprinklings of the
spirit’s torch at parting, Scrooge had his eye upon them, and
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Marta, care lucra ca ucenica la o cusatoreasd, povesti cat
de mult a lucrat luna aceasta, si cd are de gand sd stea in pat
ziua de maine, zi de odihnd petrecutd acasa. Pe cand se vorbea
de unele si de altele, castanele si berea circulau din méana in
mand, apoi Tiny Tim cénta o balada despre un copil ratdcit in
mijlocul zapezii; Tiny Tim avea o voce micutd si plangatoare

si canta frumos.

Astfel petrecu in aceastd noapte de Craciun familia lui
Cratchit. Membrii acestei familii nu erau nici frumosi, nici bine
imbrdcati, purtau ghete in care putea intra apd, haine
sdrdcdcioase, din care unele se odihneau la imprumutatorul pe
amaneturi; dar toti erau fericiti, recunoscatori, incantati unii
de altii si multumiti de tot. Cand mersera sa se culce, sub o
ploaie de tamaie pe care o varsa Duhul peste ei din torta-i
fermecatd, Scrooge {i urma pe toti cu privirea, si mai ales pe
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especially on Tiny Tim, until the last.

By this time it was getting dark, and snowing pretty
heavily; and as Scrooge and the spirit went along the streets,
the brightness of the roaring fires in kitchens, parlours, and all
sorts of rooms, was wonderful. Here the flickering of the blaze
showed preparations for a cosy dinner, with hot plates baking
through and through before the fire, and deep red curtains,
ready to be drawn to shut out cold and darkness. There, all the
children of the house were running out into the snow to meet
their married sisters, brothers, cousins, uncles, aunts, and be
the first to greet them. Here again, were shadows on the
window-blind of guests assembling; and there a group of
handsome girls, all hooded and fur-booted, and all chattering
at once, tripped lightly off to some near neighbour’s house;
where, woe upon the single man who saw them enter —artful
witches, well they knew it—in a glow!

But, if you had judged from the numbers of people on
their way to friendly gatherings, you might have thought that
no one was at home to give them welcome when they got there,
instead of every house expecting company, and piling up its
tires half-chimney high. Blessings on it, how the ghost exulted!
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Tiny Tim.

In vremea aceasta se ficuse intuneric bezni si o zapada
deasd incepuse sd cadd; totusi Scrooge si Duhul nu intalnird
pe uliti decat figuri incantate, copii mergand inaintea
bunicilor, unchilor, matusilor, fratilor si surorilor lor; fete cu
gulere de bland si cu ghete imbldnite glumeau intre ele si se
duceau sprintene la vreun vecin din apropiere, unde vai de
becherii care vedeau sosind aceste sirene... Si ele o stiau
dracoaicele! Aceasta priveliste, zarita prin rasfrangerile ce le
aruncau focurile din toate vetrele, cuptoarele si bucatdriile
inveselea Duhul, care imprdstia scanteile tortei sale pe
diversele grupe si chiar pe aprinzatorii becurilor de gaz, care
rddeau ca si toata lumea in ziua aceea.
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How it bared its breadth of breast, and opened its capacious
palm, and floated on, outpouring, with a generous hand, its
bright and harmless mirth on everything within its reach! The
very lamplighter, who ran on before, dotting the dusky street
with specks of light, and who was dressed to spend the evening
somewhere, laughed out loud as the spirit passed, though little
kenned the lamplighter that he had any company but
Christmas!

And now, without a word of warning from the ghost,
they stood upon a bleak and desert moor, where monstrous
masses of rude stone were cast about, as though it were the
burial-place of giants; and water spread itself wheresoever it
listed, or would have done so, but for the frost that held it
prisoner; and nothing grew but moss and furze, and coarse,
rank grass. Down in the west the setting sun had left a streak
of fiery red, which glared upon the desolation for an instant,
like a sullen eye, and frowning lower, lower, lower yet, was lost
in the thick gloom of darkest night.

“What place is this?” asked Scrooge.

“A place where miners live, who labour in the bowels of
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Deodatd, farda ca Duhul sd-1 fi prevenit, Scrooge se
pomeni in mijlocul unui bardgan, o cAmpie intinsd presdrata
cu mormane uriase de piatrd, ce pareau un cimitir de uriasi;
cea din urmad raza rosiaticd a soarelui ce apunea, lumina cu o

ultima licdrire noaptea care devenea tot mai deasa.

— Unde suntem? intrebd Scrooge.
—Intr-un loc unde trdiesc minerii, cei ce locuiesc in
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the earth,” returned the spirit. “But they know me. See!”

A light shone from the window of a hut, and swiftly
they advanced towards it. Passing through the wall of mud and
stone, they found a cheerful company assembled round a
glowing fire. An old, old man and woman, with their children
and their children’s children, and another generation beyond
that, all decked out gaily in their holiday attire. The old man,
in a voice that seldom rose above the howling of the wind upon
the barren waste, was singing them a Christmas song —it had
been a very old song when he was a boy—and from time to
time they all joined in the chorus. So surely as they raised their
voices, the old man got quite blithe and loud; and so surely as
they stopped, his vigour sank again.

The spirit did not tarry here, but bade Scrooge hold his
robe, and passing on above the moor, sped —whither? Not to
sea? To sea. To Scrooge’s horror, looking back, he saw the last
of the land, a frightful range of rocks, behind them; and his ears
were deafened by the thundering of water, as it rolled, and
roared, and raged among the dreadful caverns it had worn, and
tiercely tried to undermine the earth.
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madruntaiele pamantului, rdspunse Duhul; — dar ei ma cunosc:
priveste.

O lumind aparu la geamul unui bordei, si se grabird sa
meargd intr-acolo. Intrand printr-un zid de piatrd, gdsira o
societate vesela in jurul unui foc médret: un mosneag si o babad,
cu copiii si stranepotii lor, imbracati in haine de sarbatoare.
Mosneagul, cu un glas care uneori intrecea vuietul vantului
din pustiul nemarginit, le cdnta un cantec de Crdciun, cantec
vechi pe care-l auzise de la doica sa, si copiii ii tineau isonul;
de cate ori repeta refrenul, mosneagul simtea puterile sale
indoindu-se si ciAnta mai tare.

Duhul nu se opri aici, si porunci lui Scrooge sa se agate
de haina lui, si il duse, —inchipuiti-va groaza lui Scrooge! —il
duse pe mare. El vdzu dispdrand inapoia sa stancile de langa
maluri, urechile sale furd asurzite de mugetul valurilor ce se
invartejeau intr-un sir de pesteri care se sdapau sub picioarele
sale. Chiar in mijlocul marii pe un recif (sir de stanci la
suprafata apei), batut de o vijelie vesnica, se indlta un far
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Built upon a dismal reef of sunken rock, some league or
so from shore, and on which the waters chafed and dashed, the
wild year through, there stood a solitary lighthouse. Great
heaps of sea-weed clung to its base, and storm-birds—born of
the wind one might suppose, as sea-weed of the water —rose
and fell about it, like the waves they skimmed.

But even here, two men who watched the light had
made a fire, that through the loophole in the thick stone wall
shed out a ray of brightness on the awful sea. Joining their
horny hands over the rough table at which they sat, they
wished each other Merry Christmas in their can of grog; and
one of them—the elder, too, with his face all damaged and
scarred with hard weather, as the figure-head of an old ship
might be —struck up a sturdy song that was like a gale in itself.

Again the ghost sped on, above the black and heaving
sea—on, on—until, being far away, as he told Scrooge, from
any shore, they lighted on a ship. They stood beside the
helmsman at the wheel, the look-out in the bow, the officers
who had the watch; dark, ghostly figures in their several
stations; but every man among them hummed a Christmas
tune, or had a Christmas thought, or spoke below his breath to
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singuratic. Ei bine! Pana si acolo, doi pdzitori ai acestei lumini
prietenesti a marinarilor, aprinserd un foc care ilumina
prapastiile; strangandu-si mainile lor pline de negi peste masa
lor sdracd, isi urau petrecere bund de Craciun, bandu-si
grogul; iar cel mai in varstd dintre ei, cu fata parlita, la fel cu
palida figurd care impodobeste partea de dinainte a corabiei,
intond un cantec care bubui ca un uragan.

O PRODUCTIE A STUDIOULUI MAXIM GORKI

Duhul nu se opri nici aici; il tari pe Scrooge peste intinsa
mare si-l cobori pe un vapor, unde cdpitanul, ofiterii de
dejurna si toti caldtorii erau sub inrdurirea Craciunului, unii
cantand, iar altii povestindu-si cum au petrecut odinioard in
aceastd sarbatoare.
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his companion of some bygone Christmas Day, with
homeward hopes belonging to it. And every man on board,
waking or sleeping, good or bad, had had a kinder word for
one another on that day than on any day in the year; and had
shared to some extent in its festivities; and had remembered
those he cared for at a distance, and had known that they
delighted to remember him.

It was a great surprise to Scrooge, while listening to the
moaning of the wind, and thinking what a solemn thing it was
to move on through the lonely darkness over an unknown
abyss, whose depths were secrets as profound as death —it was
a great surprise to Scrooge, while thus engaged, to hear a
hearty laugh. It was a much greater surprise to Scrooge to
recognise it as his own nephew’s, and to find himself in a
bright, dry, gleaming room, with the spirit standing smiling by
his side, and looking at that same nephew with approving
affability!

“Ha, ha!” laughed Scrooge’s nephew. “Ha, ha, ha!”

If you should happen, by any unlikely chance, to know
a man more blessed in a laugh than Scrooge’s nephew, all I can
say is, I should like to know him too. Introduce him to me, and
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Pe cand asculta inca buimacit vuietul vanturilor si al
valurilor, cu gandul la trista caldtorie pe care o facea, Scrooge
fu surprins auzind deodatd un hohot de ras, cu atat mai
surprins cu cat recunoscu cd acest hohot de ras era al nepotului
sdu, si cd se gdsea intr-o camerd frumos luminatd, cu Duhul
alaturi, care zambea si privea cu placere si bundvointd la
nepotul care radea. Rasul, de obicei, e tot asa de molipsitor ca
si plansul: nepotul lui Scrooge nu radea singur; sotia sa,
nepoata lui Scrooge, radea si ea ca si barbatul ei, si toti oaspetii
rddeau dimpreuna cu ei.
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I'll cultivate his acquaintance.

It is a fair, even-handed, noble adjustment of things, that
while there is infection in disease and sorrow, there is nothing
in the world so irresistibly contagious as laughter and good-
humour. When Scrooge’s nephew laughed in this way—
holding his sides, rolling his head, and twisting his face into
by

marriage, laughed as heartily as he. And their assembled

the most extravagant contortions—Scrooge’s niece,
friends being not a bit behindhand, roared out lustily.
“Ha, ha! Ha, ha, ha, ha!”
“He said that Christmas was a humbug, as I live

‘II

cried
Scrooge’s nephew. “He believed it, too!”

“More shame for him, Fred!” said Scrooge’s niece
indignantly. Bless those women; they never do anything by
halves. They are always in earnest.

She was very pretty —exceedingly pretty. With a
dimpled, surprised-looking, capital face; a ripe little mouth,
that seemed made to be kissed —as no doubt it was; all kinds
of good little dots about her chin, that melted into one another
when she laughed; and the sunniest pair of eyes you ever saw
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—Ha! Ha! Ha! zise nepotul lui Scrooge; vd spun pe
cinstea mea cd a spus, Crdciunul e o prostie. Si o si credeal.

—Rusine sd-i fie, Fred! raspunse indignatd nepoata lui
Scrooge.. Dar sd vorbim mai bine de femei; ele nu fac niciodata
un lucru pe jumatate; sunt totdeauna foarte serioase.

Nepoata lui Scrooge era dragutd, foarte draguta, cu o
figura incantatoare, cu obrajii cu gaurele, o mind desteapta si
miratd, o gura trandafirie care cerea sdrutdri, o bdrbie
gratioasa si niste ochi vioi ce te bdgau in alte alea.
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in any little creature’s head. Altogether, she was what you
would have called provoking, you know; but satisfactory, too.
Oh, perfectly satisfactory!

“He’s a comical old fellow,” said Scrooge’s nephew,
“that’s the truth; and not so pleasant as he might be. However,
his offences carry their own punishment, and I have nothing to
say against him.”

“I'm sure he is very rich, Fred,” hinted Scrooge’s niece.
“At least you always tell me so.”

“What of that, my dear?” said Scrooge’s nephew. “His
wealth is of no use to him. He don’t do any good with it. He
with it. He hasn’t the
satisfaction of thinking —ha, ha, ha! —that he is ever going to

don’t make himself comfortable

benefit us with it.”

“I have no patience with him,” observed Scrooge’s
niece. Scrooge’s niece’s sisters, and all the other ladies,
expressed the same opinion.

“Oh, I have!” said Scrooge’s nephew. “I am sorry for
him; I couldn’t be angry with him if I tried. Who suffers by his
ill whims? Himself, always. Here, he takes it into his head to
dislike us, and he won’t come and dine with us. What’s the
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—E un soi de om intr-adevar foarte ciudat zise nepotul
lui Scrooge. Ar putea sd fie altfel dac-ar vrea, dar isi duce
singur povara pdcatelor sale, eu n-am de ce sd-1 mai defaim.

—Sunt sigura ca trebuie sa fie foarte bogat, Fred, nu e
asa? Cel putin asa ai zis tu intotdeauna.

—Si ce ne priveste bogatia lui, draga mea! Ce folos fi
aduce ea? La ce-i serveste? Nici macar multumirea asta nu o
are—ha! ha! ha! Ca-1 vom mosteni odatd si cd vom intrebuinta

in felul cum stim noi averea lui.

— Ard de nerdbdare! urma nepoata; si surorile nepoatei
si toate celelalte dame, care erau de fatd, ardtarda aceeasi
dorinta.

—Oh! Cat despre mine, eu am rabdare, relua nepotul,
eu n-am inimd sa-i vreau rdul; mai curand il deplang; cine
suferd de pe urma firii sale rautdcioase? El cel dintai; si-a pus
in cap sd ne dispretuiasca si sd refuze masa noastra: ce castiga
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consequence? He don’t lose much of a dinner.”

“Indeed, I think he loses a very good dinner,”
interrupted Scrooge’s niece. Everybody else said the same, and
they must be allowed to have been competent judges, because
they had just had dinner; and, with the dessert upon the table,
were clustered round the fire, by lamplight.

“Well! Tam very glad to hear it,” said Scrooge’s nephew;
“because I haven’t any great faith in these young housekeepers.
What do you say, Topper?”

Topper had clearly got his eye upon one of Scrooge’s
niece’s sisters, for he answered that a bachelor was a wretched
outcast, who had no right to express an opinion on the subject.
Whereat Scrooge’s niece’s sister — the plump one with the lace
tucker; not the one with the roses —blushed.

“Do go on, Fred,” said Scrooge’s niece, clapping her
hands. “He never finishes what he begins to say! He is such a
ridiculous fellow!”

Scrooge’s nephew revelled in another laugh, and as it
was impossible to keep the infection off —though the plump
sister tried hard to do it with aromatic vinegar —his example
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din asta? Nimic; ce-i drept insd, nici nu pierde tocmai o masa
strasnica.

—Ba eu cred ca pierde o masd strasnicd, zise nepoata
lui Scrooge; ceilalti ziserd ca si dansa, deoarece ispravisera de
mancat si erau la desert, vorbeau cu oarecare pricepere.
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was unanimously followed.

“I was only going to say,” said Scrooge’s nephew, “that
the consequence of his taking a dislike to us, and not making
merry with us, is, as I think, that he loses some pleasant
moments, which could do him no harm. I am sure he loses
pleasanter companions than he can find in his own thoughts,
either in his mouldy old office, or his dusty chambers. I mean
to give him the same chance every year, whether he likes it or
not, for I pity him. He may rail at Christmas till he dies, but he
can’t help thinking better of it—I defy him—if he finds me
going there, in good temper, year after year, and saying, Uncle
Scrooge, how are you? If it only puts him in the vein to leave
his poor clerk fifty pounds, that’s something; and I think I
shook him yesterday.”

It was their turn to laugh now, at the notion of his
shaking Scrooge. But being thoroughly good-natured, and not
much caring what they laughed at, so that they laughed at any
rate, he encouraged them in their merriment, and passed the
bottle, joyously.

After tea, they had some music. For they were a musical
family, and knew what they were about, when they sung a glee
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—Daca nu m-ati fi intrerupt, relua nepotul lui Scrooge,
voiam sa adaug cd pierde o societate mai placutd decat aceea
a gandurilor sale, fie in vechiul sdu birou mucegdit, fie in
camera lui cea plind de praf; dar poate sa nu ne iubeasca cat
i-o pldcea, eu unul am sa ma duc in toti anii sa-i fac urarile
mele, cdci il plang. Poate sd-si batd joc de Crdciun pand la
moarte, dar la urma urmelor tot are sd-si schimbe parerea,
vazandu-ma ca vin in toti anii cu bucurie sa-1 intreb: ,,Ce mai
faci, unchiule Scrooge?” Chiar daca staruinta mea n-ar folosi
decét a-l face sd dea sdarmanului sdu contabil cincizeci de lire
sterline, incd as fi multumit..., si dacd nu ma insel, l-am cam

zdruncinat ieri.

Ideea ce exprima nepotul lui Scrooge, ideea de a fi
zdruncinat pe unchiul sau, ii facu pe toti sd rada iar el, fericit
de a-i vedea razand, si in paguba sa, 1i incuraja in veselia lor
facand sa circule sticla printre ei.

Dupa ceai, se facu putind muzica, cdci era o familie de
muzicanti care cantau de minune, puteti sd ma crede;i, si mai
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or catch, I can assure you: especially Topper, who could growl
away in the bass like a good one, and never swell the large
veins in his forehead, or get red in the face over it. Scrooge’s
niece played well upon the harp; and played among other
tunes a simple little air (a mere nothing: you might learn to
whistle it in two minutes), which had been familiar to the child
who fetched Scrooge from the boarding-school, as he had been
reminded by the Ghost of Christmas Past. When this strain of
music sounded, all the things that ghost had shown him, came
upon his mind; he softened more and more; and thought that
if he could have listened to it often, years ago, he might have
cultivated the kindnesses of life for his own happiness with his
own hands, without resorting to the sexton’s spade that buried
Jacob Marley.

But they didn’t devote the whole evening to music.
After a while they played at forfeits; for it is good to be children
sometimes, and never better than at Christmas, when its
mighty Founder was a child Himself. Stop! There was first a
game at blindman’s-buff. Of course there was. And I no more
believe Topper was really blind than I believe he had eyes in
his boots. My opinion is, that it was a done thing between
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ales Topper, amicul nepotului lui Scrooge, care facea sa bubuie
basul ca un artist, fard a-i se vedea vinele fruntii umflandu-se
si fard ca obrazul sa-i roseasca. Nepoata lui Scrooge canta
binisor din harpd; intre alte bucati, ea cantd in seara aceea o
arie care placea mai mult micutei Scrooge, ceea care mersese
sd ia pe fratele sau din pension. La aceste sunete asa de
familiare Scrooge, din ce in ce mai induiosat, vazu apdrand
toate imaginele pe care i le ardtase inainte Duhul Craciunului
trecut; isi zise in sine insusi, cd, de ar fi auzit mai des aceste

note, ar fi fost poate mai putin nepasator la bunatatile vietii.

Dar toatd seara nu trecu cu muzica. Se jucra si gajuri:
cdci e bine sd te intorci la copildrie cateodata, si mai ales de
Crdciun, care e sarbatoarea dumnezeescului copil. Jucara si
de-a baba-oarba si Topper primi cel dintai sa i se lege ochii.
Cum 1insa i lega nepotul lui Scrooge, parerea mea este ca
amandoi prietenii au fost intelesi; pretinsul orb vedea asa de
bine, ca se tinea intr-una dupad una si aceeasi persoand, si
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him and Scrooge’s nephew; and that the Ghost of Christmas
Present knew it. The way he went after that plump sister in the
lace tucker, was an outrage on the credulity of human nature.
Knocking down the fire-irons, tumbling over the chairs,
bumping up against the piano, smothering himself among the
curtains, wherever she went, there went he! He always knew
where the plump sister was. He wouldn’t catch anybody else.
If you had fallen up against him (as some of them did) on
purpose, he would have made a feint of endeavouring to seize
you, which would have been an affront to your understanding,
and would instantly have sidled off in the direction of the
plump sister. She often cried out that it wasn’t fair: and it really
was not. But when at last he caught her —when, in spite of all
her silken rustlings, and her rapid flutterings past him, he got
her into a corner whence there was no escape—then his
conduct was the most execrable. For his pretending not to
know her —his pretending that it was necessary to touch her
head-dress, and further to assure himself of her identity by
pressing a certain ring upon her finger, and a certain chain
about her neck —was vile, monstrous! No doubt she told him
her opinion of it, when, another blindman being in office, they
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anume dupa sora nepoatei lui Scrooge, o fatd grasutd, care
degeaba fugea si se ascundea, cand indaratul unui jet, cand
dupa o perdea, cdci fu prinsa. Si ce nedemn s-a purtat Topper
cu dansa! Sub cuvant ca nu o recunoaste, ii atinsese parul, apoi
unul din degetele care purta un inel, {i puse ména pe lantul ce
purta de gat... in sfarsit lucruri ingrozitoare! Tanara fata fi facu
mustrdri aspre, si cand batista trecu pe alti ochi, ei avura o
lamurire tainicd langa fereastra.
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were so very confidential together, behind the curtains.

Scrooge’s niece was not one of the blindman’s-buff
party, but was made comfortable with a large chair and a foot-
stool, in a snug corner, where the ghost and Scrooge were close
behind her. But she joined in the forfeits, and loved her love to
admiration with all the letters of the alphabet. Likewise at the
game of How, When, and Where, she was very great, and, to
the secret joy of Scrooge’s nephew, beat her sisters hollow:
though they were sharp girls too, as Topper could have told
you. There might have been twenty people there, young and
old, but they all played, and so did Scrooge; for, wholly
forgetting in the interest he had in what was going on, that his
voice made no sound in their ears, he sometimes came out with
his guess quite loud, and very often guessed right, too; for the
sharpest needle, best Whitechapel, warranted not to cut in the
eye, was not sharper than Scrooge; blunt as he took it in his
head to be.

The ghost was greatly pleased to find him in this mood,
and looked upon him with such favour, that he begged like a
boy to be allowed to stay until the guests departed. But this the
spirit said could not be done.
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La jocul acesta si la altele incd, Scrooge simti multa
plécere, si cu dragd inimd s-ar fi amestecat si el; dar Duhul
nu-i dete rdgaz si vru sa plece. Scrooge il ruga ca un copil sa
mai stea, mdcar o jumadtate de ord, fiindca tocmai incepuse un
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“Here is a new game,” said Scrooge. “One half-hour,
spirit, only one!”

It was a game called Yes and No, where Scrooge’s
nephew had to think of something, and the rest must find out
what; he only answering to their questions yes or no, as the case
was. The brisk fire of questioning to which he was exposed,
elicited from him that he was thinking of an animal, a live
animal, rather a disagreeable animal, a savage animal, an
animal that growled and grunted sometimes, and talked
sometimes, and lived in London, and walked about the streets,
and wasn’t made a show of, and wasn’t led by anybody, and
didn’t live in a menagerie, and was never killed in a market,
and was not a horse or an ass, or a cow, or a bull, or a tiger, or
a dog, or a pig, or a cat, or a bear. At every fresh question that
was put to him, this nephew burst into a fresh roar of laughter;
and was so inexpressibly tickled that he was obliged to get up
off the sofa and stamp. At last the plump sister, falling into a
similar state, cried out—

“I have found it out!  know what it is, Fred! I know what
it is!”

“What is it?” cried Fred.
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joc nou. Duhul consimti.

Era jocul in da sau nu. Asa bundoard, eu ma gandesc la
cineva sau la ceva si iti zic sd ghicesti; eu iti rdspund da sau iti
rdspund nu.—Eu md gandesc, zise Topper, la un animal, un
animal viu, animal nepldcut, animal salbatic, animal care aici
maraie, aici vorbeste, care vietuieste in Londra, care se plimba
pe uliti, pe care nu-1 poti vedea pentru bani, care e fara botnita,
care nu se afld la menajerie, care nu se taie la mécelarie, care
nu e nici cal, nici mdgar, nici vacd, nici taur, nici tigru, nici
caine, nici purcel, nici pisicd, nici macar urs. Ghiciti cine e? —
Am ghicit, am ghicit, strigd nepoata lui Scrooge.—Ei bine,
cine-i, spune? — E unchiul Scro-o-o-oge!

f v”:%'; i
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“It's your uncle Scro-o-o0-0-oge!”

Which it certainly was. Admiration was the universal
sentiment, though some objected that the reply to “Is it a bear?”
ought to have been “Yes”; inasmuch as an answer in the
negative was sufficient to have diverted their thoughts from
Mr Scrooge, supposing they had ever had any tendency that
way.

“He has given us plenty of merriment, I am sure,” said
Fred, “and it would be ungrateful not to drink his health. Here
is a glass of mulled wine ready to our hand at the moment; and
I say, “Uncle Scrooge!"”

“Well! Uncle Scrooge!” they cried.

“A Merry Christmas and A Happy New Year to the old
man, whatever he is!” said Scrooge’s nephew. “He wouldn't
take it from me, but may he have it, nevertheless. Uncle
Scrooge!”

Uncle Scrooge had imperceptibly become so gay and
light of heart, that he would have pledged the unconscious
company in return, and thanked them in an inaudible speech,
if the ghost had given him time. But the whole scene passed off
in the breath of the last word spoken by his nephew; and he
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Hohotele ras furd nesfarsite, si nepotul lui Scrooge rase
mai mult decat toti; dar se grabi sa adauge: bietul unchi, ce-i
drept, ne-a facut prea mult sa petrecem astdzi, ca sd nu bem
un pahar in sdndtatea lui: asadar un pahar cu vin cald, si-n
sdndtatea unchiului Scrooge!

In sdndtatea unchiului Scrooge, repetara toti in cor; sa
aibd parte de un Crdciun vesel si de un an fericit!

Unchiul Scrooge se simti atat de vesel si atat de
entuziasmat de veselia tuturor, cd ar fi fost gata sd ia parte la
toastul societatii si sd pronunte un discurs de multumire, daca
Duhul i-ar fi dat timp; dar deja Duhul si Scrooge isi reluasera
firul calatoriei lor. Vazura multe tari, si lume multa:

C ONTEMPORARY

Literature P rEss

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2015



Charles Dickens
A Christmas Carol. 1843
O noapte de Craciun. 1907
Parallel Texts.

and the spirit were again upon their travels.

Much they saw, and far they went, and many homes
they visited, but always with a happy end. The spirit stood
beside sick-beds, and they were cheerful; on foreign lands, and
they were close at home; by struggling men, and they were
patient in their greater hope; by poverty, and it was rich. In
almshouse, hospital, and jail, in misery’s every refuge, where
vain man in his little brief authority had not made fast the door,
and barred the spirit out, he left his blessing, and taught
Scrooge his precepts.

It was a long night, if it were only a night; but Scrooge
had his doubts of this, because the Christmas holidays
appeared to be condensed into the space of time they passed
together. It was strange, too, that while Scrooge remained
unaltered in his outward form, the ghost grew older, clearly
older. Scrooge had observed this change, but never spoke of it,
until they left a children’s Twelfth Night party, when, looking
at the spirit as they stood together in an open space, he noticed
that its hair was gray.

“ Are spirits” lives so short?” asked Scrooge.

“My life upon this globe is very brief,” replied the ghost.
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pretutindeni numai fericiti. Duhul se apropia de patul celor
bolnavi, si bolnavii parcd recdpdtau putere; se apropria de un
exilat, si exilatul se credea in patria lui; de un om mahnit, si
acesta prindea sperantd; de un sdrac, si acela devenea bogat.
In spitale, in inchisori, pretutindeni unde poarta nu era
inchisd, Duhul Craciunului ldsa binecuvantarea sa si dadea o
lectie noua lui Scrooge.

A fost o noapte cam lungd, dacd intr-adevar a fost
numai una, lucru de care Scrooge se indoia; mai multe
sdrbdtori de Crdciun fuseserd pentru dansul ingramadite intr-
una singurd. Dar ciudat: pe cand Scrooge ramanea acelasi in
vechea sa formda exterioard, Duhul se ficea din ce in ce mai
batran. La iesirea de la un revelion de copii, Scrooge baga de
seamd cd pdrul Duhului albise, si-l intrebd, in sfarsit daca
Duhurile au o viata asa de scurta.

— Viata mea pe acest glob e foarte scurtd, intr-adevar,
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“It ends to-night.”

“To-night!” cried Scrooge.

“To-night at midnight. Hark! The time is drawing near.”

The chimes were ringing the three-quarters-past eleven
at that moment.

“Forgive me if I am not justified in what I ask,” said
Scrooge, looking intently at the spirit's robe, “but I see
something strange, and not belonging to yourself, protruding
from your skirts. Is it a foot or a claw?”

“It might be a claw, for the flesh there is upon it,” was
the spirit’s sorrowful reply. “Look here.”

From the foldings of its robe, it brought two children;
wretched, abject, frightful, hideous, miserable. They kneeled
down at its feet, and clung upon the outside of its garment.

“Oh, man! look here! Look, look, down here!” exclaimed
the ghost.

They were a boy and girl. Yellow, meagre, ragged,
scowling, wolfish; but prostrate, too, in their humility. Where
graceful youth should have filled their features out, and
touched them with its freshest tints, a stale and shrivelled
hand, like that of age, had pinched and twisted them, and
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rdspunse Duhul; ea sfarseste noaptea asta.
—Noaptea asta! striga Scrooge.
—Da, la miezul noptii. Ascultd, ceasul se apropie.
Ceasornicul batu trei sferturi peste unsprezece.

—larta-md, cd indrdznesc sd te intreb, zise Scrooge
privind cu atentie tunica Duhului, dar mi se pare cd vad ceva
ciudat care se misca sub haina ta... E un picior sau o mana?

—Priveste! rdspunse cu tristete Duhul.

Si din indoiturile hainei sale, scoase doi copiii, doua
fapturi prapddite, scarboase si hidoase, care ingenuncheara
cdzand. Era un bdiat si o fatd, améandoi galbeni, slabi,
nemancati; doi ingeri decdzuti sau doua fiinte drdcesti.
Scrooge se dddu inapoi ingrozit.
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pulled them into shreds. Where angels might have sat
enthroned, devils lurked, and glared out menacing. No change,
no degradation, no perversion of humanity, in any grade,
through all the mysteries of wonderful creation, has monsters
half so horrible and dread.

Scrooge started back, appalled. Having them shown to
him in this way, he tried to say they were fine children, but the
words choked themselves, rather than be parties to a lie of such
enormous magnitude.

“Spirit! are they yours?” Scrooge could say no more.

4 ”

“They are man’s,” said the spirit, looking down upon
them. “And they cling to me, appealing from their fathers. This
boy is Ignorance. This girl is Want. Beware them both, and all
of their degree, but most of all beware this boy, for on his brow
I see that written which is Doom, unless the writing be erased.
Deny it!” cried the spirit, stretching out its hand towards the
city. “Slander those who tell it ye! Admit it for your factious
,,,

purposes, and make it worse! And bide the end
“Have they no refuge or resource?” cried Scrooge.

“ Are there no prisons?” said the spirit, turning on him
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—Duhule, sunt ei copii tdi? intreba el.

— Ai mei? Zi mai bine ca sunt copiii omului, si cd se
agata de mine jelindu-se de parintii lor. Acesta e nestiinta;
cestalalt e mizeria. Fereste-te de una si de alta, mai ales de cea
dintadi, cdci citesc pe fruntea ei o soartd ingrozitoare...
Tagaduieste-o daca poti, adause Duhul adresandu-se Londrei,
tu care ai zamislit-o si care te servesti de ea in scopurile tale
razvratitoare... dar tremura!

—N-au ei oare nici un loc de addpost, nici un ajutor?
intreba Scrooge.
—Nu sunt inchisori? rdaspunse Duhul intorcandu-i
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for the last time with his own words. “Are there no
workhouses?”

The bell struck twelve.

Scrooge looked about him for the ghost, and saw it not.
As the last stroke ceased to vibrate, he remembered the
prediction of old Jacob Marley, and lifting up his eyes, beheld
a solemn phantom, draped and hooded, coming, like a mist

along the ground, towards him.
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ironic pentru cea din urma oard, insesi cuvintele sale; nu-s
aziluri pentru sdraci?

Ceasornicul batu doudsprezece.

Scrooge se uitd la Duh, dar Duhul pierise. La ultima
bataie a clopotului, isi aduse aminte de prezicerea batranului
Jacob Marley; zdri o fantoma solemna si acoperitd cu o manta
cu gluga, care venea spre dansul, alunecand pe pamant ca un
abur.
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The phantom slowly, gravely, silently approached.
When it came near him, Scrooge bent down upon his knee; for
in the very air through which this spirit moved it seemed to
scatter gloom and mystery.

It was shrouded in a deep-black garment, which
concealed its head, its face, its form, and left nothing of it visible
save one outstretched hand. But for this it would have been
difficult to detach its figure from the night, and separate it from
the darkness by which it was surrounded.

He felt that it was tall and stately when it came beside
him, and that its mysterious presence filled him with a solemn
dread. He knew no more, for the spirit neither spoke nor
moved.

“I am in the presence of the Ghost of Christmas Yet to
Come?” said Scrooge.

The spirit answered not, but pointed onward with its
hand.

“You are about to show me shadows of the things that
have not happened, but will happen in the time before us,”
Scrooge pursued. “Is that so, spirit?”
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Al treilea Duh venea incet, grav si tacut. Cand il vazu
numai la doi pasi, Scrooge cazu in genunchi, presimti cd ceva
groaznic il ameninta. Haina cea lunga si neagra a Duhului
acoperea capul, obrazul si tot trupul lui, neldsand liber decat
o mand intinsa, fara de care ar fi fost greu de deosebit aceasta
figurd de noaptea care o invaluia.

L P o Sl
—Ma aflu desigur in fata fantomei Craciunului viitor?
intreba Scrooge, luandu-si inima in dinti.
Duhul nu raspunse nimic, dar cu mana ii facu semn sa
privescd in jos.
—Vrei sa-mi arati icoanele lucrurilor care n-au fost

incd, dar care vor fi in viitor, nu e asa, Duhule?
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The upper portion of the garment was contracted for an
instant in its folds, as if the spirit had inclined its head. That
was the only answer he received.

Although well used to ghostly company by this time,
Scrooge feared the silent shape so much that his legs trembled
beneath him, and he found that he could hardly stand when he
prepared to follow it. The spirit paused a moment, as observing
his condition, and giving him time to recover.

But Scrooge was all the worse for this. It thrilled him
with a vague uncertain horror, to know that behind the dusky
shroud there were ghostly eyes intently fixed upon him, while
he, though he stretched his own to the utmost, could see
nothing but a spectral hand and one great heap of black.

“Ghost of the future!” he exclaimed, “I fear you more
than any spectre I have seen. But as I know your purpose is to
do me good, and as I hope to live to be another man from what
I was, I am prepared to bear you company, and do it with a
thankful heart. Will you not speak to me?”

It gave him no reply. The hand was pointed straight
before them.

“Lead on!” said Scrooge. “Lead on! The night is waning
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La acestd noud intrebare a lui Scrooge, Duhul se
multumi a da din cap; cel putin asa isi explicd Scrooge o
miscare a glugii.

Cu toate cd Scrooge incepuse a se obisnui cu Duhurile,
el avu o groazd asa de mare de Duhul acesta, ca picioarele i
se muiard, si putu cu mare greutate sa-1 urmeze. Duhul se
opri un minut, ca sa-i dea timp sa-si reculeaga puterile; dar
Scrooge simti groaza sa marindu-se, vazand cum de sub acea
invelitoare neagra ieseau doi ochi care se pironeau pe dansul,
desi el in zadar privea, cdci nu deosebea nimic alt decét o
mand de fantomd si o umbra neagra.

—Dubh al viitorului! striga el; tu ma infiori mai mult
decét toate fantomele pe care le-am vazut; dar fiindca stiu ca
esti trimis pentru binele meu, si fiindca sper sa trdiesc de aici
inainte cu totul altfel decat pand acum, sunt gata sa te urmez
cu inima recunoascéatoare. Nu vrei sa-mi vorbesti?

Nici un rdspuns. Numai cu mana ii ficu semn sa
mearga.

—Ja-o inaintea mea, te rog: noaptea trece repede si
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fast, and it is precious time to me, I know. Lead on, spirit!”

The phantom moved away as it had come towards him.
Scrooge followed in the shadow of its dress, which bore him
up, he thought, and carried him along.

They scarcely seemed to enter the city; for the city rather
seemed to spring up about them, and encompass them of its
own act. But there they were, in the heart of it; on ‘Change,
amongst the merchants; who hurried up and down, and
chinked the money in their pockets, and conversed in groups,
and looked at their watches, and trifled thoughtfully with their
great gold seals; and so forth, as Scrooge had seen them often.

The spirit stopped beside one little knot of business
men. Observing that the hand was pointed to them, Scrooge
advanced to listen to their talk.

“No,” said a great fat man with a monstrous chin, “I
don’t know much about it either way. I only know he’s dead.”

“When did he die?” inquired another.

“Last night, I believe.”

“Why, what was the matter with him?” asked a third,
taking a vast quantity of snuff out of a very large snuff-box. “I
thought he’d never die.”
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timpul nostru e pretios; mergi inaintea mea, Duhule!

Fantoma isi relua mersul ei solemn; Scrooge o urma in
umbra hainei sale, si i se paru cd este dus de ea. Nu pot sa zic
precis cd au intrat intr-un oras; mai curand venea orasul spre
ei si 1i invaluia in miscarea sa. Ajunsera astfel pand la Bursa,
si se amestecard printre grupurile de bancheri si de samsari,
unii sunand banii in buzunare, altii uitindu-se la ceasornic si
jucandu-se ganditori cu brelocul lantului, asa cum Scrooge il
vdzuse de atatea ori.

Duhul se opri aldturi de cativa, care vorbeau intre ei si
ardta cdtre ei, iar Scrooge stdtu sa-i asculte.

—Nu stiu, rdspunse un om gras cu o barbie
monstruoasd, nu stiu nimic; tot ce stiu e ca a murit.

—Cand? intreba un altul.

—Noaptea trecutd, mi se pare.

—Ce fel! A murit? Eu credeam ci n-are si moard
niciodatd, zise un al treilea, luand o prizd enormd de tabac
dintr-o tabachera mare.
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“God knows,” said the first, with a yawn.

“What has he done with his money?” asked a red-faced
gentleman with a pendulous excrescence on the end of his
nose, that shook like the gills of a turkey-cock.

“I haven’t heard,” said the man with the large chin,
yawning again. “Left it to his company, perhaps. He hasn’t left
it to me. That’s all I know.”

This pleasantry was received with a general laugh.

“It’s likely to be a very cheap funeral,” said the same
speaker; “for upon my life I don’t know of anybody to go to it.
Suppose we make up a party and volunteer?”

“I don’t mind going if a lunch is provided,” observed
the gentleman with the excrescence on his nose. “But I must be
fed, if I make one.”

Another laugh.

“Well, I am the most disinterested among you, after all,”
said the first speaker, “for I never wear black gloves, and I
never eat lunch. But I'll offer to go, if anybody else will. When
I come to think of it, I'm not at all sure that I wasn’t his most
particular friend; for we used to stop and speak whenever we
met. Bye, bye!”
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—Dar cu banii ce a facut? intreba un gentleman al
carui nas era impodobit cu un cucui la fel cu creasta unui
curcan.
cu barbia

—Stiu eu, rdspunse cdscand omul

monstruoasd; tot ce stiu e cd nu mi i-a ldsat mie.

Gluma aceasta ii facu pe toti sa rada in hohote.

—Inmormantarea va fi de sigur ieftind, mai zise tot el.
Cine vreti sa insoteasca cosciugul? Nu va fi nevoie de trasuri
multe. Dacd am merge si noi, asa, de placere?

—Eu nu md impotrivesc, numai sd gdsim ceva de
mancare, replicd omul cu o umfldtura pe nas, si dacd merg,
vreau cel putin sa nu plec flimand de acolo.

Alt hohot de rés.

— Constat, zise cel care vorbise intdi, cd sunt cel mai
dezinteresat dintre voi, cdci eu nu port niciodata manusi
negre si nu-mi place cheful. Ma voi duce totusi, chiar daca
nimeni nu s-ar duce. Cand ma gandesc bine, eu am fost, mi
se pare, cel mai bun prieten al sdu: niciodatd nu ne intdlneam
fira a ne vorbi. Adio, domnilor, adio!
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Speakers and listeners strolled away, and mixed with
other groups. Scrooge knew the men, and looked towards the
spirit for an explanation.

The phantom glided on into a street. Its finger pointed
to two persons meeting. Scrooge listened again, thinking that
the explanation might lie here.

He knew these men, also, perfectly. They were men of
business, very wealthy, and of great importance. He had made
a point of always standing well in their esteem —in a business
point of view, that is; strictly in a business point of view.

“How are you?” said one.

“How are you?” returned the other.

“Well!” said the first. “Old Scratch has got his own at
last, hey?”

“So I am told,” returned the second. “Cold, isn’t it?”

“Seasonable for Christmas time. You are not a skater, |
suppose?”

“No. No. Something else to think of. Good-morning!”

Not another word. That was their meeting, their
conversation, and their parting.

Scrooge was at first inclined to be surprised that the
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Grupul se imprastie. Scrooge ceru o lamurire Duhului.
Acesta patrunse intr-o ulita, si-i ardta cu degetul doi trecatori
care se intalneau. Scrooge ascultd, crezand cd de la ei va avea

ldmurirea.

Erau doi negustori bogati pe care ii cunostea, si cu care
se silise a se afla intotdeauna in bune legaturi.

— Ce mai faci? zise unul.

— Cum o duci? zise celalalt.

—Binisor... In sfarsit, stii ci bitranul zgarie-branza a
dat ortul popii.

—Am auzit si eu... E frig, nu-i asa? E un ger de
decembrie. Cam aluneci.

—Nu. Md gandesc la altceva. La revedere!

Niciun cuvant mai mult, si ce doi negustori se
despartira.

7

Ce insemnadtate putea sa dea Duhul unor convorbiri
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spirit should attach importance to conversations apparently so
trivial; but feeling assured that they must have some hidden
purpose, he set himself to consider what it was likely to be.
They could scarcely be supposed to have any bearing on the
death of Jacob, his old partner, for that was past, and this
ghost’s province was the future. Nor could he think of any one
immediately connected with himself to whom he could apply
them. But nothing doubting that to whomsoever they applied
they had some latent moral for his own improvement, he
resolved to treasure up every word he heard, and everything
he saw; and especially to observe the shadow of himself when
it appeared. For he had an expectation that the conduct of his
future self would give him the clue he missed, and would
render the solution of these riddles easy.

He looked about in that very place for his own image;
but another man stood in his accustomed corner, and though
the clock pointed to his usual time of day for being there, he
saw no likeness of himself among the multitudes that poured
in through the porch. It gave him little surprise, however; for
he had been revolving in his mind a change of life, and thought
and hoped he saw his new-born resolutions carried out in this.
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madrunte? Cine sa fi murit? Despre Jacob Marley nici nu putea
fivorba... Aceasta murise de mult. Apoi insotitorul sau era un
Duh al viitorului. Sa fie oare..? Scrooge isi puse in gand sa
asculte acum cu amandoud urechile si sa priveasca cu luare
aminte cele ce aveau sd se petreacd, dar mai ales sa bage de
seamd la propria lui umbra atunci cand va trece dinaintea-i,
asteptandu-se sa ghiceascd toatd taina din felul cum se va
purta eul lui viitor. Se cdutd dar in locul sdu obisnuit, dar un
altul i-1 luase; in zadar arédta ceasornicul Bursei ora fixd caAnd
el obisnuia sd vind; nu vedea pe nimeni care sa-i semene in
acea gloatd, care se imbulzea pe treptele de la intrarea
palatului Bursei. Surprinderea sa insa nu tinu mult, céci deja

medita la o schimbare desavarsita a traiului sdu obisnuit.
PLUGUSOR 1980 unnens i T

la sunali din zurgdldi
Si-aduceti mulfamul mai
Hai, had

Pentru cei ce construiesc
Pe pamintul rominesc
Viafa noud,-nfloritoare
Hai cu tofii mdi flicsi
Peste munti si peste vii
fost_ min bogat, Si urdm din zurgdldi,
 ‘ndffat_un imn ale i’
Penteu-al Xil-lea Congres
Cintind dragostea fierbinte
Pentru bravul presedinte

lar acuma Ja plecare
mai facem o urare
Ciltre tofi care muncesc
i rodul {arii sporesc:
at, cu bucurie
Cu roade, cu veselie,
In suflet si pe cimpie,
In uzinen scoli, acas
Gindul, fapta, nazuinta
Implinire si va fiel
d va fie plind masa
Visul in belsug rodeasca,
Florile s& umple casa
i ca-n datina stribund
Spicul griului si creascs
e vrabia — si mai mare,
urare

v In sérbitoare
1a mai’ minati mai,

Hai, hail
La anul si ko multi anil

Infelept conducitor

"Nalt exemplu, far si zbor;

Haideli i~ urdm in cor

Santate, fericire,

la urafi din plugusor

i sunati din zurgaléi

Sd risune munfi si vl
Hai, hait

Pentru zile
De partid a
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Quiet and dark, beside him stood the phantom, with its
outstretched hand. When he roused himself from his
thoughtful quest, he fancied from the turn of the hand, and its
situation in reference to himself, that the unseen eyes were
looking at him keenly. It made him shudder, and feel very cold.

They left the busy scene, and went into an obscure part
of the town, where Scrooge had never penetrated before,
although he recognised its situation, and its bad repute. The
ways were foul and narrow; the shops and houses wretched;
the people half-naked, drunken, slipshod, ugly. Alleys and
archways, like so many cesspools, disgorged their offences of
smell, and dirt, and life, upon the straggling streets; and the
whole quarter reeked with crime, with filth, and misery.

Far in this den of infamous resort, there was a low-
browed, beetling shop, below a pent-house roof, where iron,
old rags, bottles, bones, and greasy offal, were bought. Upon
the floor within, were piled up heaps of rusty keys, nails,
chains, hinges, files, scales, weights, and refuse iron of all
kinds. Secrets that few would like to scrutinise were bred and
hidden in mountains of unseemly rags, masses of corrupted fat,
and sepulchres of bones. Sitting in among the wares he dealt
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In vremea aceasta, fantoma stdtea langd dansul, cu
mana vesnic intinsd; i se paru lui Scrooge cd ochiul nevazut
al Duhului patrunsese adancul gandului sdu. Un fior rece ii

trecu prin oase.

Parasira locul zgomotos al afacerilor si mersera intr-o
mahala intunecoasd a orasului, unde piciorul lui Scrooge nu
cdlcase niciodatd inainte, dar al carui nume rau il stia. Ulitele
erau murdare si stramte, pravaliile si casele sdrdcdcioase,
locuitorii pe jumatate goi, cu ghete rupte, beti si hidosi.
Ulicioare, curti si cloace varsau murdariile lor peste acest
labirint, plin de crime, de noroi si de mizerie. Intr-unul din
colturile cele mai afumate ale acestei vizuini a pacatului si a
rusinii, era un beci scund si intunecos unde se vindeau fiare
vechi, sticle goale, zdrente, oase si tot felul de ramasite. Pe jos
induntru, erau ingramaddite chei ruginite, cuie, lanturi,
balamale, pile, vergele, tipsii desperechiate de balante etc.
Taine ce nu se rascolesc decat cu scarba se ascundeau sub
acele gramezi de zdrente, sub acele morminte de oase. In
mijlocul maérfurilor sale, langd o soba facutd din caramizi
vechi, un om de saptezeci de ani, vulpoi batran cu par alb, se
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in, by a charcoal stove, made of old bricks, was a gray-haired
rascal, nearly seventy years of age; who had screened himself
from the cold air without, by a frowsy curtaining of
miscellaneous tatters, hung upon a line; and smoked his pipe
in all the luxury of calm retirement.

Scrooge and the phantom came into the presence of this
man, just as a woman with a heavy bundle slunk into the shop.
But she had scarcely entered, when another woman, similarly
laden, came in too; and she was closely followed by a man in
faded black, who was no less startled by the sight of them than
they had been upon the recognition of each other. After a short
period of blank astonishment, in which the old man with the
pipe had joined them, they all three burst into a laugh.

“Let the charwoman alone to be the first!” cried she who
had entered first. “Let the laundress alone to be the second; and
let the undertaker’s man alone to be the third. Look here, old
Joe, here’s a chance! If we haven’t all three met here without
meaning it!”

“You couldn’t have met in a better place,” said old Joe,
removing his pipe from his mouth. “Come into the parlour.
You were made free of it long ago, you know; and the other
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apdra de frigul de afard printr-o perdea facuta dintr-o rufa
murdard, atarnatd de o franghie, si-si fuma luleaua cu toata
plécerea ce o dd singurdtatea.

Pe cand Scrooge si Duhul se gdseau in fata acestui om,
tocmai intrd o femeie care ducea un pachet greu, apoi alta,
incdrcatd tot astfel; iar dupa ele intrd imediat un om in haina
neagra murdara. Aceste trei persoane tresdrird
recunoscandu-se; dar dupd ce le trecu putin mirarea,

impadrtdsitd si de negustor, izbucnird catesitrele intr-un ras.

—Intai trebuie si treaci spilitoarea mortului, zise
femeia care intrase inaintea celorlalti; apoi vine randul
veghetoarei, si la urma randul cioclului. Ce zici de asta,
batrane Joe? Sa ne intalnim catesitrei aici, fara sa fi stiut unul
de altul!

—Nici nu se putea sd va intalniti intr-un loc mai bun
ca acesta, raspunse bdtranul Joe, scotand luleaua din gura.
Treceti in salon: aveti intrarea libera aici in orice minut.
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two ain’t strangers. Stop till I shut the door of the shop. Ah!
How it screaks! There ain’t such a rusty bit of metal in the place
as its own hinges, I believe; and I'm sure there’s no such old
bones here, as mine. Ha, ha! We're all suitable to our calling;
we're well matched. Come into the parlour. Come into the
parlour.”

The parlour was the space behind the screen of rags; the
old man raked the fire together with an old stair-rod, and
having trimmed his smoky lamp (for it was night) with the
stem of his pipe, put it into his mouth again.

While he did this, the woman who had already spoken
threw her bundle on the floor and sat down in a flaunting
manner on a stool; crossing her elbows on her knees, and
looking with a bold defiance at the other two.

“What odds then! What odds, Mrs. Dilber?” said the
woman. “Every person has a right to take care of
themselves. He always did!”

“That’s true, indeed!” said the laundress. “No man,
more s0.”

“Why then, don’t stand staring as if you was afraid,
woman; who's the wiser? We're not going to pick holes in each
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N-aveti de ce sd va jenati, nu va sunteti strdini unul altuia.
Asteptati numai sa inchid usa. Oh! Cum scartaie! Nu cred sa
existe aici o bucata de fier mai ruginitd ca tatanele ei, si sunt
sigur cd nu veti gasi in toatd pravalia un os mai batran ca
oasele mele. Ha! Ha! Ne-am potrivit de minune. Treceti in
salon, haideti!

Salonul era spatiul despartit de pravalie prin perdeaua
de petice. Negustorul zgandari focul cu un fier ce tinea
covorul pe trepte, si dupad ce indrepta fitilul lampii (era
noapte) cu luleaua, o puse la loc in gura.

In vremea aceasta, femeia care vorbise cea dintai,
tranti jos pachetul si se aseza plind de importantd pe un
scaunel; apoi, rezemandu-si coatele pe genunchi, privi pe
ceilalti cu neruginare in ochi.

—Fi bine, ce? N-avem oare dreptul, doamna Dilber,
zise ea dupd aceea, sd ingrijim fiecare de pielea sa? El n-a facut
la fel toatd viata lui?

— Adevarat, adevarat, raspunse ingrijitoarea, nimeni
mai mult ca dansul.

—Si ce stati de va uitati unul la altul ca niste fricosi?
Care dintre noi e altfel? Desigur cd n-avem de gand sd ne
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other’s coats, I suppose?”

“No, indeed!” said Mrs. Dilber and the man together.
“We should hope not.”

“Very well, then!” cried the woman. “That’s enough.
Who's the worse for the loss of a few things like these? Not a
dead man, I suppose.”

“No, indeed,” said Mrs. Dilber, laughing.

“If he wanted to keep ‘em after he was dead, a wicked
old screw,” pursued the woman, “why wasn’t he natural in his
lifetime? If he had been, he’d have had somebody to look after
him when he was struck with death, instead of lying gasping
out his last there, alone by himself.”

“It's the truest word that ever was spoke,” said Mrs.
Dilber. “It's a judgment on him.”

“I wish it was a little heavier judgment,” replied the
woman; “and it should have been, you may depend upon it, if
I could have laid my hands on anything else. Open that bundle,
old Joe, and let me know the value of it. Speak out plain. I'm
not afraid to be the first, nor afraid for them to see it. We knew
pretty well that we were helping ourselves, before we met here,
I believe. It’s no sin. Open the bundle, Joe.”
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scoatem ochii unul altuia.

—Desigur ca nu, raspunserd doamna Dilber si cioclul,
desigur cd nu.

—Ei bine! continud femeia, ajunge! Parca cine pierde,
cd am luat si noi cateva zdrente ca astea? Mortul desigur ca
nu.

—Negresit cd nu, raspunse doamna Dilber razand.

—Daca ar fi vrut calicul sd le pastreze dupa moarte,
urma cealaltd, de ce n-a fost mai darnic pe cand traia? Ar fi
avut acum pe cineva care sd vegheze la capataiul sdu, cand se
lupta cu moartea, in loc de a fi singur cuc atunci cand si-a dat
sufletul.

—N-ai spus niciodatd un adevdr mai mare, replica
doamna Dilber, 1-ai judecat asa cum merita.

—Imi pare riu c4 judecata mea nu e mai severs, urma
cea dintéia femeie si poate ar fi fost, zdu asa, daca as fi putut
pune mana pe altceva. Desfd legdtura asta, bdtrane Joe, si
spune-mi cat face. Dar sa spui drept. Nu md tem cd sunt cea
dintai si nici cd dumnealor ma vad. Fiecare din noi, mi se
pare, si-a facut socotelile inainte sa vind aici. Nu e niciun
pacat. Desfd legatura, Joe.
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But the gallantry of her friends would not allow of this;
and the man in faded black, mounting the breach first,
produced his plunder. It was not extensive. A seal or two, a
pencil-case, a pair of sleeve-buttons, and a brooch of no great
value, were all. They were severely examined and appraised
by old Joe, who chalked the sums he was disposed to give for
each, upon the wall, and added them up into a total when he
found that there was nothing more to come.

“That’s your account,” said Joe, “and I wouldn’t give
another sixpence, if I was to be boiled for not doing it. Who's
next?”

Mrs. Dilber was next. Sheets and towels, a little wearing
apparel, two old-fashioned silver tea-spoons, a pair of sugar-
tongs and a few boots. Her account was stated on the wall in
the same manner.

“I always give too much to ladies. It's a weakness of
mine, and that’s the way I ruin myself,” said old Joe. “That’s
your account. If you asked me for another penny, and made it
an open question, I'd repent of being so liberal, and knock off
half a crown.”
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Dar galanteria cioclului nu ingdduia altuia sa inceapa
asaltul inaintea lui, asa ca-si arata prada sa. Nu era tocmai
lucru mare: unul sau doua sigilii, un penar, doi butoni de
mangetd si o agrafd fara valoare... atata tot. Aceste diferite
articole fura cercetate si pretuite fiecare in parte de batranul
Joe, care insemnad pe zid cu creta sumele pe care era dispus sd
le dea si aduna totalul.

—Jatd socoteala d-tale, zise el, atdta dau, nici m3car o
jumadtate de siling mai mult, chiar de m-ai omori. Altul acum.

Dilber;
legdtura, cearsafuri, prosoape, o pereche sau doua de ghete,

Veni randul doamnei ea scoase dintr-o
doua lingurite de argint demodate si un cleste pentru zahar.
Socoteala fu facutd si de astd data tot cu cretd pe perete si in
acelasi chip.

—Dau intotdeauna mai mult femeilor, zise batranul
Joe. E o slabiciune a mea, care ma ruineaza. lata socoteala
dumitale. Daca mi-ai cere o centima mai mult, m-as cdi cd am
fost atat de darnic si as scadea juma’ de coroana.
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“And now undo my bundle, Joe,” said the first woman.

Joe went down on his knees for the greater convenience
of opening it, and having unfastened a great many knots,
dragged out a large heavy roll of some dark stuff.

“What do you call this?” said Joe. “Bed-curtains?”

“Ah!” returned the woman, laughing and leaning
forward on her crossed arms. “Bed-curtains!”

“You don’t mean to say you took ‘em down, rings and
all, with him lying there?” said Joe.

“Yes, I do,” replied the woman. “Why not?”

“You were born to make your fortune,” said Joe, “and
you'll certainly do it.”

“l certainly shan’t hold my hand, when I can get
anything in it by reaching it out, for the sake of such a man as
he was, I promise you, Joe,” returned the woman coolly. “Don’t
drop that oil upon the blankets, now.”

“His blankets?” asked Joe.

“Whose else’s do you think?” replied the woman. “He
isn’t likely to take cold without ‘em, I dare say.”

“I hope he didn’t die of anything catching? Eh?” said old
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—S$i acum desfa si pachetul meu, Joe, zise cea dintai
femeie.

Joe se puse in genunchi, ca sa-1 poata desface mai usor,
si dupa ce dezlegd cateva noduri scoase o bucatd groasa de
stofa de culoare inchisa.

—Dar ce-i asta? intreba Joe. Perdele de pat?

—Dal! raspunse femeia razand si aplecandu-se cu
bratele incrucisate. Perdele de pat!

— Ce fel? L-ai scos cu inele cu tot pe cand el zdcea inca
in pat? intrebad Joe.

—Dal! replica ea. Si de ce nu?

— Esti ndscutd pentru a face avere, si ai sd faci, zise Joe.

—Fireste cd n-am sa plec cu mana goald odatd ce am
intins-o pentru a apuca ceva... si cu atat mai vartos, cand e
vorba de un om de soiul dstuia! Fii bun si nu pica untdelemnul
din lampd peste cuverturi.

— Cuverturile lui? intreba Joe.

—Dar ale cui naiba sa fie? Ti-e fricd c-o sa rdceasca?

—Sper cd n-a murit de vreo boald molipsitoare, nu?
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Joe, stopping in his work, and looking up.

“Don’t you be afraid of that,” returned the woman. “I
ain’t so fond of his company that I'd loiter about him for such
things, if he did. Ah! You may look through that shirt till your
eyes ache; but you won't find a hole in it, nor a threadbare
place. It's the best he had, and a fine one too. They’d have
wasted it if it hadn’t been for me.”

“What do you call wasting of it?” asked old Joe.

“Putting it on him to be buried in, to be sure,” replied
the woman, with a laugh. “Somebody was fool enough to do it,
but I took it off again. If calico ain’t good enough for such a
purpose, it isn't good enough for anything. It's quite as
becoming to the body. He can’t look uglier than he did in that
one.”

Scrooge listened to this dialogue in horror. As they
sat grouped about their spoil, in the scanty light afforded by
the old man’s lamp, he viewed them with a detestation and
disgust, which could hardly have been greater, though they
had been obscene demons, marketing the corpse itself.

“Ha, ha!” laughed the same woman, when old Joe,
producing a flannel bag with money in it, told out their several
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intreba deodatd Joe, oprindu-se.

—Nu te teme, mosule! De altminteri nici eu nu stiu, ca
nu m-am dus sa-l intreb... Oh! Dar in ce priveste cimasa
aceasta, pot sd-ti plesneascd ochii uitdndu-te si n-ai sa zaresti
o singura gduricd, un singur locsor ros. E cea mai buna si cea

mai find camasa a lui, care fara mine ar fi fost pierduta.

— Ce intelegi prin pierduta? intreba Joe.

—Fiindca era sa fie ingropat cu ea, relud ea razand. A
fost un ndting acolo care i-o pusese, dar i-am scos-o...
Bumbacul e destul de bun pentru morti; si, apoi, si cu ea si

fara ea, tot groaznic ar fi aratat.

Scrooge asculta cu groazd aceasta convorbire. Acest
grup strans in jurul lucrurilor unui mort, la lumina slaba a
unei lampi, 1i insufld o scarba mai mare decat ar fi putut sa-i
insufle chiar dracii cei hidosi, care se ceartad pentru hoit.

—Ha! Ha! Ha! adauga femeia aceasta cu ranjet cinic
atunci cand Joe scoase din buzunar o punga de flaneld plina

C ONTEMPORARY

Literature P rEss

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2015



Charles Dickens
A Christmas Carol. 1843
O noapte de Craciun. 1907
Parallel Texts.

gains upon the ground. “This is the end of it, you see. He
frightened every one away from him when he was alive, to

'II

profit us when he was dead! Ha, ha, ha

“Spirit!” said Scrooge, shuddering from head to foot. “I
see, I see. The case of this unhappy man might be my own. My
life tends that way now. Merciful Heaven, what is this?”

He recoiled in terror, for the scene had changed, and
now he almost touched a bed —a bare, uncurtained bed —on
which, beneath a ragged sheet, there lay a something covered
up, which though it was dumb, announced itself in awful
language. The room was very dark, too dark to be observed
with any accuracy, though Scrooge glanced round it in
obedience to a secret impulse, anxious to know what kind of
room it was. A pale light, rising in the outer air, fell straight
upon the bed; and on it, plundered and bereft, unwatched,
unwept, uncared for, was the body of this man.

Scrooge glanced towards the phantom. Its steady hand
was pointed to the head. The cover was so carelessly adjusted
that the slightest raising of it, the motion of a finger upon
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cu bani si numara fiecdruia partea ce i se cuvenea. Si iatd asa
ispravesc lucrurile. Cat timp a trdit, ne-a tinut foarte departe
de dansul, si acum cand e mort castigam de pe urma lui. Ha!
Ha! Ha!

—Duhule! zise Scrooge, tremurand din cap pana in
picioare, am inteles, am inteles... Soarta acestui nenorocit ar
putea sa fie si a mea. Viata mea de pand acum, ma duce catre
acest sfarsit. Dar, Dumnezeule, ce vad?

Se dddu inapoi ingrozit: scena se schimbase, si acum
atingea parca un pat, un pat gol, fard perdele, pe care insd sub
un giulgiu sfasiat se odihnea o forma groaznicd, acoperita.
Camera era foarte intunecoasd, prea intunecoasa ca sa poata
vedea ldmurit cine era, cu toate cda Scrooge isi plimba
deasupra privirile, impins de o tainica curiozitate. O palida
lumina resfrangea cate o razd peste pat, si ldsa sd se vada un
cadavru despuiat, pardsit, la cdpdtdiul cdruia nimeni nu
plangea, nimeni nu veghea.

Scrooge isi intoarse privirile citre fantoma. Aceasta ii
ardta cu gestul capul mortului. Nu i-ar fi trebuit decat sa
miste putin cu degetul giulgiul care il acoperea intrucatva;
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Scrooge’s part, would have disclosed the face. He thought of it,
felt how easy it would be to do, and longed to do it; but had no
more power to withdraw the veil than to dismiss the spectre at
his side.

Oh, cold, cold, rigid, dreadful Death, set up thine altar
here, and dress it with such terrors as thou hast at thy
command; for this is thy dominion! But of the loved, revered,
and honoured head, thou canst not turn one hair to thy dread
purposes, or make one feature odious. It is not that the hand is
heavy, and will fall down when released; it is not that the heart
and pulse are still; but that the hand WAS open, generous, and
true; the heart brave, warm, and tender; and the pulse a man’s.
Strike, Shadow, strike! And see his good deeds springing from
the wound, to sow the world with life immortal!

No voice pronounced these words in Scrooge’s ears, and
yet he heard them when he looked upon the bed. He thought,
if this man could be raised up now, what would be his foremost
thoughts? Avarice, hard-dealing, griping cares? They have
brought him to a rich end, truly!

He lay, in the dark, empty house, with not a man, a
woman, or a child, to say, “he was kind to me in this or that,
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Scrooge se gandea s-o facd, dorea s-o facd, dar nu indradzni.

—Oh! isi zicea el, dacd acest om ar putea sd mai
trdiascd o datd, care ar fi primul sdu gand? Oare gandul
zgarceniei, al ldcomiei, al castigului? Gandul acesta nu l-a
adus oare catre acest sfarsit infiorator? Iata-1 acum singur in
casa pustie, si nu se gdseste o fiinta, barbat, femeie sau copil,
care sd zicd: , A fost bun pentru mine in cutare imprejurare;
si,
recunostinta pentru acest cuvant, sd zica ,Dumnezeu sa-1

mi-a adresat un cuvant binevoitor in cutare zi”; ca

ierte!”

M ‘ - ":C;r -

SAPTAMINA 25 XHl 1980 — 4 1 1981

pnosRAuun @ Joi, 1 lanuarie
@ Joi, 25 decem 11,00 — COPIli TARu VA UREA-
18,35 — DESENE ANIMATE ZA! — emisiune reunind secvente

din Plugusorul tineretului si al pio-
nierilor, precum si obiceiuri si da-
tini In interpretarea copiilor.
® Simbata, 3 ianuarie
10,00 — MATINEU DE VACANTA.
Film serial pentru copll.
. Duminicd, 4 ianuari

8,30 — TOT INA |NTB an sumar:
Agenda emisiunii — stid si repor-
taje ...de vacantd; Adresi pentru...
sase zile — reportaj realizat In
tabdra de la Pdltinis, jud. Sibiu, In
care Isi petrec o parte din vacanta
de lnrnl $i pionieri — presedinti ai

ilor sportive din scoli; Mai

sus 'hchchl — dialog cu prof. |

«Kum-Kum» — episodul 25 (ultimul
episod).
@ Duminici, 28 decembrie

8,30 — TOT INAINTE Din sumar:
Agenda pioniereascd — informa-
tii, reportaje despre manifestarile
organizate de pionieri In Intimpina-
rea Zilei Republicii; 10 la creatia
tehnicd — reportaj dedicat celor
mai valoroase lucrdri executate de
pionieri si elevi in cercuri scolare,
ateliere si laboratoare In anul 1980;
Perspectiva editoriald 1981 pen-
tru cartea tehnlco stllnmlcl. dosn
naté copiilor; Fiti i
rubricd de s!alun prncllc« CIncn
minuts ru
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and for the memory of one kind word I will be kind to him.”
A cat was tearing at the door, and there was a sound of
gnawing rats beneath the hearth-stone. What they wanted in
the room of death, and why they were so restless and
disturbed, Scrooge did not dare to think.
“Spirit!” he said, “this is a fearful place. In leaving it, I
shall not leave its lesson, trust me. Let us go!”

Still the ghost pointed with an unmoved finger to the
head.

“I understand you,” Scrooge returned, “and I would do
it, if I could. But I have not the power, spirit. I have not the
power.”

Again it seemed to look upon him.

“If there is any person in the town who feels emotion
caused by this man’s death,” said Scrooge, quite agonised,
“show that person to me, spirit, I beseech you!”

The phantom spread its dark robe before him for a
moment, like a wing; and withdrawing it, revealed a room by

daylight, where a mother and her children were.
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Se auzi un zgomot usor; o pisicd racdia la usd; apoi
indaratul sobei, soarecii rodeau ceva. Ce cdutau ei in aceasta
camerd de mort? Ce insemna nelinistea acestor animale?
Scrooge nu indrdzni sd cugete mai departe.

—Duhule, zise el, locul acesta e infioritor. il voi parasi
ducand cu mine lectia ce-mi dd, crede-mad, dar hai sa plecim
de aici!

Duhul insd ii ardta mereu cu degetul spre giulgiul
mortului.

—Te inteleg, urma Scrooge si dacd as putea, as face
ce-mi poruncesti; dar nu pot, Duhule, nu pot...

Duhul pdru cd rdscoleste cu privirea sa nevdzuta
fundul inimii lui Scrooge.

—Duhule, dacd e in oras cineva pe care sa-1 fi miscat
moartea acestui om, zise Scrooge cu neliniste dureroasd, te
rog, aratd-mi-1 pe acel cineva, Duhule!

Fantoma desfasura o clipa neagra sa haina intocmai ca
o aripd, apoi infasurandu-se la loc, se gasi deodatd intr-o
camerd, unde era 0 mama cu copiii ei.
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She was expecting some one, and with anxious
eagerness; for she walked up and down the room; started at
every sound; looked out from the window; glanced at the clock;
tried, but in vain, to work with her needle; and could hardly
bear the voices of her children in their play.

At length the long-expected knock was heard. She
hurried to the door, and met her husband; a man whose face
was careworn and depressed, though he was young. There was
a remarkable expression in it now; a kind of serious delight of
which he felt ashamed, and which he struggled to repress.

He sat down to the dinner that had been hoarding for
him by the fire; and when she asked him faintly what news
(which was not until after a long silence), he appeared
embarrassed how to answer.

“Is it good,” she said, “or bad?” —to help him.

“Bad,” he answered.

“We are quite ruined?”

“No. There is hope yet, Caroline.”

“If he relents,” she said, amazed, “there is! Nothing is
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Se facuse dimineatd; femeia astepta pe cineva, si
agitatd de o nerdbdare ingrijordtoare, caci mergea de colo
pana colo prin odaie, tresdrea la cel mai mic zgomot, privea
prin fereastra afard, se uita la ceasornic, incerca in zadar sa
lucreze cu acul si cu greu suporta zgomotul celor doi copii
care se jucau.

In sfarsit auzi bitaia cea doriti la usi. Ea alerga si
deschise barbatului sdu. Acest om, al cirui obraz trdda
urmele unor griji dureroase, desi tandr incd, avea in
momentul acesta o infatisare linistitd, ldsa sa se vada un fel
de bucurie sincera de care ii era rusine si pe care cauta sd o
indabuse.

Se puse sd mdndnce bucatele care asteptau pe foc
intoarcerea sa. Dupad o lunga tacere, ea indrazni sa-1 intrebe:

—Ei bine, ce veste?

El nu stia ce sa raspunda.

— Bund sau rea?

—Rea, rdspunse el.

—Suntem dar cu totul pierduti?

—Nu, mai e o sperantd, Caroline.

—Daca l-am putea indupleca, zise ea miratd, ar fi o
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past hope, if such a miracle has happened.”
“He is past relenting,” said her husband. “He is dead.”
She was a mild and patient creature if her face spoke
truth; but she was thankful in her soul to hear it, and she said
so, with clasped hands. She prayed forgiveness the next
moment, and was sorry; but the first was the emotion of her
heart.

“What the half-drunken woman whom I told you of last
night, said to me, when I tried to see him and obtain a week’s
delay, and what I thought was a mere excuse to avoid me, turns
out to have been quite true. He was not only very ill, but dying,
then.”

“To whom will our debt be transferred?”

“I don’t know. But before that time we shall be ready
with the money; and even though we were not, it would be bad
fortune indeed to find so merciless a creditor in his successor.
We may sleep to-night with light hearts, Caroline!”

Yes. Soften it as they would, their hearts were lighter.
The children’s faces, hushed and clustered round to hear
what they so little understood, were brighter; and it was a
happier house for this man’s death! The only emotion that the
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sperantd, poate; ar fi un miracol.

—Nu mai avem pe cine indupleca. A murit.

Era o creatura blanda si rabdédtoare, se vedea pe fata ei.
Totusi nu se putu opri sd nu se bucure in fundul sufletului ei,
si 0 spuse impreunandu-si mainile. Apoi fdcu o rugdciune,
cerand iertare lui Dumnezeu de pacatul ce facuse.

—Femeia pe jumatate beatd de aseard imi spusese,
cand am venit sa-1 rog ca sa-mi améane polita cu o séptamana.
Am crezut cd era o simpld scuza a lui; cand colo, nu numai ca
era bolnav, dar era pe moarte.

—Si pe ména cui trece polita noastra?

—Nu stiu, dar pand atunci vom avea banii; ce-i drept
ar fi o mare nenorocire, daca ar cidea in mana unui creditor
tot asa de nemilos ca si celdlalt. Oricum, putem dormi
noaptea asta fara grija, Caroline.

Da, ei simteau acum o greutate mai putin pe inimd. O
bucurie sincera insufletea obrajii copiilor, care venisera sa
asculte, desi nu intelegeau nimic. Familia aceasta datora
putin din fericirea ei mortii acestui om: singura emotie
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ghost could show him, caused by the event, was one of
pleasure.

“Let me see some tenderness connected with a death,”
said Scrooge; “or that dark chamber, spirit, which we left just
now, will be for ever present to me.”

The ghost conducted him through several streets
familiar to his feet; and as they went along, Scrooge looked here
and there to find himself, but nowhere was he to be seen. They
entered poor Bob Cratchit’s house—the dwelling he had
visited before —and found the mother and the children seated
round the fire.

Quiet. Very quiet. The noisy little Cratchits were as still
as statues in one corner, and sat looking up at Peter, who had
a book before him. The mother and her daughters were
engaged in sewing. But surely they were very quiet!

“And He took a child, and set him in the midst of
them.””
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pricinuitd de aceastd intamplare—singura emotie pe care
Duhul putu sd i-o arate lui Scrooge era una de bucurie la
auzul mortii lui.

—Duhule, zise Scrooge, dacd nu vrei ca odaia mortului
in care am fost adineaori sa fie vesnic dinaintea mea, sterge
aceastd amintire si fa-ma sa vad o scend duioasa pricinuita de
un mort.

Duhul il duse prin mai multe uliti care ii erau
cunoscute si, pe cand mergea, Scrooge privea in toate partile,
cd doar s-o recunoaste in cineva, dar nu se vdzu nicdieri.
Intrard in casa sarmanului Bob Cratchit, pe care Scrooge o
vizitase deja. Mama si copiii sedeau in jurul focului si
asteptau linistiti, foarte linistiti. Cei doi Cratchit, mititei si
zgomotosi stateau intr-un colt ca niste statui, cu ochii pironiti
pe fratele lor Peter, care se uita intr-o carte deschisa. Mama si
fetele coseau. Toatd lumea tdcea.

In momentul cand Scrooge si Duhul intrau in odaie,
Peter citea cu glas tare, asa ca Scrooge auzi aceste cuvinte:
., Si el lud copilul si-l agezd in mijlocul lor.”
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Where had Scrooge heard those words? He had not
dreamed them. The boy must have read them out, as he and
the spirit crossed the threshold. Why did he not go on?

The mother laid her work upon the table, and put her
hand up to her face.

“The colour hurts my eyes,” she said.

The colour? Ah, poor Tiny Tim!

“They’re better now again,” said Cratchit’s wife. “It
makes them weak by candle-light; and I wouldn’t show weak
eyes to your father when he comes home, for the world. It must
be near his time.”

“Past it rather,” Peter answered, shutting up his book.
“But I think he has walked a little slower than he used, these
few last evenings, mother.”

They were very quiet again. At last she said, and in a
steady, cheerful voice, that only faltered once -

“T have known him walk with —I have known him walk
with Tiny Tim upon his shoulder, very fast indeed.”
“And so have I,” cried Peter. “Often.”

“And so have I,” exclaimed another.
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Dar de ce si-a intrerupt citirea?

Mama puse lucrul pe masa si-si ascunse fata in maini
zicand:

— Culoarea stofei ma supara la ochi.

Culoarea... Ah! Sarmane Tiny Tim!

—Vad mai bine acum, zise sotia lui Cratchit. Lumina
imi oboseste ochii si pentru nimic in lume n-as vrea ca tatal
vostru sd creadd la intoarcere ca am plans... Trebuie sd ving,
vremea se apropie.

— Vremea a cam trecut, zise Peter inchizdnd cartea; dar

eu cred cd merge mai incet ca altd data, de cateva seri, mama.

Mama si copiii pareau iar linistiti. In sfarsit, ea
rdspunse cu un glas ferm, care nu se muie decét la un singur
cuvant:

—S-a intdmplat sa meargd forte repede, foarte
repede —cu Tiny Tim in spinare.

—Si eu, strigd Peter, adeseori.

—Si eu, strigd un altul.
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So had all.

7

“But he was very light to carry,” she resumed, intent
upon her work, “and his father loved him so, that it was no

trouble; no trouble. And there is your father at the door!”

She hurried out to meet him; and little Bob in his
comforter —he had need of it, poor fellow —came in. His tea
was ready for him on the hob, and they all tried who should
help him to it most. Then the two young Cratchits got upon his
knees and laid, each child a little cheek, against his face, as if
they said, “Don’t mind it, father. Don’t be grieved!”

Bob was very cheerful with them, and spoke pleasantly
to all the family. He looked at the work upon the table, and
praised the industry and speed of Mrs. Cratchit and the girls.
They would be done long before Sunday, he said.

“Sunday! You went to-day, then, Robert?” said his wife.
“Yes, my dear,” returned Bob. “I wish you could have
gone. It would have done you good to see how green a place it
is. But you'll see it often. I promised him that I would walk
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Toti repetara:

—Si eu.

—Dar Tiny Tim nu cantdrea mai de loc, zise mama
reludndu-si lucrul, spre a-si ascunde durerea, si tatal sdu il
iubea atata cd-1 purta usor... foarte usor... Dar il aud pe tatal
vostru la usa.

Ea alergd inaintea lui. Bob intrd cu fularul la gat—caci
avea nevoie de el acum, bietul om. Ceaiul il astepta pe
masutd, si fiecare se grabi sd-1 serveascd. Apoi cei doi mici
Cratchit se asezard pe genunchii sdi, si fiecare din ei lipi cate
un obrdjor de obrajii lui, vrand parcd a-i zice: ,Suntem aici,
tatd, nu te mahni.”

Bob se arata vesel cu toti, si spuse fiecdruia cate o vorba
buna. Se uitd la lucrul femeii si al fiicelor sale, silauda dibacia
si silinta lor.

— Are sa fie gata incd fnainte de duminicd, zise el
deodata.

—Duminica! Ai fost azi acolo, Robert? intreba femeia.

—Da, draga mea, rispunse Bob... Imi pare riu ci n-ai
putut veni si tu; asta ti-ar fi facut bine, sa vezi ce verde e locul;
dar ai sa te duci des sa-1 vezi, nu e asa? I-am fagaduit sa ma
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there on a Sunday. My little, little child!” cried Bob. “My little
child!”

He broke down all at once. He couldn’t help it. If he
could have helped it, he and his child would have been farther
apart, perhaps, than they were.

He left the room, and went upstairs into the room above,
which was lighted cheerfully, and hung with Christmas. There
was a chair set close beside the child, and there were signs of
some one having been there lately. Poor Bob sat down in it, and
when he had thought a little and composed himself, he kissed
the little face. He was reconciled to what had happened, and
went down again quite happy.

They drew about the fire, and talked; the girls and
mother working still. Bob told them of the extraordinary
kindness of Mr Scrooge’s nephew, whom he had scarcely seen
but once, and who, meeting him in the street that day, and
seeing that he looked a little—"just a little down, you know,”
said Bob, inquired what had happened to distress him. “On
which,” said Bob, “for he is the pleasantest-spoken gentleman
you ever heard, I told him. ‘I am heartily sorry for it, Mr
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duc sd md plimb acolo duminica. Scumpul meu copil,
scumpul meu copil! striga Bob. Scumpul meu copil!
Nu putu sd se stapaneascd.

Iesi din odaia unde se afla familia si se sui in odaia de
deasupra, care era luminatd si impodobita ca de Craciun. Era
acolo un scaun pe care sirmanul Bob sezu langa copil. i
sdrutd fata micutd, si dupd ce se mai linisti putin, cobori.

Familia se asezd 1anga foc; fetele si mama lor isi reluara
lucrul si vorbeau intre ele. Bob le vorbi de bundvointa de
admirat a nepotului lui Scrooge, pe care il vdazuse numai de
vreo doud ori si care, intdlnindu-l intr-o seard, il intrebase,
miscat de infatisarea sa cam —cam abatuta. Il intrebase ce are.

— Atunci, urma Bob, i-am spus si eu pricina, cdci e
omul cel mai amabil din lume. ,,Sunt foarte mahnit de ceea
ce-mi spui, domnule Cratchit, zise el, si deplang din toata
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Cratchit,” he said, ‘and heartily sorry for your good wife.” By
the bye, how he ever knew that I don’t know.”

“Knew what, my dear?”

“Why, that you were a good wife,” replied Bob.

“Everybody knows that!” said Peter.

“Very well observed, my boy!” cried Bob. “I hope they
do. ‘Heartily sorry,” he said, “for your good wife. If I can be of
service to you in any way,” he said, giving me his card, ‘that’s
where I live. Pray come to me.” Now, it wasn’t,” cried Bob, “for
the sake of anything he might be able to do for us, so much as
for his kind way, that this was quite delightful. It really seemed
as if he had known our Tiny Tim, and felt with us.”

“I'm sure he’s a good soul!” said Mrs. Cratchit.

“You would be surer of it, my dear,” returned Bob, “if
you saw and spoke to him. I shouldn’t be at all surprised —
mark what I say! —if he got Peter a better situation.”

“Only hear that, Peter,” said Mrs. Cratchit.

“And then,” cried one of the girls, “Peter will be keeping
company with some one, and setting up for himself.”
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inima pe buna d-tale sotie...” Un lucru as vrea sd stiu: de unde
stie el asta?

— Ce sa stie, dragul meu?

— (4 tu esti o femeie buna.

—Qare n-o stie toata lumea? zise Peter.

—Foarte bine ai raspuns fatul meu, zise Bob. Si eu cred
cd toatd lumea o stie. ,Deplang din adancul sufletului, zicea
el, pe buna d-tale sotie; dacd as putea sd va fiu folositor
intrucitva, iata adresa mea. Si-mi dadu cartea sa de vizita.
Vino sd ma vezi.” —Dar ceea ce m-a incantat in omul acesta,
a fost nu atat serviciile ce mi-ar putea face, cat bunatatea sa.
Ai fi zis cd a cunoscut pe micul nostru Tiny Tim si ca-l regreta
cum il regretam noi.

—Sunt sigurd cd are o inimd bund, zise doamna
Cratchit.

— Ai fi si mai sigura, draga mea, replica Bob, daca 1-ai
fi vazut si i-ai fi vorbit. Nu m-as mira, bdgati bine de seamd,
dacd i-ar gasi un loc mai bun lui Peter.

— Auzi, Peter? zise doamna Cratchit.

—Si atunci, strigd una dintre feti’;e, Peter se va insura.
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“Get along with you!” retorted Peter, grinning.

“It’s just as likely as not,” said Bob, “one of these days;
though there’s plenty of time for that, my dear. But however
and whenever we part from one another, I am sure we shall
none of us forget poor Tiny Tim — shall we — or this first parting
that there was among us?”

“Never, father!” cried they all.

“And I know,” said Bob, “I know, my dears that when
we recollect how patient and how mild he was, although he
was a little, little child, we shall not quarrel easily among
ourselves, and forget poor Tiny Tim in doing it.”

“No, never, father!” they all cried again.

“I am very happy,” said little Bob, “I am very happy!”

Mrs. Cratchit kissed him, his daughters kissed him, the
two young Cratchits kissed him, and Peter and himself shook
hands. Spirit of Tiny Tim, thy childish essence was from God!

“Spectre,” said Scrooge, “something informs me that
our parting moment is at hand. I know it, but I know not how.
Tell me what man that was whom we saw lying dead?”

The Ghost of Christmas Yet to Come conveyed him, as
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— Vrei sd taci? raspunse Peter razand.

— Ar putea intr-o zi sd aiba dreptate, fatul meu, zise
Bob, cu toate cd mai e timp pand atunci. Dar in orice chip ne
vom despadrti unii de altii, sunt sigur cd nimeni din noi nu va

uita pe mititelul Tiny Tim...

—Niciodata, tata! strigara toti.

—Si stiu, zise Bob, stiu, iubitii mei, cd amintindu-ne
rabdarea si blandetea sa... desi nu era decat un copilas... —nu
ne vom certa niciodata... cdci ar fi sd-1 uitdim pe bunul Tiny
Tim.

—Nu, niciodata, tata! repetara toti.

—Ma faceti fericit, foarte fericit! zise Bob.

Doamna Cratchit il siaruts, fetele il sarutard, cei doi
mici Cratchit il sarutard, si Peter ii intinse mana cu dragoste.
Suflete de copil al lui Tiny Tim, tu ai fost de esenta
dumnezeiasca.

—Fantomd, zise Scrooge, ceva 1mi vesteste ca
despdrtirea noastra se apropie; nu stiu nici eu ce anume.
Spune-mi cine a fost omul pe care l-am vazut mort.

Duhul Craciunului viitor il duse ca si mai inainte, dar
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before —though at a different time, he thought: indeed, there
seemed no order in these latter visions, save that they were in
the future —into the resorts of business men, but showed him
not himself. Indeed, the spirit did not stay for anything, but
went straight on, as to the end just now desired, until besought
by Scrooge to tarry for a moment.

“This court,” said Scrooge, “through which we hurry
now, is where my place of occupation is, and has been for a
length of time. I see the house. Let me behold what I shall be,

'II

in days to come
The spirit stopped; the hand was pointed elsewhere.

“The house is yonder,” Scrooge exclaimed. “Why do
you point away?”

The inexorable finger underwent no change.

Scrooge hastened to the window of his office, and
looked in. It was an office still, but not his. The furniture was
not the same, and the figure in the chair was not himself. The
phantom pointed as before.

He joined it once again, and wondering why and

140

lui Scrooge ii se pdru cd de astd datd il duce si mai repede si
il rugd sd se opreasca.

— Acest cartier, zise el, pe care il cutreierdam asa de iute,
este centrul afacerilor mele.

In mijlocul vedeniilor viitorului, Scrooge vorbea deja
despre prezent ca despre un moment trecut.

—Iaté si biroul meu. Lasd-ma sd vad ce voi fi in viitor.

Duhul se opri; dar degetul sdu aratdtor se indrepta in
altd parte.

—Jata biroul, striga Scrooge; de ce-mi faci semn sa
merg mai departe?

Degetul neinduplecat ramase neclintit.

Scrooge alerga in graba sd arunce o privire prin
ferestra biroului. Era tot un birou, dar nu mai era al sau.
Mobilele erau aceleasi, dar persoana de pe scaun nu mai era
el. Fantoma repeta gestul.

Scrooge o ajunse si 0 urma din nou pand la un grilaj de
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whither he had gone, accompanied it until they reached an iron
gate. He paused to look round before entering.

A churchyard. Here, then, the wretched man whose
name he had now to learn lay underneath the ground. It was a
worthy place. Walled in by houses; overrun by grass and
weeds, the growth of vegetation’s death, not life; choked up
with too much burying; fat with repleted appetite. A worthy
place!

The spirit stood among the graves, and pointed down
to one. He advanced towards it, trembling. The phantom was
exactly as it had been, but he dreaded that he saw new meaning
in its solemn shape.

“Before I draw nearer to that stone to which you point,”
said Scrooge, “answer me one question. Are these the shadows
of the things that will be, or are they shadows of the things that
may be, only?”

Still the ghost pointed downward to the grave by which
it stood.

“Men’s courses will foreshadow certain ends, to which,
if persevered in, they must lead,” said Scrooge. “But if the
courses be departed from, the ends will change. Say it is thus
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fier.

Se opri inainte de a intra: era un cimitir!.. Aici dar, sub
pamant, zdcea omul al carui nume voia sa-1 afle. Cimitirul era
inconjurat de case; iarba si buruienile cresteau din belsug,
vegetatie puternica a mortii, iar nu a vietii... Locurile erau
indesate si, lucru ciudat, se vedeau si gropi deschise: cdci
cimitirul este o prapastie fara fund.

Duhul, in picioare printre morminte, ardta unul lui
Scrooge, care se apropie tremurand ca varga, cdci in
atitudinea impundtoare a fantomei ii se paru cd gaseste un
inteles nou.

—Inainte de a face un pas cdtre acest mormant, zise
Scrooge, rdspunde la o intrebare: Ceea ce-mi ardti, este umbra
a ceea ce trebuie sd fie, sau numai ce poate sa fie?

Duhul se multumi si de asta data, drept orice raspuns,
sd-i arate cu degetul mormantul langa care se aflau.

— Céile omului duc spre un scop, zise Scrooge. Dar
dacd omul isi schimbad calea, se schimba si scopul. Spune-mi,
dacd este asa si cu acela pe care vrei s mi-l arati?
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with what you show me!”

The spirit was immovable as ever.

Scrooge crept towards it, trembling as he went; and
following the finger, read upon the stone of the neglected grave
his own name, EBENEZER SCROOGE.

“Am I that man who lay upon the bed?” he cried, upon
his knees.

The finger pointed from the grave to him, and back
again.

“No, spirit! Oh, no, no!”

The finger still was there.

“Spirit!” he cried, tight clutching at its robe, “hear me. I
am not the man I was. I will not be the man I must have been
but for this intercourse. Why show me this, if I am past all
hope?”

For the first time the hand appeared to shake.

“Good spirit,” he pursued, as down upon the ground
he fell before it, “your nature intercedes for me, and pities me.
Assure me that I yet may change these shadows you have
shown me, by an altered life!”
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Duhul ramase nemiscat ca mai inainte.

Scrooge se apleca cu groazad peste piatra mormantului
si, urmand cu privirea degetul fantomei, citi pe piatra acestui
mormant neglijat chiar numele sau: Ebenezer Scrooge.

—Eu sunt dar omul care a zdcut pe patul acela? striga
ingenunchind.

Degetul se plimba rand pe rand de la morméant la
dansul si de la dansul la mormant.

—Nu, Duhule, nu! Nu!

Degetul ardta mereu.

—Dubhule, striga el agdtandu-se de haina lui, asculta-
ma. Nu mai sunt omul care am fost, nu voi mai fi omul ce as
fi fost, fara mijlocirea voastra binefacdtoare. De ce mi s-au
ardtat toate aceste lucruri dacd nu mai e nicio sperantd pentru
mine?

Pentru intaia oard, mana Duhului sovai.

—Bunule Dubh!
picioarele sale, mijloceste pentru mine, aibi mild de mine.

urmd Scrooge, ingenunchiat la

Asigurd-md cd pot schimba aceste imagini pe care mi le-ai
aratat, schimband felul meu de viata.
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The kind hand trembled.

“I will honour Christmas in my heart, and try to keep it
all the year. I will live in the past, the present, and the future.
The spirits of all three shall strive within me. I will not shut out
the lessons that they teach. Oh, tell me I may sponge away the
writing on this stone!”

In his agony, he caught the spectral hand. It sought to
free itself, but he was strong in his entreaty, and detained it.
The spirit, stronger yet, repulsed him.

Holding up his hands in a last prayer to have his fate
reversed, he saw an alteration in the phantom’s hood and
dress. It shrank, collapsed, and dwindled down into a bedpost.
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Maéna facu o miscare binevoitoare.

—Voi cinsti Craciunul in inima si il voi serba in fiecare
an. Voi trdi in trecut, prezent si viitor. Cele trei Duhuri care
m-au vizitat nu md vor mai pardsi, cdci nu voi inceta sd ma
port dupa invatdmintele ce mi-au dat. Oh! Spune-mi ca pot
sterge scrisul de pe aceastd piatra.

In durerea sa, Scrooge apucase mana fantomei. Ea vru
sd se elibereze de stransoarea sa, dar el o tinea cu putere.
Duhul fiind mai tare il respinse.

Cand isi impreund mainile spre a-1 ruga pentru cea din
urmd oard, Scrooge vdzu o schimbare in haina si forma
fantomei, care se preschimba pe nesimtite in drug de pat.
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Yes! and the bedpost was his own. The bed was his own,
the room was his own. Best and happiest of all, the time before
him was his own, to make amends in!

“I will live in the past, the present, and the future!”
Scrooge repeated, as he scrambled out of bed. “The spirits of all
three shall strive within me. O Jacob Marley! Heaven, and the
Christmas time be praised for this! I say it on my knees, old
Jacob; on my knees!”

He was so fluttered and so glowing with his good
intentions, that his broken voice would scarcely answer to his
call. He had been sobbing violently in his conflict with the spirit,
and his face was wet with tears.

“They are not torn down,” cried Scrooge, folding one of
his bed-curtains in his arms, “they are not torn down, rings and
all. They are here—I am here —the shadows of the things that
would have been, may be dispelled. They will be. I know they
will!

His hands were busy with his garments all this time;
turning them inside out, putting them on upside down, tearing
them, mislaying them, making them parties to every kind of
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Da! Era un drug de pat si incd un drug al patului sdu, si
Scrooge se gdsea in odaia sa. Dar cea mai mare fericire era ca
era viu si ca viitorul ii stdtea inainte pentru a trai si a se
indrepta.

—Vreau sd trdiesc in trecut, prezent si viitor, repeta
Scrooge, sarind jos din pat; vreau sad profit de invatamintele
celor trei Duhuri. Ah! Jacob Marley! Multumesc lui Dumnezeu
si sarbatorii Craciunului: o spun in genunchi, bunul meu Jacob,
in genunchi.

Era asa de insufletit de bunele ganduri pe care le avea,
cd glasu-i sfaramat putea de abia repeta cuvintele infldcaratei
sale gandiri. Plansese in suspine in tot timpul luptei sale cu
Duhul, si obrazul ii era inca umed de lacrimi.

—Nu sunt incd rupte! striga Scrooge, sarutand perdelele
patului sdu, nu sunt rupte cu inele cu tot, ele sunt aici, si eu de
asemenea sunt aici: icoanele lucrurilor care ar fi putut sa se

realizeze, pot disparea acum, ele vor dispdrea. O cred, o stiu.

In entuziasmul sdu, nu mai stia ce facea cu mainile; isi
puse de doud-trei ori hainele pe dos, le scoase crezand ca le
pune, se zbdtea in ciorapi ca Laocoon intre serpi, si facu tot felul
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extravagance.

“I don’t know what to do!” cried Scrooge, laughing and
crying in the same breath, and making a perfect Laocoon of
himself with his stockings. I am as light as a feather, I am as
happy as an angel, I am as merry as a schoolboy. I am as giddy
as a drunken man. A Merry Christmas to everybody! A Happy
New Year to all the world. Hollo, here! Whoop! Hollo!”

He had frisked into the sitting-room, and was now
standing there perfectly winded.

“There’s the saucepan that the gruel was in!” cried
Scrooge, starting off again, and going round the fireplace.
“There’s the door, by which the ghost of Jacob Marley entered!
There’s the corner where the ghost of Christmas Present sat!
There’s the window where I saw the wandering spirits! It’s all
right, it’s all true, it all happened. Ha, ha, ha!”

Really, for a man who had been out of practice for so
many years, it was a splendid laugh, a most illustrious laugh.
The father of a long, long line of brilliant laughs!

“I don’t know what day of the month it is!” said Scrooge.
“I don’t know how long I have been among the spirits. I don't
know anything. I'm quite a baby. Never mind. I don’t care. I'd
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de ndzdravanii.

—Nu mai stiu ce fac, zise Scrooge razand si plangand
totodatd. Sunt usor ca un fulg, fericit ca un inger, vesel ca un
scolar in vacantd, buimac ca un om beat! Craciun vesel si an

bun la toatd lumea. Ura! Ura!

Din camera sari in salon abia gafaind.

—Iatd oala mea cu supd, zise el intorcandu-se spre sobd;
iatd usa prin care a intrat Duhul lui Marley! Iatad coltul unde se
asezase duhul Craciunului de acum; iatd ferestra prin care am
vizut sufletele chinuite, totul e la locul sdu, totul e adevirat,
totul s-a intamplat... Ha! Ha! Ha!

Intr-adevar, pentru un om care pierduse obiceiul de a
rade, Scrooge radea frumos.

—Nu stiu in ce zi suntem, continud el, nu stiu cat timp
am petrecut cu Duhurile; nu mai stiu nimic; sunt un copil... Dar
ce-mi pasd? As vrea sd fiu copil...Ura! Bravo!
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rather be a baby. Hollo! Whoop! Hollo, here!”

He was checked in his transports by the churches
ringing out the lustiest peals he had ever heard. Clash, clang,
hammer; ding, dong, bell. Bell, dong, ding; hammer, clang,
clash! Oh, glorious, glorious!

Running to the window, he opened it, and put out his
head. No fog, no mist; clear, bright, jovial, stirring, cold; cold,
piping for the blood to dance to; golden sunlight; heavenly sky;
sweet fresh air; merry bells. Oh, glorious. Glorious!

“What's to-day?” cried Scrooge, calling downward to a
boy in Sunday clothes, who perhaps had loitered in to look
about him.

“Eh?” returned the boy, with all his might of wonder.

“What's to-day, my fine fellow?” said Scrooge.

“To-day!” replied the boy. “Why, CHRISTMAS DAY.”

“It’s Christmas Day!”
missed it. The spirits have done it all in one night. They can do

said Scrooge to himself. “I haven’t

anything they like. Of course they can. Of course they can.
Hollo, my fine fellow!”
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Fu intrerupt in strigdtele sale de bucurie de bataia
clopotelor de la biserici: bang! bang! De asta datad simti placere
ascultandu-le, nu ca alta data.

Alerga la ferestra, o deschise si privi afard: nicio ceata...
Ziua era limpede, rece, dar curatd, o zi care te poftea la joc;
soarele stralucea pe cer... Ce timp frumos! Ce clopote vesele!
Oh! Ce zi mareata!

Un bdietel imbrdcat in haine de sdrbatoare trecu pe
dinaintea ferestrei.

—Hei! Baiete, ce zi avem astizi?

— Astdzi? Dar e ziua de Criciun!

—Craciun! isi zise Scrooge, va sd zicd nu l-am pierdut
incd. Duhurile au facut totul intr-o singurd noapte: ele pot face
tot ce vor, desigur cd pot... Hei, bdiete!
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“Hollo!” returned the boy.

“Do you know the poulterer’s in the next street but one,
at the corner?” Scrooge inquired.

“I should hope I did,” replied the lad.

“An intelligent boy!” said Scrooge. “A remarkable boy!
Do you know whether they’ve sold the prize turkey that was
hanging up there? —Not the little prize turkey: the big one?”

“What, the one as big as me?” returned the boy.

“What a delightful boy!” said Scrooge. “It’s a pleasure to
talk to him. Yes, my buck!”

“It's hanging there now,” replied the boy.

“Is it?” said Scrooge. “Go and buy it.”

“Walk-ER!” exclaimed the boy.

“No, no,” said Scrooge, “I am in earnest. Go and buy it,
and tell ‘em to bring it here, that I may give them the direction
where to take it. Come back with the man, and I'll give you a
shilling. Come back with him in less than five minutes, and I'll
give you half a crown!”

The boy was off like a shot. He must have had a steady
hand at a trigger who could have got a shot off half so fast.

“I'll send it to Bob Cratchit’s!” whispered Scrooge,
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— Ce-i? rdspunse copilul.

—Gtii tu unde e pravilia precupetului de pasari, in
coltul strazii aldturate?

—O stiu.

— Copil destept, copil minunat! Stii tu daca s-a vandut
curca frumoasa de aseara? Erau doud: vorbesc de cea mai mare.

— Aia care era cat mine de mare?

—Ce dragut copil! E o plécere sa stai de vorba cu el. Da,
dragutule!

— Curca e tot acolo, raspunse baietelul.

— Adevadrat? strigd Scrooge. Ei bine, du-te de o cumpara.

—Glumiti, domnule?

—Nu, nu, vorbesc serios. Du-te de o cumpadrad si spune
sa mi se aduci aici, ca sd dau adresa unde trebuie trimisa; vino
cu bdiatul care o va aduce, si iti dau un siling; vino inapoi cu el

in mai putin de cinci minute si vei avea o jumadtate de coroana.
Bdiatul porni ca o sdgeatd.

— O voi trimite lui Bob Cratchit, zise Scrooge, frecandu-
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rubbing his hands, and splitting with a laugh. “He shan’t know
who sends it. It's twice the size of Tiny Tim. Joe Miller never
made such a joke as sending it to Bob’s will be!”

The hand in which he wrote the address was not a
steady one, but write it he did, somehow, and went downstairs
to open the street door, ready for the coming of the poulterer’s
man. As he stood there, waiting his arrival, the knocker caught
his eye.

“I shall love it, as long as I live!” cried Scrooge, patting it
with his hand. “I scarcely ever looked at it before. What an
honest expression it has in its face. It's a wonderful knocker.
Here’s the turkey. Hollo! Whoop! How are you? Merry
Christmas!”

It was a turkey! He never could have stood upon his legs,
that bird. He would have snapped ‘em short off in a minute, like
sticks of sealing-wax.

“Why, it’s impossible to carry that to Camden Town,”
said Scrooge. “You must have a cab.”

The chuckle with which he said this, and the chuckle
with which he paid for the turkey, and the chuckle with which
he paid for the cab, and the chuckle with which he recompensed
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si mainile; el nu va sti de unde-i vine. E de doud ori mai mare

decat Tiny Tim. $i ce bucurie mare o sd le faca!

Scrise adresa cu 0 mana care tremura, dar o scrise, si se

dddu jos sa astepte curca la poartd. Aici zdri ciocanasul usii.

—O, prea iubite ciocdnag! zise el mangaindu-l cu méana.
Te voi iubi toatd viata mea. De abia ma uitam la tine inainte; ce
cinstitd e figura ta de arama! Ciocdnas minunat!... Dar iatd si

curca; hei, baieti, va urez la toti un Craciun vesel!

Ce curcd! Cum s-a putut tine pe picioare o asemenea
zburdtoare? Md mir cd nu s-au sfaramat labele sub ea!

—N-ai s-o poti cdra pana la Camden-Town, tinere, zise
Scrooge. la o trasura.

Niciodatd ras n-a fost mai sincer ca rasul lui Scrooge
atunci cand rosti aceste cuvinte; rase si mai tare, cand plati
curca, rase cand plati cursa trasurei, rase cand ddadu un bacsis
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the boy, were only to be exceeded by the chuckle with which he
sat down breathless in his chair again, and chuckled till he cried.

Shaving was not an easy task, for his hand continued to
shake very much; and shaving requires attention, even when
you don’t dance while you are at it. But if he had cut the end of
his nose off, he would have put a piece of sticking-plaster over
it, and been quite satisfied.

He dressed himself “all in his best,” and at last got out
into the streets. The people were by this time pouring forth, as
he had seen them with the Ghost of Christmas Present; and
walking with his hands behind him, Scrooge regarded every
one with a delightful smile. He looked so irresistibly pleasant,
in a word, that three or four good-humoured fellows said,
“Good-morning, sir. A Merry Christmas to you!” And Scrooge
said often afterwards, that of all the blithe sounds he had ever
heard, those were the blithest in his ears.

He had not gone far, when coming on towards him he
beheld the portly gentleman who had walked into his counting-
house the day before and said, “Scrooge and Marley’s, I
believe?” It sent a pang across his heart to think how this old
gentleman would look upon him when they met; but he knew
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baiatului; in sfarsit, rase inca si de asta data cu lacrimi, cand se
asezd abia respirand dupa atatea hohote de ras.

Scrooge se rase, lucru nu tocmai usor, atita de tare ii
tremura mana, iar raderea barbii cere multd atentie, chiar daca
nu dansezi in vreme ce te razi; dar chiar de si-ar fi facut o
tdieturd cu briciul, si-ar fi pus o bucitica de plasture, si atata
tot.

In sfarsit, iesi imbricat in hainele sale cele mai frumoase
si se intalni pe stradd cu o multime de lume, asa cum vdzuse in
visul cu Duhul Criciunului de acum. Tuturor celor care se
uitau la dansul, el le zdmbea cu prietenie; intr-un cuvant, avea
o figura asa de veseld, cd doi-trei oameni cheflii ii zisera: , Buna
ziua, dom’le! Crdciun bun, dom’le!” Niciun alt cuvant nu
fermecase vreodatda mai mult auzul siu.

Dupa ce mai merse putin, intalni pe unul din cei doi
domni care veniserd in ajun sd-i ceard un ajutor pentru saraci.
Era acela care ii zisese: ,,Scrooge si Marley, daca nu ma insel?”
Intalnirea aceasta ii pricinui remuscare, si ar fi vrut sa-l
ocoleascd; dar se razgandi, si inaintand spre acel domn, ii
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what path lay straight before him, and he took it.

“My dear sir,” said Scrooge, quickening his pace, and
taking the old gentleman by both his hands. “How do you do?
I hope you succeeded yesterday. It was very kind of you. A
Merry Christmas to you, sir!”

“Mr Scrooge?”

“Yes,” said Scrooge. “That is my name, and I fear it may
not be pleasant to you. Allow me to ask your pardon. And will
you have the goodness —” here Scrooge whispered in his ear.

“Lord bless me!” cried the gentleman, as if his breath
were taken away. “My dear Mr Scrooge, are you serious?”

“If you please,” said Scrooge. “Not a farthing less. A
great many back-payments are included in it, I assure you. Will
you do me that favour?”

“My dear sir,” said the other, shaking hands with him. “I
don’t know what to say to such munifi —"

“Don’t say anything, please,” retorted Scrooge. “Come
and see me. Will you come and see me?”

“I will!” cried the old gentleman. And it was clear he
meant to do it.
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apucd mana.
—Scumpe domn, ii zise el, ce mai faceti? Cred ca ati
reusit ieri: sunteti un om bun. Va urez un Créciun fericit!

—Domnul Scrooge?

—Da, e numele meu, si poate cd nu va e placut: va cer
de o mie de ori iertare, si aveti bundtatea de a ma...

Scrooge sopti ceva in urechea acelui domn, care striga
incremenit:

—S4 ma batd Dumnezeu! Domnule Scrooge, vorbiti
serios?

—Varog, nicio centimd mai putin, in aceastd suma intra
si mai multe polite vechi, credeti-ma. Vreti sa-mi faceti binele
acesta?

—Scumpe domn, zise celdlalt strangandu-i ména cu
caldurd, nu stiu ce sa raspund la o asa o ddrni...

—Nici un cuvant mai mult, vad rog, replicd Scrooge. Sa
veniti la biroul meu. Imi fagaduiti c veniti?

—Din toata inima, domnule, voi veni!

Se citea in obrazul lui cd va veni.
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“Thank’ee,” said Scrooge. “I am much obliged to you. I

'II

thank you fifty times. Bless you

He went to church, and walked about the streets, and
watched the people hurrying to and fro, and patted children on
the head, and questioned beggars, and looked down into the
kitchens of houses, and up to the windows; and found that
everything could yield him pleasure. He had never dreamed
that any walk—that anything—could give him so much
happiness. In the afternoon, he turned his steps towards his
nephew’s house.

He passed the door a dozen times, before he had the
courage to go up and knock. But he made a dash, and did it.

“Is your master at home, my dear?” said Scrooge to the
girl. Nice girl! Very.

“Yes, sir.”

“Where is he, my love?” said Scrooge.

“He’s in the dining-room, sir, along with mistress. I'll
show you upstairs, if you please.”

“Thank’ee. He knows me,” said Scrooge, with his hand
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—Va multumesc, ii rdspunse Scrooge, va sunt foarte
recunoscdtor; va multumesc de o mie de ori! La revedere,
scumpe domn!

Intra in bisericd, apoi cutreiera strdzile, cercetd cu
privirea oamenii care umblau incolo si-ncoace, mangaie copiii
pe obraji si pe cap, vorbi cu cersetorii pe care ii milui, isi baga
nasul prin bucatdrii, se uitd la ferestre, cdci totul il interesa
acum; niciodatda pana atunci nu-si inchipuise cd o plimbare
putea sa-i aducd atata placere si fericire. Dupd-amiaza, isi
indrepta pasii spre locuinta nepotului sau.

Trecu si se invarti de vreo zece ori pe dinaintea casei
inainte de a avea curajul sa intre; in sfarsit, isi lud inima in dinti
si suna.

—E acasd stapanul tdu, draguto? intrebd Scrooge pe
servitoare, o fata cinstita si draguta cu adevarat.

—Da, dom’le.

—Si unde e, fetito?

—E in sufragerie cu doamna; pe aici, dom’le, ma duc sa
va anunt, daca doriti.

—Mul’,cumesc, fata mea, ma cunoaste, zise Scrooge.
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already on the dining-room lock. “I'll go in here, my dear.”

He turned it gently, and sidled his face in, round the
door. They were looking at the table (which was spread out in
great array); for these young housekeepers are always nervous
on such points, and like to see that everything is right.

“Fred!” said Scrooge.

Dear heart alive, how his niece by marriage started!
Scrooge had forgotten, for the moment, about her sitting in the
corner with the footstool, or he wouldn’t have done it, on any
account.

“Why, bless my soul!” cried Fred, “who’s that?”

“It's I. Your uncle Scrooge. I have come to dinner. Will
you let me in, Fred?”

Let him in! It is a mercy he didn’t shake his arm off. He
was at home in five minutes. Nothing could be heartier. His
niece looked just the same. So did Topper when he came. So did
So did

wonderful

sister when she came.
Wonderful party,
wonderful unanimity, won-der-ful happiness!

the plump every one

when they came. games,
But he was early at the office next morning. Oh, he was
early there. If he could only be there first, and catch Bob Cratchit

Puse mana pe clanta usii, o deschise si-si baga capul in
odaie: nepotul si nepoata cercetau masa, care era gatita ca de
sdrbdtoare: perechilor tinere le place intotdeauna ordinea in
toate.

—Fred! zise Scrooge.

La aceasta chemare, ce repede s-a intors nepoata si cum
a tresdrit recunoscand pe unchiul Scrooge!

—Sunt eu, unchiul Scrooge, si vin sa petrec cu voi! Ma
primesti, Fred?

Fred sarila dansul si-i apucd méana cu putere. Dupa cinci
minute, Scrooge se simtea in largul sdu. Primirea fu din cele
mai calduroase. Nepoata era neschimbata. Topper fu foarte
amabil cu Scrooge, iar sora cea dolofana de asemenea. Toti au
fost la fel. Ce mai petrecere! Ce mai jocuri! Ce mai bucurie! Si
ce fericire deplind!

Scrooge se sculd foarte devreme a doua zi, ca sd mearga
la birou. , O, de as putea,” gandea el, ,sd ajung cel dintai acolo
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coming late! That was the thing he had set his heart upon.

And he did it; yes, he did! The clock struck nine. No Bob.
A quarter past. No Bob. He was full eighteen minutes and a half
behind his time. Scrooge sat with his door wide open, that he
might see him come into the tank.

His hat was off before he opened the door; his comforter
too. He was on his stool in a jiffy; driving away with his pen, as
if he were trying to overtake nine o’clock.

“Hollo!” growled Scrooge, in his accustomed voice, as
near as he could feign it. “What do you mean by coming here at
this time of day?”

“I am very sorry, sir,” said Bob. “I am behind my time.”

“You are?” repeated Scrooge. “Yes. I think you are. Step
this way, sir, if you please.”

“It’s only once a year, sir,” pleaded Bob, appearing from
the tank. “It shall not be repeated. I was making rather merry
yesterday, sir.”

“Now, I'll tell you what, my friend,” said Scrooge; “I am
not going to stand this sort of thing any longer. And therefore,”
he continued, leaping from his stool, and giving Bob such a dig
in the waistcoat that he staggered back into the tank again—

si sa prind pe Bob Cratchit cd a venit tarziu!” Dorea sad simta
aceastd pldcere... si 0 simti. Ceasurile noud, si nici un Bob! Noua
si un sfert, si nimic; la noud si optsprezece minute, iatd, vine si
Bob. Scrooge sedea la birou, cu usa larg deschisad, ca sa-1 poata
vedea cand se va furisa in ungherul sau.

Bob isi scoase paldria si fularul; apoi se aseza pe scaun
si puse imediat condeiul pe hartie, vrand parcd sa recastige
minutele pierdute.

—Hei, dom’le! mormadi Scrooge cu glasul sau ursuz
obignuit, pe cat putu sd-1 imite, ce inseamna sa vii la ora asta?

—Imi pare foarte rau, domnule, c-am intarziat.

—Intarziat! repeti Scrooge. Da, cred si eu; poftim
incoace, te rog.

— Asta nu mi se intampld decat odata pe an, domnule,
zise Bob incurcat, apropiindu-se de seful sau; n-o sa se mai
intdmple, va asigur; am cam petrecut putintel ieri, domnule.

— Ascultd dragul meu, zise Scrooge, asta nu mai poate
continua. Prin urmare, strigd el sarind de pe un scaun si dand
lui Bob un ghiont in coaste care-1 azvarli cat colo, prin urmare,
vreau sa-ti maresc leafa!
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“and therefore I am about to raise your salary!”

Bob trembled, and got a little nearer to the ruler. He had
a momentary idea of knocking Scrooge down with it, holding
him, and calling to the people in the court for help and a strait
waistcoat.

“A Merry Christmas, Bob!” said Scrooge, with an
earnestness that could not be mistaken, as he clapped him on
the back. “A merrier Christmas, Bob, my good fellow, than I
have given you for many a year. I'll raise your salary, and
endeavour to assist your struggling family, and we will discuss
your affairs this very afternoon, over a Christmas bowl of
smoking bishop, Bob! Make up the fires, and buy another coal-
scuttle before you dot another i, Bob Cratchit!”

Scrooge was better than his word. He did it all, and
infinitely more; and to Tiny Tim, who did NOT die, he was a
second father. He became as good a friend, as good a master,
and as good a man, as the good old city knew, or any other good
old city, town, or borough, in the good old world. Some people
laughed to see the alteration in him, but he let them laugh, and
little heeded them; for he was wise enough to know that
nothing ever happened on this globe for good, at which some
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Bob tremura si se apropie putin de rigld; avu o clipa
ideea de a trage una lui Scrooge ca sa poatd pune mana pe
dénsul si sda cheme vecinii in ajutor sa-1 duca la balamuc.

—Créciun fericit, Bob! zise Scrooge cu o figurd prea
serioasd pentru a nu fi inteleasd, batandu-I prieteneste pe spate.
Un Créciun mai vesel decat ce ai avut pand acum la mine.
Vreau sa-ti urc leafa; vreau sa fiu folositor familiei tale
nevoiase; dar vom vorbi despre aceasta dupd pranz la o ceasca
de vin cald. Bob! Aprinde améandoua focurile si arde o banita
de carbuni, inainte de a te pune pe lucru, Bob Cratchit!

Scrooge se tinu de vorba; facu totul si chiar mai mult
decat spusese. Fu un al doilea tata pentru Tiny Tim, care nu
muri! Deveni un bun prieten al lor, si un om bun, mai bun decat
toti locuitorii marelui oras, inaintea lui si dupa déansul. Unii
oameni facurd haz de schimbarea lui, dar el ii 13s4 sa facd, stiind
cd e mai bine sa razi decat sa plangi; el insusi avea rasul in
suflet, si asta 1i ajungea.
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people did not have their fill of laughter in the outset; and
knowing that such as these would be blind anyway, he thought
it quite as well that they should wrinkle up their eyes in grins,
as have the malady in less attractive forms. His own heart

laughed; and that was quite enough for him. ;
He had no further intercourse with spirits, but lived Nu mai avu nici o intrevedere cu Duhurile; dar se zicea

upon the total abstinence principle, ever afterwards; and it was ~ despre déansul cd serba cu sfintenie Craciunul. Fie ca acest lucru

always said of him, that he knew how to keep Christmas well,  sd fie adevarat si pentru noi! $i, cum bine a zis Tiny Tim,

if any man alive possessed the knowledge. May that be truly =~ Dumnezeu sa ne binecuvinteze pe toti!

said of us, and all of us! And so, as Tiny Tim observed, God

bless us every one!
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