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

Shakespeare’s Plays in Romanian, 1840-1920

Parallel Texts

Edited by C. George Sandulescu and Lidia Vianu.

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

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



older typographic characters. This confers

special Romanian local colour to
Shakespeare’s plays: it is a reminder of an
old poetic quality that Romanian possessed
in the early 19th century, and which we have
lost since then.

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

“Shakespeare lives in 2016!” The series

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

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

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

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

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

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

C. George Sandulescu and Lidia Vianu
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DUNCAN, King of Scotland

MALCOLM, his Son

DONALBAIN, his Son

MACBETH, General of the King’s army

BANQUO, General of the King’s army

MACDUFF, Nobleman of Scotland

LENOX, Nobleman of Scotland

ROSSE, Nobleman of Scotland

MENTETH, Nobleman of Scotland

ANGUS, Nobleman of Scotland

CATHNESS, Nobleman of Scotland

FLEANCE, Son to Banquo

SIWARD, Earl of Northumberland, General of the English
Forces

YOUNG SIWARD, his Son

SEYTON, an Officer attending Macbeth

Son to Macduff

An English Doctor. A Scotch Doctor. A Soldier. A Porter. An

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

DUNCAN, Regele Scotiei

MALCOLM, fiul sdu

DONALBAIN, fiul sdu

MACBETH, general al ostirii regesti

BANQUO, general al ostirii regesti

MACDUFF, nobil scotez

LENOX, nobil scotez

ROSSE, nobil scotez

MENTETH, nobil scotez

ANGUS, nobil scotez

CATHNESS, nobil scotez

FLEANCE, fiul lui Banquo

SIVARD, Comite de Northumberland, generalul ostirii
englezesti

TANARUL SIVARD, fiul siu

SEYTON, un ofiter din urma lui Macbeth

Copilul lui Macduff

Un doftor englez. Un doftor scotez. Un ofiter. Un portar. Un
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old Man

LADY MACBETH

LADY MACDUFF

Gentlewomen attending on Lady Macbeth

HECATE, and three Witches

Lords, Gentlemen, Officers, Soldiers, Murderers, Attendants,
and Messengers

The Ghost of Banquo, and several other Apparitions
SCENE-in the end of the Fourth Act, lies in England; through
the rest of the play, in Scotland; and chiefly at Macbeth’s Castle.

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

batran

LADY MACBETH

LADY MACDUFF
Cameriera lui Lady Macbeth
Hecate si trei vrdjitoare

Lorzi, nobili, ofiteri, ucigasi, curieri

Umbra lui Banquo si alte aratari
SCENA —Scotia. La sfarsitul actului al patrulea: Anglia
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ACT I

SCENE 1.
An open Place. Thunder and lightning.

Enter three Witches

1 WITCH: When shall we three meet again
In thunder, lightning, or in rain?

2 WITCH: When the hurlyburly’s done,
When the battle’s lost and won.

3 WITCH: That will be ere the set of sun.

1 WITCH: Where the place?

2 WITCH: Upon the heath.

3 WITCH: There to meet with Macbeth.

1 WITCH: I come, Graymalkin!
2 WITCH: Paddock calls.
3 WITCH: Anon.

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

ACTULI

SCENA L
O lunca. Tunetu’ si fulgeru’.

Intrd trei vrdjitoare

PRIMA VRAJITOARE: Pe cand ne gdsim noi iar la un loc
Cu ploaie, cu tunet, sub cerul ca in foc?

A DOUA VRAJITOARE: Cand zgomotul se potoleste,
Cine-i mesteru’, se sfeteste.

A TREIA VRAJITOARE: Pan’la noapte se vede.
PRIMA VRAJITOARE: Unde?

A DOUA VRAJITOARE: Pe lunci.

A TREIA VRAJITOARE: Cu toate s venim,

Pe Macbeth acolo, desigur intalnim.

PRIMA VRAJITOARE: Motanul m& cheams.

A DOUA VRAJITOARE: Pe mine broscoiul.

A TREIA VRAJITOARE: Degrab4, degraba.
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Macb_eth

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts
Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

4
ALL: Fair is foul, and foul is fair: TOATE: Frumosul este slutu’, slutul este frumosu’:
Hover through the fog and filthy air. Sa se legene prin neguri de-a muntelui paclosu’!
Witches vanish Vrdjitoarele dispar
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William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts
Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

5
SCENE II. SCENA II.

Camp near Fores. Alarum within. O campie intinsd pe langa Fores. Vuiet de batdlie.
Enter King Duncan, Malcolm, Donalbain, Lenox, with Regele Duncan, Malcolm, Donalbain, Lenox, in urma lor vin pe
Attendants, meeting a bleeding Soldier. scend, un ostas ranit le iese inainte
DUNCAN: What bloody man is that? He can report, DUNCAN: Cine este acest om, ce se vede ranit?
As seemeth by his plight, of the revolt El trebuie sd cunoascd, cea de pe urma stare
The newest state. A cruntei batalii.

MALCOLM: This is the sergeant. MALCOLM: Acesta e ostasul,

Who, like a good and hardy soldier, fought A cdrui vitejie, scdpandu-ma de dusmani,
‘Gainst my captivity. —Hail, brave friend! Mi-a eliberat viata: —Sanatate, amice!

Say to the king the knowledge of the broil, Vesteste cdtre rege de cruda-ncdierare,
As thou didst leave it. Precum o ai lasat.

SOLDIER: Doubtful it stood; OSTASUL: Era nehotarat;

As two spent swimmers, that do cling together, Ca doi inotdtori ce-n lupte se cuprind
And choka their art. The merciless Macdonwald Inddusindu-si arta. Grosavul Macdonald

(Worthy to be a rebel; for to that (Demn de a fi rebel, c-asa el priboieste

The multiplying villanies of nature Relele naturii, ci sporind el incunjuru’)
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Do swarm upon him) from the Western Isles

Of Kernes and Gallowglasses is supplied

And Fortune, on his damned quarry smiling,
Showed like a rebel’s whore. But all’s too weak;
For brave Macbeth, (well he deserves that name,)
Disdaining fortune, with his brandished steel,
Which smoked with bloody execution,

Like valor’s minion.

Carved out his passage, till he faced the slave
And ne’er shook hands, nor bade farewell to him,
Till he unseamed him from the nave to the chaps.
And fixed his head upon our battlements.
DUNCAN: Valiant cousin! worthy gentleman!
SOLDIER: As whence the sun “gins his reflection
Shipwrecking storms and direful thunders break;

So from that spring, whence comfort seemed to come,

Discomfort swells. Mark, king of Scotland, mark;
No sooner justice had, with valor armed,

Compelled these skipping Kernes to trust their heels,

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

Se vedea ajutat de Carni si de Galloni;

Si Fortuna, zambind la cruntul macel
Pérea, insa-n zadar, a rebelului curva.

Caci eroul Macbeth —bine-i sade acest nume,
Dispretuind Fortuna, cu spada ridicata,

Ce fumega, ferbinte de-a dusmanilor sange,
Ca iubitul lui Mars, strdbate neinvins,

Pana ce se-ntalneste cu sclavul de rebel;
Silovind ca un Deu, el nu s-a departat,
Péan-a nu-l spinteca, de la cap la buric,

S-a intins al sdu trup pe zidurile noastre.

DUNCAN: O, viteazule var! scump amic!
OSTASUL: Precum de multe ori cu a soarelui raze
Impreuna pornesc furtunoasele vanturi,

Ci corabii darama, asa, dintr-un isvor

Ce promitea sperare, iesi desperare.

Asculta inalt rege: abia de fugarise

Dreptatea, otelitd prin mare vitejie,
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But the Norweyan lord, surveying vantage,
With furbished arms, and new supplies of men.
Began a fresh assault.

DUNCAN: Dismayed not this

Our captains, Macbeth and Banquo?
SOLDIER: Yes;

As sparrows, eagles; or the hare, the lion.

If I say sooth, I must report, they were

As cannons overcharged with double cracks;
So they

Doubly redoubled strokes upon the foe;
Except they meant to bathe in recking wounds,
Or memorize another Golgotha,

I cannot tell:

But I am faint: my gashes cry for help.

DUNCAN: So well thy words become thee, as thy wounds

They smack of honor both. —Go, get him surgeons.

Exit Soldier, attended. Enter Rosse.

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

Pe Carni nerusinati si usori de picior,

C-al Norvegilor rege, chitind al sdu folos

Din nou ne-nvalui cu netrudite osti.
DUNCAN: Si n-a dezbarbadtit aceasta navalire
Pe generalii mei, pe Macbeth si pe Banquo?
OSTASUL:

Ca vrabia pe vultur, sau iepurii pe leu.

Ca sd spun adevarul, eu trebuie sa vestesc,

C4 erau ca un tun, ce prea tare-ncdrcat
Trasneste indoit. Asa se aruncara

Pe dusmani, indoind loviturile lor,

Voiau sd se scalde intr-o baie de sange,

Sau voiau sd zideascd o noud Golgota,

Nu pot sd scriu—

Insa rana ma doare si cer ajutor.

DUNCAN: Ca si vorbele tale —ti-mpodobesc rana;
Si-onoare izvoraste bogat din amandoua.

Sd i se dea doftori.

Ostasul iese. Rosse vine
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Who comes here?
MALCOLM: The worthy thane of Rosse.

LENOX: What a haste locks through his eyes! So should

he lock.

That seems to speak things strange.

ROSSE: God save the king!

DUNCAN: Whence cam’st thou, worthy thane?
ROSSE: From Fife, great king,

Where the Norweyan banners flout the sky,
And fan our people cold.

Norway himself, with terrible numbers,
Assisted by that most disloyal traitor

The thane of Cawdor, ‘gan a dismal conflict;
Till that Bellona’s bridegroom, lapped in proof,
Confronted him with self-comparisons.

Point against point rebellious, arm “gainst arm,
Curbing his lavish spirit; and, to conclude.

The victory fell on us;

DUNCAN: Great happiness!

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

Cine vine acolo?

MALCOLM: Bravul than Rosse

LENOX: Prin ochiul lui se uita

O mare nerabdare!asa se uita aici

Ci au minuni de spus.

ROSSE: Dumnezeu pazeasca regele!
DUNCAN: De unde vii scumpe than?
ROSSE: De la Fife mare rege, unde steagul norveg
Falaldaind, insulta pe cer, si aducea
Infiorare ostirii. Regele norveg

Cu cete infricosate, si intaritu” de Cawdor,
Tradatorul rebel, incepu cruda lupta;
Pana ce a Bellonei nebiruitului mire,

Ei opun a sa nu mai mica putere,

Spade contra spade, si brat contra brat,
Pedepsindu-i asa semeta fdlnicie.

A spune-ntr-un cuvant, suntem biruitori.

DUNCAN: Mare fericire!
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ROSSE: That now

Sweno, the Norway’s king, craves composition;

Nor would we deign him burial of his men,

Till he disbursed, at Saint Colmes’ Inch,

Ten thousand dollars to our general use.

DUNCAN: No more that thane of Cawdor shall deceive
Our bosom interest. —Go, pronounce his present death,
And with his former title greet Macbeth.

ROSSE: I'll see it done.

DUNCAN: What he hath lost, noble Macbeth hath won.

Exeunt

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

ROSSE: Intr-atata ce Sweno,

Regele Norveg, implora impacare;

Noi insa n-am ldsat sa-ngroape pe ai sdi

Péana ce n-a depune la sfantul Columban

O sutd de mii de lei in tezaurul public.

DUNCAN: Cat pentru thanul Cawdor, nu vreau sd se atinga
Mai mult el de coroane. — Du-te, anunta-i moartea;
Si cu fostul sdu rang sa salute pe Macbeth.
ROSSE: Indati se va face.

DUNCAN: E drept ca sa castige,

Ce pierde biruitul, Macbeth biruitorul.

Ies
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William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts
Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

10

SCENE III. SCENA III.
A heath near Forres. Lunca. Tunetu’ si fulgeru’.
Enter the three Witches. Vrdjitoarele intrd
1 WITCH: Where hast thou been, sister? PRIMA VRAJITOARE: Unde-ai fost, sord?
2 WITCH: Killing swine. A DOUA VRAJITOARE: Porci am sugrumat
3 WITCH: Sister, where thou? A TREIA VRAJITOARE: Da’ tu, sord?
1 WITCH: A sailor’s wife had chestnuts in her lap. PRIMA VRAJITOARE: Castane avea pe brate, o baba de vadar,
And mounched,and mounched,and mounched. Give me, Si rodea, si rodea, — Da-mi si mie, zic eu
quoth It Lipseste, vrdjitoare! imi striga sluta harca.
‘Aroint thee, witch!” the rump-fed ronyon cries. Béarbatul sdu conduce tigrul la Alepu;
Her husband’s to Aleppo gone, master o’ the Tiger: Intr-o sete am sa-not,
But in a sieve I'll thither sail, Ca guzganul lung la bot;
And, like a rat without a tail, S-el ajung, el ajung.
I'll do, I'll do, and I'll do.
2 WITCH: I'll give thee a wind. A DOUA VRAJITOARE: lo-ti dau unul din vanturi.
1 WITCH: Thou art kind. PRIMA VRAJITOARE: Tu ai buna plecare.
3 WITCH: And I another. A TREIA VRAJITOARE: Eu altul pe deasupra.
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1 WITCH: I myself have all the other;
And the very ports they blow.

All the quarters that they know

I’ the shipman’s card.

I will drain him dry as hay:

Sleep shall neither night nor day
Hang upon his pent-house lid;

He shall live a man forbid:

Weary sev’n-nights nine times nine
Shall he dwindle, peak and pine:
Though his bark cannot be lost,

Yet it shall be tempest-tossed.

Look what I have.

2 WITCH: Show me, show me.

1 WITCH: Here I have a pilot’s thumb,
Wrecked, as homeward he did come.
Drum within

3WITCH: A drum, a drum;

Macbeth doth come.

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

PRIMA VRAJITOARE: Celelalte le am toate.
Unde suflu eu cunosc.

Orice punct sau cerc gdsesc

De pe cartea de vadar.

Sec ca fanul de s-ar face,

Fard somn si fard pace

Zi si noapte sd ramaie,

Prigonitu” de-a mea manie.

Cruda boala sa-1 paleasca,

Siin vasul sdu trasneste,

Trei ori trei si sapte nopti,

Ca s-ajunga el pe morti.

Ce vezi, sora?

A DOUA VRA]ITOARE: Aratd, arata.
PRIMA VRAJITOARE: Inima mea! aproape de mal,
Zdrobeste pe vasu’ puternicul val.

Barabane in dosul scenei

A TREIA VRA]ITOARE: Barabane, —incet!
Céci iatda Macbeth.
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William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts
Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

12
ALL: The weird sisters, hand in hand, TOATE: Ale pacatului mume, ale iadului puteri,
Posters of the sea and land, Noi trecem, brat in brat, peste mari peste tdri.
Thus do go about, about; In cerc sd ne-nvartim, asa ne trebui noi
Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine, De trei ori pentru mine, de trei ori pentru tine
And thrice again, to make up nine. Si inca de trei, atunci avem noua
Peace! —the charm’s wound up. Acum este destul, caci farmecul se tine.
Enter Macbeth and Bangquo. Macbeth si Banquo intrd.
MACBETH: So foul and fair a day I have not seen. MACBETH: Asa frumoase si slute totodata.

Eu incd n-am vazut.

BANQUO: How far is’t called to Fores? — What are these, BANQUO: Departe e la Fores? Oare cine sd fie aceste ardtari,
So withered, and so wild in their attire; Uscate si scazute, salbatic imbracate?
That look not like the inhabitants o’ the earth. Ce nu au seamadn ce locuiesc paméantul
And yet are on’t? Live you? or are you aught Desi mergand pe el? Trditi? Sunteti ceva,
That man may question? You seem to understand me. Ca sd pot intreba? Se vede ce-ntelegeti,
By each at once her choppy finger laying Cdi fiecare pune degetul ciuntit
Upon her skinny lips. — You should be women. Pe zbarcitele buze — Voi ati pdrea femei,
And yet your beards forbid me to interpret Desi ma stanjenesc a va numi asa
That you are so. Vazand a voastre barbe.
MACBETH: Speak, if you can; —what are you? MACBETH: Vorbiti! — Cine sunteti?
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William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts
Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

13
1 WITCH: All hail, Macbeth! hail to thee, thane of Glamis! PRIMA VRAJITOARE: Fericire Macbeth, ferice thanu’ de
Glamis!
2 WITCH: All hail, Macbeth! hail to thee, thane of Cawdor! A DOUA VRAJITOARE: Fericire Macbeth, ferice thanu’ de
Cawdor!
3 WITCH: All hail, Macbeth, thou shalt be king hereafter! A TREIA VRAJITOARE: Fericire Macbeth, viitorule rege.
BANQUO: Good sir, why do you start, and seem to fear BANQUO: Ce te sperii amice? De ce te ingrozesc
Things that do sound so fair? —I’ the name of truth. Asa placute vorbe? Raspundeti adevarul,
Are ye fantastical, or that indeed Sunteti o nalucire, sau in realitate,
Which outwardly ye show? My noble partner Ce vd aratd trupul? Pe viteazul Macbeth
You greet with present grace, and great prediction L-ati salutat acum cu mari prorociri,
Of noble having, and of royal hope. De onoare 1naltd, de regeascd sperare,
That he seems rapt withal; to me you speak not. Incat el sta uimit; ce ticeti pentru mine?
If you can look into the seeds of time. De puteti voi cunoaste, a vremilor seminti,
And say, which grain will grow, and which will not, De puteti prevedea care fir incolteste,
Speak then to me, who neither beg, nor fear, Si care fir se pierde, vorbiti si cdtre mine,
Your favors, nor your hate. Desi eu nu implor, nici a voastra favoare
Nici nu mé ingrijesc de-a voastrda dusmanie.
1 WITCH: Hail! PRIMA VRAJITOARE: Fericire!
2 WITCH: Hail! A DOUA VRAJITOARE: Fericire!
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3 WITCH: Hail!
1 WITCH: Lesser than Macbeth, and greater.

2 WITCH: Not so happy, yet much happier.

3 WITCH: Thou shalt get kings, though thou be none:
So all hail, Macbeth and Banquo!

1 WITCH: Banquo, and Macbeth, all hail!

MACBETH: Stay, you imperfect speakers; tell me more.

By Sinel’s death, I know, I am thane of Glamis;

But how of Cawdor? The thane of Cawdor lives,

A prosperous gentleman; and to be king

Stands not within the prospect of belief.

No more than to be Cawdor. Say, from whence

You owe this strange intelligence! or why

Upon this blasted heath you stop our way

With such prophetic greeting? —Speak, I charge you.

Witches vanish.
BANQUO: The earth hath bubbles, as the water has,

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

A TREIA VRAJITOARE: Fericire!

PRIMA VRA]ITOARE: Mai mic decat Macbeth, cu toate cd mai
mare.

A DOUA VRAJITOARE: Mai putin fericit, desi mult mai ferice.
A TREIA VRAJITOARE: Tu vei produce regi,dar rege nu vei fi.
Asa deci fericire voi Macbeth si Banquo!

PRIMA VRAJITOARE: Banquo si Macbeth, fericire!
MACBETH: De ce va departati, laconici proroci?

Spuneti-ne mai mult: eu devin than de Glamis,

Pe cat am auzit, prin moartea lui Sinel,

Insa cum than de Cawdor? Cici acest mare than

Trdieste fericit; cat pentru de-a fi rege,

Tot atat de putin, imi vine sa o cred,

Cat pentru than de Cawdor. De unde aveti voi

Asa stiri minunate. De ce m-ati oprit

In asa triste locuri, impiedicaAndu-mi pasul

Prin a voastre urdri? Vorbiti eu va conjur.

Vrdjitoarele se fac nevizute

BANQUO: Pamantul are spume, precum are si marea,
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And these are of them. — Whither are they vanished?
MACBETH: Into the air; and what seemed corporal melted
As breath into the wind. Would they had staid!

BANQUO: Were such things here, as we do speak about?
Or have we eaten of the insane root,

That takes the reason prisoner?

MACBETH: Your children shall be kings.

BANQUO: You shall be king.
MACBETH: And thane of Cawdor too: went it not so?
BANQUO: To the self-same tune and words. Who's here?

Enter Rosse and Angus.

ROSSE: The king hath happily received, Macbeth,
The news of thy success; and when he reads

Thy personal venture in the rebels’ fight,

His wonders and his praises do contend,

Which should be thine, or his: Silenced with that
In viewing o’er the rest o the self-same day,

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

Si spume sunt aceste —oare ce s-au facut?
MACBETH: S-au prefdcut in aer, si ce ne pdrea trup,
Nu e decat un vant. O de-ar fi inc-aci!

BANQUO: Dar oare-n adevar am vazut ce gandim?
Sau gustat-am vreo plantd ce plina de otrava
Ddrama judecata?

MACBETH: Nu spuneau c-ai tdi fii

Vor fi incoronati?

BANQUO: Tu insd c-ai fi rege.

MACBETH: Si mare than de Cawdor; nu zisera asa?
BANQUO: intocmai cum o spui, dupé ton si cuvant.
Cine vine-acolo?

Rosse si Angus vin.

ROSSE: Macbeth, inaltul rege nespus e bucurat

De biruinta ta, si citind in raport

Cat de mult te-ai expus in lupta cu rebeli,

De mare admirare era nedumerit,

Ce laude sa-ti dea, iar privind inainte,

La celelalte fapte, a tot acelei zi,
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16
He finds thee in the stout Norweyan ranks, Uimit el a tdcut. Te vede cum te-arunci
Nothing afeard of what thyself didst make, Peste bravii Norvegi, fara a te teme insuti
Strange images of death. As thick as tale, De ce singur fdceai, rivalul crudei morti.
Came post with post; and every one did bear Precum intr-un discurs, ce rapid se spune
Thy praises in his kingdom’s great defence. Cuvintele s-alungau, asa se alungau
And poured them down before him. Trimisii pe trimisi, si alta nu stiau

Decat a lauda vitejiile tale,
In lupta pentru tron.

ANGUS: We are sent ANGUS: Iar prin noi ti-a trimis regescul Domnitor
To give thee from our royal master thanks; Ale sale multumiri; insdrcinati fiind

Only to herald thee into his sight, Nu sd-ti ddm rdsplatire, ci numai sa te-aducem
Not pay thee. In ‘nalta sa prezenta.

ROSSE: And, for an earnest of a greater honour, ROSSE: Ca o arvuna insa

He bade me, from him, call thee thane of Cawdor: A marilor onoare, ci te-astept, ne-a zis,

In which addition, hail, most worthy thane! S3 salutdm in tine noul than de Cawdor:

For it is thine. Poarta deci fericit lucitul acest titlu!

Céci el este al tau.
BANQUO: What, can the devil speak true? BANQUO: Ce? Spune dracul drept?
MACBETH:The thane of Cawdor lives. Why do you dress me MACBETH: Traieste insa Cawdor: de ce md imbracati.
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In borrowed robes?
ANGUS: Who was the thane, lives yet;
But under heavy judgment bears that life

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts
Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

17
Cu strdine podoabe.

ANGUS: Acela, ce era Cawdor,
Cu toate ca traieste, e hotarat la moarte;

Which he deserves to lose. Whether he was combined Si a fost inteles cu regele Norveg,

With those of Norway, or did line the rebel

With hidden help and vantage; or that with both
He labored in his country’s wreck, I know not;
But treasons capital, confessed, and proved,
Have overthrown him.

MACBETH: Glamis, and thane of Cawdor;

The greatest is behind. — Thanks for your pains. —
Do you not hope your children shall be kings.
When those that gave the thane of Cawdor to me,
Promised no less to them?

BANQUO: That trusted home

Might yet enkindle you unto the crown,
Besides the thane of Cawdor. But “tis strange:
And oftentimes, to win us to our harm,

Sau si a ajutat in ascuns pe rebeli,

Sau pregatit-a el unit cu améandoi

A tdrii rdsturnare —nu as putea sa spun;

A sa tradare ins3, aflata si vazuta,

La moarte l-a adus.

MACBETH: Glamis sunt si Cawdor:

Lipseste ce-i mai mare. — Va multumesc, amici! —
Nu speri a vedea pe-ai tdi scoboratori

Domnind pe-aceastd tard? Cdci nu mai mica soarta
iti promiteau acele, ci spuneau ca voi fi

In curand than de Cawdor.

BANQUO: §i poate-acest temei,

Te-ndeamna si pe tine a tinti la coroane,

Peste titlul de Cawdor. Dar curios! adesea

Ne vestesc adevarul ai noptii servitori,
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The instruments of darkness tell us truths,

Win us with honest trifles, to betray us

In deepest consequence.

Cousins, a word, I pray you.

MACBETH: Two truths are told

As happy prologues to the swelling act

Of the imperial theme. —I thank you, gentlemen. —
This supernatural soliciting

Cannot be ill; cannot be good. —If ill.

Why hath it given me earnest of success.
Commencing in a truth? I am thane of Cawdor.
If good, why do I yield to that suggestion
Whose horrid image doth unfix my hair.

And make my seated heart knock at my ribs.
Against the use of nature? Present fears

Are less than horrible imaginings.

My thought, whose murder yet is but fantastical,
Shakes so my single state of man, that function
Is smothered in surmise; and nothing is.

il
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William Shakespeare
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Si cand ne-a amadgit nevinovatul joc,

Ne lasa sa picdm in prdpastii adanci. —

Vere, un cuvant.

MACBETH: indoit adevir,
Mi-a fost prorocit, ca fericit prolog

Inaltului spectacol de-mparatesc cuprins. —

Va multumesc, amici! — Nefirescul indemn

De-i rdu —si ce mi-a dat arvuna isbutirii,
Vestindu-mi adevarul? Nu sunt eu than de Cawdor?
De-i bun—si ce nu pot intdimpina ispita?

A cérei groaznic chip imi dd infiorare,
Incat inima-n mine se bate nefiresc
Cu toatd a sa tdrie. Cruzimile facute

Nu ne zdruncind atat, cat groaza-nchipuirii.

Ideea de-a ucide, desi numai un vis,
A slabit insd-n mine omeneasca natura,
Incat puterea mea se trece in gandiri,
Si nu mai este alta, decat ceea ce nu-i.
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But what is not.

BANQUO: Look, how our partner’s rapt.

MACBETH: If chance will have me king, why, chance may
crown me,

Without my stir.

BANQUO: Now honors come upon him

Like our strange garments; cleave not to their mould,

But with the aid of use.

MACBETH: Come what come may,

Time and the hour runs through the roughest day.
BANQUO: Worthy Macbeth, we stay upon your leisure.
MACBETH: Give me your favor;—my dull brain was
wrought

With things forgotten. Kind gentlemen, your pains

Are registered where every day I turn

The leaf to read them. —Let us toward the king. —

Think upon what hath chanced; and, at more times,

The interim having weighed it, let us speak

Our free hearts each to other.

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

BANQUO: Uitati-va la el, cat este de uimit.
MACBETH: De are soarta gandu’, sd md pund pe tron,
Ea poate sa o faca, far’ a mea conlucrare.

BANQUO: Onoarea neasteptatd, el strange ca un strai
Ce nou si nedeprins, nu sade indeménat

Decat dupd o vreme.

MACBETH: Sa fie cum va fi;

Trece vremea si ora, ce mai cumplitd zi.

BANQUO: Onorate Macbeth; asteptdam al tdau plac.
MACBETH: lertati-md, vd rog —a mea muncitd minte
Era inc-adéancitd in vremile trecute.

[ar a voastra ostenire, iubitii mei amici,

Voi inscrie acolo, unde zilnic intorc

Foaia si citesc. — Haidem acum la rege —

Tu mai gandeste insd la cele intamplate,

Si cand le-a coace vremea, si vom avea prileju’,

Sa vorbim despre ele cu anime deschise.
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BANQUO: Very gladly. BANQUO: Bucuros.
MACBETH: Till then, enough. — Come, friends. MACBETH: Pan’ atunci tdcere. —Sa mergem deci, amici.
Exeunt Ies
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SCENE V.
Fores. A Room in the Palace.

Flourish. Enter Duncan, Malcolm, Donalbain, Lenox, and
Attendants.

DUNCAN: Is execution done on Cawdor? Are not
Those in commission yet returned?

MALCOLM: My liege,

They are not yet come back. But I have spoke
With one that saw him die: who did report

That very frankly he confess’d his treasons,
Implored your highness” pardon and set forth

A deep repentance: nothing in his life

Became him like the leaving it; he died

As one that had been studied in his death

To throw away the dearest thing he owed,

As ‘twere a careless trifle.

DUNCAN:There’s no art

J

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

SCENAV.
Camp.

Trompeti. Duncan, Malcolm, Lenox, Donalbnin, vin urma lor.

DUNCAN: L-au tdiat pe Cawdor? sau incd n-au venit,
Acei Insdrcinati cu executia sa?

MALCOLM: Nu Dom’ne, n-au venit, dar am vorbit cu unul
Ce gdsindu-se fatd la moartea sa, mi-a spus,

C3 a marturisit trddarea cu francezii,

Cerandu-si iertaciune de la maria voastra;

In toats viata sa, nu i-a sezut nimic

Asa bine ca modul cu care a parasit-o.

El a murit ca unul, ce e deprins cu moartea,

S’a svarlit de la el, ce ne este mai scump,

Ca cum ar fi nimic.

DUNCAN: N-a putut incd nime
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To find the mind’s construction in the face:

He was a gentleman on whom I built

An absolute trust. -O, worthiest cousin!

Enter MACBETH, BANQUO, ROSS, and ANGUS
The sin of my ingratitude even now

Was heavy on me: thou art so far before

That swiftest wing of recompense is slow

To overtake thee. Would thou hadst less deserved,
That the proportion both of thanks and payment
Might have been mine! only I have left to say,
More is thy due than more than all can pay.

MACBETH: The service and the loyalty I owe,

In doing it, pays itself. Your highness” part

Is to receive our duties; and our duties

Are to your throne and state children and servants,

Which do but what they should, by doing every thing

Safe toward your love and honour.

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

Conoasca de pe fata al animei simtiri;
Cawdor era un om, in care eu pusesem
Increderea mea toatd. — Strilucitule vir!
Intrda MACBETH, BANQUO, ROSS, si ANGUS
Ca astdzi niciodatd, nu am simtit pacatul

A nerecunostintei. Asa zboru” ai luat,

Cé cea mai rapid’arip’a rasplatirii

Nu te poate ajunge. As dori, ca sa-ti fie
Meritul mai mic, atunci as compensa,

Acele datorite cu cele implinite

Asa eu nu pot alta, decat marturisi,

Cd toat’averea mea, nu ma poate plati.
MACBETH: Ale nostre serviciuri, si a noastra inchinare,
Prin a lor insisi fapte se gdsesc rasplatite.
Destul, ca sunt primite de inél;imea voastra:
Datoriile noastre sunt fii, servitori!

A tronului, s-a tdrii, si cand au implinit,

Ce trebuiau sa facd, indestulata este

Cerera iubirii si a respectului vostru.
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DUNCAN: Welcome hither;

I have begun to plant thee, and will labor

To make thee full of growing. —Noble Banquo,
That hast no less deserved, nor must be known
No less to have done so, let me infold thee,
And hold thee to my heart.

BANQUO: There if I grow,

The harvest is your own.

DUNCAN: My plenteous joys,

Wanton in fulness, seek to hide themselves

In drops of sorrow. —Sons, kinsmen, thanes,
And you whose places are the nearest, know.
We will establish our estate upon

Our eldest, Malcolm; whom we name, hereafter,
The prince of Cumberland; which honor must
Not, unaccompanied, invest him only.

But signs of nobleness, like stars, shall shine
On all deservers. —From hence to Inverness,
And bind us further to you.

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

DUNCAN: Fii tu binevenit! Caci eu te-am semanat,
Si vreau sd te grijesc, ca sda-nfloresti mai frumos.
Si-al vostru merit, Banquo, nu ne pare mai mic,
Sinu mai micd este a mea recunostinta.

Dd&-mi voie sa te strang, eroule, pe piept.

BANQUO: De cresc eu acolo, a voastra este roada.

DUNCAN: Sdgalnicd s-ascunde prea plina bucurie
Sub lacrima durerii!. —Fii, si veri, si thani,
Sivoi, care sunteti mai aproape de tron,
Ascultati: Noi vrem, c-al succesiei drept,

S3 treacd catre Malcolm, fiul nostru mai mare,
De astdzi inainte fie deci el numit:

Principe de Cumberland, si asemenea onoare
Nu vreau, sa-i fie datd neintovarasits;

Ce vreau ca sd luceasca, pe toti aici cu meritul
Semnele nobletei, ca stelele din cer. —

Acum la Inverness. Dorim sa te legam
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MACBETH: The rest is labor, which is not used for you.

I'll be myself the harbinger, and make joyful
The hearing of my wife with your approach;
So, humbly take my leave.

DUNCAN: My worthy Cawdor!

MACBETH: The prince of Cumberland!— This is a step,
On which I must fall down, or else o’erleap.

Aside

For in my way it lies. Stars, hide your fires!

Let not light see my black and deep desires.

The eye wink at the hand! yet let that be.

Which the eye fears, when it is done, to see.

Exit

DUNCAN: True, worthy Banquo; he is full so valiant;
And in his commendations I am fed,;

It is a banquet to me. Let us after him,

Whose care is gone before to bid us welcome.

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

24

Mai mult inca de noi.
MACBETH: Repausul este trudd, cand nu este impiegatu’
In al vostru serviciu. Dati-mi voie, sa fiu
Prevestitorul vostru, si s-aduc bucurie
Nevestei, anuntand, onoarea ce ne faceti.
Supus deci ma inchin.
DUNCAN: [ubitul meu Cawdor!
MACBETH: Ha! Print de Cumbarland! — Acesta e o piatrd,
Ce trebuie sa inldtur, cici alminteri cad.
La o parte
Ascunde-te deci soare! Nu-ti intinde lumina
Pe negrele, si adanci dorinti ci ma infoc!
Ochiu’, nu vede ména, dar las-o sa-mplineasca
Ce facut, ochiul nostru, se teme de-a vede.
Iese
DUNCAN: Asa, iubite Banquo, el este in totul vrednic,
Si de a-11auda, ne este o bucurie,
O veseld serbare. Sa mergem dupa el
A carui ingrijire, ni s-a adus inainte,
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It is a peerless kinsman.
Flourish, Exeunt.

Macbeth

\/} William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts
Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

25
Gatindu-ne primire. El este floarea tarii!

Trompeti. Tofi ies
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SCENE V.
Inverness. A Room in Macbeth’s Castle

Enter Lady Macbeth, reading a letter.

LADY MACBETH: They met me in the day of success: and I
have learned by the perfectest report, they have more in
them than mortal knowledge. When I burned in desire to
question them further, they made themselves air, into which
they vanished. Whiles I stood rapt in the wonder of it, came
missives from the king, who all-hailed me ‘“Thane of Cawdor;’
by which title, before, these weird sisters saluted me, and
referred me to the coming on of time, with ‘Hail, king that
shalt be!” This have I thought good to deliver thee, my dearest
partner of greatness, that thou mightst not lose the dues of
rejoicing, by being ignorant of what greatness is promised
thee. Lay it to thy heart, and farewell.’

Glamis thou art, and Cawdor; and shalt be

What thou art promised: yet do I fear thy nature;

26

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

SCENA V.
Inverness; odaie in castelul lui Macbeth.

Lady Macbeth intri cu o epistold in mand

LADY MACBETH: ,Ele m-au intalnit in ziua biruintei; si m-am
convins prin dovezi ci indoiala nu poate stramuta, cd au o
stiintd mai mult decat omeneascd, dar tocmai cand ardeam de
dorinte a le intreba mai pe larg, s-au facut nevazute,
prefdcandu-se in aer. Stam deci uimit de mirare, cand iatd si
trimisii regelui, ci md saluta ca than de Cawdor, titlu, ce-mi
dddurd minunatele fiinte, indreptdndu-ma catre viitor prima
oard: Fericire, viitorule rege. Am gasit de cuviintd, iubitad
partasa a gloriei mele, sd-ti incredintez aceste,ca sa nu-ti scurtez
partea de bucurie, tdcand cdtre tine inalta soartd, ce ni s-a
prorocit. Gandeste-te bine la aceste si ramai sanatoasd.”

Glamis iesi; si Cawdor; si trebuie sa devii

Ce ti-au prorocit: — Eu insd ma-ngrijesc

De caracterul tdu; el este prea hranit
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It is too full o’ the milk of human kindness

To catch the nearest way: thou wouldst be great;

Art not without ambition, but without

The illness should attend it: what thou wouldst highly,
That wouldst thou holily; wouldst not play false,

And yet wouldst wrongly win: thou'ldst have, great Glamis,
That which cries ‘Thus thou must do, if thou have it;
And that which rather thou dost fear to do

Than wishest should be undone.” Hie thee hither,

That I may pour my spirits in thine ear;

And chastise with the valour of my tongue

All that impedes thee from the golden round,

Which fate and metaphysical aid doth seem

To have thee crowned withal. — What is your tidings?

Enter an Attendant.
ATTENDANT: The king comes here to-night.
LADY MACBETH: Thou'rt mad to say it

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

27
Cu laptele omeniei, ca s gdsesc indata

Cea mai aproape cale. Ai vrut s fii mare,
Ambi’,cia o0 ai; rautatea lipseste

Ce trebuie neapadrat s-o intovaraseasca

Ce puternic doresti, nu cei de la putere;

Ai vrut jucand drept, nedrept tu sa castigi,

Ai vrut sa ai de-a gata, ce-ti strigd inchipuirea
Ce trebuie implinitd, de voiai ca sa le ai;

Si cele ci te temi mai mult de a le face,

Decat de a le avea fdrd ca sa le faci.

Grdbesc a ta sosire, ca sd pot insufla,

Ce inima-mi simte si in inima ta,

Si sd pot rdsturna cu viteaza mea limba,
Orice te-ar departa de la cercul de aur,

Cu care Providenta sau vrdjeasca putere.
Inainte de vreme te-a incoronat. — Ce noutti aduci?
Servitorul intrd

ATTENDANT: Va fi regele aici.

LADY MACBETH: Ce glume vii sd-mi spui
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Is not thy master with him? who, wer’t so,

Would have informed for preparation.
ATTENDANT: So please you, it is true; our thane is coming,.
One of my fellows had the speed of him;

Who, almost dead for breath, had scarcely more
Than would make up his message.

LADY MACBETH: Give him tending;

lie brings great news. The raven himself is hoarse,
Exit Attendant.

That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan

Under my battlements. Come,come, you spirits

That tend on mortal thoughts, unsex me here,

And fill me from the crown to the toe top-full

Of direst cruelty! make thick my blood;

Stop up the access and passage to remorse,

That no compunctious visitings of nature

Shake my fell purpose, nor keep peace between

The effect and it! Come to my woman’s breasts,

And take my milk for gall, you murdering ministers,

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

Domnul tau e cu el, si dac-ar fi asa,

Ne trimete de stire, ca sd ne pregatim.
ATTENDANT: lertati spun adevdrul. Acus vine si thanul,
Un camarad al meu a sosit inainte

Mai mort degraba mare, abia de avea glas
Sa-si spuna insdrcinarea.

LADY MACBETH: S-aveti grija de el,
Aduce mare stire

Servitorul iese

Chiar corbul amorteste,

Ce cara fatala a regelui intrare

in locuinta mea. —Spirituri, veniti,

in locuinta mea. —Spirituri, veniti,

Voi ce numai idei de ucidere panditi;
Desfemeiati-ma; umpelti a mea fiinta

De la cap la picioare cu barbara cruzime!
Tncheagé—jci al meu sange; innddusiti in mine,
Orice compdtimire, ca nu cumva natura,
S-opreascd mana mea de la crudul omor,
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Wherever in your sightless substances

You wait on nature’s mischief! Come, thick night,
And pall thee in the dunnest smoke of hell,

That my keen knife see not the wound it makes,

Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the dark,

To cry “Hold, hold!” —Great Glamis! worthy Cawdor!

Enter Macbeth.

Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter!
Thy letters have transported me beyond
This ignorant present, and I feel now

The future in the instant.

MACBETH: My dearest love,
Duncan comes here to-night.
LADY MACBETH: And when goes hence?

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts
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Si sd desfatuiasca cumplita hotdrare!
Oriunde voi ati fi al omorului demoni!
Asteptand nevdzuti, grozavii in natura
Veniti la peptul meu, ca sa sugeti veninu’
In loc de dulce lapte! Si tu o noapte vino,
Vino innourata cu ai iadului aburi,

Ca nu cutitul meu, sa poatdvedea rana
Ce 1nsusi a fdcut, ca nu cerul sa poatd
Rézbate prin a la tenebroasa perdea,

Si sd strige: opreste!
Macbeth vine

O, marele meu Glamis!

Inalte than de Cawdor! Tu ce maresti inci
Viitoarea menire! Scumpa ta scrisoare
Asa m-a depadrtat de pacdtos azi

Incat acum simtesc futurul in prezent.
MACBETH: Draguta mea, chiar azi vine Duncan aici.

LADY MACBETH: Si cand vrea sa se duca?
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MACBETH: To-morrow, —as he purposes.
LADY MACBETH: O, never

Shall sun that morrow see!

Your face, my thane, is as a book, where men
May read strange matters. — To beguile the time,
Look like the time; bear welcome in your eye.
Your hand, your tongue: look like the innocent flower,
But be the serpent under it. He that’s coming
Must be provided for; and you shall put

This night’s great business into my despatch;
Which shall to all our nights and days to come,
Give solely sovereign sway and masterdom.

MACBETH: We will speak further.
LADY MACBETH: Only look up clear;
To alter favor ever is to fear.

Leave all the rest to me.

Exeunt.
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MACBETH: Maine pe cat a spus. —

LADY MACBETH: O niciodata vaza soarele acesta maine!

Fa;a ta, scumpe than, este ca o carte.

In care minunate lucruri stau inscrise. —
De voiai sa-nseli pe lume, poarta-te ca lumea,
Pune buna primire, fatarnic tu in ochi

In mana si limba; arata-te ca floarea
Nevinovat si bland, ca sarpele sub ea,

Fii insa veninos. Cel ce ne vine trebuie

Bine potrivit; iar mainii mele-ncrede

A noptii mare faptd, ce, cate nopti si zile

Va avea viitorul, fac sa ne rasplateasca

Cu putere unica si coroand regeascad.
MACBETH: Vom mai vorbi de-aceste.
LADY MACBETH: Te rog insa fii vesel;
Schimbaera fetei noastre aduce-usor prepus;
Cat pentru celelalte, increde-te in mine.

Ies
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SCENE VI
The same. Before the Castle. Hautboys.
Servants of Macbeth attending.

Enter Duncan, Malcolm, Donalbain, Banquo, Lenox,
Macduff, Rosse, Angus, and Attendants.
DUNCAN:This castle hath a pleasant seat; the air
Nimbly and sweetly recommends itself

Unto our gentle senses.

BANQUO:This guest of summer,

The temple-haunting martlet, does approve,

By his loved mansionry, that the heaven’s breath
Smells wooingly here: no jutty, frieze,

Buttress, nor coign of vantage, but this bird

Hath made his pendent bed and procreant cradle:

William Shakespeare
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SCENA VI
Tot acolo, dinaintea castelului

Duncan, Malcolm, Donalbain, Banquo, Lenox, Macduff,
Angus vin

DUNCAN: Castelul dsta are pozitie placutd;
Si aerul curat primitor ne cuprinde

Veselele simturi.

BANQUO: Oaspetele varatic,

Mica randunica, ce-n templuri se cuibdreste,
Aratd prin a sa muncitoare sadire,

Cu o suflare cereasca dulce-aici abureste;
Niciun colt, niciun stalp, n-a ramas neincarcat,
Cu aerescul leagdn al blandei pasarici.

Where they most breed and haunt, I have observed, Si unde cu pldacere ea isi asazd cuibul,

The air is delicate.
Enter LADY MACBETH

Totdeaun’ am gdsit, el mai limpede aeru’.
LADY MACBETH vine
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DUNCAN: See, see! our honored hostess!

The love that follows us, sometime is our trouble,
Which still we thank as love. Herein I teach you
How you shall bid God yield us for your pains.
And thank us for your trouble.

LADY MACBETH: All our service,

In every point twice done, and then done double.
Were poor and single business, to contend
Against those honors, deep and broad, wherewith
Your majesty loads our house. For those of old,
And the late dignities heaped up to them,

We rest your hermits.

DUNCAN: Where’s the thane of Cawdor?

We coursed him at the heels, and had a purpose
To be his purveyor: but he rides well:

And his great love, sharp as his spur, hath holp him
To his home before us. Fair and noble hostess.

We are your guest to-night.

William Shakespeare
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DUNCAN: Jatd nobila gazda! Iubirea ce ne-urmeaza
E des impovadrare; noi insa ei multumim

Fiindca e iubire. Din aceasta invatati

A ruga, sd ne dea cerul rasplatire

Pentru truda ce-ti ddm, multumindu-ne inca

De sarcinile voastre.

LADY MACBETH: Serviciurile noastre, de ar fi pe atat,
S-apoi inca indoite, insa tot ar parea

Prea mici si prea debile, langa inalta favoare

Ce Majestatea voastra aduce casei noastre.

Pentru onoarea trecutd, cat pentru cea din urma,

Ce pe toate le intrece in pomelnicul nostru

Vd vom pune etern.

DUNCAN: Unde-i thanul de Cawdor?

L-am urmarit de-aproape, gandind ca vom putea
Sa-1 anuntam noi insine, dar calareste iute;

Simarea sa iubire, mai ascutitd inca

Decat pintenul sdu, 1-a facut sad ajunga

Inainte aici. Iubita noastra gazda,
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Pentru noaptea aceasta suntem al vostru oaspete.
LADY MACBETH:Your servants ever LADY MACBETH: Toate cate le avem, precum insine si noi
Have theirs, themselves and what is theirs, in compt, Sunt etern ale voastre, caci nu le poseddam
To make their audit at your highness’ pleasure, Decét ca un vigil, ce are a da seamad
Still to return your own. Oricand veti ordona, si de vd dam ceva

Din al vostru va dam.
DUNCAN:Give me your hand; DUNCAN: Da-ti mi ména, va rog;
Conduct me to mine host: we love him highly, Sa ma duceti la gazdd. Din inimd-1 iubim,
And shall continue our graces towards him. Si a noastra favoare ii este asigurata
By your leave, hostess. Pe cat noi vom trdi. Da-mi voie, scumpd gazda.
Exeunt O ia de mand si intrd in castel, cu altii dupd dangii
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SCENE VII.
The same. A Room in the Castle, Hautboys and torches.

Enter, and pass over the stage, a Sewer, and divers Servants
with dishes and service. Then enter Macbeth.

MACBETH: If it were done when “tis done, then “twere well
It were done quickly: if the assassination

Could trammel up the consequence, and catch

With his surcease success; that but this blow

Might be the be-all and the end-all here,

But here, upon this bank and shoal of time,

We'd jump the life to come. But in these cases

We still have judgment here; that we but teach

Bloody instructions, which, being taught, return

To plague the inventor: this even-handed justice
Commends the ingredients of our poisoned chalice

To our own lips. He’s here in double trust;

First, as I am his kinsman and his subject,

34
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SCENA VIIL
Tot acolo, ograda castelului.

Hoboi si fiaclii. Mai mulfi servitori trec cu blide peste scend, pe urmd
Macbeth

MACBETH: De s-ar putea desface, omul de ce face,
Ar fi la fapte grabnic: — De ar putea omorul
Departa de-al sau rest, orice urmare rea,

Si scoate de la fund o singura isbutire:

Incat cu-o loviturs, odati pentru etern

Sa se sfarseasca totul in aceastd viata

Pe banca de scolar a greului prezent —

Bucuros as jertfi cerescului viitor. —

Pentru asa fapte insd ne vine rasplatirea

Tot de un’ inca-aici, s-abia paradosim

Noi lectia de sange, c-o vedem pedepsind

Pe acela ce-i dd ndscare, si eterna dreptate

Cu puternica sa nestramutatd mana,
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Strong both against the deed; then, as his host,
Who should against his murderer shut the door,
Not bear the knife myself. Besides, this Duncan
Hath borne his faculties so meek, hath been

So clear in his great office, that his virtues

Will plead like angels, trumpet-tongued, against
The deep damnation of his taking-off;

And pity, like a naked new-born babe,

Striding the blast, or heaven’s cherubim, horsed
Upon the sightless couriers of the air,

Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye,

That tears shall drown the wind. I have no spur
To prick the sides of my intent, but only
Vaulting ambition, which o’erleaps itself

And falls on the other. — How now, what news?

William Shakespeare
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Ne sileste a bea, otravitul pahar,

Ce altora pregdteam. —

El se gdseste aici sub indoita paza —
Cdci datoria mea, de var si de supus
Deopotrivd ma opreste de la crudul meu plan
S-apoi cum as putea, chiar eu—eu gazda sa
Ce ar trebui sa inchid ucigasilor poarta

Sa amenint al sdu pept cu fatalul cutit. —

Pe langa toate aceste, el a purtat coroana
Cu atata blandete, a ramas la putere

Atat de nestricat, ca virtutile sale,

Ca ingerii din cer, vor trambita pedepse
Pentru groasa cruzime a omorului sdu;
Atunci compdtimirea, duioasd ca un prunc.
Ce gol, abia ndscut, ne intinde ale sale brate,
Cadlare pe un vifor, ca cherubii ceresti

Si pornesc nevdzuti, pe aerescii cai,

Va sufla cruda faptd in fiecare ochi

Pana ce un potop de lacrimi va ineca
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Enter LADY MACBETH

LADY MACBETH: He has almost supped: why have you left
the chamber?

MACBETH: Hath he asked for me?

LADY MACBETH: Know you not, he has?

MACBETH: We will proceed no further in this business:

He hath honoured me of late; and I have bought

Golden opinions from all sorts of people,

Which would be worn now in their newest gloss,

Not cast aside so soon.

LADY MACBETH: Was the hope drunk

Wherein you dressed yourself? hath it slept since?
And wakes it now, to look so green and pale

At what it did so freely? From this time

William Shakespeare
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Furtuna ce starnise. — Eu nu gdsesc alt ghimpe

Ca sd pot imboldi coarda vointei mele,

Decat ambitia mea, ce in a sa saltare

Se vatama, si cade dincolo de tel: — Ce este de ai venit?
LADY MACBETH vine

LADY MACBETH: De ce te-ai departat,

Din sala de la el? Cina mai s-a sfarsit.

MACBETH: Intrebat-a de mine?

LADY MACBETH: Nu stii c-a intrebat?

MACBETH: Ascultd, eu nu vreau, sd mergem mai departe,
In cele hotirate. Nu de mult el mi-a dat

Insemnat favoare, si stima aurits,

Ce-am céstigat acum de la tot soiu” de insi,

Vrea sa fie purtate in noua sa lucire.

Sinu asa curand lepadatd-n dispret.

LADY MACBETH: Era sperarea beatd, in care te-nvalui?
Dormit-a ea de atunci, si s-a sculat acum

Sa se uite cu-o fatd galbena si stearsa,

La cele ce-a facut atat de bucuros? —
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Such I account thy love. Art thou afeard Asa voi pretui de-acum iubirea ta.
To be the same in thine own act and valour Oare esti prea fricos, a fi tot acel om
As thou art in desire? Wouldst thou have that In fapt in vitejie ce erai in dorinte?
Which thou esteem’st the ornament of life, Ai vrea sa castigi, ce insuti pretuiesti
And live a coward in thine own esteem, Ca podoaba vietii, si ai putea totodatd,
Letting ‘I dare not” wait upon ‘I would,’ Sa fii, tu un misel, tu insuti ochii tai?
Like the poor cat i’ the adage? Ce trebui sd mai spui ,Md tem” dupa , As vrea”,
Ca sarmanul motan din vorba batraneasca?
MACBETH: Pr’ythee, peace: MACBETH: Linisteste-te, sora! —
I dare do all that may become a man; Ce indrazneste omul, voi indrazni si eu;
Who dares do more is none. Cine incearca mai mult acela nu e om.
LADY MACBETH:What beast was't, then, LADY MACBETH: Ce fiara te-a impins, sa-mi descoperi dar
That made you break this enterprise to me? planul?
When you durst do it, then you were a man; Cand cutezai s-o faci, atunci erai barbat;
And, to be more than what you were, you would Si de a fi mai mult, decat erai te face,
Be so much more the man. Nor time nor place Mai mult incd barbat. Nici vreme, nici prilej
Did then adhere, and yet you would make both: Nu aveai, si amandoua voiai ca sa le faci;
They have made themselves, and that their fitness now Acum insusi se fdcu, si tocmai ajutorul
Does unmake you. I have given suck, and know Ce-ti dau te-ar opri? Eu am hrénit copil,
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How tender ‘tis to love the babe that milks me:

I would, while it was smiling in my face,

Have plucked my nipple from his boneless gumes,
And dashed the brains out, had I so sworn as you
Have done to this.

MACBETH: If we should fail —

LADY MACBETH: We fail!

But screw your courage to the sticking-place.
And we’ll not fail. When Duncan is asleep,
(Whereto the rather shall his day’s hard journey
Soundly invite him,) his two chamberlains

Will I with wine and wassel so convince,

That memory, the warder of the brain,

Shall be a fume, and the receipt of reason

A limbeck only. When in swinish sleep

Their drenched natures lie, as in a death,

What cannot you and I perform upon

The unguarded Duncan? what not put upon

His spongy officers, who shall bear the guilt

William Shakespeare
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Stiu cét era de dulce, a lor scumpa zambire
Cand fragedele buze, sugeau la peptul meu;
De la san l-as fi smuls, si sdrobit de pareti
De-as fi jurat si eu cum ai jurat c-ai face-o.

MACBETH: Si nu am izbuti—

LADY MACBETH: Si nu am izbuti! —
Intoarce-ti barbatia pand unde std coarda,
Si sigur izbutim. Cand Duncan va dormi,
(Si este de crezut, ca va dormi adanc
Dupa truda de azi) asa voi ameti

Eu pajii lui cu vin, cd pdzitoarea mintii,
Memoria, va fi, nu alta decat fum,

Iar vasul judecatei, o retorta cu aburi—
Sicand, inecati, in somnu’ dobitocesc,
Vor zace ca in moarte, ce n-om putea noi face
Nepazitului Duncan? si ce nu descarca
Pe imbatatii paji, ci vor fi acuzati

De cumplitul omor?
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Of our great quell?

MACBETH: Bring forth men children only;

For thy undaunted mettle should compose

Nothing but males. Will it not be received,

When we have marked with blood those sleepy two
Of his own chamber and used their very daggers,
That they have done’t?

LADY MACBETH: Who dares receive it other?

As we shall make our griefs and clamor roar

Upon his death?

MACBETH: I am settled, and bend up

Each corporal agent to this terrible feat.

Away, and mock the time wdth fairest show;

False face must hide what the false heart doth know.
Exeunt
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MACBETH: Fa-mi tu numai bdieti!

Din vrajmasul tdu san nu va putea iesi,
Alta decat barbati. Nu vor crede cu totii
Si vom unge cu sange pe adormitii paji,

Si de ne vom servi de insisi junghii lor,
C4 1i sunt vinovati?

LADY MACBETH: Cine va cuteza

Sa gandeasca altfel, cand a durerii noastre
Tipete si plangeri, vor jeli moartea sa?
MACBETH: Sunt deplin hotarat; intins e orice nerv
Spre teribila faptd. Haidem, sa amagim
Prin veselie lumea: Falsa fatd ascunde,
Toate cele ce falsa inima cuprinde!

les
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ACTII ACTII
SCENE L SCENA L.
The same. Court within the Castle. Tot acolo, ograda castelului.
Enter Banquo and Fleance, and a Servant, with a torch Bangquo si Fleance cu o ficlie in mand
before them.
BANQUO: How goes the night, boy? BANQUO: Cate ore baiete?
FLEANCE: The moon is down; I have not heard the clock. FLEANCE: N-am auzit batand,
Insd luna a apus.
BANQUO: And she goes down at twelve. BANQUO: imi pare ci apune,
Pe-acum la mieul noptii.
FLEANCE: I take't, “tis later, sir. FLEANCE: Cred ca e mai tarziu.
BANQUO: Hold, take my sword. There’s husbandry in BANQUO: Tine-mi spada — se face economie-n cer Lumanarile
heaven; -au stins. —Na, tine si acesta.
Their candles are all out. Take thee that too. Ca plumbul cade greu somnul pe ochii mei.
A heavy summons lies like lead upon me, Sin-as vrea sa dorm. O zeiesti puteri!
And yet I would not sleep: merciful powers, Departati de la mine relele gandiri
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Restrain in me the cursed thoughts that nature
Gives way to in repose! —Give me my sword —
Enter Macbeth, and a Servant with a torch.

Who's there?

MACBETH: A friend.

BANQUO: What, sir, not yet at rest? The king’s abed.
He hath been in unusual pleasure, and

Sent forth great largess to your officers:

This diamond he greets your wife withd.

By the name of most kind hostess; and shut up
In measureless content.

MACBETH: Being unprepared,

Our will became the servant to defect;

Which else should free have wrought.
BANQUO: All's well.

I dreamt last night of the three weird sisters:
To you they have showed some truth.
MACBETH: I think not of them,

Yet, when we can entreat an hour to serve,

William Shakespeare
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Ce natura prin somn dezveleste in noi. —

Déa-mi spada inapoi.

Macbeth si un servitor cu o ficlie vin

Cine esti?

MACBETH: Un amic.

BANQUO: Ce, sunteti inca treaz? Regele e culcat.
El era foarte vesel, si a trimes mari daruri
La toti casnicii vostri, iar acest diamant.
Eu sunt insdrcinat, a-1 da drept salutare
Scumpei sale gazde. Asa de multumit.
Nu l-am vazut eu inca.

MACBETH: Fiind nepreggatiti,

Buna noastra plecare n-a putut dezveli.
Toatd vointa sa, si a dat numai lipsa.

BANQUO: Nu, toate erau bine.Am visat nu de mult

Pe fiintele alea ce-n lunca am intalnit:
Pentru voi tot au spus, ceva adevarat.

MACBETH: Nu mai gandesc la ele. De am gdsi noi insa

O ord cuvenitd, as vrea sa vorbim
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Would spend it in some words upon that business.
If you would grant the time.
BANQUO: At your kind'st leisure.

MACBETH: If you shall cleave to my consent, when “tis,

It shall make honour for you.

BANQUO: So I lose none

In seeking to augment it, but still keep

My bosom franchised and allegiance clear,
I shall be counselled.

MACBETH: Good repose, the while!
BANQUO:Thanks, sir: the like to you!
Exeunt BANQUO

MACBETH: Go bid thy mistress, when my drink is ready,

She strike upon the bell. Get thee to bed

Exit Servant

Is this a dagger which I see before me,

William Shakespeare
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Putin despre aceasta. Pe cand ati avea vreme?

BANQUO: Oricand veti socoti.
MACBETH: De veti putea uni

Cu ideile mele —cand va fi, de va fi—
Vor aduce onoare.

BANQUO: De nu voi pierde-o numai,
Voind sa 0 maresc, si de va raméane
Constiinta curata, si datoria mea

De vasal neatinsa, bucuros voi primi
Sfaturile voastre.

MACBETH: Pana atunci noapte buna.
BANQUO: Asemenea si voud.

Banquo si Fleance ies

MACBETH: Sa spui domnitei tale, sa traga clopotelul,
Cand va fi bautura de noapte pregatitd;
Si du-te de te culca. —

Servitorul iese

Dar ce pumnal zdresc

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro

The University of Bucharest. 2016



William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts
Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

43

The handle toward my hand? Come, let me clutch thee. Pe dinaintea mea, cu manunchiul spre mine?

I have thee not, and yet I see thee still.

Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible

To feeling as to sight? or art thou but

A dagger of the mind, a false creation,
Proceeding from the heat-oppressed brain?

I see thee yet, in form as palpable

As this which now I draw.

Thou marshall’st me the way that I was going;
And such an instrument I was to use.

Mine eyes are made the fools 0" the other senses,
Or else worth all the rest; I see thee still,

And on thy blade and dudgeon gouts of blood,
Which was not so before. There’s no such thing;:
It is the bloody business which informs

Thus to mine eyes. Now o’er the one halfworld
Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse
The curtained sleep; witchcraft celebrates

Pale Hecate’s offerings, and withered murder,

Vino, sa te apuc —Necontenit te vad,

Si tot nu te pot prinde. Fapturd infernala
De ce nu te simteste mana ca si ochiul?

Sau esti o nalucire netrebnica iesita

Din muncitii mei creieri? Cu toate ca te vad
Asa de lamurit, cum vad acest pumnal,

Ce din teaca eu scot.

Tu calea-mi deschizi, pe care vreau sa merg,
Si tocmai de-asa arme voiam sa ma servesc.
Sau ele alte simturi, se joc de ochiul meu,
Sau el le-ntrece toate. — Eu inc3; tot te vad,
Si picaturi de sange, ce intai nu erau,

Se ivesc pe manunchi, — Nu exista asa lucru
Este fapta de sange, ce e pe ochiul meu

Asa la invatatura. — Natura pare moartd;
Acum in emisfera pe care ne gasim,

Si visuri stricdcioase ne ispitesc prin somn;
Puterile vrajesti au si-nceput serviciul
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44
Alarmedd by his sentinel, the wolf, A negrei Hecate, si grosavul omor,
Whose howl’s his watch, thus with his stealthy pace. Ce sentinela sa, lupul a trezit
With Tarquin’s ravishing strides, towards his design Urland ei ora noptii, — paseste stachios,
Moves like a ghost. Thou sure and firm-set earth, Intocmai ca Tarquin, cand furis se grabea
Hear not my steps, which way they walk, for fear Sd ajunggd la tel, la cruda silnicie. —
Thy very stones prate of my whereabout, Pamantul nestramutat, n-aude pasul meu
And take the present horror from the time, Oriunde m-ar purta, ca nu pietrele tale
Which now suits with it. Whiles I threat, he lives: Destdinuindu-mi fapta, sa lipseasca pe noapte
Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives. De grosava tdcere, ce acum nevoieste. —

Dar cat vorbesc aici, el traieste-acolo;
Pentru fierbintea fapta prea rece e cuvantul!
Ma duc si e facut:

A bell rings Se aude clopotelul

I go, and it is done; the bell invites me. Clopotul ma-ndeamna

Hear it not, Duncan; for it is a knell Duncan, nu-1 aude, e clopotul de moarte,
That summons thee to heaven, or to hell. Ce la cer sau la iad te cheamad-n astd noapte.
Exit lese
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SCENE I1.
The same.

Enter Lady Macbeth.

LADY MACBETH: That which hath made them drunk, hath
made me bold

What hath quenched them hath given me fire.--Hark! Peace!
It was the owl that shrieked, the fatal bellman,

Which gives the stern’st good-night. He is about it:

The doors are open; and the surfeited grooms

Do mock their charge with snores: I have drugged

their possets,

That death and nature do contend about them,

Whether they live or die.

MACBETH: [Within] Who's there? what, ho!

LADY MACBETH: Alack! I am afraid, they have awaked,
And ‘tis not done; — the attempt, and not the deed.
Confounds us. —Hark!—1I laid their daggers ready;

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

SCENA 1I.
La fel

Lady Macbeth vine.

LADY MACBETH: Ce imbatd pe ei, pe mine ma trezeste
Si ce stinge pe ei, pe mine md aprinde —

Asculta! —Bufna tip4, o tristd sentineld;

A cdrui bund noapte, cu fiori ne cuprinde. —

Acum el e la treabda — deschisa este usa,

Si fordind se joacd de-nsdrcinarea lor

Pajii imbatati, asa le-am pregatit

Biutura de tare, incat acum natura

Cu moartea este in lupte, despre viata lor,

MACBETH: [Se arati sus] Cine este acolo? Ha? Ce?

LADY MACBETH: Vai de mine! mad tem, cd s-or fi trezit pajii,
Si ce n-a izbutit—incercarea, nu fapta

Ne pierde, si ascultdim —indemanad i-am pus
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He could not miss them. —Had he not resembled
My father as he slept, I had done’t. — My husband?

Enter Macbeth

MACBETH: I have done the deed.

— Didst thou not hear a noise?

LADY MACBETH: | heard the owl scream, and the crickets
cry.Did not you speak?

MACBETH: When?

LADY MACBETH: Now.

MACBETH: As I descended?

LADY MACBETH: Ay.

MACBETH: Hark!

Who lies i’ the second chamber?

LADY MACBETH: Donalbain.

MACBETH: This is a sorry sight.

Looking on his hands

LADY MACBETH: A foolish thought, to say a sorry sight.
MACBETH:There’s one did laugh in his sleep, and one cried,

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

Pumnalele acolo si sigur le-a gasit. —

De n-ar fi semanat, in somn cu tatil meu

Eu singur o faceam — Ei! cum std barbate?
Macbeth intrd

MACBETH: Savarsita e fapta.

—N-ai auzit nimic?

LADY MACBETH: Numai tipatul bufnei, si cantice de greieri.
Ce-ntrebai?

MACBETH: Cand?

LADY MACBETH: Acum.

MACBETH: Acum, cAnd am venit?

LADY MACBETH: Asa.

MACBETH: Stii cine doarme, in odaia a doua?

LADY MACBETH: Donalbain.

MACBETH: Acolo spectacolul este trist.

Uitandu-se la madinile sale

LADY MACBETH: E gluma de a numi asa spectacol trist.
MACBETH: Unul radea prin somn,—ucigasi! striga altul,
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murder!

That they did wake each other; I stood and heard them:
But they did say their prayers, and addressed them

Again to sleep.

LADY MACBETH: There are two lodged together.
MACBETH: One cried, God bless us! and, amen, the other;
As they had seen me, with these hangman’s hands.
Listening their fear, I could not say, amen.

When they did say, God bless us.

LADY MACBETH: Consider it not so deeply.

MACBETH: But wherefore could not I pronounce, amen?

I had most need of blessing, and amen

Stuck in my throat.

LADY MACBETH: These deeds must not be thought

After these ways; so, it will make us mad.

MACBETH: Methought, I heard a voice cry, Sleep no more!
Macbeth does murder sleep, the innocent sleep;

Sleep that knits up the ravelled sleeve of care,

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

Trezindu-se astfel; eu stam si ii auzeam,
Ei insd sopotind, rugamintile lor

Din nou au adormit.

LADY MACBETH: Dormeau dar la un loc.

MACBETH: ,S& ne pazeascd Domnul”! spunea unul din ei
Si amin! dlalalt; ca cum ar fi vazut

Mana mea de cdldu. Iar pandind frica lor

Eu nu am putut spune, amin, cand se-nchinau.

,5d ne pdzeascd Domnul! “

LADY MACBETH: N-o lua asa greu.

MACBETH: Dar de ce n-am putut, sa spun si eu amin?
Eu nevoiam mai mult, a Domnului pazire

Si tocmai mie, amin, se opri in gatlej.

LADY MACBETH: Sa nu gandim astfel, despre faptele aceste;

Asa ne innebunesc.

MACBETH: Imi pdrea, cd strigd

Un glas: ,Nu mai dormiti, Macbeth ucide somnul!”
Nevinovatul somn ce descurca a durerii
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The death of each day’s life, sore labour’s bath,
Balm of hurt minds, great nature’s second course,
Chief nourisher in life’s feast;

LADY MACBETH: What do you mean?

MACBETH: Still it cried, Sleep no more! to all the house.
Glamis hath murdered sleep; and therefore Cawdor
Shall sleep no more —Macbeth shall sleep no more!
LADY MACBETH: Who was it that thus cried? Why, worthy
thane,

You do unbend your noble strength, to think

So brainsickly of things. Go get some water,

And wash this filthy witness from your hand.

Why did you bring these daggers from the place?

They must lie there: go carry them; and smear

The sleepy grooms with blood.

MACBETH: I'll go no more.

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

Incalcitele ghemuri, moartea a fieciruia

De-a vietii noastre zi, rdcoritoarea baie

A jignitoarei trude, mantuitorul balsam

Al inimii ranite, al doilea serviciu

In ospatul naturii, blidul ei mai satios

La banchetul vietii.

LADY MACBETH: Nu inteleg ce spui.

MACBETH: Necontenit striga, prin casd ,Nu dormijci!

'Il

Glamis ucide somnul!“si de aceea etern
Cawdor n-a mai dormi, Macbcth n-a mai dormi.
LADY MACBETH: Insi cine era, acela care striga?
Tu pierzi, iubite than, inalta ta putere,

Avand asupra aceste, asa negre gandiri.

Du-te ia ceva ap4, si spald-ti de pe maini
Spurcata marturie. — Ce ai adus cu tine
Pumnalele acolo? Acolo le e locul;

‘Aide du-le inapoi, si muruieste cu sange

Pe adormitii paji.

MACBETH: O! nu ma mai intorc;
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I am afraid to think what I have done;

Look on’t again, I dare not.

LADY MACBETH: Infirm of purpose!

Give me the daggers. The sleeping, and the dead,
Are but as pictures; “tis the eye of childhood,

That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed,

I'll gild the faces of the grooms withal.

For it must seem their guilt.

Exit. Knocking within

MACBETH: Whence is that knocking?

How is’t with me, when every noise appals me?
What hands are here? ha! they pluck out mine eyes.
Will all great Neptune’s ocean wash this blood
Clean from my hand? No, this my hand will rather
The multitudinous seas in incarnadine,

Making the green one red.

Re-enter LADY MACBETH

LADY MACBETH: My hands are of your colour; but I shame

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

Ma tem de a gandi, la ceea ce-am facut—

Dar incd s-o mai vad!

LADY MACBETH: O ce vointa slaba!

Voi duce eu pumnalele. Adormitii si mortii
Nu sunt decat tablouri; numai ochiul de prunc
Se sperie cand vede vreun drac pictorit.

De va fi ldsat sange, cu rosu boiesc pe paji
Imbricandu-i asa, cu a crimei livre

lese. Se aude batand

MACBETH: Oare cine ne vine? In ce stare-am ajuns
De fiecare vuit, cu spaime ma umple?

Ce maini sunt aceste? Ha! ochii ele-mi scot—
Pute-va oceanul a marelui Neptun

Sa spele vreodatd, ména mea de acest sange?
O nu; mult mai usor va putea mana mea

Cu purpurd sd dea numeroasele mari
Schimband verde in rosu.

LADY MACBETH se intoarce

LADY MACBETH: Acum si mana mea
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To wear a heart so white.

Knocking within

I hear a knocking

At the south entry: retire we to our chamber;
A little water clears us of this deed:

How easy is it, then! Your constancy

Hath left you unattended.

Knocking within

Hark! more knocking.

Get on your nightgown, lest occasion call us,
And show us to be watchers. Be not lost

So poorly in your thoughts.

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts
Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

50
E rosie ca a ta; dar rusine mi-ar fi

De as avea ca tine si eu inima alba.

Se bate la poartd

Se aude batand, la poarta din afara —

Sa mergem in iatac; cu putinticd apa
Spaldm a noastrd faptd, si atunci ea va pdrea
Si tie o0 nimica. Cu totul te-a lasat
Statornicia ta.

Se bate la poartd

Ascults, batu din nou.

Trebuie, sd te dezbraci, ca nu fiind silit
A te arata, sd vadd; ca nu erai culcat!

Nu te pierde prosteste in negre cugetari.

MACBETH: To know my deed, ‘twere best not know myself. MACBETH: A sti de fapta mea! —mai bine nu as sti,

Knocking within

C3d am fost eu vreodata.
Se bate la poarti

Wake Duncan with thy knocking! I would thou couldst! Trezeste tu batand

Exeunt

Pe Duncan! as voi s fie cu putinta
les
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SCENE I11.
The same.

Knocking within. Enter a Porter

Porter: Here’s a knocking indeed! If a man were porter of hell-
gate, he should have old turning the key.

Knocking within

Knock, knock, knock! Who's there, i” the name of Beelzebub?
Here’s a farmer, that hanged himself on the expectation of
plenty: come in time; have napkins enough about you; here
you'll sweat for’t.

Knocking within

Knock, knock! Who's there, in the other devil’s name? Faith,
here’s an equivocator, that could swear in both the scales
against either scale; who committed treason enough for God’s
sake,yet could not equivocate to heaven: O, come

in, equivocator.

Knocking within

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

SCENA II1.
La fel

Portarul intrd. Se bate la usi

Portarul: Ce-i drept! acesta se cheama a bate! De ar fi cineva
portarul iadului ar avea ce intorce cheia.

Se bate

Poc, Poc, Poc. Cine-I acolo in numele lui Belzebub? lati un
speculant de grau, ce s-a spanzurat, vdazand semdnaturile bune.
Bine ai venit; ti-ai adus incalte si basmale, céci aici vei asuda de
ajuns!

Se bate

Poc, Poc, Poc: Cine-i acolo in numele vreunui alt drac? Pe
cruceamea vreun carciocar, ce a jurat in fiecare cumpdand,in
contra altei cumpene, ce a facut in numele lui Dumnezeu,
tradari de ajuns, fard ca sd poata intra, prin vreo tradare in cer.
Potim carciocarule.

Se bate
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Knock, knock, knock. Who's there? ‘Faith, here’s an English
tailor come hither, for stealing out of a French hose. Come in,
tailor; here you may roast your goose.

Knocking within

Knock, knock; never at quiet! What are you? But this place is
too cold for hell. I'll devil-porter it no further: I had thought
to have let in some of all professions that go the primrose
way to the everlasting bonfire.

Knocking within

Anon, anon! I pray you, remember the porter.

Opens the gate.

Enter MACDUFF and LENOX

MACDUFF: Was it so late, friend, ere you went to bed,

That you do lie so late?

Porter: Faith sir, we were carousing till the second cock: and
drink, sir, is a great provoker of three things.

MACDUFF: What three things does drink especially
provoke?

52
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Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

Poc, Poc: Cine-i acolo? Pe crucea mea, un croitor englez, ce a
furat o bucatd dintr-un pantalon francez: poftim, croitorule: aci
ti-ai putea rosi ferul.

Se bate

Poc, poc,—etern n-am repaus. —Dar aci e pre frig pentru iad.
Nu mai vreau sa fiu portarul dracului. Aveam de gand sa
primesc din fiecare meserie vreo cativa din acii, ci cdlatoresc pe
cai de roze spre eternul foc de veselie.

Se bate

Intrati, indatad! Nu uitati va rog, ca si un portar este om.
Deschide poarta.

MACDUEFF si LENOX intrd

MACDUFF: Te-ai culcat tarziu badita, de te scoli asa de tarziu?

Portarul: Pe sufletul meu, my lord, am banchetuit pana ce a
cantat cocosul de doua ori, si beutura desteapta mai cu seama
trei lucruri.

MACDUEFFE: Si anume?
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Porter: Marry, sir, nose-painting, sleep, and urine. Lechery,
sir, it provokes, and unprovokes; it provokes the desire, but
it takes away the performance: therefore, much drink may be
said to be an equivocator with lechery: it makes him, and it
mars him; it sets him on, and it takes him off; it persuades
him, and disheartens him; makes him stand to, and not stand
to; in conclusion, equivocates him in a sleep, and, giving him
the lie, leaves him.

MACDUFF: I believe drink gave thee the lie last night.

Porter: That it did, sir, i’ the very throat on me: but I requited
him for his lie; and, I think, being too strong for him, though
he took up my legs sometime, yet I made a shift to cast him.

MACDUEFF: Is thy master stirring? Our knocking has awaked
him; here he comes.

Enter MACBETH

LENOX: Good morrow, noble sir.

MACBETH: Good morrow, both.

53
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Portarul: D-apoi, my lord, nasuri rosii, somn si pisat. Pe
curvdrie, o desteaptd si o indduseste totodatd, desteapta
dorinta, si indduseste fapta. De aceea putem zice, ca beutura
este un ipocrit in privinta curvdriei; o face si-o desface, o
imboldeste si o infraneazd, o indeamna si o sperie, ii spune sa
fie viteaza si sa nu fie viteazd, cArciocAnd o adoarme, o da de

minciund si spald putina.

MACDUFF: Mi pare cd si pe tine te-a dat in astd noapte beutura
de minciuna.

Portarul: Asa, my lord, m-a dat de minciund, verde in ochi, dar
am raspldtit eu minciunile ei, si-mi pare ca am covarsit-o, cdci
cu toate ca mi-a pus piedicd de vreo cateva ori, tot am gdsit un
mestesug sd o dau afara.

MACDUFF: S-a sculat Domnul tau? Dar iute insusi vine.

Macbeth vine
LENOX: Bund zi inalte than.
MACBETH: Bundi la amandoi.
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MACDUEFF: Is the king stirring, worthy thane?

MACBETH: Not yet.

MACDUFF: He did command me to call timely on him:

I have almost slipped the hour.

MACBETH: I'll bring you to him.

MACDUEFE: I know this is a joyful trouble to you;
But yet “tis one.

MACBETH: The labour we delight in physics pain.
This is the door.

MACDUFF: I'll make so bold to call,

For “tis my limited service.

Exit MACDUFF

LENOX: Goes the king hence to-day?

MACBETH: He does: he did appoint so.

LENOX: The night has been unruly: where we lay,
Our chimneys were blown down; and, as they say,

Lamentings heard i’ the air; strange screams of death,

And prophesying with accents terrible

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

MACDUFF: Nu stii nobile than,

Daca regele e treaz?

MACBETH: Inci nu l-am vizut.

MACDUFF: El m-a insdrcinat, sa-l trezesc de cu zi,
Si mai c-a trecut ora.

MACBETH: De vreti, va duc la el.

MACDUFF: Toate-aceste v-aduc o supdrare dulce,
Dar tot e supdrare.

MACBETH: O munci ce ne place

Devine desfatare. Aici e usa.

MACDUEFF: Gandesc

Cd ajunge sa-1 strig; n-a ordonat mai mult.
MACDUEFF iese

LENOX: Porneste regele azi?

MACBETH: Asa, pe cat a spus.

LENOX: Teribila a fost noaptea. Furtuna a dat jos
O sobd in odaia, unde eram culcati,

Si dupa cum o spun, s-au auzit prin aer

Lugubre lamentatii, si vaitari de morti,
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Of dire combustion and confused events

New hatched to the woeful time: the obscure bird
Clamoured the livelong night: some say, the earth
Was feverous and did shake.

MACBETH: ‘Twas a rough night.

LENOX: My young remembrance cannot parallel

A fellow to it.

Re-enter Macduff.

MACDUEFE: O horror, horror, horror! Tongue nor heart
Cannot conceive nor name thee!

MACBETH,LENOX: What's the matter?

MACDUFF: Confusion now hath made his masterpiece!
Most sacrilegious murder hath broke ope

The Lord’s anointed temple, and stole thence

The life o’ the building]!

MACBETH: What is ‘t you say? the life?

LENOX: Mean you his majesty?

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

Ce cu grosave glasuri, prevesteau crude focuri

Si funeste intdmplari, de-a cumplitelor vremi

Ciudate ndscociri. Toatd noaptea a tipat

Intunecoasa bufnd, si mai spun ca pamantul

Ca-n friguri tremura.

MACBETH: A fost o aspra noapte.

LENOX: Cum juna mea memorie, nu poate sa gdseasca
O adoua.

Macduff se intoarce inapoi de sus.

MACDUEFF: O, groaza! groaza! groaza! nici inima, nici limba
Nu poate s-o cuprindd, nu poate s-o numeasca!
MACBETH si LENOX: Ce este?

MACDUFF: Acum s-aratd, ce mester este iadul!
Sacrilegul omor a cdlcat sfantul templu

Al Domnului, furdnd viata din altar.

MACBETH: Viata? Ce ne spui?
LENOX: De cine ne vorbesti,
De maiestatea sa?
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56
MACDUFF: Approach the chamber, and destroy your sight MACDUFF: Duceti-va inauntru,

With a new Gorgon: do not bid me speak;

See, and then speak yourselves.

Exeunt MACBETH and LENOX

Awake, awake!

Ring the alarum-bell. Murder and treason!
Banquo and Donalbain! Malcolm! awake!
Shake off this dowsy sleep, death’s counterfeit,
And look on death itself! up, up, and see

The great doom’s image! Malcolm! Banquo!
As from your graves rise up, and walk like sprights,
To countenance this horror!

Bell rings

Enter LADY MACBETH

LADY MACBETH:What's the business,

That such a hideous trumpet calls to parley
The sleepers of the house? speak, speak!
MACDUEFE: O gentle lady,

“Tis not for you to hear what I can speak:

Luati-vd vederea prin o noua Gorgona!

Nu cereti sa vorbesc; vedeti si vorbiti singuri!
MACBETH i LENOX ies

Treziti-va! Sariti! sd se sune alarma.
Ucidere! Tradare! Banquo si Donalbain
Malcolm sculati-va! Scuturati blandul somn
A mortii imitare, si vedeti moartea insasi
Sculati-va, priviti teribilul prolog

Al ultimei chemari. lesiti ca din mormant!
Ca niste umbre faceti, un funebru alai
Acestei grozavii! Sa se sune alarma!

Clopotul sund
LADY MACBETH vine

LADY MACBETH: Dar ce s-a intamplat, de convoci la sfat

Asa hade trompete pe-aici ci s-odihnesc
Aci? Vorbeste! Spune!

MACDUEFF: O delicatd Lady,

Nu trebuie sa auzi, ce as avea de spus,
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The repetition, in a woman’s ear,
Would murder as it fell. O Banquo, Banquo,
Enter BANQUO

Our royal master ‘s murdered!

LADY MACBETH: Woe, alas!

What, in our house?

BANQUO: Too cruel any where.

Dear Duff, I pr'ythee, contradict thyself,

And say it is not so.

Re-enter MACBETH and LENOX

MACBETH: Had I but died an hour before this chance,
I had lived a blessed time; for, from this instant,
There ‘s nothing serious in mortality:

All is but toys: renown and grace is dead;

The wine of life is drawn, and the mere lees

Is left this vault to brag of.

Enter MALCOLM and DONALBAIN

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts
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Vestea mea, de-ar ajunge la urechile voastre,
Ar fi un crud omor.

BANQUO intrd

O, Banquo! e ucis

Regescul nostru domn!

LADY MACBETH: Ce spui! in casa mea?

BANQUO: Pe crud, oriunde-ar fi. Te rog, iubite
Dezminte-te singur, si spune cd nu e.

MACBETH si LENOX se intorc

MACBETH: De-as fi murit macar,cu o ord inainte
Acestei iIntamplari, as fi fost fericit;

Ce poate fi serios, de-acum in luma aceasta:
Toate sunt naluciri, a pierit mantuirea

Si gloria. Vdrsat este vinul vietii,

Si boltei n-a rdmas, cu ce sa se faleasca

Decat drojdia numai.
MALCOLM si DONALBAIN vin
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DONALBAIN: What is amiss?

MACBETH: You are, and do not know it:

The spring, the head, the fountain of your blood
Is stopped; the very source of it is stopped.
MACDUFF: Your royal father ‘s murdered.
MALCOLM: O, by whom?

LENOX:Those of his chamber, as it seemed, had done ‘t:

Their hands and faces were an badged with blood;
So were their daggers, which unwiped we found
Upon their pillows:

They stared, and were distracted; no man’s life
Was to be trusted with them.

MACBETH: O, yet I do repent me of my fury,
That I did kill them.

MACDUFF: Wherefore did you so?

MACBETH:Who can be wise, amazed, temperate and

furious,
Loyal and neutral, in a moment? No man:
The expedition my violent love

William Shakespeare
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DONALBAIN: E bolnav cineva?
MACBETH: Tu singur, si n-o stii. A secat obarsia,

Fantana si izvorul, a insuti vietii tale

MACDUFF: Regescul tdu pdrinte e ucis.
MALCOLM: Ha! De cine?

LENOX: Se prepune ca pajii ar fi faptuitorii;
Pe fata si pe maini, cu sdnge erau umpluti,
Asemenea pumnale, ci nesterse am gasit
Pe paturile lor. Ochii erau holbati

Si mintea intr-aiurea. Viata nimanui

N-as fi vrut sa le incred.

MACBETH: O, ma caiesc acum,

Cd in furia mea, prea grabnic i-am ucis.
MACDUEFF: Pentru ce ai facut-o?
MACBETH: Cine ar putea sd fie,

Uimit si cumpatat, cu minte si violent
Neutral si credincios, tot in acel minut?
Nicio fiinta-n lume. Pornita mea iubire,
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Outrun the pauser, reason. Here lay Duncan, In rapida sa fapts, trebuia si intreac
His silver skin laced with his golden blood; Chibzuitoarea minte. Duncan era colea,
And his gashed stabs looked like a breach in nature Argintata se facecu sange aurit
For ruin’s wasteful entrance: there, the murderers, Se vedea galonatd, si deschisele rani
Steeped in the colours of their trade, their daggers Pdreau a fi o bresd in natura prin care
Unmannerly breeched with gore: who could refrain, Intrase daramara. Ucigasii colo,
That had a heart to love, and in that heart imbrécagi in culoarea meseriei lor;
Courage, to make his love known? Pumnalele lor gretosi, de sange inchegat,

O, cine se oprea, avand in peptul sdu,
O inima4 ce simte, si-n inima putere

De a-si dovedi simtirea?

LADY MACBETH: Help me hence, ho! LADY MACBETH: Duceti-ma de aici!

MACDUFF: Look to the lady. MACDUFF: Purtati de grija Lady!

MALCOLM: Why do we hold our tongues, MALCOLM: De ce pdstram tdcere,

That most may claim this argument for ours? Cand noi am avea dreptul, mai mult de a vorbi?
DONALBAIN: What should be spoken. DONALBAIN: De ce sa mai vorbim, caAnd, aici, soarta noastra
Here, where our fate, hid in an auger-hole. Din vreun ungher ascuns, poate sa se repeadd,

May rush, and seize us? Let’s away; our tears Si sd ne-nvdluiasca? Mai bine e sd mergem,

Are not yet brewed. Céci nu sunt coapte incd lacrimile noastre.
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MALCOLM: Nor our strong sorrow

Upon the foot of motion.

BANQUO: Look to the lady:

Lady Macbeth is carried out.

And when we have our naked frailties hid,
That suffer in exposure, let us meet.

And question this most bloody piece of work.
To know it further. Fears and scruples shake us:
In the great hand of God I stand; and, thence.
Against the undivulged pretence I fight

Of treasonous malice.

MACBETH: And sodo L

ALL: So all.

MACBETH: Let’s briefly put on manly readiness,
And meet i’ the hall together.

ALL: Well contented.

Exeunt all but Malcolm and Donalbain.

William Shakespeare
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MALCOLM: Nici liberd acum, durerea sa se-arate.

BANQUO: Purtati de grija Lady!

Lady Macbeth e condusd afari.

Iar noi acoperind

Slabaciunile noastre, ci suferinta de-a fi goald,
Sa ne-adunam, de vreti, spre-a face cercetarea
A incruntatei fapte. Indoiala si teama

Pe toti ne-au cuprins. Eu stau in marea mana
A Domnului ceresc, si acesta-mi da putere

A mad pune in luptd, cu nevazutul tel

Un plan tradator.

MACBETH: Asa si eu.

TOTI: Noi toti

MACBETH: Haidem deci inarmati cu rapida energie.

In sala inapoi.
TOTI: Asa vrem si noi.
Malcolm si Donalbain raman, ceilalti se duc

MALCOLM: What will you do? Let’s not consort with them: MALCOLM: Ce ai de gand sa faci? Pdrerea mea ar fi
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To show an unfelt sorrow is an office
Which the false man does easy. I'll to England.

DONALBAIN: To Ireland, I; our separated fortune
Shall keep us both the safer: where we are,

There’s daggers in men’s smiles: the near in blood,
The nearer bloody.

MALCOLM: This murderous shaft that’s shot
Hath not yet lighted, and our safest way

Is to avoid the aim. Therefore, to horse;

And let us not be dainty of leave-taking,

But shift away: there’s warrant in that theft

Which steals itself, when there’s no mercy left.
Exeunt

William Shakespeare
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Sa nu tinem cu ei. Arta de a simula,

Fatarnicul usor o poate exersa.

Eu unul md retrag in Anglia; da’ tu?
DONALBAIN: In Irlandia eu. Mai bine ne pazeste
O soartd despartita. Unde suntem acum,
Pumnalele ne-amenintd, in fiecare zambet

Al mai aproape sange, ne-apropie de sange.
MALCOLM: Ucigasa sdgeatd, e trasd, inca sobra
Si cel mai sigur e, sa ne ferim de tel

Deci rapid pe cai. Cand nu speri iertare

De a se fura pe sine, e o dreapta furare.

Ies
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Macbeth

Y = ;A J\

SCENEIV.
Without the Castle.

Enter ROSSE and an old Man

Old Man: Threescore and ten I can remember well:
Within the volume of which time I have seen

Hours dreadful and things strange; but this sore night
Hath trifled former knowings.

ROSSE: Ah, good father.

Thou see’st, the heavens, as troubled with man’s act,
Threaten his bloody stage. By the clock, “tis day,
And yet dark night strangles the travelling lamp.

Is it night’s predominance, or the day’s shame.

That darkness does the face of earth entomb,

When living light should kiss it?

Old Man: ‘Tis unnatural,
Even like the deed that’s done. On Tuesday last,

William Shakespeare
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62

SCENA 1IV.
Dinaintea castelului

ROSSE vine cu un bitran.

Batranul: Va fi septe-zeci ani, de cand pot tine minte
Si-n asa lunga vreme am vazut rele zile

Si fapte curioase, dar trista aceastd noapte

Pe toate le-a facut, sa ne pard nimic.

ROSSE: O, bunule batran, nu vezi ca insusi cerul
Ca cum s-ar ménia de ale oamenilor fapte,
Priveste furios pe crunta noastra scena!

Dupad ore e zi, insa a inddusit

Intunecoasa noapte pe cdlatoarea lampd;

Or noaptea a covarsit, or zilei e rusine,
De’ngroapd intunericu’ a pamantului fata

Cand viata, lumina, ar fi ca s-o sdrute.

Batranul: Firesc nu poate fi, precum nu e firesc
Omorul implinit. In vinerea trecuta
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A falcon, towering in her pride of place, Am vazut un coroi ridicAndu-se-n aer
Was by a mousing owl hawked at and killed. Fudul pe rangul sdu; a fost prinsu si ucis

De un ciorecar de bufna.
ROSSE: And Duncan’s horses--a thing most strange and ROSSE: i lucru minunat
certain-- Dar netagdduit, armdsarii lui Duncan,
Beauteous and swift, the minions of their race, Si frumosi si usori, erau un juvaer
Turn’d wild in nature, broke their stalls, flung out, Al intregului soi, prefacandu-si natura,
Contending ‘gainst obedience, as they would make Ca fiarele, sdlbatici, din grajduri au fugit,
War with mankind. Si-au scapat, nevoind mai mult a se supune,

Ca cum ar cugeta resbelu’ cu omenirea.
Old Man: ‘Tis said they eat each other. Batranul: Se mai spune ca unii pe altii s-au mancat.
ROSSE: They did so; to the amazement of mine eyes, ROSSE: Asa, cu ochii mei, speriat i-am vdzut.—Iatd vine si
That looked upon’t. Here comes the good Macduff. Macdulff.
Enter MACDUFF Macduff intrd
How goes the world, sir, now? Tubitul meu lord

Ce se face prin lume?
MACDUFEF: Why, see you not? MACDUFF: Nu vedeti ce se face?
ROSSE: Is't known who did this more than bloody deed? ROSSE: S-a aflat, cine au fost, acei ce au facut

Nepomenita fapta?
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MACDUFF: Those that Macbeth hath slain.

ROSSE: Alas, the day!

What good could they pretend?

MACDUFF: They were suborned:

Malcolm and Donalbain, the king’s two sons,
Are stol'n away and fled; which puts upon them
Suspicion of the deed.

ROSSE: ‘Gainst nature still.

Thriftless ambition, that will ravin up

Thine own life’s means! — Then “tis most like,
The sovereignty will fall upon Macbeth.
MACDUFF: He is already named; and gone to Scone,
To be invested.

ROSSE: Where is Duncan’s body?

MACDUFF: Carried to Colme-kill

The sacred storehouse of his predecessors,

And guardian of their bones.

ROSSE: Will you to Scone?

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

MACDUFF: Acei pe care Macbeth

Furios a ucis.

ROSSE: O blestemata zi

Ce sperau de-acolo?

MACDUFF: Au fost cumparati,

Malcolm si Donalbain, ambii fii a lui Duncan

S-au fdcut nevazuti, si aceasta ne-a dat,

Prepus asupra lor.

ROSSE: Tot in contra naturii:

Risipitor ambitie, tu singura-ti rapesti

Mijloacele de traiu — Acum s-ar cuveni,

Sa se dea lui Macbeth putera suverana?
MACDUFF: Deja l-au chemat, si s-a pornit la Scon,
Ca sa-l incoroneze.

ROSSE: Unde-i trupul lui Duncan?

MACDUFF: L-au dus la Colmescill, la sfantul mausoleu,
In care se-odihnesc, a stramosilor lui

Venerabile oase.

ROSSE: Nu va duceti la Scon?
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MACDUFF: No, cousin, I'll to Fife. MACDUFF: Nu vere, merg la Fife.
ROSSE: Well, I will thither. ROSSE: Eu gandesc sd mad duc.
MACDUFF: Well, may you see things well done there: adieu! MACDUFF: Ramaneti sdnatosi, va doresc sd vedeti,
Lest our old robes sit easier than our new! Numai lucruri placute, sa nu va pard stramta

Haina ce noud pe langd cea veche.
ROSSE: Father, farewell. ROSSE: Ziua bung, mosule
Old Man: God’s benison go with you; and with those Batranul: Sa va pazeasca Domnul, pe voi si pe toti cei,
That would make good of bad, and friends of foes! Ce schimbad raul in bine, si-n amici, inimicii.
Exeunt les
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ACT III

SCENE 1.
Forres. A Room in the Palace.

Enter BANQUO

BANQUO: Thou hast it now —King, Cawdor, Glamis, all
As the weird women promised; and, [ fear.
Thou play’dst most foully for’t; yet it was said.
It should not stand in thy posterity;

But that myself should be the root and father
Of many kings. If there come truth from them,
(As upon thee, Macbeth, their speeches shine,)
Why, by the verities on thee made good,

May they not be my oracles as well,

And set me up in hope? But hush; no more.

Senet sounded. Enter MACBETH, as king, LADY MACBETH, as

William Shakespeare
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ACTUL III

SCENA I
Forres. Sald in Palat.

BANQUO intrd

BANQUO: Acum tu le ai toate, rege, Glamis, Cawdor,

Cum ti-au prorocit vrdjitoarele ele;

Sima tem cd ai jucat, un jocu inselator.

Dar au spus ele incd, cd nu au sa ramaie

La mostenirea ta, ca eu sunt radacina

Si tatdl multor regi. $i poate sd ne vie

Adevaru’ de la ele, (precum cat pentru tine Macbeth s-au
implinit a lor fagaduinti)

Si ce cu implinirea, tie au adus,

N-ar fi si pentru mine, ele unu bunu oracol,

Un indemn de a spera? Tacere insa

Trompeti, MACBETH ca rege,Lady Macbeth ca regind, Lenox, Rosse,
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queen, LENNOX, ROSS, Lords, Ladies, and Attendants
MACBETH: Here’s our chief guest.

LADY MACBETH: If he had been forgotten,
It had been as a gap in our great feast,

And all things unbecoming.

MACBETH: To-night we hold a solemn supper, sir,
And I'll request your presence.

BANQUO: Let your highness

Command upon me, to the which, my duties
Are with a most indissoluble tie

Forever knit.

MACBETH: Ride you this afternoon?
BANQUO: Ay, my good lord.

William Shakespeare
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Lorzi, Lady vin in urma lor

MACBETH: lata

Primul nostru oaspete.

LADY MACBETH: Si a fost el uitat,

A fost un mare gres, si o necuviinta

In a noastri serbare.

MACBETH: Vi rog sa fiti de fata

La solemnul banchet, ce desearad avem.
BANQUO: Miria voastrd, n-are decat a ordona,
Caci datoria mea nestramutatd, si etern,

De voi este legata.

MACBETH: Vi porniti dupd masa?
BANQUO: Asa inalt Domn.

MACBETH: We should have else desired your good advice, MACBETH: Altfel am fi dorit

Which still hath been both grave and prosperous,
In this day’s council; but we'll take to-morrow.
Is’t far you ride?

BANQUO: As far, my lord, as will fill up the time

S-avem pdrerea voastrd, cd tot de un’a fost

Cu minte si priintd, in sfatul nostru azi,

Ni-1 vei da insd maine. V4 este calea lunga?

BANQUO: Asa de lunga. Domne, incat abia —mi ajunge
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“Twixt this and supper: go not my horse the better,
I must become a borrower of the night

For a dark hour or twain.

MACBETH: Fail not our feast.

BANQUO: My lord, I will not.

MACBETH: We hear, our bloody cousins are bestowed
In England and in Ireland, not confessing

Their cruel parricide, filling their hearers

With strange invention: but of that to-morrow,
When therewithal we shall have cause of state
Craving us jointly. Hie you to horse: adieu,

Till you return at night. Goes Fleance with you?

BANQUO: Ay, my good lord: our time does call upon us.
MACBETH: I wish your horses swift and sure of foot;
And so I do commend you to their backs. Farewell.

Exit BANQUO

Let every man be master of his time

William Shakespeare
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Vremea pana-n searad, si de nu s-a tine

Armadsarul meu bine, voi fi silit sd iau

De la noapte imprumut, vreuna din a ei intunecate ore.
MACBETH: Sa nu uitati serbarea.

BANQUO: Nu, Domne, voi veni.

MACBETH: Auzim ca infamii

Si cruzii nostri veri au gasit addpost

La Englezi si la Iri, urmand a tagadui

Cumplitul paricid, si inseland cu povesti

Pe cine ei asculta. Asa fiindca maine,

Tot ne cheamd impreuna afacerea de stat,

Vom vorbi si de-aceasta. Nu va opresc mai mult:
Radmaneti sandtos, pand ce veti intoarce

Diseard la ospdt! Luati si pe Fleance?

BANQUO: il iau inalte Domn. Ne-ndeamni insi vremea.
MACBETH: Dorind cailor vostri iuteald si tarie

Va dau pe seama lor; cdlatorie buna.

BANQUO iese

Dispuneti dupd plac de vreme pana-n seard;
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Till seven at night: to make society

The sweeter welcome, we will keep ourself

Till supper-time alone: while then, God be with you!
Exeunt Lady Macbeth, Lords, Ladies, &c.

Sirrah, a word with you. Attend those men

Our pleasure?

Attendant: They are, my lord, without the palace-gate.

MACBETH: Bring them before us.

Exit Attendant

To be thus is nothing;

But to be safely thus.--Our fears in Banquo
Stick deep; and in his royalty of nature
Reigns that which would be feared: “tis much he dares;
And, to that dauntless temper of his mind,
He hath a wisdom that doth guide his valour
To act in safety. There is none but he

Whose being I do fear: and, under him,

My Genius is rebuked; as, it is said,

William Shakespeare
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Iar noi ca sd ne pard mai dulce adunarea

Dorim sd ramanem singuri pand la cind.

Toti ies, Macbeth ramadne

Baiete un cuvant: Asteaptd oamenii aceia
Buna noastra plecare?

Servitorul: Sunt la poarta curtii

Prea indltate Domn.

MACBETH: Sa mi-i aduci incoace.
Servitorul iese

A fi asa, nu-i mult: ce-a fi si-asa, si sigur. —
Frica noastrd a prins in Banquo radacing;
In regeasca sa fire, este unul ce puternic,
Ce-mi insufld teamad. El indrazneste mult;
Si pe langa un spirit, ce frica nu cunoaste
El mai are si minte, conducéatoarea valorii
La sigur izbutire. Afar” de el nu-i nimeni
De care m-as feri; si dinaintea lui

Se pleacd al meu geniu, cu uu soi de sfiald,
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Mark Antony’s was by Caesar. He chid the sisters
When first they put the name of king upon me,
And bade them speak to him: then prophet-like
They hailed him father to a line of kings:

Upon my head they placed a fruitless crown,
And put a barren sceptre in my gripe,

Thence to be wrenched with an unlineal hand,
No son of mine succeeding. If “t be so,

For Banquo’s issue have I filed my mind;

For them the gracious Duncan have I murdered;
Put rancors in the vessel of my peace

Only for them; and mine eternal jewel

Given to the common enemy of man,

To make them kings, the seed of Banquo kings!
Rather than so, come fate into the list.

And champion me to the utterance! Who's there!

Re-enter Attendant, with two Murderers

William Shakespeare
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Precum ni s-a vestit, ca se pleca Anton

Sub spiritul lui Cesar. EI ocdri indata
Vrajestile surori, cand imi dadurd-ntai
Numele de rege, si ceru’ sd-i vorbeasca;
Atunci ele salutard, cu un profetic glas

De tatd multor regi. Pe fruntea mea pusera
Dar o coroand stearpd, imi dadurd sa port
Un sceptru fard roade, menit a-mi fi rapit
De o mana strding, fard a-1 putea lasa

La ai mei. Zi-i asa, pentru neamul lui Banquo
Mi-am pdtat constiinta. Pentru ei am ucis

Pe cucernicul Duncan, am umplut cu venin
Pocalul pdcii mele, si numai pentru ei;

Am lasat dar sd-mi ia comunul inamic

A toatei omeniri, eternul juvaer

Ca sd dau cu corona urmasilor lui Banquo!—
O nu, mai bine vine soarta sa ma lupt

Cu tine pan’ la moarte! — Nu-i nime acolo?
Servitorul vine cu doi ucigasi
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Now go to the door, and stay there till we call.
Exit Attendant
Was it not yesterday we spoke together?

First Murderer: It was, so please your highness.
MACBETH: Well then, now

Have you considered of my speeches? Know,

That it was he, in the times past, which held you

So under fortune; which, you thought, had been
Our innocent self. This I made good to you

In our last conference, passed in probation with you.

How you were borne in hand; how crossed; the instruments:

Who wrought with them; and all things else, that might,
To half a soul, and to a notion crazed.

Say, Thus did Banquo.

First Murderer: You made it known to us.

MACBETH: I did so; and went further, which is now
Our point of second meeting. Do you find

Your patience so predominant in your nature.

William Shakespeare
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Stai la usd si asteapta.

Servitorul iese

Mi se pare cd ieri

Am vorbit impreuna?

Primul ucigas: Asa inalte Domn.

MACBETH: Ei bine, ati gandit, la cele ce v-am spus?
Stiti acum cd nu eu, precum voi prepuneanti,
Cel ce v-a apasat, stricandu-va norocul.

In convorbirea noastrs, ce nu de mult avurdm
Eu cred ca v-am convins de inocenta mea,
Aratand lamurit, cum ati fost inselati,

Si cum vi s-au pus piedici; atatea in sfarsit
Incat chiar un netot, un neteafir la minte

Ar trebui sd spund: Banquo e de vina!

Primul ucigas: Ne-ati ardtat aceste.
MACBETH: Dar nu numai aceste

Am mers chiar mai departe; si de aceea acum
Din nou v-am chemat. Aveti voi o natura
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That you can let this go? Are you so gospelled
Tc pray for that good man, and for his issue,
Whose heavy hand has bowed you to the grave.
And beggared yours forever?

First Murderer: We are men, my liege.
MACBETH:AYy, in the catalogue ye go for men;
As hounds, and greyhounds, mongrels, spaniels, curs,
Shoughs, water-rugs, and demi-wolves, are cleped
All by the name of dogs. The valued file
Distinguishes the swift, the slow, the subtle.

The housekeeper, the hunter, every one
According to the gift which bounteous nature
Hath in him closed; whereby he does receive
Particular addition, from the bill

That writes them all alike: and so of men.

Now, if you have a station in the file,

Not in the worst rank of manhood, say it;

And I will put that business in your bosoms,
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Atat de rabdatoare, sd i se trec asa?

E caracterul vostru pan” acolo biblic

Incat sa va-nchinati pentru asa fel de om,
Si pentru neamul lui, a cdrui grea mana
V-a adus la mormant, facandu-va calici?
Primul ucigas: Rege, suntem barbati.
MACBETH: Asa in catalog

Voi treceti de barbati, precum poprietarul,
Copoul, epagnelul, zavodul si ogarul
Sunt cu totii cuprinsi, sub numirea de cane:
Ins& numai in liste, se vede indeosebi
Care este duldu, si care este iute,

Care pazeste casa, care-i bun de vanat;
Fiecare a sfarsit dupd acea insusire,

Ce binefdcitoarea naturd ei a dat,

Si din care se trage un nume special,

In lista unde toti se gasesc insemnati

Sub tot aceeasi rubrica: asa si cu barbatii;
De-aveti insa un loc in listele comune,
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Whose execution takes your enemy off;
Grapples you to the heart and love of us.
Who wear our health but sickly in his life,
Which in his death were perfect.

Second Murderer: I am one, my liege,

Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world
Have so incensed, that I am reckless what

I do, to spite the world.

First Murderer: And I another.

So weary with disasters, tugged with fortune,
That I would set my life on any chance,

To mend it, or be rid on’t.

MACBETH: Both of you

Know, Banquo was your enemy.

Both Murderers: True, my lord.

MACBETH: So is he mine; and in such bloody distance,

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

Ce nu e el mai prost a barbatiei, spuneti;

Si voi increde o faptd, inimilor voastre,

Prin care veti scapa de-al vostru inamic

Castigand de la noi, iubire si favoare,

C4ci incat va trai, sdndtatea mi-e slabg,

Si prin moartea sa numai se poate indrepta.

Al doilea ucigas: Inalte Domne, lumea, asa m-a indratat
Prin grele lovituri, incat nu-mi pasa mult

Ce fac, numai sd fie, pentru lume un rau.

Primul ucigas: Asemenea si eu, asa m-au scirmanat
Tot soiul de necazuri, asa m-a apdsat

De crud nefericirea, incat viata-mi pun

Pe orice carte-ar fi, s§ md mantui de ea,

Sau sa o fac mai buna.

MACBETH: Stiti acum amandoi

Cd Banquo va e dusman?

Amandoi ucigasii: Nu mai este indoiala.
MACBETH: Tot atat e si-al meu, si-n o apropiere
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That every minute of his being thrusts

Against my near’st of life: and though I could
With barefaced power sweep him from my sight

And bid my will avouch it, yet I must not,

For certain friends that are both his and mine,

Whose loves I may not drop, but wail his fall
Who I myself struck down; and thence it is,
That I to your assistance do make love,
Masking the business from the common eye
For sundry weighty reasons.

Second Murderer: We shall, my lord,
Perform what you command us.
First Murderer: Though our lives

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts
Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

74
Intr-atata de cruntd, incat orice minut

El traieste mai mult,ma loveste-n adancul
Linistii, vietii. Cu toate cd am putere

De al stinge fatis de dinaintea mea,

Si de-am marturisi, vointa prin cuvant,
Nu voi face-o, fiind la mijloc multi amici
Comuni la améandoi, si de-a caror iubire
Nu pot sa ma lipsesc. Vazandu-ma silit
A plange dupa acel, ce singur am ucis
Sunt asa nevoit, sa va cer ajutoru’ —
S-ascund lumii o faptd, ce trebuie tacuta
Din multe imprejurari.

Al doilea ucigas: Vom face ce ne ceri.

Primul ucigas: Si si viata noastra.

MACBETH: Your spirits shine through you. Within this hour MACBETH: Se vede vitejia

at most
I will advise you where to plant yourselves;

Acquaint you with the perfect spy o’ the time,

Lucind in ochii vostri, peste o ord mult
Voi insemna eu locul, unde aveti a va pune,
voi face lamurit si timpul conoscut. —
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The moment on’t; for’t must be done to-night,
And something from the palace; always thought
That I require a clearness: and with him--

To leave no rubs nor botches in the work--
Fleance his son, that keeps him company,
Whose absence is no less material to me

Than is his father’s, must embrace the fate

Of that dark hour. Resolve yourselves apart:

I'll come to you anon.

Second Murderer: We are resolved, my lord.
MACBETH: I'll call upon you straight; abide within.
It is concluded. Banquo, thy soul’s flight,

If it find heaven, must find it out to-night.

Exeunt

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

75
La noapte, cel tarziu, trebuie sa se faca,

Sa inldture de curte, avand tot in vedere
Sa ramai eu curat. Ca sd nu facem insa

Un lucru nedeplin, nevoias de carpe,

Ar fi bine s-aduci intunecata ora

Tot o soarta lui Duncan, ce-l intovaraseste
Siacdrui depdrtare nu mai putinne e
De-o mare insemnatate. Hotdrati intre voi,
Acus am sd va chem.

Al doilea ucigas: Noi suntem hoarati.
MACBETH: Asteptati dar colo; indata voi veni.
Hotdrat e si aceasta. Banquo de e scris
Sd-ajungd vreodata in cer sufletul tau,

La noapte e menit, sa-nceapa zborul sau.
lese
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SCENE II.
The same. Another Room.

Enter Lady Macbeth and a Servant.
LADY MACBETH: Is Banquo gone from court?
Servant: Ay, madam, but returns again to-night.

LADY MACBETH: Say to the king,I would attend his leisure
For a few words.

Servant: Madam, [ will.

Exit

LADY MACBETH: Nought's had, all’s spent,
Where our desire is got without content:

“Tis safer to be that which we destroy

Than by destruction dwell in doubtful joy.
Enter MACBETH

How now, my lord! why do you keep alone,
Of sorriest fancies your companions making,

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

SCENA II.
Tot acolo o alta odaie

Lady Macbeth si un servitor intrd

LADY MACBETH: Nu stii de s-a pornit Banquo?
Servitorul: S-a pornit.

Dar se intoarce la noapte.

LADY MACBETH: Sa spui mariei sale

Céa-1 rog sda-mi invoiascd o scurtd convorbire.
Servitorul: Indata.

Servitorul iese

LADY MACBETH: Nu céstig, ce pagubd ne-asteaptd,
Cand ajungem la tel nemultumiti de fapta:

Mai bine ramaneam, ceea ce-am ddramat

Decat s-aduc omorului un folos ingdimat.
Macbeth vine

Ei bine lordul meu, de ce tot asa singur,

Ce-ti cauti de tovardsi tot negre inchipuiri?
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Using those thoughts which should indeed have died
With them they think on? Things without all remedy

Should be without regard: what’s done is done.

MACBETH: We have scotched the snake, not killed it:

She’ll close and be herself, whilst our poor malice
Remains in danger of her former tooth.

But let the frame of things disjoint, both the worlds suffer,

Ere we will eat our meal in fear and sleep

In the affliction of these terrible dreams

That shake us nightly: better be with the dead,
Whom we, to gain our peace, have sent to peace,
Than on the torture of the mind to lie

In restless ecstasy. Duncan is in his grave;

After life’s fitful fever he sleeps well;

Treason has done his worst: nor steel, nor poison,
Malice domestic, foreign levy, nothing,

Can touch him further.

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

Oprindu-te la ganduri, ce-ar trebui sd fie
Moarte ca acei de care se ocup.

La lucruri fard leac, sd nu ne mai uitdm

Ce-i facut e facut.

MACBETH: Habucit e reptilul,

Dar inca nu e mort; el insdanatoseste,

Ramane tot acela, si-al sdu dinte ameninta

Ca in trecut a noastra slaba rautate.

Dar mai degrabd cade a naturii sddire

Tremure pamantul, decat sa fim siliti

A manca noi mai multe bucatele cu frica,
S-adormim inspdimantati de grozavele visuri
Ce-n veci ne urmaresc. Mai bine-as fi cu mortul
Ce pentru-al meu repaus, la repaus am trimis,
Decat as patimi tortura sufleteascd,

Cu care ma muncesc. Duncan s-a coborat

in mormant, unde doarme, in liniste, scutit
De-a vietii fiori. Tradare ti-ai facut

Cea mai cumplita fapta: nici junghiul, nici otrava
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LADY MACBETH: Come on;

Gentle my lord, sleek o’er your rugged looks;

Be bright and jovial among your guests to-night.
MACBETH: So shall I, love;

And so, I pray, be you. Let your remembrance
Apply to Banquo: present him eminence, both
With eye and tongue: unsafe, the while, that we
Must lave our honors in these flattering streams;
And make our faces vizards to our hearts,
Disguising what they are.

LADY MACBETH: You must leave this.

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

Nici vendara dinduntru, nici dusmanul de afard,
Nimic nu-1 mai ajunge. —

LADY MACBETH: O, lasd-acum iubite!
Combate supdrarea, ce-ti intuneca fruntea

Fii vesel si voios, cu oaspetii tai diseara.
MACBETH: Voi fi vesel iubito, si rog sa fii si tu:
Pe Banquo mai ales, trebuie deosebit,

Incat nu vom fi siguri, noi suntem nevoiti

A spdla tronul nostru cu un flux de maguliri,

Si a ne pune pe fete 0 masca ce ascunde,

Inima ce-avem.

LADY MACBETH: Lasd aceste gandiri.

MACBETH: O, full of scorpions is my mind, dear wife
Thou know’st that Banquo, and his Flcance, lives.

MACBETH: O, plin de scorpioni este sufletul meu;
Tu stii iubitd sord, ca Banquo si Fleanco

Incs sunt in viata.

LADY MACBETH: But in them nature’s copy’s not eterne. LADY MACBETH: insi nu le-a dat

Natura neomorare, prin vreun document.

MACBETH: There’s comfort yet; they are assailable; MACBETH: Aceasta ma sustine, incd pot sa-i ajung.
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Then be thou jocund: ere the bat hath flown

His cloistered flight, ere to black Hecate’s summons
The shard-borne beetle with his drowsy hums

Hath rung night’s yawning peal, there shall be done
A deed of dreadful note.

LADY MACBETH: What's to be done?
MACBETH: Be innocent of the knowledge, dearest chuck,
Till thou applaud the deed. Come, seeling night,
Scarf up the tender eye of pitiful day;

And with thy bloody and invisible hand

Cancel and tear to pieces that great bond

Which keeps me pale! Light thickens; and the crow
Makes wing to the rooky wood:

Good things of day begin to droop and drowse;
While night’s black agents to their preys do rouse.
Thou marvell’st at my words: but hold thee still;
Things bad begun make strong themselves by ill.
So, pr'ythee, go with me.

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

De aceea fii voioasd. Pana nu mantui

Nocturnul liliac, monahicescul sdu zbor,

Si pand a nu trage, chemat de Hecate,
Cornoratul gandac, somnoros, bazaind,
Clopotul de noapte, sa-mplineasca o fapta

De crudd pomenire.

LADY MACBETH: Ce ai de gand sa faci?
MACBETH: Pastreaza-ti nestiinta, iubita mea copila,
Panad ce vei putea sa dau lauda faptei-

O,vino neagra noapte, intinde-ti valul tau

Pe delicatul ochi al milostivei zi;

Rupe nevazutd cu incruntatd mana

Sunetul insemnat ce-mi scurteaza viata! —
Se-ntunecd lumina, spre pacloasa padure

Si-a intins corbul zboru’, fiintele de zi
Somnoroase se culcd, iar demonii de noapte

Se pun acum la panda. Te miri de-a mele vorbe?
Asteaptd cu tdcere — pdcatul prin pdcat

Ajunge la tdrie. Dar te rog fii cu noi.
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Macbeth

William Shakespeare
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80
Exeunt Iese
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Macbeth
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SCENE III.
The same. A Park or Lawn, with a Gate
leading to the Palace.

Enter three Murderers.

First Murderer: But who did bid thee join with us?
Third Murderer: Macbeth.

Second Murderer: He needs not our mistrust, since he
delivers

Our offices and what we have to do

To the direction just.

First Murderer: Then stand with us.

The west yet glimmers with some streaks of day:
Now spurs the lated traveller apace

To gain the timely inn; and near approaches

The subject of our watch.

Third Murderer: Hark! I hear horses.
BANQUO:[Within] Give us a light there, ho!

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

‘ i Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

SCENA III.
Tot acolo, un parc al castelului

Trei ucigasi vin

Primul ucigas: Dar cine te-a trimis, sa te unesti cu noi?
Al treilea ucigas: Macbeth.

Al doilea ucigas: Dai crezare, el cunoaste cum vad
Insircinarea noastra, si tot ce-avem a face

Ca sa venim la tel.

Primul ucigas: Ramaie dar cu noi.

Cea de pe urma razad luceste la apus;

Drumetul innoptat isi imboldeste calul

S-ajunga la popas, si cel ce asteptam

S-apropie.

Al treilea ucigas: Asculta —Se-aud cai mi se pare.
BANQUO: [din dosul scenei.] O faclie, baiete!
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Second Murderer: Then “tis he: the rest

That are within the note of expectation

Already are i’ the court.

First Murderer: His horses go about.

Third Murderer: Almost a mile: but he does usually,
So all men do, from hence to the palace gate

Make it their walk.

Enter Banquo and Fleance, a Servant with a torch preceding them
Second Murderer: A light, a light!

Third Murderer: ‘Tis he.

First Murderer: Stand to’t.

BANQUO: It will be rain to-night.

First Murderer: Let it come down.

Assaults Banquo

BANQUO: O, treachery! Fly, good Fleance, fly, fly, fly!
Thou mayst revenge. O slave!

Dies. FLEANCE and Servant escape

Third Murderer: Who did strike out the light?

First Murderer: Was’t not the way?

82

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

Al doilea ucigas: El trebuie s4 fie,

Céci deja au ajuns, aceia ce se-asteapta

La curte.

Primul ucigas: Caii fdcu cum se vede un incunjur.

Al treilea ucigas: De-o postd si mai bine, de cea fiecare
Se scoboard pe jos, de-aci pan’ la palat.

Bangquo si Fleance cu o ficlie in mand intrd
Al doilea ucigas: O lumind, o lumina.

Al treilea ucigas: El este.

Primul ucigas: Pe dansul.

BANQUO: La noapte are sd ploua.
Primul ucigas: Ce-ti pasa de acum!
Injunghie pe Banquo

BANQUO: Vai de mine! tradare! Fugi iubite Fleance
Tu ma poti razbuna. Mizerabile sclav!
Banguo moare, Fleance fuge

Al treilea ucigas: Cin'-a stins luménarea?
Primul ucigas: N-a fost bine asa?
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William Shakespeare
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Third Murderer: There’s but one down; the son is fled. Al treilea ucigas: Numai unul e mort; fiul a scdpat.
Second Murderer: We have lost best half of our affair. Al doilea ucigas: Am pierdut ce mai buna parte-a muncii
noastre.
First Murderer: Well, let's away, and say how much is done. Primul ucigas: Haidem, sd ardtam, toate cum au fost.
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SCENE V.
A Boom of State in the Palace, A Banquet
Prepared.

Enter Macbeth, Lady Macbeth, Rosse, Lenox, Lords,

and Attendants.

MACBETH: You know your own degrees; sit down: at first
And last the hearty welcome.

Lords: Thanks to your majesty.

MACBETH: Ourself will mingle with society,

And play the humble host.

Our hostess keeps her state; but, in best time,

We will require her welcome.

LADY MACBETH: Pronounce it for me, sir, to all our
friends;

For my heart speaks, they are welcome.

Enter first Murderer, to the door.

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

84

SCENA V.

Sala tronului in palat, o masa intinsa

Macbeth, Lady Macbeth, Rosse, Lenox, Lorzi intrd in urma lor

MACBETH: Fiecare cunoste rangul sau: sedeti!
O data pentru toate va zic: bine-ati venit!
Lorzii: Multumim, Maiestate.
MACBETH: Voind a ne purta

Ca o supusd gazda, ne vom amesteca

Prin adunare azi. Desi s-a asezat

Regina, umilit o rugdm sa ne dea

Buna sa venire.

LADY MACBETH: D4 o pentru mine

La toti amicii nostri, cdci din suflet le spun
Ca sunt bineveniti.

Primul ucigas intrd pe usa din ldturi
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MACBETH:See, they encounter thee with their hearts’
thanks.

Both sides are even: here I'll siti’ the midst:

Be large in mirth; anon we’ll drink a measure

The table round. There’s blood on thy face.

Murderer: ‘Tis Banquo’s then.

MACBETH: ‘Tis better thee without than he within.

Is he dispatched?

Murderer: My lord, his throat is cut; that I did for him.

MACBETH:Thou art the best 0" the cut-throats. Yet he’s
good,

That did the like for Fleance: if thou didst it,

Thou art the nonpareil.

Murderer: Most royal sir.

Fleance is ‘scaped.

MACBETH:Then comes my fit again. I had else been
perfect;

Whole as the marble, founded as the rock;

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

85

MACBETH: Din inimile lor

Vezi iti dau multumire. Deopotriva prinsa

Sunt amandouad parti, ma voi pune la mijloc.

Dati drumul veseliei; acusi vomu degerta

Pocalul imprejur. — Tu ai sange pe fronte. —
Ucigasul: Sangele lui Banquo.

MACBETH: Mai bine cu tine-afar’

Decat cu el induntru. L-ati gatit dar cum vad?
Ucigasul: Gatul sau e tdiat, prea indltate Domn; —
Eu i-am facut-o.

MACBETH:Te stiu ca esti vestit, de-un viteaz ucigas;
Dar si-acela nu-i prost, ce a ucis pe Fleance;

De-ai facut-o tot tu, nu-ti pot gasi pareche.

Ucigasul: Fleance a scapat.
MACBETH: M4 intoarce dar boala,

Alminteri as fi bine, ca stdnca sanatos,
Ca granitul puternic, m-as intinde departe
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As broad and general as the casing air:

But now, I am cabined, cribbed, confined, bound in
To saucy doubts and fears. But Banquo’s safe?
Murderer: Ay, my good lord; safe in a ditch he bides,
With twenty trenched gashes on his head;

The least a death to nature.

MACBETH: Thanks for that.

There the grown serpent lies; the worm, that’s fled,
Hath nature that in time will venom breed.

No teeth for the present. —Get thee gone; to-morrow
We'll hear ourselves again.

Exit Murderer

LADY MACBETH: My royal lord.

You do not give the cheer: the feast is sold.

That is not often vouched while “tis a making,

‘Tis given with welcome. To feed were best at home;
From thence, the sauce to meat is ceremony;
Meeting were bare without it.

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

86

Ca aerul si vantul. Dar acum ma inchid

Mad leg si md restrang, cu lanturi dureroase.

Frica si indoiala. — Pe Banquo il avem?

Ucigasul: il avem si-n mormant cu do&zeci de rani
Adanci in capul sdu, din care una numai

Ar fi moartea vietii.

MACBETH: Voi recunoaste-aceasta

A cdzut in sfarsit primejdiosul sarpe;

Iar vermele-a fugit. Desi ii este-n fire

Sd capete venin, nu are inca dinti. —

Cara-te; iar maine-as vrea sa-ti mai vorbesc.
Ucigasul iese

LADY MACBETH: Arata veselie, regescul meu lord,
E ieftind serbarea, cand nu capatd pret

Prin deasa-ncredintare a gazdei ce e data

Cu placu si multumire. Acasa fiecare

Se poate hrdni bine, iar la altii noi cerem,

Sd faca politetea bucatele gustoase,

Alminteri ar fi prea seacd adunara.
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William Shakespeare
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MACBETH: Sweet remembrancer! MACBETH: Tu scumpad indeménateca! —
Now, good digestion wait on appetite, Va doresc deci la toti, dupd-un bun apetit,
And health on both! O bunéa mistuire, si-o buna sanatate!
LENOX: May it please your highness, sit? LENOX: Nu vreti a vd pune, prea inaltate Domn?

The GHOST OF BANQUO enters, and sits in MACBETH's SPIRITUL L UI BANQUO vine si se pune in locul lui Macbeth
place

MACBETH: Here had we now our country’s honor roofed, MACBETH: Am avea adunata toatd nobletea tarii,
Were the graced person of our Banquo present; Daca nu ne-ar lipsi amicul nostru Banquo;
Who may I rather challenge for unkindness Cu toate ca-as vrea mai bine a-i banui
Than pity for mischance! Putina sa plecare, decat s-avem a-1 plange
De vreo rea intamplare.
ROSSE: His absence, sir, ROSSE: Lipsirea sa cu drept
Lays blame upon his promise. Please it your highness fi atrage ocara ci nu-si tine cuvantul;
To grace us with your royal company. Nu vreti Maiestate, a ne face onoarea,
Sa va puneti cu noi?
MACBETH: The table’s full. MACBETH: Masa este prinsa.
LENOX: Here is a place reserved, sir. LENOX: V-am pastrat loc.
MACBETH: Where? MACBETH: Unde?
LENOX: Here, my good lord. What is’t that moves your LENOX: Aci, inalte Domn, dar ce va-nspdimantati?
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highness?

MACBETH: Which of you have done this?

Lords: What, my good lord?

MACBETH: Thou canst not say I did it: never shake
Thy gory locks at me.

ROSSE: Gentlemen, rise: his highness is not well.
LADY MACBETH: Sit, worthy friends: my lord is often
thus,

And hath been from his youth: pray you, keep seat;
The fit is momentary; upon a thought

He will again be well: if much you note him,

You shall offend him and extend his passion:

Feed, and regard him not. Are you a man?
MACBETH: Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on that
Which might appal the devil.

LADY MACBETH: O proper stuff!

This is the very painting of your fear:

This is the air-drawn dagger which, you said,

Led you to Duncan. O, these flaws and starts,

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts
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MACBETH: Cine-a indraznit?

Lorzii: Ce inalte Domn?

MACBETH: Nu poti spune, cd eu as fi facut-o: Ach!
Nu cldtina spre mine pletele de sange.

ROSSE: Sculati-vd, my lorzi, regelui e rau.

LADY MACBETH: Dimpotriva sedeti, Mdria sa adesea,
Si din copildrie sufera astfel —

Mad rog nu va sculati, rdul e trecator,

In clipa se indreapts. De ciutati la el

Prea mult, il intdratati, marindu-i paroxismul.
Maéncati, nu-i luati seama! Ce fel de barbat esti?

MACBETH: Ce barbat? Un viteaz? si cutez a privi
Ce chiar dracul nu vede fard a-si preface fata.

LADY MACBETH: Ce nebunii-mi spui! Toate-aceste nu sunt

Decat curat reflectul a speriatului suflet;
Ca junghiul aeresc, care cum imi spuneai
Te-a condus la Duncan! — Asemenea uimire
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Impostors to true fear, would well become

A woman’s story at a winter’s fire,

Authorized by her grandam. Shame itself!

Why do you make such faces? When all’s done,
You look but on a stool.

MACBETH: Pr’ythee, see there! behold! look! Io!
how say you?

Why, what care I? If thou canst nod, speak too.
If charnel-houses and our graves must send
Those that we bury back, our monuments

Shall be the maws of Kkites.

Ghost disappears

LADY MACBETH: What, quite unmanned in folly?

MACBETH: If I stand here, I saw him.
LADY MACBETH: Fie, for shame!

MACBETH: Blood hath been shed ere now, i’ the olden

time,
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Si curios acces, momitarii de-a fricii

Sunt demne de-o poveste babeascd ce ne-ar spune
Bunica langa foc. — Ai pierdut si rusinea

De-ti strambi fata asa! céci in sfarsit ce vad?

Un jelt, alta nimic.

MACBETH: Cantd, priveste!

Uita-te si tu! si-atunci te voi vedea! —

Daca poti da din cap tu poti sa si vorbesti,

Nu-mi mai pasa de nimic. De ne inapoiaza
Groapa pe aci, ci punem in pamant,

Gautita de vultur e singurul mormant,

Ce mai puteam avea!

Umbra iese

LADY MACBETH: Cu totul ti-a taiat

Nebunia, putera!

MACBETH: L-am vazut cum trdiesc!

LADY MACBETH: Fi nu ti-e rusine!

MACBETH: Sange s-a vdrsat, si-n alte imprejurdri,
In vremile trecute, cand incd nu era
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Ere human statute purged the gentle weal;

Ay, and since too, murders have been performed
Too terrible for the ear: the times have been,
That, when the brains were out, the man would die,
And there an end; but now they rise again,

With twenty mortal murders on their crowns,
And push us from our stools: this is more strange
Than such a murder is.

LADY MACBETH: My worthy lord,

Your noble friends do lack you.

MACBETH: I do forget.

Do not muse at me, my most worthy friends,

I have a strange infirmity, which is nothing

To those that know me. Come, love and health to all;

Then I'll sit down. Give me some wine; fill full.
I drink to the general joy o’ the whole table,

Ghost rises

And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we miss;

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts
Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

90
Statul imblanzit,prin dreptul omenesc;

Si mai incoace chiar, se vazura omoruri
Prea crude de-a vesti. Ins3 in acele vremi,
Cand ucideai pe om ramanea bun ucis,

Te mantuiai cu-atat. Dar astazi 1i invii

Cu douadzeci de rani pe capetele lor;

Ne dau jos de pe scaun: acasta e mai ciudat
Decat insusi omorul.

LADY MACBETH: Ce va retrageti Domne
De la amicii nostri?

MACBETH: lertati-mi, uitasem. —

Nu va mirati de mine scumpii mei amici
Am o boala ciudata, dar fara insemnadtate
Pentru cei, ce-o cunosc. Voi bea la sanitatea
Si la iubirea voastrd, si-apoi m-oi aseza!
Umpleti-mi plin pocalul

S traiti deci cu totii,

Umbra revine

Cati sunteti adunati, sa traiasca si Banquo,
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Would he were here! to all, and him, we thirst,
And all to all.

Lords: Our duties, and the pledge.
MACBETH: Avaunt! and quit my sight! let the earth hide
thee!

Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is cold;
Thou hast no speculation in those eyes

Which thou dost glare with!

LADY MACBETH: Think of this, good peers,
But as a thing of custom: “tis no other;

Only it spoils the pleasure of the time.
MACBETH: What man dare, I dare:
Approach thou like the rugged Russian bear,
The armed rhinoceros, or the Hyrcan tiger;
Take any shape but that, and my firm nerves
Shall never tremble: or be alive again,

And dare me to the desert with thy sword;

If trembling I inhabit then, protest me

The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible shadow!
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Amicul ce dorim, ce-am vrea intre noi,

Si lui si voud beau, urand toate la toti.

Lorzii: Supusi va multumim.

MACBETH: Lipseste incolo! —

Fugi din ochii mei! —Sa te-ascundd pamantul!
Sangele ti-e rece, oasele secate,

Ochii-ti lucesc, dar nu mai au vedere.

LADY MACBETH: Priviti aceste toate, milorzi ca ceva zilnic,
Céci nu este mai mult; imi pare numai rdu

Ca ne strica serbara.

MACBETH: Ce indrazneste omul,

Pot indrazni si eu: Vino de ma ataca

Ca ursu’de la Sibiru, sau ca rinocerul,

Ca tigru hircanian —ia orice formd vrei
Numai aceasta nu—si nu vor tremura
Puternicii mei nervi. Or fi iar in viata;
Cere-ma la luptd pe spadd in pustiu;

Si de ma voi ascunde tremurand, sa-mi chemi
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Macbeth

Y = ;A J\

Ghost disappears

Unreal mockery, hence!

Why, so: being gone,

I am a man again. Pray you, sit still.

LADY MACBETH: You have displaced the mirth, broke the
good meeting,

With most admired disorder.

MACBETH:Can such things be,

And overcome us like a summer’s cloud,

Without our special wonder? You make me strange

Even to the disposition that I owe,

When now I think you can behold such sights,

And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks,

When mine is blanched with fear.

ROSSE: What sights, my lord?

LADY MACBETH:I pray you, speak not; he grows worse
and worse;

Question enrages him. At once, good night:
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Papusa de copil. Lipseste, hada umbra!
Umbra se face nevazuti

Glumeatd ndlucire, lipseste! Ha! S-a dus. —
Acum sunt iar un om.—Ma4d rog nu va sculati.

LADY MACBETH: Ati gonit veselia, si stricat adunarea

Prin curioase vorbe, si minunate schimburi.

MACBETH: Or ar putea sd treacd pe dinainta noastrd,
Ca nourii de vard asemenea fiinte,

Si sd nu ne miram? Ma-nstrainati cu totul
De la natura mea, cand gandesc cé ati vazut
Asemenea aratdri si ca fetele voastre,

Inci tot n-au pierdut fireasca lor roseatd,

In vreme cand a mea este alba de groaza.
ROSSE: Ce fel de aratari?

LADY MACBETH: Vi rog nu-l intrebati;

Ti merge tot mai rdu, si vorba il turbeaza.
Seara buna! lesind nu cautati la rang
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Stand not upon the order of your going,

But go at once.

LENOX: Good night; and better health

Attend his majesty!

LADY MACBETH: A kind good night to all!

Exeunt Lords and Attendants

MACBETH: It will have blood; they say, blood will have
blood:

Stones have been known to move and trees to speak;
Augurs and understood relations have

By magot-pies and choughs and rooks brought forth

The secret’st man of blood. What is the night?

LADY MACBETH: Almost at odds with morning, which is
which.

MACBETH:How say’st thou,that Macduff denies his
person

At our great bidding?

LADY MACBETH: Did you send to him, sir?

MACBETH: I hear it by the way; but I will send:

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

93
Ci mergeti toti odata.

LENOX: Seara bund: dorim

O rapida indreptare prea inaltului rege.
LADY MACBETH: Seara buna la totti.
Lorzii ies cu urma lor

MACBETH: Fapta mea cere sange; a devenit proverb:
C4d sange cere sange. S-a vdzut ce se miscd
Stanca, ce vorbeste arborul; augurii
Intelegand ce spun tarcele si corbii,
Adesea au descurcat ascunsul ucigas. —
Mai e mult pana-n zi??

LADY MACBETH: Lumina a intrat

Deja cu noaptea-n lupta:

MACBETH: Ce-ti pare cd nu vrea

Sd asculte Macduff la a noastra chemare?

LADY MACBETH: Ai trimis dupa el?
MACBETH: Ba nu, din intamplare
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There’s not a one of them but in his house

I keep a servant feed. I will to-morrow,

And betimes I will, to the weird sisters:

More shall they speak; for now I am bent to know,
By the worst means, the worst. For mine own good,
All causes shall give way: I am in blood

Stepped in so far that, should I wade no more,
Returning were as tedious as go o’er:

Strange things I have in head, that will to hand;
Which must be acted ere they may be scanned.

LADY MACBETH: You lack the season of all natures, sleep.

MACBETH: Come, we'll to sleep. My strange and self-
abuse

Is the initiate fear that wants hard use:

We are yet but young in deed.

Exeunt
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O stiu, dar voi trimite: Nu e nimeni din ei

La care n-as avea vreo slugd cumpadrata.

La vrdjitoare maine-am sd merg de cu zi;

Vreau sda-mi spund mai mult, sunt hotarat sa aflu
Oricare grozdvie prin orice grozdvie.

Pentru binele meu lipseste stanjenirea;

Am inotat in sange atat de departe,

Incat de a ma intoarce, tot asa greu imi vine

Cat de a merge inainte. In cap imi clocotesc
Curioase gandiri, ce bratu’-mi conduc

Si nici nu prind de veste, cd sunt si implinite.
LADY MACBETH: Ai nevoie de somn, intaritorul nerv
Oricdrei vieti.

MACBETH: Haidem dar sa dormim!—
Ciudatele idei, ce ne umplu cu groaza
Provinunumai din noi, din frica de novis,

Ce n-are iscusintd. Suntem incd prea juni.

les
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SCENE V.
The Heath. Thunder,

Enter Hecate meeting the three witches

First Witch: Why, how now, Hecate! you look angerly.

HECATE: Have I not reason, beldams as you are,
Saucy and overbold? How did you dare
To trade and traffic with Macbeth

In riddles and affairs of death;

And I, the mistress of your charms,

The close contriver of all harms,

Was never called to bear my part,

Or show the glory of our art?

And, which is worse, all you have done
Hath been but for a wayward son,
Spiteful and wrathful, who, as others do,
Loves for his own ends, not for you.

But make amends now: get you gone,
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SCENAV.
Lunca, tunet

Hecate vine, vrdjitoarele ii ies inainte.

Prima vrdjitoare: Ce este, Hecate, de ce asa furie?
HECATE: $i n-am dreptate poate, harci ce sunteti
Far’ obraz si rusine? Ma mir cum de puteti,

Sd va jucati de Macbeth cu enigme si omor,

Fara de-a md ruga, sd va dau ajutor,

S-asigur izbutire mestesugului nostru?

Uitati cd de la mine de la mesterul vostru

Atarnd orice rdu? Si ce e mai gresit

Ati lucrat in zadar pentru un fiu ratacit

Ce semet, ind3ratnic, etern n-a cautat

Decat folosul sdu. Dar sa poatd-ndrepta

Inca gresul facut; la balcul Acheronului

Mergeti de mad asteptati, vrea sd afle a tronului
Soartd maine Macbeth. Sa aveti deci pregatite
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And at the pit of Acheron

Meet me i’ the morning: thither he

Will come to know his destiny:

Your vessels and your spells provide,
Your charms and every thing beside.

I am for the air; this night I'll spend

Unto a dismal and a fatal end:

Great business must be wrought ere noon:
Upon the corner of the moon

There hangs a vaporous drop profound;
I'll catch it ere it come to ground:

And that distilled by magic sleights

Shall raise such artificial sprites

As by the strength of their illusion

Shall draw him on to his confusion:

He shall spurn fate, scorn death, and bear
He hopes ‘bove wisdom, grace and fear:
And you all know, security

Is mortals’ chiefest enemy.
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Vrdjiri si descantari cu fermecari cumplite,
Si toate ce vd-nvata neagra nostra arta.
Eu ma ridic in aer; o tenebroasa fapta

Am pdstrat pentru noapte, si pand maine-n zi,

Se va face ceva, cum nu ati mai auzi:

Pe unu corn de-al lunei luceste-o picatura,
De al iadului aburi veninoase fapturi,

Ce prinsa, pan’a nu pica jos, distilata

Prin blesteme vrajesti, imi evocd indata
Duhuri inzestrate cu atata drécie,

Incat au sa-1 cufunde mai mult in nebunie:
De soartd n-aibd grija, de moarte nu pasare,
Mai presus decat frica si-a cerului iertare,
Sa-1inalte speranta; increderea in sine

E dusmanul ce pierde pe muritori mai bine
O vino, Hecate!
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Music and a song within: ‘Come away, come away,” & ¢ Cantec in dosul scenei
Hark! I am called; my little spirit, see, Ma cheamad auziti! Pe nourul cel greu
Sits in a foggy cloud, and stays for me. Duhisorul meu sede, si ma strigd mereu.
Exit lese
First Witch: Come, let’s make haste; she’ll soon be back
again.
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SCENE VI
Forres. The palace.

Enter LENOX and another Lord

LENOX: My former speeches have but hit your thoughts,
Which can interpret further: only, I say,

Things have been strangely borne. The

gracious Duncan

Was pitied of Macbeth: marry, he was dead:

And the right-valiant Banquo walked too late;
Whom, you may say, if it please you, Fleance killed,
For Fleance fled: men must not walk too late.

Who cannot want the thought how monstrous

It was for Malcolm and for Donalbain

To kill their gracious father? damned fact!

How it did grieve Macbeth! did he not straight

In pious rage the two delinquents tear,

That were the slaves of drink and thralls of sleep?
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SCENA VI.
Palatul de la Fores.

LENOX si un lord intrd

LENOX: Eu numai pe deasupra ating ideea voastra;
Ganditi incd la ea. Atata insa spun

Ce curioase-mi par multe din intAmplari:

Pe Macbeth il vedem plangand clementul Duncan
Ei bine, el murise. — Voinicul nostru Banquo
Sa-ntarzie pe drum; de vreti puteti gandi:

Ca Fleance l-a ucis, cdci Fleance a fugit: —

Si apoi nici nu e bine s te-ntarzii pe drum.

Cine poate pretinde ca n-a fost monstruos,

Din partea lui Malcolm cat si a lui Donalbain,

Sd omoare fard cuget blandul lor parinte?

O faptd neauzita! Nu I-a jelit Macbeth?

N-a zdrobit in a sa cucernicd manie,

Pe ambii ucigasi, ce ametiti de vin
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Was not that nobly done? Ay, and wisely too;
For ‘twould have angered any heart alive

To hear the men deny it. So that, I say,

He has borne all things well: and I do think
That had he Duncan’s sons under his key--
As, an’t please heaven, he shall not--they
should find

What ‘twere to kill a father; so should Fleance.
But, peace! for from broad words and ‘cause he failed
His presence at the tyrant’s feast, I hear
Macduff lives in disgrace: sir, can you tell
Where he bestows himself?

Lord: The son of Duncan,

From whom this tyrant holds the due of birth
Lives in the English court, and is received

Of the most pious Edward with such grace
That the malevolence of fortune nothing
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Erau cuprinsi de somn? Asemenea lucrare

A fost nobild sigur; ba inca si cu minte.

Pe toti ne-ar fi umplut tdgaduirea lor

Cu dezgust si dispret. Din acestea conchid,
C-a fdcut toate bine. Asemenea gandeste

Céd de-ar avea sub paza, el pe fiii lui Duncan,
(Precum fereasca Domnul, sa-i aiba vreodata)
Ar simti el degraba, ce este de-a ucide

Pe pdrintele sau; Fleance numai putin.

Vad rog insa tdcere. Pentru un rdspuns semet,
Si pentru cd n-a vrut sa vie la serbarea
Tiranului, se zice, cd Macduff a cazut

In mare defavor. Nu stii unde se afl3

Acum?

Lordul: Fiul lui Duncan, dezbréacat prin tiran
De dreptul sau la tron, trdieste-n Englitera
Unde blandul Edward atat de gratios

L-a primit cd lovirea crudei sale sorti

N-a putut sa pateze respectul ce i se cade,
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Takes from his high respect: thither Macduff

Is gone to pray the holy king, upon his aid

To wake Northumberland and warlike Siward:
That, by the help of these--with Him above

To ratify the work--we may again

Give to our tables meat, sleep to our nights,
Free from our feasts and banquets bloody knives,
Do faithful homage and receive free honours:
All which we pine for now: and this report
Hath so exasperate the king that he

Prepares for some attempt of war.

LENOX: Sent he to Macduff?

Lord: He did: and with an absolute ‘Sir, not 1,
The cloudy messenger turns me his back,

And hums, as who should say “You'll rue the time
That clogs me with this answer.’

LENOX: And that well might
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Si Macduff vrea sa merg acolo, ca sa ceard

De la rege ajutor, rugandu-1 sa trimita

La viteazul Siward si la Northumberland,

Ca cu sprijinul lor, si mai intai de toate

Cu sprijinul ceresc, sd putem noi reda

Noptilor noastre somn, oaspetilor bucate,
Serbadrilor scutire de pumnale incruntate,

Sd se poatd pazi juramantul facut,

Si liberi sa primim libere onoruri;

Lucruri ce pan” acum cu totul ne lipsesc,

Si a caror cunostinta atat a tulburat

Pe rege, ca resbelul e deja hotarat.

LENOX: Am auzit ca Macbeth ar fi chemat pe Macduff.
Lordul: Asa dar cu un rece ,,Domnule nu eu.” —
S-a intors tnapoi neplacutul trims,

In sine murmurand, cu-n aer ce zicea:

Te-ai cdi tu vreodatd, ce mai impovarat

C-un asa rdspuns.

LENOX: Acesta ii va fi
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Advise him to a caution, to hold what distance Un aviz, sd se tie atataa de departe
His wisdom can provide. Some holy angel Cat il ajunge capul. Sad-i zboare inainte
Fly to the court of England and unfold Vreun inger din cer, la curtea Engliterei,
His message ere he come, that a swift blessing Sa-i gdtesti primire, ca binecuvantare
May soon return to this our suffering country Sa bucure din nou, nefericita tara.
Under a hand accursed! Ce zace apdsata de o blestemata mana!
Lord: I'll send my prayers with him. Lordul:Si ale mele rugdaciuni, etern vor fi cu el.
Exeunt les
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ACT IV

SCENE 1.
A dark Cave, In the middle, a Caldron,
boiling. Thunder.

Enter the three Witches
First Witch: Thrice the brinded cat hath mewed.

Second Witch: Thrice; and once the hedge-pig whined.

Third Witch: Harper cries: —'Tis time, “tis time.
First Witch: Round about the caldron go;

In the poisoned entrails throw.

Toad, that under coldest stone,

Days and nights hast thirty-one

Sweltered venom sleeping got.

Boil thou first i’ the charmed pot!
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ACTUL IV

SCENA L.
O pesterd intunecatd, in mijloc un ceaun. Tunetu

Vrdjitoarele vin

Prima vrajitoare: Trei ori a mieunat galbenul motan.

A doua vrajitoare: Trei ori si incd un aricel a gemut.

A treia vrdjitoare: Harpia ne-a strigat: este vreme de treaba.
Prima vrijitoare: Imprejurul cildirii in cerc si ne-nvartim,
Maruntaie otravite la fund sa azvarlim.

Broasca ce sub piatra rece

Zi si noapte, trei ori zece,

Somnoroasa s-a culcat,

Si veninu’ a asudat

In oala fermecats

Dintai fii aruncata.
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ALL: Double, double toil and trouble;
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble.
Second Witch: Fillet of a fenny snake,
In the caldron boil and bake:

Eye of newt, and toe of frog.

Wool of bat, and tongue of dog,
Adder’s fork, and blind-worm’s sting,
Lizard’s leg, and owlet’s wing,

For a charm of powerful trouble.

Like a hell-broth boil and bubble.
ALL: Double, double toil and trouble;
Fire, burn; and, caldron, bubble.
Third Witch: Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf;
Witch’s mummy; maw and gulf

Of the ravined salt-sea shark;

Root of hemlock, digged i’ the dark;
Liver of blaspheming Jew

Gall of goat; and slips of yew,
Slivered in the moon’s eclipse;

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

103

Toate: Cu strddanie la treabs,

Focul ards, oala fiarba.

A doua vrajitoare: Oase de sarpe din mlastini scos,
Fierbe-n ciaun, fierbe vartos.

Ochi de soparld si deget de brotac,

Cozi si unghii de cane salbatic,

Limbi de bufne si crieieri de cioara,

Dinte de lup si cucutd amard,

Pentru un farmec cumplit, puternic la stricare,

Ca o zama din iad fierbe in caldare.

Toate: Cu strddanie la treabs,

Focul ardd, oala fiarba.

A treia vrdjitoare: Creste de zmeu, stomac incdrcat
De chit rdpitor, si rarunchiul secat

Unui jidovu parjur, fiere de tap,

Cefe de Turc si nas de Arap,

Vitd de spintd in sange prefdcut,

Maini de prunc de curva nascut

Si ucis in hindichi, crengi de tisa
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Nose of Turk, and Tartar’s lips;

Finger of birth-strangled babe.
Ditch-delivered by a drab, —

Make the gruel thick and slab:

Add thereto a tiger’s chawdron.

For the ingredients of our caldron.

ALL: Double, double toil and trouble

Fire, burn; and, caldron, bubble.

Second Witch: Cool it with a baboon’s blood,
Then the charm is firm and good

Enter Hecate and the other three Witches
HECATE: O well done! I commend your pains;
And every one shall share i’ the gains;

And now about the cauldron sing,

Live elves and fairies in a ring,

Enchanting all that you put in.

SONG.
Black spirits and white,
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Culese-n santerim pe luni in eclipsd,

Cu mate de tigru, sa punem in ceaun,

Ca s facem un farmec, ce in rdu va fi bun.

Toate: Cu strddanie la treabs,

Focul ards, oala fiarba.

A doua vrajitoare: Cu sange de momite, acum sd rdcorim
Fertura ce prin crima spre crime pregatim.
Hecate vine cu alte trei vrdjitoare

HECATE: Ati facut toate bine, va laud ostenirea,
Fiecare din voi si-a primi rdspldtirea.

Imprejurul caldarii

Ca zanele jucati,

Stihul descéantarii!

Fermecand cantati.

CANTEC

Duhuri albe si stacojii,
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Red spirits and gray;

Mingle, mingle, mingle,

You that mingle may.

Second Witch: By the pricking of my thumbs,
Something wicked this way comes.

Open, locks, whoever knocks.

Enter Macbeth.

MACBETH: How now, you secret, black, and midnight
hags!

What is't you do?

ALL: A deed without a name.

MACBETH: I conjure you, by that which you profess,
Howe’er you come to know it, answer me:

Though you untie the winds and let them fight
Against the churches; though the yesty waves
Confound and swallow navigation up;

Though bladed corn be lodged and trees blown down;
Though castles topple on their warders” heads;
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Duhuri negre, cenusii,

Invartiti, invartiti,

Invartiti mereu.

A doua vrajitoare: De pe-a palmei mancarime

Vad c-un pacatos ne vine. —

Deschide-te poartd

Oricine sd bata.

Macbeth intri

MACBETH: Ascunse, tenebroase ardtdri de-a noptii
Ce faceti acolo?

Toate: Un lucru fard nume.

Pe insdsi dar putera, carui sunteti supuse,
Réaspundeti, vd conjur: (oricum si orideunde
Veti afla ce va-ntreb.) De trebuee porniti
Furtunoasele vanturi, sa lupte cu biserici,
Sa sfasie-n manie spumegoasele valuri
Navigatia toatd, sa poligneasca greul,

Sa se rastoarne codri, si sd se prabuseasca
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Though palaces and pyramids do slope

Their heads to their foundations; though the treasure
Of nature’s germens tumble all together,

Even till destruction sicken; answer me

To what I ask you.

First Witch: Speak.

Second Witch: Demand.

Third Witch: We'll answer.

First Witch: Say, if thou’dst rather hear it from our mouths,
Or from our masters?

MACBETH: Call them; let me see them.

First Witch: Pour in sow’s blood, that hath eaten
Her nine farrow; grease, that’s sweaten

From the murderer’ s gibbet, throw

Into the flame.

ALL: Come, high, or low;
Thyself and office deftly show.

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

106
Pe santurile lor, ziduri si casteluri,

Sa plece piramizi, capul lor la pamant,

De trebuie zdrobiti puterile naturii,

Pana ce dezgustata stricarea s-a opri;

Numai dati-mi raspuns!

Prima vrdjitoare:Vorbeste!

A doua vrijitoare: Intreaba!

A treia vrajitoare: Noi vom raspunde!

Prima vrajitoare: Vrei sa-ti aflii soarta, de la noi sau mai bine,
De la mesterii nostri?

MACBETH: Chemati-i, vreau sa-i vad.

Prima vrajitoare: Sange de porc,

Ce puii si-a mancat,

Pune pe foc,

Grdsime prelinsa

De pe spanzuratore,

Turnati in caldare.

TOATE:Artei noastre supusi, veniti cu cuviinta!
Veniti si mari si mici, veniti toti in fiinta!

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

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



Thunder, An Apparition of an armed Head rises.

MACBETH: Tell me, thou unknown power,

First Witch: He knows thy thought:

Hear his speech, but say thou nought.

First Apparition: Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth! beware
Macduff;

Beware the thane of Fife. Dismiss me. Enough.

Descends

MACBETH:Whate’er thou art, for thy good caution, thanks;
Thou hast harped my fear aright: but one

word more

First Witch: He will not be commanded: here’s another,
More potent than the first.

Thunder. Second Apparition: A bloody Child

Second Apparition: Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth!
MACBETH: Had I three ears, I'ld hear thee.

All: Be bloody, bold,

And resolute; laugh to scorn the power of man,

For none of woman born shall harm Macbeth.
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Tunet. Un cap tnarmat iese din cdldare.

MACBETH: Necunoscute duhu, vorbeste. —

Prima vrdjitoare: Ascultare:

El stie ce doresti, far’a ta intrebare.

Aratarea: Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth! de Macdulff te fereste,
De Macduff, thanu’ de Fife. —ldsati-ma — grabeste. —

Dispare

MACBETH:Oricine-ai putea fi, pentru darea de stire
Multumesc; priincios la buba m-ai palit—

Dar inca un cuvant. —

Prima vrdjitoare: Nu se poate sili,

Un altul mai puternic decat el va veni.

Tunet. Un copil incruntat iese din caldare

Ardtarea: Macbeth I Macbeth! Macbeth!
MACBETH: De-as avea trei urechi, cu toate as asculta.
Toate: Fii crud si inddrapnic, cu ras, cu defdimare,
Intampina pe toti, cdci n-a avut nascare

Din femeie acela, ce este sd te-nvinga.
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Descends

MACBETH: Then live, Macduff; what need I fear of thee?

But yet I'll make assurance double sure.

And take a bond of fate. Thou shalt not live,

That I may tell pale-hearted fear, it lies.

And sleep in spite of thunder. —What is this.
Thunder, An Apparition of a Child crowned, with a Tree
in his Hand, rises.

That rises like the issue of a king;

And wears upon his baby brow the round

And top of sovereignty?

ALL: Listen, but speak not to’t.

Apparition: Be lion-mettled, proud; and take no care
Who chafes, who frets, or where conspirers are:
Macbeth shall never vanquished be until

Great Birnam wood to high Dunsinane hill

Shall come against him.
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Coboard
MACBETH: Apoi traieste, Macduff; nu-mi e frica de tine!
Insa indoit de sigur, imi fac eu siguranta,
De-mi iau un amanet de la soartd —sd moard;
Atunci eu voi zice, palidei mele frici:
Minti! si voi dormi pe trasnet si pe tunet.
7
Tunet, un copil incoronat se ridicd din cildare avind in mand un copac

Cine este acesta, ce drept un fiu de rege,

Se ridicd purtand pe fragida frunte
Ghirlanda Majestatei?

TOATE: Asculta nu-i vorbi.

Ardtarea: Ca leul fii viteaz, nu-ti pese de nimic
Vor tipa, vor rdcni, traddrile puternic

Te vor ameninta, se va scalda in sange
Intreaga omenire, dar n-or putea invinge
Pe Macbeth, pana ce padurea de la Birnam,
N-a veni sa-ti atace pe dealul la Dusinan
Castelul parintesc.
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Descends

MACBETH:That will never be;

Who can impress the forest; bid the tree

Unfix his earth-bound root? Sweet bodements! good!
Rebellious head, rise never, till the wood

Of Birnam rise, and our high-placed Macbeth
Shall live the lease of nature, pay his breath
To time, and mortal custom. — Yet my heart
Throbs to know one thing: Tell me, (if your art
Can tell so much,) shall Banquo’s issue ever
Reign in this kingdom?

ALL: Seek to know no more.
MACBETH: I will be satisfied. Deny me this,
And an eternal curse fall on you! Let me know: —
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Coboard

Dar nu va fi in veci —

Cin’ inroleze codri, ordinand la copaci

Sd rupa legdtura, ce-i tine de pamant?

O dulce prevestire, incantator cuvant!
Réascoala este moartd, etern nu va putea,

Sa mai ridice capul, incat nu vom vede
Pidurea de la Birnam, suindu-se la munte,
Si mdretul Macbeth, cu ne-ngrijeste fruntea,
Va astepta terminul, ce natura-1 va da,
Platind varstei dobanzi, pana ce va reda
Neimpdcatei Morti, intreaga datorie.

Dar inima-mi bate un lucru sa mai stie;
Spuneti-mi dacd ajunge-arta voastra acolo;
De are sa domneasca, mostenirea lui Banquo
Pe acesta regie?

TOATE: Tu cercetezi prea mult.

MACBETH: Vreau sa fiu multumit; de-mi refuzati aceasta,

Fiti etern blestemate
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Why sinks that caldron? and what noise is this!
First Witch: Show!

Second Witch: Show!

Third Witch: Show!

ALL: Show his eyes, and grieve his heart;

Come like shadows, so depart!

Eight kings appear, and pass over the stage in order; the
last with a glass in his hand; Banquo following.
MACBETH: Thou art too like the spirit of Banquo; down!
Thy crown does sear mine eyeballs; —and thy hair,
Thou other gold-bound brow, is like the first. —

A third is like the former. — Filthy hags

Why do you show me this? — A fourth? —Start, eyes!
What! will the line stretch out to the crack of doom?
Another yet? — A seventh? —I'll see no more. —

And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glass,
Which shows me many more; and some I see,

That twofold balls and treble sceptres carry;
Horrible sight! —Now, I see, “tis true;
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Raspundeti, vreau sa stiu.

Prima vrdjitoare: Iviti-va!

A doua vrajitoare: Iviti-val

A treia vrdjitoare: Iviti-va!

TOATE: lviti-va vederii, gandirea chinuiti:

Ca umbrele veniti, ca umbrele lipsiti.

Opt regi se aratd si trec pe scend, el de pe urmd poartdi o oglindd, Banquo
la sfarsit

MACBETH: Prea mare asemdnare ai cu umbra lui Banquo!
Retrage-te! Imi arde diademul t&u ochii—

$i tu a cdrui par se pleacd sub coroand

Iesi tot ca cel dintai, —si-al treilea ca tine —

Sontite vrdjitoare! Ce-mi ardtati aceste?

Mai vine un a patru! Inchideti-va ochii!

Pan’ la sfarsitul lumei nu se mantuie sirul! —

Mai iatd un a sapte! —Nu mai vreau sd md uit. —

S-al optulea apare, cu-o oglindd in méana,

Ce-mi aratd multi alti, intre care se vad

Chiar unii cu trei sceptri—Grozava nalucire,
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For the blood-boltered Banquo smiles upon me. Dar nu e ndlucire, am vazut adevarul;
And points at them for his. — What, is this so? Céci sangeratul Banquo 1i aratd zambind

Cu un aer de fald, ca pe copiii sdi. —
Raspundeti este asa?

First Witch: Ay, sir, all this is so. —But why Prima vrajitoare: Asa. —Dar de ce std Macbeth
Stands Macbeth thus amazedly? — Astfel uimit si speriat?

Come, sisters, cheer we up his sprights, Veniti surori sa-1 desteptam

And show the best of our delights; Prin farmece sa-1 desfatam:

I'll charm the air to give a sound. Incantat s& auda melodii ingeresti,

While you perform your antique round; In jurul lui sa vada danturi aeresti;

That this great king may kindly say. Si-asa inaltul rege va avea multumire,

Our duties did his welcome pay. De toate ce-am facut, pentru a sa primire.
Music, The Witches dance, and vanish. Muzicd, vrdjitoarele dintuiesc si dispar
MACBETH: Where are they? Gone? — Let this pernicious MACBETH: Unde sunt? S-au pornit? Fii blestemata etern
hour Vitamatoare ord, ce m-a adus aci! —

Stand aye accursed in the calendar! — Vin’ incoace de-afara! —

Come in, without there!

Enter LENOX LENOX intra

LENOX: What's your grace’s will? LENOX: Ce doriti, Majestate?
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MACBETH: Saw you the weird sisters?

LENOX: No, my lord.

MACBETH: Came they not by you?

LENOX: No, indeed, my lord.

MACBETH: Infected be the air whereon they ride;
And damned all those that trust them! I did hear
The galloping of horse: who was’t came by?

LENOX: ‘Tis two or three, my lord, that bring you word
Macduff is fled to England.

MACBETH: Fled to England?

LENOX: Ay, my good lord.

MACBETH: Time, thou anticipatest my dread exploits:
The flighty purpose never is o’ertook

Unless the deed go with it; from this moment

The very firstlings of my heart shall be

The firstlings of my hand. And even now,

To crown my thoughts with acts, be it thought and done:

The castle of Macduff I will surprise;
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MACBETH: N-ai vdzut tu iesind de-aci pe vrdjitoare?

LENOX: Nu, Domne.

MACBETH: N-au trecut pe dinaintea ta?
LENOX: Nu Domne, n-au trecut.
MACBETH: Imputit fie vantul

Pe care s-au pornit, si blestemati aci,

Cei ce se incred in ele.Din o ord auzeam
Galopand niste cai; a venit cineva?

LENOX: Au venit doi sau trei sa va dea de stire,
Ca Macduff a fugit in Anglia.

MACBETH: In Anglia?

LENOX: Asa inalte Domn.

MACBETH: O, vreme tu-mi impiedici
Grosavele intreprinderi. Niciodatd n-ajungem
Fugarele proiecte, de nu merg la un loc,

Ideile cu fapta. De astazi inainte

Parga inimii mele, fie parga si-a mainii;
Coroana pe gandiri atunci nu mai punem
Cand facem ce gandim. — Acum voi ndvali
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Seize upon Fife; give to the edge o’ the sword In castelul lui Macduff, il voi lua, si-apoi
His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate souls Sub sabie voi pune, femeia sa si fiii,
That trace him in his line. No boasting like a fool; Si toti cei ce se tem de semintia sa,
This deed I'll do before this purpose cool. Nu e fald de prost; am s-o fac pan” a nu
But no more sights!--Where are these gentlemen? Se potoli mania. — Vrdjiri nu mai vreau insa. —
Come, bring me where they are. Unde sunt domnii aceia? Haidem du-ma la ei.
Exeunt les
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SCENE II.
Fife. A Room in Macduff’s Castle.

Enter Lady Macduff, her Son, and Rosse.

LADY MACDUFF: What had he done, to make him fly the
land?

ROSSE: You must have patience, madam.

LADY MACDUFF: He had none:

His flight was madness: when our actions do not,

Our fears do make us traitors.

ROSSE: You know not,

Whether it was his wisdom, or his fear.

LADY MACDUFF: Wisdom! to leave his wife, to leave his
babes.

His mansion, and his titles, in a place

From whence himself does fly? He loves us not;

He wants the natural touch: —for the poor wren,

The most diminutive of birds, will fight.
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SCENA 1I.
Fife, Odaie in castelul lui Macdulff.

Lady Macduff, copilul siu si Rosse vin
LADY MACDUFF: Care i-a fost gresala, de-a fugit el din tara?

ROSSE: Aveti, md rog, rabdare.

LADY MACDUFF: EI nu e vinovat

Fuga e nebunie. Cand nu ne face fapta
Adesea ne face frica tradatori.

ROSSE: Nu se stie

De n-a fost intelept mai mult decét fricos.
LADY MACDUEFF: Intelept! Cine-si lasd femeia si copiii,
Drepturile, casa la locul de unde singur
Fuge? i lipsesc simtirile firesti,

Iubirea de ai sdi. Codobatura chiar,

Cea mai micd din paseri, se lupta cu vultanul,
Ca sd-si apere cuibul. Frica-i este tot
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Her young ones in her nest, against the owl.

All is the fear, and nothing is the love;

As little is the wisdom, where the flight

So runs against all reason

ROSSE: My dearest coz,

I pray you, school yourself: but, for your husband,
He is noble, wise, judicious, and best knows

The fits 0" the season. I dare not speak much further:

But cruel are the times, when we are traitors.

And do not know ourselves; when we hold rumor
From what we fear, yet know not what we fear;

But float upon a wild and violent sea,

Each way, and move. —I take my leave of you:

Shall not be long but I'll be here again;

Things at the worst will cease, or else climb upward
To what they were before. —My pretty cousin,
Blessing upon you

LADY MACDUEFF: Fathered he is, and yet he’s fatherless.

ROSSE: I am so much a fool, should I stay longer,
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Si amorul nimic. Cat e de scurta mintea,
Cand fuga se porneste in contra judecatei.

ROSSE: [ubita verisoard, contine-te ma rog;

Sotul vostru e nobil, cu minte, cumpatat,

Cunoaste cat de bine al timpului furtuna;

Mai mult nu va pot spune, dar cruda este vremea
In care far3 veste ne trezim tridétori.

Auzim sopotind ca trebuie sa ne temem,

Dar neputand cunoaste pentru ce sd ne temem,

Ne vedem aruncati pe-o mare tulburata.

Fara carma si tel. Sunt silit sa va las,

Dar nu va trece mult si iar ma voi intoarce,
Trebuie, or s se strice soarta nostra de tot

Or iar sa se inalte la ceea ce a fost. —

Iubite nepotel, sd te pazeascda Domnul.

LADY MACDUFF: El are inca tata si tot e fara tata.
ROSSE: Sunt slab ca un copil, si-o mai lunga zabava
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It would be my disgrace, and your discomfort.

I take my leave at once.

Exit ROSSE

LADY MACDUEFF: Sirrah, your father’s dead;

And what will you do now? How will you live?

Son: As birds do, mother.

LADY MACDUFF: What, with worms and flies?
Son:With what I get, I mean; and so do they.

LADY MACDUFF: Poor bird! thou'dst never fear the net,
nor lime.

The pit-fall, nor the gin.

Son; Why should I, mother? Poor birds they are not set for.
My father is not dead, for all your saying.

LADY MACDUFF:Yes, he is dead; how wilt thou do for a
father?

Son:Nay, how will you do for a husband?

LADY MACDUFF:Why, I can buy me twenty at any
market.
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Mi-ar aduce rusine si voud ingrijare:

Ramaneti sandtosi!

ROSSE iese

LADY MACDUFF: Sarmane, tatal tau

Este mort, ce vei face? Cum vei trdi acum?

Copilul: Ca paserile, mama.

LADY MACDUFF: Cu muscute si viermi.

Copilul: Cu ce-oi putea gési, cdci ele fac asa.

LADY MACDUFF: Tu biatd pasdricd, nu te-ai teme de mreje,
De capcanad si vasc?

Copilul: De ce m-as teme, mama? Cine-si mai bate capul sa
prinda pésdrele?

Tatil meu nu e mort, oricat ai zice tu.

LADY MACDUFF: E mort, si ce vei face, sd gdsesti un alt tata?

Copilul: Ce vei face si tu, sa gdsesti alt barbat.
LADY MACDUFF: Dodzeci pot sd cumpar la orice iarmaroc.
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Son: Then you’ll buy ‘em to sell again.

LADY MACDUFF: Thou speak’st with all thy wit: and yet,
i faith,
With wit enough for thee.

Son:Was my father a traitor, mother?

LADY MACDUFF:Ay, that he was.

Son:What is a traitor?

LADY MACDUFF:Why, one that swears and lies.

Son: And be all traitors that do so?

LADY MACDUFEF:Every one that does so is a traitor, and
must be hanged.

Son:And must they all be hanged that swear and lie?
LADY MACDUFF:Every one.

Son:Who must hang them?

LADY MACDUFF:Why, the honest men.

Son:Then the liars and swearers are fools,for there are liars
and swearers enow to beat the honest men and hang up
them.
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Copilul: Atunci ii cumperi numai, ca sd-i vinzi inapoi.
LADY MACDUFFEF: Vorbesti cu mintea ta, si pentru anii tdi,
Ea sigur nu e proasta.

Copilul: Tatdl meu a fost tradator, mama?

LADY MACDUEFE: Dar a fost.

Copilul: Ce vrea sa zica tradator?

LADY MACDUEFEF: Unul ce face un juramant si nu-1 tine.
Copilul: Si toti acei ce fac asa sunt tradatori?

LADY MACDUFF: Dar toti acei sunt tradatori, si trebuie

spanzurati.

Copilul: Trebuie spanzurati acei ce fac un jurdmantu si nu-1 tin?

LADY MACDUFF: Asa fiul meu.
Copilul: Si cine-i spanzura?
LADY MACDUFF: Oamenii cei de treaba.

Copilul: Apoi dar acei, ce fac un jurdamant, si nu-I tin, sunt niste
prosti, caci numadrul lor este atat de mare incat ar putea prinde si

spanzura omenii cei de treaba.
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LADY MACDUFFE:Now, God help thee, poor monkey!
But how wilt thou do for a father?

Son: If he were dead, you'd weep for him: if you would not,
it were a good sign that I should quickly have a new father.
LADY MACDUFF:Poor prattler, how thou talk’st!

Enters a Messenger

Messenger: Bless you, fair dame! I am not to you known,
Though in your state of honour I am perfect.

I doubt some danger does approach you nearly:

If you will take a homely man’s advice,

Be not found here; hence, with your little ones.

To fright you thus, methinks, I am too savage;

To do worse to you were fell cruelty,

Which is too nigh your person. Heaven preserve you!

I dare abide no longer.

Exits the Messenger
LADY MACDUFF:Whither should I fly?

William Shakespeare
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LADY MACDUFF: Dumnezeu sa te ierte, biatd momita; dar inca
nu mi-ai spus ce vrei sd faci ca sa capeti un alt tata?

Copilul: De-ar fi mort tu ai plange; de n-ai plange, ar fi un semn
ca in curdnd am sd capat un alt tata.
LADY MACDUFF: Ce nebunii mai spui!
Un curier vine

Curierul: Sa va pdzeascd Domnul, frumoasa domnisoaral!
Dumneavoastra nu stiti, cine sunt, dar cunosc

Inaltul vostru rang, si nume stralucit.

Ma tem ce v-amenintd primejdie de-aproape;

De nu dispretuiti avizul unui om,

Ce e simplu dar sincer, nu ramaneti aci:

Luati-va copilul si fugiti cat e vreme!

E crud in adevar, sd va sperii asa,

Ar fi neomenire insa, de-as tacea,

Cand este atat de-aproape primejdia de voi!

Sa vd pdzeascd Domnul! Nu pot sede mai mult.

lese

LADY MACDUFF: Unde-as putea fugi? N-am facut niciun rau
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I have done no harm. But I remember now

I am in this earthly world; where to do harm

Is often laudable, to do good, sometime

Accounted dangerous folly: why then, alas,

Do I put up that womanly defence,

To say I have done no harm? What are these faces?

Enter Murderers.

First Murderer:Where is your husband?

LADY MACDUFEF: I hope, in no place so unsanctified
Where such as thou may’st find him.

First Murderer:He’s a traitor.

Son:Thou ly’st, thou shag-haired villain!

First Murderer: What, you egg! [Stabbing him]

Young fry of treachery!

Son: He has killed me, mother:

Run away, I pray you!

Exit Lady Macduff, crying murder,and pursued by the Murderers.
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Uit ins3 ca traiesc in o lume stricatd,

In care ficand riu, ne vedem laudati,

Facand bine, se-ntampld ca trecem de nebuni.
De ce mad bizui pe-o arma de femeie,

Zicand ca n-am facut, niciodatd vreun rdu? —
Ce fete de talhari!

Ucigasii intrd

Ucigasul: Unde-ti este barbatul?

LADY MACDUFF: Sper, nu la asa profan si spurcat loc,
La care ar gdsi mojici de seama ta.

Ucigasul: El este tradatorul!

Copilul: Minti, zburlite hot!

Ucigasul: Ce! oule, plodire de parjur! [II ucide]

Copilul: Fugi, mama!
M-a ucis!
Lady Macduff fuge strigind: omor! ucigasii o prigonesc.
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SCENE III.
England. A Room in the King’s Palace.

Enter Malcolm and Macduff.
MALCOLM:Let us seek out some desolate shade, and there
Weep our sad bosoms empty.

MACDUFF:Let us rather

Hold fast the mortal sword, and like good men
Bestride our down-fallen birthdom: each new morn
New widows howl, new orphans cry, new sorrows
Strike heaven on the face, that it resounds

As if it felt with Scotland and yelled out

Like syllable of dolour.

MALCOLM: What I believe I'll walil,
What know believe, and what I can redress,
As I shall find the time to friend, I will.

William Shakespeare
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SCENA III.
Parc al palatului regesc

Malcolm si Macduff intrd

MALCOLM: Haidem sa cdutam vreo umbra solitara,
Unde singuri, retrasi, am putea rdcori

Inima prin lacrimi.

MACDUFF: Ba mai bine haidem

Pundnd mana vrajmas, pe spada razbunarii,

Sd luptam ca barbati pentru dreptul cdzut.

In fiecare zi se vaitd alti orfani,

Si plang alte vadane; un tipat de durere

Se ridicd la cer, ce rdsund puternic,

Ce cum ar fi simtind a Scotiei mahnire,

Sirdspunde gemand, ca un ecou gelos.

MALCOLM: Voi deplange ce cred, si crede ca cunosc,
Si ce voi putea face, gasind vreme propice,

Sunt hotdrat sa fac. Cat pentru ce ai spus
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What you have spoke, it may be so perchance. Poate sa fie asa. Tiranul fara lege
This tyrant, whose sole name blisters our tongues, A cdrui singur nume, umple limba de sputa
Was once thought honest: you have loved him well. Trecea de onorabil, l-ati iubit pe cat stiu
He hath not touched you yet. I am young; Siincd pan’ acum el nu v-a prigonit.
but something Cu toate ca sunt tanar, prin mine mai ales,
You may deserve of him through me, and wisdom Puteti sa-l ispititi; e cu minte-a jertfi,
To offer up a weak poor innocent lamb Nevinovatul miel, cand jertfa sa potoleste,
To appease an angry god. Mania unui Deu.
MACDUFF:I am not treacherous. MACDUFF: Eu nu sunt tradator.
MALCOLM: But Macbeth is. MALCOLM: Macbeth insd el este. Cea mai strictd virtute
A good and virtuous nature may recoil Se pleacd cateodata la puternica vorba
In an imperial charge. But I shall crave Unui rege —iertati! Gandirea mea nu poate
your pardon; Sa schimbe ce sunteti —ingerii nu-si leapada
That which you are my thoughts cannot transpose: Lucita infatisare, desi cel mai lucit
Angels are bright still, though the brightest fell; Dintre ei a cazut. Binele nu-si schimba
Though all things foul would wear the brows of grace, Frumosul sdu aspect, desi raul etern
Yet grace must still look so. Ca binele se poarta.
MACDUEFF: I have lost my hopes. MACDUFF: Am pierdut doar sperara.
MALCOLM: Perchance even there where I did find my MALCOLM: Acolo poate—o pierzi unde eu am gasit
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doubts.

Why in that rawness left you wife and child,

Those precious motives, those strong knots of love,
Without leave-taking? I pray you,

Let not my jealousies be your dishonours,

But mine own safeties. You may be rightly just,
Whatever I shall think.

MACDUFF: Bleed, bleed, poor country!

Great tyranny! lay thou thy basis sure,

For goodness dare not cheque thee: wear thou
thy wrongs;

The title is affeered! Fare thee well, lord:

I would not be the villain that thou think’st
For the whole space that’s in the tyrant’s grasp,
And the rich East to boot.

MALCOLM: Be not offended:

William Shakespeare
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Indoirile mele. Cum ati putut l3sa

Asa nesocotit femeia si copiii,

Scumpa legdtura ce sustine iubirea

Chiar fdara ziua bund? Nu ganditi, ce tintesc
Prepusurile mele, a va atinge onoarea

Ce numai a pazi a noastrd sigurantd.
Orice-as gandi de voi, aceasta nu va opreste
A fi sincer si drept.

MACDUFF: Pierde dar, biata tara

Pierde, sangele tdau! Asaza-te statornic
Cumplitd tiranie, bunul drept nu cuteaza

A se lupta cu tine! Poartd cu tacere
Nefericirea ta, legiuitul tdu domn

Te lasa tremurand! Ramai print, sanétos!
Nu as voi sd fiu miselul ce gandeste,

Pentru intregul loc, ce ou cdngile sale
Tiranul a cuprins, primind chiar pe desupra
Avutul Orient.

MALCOLM: Ma rog nu te atinge!
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I speak not as in absolute fear of you.

I think our country sinks beneath the yoke;

It weeps, it bleeds; and each new day a gash
Is added to her wounds: I think withal

There would be hands uplifted in my right;
And here from gracious England have I offer
Of goodly thousands: but, for all this,

When I shall tread upon the tyrant’s head,

Or wear it on my sword, yet my poor country
Shall have more vices than it had before,
More suffer and more sundry ways than ever,
By him that shall succeed.

MACDUFF: What should he be?

MALCOLM: It is myself I mean: in whom I know

All the particulars of vice so grafted

That, when they shall be opened, black Macbeth

Will seem as pure as snow, and the poor state
Esteem him as a lamb, being compared
With my confineless harms.
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Prepusul meu pe voi nu e nestramutat,

Eu cred cd tara noastra suferd sub jug,

Cd plange sangeratd, asemenea eu cred,
Ca sunt brate de ajuns, ce vor sa se ridice
Pentrul dreptul rapit. Chiar regele Engliterei,
Mi-a propus gratios multe mii de viteji;
Cu toate acestea insa, desi eu voi cdlca
Pe-al tiranului cap, si-1 voi purta infipt,
Pe varful spadei mele, insd tot biata tara
Va suferi mai mari, si mai grozave rele
Decat mai inainte, va patimi mai mult
Decat pana acum, de la cel ce-a urma.
MACDUEFF: Si cine e acela?
MALCOLM: Vorbesc de mine insumi,
In care precum stiu, se gasesc hultuite
Deosebitele feluri de rele, de ndravuri,
Incat de vor putea, sd iasd la iveald,
insusi negrul Macbeth, va semana cé este
Ca omatul curat, si bietul stat va crede,
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MACDUFEF:Not in the legions

Of horrid hell can come a devil more damn’d
In evils to top Macbeth.

MALCOLM: I grant him bloody,

Luxurious, avaricious, false, deceitful,

Sudden, malicious, smacking of every sin

That has a name: but there’s no bottom, none,
In my voluptuousness: your wives, your daughters,
Your matrons and your maids, could not fill up
The cistern of my lust, and my desire

All continent impediments would o’erbear
That did oppose my will: better Macbeth

Than such an one to reign.

MACDUFF: Boundless intemperance

In nature is a tyranny; it hath been

The untimely emptying of the happy throne
And fall of many kings. But fear not yet

William Shakespeare
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C3 e bland ca un miel, de-1 va aldtura

Cu rautatea mea.

MACDUEFF: Legiunile intregi

Ale grozavului iad, nu ne-ar trimite un drac
Ce-ar intrece pe Macbeth.

MALCOLM: In adevir e crunt,

Pornit, voluptuos, zgarcit, inseldtor,
Fatarnic, sugubet, gustand din orice rau,
Nemadrginitd insd e voluptatea mea,

Toate fetele voastre, neveste si fecioare
N-ar putea astupa prapastia adancd,

A desfranadrii mele, si a mele dorinti

Vor rasturna puternic, orice piedicd ar vrea,
Sa pund un hotar bunului meu plac.

O, mai bine cu Macbeth, decat cu un asa rege.

MACDUFF: E drept ca voluptatea, cand e nemarginita

Prin insasi firea sa, aduce tiranie,
S-au vazut fericite tronuri ddramate
Fara vreme de ea, si multi regi rasturnati.

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

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



To take upon you what is yours: you may
Convey your pleasures in a spacious plenty,

And yet seem cold, the time you may so hoodwink.

We have willing dames enough: there cannot be
That vulture in you, to devour so many

As will to greatness dedicate themselves,
Finding it so inclined.

MALCOLM: With this there grows

In my most ill-composed affection such

A stanchless avarice that, were I king,

I should cut off the nobles for their lands,
Desire his jewels and this other’s house:

And my more-having would be as a sauce

To make me hunger more; that I should forge
Quarrels unjust against the good and loyal,
Destroying them for wealth.

MACDUFF:This avarice

Sticks deeper, grows with more pernicious root

William Shakespeare
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Acestea toate insd nu pot sd vd opreasca

A lua dreptul vostru, voi puteti prin ascuns,
Sa dati indestulare multumirilor voastre,
In ochii lumii ins4, aritati-va rece:

Avem destule dame de usoara purtare;

Nu cred sé fie in voi atata lacomie,

Incat sa nu v ajunga acelea, ce se dau
Puterii Maiestatei la intdia chemare.

MALCOLM: Pe langa toate acestea, atata s-a latit

In stricate a mea fire avida zgarcenie,

Incat de as domni, as curati pe nobili

De mosiile lor, as rdapi de la unul

Juvaerele sale, si de la altul casa,

inmul;irea averii, va fi numai un dres

Ca sa-mi atate foamea, si nedrepte pricini

As ndscoci, in contra celui bun si leal,
Rapindu-i avutia.

MACDUEFF: Aceastd zgarcenie,

E un rdu mai adanc, prin mult mai stricacioase
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Than summer-seeming lust, and it hath been
The sword of our slain kings: yet do not fear;
Scotland hath foisons to fill up your will.

Of your mere own: all these are portable,
With other graces weighed.

MALCOLM: But I have none: the king-becoming graces,
As justice, verity, temperance, stableness,
Bounty, perseverance, mercy, lowliness,
Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude,

I have no relish of them, but abound

In the division of each several crime,

Acting it many ways. Nay, had I power, I should
Pour the sweet milk of concord into hell,

Uproar the universal peace, confound

All unity on earth.

MACDUFF: O Scotland, Scotland!

MALCOLM: If such a one be fit to govern, speak:

William Shakespeare
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Radacini se-ntinde, si ea a fost cutitul

Prin care au pierit regii nostri adesea.

Dar tot nu avea grija; destul e de avuta

Scotia, ca sa-ti poti indeplini vointa,

Din chiar averea voastrd. Si apoi acestea toate,
Se pot rdbda usor, cand sunt rascumparate,
Prin alte bunatati.

MALCOLM: Niciuna insd n-am —

Regestile virtuti: adevarul, dreptatea,
Rabdarea, energia, blandetea, pietatea,
Statornicia, mila, puterea, vitejia,

Din acestea nici semn mdcar nu e in mine,

Ci numai abundente, de orice fel de crime,
Prin orice chip facute. O, de-as avea putere —
As vadrsa al unirii dulce lapte in iad,

As revolutiona universala pace,

As sterge pentru etern concordia din lume.
MACDUFF: O, Scotie! Scotie!

MALCOLM: Este demn asa om de a fi rege? Spune!
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I am as I have spoken.

MACDUEFF: Fit to govern!

No, not to live. O nation miserable,

With an untitled tyrant bloody-sceptered,

When shalt thou see thy wholesome days again,
Since that the truest issue of thy throne

By his own interdiction stands accursed,

And does blaspheme his breed? Thy royal father
Was a most sainted king: the queen that bore thee,
Oftener upon her knees than on her feet,

Died every day she lived. Fare thee well!

These evils thou repeat’st upon thyself

Have banish’d me from Scotland. O my breast,
Thy hope ends here!

MALCOLM: Macdulff, this noble passion,

Child of integrity, hath from my soul

Wiped the black scruples, reconciled my thoughts
To thy good truth and honour. Devilish Macbeth
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< \e Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

A/

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

127
Eu sunt precum ti-am zis.

MACDUFF: Demn de a fi rege?

Ba nici de a trdi. Nefericita tara!

Calcatd in picioare de cruntul uzurpator,
Vei mai putea avea tu fericite zile?

O, nu! Caci legiuitul si drept mostenitor

A tronului tdu, std osandit, blestemat,

Prin insusi pieire, si-si injoseste neamul.
Regescul tdu parinte a fost unu print prea sfant
Regina, ce mai mult in genunchi te purta
Decat stand in picioare, a trdit mucenica
Cate zile a avut. 5a va pazeasca Domnul!
Acestea toate tocmai, ce insuti cunosti,
M-au gonit din Scotia. — O, inimé, speranta
Te conteneste aici!

MALCOLM: Macduff, a ta manie,

Copilul onestitdtii, din sufletul meu sterge,
Orice negru prepus, si-mi impacd gandirea
Cu buna ta credintd si sincerd onoare.
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By many of these trains hath sought to win me
Into his power, and modest wisdom plucks me
From over-credulous haste: but God above
Deal between thee and me! for even now

I put myself to thy direction, and

Unspeak mine own detraction, here abjure

The taints and blames I laid upon myself,

For strangers to my nature. [ am yet

Unknown to woman, never was forsworn,
Scarcely have coveted what was mine own,

At no time broke my faith, would not betray
The devil to his fellow and delight

No less in truth than life: my first false speaking
Was this upon myself: what [ am truly,

Is thine and my poor country’s to command:
Whither indeed, before thy here-approach,

Old Siward, with ten thousand warlike men,
Already at a point, was setting forth.

Now we'll together; and the chance of goodness

William Shakespeare
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Diavolescul Macbeth, adesea a ciutat

Prin asa artificii, sd md puna la manie

De aceea mad oprea, cumpadtata prudenta

A mad increde prea iute, insda Domnul de sus
Numai va judeca intre tine si mine:

Céci de-acum inainte cu totul ma voi pune
Sub directia ta. Pdrerea ce-am facut

Insusi asupra mea, o retrag, si ma lepad,

De orice rdu si narav, am zis c-ar fi in mine
Ca strain firii mele. PAn” acum nu cunosc
Ce e femeia incd, nici am facut vreodata
Vreun jurdmant nedrept, abia de am ramnit
Insumi binele meu! Tot de unde-am gandit
Ca cuvantul e sfant, si nici macar un drac
N-as trada altui drac; adevarul imi este

Mai scump decat viata, intdia mea minciuna
Este aceea contra mea. Ce sunt in adevar
De mult e inchinat, voua si bietei tari

Unde chiar inaintea venirii voastre-aci,
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Be like our warranted quarrel! Why are you silent?

MACDUFF:Such welcome and unwelcome things at once
“Tis hard to reconcile.

Enters a Doctor

MALCOLM:Well; more anon.--Comes the king forth, I pray
you?

Doctor: Ay, sir; there are a crew of wretched souls
That stay his cure: their malady convinces

The great assay of art; but at his touch--

Such sanctity hath heaven given his hand--

They presently amend.

MALCOLM: I thank you, doctor.

Exits Doctor

MACDUFF:What's the disease he means?

William Shakespeare
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Era sa se porneascd, batranul nostru Siward
Cu zece mii ostasi. Acum vom merge odata.
Voieste Domnezeu sa fie izbutirea

Atat de fericitd cat e cauza dreapta! —

Dar pentru ce tdceti?

MACDUFF: E greu de-a potrivi

Intr-un suflet asa placut, si neplacut.

Intrd un doftor

MALCOLM: Ei bine! om mai vorbi

Ia spuneti-mi, mad rog,

Iese regele azi?

Doftorul: Va iesi printul meu,

Céci asteaptd multi sdraci de la el lecuire;
Boala lor a invins orice incercare a artei,
Insa abia ii atinge ci-ndati se indreapt3,
Atat ii este mana de binecuvantata.
MALCOLM: Doftore, va multumesc.
Doftorul iese

MACDUEFF: Ce boala este aceea?
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MALCOLM:'Tis call’d the evil:

A most miraculous work in this good king;
Which often, since my here-remain in England,

I have seen him do. How he solicits heaven,
Himself best knows: but strangely-visited people,
All swoln and ulcerous, pitiful to the eye,

The mere despair of surgery, he cures,

Hanging a golden stamp about their necks,

Put on with holy prayers: and ‘tis spoken,

To the succeeding royalty he leaves

The healing benediction. With this strange virtue,
He hath a heavenly gift of prophecy,

And sundry blessings hang about his throne,
That speak him full of grace.

Enters ROSSE
MACDUFF: See, who comes here?
MALCOLM:My countryman; but yet I know him not.

William Shakespeare
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MALCOLM: Se cheamd simplu rdu. O minunata faptd,
A acestui bun rege, ce l-am vazut fdcand
Adesea, de cand ma aflu aci in Englitera;
Cum se roaga la cer, va fi singur stiind —
Dar pe multi pacatosi, ce ciudata ispitd,
Plini de bube si rani, o jale pentru ochi,
Faceau disperarea artei, el indrepta,
Punandu-le la gat, cu sfinte rugdciuni,

Un medalion de auru. —Mai este incd spus
Cd au sa mosteneascd, regestii sdi urmasi,
Aceasta insusire. Pe langa acest dar

De-al cerului, mai are puterea de a conduce
Ascunsul viitor, si binecuvantari

Deosebite feluri, inconjurul tronului sau,
Aratand ca este iubit de Dumnezeu.

Rosse intri

MACDUFF: Cine vine-acolo?

MALCOLM: Un pamantean, se vede,

Eu insa nu-1 cunosc.
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MACDUFF:My ever-gentle cousin, welcome hither.

MALCOLM: I know him now. Good God, betimes remove

The means that makes us strangers!

ROSSE: Sir, amen.

MACDUFF: Stands Scotland where it did?

ROSSE: Alas, poor country!

Almost afraid to know itself. It cannot

Be called our mother, but our grave; where nothing,
But who knows nothing, is once seen to smile;
Where sighs and groans and shrieks that rend the air
Are made, not marked; where violent sorrow seems
A modern ecstasy; the dead man’s knell

Is there scarce asked for who; and good men’s lives
Expire before the flowers in their caps,

Dying or ere they sicken.

MACDUFF: O, relation

Too nice, and yet too true!

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

131

MACDUFF: Bine-ai venit aci,

Iubitul meu var!

MALCOLM: Acum insa-1 cunosc. —

O, bunule Dumnezeu! ridica de la noi

Ce ne fac straini.

ROSSE: Amin, inalte print!

MACDUEFF: Tot in acea stare se gdseste Scotia?
ROSSE: Helas! sirmana tard, ce-a ajuns a se teme
Mai singurd de sine! Ce nu putem numi

Mai mult a noastrd muma4, ce al nostru mormant.
Unde numai aci, ce nu stiu de nimic,

Se vad incd zadmbind; unde e nebunie

De-a mai simti durere; unde nimeni nu-ntreaba:
Cin” a murit? cand sund clopotul la morti;

Viata celui bun se trece mai degraba,

Decat floarea la sin, murind fird-a fi bolnav.

MACDUEFF: O naratie, cruda dar prea adevarata!
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MALCOLM:What's the newest grief?

ROSSE:That of an hour’s age doth hiss the speaker:

Each minute teems a new one.

MACDUFF: How does my wife?

ROSSE: Why, well.

MACDUFF: And all my children?

ROSSE: Well too.

MACDUFF: The tyrant has not battered at their peace?

ROSSE: No; they were well at peace when I did leave them.

MACDUFF: But not a niggard of your speech: how goes’t?
ROSSE:When I came hither to transport the tidings,
Which I have heavily borne, there ran a rumour

Of many worthy fellows that were out;

Which was to my belief witnessed the rather,

For that I saw the tyrant’s power afoot:

Now is the time of help; your eye in Scotland

Would create soldiers, make our women fight,

To doff their dire distresses.
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MALCOLM: Care e cea din urma a tiranului crima?
ROSSE: Si suiera acela, ce ne-ar istorisi,

O crim3 ce-a trecut varsta de o org;

Fiecare minut zamisleste o alta.

MACDUFF: Cum se afld nevasta?

ROSSE: Cum se afl4, ei, — bine.

MACDUEFF: §i toti copiii mei?

ROSSE: Si ei se afla bine.

MACDUFF: N-a daramat tiranul buna liniste lor?
ROSSE: Nu,trdiau in pace, cand m-am dus de la ei.
MACDUFF: Nu fi la vorbe scump; spune drept, ce mai fac?
ROSSE: Cand m-am pornit incoace, aducand noutati
Ce cu inimd grea purtam, se auzea,

Ca s-ar fi ridicat mai multi vrednici barbati;

Un vuit ce-am gdsit pe urma vederat,

Vdzand puse-n picioare-a tiranului osti.

De voiti s-ajutati acum va este vremea;

Ochiul vostru-n Scotia ar procrea soldati,

Ar face sa se lupte, femeile, copiii,
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MALCOLM: Be It their comfort

We are coming thither: gracious England hath
Lent us good Siward and ten thousand men;
An older and a better soldier none

That Christendom gives out.

ROSSE:Would I could answer

This comfort with the like! But I have words
That would be howled out in the desert air,
Where hearing should not latch them.

MACDUFF: What concern they?

The general cause? or is it a fee-grief

Due to some single breast?

ROSSE:No mind that’s honest

But in it shares some woe; though the main part
Pertains to you alone.

MACDUFF: If it be mine,
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Ca sd scuture chinul ce le apasd-amar.

MALCOLM: Le-aducem mangaiere prin a noastrd venire.
Englitera voioasd ne-mprumuta pe Sivard

Cu zece mii de oameni. Un mai vrednic ostas,

N-ar putea sd ne dea toatd crestinatatea.

ROSSE: O, de-as putea rdaspunde la mangaiera voastrd,
Cu altd mangaiere. Eu am insa cuvinte,
Ce-as voi mai degrabd, sd rasune zadarnic
in desertul vesnic, decat sa ma atinga
Vreo ureche de om!

MACDUEFF: Pe cine el priveste

Este un rdu general, sau durere privata

A unei inimi numai?

ROSSE: Nu cred ca s-ar gasi

O inimd de treabad, ce n-ar simti si ea

Asa nefericire; dar cea mai mare parte

Te atinge pe tine.

MACDUFF: De m-atinge pe mine,
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Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it.

ROSSE: Let not your ears despise my tongue for ever,
Which shall possess them with the heaviest sound
That ever yet they heard.

MACDUFF: Hum! I guess at it.

ROSSE: Your castle is surprised; your wife and babes
Savagely slaughtered: to relate the manner,

Were, on the quarry of these murdered deer,

To add the death of you.

MALCOLM: Merciful heaven!

What, man! ne’er pull your hat upon your brows;
Give sorrow words: the grief that does not speak
Whispers the o’er-fraught heart and bids it break.
MACDUFF: My children too?

ROSSE: Wife, children, servants, all

That could be found.

MACDUFF: And I must be from thence!

My wife killed too?

ROSSE: I have said.
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Nu mi-o opri mai mult, ci spune-mi-o degraba.
ROSSE: Urechea ta etern, imi va blestema limba,
Ce cu cel mai grozav ton o nduceste,

Ce-ai auzit vreodata.

MACDUFF: O, acum inteleg!

ROSSE: Ti-a navalit in curte, ti-a casdpit sdlbatic
Femeia si copiii. — A mai spune si modul

In care s-a facut, s-ar chema ci adaug

La alte cruzimi si insuti moartea ta.

MALCOLM: O, gratiosule cer! —Nu apdsa, iubite
Pileria pe ochi, da cuvinte durerii:

Intristarea, ce tace, apasd pan’ ce frange

Inima prea plina.

MACDUEFF: §i copiii?

ROSSE: Copiii,

Nevasta, servitorii; ce s-a putut gdsi.

MACDUEFF: §i eu sa fiu departe! Mi-a ucis si nevasta?

ROSSE: Am spus-o.
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MALCOLM: Be comforted:
Let’s make us medicines of our great revenge,
To cure this deadly grief.

MACDUFF: He has no children. All my pretty ones?

Did you say all? O hell-kite! All?

What, all my pretty chickens and their dam
At one fell swoop?

MALCOLM: Dispute it like a man.
MACDUFF: I shall do so;

But I must also feel it as a man:

I cannot but remember such things were,

That were most precious to me. Did heaven look on,

And would not take their part? Sinful Macdulff,
They were all struck for thee! naught that I am,
Not for their own demerits, but for mine,

Fell slaughter on their souls. Heaven rest them now!

MALCOLM: Be this the whetstone of your sword: let grief

Convert to anger; blunt not the heart, enrage it.

William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

135

MALCOLM: Fii barbat si fa din razbunare
Marea doftorie; ce-ti tdimaduieste raul.

MACDUFF: El nu are copii! Toti copilasii mei?
Raspunde, ai spus toti? O, vultur din iad!—
Tubitii puisori, pe toti i-a ridicat

Deodatd, cu o singura cruda apucatura?
MALCOLM: Suferiti ca barbatu’.

MACDUFF: Aceea vreau si eu;

Dar tocmai ca barbat trebuie s-o si simtesc:
Etern nu voi uita, ceea ce a fost,

Ce am iubit mai mult. O, cerule cum ai putut
Sd vezi asa cruzime, far’ a da ajutor?

O, pacdtoase Macduff! Pentru tine-au murit!
Nu pentru ale lor pdcate, o nu, pentru ale mele,
Au cdzut ei sub fierul crudului calau.

Dar le raméane cerul.

MALCOLM: Fie aceste toate

Cutea sabii tale, prefaca in manie

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

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



William Shakespeare
Macbeth. Parallel Texts
Translated into Romanian by P. P. Carp, 1864

136
Durerea, si infoace inima in loc

De ai tdia putera.

MACDUEFF: O, I could play the woman with mine eyes MACDUFF: O, n-as voi sa fac

And braggart with my tongue! But, gentle heavens, Pe femeia cu ochi, si pe flecar cu limba,

Cut short all intermission; front to front Dar bunule Dumnezeu, ridicd departarea;

Bring thou this fiend of Scotland and myself; Sa mad vad pept la pept, cu diavolul Scotiei;

Within my sword’s length set him; if he ‘scape, O, lasd sd-1 apropii, de-o lungime de spada

Heaven forgive him too! Si de va mai scdpa, eu singur i voi cere
Iertare de la cer!

MALCOLM: This tune goes manly. MALCOLM: Mai barbateste sund, asa cuvantul tau.

Come, go we to the king; our power is ready; Haidem acum la rege, ostirea este gata,

Our lack is nothing but our leave; Macbeth Ne mai rdméane numai, a lua buna zi;

Is ripe for shaking, and the powers above Céci Macbeth este copt, e bun de secerat,

Put on their instruments. Receive what cheer you may: Si zeiasca putere si-a pregatit cutitul.

The night is long that never finds the day. Infraneaza-ti durera, fii vesel de se poate,

Céci tot la zi ajunge si cea mai lunga noapte.
Exeunt les
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ACTV

SCENE 1.
Dunsinane. A Room in the Castle.

Enter a Doctor of Physic, and a waiting Gentlewoman.

Doctor: I have two nights watched with you, but can
perceive no truth in your report. When was it she last
walked?

Gentlewoman: Since his majesty went into the field, I have
seen her rise from her bed, throw her nightgown upon her,
unlock her closet, take forth paper, fold it, write upon it,
read it, afterwards seal it, and again return to bed; yet all
this while in a most fast sleep.

Doctor: A great perturbation in nature! to receive at once
the benefit of sleep, and do the effects of watching. —In
this slumbry agitation, besides her walking, and other
actual performances, what, at any time, have you heard her
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ACTULV

SCENA L
Dunsinan, odaie in palat.

Un Doftor si o camerierd
Doftorul: Am veghiat acum doud nopti cu voi, insd nu s-a
adeverit raportul vostru. Cand a fost cea de pe urma a sa umblare?

Cameriera: Dupd ce s-a dus Maiestata sa la resbel, am vazut-o
cum se scula din pat, isi lua halatul, deschidea scrinul, scria si
pecetluia ceea ce a scris, si pe urmad se culca inapoi, toate aceste
prin somnul cel mai adanc.

Doftorul: O mare zdruncinare a firii! a se bucura de binefacerile
noptii, si totodatd, a face treburile zilei. Prin acest somn iritat,
afara de scularea sa, si de celelalte ce-a facut, n-ai auzit-o vorbind
ceva?
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say?

Gentlewoman: That, sir, which I will not report after her.
Doctor: You may to me: and “tis most meet you should.
Gentlewoman: Neither to you nor any one; having no
witness to confirm my speech.

Enter LADY MACBETH, with a taper

Lo you, here she comes! This is her very guise; and, upon
my life, fast asleep. Observe her; stand close.

Doctor: How came she by that light?

Gentlewoman: Why, it stood by her: she has light by her
continually; “tis her command.

Doctor: You see, her eyes are open.

Gentlewoman: Ay, but their sense is shut.

Doctor: What is it she does now? Look, how she rubs her
hands.

Gentlewoman: It is an accustomed action with her, to seem
thus washing her hands: I have known her continue in
this a quarter of an hour.

LADY MACBETH: Yet here’s a spot.
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Cameriera: Lucruri ce nu pot repeta.

Doftorul: Mie poti sa le increzi, si trebuie chiar s-o faci.
Cameriera: Nici voud, nici oricui, cdci nu am martori, si
adevereasca zisele mele.

LADY MACBETH intrd cu o faclie in mand

Iat-o, uitati-va! Asa vine totdeauna! si pe viata mea, adancita in
somn. Luati-i seama; sedeti binisor.

Doftorul: De unde a luat luméanarea?

Cameriera: De langa patul sdu. Are totdeauna o lumanare acolo,
asa este ordinul sau.

Doftorul: Uitd-te, ochii sdi sunt deschisi.

Cameriera: Dar simturile sunt inchise.

Doftorul: Dar ce face acum? Uitd-te cum isi freaca mainile.

Cameriera: Este miscarea sa favoritd,de a-si freca méinile ca cum

Yo YA

le-ar spdla, am vazut-o facand-o o pdtrime de ore fara intrerupere.

LADY MACBETH: Mai iatd o patd.
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Doctor: Hark! she speaks: I will set down what comes from
her, to satisfy my remembrance the more strongly.

LADY MACBETH: Out, damned spot! out, I say!--One:
two: why,then, ‘tis time to do’t.--Hell is murky!--Fie, my
lord, fie! a soldier, and afeard? What need we
fear who knows it, when none can call our power to
account?--Yet who would have thought the old man
to have had so much blood in him.

Doctor: Do you mark that?

LADY MACBETH: The thane of Fife had a wife: where is
she now?--What, will these hands ne’er be clean?--No more
o’that, my lord, no more o’ that: you mar all with

this starting.

Doctor: Go to, go to; you have known what you should not.
Gentlewoman: She has spoke what she should not, I am
sure of that: heaven knows what she has known.

LADY MACBETH: Here's the smell of the blood still: all the
perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten this little hand. Oh, oh,
oh!
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Doftorul: Ascultd! Ea vorbeste!vreau sa insemnez ce zice, ca sa
pot veni in ajutor amintirii mele.

LADY MACBETH: Lipseste, blestemata pata! Lipseste, iti spun!
Una! doua! acum e ora de a o face. —Iadul e intunecat! —Fii lordul
meu, fii! un soldat si fricos! de ce sd ne-ngrijim, c-ar putea-o sti
cineva, cdnd nimeni nu cuteazd a trage puterea noastra la
raspundere? — Ins4 cine ar fi gandit, cd un om atat de batran ar fi
avut atat sange?

Doftorul: Ai luat seama?

LADY MACBETH: Thanul de Fife avea o sotie: unde este ea
acum? —Cum, nu se vor mai curdti aceste mani? Lasd, barbate,
lasd; strici tot cu asemenea sperieturi.

Doftorul: Hum, Hum! ai aflat ce nu trebuie!

Cameriera: Ea a vorbit ce nu trebuia, aceasta e sigur. Dumnezeu
stie ce a aflat.

LADY MACBETH: Inc4 tot pute aci a sange; toate parfumurile
Arabiei n-ar putea parfuma mica aceasta mana.

Of! Of! Of!
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Doctor: What a sigh is there! The heart is sorely charged.
Gentlewoman: I would not have such a heart in my bosom
for the dignity of the whole body.

Doctor: Well, well, well,--

Gentlewoman: Pray God it be, sir.

Doctor: This disease is beyond my practise: yet I have
known those which have walked in their sleep who have
died holily in their beds.

LADY MACBETH: Wash your hands, put on your
nightgown; look not so pale.--I tell you yet again, Banquo’s
buried; he cannot come out of his grave.

Doctor: Even so?

LADY MACBETH: To bed, to bed! there’s knocking at the
gate: come, come, come, come, give me your hand. What's
done cannot be undone.--To bed, to bed, to bed!

Exits LADY MACBETH

Doctor: Will she go now to bed?

Gentlewoman: Directly.

Doctor: Foul whisperings are abroad: unnatural deeds
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Doftorul: Ce oftari! Atarnd greu ceva pe inima sa.

Cameriera: Nu as vrea sd port inima sa in peptul meu, pentru tot
regescul rang a trupului sau.

Doftorul: Bine!bine!

Cameriera: Deie Domnul, si fie bine!

Doftorul: Boala aceasta intrece arta mea; am cunoscut insa
oameni ce umblau prin somn, si ce tot au murit crestineste in
paturile lor.

LADY MACBETH: Spala-ti manile si ia-ti halatul, nu fi asa
galben. — fii ti-am mai spus o datd, Banquo e ingropat, nu poate sa
iasda din morméntul sau.

Doftorul: Asa sa fie?

LADY MACBETH: La culcare,la culcare! bat la poartd. Vine, vine,
vine, dd-mi mana! — Ceea ce este facut nu poate sa devie nefacut—
La culcare!

Iese

Doftorul: Se duce acum, si se culca?

Cameriera: Fara sminteala.

Doctorul: S-aud sopotind grozavii prin popor,
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Do breed unnatural troubles: infected minds

To their deaf pillows will discharge their secrets:
More needs she the divine than the physician.

God, God forgive us all! Look after her;

Remove from her the means of all annoyance,

And still keep eyes upon her. So, good night:

My mind she has mated, and amazed my sight.

I think, but dare not speak.

Gentlewoman: Good night, good doctor.
Exeunt
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Nefirestile fapte, nu pot decat produce
Tulburari nefiresti, si minte zdruncinata

isi desarca secretul, pe surdul sdu cultuc.
Nu are atata nevoie de doftor cat de preot. —
O, sfinte Dumnezeu, iarta-ne pe toti!

Sa iei seama la ea, ridica-i orice mijloc,

Prin care s-ar putea, ea indsi vdtama. —
Mintea-mi e ametitd, vederea tulburata,
Gandirea mea lucreazd, dar trebuie velata: —
Seara buna!

Cameriera: Seara buna!

Ies
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SCENE II. SCENA II.
The country near Dunsinane. Campie pe land Dunsinan

Drum and colours. Enter MENTETH, CATHNESS, ANGUS, MENTETH, CATHNESS, ANGUS, LENOX, Soldati intrd cu

LENOX, and Soldiers barabane si steaguri

MENTETH: The English power is near, led on by MENTETH: Nu poate fi departe ostirea englezeasca,
Malcolm, Ce conduce Malcolm cu Sivard unchiul sau,

His uncle Siward and the good Macduff: Si cu viteazul Macduff: Rdzbunarea-i infoacs;
Revenges burn in them; for their dear causes Céci grozava lor soartd ar indemna pe un pustnic,
Would to the bleeding and the grim alarm Ce prin chinuri a stins orice simtire-n sine,

Excite the mortified man. Sa intreprindd — o crudd, si incruntata lupta.

ANGUS: Near Birnam wood ANGUS: La codrul de la Birnam, cred cd-i vom intalni,
Shall we well meet them; that way are they coming. Pe-acolo au sa vie.

CATHNESS:Who knows if Donalbain be with his brother? CATHNESS: Nu stie cineva
De este Donalbain langa fratele sau?
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LENOX: For certain, sir, he is not: I have a file
Of all the gentry: there is Siward’s son,

And many unrough youths that even now
Protest their first of manhood.

MENTETH: What does the tyrant?
CATHNESS: Great Dunsinane he strongly fortifies:
Some say he’s mad; others that lesser hate him
Do call it valiant fury: but, for certain,

He cannot buckle his distempered cause
Within the belt of rule.

ANGUS: Now does he feel

His secret murders sticking on his hands;

Now minutely revolts upbraid his faith-breach;
Those he commands move only in command,
Nothing in love: now does he feel his title
Hang loose about him, like a giant’s robe
Upon a dwarfish thief.

MENTETH: Who then shall blame
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LENOX: Stiu sigur cd nu e, am la mine o listd

A intregii nobleti. Acolo vei gasi,

Si pe fiul lui Sivard, cu multi alti cuconasi

Fare barbe, ce-acum pentru intaia datd,

Isi dovedesc barbitia.

MENTETH: lar tiranul ce face?

CATHNESS: intére§te mereu, castelul Dusinan.
Multi il iau de nebun, iar acei ce-1 urasc

Mai putin, zic cd are furia vitejiei.

Atat este sigur, cd nu mai poate strange
Puternica rdscoald in chinga bunei reguli.
ANGUS: Va fi simtind acum lipite de-a sa mana
Ascunsele omoruri, acum el pedepseste

Ornica rascoald, pentru al sau parjur.

Cei caror ordinad din ordine se misca,

Nu din bund plecare; acum simte cd rangul
Nu-i este dupa trup, ci-i sade ca o straie

De urias, furata si pusa de un pitic.

MENTETH: Nu este de mirat, cd fiorii cuprind
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His pestered senses to recoil and start, Chinuita sa minte, cAnd tot ce este in el,
When all that is within him does condemn El osandeste singur, prin insdsi fiintd.
Itself for being there?
CATHNESS: Well, march we on, CATHNESS: Haidem deci inainte, ca dand noi ascultare
To give obedience where “tis truly owed: Legiuitei datorii, sd putem deveni
Meet we the medicine of the sickly weal, Un doftor pentru stat, si pentru-a lecui
And with him pour we in our country’s purge Tara noastrd, sa dam si cea de mai pe urma
Each drop of us. Picatura de sange.
LENOX: Or so much as it needs, LENOX: Or atata cat trebuie
To dew the sovereign flower and drown the weeds. Ca sd-aroudm noi floarea a dreptului regesc,
Make we our march towards Birnam. Inecand totodatd, veninosul dudaiu.

Haidem deci cadtre Birnam.

Exeunt, marching les
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SCENE I11.
Dunsinane. A room in the castle.

Enter MACBETH, Doctor, and Attendants

MACBETH: Bring me no more reports; let them fly all:
Till Birnam wood remove to Dunsinane,

I cannot taint with fear. What's the boy Malcolm?

Was he not born of woman? The spirits that know

All mortal consequences have pronounced me thus:
‘Fear not, Macbeth; no man that’s born of woman
Shall e’er have power upon thee.” Then fly, false thanes,
And mingle with the English epicures:

The mind I sway by and the heart I bear

Shall never sag with doubt nor shake with fear.

Enter a Servant

The devil damn thee black, thou cream-faced loon!
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SCENA III.
Dusinan. In palat.

Macbeth, doftorul, urma lor

MACBETH: Nu-mi mai aduceti vesti! ldsati sa fuga toti;
Pand ce n-a veni padurea de la Birnam

Pe deal la Dusinan, nu ma atinge frica.

Ce este mie Malcolm? Un copil, ce-a avut
Nascare din femeie! Puternicile duhuri

Ce cunosc viitorul a soartelor lumesti,
Proroceau asa: Nu avea frica, Macbeth,

Céci n-a avut ndscare din femeie acela,

Ce este sd te-nvinga — Fugiti fatarnici thani,
Ce-mi pasd cd va uniti cu Englezii molatici—
Sunt domn pe mintea mea, inima mi-e tare
Nu conoaste nici fricd, nici slaba cugetare.
Un Servitor intrd

Sd te-nnegreasca dracul, laptosule ciocoi!
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Where gott’st thou that goose look? De unde ti-a venit asa fatd de gasca?
Servant: There is ten thousand. Servitorul: Au sosit zece mii.
MACBETH: Geese, villain! MACBETH: De gaste ca si tine?
Servant: Soldiers, sir. Servitorul: Nu, Domne, de soldati.
MACBETH: Go prick thy face, and over-red thy fear, MACBETH: Lipseste, freaca-ti fata,
Thou lily-livered boy. What soldiers, patch? Ca sd-ti poata roseata, covarsi galbenela,
Death of thy soul! those linen cheeks of thine Cane cu maiul alb. Ce soldati, caragace?
Are counsellors to fear. What soldiers, whey-face? S4 te ridice dracul! Obrajii tdi de criza

Aduc fricd la toti, ce soldati, ticiloase
Cu fata ta de zer?

Servant: The English force, so please you. Servitorul: Sd am iertare, Domne.
Ostirea englezeasca.
MACBETH: Take thy face hence. MACBETH: Seyton— Mi se face greatd cand privesc
Seyton!--I am sick at heart, Asemenea misei—Seyton! incd o data!—
When I behold--Seyton, I say!--This push Aceastd lovitura are sd mad indrepte
Will cheer me ever, or disseat me now. Sau sd ma-doboare —etern. Destul timp am trdit:
I have lived long enough: my way of life Calea vietii mele, a dat in uscdciune,
Is fall'n into the sear, the yellow leaf; In frunzele de toamna: si tot ce indulceste
And that which should accompany old age, O varsta inaintatd, ca iubire, onoare,
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As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends,
I must not look to have; but, in their stead,
Curses, not loud but deep, mouth-honour, breath,

Which the poor heart would fain deny, and dare not.

Seyton!

Enter SEYTON
SEYTON: What is your gracious pleasure?

MACBETH: What news more?
SEYTON: All is confirmed, my lord, which was reported.

MACBETH: I'll fight till from my bones my flesh be hacked.

Give me my armour.

SEYTON: ‘Tis not needed yet.

MACBETH: I'll put it on.

Send out more horses; skirr the country round;
Hang those that talk of fear. Give me mine armour.
How does your patient, doctor?

William Shakespeare
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Mangaire de-amici, nu-mi e dat sd le am,

Ci-n locul lor blesteme cu atat mai tari

Cu cat sunt mai tdcute, incredintdri din gura

Nu fapte, numai vanturi, ce inca ar voi

Bucuros sa-mi refuze inimile lor,

De-ar fi mai indrazneti. Seyton! —

Seyton vine

SEYTON: Ce ordonati,

Prea indltate Domn?

MACBETH: Ce se stie de nou?

SEYTON: Se adevereste vestea, ce ne-a fost adusa.
MACBETH: Vreau sa lupt, sa combat, pan’ ce mi-or habuci
Carnea de pe oase. Adu-mi armele ‘ncoace!
SEYTON: Mai aveti incd vreme.

MACBETH: Nu-mi pasa, am sd le pun.

Trimite calareti, ca sa colinde tara!

Si cine va cunoaste frica, am sa-1 spanzur —
Adu-mi armele-ti spun! — Doftore, ce face
Bolnava?
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Doctor: Not so sick, my lord,

As she is troubled with thick coming fancies,
That keep her from her rest.

MACBETH: Cure her of that.

Canst thou not minister to a mind diseased,
Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow,
Raze out the written troubles of the brain
And with some sweet oblivious antidote
Cleanse the stuffed bosom of that perilous stuff
Which weighs upon the heart?

Doctor: Therein the patient

Must minister to himself.

MACBETH: Throw physic to the dogs; I'll none of it.

Come, put mine armour on; give me my staff.
Seyton, send out. Doctor, the thanes fly from me.
Come, sir, dispatch. If thou couldst, doctor, cast
The water of my land, find her disease,

And purge it to a sound and pristine health,

I would applaud thee to the very echo,
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Doftorul: Nu bolnavi atéat, cat foarte zdruncinata

Prin curioase visuri de-a fanteziei sale

Ce-i tulbura repausul.

MACBETH: Vindec-o de-aceasta.

Nu poti tdamddui o neteafdra minte?

Smulge din gandire adanca radacina

A raului ce-o roade? sterge chinuirea

Ce-i std scrisd pe frunte, cu dulcele antidot,

A uitdrii? Nu poti ridica de pe pept,

Veninoasa povard, ce inima-i apasa?

Doftorul: La asemenea cazuri, bolnavul mai bine
Se tdmaduieste singur.

MACBETH: Azvarle-ti arta la cani,

Nu vreau sa stiu de ea, —Sa-mi pund armatura;
Déa-mi batul de comanda! —Seyton, sa trimiti —
Doftore, ma pdrdsesc thanii: —Da degraba! —
De-ai putea cauta, medice, urinul

A bietei tari, sa aflii, boala ce-o ucide,

Si sd-i dai inapoi, sdndtatea trecutd,
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That should applaud again.--Pull’t off, I say.--
What rhubarb, cyme, or what purgative drug,

Would scour these English hence? Hear’st thou of them?

Doctor: Ay, my good lord; your royal preparation
Makes us hear something.

MACBETH: Bring it after me.

I will not be afraid of death and bane,

Till Birnam forest come to Dunsinane.

Doctor: Were I from Dunsinane away and clear,
Profit again should hardly draw me here.

Exeunt
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Lauda ti-as spune la fiecare ecou,

Ca s-o poarte departe. — Rupe, nu-ncalci! —

Ce sind, ce revint, ar putea curati

Pe Englezi de aci? Ai auzit de ei?

Doftorul: Pregdtirile voastre, prea indltate Domn,
Nu fac s-auzim.

MACBETH: Adu-1 dupd mine. —

Pand ce nu s-a pune codrul in miscare,

Nu pot avea vreo grija de moarte, rdsturnare!
Doftorul: De m-as vedea scdpat din aceste nevoi,
Nu cred cd m-ar aduce vreun castig inapoi.

les
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SCENE1V.

Country near Dunsinane, a wood in view.

Drum and colours. Enter MALCOLM, SIWARD and YOUNG
SIWARD, MACDUFF, MENTEITH, CAITHNESS, ANGUS,
LENNOX, ROSSE, and Soldiers, marching

MALCOLM: Cousins, I hope the days are near at hand
That chambers will be safe.

MENTETH: We doubt it nothing.

SIWARD: What wood is this before us?

MENTETH: The wood of Birnam.

MALCOLM: Let every soldier hew him down a bough
And bear’t before him: thereby shall we shadow

The numbers of our host and make discovery

Err in report of us.

Soldiers: It shall be done.
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SCENATV.
Campie in apropiere de Dusinan, o padure in depdrtare.

Malcolm, bitranul Sivard, fiul siu, Macduff, Menteth, Cathness,

Angus, Lenox, Rosse, soldati vin cu barabane si steaguri

MALCOLM: Se vor trece acum acele zile, veri
In care tremuram pan’ in casele noastre.
MENTETH: Asa credem si noi.

SIVARD: Cum se cheamad padurea,

Ce se vede colo?

MENTETH: Padurea de la Birnam.
MALCOLM: Fiecare soldat, rupandu-si cate-o creanggd,
S-o poarte ca un scut pe dinainta sa;

Asa se va ascunde numarul ostirii,

Si orice apretuire facutd de inimici

Va fi ingeldtoare.

Soldati: Se va face indata.
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SIWARD: We learn no other but the confident tyrant

Keeps still in Dunsinane, and will endure
Our setting down before ‘t.

MALCOLM: ‘Tis his main hope:

For where there is advantage to be given,

Both more and less have given him the revolt,
And none serve with him but constrained things
Whose hearts are absent too.

MACDUFF: Let our just censures
Attend the true event, and put we on
Industrious soldiership.

SIWARD: The time approaches

That will with due decision make us know
What we shall say we have and what we owe.
Thoughts speculative their unsure hopes relate,
But certain issue strokes must arbitrate:
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SIVARD: Nu auzim nimic decat ca tot se afla
Tiranul, in castelul sau la Dusinan,

Si ca e hotarat cu-ncredere semeata

Sa astepte asaltul.

MALCOLM: Aceasta 1i mai este

Singura sperantd, cdci oriunde se iveste,

Vreun prilej priincios, se rdscoald si mare,

Si mic in contra lui, si nimeni nu-I serveste,
Decét acel silitu, ce bratul numai da,

Iar nu inima sa.

MACDUFF: Desi au tot temeiul

Bdnuirile noastre, mai bine e sa astepte

Dreapta izbutire, acum sa ne-ngrijim,

A conduce resbelul ca soldati iscusiti.

SIVARD: Se apropie vremea, ce n-a face sa stim,
Prin dreaptd hotdrare, ce putem zice —al nostru,
Si ce suntem datori. Gandiri speculative

Nu pot sa ne insufle, decat slabe sperari,
Hotdrator, resbelul da numai dezlegari,
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Towards which advance the war. Spre care ne conduce intreprinderea noastra.
Exeunt, marching les
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SCENE V.
Dunsinane. Within the Castle,

Enter, with drums and colors, Malcolm, Old Siward,
Macduff,&c, and their Army, with boughs.

MACBETH: Hang out our banners on the outward walls;
The cry is still “They come:” our castle’s strength
Will laugh a siege to scorn: here let them lie

Till famine and the ague eat them up:

Were they not forced with those that should be ours,
We might have met them dareful, beard to beard,
And beat them backward home.

A cry of women within

What is that noise?

SEYTON: It is the cry of women, my good lord.

MACBETH: I have almost forgot the taste of fears;
The time has been, my senses would have cool’d

William Shakespeare
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SCENA V.
Dusinan. In castel.

Macbeth, Seyton, soldati vin cu barabane si steaguri

MACBETH: Sa se pund baniera pe zidul din afara;
N-auzi decat “1i vin”. Castelul meu e tare
Isi bate joc de asalt; lasa-i s sada aci,
Pan’ ce boala si foma ei va fi sparcuit.

De nu ii intdrea, o parte din ai mei,

Le ieseam inainte, puternic, pept la pept,
Si-i bateam, trimitandu-i, acasd inapoi. —
Se aud vditdri de femei in dosul scenei

Ce rdcnete se-aud?

SEYTON: Viitdri de femei,

Prea indltate domn.

MACBETH: Mai de tot am uitat

Ce este simtul fricii, era odata o vreme,
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To hear a night-shriek; and my fell of hair
Would at a dismal treatise rouse and stir

As life were in’t: I have supp’d full with horrors;
Direness, familiar to my slaughterous thoughts
Cannot once start me. — Wherefore was that cry?

SEYTON: The queen, my lord, is dead.
MACBETH: She should have died hereafter;
There would have been a time for such a word.
To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow,
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day

To the last syllable of recorded time,

And all our yesterdays have lighted fools

The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle!
Life’s but a walking shadow, a poor player
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage
And then is heard no more: it is a tale

Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury,
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Unde ma cuprindeau, fiori cand auzeam

Vrun racnet pe intuneric; de se istorisea

Vreo lugubra intdmplare, mi se suia in sus
Parul pe cap, ca cum ar fi avut viata.

Dar de cand am sezut cu groazd la o masd,

De cand mi-a devenit ea casnica gandire
Nu-mi este ea nimic. Si pentru ce se vaitd?
SEYTON: Regina a murit, prea inaltate Domn.
MACBETH: Ar fi putut sd moard mai tarziu, se gdsea,
Pentru un asa cuvant o vreme cuvenita. —

Asa maine si maine, si de iznoava maine,

Din zi in zi ne taraie spre ultima silaba,

De pe fila vietii, si fiecare ieri,

Ne duce ca nerozii pe intunecata cale

A pulberoasei morti. —Stinge-te mai bine
Mititicd lumind. — Viata nu e alta,

Decat o ndlucire; un biet comediant

Ce se stramba falos pe scene un minut,

Si apoi nu se mai vede, o poveste rostita

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

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



Signifying nothing.

Enter a Messenger
Thou com’st to use thy tongue; thy story quickly.

Messenger: Gracious my lord,

I should report that which I say I saw,

But know not how to do it.

MACBETH: Well, say, sir.

Messenger: As I did stand my watch upon the hill,
I looked toward Birnam, and anon, methought,
The wood began to move.

MACBETH: Liar and slave!

Messenger: Let me endure your wrath, if’'t be not so:
Within this three mile may you see it coming;

I say, a moving grove.

MACBETH: If thou speak’st false,
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De vreun gogd, si plind de vuit, de manie,
Dar fara inteles.
Un curier intrd
Tu ai ceva pe limba;
Spune, nu incurca!
Curierul: Prea inaltate Domn.
As trebui sd spun, aceea ce cum cred,
Am vazut; dar nu stiu, in ce mod sd vi-o spun.
MACBETH: Ei bine, bre, vorbeste.
Curierul: Eram ca sentinela
Pe deal, cand deodatd, uitindu-ma spre Birnam,
Mi se pdru ca vad, padurea in miscare.
MACBETH: Sclav mincinos!
Curierul: Sa cadd asupra mea
Toatd méania voastrd, de nu va fi asa.
La trei mile de-aci, puteti singur vedea
Cum vin asupra noastrd, va spun in adevar
O padure ce merge.
MACBETH: De vorbesti tu minciuni,
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Upon the next tree shalt thou hang alive,

Till famine cling thee: if thy speech be sooth,

I care not if thou dost for me as much.

I pull in resolution, and begin

To doubt the equivocation of the fiend

That lies like truth: ‘Fear not, till Birnam wood
Do come to Dunsinane:” and now a wood
Comes toward Dunsinane. Arm, arm, and out!
If this which he avouches does appear,

There is nor flying hence nor tarrying here.

I gin to be a weary of the sun,
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De viu am sd te leg, la cel intai copac

Sa te usuce foamea; de vorbesti adevar,

Ma prind sda ma supui la toatd acea pedeapsa.
Incepe a-mi slibi increderea ce-aveam,

Incep a md-ndoi de dublul inteles

A dusmanului care ne spune totodata
Minciuna, si adevar: N-ai grijd de nimic,
Pand ce n-a veni padurea de la Birnam

Pe deal la Dusinan; —si-acum vine padurea
Pe deal la Dusinan. Dati-mi arme! la lupta!
De este adevirata, vestea ce-mi aduci,

And wish the estate 0o’ the world were now undone. Sd fug, or sd rdman, nu mai este scapare.

Ring the alarum-bell! Blow, wind! come, wrack!
At least we’ll die with harness on our back.

Exeunt

incepe a-mi fi urat, chiar luminosul soare,

As voi sd se sfarme, sederea intreaga a lumii!

La arme! S& se tragd, clopotul de-alarma!
Ridicati-va vanturi, pierzanie te-astept

De-am sd mor, vreau sa mor, cu cuirasa pe pept.
les cu totii
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SCENE VI.
The same. A Plain before the Castle.

Enter, with drums and colors, Malcolm, Old Siward,

Macduff, &, and their Army, with boughs.

MALCOLM: Now near enough: your leafy screens throw
down.

And show like those you are. You, worthy uncle,

Shall, with my cousin, your right-noble son,

Lead our first battle: worthy Macduff and we

Shall take upon us what else remains to do,

According to our order.

SIWARD Fare you well.

Do we but find the tyrant’s power to-night,

Let us be beaten, if we cannot fight.

MACDUFF: Make all our trumpets speak; give them all
breath,

Those clamorous harbingers of blood and death.

William Shakespeare
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SCENA VI.
Dinaintea castelului.

Malcolm, Sivard si ceilalti vin cu barabane si steaguri, oastea cu crengi

MALCOLM: Suntem destul de-aproape! Puteti sd lepadati
Frunzarii ce va acoperd, ardtand ce sunteti.

Voi, iubite unchi, veti conduce cu varul

Scumpul vostru fiu, ceata cea dintai,

Iar Macduff si cu mine, vom face celelalte

Precum s-a hotarat.

SIVARD: Sa ne gdasim cu bine! —

De m-as putea vedea cu tiranul in fata,

Nu mi-ar pédsa ca bate pe-aci cu slabe brate.
MACDUFF: Sunati, sunati, trompete, infocati vitejia,
Prin moarte, si prin sange conduceti batalia.
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Exeunt, Alarums continued. les, vuiet de batalie in dosul scenei
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SCENE VII. SCENA VII.
Another part of the field. O altd parte a cAampului de batalie.
Enter MACBETH MACBETH vine
MACBETH: They have tied me to a stake; I cannot fly, MACBETH: Nu e mod de-a fugi; ca pe urs m-au legat
But, bear-like, I must fight the course. What's he La par, si sunt silit, sd ma lupt cu potaia.
That was not born of woman? Such a one Unde este acel ce n-a avut ndscare
Am I to fear, or none. Din femeie? de-acela m-oi teme, nu de altul.
Enter YOUNG SIWARD Tandrul Sivard vine
YOUNG SIWARD: What is thy name? TANARUL SIVARD: Spune-mi numele tdu?
MACBETH: Thou'lt be afraid to hear it. MACBETH: Te va cuprinde frica

Auzind cum md cheama.
YOUNG SIWARD: No; though thou call’st thyself a hotter TANARUL SIVARD: O, nu! Chiar de-ai avea

name Cel mai amarnic nume ce iadul a aflat.

Than any is in hell.

MACBETH: My name’s Macbeth. MACBETH: Ei bine, eu sunt Macbeth.
YOUNG SIWARD:The devil himself could not TANARUL SIVARD: Chiar dracul n-ar putea,
pronounce a title Sa pronunte ceva mai urdcios urechii.
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More hateful to mine ear.
MACBETH: No, nor more fearful.

YOUNG SIWARD Thou liest, abhorred tyrant; with my

sword

I'll prove the lie thou speak’st.

They fight and Young Siward is slain.

MACBETH: Thou wast born of woman

But swords I smile at, weapons laugh to scorn,
Brandish’d by man that’s of a woman born.

Exit

Alarums. Enter MACDUFF

MACDUFF:That way the noise is. — Tyrant, show thy
face!

If thou be’st slain and with no stroke of mine,

My wife and children’s ghosts will haunt me still.

I cannot strike at wretched kerns, whose arms

Are hired to bear their staves: either thou, Macbeth,
Or else my sword with an unbattered edge

I sheathe again undeeded. There thou shouldst be;

William Shakespeare
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MACBETH: Si mai infricosat.
TANARUL SIVARD: Minti, infame hot!
Te-a dovedi o spada.

Se bat. Sivard cade

MACBETH: Te-a nascut o femeie. —

De sabie-mi bat joc, de primejdie rad

Pe toti, ce au nascare din femeie, ucid. —

lese

Vuit. MACDUFF vine

MACDUFF: Pe-aci s-aude vuit: — Tirane arata-ti fata!
Céci de nu vei cddea prin insasi mana mea
Etern m-or prigoni, iritatele duhuri,

A copiilor mei si a femeii mele,

Eu nu vreau sd ma lupt cu pacatosii Carni,

Ce se bat pentru platd, cu tine numai Macbeth,
De nu, eu voi vari netezit inapoi

Si fara vreo faptd, sabia in teacd.
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By this great clatter, one of greatest note
Seems bruited. Let me find him, fortune!
And more I beg not.

Exit. Alarum.
Enter MALCOLM and OLD SIWARD

SIWARD: This way, my lord; the castle’s gently rendered:

The tyrant’s people on both sides do fight;
The noble thanes do bravely in the war;
The day almost itself professes yours,
And little is to do.

MALCOLM: We have met with foes

That strike beside us.

SIWARD: Enter, sir, the castle.

Exeunt. Alarums

Re-enter Macbeth.

MACBETH: Why should I play the Roman fool, and die
On mine own sword? Whiles I see lives, the gashes
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Acolo te-oi gdsi, un asa mare vuit

Nu poate fi decat acolo unde luptd,

Vreunul din cei mari. Atata, te rog, soarta

Sa-mi ajuti a-1 gasi.

lese. Vuit

Malcolm si Sivard vin

SIVARD: Principe, pe-aci!

Castelul s-a redat, din amandoua parti,

Se luptd acum ostirea a crudului tiran;

Thanii s-au purtat cu mare vitejie,

Si asa s-a hotarat in a noastra favoare

Ziua ne ramane, putin de a mai face.

MALCOLM: Asa este. Am vazut, ca a trecut cdtre noi,
O parte din protivnici.

SIVARD: Sa intram in castel.

les. Vuit

Macbeth vine

MACBETH: Ce-ar folosi sa fac pe Romanul nebun,
Injunghiind-m4 singur, in catd vreme vad,
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Do better upon them.

Re-enter Macduff.

MACDUFF: Turn, hell-hound, turn.

MACBETH: Of all men else I have avoided thee:
But get thee back; my soul is too much charged
With blood of thine already.

MACDUFF: I have no words:

My voice is in my sword: thou bloodier villain

Than terms can give thee out!

They fight

MACBETH: Thou losest labour:

As easy mayst thou the intrenchant air

With thy keen sword impress as make me bleed:

Let fall thy blade on vulnerable crests;

I bear a charmed life, which must not yield,

To one of woman born.

MACDUEFF: Despair thy charm;

And let the angel whom thou still hast served
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Incd oameni trdind, mai buni infitisare

Au rénile pe ei.

Macduff vine inapoi

MACDUFF: Stai, cane blestemat!

MACBETH: De tine m-am ferit, mai mult decat de toti;
Intoarce-te inapoi, prea tare e incdrcat,

Cu sange de ai tdi, amdratul meu suflet.

MACDUFF: Eu cuvinte nu am, toata vorba mea st3,

Pe varful spadei mele. Tu hot, mai incruntat,

Decat ar putea spune, vreo limba vreodata!

Lupti

MACBETH: Degeaba de muncesti, mai degraba ai putea,
Sa tai in doud parti, nedespartitul aer,

Decat sd mad atingi. Du-te iti ridicd spada

Pe capete, ce pot sa fie vulnerate

Al meu e fermecat. Numai celui ce n-are

Naéscare fin femeie e dat a-1 vatama.

MACDUEFF: Dispereze dar de farmecul tdu; Lasa
ingerul pe care, necontenit servesti,
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Tell thee, Macduff was from his mother’s womb
Untimely ripped.

MACBETH: Accursed be that tongue that tells me so,

For it hath cow’d my better part of man!

And be these juggling fiends no more believed,
That palter with us in a double sense;

That keep the word of promise to our ear,

And break it to our hope. I'll not fight with thee.
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Sa-ti spuie ce Macduff, fara vreme —a fost smuls.
Din sanul mamei sale.

MACBETH: Blestemata fie limba,

Ce-mi vorbeste aceasta, cdci cea mai buna parte
Din putere-mi ridica. Sd nu mai creada nimeni
C4 este priincios nalucitorul joc

Al iadului, ce insald, prin echivoce vorbe,

Ce tin al sdu cuvant, incat atinge-urechea,

Iar nu speranta noastrd. — Cu tine nu ma lupt.
MACDUFF: Apoi dar da-te prins, miselule! Traieste,
Ca minunat spectacol pentru intreaga lume,

MACDUFF: Then yield thee, coward,

And live to be the show and gaze o’ the time:
We'll have thee, as our rarer monsters are, Te vom purta ca monstru pe steaguri pictorit,
Painted on a pole, and underwrit, Si om scrie dedesubt: Se arata aci tiranul.
‘Here may you see the tyrant.’

MACBETH: I will not yield,

To kiss the ground before young Malcolm’s feet,
And to be baited with the rabble’s curse.

Though Birnam wood be come to Dunsinane,

MACBETH: O, nu vreau sa md dau, ca sd sdarut pamantul
De sub picioarele a copilului Malcolm,

Si sd fiu prigonit de a plebei blestemuri.

Desi am vdzut venind, padurea de la Birnam

And thou opposed, being of no woman born, Pe deal la Dusinan; desi al meu protivnic,
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Yet I will try the last. Before my body
I throw my warlike shield. Lay on, Macduff,
And damned be him that first cries, “"Hold, enough!’

Exeunt, fighting. Alarums

Retreat. Flourish. Re-enter with drum and colours, MALCOLM,
Old SIWARD, ROSSE, LENOX,ANGUS, CATHNESS,
MENTETH and Soldiers

MALCOLM: I would the friends we miss were safe
arrived.

SIWARD: Some must go off: and yet, by these I see,
So great a day as this is cheaply bought.

MALCOLM: Macdulff is missing, and your noble son.
ROSSE: Your son, my lord, has paid a soldier’s debt:

He only lived but till he was a man;

The which no sooner had his prowess confirm’d

In the unshrinking station where he fought,

But like a man he died.

SIWARD: Then he is dead?
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N-a nadscut din femeie, ins3 tot vreau sa fac

O ultima incercare: Peptul imi acopar

Cu vrdjmasul meu scut, si acum Macduff pazeste,

Blestemat fie acel ce intéi se opreste!

les luptind

Retragere. Trompete. Malcolm, Sivard, Rosse, Lenox, Angus, Cathness,
Menteth vin cu barabane si steaguri

MALCOLM: O, de n-ar fi cdzut, amicii ce lipsesc!

SIVARD: Unii sigur sunt morti, pe cat insd se vede
Aceastd mare de e ieftin castigata.

MALCOLM: Ne lipseste si Macduff cu scumpul vostru fiu.
ROSSE: Fiul vostru, Mylord, si-a platit datoria

De soldat, a trdit, numai pana s-a vazut

C3 este un barbat, abia o dovedise,

Prin marea vitejie, ce-n lupta incruntata

Statornic aratase, cd pica ca barbat.

SIVARD: Asadar este mort?
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ROSSE: Ay, and brought off the field: your cause of
SOITOW

Must not be measured by his worth, for then
It hath no end.

SIWARD: Had he his hurts before?

ROSSE: Ay, on the front.

SIWARD:Why then, God’s soldier be he!
Had I as many sons as I have hairs,

I would not wish them to a fairer death:
And so, his knell is knolled.

MALCOLM: He's worth more sorrow,

And that I'll spend for him.

SIWARD:He’s worth no more

They say he parted well, and paid his score:

And so, God be with him! Here comes newer comfort.

Re-enter MACDUFF, with MACBETH's head
MACDUFF: Hail, king! for so thou art: behold, where
stands
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ROSSE: De pe campul de onoare

Eu singur I-am adus. Durerea voastra insa

Nu trebuie mdsuratd, dupa valoarea lui

Ar fi nemarginita.

SIVARD: Avea rana in fata?

ROSSE: In fat3, drept pe frunte.

SIVARD: Ei bine fie el,

Al cerului ostas! De-as avea atétia fii

Cati peri, nu le-as dori o mai frumoasa moarte:
Si aceasta 1i va fi, oratia funebra.

MALCOLM: El merita mai mult, o simt de pe durerea
Ce-mi aduce a sa moarte.

SIVARD: Nu merita mai mult.

El s-a dus onorat, si-a platit partea sa.

La banchetul lumesc; fie Domnul cu el!

Dar iatd ne mai vine o noud mangaiere.

Macduff vine cu capul lui Macbeth

MACDUFF: Rege s4 trdiesti! cdci rege esti acum.
Uitati-va incoace la blestematul cap
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The usurper’s cursed head: the time is free:

I see thee compass’d with thy kingdom’s pearl,

That speak my salutation in their minds;

Whose voices I desire aloud with mine:

Hail, King of Scotland!

ALL: Hail, King of Scotland!

Flourish

MALCOLM: We shall not spend a large expense of time
Before we reckon with your several loves,

And make us even with you. My thanes and kinsmen,
Henceforth be earls, the first that ever Scotland

In such an honour named. What’s more to do,

Which would be planted newly with the time,

As calling home our exiled friends abroad

That fled the snares of watchful tyranny;

Producing forth the cruel ministers

Of this dead butcher and his fiend-like queen,

Who, as “tis thought, by self and violent hands

Took off her life; this, and what needful else
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Al crudului tiran! Liberd e vremea.

Inconjurat te vad de a regiei perle,

Ce-ti aduc salutare in inimile lor,

Si se unesc cu mine urand in mare glas:
Traiasca fericit regele Scotiei!

TOTI: Traiasca fericit regele Scotiei!

Se bucurd

MALCOLM: Nu vreau sa risipesc, zadarnic scumpa vreme,
Facand indeosebi, marunta socoteals,
Tubirii fiecdrui, ca sd mad pot plati.

Veri si nobili Thani, de astazi inainte

Fiti comiti, ce intai se bucura in Scotia,

De aceastd onoare. Ce ne ramane a face
Ce trebuie seméanat dupa vreme si loc: —
Ca chemarea inapoi acelor ce au fugit,
Cautand a scapa de-a tiranului lat,

Ca punerea la méand a cruntilor ministrii
De-a mortului casap, de-a dracestii regind,
Ce insumi cum aud si-a ridicat viata,
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That calls upon us, by the grace of Grace, Si toate celelalte, ce impune datoria,
We will perform in measure, time and place: De-mi va da ajutor cereasca bunatate,
So, thanks to all at once and to each one, Se va face la timp, dupa loc si dreptate.
Whom we invite to see us crowned at Scone. Va dau deci multumire la toti, si fiecare,
Poftindu-va la Scon la a noastra incoronare.
Flourish. Exeunt Ies
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