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C/ here was a woman who was beautiful, who started with all the
advantages, yet she had no luck. She married for love, and the love turned
to dust. She had bonny children, yet she felt they had been thrust upon her,
and she could not love them. They looked at her coldly, as if they were finding
fault with her. And hurriedly she felt she must cover up some fault in herself.
Yet what it was that she must cover up she never knew. Nevertheless, when
her children were present, she always felt the centre of her heart go hard. This
troubled her, and in her manner she was all the more gentle and anxious for
her children, as if she loved them very much. Only she herself knew that at the
centre of her heart was a hard little place that could not feel love, no, not, for
anybody. Everybody else said of her: “She is such a good mother. She adores
her children.” Only she herself, and her children themselves, knew it was not
so. They read it in each other’s eyes.

There were a boy and two little girls. They lived in a pleasant house,
with a garden, and they had discreet servants, and felt themselves superior to
anyone in the neighbourhood.

Although they lived in style, they felt always an anxiety in the house.
There was never enough money. The mother had a small income, and the
father had a small income, but not nearly enough for the social position which
they had to keep up.



#=_~ra odatd o femeie foarte frumoasd, care pornise cu toate atuurile
din lume, insd nu avea noroc. S-a mdritat din dragoste si dragostea s-a prefdcut
in pulbere. Avea copii buni, dar ii simtea ca pe o povard nedoritd si nu-i putea
iubi. O priveau la randul lor cu rdceald, ca si cum i-ar fi reprosat ceva. Si,
curand, simti ea insdsi cd are ceva de ascuns, desi niciodatd n-avea sa stie
ce anume. Oricum, ori de cate ori copiii ii erau in preajmd, isi simtea inima
impietrindu-se. Asta o tulbura si, in felul ei, era cat putea mai blanda si mai
grijulie cu ei, ca si cum i-ar fi iubit din tot sufletul. Numai cd ea stia cd in
adancul inimii ei se afla un locsor de piatrd care nu putea iubi; nu, pe nimeni.
Toatd lumea zicea despre ea: ,,Ce mamd bunda e. fg,i adord copiii.” Doar ea si
copiii stiau cd nu-i asa. Isi citeau adevdrul in ochi.

Aveau un badiat si doud fete. Traiau intr-o casd pldcutd, cu grdding,
aveau servitori discreti si se considerau mai presus de oricare dintre vecini.

Desi trdiau pe picior mare, o neliniste bantuia necontenit casa. Niciodatd
nu erau bani indeajuns. Mama avea un mic venit si tatdl avea un mic venit,
dar nu era destul pentru pozitia sociald pe care o aveau de pastrat.
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The father went into town to some office. But though he had good prospects,
these prospects never materialized. There was always the grinding sense of the
shortage of money, though the style was always kept up.

At last the mother said: “I will see if I can’t make something.” But she did
not know where to begin. She racked her brains, and tried this thing and the
other, but could not find anything successful. The failure made deep lines come
into her face. Her children were growing up, they would have to go to school.
There must be more money, there must be more money. The father, who was
always very handsome and expensive in his tastes, seemed as if he never would
be able to do anything worth doing. And the mother, who had a great belief in
herself, did not succeed any better, and her tastes were just as expensive.

And so the house came to be haunted by the unspoken phrase: “There
must be more money! There must be more money!”. The children could hear
it all the time, though nobody said it aloud. They heard it at Christmas, when
the expensive and splendid toys filled the nursery. Behind the shining modern
rocking-horse, behind the smart doll’s house, a voice would start whispering:
“There must be more money! There must be more money!” And the children
would stop playing, to listen for a moment. They would look into each other’s
eyes, to see if they had all heard. And each one saw in the eyes of the other
two that they too had heard. “There must be more money! There must be more
money!”

It came whispering from the springs of the still-swaying rocking-horse,
and even the horse, bending his wooden, champing head, heard it. The big
doll, sitting so pink and smirking in her new pram, could hear it quite plainly,
and seemed to be smirking all the more self-consciously because of it. The
foolish puppy, too, that took the place of the teddy-bear, he was looking so




Tatdl avea o slujba in oras. Dar, desi avea proiecte bune, acestea nu prindeau
viatd niciodatd. Stdruia, asadar, senzatia sdcaitoare a crizei de bani, desi fatada
era salvatd nesmintit.

In cele din urmd, mama isi zise: ,Voi Incerca sd fac ceva.” Dar nu stid
cu ce sd inceapd. Si-a stors creierii, s-a apucat de un lucru ori de altul, dar n-a
putut gdsi nimic cu adevdrat rentabil. Nereusita sdpd riduri adanci pe chipul
ei. Copiii crescuserd, trebuiau trimisi la scoala - alti bani. Tatdl, care avusese
intotdeauna gusturi distinse si scumpe, se dovedi incapabil sa intreprindd ceva
care s merite osteneala. Nici mama, care avea o mare incredere in sine, nu
izbuti mai mult, iar gusturile ei erau deopotriva de scumpe.

Asa se face cd o frazd nerostitd incepu sd bantuie casa: , Trebuie bani
mai multi! Trebuie mai multi bani!“ Copiii 0 auzeau tot timpul, desi nimeni n-o
rostea cu glas tare. O auzeau de Crdciun, cand splendide si costisitoare jucdrii
le umpleau odaia. In spatele strdlucitorului si modernului cdlut de lemn, in
spatele elegantei casute a pdpusilor o voce incepea sd susoteascd: ,Trebuie
mai multi bani! Trebuie bani mai multi!“ Si copiii se opreau din joc sa asculte
un moment. Se uitau unii in ochii altora, sd vada dacd au auzit acelasi lucru.
Si fiecare putea citi in ochii celorlalti doi cd si ei auziserd. , Trebuie mai multi
bani! Trebuie bani mai multi!”

Soapta se auzea si in arcurile cdlutului, in legdnarea lui tdcutd,
si chiar cdlutul, aplecandu-si capul in balans, o auzea. Papusa cea
mare, trandafirie si infumuratd in cdruciorul ei cel nou, o putea
auzi cat se poate de limpede si pdrea si mai infumuratd din pricina
asta. Catelusul cel caraghios, care luase locul ursuletului, pdrea si el
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extraordinarily foolish for no other reason but that he heard the secret whisper
all over the house: “There must be more money!”

Yet nobody ever said it aloud. The whisper was everywhere, and therefore
no one spoke it. Just as no one ever says: “We are breathing!” in spite of the fact
that breath is coming and going all the time.

“Mother,” said the boy Paul one day, “why don’t we keep a car of our
own? Why do we always use uncle’s, or else a taxi?”

“Because we're the poor members of the family,” said the mother.

“But why are we, mother?”

“Well -1 suppose,” she said slowly and bitterly, “it’s because your father
has no luck.”

The boy was silent for some time.

“Is luck money, mother?” he asked, rather timidly.

“No, Paul. Not quite. It's what causes you to have money.”

“Oh!” said Paul vaguely. “I thought when Uncle Oscar said filthy lucker,
he meant money.”

“Filthy lucre does mean money,” said the mother. “But it’s lucre, not
luck.”

“Oh!” said the boy. “Then what is luck, mother?”

“It's what causes you to have money. If you're lucky you have money.
That’s why it’s better to be born lucky than rich. If you're rich, you may lose
your money. But if you're lucky, you will always get more money.”

“Oh! Will you? And is father not lucky?”

“Very unlucky, I should say”, she said bitterly.

The boy watched her with unsure eyes.

“Why?” he asked.

“1 don’t know. Nobody ever knows why one person is lucky and another
unlucky.”
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teribil de caraghios numai fiindcd auzea soapta misterioasd rdsunand
in toatd casa: , Trebuie mai multi bani!”

Totusi, nimeni n-o spunea cu voce tare. Soapta plutea pretutindeni si de
aceea nu o rostea nimeni. Tot asa cum nimeni nu spunea vreodatd: ,Respirdm!“
in ciuda faptului cd toti respirau tot timpul.

— Mamg, zise intr-o zi baietelul Paul, de ce nu avem si noi masina
noastrd? De ce o folosim pe cea a unchiului ori ludm un taxi?

— Fiindcd noi suntem rudele sdrace, rdspunse mama.

: — Dar de ce, mama?
Ie" — Ei, cred cd-i asa, spuse ea rar si cu amardciune in glas, fiindca tatal
tdu nu are noroc.

Bdiatul tacu un rdstimp.

— Noroc inseamnd bani, mama? intreba el timid.

— Nu, Paul. Nu chiar. Norocul e cel care te ajutd sa ai bani.

— Oh, zise Paul vag. Am crezut cd atunci cand unchiul Oscar spune
,Ccastigdtor murdar” se referd la bani.

— ,Castig murdar” inseamnd bani intr-adevdr, il ldmuri mama. Dar e
castig, nu castigdtor.

— Oh, exclama bdiatul. Dar atunci ce e norocul, mama?

— E cel care te ajutd sd ai bani. Dacd esti norocos, ai bani. De aceea e
mai bine sd te nasti norocos decat bogat. Daca esti bogat, iti poti pierde banii.
Dar dacad esti norocos, castigi mereu alti bani.

— O, adevarat? Si tata nu e norocos?

— E chiar foarte nenorocos, as spune, zise ea amar.

Bdiatul o privi neldmurit.

— De ce? intreba el.

— Nu stiu. Nimeni nu poate sti de ce un om e norocos si altul nenorocos.
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