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Text adapted from
Nathaniel Hawthorne

iong, 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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Demult, tare demult, un om de treabi locuia, impreuni cu nevasta lui, intr-o
casuta pe un deal. Birbatul se numea Filemon, iar pe femeie o chema Baucis. Erau
batrani si foarte sdraci si 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 gradini si de stupii de albine,
avand griji totodati si de vaca lor. Arareori se intampla s3 aibi altceva la masi decit
paine, lapte si zarzavaturi, iar citeodati mai aveau si putini miere de la stupi sau
cateva pere sau mere coapte din gridini.

Cei doi erau printre cei mai cumsecade bitranei din lume si oricind s-ar fi lipsit
bucurosi de bucatele lor decat si refuze o bucati de piine 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 pasuni verzi, gradini si livezi. Dar, din picate, oamenii care triiau in aceasti vale
incantatoare si fertild erau egoisti si rii la suflet, si n-ar fi aritat niciodati mili sau
bunivointi fati de cei lipsiti de prieteni sau aflati la nevoie.

Satenii isi invitau odraslele si fie la fel de rele ca si ei. Aveau cAini mari si fiorosi
si, de cate ori apireau prin sat pribegi nefericiti, ciinii le ieseau degrabi in intampi-
nare, latrand i maréind la ei. Tar copiii, la rindul lor, erau indemnati si alerge dupi
strdini st sd arunce cu pietre dupi ei, bitindu-si joc de straiele lor ponosite.

Si mai de neiertat era faptul ci, daca striinii cu pricina erau bogati insotiti de
slujitori, sitenii se intreceau cu bunivointa si se umileau peste masuri 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.

“T 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 intAmpla ca odraslele lor si se poarte necuviincios cu acesti musafiri instarits, se
alegeau cu o papari zdravini. Cat despre ciini, daci vreunul din ei indriznea fie st numai
s3 mariie la orice bogitas, era bitut si legat, fird si mai primeasci ceva de mancare.

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

Deodati ei fur intrerupti de strigite de coplii si de latriturile furioase ale cainilor
din sat. Zgomotul se inteti tot mai mult pana cand Filemon si Baucis abia se mai
puteau auzi unul pe celilalt.

— Niciodati nu i-am auzit pe caini litrind cu atata silbaticie, spuse Baucis.

— Nici pe copii s tipe cu atita riutate, raspunse batranul Filemon.

Cei doi clitinau din cap cu tristete pe misura ce hirmalaia se apropia tot mai mult,
pani cAnd vizuri doi striini apropiindu-se pe drum. Amandoi drumetii erau imbri-
cati simplu si, dupd cum aritau, parcd n-ar fi avut cu ce sd plateasca demancarea sau
dormitul peste noapte. In urma lor veneau maraind cinii fiorosi si, ceva mai in spate,
alerga o ceatd de copii care ficeau mare zarvi si aruncau cu pietre in straini.

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

Dupi care se gribi si le iasi in cale, spunandu-le din toatd inima:

— Bun venit, oameni buni! Bun venit!

— Multumim, rispunse cel mai tanir dintre cei doi drumeti. Primirea ta e plind
de bunivointd, spre deosebire de cea de care tocmai am avut parte in sat.

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

St inciltirile lui aveau ceva ciudat, dar, pentru cd se ficuse intuneric, Filemon n-a
putut si vadi bine cum erau anume.

Si inci un lucru l-a uimit pe Filemon. Striinul cel tanir era atat de usor si de plin de
viatd, incAt ai fi zis ci uneori picioarele i se ridicau de la pdmant de capul lor si nu pu-
teau fi tinute lipite de pimant dect cu mare greutate. Pe langi asta, avea cel mai ciudat
toiag pe care-l vizuse vreodati Filemon. Era ficut din lemn si, 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 batrinului mai ¢4 i s-a pirut ci-i vede miscandu-se.
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“A good dog. One that will bark at people and drive them away. One that will

be no trouble to keep and won't expect to be fed. One that has no fleas and is neat
in his habits. One that will obey me when [ speak to him. In short, a good dog,”
said the wizard.

“Such a dog is hard to find,” returned the glass-blower, who was busy making a
blue glass flower pot with a pink glass rosebush in it, having green glass leaves and

yellow glass roses.
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— Un ciine bun. Unul care si latre la oameni si si-i goneascd. Unul care si nu

fie greu de intretinut si si nu se astepte si fie hranit. Unul care sd nu aiba purici si
obiceiuri nelalocul lor. Unul care si mi se supund atunci cand 1i vorbesc. Pe scurt,
un ciine bun, spuse vrijitorul.

— Un asemenea ciine e greu de gisit, rispunse sticlarul, care tocmai atunci ficea
o vazi de flori din sticli albastri, cu o tufi de trandafiri roz in ea, ornati cu frunze

verzi si trandafiri galbeni din sticla.
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The wizard watched him thoughtfully.
“Why cannot you blow me a dog out of glass?” he asked, presently.

“I'can,” declared the glass-blower; “but it would not bark at people, you know.”

“Oh, T'll fix that easily enough,” replied the other. “If I could not make a glass
dog bark I would be a mighty poor wizard.”

“Very well; if you can use a glass dog I'll be pleased to blow one for you. Only,
you must pay for my work.”

“Certainly,” agreed the wizard. “But I have none of that horrid stuff you call
money. You must take some of my wares in exchange.”

The glass-blower considered the matter for a moment.

“Could you give me something to cure my rheumatism?” he asked.

“Oh, yes; easily.”

“Then it’s a bargain. Ill start the dog at once. What color of glass shall T use?”

“Pink is a pretty color,” said the wizard, “and it’s unusual for a dog, isn’t it?”

“Very,” answered the glass-blower; “but it shall be pink.”

So the wizard went back to his studies and the glass-blower began to make
the dog.

Next morning he entered the wizard’s room with the glass dog under his arm
and set it carefully upon the table. It was a beautiful pink in color, with a fine coat
of spun glass, and about its neck was twisted a blue glass ribbon. Its eyes were specks
of black glass and sparkled intelligently, as do many of the glass eyes worn by men.

The wizard expressed himself pleased with the glass-blower’s skill and at once
handed him a small vial.

“This will cure your rheumatism,” he said.

“But the vial is empty!” protested the glass-blower.

“Oh, noj there is one drop of liquid in it,” was the wizard’s reply.

“Will one drop cure my rheumatism?” inquired the glass-blower, in wonder.

“Most certainly. That is a marvelous remedy. The one drop contained in the vial
will cure instantly any kind of disease ever known to humanity. Therefore it is
especially good for rheumatism. But guard it well, for it is the only drop of its kind
in the world, and I've forgotten the recipe.”

“Thank you,” said the glass-blower, and went back to his room.
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Vrijitorul il privea cu bigare de seami.

— N-ai putea si-mi faci un caine din sticld? intrebi el firi si stea mult pe ganduri.

— Ba as putea, spuse sticlarul, dar si stii cd n-o si latre la oameni.

— O, de asta m3i voi ocupa eu, replici celilalt. Daci n-as fi in stare si fac un ciine
din sticla si latre, as fi un vrijitor tare nepriceput.

— Prea bine; daci ai trebuinti de un caine de sticld, voi fi incantat si-ti fac unul.
Numai ¢ munca mea va trebui rasplititd.

— Firi doar si poate, fu de acord vrijitorul. Dar eu sunt complet lipsit de ches-
tiile alea ingrozitoare pe care voi le numiti bani. Trebuie s primesti in schimb ceva
din ceea ce am.

Sticlarul se gandi la propunere pret de o clipa.

— Al putea si-mi dai ceva care si mi vindece de reumatism? Intrebi el.

— O, da, cu usurinti.

— Atunci, ne-am inteles. O si incep lucrul la ciine de indatd. Ce culoare vrei si
aibi sticla pe care o voi folosi?

— Rozul e o culoare driguti, spuse vrijitorul, si este neobisnuiti pentru un caine,
nu-1 asa?

— Foarte neobisnuitd, rispunse sticlarul, dar o si fie roz.

Asa ci vrijitorul se intoarse la studiile sale, iar sticlarul incepu lucrul la ciine.

A doua zi de dimineati el intrd in camera vrijitorului cu ciinele din sticli la
subsuoari si 1l asezi cu griji pe masd. Avea o minunati culoare roz si un invelis fin
din fibri de sticl4, iar la gat avea risucitd o panglici din sticl4 albastrd. Ochii lui erau
doui pete din sticld neagri si scanteiau inteligent, asa cum se Intampli cu multi ochi
din sticld purtati de oameni.

Vréjitorul se ardtd incantat de priceperea sticlarului si 1 didu imediat un borcinas.

— Asta o si te lecuiascd de reumatism, spuse el.

— Dar borcinasul e gol! protestd sticlarul.

— O, nu, induntru e un strop de lichid, rispunse vrijitorul.

— S$i o0 si-m1 vindece picitura aia reumatismul? intrebd sticlarul minunandu-se.

— Fird doar si poate. Este un leac minunat. Picitura din borcan va vindeca intr-
o clipitd orice boald cunoscuta vreodati de omenire. Prin urmare, este deosebit de
buni pentru reumatism. Dar pizeste-o bine, fiindc3 este singura picituri de acest
fel din lume s1 am uitat reteta.

—_ i{:i multumesc, spuse sticlarul, si se intoarse in camera lui.
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