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5Cello! Whatb your name? My name's George. Ive got lots to

tell you, but where to start? Hmm... I could start in the middle and
jump around till you're dizzy. Or I could start at the beginning,

which is a bit obvious, but the story's a thriller, so

I dont want to miss anything out.

Right, then. Me first. My coat is silky
grey-brown, I'm about 12 centimetres
long from nostrils to tail tip, my
whiskers quiver, and my paws look
like tinyhuman hands. I've got a Latin
name: Mus Musculus - which,
according to a dictionary I ate once,

means House Mouse. But as I live in the
City of London, I'm more your Cockney

Mouse.

You great humans might not notice me if you
come to my place, but you'd notice my mate all right. My pal, hed
eat you in one gulp, if you were rude to me. He's a dragon, that,s
why.
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03unn! Pe tine cum te cheaml? Mie-mi zice George. Am atit de

multe lucruri si-!i povestesc, ci nici nu Etiu bine cu ce s[-ncep! Aq

putea s-o iau de pe la jum[tatea poveqtii 9i s[ te plimb incoace Ei

incolo pini amefegti. Sau aq putea sI-ncep cu inceputul - parci prea

e la mintea cocoqului, dat zilu dac-ag vrea s[ sar peste ceva.

Aga, carevasdzicd.. Mai int6i de toate, despre mine. Am o bllniln

m[t[soasi, sur-cafenie, misor weo 12 centimetri in lungime, de la

niri pdnl-n virful cozii, mustlfile-mi fream[ti, iar libufele-mi aduc

a miini de om, doar ci-s mult mai mici. $i am gi-un nume latinesc,

Mus musculus, ceea ce, daci e s[ te iei dupi un diclionar pe l-am

ros cAndva, inseamni ,,qoarece-de-casi". Numai ci, de vreme ce

locuiesc taman in locul de-i spune Cetatea Londrei, sunt aEa, mai

mult un soi de $oarece gmecher de cartier.

Poate ci daci afi trece pe la mine, voi, namilele de oameni, nici

n-ali biga de seami ci mi-s Ei eu prin preajmi, dar pe fArtatul meu

nu l-afi trece aqa de ugor cu vederea. Pdi, de v-a!i purta urAt cu mine,

lsta v-ar da gata dintr-o inghilituri. $i asta fiindci-i un dragon,

de-aia!



Yes, a drqgon. A great big Chinese one, with teeth and claws and
horns and a very long pointy tail. His name? It's Xiaolong. Actually,
thatt what his friends call him. His real official fancy imperial name

is much longer and I can't spell it and I cant pronounce it, so we'll
stick to the easy one.

Sometimes (Chinese is a complicated language) Xiaolong means
'Little Dragon which is a joke, because my mate Xiaolong is twenty
metres long. 'Xiaolong' looks odd written down in English. In
Chinese it looks even odder, if you're not used to it: z]rfi. To say it,
try this: Sh-ow-long. That's SH as in 'SHut uy'; then OW! as in
'OWch!'when someone pokes you in the bum with a sharp stick; then
LONG, which is easy. Sh-ow-long. But its speltX-I-A-O-I-O-N-G.

And here's the funniest thing about Xiaolong, the huge Chinese
Dragon. A dragort's voice is deep, fierce, deafening, yes? No. Not my
dragon. He... er... squeaks. And in a Cockney accent, too. |ust like
me. You see, Xiaolong learned how to speak my language from my
ancestors, so I suppose he thought that's how he had to do it.
Squeakily, and in Cockney rhyming slang.

'Roar, Xiaolong. Rumble!'I tell him.
'Oi, George, me old chinai he says in a squeak,'it just sounds all

ding-a-dong!'
(For any non-Cockneys among you, what that means is, Hey

George, nry old friend, it just sounds all wrong!) What can you do
with an enormous dragon that squeaks in slang? I ask you...



Chiar aqa, un dragon! Unul uriaq, chinezesc, cu col1i, gheare 9i

coarne qi c-o coadi luuungi gi ascufiti. Cum il cheami? Pi,i

Xiaolong. De fapt, aga-i zic amicii. Numele lui adevirat, oficial,

simandicos gi cdt se poate de imp[ritesc este cu mult mai lung gi nu

Etiu nici cum se scrie, nici cum se pronun!6. Aqa c-o si rlmAnem la

dsta mai uqor.

Uneori (chineza asta e o limbi tare incdlciti) Xiaolong vrea sI

insemne ,,Micul Dragon', chestie care-i aga, ca o glumi, fiindc[
fArtatul meu, Xiaolong, e lung de douizeci de metri. Xiaolong e un

nume ciudat cind il scrii. Iar scris in chinezi arati gi mai ciudat,

daci nu eEti obignuit cu limba asta: b)1. Ca si-l pronun{i, incearcl

aga: $-au-lung. Adici $ ca in .$qg!"; pe urmi AU ca-n ,,Au!" dupi
ce te-a impuns careva in dos cu un bil ascufit; qi la sfirEit LUNG,

care-i uqor de tot. $-auJung. Dar de scris, se scrie X-I-A-O-L-O-N-G.

Stai sA vezi care-i cel mai caraghios lucru Ia Xiaolong, marele

dragon chinezesc. Un glas de dragon e gros, fioros gi bun s[ te lase

fudul de urechi, nu-i aqa? Ei bine, nu. Nu qi glasul dragonului lstuia

de mi-e fArtat. Cum si-!i zic er... ista, al meu, chiliie. $i unde rnai

pui ci gi cu accent de gmecher de cartier. Aga ca almeu. Vezi tu,

Xiaolong mi-a deprins graiul de la stribunii mei, drept care gi-o fi

zis c-aga se cade sd' vorbeasce: chiteind qi cu rime de argou, ca un

qmecher de cartier.

- Hai, rage gi tu, Xiaolong! Dar aga, cu nidejde! ii spun eu.

- Pfui, George, argice, zice el, chil[ind, tare chiorit mai suni!

(Pentru toli aceia dintre voi care nu-s niqte gmecheri de cartiet

vorbele astea vor s[ insemne ,,Pfui, George, amice, tare urAt mai

sun[!"). De, ce-i de flcut cu un co$cogeamite dragon care chiliie qi

o mai face qi ca la collul strizii? Nu, ziceli gi voi acum...



Xiaolong and I live in a beautiful ancient gigantic building in the
heart of the old City of London, right by the River Thames, almost

at the bottom of Britain on the right (in the South East of England,

if you're any good at geography). Thatt just offthe coast of Europe,

much too close to France but a long way from America because the

Atlantic Ocean is the big wet bit in the middle. Confused? That

makes two of us. England's famous for its bad weather, innit? That's

because wdre squashed between Eurasia (continent, huge) and the

Atlantic (ocean, huge). And we're quite close to the North Pole and

the Arctic, too. So we get three lots ofwind, rain, mist, clouds, snow,

fog, rain, wind, more clouds and more rain. When theymeet in the

middle, right over Britain, we get storms, and floods, and blizzards.

Luckily we live in a place that has stone walls a metre thich to
keep the wind and the foreigners out. It's called the Tower of
London, and it's very famous. Maybe you've heard about it? It's been

here for nearly 1,000 years, which means that your great-great-
(x38)-grandparents were alive when William I, the French King of
England, started building it.

Of course Xiaolong has lived here a bit longer than me, because

he's a bit older. Well, in one way wdre about the same age: he's 33 and

l'm32,but we count birthdays a bit differently, Xiaolong and me. Us

mice live short lives compared to humans. We can live for four or
five years, but life's a long list of dangers for us, because we're small

and tasty. We get eaten, we get squashed, trodden on, drowned,
poisoned, trapped, and scared to death, so an average mouse

tife is two or three years if
we're lucky.



Eu Ei Xiaolong locuim intr-o mAndrele de locaq vechi qi uriag din

inima bitrdnei Cetili a Londrei, chiar pe malul Tamisei, aproape de

capitul de jos al Marii Britanii, undeva pe dreapta (cum ar veni in

sud-estul Angliei, daci te pricepi cit de cit la geografie). Asta-i chiar

vizavi de Europa continentali, mult prea aproaPe de Fran{a, dar hit
departe de America, fiindci Oceanul Atlantic e uditura aia uriaqi

de la mijloc. Greu de priceput, nu? Lasi ci qi pe mine mi incurci

toate astea. Anglia-i vestiti Pentru wemea ei uriti, nu-i aqa? Asta

fiindci suntem pringi intre Eurasia (un continent uriaq) 9i Atlantic

(un ocean, gi el tot uriag). $i mai suntem qi aproape de Polul Nord

Ei de tirimul arctic. Aga ci ne ciptuqim cu de trei ori mai mult vint,

mai multi ploaie Ei neguri, nori, z[padi, ceal6 9i ploaie, vAnt, qi mai

mulli nori qi incl qi mai multi ploaie. Iar cAnd toate astea se in-

tilnesc la mijloc, chiar deasupra Marii Britanii, ne alegem cu fur-

tuni, inundalii qi viscole.

Spre norocul nostru, triim intr-un loc cu ziduri de piatri groase

de un metru, numai bune si ne pizeascl 9i de vAnturi, 9i de striini'

Se cheami Turnul Londrei gi e cit se poate de vestit. Te pomeneqti

c-ai auzit de el! E pe-aici de weo mie de ani, ceea ce inseamndL ci
stri-stri-(x38)-bunicii tii erau in viafi pe wemea cind William I,

regele fuanlaz al Angliei, s-a apucat si-l ridice.

FireEte, Xiaolong triieqte prin locurile astea de ceva mai mult timp

decit mine, fiindc[-i gi oleaci mai in virsti. Bine, intr-un fel, sunt

cam de-o seami cu eL el are33 de ani, iar eu,32. Ne deosebeqte insi

felul in care ne socotim zilele de naqtere. Noi, qoarecii, avem vielile

mai scurte decit ale oamenilor. Triim qi noi weo patru, hai cinci ani,

dar viala ne e un lung qir de primejdii, pentru ci suntem miculi 9i

gustoqi. Ajungem si fim mAncafi, storcoqili, cilca{i in picioare, inecafi,

otrivili, pringi in cAte-o cursl qi insplimdnta[i de moarte, aqa ci un

qoarece obignuit, cu ceva noroc, triieqte de fapt doi sau trei ani-
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