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Text adapted from
Nathaniel Hawthorne
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[_..-'ong, long ago, a good man and his wife lived in a little cottage on a hilltop.
Their names were Philemon and Baucis. They were old and very poor, and they
worked hard to earn their living, but they were happy all day long and they loved
one another dearly.

They lived on their hilltop looking after their small garden and their beehives
and tending their cow. They seldom had anything more to eat than bread and milk
and vegetables, with sometimes a little honey from their beehives, or a few ripe pears
or apples from the garden.

They were two of the kindest old people in the world, and would gladly have
gone without their dinner any day rather than refuse a slice of bread or a cupful of
milk to any hungry traveler who might stop at their cottage.

A beautiful village lay in the valley below the hilltop where the cottage of Philemon
and Baucis stood. The valley, shaped like a bowl, was fertile with green meadows,
gardens and orchards. But, sad to say, the people living in this pleasant fertile valley
were selfish and hardhearted, with never a thought of pity or kindness for the
friendless or needy.

These villagers taught their children to be just as unkind as they were. They kept
large fierce dogs, and whenever unfortunate strangers appeared in the village, the
dogs would rush out barking and snarling at them. The children, too, were encour-
aged to run after them pelting them with stones and jeering at their shabby clothes.

What made it even worse was that if the strangers were rich people attended by
servants, the villagers would be extra polite and would bow and scrape before them.
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U rcioru L ](ermecat

Adaptare dupi
Nathaniel Hawthorne

Demult, tare demult, un om de treabi locuia, impreuni cu nevasta lui, intr-o
cisutd pe un deal. Birbatul se numea Filemon, iar pe femeie o chema Baucis. Erau
bitrani si foarte sdraci st munceau din greu ca si-si castige traiul de zi cu zi, dar erau
fericiti cat era ziulica de lungi si se iubeau tare mult unul pe celilalt.

Ei triiau pe dealul acela ocupAndu-se de mica lor gridini si de stupii de albine,
avand griji totodati si de vaca lor. Arareori se intampla s3 aiba altceva la masa decat
paine, lapte si zarzavaturi, iar cateodati mai aveau si putind miere de la stupi sau
cateva pere sau mere coapte din gridini.

Cei doi erau printre cei mai cumsecade batranei din lume si oricand s-ar fi lipsit
bucurosi de bucatele lor decat sa refuze o bucatd de paine sau o cani cu lapte orici-
rui drumet infometat care s-ar fi oprit la cisuta lor.

In valea de la poalele dealului pe care se afla cisuta lui Filemon si a lui Baucis se
intindea o frumusete de sat. Valea, adinciti intocmai ca o strachini, era minoasi,
cu pisuni verzi, gradini si livezi. Dar, din picate, oamenii care triiau in aceastd vale
incAntitoare si fertild erau egoisti si rii la suflet, si n-ar fi aritat niciodatd mild sau
bunivointi fatd de cei lipsiti de prieteni sau aflati la nevoie.

Sitenii Isi Invitau odraslele si fie la fel de rele ca si ei. Aveau ciini mari si fiorosi
si, de cite ori apireau prin sat pribegi nefericiti, cinii le ieseau degrabi in Intampi-
nare, litrind si maraind la ei. Iar copiii, la randul lor, erau indemnati s alerge dupi
strdini si s arunce cu pietre dupi ei, bitandu-si joc de straiele lor ponosite.

Si mai de neiertat era faptul ci, dacd strdinii cu pricina erau bogati nsotiti de
slujitorti, sitenii se intreceau cu bunivointa si se umileau peste misurd in fata lor.
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If the children happened to be rude to these wealthy visitors, they had their ears
boxed. As for the dogs, if a single dog dared so much as to growl at anyone who
was rich, that dog was beaten and tied up without any supper.

One evening, Philemon and Baucis were sitting on a bench outside their door-
way, talking quietly about their garden and enjoying the sunset.

Suddenly they were interrupted by the shouts of children and the angry barking
of dogs in the village. The noise grew louder and louder until Philemon and Baucis
could hardly hear each other speak.

“I have never heard the dogs bark so savagely,” said Baucis.

“Nor the children shout so rudely,” answered old Philemon.

They sat shaking their heads sorrowfully as the noise came nearer and nearer
until they saw two strangers coming along the road on foot. Both travelers were
very plainly dressed and looked as if they had no money for food or a night’s lodging.
Close behind them came the fierce dogs snarling at their heels and a little farther
off ran a crowd of children who screamed shrilly and flung stones at the strangers.

“Good wife,” said Philemon to Baucis, “I will go to meet these poor people while
you prepare something for them to eat. Perhaps they feel too heavyhearted to climb
the hill.”

And he hastened forward, saying heartily, “Welcome, strangers! Welcome!”

“Thank you,” answered the younger of the two travelers. “Yours is a kind wel-
come, very different from the one we just got in the village.”

Philemon took a good look at him and his companion. The younger of the two
strangers was slim and dressed in an odd kind of way. Though the evening was mild,
he wore his cloak wrapped tightly about him. He had a cap on with a brim that
stuck out over his ears.

There was something queer, too, about his shoes, but as it was growing dark,
Philemon could not see exactly what they were like.

Another thing struck Philemon. The younger stranger was so wonderfully light and
active that it seemed as if his feet sometimes rose from the ground of their own accord
and could be kept on the ground only with difficulty. He carried, besides, a staff which
was the oddest Philemon had ever seen. It was made of wood and had a little pair of
wings near the tip. Two snakes carved in wood were twisting around the staff and these
were so finely made that the old man almost thought he could see them wriggling.
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Daci se intimpla ca odraslele lor s se poarte necuviincios cu acesti musafiri Instiriti, se
alegeau cu o papari zdravini. Cat despre cini, daci vreunul din ei indriznea fie si numai
si maraie la orice bogitas, era bitut si legat, firi si mai primeasci ceva de mancare.

Intr-o seari, Filemon si Baucis stiteau pe bincuta din fata casei, vorbind molcom
despre gridina lor si bucurindu-se de asfintitul soarelui.

Deodati ei furi intrerupti de strigite de copii si de litriturile furioase ale cainilor
din sat. Zgomotul se Inteti tot mai mult pand cand Filemon si Baucis abia se mai
puteau auzi unul pe celilalt.

— Niciodati nu i-am auzit pe ciini litrand cu atata silbiticie, spuse Baucis.

— Nici pe copii s tipe cu atita riutate, rispunse bitranul Filemon.

Cei doi clitinau din cap cu tristete pe misuri ce hirmilaia se apropia tot mai mult,
pani cand vizuri doi striini apropiindu-se pe drum. Amandoi drumetii erau Imbri-
cati simplu si, dupd cum aritau, parci n-ar fi avut cu ce si pliteasci demancarea sau
dormitul peste noapte. In urma lor veneau mardind cAinii fiorosi §i, ceva mai in spate,
alerga o ceatd de copii care ficeau mare zarvd si aruncau cu pietre 1n striini.

— Draga mea, 1i spuse Filemon sotiei sale, eu mi duc si-i intampin pe acesti bieti
oameni pani cand tu le pregitesti ceva de mancare. Poate ci se simt prea indurerati
ca si mai urce dealul panj aici.

Dup4 care se gribi si le iasi 1n cale, spunandu-le din toatd inima:

— Bun venit, oameni buni! Bun venit!

— Multumim, rispunse cel mai tanir dintre cei doi drumeti. Primirea ta e plini
de bunivointi, spre deosebire de cea de care tocmai am avut parte 1n sat.

Filemon se uiti cu bigare de seami la drumet si la insotitorul siu. Cel mai tanir
dintre cei doi striini era zvelt si imbricat neobisnuit. Desi era o seard plicuti,
avea mantaua strans infisurati pe trup. Pe cap avea o tichie ale cirei margini 1i
acopereau urechile.

Si incilgirile lui aveau ceva ciudat, dar, pentru ci se ficuse intuneric, Filemon n-a
putut si vadi bine cum erau anume.

Si Incd un lucru l-a uimit pe Filemon. Striinul cel tanir era atat de usor si de plin de
viatd, incat ai fi zis ¢i uneori picioarele 1 se ridicau de la pimant de capul lor si nu pu-
teau fi tinute lipite de pimant decdt cu mare greutate. Pe langi asta, avea cel mai ciudat
toiag pe care-l vizuse vreodati Filemon. Era ficut din lemn i, la partea de sus, avea o
pereche de aripioare. Doi serpi ciopliti in lemn se Incoliceau de-a lungul toiagului si
erau lucrati cu atita miiestrie, incat bitranului mai ci1 s-a pirut ci-1 vede miscandu-se.
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The elder of the two strangers was very tall and walked calmly along. He seemed
not to have noticed the barking dogs or the screaming children.

When they reached the cottage, Philemon said, “We are poor folk and haven’t
much to offer, but all we have is yours.”

The strangers sat down on the bench and the younger one dropped his staff on
the grass. And then a strange thing happened. The staff seemed to get up by itself
and, spreading its little pair of wings, half hopped and half flew to lean itself against
the wall of the cottage.
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Cel mai varstnic dintre striini era foarte inalt si pisea foarte linistit. Pirea si nu
f1 bagat de seamd litriturile cainilor sau zbieretele copiilor.

Cand au ajuns la cdsutd, Filemon le-a spus:

— Noi suntem siraci st nu avem multe si vi oferim, dar tot ce avem este al vostru.

Striinii se asezard pe bincutd si cel mai tandr isi lisd totagul in 1arbd. Atunci se
intampli ceva neobisnuit. Toiagul se ridicd parcd cu de la sine putere si, intinzandu-si

ariploarele, ba zburi, ba topii, pani se sprijini de peretele casel.
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Before Philemon could ask any questions, the elder stranger said, “Was there not
a lake long ago that covered this place where the village now stands?”

“Not in my time,” said Philemon, “nor in my father’s or grandfather’s. There
have always been meadows and gardens just as there are now and I suppose there
always will be.”

“That Tam not so sure of,” answered the stranger. “Since the people of that place
have forgotten how to be kind, it might be better perhaps if a lake should be rip-
pling over that village again.” He looked sad and stern.

Philemon was sure now that he was not an ordinary wanderer. His clothes were
old and shabby. Perhaps he was a learned man who wandered about the world
seeking wisdom and knowledge.

Philemon turned to the younger traveler. “What is your name, my friend?”
he asked.

“I am called Mercury,” he said.

“Does your companion have as strange a name?” asked Philemon.

“You must ask the thunder to tell you,” replied Mercury. “No other voice is
loud enough.”

Philemon did not quite know what to make of this, but the strangers appeared
to be so kind and friendly that he began telling them about his good wife, Baucis,
and what fine butter and cheese she made. He told them how happy they were in
their little cottage and how they hoped that when they died, they might die together.
The elder of the travelers listened to all this with a gentle smile on his stern face.

Now Baucis had the supper ready and called her husband to invite their guests
to come in. “Had we known you were coming,” she said, “my husband and I would
have been happy to have gone without our supper, to give you a better one.”

“Do not trouble yourself about that,” said the elder of the strangers. “A cordial
welcome 1s better than the best food and we were so hungry that whatever you
have to offer will be a feast.”

Then they all went into the cottage. As they turned into the doorway, that staff
of Mercury’s that had been leaning against the cottage wall opened its small wings
and hopped up the steps and taptapped across the floor. It stopped behind the chair
where Mercury sat. But Baucis and Philemon did not notice this. They were too
busy attending to their guests.
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Pani si apuce Filemon s3 puni vreo Intrebare, striinul cel vArstnic spuse:

— Nu era pe vremuri un lac care acoperea locul unde se afli acum satul?

— Nu In timpul vietii mele, zise Filemon, si nici pe vremea tatilui sau a bunicu-
lui meu. Intotdeauna au fost pisuni §i gradini, Intocmai ca si acum, §i socot ci asa
vor {i mereu.

— N-as bidga ména In foc pentru asta, rispunse striinul. Dat fiind ci oamenii din
acel loc au uitat si se poarte cu bunivointi, poate ci ar fi mai bine daci un lac ar
acoperi din nou satul. Omul spuse aceste lucruri incruntat si abitut.

Acum Filemon era sigur ci nu avea de-a face cu un pribeag obisnuit. Hainele lui
erau vechi si ponosite. Poate ci era un om Invitat care riticea prin lumea largi in cau-
tarea intelepciunii si a cunoasterii.

Filemon se intoarse spre cilitorul mai tanir si-l Intrebi:

— Cum te cheami, prietene?

— Eu mi numesc Mercur, spuse el.

— Iar tovarisul tiu are un nume la fel de ciudat? intrebi Filemon.

— Trebuie si intrebi tunetul ca si-ti spuni, grii Mercur. Niciun alt glas nu e in-
deajuns de puternic.

Filemon nu prea stia ce s3 inteleagi din spusele tinirului, dar striinii pireau atat
de cumsecade si de prietenosi, incit incepu si le vorbeasci despre buna lui nevast,
Baucis, despre cat erau de bune brinza si untul ficute de aceasta. Le spuse cit erau
ei de fericiti In cisuta lor si cum trigeau nidejde ca atunci cand le va veni sorocul,
si moari Impreuni. Cilitorul cel varstnic asculti toate acestea cu un zimbet blind
pe chipul lui Incruntat.

Intre timp, Baucis pregitise cina si-1 spuse barbatului ei si-i pofteasci pe oaspeti
injuntru.

— Dac-am fi stiut ¢ veniti, spuse ea, eu si sotul meu am fi renuntat bucurosi la
cind, ca si vi putem oferi o masi mai Indestulitoare.

— Nu vi faceti griji in privinta asta, spuse cilitorul cel varstnic. O primire cil-
duroasi este mai buni decat bucatele cele mai alese, iar noi suntem atit de infome-
tati, incat orice ne-afi oferi o si fie un adevirat ospif.

Acestea fiind zise, intrard cu totii in cisutd. Pe cAnd treceau de usi, toiagul lui
Mercur, care stituse rezemat de zidul cisutei, i5i deschise aripioarele si urci treptele
topiind, dupi care bocini pe dusumea si se opri in spatele scaunului pe care se age-
zase Mercur. Dar Baucis si Filemon nu bigari de seami acest lucru. Erau prea
ocupati si-1 serveascd pe oaspetii lor.
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On the table was half a loaf of brown bread and a bit of cheese, a pitcher with

some milk, a little honey, and a bunch of purple grapes.

Baucis filled two bowls with milk from the pitcher. “What delicious milk, Mother
Baucis!” exclaimed Mercury. “May I have more? This has been such a warm day I
am very thirsty.”

“I am so sorry,” said Baucis, “but there are barely a few drops left in the pitcher.

If only we hadn’t used so much milk for our supper before!”
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Pe masi se afla o jumitate de paine neagri si putind branzi, un urcior cu ceva

lapte 1n el, putind miere si un ciorchine de struguri vinetii.

Baucis umplu doui castroane cu lapte din urcior.

— Ce lapte gustos, mami Baucis! exclamd Mercur. Mai poti si-mi mai pui? A fost
5 zi tare cilduroasi st mi-e foarte sete.

— Tare rdu imi pare, spuse Baucis, dar abia dacd au mai rimas citiva stropi in

urcior. Ce bine era daci nu mancam noi atata lapte mai devreme!

13



