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Editura online a Universititii Bucuresti pentru Literature is news that stays news.

studiul limbii engleze prin literatura Ezra Pound

Press Release Monday 4 April 2016

Shakespeare’s Plays in Romanian, 1840-1920
Parallel Texts

Edited by C. George Sandulescu and Lidia Vianu.

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

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



older typographic characters. This confers

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

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

“Shakespeare lives in 2016!” The series

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

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

Shakespeare o culoare speciald, disparutd in zilele
noastre, cind exprimarea este prozaicad, lipsita de poezie.

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

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

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

C. George Sandulescu and Lidia Vianu
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE

KING JOHN

PRINCE HENRY, his son

ARTHUR, DUKE OF BRITANIE, son of Geffrey, late Duke of
Britaine, the elder brother of King John

EARL OF PEMBROKE

EARL OF ESSEX

EARL OF SALISBURY

LORD BIGOT

HUBERT DE BURGH

ROBERT FAULCONBRIDGE, son to Sir Faulconbridge
PHILIP THE BASTARD, his half-brother

JAMES GURNEY, servant to Lady Faulconbridge
PETER OF POMFRET, a propher

KING PHILIP OF FRANCE

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

PERSOANE REPREZENTATE

IOAN, Regele Angliei
PRINCIPELE HENRIC, fiul sau, pe urma Regele Henric III
ARTHUR, DUCE DE BRETAGNIA, nepotul Regelui Ioan

Contele de PEMBROKE

Contele de ESSEX

Contele de SALISBURY

Lord BIGOT

HUBERT DE BURGH, Chamberlanul Regelui

ROBERT FAULCOBRIDGE, fiul lui Sir Robert Faulconbridge
PHILIP BASTARDUL, fratele acestuia

JAMES GURNEY, servitorul lui Lady Faulconbridge

PETER DE POMEFRET, un supus prooroc

PHILIP, REGELE FRANTEI
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LEWIS, the Daulphin LUDOVIC, Delphinul pe urmd Ludovic VIII
LYMOGES, Duke of Austria LYMOGES, Arhiducele Austriei
CARDINAL PANDULPH, the Pope’s legate CARDINALUL PAHDULPH, Legatul Papei
MELUN, a French lord MELUN, un lord francez
CHATILLON, ambassador from France to King John CHATILON, Ambasadorul Frantei la Regele Ioan
QUEEN ELINOR, widow of King Henry II and mother to REGINA ELINOR, mama Regelui Ioan
King John
CONSTANCE, Mother to Arthur CONSTANTA, mama lui Arthur
BLANCH OF SPAIN, daughter to the King of Castile and BLANCA DE CASTILIA, nepoata regelui Ioan
niece to King John
LADY FAULCONBRIDGE, widow to Sir Robert LADY FAULCONBRIDGE
Faulconbridge
Lords, Citizens of Angiers, Sheriff, Heralds, Officers, Lorzi, ladies si alti urmasi; un serif, cetateni, scutieri, ofiteri,
Soldiers, Executioners, Messengers, Attendants soldati si vestitori
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ACT L.

Scene 1.
King John's palace.

Enter King John, Queen Elinor, Pemebroke, Essex. Salisbury, and
others, with Chatillon.

KING JOHN. Now, say, Chatillon, what would France with
us?

CHATILLON. Thus, after greeting, speaks the King of France
In my behaviour to the majesty,

The borrowed majesty, of England here.

ELINOR. A strange beginning: ‘borrowed majesty!’

KING JOHN. Silence, good mother; hear the embassy.
CHATILLON. Philip of France, in right and true behalf

Of thy deceased brother Geffrey’s son,

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

ACTUL INTAL

Scena IL.
Northampton, o sald de ceremonie in palat.

Regele Ioan, Regina Elinor, Pembroke, Essex si altii,Salisbury cu
Chatillon.

REGELE IOAN. Ei, Chatillon, amice, ne spune, ce doreste
Cu noj, al Frantei Rege?

CHATILLON. El va imbratiseaza

Si astfel porunceste sa ma adresez maretei

Dar uzurpatei falei a tronului englez...

ELINOR. O stranie prefatd, mdrire uzurpatd!

REGELE IOAN. Iubitd mama, rabdd, pe sol vom asculta.
CHATILLON. Al Frantei Rege Philip prin dreptul cel divin
Reprezentand pe Arthur Plantagenet, copilul
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Arthur Plantagenet, lays most lawful claim

To this fair island and the territories,

To Ireland, Poictiers, Anjou, Touraine, Maine,

Desiring thee to lay aside the sword

Which sways usurpingly these several titles,

And put the same into young Arthur’s hand,

Thy nephew and right royal sovereign.

KING JOHN. What follows if we disallow of this?
CHATILLON. The proud control of fierce and bloody war,
To enforce these rights so forcibly withheld.

KING JOHN. Here have we war for war, and blood for
blood,

Controlment for controlment-so answer France.
CHATILLON. Then take my king’s defiance from my mouth-
The farthest limit of my embassy.

KING JOHN. Bear mine to him, and so depart in peace;

Be thou as lightning in the eyes of France;

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

Lui Geffrey, al Vostru frate, revendicd domnia

A insulei Britane, cu intregul teritoriu,

Irlanda cu Touraina, Anjou, Poitiers si Maine,

Si sa depuneti spada cu care pe nedrept

Detineti aceste titluri de la stapanul lor,

Dand sceptrul si domnia in ména lui Arthur

Nepotul Vostru tandr si suveran firesc.

REGELE IOAN. §i care e urmarea refuzului din partea mea?
CHATILLON. Grozava judecatd a cruntului razboi
Va-ndreptatii cu forta pe cel nedreptatit.

REGELE IOAN. Din partea mea raspunde-i c-avem si noi
razboi

Sa-i dam pentru rdazboiul lui, si sdinge pentru sange.
CHATILLON. Primesc dar prin mine sfidarea ce-o trimite,
E cea din urma vorbd a misiunei mele.

REGELE IOAN. Si a mea sfidare poartd-i, ducandu-te in pace
Ca fulgerul spre Franta iti indreaptd pasul;
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For ere thou canst report I will be there,
The thunder of my cannon shall be heard.
So hence! Be thou the trumpet of our wrath
And sullen presage of your own decay.
An honourable conduct let him have-
Pembroke, look to ‘t. Farewell, Chatillon.

Exeunt Chatillon and Pembroke
ELINOR. What now, my son! Have I not ever said
How that ambitious Constance would not cease
Till she had kindled France and all the world
Upon the right and party of her son?
This might have been prevented and made whole
With very easy arguments of love,
Which now the manage of two kingdoms must
With fearful bloody issue arbitrate.

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

Dar voi sosi acolo, eu, inaintea ta:
A tunurilor mele bubuituri simtive-ti
Da, pleaca! fii trompetd a rdzbunadrii noastre,
A ruinei ce va asteapta fii tu prorocul jalnic,
Conduceti-1 de aici cu cinstea cuvenits;
Vezi de aceasta Pembroke, adio Chantillon.
(Ies Chatillon si Pembroke).
ELINOR. Fi fiule, asa e? N-am zis, eu, intotdeauna
Cd sora mea Constanta, ambitioasa mama,
Nu va fi multumitd pana nu va-nfldcdra
Nu numai Franta toata, dar si intreaga lume,
Sa lupte pentru dansa, pe fiu-sau aparandu-1?
Puteai opri aceasta si toate se-ndreptau
Cu cateva cuvinte de dulce amicitie;
Pe cand acuma numai razbolui sangeros
Va arbitra domnia a doud mari regate.
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KING JOHN. Our strong possession and our right for us!

ELINOR. Your strong possession much more than your right,

Or else it must go wrong with you and me;

So much my conscience whispers in your ear,
Which none but heaven and you and I shall hear.
Enter a SHERIFF

ESSEX. My liege, here is the strangest controversy

Come from the country to be judg’d by you

That €’er I heard. Shall I produce the men?

KING JOHN. Let them approach. Exit SHERIFF

Our abbeys and our priories shall pay

This expedition’s charge.

Enter ROBERT FAULCONBRIDGE and PHILIP, his bastard
brother

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

REGELE IOAN. Avem cu noi dreptatea si vaste posesiuni.

ELINOR. Taria posesiunii mai mult decat dreptatea
Cdci altfel ce am face? intr-adevar, zau, nu stiu;

Si glasul consecintei imi sopteste la urechi

Ceea ce numai cerul si noi putem sa stim.

(Intra seriful de Northampton care sopteste ceva lui Essex).

ESSEX. Stapane se iveste o stranie chestiune

Venitd de la tard ca sa o judecati

Neauzita inca. Doriti ca sa-i aduc?

REGELE IOAN. Puteti sd-i introduceti. (Iese seriful)

Am manastiri destule de unde sa platesc.

(Reintrd seriful cu Robert Faulconbridge si Philip fratele
sdu bastard).
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BASTARD. Your faithful subject I, a gentleman
Born in Northamptonshire, and eldest son,

As I suppose, to Robert Faulconbridge-

A soldier by the honour-giving hand

Of Coeur-de-lion knighted in the field.

KING JOHN. What art thou?

ROBERT. The son and heir to that same Faulconbridge.

KING JOHN. Is that the elder, and art thou the heir?
You came not of one mother then, it seems.

BASTARD. Most certain of one mother, mighty king-
That is well known-and, as I think, one father;

But for the certain knowledge of that truth

I put you o’er to heaven and to my mother.

Of that I doubt, as all men’s children may.

ELINOR. Out on thee, rude man! Thou dost shame thy
mother,

And wound her honour with this diffidence.

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

BASTARDUL. Un rob supus al vostru un gentleman, ndscut
Sunt in Northamptonshirul, si fiul cel mai mare

Sunt un soldat in fine, innobilat in lupta

Precum imi pare mie lui Robert Faulconbridge

De chiar glorioasa mana a lui Richard Couer de Lion.
REGELE IOAN. Si celilalt cine este?

ROBERT. Fecior sunt si urmas tot al lui Faulconbridge.
REGELE IOAN. E celilalt cel mai mare, iar tu mostenitorul?
Pe cat se vede dard, nu sunteti dintr-o mama.

BASTARDUL. Suntem din contra, Sire, tot din aceeasi mama
E sigur de acest lucru; si cred cd dintr-un tata:

Dar numai cerul doar si mama noastrd, poate

Sti bine acest lucru: cdci eu ma indoiesc...

Precum tot omul poate.

ELINOR. Taci, om lipsit de suflet, de mama ta e vorba,

Si-i pdtezi onoarea cu astd indoiala.
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BASTARD. I, madam? No, I have no reason for it-
That is my brother’s plea, and none of mine;

The which if he can prove, ‘a pops me out

At least from fair five hundred pound a year.
Heaven guard my mother’s honour and my land!

KING JOHN. A good blunt fellow. Why, being younger born,
Doth he lay claim to thine inheritance?

BASTARD. I know not why, except to get the land.
But once he slander’d me with bastardy;

But whe’er I be as true begot or no,

That still I lay upon my mother’s head;

But that I am as well begot, my liege-

Fair fall the bones that took the pains for me!-
Compare our faces and be judge yourself.

If old Sir Robert did beget us both

And were our father, and this son like him-

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

BASTARD. Eu? Doamna mea, n-o crede; cici n-as avea de ce;
Pe fratele meu il priveste si nici de cum pe mine,

Céci daca o probeaza imi ia intreaga stare

Cinci sute livre bune, venit curat pe an:

Deci Domnul sa pdstreze onoarea mamei mele

Si starea-mi prin urmare.

REGELE IOAN. Cam necioplite vorbe: cum oare cel mai tanar
Revendicd acuma legiuita-ti mostenire?

BASTARDUL. Alt scop de sigur n-are decat sd-mi ia ea
pamantul,

M-a acuzat o datd ca sunt bastard, stiu bine;

De o fi in originea-mi putind banuiald

Raspunderea intreaga pe maica-mea sa cadd;

In orice ceas e sigur ci-s mai frumos facut

Compar a noastre chipuri si vei vedea, mylord.

Iar daca intre tata si fiu e asemanare,

Fi zau, batran Sir Robert, sunt prea multumitor
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O old Sir Robert, father, on my knee

I give heaven thanks I was not like to thee!

KING JOHN. Why, what a madcap hath heaven lent us here!
ELINOR. He hath a trick of Coeur-de-lion’s face;

The accent of his tongue affecteth him.

Do you not read some tokens of my son

In the large composition of this man?

KING JOHN. Mine eye hath well examined his parts

And finds them perfect Richard. Sirrah, speak,

What doth move you to claim your brother’s land?

BASTARD. Because he hath a half-face, like my father.
With half that face would he have all my land:
A half-fac’d groat five hundred pound a year!

ROBERT. My gracious liege, when that my father liv’'d,
Your brother did employ my father much-

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

Ca n-am asemdanare cu tine nici cu fiul tdu.

REGELE IOAN. O fire curioasad de om avem aici.
ELINOR. La chip el cam aduce cu Richard Coeur de Lion
$i chiar la glas imi pare cd-i seamana putin:

Structura cea mareatd a omului acesta,

Nu-I reproduce intocmai pe bietul meu copil?

REGELE IOAN. Din cap péna la picioare cu ochiul I-am
scrutat

Gasesc cd-i tocmai Richard. Ei, domnule vorbeste

Dar pentru ce revendici averea de la dansul?
BASTARDUL. Fiindcd este numai o parte dintr-un om,
Ba chiar o jumadtate, cu care vrea sa-i ia

Averea mea intreagd, venit cinci sute de livre,

Sapat pe fiecare cu o jumadtate om.

ROBERT. Stapane prea iubite, cand tatdl meu trdia

Pe bunul Vostru frate cu multe 1-a slujit...
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Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892
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BASTARD. Well, sir, by this you cannot get my land: BASTARDUL. Ce are a face asta? asa imi iei mosia?
Your tale must be how he employ’d my mother. Pe mama mea mai bine sa spui cum a slujit-o...
ROBERT. And once dispatch’d him in an embassy ROBERT. $i intr-un rand acesta i-a dat o misiune
To Germany, there with the Emperor Sa mearga in Germania, pe langa Imparat
To treat of high affairs touching that time. Cu care sd trateze de treburi importante,
Th" advantage of his absence took the King, A profitat, se vede, de lipsa sa d-acasad,
And in the meantime sojourn’d at my father’s; Si alocuit la dansa o vreme oarecare:
Where how he did prevail I shame to speak- Ce fel i-a mers acolo, zdu as rosi s-o spun;
But truth is truth: large lengths of seas and shores A spune adevarul nu poate fi pacat
Between my father and my mother lay, Intinse oceane si tari necunoscute
As I have heard my father speak himself, Pe tata meu de mama mult timp 1-a despartit,
When this same lusty gentleman was got. Precum l-am auzit chiar mdrturisind pe dansul,
Upon his death-bed he by will bequeath’d Cand voinicul asta a fost adus pe lume;
His lands to me, and took it on his death Pe patul sau de moarte, prin diata tatdl meu
That this my mother’s son was none of his; Mi-a ldsat pamantul recunoscand formal
And if he were, he came into the world C4 acest copil al mamei nu poate fi al sdu,
Full fourteen weeks before the course of time. Céci a venit in lume trei luni si jumadtate
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Then, good my liege, let me have what is mine,
My father’s land, as was my father’s will.

KING JOHN. Sirrah, your brother is legitimate:
Your father’s wife did after wedlock bear him,
And if she did play false, the fault was hers;
Which fault lies on the hazards of all husbands
That marry wives. Tell me, how if my brother,
Who, as you say, took pains to get this son,

Had of your father claim’d this son for his?

In sooth, good friend, your father might have kept
This calf, bred from his cow, from all the world;
In sooth, he might; then, if he were my brother’s,
My brother might not claim him; nor your father,
Being none of his, refuse him. This concludes:
My mother’s son did get your father’s heir;

Your father’s heir must have your father’s land.

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

11

Tnainte de sorocul firesc al gestatiunii.

Vd rog de aceea, Sire, sa-mi dati ce e al meu

A tatalui meu stare supus vointei sale.

REGELE IOAN. Amice, omul dsta ti-e frate legitim,
Cdci e facut de mad-ta in vremea cdsniciei:

Si de a gresit femeia pdcatul e al ei;

Céci astfel de pdcate pe ori si cine calca

Ce 1n muieri se increde.

Ce se intampla, ia spune-mi, de ar fi venit la tatal tau
Fratiorul meu spundndu-i cd vrea sd ia copilul?

E fara indoiala ca ar fi putut prea bine

Séa-i zica ca refuza; si astfel fiind chiar

Cu el facut copilul acesta n-avea dreptul

S&-1 ceard, si tot astfel, nefiind al tatdlui tdu

Acesta, foarte bine putea sd nu-1 predea

Deci consecinta este ca el va mosteni

Pe tatdl tau cu dreptate.
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ROBERT. Shall then my father’s will be of no force

To dispossess that child which is not his?

BASTARD. Of no more force to dispossess me, sir,
Than was his will to get me, as I think.

ELINOR. Whether hadst thou rather be a Faulconbridge,
And like thy brother, to enjoy thy land,

Or the reputed son of Coeur-de-lion,

Lord of thy presence and no land beside?

BASTARD. Madam, an if my brother had my shape
And I had his, Sir Robert’s his, like him;

And if my legs were two such riding-rods,

My arms such eel-skins stuft’d, my face so thin

That in mine ear I durst not stick a rose

Lest men should say ‘Look where three-farthings goes!’
And, to his shape, were heir to all this land-

Would I might never stir from off this place,

I would give it every foot to have this face!

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.

12

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

ROBERT. A omului vointd, nu va avea putere

Sa departeze pruncul ce nu-i facut de dansul?
BASTARDUL. Precum fara vointa-i venit-am eu in lume,
Tot astfel trebuie sd-i iau si mostenirea.

ELINOR. Cum ai voi mai bine, sa fii un Faulconbridge

Si semdnand cu fratele tau, sa ti se dea pamantul?

Sau vrei sd treci drept fiul lui Richard Coeur de Lion
Bogat in ardtare-ti dar fara mostenire?

BASTARDUL. De avea fratele meu, Doamnd, in locu-mi acest
chip,

Si eu pe al lui, si dacd avea pe al lui Sir Robert;

De aveam niste picioare ca fuse ca el tocmai,

Si bratele ca bete, obrazul jigdrit,

Sa nu m-ardt p-afara c-o roza la urechi,

Fara ca toti sd radd, zicand: , priviti acolo,

Pe Domnul trei parale”.

De ar fi sa am pamantul pe o parte, iar pe de alta
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I would not be Sir Nob in any case.

ELINOR. I like thee well. Wilt thou forsake thy fortune,
Bequeath thy land to him and follow me?
I am a soldier and now bound to France.

BASTARD. Brother, take you my land, I'll take my chance.

Your face hath got five hundred pound a year,

Yet sell your face for fivepence and ‘tis dear.

Madam, I'll follow you unto the death.

ELINOR. Nay, I would have you go before me thither.
BASTARD. Our country manners give our betters way.

KING JOHN. What is thy name?

BASTARD. Philip, my liege, so is my name begun:

Philip, good old Sir Robert’s wife’s eldest son.

KING JOHN. From henceforth bear his name whose form

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
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O fata ca aceea, sd nu ma misc de aici,

De n-as da tot in lume sa fiu asa cum sunt.

Cu asta conditiune n-as vrea sa fiu Sir Robert.

ELINOR. Asa-mi place barbatul. Vrei sa renunti la stare
Lasandu-i tot pamantul, si sd ma urmezi pe mine?

Sunt un soldat ca tine si gata de plecare.

BASTARDUL. Da ia-ti pdmantul, frate, si cum o vrea norocul!
,Ti-ai cdpdtat obrzul pe an cinci sute livre

De l-ai dat pe cinci sute pe legea mea e scump.

Te urmez pana la moarte acuma, Doamna mea!
ELINOR. As prefer acolo sd merg in urma ta.
BASTARDUL. Ne cere politetea cu toate astea, Doamnd,
Sa se cedeze pasul de cei mici celor mari.

KING JOHN. Ce nume ai, amice?

BASTARDUL. Md cheama Philip, Sire.

REGELE IOAN. Purta-vei de azi inainte si numele acelui
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thou bearest: Cui iti seamadnad si chipul: te ingenuncheaza, Philip,
Kneel thou down Philip, but rise more great- Sir Richard te ridicd, si un Plantagenet.
Arise Sir Richard and Plantagenet.
BASTARD. Brother by th” mother’s side, give me your hand; BASTARDUL. Iubite frate vitreg, da-mi mana, al meu tata

My father gave me honour, yours gave land. Imi dddu cinste mie padmant al tau iti dadu.

Now blessed be the hour, by night or day,

When I was got, Sir Robert was away!
ELINOR. The very spirit of Plantagenet! ELINOR. Voinicule, vorbit-ai ca un Plantagenet!
I am thy grandam, Richard: call me so. chi sunt bunicd, Richard, te rog, asa sa-mi zici.
BASTARD. Madam, by chance, but not by truth; what BASTARDUL. Din intamplare, Doamnd, dar nu dupa
though? dreptate:
Something about, a little from the right, Dar ce ne face asta?

In at the window, or else o’er the hatch;

Who dares not stir by day must walk by night;
And have is have, however men do catch.
Near or far off, well won is still well shot;

And I am [, howe’er I was begot.
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KING JOHN. Go, Faulconbridge; now hast thou thy desire:

A landless knight makes thee a landed squire.
Come, madam, and come, Richard, we must speed

For France, for France, for it is more than need.

BASTARD. Brother, adieu. Good fortune come to thee!
For thou wast got i’ th” way of honesty.
Exeunt all but the Bastard
A foot of honour better than I was;
But many a many foot of land the worse.
Well, now can I make any Joan a lady. ‘Good den, Sir
Richard!-’God-a-mercy, fellow!
And if his name be George, I'll call him Peter;
For new-made honour doth forget men’s names:
“Tis too respective and too sociable
For your conversion. Now your traveller,
He and his toothpick at my worship’s mess-

William Shakespeare
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REGELE IOAN. Tu, Faulconbridge, du-te dorinta iti e
indeplinita,
E scapatat cel mare, cel mic, proprietar.
Sa mergem, scumpd Doamnad, si Richard, cu grabire
Sa ne pornim spre Franta e mare trebuinta.
BASTARDUL. Adio, fratioare, sa-ti fie bun norocul,
Cici ai venit in lume ca un badrbat cinstit,

(Ies toti, in afara de Bastard)
Venirea ta in lume era mult mai cinstits,
Dar mai sdrdcdcioasd decat venirea mea.
Dar ies toate bine, cdci pot sa fac o Lady
Din ori si ce taranca. Sir Richard, buna ziua.—
Pe cel ce-i zice George, eu, Petre am sd-1 chem:
Cand la mdriri ajungem, uitdm si cum ii cheama
Céci amintirea altfel nici nu s-ar potrivi
Cu a noastra inaintare. Un cdlator de pild4,
Cu o scobitoare-n gurd la masa mea s-aseaza;

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

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



And when my knightly stomach is suffic'd,
Why then I suck my teeth and catechize

My picked man of countries: ‘My dear sir,”
Thus leaning on mine elbow I begin

‘I shall beseech you’-That is question now;
And then comes answer like an Absey book:
‘O sir,” says answer “at your best command,
At your employment, at your service, sir!’
‘No, sir,” says question ‘I, sweet sir, at yours.”
And so, ere answer knows what question would,
Saving in dialogue of compliment,

And talking of the Alps and Apennines,

The Pyrenean and the river Po-

It draws toward supper in conclusion so.
But this is worshipful society,

And fits the mounting spirit like myself;

For he is but a bastard to the time

William Shakespeare
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Cand mi-am umplut stomacul ca un boier ce sunt,
Si eu imi scobesc dintii sa-ncep a chestiona

Pe individul nostru.—, Iubite domnisor”

Cdci astfel voi incepe pe cotul-mi rezemat,

,Te rog fa bundtatea”... aceasta-i intrebarea,

Si apoi raspunsul vine ca din abecedar;—

,Cum nu, slavite Doamne, sunt sluga dumitale,
,1ti sunt la dizpozitie; de mine rog dispune;

v/

»Eu iti sunt plecata slugd”. Si astfel dar rdspundem

Pana nu stim intrebarea, cdci pierdem vremea noastra

Cu complimente goale;

De Alpi mai vine vorba, de muntii Apenini,
De Po, de Pirinei, si cina se sfarseste,

Ei, astfel se petrece in sindrofii inalte,

Deci astfel se cuvine sa fac ca sa ajung:

Nu numai exteriorul sd mi-1 imbrac cu forme,
Ca cu o haind doar; ci sa produc din contra,
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That doth not smack of observation- Din partile ascunse si cele mai secrete
And so am I, whether I smack or no; Ce gindul tdinuieste, un farmec mincinos,
And not alone in habit and device, Dar potrivit cu veacul.
Exterior form, outward accoutrement, Nu vreau sa fac aceasta ca sd insel pe altii,
But from the inward motion to deliver Dar vreau sa le stiu bine sa nu fiu inselat;
Sweet, sweet, sweet poison for the age’s tooth; Va fi un fel de treaptd inaintarii mele...
Which, though I will not practise to deceive, Dar cine e aceasta ce vine? E gatita
Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn; Ca pentru céldrie, si pare prea grabita.
For it shall strew the footsteps of my rising. Zdu, parca-i o femeie de poste! Oare n-are
But who comes in such haste in riding-robes? Cu dénsa pe barbatul, sa-i sune de venire?
What woman-post is this? Hath she no husband (Intrd Lady Faulconbridge cu James Gurney)
That will take pains to blow a horn before her? Pe legea mea e mamal! ce este, buna Doamnad?
Enter Lady Faulconbridge, and James Gurney Ce treaba ai la curte, de vii asa in pripa?
O me, ‘tis my mother! How now, good lady!
What brings you here to court so hastily?
LADY FAULCONBRIDGE. Where is that slave, thy brother? LADY FAULCONBRIDGE. S4 caut pe talharul de frate-tdu,
Where is he Unde este?
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that holds in chase mine honour up and down?
BASTARD. My brother Robert, old Sir Robert’s son?
Colbrand the giant, that same mighty man?

Is it Sir Robert’s son that you seek so?

LADY FAULCONBRIDGE. Sir Robert’s son! Ay, thou
unreverend boy,

Sir Robert’s son! Why scorn’st thou at Sir Robert?

He is Sir Robert’s son, and so art thou.

BASTARD. James Gurney, wilt thou give us leave awhile?

GURNEY. Good leave, good Philip.
BASTARD. Philip-Sparrow! James,

There’s toys abroad-anon I'll tell thee more.
Exit Gurney

Madam, I was not old Sir Robert’s son;

Sir Robert might have eat his part in me

William Shakespeare
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Pe unde festeleste acuma cinstea mea?

BASTARDUL. De fratele meu Robert, de fiul lui Sir Robert,
De dénsul este vorba?—Barbatul colosal

Ce seamana cu Colbrand, voinicul urias?

Pe fiul lui Sir Robert, p-acela vii sd-1 cauti?

LADY FAULCONBRIDGE. Bdiatul lui Sir Robert! Copil
nepasator,

Da, fiul lui Sir Robert. De ce razi de Sir Robert?

E fiul lui Sir Robert, precum esti insuti tu
BASTARDUL. Fii bun, te rog, James Gurney, lasd-ne sa
vorbim.

GURNEY. Voios, iubite Philip.

BASTARDUL. Tu nétdrau, ce Philip?

In cateva cuvinte... Iti voi spune alt dati

Iese James Gurney

Nus-s fiul lui Sir Robert, pe semne, Doamna mea.
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Upon Good Friday, and ne’er broke his fast.

Sir Robert could do: well-marry, to confess-

Could he get me? Sir Robert could not do it:

We know his handiwork. Therefore, good mother,

To whom am I beholding for these limbs?

Sir Robert never holp to make this leg.

LADY FAULCONBRIDGE. Hast thou conspired with thy
brother too,

That for thine own gain shouldst defend mine honour?
What means this scorn, thou most untoward knave?
BASTARD. Knight, knight, good mother, Basilisco-like.
What! I am dubb’d; I have it on my shoulder.

But, mother, I am not Sir Robert’s son:

I have disclaim’d Sir Robert and my land;
Legitimation, name, and all is gone.

Then, good my mother, let me know my father —

Some proper man, I hope. Who was it, mother?

William Shakespeare
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LADY FAULCONBRIDGE. Esti inteles tu oare cu frate-tau cel
nemernic?

Ai interes din contra onoarea mea s-o aperi.

Ce e necinstea asta? Om fara crestere?

BASTARDUL. Un cavaler sunt, mama, cum fuse Basilico;
Sunt investit in formd, pe umdr am chiar semnul.
Ascultd, mama dragd, nu-s fiul lui Sir Robert;

M-am lepadat de dansul impreund cu mosia,

Cu legitimul nume si toate celelalte;

Zi, mamitico, cine e tatdl meu, te rog?

Era om cumsecade, sper, spune-mi cum il cheama.
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LADY FAULCONBRIDGE. Hast thou denied thyself a
Faulconbridge?

BASTARD. As faithfully as I deny the devil.

LADY FAULCONBRIDGE. King Richard Coeur-de-lion was
thy father.

By long and vehement suit I was seduc’d

To make room for him in my husband’s bed.

Heaven lay not my transgression to my charge!

Thou art the issue of my dear offence,

Which was so strongly urg’d past my defence.
BASTARD. Now, by this light, were I to get again,
Madam, I would not wish a better father.

Some sins do bear their privilege on earth,

And so doth yours: your fault was not your folly;
Needs must you lay your heart at his dispose,
Subjected tribute to commanding love,

Against whose fury and unmatched force

20
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LADY FAULCONBRIDGE. In adevir, te lepezi de a fi un
Faulconbridge?

BASTARDUL. intocmai cum ma lepad de dracu, de Satana!
LADY FAULCONBRIDGE. Un Rege e al tau tata, chiar
Richard Couer de Lion;

Prin curte cdlduroasa si lunga m-a sedus.

Pacatul este mare si Domnul sa ma ierte.

Tu din greseala asta in lume ai venit,

Cdci staruintei sale nu ma puteam opune.

BASTARDUL. N-as fi dorit alt tatd decat p-acesta Doamna,
Sunt unele pacate ce nu se pedepsesc,

Cum e al tdu de pilda; pacat a fost nu zic,

Dar nu o nebunie.

La astfel de iubire cauta sa te supui:

In mana ta gingasa predandu-si inima,

Deci inima cu sila chiar de la lei rdpind,
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The aweless lion could not wage the fight Putea oare femeie pe a sa sd i-o refuze?

Nor keep his princely heart from Richard’s hand.
He that perforce robs lions of their hearts

May easily win a woman’s. Ay, my mother,
With all my heart I thank thee for my father!
Who lives and dares but say thou didst not well
When I was got, I'll send his soul to hell.

Come, lady, I will show thee to my kin;

And they shall say when Richard me begot,

If thou hadst said him nay, it had been sin.

Who says it was, he lies; I say ‘twas not.

Exeunt.
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ACT IL.

SCENE 1.
France. Before Angiers

Enter, on one side, Austria and forces; on the other, King Philip of
France,

Lewis the Dauphin, Constance, Arthur, and forces

KING PHILIP. Before Angiers well met, brave Austria.
Arthur, that great forerunner of thy blood,

Richard, that robb’d the lion of his heart

And fought the holy wars in Palestine,

By this brave duke came early to his grave;

And for amends to his posterity,

At our importance hither is he come

To spread his colours, boy, in thy behalf;

22
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ACTUL AL DOILEA.

SCENA 1.
Angiers, inaintea zidurilor cetdtii

Intri pe de o parte, Archiducele Austriei, pe de alta, Philip Regele
Frantei cu trupele,

Ludovic, Constanta, Arthur cu urmasii lor.

REGELE PHILIP. Ne intalnim cu bine, slavite Arhiduce,
Angiers, oras razboinic, sosirea va saluta.

[ubite Arthur, dansul, cu ména sa viteaza

A stins cea mai frumoasa si stralucita raza

A neamului tdu mandru, pe Richard cel domnesc,

Ce inima isi luase din pieptul unui leu,

Cel unchi al tau eroul razboaielor sfintite

Departe-n Palestina.
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And to rebuke the usurpation
Of thy unnatural uncle, English John.
Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither.

ARTHUR. God shall forgive you Coeur-de-lion’s death
The rather that you give his offspring life,

Shadowing their right under your wings of war.

I give you welcome with a powerless hand,

But with a heart full of unstained love;

Welcome before the gates of Angiers, Duke.

KING PHILIP. A noble boy! Who would not do thee right?

AUSTRIA. Upon thy cheek lay I this zealous kiss
As seal to this indenture of my love:

William Shakespeare
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In fata mostenirii acestuia acuma

Pacatul vrand sa-si spele si invitat de noi

Desfasurand stindardul spre ocrotirea ta

Venit-a el incoace trufia sa doboare

A unchiului tdu barbar Ion al Angliei

Sarutd-1 si primeste-1 cu dragoste aici.

ARTHUR. De-ti va fi iertata moartea lui Richard Couer de
Lion.

Deoarece dreptate dai mostenirii sale

Sub aripile tale cand o addpostesti;

Tinandu-ti mana-mi slabad, eu iti zic venire bung;

Si inima-mi e plind de dragoste frateascd;

Sosire bund deja iti urez aici, o! Duce.

LUDOVIC. O inimd madreatd ai scumpul meu copil,

Cred c-ar dori oricine sd te indreptateasca.
ARHIDUCELE. Ca dulce consacrare a dragostei, primeste
O sdrutare, Printe, pecetluind credinta
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That to my home I will no more return

Till Angiers and the right thou hast in France,
Together with that pale, that white-fac’d shore,
Whose foot spurns back the ocean’s roaring tides
And coops from other lands her islanders-
Even till that England, hedg’d in with the main,
That water-walled bulwark, still secure

And confident from foreign purposes-

Even till that utmost corner of the west

Salute thee for her king. Till then, fair boy,

Will I not think of home, but follow armes.

William Shakespeare
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Ce-ti jur de aici tnainte: cd nu ma voi intoarce,
Pana n-oi forta cetatea Angiers sd te salute
Pand n-oi vedea dreptatea intreaga ce o ai

in Franta, stabilitd; si pana ce frontiera

Cea palida, cu tarmu-i alb, spalacit, arid,

Ce cu picioru-i mandru, dispretuind talazul
Oceanului puternic, il izbeste inapoi

In neagra-i adancime c-un muget neodihnit.
Pana n-oi vedea Britania, cea gingasa domnie
Cu gardul ei de valuri, bastion nebiruit,
Privind nepdsdtoare invazia straina.

Cel coltisor de lume pierdut in depdrtare

In apa apuseans, si se inchine tie

Ce-i esti firescul Rege.

Pand n-oi vedea aceasta, jur, tinere regesc,
Uita-voi dorul casei si voi urma razboiul.
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CONSTANCE. O, take his mother’s thanks, a widow’s
thanks,

Till your strong hand shall help to give him strength

To make a more requital to your love!

AUSTRIA. The peace of heaven is theirs that lift their swords
In such a just and charitable war

KING PHILIP. Well then, to work! Our cannon shall be bent
Against the brows of this resisting town;

Call for our chiefest men of discipline,

To cull the plots of best advantages.

We'll lay before this town our royal bones,

Wade to the market-place in Frenchmen’s blood,

But we will make it subject to this boy.

CONSTANCE. Stay for an answer to your embassy,

25
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CONSTANTA. Iti multumeste ma-sa, o viduvi sirmang,
Prin bratul tau puternic el intarit odata

Iti va rdsplati iubirea ce astdzi ii arati.

ARHIDUCELE. Va ferici si cerul p-aceia ce se lupta
A stabili dreptatea si dragostea prin oameni.
REGELE PHILIP. Atunci inainte! Vom ataca cetatea
Aceasta ce rezistd, cu distrugatorul foc

Al tunurilor noastre ce imprastie pieirea

Cand glasul lor se aude; strigati-mi luptatorii

Cei mai cu disciplind, incét cu priincie

Vom combina proiectul si planul batdliei.

Céci zidurile tale la soare vor vedea

Albind a mele oase, or voi inota in sange

Prin pietele-ti vastate, si jur sd te supun

Copilului acesta ce este domnul tau.
CONSTANTA. Intai te rog asteaptd raspunsul si-1 vedem,
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Lest unadvis’d you stain your swords with blood;
My Lord Chatillon may from England bring

That right in peace which here we urge in war,
And then we shall repent each drop of blood
That hot rash haste so indirectly shed.

Enter Chatillon

KING PHILIP. A wonder, lady! Lo, upon thy wish,
Our messenger Chatillon is arriv’d.

What England says, say briefly, gentle lord;

We coldly pause for thee. Chatillon, speak.

William Shakespeare
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CHATILLON. Then turn your forces from this paltry siege

And stir them up against a mightier task.
England, impatient of your just demands,
Hath put himself in arms. The adverse winds,

Ambasadorul vostru se va inapoia,

Cd nu cu usurinta in sange sa stropiti

A Voastre sabii, Sire, cdci Chatillon putea-va

Din Anglia aduce acea pace, acea dreptate

Ce vreti cu silnicie in batdlii sa smulgeti.

V4 veti cdi atunci de sangele acela

Ce pripa manioasd va fi varsat zadarnic

Intrd Chatillon

REGELE PHILIP. E o minune, Doamna! Dorinta-ti e
implinitd,

Caci Chatillon trimisul sosesce in sfarsit.

Pe scurt, amice, spune din Anglia ce veste?
Nepasatori respunsul il asteptam, vorbeste.
CHATILLON. inaintajci atunci, lasati acest asediu,
Nedemn de a voastre arme, si intreprindeti fapte
Cu vitejia voastrd mai bine potrivite:

Céci Anglia intdaratatd de dreapta-va cerinta.
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Whose leisure I have stay’d, have given him time

To land his legions all as soon as I;

His marches are expedient to this town,
His forces strong, his soldiers confident.
With him along is come the mother-queen,
An Ate, stirring him to blood and strife;
With her the Lady Blanch of Spain;

With them a bastard of the king’s deceas’d;
And all th” unsettled humours of the land-
Rash, inconsiderate, fiery voluntaries,

With ladies’ faces and fierce dragons’ spleens-
Have sold their fortunes at their native homes,
Bearing their birthrights proudly on their backs,

To make a hazard of new fortunes here.
In brief, a braver choice of dauntless spirits

Than now the English bottoms have waft o’er

Did never float upon the swelling tide
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S-a inarmat voioasd; adverse vijelii

Ce mi-au oprit venirea facurd ea odata

Cu mine debarcheaza legiunile Engleze

In Franta cu al lor rege cu mars fortat sosesc.
Puterea sa e mare, soldatii credinciosi;

Cu dansul impreuna e si Regina mama,

O Atd ce-1 atatd la luptd sdngerosd;

Cu Blanca a ei nepoatd a Spaniei printesa;
Mai este si bastardul lui Richard cel viteaz,
Si tot ce are tara neodihnit, cu suflet
Nemultumit, vointd neganditoare, iute,

Cu focul tineretii si indrdzneald in luptd,
Cu chipul de femei, viteji ca zmei insd

Ei si-au vandut averea caminului lor vechi,
Tot ce posed, cu dintii in batalii ducand,
Sa incerce noi noroace in tari necunoscute.
Nu s-ar gasi in fine o trupa mai voioasa
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To do offence and scathe in Christendom. [Drum beats]
The interruption of their churlish drums

Cuts off more circumstance: they are at hand;

To parley or to fight, therefore prepare.

KING PHILIP. How much unlook’d for is this expedition!
AUSTRIA. By how much unexpected, by so much

We must awake endeavour for defence,

For courage mounteth with occasion.

Let them be welcome then; we are prepar’d.

Enter King John, Elinor, Blanch, the Bastard, Pembroke, and others

KING JOHN. Peace be to France, if France in peace permit
Our just and lineal entrance to our own!

If not, bleed France, and peace ascend to heaven,

Whiles we, God’s wrathful agent, do correct
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Decat acea adusa de vasele Engleze,

Plutind cu madiestrie pe marile umflate,

Primejdia cadutand-o prin lumea crestina...

Posomorata notd a tobelor s-aude (se aud tobe)

Si-mi intrerupe glasul, ei sunt aprope gata

Sd ceara sau sd lupte; stati gata sa-i primiti.

REGELE PHILIP. Cat de neasteptata e intalnirea asta!
ARHIDUCELE. Cu cat mai neasteptata, noi, cu atat mai mult
Ne vom sili mai tare spre apdrarea noastra

Taria-ne sa fie cerintei potrivita

Sa vind dar mai iute, ne vor gasi gatiti.

Intrd Regele Ioan, Elinor, Blanca, Bastardul, Pembroke cu trupele.

REGELE IOAN. In pace fie Franta, de va permite dansa
Cu pace de ale noastre sa ne apropiem.

De nu, sd curgd sange iar pacea cea doritd

De noi se va desparte, pe cand agentul aspru
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Their proud contempt that beats His peace to heaven!

KING PHILIP. Peace be to England, if that war return
From France to England, there to live in peace!
England we love, and for that England’s sake
With burden of our armour here we sweat.

This toil of ours should be a work of thine;

But thou from loving England art so far

That thou hast under-wrought his lawful king,
Cut off the sequence of posterity,

Outfaced infant state, and done a rape

Upon the maiden virtue of the crown.

Look here upon thy brother Geffrey’s face:

These eyes, these brows, were moulded out of his;
This little abstract doth contain that large

Which died in Geffrey, and the hand of time
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A cerului manie, chiar eu voi pedepsi

Pe acel ce indraznese sd tulbure cea pace,

La cer gonind-o iarasi.

REGELE PHILIP. In pace fie Anglia; cici de va fi rdzboi
Din Franta cdtre Anglia, e chiar sa fie pacea
Mai bine stabilitd in Anglia ce iubim;

Chiar pentru scumpa Anglia ne chinuim aici
Stand gata pentru luptd; iar ceea ce noi cerem
Ar trebui sa fie dorinta chiar s-a voastra;

Dar esti asa departe de a iubi cea tara,

Ca pe firescu-i Rege l-ai injosi prin faptu-ti;

Ai interupt pdsirea succesiunii drepte;
Napastuind pe pruncul, nerusinat violezi
Chiar cinstea fecioreascd a fratelui tau Geffrey:
Acesti ochi, fruntea acesta pe a sa o reproduce,
Figura-i mdruntica contine intregul mare

Ce in viatd era Geffrey, si vremea trecdtoare
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Shall draw this brief into as huge a volume.
That Geffrey was thy elder brother born,

And this his son; England was Geffrey’s right,
And this is Geffrey’s. In the name of God,

How comes it then that thou art call’d a king,
When living blood doth in these temples beat
Which owe the crown that thou o’er-masterest?

KING JOHN. From whom hast thou this great commission,
France,

To draw my answer from thy articles?

KING PHILIP. From that supernal judge that stirs good
thoughts

In any breast of strong authority

To look into the blots and stains of right.

That judge hath made me guardian to this boy,

Under whose warrant I impeach thy wrong,

William Shakespeare
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Din astd miniatura va face un portret

Marime naturala. Stii bine ca acel Geffrey

Iti era mai mare frate, si ci acest copil

E fiul lui, iar Anglia fi revenea de drept,

De drept dar se cuvine copilului s4 fie.

Cum se intempld dar cd ti se zice Rege,

Cand sangele ce curge in vinele aceste,

Revendica coroana ce tu ai uzurpat?

REGELE IOAN. Te rog sa-mi spui, oh! Rege, de unde iti vine
dreptul

Cu care ceri respunsuri la aceste intrebari?

REGELE PHILIP. Chiar de la un Arbitru mai mare de cat noi,
Ce misca impulsiunea cea buna, in tot pieptul

Acel Arbitru care va stia-ndreptati

Pe uzurpatul, unde vedea-va vre-o pata

Pe a dreptatii robd. El maa oranduit

Sa apadr pe copilul ca un tutore firesc:
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And by whose help I mean to chastise it.

KING JOHN. Alack, thou dost usurp authority.
KING PHILIP. Excuse it is to beat usurping down.

ELINOR. Who is it thou dost call usurper, France?

CONSTANCE. Let me make answer: thy usurping son.

ELINOR. Out, insolent! Thy bastard shall be king,
That thou mayst be a queen and check the world!

CONSTANCE. My bed was ever to thy son as true
As thine was to thy husband; and this boy

Liker in feature to his father Geffrey

Than thou and John in manners-being as Eke

As rain to water, or devil to his dam.

My boy a bastard! By my soul, I think

William Shakespeare
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Mandatul, El, imi dete sa te acuz acuma;

Imi va ajuta dansul ca s4 te pedepsesc.

REGELE IOAN. Iti insusesi, amice, autoritate mare!
REGELE PHILIP. E sd dobor mai lesne pe cel ce-si insusete
Un drept ce nu-i revine.

ELINOR. Uzurpator pe cine numesti din cei de aici?
CONSTANTA. Raspund eu pentru dansul: uzurpator e fiul
tdu.

ELINOR. Obraznico, fireste! Vrei ca copilul tau

Bastardul, sa domneasca, sa fii si tu Regina,

Sa poruncesti tu lumii.

CONSTANTA. Am fost mai credincioasa eu catre fiul tau
Decét ai fost vreo data tu, citre sotul tau.

Si seamand, ascultd, mai mult acest copil

Parintelui sdu Geffrey decat ii semdnati

Nu numai la purtare, cat si la chip, si as crede

Cd nasterea lui Geffrey nu este mai curata
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His father never was so true begot;
It cannot be, an if thou wert his mother.
ELINOR. There’s a good mother, boy, that blots thy father.

CONSTANCE. There’s a good grandam, boy, that would blot
thee.

AUSTRIA. Peace!

BASTARD. Hear the crier.

AUSTRIA. What the devil art thou?

BASTARD. One that will play the devil, sir, with you,
An “a may catch your hide and you alone.

You are the hare of whom the proverb goes,

Whose valour plucks dead lions by the beard;

I'll smoke your skin-coat an I catch you right;

Sirrah, look to ‘t; i’ faith I will, 1’ faith.

ELINOR. O, well did he become that lion’s robe
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Si mai nebanuits, fiind tu muma lui.

ELINOR. Ce mama ai,baiete, de festeleste astfel

In nasterea-i pe tatal tau?

CONSTANTA. Bunica ta, ce buna-i de umbla sa pateze
Chiar numele tau nobil?

ARCHIDUCELE. Destul!

BASTARDUL. Sd spui o vorba...

ARCHIDUCELE. Tu cine esti md rog?

BASTARDUL. Un demon pentru tine, si vai de pielea ta
De te-ntalnesc vreodatd oriunde vei fi singur.

Imi pare ca chiar tu esti cel iepure de care

Ne spune o poveste, c-ar fi luat de barba

Cu vitejie mare cadavrul unui leu,

i;i voi tabdci spinarea, amice, cand te-oi prinde;

Si tine minte bine cdci te-am prevenit.

ELINOR. Vedeti ce bine ii sade cea manta ca de leuy,
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That did disrobe the lion of that robe!

BASTARD. It lies as sightly on the back of him

As great Alcides’ shows upon an ass;

But, ass, I'll take that burden from your back,

Or lay on that shall make your shoulders crack.
AUSTRIA. What cracker is this same that deafs our ears
With this abundance of superfluous breath?

KING PHILIP. Determine what we shall do straight.

LUDOVIC. Women and fools, break off your conference.

King John, this is the very sum of all:

England and Ireland, Anjou, Touraine, Maine,

In right of Arthur, do I claim of thee;

Wilt thou resign them and lay down thy arms?
KING JOHN. My life as soon. I do defy thee, France.
Arthur of Britaine, yield thee to my hand,

And out of my dear love I'll give thee more

Than e’er the coward hand of France can win.

William Shakespeare
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Acelui ce pe leul 1-a dezbracat de manta

BASTARDUL. Atat de bine ii sade ca mantaua lui Hercules
De ai pune-o pe un asin,—dar fii pe pace buna

Cici, asine, de haina ta am sa te dezbrac,

Trantindu-ti pe spinare ceva ce ustura.

ARCHIDUCELE. Ce moftangiu e dsta de zbiara tot intr-una,
Luandu-ne auzul cu vorbe in zadar?

REGELE PHILIP. Dar Ludovic ce facem? Sa hotaram o data.
LUDOVIC. Femeilor, paiatd, cu gluma incetati,

Ascultd, Rege loan, acesta-i toatd treaba

Revendic de la tine cu dreptul lui Arthur,

Britania, Irlanda, Touraina, Anjou si Maina;

Renunti cu buna-voie si armele depui?

REGELE IOAN. Depui, mai bine viata, si te desfid o Franta,
Tu Arthur de Bretagnia, te da pe ména mea;

Vei cdpdta mai multe prin dragostea mea buns,

Decat din mana lasd a Regelui de Franta;
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Submit thee, boy.

ELINOR. Come to thy grandam, child.

CONSTANCE. Do, child, go to it grandam, child;

Give grandam kingdom, and it grandam will

Give it a plum, a cherry, and a fig.

There’s a good grandam!

ARTHUR. Good my mother, peace!

I would that I were low laid in my grave:

I am not worth this coil that’s made for me.

ELINOR. His mother shames him so, poor boy, he weeps.
CONSTANCE. Now shame upon you, whe’er she does or no!
His grandam’s wrongs, and not his mother’s shames,
Draws those heaven-moving pearls from his poor eyes,
Which heaven shall take in nature of a fee;

Ay, with these crystal beads heaven shall be brib’d

To do him justice and revenge on you.
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Supune-te, copile.

ELINOR. Vino la bunica, draga

CONSTANTA. Da, du-te la bunica, la scumpa ta bunics;
Da-i un regat bunicii, si apoi a ta bunica

Iti va da cofeturi bune, smochine si o cireas,

Ce mai bunica dulce!

ARTHUR. [ubitd mama4, las3,

As vrea sd fiu in groapa, adanc inmormantat

Nu merit gdldgia iscatd pentru mine.

ELINOR. il rusineaz& ma-sa, vezi copilasul plange.
CONSTANTA. Nu este pentru mine rusinea daca plange,
Si vina e a bunicii ce il nedreptdteste,

Si-n ochii lui aduce ca margdritarele

Siroaie argintate, prin care chiar mania

A cerului se inmoaie, primindu-le azi cerul

Ca mitd ca sa-l ierte: margelele acestea

Vor mitui pe Domnul sd ne indreptdteascd,
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Si astfel sd ne razbune de miselia voastra.
ELINOR. Thou monstrous slanderer of heaven and earth! ELINOR. Defdimdtoare neagrd, a tot ce este sfant

In ceruri si pe lume!
CONSTANCE. Thou monstrous injurer of heaven and earth, CONSTANTA. A tot ce e curat
Call not me slanderer! Thou and thine usurp In lume si in ceruri esti dusmans, pismasa.
The dominations, royalties, and rights, Nu sunt defdimatoare, cu ai tai va insusiti
Of this oppressed boy; this is thy eldest son’s son, Domniile, coroana si alte drepturi multe
Infortunate in nothing but in thee. Ce apartin acestui copil ndpdstuit.
Thy sins are visited in this poor child; Céci dansul este fiul intdiului nadscut
The canon of the law is laid on him, Din fii tai, si de tine e azi nenorocit;
Being but the second generation Déci cerul rasplateste pe el nevinovatul
Removed from thy sin-conceiving womb. Pacatele ce-n lume le-ai comis voioasa
KING JOHN. Bedlam, have done. REGELE IOAN. Nebuno, ispraveste!
CONSTANCE. I have but this to say- CONSTANTA. Atata am de spus
That he is not only plagued for her sin, Cd nu e dansul numai amarnic chinuit
But God hath made her sin and her the plague Rdu dupa urma ma-sii, ci Domnul tot putinte
On this removed issue, plagued for her Facut-a ca chiar dansa, cu multele-i pacate,
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And with her plague; her sin his injury,

Her injury the beadle to her sin;

All punish’d in the person of this child,

And all for her-a plague upon her!

ELINOR. Thou unadvised scold, I can produce
A will that bars the title of thy son.

CONSTANCE. Ay, who doubts that? A will, a wicked will;
A woman’s will; a cank’red grandam’s will!

KING PHILIP. Peace, lady! pause, or be more temperate.

It ill beseems this presence to cry aim

To these ill-tuned repetitions.

Some trumpet summon hither to the walls

These men of Angiers; let us hear them speak

Whose title they admit, Arthur’s or John's.

Trumpet sounds. Enter citizens upon the walls

CITIZEN. Who is it that hath warn’d us to the walls?

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.

36

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

E ca o grea ndpastd pe aceasta spitd noud,

Ce sufera copilul, e nedreptatea ei.

El sufera pedeapsa tutulor sarmanul;

Si toate pentru dansa: ah! ciuma s-o loveasca!

ELINOR. Ci taci, nesocotit-o, cdci pot sa dau pe fata

Un testament, ce vecinic ar nimici speranta

De titluri, pentru fiul tau!

CONSTANTA. Da sigur, ce mai vorbd, un testament, vointa
Vicleand de femeie, a scumpe-sii bunica!

KING PHILIP. Tacere, bund Doamnd, sau fii mai moderata:
Caci sade rau aici sa-i dam ocazii

De a mai rosti cuvinte urate, discordante,

Trompetele sa sune, sd vind cdtre noi

Toti oamenii din Angiers, sd auzim ce spun,

Cui se supun ca rege lui Arthur sau lui Ioan.

Trompetele sund, se aratd cetatenii pe ziduri

1-IUL CETATEN. Si dupad a cui chemare suntem adusi aici,
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KING PHILIP. ‘Tis France, for England.

KING JOHN. England for itself.

You men of Angiers, and my loving subjects-

KING PHILIP. You loving men of Angiers, Arthur’s subjects,
Our trumpet call’d you to this gentle parle-

KING JOHN. For our advantage; therefore hear us first.
These flags of France, that are advanced here

Before the eye and prospect of your town,

Have hither march’d to your endamagement;

The cannons have their bowels full of wrath,

And ready mounted are they to spit forth

Their iron indignation “gainst your walls;

All preparation for a bloody siege

And merciless proceeding by these French

Confront your city’s eyes, your winking gates;

And but for our approach those sleeping stones

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

La zidurile noastre; pe cine ascultdm?

REGELE PHILIP. E Franta pentru Anglia.

REGELE IOAN. Ba Anglia pentru Anglia,

Scumpi cetdteni de Angiers supusi si credinciosi
REGELE PHILIP. Da, cetdteni de Angiers, supusii lui Arthur,
E chiar trompeta noastra ce v-a chemat incoace.

REGELE IOAN. In interesul nostru, de aceea ne-ascultati:
Vedeti dispretul Frantei, ce a inaintat

Chiar in apropierea orasului acesta

Si incd tnainteaza in detrimentul vostru

A tunurilor burtd e plind de manie:

Si stau in asteptare sa verse a lor ura,

Si aspra inversunare in contra voastre ziduri:

Vedeti cum se gdteste un sangeros asediu,

Si nemiloase fapte Francezii vor comite,

Chiar inaintea vostra si a portilor deschise;

De nu eram aproape, aceste pietre moarte,
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That as a waist doth girdle you about

By the compulsion of their ordinance

By this time from their fixed beds of lime

Had been dishabited, and wide havoc made
For bloody power to rush upon your peace.

But on the sight of us your lawful king,

Who painfully with much expedient march
Have brought a countercheck before your gates,
To save unscratch’d your city’s threat'ned cheeks-
Behold, the French amaz’d vouchsafe a parle;
And now, instead of bullets wrapp’d in fire,

To make a shaking fever in your walls,

They shoot but calm words folded up in smoke,
To make a faithless error in your cars;

Which trust accordingly, kind citizens,

And let us in-your King, whose labour’d spirits,
Forwearied in this action of swift speed,

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892
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Ce orasul inconjoara ca cu un brau de fier,
Erau mutate toate din patul lor de var
Prin siluirea cruda a tunului salbatic,

Si tulburare mare era pricinuita

In pacea cea iubitd in care va odihniti

Dar la vederea noastra, legiuitul vostru domn,

naintand in prip4, dar cu nespusa truda,
Si aducand tdrie la portile-va slabe

Sd scap cetatea voastrad de orice zgarietura
Acum uimiti Francezii consimt a ne vorbi
Inlocuind ghiuleaua in foc infdsurata,
Azvarld vorbe goale cu fum inconjurate,
Sa va insele auzul

Credeti in mine doar, buni cetateni supusi
Lasati-ma sd intru, cdci sunt al vostru Rege,
Si obosit amarnic de marsul meu pripit,
Cer addpost acuma in zidurile voastre
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39
Craves harbourage within your city walls.
KING PHILIP. When I have said, make answer to us both. REGELE PHILIP. Cand oi vorbi, prieteni, la améndoi
Lo, in this right hand, whose protection rdspundeti:

Is most divinely vow’d upon the right

Of him it holds, stands young Plantagenet,

Son to the elder brother of this man,

And king o’er him and all that he enjoys;

For this down-trodden equity we tread

In warlike march these greens before your town,
Being no further enemy to you

Than the constraint of hospitable zeal

In the relief of this oppressed child

Religiously provokes. Be pleased then

To pay that duty which you truly owe

To him that owes it, namely, this young prince;
And then our arms, like to a muzzled bear,
Save in aspect, hath all offence seal’d up;

La dreapta mea, aici, Plantagenet se tine
Acel a cui dreptate e rezematd, chiar

De ceruri pe dreptate, Plantagenet, copilul
Al fratelui acestui, al fratelui mai mare,

Si tandrul cel fraged pe care il vedeti

E Rege, si stapan al uzurpatorului;

Aceasta e cdlcarea ce face sa calcam

Cu pregdtiri martiale a voastre verzi campii,
Si numai intru cate suntem constransi, sfinteste
De ospitalitatea geloasd, sd ocrotim

Pe un copil ce cere, prieteni, dar va rog

Sa-i ardtati de-o datd precum i se cuvine
Supunere si cinste.

Atunci a noastre arme, ca fiara lantuita
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Our cannons’ malice vainly shall be spent
Against th” invulnerable clouds of heaven;

And with a blessed and unvex’d retire,

With unhack’d swords and helmets all unbruis’d,
We will bear home that lusty blood again

Which here we came to spout against your town,

And leave your children, wives, and you, in peace.

But if you fondly pass our proffer’d offer,
“Tis not the roundure of your old-fac’d walls
Can hide you from our messengers of war,
Though all these English and their discipline
Were harbour’d in their rude circumference.
Then tell us, shall your city call us lord

In that behalf which we have challeng’d it;
Or shall we give the signal to our rage,

And stalk in blood to our possession?

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892
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Cu trista devastare vor inceta pe loc;

Iar cruda rdutate a tunurilor pline
Zadarnic se va pierde in norii departati;
Ne vom retrage iardsi nesupdrati de nimeni,
Cu sabii neciuntite si neturtite casti;

Vom duce iar acasd acel sdnge generos

Ce la cetatea voastrd venisem sa-l varsam;
Va vom lasa in pace cu tot ce e al vostru.
De treceti cu vederea oferta-mi amicala,
Nu veti gdsi scdpare in ziduri si in porti
Din mainile viteze ce vin sd va atace:
Chiar de era induntru spre a vd apdra
Intreaga Englezime ca disciplina lor.

Raspundeti dar, prieteni, doriti sa va supuneti,

Acelui pentru care facut-am somatiune?
Sau vreti sa dau semnalul norodului acesta,
Sa-naintam in sange, ludndu-ne al nostru?
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CITIZEN. In brief: we are the King of England’s subjects;
For him, and in his right, we hold this town.

KING JOHN. Acknowledge then the King, and let me in.
CITIZEN. That can we not; but he that proves the King,
To him will we prove loyal. Till that time
Have we ramm’d up our gates against the world.
KING JOHN. Doth not the crown of England prove the
King?
And if not that, I bring you witnesses:
Twice fifteen thousand hearts of England’s breed-
BASTARD. Bastards and else.
KING JOHN. To verify our title with their lives.
KING PHILIP. As many and as well-born bloods as those-

BASTARD. Some bastards too.

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
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1-IU CETATEAN. Suntem supusi, vezi bine, ai Regelui
Englez

In dreptul sdu cetatea si pentru el o tinem.

REGELE IOAN. Cunoasteti dar pe Rege, primindu-I intre voi.
1-IUL CETATEAN. Aceasta nu se poate; vom ardta credinta
Acelui ce probeaza cd-i Rege, pana atunci

Sunt portile inchise in fata ori si cui.

REGELE IOAN. Nu e destuld proba corona ce o port?

De nu va satisface, si martori voi aduce

Treizeci de mii de inimi in Anglia crescute

REGELE PHILIP. Mai mult si mai bun sange e cel ce voi
aduce
In fatd-i sa dispute aceea ce pretinde.
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KING PHILIP. Stand in his face to contradict his claim.
CITIZEN. Till you compound whose right is worthiest,
We for the worthiest hold the right from both.

KING JOHN. Then God forgive the sin of all those souls
That to their everlasting residence,

Before the dew of evening fall shall fleet

In dreadful trial of our kingdom’s king

KING PHILIP. Amen, Amen! Mount, chevaliers; to arms!
BASTARD. Saint George, that swing’d the dragon, and e’er
since

Sits on’s horse back at mine hostess” door,

Teach us some fence! [To AUSTRIA] Sirrah, were I at home,
At your den, sirrah, with your lioness,

I would set an ox-head to your lion’s hide,

And make a monster of you.
AUSTRIA. Peace! no more.

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

1-UL CETATEAN. Pani nu ne veti da probe al cui drept e
mai tare

Pe amandoi respingem.

REGELE IOAN. Deci Dumnezeu sa ierte pdacatele acelor
Pe care 1i voi trimite la vesnica odihna,

Inainte chiar de a cade a serii rou in camp,

In sangeroasa luptd de Regi pentru domnie.

REGELE PHILIP. Amin, amin! la arme, incalecati, Francezi.
BASTARDUL. Ah! Sfante George, care invinsesi pe balaur,
Si care de atunci te odihnesti in casa,

Invatd-ne sa tragem (arhiducelui) De as fi la tine, nene,

In vizuina-n care pastrezi si pe leoics,

Un cap de bou as pune pe trupul tdu de leu,

Sa semeni a balaur.

ARHIDUCELE. Da-mi pace, e destul!
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BASTARD. O, tremble, for you hear the lion roar! BASTARDUL. Ah! tremurd, pe leu urland o sa-1 auzi.
KING JOHN. Up higher to the plain, where we’ll set forth REGELE IOAN. Sd impingem inainte spre capatul cAmpiei;
In best appointment all our regiments. Vor inopta mai bine a noastre regimente.
BASTARD. Speed then to take advantage of the field. BASTARDUL. Sa ne grabim ca locul sa-1 ocupam mai iute
KING PHILIP. It shall be so; and at the other hill REGELE PHILIP. Asa sa fie dara (lui Ludovic) in cdmpul cel
Command the rest to stand. God and our right! Exeunt de acolo

Posteaza pe ai nostri. Cu Domnul si al meu drept!
Ies.
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SCENE 2.

Here, after excursions, enter the Herald Of France,
with trumpets, to the gates

FRENCH HERALD. You men of Angiers, open wide your
gates

And let young Arthur, Duke of Britaine, in,

Who by the hand of France this day hath made
Much work for tears in many an English mother,
Whose sons lie scattered on the bleeding ground;
Many a widow’s husband grovelling lies,

Coldly embracing the discoloured earth;

And victory with little loss doth play

Upon the dancing banners of the French,

Who are at hand, triumphantly displayed,

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
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SCENA 2.
O campie langd Angiers.
Trompetele sund atacul, lupte, pe urmd sund retragerea,
intrd un vestitor Frances, cu trompetele inaintind spre poarta
cetdtei.
VESTITORUL FRANCEZ. Voi, cetdteni de Angiers,
deschideti poarta mare:
Lui Arthur de Bretania faceti-i loc sd intre;
In ziua cea de astizi el ajutat de Franta,
Nenorocit-a multe din mamele Engleze,
Cand vor afla cu lacrimi ca fii lor iubiti,
Zac tavaliti gramada pe glodul sangeros:
Varsa-vor multe lacrimi si sotiile acelor
Ce strang in agonie descolorata brazda;
Victoria cea glorioasa pe de alta parte in fine,
Triumfd pe stindardul Francezilor cu pierderi
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To enter conquerors, and to proclaim
Arthur of Britaine England’s King and yours.

Enter ENGLISH HERALD, with trumpet

ENGLISH HERALD. Rejoice, you men of Angiers, ring your
bells:

King John, your king and England’s, doth approach,
Commander of this hot malicious day.

Their armours that march’d hence so silver-bright
Hither return all gilt with Frenchmen’s blood.

There stuck no plume in any English crest

That is removed by a staff of France;

Our colours do return in those same hands

That did display them when we first march’d forth;
And like a jolly troop of huntsmen come

Our lusty English, all with purpled hands,

Dy’d in the dying slaughter of their foes.

45
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De micd insemnadtate: acestia sunt aprope,
Desfasurati cu fald, a proclama veniti

Pe Arthur de Bretania al Angliei Domn si al vostru.
Intrd un vestitor Engles cu trompetele.

VESTITORUL ENGLEZ. Voi, cetateni de Angiers, fiti plini de
bucurie,

Ion al vostru Rege, si al Angliei, e aprope

Biruitor in fine a luptei disputate

Armura strialucinda cu care a venit,

E jalnic ruginitd cu sange de francezi.

Iar lancile Franceze nu s-au invrednicit

Sa smulgd nici o pand din cdstile Engleze;
Stindardul nostru falnic la loc se intoarce iarasi
Desfasurat si mandru precum venea incoace;
Sosesc ostasii nostri ca cum ar fi o ceata

De vanatori ce veseli si beti dupd o goana

Si mainele rosite cu sange de dusmani:
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Open your gates and give the victors way.

CITIZEN. Heralds, from off our tow’rs we might behold
From first to last the onset and retire

Of both your armies, whose equality

By our best eyes cannot be censured.

Blood hath bought blood, and blows have answer’d blows;
Strength match’d with strength, and power confronted
power;

Both are alike, and both alike we like.

One must prove greatest. While they weigh so even,

We hold our town for neither, yet for both.

Enter the two KINGS, with their powers, at several doors

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
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KING JOHN. France, hast thou yet more blood to cast away?

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

A voastre porti deschide sa intre biruitorul
1-IUL CETATEN. Ostasi, dupa aceste ziduri am observat cu
totii,

Cand incepea atacul si cand s-a terminat,
Retragerea pripita a ambelor armate;

Si n-a fost cu putintd ca cei mai invatati

Sa judece cu care a fost norocul zilei.

Tot sdnge pentru sange si crunta lovitura

Urma lovirea cruntd; tirie cu tarie,

Si voinicie vie in dreaptd cumpanire:

Sunt ambii de-o potriva, ne plac de o potrivd,
Cetatea o vom tine in contra lor pastrand-o
Chiar pentru fiecare.

Intrd pe de-o parte Regele loan, cu trupele sale, Elinor
Blanca cu bastardul; pe de alta, Regele Philip, Ludovic, Arhiducele
Austriei cu trupele lor

REGELE IOAN. Oh! Rege ai alt sange ce e sa se mai verse?
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Say, shall the current of our right run on?

Whose passage, vex’'d with thy impediment,

Shall leave his native channel and o’erswell

With course disturb’d even thy confining shores,
Unless thou let his silver water keep

A peaceful progress to the ocean.

KING PHILIP. England, thou hast not sav’d one drop of
blood

In this hot trial more than we of France;

Rather, lost more. And by this hand I swear,

That sways the earth this climate overlooks,

Before we will lay down our just-borne armes,

We'll put thee down, “gainst whom these arms we bear,
Or add a royal number to the dead,

Gracing the scroll that tells of this war’s loss

With slaughter coupled to the name of kings.
BASTARD. Ha, majesty! how high thy glory tow'rs

William Shakespeare
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Lasa-vei cursul liber dreptadtilor cerute?

De li se opreste mersul, din albia lor iesind,

In furia lor nebuni vor ineca si tarmul
Cuprins, in care pasnic urmau un curs uitat;
Deci lasd-i sd urmeze cel argintat siroi

Ce fard tulburare cadea in ocean.

REGELE PHILIP. Dar nici o picaturd de sange mai putin
Varsatu-s-a pe o parte decat pe cealalta

In lupta disperats; si jur pe astd mana

Ce carmuieste totul aflat sub cerul asta,
Inainte de a depune a noastre arme juste

Te voi zdrobi pe tine, in contra cui venisem,
De nu, spori-voi cifra a mortilor de astdzi

Cu un regesc cadavru: impodobind registrul
A pierderii ce plangeti c-un nume de monarch

BASTARDUL. Ce sus, oh! maiestate, trufia ta se inalta,
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When the rich blood of kings is set on fire!

O, now doth Death line his dead chaps with steel;
The swords of soldiers are his teeth, his fangs;

And now he feasts, mousing the flesh of men,

In undetermin’d differences of kings.

Why stand these royal fronts amazed thus?

Cry “havoc!” kings; back to the stained field,

You equal potents, fiery kindled spirits!

Then let confusion of one part confirm

The other’s peace. Till then, blows, blood, and death!

KING JOHN. Whose party do the townsmen yet admit?

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
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KING PHILIP. Speak, citizens, for England; who's your king?

CITIZEN. The King of England, when we know the King.

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

Cand vdpaie cu urd un sange de Domn mandru

A mortii mana rece cu otel e captusitd;

Drept dinti in craniu spade, drept unghi, pumnale are!
S-acuma rasfatata cu carne de dusmani

Ucisi in cearta asprd de regi pentru domnie.

De ce uimiti, cu ochii priviti in desertare?

Strigati iar la maceluri? va-ntoarceti iar la sange;

Voi forte potrivite, infldcdrate duhuri.

A unuia pieire va confirma in veci

A celuilalt odihnag; iar pana atunci sa ploua

Pe voi loviri si morte!

REGELE IOAN. Dar intr-a cui favoare cetatea se declara?
REGELE PHILIP. Vorbiti, burghezi, in Anglia, domn cine-i
peste voi?

1-IUL CETATEAN. E chiar al Angliei Rege cand ni se va
proba

Din voi care-i acela.
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KING PHILIP. Know him in us that here hold up his right.

KING JOHN. In us that are our own great deputy
And bear possession of our person here,
Lord of our presence, Angiers, and of you.

CITIZEN. A greater pow’r than we denies all this;
And till it be undoubted, we do lock

Our former scruple in our strong-barr’d gates;
King’d of our fears, until our fears, resolv’d,

Be by some certain king purg’d and depos’d.

BASTARD. By heaven, these scroyles of Angiers flout you,
kings,

And stand securely on their battlements

As in a theatre, whence they gape and point

At your industrious scenes and acts of death.

William Shakespeare
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REGELE PHILIP. In noi vedeti-1 doar, cici ii sustinem
dreptul!

REGELE IOAN. Ba chiar in noi priviti-1 caci cu a noastra
mana,

Ne apdardm, pe fatd inainte-va venind;

Stdpani pe voi, pe Angiers, pe Anglia intreaga.

1-IUL CETATEAN. Mai sus e o putere mai mare decét voi,
Ce neaga acestea toate; iar pand s-o lamuri,

Aceste porti inchidem pe a nostra indoiala:

Nesigurantd mare in toate ne regaseste,

Si acea nesigurantd nu poate sd se steargd,

Decat de acel Rege de care vom fi siguri.

BASTARDUL. Zdu, acesti misei, de Augiers isi bat joc de noi
oh!

Si stau cu sigurantd ascunsi in bastioane,

Privind ca intr-un teatru la opera de moarte

Inainte-le jucatd, uimiti si admirand.
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Your royal presences be rul’d by me:

Do like the mutines of Jerusalem,

Be friends awhile, and both conjointly bend
Your sharpest deeds of malice on this town.

By east and west let France and England mount
Their battering cannon, charged to the mouths,
Till their soul-fearing clamours have brawl’d down
The flinty ribs of this contemptuous city.

I'd play incessantly upon these jades,

Even till unfenced desolation

Leave them as naked as the vulgar air.

That done, dissever your united strengths

And part your mingled colours once again,
Turn face to face and bloody point to point;
Then in a moment Fortune shall cull forth

Out of one side her happy minion,

To whom in favour she shall give the day,

William Shakespeare
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Fiti sfatuiti de mine si ascultati ce spun:
Faceti ca odinioara-n lerusalim, rebeli,

Va impacati o vreme si-n buna chibzuinta
Téaria v-o intoarceti pe acel tadrgusuor smintit;
Spre rasdrit odata cat spre apus asemeni

Si Anglia si Franta s-aseze tunul lor,

Masini zdrobitoare incdrcate pan-la gurd;

La infricosatul huet sa fie clatinate

Chiar coastele pietroase ale-orasului acesta:
Pe javrele dintr-ansa ar trebui sa-i bateti,

Ca sdrdcia goala sa-i lase despuiati

Ca aerul in lume!

Facand acestea, iardsi veti desparti armata,

Si steagurile voastre iar se vor departa:
Atunci, iar fatd in fatd si piept in piept luptand
Fortuna va alege pe favoritul sdau:
invingator facandu-1 cand s-o incinge lupta,
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And kiss him with a glorious victory. Victoria trimitdndu-i un glorios salut.
How like you this wild counsel, mighty states? Cum vi se pare sfatul, puternicilor Domni?
Smacks it not something of the policy? Politica prudent ne-ar zice sa-1 urmam?
KING JOHN. Now, by the sky that hangs above our heads, REGELE IOAN. Da, pe cereasca boltd ce ne cuprinde, imi
I like it well. France, shall we knit our pow’rs place!
And lay this Angiers even with the ground; Stapan al Frantei, vrei dar sa ne unim puterea,
Then after fight who shall be king of it? Sa daramam orasul culcandu-l la pamant;

Pe urma sd incepem bdtaia de isnova,
Sd cucerim cetatea?

BASTARD. An if thou hast the mettle of a king, Bastardul. In vinele-ti de curge un sange impérétesc,
Being wrong’d as we are by this peevish town, De ai suferit ultragiul precum am suferit,

Turn thou the mouth of thy artillery, Atunci indreapta-ti tunul pe acest oras poznas,

As we will ours, against these saucy walls; Precum si noi vom face-o; cand vor cadea pe urms,
And when that we have dash’d them to the ground, in praf aceste ziduri, ne veti putea sfida

Why then defy each other, and pell-mell Cazand unul pe altul sd ne tdiem bucati,

Make work upon ourselves, for heaven or hell. Si Domnul sd ajute!

KING PHILIP. Let it be so. Say, where will you assault? REGELE PHILIP. Asa sa fie dara.
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KING JOHN. We from the west will send destruction
Into this city’s bosom.
AUSTRIA. I from the north.
KING PHILIP. Our thunder from the south
Shall rain their drift of bullets on this town.
BASTARD. [Aside] O prudent discipline! From north to
south,
Austria and France shoot in each other’s mouth.
I'll stir them to it.-Come, away, away!
CITIZEN. Hear us, great kings: vouchsafe awhile to stay,
And I shall show you peace and fair-fac’d league;
Win you this city without stroke or wound;
Rescue those breathing lives to die in beds
That here come sacrifices for the field.
Persever not, but hear me, mighty kings.

KING JOHN. Speak on with favour; we are bent to hear.

William Shakespeare
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REGELE IOAN. Noi, dinspre asfintit piere vom trimite

In sanul fortiretei.

ARHIDUCELE. Din partea dinspre nord, eu.

REGELE PHILIP. Si dinspre sud ai nostri, cu astd-oranduiald
Pocni-vor in cetate o droaie de ghiulele.

BASTARDUL. Oh! plan plin de prudenta. Ce? despre nord
spre sud

Austria si Franta vor trage unu intr-altul;

Chiar eu 1i voi impinge: hai sd plecam de aici.

1-IUL CETATEAN. Ribdati, stipani puternici, si ascultati ce
spunem,

Voi ardta o cale spre pace si unire

Veti cuceri cetatea chiar fara o lovitura,

Scdpand aceste vieti de o moarte sangeroasd,

La care sunt menite de la venirea lor;

Fiti sfatuiti de mine oh! Regi, si ascultati.

REGELE IOAN. Vorbeste, avem placere sa auzim ce spui.
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CITIZEN. That daughter there of Spain, the Lady Blanch, 1-IUL CETATEN. Cea fatd a Spaniei, Printesa Blanca, ii ruda
Is niece to England; look upon the years Cu Anglia de aproape: priviti si tineretea
Of Lewis the Dauphin and that lovely maid. Lui Ludovic, Delphinul, ce dulce potrivire
If lusty love should go in quest of beauty, Cu frageda fecioara ce o vedeti acolo;
Where should he find it fairer than in Blanch? De cata frumusete, amorul unui tanar,
If zealous love should go in search of virtue, Mai gingasd n-o poate gasi decét in Blanca.
Where should he find it purer than in Blanch? Virtutea cea curata decat amorul sincer,
If love ambitious sought a match of birth, Mai limpede vreo data decat in ea gdsi-va
Whose veins bound richer blood than Lady Blanch? Fiind astfel prin sange, virtute, frumusete,
Such as she is, in beauty, virtue, birth, Va fi complet Delphinul fiind barbatul ei;
Is the young Dauphin every way complete- De nu-i complet, desigur nu este pentru dansa;
If not complete of, say he is not she; Iar ei pe de altd parte, gratia in ea e impartita,
And she again wants nothing, to name want, Un complement intr-ansa gasind, va deveni
If want it be not that she is not he. Desavarsit perfecta.
He is the half part of a blessed man, Cand se unesc intr-una in pasnicul lor mers
Left to be finished by such as she; Doua argintii parauri, chiar rapa ce le tine
And she a fair divided excellence, E mandru de-al lor treacat: voi, Regilor veti fi
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Whose fulness of perfection lies in him.

O, two such silver currents, when they join,

Do glorify the banks that bound them in;

And two such shores to two such streams made one,
Two such controlling bounds, shall you be, Kings,
To these two princes, if you marry them.

This union shall do more than battery can

To our fast-closed gates; for at this match

With swifter spleen than powder can enforce,

The mouth of passage shall we fling wide ope
And give you entrance; but without this match,
The sea enraged is not half so deaf,

Lions more confident, mountains and rocks

More free from motion-no, not Death himself

In mortal fury half so peremptory

As we to keep this city.

BASTARD. Here’s a stay

William Shakespeare
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Ca cele tarmuri mandre, faloase de a contine

Cea cristalind garld; de veti uni impreuna

Aceste tinereti in dulce casnicie,

Acesta legaturd mai lesne va deschide

A noastre porti inchise, decat o baterie

Varsand fum, foc, si moarte, pe aceste ziduri inalte
Lasandu-va intrarea; de nu veti face insa

Nici marea nu-i mai surda cand vantul o-ntarata.
Mai nemiscatd stanca nici muntele mai falnic,
Mai crud si mandru leul, mai nemiloasd moartea.
In furia ei cea oarbs, pe cat vom fi sd tinem
Cetatea-n contra vostra.

BASTARDUL. Ei iatd o nostimada,
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That shakes the rotten carcass of old Death

Out of his rags! Here’s a large mouth, indeed,

That spits forth death and mountains, rocks and seas;
Talks as familiarly of roaring lions

As maids of thirteen do of puppy-dogs!

What cannoneer begot this lusty blood?

He speaks plain cannon-fire, and smoke and bounce;
He gives the bastinado with his tongue;

Our ears are cudgell’d; not a word of his

But buffets better than a fist of France.

Zounds! I was never so bethump’d with words

Since I first call’d my brother’s father dad.

ELINOR. Son, list to this conjunction, make this match;
Give with our niece a dowry large enough;

For by this knot thou shalt so surely tie

Thy now unsur’d assurance to the crown

That yon green boy shall have no sun to ripe

William Shakespeare
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Ce ar scula din groapa pe mortul putrezit!

Ce zgomot si ce gura! Vorbind de munti, de mari,
De stanci si chiar de moarte. Ce conversatie intima
Cu lei si alte fiare; faceti bataie mare

Cu gura numai doar; suntem toti palmuiti,

Si fiecare vorba e ca un regiment

Francez, venit de-a dreptul zdu jur cd-n viata mea
N-am mai fost pand acuma asa izbit cu vorbe,

De la intaia oara cand l-am chemat tatica

Pe al fratelui meu tata.

ELINOR. Da, fiul meu, asculta-i propunerea, primeste-o;
Da cu nepoata-ti scumpa indestuldtore zestre;

Prin astd alianta vei intari mai trainic

Nesigura coroana ce porti pe fruntea ta,

Si astfel copilandrul nu va putea ajunge
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The bloom that promiseth a mighty fruit.

I see a yielding in the looks of France;

Mark how they whisper. Urge them while their souls
Are capable of this ambition,

Lest zeal, now melted by the windy breath

Of soft petitions, pity, and remorse,

Cool and congeal again to what it was.

CITIZEN. Why answer not the double majesties

This friendly treaty of our threat'ned town?

KING PHILIP. Speak England first, that hath been forward
first

To speak unto this city: what say you?

KING JOHN. If that the Dauphin there, thy princely son,
Can in this book of beauty read ‘I love,’

Her dowry shall weigh equal with a queen;

For Anjou, and fair Touraine, Maine, Poictiers,

And all that we upon this side the sea-

William Shakespeare
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Vreo datd, sa atingd speranta sa nebuna.

Vad parcd o zambire de pace-n ochii Frantei;

Observ a lor soptire, indeamna-i pe cand inca

Meniti sunt sa asculte cu suflet indulcit:

Ca nu cumva indemnul acuma favorabil

Prin influenta milei si a blandetei dulci,

Treptat sd se inghete precum era inainte

1-IU CETATEAN. De ce nu rdspund oare aceste maiestati
La bldnda rugdciune a cetdtenilor?

REGELE PHILIP. intai si vorbeasca Anglia, cdci ea intai luase
Cuvantul sd vorbesca! Deci asteptdm, ce zice?

REGELE IOAN. De va putea Delphinul domnescul vostru fiu,
Citi in ochii fetei cuvantul de iubire,

Voi da cu dansa zestre de o regina demna:

Anjou, Touraine frumoasa, Poitiers, Maine roditoare:

Si tot ce mai depinde de falnicul meu sceptru
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Except this city now by us besieg’d-

Find liable to our crown and dignity,

Shall gild her bridal bed, and make her rich
In titles, honours, and promotions,

As she in beauty, education, blood,

Holds hand with any princess of the world.

KING PHILIP. What say’st thou, boy? Look in the lady’s face.

LEWIS. I do, my lord, and in her eye I find

A wonder, or a wondrous miracle,

The shadow of myself form’d in her eye;
Which, being but the shadow of your son,
Becomes a sun, and makes your son a shadow.
I do protest I never lov’d myself

Till now infixed I beheld myself

Drawn in the flattering table of her eye.
[Whispers with Blanch]

57

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

De dincoace de mare, afard de cetatea

Acum asediatd va-mbogati la nuntd

Pe vesela miresd impodobindu-i viata

Cu titluri si onoruri si fericire in veci

Precum si ea e demnd prin frumusetea ei

Prin crestere si sange sa tind un loc frumos

Cu cele mai de seama princese pe pamant

REGELE PHILIP. Ce ai de spus baiete? Priveste chipul ei
LUDOVIC. Chiar m-am uitat, stdpane, si-n ochiul ei zaresc.
Ceva ca o minune, un farmec incantat,

Ca umbra mea formata in ochiul ei frumos:

Acolo umbra insa de-odata stralucesce

Schimbandu-se in soare

Va spun cd nici odatd nu m-am iubit eu insumi.

Pana in momentul dsta cand ma vad reflectat

In oglind4 fermecata a ochiului ei gingas.

(Vorbeste incet cu Blanca)
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BASTARD. [Aside] Drawn in the flattering table of her eye, BASTARDUL. Oglinda fermecata a ochiului ei gingas
Hang’d in the frowning wrinkle of her brow, El reflectat se vede! De ar fi si spanzurat
And quarter’d in her heart-he doth espy Sub chiar a ei sprinceand! De ar fi tdiai bucati
Himself love’s traitor. This is pity now, Bucati, bucati, trantite in inima ei toate!
That hang’d and drawn and quarter’d there should be Un traddtor sd pard in contra dragostei;
In such a love so vile a lout as he. Cédci numai tradatorul se spanzurad se taie.
BLANCH. My uncle’s will in this respect is mine. BLANCA. A unchiului meu voie a mea e in aceasta
If he see aught in you that makes him like, In voi ceva de vede ce-1 face s v placa
That anything he sees which moves his liking Si mie foarte lesne cel lucru imi va placea:
I can with ease translate it to my will; Sau chiar de vrei mai bine, se va sili amorul
Or if you will, to speak more properly, Pe mine sa mad faca sa vad tot bine-n voi.
I will enforce it eas’ly to my love. In adevar, signore, nu voi si lingusesc,
Further I will not flatter you, my lord, Spunand cé ale voastre sunt toate de iubit
That all I see in you is worthy love, Dar tot ce va pot spune e ca nu vad nimica
Than this: that nothing do I see in you- Ce sd-mi inspire ura.

Though churlish thoughts themselves should be your judge-
That I can find should merit any hate.
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KING JOHN. What say these young ones? What say you, my REGELE IOAN. $i tinerii acestia ce spun? Zi nepotico.
niece?
BLANCH. That she is bound in honour still to do BLANCA. Raspund ca sunt legata sa te ascult in toate.
What you in wisdom still vouchsafe to say.
KING JOHN. Speak then, Prince Dauphin; can you love this REGELE IOAN. Vorbeste, Printe tanar, putea-vei s-o iubesti?
lady?
LEWIS. Nay, ask me if I can refrain from love; LUDOVIC. Intreabd-ma mai bine, de s-ar putea vreo data
For I do love her most unfeignedly. Sd n-o iubesc din suflet
KING JOHN. Then do I give Volquessen, Touraine, Maine, REGELE IOAN. Voi da atunci Vexinul, Touraine, Anjou,
Poictiers, and Anjou, these five provinces, Potiers
With her to thee; and this addition more, Si Maine cu ea ca zestre o tard roditore.
Full thirty thousand marks of English coin. Pe langa asta inca voi mai adduga
Philip of France, if thou be pleas’d withal, Treizeci mii madrci si bund moneda Englezesca:
Command thy son and daughter to join hands. Esti multumit cu asta, zi, Philip cel puternic

Atunci porunceste ca sd se ia de manad

Copiii in fata noastra.
KING PHILIP. It likes us well; young princes, close your REGELE PHILIP. In adevar imi place, uniti a voastre maini
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hands.

AUSTRIA. And your lips too; for I am well assur’d
That I did so when I was first assur’d.

KING PHILIP. Now, citizens of Angiers, ope your gates,
Let in that amity which you have made;

For at Saint Mary’s chapel presently

The rites of marriage shall be solemniz’d.

Is not the Lady Constance in this troop?

I know she is not; for this match made up

Her presence would have interrupted much.
Where is she and her son? Tell me, who knows.

LEWIS. She is sad and passionate at your Highness’ tent.
KING PHILIP. And, by my faith, this league that we have
made

Will give her sadness very little cure.

Brother of England, how may we content

William Shakespeare
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ARHIDUCELE. Si buzele asemenea, eu stiu ca fiind tanar
Pe fidantata vesel am sarutat-o dulce

REGELE PHILIP. Deci cetdteni de Angiers, deschideti poarta

voastra

Sa intre amictia ce voi ati intocmit-o;

Vom celebra indatd in sfantul paraclis

Acesta cununie. Ce, nu e printre noi

Constanta vara noastrd? Intr-adevir nu este;
Prezenta ei aici ar fi impiedicat

Unirea proiectatd. Spuneti-mi unde este,

Cu fiul ei cel tanar?

LUDOVIC. E trista si mahnitd, plangand in cortul vostru
REGELE FILIP. Pe legea mea, unirea facutd intre noi
Deloc nu e menitad durerea sa-i aline.

Iubite frate, spune, cu ce sd multumim

Pe vaduva mahnita? Venisem pentru dénsa;
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This widow lady? In her right we came; Si acuma am luat-o pe altd cale, care

Which we, God knows, have turn’d another way, Ne e avantajoasa.

To our own vantage

KING JOHN. We will heal up all,

For we'll create young Arthur Duke of Britaine,
And Earl of Richmond; and this rich fair town
We make him lord of. Call the Lady Constance;
Some speedy messenger bid her repair

To our solemnity. I trust we shall,

If not fill up the measure of her will,

Yet in some measure satisfy her so

That we shall stop her exclamation.

Go we as well as haste will suffer us

To this unlook’d-for, unprepared pomp

Exeunt all but the Bastard

REGELE IOAN. Avem leac pentru toate;

{1 voi crea de Richmond, ficandu-1 domn suprem
Pe aceastd citadel. Chemati-o pe Constanta;

Sa mearga cel mai ager din vestitori s-o cheme
Inaintea noastra iute cici am speranta buni

Cd dacd in intregu-i nu voi indeplini

Vointa ei, putea-vom s-o indulcim putin.

Acuma noi sd mergem cat vom putea in graba,
La pompa grandioasa de toti neasteptata

les toti, afard de bastardul; cetitenii se retrag dupe ziduri

BASTARD. Mad world! mad kings! mad composition!
John, to stop Arthur’s tide in the whole,

BASTARDUL. Ce lume ndzdravand! Regi ndtardi si prosti.
Ion sd maguleascd pe Arthur pentr-un timp,
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Hath willingly departed with a part;

And France, whose armour conscience buckled on,
Whom zeal and charity brought to the field

As God’s own soldier, rounded in the ear

With that same purpose-changer, that sly devil,
That broker that still breaks the pate of faith,

That daily break-vow, he that wins of all,

Of kings, of beggars, old men, young men, maids,
Who having no external thing to lose

But the word ‘maid,” cheats the poor maid of that;
That smooth-fac’d gentleman, tickling commodity,
Commodity, the bias of the world-

The world, who of itself is peised well,

Made to run even upon even ground,

Till this advantage, this vile-drawing bias,

This sway of motion, this commodity,

Makes it take head from all indifferency,

William Shakespeare
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S-a dezbrécat de-o parte din titlul sdu firesc;
Philip, a cdrui mand constiinta o armase,
Pe care caritatea il aduse la razboi,

Ca un soldat din ceruri, primeste in urechi
O vorba inseldtoare, a dracului viclean;
Samsarul care zilnic credinta si-o calca,
Acel misel ce banu-si castiga de la toti;

Si crai si cersetori, saracii si avutii
Fecioare si flacdi si babe si mosnegi

Aduc bacsisuri dese acestui mincinos,

Ce numai le vorbeste de oportunitate

Ca bazd generald a tot ce e in lume;

O lume de la sine perfect echilibratd,

Si care de la sine-si urmeaza cursul ei;
Pand vine s-o destepte acea oportunitate
Schimbandu-i directia si scopul si intentia
Si slabul ochi al Frantei de-o data fu izbit
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From all direction, purpose, course, intent-
And this same bias, this commodity,

This bawd, this broker, this all-changing word,
Clapp’d on the outward eye of fickle France,
Hath drawn him from his own determin’d aid,
From a resolv’d and honourable war,

To a most base and vile-concluded peace.

And why rail I on this commodity?

But for because he hath not woo’d me yet;

Not that I have the power to clutch my hand
When his fair angels would salute my palm,
But for my hand, as unattempted yet,

Like a poor beggar raileth on the rich.

Well, whiles I am a beggar, I will rail

And say there is no sin but to be rich;

And being rich, my virtue then shall be

To say there is no vice but beggary.
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De oportunitate si I-a distras nevolnic

De a da ce promisese, un ajutor in luptd,

O pace rusinoasa si vild intocmind.

Dar eu de ce rad oare de oportunitate?

Fiindca pand acuma nu mi-a suras vreo data?

Nu e cd n-am putere sa-nchid a mele maini

Cand banul cel de aur atinge palma mea

Sunt ca sdracul acela ce rade de bogati;

Fiind sdrac voi rade si eu de cel bogat,

Zic cd pdcatul mare e de a fi bogat;

Iar cand bogat m-oi face nu voi inceta de-a spune
Ca viciul cel mai mare e de a fi sarac.

Deci oportunitatea facand pe Regi sd minta,

Si eu ma-nchin la tine; vei fi tu Domnul meu! Iese.
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Since kings break faith upon commodity,

Gain, be my lord, for I will worship thee. Exit
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ACT III.

SCENE 1.
France. The FRENCH KING’S camp

Enter Constance, Arthur, and Salisbury

CONSTANCE. Gone to be married! Gone to swear a peace!
False blood to false blood join’d! Gone to be friends!
Shall Lewis have Blanch, and Blanch those provinces?
It is not so; thou hast misspoke, misheard;

Be well advis’d, tell o’er thy tale again.

It cannot be; thou dost but say “tis so;

I trust I may not trust thee, for thy word

Is but the vain breath of a common man:

Believe me I do not believe thee, man;

I have a king’s oath to the contrary.

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
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ACTUL AL TREILEA.

SCENA 1.
Tabdra Regelui Frantei

Constanta, Arthur, Salisbury.

CONSTANTA. S-au dus sd se cunune! S-au dus sa jure pace!
Un sange fal se uneste c-un sange si mai fals!
Din asta alianta va naste amicie!

Delphinul ia pe Blanca, si alte mari provincii?
Nu pote fi... te-nseald... n-ai auzit ce spuse;
Gandeste-te mai bine, si spune inc-o datd,

Nu poate fi... tu, numai ne spui ca e asa.

Deci nu ma voi increde, caci vorba ce ai spus-o
E numai auzitd din zvon de la vreun prost;

Nu pot sd cred, amice, cd spui adevdrat;
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Thou shalt be punish’d for thus frighting me,

For I am sick and capable of fears,

Oppress’d with wrongs, and therefore full of fears;
A widow, husbandless, subject to fears;

A woman, naturally born to fears;

And though thou now confess thou didst but jest,
With my vex’d spirits I cannot take a truce,

But they will quake and tremble all this day.

What dost thou mean by shaking of thy head?
Why dost thou look so sadly on my son?

What means that hand upon that breast of thine?
Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheum,

Like a proud river peering o’er his bounds?

Be these sad signs confirmers of thy words?

Then speak again-not all thy former tale,

But this one word, whether thy tale be true.
SALISBURY. As true as I believe you think them false

Un Rege imi ddduse fagaduiala sa.

Se pedepseste omul ce sperie femeia,

Ca mine surefindd, patrunsd, ingrozitd;

O vdduva sdarmanad expusa la pericole

Ce o cuprind cu spaimad si groaznice vedenii;
Si chiar de spui acuma cd ai glumit cu mine
Cu inima-mi muncitd eu tot nu pot ierta,

Voi face ca cu totii sa tremure de frica.

Ce oare vrea sa zica cd dai mereu din cap?
Uitandu-te la fiul meu esti cuprins de mila?
De ce la piept tii mana in semn de grea mahnire?
De ce din ochiu-ti curge o lacrima miloasa?
Aceste semne oare cuvintele-ti confirma?
Atunci spune iar; nu intreaga intamplare:

O vorba numai dara, si m-oi incredinta.

SALISBURY. Atat de adevarat e, cat crezi ci este fals
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That give you cause to prove my saying true.
CONSTANCE. O, if thou teach me to believe this sorrow,
Teach thou this sorrow how to make me die;

And let belief and life encounter so

As doth the fury of two desperate men

Which in the very meeting fall and die!

Lewis marry Blanch! O boy, then where art thou?

France friend with England; what becomes of me?
Fellow, be gone: I cannot brook thy sight;

This news hath made thee a most ugly man.
SALISBURY. What other harm have I, good lady, done
But spoke the harm that is by others done?
CONSTANCE. Which harm within itself so heinous is
As it makes harmful all that speak of it.

ARTHUR. I do beseech you, madam, be content.
CONSTANCE. If thou that bid’st me be content wert grim,
Ugly, and sland’rous to thy mother’s womb,
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Acel, ce cu credintd venit-a sd va spuna.

CONSTANTA. Ma-nveti sa cred cuvantul cu care m-ai zdrobit,

Invatd si mahnirii si-mi stingd viata amara;

Credinta ce-mi aduceti loveste a mea viats,

Precum mania crunta a doi barbati furiosi

Ciocnire va produce, rdnire si omor.

Delphinul ia pe Blanca! Copile ce te faci?

Ioan amic cu Philip! Atunci ce ne facem?

Te du de aici, amice, cdci nu pot sa te vad:

Prin vestea ce mi-ai dat-o mi-ai devenit urat.
SALISBURY. Ce alt pacat, Domnitd, facut-am cu acesta
Decat sd spun pdcatul ce altii au comis?

CONSTANTA. Dar cel comis de dansii e atat de neiertat
Ca chiar acel de-l spune nu poate fi iertat!

ARTHUR. Te consoleaza, Doamna, sfarsi-vor toate bine.
CONSTANTA. Tu care-mi spui acuma cd toate vor fi bine,
De ai fi urat, slab, garbov, o groaza pentru mine,

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

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



Full of unpleasing blots and sightless stains,
Lame, foolish, crooked, swart, prodigious,
Patch’d with foul moles and eye-offending marks,
I would not care, I then would be content;

For then I should not love thee; no, nor thou
Become thy great birth, nor deserve a crown.

But thou art fair, and at thy birth, dear boy,
Nature and Fortune join’d to make thee great:

Of Nature’s gifts thou mayst with lilies boast,
And with the half-blown rose; but Fortune, O!
She is corrupted, chang’d, and won from thee;

Sh” adulterates hourly with thine uncle John,

And with her golden hand hath pluck’d on France
To tread down fair respect of sovereignty,

And made his majesty the bawd to theirs.

France is a bawd to Fortune and King John-

That strumpet Fortune, that usurping John!

William Shakespeare
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Zbarcit si plin de pete, si bube uraciose,

Schiop, stramb, ghebos si negru, o spaima infiordtoare,
Scarbose rani pe fata si semne de buboaie,

M-as multumi atunci si nu mi-ar mai pasa;

Caci nu te-as iubi, eu, atat cat te iubesc,

N-ai fi demn nici de neamul, nici de coroana aceea
Dar esti frumos si gingas si la nasterea ta

Natura si destinul voit-au sa fii mare;

Ca crinul si ca rosa te poti fali cu drept

De mandra darnicie a cerului senin;

Fortuna insd crudd, corupta, schimbatoare,
Répit-a de la tine a sale daruri toate;

Ea zilnic cocheteaza cu unchiul tdu nedemn.

Cu mana sa de aur a siluit pe Philip

Sa calce pe respectul ce-i cuvenit maririi.

Deci spune-mi, oh! Amice, nu e spejurd Franta?
‘Negresce-1 cu cuvinte, sau pleacd de la mine,
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Tell me, thou fellow, is not France forsworn? Si lasd-mad in pace cu marea mea mahnire,
Envenom him with words, or get thee gone Ce std sd ma zdrobeasca.
And leave those woes alone which I alone
Am bound to under-bear.
SALISBURY. Pardon me, madam, SALISBURY. Iertare cer o Doamna!
I may not go without you to the kings. Dar nu ma pot intoarce de nu veniti cu mine.
CONSTANCE. Thou mayst, thou shalt; I will not go with CONSTANTA. Ba trebue sd mergeti, cdci nu ma duc cu voi;
thee; Voi ardta mahnirii cat pot sa fiu de mandra;
I will instruct my sorrows to be proud, M-oi face mai voinica sa rabd acea mahnire,
For grief is proud, and makes his owner stoop. Aici sd se-ntrunescd acei Regi ca sd vada
To me, and to the state of my great grief, Marirea mea in durere; cici e asa de mare
Let kings assemble; for my grief’s so great Cd numai ceru il poate opri de a ma zdrobi:
That no supporter but the huge firm earth M-am asezat aici, acesta-i tronul meu,
Can hold it up. [seats herself on the ground] Sd vinad sa se inchine Regi inaintea mea!
Here I and sorrows sit; (se aruncd pe pamant)
Here is my throne, bid kings come bow to it.
Enter King John, King Philip, Lewis, Blanch, Elinor, the Bastard, Intrd Regele Ioan, Regele Philip, Ludovic, Blanca, Elinor, Archiducele
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Austria, and attendants

KING PHILIP. ‘Tis true, fair daughter, and this blessed day

Ever in France shall be kept festival.

To solemnize this day the glorious sun

Stays in his course and plays the alchemist,
Turning with splendour of his precious eye
The meagre cloddy earth to glittering gold.

The yearly course that brings this day about
Shall never see it but a holiday.

CONSTANCE. [Rising] A wicked day, and not a holy day!
What hath this day deserv’d? what hath it done
That it in golden letters should be set

Among the high tides in the calendar?

Nay, rather turn this day out of the week,

This day of shame, oppression, perjury;

Or, if it must stand still, let wives with child
Pray that their burdens may not fall this day,

William Shakespeare
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Austriei, Bastardul si altii

REGELE PHILIP. Da, gingasa mea fatd, aceasta zi fericita
In veci va fi in Franta o sirbitoare mare:

Vedeti ca in onoru-i chiar soarele glorios

Din mersul sdu s-opreste, facand pe alchimistul;

Céaci numai cu splendorea privirii ii arzator

Aceastad lume neagra devine un glob de aur;

Deci cercul periodic ce va aduce ziua

Va intalni in cursu-i un praznic anual.

CONSTANTA. (Sculindu-se) E praznicul tradarei ci nu o
sdrbdtoare

Ce merit are ziua ce ore a facut,

Ca ea s4 fie scrisd in litere de aur,

Pe pagina nestearsa a calendarului?

Ba stergeti-o mai bine caci este o rusine

Acestd zi infama, sprejurd si nefasta;

Sau daca nu se sterge, femei insdrcinate,
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Lest that their hopes prodigiously be cross’d;

But on this day let seamen fear no wreck;

No bargains break that are not this day made;

This day, all things begun come to ill end,

Yea, faith itself to hollow falsehood change!

KING PHILIP. By heaven, lady, you shall have no cause
To curse the fair proceedings of this day.

Have I not pawn’d to you my majesty?

CONSTANCE. You have beguil’d me with a counterfeit
Resembling majesty, which, being touch’d and tried,
Proves valueless; you are forsworn, forsworn;

You came in arms to spill mine enemies’ blood,

But now in arms you strengthen it with yours.

The grappling vigour and rough frown of war

Is cold in amity and painted peace,

And our oppression hath made up this league.

Arm, arm, you heavens, against these perjur’d kings!

William Shakespeare
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Rugati-va la Domnul in alta zi sa faceti,
Céci viitorul sigur nu va putea surade
Copilului de astazi.

REGELE PHILIP. Pe legea mea, Domnitd, nu vei avea cuvant
Sa afurisesti isbanda ce astazi s-a facut:

In vorba mea de Rege puteai si te increzi!
CONSTANTA. Am fost induplecata ca printr-o nalucire
De-a Voastra Maiestate, ce de aprope este

Lipsitd de valore; cdci esti sperjur, sperjur;

Venit aici in arme sd ucizi p-ai mei dusmani,

Aldturi cu dansii a tale arme trec;

Zburdalnica tdrie si aspra incruntare

A taberei se schimba in pace zdmbitoare;

Si astd aliantd din asuprirea-mi naste:

Ah! cerule, te armeaza sd nimicesti pe Regi
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A widow cries: Be husband to me, heavens!
Let not the hours of this ungodly day

Wear out the day in peace; but, ere sunset,
Set armed discord ‘twixt these perjur’d kings!
Hear me, O, hear me!

AUSTRIA. Lady Constance, peace!

CONSTANCE. War! war! no peace! Peace is to me a war.
O Lymoges! O Austria! thou dost shame

That bloody spoil. Thou slave, thou wretch, thou coward!
Thou little valiant, great in villainy!

Thou ever strong upon the stronger side!

Thou Fortune’s champion that dost never fight

But when her humorous ladyship is by

To teach thee safety! Thou art perjur’'d too,

And sooth’st up greatness. What a fool art thou,
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72
Ce-si calcd jurdmantul! O vaduva se roaga!
O vaduva sarmang, sa fii Tu sotul ei.
Acestd zi infama cu vrajba sa sfarseasca
Sa nu se asfinteasca lumina ei ursuza
In liniste si pace si pand nu insereaza
Discordia sd desparta pe Regii cei sperjuri.
Ah! ascultati-mi ruga:
ARHIDUCELE. Domnitd, da-ne pace.
CONSTANTA. Razbol voies, nu voies pace, caci pentru mine
pacea
E mai nesuferitd decat razboiul aspru.
Limoges, Print de Austria.—Te amestici, oh! Rusine!
In astd despuiere; un sclav las un misel;
Pitic in vitejie, urias in infamie!
Tu ce in veci esti tare cu partea cea mai tare.
Esti ca ostasul care in lupta nu se exprima
Pand n-o fi langa dansul, Fortuna sa-1 pazeasca
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A ramping fool, to brag and stamp and swear
Upon my party! Thou cold-blooded slave,
Hast thou not spoke like thunder on my side,
Been sworn my soldier, bidding me depend
Upon thy stars, thy fortune, and thy strength,
And dost thou now fall over to my foes?

Thou wear a lion’s hide! Doff it for shame,
And hang a calf’s-skin on those recreant limbs.

AUSTRIA. O that a man should speak those words to me!
BASTARD. And hang a calf’s-skin on those recreant limbs.
AUSTRIA. Thou dar’st not say so, villain, for thy life.
BASTARD. And hang a calf’s-skin on those recreant limbs.
KING JOHN. We like not this: thou dost forget thyself.
Enter Pandulph

KING PHILIP. Here comes the holy legate of the Pope.
PANDULPH. Hail, you anointed deputies of heaven!

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

De ori si ce pericol:—pe urma esti sperjur,

Si lingusesti mdrirea, fiintd nazdravana,

Si natdrdu nemernic ce jura si se lauda

Ca-mi va zdrobi amicii! Tu sclav lipsit de sange,

Chiar glasul tdu un tunet il ridicai inainte,

Jurandu-ne credintd, supunere si sprijin.

Si acuma vad unirea cu inamicii mei!

De ce mai porti o piele de leu? Mai bine schimb-o,

Uratu-ti trup imbraca-1 cu o piele de vitel.

ARHIDUCELE. Céci nu mi-au spus aceste cuvinte un barbat!
BASTARDUL. Uratu-ti trup imbraca-1 cu o pele de vitel.
ARHIDUCELE. N-ai indrazni tu, sclave, s-o mai repeti odata.
BASTARDUL. Urétu-ti trup imbraca-1 cu o piele de vitel.
REGELE IOAN. Taci, uiti in ce prezentd rostesti aceste vorbe.
Intrd Pandulph

REGELE PHILIP. Dar dacd, ne soseste al Papei sfant legat.
PANDULPH. Pe voi Regi unsi de Domnul, cu pace va salut!
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William Shakespeare
King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

74
To thee, King John, my holy errand is. Ioan, la tine Papa acuma ma trimite,
I Pandulph, of fair Milan cardinal, Eu, Pandulph, cardinalul Milanului cel mandru,
And from Pope Innocent the legate here, Trimis in misiune de Papa Inocentiu,
Do in his name religiously demand Solemna intrebare in numele sdu fac:
Why thou against the Church, our holy mother, De ce in contra voiei bisericii sfintite,
So wilfully dost spurn; and force perforce Excluzi cu siluire pe Langton, cel ales
Keep Stephen Langton, chosen Archbishop Primat de Canterbury, din episcopia sa?
Of Canterbury, from that holy see? Aceasta-i intrebarea ce fac precum am zis
This, in our foresaid holy father’s name, n mult slavitul nume al Papei cel prea sfant.
Pope Innocent, I do demand of thee.
KING JOHN. What earthly name to interrogatories REGELE IOAN. Ce fel de drepturi oare pot fi in astd lume
Can task the free breath of a sacred king? Sa ceard cont de faptul facut de un mare Rege?
Thou canst not, Cardinal, devise a name Nu poate, Cardinale, sa fie nici un nume
So slight, unworthy, and ridiculous, Mai mic, marsav si posnas in lumea asta toata
To charge me to an answer, as the Pope. Decat acel de Papa; cum dar lui as raspunde?
Tell him this tale, and from the mouth of England Te du si spune-i asta! Din gura mea mai spune-i
Add thus much more, that no Italian priest Cd preot din Italia in Anglia frumoasa
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Shall tithe or toll in our dominions;

But as we under heaven are supreme head,

So, under Him that great supremacy,

Where we do reign we will alone uphold,

Without th” assistance of a mortal hand.

So tell the Pope, all reverence set apart

To him and his usurp’d authority.

KING PHILIP. Brother of England, you blaspheme in this.
KING JOHN. Though you and all the kings of Christendom
Are led so grossly by this meddling priest,

Dreading the curse that money may buy out,

And by the merit of vile gold, dross, dust,

Purchase corrupted pardon of a man,

Who in that sale sells pardon from himself-

Though you and all the rest, so grossly led,

This juggling witchcraft with revenue cherish;

Yet I alone, alone do me oppose

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

De astdzi inainte nu va mai dijmui,

Nici nu-si va strange biruri pe teritoriul meu;
Pre cat sub cel din ceruri sunt, eu, cap absolut,
Puterea ce mi-a dat-o, si fard ajutorul

Vreunei maini din lume: aceasta spune-i Papei,
Cdci nu tin nici in seamad puterea-i uzurpata!

REGELE PHILIP. Cuvinte neiertate rostesti, iubite frate.
REGELE IOAN. Cu toate ca tu insusi si ceilalti Regi crestini,
Sunteti condusi prosteste de un popa sarlatan,

De frica unui blestem, cu banul ce de vinde;

Si tot cu banul iardsi, cu aurul corupt,

{i cumpérati iertarea si incd mai corupts;

Cu toate, zic, cd tineti pe vrdjitorul dsta

Cu boggtii, venituri si alte ajutoare

Eu singur m-oi opune si pe amicii lui

Ca dusmani 1i consider.
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Against the Pope, and count his friends my foes.
PANDULPH. Then by the lawful power that I have
Thou shalt stand curs’d and excommunicate;
And blessed shall he be that doth revolt

From his allegiance to an heretic;

And meritorious shall that hand be call’d,
Canonized, and worshipp’d as a saint,

That takes away by any secret course

Thy hateful life.

CONSTANCE. O, lawful let it be

That I have room with Rome to curse awhile!
Good father Cardinal, cry thou ‘amen’

To my keen curses; for without my wrong

There is no tongue hath power to curse him right.

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

76

PANDULPH. There’s law and warrant, lady, for my curse.
CONSTANCE. And for mine too; when law can do no right,

Let it be lawful that law bar no wrong;

PANDULPH. In numele puterii adusi de la Roma,
Te excomunic dard, afurisit vei fi:

Ea bine cuvinteza pe ori si cine calca

Supunerea jurata acestui renegat;

Ea bine cuvinteza cea mand, si o sfinteste,

Ce va rdpi in taina si prin orice mijloace,

A ta urata viata.

CONSTANTA. Permiteti-mi si mie
Alaturi cu Roma sa-1 blestem cum doresc.
Prea sfinte Cardinale, te rog sa zici amin
La blestemele mele; cici nici nu e in lume
Fiintda mai menita sa-1 blesteme ca mine.

PANDULPH. Mandat legal am, Doamna, eu, sa-l afurisesc

CONSTANTA. §i eu, céci cine oare md va indreptati
Acolo unde legea nu poate da dreptate?

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

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



Law cannot give my child his kingdom here,
For he that holds his kingdom holds the law;
Therefore, since law itself is perfect wrong,

How can the law forbid my tongue to curse?

PANDULPH. Philip of France, on peril of a curse,
Let go the hand of that arch-heretic,

And raise the power of France upon his head,
Unless he do submit himself to Rome.

ELINOR. Look’st thou pale, France? Do not let go thy hand.

CONSTANCE. Look to that, devil, lest that France repent
And by disjoining hands hell lose a soul.

AUSTRIA. King Philip, listen to the Cardinal.
BASTARD. And hang a calf’s-skin on his recreant limbs.
AUSTRIA. Well, ruffian, I must pocket up these wrongs,
Because-

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

E drept cd aceeasi lege, sd nu-mi opreasca gura.

Copilului meu, legea nu-i poate da domnia,

Céci cel ce i-a luat-o exercitd acea lege;

Eu in legalitate vad suma nedreptatii,

Deci nu-mi voi tine glasul de a-1 blestema cum stiu.
PANDULPH. De nu doresc, oh! Philip, sa fii afurisit,

Nu mai atinge mana acelui eretic;

Mai mult rdscoald in contra-i puterile din Franta,

De nu se vor supune poruncilor papale.

ELINOR. De ce ti-e fricd, Philip, de ce vrei sa-i lasi mand?
CONSTANTA. Md tem, ma tem cd Philip chiar o sd se cdiasca,
Si cd lasandu-i ména un suflet va scapa

De vecinicd pieire.

ARCHIDUCELE. Pe cardinal asculta-1.

BASTARDUL. Pe trupul tdu atarna-ti o piele de vitel.
ARHIDUCELE. Rdbda-voi de nevoie cuvintele-ti talhare.
De oarece...
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BASTARD. Your breeches best may carry them.
KING JOHN. Philip, what say’st thou to the Cardinal?

CONSTANCE. What should he say, but as the Cardinal?
LEWIS. Bethink you, father; for the difference

Is purchase of a heavy curse from Rome

Or the light loss of England for a friend.

Forgo the easier.

BLANCH. That's the curse of Rome.

CONSTANCE. O Lewis, stand fast! The devil tempts thee
here

In likeness of a new untrimmed bride.

BLANCH. The Lady Constance speaks not from her faith,
But from her need.

CONSTANCE. O, if thou grant my need

Which only lives but by the death of faith,

That need must needs infer this principle-

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

BASTARDUL. Spinarea-ti o sd rabde imi pare.
REGELE IOAN. Dar ce raspuns dai, Philip? Asteapta
Cardinalul.

CONSTANTA. Ce va rdspunde oare decat sd se supuna?
LUDOVIC. Da, cumpadneste, tata, caci vezi alternative
E zdrobitorul blestem svarlit pe noi de Roma

Sau Anglia pierdutd din alianta noastrd,

Alege cea mai buna?

BLANCA. Va fi blestemul Romei.

CONSTANTA. Oh! Ludovig, fii tare, te ispiteste dracu
Sub forma fecioreasca si rochia de miresa.

BLANCA. Constanta nu vorbeste de a ei credintd impinsa,
Ci dupa trebuinta in care e acuma.

CONSTANTA. Convii atunci ca sufar o suferintd, care

E izvoratd numai din lipsa de credinta

Urma-va de aceea ca iar va fi credinta
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That faith would live again by death of need.

O then, tread down my need, and faith mounts up:

Keep my need up, and faith is trodden down!

KING JOHN. The King is mov’d, and answers not to this.
CONSTANCE. O be remov’d from him, and answer well!
AUSTRIA. Do so, King Philip; hang no more in doubt.

BASTARD. Hang nothing but a calf’s-skin, most sweet lout.

KING PHILIP. I am perplex’d and know not what to say.
PANDULPH. What canst thou say but will perplex thee
more,

If thou stand excommunicate and curs’d?

KING PHILIP. Good reverend father, make my person
yours,

And tell me how you would bestow yourself.

This royal hand and mine are newly knit,

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

Cand vor sfarsi odata a mele suferinte;

Credinta va renaste murind a mea durere,

Iar de calcati credinta durerea-mi se indspreste.

REGELE IOAN. il vad miscat pe Rege, nimica nu raspunde.
CONSTANTA. Desparte-te de déansii si dd un bun raspuns.
ARCHIDUCELE. Asa fa, scumpe Philip, si nici o indoiald
Sa nu atarne In mintea-ti

BASTARDUL. De atarnat e vorba?

Atarna-ti, baddrane, o piele de vitel.

REGELE PHILIP. Sunt intr-o zdpaceala si nu stiu ce sd spun.
PANDULPH. Si cum vrei sd dispard acea nedumirire,
Spunand ceva ce poate sd te afuriseasca?

REGELE PHILIP. Parinte prea sfintite in locul meu te pune
Si spune ce ai face in asta imprejurare.

De abia aceastd mand semnat-a legatura

De vesnic amicie, si sufletele noastre
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And the conjunction of our inward souls

Married in league, coupled and link’d together
With all religious strength of sacred vows;

The latest breath that gave the sound of words
Was deep-sworn faith, peace, amity, true love,
Between our kingdoms and our royal selves;

And even before this truce, but new before,

No longer than we well could wash our hands,

To clap this royal bargain up of peace,

Heaven knows, they were besmear’d and overstain’d
With slaughter’s pencil, where revenge did paint
The fearful difference of incensed kings.

And shall these hands, so lately purg’d of blood,
So newly join’d in love, so strong in both,

Unyoke this seizure and this kind regreet?

Play fast and loose with faith? so jest with heaven,
Make such unconstant children of ourselves,

William Shakespeare
King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

80
Unit s-au impreund cu jurdminte sacre

De sfanta alianta; cuvantul cel din urma

Iesit din gura noastra a fost fagaduiala
Credintei neclintite, iubirii, amiciei,

Si a pécii intre noi doi, si a noastre mari regate;
De abia avurdm vreme inainte de a o face,

Sd ne spalam pe mana spre a o sigila

Cu 0 mand nepatatd, cdci rdu erau pdtate

A noastre maini cu sange, cu semnele hidoase
A cruntei razbunadri de Regi inversunati.

Ce oare aceastd mana ce e de abia spdlata

Ce ieri cu a sa manad unit s-a in pace

Si vesnica credintd, sa steargd tot deodatd,
Manjind cu necredintd jurata alianta?

Sa radem de credintd si sa glumim cu cerul?
Schimbandu-ne de o datd ca cum am fi copii;
Sa trag din ména-i iardsi o mana ce a strans-o,
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As now again to snatch our palm from palm,
Unswear faith sworn, and on the marriage-bed
Of smiling peace to march a bloody host,

And make a riot on the gentle brow

Of true sincerity? O, holy sir,

My reverend father, let it not be so!

Out of your grace, devise, ordain, impose,

Some gentle order; and then we shall be blest

To do your pleasure, and continue friends.
PANDULPH. All form is formless, order orderless,
Save what is opposite to England’s love.
Therefore, to arms! be champion of our church,
Or let the church, our mother, breathe her curse-

A mother’s curse-on her revolting son. France, thou mayst

hold a serpent by the tongue,
A chafed lion by the mortal paw,
A fasting tiger safer by the tooth,

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

Sa o tulbur, eu, prin faptu-mi? Stapane prea sfintite,
Si prea cinstit parinte, nu cere sa fac asta,

Si cu intelepciune, gdseste, chibzuieste,

Un mijloc oarecare ca sa fi multumit

Sd te ascult sunt gata spre a raméne prieteni.

PANDULPH. E nefolositoare ori ce menire alta
Decat acea opusa si Angliei dusmana.

La arme dar, oh! Rege, biserica cea sfanta

A noastrd o sustine, o mama pentru noi:

De altfel ea azvarla pe fiul nesupus

Blestemul ei de mama.

Mai bine ai atinge, tu, limba unui serpe,

Sau pe un leu in fier l-ai apuca de laba,
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Than keep in peace that hand which thou dost hold.
KING PHILIP. I may disjoin my hand, but not my faith.

PANDULPH. So mak’st thou faith an enemy to faith;
And like. a civil war set’st oath to oath.

Thy tongue against thy tongue. O, let thy vow
First made to heaven, first be to heaven perform’d,
That is, to be the champion of our Church.

What since thou swor’st is sworn against thyself
And may not be performed by thyself,

For that which thou hast sworn to do amiss

Is not amiss when it is truly done;

And being not done, where doing tends to ill,

The truth is then most done not doing it;

The better act of purposes mistook

Is to mistake again; though indirect,

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

Sau ai lua pe un tigru de dinti cdnd e flamand

Decat sd tii acea mand cu pace-n mana ta.

REGELE PHILIP. Chiar de as retrage-o nu-mi pot calca
cuvantul.

PANDULPH. Devine dar credinta un inamic credintei,
Izbit ti-e juramantul prin celdlalt juramant

Si limba-ti te dezminte, oh! Rege, ma asculta,

Facuta-i cdtre ceruri un jurdmant intai

Si intai acela cautd sa fie respectat;

Biserica-ti fireascd jurat-ai s-o sustii,

Acum jurasi un lucru ce e in contra ta,

Un lucru ce de tine nu poate sa se facd,

Cand ai jurat un lucru ce e in sine rau.

Si indeplinesti acel lucru, dar cu credinta dreapta
Greseela ta dispare, cand iardsi te abtii

D-al face, céci facandu-l comiti un rau mai mare,
Reiese adevarul chiar din a ta minciuna:
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Yet indirection thereby grows direct,

And falsehood cures, as fire cools fire

Within the scorched veins of one new-burn’d.

It is religion that doth make vows kept;

But thou hast sworn against religion

By what thou swear’st against the thing thou swear’st,
And mak’st an oath the surety for thy truth
Against an oath; the truth thou art unsure

To swear swears only not to be forsworn;

Else what a mockery should it be to swear!

But thou dost swear only to be forsworn;

And most forsworn to keep what thou dost swear.
Therefore thy later vows against thy first

Is in thyself rebellion to thyself;

And better conquest never canst thou make

Than arm thy constant and thy nobler parts
Against these giddy loose suggestions;

William Shakespeare
King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

83
Precum revarsa focul un balsam rdcoros

In vinele acelui ce de curand s-a fript.

Céci chiar religiunea ne face sa pastram

A noastre juraminte; dar ai jurat un lucru
Contrar religiei, jurdnd in contra celor

Jurate mai Inainte, si printr-un jurdmant

Dai astazi chezdsie sa tii ce juri acuma

Opus acelei vechi si sfinte legaturi;

Deci orice juri in contra-i vei deveni sperjur,
Ar fi o gluma altfel de a mai jura in lume,

Si ai fi sperjur prin faptul ca juri un lucru nou,
Si mai sperjur de ai tine acel jurdmént din urma.
Vezi dar cd jurdamantul ce l-ai facut acuma

In tine se rescoala in contra celorlalte

Facute mai inainte nu vei putea vreodata

Sa faci o mai faloasa cucerire in rdzbio,

Decat armand puterea cea bund ce-i in tine
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Upon which better part our pray’rs come in,
If thou vouchsafe them. But if not, then know
The peril of our curses fight on thee

So heavy as thou shalt not shake them off,
But in despair die under the black weight.

AUSTRIA. Rebellion, flat rebellion!
BASTARD. Will't not be?

Will not a calf’s-skin stop that mouth of thine?
LEWIS. Father, to arms!

BLANCH. Upon thy wedding-day?

Against the blood that thou hast married?

William Shakespeare
King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

84
In contra unor pofte ametitoare, slabe.

Din parte-mi voi aduce un ajutor puternic,
Prin rugdciuni si posturi, de vrei sa ma asculti;
De nu, sd stii cad de astazi pe tine se coboara
Blestemul greu al Romei, de care nici odata
Nu vei scdpa in viatd, cu acea povard neagra
Sa mori in disperare de ceruri neiertat!
ARHIDUCELE. Curata rebeliune!
BASTARDUL. Zi, vrei sa te astamperi?

Sau sa-ti astup gurita cu o piele de vitel?
LUDOVIC. S& ne armadm, oh tata!

BLANCA. In ziua nuntii tale?

In contra unui sange cu care te-ai unit?

What, shall our feast be kept with slaughtered men? Serba-vom cununia cu cei ucisi in lupta?

Shall braying trumpets and loud churlish drums,

Clamours of hell, be measures to our pomp?
O husband, hear me! ay, alack, how new

Trompetele ragusite si tobe zgomotoase
E muzica cu care vom dantui la nunta?
Ascultd-m3 barbate, in numele acesta
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Is ‘husband” in my mouth! even for that name,

Which till this time my tongue did ne’er pronounce,
Upon my knee I beg, go not to arms

Against mine uncle.

CONSTANCE. O, upon my knee,

Made hard with kneeling, I do pray to thee,

Thou virtuous Dauphin, alter not the doom
Forethought by heaven!

BLANCH. Now shall I see thy love. What motive may
Be stronger with thee than the name of wife?

CONSTANCE. That which upholdeth him that thee
upholds,

His honour. O, thine honour, Lewis, thine honour!
LEWIS. I muse your Majesty doth seem so cold,
When such profound respects do pull you on.
PANDULPH. I will denounce a curse upon his head.

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

Pe care a mea limba nu-1 pronuntase incg,
Te rog ingenunchiata sa nu te duci la lupta
Cu unchiul meu, iubite.

CONSTANTA. Si eu ingenunchiata
Ma rog la tine, Printe, sd nu schimbi tu cu méana-ti,
A cerului decizii?

BLANCA. Si voi vedea in fine

De sunt a ta iubitd; ce nume pentru tine

Va fi mai scump, mai dulce decat acel de sotie.
CONSTANTA. Mai scumpa pentru dansul va fi onoarea lui;
Onoarea ta, oh! Printe, onoarea ta pdzeste-o.

LUDOVIC. Dar mi se pare, Sire, esti prea nepdsator,
Cand din rdspunsul vostru atarna lucruri mari.
PANDULPH. Anatema din ceruri pe capu-i dar descinda!
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William Shakespeare
King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

86

KING PHILIP. Thou shalt not need. England, I will fall from REGELE PHILIP. Nu este trebuintd, un inamic de acuma

thee.

CONSTANCE. O fair return of banish’d majesty!
ELINOR. O foul revolt of French inconstancy!

KING JOHN. France, thou shalt rue this hour within this
hour.

BASTARD. Old Time the clock-setter, that bald sexton
Time,

Is it as he will? Well then, France shall rue.

BLANCH. The sun’s o’ercast with blood. Fair day, adieu!
Which is the side that I must go withal?

I am with both: each army hath a hand;

And in their rage, I having hold of both,

They whirl asunder and dismember me.

Husband, I cannot pray that thou mayst win;

Uncle, I needs must pray that thou mayst lose;

Father,  may not wish the fortune thine;

Imi va fi al Angliei Rege si tot norodul lui.

CONSTANTA. Renaste in fine mandrd, pierduta maiestate!
ELINOR. Minciuna rusinoasa a Frantei schimbatoare!
REGELE IOAN. Tu pentru ceasul dsta te vei cdi oh Franta!
Pana nu va trece ceasul.

BASTARDUL. De ce vorbesti cu ceasul ca un cesornicar?
Asa atunci fie, se va cai si uite.

BLANCA. Pe fata stralucinda a soarelui vad pete.
Se intunecd cu sange: adio, zi frumoasa.

Cu care din acestia va fi ursita mea?

Va fi cu fiecare, cici fiecare oaste

Ma tine de o mana, si in mania sa

Ma sfasie fara mild tragdndu-ma spre el.

Nu pot dori, barbate, sa biruie in luptd,

Iar sa md rog, eu, cauta ca unchiul meu sa piard,
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Grandam, I will not wish thy wishes thrive.
Whoever wins, on that side shall I lose:
Assured loss before the match be play’d.

LEWIS. Lady, with me, with me thy fortune lies.

BLANCH. There where my fortune lives, there my life dies.

KING JOHN. Cousin, go draw our puissance together.
Exit Bastard

France, I am burn’d up with inflaming wrath,

A rage whose heat hath this condition

That nothing can allay, nothing but blood,

The blood, and dearest-valu’d blood, of France.

KING PHILIP. Thy rage shall burn thee up, and thou shalt
turn

To ashes, ere our blood shall quench that fire.

Look to thyself, thou art in jeopardy.

KING JOHN. No more than he that threats. To arms let’s

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

Sa fie a ta izbanda, nu pot dori, oh tatal!

Nu pot dori, bunico, sd-ti implinesti menirea:

Ori cine cucereste, cu dansul eu voi pierde.

Sunt sigurd de a pierde pand nici nu incepe lupta.
LUDOVIC. Oh! Domna mea, cu mine, cu mine ti-e ursita.
BLANCA. Aldturi cu ursita mi se vas tinge viata.
REGELE IOAN. Acuma du-te, vere, si aduna a noastre forte.
lese Bastardul

Ah! Philip, o ménie grozava arde in mine,

Ma arde o vdpaie ce astfel e incinsd,

Cd n-are sd o stinga nimic, ci numai sange

Din cel mai scump si nobil din tara ta Franceza!

REGELE PHILIP. Ba o sd te consume mania ta cu totul,
Lasand cenusd numai, si tot al nostru sange

Nu va putea in furia-i sa potoleasca focul.

Esti in pericol mare, deci vezi de pielea ta!

REGELE IOAN. Tot astfel e cu tine; sa alergam la arme!
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King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

88
hie!

Exeunt severally. Les.
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SCENE 2.
France. Plains near Angiers

Alarums, excursions. Enter the BASTARD with Austria’s head
BASTARD. Now, by my life, this day grows wondrous hot;
Some airy devil hovers in the sky

And pours down mischief. Austria’s head lie there,

While Philip breathes.

Enter KING JOHN, ARTHUR, and HUBERT

KING JOHN. Hubert, keep this boy. Philip, make up:

My mother is assailed in our tent,

And ta’en, I fear.

BASTARD. My lord, I rescued her;

Her Highness is in safety, fear you not;

But on, my liege, for very little pains

Will bring this labour to an happy end. Exeunt

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

SCENA 2.
O campie langd Angiers

Semnale, atacuri, intrd Bastardul cu capul Archiducelui Austriei
BASTARDUL. Pe legea mea se face cam caldisoard ziua;

Si falfaie prin aer un zmeu inflacarat,

Ce varsd rdutatea? Austria e ucisd

Si Philip tot trdieste!

Intra Regele Ioan, Arthur si Hubert

REGELE IOAN. Tu, Hubert, pe copilul acesta, ia-1 pazeste-1.
Acuma pentru Philip, ma tem cd-n cortul nostru

Pe mumad-mea a surprins-o si chiar cd o s-o ia.
BASTARDUL. Mylord, eu am scdpat-o, sd nu v4 fie frica.
Maria Sa acuma se afld in loc sigur.

Dar inainte, Sire, cdci cu putind trudd,

Sfarsim cu priincie tot ce avem a face.
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SCENE 3.
France. Plains near Angiers

Alarums, excursions, retreat. Enter King John, Elinor, Arthur,
the Bastard, Hubert, and Lords

KING JOHN. [To Elinor] So shall it be; your Grace shall stay
behind,

So strongly guarded. [To ARTHUR] Cousin, look not sad;
Thy grandam loves thee, and thy uncle will

As dear be to thee as thy father was.

ARTHUR. O, this will make my mother die with grief!

KING JOHN. [To the Bastard] Cousin, away for England!
haste before,

And, ere our coming, see thou shake the bags

Of hoarding abbots; imprisoned angels

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

SCENA 3.
Aceeasi campie

Semnale, atacuri, apoi sund retragerea, intrd Regele Ioan, Elinor,
Arthur, Bastardul, Hubert si Lorzii.

REGELE IOAN. Asa sa fie dara; Luminatia voastra, (citre Elinor)
Veti ramane in urmd, pazita mai de aproape (lui Arthur)
Nu te intrista, dar, vere, bunica te iubeste,

Si Unchiul pentru tine va fi si mai bun inca

Decat al tdu pdrinte.

ARTHUR. Pe a mea sarmana mama

O va zdrobi durerea cand va afla aceasta

REGELE IOAN. Porneste inainte, spre Anglia, in graba,
(Bastardului)

Si pand la a mea venire, vezi de ai putea sa scuturi

Ceva monezi de aur din punga nesatula

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

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



Set at liberty; the fat ribs of peace
Must by the hungry now be fed upon.

Use our commission in his utmost force.

BASTARD. Bell, book, and candle, shall not drive me back,
When gold and silver becks me to come on.

I leave your Highness. Grandam, I will pray,

If ever I remember to be holy,

For your fair safety. So, I kiss your hand.

ELINOR. Farewell, gentle cousin.

KING JOHN. Coz, farewell.

Exit Bastard

ELINOR. Come hither, little kinsman; hark, a word.

KING JOHN. Come hither, Hubert. O my gentle Hubert,
We owe thee much! Within this wall of flesh
There is a soul counts thee her creditor,

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

A monabhilor lacomi, cdci iatd sd impartim

Belsug si indestulare prin cei ce-n urma noastra

Sunt azi flaimanzi pe drumuri, si vezi sa indeplineasca
A mea Insdarcinare cu staruintd, vere.

BASTARDUL. Nici toca, nici faclia, nici epitaful chiar
Nu ma vor da in laturi cand voi acea ca tinta

Monezi, argint si aur. Acuma pornesc, stapane.

Ma voi ruga, bunico, sa te pazeascd Domnul

De mi-oi aduce aminte sa ma inchin in lipsa-mi.
ELINOR. Adio nepotele.

REGELE IOAN. La revedere, vere.

lese Bastardul

Elinor. Micutule o vorba, ascultd, vino incoace.

(Il are ea pe Arthur langd dansa.)

REGELE IOAN. Ia vino incoace Hubert, iubitul nostru Hubert,
Esti credinciosul nostru, si in al meu piept sa stii

O inima doreste sd recunoasca faptul,
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And with advantage means to pay thy love;

And, my good friend, thy voluntary oath

Lives in this bosom, dearly cherished.

Give me thy hand. I had a thing to say-

But I will fit it with some better time.

By heaven, Hubert, I am almost asham’d

To say what good respect I have of thee.
HUBERT. I am much bounden to your Majesty.
KING JOHN. Good friend, thou hast no cause to say so yet,
But thou shalt have; and creep time ne’er so slow,
Yet it shall come for me to do thee good.

I had a thing to say-but let it go:

The sun is in the heaven, and the proud day,
Attended with the pleasures of the world,

Is all too wanton and too full of gawds

To give me audience. If the midnight bell

Did with his iron tongue and brazen mouth

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

92
Si sd te raspldtescd chiar cu mai mari foloase.

Ah! bunul meu prieten, nu vreau sa uit vreo data
Credinta ta pdstrata, chiar farad juramant:

Déa-mi ména ta, amice. Aveam ceva de spus,

Dar voi gasi prilejiul cu altd ocazie.

Pe legea mea, zau, Hubert, iti jur cd mi-e rusine

Sa madrturisesc respectul cu care te privesc.
HUBERT. Sunt al Mdriei Voastre prea recunoscator.
REGELE IOAN. Amice, pand acuma, nici n-ai avut de ce;
Dar vei avea, ma crede; si va veni o vreme

Cand voi putea desigur sa-ti fac si eu un bine.
Aveam ceva a-ti spune, dar astazi lasa sd treaca.
Vezi soarele luceste in ceruri, mandra zi

Cu suita sa de treburi si de placeri lumesti

Pe noi zdmbeste dulce, si peste tot revarsa
Bogatele-i podoabe, de aceea nu pot lesne

Sa-mi spui acum tot pasul, dar dacd toca noptii
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Sound on into the drowsy race of night;

If this same were a churchyard where we stand,
And thou possessed with a thousand wrongs;
Or if that surly spirit, melancholy,

Had bak’d thy blood and made it heavy-thick,
Which else runs tickling up and down the veins,
Making that idiot, laughter, keep men’s eyes
And strain their cheeks to idle merriment,

A passion hateful to my purposes;

Or if that thou couldst see me without eyes,
Hear me without thine cars, and make reply
Without a tongue, using conceit alone,

Without eyes, ears, and harmful sound of words-
Then, in despite of brooded watchful day,

I would into thy bosom pour my thoughts.

But, ah, I will not! Yet I love thee well;

And, by my troth, I think thou lov’st me well.

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

Cu limba-i de arama si gura ei de fier

Ar bate ceasul unu pe somnorosul aer;

De ar fi locul acesta un cimitir, de ai fi

Victima oropsita a mii de neajunsuri,

Sau dacd al tdu sange ar fi uscat in vine-ti

De duhul cel de noapte, melancolia neagrd,
Facandu-se cel sdnge greoi si gros ca plumbul
In loc de a curge vesel in firea-ti gadilat,
Surasul producandu-l in ochi-ti incantati,

Un lucru ce acuma mi-ar ddrdma menirea;
Sau fdrd ochi, de pildd, de m-ai vedea cu gandul
De m-ai auzi zic iarasi fara a avea urechi,

Si de mi-ai da rdspunsuri cu limba nemiscata,
Facand acestea toate cu gandul tdu dor numai.
Si fard auz, vedere si vorbe de prisos;

Atunci, de si e di, eu as revarsa ‘'n sanu-ti
Intreaga mea gandire. Dar nu voiesc s-o fac;
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HUBERT. So well that what you bid me undertake,
Though that my death were adjunct to my act,
By heaven, I would do it.

KING JOHN. Do not I know thou wouldst?
Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine eye
On yon young boy. I'll tell thee what, my friend,
He is a very serpent in my way;

And wheresoe’er this foot of mine doth tread,
He lies before me. Dost thou understand me?
Thou art his keeper

HUBERT. And I'll keep him so

That he shall not offend your Majesty.

KING JOHN. Death.

HUBERT. My lord?

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

Cu toate astea insa iti jur ca te iubesc

Cu inima intreagd; si zeu, cred pe a mea viatd,

Din inima pe mine cd si tu ma iubesti.

HUBERT. Atat de mult, stapane, ca ori ce-mi ai porunci
Sa fac, chiar dacad faptul ar fi urmat de moartea-mi,
Pe cer iti jur, 1-as face.

REGELE IOAN. Da, stiu aceasta bine.

Ah! Hubert, scumpe Hubert, arunca ochiul tdu

Pe acel baiat acolo: sa-ti spun ceva, amice,

Un sarpe e in calea-mi, in carnea mea un ghimpe:
Si ori in care parte se rdtdceste pasu-mi

Ma poticnesc de dansul. Ce, nu m-ai inteles?

Céci tu-i esti pazitorul.

HUBERT. Si-1 voi pdzi chiar astfel

Cd nici o datd in viatd nu te va supdra.

REGELE IOAN. Moartea.

HUBERT. Mylord?
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KING JOHN. A grave.

HUBERT. He shall not live.

KING JOHN. Enough!

I could be merry now. Hubert, I love thee.
Well, I'll not say what I intend for thee.
Remember. Madam, fare you well;

I'll send those powers o’er to your Majesty.
ELINOR. My blessing go with thee!

KING JOHN. [To ARTHUR] For England, cousin, go;
Hubert shall be your man, attend on you
With all true duty. On toward Calais, ho!
Exeunt.

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

REGELE IOAN. Zic un mormant.

HURBERT. Atunci nu va trai.

REGELE IOAN. Destul...

Acuma pot fi vesel, ah! Hubert te iubesc.

Ei bine...Nu, iti voi spune ce lucru am sa-ti dau;
Atat adu-ti aminte. Adio Doamna mea.

ELINOR. Si binecuvantarea mea fie in veci cu tine.
REGELE IOAN. Spre Anglia pleacd, vere: cu voi va merge
Hubert

El o sa va slujeasca supus si cu credinta.

La revedere dard, plecati, plecati spre Calais.

Ies.
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SCENE 4.
France. The French King’s camp

Enter King Philiph, Lewis, Pandulph, and attendants

KING PHILIP. So by a roaring tempest on the flood

A whole armado of convicted sail

Is scattered and disjoin’d from fellowship.

PANDULPH. Courage and comfort! All shall yet go well.

KING PHILIP. What can go well, when we have run so ill.

Are we not beaten? Is not Angiers lost?

Arthur ta’en prisoner? Divers dear friends slain?
And bloody England into England gone,
O’erbearing interruption, spite of France?
LEWIS. he hath won, that hath he fortified;

So hot a speed with such advice dispos’d,

Such temperate order in so fierce a cause,

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

SCENA 4.
Cortul Regelui Frantei.
Intrd Regele Philip, Ludovic, Pandulph si urasii lor

REGELE PHILIP. Tot astfel pe oceane, furtuna cea cumplita
Pe valuri risipeste o flotd maiestosa.

PANDULPH. Aveti sperantd buna veni-va indreptarea
REGELE PHILIP. Ce indreptare oare, cand toate sunt pierdute
N-am fost invinsi in lupta? Cetatea nu-i pierduta?

Prins de dusmani e Arthur, si scumpi amici ucisi,

Ioan sdngerosul rege spre Anglia a plecat.

Si Franta mea cea scumpd nu poate sd-1 opreasca

LUDOVIC. Apoi castigul zilei stiut-a sa-1 afirme:

A combinat iuteala cu chibzuinta stransa,

Nu s-a vazut vreo datd atata tanduiala
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Doth want example; who hath read or heard
Of any kindred action like to this?

KING PHILIP. Well could I bear that England had this
praise,

So we could find some pattern of our shame.

Enter Constance

Look who comes here! a grave unto a soul;

Holding th” eternal spirit, against her will,

In the vile prison of afflicted breath.

I prithee, lady, go away with me.

CONSTANCE. Lo now! now see the issue of your peace!

KING PHILIP. Patience, good lady! Comfort, gentle

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

Péastratd chiar in goana atacului cel crancen;
Si mie nici o datd nu mi s-a povestit,

Si nici in carti citit-am de o faptd ca aceasta.
Cu inima voioasa l-as lauda si ey,

De s-ar gdsi in lume rusine, suferintd,

KING PHILIP. Ce cu a noastra de astdzi sd fie comparata (Intrd
Constanta).

Dar cine vine incoace? Mormantul ratacind

Ce nevoie pdstreazd nemuritoru-i suflet

In pieptul sdu, de adanca durere sfasiat.

De aici, Domnita dulce, pleca-vom impreuna.

CONSTANTA. In pieptul sdu, de adanca durere sfasiat.
De aici, Domnita dulce, pleca-vom impreuna.
REGELE PHILIP. Fiti cu rabdare, Doamnd, veni-va mangdiere.
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Constance!

CONSTANCE. No, I dety all counsel, all redress,
But that which ends all counsel, true redress-
Death, death; O amiable lovely death!

Thou odoriferous stench! sound rottenness!
Arise forth from the couch of lasting night,

Thou hate and terror to prosperity,

And I will kiss thy detestable bones,

And put my eyeballs in thy vaulty brows,

And ring these fingers with thy household worms,
And stop this gap of breath with fulsome dust,
And be a carrion monster like thyself.

Come, grin on me, and I will think thou smil’st,
And buss thee as thy wife. Misery’s love,

O, come to me!

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

98

CONSTANTA. D-acum nici mangdiere nu voi si nici povata,

Oh! moarte, dulce morte! prieteneasca moarte!
Mirosul tdu cel putred mi-e mai placut cu mult,
Decat parfumul dulce de flori, al primaverii;
Paloarea-ti sepulcrala cu mult mai mult md incanta
Decét a tineretii ndscanda fragezime.

Te scoala din culcusu-ti de noapte nesfarsitd,
Tu spaima fericirii si a sperantei groazd,

A tale oase albe cu drag imbratisa-voi;

Si ochii mei voi pune in craniul tdu desert;

Pe degetele mele voi pune drept inel,

Din trista-ti locuinta un verme tarator;

Voi umple a mea gurd cu neagra ta cenusa,

In fine ma voi face cadavru ca sa-ti seaman;
Intorce-te spre mine voi crede cd-mi zambesti;
Iti voi fi sotie scumpad. Un mire tu-mi vei fi,
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KING PHILIP. O fair affliction, peace!

CONSTANCE. No, no, I will not, having breath to cry.
O that my tongue were in the thunder’s mouth!

Then with a passion would I shake the world,

And rouse from sleep that fell anatomy

Which cannot hear a lady’s feeble voice,

Which scorns a modern invocation.

PANDULPH. Lady, you utter madness and not sorrow.

CONSTANCE. Thou art not holy to belie me so.
I am not mad: this hair I tear is mine;

My name is Constance; I was Geffrey’s wife;
Young Arthur is my son, and he is lost.

I am not mad-I would to heaven I were!

For then “tis like I should forget myself.

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

Oh! Mult dorita moarte, in marea mea mahnire.

Vin! vin!

REGELE PHILIP. De si e dreapta durerea ta, inceteaza.
CONSTANTA. Cat voi avea in pieptu-mi glas, ca sa plang, voi
plange;

Ah! De as avea in gurd un trdsnet, nu o limba.

Atunci a mea manie ar zgudui pamantul;

As destepta din somnu-i intreaga putrezime;

La care nu pdtrunde un glas slab de femeie,

Pe care nu o misca o voce ordinara.

PANDULPH. Ce zici e nebunie si nu mahnire, Doamna.
CONSTANTA. Nu esti un sfant pdrinte de nu pricepi atunci.
Nu sunt nebund; parul ce-1 rup din cap e al meu;

Eu ma numesc Constanta, sunt vaduva lui Geffrey

Copilul meu e Arthur, dar astdzi l-am pierdut;

Nu sunt nebund, insa m-as bucura din suflet

Sa cred cd sunt nebuna—puteam atunci sa uit,
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O, if I could, what grief should I forget!

Preach some philosophy to make me mad,
And thou shalt be canoniz’d, Cardinal;

For, being not mad, but sensible of grief,

My reasonable part produces reason

How I may be deliver’'d of these woes,

And teaches me to kill or hang myself.

If I were mad I should forget my son,

Or madly think a babe of clouts were he.

I am not mad; too well, too well I feel

The different plague of each calamity.

KING PHILIP. Bind up those tresses. O, what love I note
In the fair multitude of those her hairs!

Where but by a chance a silver drop hath fall'n,
Even to that drop ten thousand wiry friends
Do glue themselves in sociable grief,

Like true, inseparable, faithful loves,

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

Si cat e grea durerea ce-as fi uitat, oh! Doamne!
Gaseste o retetd ce sa ma nebuneasca,

Si, sfante Cardinale, te voi canoniza.

Nefiind doar nebund, simtind durerea ins3,

Cea parte ce din mine e in stare-a judeca

Ma invatd cum as face sa scap de a mea mahnire,
Si-mi da mii de mijloace spre a-mi curma viata;
De as fi nebuna oare nu mi-as uita copilul?

Sau poate m-as convinge cd e copil de rand:

Ah! nu, nu sunt nebung, cdci simt destul de bine
Ce varie e durerea a fiecarui rau.

REGELE PHILIP. i;i strangi parul, Doamnda,—ah! cat amor se
misca

In firele-i tesute cu aur mlidios.

In pletele acelea ca printr-o intimplare;

Céazut-a pe ici pe colo o argintie ploaie,

Pe langa care se adund o mie de tovardsi,

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

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



Sticking together in calamity.

CONSTANCE. To England, if you will.

KING PHILIP. Bind up your hairs.

CONSTANCE. Yes, that I will; and wherefore will I do it?
I tore them from their bonds, and cried aloud

‘O that these hands could so redeem my son,

As they have given these hairs their liberty!”

But now I envy at their liberty,

And will again commit them to their bonds,
Because my poor child is a prisoner.

And, father Cardinal, I have heard you say

That we shall see and know our friends in heaven;
If that be true, I shall see my boy again;

For since the birth of Cain, the first male child,

To him that did but yesterday suspire,

William Shakespeare
King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

101
Sd planga impreund durerea ce simtesc;

Cu sincera iubire fideli si credinciosi,

In marea lor mahnire nevrand s4 se desparta.
CONSTANTA. Spre Anglia sd mergem.

REGELE PHILIP. {ti strangi atuncea parul
CONSTANTA. Oh! da, de mi-1 voi strange, si iacd pentru ce
Din inima strigat-am cand mi lI-am despletit:
,Oh! dacd aceastd mand putea sa-1 libereze

Pe fiul meu sdarmanul,precum dau libertate
Acestui par ce cade.” Acuma insd tocmai

{i pismuesc mai aprig chiar libertatea aceea,
Siiardsi ca inainte il voi robi cu panglici,
Deoarece in robie copilul meu suspina.

Parinte cardinal, te-am auzit spunand,

Ca-n ceruri vom cunoaste pe cei iubiti vazandu-i:
De este adevirul vedea-mi voi iar baiatul;

Céci sigur de la Cain intaiul bdietel,
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There was not such a gracious creature born.
But now will canker sorrow eat my bud

And chase the native beauty from his cheek,

And he will look as hollow as a ghost,

As dim and meagre as an ague’s fit;

And so he’ll die; and, rising so again,

When I shall meet him in the court of heaven
I shall not know him. Therefore never, never
Must I behold my pretty Arthur more.

PANDULPH. You hold too heinous a respect of grief.

CONSTANCE. He talks to me that never had a son.
KING PHILIP. You are as fond of grief as of your child.

CONSTANCE. Grief fills the room up of my absent child,
Lies in his bed, walks up and down with me,

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

Si pand la acela ce ieri de abia se stinse,

Nu s-a ndscut ca dansul o gingasa fiinta,

Dar, vai! bobocul dulce va fi mancat de griji,

Gonindu-i fragezimea si rumena frumusete,

Va fi uscat la fata si slab ca o stafie,

Si numai umbra dara de cea ce a fost;

Si va muri sarmanul, iar cdnd o invia

Si-1 intalnesc in ceruri cu toti cand vom fi acolo

Nu-1 voi putea cunoaste si astfel nici o data

Pe mititelul Arthur nu-I voi vedea cu ochi-mi

PANDULPH. Oh! Doamna mea, tii seamd prea mare de
mahnire.

CONSTANTA. Cum imi vorbeste dansul, ce n-a avut copii?
REGELE PHILIP. Iti iubesti mai mult durerea decat pe pruncul
tau

CONSTANTA. Da, cdci ea tine locul copilului meu dulce:
in patul lui se culca, se plimbd langa dansul;
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Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words,
Remembers me of all his gracious parts,
Stuffs out his vacant garments with his form;
Then have I reason to be fond of grief.

Fare you well; had you such a loss as I,

I could give better comfort than you do.

I will not keep this form upon my head,
[Tearing her hair]

When there is such disorder in my wit.

O Lord! my boy, my Arthur, my fair son!

My life, my joy, my food, my ail the world!
My widow-comfort, and my sorrows’ cure! Exit

KING PHILIP. I fear some outrage, and I'll follow her. Exit
LEWIS. There’s nothing in this world can make me joy.
Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale

Vexing the dull ear of a drowsy man;

William Shakespeare
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Ii poarta frumusetea, cuvintele-i rosteste;

Mereu imi aminteste intreaga-i gingdsie,

Cu hainele lui goale se imbraca in lipsa lui:
Acesta imi e prilejul ca sa-mi iubesc durerea
Acum va las, adio; de ati suferi ca mine,

V-as mangdia mai bine decat m-ati mangaiat.
Podoabele acestea nu le voi mai pastra.

(isi rupe coafura)

In gandul meu atatea necazuri frimantand.

Oh! Doamne! Béietelul, dragutul meu copil!

Era el pentru mine si viata si lumina!

Unica-mi mangaiere si bucuria mea!

Si ultima sperantd a vaduviei mele! (Iese)
REGELE PHILIP. Ma tem de o violenta deci am s-o urmaresc.
LUDOVIC. Nu e nimic in lume de acuma inainte
Cu care sa ma bucur, si viata pentru mine

E mai obositoare decat e o poveste
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And bitter shame hath spoil’d the sweet world’s taste,
That it yields nought but shame and bitterness.

PANDULPH. Before the curing of a strong disease,
Even in the instant of repair and health,

The fit is strongest; evils that take leave

On their departure most of all show evil;

What have you lost by losing of this day?

LEWIS. All days of glory, joy, and happiness.
PANDULPH. If you had won it, certainly you had.
No, no; when Fortune means to men most good,
She looks upon them with a threat'ning eye.

‘Tis strange to think how much King John hath lost
In this which he accounts so clearly won.

Are not you griev’d that Arthur is his prisoner?

LEWIS. As heartily as he is glad he hath him.

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

Ce vesnic se repeta acelui somnoros

Si gustul dulce al lumii prin marea mea rusine

S-a preschimbat in fiere s amara disperare
PANDULPH. Cand boala cea cumplita e spre tamaduire,
Cand este sandtatea apoape sd reving,

Mai apriga-i durerea; cdci relele ce plec

Plecand isi da pe fata intensitatea lor.

Dar ce pierdurati oare in batdlia de astadzi?

LUDOVIC. Tot bucurie, cinste, si fericire in veci.
PANDULPH. Pierdeati acestea toate de biruiati in lupta
Nu, nu, atunci cand vrea sd ne ajute

Fortuna inseldtoare, ne pare ca priveste

La noi cu incruntare. E lucru de mirat

Cé Regele loan astdzi mai mult a pagubit,

Atunci cand din contra credea c-a castigat;

Va pare rau de pilda ca Arthur este prins?

LUDOVIC. Pe céat ii pare bine acelui ce l-a prins.
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PANDULPH. Your mind is all as youthful as your bl
Now hear me speak with a prophetic spirit;

For even the breath of what I mean to speak

Shall blow each dust, each straw, each little rub,

Out of the path which shall directly lead

Thy foot to England’s throne. And therefore mark:
John hath seiz’d Arthur; and it cannot be

That, whiles warm life plays in that infant’s veins,
The misplac’d John should entertain an hour,

One minute, nay, one quiet breath of rest.

A sceptre snatch’d with an unruly hand

Must be boisterously maintain’d as gain’d,

And he that stands upon a slipp’ry place

Makes nice of no vile hold to stay him up;

That John may stand then, Arthur needs must fall;
So be it, for it cannot be but so.

LEWIS. But what shall I gain by young Arthur’s fall?

William Shakespeare
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ood.

PANDULPH. E mintea ta mai cruda decat sangele chiar,
Asculta-mi graiul dara, ca un proroc vorbi-voi:

Céci vorbele acele ce am sa le rostesc

Din calea t ace duce la-al Angliei falnic tron

Goni vor cea mai micd si slaba impiedicare;

Precum goneste praful cumplita vijelie;

Bagati de seama bine, e dus spre Anglia Arthur

Si e cu neputinta sa fie linistit

Macar un ceas din viatd loan nenorocitul

Cit timp copilul dsta trai-va sanatos.

Un sceptru ce de o mana salbatica-i rapita

Va trebiu pastratd si cu mai mare ranva:

Acel ce se gdseste pe un alunecus

Nu alege ce apucad spre a se rezema:

Ca Ioan sa se sustine, sa cada Arthur cauta:
Neinduios e lucrul céci astfel nu se poate.

LUDOVIC. Eu ce castig primi voi de va cddea bdiatul?
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PANDULPH. You, in the right of Lady Blanch your wife, PANDULPH. Putea vei sa revendici prin dreptul sotiei tale,
May then make all the claim that Arthur did. Acele titluri tocmai la care aspirai.
LEWIS. And lose it, life and all, as Arthur did. LUDOVIC. §Si sd le perd cu viata ca el nenorocitul!
PANDULPH. How green you are and fresh in this old PANDULPH. In lumea asta veche, ce tanar ai ramas!
world! Ioan va face planuri; cu voi conspira timpul;
John lays you plots; the times conspire with you; Acel, ce siguranta in sange si-o gdseste,
For he that steeps his safety in true blood Gasi-va sigurantd nesigurd, odioasd;
Shall find but bloody safety and untrue. Céci faptul ce-l comise raci-va cdtre dansul
This act, so evilly borne, shall cool the hearts Inima s vointa intregului popor;
Of all his people and freeze up their zeal, Oricand si cat de micad ivi-se va prilejul
That none so small advantage shall step forth A-l smulge din domnie ei vor cduta mijloace:
To check his reign but they will cherish it; Nu vor vedea de acuma o ceatd ordinarag,
No natural exhalation in the sky, Schimbarea cea mai micd sau zi intunecoasa,
No scope of nature, no distemper’d day, Un vant sau o furtund, sau orice intamplare,
No common wind, no customed event, Fara a le smulge cauza fireasca, naturald,
But they will pluck away his natural cause Zicand cd-s meteore, minuni sau prevestiri,
And call them meteors, prodigies, and signs, Vedenii, fenomene, si limbi din cer trimise
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Abortives, presages, and tongues of heaven,

Plainly denouncing vengeance upon John.

LEWIS. May be he will not touch young Arthur’s life,
But hold himself safe in his prisonment.
PANDULPH. O, Sir, when he shall hear of your approach,
If that young Arthur be not gone already,

Even at that news he dies; and then the hearts

Of all his people shall revolt from him,

And kiss the lips of unacquainted change,

And pick strong matter of revolt and wrath

Out of the bloody fingers” ends of john.

Methinks I see this hurly all on foot;

And, O, what better matter breeds for you

Than I have nam’d! The bastard Faulconbridge

Is now in England ransacking the Church,

Offending charity; if but a dozen French

Were there in arms, they would be as a can

King ]
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Sa anunte rdzbunarea lui Dumnezeu pe el.

LUDOVIC. Dar poate cd la viata lui Arthur n-o atinge,
Destula siguranta gdsind cat e inchis.

PANDULPH. Stapanul meu, ma crede, cand s-o afla ca vii,
De nu-i sarmanul incd trimis pe alta lume,

El va muri desigur: poporul tot, atunci

Isi va virsa mania pe Ioan cel vinovat,

Primind cu bucurie schimbdari necunoscute;

Din méana-i sangeroasd si asprd dezbinare.

Imi pare ca sunt martor intregii imtamplari:
Intr-adevar cum oare s-ar potrivi mai bine

Intreaga inscenare? Bastardul Faulconbridge,

In Anglia e acuma, credinta jefuind-o,

Si insultand religia: de ar fi cativa Francezi

Cu armele acolo, destul ar fi sa strige,

Si ar alerga indata Englezi zecimi de mil;
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To train ten thousand English to their side;

Or as a little snow, tumbled about,

Anon becomes a mountain. O noble Dauphin,

Go with me to the King. ‘Tis wonderful

What may be wrought out of their discontent,

Now that their souls are topful of offence.

For England go; I will whet on the King.

LEWIS. Strong reasons makes strong actions. Let us go;
If you say ay, the King will not say no. Exeunt

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

Precum zdpada adesea cind e rostogolita
Putea-va sd devind un munte. Da, stdpéne,

Céd oi merge eu la Rege, vei fi surprins, vazand,
C4d a lor nemultumire e spre folosul nostru.

Si toti sunt cu pacate, greu incdrcati pe suflet.

Te du spre Anglia dara; eu merg sa excit pe Rege

LUDOVIC. Prin tarele-ti cuvinte voi faptui mari lucruri!
Sd mergem, da, sd mergem; desigur cand zici da,
Nu vom putea sa zicem, nu, Regele si eu!(Iese)
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ACTIV. ACTUL AL PATRULEA.

SCENE 1. SCENA 1.
England. A castle Northamptom, o camerd in castel
Enter HUBERT and EXECUTIONERS Intrd Hubert si doi servitor
HUBERT. Heat me these irons hot; and look thou stand HUBERT. In vatri puneti fierul; cdutati sd stati pe urma
Within the arras. When I strike my foot Ascunsi in draperie: cand voi da din picior
Upon the bosom of the ground, rush forth Semnalul, impreund va aratati de graba,
And bind the boy which you shall find with me Legati-1 pe bdiatul ce-1 veti vedea cu mine
Fast to the chair. Be heedful; hence, and watch. De scaun, fara vorbd; plecati si fiti atenti.
EXECUTIONER. I hope your warrant will bear out the 1-IUL SERVITOR. Aveti mandate desigur spre a comite faptul?
deed.
HUBERT. Uncleanly scruples! Fear not you. Look to’t. HUBERT. S nu aveti nici o teama: vedeti de ce v-am spus.
Exeunt Executioners (Ies servitorii)
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Young lad, come forth; I have to say with you.
Enter Arthur

ARTHUR. Good morrow, Hubert.

HUBERT. Good morrow, little Prince.
ARTHUR. As little prince, having so great a tide
To be more prince, as may be. You are sad.
HUBERT. Indeed I have been merrier.
ARTHUR. Mercy on me!

Methinks no body should be sad but I;

Yet, I remember, when I was in France,
Young gentlemen would be as sad as night,
Only for wantonness. By my christendom,

So I were out of prison and kept sheep,

I should be as merry as the day is long;

And so I would be here but that I doubt

My uncle practises more harm to me;

He is afraid of me, and I of him.

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

Copile, te aratd, cdci am sd-ti spun ceva.

Intrd Arthur

ARTHUR. Scump Hubert, buna ziua

HUBERT. Cu plecaciune, Printe.

ARTHUR. Ah! sunt un print, amice, mic cat imi e dreptul mare
De a purta cel titlu, dar pari ca esti mahnit.
HUBERT. Intr-adevir in viatd am fost mai vesel
ARTHUR. Oare

Mai are altul dreptul de-a fi mahnit ca mine?
Mi-aduc aminte insa pe cand eram in Franta,
Domni tineri cunoscut-am ce se faceau ca sunt tristi
Din desfranare numai. Eu jur pe a mea onoare,

De as fi iesit de aici, si pus voi s pazesc

As fi de dimineatd si pand seara vesel;

Si chiar aici as fi vesel de nu aveam banuiala

Ca rdu se plasmuieste de unchiul meu in contra-mi.
Se teme el de mine precum mad tem de dansul;
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Is it my fault that I was Geffrey’s son?

No, indeed, ist not; and I would to heaven

I were your son, so you would love me, Hubert.
HUBERT. [Aside] If I talk to him, with his innocent prate
He will awake my mercy, which lies dead;

Therefore I will be sudden and dispatch.

ARTHUR. Are you sick, Hubert? You look pale to-day;
In sooth, I would you were a little sick,

That I might sit all night and watch with you.

I warrant I love you more than you do me.

HUBERT. [Aside] His words do take possession of my
bosom. —

Read here, young Arthur. [Showing a paper]

[Aside] How now, foolish rheum!

Turning dispiteous torture out of door!

I must be brief, lest resolution drop

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

Ce, vina mea e oare ca Geffrey m-a nascut?

Desigur ca nu este, si as dori din suflet

Sa-mi fii tu tatd, Hubert, cd atunci m-ai iubi.

HUBERT. De mai vorbesc cu dansul, cea nevinovatie

Va destepta in mine o mila ce s-a stins;

De aceea dar grabi-vom, nu o voi sd mai astept.

ARTHUR. Bolnav esti, scumpe Hubert? Imi pare cam palid
astazi;

Chiar as dori, ma crezi, sa fii bolnav, atunci,

As sta cu tine noaptea si as veghea asupra-ti.

Mi-esti mult mai drag tu, mie, decat iti sunt, amice.
HUBERT. (Aparte) Cuvantul sdu cel dulce m-a biruit cu totul
Citeste asta, Arthur: (7i aratd o scrisoare)

Aceste lacrimi proaste,

Gonesc din gandu-mi pofta de chin nemilostiv,

Voi termina mai iute, ca nu cumva sa pice

Din ochiu-mi barbatia in picdturi de mila;
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Out at mine eyes in tender womanish tears.-

Can you not read it? Is it not fair writ?

ARTHUR. Too fairly, Hubert, for so foul effect.
Must you with hot irons burn out both mine eyes?
HUBERT. Young boy, I must.

ARTHUR. And will you?

HUBERT. And I will.

ARTHUR. Have you the heart? When your head did but
ache,

I knit my handkerchief about your brows-

The best I had, a princess wrought it me-

And I did never ask it you again;

And with my hand at midnight held your head;
And, like the watchful minutes to the hour,

Still and anon cheer’d up the heavy time,

Saying “What lack you?” and “Where lies your grief?’
Or “What good love may I perform for you?’

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

Nu poti citi scrisoarea? Nu e frumoasa slova?

ARTHUR. E prea frumoasa Hubert, cdci scopul e salbatic;
Cu fierul rosu dara vrei ochii mei sa-i arzi?

HUBERT. Baiete, trebuie.

ARTHUR. Vei face-0?

HUBERT. Sunt silit.

ARTHUR. Nu vei putea! Tii minte? Cand capul te durea,
Pe fruntea ta legat-am, batista mea cu mana-mi,

(Cea mai de pret lucrata de o nobila Printesad)

Fara ca sd cer, vreodatd sd mi-o dai inapoi:

Cu mana-mi toatd noaptea scaldat-am fruntea ta

Si in singuratate prin ceasuri lungi si negre,

Inveselit-am uratul si timpul de durere:

Zicand: , Ce-ti mai lipseste?” si, ,Unde te mai doare?”
,Ce poate pentru tine iubirea mea sd faca?”

Vreun om sdrac desigur, sau un copil de rand,
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Many a poor man’s son would have lyen still,

And ne’er have spoke a loving word to you;

But you at your sick service had a prince.

Nay, you may think my love was crafty love,

And call it cunning. Do, an if you will.

If heaven be pleas’d that you must use me ill,

Why, then you must. Will you put out mine eyes,
These eyes that never did nor never shall

So much as frown on you?

HUBERT. I have sworn to do it;

And with hot irons must I burn them out.
ARTHUR. Ah, none but in this iron age would do it!
The iron of itself, though heat red-hot,
Approaching near these eyes would drink my tears,
And quench his fiery indignation

Even in the matter of mine innocence;

Nay, after that, consume away in rust

William Shakespeare
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Nu ti-ar fi zis vreo vorba si nu se tulbura;
Dar ca sd te serveascd, tu, ai avut un print.
Sa-ti para a mea iubire prefacere silita?

Sau viclenie poate? Vei crede cum iti place:
De trebuie nevolnic sd-mi faci un rdu, atunci
Va trebui si fie! Vei scoate ochii mei?

Acei ochi ce nici datd nu s-a incruntat la tine,

Si nici de acum inainte

HUBERT. Jurat-am c& o voi face,

Cu fiere incalzite iti voi arde ochisori.

ARTHUR. Mdcar cé este veacul de fier gasi s-ar greu
Un om sa facd faptul. Chiar fierul incalzit,

Cand ar atinge ochi-mi ar bea aceste lacrimi,

Si in izvorul rece al nevinovatiei,

Si-ar potoli arsura si cruda sa urgie;

S-ar consuma chiar poate in putreda rugina,
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But for containing fire to harm mine eye.

Are you more stubborn-hard than hammer’d iron?

An if an angel should have come to me

And told me Hubert should put out mine eyes,

I would not have believ’d him-no tongue but Hubert's.
HUBERT. [Stamps] Come forth.

Re-enter EXECUTIONERS, With cord, irons, etc.

Do as I bid you do.

ARTHUR. O, save me, Hubert, save me! My eyes are out
Even with the fierce looks of these bloody men.
HUBERT. Give me the iron, I say, and bind him here.
ARTHUR. Alas, what need you be so boist'rous rough?
I will not struggle, I will stand stone-still.

For heaven sake, Hubert, let me not be bound!

Nay, hear me, Hubert! Drive these men away,

And I will sit as quiet as a lamb;

I will not stir, nor wince, nor speak a word,

William Shakespeare
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Fiindca se incalzise s friga ochii mei

Vei fi mai crud un inger cu gura sa sd-mi spuna,

Ca Hubert cu a sa mana ca scoate ochii mei.

Nu mad induram a-l crede, de mi-ai fi spus cu gura-ti...

HUBERT. (Bate din picior) Veniti.

Reintrd servitorii cu franghii, fiere etc.

Faceti indatd precum va poruncisem.
ARTHUR. Ma scapd, scumpe Hubert, cdci groaznica privire
Acestor oameni aspri mi-a luat vederea.
HUBERT. Dati-mi incoace fierul si aici il legati.
ARTHUR. Ce trebuintd este de atata pregatire?
N-am sa ma lupt, amice, sedea-voi linistit:

De mild, scumpe Hubert, nu-i pune sa ma lege.
Asculta, zdu, goneste pe oamenii acestia,

Si am sa stau cu minte si bland ca un mielut,
Nu voi misca nici plange, nu voi rosti o vorba,
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Nor look upon the iron angrily;

Thrust but these men away, and I'll forgive you,
Whatever torment you do put me to.

HUBERT. Go, stand within; let me alone with him.

EXECUTIONER. I am best pleas’d to be from such a deed.

Exeunt Executioners.

ARTHUR. Alas, I then have chid away my friend!
He hath a stern look but a gentle heart.

Let him come back, that his compassion may
Give life to yours.

HUBERT. Come, boy, prepare yourself.
ARTHUR. Is there no remedy?

HUBERT. None, but to lose your eyes.

ARTHUR. O heaven, that there were but a mote in yours,
A grain, a dust, a gnat, a wandering hair,

Any annoyance in that precious sense!

William Shakespeare
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Nu voi privi cu sild la fierul ucigas:

Goneste-i de aici si apoi te voi ierta,

Pentru orice durere si chinuri am sa sufar.

HUBERT. Plecati putin afard, lasati-md cu dansul.

1-IUL SERVITOR. Sunt multumit departe sa fiu de astfel de
fapte.

(Iese servitorul)

ARTHUR. Vai! Vai! gonit-am astfel pe chiar amicul meu:
Privirea lui e aspra dar inima-i milosa:

il lasa si se intoarcs, ca induiosarea lui,

Pe a ta sa o recheme.

HUBERT. Bdiete te prepard.

ARTHUR. Nu pot avea speranta?

HUBERT. Nici umbrs, fii dar gata.

ARTHUR. Ah! Doamne, de ar fi numai in ochiul tau un pai,
Un fir de pdr, o muscd, un ce oricat de mic

Sa poti simti tu singur cat e de supdrator
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Then, feeling what small things are boisterous there,
Your vile intent must needs seem horrible.

HUBERT. Is this your promise? Go to, hold your tongue.
ARTHUR. Hubert, the utterance of a brace of tongues
Must needs want pleading for a pair of eyes.

Let me not hold my tongue, let me not, Hubert;

Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue,

So I may keep mine eyes. O, spare mine eyes,

Though to no use but still to look on you!

Lo, by my troth, the instrument is cold

And would not harm me.

HUBERT. I can heat it, boy.

ARTHUR. No, in good sooth; the fire is dead with grief,
Being create for comfort, to be us'd

In undeserved extremes. See else yourself:

There is no malice in this burning coal;

The breath of heaven hath blown his spirit out,
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un lucru de nimica in acel organ sensibil:

Atunci ai pricepe ce crud e scopul tau.

HUBERT. Asa tii promisiunea? Ma lasd, taci din gura.
ARTHUR. Mi-ar trebui, oh! Hubert, s am doud limbi, nu una,
Sa pot cersi mai bine spre a-mi scapa doi ochi:

De vrei mai bine, Hubert, sa tai din limba mea

Spre a-mi scapa ochisorii. Ah! Lasd-mi numai ochii.

De nu-i pentru alt lucru, ca sd ma uit la tine

Pe legea mea unelta s-a si rdcit nici poate

Sa-mi facd rdu de acuma.

HUBERT. Dar pot s-o incélzesc.

ARTHUR. Nu, nu, céci vezi chiar fierul menit spre mangaiere,
Se stinse de mahnire de intrebuintarea

La care se aduce: si singur poti sd vezi,

Ca 1n acesti carbuni nu este nici semn de rautate;

A cerului suflare i-a stins arzande flacari,
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And strew’d repentant ashes on his head.
HUBERT. But with my breath I can revive it, boy.
ARTHUR. An if you do, you will but make it blush
And glow with shame of your proceedings, Hubert.

Nay, it perchance will sparkle in your eyes,
And, like a dog that is compell’d to fight,
Snatch at his master that doth tarre him on.
All things that you should use to do me wrong
Deny their office; only you do lack

That mercy which fierce fire and iron extends,
Creatures of note for mercy-lacking uses.

HUBERT. Well, see to live; I will not touch thine eye
For all the treasure that thine uncle owes.

Yet I am sworn, and I did purpose, boy,

With this same very iron to burn them out.

Pe capu-i asternut-a cenusa de cdinta.
HUBERT. Dar eu cu o suflare pot invia vdpaia.
ARTHUR. De ai face tu aceasta rosir-as pentru tine;
Si de rusine, Hubert, pentru cruzimea ta

S-ar reflecta in ochi-ti si poate c-ar luci;

S-atunci ca un caine ce-i atatat la luptad,

Ce muscad pe stapanul ce umbla sa-1 impungd;
Vezi ca acele toate ce intrebuinteza in contra-mi
Refuzad sd-ti slujescd; iti lipseste numai tie

Cea mila ce resimte nemilostivul fier

Si focul, cunoscute ca n-au induiosare.

HUBERT. Fii linistit atunci nu-ti voi atinge ochii
De mi s-ar da comori de unchiul tdu salbatic;
S-o fac jurasem insd, si aveam chiar intentia

Ca uneltele acestea sa-ti ard frumosii ochi.

ARTHUR. O, now you look like Hubert! All this while ARTHUR. Acum vad ca esti Hubert si-n tot timpul acesta
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You were disguis’d.

HUBERT. Peace; no more. Adieu.

Your uncle must not know but you are dead:

I'll fill these dogged spies with false reports;

And, pretty child, sleep doubtless and secure
That Hubert, for the wealth of all the world,

Will not offend thee.

ARTHUR. O heaven! I thank you, Hubert.
HUBERT. Silence; no more. Go closely in with me.
Much danger do I undergo for thee. Exeunt

William Shakespeare
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Te prefaceai.

HUBERT. Da-mi pace, destul, acum adio;
Spionilor vom face raporturi mincinose;

Si dormi in sigurantd, frumosul meu copil,

N-ai cea mai mica teamd, cdci pentru toata lumea
Nu te va atinge Hubert.

ARTHUR. Iti multumesc, amice.
HUBERT. Técere, nici o vorbd, sd stai ascuns aici
Sunt in pericol mare pentru ceea ce-am facut.lese.
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SCENE 2. SCENA 2.
England. King John's palace Northampton. o sali de onore in palat
Enter King John, Pembroke, Salisbury, and other Lords Intrd Regele Ioan incoronat. Pembroke, Salisbury si alti Lorzi. Regele

loan se asezi pe tron cu ceremonialul obicinuit.

KING JOHN. Here once again we sit, once again crown’d, REGELE IOAN. Intors m-am in fine si incoronat sunt iarasi
And look’d upon, I hope, with cheerful eyes. De toti cu bucurie speram a fi primit.
PEMBROKE. This once again, but that your Highness PEMBROKE. De nu era pldcerea Maiestdtii Voastre,
pleas’d, De a celebra d’isnova solemnitatea asta,
Was once superfluous: you were crown’d before, Era o repetare zadarnics, as zice:
And that high royalty was ne’er pluck’d off, Incoronarea voastra fusese celebrata
The faiths of men ne’er stained with revolt; Si nu-ti fusese smulsd regala demnitate,
Fresh expectation troubled not the land Credinta cea obsteasca nici nu se clatinase
With any long’d-for change or better state. Poporul nu-si schimbase speranta in viitor,

Si nu cerea schimbare sau imbunatatire.
SALISBURY. Therefore, to be possess’d with double pomp, SALISBURY. S4 te inconjori acuma cu pompa indoita,
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To guard a title that was rich before,

To gild refined gold, to paint the lily,

To throw a perfume on the violet,

To smooth the ice, or add another hue

Unto the rainbow, or with taper-light

To seek the beauteous eye of heaven to garnish,

Is wasteful and ridiculous excess.

PEMBROKE. But that your royal pleasure must be done,
This act is as an ancient tale new told

And, in the last repeating, troublesome,

Being urged at a time unseasonable.

SALISBURY. In this the antique and well-noted face
Of plain old form is much disfigured;

And like a shifted wind unto a sail

It makes the course of thoughts to fetch about,
Startles and frights consideration,

Makes sound opinion sick, and truth suspected,

Si sa pdstrezi un titlu al tdu deja de mult,

Sa poleiesti aurul, sau crinul sa-1 spoiesti,

Sau micsuneaua dulce s-o parfumezi din nou,
Sa netezesti zapada, sau iardsi cu o facla

Sd imbogatesti lumina cea in ceruri stralucind,
Stdpane, e risipa si exces copildresc.

PEMBROKE. De n-ar urma pldcerea va in toate sd se facd,
Ar fi ca o poveste din nou istorisitd;

La a doua povestire supardtoare, grea,

Fiind gresit momentul.

SALISBURY. Si prin aceasta, vechea si cunoscuta fata

A formelor strdbune e foarte mult jignita;

Ca vantul cand se schimba cu el carmeste panza,

Asa cand se intinde incoace si-n colo gandul,

Matura chibzuire e tare turburats;

Cand formele se schimba dar, judecata chiar
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For putting on so new a fashion’d robe.

PEMBROKE. When workmen strive to do better than well,
They do confound their skill in covetousness;

And oftentimes excusing of a fault

Doth make the fault the worse by th” excuse,

As patches set upon a little breach

Discredit more in hiding of the fault

Than did the fault before it was so patch’d.

SALISBURY. To this effect, before you were new-crown’d,
We breath’d our counsel; but it pleas’d your Highness

To overbear it; and we are all well pleas’d,

Since all and every part of what we would

Doth make a stand at what your Highness will.

KING JOHN. Some reasons of this double coronation

I have possess’d you with, and think them strong;

And more, more strong, when lesser is my fear,
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E strdmbd, si adevdrul e greu denaturat.

PEMBROKE. Cand muncitorii incearca sa intreaca ce e bine,
Prin lacomia lor chiar isi pierd si hdrnicia;

Si adeseori incercarea de a invalui o culpa

Va face ca greseala sd pard neiertata:

Precum e peticelul pe o gduricd mica

Atrage atentia pe locul ce-1 ascunde,

Si gaura se vede prin carpitura chiar.

SALISBURY. Chiar spre sfarsitul dsta pand nu te incoronasesi
Ti-am dat a noastre sfaturi, placere—avut-ai insa

Sad nu urmezi cuvantul: suntem toti multumiti;

Céci fie ce dorintd a noastrd se supune

Vointei mai inalte a Maiestatii Voastre.

REGELE IOAN. Cuvintele, in parte a faptelor de astdzi
Comunicat-am voud si le gdsesc fondate;

Si chiar vd voi convinge ca sunt si mai tari inca
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I shall indue you with. Meantime but ask

What you would have reform’d that is not well,
And well shall you perceive how willingly

I will both hear and grant you your requests.

PEMBROKE. Then I, as one that am the tongue of these,
To sound the purposes of all their hearts,

Both for myself and them-but, chief of all,

Your safety, for the which myself and them
Bend their best studies, heartily request

Th” enfranchisement of Arthur, whose restraint
Doth move the murmuring lips of discontent

To break into this dangerous argument:

If what in rest you have in right you hold,

Why then your fears-which, as they say, attend
The steps of wrong-should move you to mew up
Your tender kinsman, and to choke his days
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Cand veti pricepe bine...(dar asta mai incolo

Cand voi fi fara grija: iar pand atunci imi spuneti,
De este vreo greseald ce trebuie indreptata,

Si veti vedea voi bine cu ce buna-vointa
Dorinta cea mai micd va voi indeplini-o
PEMBROKE. Atunci, (ca acela ce sunt aici pus
Sa talmadcesc gandirea a tuturor ce sunt fata,)
Voi cere, pentru mine, precum si pentru ei,
(Dar mai cu seamad inca in interesul sincer

A sigurantei Voastre, pe care noi cu totii

Si cu credintd catd sd o asiguram.)

Precum spusei, voi cere din inimd ca Arthur
Sa fie pus indata in libertate; altfel

Trandava clevetire, prin gurile, acelor
Nemultumiti si lenesi, incepe sa discute,

Céa dacd carmuirea ce-n liniste posezi,

O tii dupd dreptate, de ce te temi atunci?
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With barbarous ignorance, and deny his youth
The rich advantage of good exercise?

That the time’s enemies may not have this

To grace occasions, let it be our suit

That you have bid us ask his liberty;

Which for our goods we do no further ask
Than whereupon our weal, on you depending,
Counts it your weal he have his liberty.

KING JOHN. Let it be so. I do commit his youth

To your direction.

Enter Hubert

[Aside] Hubert, what news with you?

PEMBROKE. This is the man should do the bloody deed:
He show’d his warrant to a friend of mine;

The image of a wicked heinous fault

William Shakespeare
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Si tii in inchisoare ta tandrul copil?

Si-i nimicesti fiinta in nestiinta lumii,

Fiind lipsit cu totul si de invatdtura

Si multele petreceri pldcute tineretii?

Si ca sd nu mai poatd dusmani-va de astazi

Sd spuna astea toate, de aceea ne rugam,

Sd ne implinesti rugarea de al libera indata;

Si-n adevdr acesta n-o cerem pentru noi;

Dar intrucat depinde prosperitatea noastra

De al vostru bine, cerem sa fie cum am zis.
REGELE IOAN. Asa sa fie dard; va incredintez de acuma
A lui minoritate.

Intra Hubert

(il ia la o parte) Ce veste aduci cu tine?
PEMBROKE. Acesta este omul insdrcinat cu fapta;
Si-a aratat mandatul unui amic al meu:

In ochiul lui se vede ca crima sangeroasa
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Lives in his eye; that close aspect of his Probeaza consciinta cu crime incarcata;
Doth show the mood of a much troubled breast, Si mult ma tem cd faptul ce noi il banuisem,
And I do fearfully believe “tis done ‘L-a si comis miselul.
What we so fear’d he had a charge to do.
SALISBURY. The colour of the King doth come and go SALISBURY. Pe a Regelui figura ce bine se citeste,
Between his purpose and his conscience, Cum luptd constiinta cu cruda sa vointa
Like heralds “twixt two dreadful battles set. Mania lui e gata in fine sd izbucneasca.
His passion is so ripe it needs must break.
PEMBROKE. And when it breaks, I fear will issue thence PEMBROKE. Si mult ma tem in mine ca va iesi de acolo
The foul corruption of a sweet child’s death. Neomenoasa jertfa a pruncului gingas.
KING JOHN. We cannot hold mortality’s strong hand. REGELE IOAN. Noi nu putem in mersu-i destinul sa-1 oprim
Good lords, although my will to give is living, Cu toate ca persistad dorinta sd va ascult.
The suit which you demand is gone and dead: Cel lucru ce imi cereti din lume a perit
He tells us Arthur is deceas’d to-night. Aflai acum cd azi noapte sairmanul a murit.
SALISBURY. Indeed, we fear’d his sickness was past cure. SALISBURY. In adevar ghicisem ci este greu bolnav
PEMBROKE. Indeed, we heard how near his death he was, PEMBROKE. §i aflasem cu totii cd trage ca sd moara,
Before the child himself felt he was sick. Pana nu simtise inca nici el ca e bolnav.
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This must be answer’d either here or hence.

KING JOHN. Why do you bend such solemn brows on me?
Think you I bear the shears of destiny?

Have I commandment on the pulse of life?
SALISBURY. It is apparent foul-play; and “tis shame
That greatness should so grossly offer it.

So thrive it in your game! and so, farewell.
PEMBROKE. Stay yet, Lord Salisbury, I'll go with thee
And find th’ inheritance of this poor child,

His little kingdom of a forced grave.

That blood which ow’d the breadth of all this isle
Three foot of it doth hold-bad world the while!

This must not be thus borne: this will break out

To all our sorrows, and ere long I doubt. Exeunt Lords

KING JOHN. They burn in indignation. I repent.
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Raspunderea desigur pe cine-va cddea-va.

REGELE IOAN. De ce priviti la mine cu ochii incruntati
Credeti cd pot conduce cu mana mea destinul?

C4d pot acea putere, eu; in contra mortii?

SALISBURY. Tradarea e vaditd, si este un pacat

Cad tarele profit prin astfel de mijloace.

Va urez izbanda bund. Sa ne vedem cu bine.
PEMBROKE. Mai stai putin, Lord Salisbury, vom merge
impreund,

Afla-vom mostenirea sarmanului copil,

In stramta sa domnie a mortii premature.

Acel a cui domnie era intreaga tara,

il stdpaneste—acuma o umeda tdrana:

Ce lume pacatoasd, de rautate pling,

Nu vom ribda atatea; va izbucni in fine

Nemultumirea nostrd, si nu-i departe ceasul. Ies Lorzii.
REGELE IOAN. E mare indignarea;—incep a ma c4i:
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There is no sure foundation set on blood,

No certain life achiev’d by others’ death.

Enter a Messenger

A fearful eye thou hast; where is that blood
That I have seen inhabit in those cheeks?

So foul a sky clears not without a storm.

Pour down thy weather-how goes all in France?

MESSENGER. From France to England. Never such a pow’r
For any foreign preparation

Was levied in the body of a land.

The copy of your speed is learn’d by them,

For when you should be told they do prepare,

The tidings comes that they are all arriv’d.

KING JOHN. O, where hath our intelligence been drunk?
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Nu-i traiul cand temelia pe sange e cladita,

Nu se castiga iardsi o viata odihnitd,

Ce-si reazema puterea pe jaf si pe omor.

Intra un vestitor

Privirea-ti e ingrijitd, si sangele cel viu

Ce-ti rumenea obrajii o datd s-a secat.

Cand se aduna in ceruri intunecosii nori,

Printr-o furtund numai se insenineaza cerul;
Revarsi-ti dar potopul. In Franta ce e nou?
VESTITORUL. Ascultd noutatea din Franta ce aduc:
Nu s-a vazut vreo datd in nici o tarda-n lume

Atata oaste stransad, si nici ca va mai fi,

Sa cucereascd tarmuri straine, departate.

Cunosc puterea vostra si pregatirea slabd;

‘Nainte de a afla chiar ca dansii se prepara,

La poarta voastrd iacd vedem c-au si sosit.

REGELE IOAN. Ah! cum se intunecase inteligenta noastra?
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Where hath it slept? Where is my mother’s care,
That such an army could be drawn in France,

And she not hear of it?

MESSENGER. My liege, her ear

Is stopp’d with dust: the first of April died

Your noble mother; and as I hear, my lord,

The Lady Constance in a frenzy died

Three days before; but this from rumour’s tongue

I idly heard-if true or false I know not.

KING JOHN. Withhold thy speed, dreadful occasion!
O, make a league with me, till I have pleas’d

My discontented peers! What! mother dead!

How wildly then walks my estate in France!

Under whose conduct came those pow’rs of France
That thou for truth giv’st out are landed here?
MESSENGER. Under the Dauphin.

KING JOHN. Thou hast made me giddy

William Shakespeare
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Cum adormise? Oare e surda mama nostra?
Atata oaste mare s-a adunat in Franta,

Fara ca sa auda dansa?

VESTITORUL. Urechea ei, stapane,

Cu praf e astupatd, cdci stralucirea Doamna
Murit-a in Aprilie: si iardsi auzii

C-ar fi murit Constanta nebuna de durere,

Trei zile tnainte, dar astea toate zic

Din zvon le am aflate, nu stiu de-a adevar.
REGELE IOAN. Opreste-ti mersul aspru timp fugdtor, cu mine
In ciudi te uneste, si lasd s& multumesc
Nemultumita curte! Cum mama mea e moarta!
Averea mea din Franta va fi pierduta toata!
Dar sub a cui comanda au debarcat strainii?

VESTITORUL. Delphinul chiar 1i duce
REGELE IOAN. M’ai ametit, baiete
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With these in tidings.

Enter the BASTARD and PETER OF POMFRET
Now! What says the world

To your proceedings? Do not seek to stuff

My head with more ill news, for it is fun.
BASTARD. But if you be afear’d to hear the worst,
Then let the worst, unheard, fall on your head.
KING JOHN. Bear with me, cousin, for I was amaz’d
Under the tide; but now I breathe again

Aloft the flood, and can give audience

To any tongue, speak it of what it will.

BASTARD. How I have sped among the clergymen
The sums I have collected shall express.

But as I travell’d hither through the land,

I find the people strangely fantasied;

Possess’d with rumours, full of idle dream:s.

Not knowing what they fear, but full of fear;
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Cu-atata rea vestire.

Intra Bastardul cu Petru de Pomfret

Ei, ce spune lumea?

De ispravele iti pe aici? si nu-mi mai umple capul

Cu altd veste tristd, cdci este plin, si-s garbov.

Deci, dacd te ingrozeste sd auzi aceastd veste,
Neauzite rele pe capul tau sa cada.

REGELE IOAN. Incet cu mine, vere: m-a ametit de tot
Potopul, dar acuma rasuflu insfarsit,

Li pot da ascultare, vorbeste dar ce vrei.

BASTARDUL. Aceste sume stranse vor dovedi in destul
Cum mi-a mers cu clerul in expeditia mea.

Céldtorind prin tard gasit-am lumea insa

In dispozitii stranii ce nu-mi pot explica:

Impresionati de zvonuri, de visuri ingroziti,

Nepipdind primejdia, dar rdu patrunsi de frica:
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And here’s a prophet that I brought with me

From forth the streets of Pomfret, whom I found
With many hundreds treading on his heels;

To whom he sung, in rude harsh-sounding rhymes,
That, ere the next Ascension-day at noon,

Your Highness should deliver up your crown

KING JOHN. Thou idle dreamer, wherefore didst thou so?
PETER. Foreknowing that the truth will fall out so.
KING JOHN. Hubert, away with him; imprison him;
And on that day at noon whereon he says

I shall yield up my crown let him be hang’d.

Deliver him to safety; and return,

For I must use thee.

Exit Hubert with Peter

O my gentle cousin,

Hear’st thou the news abroad, who are arriv’'d?

BASTARD. The French, my lord; men’s mouths are full of it;
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Gdésit-am proorocul acesta, urmarit

De o ceatd micinoasa si l-am adus cu mine
Din Pomfret, el acolo, cinta cu voce tare

Cd pand la fnél;are, inainte chiar de pranz
Veti abdica coroana, domnia dezbracand-o.

REGELE IOAN. Tu, visdtor nemernic, de ce faceai aceasta?
PETRU. Céci stiu cd adevarul va fi precum am spus.
REGELE IOAN. Ia-1 de aici, Hubert, si du-I la inchisoare;
La pranz, in ziua aceea, in care-a proorocit

C-oi dezbrdca domnia, sd fie spanzurat.

il pune la loc sigur; si iar4si te intoarce

C-am treaba iar cu tine.

Ies Hubert cu Petru de Pomfret

(Bastardului) Dar spune-mi dragd vere,

Aflat-ai de aceia ce au sosit la noi?

BASTARDUL. Da de Francezi, Sire; de ei numai e vorba:
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Besides, I met Lord Bigot and Lord Salisbury,

With eyes as red as new-enkindled fire,

And others more, going to seek the grave

Of Arthur, whom they say is kill'd to-night

On your suggestion.

KING JOHN. Gentle kinsman, go

And thrust thyself into their companies.

I have a way to will their loves again;

Bring them before me.

BASTARD. I Will seek them out.

KING JOHN. Nay, but make haste; the better foot before.
O, let me have no subject enemies

When adverse foreigners affright my towns

With dreadful pomp of stout invasion!

Be Mercury, set feathers to thy heels,

And fly like thought from them to me again.
BASTARD. The spirit of the time shall teach me speed.

William Shakespeare
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Am intalnit pe urma pe Salisbury si alti mai multi
Cu ochii umflati si rosii, spre groapa, se indreptau
Lui Arthur, care, dansii pretind in astd noapte

A fost ucis de tine.

REGELE IOAN. Da du-te, vere, du-te.

Si daca poti, te baga chiar printer ei iubite.

Gdésit-am iar mijlocul s& fiu iubit de ei

fi adu chiar cu tine.

BASTARDUL. M4 duc in grabd sa-i caut.

REGELE IOAN. in cea mai mare graba, te rog, intinde, vere
Sa n-am dusmani in juru-mi din chiar supusii mei,

Cand inamici de afard cetdtile inspdimanta

Cu amenintari marete de—invazie voinica

Usor ca Mercur zboard cu aripi la calcai,

Si inapoi ca gandul te intoarce iar la mine.

BASTARDUL. Nici fulgerul, nici vantul n-au sd-mi intreaca
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KING JOHN. Spoke like a sprightful noble gentleman.
Exit Bastard

Go after him; for he perhaps shall need

Some messenger betwixt me and the peers;

And be thou he.

MESSENGER. With all my heart, my liege. Exit.

KING JOHN. My mother dead!

Re-enter Hubert

HUBERT. My lord, they say five moons were seen to-night;
Four fixed, and the fifth did whirl about

The other four in wondrous motion.

KING JOHN. Five moons!

HUBERT. Old men and beldams in the streets

Do prophesy upon it dangerously;

Young Arthur’s death is common in their mouths;
And when they talk of him, they shake their heads,

William Shakespeare
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mersul. Iese Bastardul.

REGELE IOAN. Ca un voinic vorbit-ai.
(Vestitorul) Tu, dute dupad el,

Céci poate ca sd aibd si dansul trebuinta
De cine-va s-alerge, si tu vei fi acela.

VESTITORUL. Cu inima voioasd, stdpane. Iese.
REGELE IOAN. Biata mama!

Reintra Hubert

HUBERT. Stapane auzit-am cd s-a vdzut, azi noapte,
Cinci luni, din care patru statornice, a cincea

in jurul lor, cu mersuri curioase, cercuiau.

REGELE IOAN. Cinci lumi?

HUBERT. Mosnegi bédtrani si babe, strangandu-se pe ulite,
Prezic fatale lucruri din fenomul asta:

Si comenteaza moartea lui Arthur peste tot

Si cand vorbesc de dansul, soptesc si dau din cap,
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132
And whisper one another in the ear; Si acela ce vorbeste pe celdlalt ia de mand,
And he that speaks doth gripe the hearer’s wrist, S iacela ce ascultd priveste cu sfiala,
Whilst he that hears makes fearful action Si dand din cap se uitd iar gales, si se-ncrunta.
With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyes. Pe un fierar vdzut-am cum a rdmas, cu mana
I saw a smith stand with his hammer, thus, Tot cum o ridicase, pe cand pe nicovala
The whilst his iron did on the anvil cool, Récise bine fierul, si sta cascandu-si gura.
With open mouth swallowing a tailor’s news; Cu cotul intr-o mana, cu foarfeci in cealalts,
Who, with his shears and measure in his hand, Istorisea povestea un croitor, acesta
Standing on slippers, which his nimble haste In graba-i s alerge, plecase de acas&
Had falsely thrust upon contrary feet, Cu un papuc si-o cizmd, de cati Francezi voinici
Told of a many thousand warlike French Vazuse el cu ochii esalonati in Kent.
That were embattailed and rank’d in Kent. Pe urmd, peste dansul un mester nemancat
Another lean unwash’d artificer Si nespalat soseste si spune despre Arthur.
Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthur’s death.
KING JOHN. Why seek’st thou to possess me with these REGELE IOAN. De ce incerci tu astfel sa ma cuprinzi cu groaza?
fears? Ce-mi pomenesti intr-una de Arthur si de moarte-i?
Why urgest thou so oft young Arthur’s death? Ucisul-ai cu mana-ti: cuvant destul avut-am

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

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



Thy hand hath murd’'red him. I had a mighty cause

To wish him dead, but thou hadst none to kill him.
HUBERT. No had, my lord! Why, did you not provoke me?
KING JOHN. It is the curse of kings to be attended

By slaves that take their humours for a warrant

To break within the bloody house of life,

And on the winking of authority

To understand a law; to know the meaning

Of dangerous majesty, when perchance it frowns

More upon humour than advis’d respect.

HUBERT. Here is your hand and seal for what I did.
KING JOHN. O, when the last account “twixt heaven and
earth

Is to be made, then shall this hand and seal

Witness against us to damnation!

How oft the sight of means to do ill deeds

Make deeds ill done! Hadst not thou been by,

William Shakespeare
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Eu, sa doresc acesta, tu n-ai avut nici unu.

HUBERT. Cum n-am avut, stdpane? Chiar voi mi-ati poruncit.
REGELE IOAN. Blestemul cel mai mare al regilor adesea
E sclavul cel nemernic ce-i judecd dorinta

Ca un mandate sa verse un sange innocent;

Pe care aprobarea maririi il impinge

Sa calce-o sfanta lege, crezand cd a ghicit

Menirea ce-i ascunsa in pieptul unui Domn,

Cand cu neprevedere dorinta isi exprima.

HUBERT. Vedeti iscalitura si inelul ce mi-ati dat.

REGELE IOAN. Cand va sosi momentul supremei rafuieli
A socotelei noastre cu cerul, acest inel

S-aceastd semndturd, marturisi-vor aspru

In contra-ne atunci, spre damna;iunea noastra

De multe ori, pacatul comitem de aceea

Céd-ntrevedem mai lesne mijlocul de a-1 face;
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A fellow by the hand of nature mark’d, De n-ai fi fost acolo, fiinta insemnata
Quoted and sign’d to do a deed of shame, Prin degetul naturii, patat, predestinat,
This murder had not come into my mind; Nici nu-mi intra in minte omorul sd-1 comit;
But, taking note of thy abhorr’d aspect, Dar observandu-ti chipul cel singeros, vazand
Finding thee fit for bloody villainy, C-ai fi tu omul tocmai sd faci o miselie,
Apt, liable to be employ’d in danger, Ti-am pomenit in treacdt de moarte ce doream:
I faintly broke with thee of Arthur’s death; Dar tu, pe langd un Rege ca sa te iei cu bine,
And thou, to be endeared to a king, Avut-ai cutezanta p-un principe s-ucizi.
Made it no conscience to destroy a prince.
HUBERT. My lord- HUBERT. Stdpane...
KING JOHN. Hadst thou but shook thy head or made REGELE IOAN. Daca numai m-opreai...de tresareai,
pause, Cand am vorbit de scopu-mi cu graiul intunecos,
When I spake darkly what I purposed, De te faceai atunci cd nu m-ai inteles,
Or turn’d an eye of doubt upon my face, Silindu-ma prin astea sa spun curat ce voi,
As bid me tell my tale in express words, Sunt sigur cd rusinea m-ar fi facut s tac,
Deep shame had struck me dumb, made me break off, Si tu cu indoiala-ti imi indoiai vointa:
And those thy fears might have wrought fears in me. Dar nu, cu semne numai m-ai inteles... cu o vorba
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But thou didst understand me by my signs,
And didst in signs again parley with sin;

Yea, without stop, didst let thy heart consent,
And consequently thy rude hand to act

The deed which both our tongues held vile to name.
Out of my sight, and never see me more!

My nobles leave me; and my state is braved,
Even at my gates, with ranks of foreign pow’rs;
Nay, in the body of the fleshly land,

This kingdom, this confine of blood and breath,
Hostility and civil tumult reigns

Between my conscience and my cousin’s death.
HUBERT. Arm you against your other enemies,
I'll make a peace between your soul and you.
Young Arthur is alive. This hand of mine

Is yet a maiden and an innocent hand,

Not painted with the crimson spots of blood.

Siiar cu semne numai si-ai preparat pacatul;
Lasat-ai fard piedici inima-ti sd consimtd,

Siiardsi fara piedici facut-a ména ta

Cea faptd ce cu gura-mi n-am indrdznit s-o spunem.
Te du de langa mine, nu vreau sd te mai vad!

Ma pardsesc baroni, si sunt amenintat

Chiar in a mea cetate, de inamici straini:

Chiar in interiorul acestul trup al meu

Exista dezbinare, consciinta ma mustreaza
S-ambitia mea se umfla caci Arthur nu mai este.

HUBERT. Te inarmeaza-n contra dusmanilor d-afara
Si-ti Impaca-voi lesne mustrarea constiintei:
Bdiatu-i incd-n viatd, si mana ce o vezi

E incd nepdtatd cu sange inocent.

In pieptu-mi niciodatd nu a putut s bata
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Within this bosom never ent’red yet

The dreadful motion of a murderous thought
And you have slander’d nature in my form,
Which, howsoever rude exteriorly,

Is yet the cover of a fairer mind

Than to be butcher of an innocent child.

KING JOHN. Doth Arthur live? O, haste thee to the peers,
Throw this report on their incensed rage

And make them tame to their obedience!
Forgive the comment that my passion made
Upon thy feature; for my rage was blind,

And foul imaginary eyes of blood

Presented thee more hideous than thou art.

O, answer not; but to my closet bring

The angry lords with all expedient haste.

I conjure thee but slowly; run more fast. Exeunt

William Shakespeare
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Inima ucigasa ce ai crezut cd am;

Iar chipul meu, in ochi-ti urat; si pentru care
Al insultat natura si ai calomniat-o

Imbraca inca un suflet ce este prea curat

Ca sd mdceldreasca un copilas dragut.

REGELE IOAN. Adevarat traieste? Dd fuga printer Lorzi
Revarsd aceastd veste pe dansii ca un balsam,

Si fa-i sa se intoarca la datoria lor.

Tu, pentru observatia ce-n furia mea facui

De chipul tau...md iartd...pasiunea ma orbise,

Ochi-mi sdtui de singe te zugraveau cu chipul

Mai sangeros si groaznic decat te vad acuma.

Nu spune nici o vorba si adu-mi imediat

Pe toti baronii-ncoace, aleargd cat de iute. lese.
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SCENE 3.

England. Before the castle

Enter Arthur, on the walls

ARTHUR. The wall is high, and yet will I leap down.

Good ground, be pitiful and hurt me not!

There’s few or none do know me; if they did,

This ship-boy’s semblance hath disguis’d me quite.
I am afraid; and yet I'll venture it.

If I get down and do not break my limbs,

I'll find a thousand shifts to get away.

As good to die and go, as die and stay. [Leaps down]
O me! my uncle’s spirit is in these stones.

Heaven take my soul, and England keep my bones!
[Dies]

William Shakespeare
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SCENA 3.
Northampton. Inaintea castelului.

Intrd Arthur pe zid imbrdcat ca un marinar

ARTHUR. Ce inalt e zidul! totusi m-am hotarat sa sar
Tarana fii miloasd, sa nu-mi faci nici un rau.

Putini ma stiu p-aici, si chiar de ar fi cativa,

Nu m-ar putea cunoaste sub astd stravestire.

Mai tem, cu toate astea voi face incercarea;

De m-as vedea odatd jos, fara sa-mi rup ceva.

Gasesc mijlocul lesne sd plec; de e sd mor,

Sa mor fugind mai bine decat sa mor aici. (sare jos)

Al unchiului meu suflet e-n pietrele acestea!

Vai! Mor. Primeste-mi duhul, cer, mult iubit si bland,
Iar tu, iubitd tard, primeste corpul meu.

(moare)
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Enter Pemsbroke, Salisbury, and Bigot

SALISBURY. Lords, I will meet him at Saint Edmundsbury;
It is our safety, and we must embrace

This gentle offer of the perilous time.

PEMBROKE. Who brought that letter from the Cardinal?
SALISBURY. The Count Melun, a noble lord of France,
Whose private with me of the Dauphin’s love

Is much more general than these lines import.

BIGOT. To-morrow morning let us meet him then.
SALISBURY. Or rather then set forward; for ‘twill be

Two long days’ journey, lords, or ere we meet.

Enter the BASTARD

BASTARD. Once more to-day well met, distemper’d lords!
The King by me requests your presence straight.
SALISBURY. The King hath dispossess’d himself of us.
We will not line his thin bestained cloak

With our pure honours, nor attend the foot

William Shakespeare
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Intra Pembroke, Salisbury si Bigot

SALISBURY. Eu, la Saint Edmunds Bury il voi intalni, milords,
Va fi scdparea noastrd, si trebuie sa primim

Oferta-i amicald in timpi asa de grei.

PEMBROKE. Scrisoarea oare din Franta a adus-o0?
SALISBURY. Un tdnar Domn si nobil, Sir Conte de Melun.
Particular imi spuse ca e dispus Delphinul

Mai bine cdtre voi, chiar decat va spune intr-ansa

BIGOT. Sa-1 intalnim atunci toti maine dimineata.
SALISBURY. Sd mergem dar, inainte de a ne-ntalni, mylords,
Vor trece doua zile mari de calatorie.

Intra Bastardul

BASTARDUL. Ce buna intdlnire! Tot supdrati, mylords?

Prin mine, loan va cheama ca sa veniti la el.

SALISBURY. S-a lepddat de ai nostri, de noi, Gegele tdu:

Noi, manta lui patatd nu vrem s-o impodobim

Cu-onorurile noastre; nu vom slugi pe acela
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That leaves the print of blood where’er it walks.

Return and tell him so. We know the worst.

BASTARD. Whate’er you think, good words, I think, were
best.

SALISBURY. Our griefs, and not our manners, reason now.

BASTARD. But there is little reason in your grief;
Therefore ‘twere reason you had manners now.
PEMBROKE. Sir, sir, impatience hath his privilege.
BASTARD. ‘Tis true-to hurt his master, no man else.
SALISBURY. This is the prison. What is he lies here?
PEMBROKE. O death, made proud with pure and princely
beauty!

The earth had not a hole to hide this deed.

SALISBURY. Murder, as hating what himself hath done,
Doth lay it open to urge on revenge.
BIGOT. Or, when he doom’d this beauty to a grave,
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Ce unde calcéd lasd o urma sangeroasa.

Te-ntoarce si i-o spune cdci stim ce a facut.
BASTARDUL. Oricare va e gandul, as crede ca e bine
Sa va serviti cu vorbe mai blande, Domnii mei.
SALISBURY. Durerea noastra, astdzi vorbeste, nu, ratiunea.
BASTARDUL. Dar indurerea voastrd ratiune e puting;
Ratiunea doar v-ar spune sa fiti mai moderati.
PEMBROKE. Exasperarea noastra ne va scuza, amice!
BASTARDUL. Adevarat e; raul voua insiva vi-1 faceti.
SALISBURY. Aici e inchisoarea. Ce zace acolo jos?
PEMBROKE viazandu-1 pe Arthur. Domneasca si curata
frumusete, mindra-n moarte!

Nu-i vizuina in lume destul de-ntunecoasa

S-ascunda din vedere o crima ca aceasta!

SALISBURY. Chiar crima, ingrozitd d-atata barbarie,
Arata a sa victim si cere razbunare.

BIGOT. Sau destinadnd pieirii cea victim frumoasa,
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Found it too precious-princely for a grave.
SALISBURY. Sir Richard, what think you? Have you
beheld,

Or have you read or heard, or could you think?

Or do you almost think, although you see,

That you do see? Could thought, without this object,
Form such another? This is the very top,

The height, the crest, or crest unto the crest,

Of murder’s arms; this is the bloodiest shame,

The wildest savagery, the vilest stroke,

That ever wall-ey’d wrath or staring rage

Presented to the tears of soft remorse.

PEMBROKE. All murders past do stand excus’d in this;
And this, so sole and so unmatchable,

Shall give a holiness, a purity,

To the yet unbegotten sin of times,

And prove a deadly bloodshed but a jest,
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Natura a gasit-o prea scumpd pentru groapa.

SALISBURY. Ce crezi, Sir Richard? oare vazut-ai de cind esti,
Citit-ai, auzit-ai de astfel de oroare?

De nu vedeai cu ochiu-ti aici adevarul,

Iti zugraveai in minte un astfel de spectacol?

Aceasta este culmea, e creasta cea mai inaltd

A mizeriei negre; sdlbatica rusine,

Micelul cel mai barbar, izbirea cea mai tare,

Ce furie-nfldciratd, mania cea nebuna

Opus induiosarii si blandei remuscari.

PEMBROKE. Acest omor va sterge omorurile toate
Ce s-au comis nainte; atat e de unic

De neajuns in felu-i, ca va azvarli un val

De nevinovitie pe crimele acelea

Ce au sa se comitd-n timp ce vor veni,
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Exampled by this heinous spectacle.

BASTARD. It is a damned and a bloody work;
The graceless action of a heavy hand,

If that it be the work of any hand.
SALISBURY. If that it be the work of any hand!
We had a kind of light what would ensue.

It is the shameful work of Hubert’s hand;

The practice and the purpose of the King;
From whose obedience I forbid my soul
Kneeling before this ruin of sweet life,

And breathing to his breathless excellence
The incense of a vow, a holy vow,

Never to taste the pleasures of the world,
Never to be infected with delight,

Nor conversant with ease and idleness,

Till I have set a glory to this hand
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Cruzimea cea mai mare pdrea-va ca o gluma

Pe langa cea de astazi.

BASTARDUL. in adevir e fapta monstroasd, afurisitd;
O ména de a facut-o, in veci e blestemata.

SALISBURY. O ména de a facut-o! Ma credeti, Domnii mei,
De mult timp banuisem ce are sa se-ntample:
E mana ciminala a lui Hubert in aceasta,

De Regele e planul urzit si preparat;
Supunerea juratd lui, azi o retractez,

Facand noi juraminte acum ingenunchiat
‘Naintea acestor resturi a unei existente
Nevinovatd, dulce, un juramant solemn,

Ca d-astédzi inainte nu voi simti-n viata
Placere, bucurie; nici somnul nici odihna

Nu m-or opri-nainte de a pune pe a ta frunte
Cununa glorioasd a rdzbunadrii mele.
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By giving it the worship of revenge.
PEMBROKE. and BIGOT. Our souls religiously confirm thy BIGOT, PEMBROKE. Jurdm si noi aceasta, pe sufletele noastre
words.
Enter Hubert Intra Hubert
HUBERT. Lords, I am hot with haste in seeking you. Hubert. Mylords, in mare grabd, va caut. Regele
Arthur doth live; the King hath sent for you. Trimisu-ma incoace, cdci Arthur tot traieste
SALISBURY. O, he is bold, and blushes not at death! SALISBURY. Nerusinat e, moartea nu-I face sa roseasca?
Avaunt, thou hateful villain, get thee gone! ‘Napoi, misel sdlbatic, sa nu te mai vedem.
HUBERT. I am no villain. HUBERT. Nu sunt misel.
SALISBURY. Must I rob the law? [Drawing his sword] Salisbury. Fura-voi spanzurdtoare-i prada. (Scoate sabia din teacd)
BASTARD. Your sword is bright, sir; put it up again. BASTARDUL. ‘Ti-e sabia-ascutitd, mylord, o pune-n teaca.
SALISBURY. Not till I sheathe it in a murderer’s skin. SALISBURY. S-o var intai in carnea acestui asasin.
HUBERT. Stand back, Lord Salisbury, stand back, I say; HUBERT. Retrage-te, Lord Salisbury, iti spun sé te retragi.
By heaven, I think my sword’s as sharp as yours. Mi-e sabia ca a voastra de ascutita poate:
I would not have you, lord, forget yourself, Mai bine nu te expune, nu m4 sili sa m-apadr,
Nor tempt the danger of my true defence; Minia mea m-ar face sd uit pentru o data
Lest I, by marking of your rage, forget Ce sunt dat maririi si nobilimei voastre.
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Your worth, your greatness and nobility.
BIGOT. Out, dunghill! Dar’st thou brave a nobleman? BIGOT. Cum! indraznesti, talhare, p-un nobil sa-1 desfizi?
HUBERT. Not for my life; but yet I dare defend HUBERT. N-as face-o pentr-o lume dar indrdznesc sd apar
My innocent life against an emperor. In contra unui Rege chiar inocenta mea.
SALISBURY. Thou art a murderer. SALISBURY. Un ucigas esti!
HUBERT. Do not prove me so. HUBERT. Poate voi fi de ma siliti;
Yet I am none. Whose tongue soe’er speaks false, Nu-s ucigas, eu, totusi nu spune adevarul
Not truly speaks; who speaks not truly, lies. Acel ce spune altfe: s-acel ce nu vorbeste

Acevirat, se cheama de toti un mincinos...
PEMBROKE. Cut him to pieces. PEMBROKE. Ce mai astepti? omoara-1
BASTARD. Keep the peace, I say. BASTARDUL. Te-astampara o data...
SALISBURY. Stand by, or I shall gall you, Faulconbridge. SALISBURY. Stai Faulconbridge, cdci altfel te tai cu spade mea?
BASTARD. Thou wert better gall the devil, Salisbury. BASTARDUL. Pe Diavolul mai bine il provocai, mylord
If thou but frown on me, or stir thy foot, De-naintezi asupra-mi, de faci un pas spre mine,
Or teach thy hasty spleen to do me shame, Te-omor ca pe un céine, la bagd iar in teaca
I'll strike thee dead. Put up thy sword betime; Frigarea ta, cat inca ai vreme, ca-ti promit
Or I'll so maul you and your toasting-iron Cé-s dracu-n persoand, venit aici din iad.
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That you shall think the devil is come from hell.
BIGOT. What wilt thou do, renowned Faulconbridge?
Second a villain and a murderer?

HUBERT. Lord Bigot, I am none.

BIGOT. Who kill'd this prince?

HUBERT. ‘Tis not an hour since I left him well.

[ honour’d him, I lov’d him, and will weep

My date of life out for his sweet life’s loss.
SALISBURY. Trust not those cunning waters of his eyes,
For villainy is not without such rheum;

And he, long traded in it, makes it seem

Like rivers of remorse and innocency.

Away with me, all you whose souls abhor

Th’ uncleanly savours of a slaughter-house;

For I am stifled with this smell of sin.

BIGOT. Away toward Bury, to the Dauphin there!
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BIGOT. Cum, Faulconbridge cinstite, p-un ucigas il aperi?

HUBERT. Nu-s ucigas

BIGOT. Dar cine ucise p-acest print?

HUBERT. Un ceas n-a trecut inca de cAnd eram cu dansul:
Eu l-am iubit sarmanul si I-am cinstit; voi plange
Cat voi trdi, cea viatd rapita-n floarea ei.
SALISBURY. Vd rog nu va incredeti in lacrimile sale,
Miseii au lacrimi gata cind trebuinta cere;

E obicei cu dansul, le lasa ca sa curga

Ca garle de cdinta, de nevinovatie.

Veniti dar toti cu mine, voice nu vreti sa stati

In necuratul aer al miceliriilor;

Pe mine ma ineaca mirosul ce-i aici.

BIGOT. La Bury, pe Delpihul acolo-1 voi gasi

Acolo sd intrebe de noi, Regele vostru.
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PEMBROKE. There tell the King he may inquire us out.

Exeunt Lords

BASTARD. Here’s a good world! Knew you of this fair
work?

Beyond the infinite and boundless reach

Of mercy, if thou didst this deed of death,

Art thou damn’d, Hubert.

HUBERT. Do but hear me, sir.

BASTARD. Ha! I'll tell thee what:

Thou'rt damn’d as black-nay, nothing is so black-
Thou art more deep damn’d than Prince Lucifer;
There is not yet so ugly a fiend of hell

As thou shalt be, if thou didst kill this child.
HUBERT. Upon my soul-

BASTARD. If thou didst but consent

To this most cruel act, do but despair;

And if thou want’st a cord, the smallest thread
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Ies Lorzii.

BASTARDUL. Ce lume e aceasta! Stiai de treaba asta?
Céci d-ai comis, tu, faptul, vei fi afurisit:

Exclus, d-or ce sperantd, de ori si ce iertare,

De a cerului elementa nemasuratd, Hubert.

HUBERT. Dar, Domnul meu asculta...
BASTARDUL. Am inteles ce este,

Esti blestemat; nimica, nici Lucifer nu-i negru

Ca blestematu-ti suflet; in iad nu-i nici un demon
Asa urat ca tine, d-ai omorat copilul!

HUBERT. Dar jur pe al meu suflet...
BASTARDUL. D-ai consimtit chiar numai
Nimic nu-ti mai ramane decat sa disperi.
De-ti trebuie o franghie, cea mai subtire ata
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That ever spider twisted from her womb

Will serve to strangle thee; a rush will be a beam
To hang thee on; or wouldst thou drown thyself,
Put but a little water in a spoon

And it shall be as all the ocean,

Enough to stifle such a villain up

I do suspect thee very grievously.

HUBERT. If I in act, consent, or sin of thought,
Be guilty of the stealing that sweet breath
Which was embounded in this beauteous clay,
Let hell want pains enough to torture me!

I left him well.

BASTARD. Go, bear him in thine arms.

[ am amaz’d, methinks, and lose my way
Among the thorns and dangers of this world.
How easy dost thou take all England up!

Tesutd de pdienjeni, va fi destul de groasa

Ca sd te stranguleze, si trestia mladina

Va fi spanzuratoare destula pentru tine;

Sau prefer-vei poate sa te-neci, atunci

O lingurita mica de de apa va ajunge,

Cat marea spumeganda cu negrele-i talazuri,
Sa-nece o lighioana ca tine, cdci pe Arthur
Am mare banuiald ca tu I-ai omorat.
HUBERT. D-am consimtit vreodatd in gandul meu macar,
Suflarea parfumata din trupul lui s-o sting,
Sa nu gdsesc torture destul de aspre in iaduri,
Ca sd ma chinuiascd! L-am pdrasit, zdu, bine
Si vesel adineauri.

BASTARDUL. Ridica-1 dar in brate

Sunt uluit, si parcd ma ratdcesc, calcand

Pe cdile spinoase si strambe ale vietii,

In bratele-ti acuma tii Anglia intreaga.
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From forth this morsel of dead royalty

The life, the right, and truth of all this realm
Is fled to heaven; and England now is left

To tug and scamble, and to part by th’ teeth
The unowed interest of proud-swelling state.
Now for the bare-pick’d bone of majesty
Doth dogged war bristle his angry crest

And snarleth in the gentle eyes of peace;
Now powers from home and discontents at home
Meet in one line; and vast confusion waits,
As doth a raven on a sick-fall’n beast,

The imminent decay of wrested pomp.

Now happy he whose cloak and cincture can
Hold out this tempest. Bear away that child,
And follow me with speed. I'll to the King;
A thousand businesses are brief in hand,

And heaven itself doth frown upon the land. Exeunt

William Shakespeare
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Cu faramita moarta a celei cinste stinse

Zburat-a cdtre ceruri, domnia legitima

Si viata tarii noastre, d-acuma inainte

Va fi cu griji muncitd, si pentru carmuirea
Cea clatinata, certuri in veci se vor isca;
Iar pentru rosdtura ciolanului maririi
Réazboiul va fi gata, si blandul ochi al pocii
Ferice, nici odatd pe noi nu va surade
‘Nauntru dezbinare, in afard inamici,

Vin impreunad toate; cum ciorile se aduna
P-o mortdciune; astfel pieirea, confuzia
Asteaptd sa rapeasca ruina maiestatii.
Ferice e acela ce va putea sa scape

De furia furtunii. Ia-1 pe copil de-aici,

Si vino dupd mine: la Regele md duc

O mie de afaceri avem sa termindm,

Cdci cerul se incruntd; nu stim ce ne asteapta.
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ACT V. ACTUL AL CINCILEA.

SCENE 1. SCENA 1.
England. KING JOHN’S palace Northampton. O camerd la palat
Enter KING JOHN, PANDULPH, and attendants Intrd Regele Ioan, Pandulph cu coroana si altii
KING JOHN. Thus have I yielded up into your hand REGELE IOAN. In mainile-ti rdmas-a coroana cinstii mele.
The circle of my glory.
PANDULPH. [Gives back the crown] Take again PANDULPH. (ii di inapoi coroama lui loan)
From this my hand, as holding of the Pope, Din mana-mi iard, Sire, primeste-o inapoi.
Your sovereign greatness and authority. Putere am din Roma de unde ai detinut

Coroana si mdrirea sd va restitui toate.

KING JOHN. Now keep your holy word; go meet the REGELE IOAN. Cuvantu-ti implineste si du-te la Francezi,
French; Fa toatd staruinta ca sd-i opresti din mers,
And from his Holiness use all your power Inainte de a fi tara intreaga inflicarata.
To stop their marches fore we are inflam’d. Provinciile noastre sunt toate rasculate,
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Our discontented counties do revolt;

Our people quarrel with obedience,

Swearing allegiance and the love of soul

To stranger blood, to foreign royalty.

This inundation of mistemp’red humour

Rests by you only to be qualified.

Then pause not; for the present time’s so sick
That present med’cine must be minist'red

Or overthrow incurable ensues.

PANDULPH. It was my breath that blew this tempest up,
Upon your stubborn usage of the Pope;

But since you are a gentle convertite,

My tongue shall hush again this storm of war
And make fair weather in your blust'ring land.
On this Ascension-day, remember well,

Upon your oath of service to the Pope,

Go I to make the French lay down their arms. Exit
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Nu vor supusii nostri sa stie de ascultare;
Credintd si iubire jur toti acum, domniei
Strdine, ce-i venita. Sfintia voastra numai
Veti modera potopul nemultumirilor:
Nu zabovi céci boala-i asa molipsitoare
Ca trebuie cat de iute sa fie lecuita.

PANDULPH. De chiar a mea suflare s-a infldcarat vapaia
Pentru purtarea asprd ce ai avut cu Papa:

Dar fiindca blandetea te-a convertit acuma

Tot cu aceeasi suflare voi potoli furtuna,

Si tara ta aprinsa voi linisti-o iarasi.

In ziua Inaltarii jurand tu citre Papa

Credintd, eu din partea-mi voi face pe Francezi

Armele sd-si depund, deci nu uita, adio. lese.
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KING JOHN. Is this Ascension-day? Did not the prophet
Say that before Ascension-day at noon

My crown I should give off? Even so I have.

I did suppose it should be on constraint;

But, heaven be thank’d, it is but voluntary.

Enter the Bastard

BASTARD. All Kent hath yielded; nothing there holds out
But Dover Castle. London hath receiv’d,

Like a kind host, the Dauphin and his powers.

Your nobles will not hear you, but are gone

To offer service to your enemy;

And wild amazement hurries up and down

The little number of your doubtful friends.

KING JOHN. Would not my lords return to me again
After they heard young Arthur was alive?

BASTARD. They found him dead, and cast into the streets,
An empty casket, where the jewel of life
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REGELE IOAN. E astdzi indltarea? Nu spuse proorocul
Ca astdzi inainte de pranz, voi da coroana?

Si-n adevar e astfel: cu insa am crezut

C-o fi cu siluire, dar multumit fie cerul,

O fac de buna voie si neconstrans de nimeni.

Intra Bastardul.

BASTARDUL. Predat s-a tot Kentul; nimic nu mai rezista
Decat castelul Dover; chiar Londra a primit

Ca oaspete pe Delphinul cu intreaga sa ostire:

Nu vor sa te asculte baroni, si s-au dus

Dusmanilor sa ofere serviciile lor;

P-ai nostri 1i cuprinde o trista zapdaceala.

REGELE IOAN. Nu s-au intors ei iardsi cand au aflat de Arthur
Cd este Inca-n viata?

BASTARDUL. Mort l-au gdsit sarmanul si aruncat pe stradd,
Un loc desert, din care o mana criminal
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By some damn’d hand was robbed and ta’en away.

KING JOHN. That villain Hubert told me he did live.

BASTARD. So, on my soul, he did, for aught he knew.

But wherefore do you droop? Why look you sad?
Be great in act, as you have been in thought;
Let not the world see fear and sad distrust
Govern the motion of a kingly eye.

Be stirring as the time; be fire with fire;
Threaten the threat’ner, and outface the brow
Of bragging horror; so shall inferior eyes,
That borrow their behaviours from the great,
Grow great by your example and put on

The dauntless spirit of resolution.

Away, and glister like the god of war

When he intendeth to become the field;

Show boldness and aspiring confidence.
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Rapit-a giuvaerul, o viatd inocenta.

REGELE IOAN. Acum imi spuse Hubert miselul, ca traieste.
BASTARDUL. Si spuse adevdrul, pe cat stia atunci.

Nu-ti pierde tot curajul si nu te intrista.
Maret fii si in fapte precum ai fost in spirit;
Sd nu ghiceascd lumea cd poate fi zdrobita

O inimd regeasca de fricd sa sfiald;
Intampina cu focul cel foc ce-a dat pe noi;
Ameninta pe acela ce ameninta; priveste
Cu-ncruntare, ochiul la no ice se incrunta:
Cei mici ce a lor purtare o ia de la cei mari,
Urménd exemplul vostru se vor imbarbatati:
Ce zeul bataliei in contra lor le-arunca

Cand zboara pe campie cu creasta-i stralucinda:
Arata barbatie si incredere in tine.

Ce! atati-vor leul in vizuina-a chiar?
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What, shall they seek the lion in his den,

And fright him there, and make him tremble there?
O, let it not be said! Forage, and run

To meet displeasure farther from the doors

And grapple with him ere he come so nigh.

KING JOHN. The legate of the Pope hath been with me,
And I have made a happy peace with him;

And he hath promis’d to dismiss the powers

Led by the Dauphin.

BASTARD. O inglorious league!

Shall we, upon the footing of our land,

Send fair-play orders, and make compromise,
Insinuation, parley, and base truce,

To arms invasive? Shall a beardless boy,

A cock’red silken wanton, brave our fields

And flesh his spirit in a warlike soil,

Mocking the air with colours idly spread,
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Vor ca sa-l inspdimante? Ah! mu-i ldsa sa zica
Cé l-au facul Francezii sd tremire, alearga,
Intampina furtuna mai depértat de acasa,

Si inabuse-o iute inainte de a te ajunge.

REGELE IOAN. Legatul de la Roma acum pleacd de aici,
Am intocmit cu dansul o pace fericita;

El mi-a promis sd alunge ostirea cea straina
Condusa de Delphinul.

BASTARDUL. Oh! pace rusinoasa!

Cum? noi, in tara noastra, vom fi siliti sa facem
Oferte amicable, si oi sa stam la vorba

Cu invazia straina? Ne va sfida aici

Copilul muieratic, strengarul cel mucos

Ce joaca cu drapele in gluma falfaind

Si nu-1 opreste nimeni? La arme dard, Sire,

O fi ca cardinalul n-o izbuti cu pacea;
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And find no check? Let us, my liege, to arms. D-o reusi chiar, bine-i sd poatd zice lumea
Perchance the Cardinal cannot make your peace; Cé-n apdrarea noastrd am fost si noi viteji.
Or, if he do, let it at least be said
They saw we had a purpose of defence.
KING JOHN. Have thou the ordering of this present time. REGELE IOAN. Sub ordinele tale atunci fie toate.
BASTARD. Away, then, with good courage! BASTARDUL. Sa mergem cu tarie, cu toate ca stiu bine
Yet, I know Cd dusmanul e poate mai tare decat noi. lese.

Our party may well meet a prouder foe. Exeunt
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SCENE 2.
England.
The DAUPHIN’S camp at Saint Edmundsbury

Enter, in arms, LEWIS, SALISBURY, MELUN, PEMBROKE,
BIGOT, and soldiers

LEWIS. My Lord Melun, let this be copied out

And keep it safe for our remembrance;

Return the precedent to these lords again,

That, having our fair order written down,

Both they and we, perusing o’er these notes,

May know wherefore we took the sacrament,

And keep our faiths firm and inviolable.
SALISBURY. Upon our sides it never shall be broken.
And, noble Dauphin, albeit we swear

A voluntary zeal and an unurg’d faith
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SCENA 2.

Lingd Saint Edmonds Bury. Tabdra Francezilor

Intrd sub arme Ludovic, Salisbury, Melun, Pembroke, Bigot si soldati.

LUDOVIC. Mylord Melun, fa bine sd mi se stie asta,

Si apoi o pune bine spre amintirea noastra

Cealalta iarasi da-o acestor Domni ce vezi;

Vdzandu-ne porunca precisd insemnatd,

Atat noi ca si dansii citind aceste note,

Ne-on aminti cuvantul pe care l-am jurat,

Pastrand cu toti credinta in veci nestramutata.
SALISBURY. Nici cand din partea noastra calcatd nu va fi,
Ilustre Print, md crede, cu toate c-am jurat

Acestei intreprinderi, credintd nesilit.
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To your proceedings; yet, believe me, Prince,
I am not glad that such a sore of time
Should seek a plaster by contemn’d revolt,
And heal the inveterate canker of one wound
By making many. O, it grieves my soul

That I must draw this metal from my side
To be a widow-maker! O, and there

Where honourable rescue and defence

Cries out upon the name of Salisbury!

But such is the infection of the time

That, for the health and physic of our right,
We cannot deal but with the very hand

Of stern injustice and confused wrong.

And is’t not pity, O my grieved friends!

That we, the sons and children of this isle,
Were born to see so sad an hour as this;
Wherein we step after a stranger-march
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Eu nu ma bucur totusi ca boala-ne de astazi
Sa fie lecuita prin rebeliunea noastra;

Sa vindecam o rana facand altele noi.

Ah! sunt méahnit din suflet cd-s nevoit sa trag
Din teaca a mea spadd, sa vaduvesc pe acelea
Ce pentru a lor scdpare in mine trebuia

Mai mult sa se increada.

Dar tara e acuma atat de tulburata

Incat restabilirea drepturilor sale,

C-0 mana nemiloasa chiar sa lovim ne cere.
in adevdr, prieteni, nu este un pdcat,

Ca noi, nascuti ce suntem in insula aceasta,
Sa apucam o vreme atat de nevoioasa,
Sd-naintdam in contra-i alaturi cu straini?

Voi plange in tacere fatala intdimplace,

Ce m-a adus aici sd urmez acest drapel.

Oh! tata mult iubita, cum te-as muta de aici
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Upon her gentle bosom, and fill up De ar putea oceanul ce-ti inconjoara tdarmul,
Her enemies’ ranks-I must withdraw and weep Luandu-te in nestire in bratul lui puternic,
Upon the spot of this enforced cause- Incet sd te alipeascd or carui mal pagan,
To grace the gentry of a land remote Unde aste doud armate crestine ar putea
And follow unacquainted colours here? Sd uneascd a lor urgie in blandd impdcaciune
What, here? O nation, that thou couldst remove!
That Neptune’s arms, who clippeth thee about,
Would bear thee from the knowledge of thyself
And grapple thee unto a pagan shore,
Where these two Christian armies might combine
The blood of malice in a vein of league,
And not to spend it so unneighbourly!
LEWIS. A noble temper dost thou show in this; LUDOVIC. Probezi cd ai un suflet mdret prin aste vorbe
And great affections wrestling in thy bosom In pieptul tdu se misca afectiuni diverse:
Doth make an earthquake of nobility. Ce nobild e lupta ce constiinta ta
O, what a noble combat hast thou fought A angajat cu cruda a timpului cerintd
Between compulsion and a brave respect! Cu mana mea voi sterge cea roud care curge
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Let me wipe off this honourable dew

That silverly doth progress on thy cheeks.

My heart hath melted at a lady’s tears,

Being an ordinary inundation;

But this effusion of such manly drops,

This show’r, blown up by tempest of the soul,
Startles mine eyes and makes me more amaz’d
Than had I seen the vaulty top of heaven
Figur’d quite o’er with burning meteors.

Lift up thy brow, renowned Salisbury,

And with a great heart heave away this storm;
Commend these waters to those baby eyes
That never saw the giant world enrag’d,

Nor met with fortune other than at feasts,

Full of warm blood, of mirth, of gossiping.

In linii argintii din ochi-ti intristati

Am fost miscat adesea de lacrimi femeiesti,
Macar cd-i un spectacol destul de obisnuit;
Dar zeu, potopul dsta de lacrimi de voinic,
Cea ploaie revarsata de a inimii furtung,
Mai aprig ma atinge decat de as fi vazut

In bolta cea cereascd zecimi de meteore.

Te linisteste dara oh! Salisbury

cinstite,

Si alungad tulburarea sufletului tau:

Siroaiele acestea, copiilor le lasd,

Ce nu cunosc ce-i lumea, si urgia ei grozava,
Si nu doresc in viatd mai dulce dezmierdare
Decat in veselie si-n jocuri sd petreaca.

Sa mergem, cdci in punga norocului veti pune

Come, come; for thou shalt thrust thy hand as deep Toti, mana ca si mine, voi ce-mi dati ajutir.

Into the purse of rich prosperity Si-n adevdr, zdu, parca un inger a vorbit:
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As Lewis himself. So, nobles, shall you all,
That knit your sinews to the strength of mine.
Enter Pandulph

And even there, methinks, an angel spake:
Look where the holy legate comes apace,

To give us warrant from the hand of heaven
And on our actions set the name of right
With holy breath.

PANDULPH. Hail, noble prince of France!
The next is this: King John hath reconcil’d
Himself to Rome; his spirit is come in,

That so stood out against the holy Church,
The great metropolis and see of Rome.
Therefore thy threat'ning colours now wind up
And tame the savage spirit of wild war,

That, like a lion fostered up at hand,

It may lie gently at the foot of peace

William Shakespeare
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Se apropie incoace legatul cuvios;

A cerului mandate cu dansul ne aduce,
Sigiliul legiuirii punand pe faptul nostrum
Cu vorba sa slavita.

PANDULPH. Print nobil, va salut

Regele Ioan sdu cel mandru, impotrivit pand astdzi
Bisericii crestine, in fine e smerit

Mitropolei lumii si episcopiei Romei;

Infasuratd dar iarisi drapelul cel razboinic;

Si inblanzeste duhul sadlbatic de razboaie,

Sa se aseze iardsi la scaunul blandei paci,

Ca leul cel cu ména ldptat, ca la vedere

Doar numai ingrozeste, iar nici un rdu nu face.
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And be no further harmful than in show.

LEWIS. Your Grace shall pardon me, I will not back: LUDOVIC. Sa ma iertati, stdpane, eu nu ma voi retrage;

I am too high-born to be propertied,

To be a secondary at control,

Or useful serving-man and instrument

To any sovereign state throughout the world.
Your breath first kindled the dead coal of wars
Between this chastis’d kingdom and myself
And brought in matter that should feed this fire;
And now ‘tis far too huge to be blown out

With that same weak wind which enkindled it.
You taught me how to know the face of right,
Acquainted me with interest to this land,

Yea, thrust this enterprise into my heart;

And come ye now to tell me John hath made
His peace with Rome? What is that peace to me?
I, by the honour of my marriage-bed,

Céci nasterea nu-mi iartd sa fiu tratat ca slugd,
Sa ascult de vreo poruncd, sa fiu un instrument
Sa servesc pe cel mai mare monarh in lumea asta.
Carbunul stins al pismei suflarea ta intai,

il aprinse intre mine si tara incercatd,

Si alimentai vdpaia cu vorbele-ti focoase;

Sa fie stins de vantul cel slab ce 1-a aprins.
Mi-ai ardtat tu singur dreptatile ce am,

Asupra carmuirii acestei tdri Engleze,

Scornins in mine gandul acestei intreprinderi.
Si vii sd-mi spui acuma: Ioan s-a inpdcat,

Cu Papa de la Roma. Ce-mi face pacea asta?
Prin sotia mea, revendic domnia, dupa Arthur;
Si cand am cucerit-o aproape, sd ma intorc,
Fiindcd imi spui: cu Roma, Ioan s-a impadcat?
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After young Arthur, claim this land for mine;

And, now it is half-conquer’d, must I back

Because that John hath made his peace with Rome?
Am I Rome’s slave? What penny hath Rome borne,
What men provided, what munition sent,

To underprop this action? Is “t not I

That undergo this charge? Who else but I,

And such as to my claim are liable,

Sweat in this business and maintain this war?
Have I not heard these islanders shout out

“Vive le roi!” as I have bank’d their towns?

Have I not here the best cards for the game

To will this easy match, play’d for a crown?

And shall I now give o’er the yielded set?

No, no, on my soul, it never shall be said.

PANDULPH. You look but on the outside of this work.

LEWIS. Outside or inside, I will not return

Sunt robul Romei oare? Vreun ban subscris a Roma
Contribuint-a oare cu un om, cu un ajutor,

In expeditia noastra? Nu-i sarcina intreags
Asupra mea cdzutd, si cine decat mine

Mentine cheltuiala si osteneala toata?

N-am auzit aici pe insularii dstia

Pe , Vive le Roy” strigandu-1 ori unde md vedeau?
N-am cartea cea mai mare in mana sa castig
Partida ce se joacd aici pentru un tron?

Si sd ma las acuma de atatea mari sperante?

Ma jur cd nici o datd aceasta nu o voi face.

PANDULPH. Exteriorul numai privesti al chestiunii.
LUDOVIC. Exteriorul fie, de vrei, or interiorul,
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Till my attempt so much be glorified

As to my ample hope was promised

Before I drew this gallant head of war,

And cull’d these fiery spirits from the world
To outlook conquest, and to will renown
Even in the jaws of danger and of death.
[Trumpet sounds]

What lusty trumpet thus doth summon us?

Enter the Bastard, attended

William Shakespeare
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Eu nu md misc de aici pand nu voi fi ajuns
La scopul ce-1 urmasem, si pand nu voi fi ajuns
La scopul ce-] urmasem, si pand voi implini
Tot ceea ce speram, cand incepui rdzboiul,
Si culesei in lume o ceatad de voinici
Sa caute conquiste, renume castigand
In dintii periciunii si a mortii rdpitoare
(se aude o trompetd)
Dar care e semnalul acesta ce aud?

Intra Bastardul insotit

BASTARD. According to the fair play of the world, BASTARDUL. Vin potrivit urmadrii prescrise in razboi,

Let me have audience: I am sent to speak.
My holy lord of Milan, from the King

I come, to learn how you have dealt for him;
And, as you answer, I do know the scope
And warrant limited unto my tongue.

Rog dati-mi ascultare, trimis sunt sa vorbesc:
Prea sfinte Cardinale, venit-am de la Rege,

Sa aflu cam ce treaba facut-ai pentru dansul;

Si chiar rdaspunsul vostru dicta-va gurii mele
Raspunsul ce urmeaza sd-1 dau prin graiul meu.
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PANDULPH. The Dauphin is too wilful-opposite,
And will not temporize with my entreaties;

He flatly says he’ll not lay down his arms.
BASTARD. By all the blood that ever fury breath’d,
The youth says well. Now hear our English King;
For thus his royalty doth speak in me.

He is prepar’d, and reason too he should.

This apish and unmannerly approach,

This harness’d masque and unadvised revel

This unhair’d sauciness and boyish troops,

The King doth smile at; and is well prepar’d

To whip this dwarfish war, these pigmy arms,
From out the circle of his territories.

That hand which had the strength, even at your door.
To cudgel you and make you take the hatch,

To dive like buckets in concealed wells,

To crouch in litter of your stable planks,

William Shakespeare
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Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

PANDULPH. Delphinul se opune, nestramutat refuza,
Sd asculte rugdciunea ce i-am facut eu singur;

El lamurit raspunde cd nu depune arma
BASTARDUL. Pe garlele de sange varsate in manie
Jur, cd-i frumos raspunsul! Deci ascultatd ce spune

Al nostru Rege care prin mine va vorbeste:

e gata el intocmai cum trebuie sa fie;

Maimutaria asta, venirea-va hazlie,

Cusioasad mascarada, al vostru Sef armat,

Strengarii tdi obraznici si ostirea ta cea spand,

1 fac pe al nostru Rege sa rads, el e gata

Sa-ti biciuiasca bine armata de pitici

Scapand odata tara de acesti pigmei rdzboinici

Cum? mana ce putere destuld a avut

Ca sd va pdlmuiascd in casa voastra chiar,

Pana ati fugit prin puturi intrand sa va ascundeti,

Sau v-ati varat prin fanul ce-ati asternut prin grajduri,
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To lie like pawns lock’d up in chests and trunks,
To hug with swine, to seek sweet safety out

In vaults and prisons, and to thrill and shake
Even at the crying of your nation’s crow,
Thinking this voice an armed Englishman-
Shall that victorious hand be feebled here

That in your chambers gave you chastisement?
No. Know the gallant monarch is in arms

And like an eagle o’er his aery tow’rs

To souse annoyance that comes near his nest.
And you degenerate, you ingrate revolts,

You bloody Neroes, ripping up the womb

Of your dear mother England, blush for shame;
For your own ladies and pale-visag’d maids,
Like Amazons, come tripping after drumes,
Their thimbles into armed gauntlets change,
Their needles to lances, and their gentle hearts

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
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Stand incuiati ca scule prin ldzi si prin cutii,
inghesui'gi ca porcii; ati alergat la pivniti,

La bolti si la morminte, ati tremurat de frica
Cand auzit ati cocosul, crezand ca este glasul
Ostasilor din Anglia; ca méana ce la voi

Intra victorioasd, acuma a slabit?

Nu, Regele viteazul sa stiti cd e inarmat;

Ca acvila, el e mandru in zborul sdu maret,
Pierdul cand taie spatiul, cu ochiu-i viu pazeste
Paddurea cea din stanca in care-s puii sdi.

Iar voi, rebeli nemernici, Neroni setosi de sange,
Ce-n pantecile Angliei bagati cutitul vostru,
Anglia, muma voastrd, rusine sa va fie.
Fecioarele-va dalbe, matroanele cinstite,

Alerg ca Amazoane la a tobelor bataie;

Din degetare, ele, manusi de fier facut-au,

Din acul lor o lance, si inima lor blanda
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To fierce and bloody inclination.

LEWIS. There end thy brave, and turn thy face in peace;
We grant thou canst outscold us. Fare thee well;

We hold our time too precious to be spent

With such a brabbler.

PANDULPH. Give me leave to speak.

BASTARD. No, I will speak.

LEWIS. We will attend to neither.

Strike up the drums; and let the tongue of war,

Plead for our interest and our being here.

BASTARD. Indeed, your drums, being beaten, will cry out;
And so shall you, being beaten. Do but start

And echo with the clamour of thy drum,

And even at hand a drum is ready brac’d

That shall reverberate all as loud as thine:

Sound but another, and another shall,

As loud as thine, rattle the welkin’s ear

William Shakespeare
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De urd este plind si de meniri viclene.
LUDOVIC. Cu laudele-ti sfarseste; de aici te du in pace;
Stiu ca ne intreci cu gura; adio n-avem vreme

Sd pierdem c-un nemernic palavragiu ca tine.

PANDULPH. M4 lasa sa vorbesc.

BASTARDUL. Nu, singur, voi raspunde

LUDOVIC. Noi, nu ascultdm pe nimeni, deci tobele sa batd,
Si limba batdliei pleda-va pentru noi.

BASTARDUL. Diseara a voastre tobe batute, vor tipa,
Precum si voi tipa-veti vd rog incepeti numai

Si am aici aproape o tobd ce e gata

Sd bata pana veti tace de zgomotul ei speriati;

Sunati o datd numai si veti vedea pe loc

Ce ecou ca un trdznet; cdci vine, e aproape
Rézboinicul meu Rege, el nu s-a increzut
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And mock the deep-mouth’d thunder; for at hand- In Cardinalul Romei, pe care l-a trimis
Not trusting to this halting legate here, Mai mult in glumd; dansul in mama lui adduce
Whom he hath us’d rather for sport than need- O moarte nemiloasad ce astazi e menita
Is warlike John; and in his forehead sits Sa-nghitd nesatuld o mie de Francezi.
A bare-ribb’d death, whose office is this day
To feast upon whole thousands of the French.
LEWIS. Strike up our drums to find this danger out. LUDOVIC. Canta-vom cea pieire. Inainte tobosari.
BASTARD. And thou shalt find it, Dauphin, do not doubt. BASTARDUL. §i o vei gasi, Delphine sa nu te indoiesti.
Exeunt Ies.

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

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



SCENE 3.
England. The field of battle

Alarums. Enter King John and Hubert

KING JOHN. How goes the day with us? O, tell me, Hubert.

HUBERT. Badly, I fear. How fares your Majesty?
KING JOHN. This fever that hath troubled me so long
Lies heavy on me. O, my heart is sick!

Enter a Messenger

MESSENGER. My lord, your valiant kinsman,
Faulconbridge,

Desires your Majesty to leave the field

And send him word by me which way you go.

KING JOHN. Tell him, toward Swinstead, to the abbey
there.

William Shakespeare
King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892
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SCENA 3.
Un camp de bitilie

Trompete. Intrd Regele Ioan si Hubert

REGELE IOAN. Cum merge batdlia cu ai nostri, spune-mi,
Hubert?

HUBERT. Rdu pand acuma, Sire, Mdria ta, cum mergi?
REGELE IOAN. Cea febrd ce intr-una imi cuprinde intreaga fire
Std greu acum pe mine; sunt oboist si trist.

Intrd un vestitor

VESTITORUL. Stdpane, varul vostru, viteazul Faulconbridge,
Va roagd ca indatd sa pardsiti campia,

Prin mine dandu-i stire in care parte mergeti.

REGELE IOAN. fi spuneti cd spre Swinstead, la manastire, plec.
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MESSENGER. Be of good comfort; for the great supply VESTITORUL. Aveti sperantd bund; cdci acele ajutoare,
That was expected by the Dauphin here Ce astepta Delphinul aici cu nerdbdare,
Are wreck’d three nights ago on Goodwin Sands; Pierit-au sunt trei zile pe stanca zisda Goodwin
This news was brought to Richard but even now. De abia mai lupta Francezii si incep a se retrage.
The French fight coldly, and retire themselves.
KING JOHN. Ay me, this tyrant fever burns me up REGELE IOAN. Vai! Boala mea tirand ma arde, nu mad lasa
And will not let me welcome this good news. in pace, sd md bucur de astd veste bund
Set on toward Swinstead; to my litter straight; La Swinstead ma voi duce ca sd ma pun in pat,
Weakness possesseth me, and [ am faint. Exeunt Lesinul ma cuprinde si nu mai pot lupta. lese.
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SCENE 4.
England. Another part of the battlefield

Enter Salisbury, Pembroke, and Bigot

SALISBURY. I did not think the King so stor’d with friends.

PEMBROKE. Up once again; put spirit in the French;

If they miscarry, we miscarry too.

SALISBURY. That misbegotten devil, Faulconbridge,

In spite of spite, alone upholds the day.

PEMBROKE. They say King John, sore sick, hath left the
field.

Enter Melun, wounded

MELUN. Lead me to the revolts of England here.
SALISBURY. When we were happy we had other names.
PEMBROKE. It is the Count Melun.

SALISBURY. Wounded to death.

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

SCENA 4.
Altd parte a campiei

Intrd Salisbury, Pembroke si Bigot

SALISBURY. Eu nu-l credeam pe Rege ca are atati prieteni.
PEMBROKE. Te intorci la Francezi si-i imbarbatezi iardsi;
A lor nenorocire mai mult pe noi cddea-va.

SALISBURY. Intreaga lupta astizi a sustinut-o numai

Cel Faulconbridge, in lume venit in ciuda noastra
PEMBROKE. De Rege se zice cd a plecat bolnav.

Intra Melun ranit purtat de soldati

MELUN. M4 duceti la Englezii razvratitori, ma rog

SALISBURY. Cand ne zdmbea norocul, Melun, purtam alt nume.
PEMBROKE. E contele, acesta?

SALISBURY. Si rau ranit de moarte.
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MELUN. Fly, noble English, you are bought and sold;
Unthread the rude eye of rebellion,

And welcome home again discarded faith.

Seek out King John, and fall before his feet;

For if the French be lords of this loud day,

He means to recompense the pains you take

By cutting off your heads. Thus hath he sworn,

And I with him, and many moe with me,

Upon the altar at Saint Edmundsbury;

Even on that altar where we swore to you

Dear amity and everlasting love.

SALISBURY. May this be possible? May this be true?
MELUN. Have I not hideous death within my view,
Retaining but a quantity of life,

Which bleeds away even as a form of wax

Resolveth from his figure ‘gainst the fire?

What in the world should make me now deceive,

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
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MELUN. Fugiti, Englezi, cdci sunteti vanduti si cumparati:
Scapati-va din calea gresitd a rebeliunii,

Si imbrdtisati credinta ce ati parasit-o iarasi

Pe Regele cautati-1, cddeti-i in genunchi:

De o birui Francezii azi, Ludovic e gata

Sa raspandeasca bine a voastra osteneald,

Tdindu-va si capul; céci astfel a jurat,

Si eu jurai cu dansul si alti destui cu noi,

Pe sangele altare de la Saint Edmunds Bury:

Pe altarele aceleasi pe care v-a jurat

Credinta nesfarsita si amicitie, voua.

SALISBURY. Cum este cu putintd? Se poate sa te credem?
MELUN. Eu véad cu ochi-mi moartea grozav, nemiloasa?
Numai rdmane-n corpu-mi decit o faramita

De viatd, ce se scurge cu sangele, ca chipul

De ceard, langa flama incet ce se topeste.

Ce-mi mai rdmane in lume ca sd va insel, prieteni?
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Since I must lose the use of all deceit? Nici un folos n-as trage din vorbe mincinoase.
Why should I then be false, since it is true De ce as minti doar caAnd e vadit cad moartea
That I must die here, and live hence by truth? M-asteaptd? Adevarul imi e viata in viitor.
I say again, if Lewis do will the day, Va mai repet cd dacd e Ludovic Francezul
He is forsworn if e’er those eyes of yours Invingator in luptd, sprejur va fi de vedeti
Behold another day break in the east; A soarelui de maine strdlucitoare raze.
But even this night, whose black contagious breath Si chiar In noaptea asta pieirea va astaptd;
Already smokes about the burning crest E langd al vostru Rege un oareacare Hubert
Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied sun, Lui m-amintiti frateste, iubirea pentru dansul,
Even this ill night, your breathing shall expire, Si bunul meu, sarmanul ce-a fost si el Englez.
Paying the fine of rated treachery Ma face ad acestea astdzi vi le destdinuiesc
Even with a treacherous fine of all your lives. Cerand ca drept rdsplata sa ma luati de aici,
If Lewis by your assistance win the day. Din fierberea batdii, la locuri mai retrase,
Commend me to one Hubert, with your King; Unde oi pute in odihnad cu suflet linistit
The love of him-and this respect besides, Sa mor cu pocaintd si spiritual zmerit

For that my grandsire was an Englishman-
Awakes my conscience to confess all this.
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In lieu whereof, I pray you, bear me hence

From forth the noise and rumour of the field,
Where I may think the remnant of my thoughts

In peace, and part this body and my soul

With contemplation and devout desires.
SALISBURY. We do believe thee; and beshrew my soul
But I do love the favour and the form

Of this most fair occasion, by the which

We will untread the steps of damned flight,

And like a bated and retired flood,

Leaving our rankness and irregular course,

Stoop low within those bounds we have o’erlook’d,
And calmly run on in obedience

Even to our ocean, to great King John.

My arm shall give thee help to bear thee hence;

For I do see the cruel pangs of death

Right in thine eye. Away, my friends! New flight,

William Shakespeare
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SALISBURY. Prietene, te credem. Afurisit sa fiu
De nu ne pare bine de astd ocazie

Sa revenim din calea gresita ce luasem;

Ca raur cand furtuna il umfla pardseste

Si maluri si zdgazuri, rupand si inecand,

Si apoi incet se aseazd supus spre ocean:

Asa ne vom intoarce spre oceanul nostrum,
Ioan al nostrum rege, si lui ne vom supune
Coiu ajuta cu bratu-mi sd te ludm de aici,

Céci vdd cd moartea cruda te-a cuprins, prieteni,
Sa mergem dar acuma, in nouanoastra fuga
Gdsi-vom cea dreptate de care am fugit.
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And happy newness, that intends old right. (Ies ludnd pe Melun)

Exeunt, leading off Melun
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SCENE 5.

England. The French camp
Enter Lewis and his train

LEWIS. The sun of heaven, methought, was loath to set,
But stay’d and made the western welkin blush,
When English measure backward their own ground
In faint retire. O, bravely came we off,

When with a volley of our needless shot,

After such bloody toil, we bid good night;

And wound our tott'ring colours clearly up,

Last in the field and almost lords of it!

Enter a Messenger

MESSENGER. Where is my prince, the Dauphin?
LEWIS. Here; what news?

William Shakespeare
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SCENA 5.
Tabara Francezilor

Intrd Ludovic cu suita sa

LUDOVIC. {i e sili s& apuna azi soarelui, si incp
Impurpureazi bolta cereasci spre apus,

Cand vede pe Englezi dand inapoi cu frica,

Si-n tara lor aceasta purtatu-ne-am cu fala,

Cand le-am dat noapte bund, lor, dupa o zi de ravna,
Tragand in vant cu arma, si ne-am strans stindardul
Ce falfaia in cAmpia unde am ramas stapani.

Intrd un vestitor.
VESTITORUL. Aici e Delphinul?
LUDOVIC. Aici sunt—ce veste?
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MESSENGER. The Count Melun is slain; the English lords
By his persuasion are again fall'n off,

And your supply, which you have wish’d so long,

Are cast away and sunk on Goodwin Sands.

LEWIS. Ah, foul shrewd news! Beshrew thy very heart!
I did not think to be so sad to-night

As this hath made me. Who was he that said

King John did fly an hour or two before

The stumbling night did part our weary pow’rs?
MESSENGER. Whoever spoke it, it is true, my lord.
LEWIS. keep good quarter and good care to-night;

The day shall not be up so soon as I

To try the fair adventure of to-morrow. Exeunt

William Shakespeare

King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.
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VESTITORUL. Melun e ucis in lupta, si Lorzii cei Englezi,
Toti sfatuiti de dansul ne porosesc din nou,

Iar cele ajutoare ce asteptati aici

S-au inghitit de valuri in arenele Goodwin.

LUDOVIC. Ah! veste zdrobitoare! Blestem pe al tau suflet
N-as fi crezut vreodatd, ca oi fi atat de trist

Pe ziua cea de astizi. Imi spuse cineva

Céd pand se-nserase fugeau dusmanii nostri.

VESTITORUL. Acela ce v-a spus-o grdit-a adevarul.
LUDOVIC. S& tinem paza bunad la noi in astd noapte:
Iar ziua cea de maine nu se va destepta

Inainte de a fi gata sd-ncerce din nou norocul. lese.
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SCENE 6.
An open place wear Swinstead Abbey

Enter the BASTARD and HUBERT, severally

HUBERT. Who's there? Speak, ho! speak quickly, or I shoot.

BASTARD. A friend. What art thou?

HUBERT. Of the part of England.

BASTARD. Whither dost thou go?

HUBERT. What's that to thee? Why may I not demand
Of thine affairs as well as thou of mine?

BASTARD. Hubert, I think.

HUBERT. Thou hast a perfect thought.
I will upon all hazards well believe
Thou art my friend that know’st my tongue so well.

William Shakespeare
King John. Regele Ioan. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1892

175

SCENA 6.
Un maidan deschis langd Swinstead Abbey

Intrd Bastardul su Hubert fecare dintr-o parte opusd.
HUBERT. Stai! Cine e acolo? Raspunde ori dau foc.
BASTARDUL. Om bun! tu ce esti imi spune.
HUBERT. Si eu sunt cu Englezii.

BASTARDUL. Incotro te duci de aici?

HUBERT. Nu-i treaba ta aceasta.

BASTARDUL. Intreb si eu de tine precum intrebi de mine
Imi pare ci esti Hubert.

HUBERT. Ghicit-ai foarte bine:

Primesc a crede dara ca esti om bun, caci limba imi
Vorbesti. Tu ce esti, spune?
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Who art thou?

BASTARD. Who thou wilt. And if thou please,

Thou mayst befriend me so much as to think

I come one way of the Plantagenets.

HUBERT. Unkind remembrance! thou and eyeless night
Have done me shame. Brave soldier, pardon me

That any accent breaking from thy tongue

Should scape the true acquaintance of mine ear.

BASTARD. Come, come; sans compliment, what news
abroad?

HUBERT. Why, here walk I in the black brow of night
To find you out.

BASTARD. Brief, then; and what’s the news?
HUBERT. O, my sweet sir, news fitting to the night,
Black, fearful, comfortless, and horrible.

BASTARD. Show me the very wound of this ill news;
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BASTARDUL. Orice vei vrea, de-ti place
Ma poti iubi cu gandul cd-s un Plantagenet

HUBERT. Memorie ticdloasa! cdci tu si oarba noapte
Mi-ati dat rdu de rusine; ostas viteaz, ma iarta,
Cd n-am stiut pe datd, ca un uituc nemernic,

Cé-i rostul gurii tale, ce auzeam incet.
BASTARDUL. Ej, fara complimente ce veste ai adus?

HUBERT. Cautandu-te pe tine, de ceasuri ratacesc
In toaptea intunecoass.

BASTARDUL. Fii scurt, ce ai sd-mi spui?

HUBER. O stire potrivitd cu noaptea, Domnul meu,
infricosaté, neagrd, grozava, zdrobitoare.
BASTARDUL. Sa vdd intreaga rand a stirii ce aduci,
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I am no woman, I'll not swoon at it.

HUBERT. The King, I fear, is poison’d by a monk;

I left him almost speechless and broke out

To acquaint you with this evil, that you might

The better arm you to the sudden time

Than if you had at leisure known of this.

BASTARD. How did he take it; who did taste to him?
HUBERT. A monk, I tell you; a resolved villain,

Whose bowels suddenly burst out. The King

Yet speaks, and peradventure may recover.

BASTARD. Who didst thou leave to tend his Majesty?
HUBERT. Why, know you not? The lords are all come back,
And brought Prince Henry in their company;

At whose request the King hath pardon’d them,

And they are all about his Majesty.

BASTARD. Withhold thine indignation, mighty heaven,
And tempt us not to bear above our power!
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Nu sunt femeie sd-mi vina sa lesin cand povestesti.
HUBERT. M4 tem céd al nostrum Rege e otrdvit de un preot
Era fara simtire si am venit incoace,

Sd te vestesc de faptul ca sa nu fii surprins,

Si ca sd poti mai lesne lua orice masura

Nefiind surprins de zvonul neasteptat si grabnic.
BASTARDUL. Dar cum lud otrava? Nu s-a gustat de nimeni?
HUBERT. Ba da, de un calugdr, miselului pe loc

I-au curs matele toate, dar Regele vorbeste,

Sa poate foarte bine sd se insandtoseasca.

BASTARDUL. Cu el pe cine oare ldsat-ai sa-1 pazeascd?
HUBERT. Ce inca nu aflasesi ca Lorzii s-au intors?

Si au adus cu dansii pe Principele Henric,

La a cdrui rugdciune iertare dandu-i Riga

Au si rdmas cu dansul sa-1 ingrijeasca in lipsa-mi.
BASTARDUL. Vi infrdnati urgia, puterilor divine!

Nu ne incdrcati cu rele ce ne zdrobesc puterea,
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I'll tell thee, Hubert, half my power this night,
Passing these flats, are taken by the tide-
These Lincoln Washes have devoured them,;
Myself, well-mounted, hardly have escap’d.
Away, before! conduct me to the King;

I doubt he will be dead or ere I come. Exeunt

William Shakespeare
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In asta noapte, Hubert, mai toti ostasii mei,

Prin baltile acestea trecand s-au inamolit,
Si inghititi de valuri au disparut; chiar eu
De abia scdpai cu viatd, pe calul meu cel iute.
Tu pleacad inainte, sa ma conduci la Rege;
Imi e teami s3 nu moar4 inainte si sosim.
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SCENE 7.
The orchard at Swinstead Abbey

Enter Prince Henry, Salisbury, and Bigot

PRINCE HENRY. It is too late; the life of all his blood
Is touch’d corruptibly, and his pure brain.

Which some suppose the soul’s frail dwelling-house,
Doth by the idle comments that it makes

Foretell the ending of mortality.

Enter Pembroke

PEMBROKE. His Highness yet doth speak, and holds belief
That, being brought into the open air,

It would allay the burning quality

Of that fell poison which assaileth him.

PRINCE HENRY. Let him be brought into the orchard here.

William Shakespeare
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SCENA?7.
O ograda din Swinstad Abbey

Intrd Principele Henric, Salisbury si Bigot

PRINCIPELE HENRIC. E prea tarziu acuma, tot sangele din
vine

E atins de coruptie, si creierul, acea casa

Curata si fragild a sufletului nostrum,

Prin inactiune ii spune cd moarta e aproape.

Intra Pembroke

PEMBROKE. Maria sa vorbeste, si e incredintat
Ca daca lI-am adduce la aer mai curat

S-ar potoli arsura otravei ce-l omoara.

PRINCIPELE HENRICH. Aduceti-1 atunci aici in ograda.
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Doth he still rage?

Exit Bigot

PEMBROKE. He is more patient

Than when you left him; even now he sung.
PRINCE HENRY. O vanity of sickness! Fierce extremes
In their continuance will not feel themselves.
Death, having prey’d upon the outward parts,
Leaves them invisible, and his siege is now
Against the mind, the which he pricks and wounds
With many legions of strange fantasies,

Which, in their throng and press to that last hold,

Confound themselves. ‘Tis strange that death should sing.

I am the cygnet to this pale faint swan

Who chants a doleful hymn to his own death,

And from the organ-pipe of frailty sings

His soul and body to their lasting rest.

SALISBURY. Be of good comfort, Prince; for you are born
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Tot sufera sarmanul?

lese Bigot

PEMBROKE. Ceva mai linstit.

Decat cand va duserati, I-am auzit cautand
PRINCIPELE HENRIC.Desarta mangaiere a bolii ce nu simte,
Atunci cand sfarsitul e mai apropiat.

Pe partile extreme cand moartea a pradat,

Le lasd-n nesimtire, pe urma se aseaza

Pe minte si-o munceste cu grele-halucinari
Deosebite, una cu alta confundate.

Curios e ca sd cante cand moartea il cuprinde.
Ca lebdda el singur isi leagana sfarsitul

Cu cantele duioase din pieptu-i obosit.

SALISBURY. Fii mangaiat. Oh! Printe, cdci ai venit in lume

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

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



To set a form upon that indigest

Which he hath left so shapeless and so rude.

Re-enter Bigot and attendants, who bring in

King John in a chair

KING JOHN. Ay, marry, now my soul hath elbow-room;
It would not out at windows nor at doors.

There is so hot a summer in my bosom

That all my bowels crumble up to dust.

I am a scribbled form drawn with a pen

Upon a parchment, and against this fire

Do I shrink up.

PRINCE HENRY. How fares your Majesty?

KING JOHN. Poison’d-ill-fare! Dead, forsook, cast off;
And none of you will bid the winter come

To thrust his icy fingers in my maw,

Nor let my kingdom’s rivers take their course
Through my burn’d bosom, nor entreat the north
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Sa asezi pe temelie solida cea coroana

Ce in nesigurantd si zdruncinata lasa.

Reintrd Bigot cu servitorii, care duc pe

Regele Ioan pe un scaun.

REGELE IOAN. Pe legea mea, aici mai poate rasufla
Un om, nu voi ferestre si usi, voi sta afara

In pieptul meu ii o vara atat de arzitoare

Ca matele-mi sunt pline de praf si de cenusa,

Sunt zugrdvita forma pe un pergament, ce focul

11 usucs si-1 zbarceste

PRINCIPELE HENRIC. Cum merge, Maiestate?

REGELE IOAN. Sunt otrdvit, rdu merge, sunt pdrasit, ca mort.
Nu spune nimei iernii sa vind mai curand

Si-n gatul meu sd-si vare suflarea inghetata

Sau raurilor toate din tara mea sa-si verse

In pieptu-mi a lor unda; sau crivatul rece
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To make his bleak winds kiss my parched lips

And comfort me with cold. I do not ask you much;

I beg cold comfort; and you are so strait

And so ingrateful you deny me that.

PRINCE HENRY. O that there were some virtue in my
tears,

That might relieve you!

KING JOHN. The salt in them is hot.

Within me is a hell; and there the poison

Is as a fiend confin’d to tyrannize

On unreprievable condemned blood.

Enter the Bastard

BASTARD. O, I am scalded with my violent motion
And spleen of speed to see your Majesty!

KING JOHN. O cousin, thou art come to set mine eye!
The tackle of my heart is crack’d and burnt,

And all the shrouds wherewith my life should sail
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Sa-mbratiseze buza-mi uscatd inca o data,

Sd ma razbeasca frigul, dar nu cer lucru mare,

Cer o primire rece. Sunteti niste ingrati

Un lucru de nimica si tot mi-1 refuzati

PRINCIPELE HENRIC. In lacrimile lene de ar fi vreun leac, pe
data

Te-as usura, ma crezi.

REGELE IOAN. E sarea lor fierbinte

In mine este iadul si dracu e veninul

Ce-mi chinuie corpul si sangele infectat.

Intrd Bastardul

BASTARDUL. Venirea mea pripitd mi-a opadrit tot corpul

In ravna de-a ajunge la Maiestatea Voastra.

REGELE IOAN. De abia sosit-ai, vere, sa-mi poti inchide ochi;
A vietii tesdturd se usuca si plesneste

Si panzele cu care plutit-ar acea viata
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Are turned to one thread, one little hair;

My heart hath one poor string to stay it by,

Which holds but till thy news be uttered;

And then all this thou seest is but a clod

And module of confounded royalty.

BASTARD. The Dauphin is preparing hitherward,
Where God He knows how we shall answer him;
For in a night the best part of my pow'r,

As I upon advantage did remove,

Were in the Washes all unwarily

Devoured by the unexpected flood. [The KING dies]
SALISBURY. You breathe these dead news in as dead an
ear.

My liege! my lord! But now a king-now thus.

PRINCE HENRY. Even so must I run on, and even so stop.
What surety of the world, what hope, what stay,
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Sunt toate zdrentuite, reduse la un fir:

Iar sufletul meu numai o ata il mai tine,

Ce-i gata sa se rupa cand mi-ei vest ice stii

Regescul trup ce acuma-1 vezi, va fi in curand

Tdrana inanimatd, nesimtitor ca piatra

BASTARDUL. Delphinul inainteaza spre noi cu a sa armata
Si Domnul numai stie cum l-om intdmpina;

Céci intr-o noapte, intreaga aramata-mi am pierdut

In unda ingelatoare a baltilor acestea. Regele Ioan moare

SALISBURY. Ah! veste grozava, mai cruda decat moartea
La ce ce va asculta cu moarte ati venit.

Stapanul nostru dulce...durerea ma zdrobeste...

Un rege odinioara erai,—dar ce, acuma?

PRINCIPELE HENRIC. Asa imi vac urge viata, si asa se va
curma;
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When this was now a king, and now is clay?

BASTARD. Art thou gone so? I do but stay behind

To do the office for thee of revenge,

And then my soul shall wait on thee to heaven,

As it on earth hath been thy servant still.

Now, now, you stars that move in your right spheres,
Where be your pow’rs? Show now your mended faiths,
And instantly return with me again

To push destruction and perpetual shame

Out of the weak door of our fainting land.

Straight let us seek, or straight we shall be sought;

The Dauphin rages at our very heels.

SALISBURY. It seems you know not, then, so much as we:
The Cardinal Pandulph is within at rest,

Who half an hour since came from the Dauphin,

And brings from him such offers of our peace
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Ce sigurantd in lume, ce mai putem spera.

Ce reazdm in mdrire cand Regi se fac tarana?
BASTARDUL. Te-ai dus. Rdmai in lume sa indeplinesc cu méana
mea

Inssrcinarea sfants de ati rdzbuna omorul;
Si-n ceruri al meu suflet grabi-va sa-ti slijeascd,
Precum in viata-i toata facut-a credincios.
Unde va e puterea orbitelor ceresti?

Veniti in ajutoru-mi ca & gonim rusinea

Din tara asupritd; gasi-vom pe Delphinul,

Sau el pe noi gdsi-va; cdci e in apropiere.

SALISBURY. Se vede cd pe acici nu stiti nimic, atunci;
Injuntru e Cardinalul ce de curand siseste

De la Delphin, si adduce oferte pentru pace,

Ce vom putea cu cinste primi, fagaduind
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As we with honour and respect may take, Ca va inceta razboiul.
With purpose presently to leave this war.
BASTARD. He will the rather do it when he sees BASTARDUL. Afland el mai cu seara
Ourselves well sinewed to our defence. Cé iarasi suntem gata spre a ne apara.
SALISBURY. Nay, ‘tis in a manner done already; SALISBURY. E ca sfarsita traba; spre mare a trimis
For many carriages he hath dispatch’d Ostirea, si lasat-a pe Cardinal, tocmeala
To the sea-side, and put his cause and quarrel Cu ai nostri sd o incheie, si chiar de vi se pare,
To the disposing of the Cardinal; Azi dupa prans veti merge, spre multumirea noastra
With whom yourself, myself, and other lords,
If you think meet, this afternoon will post
To consummate this business happily.
BASTARD. Let it be so. And you, my noble Prince, BASTARDUL. Asa sd fie dara; si voi veti merge, Printe,
With other princes that may best be spar’d, Cu alti din neamul vostru, sd-nmormantati cu pompa
Shall wait upon your father’s funeral. Pe al vostru tata.
PRINCE HENRY. At Worcester must his body be interr’d; PRINCIPELE HENRIC. Dansul, la Worcester a cerut
For so he will'd it. Inmormantat s fie.
BASTARD. Thither shall it, then; BASTARDUL. Ss fie dar acolo:
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And happily may your sweet self put on

The lineal state and glory of the land!

To whom, with all submission, on my knee

I do bequeath my faithful services

And true subjection everlastingly.

SALISBURY. And the like tender of our love we make,
To rest without a spot for evermore.

PRINCE HENRY. I have a kind soul that would give you
thanks,

And knows not how to do it but with tears.
BASTARD. O, let us pay the time but needful woe,
Since it hath been beforehand with our griefs.

This England never did, nor never shall,

Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror,

But when it first did help to wound itself.

Now these her princes are come home again,

Come the three corners of the world in arms,
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Luati cu fericire coroana, cArmuirea
Si cinstea cea strabund a tronului acesta;
Ingenunchiat jura-voi credinta si iubire

In veci nestramutata, iubite vere tie.

SALISBURI. Aceleasi jurdminte de dragoste eternd

Si-n viitor curatd, din inimd juram.

PRINCIPELE HENRIC. N-am inimd ingratd. Si as vrea sa
multumesc,

Dar nu pot da nimica decat aceste lacrimi
BASTARDUL. Sa nu simtim durere mai mare decét cere
Imprejurarea trista. A noastra tara scumpa

N-a fost si cini 0 datd de acuma inainte,

Nu va fi sugrumatd de o ména de strdin;

De nu da ajutoare in contra sa chiar insusi,

Ranindu-se cu méana-i. Acuma s-au intors,

Sa vind oastea toata din cele patru colturi
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And we shall shock them. Nought shall make us rue, A lumii inarmatd, si o vom inspdiméanta:
If England to itself do rest but true. De ii tara credincioasa nu are nici o teama.
Exeunt Fine
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