12/2/26, 17:06 The Library Window by Margaret Oliphant

Chapter |

tf aepta wan

Capitulo |

| was not aware at first of the many discussions which had gone on about that window.
It was almost opposite one of the windows of the large old-fashioned drawing room of

the house in which | spent that summer, which was of so much importance in my life.

al waz not aw'ear ot f3:st ‘avds m'eni disk'Afanz witf had gon pn ab'aot daet w'indso it
waz '2:lmauvst ‘'ppaz,it wan 'avda w'indauz 'avds la:dz ‘suldf'aefond dr'aiing ru:m ‘avda

haos iInw'itf a1 spent daet s'Ama witf waz av sao matf imp'o:tans in mai laif

Al principio no era consciente de las numerosas discusiones que se habian
producido en torno a esa ventana. Estaba casi frente a una de las ventanas del
gran salon antiguo de la casa en la que pasé aquel verano, que fue tan importante

en mi vida.

Our house and the library were on opposite sides of the broad High Street of St Rule’s,
which is a fine street, wide and ample, and very quiet, as strangers think who come from

noisier places.

a: haus an &3 l'aibrari war pn 'ppaz it saidz ‘avds bra:d hai stri:t av seint ru:lz witf 1z o
fain stri:t waid and 'sempal an v'eri kwaiat az str'eindzaz 8ink hu: kam from n'aizia pl

‘elsiz
Nuestra casa y la biblioteca estaban en lados opuestos de la amplia calle principal
de St Rule's, que es una calle bonita, ancha y espaciosa, y muy tranquila, segln

opinan los forasteros que vienen de lugares mas ruidosos.

In a summer evening there is much coming and going, and the stillness is full of sound:

the sound of footsteps and pleasant voices, softened by the summer air.
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IN 9 s'Amar 'izvnin dar 1z matf k'Amin an g'aoin an da st'iinas 1z ful av savnd & savnd av

f'otsteps an pl'ezont v'oisiz s'pfand bai 8 s'Amar ea

En una tarde de verano hay mucho ir y venir, y la quietud esta llena de sonidos: el

sonido de pasos y voces agradables, suavizadas por el aire veraniego.

There are even exceptional moments when it is noisy: the time of the fair, and on

Saturday nights sometimes, and when there are excursion trains.

dar'ar 'izvan gks'epfonal m'svmants wen 1t 1z n'2izi 8s taim 'avda fea and pn s'aetad el

naits s'’Amtaimz an wen &ar'ar eksk's:fan treinz

Incluso hay momentos excepcionales en los que hay ruido: durante la feria,

algunos sdbados por la noche y cuando hay trenes de excursion.

Then even the softest sunny air of the evening will not smooth the harsh tones and the
stumbling steps; but at these unlovely moments we shut the windows, and even |, who
am so fond of that deep recess where | can take refuge from all that is going on inside,

and make myself a spectator of all the varied story out of doors, withdraw from my

watchtower.

den 'izvan &a s'pftist s'Ani ear 'avdi 'izvnin wil not smu:d &8s ha:f tavnz an da st'’Amblin
steps bat ot 8i:z Anl'Avli m'somants wi [at 83 w'indavz and 'izvan a1 hu: eem sao fond av
daet di:p r'izses wear al kan teik r'efju:dz from 2:1 dat 1z g'avin pn Ins'aid an meik mais slf

3 spekt'eitar av 2:1 &9 v'earid st'a:ri ‘avtav da:z wibdr'a: fram mar w ptftasa

Entonces, ni siquiera el aire suave y soleado de la tarde suavizara los tonos
asperos y los pasos vacilantes; pero en estos momentos desagradables cerramos
las ventanas, e incluso yo, que tanto aprecio ese profundo rincon donde puedo
refugiarme de todo lo que ocurre en el interior y convertirme en espectador de

todas las variadas historias que suceden fuera, me retiro de mi atalaya.

To tell the truth, there never was very much going on inside. The house belonged to my
aunt, to whom (she says, Thank God!) nothing ever happens. | believe that many things

have happened to her in her time; but that was all over at the period of which | am
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speaking, and she was old, and very quiet.

to tel &8s tru:0 da n'eva waz v'eri matf g'avin pn ins'aid &8s haos bil'ond ts mai a:nt ta
hu:m [i sez 8aenk gnd n'ABIn ‘eva h'aepanz ai bil'i:v dat m'eni Binz hav h'aepand ts har Iin
ha taim bat daet waz 2:l 'svvar ot 8 p'iariad avw'itf aloem sp'i:kin an fi waz avld an v'eri

kwaiot

A decir verdad, nunca pasaba gran cosa dentro. La casa pertenecia a mi tia, a
quien (jgracias a Dios!, segun ella) nunca le pasa nada. Creo que le han pasado

muchas cosas a lo largo de su vida, pero todo eso habia quedado atras en la

época de la que hablo, y ella era mayor y muy tranquila.

Her life went on in a routine never broken. She got up at the same hour every day, and
did the same things in the same rotation, day by day the same. She said that this was

the greatest support in the world, and that routine is a kind of salvation.

ha laif went pn In 3 ru:t'i:n n'eva br'askan [i gpt Ap ot da seim awvar 'evri der an did &s
seim 01Nz 'Inda seim raot'elfon del bai del s seim [i sed dat dis w'azda gr'eitist sop'o:t

'Inda w3:ld an daet ru:t'i:n 1z 2 kaind av szlv'elfon

Su vida transcurria en una rutina que nunca se rompia. Se levantaba a la misma
hora todos los dias y hacia las mismas cosas en el mismo orden, dia tras dia,

siempre igual. Decia que eso era el mayor apoyo del mundo y que la rutina era

una especie de salvacion.

It may be so; but it is a very dull salvation, and | used to feel that | would rather have
incident, whatever kind of incident it might be. But then at that time | was not old,
which makes all the difference.

it mer bi sav bat 1t 1z o v'eri dal saelv'elfan and ar ju:zd to fi:l dat a1 wad r'a:ds haev
'Insidant wot'eva kaind av 'insidant 1t mart bi bat den ot daet taim a1 waz not svld witf
meiks 2:1 83 d'ifrans

Puede que sea asi, pero es una salvacién muy aburrida, y solia pensar que preferia

tener incidentes, fueran del tipo que fueran. Pero entonces yo no era mayor, y
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eso lo cambia todo.

At the time of which | speak the deep recess of the drawing room window was a great
comfort to me. Though she was an old lady (perhaps because she was so old) she was

very tolerant, and had a kind of feeling for me.

ot &a taim avw itf a1 spi:k da di:p r'izses ‘avda dr'a:in ru:m w'indas w'aza greit k' amfat
to mi 320 [i waz an aould I'eidi pah'aeps bik'az [i waz sawv aovld [i waz v'eri t'plarant an haed

o kaind av f'i:lin fa mi

En el momento del que hablo, el profundo hueco de la ventana del salon me
resultaba muy reconfortante. Aunque ella era una anciana (quizas precisamente

por ser tan mayor), era muy tolerante y sentia cierta simpatia por mi.

She never said a word, but often gave me a smile when she saw how | had built myself
up, with my books and my basket of work. | did very little work, | fear — now and then a
few stitches when the spirit moved me, or when | had got well afloat in a dream, and

was more tempted to follow it out than to read my book, as sometimes happened.

fi n'eva sed @ w3:d bat ‘nfan geiv mi a smail wen [i s2: hao ar had bilt mais'elf Ap wid mai
buks an mai b'aeskit av wa:k ai did v'eri I'ital w3tk a1 fis nas an d¢en o fju: st'itfiz wen da
sp'int mu:vd mi 2: wen a1 had got wel ofl'sot in o drizm an waz ma: t'emptid ts f'plaw 1t

aot dan ta rizd mair bok az s'’Amtaimz h'aepand

Ella nunca decia nada, pero a menudo me sonreia cuando veia cbmo me habia
instalado, con mis libros y mi cesta de labores. Me temo que yo trabajaba muy
poco: de vez en cuando daba unas puntadas cuando me apetecia, o cuando me
mantenia a flote en un sueno y me tentaba mas seguirlo que leer mi libro, como a

Veces ocurria.

At other times, and if the book were interesting, | used to get through volume after

volume sitting there, paying no attention to anybody.

ot 'Ada taimz and If 8a buk war 'intrestin ai ju:zd ts get Oru: v'plju:m ‘sefta v'plju:m s'itin

dea p'elin nav at'enfan ta 'enib pdi
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En otras ocasiones, y si el libro era interesante, solia leer un volumen tras otro

sentada alli, sin prestar atencién a nadie.

And yet | did pay a kind of attention. Aunt Mary’s old ladies came in to call, and | heard
them talk, though | very seldom listened; but for all that, if they had anything to say that
was interesting, it is curious how | found it in my mind afterwards, as if the air had

blown it to me.

and jet a1 did pel s kaind av at'enfon a:nt m'eariz sovld I'eidiz keim 1n ta ko:l and a1 h3:d
dam to:k dav a1 v'eri s'eldam I'isand bat far o:1 8zt if del haed '€niB,in to sel dat waz
'Intrestin 1t 1z kj'varias has ai faond 1t in mai maind 'seftawadz oz If 31 ea had blaon 1t ta

mi

Y, sin embargo, prestaba cierta atencién. Las amigas mayores de la tia Mary
venian a visitarla y yo las oia hablar, aunque rara vez las escuchaba; pero, a pesar

de todo, si decian algo interesante, es curioso como se me quedaba grabado en la

mente después, como si el aire me lo hubiera traido.

They came and went, and | had the sensation of their old bonnets gliding out and in,
and their dresses rustling; and now and then had to jump up and shake hands with

someone who knew me, and asked after my papa and mamma.

del keim an went and a1 haed da sens'elfon av dear svld b'pnits gl'aidin ast and 1n send
dea dr'esiz r'asalin a&nd nao an den h'aedta dzamp Ap an Jeik haendz wid s'Amwan hu:

nju: mi and aeskt 'sefts mai pap'a: an m'ama

Iban y venian, y yo tenia la sensacién de que sus viejas capotas se deslizaban
hacia fuera y hacia dentro, y sus vestidos crujian; y de vez en cuando tenia que

levantarme y estrechar la mano a alguien que me conocia y me preguntaba por mi

padre y mi madre.
Then Aunt Mary would give me a little smile again, and | slipped back to my window.

She never seemed to mind. My mother would not have let me do it, | know. She would

have remembered dozens of things there were to do. She would have sent me upstairs
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to fetch something which | was quite sure she did not want, or downstairs to carry

some quite unnecessary message to the housemaid.

den a:nt m'eari wad giv mi a I'ital smail ag'en and a1 slipt baek ta mar w'indao [i n'eva
sizmd ta maind mai m'Ads wad n'ptav let mi du 1t a1 nao fi w'odhav rim’'embad d'Azanz
av BNz daw's ta du [i w'odhav sent mi Apst'eaz ta fetf s'’AmOiy witf a1 waz kwait foa [i

didn'pt wont 2: d'avnsteaz ta k'aeri som kwait Ann'esisari m'esidz ta ds h'avsmeid

Entonces la tia Mary me dedicaba otra pequena sonrisa y yo volvia a mi ventana.
Nunca parecia importarle. Mi madre no me habria dejado hacerlo, lo sé. Se habria
acordado de docenas de cosas que habia que hacer. Me habria enviado arriba a
buscar algo que yo estaba segura de que no queria, o abajo a llevar algiin mensaje
innecesario a la criada.

She liked to keep me running about. Perhaps that was one reason why | was so fond of
Aunt Mary’s drawing room, and the deep recess of the window, and the curtain that fell
half over it, and the broad window seat where one could collect so many things without

being found fault with for untidiness.

fi latkt ta kizp mi r'anin ab'ast pah'aeps daet waz wan r'izzan war ai waz sao fond av a:nt
m'eariz dr'a:ip ruzm an ds di:p r'izses 'svda w'indav an s k'3:ton dat fel ha:f ‘sovar it
an 83 bro:d w'indaw si:t wes wan kad kal'ekt sao m'eni 8inz wid'aot b'izin faond folt wid

for ant'aidinas

A ella le gustaba mantenerme ocupada. Quizas esa era una de las razones por las
gue me gustaba tanto el salén de la tia Mary, y el profundo hueco de la ventana, y

la cortina que la cubria hasta la mitad, y el amplio asiento de la ventana donde se

podian acumular tantas cosas sin que te reganaran por el desorden.

Whenever we had anything the matter with us in these days, we were sent to St Rule’s

to get up our strength. And this was my case at the time of which | am going to speak.

wen'eva wi haed 'eniB I 82 m'aeta wid as In 8i:z deiz wi wa sent ta seint ru:lz ta get Ap

a: stren® a&nd &1s waz mai kels at 8a taim avw'itf alam g'auin ta spi:k
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Siempre que teniamos algun problema en aquellos dias, nos mandaban a St. Rule

para reponer fuerzas. Y este fue mi caso en el momento del que voy a hablar.

Everybody had said, since ever | learned to speak, that | was fantastic and fanciful and
dreamy, and all the other words with which a girl who may happen to like poetry, and to
be fond of thinking, is so often made uncomfortable. People don’t know what they
mean when they say fantastic. It sounds like Madge Wildfire or something of that sort.

‘evribndi had sed sins 'evar a1 13:nd ta spi:k dat a1 waz faent 'sestik an f'aensifal an dr'i:mi
and 2:1 &1 'Ada w3:dz wid witf o g3:l hu: mer h'aepan ts laik p'switri an tab'i fond av 6
'Inkin 1z sov 'nfan meid Ank'amftabal p'izpal deovnt nao wot der mizn wen del sel faent

‘aestik 1t saondz latk maedz w'alldfaiar @ s'’Am8in av daet so:t

Desde que aprendi a hablar, todo el mundo me decia que era fantastica,
imaginativa y sonadora, y todas esas palabras con las que a menudo se incomoda
a una chica a la que le gusta la poesia y le gusta pensar. La gente no sabe lo que
quiere decir cuando dice fantastica. Suena como Madge Wildfire o algo por el

estilo.

My mother thought | should always be busy, to keep nonsense out of my head. But
really | was not at all fond of nonsense. | was rather serious than otherwise. | would
have been no trouble to anybody if | had been left to myself. It was only that | had a

sort of second sight, and was conscious of things to which | paid no attention.

mail m'Ada 05:t a1 fod '2:lweiz bi b'izi to ki:p n'pnsans 'astav mai hed bat r'isli at waz npt
at 2:1 fond av n'pnsans al waz r'a:ds s'1arias dan 'Adaw aiz ai w sdhav bin nao tr'abal ta
‘enib, pdi If ar hadb'in left ta mais'elf it waz 'aonli dat ai haed 3 so:t av s'ekand sait an waz

k'pnfas av Binz ta witf a1 peid nao at'enfon

Mi madre pensaba que debia estar siempre ocupada, para mantener mi cabeza
alejada de tonterias. Pero, en realidad, no me gustaban nada las tonterias. Era mas
bien seria. No habria sido un problema para nadie si me hubieran dejado a mi aire.

Lo Unico era que tenia una especie de sexto sentido y era consciente de cosas a

las que no prestaba atencion.
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Even when reading the most interesting book, the things that were being talked about
blew in to me; and | heard what the people were saying in the streets as they passed
under the window. Aunt Mary always said | could do two or indeed three things at once,

both read and listen, and see.

‘izvan wen r'izdin 8 maost 'Intrestin bok ds BNz dat wa b'izin to:kt ab'ast blu: In ta mi
and a1 h3:d wot &3 p'i:pal wa s'enn 'Inds stri:ts az del paest 'Ands s w'indso a:nt m

‘eari '2:lweiz sed a1 kad du tu: ar ind'i:d 6ri: 8inz stw'Ans baw0 ri:d an I'isan an si:

Incluso cuando leia el libro mas interesante, las cosas de las que se hablaba me
llegaban; y oia lo que decia la gente en las calles al pasar bajo la ventana. La tia

Mary siempre decia que yo podia hacer dos o incluso tres cosas a la vez: leer,

escuchary ver.

| am sure that | did not listen much, and seldom looked out, of set purpose — as some
people do who notice what bonnets the ladies in the street have on; but | did hear what
| couldn’t help hearing, even when | was reading my book, and | did see all sorts of

things, though often for a whole half hour | might never lift my eyes.

alom fos dat ar didn'nt I'ilsan matf an s'eldom lokt ast av set p'3:pas a9z sam p'izpal du
hu: n'sotis wot b'pnits 8s I'eidiz 'Inda stri:t haev pn bat ar did his wot ai k'sdant help h
larin 'izven wen ar waz r'izdin mair buk and a1 did si: 2:1 so:ts av 8inz dav 'nfan f'ara havl

ha:f avar ai mait n'eva lift mai aiz

Estoy segura de que no prestaba mucha atencién y rara vez miraba hacia fuera a
propdsito, como hacen algunas personas que se fijan en las capotas que llevan las
mujeres por la calle; pero oia lo que no podia evitar oir, incluso cuando estaba
leyendo mi libro, y veia todo tipo de cosas, aunque a menudo pasara media hora

sin levantar la vista.

This does not explain what | said at the beginning, that there were many discussions
about that window. It was, and still is, the last window in the row, of the College Library,

which is opposite my aunt’s house in the High Street.
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31s dazn'nt ekspl'ein wot ai sed at 83 big'inin dat daw's m'eni disk'Afonz ab'avt daet w
'Indaw 1t woz an stil 1z 8a leest w'indas 'Inda rav 'avda k'nlidz 'aibrari witf 1z 'opaz,it mai

a:nts haos 'Inda hai stri:t

Esto no explica lo que dije al principio, que hubo muchas discusiones sobre esa
ventana. Era, y sigue siendo, la Ultima ventana de la fila de la biblioteca de la

universidad, que esta frente a la casa de mi tia en High Street.

Yet it is not exactly opposite, but a little to the west, so that | could see it best from the
left side of my recess. | took it calmly for granted that it was a window like any other till

| first heard the talk about it which was going on in the drawing room.

jet 1t 1z not egz'aektli 'opaz it bat o I'ital ta & west sav dat al kad si: 1t best fr'amda left
said av mai r'i:ses al tok it k'a:mli fo gr'aentid 8 'stit w'aza w'indao laik ‘eni ‘aAda til ai f3:st

h3:d &s to:k ab'ast it witf waz g'avin pn 'Inda dr'a:1n ru:m

Sin embargo, no estd exactamente enfrente, sino un poco mas al oeste, asi que
podia verla mejor desde el lado izquierdo de mi rincén. Lo daba por sentado
tranquilamente, como si fuera una ventana como cualquier otra, hasta que oi por

primera vez la conversacion que se mantenia en el salén.

“Have you never made up your mind, Mrs Balcarres,” said old Mr Pitmilly, “whether that
window opposite is a window or no?” He said Mistress Balcarres, and he was always

called Mr Pitmilly, Morton, which was the name of his place.

hav jo n'eva meid Ap jo maind m'isiz baelk'aeris sed avld m'ista p'itmili w'eda dzet w
'Indaw 'ppaz,it 1z 3 w'indaw 3 naw hi sed m'istras baelk'zeris an hi waz 'a:lweiz ka:ld m
Ista p'itmili m'a:tan witf w'szds neim av hiz pleis

—:Ha decidido, senora Balcarres —dijo el anciano senor Pitmilly—, si esa ventana
de enfrente es una ventana o no? Dijo senora Balcarres, y siempre se le llamaba

senor Pitmilly, Morton, que era el nombre de su casa.

“l am never sure of it, to tell the truth,” said Aunt Mary, “all these years.”

alom n'eva foor av it to tel s tru:B sed a:nt m'eari o:l di:z jiaz
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—Nunca he estado segura de ello, la verdad —dijo la tia Mary—, en todos estos

anos.

“Bless me!” said one of the old ladies, “and what window may that be?”

bles mi sed wan 'avdi aold I'eidiz an wot w'indos mel dzet bi

—iDios mio! —dijo una de las ancianas—, ;y qué ventana puede ser esa?

Mr Pitmilly had a way of laughing as he spoke, which did not please me; but it was true
that he was not perhaps desirous of pleasing me. He said, “Oh, just the window
opposite,” with his laugh running through his words; “our friend can never make up her

mind about it, though she has been living opposite it since.”

m'ista p'itmili haed o wei av I'afin oz hi spavk witf didn'ot pli:z mi bat it waz tru: dat hi
waz not pah'aeps diz'alaras av pl'i:zinp mi hi sed 2o d3as 8 w'indaw ‘ppaz,it wid hiz leef r
‘Anin Bru: hiz w3:dz a: frend kan n'eva meik Ap ha maind sb'aot it 89 [i hazb'in I'ivin

‘Dpaz,it it sins

El sefior Pitmilly tenia una forma de reir mientras hablaba que no me gustaba,
pero lo cierto es que quiza él no deseaba complacerme. Dijo: —Oh, solo la
ventana de enfrente —con su risa entremezclada en las palabras—; nuestra amiga

nunca se decide al respecto, aunque lleva viviendo frente a ella desde entonces.

“You don't ever need to mind the date,” said another; “the library window! Dear me,

what should it be but a window? Up at that height it could not be a door.”

jo doovnt ‘eva ni:d to maind da deit sed an'Ads &a l'aibrari w'indao dis mi wot fad 1t bi

bat @ w'indaw Ap ot dzet hait 1t kad npt bi o do:
—No tienes que preocuparte por la fecha —dijo otra; jla ventana de la biblioteca!

iDios mio! ;Qué otra cosa podria ser sino una ventana? A esa altura no podria ser

una puerta.
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“The question is,’ said my aunt, “if it is a real window with glass in it, or if it is merely
painted, or if it once was a window, and has been built up. And the oftener people look

at it, the less they are able to say.”

82 kw'estfon 1z sed mai a:nt if it 1z  ral w'indas wid glaes in it o:r if it 1z m'isli p'eintid ar
If 1t wAns w'aza w'indaw an hazb'in bilt Ap send &1 'pfana p'izpal lok 'stit 3a les del or

‘eibal ta sel

—La pregunta es —dijo mi tia— si es una ventana de verdad con cristales, o si solo
estd pintada, o si alguna vez fue una ventanay fue reconstruida. Y cuanto mas la

mira la gente, menos sabe decirlo.

“Let me see this window,” said old Lady Carnbee, who was very active and strong-
minded; and then they all came crowding upon me; three or four old ladies, very eager,
and Mr Pitmilly’s white hair appearing over their heads, and my aunt sitting quiet and

smiling behind.

let mi si: d1s w'indaov sed sold I'eidi k'a:nbi: hu: waz v'eri ‘sektiv an str'bpm‘aindid send
den del 2:| keim kr'asdin sp'on mi Bri:  fa:r svld I'eidiz v'eri 'i:ga an m'ista p'itmiliz wait

hear ap'iarin 'savva dea hedz an mai a:nt s'itin kwaiat an sm'ailin bih'aind

—Déjame ver esta ventana —dijo la anciana Lady Carnbee, que era muy activay
tenaz; y entonces todos se agolparon a mi alrededor; tres o cuatro ancianas muy

entusiastas, la cabeza canosa del seifor Pitmilly asomando por encima de ellas y

mi tia sentada tranquilamente y sonriendo detras.

“I mind the window very well,” said Lady Carnbee; “and so do more than me. But in its
present appearance it is just like any other window; but has not been cleaned, | should

say, in the memory of man.”

ar maind 3> w'indao v'eri wel sed I'eidi k'a:nbi: an sao du ma: dan mi bat in its pr'ezant
ap'iarans it 1z d3as laik 'eni ‘Ada w'indaw bat haznot bin kliznd a1 fod sel 'Inda m'smari av

maeen

https://espingli.com/the-library-window.html 11/146



12/2/26, 17:06 The Library Window by Margaret Oliphant

—Me fijo mucho en la ventana —dijo Lady Carnbee—; y hay quienes lo hacen mas
gue yo. Pero tal y como estd ahora, es como cualquier otra ventana; aunque diria

gue no se ha limpiado desde tiempos inmemoriales.

“l see what you mean,’ said one of the others. “It is just a very dead thing without any

reflection in it, but I've seen as bad before’”

al si: wot jo mi:n sed wan 'avd1 ‘A8z It 1z d3ast o v'eri ded Bin wid'ast ‘eni nifl'ekfon in it

bat aiv si:n 2z baed bif'a:

—Entiendo lo que quieres decir —dijo una de los otras—. Es solo una cosa muerta,

sin ningun reflejo, pero ya he visto algo igual de malo antes.

“Yes, it's dead enough,” said another, “but that’s no rule for these women servants.”

jes its ded In'Af sed an'Ada bat daets noow ru:l fa di:z w'imin s'3:vants

—Si, esta bastante muerta —dijo otra—, pero no es la norma de estas sirvientas.

“No, the women are well enough,” said the softest voice of all, which was Aunt Mary’s. ‘I
will never let them risk their lives cleaning the outside of mine. And there are no women

servants in the old library; there is maybe something more in it than that.”

nao &2 w'imin @ wel In'Af sed da s'pftist vais av o1l witf waz a:nt m'eariz ar wil n'sva let
dam risk dea laivz kl'iznin 81 aots'aid av main send dar's nas w'imin s'3:vants 'Indi sold |

‘albrari dar 1z m'eibi: s'’AmBiIn mo:r in it dan daet

—No, las mujeres estan bien —dijo la voz mas suave de todas, la de la tia Mary—.
Nunca dejaré que arriesguen sus vidas limpiando el exterior de la mia. Y no hay

sirvientas en la biblioteca antigua; quiza haya algo mas que eso.

They were all pressing into my recess, pressing upon me, a row of old faces, peering into
something they could not understand. | had a sense in my mind how curious it was, the
wall of old ladies in their old satin gowns all glazed with age, Lady Carnbee with her lace
about her head.
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del war 2:| pr'esin 'Ints mai r'izses presin ap'pn mi @ rav av aold f'eisiz p'iarin ‘inta s
'AmOin del kad not Andast'aend ai haed a sens in mar maind hao kj'varias it woz 8s wa:l
av aould l'eidiz In dear sovld s'aetin gavnz o:l gleizd wid eidz I'eidi k'a:nbi: wid ha leis ab
‘aot ha hed

Todas se apinaban en mi rincon, apretujandose contra mi, una hilera de rostros
ancianos, escudrinando algo que no podian comprender. Senti lo curioso que era,
aquella pared de ancianas con sus viejos vestidos de satén, todos glaseados por el

tiempo, Lady Carnbee con su encaje en la cabeza.

Nobody was looking at me or thinking of me, but | felt unconsciously the contrast of my
youngness to their oldness, and stared at them as they stared over my head at the
library window. | had given it no attention up to this time. | was more taken up with the

old ladies than with the thing they were looking at.

n'avbadi waz I'vkin st mi o 8'inkin av mi bat ai felt Ank'pnfasli da k'pntraest av mai j
'ANNas ta dear ‘auldnas an stead ot dam oz del stead 'svve mai hed ot & 'aibrari w
'Indaw a1 had g'ivan 1t nov at'enfan Ap ta dis taim a1 waz mo: t'etkan Ap w'1dd1 aold |'eidiz

dan w'idds i der wa |'vkin st

Nadie me miraba ni pensaba en mi, pero inconscientemente senti el contraste
entre mi juventud y su vejez, y las miré fijamente mientras ellas miraban por
encima de mi cabeza hacia la ventana de la biblioteca. Hasta ese momento no le
habia prestado atencion. Me interesaban mas las ancianas que lo que estaban

mirando.

“The framework is all right at least, | can see that, and painted black.”

3o fr'eimws:k 1z ozl rait ot lizst a1 kan si: daet oan p'eintid blaek

—Al menos el marco esta bien, eso lo veo, y esta pintado de negro.

“And the panes are painted black too. It's no window, Mrs Balcarres. It has been filled in,

in the days of the window duties: you will remember, Lady Carnbee.”
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and &3 peinz s p'eintid blaek tu: its nav w'indso m'isiz baelk'zeris it hazb'in fild in 'iInda

deiz 'avda w'indaw dj'u:tiz jo wil rim'emba I'eidi k'a:nbi:

—Y los cristales también estan pintados de negro. No es una ventana, sefnora
Balcarres. La taparon en la época de los impuestos de las ventanas: lo recordara,

Lady Carnbee.

“Yes!” said that oldest lady. “I mind when your mother was married, Jeanie, and that's
neither the day nor yesterday. But as for the window, it’s just a delusion, and that is my

opinion of the matter, if you ask me.”

jes sed dzet 'auldist I'eidi a1t maind wen jo m'Ada waz m'zerid d3'i:ni an dzets n'aids ds del
no: j'estad el bat az f'ada w'indaw 1ts dzast a dil'u:zan an daet 1z mai ap'inian ‘avda m

‘&ta If ju sesk mi

—;Si! —dijo la senora mayor—. Me acuerdo de cuando se casé tu madre, Jeanie, y
eso no fue ni ayer ni hoy. Pero en cuanto a la ventana, es solo una ilusion, y esa es

mi opinidn, si quieres saber mi opinion.

“There’s a great want of light in that huge room at the college,’ said another. “If it was a

window, the library would have more light.”

deaz o greit wont av lait in daet hju:dz ruzm st ds k'nlidz sed an'Ads If it w'aza w'indaov

da l'aibrari w'sdhav ma: lait

—Hay una gran falta de luz en esa sala enorme de la universidad —dijo otra—. Si

fuera una ventana, la biblioteca tendria mas luz.

“One thing is clear,” said one of the younger ones, “it cannot be a window to see

through. It may be filled in or it may be built up, but it is not a window to give light.”

waAn 01 1z klia sed wan ‘avda j'Angar wanz it k'aenpt bi o w'indaw ta si: Oru: it mei bi fild

In ar it mel bi bilt Ap bat 1t 1z n'pts w'indaw ta giv lait
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—Una cosa esta clara —dijo una de las mas jévenes—, no puede ser una ventana
para ver a través de ella. Puede rellenarse o fortalecerse, pero no es una ventana

que dé luz.

“And who ever heard of a window that was no to see through?” Lady Carnbee said. |
was fascinated by the look on her face, which was a curious scornful look as of one who
knew more than she chose to say, and then my wandering fancy was caught by her

hand as she held it up, throwing back the lace that dropped over it.

and hu: 'sva h3:d 'sve w'indaw dat waz nao ta si: Oru: 'eidi k'a:nbi: sed a1 waz f'aesin
eitid bar 8s lok pn ha feis witf w'azas kj'varias sk'a:nfal lok 8z av wan hu: nju: ma: dan fi
tfovz ta sel an den mai w'pndarin f'aensi waz ka:t bar ha haend oz fi held 1t Ap 6r'svin

baek &3 leis dat dropt ‘svvar it

—:Y quién ha oido hablar de una ventana que no deje ver a través de ella? —dijo
Lady Carnbee. Me fascind su expresion, una curiosa mirada de desprecio, como la
de alguien que sabia mas de lo que queria decir, y entonces mi imaginacién
errante se vio atrapada por su mano mientras la levantaba, apartando el encaje

que la cubria.

Lady Carnbee’s lace was the chief thing about her — heavy black Spanish lace with large
flowers. Everything she wore was trimmed with it. A large veil of it hung over her old

bonnet. But her hand coming out of this heavy lace was a curious thing to see.

I'eidi k'a:nbi:z leis w'azda tfi:f 8in ab'avt ha h'evi blaek sp'zenif leis wid la:d3 flavaz
‘evridim fi wo: waz trimd wid 1t 3 la:dz vell av it han 'sovs har sold b'pnit bat ha haend k

'‘Amin 'aotav dis h'evi leis w'aza kj'varias 0in ta si:

El encaje de Lady Carnbee era lo mas destacado de su atuendo: un pesado encaje
espanol negro con grandes flores. Todo lo que llevaba puesto estaba adornado
con él. Un gran velo del mismo colgaba sobre su viejo sombrero. Pero su mano,

gue sobresalia de ese pesado encaje, era algo curioso de ver.
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She had very long fingers, very taper, which had been much admired in her youth; and
her hand was very white, or rather more than white, pale, bleached, and bloodless, with
large blue veins standing up upon the back; and she wore some fine rings, among others
a big diamond in an ugly old claw setting.

fi haed Vv'eri lon f'ingaz v'eri t'eipa witf hadb'in matf adm'aiad in ha ju:0 send hs haend
waz v'eri wait 2: r'a:da mo: dan wait pell bli:tft an bl'adlas wid la:dz blu: veinz st'sendin
Ap 9p'pn 83 baek and [i wa: sam fain rinz am'An ‘Adsz o big d'alemand in an ‘Agli sold
klo: s'etin

Tenia unos dedos muy largos y afilados, que habian sido muy admirados en su
juventud; y sus manos eran muy blancas, o mas bien mas que blancas, palidas,
decoloradas y sin sangre, con grandes venas azules que sobresalian en el dorso; y

llevaba unos anillos finos, entre otros un gran diamante con una fea y vieja

montura en forma de garra.

They were too big for her, and were wound round and round with yellow silk to make
them keep on: and this little cushion of silk, turned brown with long wearing, had
twisted round so that it was more conspicuous than the jewels; while the big diamond
blazed underneath in the hollow of her hand, like some dangerous thing hiding and
sending out darts of light.

del wa tu: big fa h3: an wa waond raond an rasnd wid j'eloo silk ta meik dam ki:p pn an
dis I'ital k'sfan av silk t3:nd braon wid lon w'earin had tw'istid raond sav &'stit waz mo:
keansp'ikjuas dan & d3'u:alz wail 83 big d'ailemand bleizd ,Andan'i:0 'Inda h'nlaw av ha

haend latk sam d'eindzaras 8in h'aidin an s'endin aot da:ts av lait

Eran demasiado grandes para ella, y estaban envueltos en seda amarilla para que
se mantuvieran en su sitio: y este pequeno cojin de seda, que se habia vuelto
marrén por el uso prolongado, se habia retorcido de tal manera que era mas

llamativo que las joyas; mientras que el gran diamante brillaba debajo, en el

hueco de su mano, como algo peligroso que se escondia y lanzaba dardos de luz.
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The hand, which seemed to come almost to a point, with this strange ornament
underneath, clutched at my half-terrified imagination. It too seemed to mean far more
than was said. | felt as if it might clutch me with sharp claws, and the lurking, dazzling

creature bite — with a sting that would go to the heart.

83 haend witf si:md ta kam '2:lmaust ta @ paint wid dis streindz '>:namant Andan'i:0
kiAtft st mar h'a:ft'erif aid im aedzin‘eifon 1t tu: si:md ta mi:n f'a:m 2: 8an waz sed ai felt
oz If it mait kiatf mi wid fa:p klo:z an &3 I'3:kin d'aezlin kr'i:tfs barit wid o stin dat wad gav
ts s ha:t

La mano, que parecia casi puntiaguda, con este extrano adorno debajo, se aferrd
a mi imaginacién medio aterrorizada. También parecia significar mucho mas de lo

gue se decia. Senti como si pudiera agarrarme con garras afiladas y que la criatura

acechante y deslumbrante me mordiera, con un aguijén que llegaria al corazén.

Presently, however, the circle of the old faces broke up, the old ladies returned to their
seats, and Mr Pitmilly, small but very erect, stood up in the midst of them, talking with

mild authority like a little oracle among the ladies.

pr'ezantli hav'sva &a s'3:kal 'avdi svld f'eisiz bravk Ap &1 sold I'eidiz rit'3:nd ta des si:ts
an m'ista p'itmili smo:l bat v'eri ir'ekt stod Ap 'Inda midst av dem t'o:kin wid maild 26

‘priti laik o I'ital 'orakal am'an ds I'eidiz

Pronto, sin embargo, el circulo de caras viejas se disolvid, las ancianas regresaron
a sus asientos y el sefor Pitmilly, pequeno pero muy erguido, se puso de pie en
medio de ellas, hablando con suave autoridad como un pequeno oraculo entre las

damas.

Only Lady Carnbee always contradicted the neat, little, old gentleman. She gesticulated,
when she talked, like a Frenchwoman, and darted forth that hand of hers with the lace
hanging over it, so that | always caught a glimpse of the lurking diamond. | thought she
looked like a witch among the comfortable little group which gave such attention to

everything Mr Pitmilly said.
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‘aonli I'eidi k'a:nbi: '2:lweiz k pntrad'iktid &3 ni:t I'ital sold dz'entalman [i dzest'ikjol ertid
wen [i torkt laik o frientfwomoan an d'a:tid f2:0 daet haend av h3:z w'1dda leis h'aenin
‘suvar It sav dat a1 '2:lweiz ka:t o glimps ‘avda I'3:kin d'alsmand ai 65:t i lokt laik o witf

am'An 83 k'amftabal I'ital gru:p witf geiv satf at'enfon ta ‘evriBin m'ista p'itmili sed

Solo Lady Carnbee contradecia siempre al pulcro y pequeino caballero anciano.
Gesticulaba al hablar como una francesa, y extendia rapidamente esa mano suya
con el encaje colgando, de modo que siempre podia vislumbrar el diamante que
ocultaba. Pensé que parecia una bruja entre el pequeno y codmodo grupo que

prestaba tanta atencién a todo lo que decia el Sr. Pitmilly.

“For my part, it is my opinion there is no window there at all,” he said.

fa mai pa:t it 1z mai ap'inisn dar 1z nav w'indav dear at o:| hi sed

—Por mi parte, opino que alli no hay ninguna ventana —dijo.

“It's very like the thing that'’s called in scientific language an optical illusion. It arises
generally, if | may use such a word in the presence of ladies, from a liver that is not just
in the perfect order and balance that organ demands — and then you will see things — a

blue dog, | remember, was the thing in one case, and in another.”

its v'eri latk 83 81n daets ko:ld in saant'ifik I'aengwidz an ‘pptikal il'u:zan 1t ar'aiziz d3
‘enarali If a1 mel ju:z satf @ w3:d 'Inda prezans av l'eidiz from o |'iva dat 1z not dzast 'Inds
p'3:fekt '2:dar an b'alons dat '2:gon dim'aendz an d¢n jo wil si: BNz 2 blu: dog ai nm

‘emba w'azds 61 In wan keis and in an'Ada

—Es muy parecido a lo que en lenguaje cientifico se denomina ilusidén dptica.
Surge generalmente, si se me permite utilizar esa expresion en presencia de
damas, de un higado que no se encuentra en el perfecto estado y equilibrio que

exige ese 6rgano, y entonces se ven cosas. Recuerdo que en un caso se trataba

de un perro azul, y en otro...

“The man has gone crazy,” said Lady Carnbee; “I remember the windows in the old

library as long as | remember anything. Is the library itself an optical illusion too?”
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da maen haz gon kr'eizi sed I'eidi k'a:nbi: ai im'emba da w'indswz 'Indi auld I'aibrari oz

lon az al im'embar 'eniB in 1z 83 |'aibrari 1ts'elf an ‘pptikal il'u:zan tu:

—Este hombre se ha vuelto loco —dijo Lady Carnbee—; recuerdo las ventanas de
la antigua biblioteca tan bien como recuerdo cualquier otra cosa. ;Acaso la

biblioteca también es una ilusién 6ptica?

“No, no,’” said the old ladies.

naw nav sed A1 aould I'eidiz

—No, no —dijeron las ancianas.

“A blue dog would be a strange vagary, but we all know the library from our youth,” said

one.

9 blu: dog wad bi o streindz v'eigari bat wi 2:1 naw da l'albrari from a: ju:0 sed wan

—Un perro azul seria un capricho extrano, pero la biblioteca la conocemos todas

desde nuestra juventud —dijo una.

“And | remember when the assemblies were held there one year, while the Town Hall

was being built,” another said.

and ai rim'emba wen &1 as'embliz wa held dea wan jis wail 8 taon ha:l waz b'izin bilt an

'A®D sed

—Y recuerdo cuando se celebraron alli las asambleas un afno, mientras se

construia el Ayuntamiento —dijo otra.
"It is just a great divert to me,* said Aunt Mary: but what was strange was that she

paused there, and said in a low tone, "now": and then went on again, "for whoever

comes to my house, there are always discussions about that window.”
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It 1z d3ast o greit daiv's:t ta mi sed a:nt m'eari bat wpt waz streindz waz dat [i pa:zd dea
an sed In 9 lav tovn nav an dsn went pn ag'en fo hu:'sva kamz ta mai havs dar'ar

'3:lweiz disk'Afanz sb'aot daet w'indaov

—Para mi es una gran distraccién —dijo la tia Mary—, pero lo extrano fue que se
detuvo ahi y dijo en voz baja «ahora». Luego continud: —porque quienquiera que

venga a mi casa, siempre hay discusiones sobre esa ventana.

"l have never just made up my mind about it myself. Sometimes | think it's a case of
these wicked window duties, as you said, Miss Jeanie, when half the windows in our

houses were blocked up to save the tax.”

a1 hav n'eva dzas meid Ap mar maind ab'aot it mais'elf s'’amtaimz a1 8ink its o keis av &i:z
w'ikid w'indaw dj'u:tiz az jo sed mis d3'i:ni wen ha:f 8s w'indaoz in a: h'asziz wa blokt

Ap to selv &9 taeks

—Nunca me he decidido. A veces pienso que es por culpa de esos impuestos tan
retorcidos, como dijiste, seforita Jeanie, cuando tapabamos la mitad de las

ventanas de nuestras casas para ahorrar impuestos.

"And then, | think, it may be due to that blank kind of building like the great new
buildings on the Earthen Mound in Edinburgh, where the windows are just ornaments.
And then whiles | am sure | can see the glass shining when the sun catches it in the

afternoon.”

and d¢en a1 Bink 1t mer bi dju: to dzet blaenk kaind av b'ildin laik 8 greit nju: b'ildinz
'pnd1 '3:89n maond In ‘edinbra wes &3 w'indsvz a: dzast '2:namants send dsn wailz

alam foar al kan si: 8a glaes ['ainin wen 8a san k'aetfiz it 'Ind1 aeftan’u:n

—Y entonces, creo, puede deberse a ese tipo de edificio vacio, como los grandes
edificios nuevos de Earthen Mound, en Edimburgo, donde las ventanas son solo
adornos. Y entonces, estoy segura de poder ver el cristal brillando cuando el sol lo

ilumina por la tarde.

“You could so easily satisfy yourself, Mrs Balcarres, if you were to.”
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jo kad saw 'i:zili s'eetisf a1 jo:s'elf m'isiz baelk'zeris if jo wa tu:

—Podria usted complacerse facilmente, senora Balcarres, si quisiera.

“Give a boy a penny to cast a stone, and see what happens,’ said Lady Carnbee.

giv @ bai o p'eni ta kaest o stoon an si: wot h'aeepanz sed I'eidi k'a:nbi:

—Dale a un nifo un centavo para que tire una piedra y veras lo que pasa —dijo

Lady Carnbee.

“But | am not sure that | have any desire to satisfy myself,” Aunt Mary said.

bat alam not fus dat a haev ‘eni diz'ais ta s'atisf ai mais'elf a:nt m'eari sed

—Pero no estoy segura de tener ninguin deseo de complacerme —dijo la tia Mary.

And then there was a stir in the room, and | had to come out from my recess and open
the door for the old ladies and see them downstairs, as they all went away following

one another.

and den daw'az o st3:r 'Inda ruim and a1 h'adts kam ast from mai r'izses and ‘sovpan ds

do: f'ad1 aovld I'eidiz an si: 8am d'avnsteaz oz del 2:l went saw'el f'blavin wan an'Ada

Entonces se produjo un revuelo en la sala, y tuve que salir de mi rincén y abrir la
puerta a las ancianas para acompanarlas abajo, mientras se marchaban todas

juntas, una tras otra.

Mr Pitmilly gave his arm to Lady Carnbee, though she was always contradicting him;
and so the tea party dispersed. Aunt Mary came to the head of the stairs with her
guests in an old-fashioned gracious way, while | went down with them to see that the
maid was ready at the door. When | came back Aunt Mary was still standing in the

recess looking out.
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m'ista p'itmili geiv hiz a:m ta I'eidi k'a:nbi: 83 fi waz '2:lweiz k pntrad'iktin him send
s90 8o ti: p'a:ti disp'3:st a:nt m'eari keim ta da hed 'avda steaz wid ha gests in an ‘aoldf
‘aefond gr'eifas wer wall ai went daon wid dam ta si: 8'08s meid waz r'edi ot 8 da: wen

al keim baek a:nt m'eari waz stil st'aendin 'Inda r'i:ses |'vkin aot

El sefior Pitmilly ofrecié el brazo a Lady Carnbee, aunque ella siempre le

contradecia, y asi se disolvid la merienda. La tia Mary acompané a sus invitados
hasta lo alto de las escaleras con su elegancia anticuada, mientras yo bajaba con
ellos para asegurarme de que la criada estuviera lista en la puerta. Cuando volvi,

la tia Mary seguia de pie en el hueco de la escalera, mirando hacia fuera.

Returning to my seat she said, with a kind of wistful look, “Well, honey: and what is your

opinion?”

rit'3:nin ta mai si:t fi sed wid o kaind av w'istfal lok wel h'Ani an wot 1z jor ap'inian

Al volver a mi asiento, me dijo con una mirada un poco melancélica: —Bueno,

carino, ¢y tu qué opinas?

“l have no opinion. | was reading my book all the time,’ | said.

al haev naw ap'inian a1 waz r'i:din mai bok 2:1 8s taim ai sed

—No tengo opinién. Estaba leyendo mi libro todo el rato —dije.

“And so you were, honey, and not very politely. | know very well that you heard every

word we said.”

and sav jo w3: h'Ani an not v'eri pal‘aitli a1 nao v'eri wel dat jo h3:d ‘svri w3:d wi sed

—Y asi fue, carino, y no muy amablemente. Sé muy bien que oiste cada palabra

qgue dijimos.

Chapter Il

tf aepto tu:
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Capitulo Il

It was a night in June; dinner was long over, and had it been winter the maids would
have been shutting up the house, and my Aunt Mary preparing to go upstairs to her

room.

It w'aza nait in d3u:n d'ina waz lbn 'sova an h'aedit bin w'ints s meidz w'sdhav bin |

'Atin Ap 82 havs an mai a:nt m'eari prip'esarin ta gov Apst'eaz ta ha ru:m

Era una noche de junio; hacia tiempo que habiamos terminado de cenary, si
hubiera sido invierno, las criadas habrian estado cerrando la casa y mi tia Mary se

habria preparado para subir a su habitacién.

But it was still clear daylight, that daylight out of which the sun has been long gone, and
which has no longer any rose reflections, but all has sunk into a pearly neutral tint — a
light which is daylight yet is not day. We had taken a turn in the garden after dinner, and

now we had returned to what we called our usual occupations.

bat it waz stil klis d'ellait daet d'ellart ‘astav witf 8a san hazb'in Ion gon an witf haz nao |
‘pngar ‘eni raovz rifl 'ekfonz bat 2:1 haz sank 'inta o p'3:li nj'u:tral tint o lait witf 1z d'ellart
jet 1z not der wi had t'etkan o t3:n 'Inds g'a:dan 'afta d'ina an nav wi had rit'3:nd ts wot

wi ko:ld a: j'u:zual pkjop'elfonz

Pero aun era pleno dia, ese dia en el que el sol ya se ha puesto hace tiempo y en
el que ya no hay reflejos rosados, sino que todo se ha sumergido en un tono
neutro nacarado, una luz que es luz del dia, pero que ya no es dia. Habiamos dado
una vuelta por el jardin después de cenar y ahora habiamos vuelto a lo que

llamabamos nuestras ocupaciones habituales.

My aunt was reading. The English post had come in, and she had got her 'Times, which
was her great diversion. The 'Scotsman’ was her morning reading, but she liked her

"Times’ at night.

mai a:nt waz r'i:din & 'Inglf pawst had kam in an i had got ha taimz witf waz ha greit

daiv's:fan ds sk'ntsman waz ha m'a:nin r'i:din bat i laikt ha taimz st nait
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Mi tia estaba leyendo. Habia llegado el correo inglés y habia recibido su ejemplar
del Times, que era su gran diversion. El Scotsman era su lectura matutina, pero le

gustaba leer el Times por la noche.

As for me, | too was at my usual occupation, which at that time was doing nothing. | had
a book as usual, and was absorbed in it: but | was conscious of all that was going on all

the same.

oz fa mi a1 tu: waz ot mai j'u:zusl pkjop'elfon witf ot daet taim waz d'u:in n'ABin a1 haed o
buk az j'u:zual an waz abs'a:bd in it bat a1 waz k'pnfes av 2:1 dat waz g'svin pn o:l &9

seim

En cuanto a mi, yo también estaba ocupada en mi actividad habitual, que en ese
momento era no hacer nada. Tenia un libro, como de costumbre, y estaba absorta

en él, pero de todos modos era consciente de todo lo que estaba sucediendo.

The people strolled along the broad pavement, making remarks as they passed under
the open window which came up into my story or my dream, and sometimes made me
laugh.

ds p'i:pal stravld al'pn &3 bro:d p'eivmant m'eikin rim'a:ks oz del paest ‘Anda 81 ‘svpan

w'indaw witf keim Ap ‘inta mai st'a:ri @ mai drizm an s'Amtaimz meid mi laef

La gente paseaba por la amplia acera, haciendo comentarios mientras pasaban
bajo la ventana abierta que aparecia en mi historia o en mi sueno, y a veces me

hacian reir.

The tone and the faint singsong, or rather chant, the accent, was novel to me, and
associated with holiday, and pleasant; and sometimes they said to each other something
that was amusing, and often something that suggested a whole story; but presently

they began to drop off, the footsteps slackened, the voices died away.

da tavn an &s feint s'inson 2: r'a:da tfeent 81 ‘aeksant waz n'pval ta mi and as'swsi ertid
wid h'nlid el an pl'ezant send s'’Amtaimz dei sed ts i:tf 'Ada s'AmBIn dat waz amj'u:zin

and 'pfan s'AmBin dat sadz'estid o haol st'a:ri bat pr'ezontli der big'aen to drop of da f
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‘'otsteps sl'aekand da v'oisiz daid saw'el

El tono y el débil canturreo, o mas bien canto, el acento, me resultaban
novedosos y me evocaban las vacaciones, y eran agradables; a veces se decian

cosas divertidas, y a menudo cosas que sugerian toda una historia; pero pronto

comenzaron a alejarse, los pasos se aflojaron y las voces se apagaron.

It was getting late, though the clear soft daylight went on and on.

It waz g'etin leit dsaw da klia soft d'ellait went pn and pn
Se estaba haciendo tarde, aunque la clara y suave luz del dia seguia y seguia.

All through the lingering evening, which seemed to consist of interminable hours, long
but not weary, drawn out as if the spell of the light and the outdoor life might never
end, | had now and then, quite unawares, cast a glance at the mysterious window which
my aunt and her friends had discussed, as | felt, though | dared not say it even to myself,

rather foolish.

211 Bru: &5 I''Ingarin 'izvnin witf simd ta kans'ist av int'3:minabal avaz Ion bat not w'iari
dro:n aot az If 3s spel 'avds lait an 81 aovtd'o: laif mait n'svar end ai had nao an den kwait
Anaw 'eaz kaest o gleens at 82 mist'iarias w'indaw witf mai a:nt an ha frendz had disk'Ast

oz al felt dav a1 dead not sel 1t 'izvan to mais'elf r'a:ds f'u:llf

Durante aquella tarde persistente, que parecia consistir en horas interminables,
largas pero no cansadas, prolongadas como si el hechizo de la luz y la vida al aire
libre nunca fuera a terminar, de vez en cuando, sin darme cuenta, echaba un
vistazo a la misteriosa ventana de la que habian hablado mi tia y sus amigas, ya
gue me sentia, aunque no me atrevia a decirlo ni siquiera a mi misma, bastante

tonta.

It caught my eye without any intention on my part, as | paused, as it were, to take
breath, in the flowing and current of indistinguishable thoughts and things from without

and within which carried me along.
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It ka:t mar ar wid'aot ‘eni int'enfon pn mai pa:t oz a1 pa:zd 9z 1t w3a: ta teik bred 'inds fl

‘auin an k'arant av Indist ingwifebal 82:ts an Binz fram wid'ast an wid'in witf k'aerid mi

al'pn

Me llamé la atencidn sin que yo lo pretendiera, mientras hacia una pausa, por asi
decirlo, para tomar aliento, en el flujo y la corriente de pensamientos y cosas

indistinguibles del exterior y del interior que me arrastraban.

First it occurred to me, with a little sensation of discovery, how absurd to say it was not

a window, a living window, one to see through! Why, then, had they never seen it, these

old folk?

f3:st it ok's:d ta mi wid a I'ital sens'elfan av disk'Avari hao abs's:d ta sel It waz n'pta w

'Indaw a I'ivin w'indao wan ta si: Bru: wai den had del n'eva si:n it 8i:z svld favk

Primero se me ocurrid, con una pequena sensaciéon de descubrimiento, lo absurdo
gue era decir que no era una ventana, juna ventana viva, una por la que se podia

ver! Entonces, ;por qué nunca la habian visto estos ancianos?

| saw as | looked up suddenly the faint greyness as of visible space within — a room
behind, certainly dim, as it was natural a room should be on the other side of the street

— quite indefinite: yet so clear that if someone were to come to the window there

would be nothing surprising in it.

a1 s2: 9z al lokt Ap s'adanli &8s feint gr'einas oz av v'1zibal speis wid'in @ ru:m bih'aind s
'3:tanli dim oz it waz n'aetforal o ru:m fad bi 'ondi1 ‘Ada said 'svda stri:t kwart ind'sfinat

jet sav klia dat If s'’Amwan wa ta kam ta da w'indav ds wad bi n'ABin sapr'aizin in it

De repente, al levantar la vista, vi una tenue grisura como de espacio visible en el
interior: una habitacién detras, ciertamente poco iluminada, como era natural que

una habitacién estuviera al otro lado de la calle, bastante indefinida, pero tan

clara que si alguien se acercara a la ventana no habria nada sorprendente en ella.
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For certainly there was a feeling of space behind the panes which these old half-blind
ladies had disputed about whether they were glass or only fictitious panes marked on

the wall. How silly! When eyes that could see could make it out in a minute.

fa s'3:tanli aw'az o f'izlin av speis bih'aind &s peinz witf 8i:z svld h'a:fbl'aind I'eidiz had
dispj'u:tid ab'ast w'eda del wa glaes ar 'aonli fikt'ifos peinz ma:kt 'onda wa:l hao s'ili

wen aiz dat kad si: kad melk it ast in @ m'init

Porque sin duda habia una sensacion de espacio detras de los cristales sobre los
gue estas ancianas medio ciegas habian discutido si eran de verdad o solo

cristales ficticios marcados en la pared. jQué tonteria! Cuando unos ojos que

pudieran ver lo distinguirian en un minuto.

It was only a greyness at present, but it was unmistakable, a space that went back into
gloom, as every room does when you look into it across a street. There were no curtains
to show whether it was inhabited or not; but it was a room, as distinct as any other!

It waz ‘aonli @ gr'einas at pr'ezant bat it waz Anmist'elkabal o speis dat went baek 'inta
glu:m oz "evri ruzm daz wen jo lok ‘ints 1t akr'ns a stri:t daw's nav k'3:tanz ta fov w'edar

it waz inh'aebitid o not bat it w'aza ru:m oz dist'inkt az 'eni 'Ada

Era solo gris por el momento, pero inconfundible, un espacio que se perdia en la
penumbra, como ocurre con cualquier habitacién al mirarla desde el otro lado de
la calle. No habia cortinas que indicaran si estaba habitada o no; jpero era una

habitacion, tan distinta como cualquier otra!

| was pleased with myself, but said nothing, while Aunt Mary rustled her paper, waiting
for a favourable moment to announce a discovery which settled her problem at once.

a1 waz plizzd wid mais elf bat sed n'ABip wail a:nt m'eari r'asald ha p'eipa w'ertin f'ara f

‘elvarabal m'sovmant ta an'avns a disk'Avari witf s'etald ha pr'oblam stw'ans
Me senti satisfecha conmigo misma, pero no dije nada, mientras la tia Mary hacia

crujir su periddico, esperando el momento oportuno para anunciar un

descubrimiento que resolvia su problema de una vez por todas.
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Then | was carried away upon the stream again, and forgot the window, till somebody
threw unawares a word from the outer world, “I’'m going home; it'll soon be dark.” Dark!
What was the fool thinking of? It never would be dark if one waited out, wandering in
the soft air for hours longer; and then my eyes, acquiring easily that new habit, looked

across the way again.

den a1 waz k'aerid aw'el ap'pn & stri:m ag'en an fag'nt s w'indaw til s'ambadi Bru:
Anaw'eaz o w3:d fr'amdi ‘aovta ws:ld aim g'avin haom 'ital su:n bi da:k da:k wot w'sazds
fu:l 6'inkin av it n'eva wad bi da:k iIf wan w'eitid ast w'nndarin 'Inds soft es for avaz |

'pnga and dsn mai aiz skw'aiarin 'i:zili daet nju: h'aebit lokt akr'ns 8s wel ag'en

Entonces me dejé llevar de nuevo por la corriente y me olvidé de la ventana,
hasta que alguien lanzd sin darse cuenta una palabra desde el mundo exterior: —
Me voy a casa; pronto oscurecera. iOscurecera! ;En qué pensaba ese tonto?
Nunca oscureceria si uno esperaba fuera, vagando en el aire suave durante mas
horas; y entonces mis ojos, adquiriendo facilmente esa nueva costumbre,

volvieron a mirar al otro lado de la calle.

Ah, now! Nobody indeed had come to the window; and no light had been lighted,
seeing it was still beautiful to read by — a still, clear, colourless light; but the room

inside had certainly widened.

3 nav n'avbadi ind'i:d had kam ta 82 w'indaw send naw lait hadb'in I'aitid s'izin it waz

stil bj'u:tifal ta ri:d bai o stil khia k'Alalas lait bat 8a ru:m ins'aid had s'3:tanli w'aidand

iAh, ahora! En realidad, nadie se habia acercado a la ventana; y no se habia
encendido ninguna luz, ya que aun se podia leer perfectamente con la luz que

habia, una luz tranquila, clara e incolora; pero la habitacién interior se habia

ensanchado sin duda alguna.

| could see the grey space and air a little deeper, and a sort of vision, very dim, of a wall,
and something against it; something dark, with the blackness that a solid article,
however indistinctly seen, takes in the lighter darkness that is only space — a large,

black, dark thing coming out into the grey.
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al kad si: &a grel speis and ear o |'ital d'izps and o sa:t av v'izan v'eri dim ‘'sva wa:l an's
'AmOIn ag'enst 1t s'’AmOIn da:k w'idds bl'aeknas &'sts s'nlid ‘a:tikal has'evar indist'inktli
sitn tetks 'Inda l'aits d'a:knas dat 1z ‘sonli speis a la:dz bleek da:k 6in k'amin ast 'inta ds

grel

Podia ver el espacio gris y el aire un poco mas profundamente, y una especie de
visiéon, muy difusa, de una pared y algo contra ella; algo oscuro, con la negrura
gue un objeto sélido, por muy indistinto que se vea, adquiere en la oscuridad mas

clara que es solo espacio: una cosa grande, negra y oscura que sobresalia en el

gris.

| looked more intently, and made sure it was a piece of furniture, either a writing table
or perhaps a large bookcase. No doubt it must be the last, since this was part of the old
library. | never visited the old College Library, but | had seen such places before, and |

could well imagine it to myself.

al lokt ma:r int'entli an meid foar it w'aza pi:s av f'3:nitfo ‘aidar o r'aitin t'eibal @ pah'aeps
9 la:dz b'ovkkels nav daot it mas bi 8s laest sins dis waz pa:t 'avdi aold I'aibrari ai n'evo v

1zitid &1 sold k'nlidz I'aibrari bat a1 had si:n satf pl'eisiz bif'5: and ai kad wel im'aedzin it

to mais'elf

Miré con mas atencién y me aseguré de que se trataba de un mueble, ya fuera un
escritorio o quiza una gran estanteria. Sin duda debia de ser lo segundo, ya que
formaba parte de la antigua biblioteca. Nunca habia visitado la antigua biblioteca
de la universidad, pero habia visto lugares similares antes y podia imaginarme

perfectamente como era.

How curious that for all the time these old people had looked at it, they had never seen

this before!

hao kj'varias dat for 2:1 8 taim di:z avld p'i:pal had lokt ‘stit el had n'eva si:n dis bif'o:

iQué curioso que, a pesar de todo el tiempo que estas personas mayores lo

habian mirado, nunca antes lo habian visto!
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It was more silent now, and my eyes, | suppose, had grown dim with gazing, doing my
best to make it out, when suddenly Aunt Mary said, “Will you ring the bell, my dear? |

must have my lamp.”

It waz ma: s'ailont nas an mai aiz ai sap 'avz had graon dim wid g'eizin d'u:in mai best ta

melk it ast wen s'adanli a:nt m'eari sed wil jo rin 83 bel mai dis ai m'astav mai laemp

Ahora todo estaba mas silencioso, y supongo que mis ojos se habian nublado de
tanto mirar, intentando descifrarlo todo, cuando de repente la tia Mary dijo: —

;Tocas el timbre, querida? Necesito mi [Ampara.

“Your lamp?” | cried, “when it is still daylight.” But then | gave another look at my
window, and perceived with a start that the light had indeed changed, for now | saw
nothing.

jo leemp ai kraid wen 1t 1z stil d'eirlait bat 8sn a1 gerv an'Ads lok ot mar w'indso an pas'i:vd
wid a sta:t 8'ada lait had ,Ind'i:d tfeindzd fa naw ai s2: n'ABIn

—:Tu lampara? —grité—, cuando aun es de dia. Pero entonces volvi a mirar por la
ventanay, sobresaltada, me di cuenta de que la luz habia cambiado, pues ya no

veia nada.

It was still light, but there was so much change in the light that my room, with the grey
space and the large shadowy bookcase, had gone out, and | saw them no more, for even

a Scotch night in June, though it looks as if it would never end, does darken at the last.

It waz stil lait bat daw'az sav matf tfeindz 'Inda lait dat mai ru:m w'idds grel speis an 8
la:d3 ['aedawi b'vkkeis had gon ast and a1 s2: 8am n'som 3: far 'izvan o skotf nait In

dzu:n &9v 1t loks oz if it wad n'evar end daz d'a:kan ot & laest

Todavia habia luz, pero habia tantos cambios en la iluminacién que mi habitacién,
con su espacio gris y la gran estanteria en penumbra, habia desaparecido, y ya no
los veia, porgue incluso una noche escocesa de junio, aunque parezca que nunca

vaya a terminar, al final se oscurece.
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| had almost cried out, but checked myself, and rang the bell for Aunt Mary, and made
up my mind | would say nothing till next morning, when to be sure naturally it would be

more clear.

ar had 'a:Imawost kraid aot bat tfekt mais'elf an raen s bel far a:nt m'eari an meid Ap mai

maind a1 wad sel n'ABin til nekst m'a:nip wen tab'i fos n'aetforali it wad bi ma: klis

Estuve a punto de gritar, pero me contuve, llamé a la tia Mary y decidi no decir

nada hasta la manana siguiente, cuando seguramente todo estaria mas claro.

Next morning | rather think | forgot all about it, or was busy, or was more idle than

usual; the two things meant nearly the same.

nekst m'a:nin ai r'a:da Bink ai fag'pt o:l ab'avt it 21 waz b'izi 2: waz mo:r ‘aidal dan j

‘urzual 83 tu: Binz ment n'1vli 8 seim

A la manana siguiente, creo que lo olvidé por completo, o estaba ocupada, o

estaba mas ociosa de lo habitual; las dos cosas significaban casi lo mismo.

At all events | thought no more of the window, though | still sat in my own, opposite to
it, but occupied with some other fancy. Aunt Mary'’s visitors came as usual in the
afternoon; but their talk was of other things, and for a day or two nothing at all
happened to bring back my thoughts into this channel.

at o:lv'ents a1 ©2:t n'aom 2:r 'svds w'indav 830 al stil saet In mai avn ‘ppaz it ta it bat
‘okjop,aid wid sam ‘Ada f'aensi a:nt m'eariz v'izitaz keim oz j'u:zusl 'Ind1 aeftan’u:n bat
dea to:k waz av 'Ads Binz an f'ara del o tu: n'ABIN ot 2:1 h'aepand ta brin baek mai 0o:ts

'Inta d1s tf senal

En cualquier caso, dejé de pensar en la ventana, aunque seguia sentada en la mia,
frente a ella, pero ocupada con otras fantasias. Las visitas de la tia Mary llegaron
como de costumbre por la tarde, pero hablaban de otras cosas y, durante un dia o

dos, no ocurrié nada que me hiciera volver a pensar en ello.

It might be nearly a week before the subject came back, and once more it was old Lady

Carnbee who set me thinking; not that she said anything upon that particular theme.
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it mait bi n'isli @ wi:k bif'o: 8a s'Abdzekt keim baek an wans moa:r it waz aold I'eidi k

‘a:nbi: hu: set mi 6'inkin not dat fi sed 'eniB in ap'on daet pat'ikjole Bi:m

Podria pasar casi una semana antes de que el tema volviera a surgir, y una vez
mas fue la anciana Lady Carnbee quien me hizo pensar; no es que ella dijera nada

sobre ese tema en particular.

But she was the last of my aunt’s afternoon guests to go away, and when she rose to
leave she threw up her hands, with those lively gesticulations which so many old Scotch

ladies have.

bat [i w'azda laest av mai a:nts aeftan'u:n gests ta gov aw'el an wen fi ravz ta lizv fi Oru:

Ap ha haendz wid dauz l'avli d3 estikjol'elfonz witf sao m'eni aold skotf I'eidiz haev

Pero ella fue la ultima de las invitadas de mi tia en marcharse, y cuando se levantd
para irse, levanté las manos con esos gestos animados que tienen tantas ancianas

escocesas.

“My faith!” said she, “there is that child there still like a dream. Is the creature
bewitched, Mary Balcarres? and is she bound to sit there by night and by day for the
rest of her days? You should mind that there’s things about, uncanny for women of our
blood.”

mai fel0 sed [i dar 1z daet tfalld dea stil laik o dri:m 1z 8 kr'i:tfe biw'itft m'eari baelk'aeris
and 1z i baond ta sit des bai nait an bai dei f'ads rest av ha deiz jo fad maind dat deaz

81Nz ab'avt Ank'aeni fa w'imin av a: blad

—iPor Dios! —dijo ella—, esa criatura sigue ahi, como un sueno. ;Esta hechizada,
Mary Balcarres? ;Y esta obligada a pasarse alli dia y noche el resto de sus dias?
Debes tener en cuenta que hay cosas que resultan extranas a las mujeres de

nuestro linaje.

| was too much startled at first to recognise that it was of me she was speaking. She was
like a figure in a picture, with her pale face the colour of ashes, and the big pattern of

the Spanish lace hanging half over it, and her hand held up, with the big diamond
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blazing at me from the inside of her uplifted palm.

al waz tu: matf st'a:tald ot f3:st ta r'ekagn,aiz & stit waz av mi fi waz sp'izkin fi waz laik o
f'igar in  p'iktfo wi1d ha pell feis da k'alar av '&fiz an da big p'aetan ‘avda sp'aenif leis h
‘&nin ha:f 'sovar it an ha haend held Ap w'id8s big d'ailsmand bl'eizin st mi fr'amdi ins

‘aid av har Apl'iftid pa:m

Al principio me sorprendié tanto que no me di cuenta de que estaba hablando de
mi. Parecia una figura de un cuadro, con su palido rostro del color de las cenizas,
el gran encaje espanol cubriéndole parcialmente y la mano levantada, con el gran

diamante brillando en el interior de su palma alzada.

It was held up in surprise, but it looked as if it were raised in malediction; and the
diamond threw out darts of light and glared and twinkled at me. If it had been in its
right place it would not have mattered; but there, in the open of the hand! | started up,

half in terror, half in wrath. And then the old lady laughed, and her hand dropped.

It waz held Ap In sapr'aiz bat it lokt oz if it wa reizd in m zelid'ikfan send &s d'ailsmand
Oru: aot da:ts av lait an glead an tw'inkald at mi if it hadb'in in its rait pleis it wad n'ntav
m'aetad bat des 'Ind1 'avpan 'avds haend ai st'a:tid Ap ha:f in t'era ha:f in rpd send den

31 oovld I'eidi left an ha haend dropt

Se levantd con sorpresa, pero parecia como si la hubiera alzado en sefal de
maldicién; y el diamante lanzaba dardos de luz y me miraba con furiay
centelleaba. Si hubiera estado en su sitio, no habria importado; jpero alli, en la
palma de la mano! Me levanté, medio aterrorizada, medio enfurecida. Y entonces

la anciana se rid y bajé la mano.

“I've wakened you to life, and broke the spell,” she said, nodding her old head at me,
while the large black silk flowers of the lace waved and threatened. And she took my
arm to go downstairs, laughing and bidding me be steady, and not tremble and shake

like a broken reed.

aiv w'etkand jo ta laif an bravk 8s spel fi sed n'ndin har sold hed st mi wail 83 la:d3 blaek
silk flavaz ‘avda leis weivd an Or'etand and [i tok mai a:m ta gow d'avnsteaz I'eefin an b

'1din mi bi st'edi an not tr'embal an feik laik o br'svkan ri:d
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—Te he despertado y he roto el hechizo —dijo, asintiendo con su anciana cabeza,
mientras las grandes flores de seda negra del encaje ondeaban amenazantes. Y
me tom& del brazo para bajar las escaleras, riendo y pidiéndome que me calmara,

gue no temblara como un junco roto.

“You should be as steady as a rock at your age. | was like a young tree,’ she said, leaning
so heavily that my willowy girlish frame quivered. “l was a support to virtue, like Pamela,

in my time.”

jo fad bi oz st'edi 9z o rok at jor eid3 ai waz laik 3 jan tri: fi sed I'iznin sav h'evili dat mar w

owi g'3:Iif freim kw'ivad al w'aza sap'o:t ta v'3:tfu: laik p'aemala in mai taim

—A tu edad deberias ser tan firme como una roca. Yo era como un arbol joven —
dijo, apoyandose con tanta fuerza que mi esbelto cuerpo de muchacha se

estremecid. —En mi época era un pilar de la virtud, como Pamela.

“‘Aunt Mary, Lady Carnbee is a witch!” | cried, when | came back.

a:nt m'eari I'eidi k'a:nbi: 1z  witf a1 kraid wen ai keim baek

—iTia Mary, Lady Carnbee es una bruja! —grité cuando regresé.

“Is that what you think, honey? Well, maybe she once was,’ said Aunt Mary, whom

nothing surprised.

1z daet wot jo Bink h'Ani wel m'eibi: fi wans woz sed a:nt m'eari hu:m n'ABin sapr'aizd

—:Eso es lo que crees, carino? Bueno, quiza alguna vez lo fue —dijo la tia Mary, a

quien nada sorprendia.

And it was that night once more after dinner, and after the post came in, and the

"Times, that | suddenly saw the library window again.

a&nd 1t waz daet nait wans mo:r ‘aefta d'ina and '&efts ds pavst keim in an ds taimz dat ai

s'Adanli so: &8s l'albrari w'indaw ag'en
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Y fue esa noche, una vez mas, después de cenar, y después de que llegara el

correo y el Times, cuando de repente volvi a ver la ventana de la biblioteca.

| had seen it every day and noticed nothing; but tonight, still in a little tumult of mind
over Lady Carnbee and her wicked diamond which wished me harm, and her lace which
waved threats and warnings at me, | looked across the street, and there | saw quite

plainly the room opposite, far more clear than before.

ar had si:n 1t 'evri der an n'aotist n'ABIN bat ton'ait stil in 2 I'ital tj'u:malt av maind ‘sova |
‘eidi k'a:nbi: an ha w'ikid d'alemand witf wift mi ha:m an ha leis witf weivd Orets an w
'2:nINz ot mi a1 lokt akr'ps &a stri:t an dear a1 s2: kwait pl'einli da ru:m 'ppaz it f'a:m o:
klia &an bif'a:

Lo habia visto todos los dias y no habia notado nada; pero esa noche, todavia con
la mente un poco revuelta por Lady Carnbee y su malvado diamante que me
deseaba dano, y su encaje que me lanzaba amenazas y advertencias, miré al otro

lado de la calle y vi claramente la habitacién de enfrente, mucho mas clara que

antes.

| saw dimly that it must be a large room, and that the big piece of furniture against the

wall was a writing desk.

a1 s2: d'imli &'atit mas bi a la:dz ru:m an 8'ads big pi:s av f'3:nitfor ag'enst da wa:l w'azs

r'aitin desk

Vi vagamente que debia de ser una habitacién grande y que el mueble grande

que habia contra la pared era un escritorio.

The moment | laid eyes on it, | saw it clearly: a large old-fashioned escritoire, standing
out into the room. And | knew by the shape of it that it had a great many pigeonholes

and little drawers in the back, and a large table for writing.

da m'svmant ai leid aiz pn 1t a1 so: 1t kl'isli o la:d3 "soldf'aefond ‘eskritw,a: st'aendin ast
'Inta &3 ru:m and a1 nju: bai 8s feip av it &'stit haed 3 greit m'eni p'idzanh avlz an I'ital

dro:z 'Inda baek and s la:d3 t'eibal fa r'aitin
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En cuanto lo vi, lo vi claramente: era un gran escritorio antiguo, que sobresalia en
la habitacién. Y por su forma supe que tenia muchos compartimentos y cajones

pequenos en la parte trasera, y una gran mesa para escribir.

There was one just like it in my father’s library at home.

daw oz wAn dzas laik 1t in mai f'a:daz I'aibrari ot haom

Habia uno igual en la biblioteca de mi padre, en casa.

It was such a surprise to see it all so clearly that | closed my eyes, for the moment
almost giddy, wondering how papa’s desk could have come here — and then when |
reminded myself that this was nonsense, and that there were many such writing tables

besides papa’s, and looked again.

It waz sAtf o sapr'aiz ta si: it 2:1 saov kl'iali dat a1 klevzd mai aiz f'ads m'svmant '2:Imauvst
g'idi w'andarin has pap'a:z desk k'vdav kam hia an den wen ai rim‘aindid mais'elf dat dis

waz n'pnsans an dat daw'a m'eni satf r'aitin t'eibalz bis'aidz pap'a:z an lokt ag'en

Fue una sorpresa tan grande verlo todo tan claramente que cerré los ojos, casi
mareada por un momento, preguntdndome cémo habia llegado alli el escritorio
de papa, y luego, cuando me recordé a mi misma que eso era una tonteria y que

habia muchos escritorios ademas del de papa, volvi a mirar.

It had all become quite vague and indistinct as it was at first; and | saw nothing but the
blank window, of which the old ladies could never be certain whether it was filled up to

avoid the window tax, or whether it had ever been a window at all.

it had o:1 bik'am kwait veig and indist'inkt oz it waz ot f3:st send a1 s2: n'ABIn bat da
blaenk w'indas avw'itf 81 sold |'eidiz kad n'eva bi s'3:ton w'sdar 1t waz fild Ap to av'oid s

w'indao teeks 2: w'edar it had 'eva bin 2 w'indaw ot o:l

Todo se habia vuelto tan vago e indistinto como al principio; y no veia nada mas
gue la ventana en blanco, de la que las ancianas nunca pudieron estar seguras de

si se habia rellenado para evitar el impuesto de las ventanas o si alguna vez habia
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sido una ventana.

This occupied my mind very much, and yet | did not say anything to Aunt Mary. For one
thing, | rarely saw anything at all in the early part of the day; but then that is natural:
you can never see into a place from outside, whether it is an empty room or a looking

glass, or people’s eyes, or anything else that is mysterious, in the day.

d1s ‘pkjop,aid mai maind v'eri matf an jet ai didn'nt sei 'eni® i ta a:nt m'eari fa wan 0in
air'eali so: 'eniB I at 2:1 'Ind1 '3:li pa:t 'svda del bat den daet 1z n'zetforal jo kan n'eva si:
'Inta o pleis from avts'aid w'edar 1t 1z an ‘'empti ru:m ar o l'skin glees 2z p'izpalz aiz a:r

'eniB 1n ls dat 1z mist'iarias 'Inda del

Esto me preocupaba mucho, pero no le dije nada a la tia Mary. Por un lado, rara
vez veia algo a primera hora del dia, pero eso es natural: nunca se puede ver el

interior de un lugar desde fuera, ya sea una habitacion vacia, un espejo, los ojos

de las personas o cualquier otra cosa misteriosa, durante el dia.

It has, | suppose, something to do with the light. But in the evening in June in Scotland
then is the time to see. For it is daylight, yet it is not day, and there is a quality in it

which | cannot describe, it is so clear, as if every object was a reflection of itself.

It haez a1 sop'avz s’ AmOIn ta du w'idds lait bat 'indi 'izvning in dzu:n in sk'ptlond den 1z 82
taim ta si: for it 1z d'ellait jet 1t 1z not der an &ar 1z @ kw'pliti in 1t witf a1 k'aenot diskr'aib it

1z sav klia az If "evri ‘pbdzekt w'aza nifl'ekfon av its'lf

Supongo que tiene algo que ver con la luz. Pero en Escocia, en junio, la tarde es el
mejor momento para verla. Porque es luz del dia, pero aun no es de dia, y tiene

una cualidad que no puedo describir, es tan clara, como si cada objeto fuera un

reflejo de si mismo.

| used to see more and more of the room as the days went on.

al ju:zd ta si: ma:r an ma:r 'avds ru:m az ds deiz went pn

A medida que pasaban los dias, veia cada vez mas cosas de la habitacion.
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The large escritoire stood out more and more into the space with sometimes white
glimmering things, which looked like papers, lying on it; and once or twice | was sure |
saw a pile of books on the floor close to the writing table, as if they had gilding upon

them in broken specks, like old books.

89 la:dz 'sskritw a: stod ast ma:r an mo:r 'ints da speis wid s'Amtaimz wait gl'imarin
Binz witf lokt laik p'eipaz I'ann pn 1t @&end wans o twais ai waz [oar ai s2: o pail av boks
'‘pnda flo: klaws ta &a r'aitin t'eibal oz If der haed g'ildin ap'pn dam in br'svkan speks laik
aould boks

El gran escritorio destacaba cada vez mas en el espacio con cosas de color blanco
que a veces brillaban con luz tenue, que parecian papeles, y una o dos veces

estuve segura de haber visto una pila de libros en el suelo cerca del escritorio,

como si tuvieran dorado sobre ellos en motas rotas, como libros antiguos.

It was always about the time when the lads in the street began to call to each other that
they were going home, and sometimes a shriller voice would come from one of the

doors, bidding somebody to “cry upon the boys” to come back to their suppers.

It waz 'a:lweiz ab'aot 8a taim wen 83 lsedz 'Inda stri:t big'aen ta ko:l to i:tf 'Ads dat del
wa g'aoin haom an s'amtaimz a [r'ils vais wad kam fram wan ‘avds do:z b'idin s'ambadi

to kral ap'pn da boiz ta kam baek to dea s'Apaz

Siempre era la hora en que los muchachos de la calle empezaban a llamarse unos
a otros para decir que se iban a casa, y a veces una voz mas aguda salia de una de
las puertas, pidiendo a alguien que “llamara a los chicos” para que regresaran a

cenar.

That was always the time | saw best, though it was close upon the moment when the
veil seemed to fall and the clear radiance became less living, and all the sounds died out
of the street, and Aunt Mary said in her soft voice, “Honey! will you ring for the lamp?”

She said honey as people say darling, and | think it is a prettier word.

daet waz 'a:lwelz da taim ai so: best dav 1t waz klavs ap'pn s m'svmant wen da vell
sizmd ta fa:l an &a klis r'eidians bik'eim les I'ivin and 2:1 83 savndz daid ‘astav &a stri:t

and a:nt m'eari sed In ha spft vois h'ani wil jo rin f'ada leemp fi sed h'ani az p'izpal ser d
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‘a:lin and a1 Bink 1t 1z 3 priitis wa:d

Esa era siempre la hora que mas me gustaba, aunque se acercaba el momento en
gue el velo parecia caer y el claro resplandor se volvia menos vivo, y todos los
sonidos se apagaban en la calle, y la tia Mary decia con su suave voz: —jCarino!
:Puedes llamar para que traigan la ldmpara? Decia «carifio» como la gente dice

«querida», y creo que es una palabra mas bonita.

Then finally, while | sat one evening with my book in my hand, looking straight across

the street, not distracted by anything, | saw a little movement within.

den f'amnali wail a1 saet wan 'izvning wid mar bok in mar haend I'skin streit akr'ps & stri:t

not distr'aektid bai 'eniB 1y a1 s3: o I'ital m'u:vmant wid'in

Finalmente, una tarde, mientras estaba sentada con mi libro en la mano, mirando
fijlamente al otro lado de la calle, sin distraerme con nada, vi un pequefno

movimiento en el interior.

It was not anyone visible — but everybody must know what it is to see the stir in the air,
the little disturbance — you cannot tell what it is, but that it indicates someone there,

even though you can see no one.

it waz not ‘eniwan v'izibal bat 'evribndi mas nau wot 1t 1z to si: 32 st3:r 'Ind1 ea da |'ital
dist'3:bans jo k'aenot tel wot it 1z bat & 'atit 'indik eits s’ Amwan des ‘i:van 896 jo kan si:

n'oBWAN

No era nadie visible, pero todo el mundo sabe lo que es percibir una perturbacion
en el aire, una pequena alteracién; no se sabe qué es, pero indica que hay alguien

alli, aunque no se vea a nadie.
Perhaps it is a shadow making just one flicker in the still place. You may look at an

empty room and the furniture in it for hours, and then suddenly there will be the flicker,

and you know that something has come into it.
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pah'aeps 1t 1z 3 [[aadav m'elkin dzas wan fl'ikar 'Inda stil pleis jo mer lok at an ‘empti ru:m
an ds f'3:nitfar in 1t for avaz an den s'Adanli da wil bi 83 fl'tkar an jo nav dat s'’AmBIn haz

kam 'Iinta it

Quizas sea una sombra que solo parpadea en el lugar tranquilo. Puedes mirar una
habitacién vacia y los muebles que hay en ella durante horas, y de repente habra

un destello, y sabras que algo ha entrado en ella.

It might only be a dog or a cat; it might be, if that were possible, a bird flying across; but
it is someone, something living, which is so different, so completely different, in a

moment from the things that are not living.

it mart ‘aonli bi o dog ar a kaet it mait bi If daet wa p'psibal o b3:d fl'aun akr'ns bat it iz s
‘Amwan s'/AamOin I'ivin witf 1z sao d'ifrant sas kempl'i:tli d'ifrant iIn @ m'ssmant fr'amds

0inz dat a: not I'ivin

Puede que solo sea un perro o un gato; puede que sea, si eso fuera posible, un
pajaro volando; pero es alguien, algo vivo, que es tan diferente, tan

completamente diferente, en un instante, de las cosas que no estan vivas.

It seemed to strike quite through me, and | gave a little cry. Then Aunt Mary stirred a
little, and put down the huge newspaper that almost covered her from sight, and said,
“What is it, honey?”

It sizmd ta stratk kwait ©ru: mi and ai gerv a I'ital krai 8en a:nt m'eari st3:d a I'ital an pot

daon &3 hju:dz nj'u:zpeips dat '2:Imavst k'avad ha from sait an sed wot 1z it h'ani

Me impact6 profundamente y solté un pequeno grito. Entonces, la tia Mary se
removid un poco, dejo el enorme periédico que casi la ocultaba por completo y

dijo: —;Qué pasa, carino?

| cried “Nothing,” with a little gasp, quickly, for | did not want to be disturbed just at this
moment when somebody was coming! But | suppose she was not satisfied, for she got

up and stood behind to see what it was, putting her hand on my shoulder.
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ar kraid n'ABip wid a I'ital gaesp kw'ikli far ar didn'nt wont tab'i dist'3:bd dzast ot 8is m
‘aumant wen s'Ambadi waz k'Amin bat a1 sap'auz i waz not s'aetisf aid fa fi got Ap an

stod bih'aind ta si: wot it wpz p'stin ha haend pn mai ['aolds

—iNada! —grité con un pequeno grito ahogado, rapidamente, porque no queria
gue me molestaran justo en ese momento en que alguien se acercaba. Pero

supongo que ella no quedé satisfecha, porque se levantd y se colocd detras de mi

para ver qué era, poniendo su mano sobre mi hombro.

It was the softest touch in the world, but | could have flung it off angrily, for that

moment everything was still again, and the place grew grey and | saw no more.

It w'azda s'pftist tatf 'Inda w3:ld bat ar k'sdav flan it of ‘sengrili fa dset m'svmant 'evridin

waz stil ag’'en an &3 pleis gru: grel and a1 s3: n'avm 2:

Era el toque mas suave del mundo, pero podria haberlo rechazado con ira, porque
en ese momento todo volvid a quedarse en silencio, el lugar se volvié gris y ya no

vi nada mas.

“Nothing,” | repeated, but | was so vexed | could have cried. “I told you it was nothing,

Aunt Mary. Don’t you believe me, that you come to look — and spoil it all!”

n'ABIn a1 rip'iztid bat a1 waz saw vekst a1 k'vdav kraid a1 taold jo it waz n'ABIn a:nt m'eari

daont jo bil'i:v mi dat jo kam ta lok an spail it o:l

—Nada —repeti, pero estaba tan enfadada que me hubieran dado ganas de llorar
—. Te he dicho que no era nada, tia Mary. ;Es que no me crees, que vienes a mirar

y lo estropeas todo?

| did not mean of course to say these last words; they were forced out of me. | was so
much annoyed to see it all melt away like a dream, for it was no dream, but as real as

myself or anything | ever saw.

ar didn'nt mi:n av ko:s ta sel 8i:z laest w3:dz del wa fa:st ‘avtav mi al waz sao matf an
'o1d to siz it o:l melt aw'el laik @ dri:m far it waz nao drizm bat oz rial az mais'slf ar 'eni®

1N al 'eva sa:
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Por supuesto, no era mi intencién decir estas ultimas palabras; me las arrancé a la
fuerza. Me molestd mucho ver como todo se desvanecia como un suefo, porque

no era un sueno, sino tan real como yo misma o cualquier cosa que haya visto.

She gave my shoulder a little pat with her hand. “Honey,” she said, “were you looking at
something? Is that it?”

fi geiv mai ['auldar o I'ital paet wid ha haend h'Ani fi sed wa jo |'vkin at s'’AmOin 1z daet it

Me dio una palmadita en el hombro con la mano. —Carifio —dijo—, ;estabas

mirando algo? ;Es eso?

“Is it what?” | wanted to say, shaking off her hand, but something in me stopped me: for
| said nothing at all, and she went quietly back to her place.

1z 1t wot a1 w'pntid ta sel ['eikin pf ha haend bat s'Am6iny In mi stopt mi far ai sed n'ABIn ot

2:1 an fi went kw'aiatli baek ts ha pleis

—:Es qué? —quise decir, sacudiéndome su mano, pero algo dentro de mi me

detuvo, no dije nada, y ella volvié tranquilamente a su sitio.

| suppose she must have rung the bell herself, for immediately | felt the soft flood of the
light behind me, and the evening outside dimmed down, as it did every night, and | saw

nothing more.

al sap'9vz fi m'astav ran da bel ha:s'elf for im'i:diatli ai felt 8 soft flad ‘avés lait bih'aind

mi an &1 'i;zvnin aots'aid dimd daon az 1t did 'evri nait and a1 s3: n'ABiIn mo:

Supongo que ella misma debié de tocar el timbre, porque inmediatamente senti |a
suave inundacion de luz detras de mi, y la noche exterior se atenud, como cada

noche, y no vi nada mas.

It was next day, | think, in the afternoon that | spoke. It was brought on by something
she said about her fine work. “I get a mist before my eyes,” she said; “you will have to

learn my old lace stitches, honey — for | soon will not see to draw the threads.”
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It waz nekst der al Oink 'Indi aeftan'u:n dat al spavk it waz bra:t pn bai s'’aAm8in fi sed ab
‘aot ha fain wa:k ai get @ mist bif'o: mai aiz fi sed jo wil haev ta 13:n mai aold leis st'itfiz h

'Ani far a1 su:n wil not si: ta dro: 32 Oredz

Creo que fue al dia siguiente, por la tarde, cuando hablé. Fue por algo que ella
dijo sobre su excelente trabajo. —Se me nubla la vista —dijo—; tendras que
aprender mis viejos puntos de encaje, carino, porque pronto no veré cémo tirar

de los hilos.

“Oh, | hope you will keep your sight,” | cried, without thinking what | was saying. | was
then young and very matter-of-fact. | had not found out that one may mean something,
yet not half or a hundredth part of what one seems to mean; and even then probably

hoping to be contradicted if it is anyhow against one’s self.

2u al haop jo wil ki:p jo sait ar kraid wid'ast 8'inkin wot ai waz s'enn ai waz 8gn jan an v
‘eri m'aetaravf aekt al had not fasnd ast dat wan mer mi:n s'’Am0in jet not ha:fars h
‘Andrad® pa:t av wot wan sizmz ta mi:n aend 'i:van 8gn pr'obabli h'saopin tab'i k ontrad

'Iktid if 1t 1z "'enih av ag'enst wanz self

—iOh, espero que no pierdas la vista! —exclamé, sin pensar en lo que decia.
Entonces era joven y muy pragmatica. Aun no habia descubierto que una puede
guerer decir algo, pero que eso no es ni la mitad ni la centésima parte de lo que
se quiere decir; e incluso entonces probablemente esperaba que me

contradijeran si de alguna manera iba en contra de una misma.

“My sight!” she said, looking up at me with a look that was almost angry; “there is no
qguestion of losing my sight; on the contrary, my eyes are very strong. | may not see to

draw fine threads, but | see at a distance as well as ever | did, as well as you do.”

mai sait i sed I'skin Ap at mi wid o lok dat waz 'a:lmavst ‘sengri dar 1z nav kw'estfon av |
‘u:zin mai sait 'onda k'pntrari mai aiz o v'eri stron ar mer not si: ta dro: fain 6redz bat ai

si: 'ota d'istans oz wel oz 'svar a1 did az wel az jo du

https://espingli.com/the-library-window.html 43/146



12/2/26, 17:06 The Library Window by Margaret Oliphant

—iMi vista! —dijo, mirandome con una expresion casi de enojo—. No voy a perder
la vista; al contrario, mis ojos son muy fuertes. Puede que no vea lo suficiente,

pero veo de lejos tan bien como siempre, tan bien como tu.

“l did not mean any harm, Aunt Mary,” | said. “I thought you said... But how can your
sight be as good as ever when you are in doubt about that window? | can see into the
room as clear as... ” My voice wavered, for | had just looked up and across the street,
and | could have sworn that there was no window at all, but only a false image of one

painted on the wall.

a1 didn'nt mi:n 'eni ha:m a:nt m'eari a1 sed a1 82:t jo sed bat hao kan jo sait bi oz god oz
'evo wen jo or In daot ab'aot dzset w'indaw ai kan si: 'Inta s ru:m az kliar sz mai vois w
‘ervad far a1 had d3zas lokt Ap and akr'ps &8s stri:t and a1 k'vdav swa:n dat daw'saz nao w

'Indaw at 2:1 bat 'sonli 5 fols 'Imid3 av wan p'eintid ‘'onds wa:l

—No quise hacerte dano, tia Mary —dije—. Crei que habias dicho... Pero ;como
puede ser que tengas la misma vista de siempre si dudas de esa ventana? Veo el
interior de la habitacién con la misma claridad que... —Mi voz vacilé, pues acababa
de mirar hacia arriba, al otro lado de la calle, y habria jurado que no habia ninguna

ventana, sino solo una imagen falsa pintada en la pared.

“Ah!” she said, with a little tone of keenness and of surprise: and she half rose up,
throwing down her work hastily, as if she meant to come to me: then, perhaps seeing

the bewildered look on my face, she paused and hesitated. “Ay, honey!” she said.

3 fi sed wid a I'ital toon av k'iznnas and av sapr'aiz an [i ha:f rovz Ap Or'avin davn ha
w3:k h'eistili az If [i ment ta kam ta mi dsn pah'aeps s'izin 8 biw'ildad lok pn mai feis fi

pa:zd an h'ezit ertid a1 h'Ani fi sed

—iAh! —dijo ella, con un tono de disposicidon y sorpresa—, y se levant6 a medias,
dejando caer su labor a toda prisa, como si quisiera acercarse a mi; pero entonces,
quiza al ver la mirada desconcertada de mi rostro, se detuvo y vacilo—. jAy, carifno!

—dijo—.
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| don’t know what might have followed, but someone just then came to call, and she

could only give me a look before she went forward, putting out her hand to her visitor.

a1 doont nas wpt m'arthav f'plaod bat s'’Amwan dzas den keim ta ko:l an fi kad 'sonli giv

mi o lok bif'a: fi went f'o:wad p'otin aot ha haend ta ha Vizits

No sé qué pudo haber sucedido después, pero en ese momento alguien llamé y
ella solo pudo dirigirme una mirada antes de seguir adelante y tender la mano a

su visitante.

It was a very soft look, but anxious, and as if she did not know what to do; and she
shook her head a very little, and | thought, though there was a smile on her face, there

was something wet about her eyes. | retired into my recess, and nothing more was said.

It w'aza v'eri spft lok bat "senfas and az if fi didn'pt nav wot ts du aend [i fJok ha hed s v
‘eri I'ital and a1 ©2:t dav daw'az 2 smail pn ha feis daw'az s'AmBIn wet ab'awst har aiz a

rit'arad 'Ints mai r'izses an n'ABIp ma: waz sed

Era una mirada muy suave, pero ansiosa, como si no supiera qué hacer; y sacudié
la cabeza muy ligeramente, y pensé que, aunque habia una sonrisa en su rostro,

habia algo humedo en sus ojos. Me retiré a mi rincén y no se dijo nada mas.

But it was very tantalising that it should fluctuate so; for sometimes | saw that room
quite plain and clear — quite as clear as | could see papa’s library, for example, when |

shut my eyes.

bat it waz v'eri t'eental aizin &'stit fad fl'Aktfuelt saw fa s'’Aamtaimz a1 so: daet ru:m kwait

plein an klia kwait az kliar oz a1 kad si: pap'a:z l'aibrari far egz'ampal wen a1 Jat mai aiz

Pero era muy seductor que fluctuara de esa manera; porque a veces veia esa
habitacién con toda claridad, tan clara como veia la biblioteca de papa, por

ejemplo, cuando cerraba los ojos.
| compared it naturally to my father’s study, because of the shape of the writing table,

which, as | tell you, was the same as his. At times | saw the papers on the table quite

plain, just as | had seen his papers many a day.
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al kemp'ead it n'aetfarsli ta mai f'a:89z st'adi bik'az 'avdas feip ‘avda r'aitin t'eibal witf oz
al tel jo w'azda seim oz hiz ot taimz a1 so: &3 p'eipaz 'pnds t'eibal kwait plein dzast az al

had si:n hiz p'eipaz m'eni 2 del

Lo comparaba naturalmente con el estudio de mi padre, debido a la forma del
escritorio, que, como les digo, era igual al suyo. A veces veia los papeles sobre la
mesa con toda claridad, tal como habia visto los papeles de mi padre en tantas

ocasiones.

And the little pile of books on the floor at the foot, not ranged regularly in order, but put
down one above the other, with all their angles going different ways, and a speck of the

old gilding shining here and there.

and 83 I'ital pail av boks 'pnds flo:r ot 8s fot not reindzd r'egjolali in '2:ds bat pot daon
WAN ab'Av 81 'Ada wid o:l dear ‘angalz g'avin d'ifrant weiz and o spek ‘avdi auld g'ildin [
‘ainin hiar and dea

Y la pequena pila de libros en el suelo, a los pies, no ordenados regularmente,
sino apilados unos encima de otros, con todos sus angulos apuntando en

diferentes direcciones, y una mota de dorado antiguo brillando aqui y alla.

And then again at other times | saw nothing, absolutely nothing, and was no better than
the old ladies who had peered over my head, drawing their eyelids together, and arguing
that the window had been shut up because of the old long-abolished window tax, or

else that it had never been a window at all.

a&nd den ag'en at 'Ada taimz a1 s3: n'ABIN aebsal'u:tli n'ABIN an waz nav b'eta dan B
aould I'eidiz hu: had piad 'avva mai hed dr'a:1n dear ‘ailidz tog'eds and 'a:gju:in d'ada w
'Indaw hadb'in Jat Ap bik'az "avdi aold I'onab'plift w'indao taeks o:r €ls 8'atit had n'eva

bin @ w'indau ot 2:l

Y otras veces no veia nada, absolutamente nada, y no era mejor que las ancianas
gue se asomaban por encima de mi cabeza, entrecerrando los ojos y

argumentando que la ventana habia sido cerrada debido al antiguo impuesto
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sobre las ventanas, abolido hacia mucho tiempo, o que nunca habia sido una

ventana.

It annoyed me very much at those dull moments to feel that | too puckered up my

eyelids and saw no better than they.

It an'o1d mi v'eri matf at davz dal m'somants ta fi:l dat a1 tu: p'akad Ap mai ‘aillidz an so:

nav b'sto dan del

Me molestaba mucho en esos momentos aburridos sentir que yo también

entrecerraba los parpados y no veia mejor que ellas.

Aunt Mary’s old ladies came and went day after day while June went on. | was to go
back in July, and | felt that | should be very unwilling indeed to leave until | had quite
cleared up — as | was indeed in the way of doing — the mystery of that window which
changed so strangely and appeared quite a different thing, not only to different people,

but to the same eyes at different times.

a:nt m'eariz aovld I'eidiz keim an went dei 'afta del wail dzu:n went pn a1 waz to goov
baek in dzul’al and ai felt &at a1 fad bi v'eri Anw'ilin ind'i:d ta lizv ant'il ar had kwait kliad
Ap 9z atwaz ind'i:d 'Inda wel av d'u:in 8 m'istari av daet w'indas witf tfeindzd saow str
‘eindzli and ap'iad kwait o d'ifrant 61 not ‘sonli ta d'ifrant p'i:pal bat to ds seim aiz st d

"'front taimz

Las amigas mayores de la tia Mary iban y venian dia tras dia mientras transcurria
el mes de junio. Yo tenia que volver en julio, y sentia que me costaria mucho
marcharme sin haber desvelado del todo —como de hecho estaba a punto de
hacer— el misterio de aquella ventana que cambiaba de forma tan extranay
parecia algo completamente diferente, no solo para personas distintas, sino

incluso para los mismos ojos en momentos diferentes.

Of course | said to myself it must simply be an effect of the light.

av ka:s ai sed ta mais'elf it mas s'impli bi an if ekt ‘avds lait
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Por supuesto, me dije a mi misma que debia de ser simplemente un efecto de la

luz.

And yet | did not quite like that explanation either, but would have been better pleased
to make out to myself that it was some superiority in me which made it so clear to me, if
it were only the great superiority of young eyes over old, though that was not quite
enough to satisfy me, seeing it was a superiority which | shared with every little girl and

lad in the street.

and jet a1 didn'pt kwart laik dzet eksplan‘eifon ‘aids bat w'sdhav bin b'sta pli:zd ts meik
aot ta mais'elf &'atit waz sam su:p 1ari'oriti in mi witf meid it sao klia ta mi if it war ‘sonli
da greit su:p i1ari'priti av jan aiz 'svvar svld dav daet waz not kwait in'Af ta s'atisf.ai mi s

i 1t w'aza su:p 1ari'oriti witf ai fead wid ‘evri l'ital g3:l an leed 'Inds stri:t

Sin embargo, tampoco me convencia del todo esa explicacion, y me habria
gustado mas pensar que tenia alguna ventaja que me lo hacia ver tan claro,
aungue solo fuera la gran ventaja de los ojos jovenes sobre los viejos, aunque eso
no era suficiente para satisfacerme, ya que era una ventaja que compartia con

todos los ninos y ninas de la calle.

| rather wanted, | believe, to think that there was some particular insight in me which
gave clearness to my sight, which was a most impertinent assumption, but really did not

mean half the harm it seems to mean when it is put down here in black and white.

airr'a:ds w'ontid ai bil'izv ta Bink dat dow'az sam pat'ikjolar 'Insart in mi witf geiv kl'ianas
ta mai sait witf w'aza maovst iImp'3:tinant as'ampjfan bat r'isli didn'nt mi:n ha:f 8 ha:m

It sitzmz ta mi:n wen 1t 1z pot daon hiar in blaek an wait

Creo que preferia pensar que habia en mi una percepcion especial que me daba
claridad de visioén, lo cual era una suposicion muy impertinente, pero que en
realidad no tenia ni la mitad del mal que parece tener cuando se pone aqui por

escrito.
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| had several times again, however, seen the room quite plain, and made out that it was
a large room, with a great picture in a dim gilded frame hanging on the farther wall, and
many other pieces of solid furniture making a blackness here and there, besides the
great escritoire against the wall, which had evidently been placed near the window for
the sake of the light.

a1 had s'svral taimz ag'en hav'eva si:n da ru:m kwait plein an meid ast &'atit w'aza la:d3
ru:m wid a greit p'iktfor in @ dim g'ildid freim h'aenin ‘'onda f'a:da wa:l an m'eni 'Ada p
'izs1z av s'plid f'3:nitfo m'erkin 3 bl'aeknas hiar and dea bis'aidz ds greit ‘eskritw,a:r ag

‘enst 8 wa:l witf had ‘svidantli bin pleist nis 8 w'indao f'ada seik ‘avdas lait

Sin embargo, habia vuelto a ver varias veces la habitacién con bastante claridad y
me habia dado cuenta de que era una habitacién grande, con un gran cuadro en
un marco dorado y deslucido colgado en la pared del fondo, y muchos otros
muebles macizos que creaban zonas oscuras aqui y alla, ademas del gran
escritorio contra la pared, que evidentemente se habia colocado cerca de la

ventana para aprovechar la luz.

One thing became visible to me after another, till | almost thought | should end by being
able to read the old lettering on one of the big volumes which projected from the others
and caught the light.

wan 61 bik'eim v'izibal ta mi ‘seftar an'ada til a1 '2:lmawvst 6:t a1 fod end bai b'izin ‘eibal
ta ri:d &1 aold I'etarin pn wan ‘avds big v'plju:mz witf pradz ektid fr'amdi 'Adsz an ko:t
o9 lait

Una cosa tras otra se me hacia visible, hasta que casi pensé que terminaria
pudiendo leer la antigua tipografia de uno de los grandes voliumenes que

sobresalian de los otros y captaba la luz.

But this was all preliminary to the great event which happened about Midsummer Day,
the day of St John, which was once so much thought of as a festival, but now means
nothing at all in Scotland any more than any other of the saints’ days, which | shall

always think a great pity and loss to Scotland, whatever Aunt Mary may say.
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bat 81s waz 2:I pril'iminari ta 8a greit iv'ent witf h'aepand ab'ast m'idsama dei 8s del av
seint dzpn witf waz wans sao matf 83:t av oz o f'estival bat nas mi:nz n'A8in ot o:1 In sk
'‘ptland "eni ma: dan ‘eni ‘Adar 'avda seints deiz witf aif al 'a:lweiz Bink s greit p'iti an los

ta sk'ptlond wpt'evar a:nt m'eari mel sel

Pero todo esto era solo el preludio del gran acontecimiento que tenia lugar
alrededor del solsticio de verano, el dia de San Juan, que antes se consideraba
una fiesta muy importante, pero que ahora no significa nada mas en Escocia que
cualquier otro dia de los santos, lo cual siempre me parecera una gran penay una

pérdida para Escocia, diga lo que diga la tia Mary.

Chapter Il

t[ aeptoa Ori:

Capitulo IlI

It was about midsummer, | cannot say exactly to a day when, but near that time, when
the great event happened. | had grown very well acquainted by this time with that large

dim room.

It waz ab'ast m'idsama a1 k'aenpt sel egz'aektli to o del wen bat nis daet taim wen da
greit iv'ent h'sepand a1 had groon v'eri wel skw'eintid bai dis taim wid daet la:dz dim

ruim

Fue a mediados del verano, no puedo decir exactamente en qué dia, pero cerca
de esa época, cuando ocurrié el gran acontecimiento. Para entonces ya me habia

familiarizado mucho con aquella gran habitacidon en penumbra.

Not only the escritoire, which was very plain to me now, with the papers upon it, and
the books at its foot, but the great picture that hung against the farther wall, and
various other shadowy pieces of furniture, especially a chair which one evening | saw

had been moved into the space before the escritoire.
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not ‘aonli & ‘eskritw,a: witf waz v'eri plein ta mi nas w'1d8a p'eipaz ap'pn it an &9 boks
ot its fot bat &a greit p'iktfo dat han ag'enst da f'a:da wo:l an v'earias 'Ada [‘sedavi p
izsiz av f'3:nitfo 1sp'efali o tfea witf wan 'izvnin a1 so: hadb'in mu:vd 'inta 8 speis bif'a: &

‘eskritw a:

No solo el escritorio, que ahora me parecia muy sencillo, con los papeles sobre él
y los libros a sus pies, sino también el gran cuadro que colgaba de la pared del
fondo y otros muebles en penumbra, especialmente una silla que una tarde vi que

habian colocado delante del escritorio.

This little change made my heart beat, for it spoke so distinctly of someone who must
have been there, the someone who had already made me start, two or three times
before, by some vague shadow of him or thrill of him which made a sort of movement in

the silent space.

d1s I'ital tfeindz meid mai ha:t bi:t far it spavk sao dist'inktli av s'’Amwan hu: m'sstav bin
dea 83 s Amwan hu: had 2:Ir'edi meid mi sta:t tu: s Ori: taimz bif'2: bai sam veig ['aedaw

av him a 8ril av him witf meid s sa:t av m'uzvmant 'Inda s'ailant speis

Este pequefnio cambio hizo que mi corazon latiera con fuerza, pues hablaba
claramente de alguien que debia de estar alli, alguien que ya me habia hecho
sobresaltar dos o tres veces antes, con alguna vaga sombra suya o con la emocién

gue me provocaba al crear una especie de movimiento en el espacio silencioso.

A movement which made me sure that next minute | must see something or hear
something which would explain the whole — if it were not that something always
happened outside to stop it, at the very moment of its accomplishment. | had no

warning this time of movement or shadow.

9 m'uzvmant witf meid mi foa dat nekst m'init ar mas si: s'’AmOin 3 his s'’Am6in witf wad
ekspl'ein 8a haol If It wa not dat s'’AmBin 2:lweiz h'apand avts'aid ts stop 1t ot 85 v 'eri

m'aomant av its ak'bmplifmant ar haed nas w'a:nin dis taim av m'u:vmant s [‘eedav
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Un movimiento que me hizo estar segura de que al minuto siguiente veria o
escucharia algo que lo explicaria todo, si no fuera porque siempre ocurria algo
fuera que lo impedia, justo en el momento en que se consumaba. Esta vez no

tuve ningun aviso de movimiento o sombra.

| had been looking into the room very attentively a little while before, and had made out

everything almost clearer than ever.

ar hadb'in I'vkin 'inta &a ru:m v'eri at'entivli a I'ital wail bif'2: an had meid ast 'evriBin

'5:Imawst kl'toro dan ‘eva

Unos instantes antes habia estado observando la habitacion con mucha atencién

y habia distinguido todo con mayor claridad que nunca.

And then had bent my attention again on my book, and read a chapter or two at a most
exciting period of the story; and consequently had quite left St Rule’s, and the High
Street, and the College Library, and was really in a South American forest, almost
throttled by the flowery creepers, and treading softly for fear that | should put my foot

on a scorpion or a dangerous snake.

a&nd den had bent mai at'enfon ag'en pn mai bok an ri:d o tf septar o tu: 'sta moavst ks
‘aitin p'isriad 'avda st'o:ri aend k'pnsikwantli had kwait left seint ru:lz an &3 hai stri:t an
32 k'nlidz I'aibrari an waz r'iali In  sav® am'erikan f'orist '2:Imavst Or'ptald bai s fl
‘avari kr'izpaz an tr'edin s'oftli fa fio dat al fad pot mai fot bn o sk'o:pian ar o d'eindzaras

snelk

Y entonces volvi a centrar mi atencién en el libro y lei un capitulo o dos en el
momento mas emocionante de la historia; y, en consecuencia, dejé atras St Rule's,
High Street y la biblioteca de la universidad, y me encontré realmente en un
bosque sudamericano, casi estrangulada por las enredaderas de flores, y pisando

con cuidado para no pisar un escorpién o una serpiente peligrosa.

At this moment something suddenly calling my attention to the outside, | looked across,
and then, with a start, sprang up, for | could not contain myself. | don’t know what | said,

but enough to startle the people in the room, one of whom was old Mr Pitmilly. They all
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looked round upon me to ask what was the matter.

at 81s m'avmant s'’AmOin s'adanli k'a>:lip mai at'enfan to 81 asts'aid ai lokt akr'ns an dgn
wi1d o sta:t spraen Ap far a1 kad not kant'ein mais'lf a1 doont noo wot ai sed bat In'Af to
st'a:tal da p'izpal 'Inds ru:m wan av hu:m waz sold m'ista p'itmili dei 2:1 lokt rasnd ap

'on mi to sesk wot w'azda m'seta

En ese momento, algo llamod repentinamente mi atencion hacia el exterior, miré al
otro lado y, entonces, sobresaltada, me levanté de un salto, pues no pude
contenerme. No sé qué dije, pero fue suficiente para sobresaltar a las personas
gue estaban en la habitacion, una de las cuales era el anciano Sr. Pitmilly. Todos

se volvieron hacia mi para preguntarme qué pasaba.

And when | gave my usual answer of “Nothing,” sitting down again shamefaced but very
much excited, Mr Pitmilly got up and came forward, and looked out, apparently to see

what was the cause.

and wen a1 gelv mai j'u:zusl ‘eensar av n'ABIn s'itin davn ag'en [‘eimfeist bat v'eri matf
eks'aitid m'ista p'itmili got Ap an keim f'a:wad an lokt ast ap aerantli ta si: wot w'azds

ko:z

Y cuando di mi respuesta habitual de «Nada», sentdndome de nuevo avergonzada
pero muy emocionada, el senor Pitmilly se levantd y se acercd, y mird hacia fuera,

aparentemente para ver cudl era la causa.

He saw nothing, for he went back again, and | could hear him telling Aunt Mary not to
be alarmed, for missy had fallen into a doze with the heat, and had startled herself
waking up, at which they all laughed. Another time | could have killed him for his

impertinence, but my mind was too much taken up now to pay any attention.

hi s2: n'ABIn fa hi went baek ag'en and a1 kad his him t'elin a:nt m'eari not tab'i al'a:md
fa m'isi had f'2:lan 'Inta o dovz w'idds hi:t an had st'a:tald h3:s'elf w'eikin Ap at witf del
a1l leeft an'Ada taim a1 k'vdav kild him fa hiz imp'3:tinans bat mar maind waz tu: matf t

‘etkan Ap nao ta pel ‘eni at'enfon
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No vio nada, porque volvié a entrar, y pude oirle decir a la tia Mary que no se
alarmara, que la seforita se habia quedado dormida por el calor y se habia
sobresaltado al despertarse, lo que les hizo reir a todos. En otra ocasién lo habria
matado por su impertinencia, pero estaba demasiado ocupada para prestarle

atencion.

My head was throbbing and my heart beating. | was in such high excitement, however,
that to restrain myself completely, to be perfectly silent, was more easy to me then than

at any other time of my life.

mai hed waz Or'pbin an mar ha:t b'i:tin a waz in satf hai eks'aitmant hao'sva dat ta ristr
‘ein mais'elf kempl'i:tli tab'i p'3:fektli s'ailont waz mo:r 'i:zi to mi den dan ot ‘eni 'Ads

taim av mai laif

La cabeza me palpitaba y el corazén me latia. Sin embargo, estaba tan
emocionada que contenerme por completo, permanecer en silencio absoluto, me

resultaba mas facil entonces que en cualquier otro momento de mi vida.

| waited until the old gentleman had taken his seat again, and then | looked back. Yes,
there he was! | had not been deceived. | knew then, when | looked across, that this was
what | had been looking for all the time — that | had known he was there, and had been
waiting for him, every time there was that flicker of movement in the room — him and

no one else.

arw'ertid ant'il 81 aold dz'entalman had t'etkan hiz si:t ag'en an d¢en a1 lokt baek jes des
hi waz a1 had not bin dis'i:vd a1 nju: dsn wen ai lokt akr'ps dat di1s waz wot ai hadb'in |
‘'vkin far 2:1 da taim dat a1 had nawon hi waz dea an hadb'in w'eitin fo him ‘svri taim daw

'az daet fl'itkar av m'u:vmant 'Inda ru:m him an n'aswan €ls

Esperé hasta que el anciano volvio a sentarse y entonces miré hacia atras. ;Si, alli
estaba! No me habia enganado. Entonces supe, al mirar al otro lado, que eso era
lo que habia estado buscando todo el tiempo, que sabia que él estaba alliy lo

habia estado esperando cada vez que habia un ligero movimiento en la

habitacién: él y nadie mas.
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And there at last, just as | had expected, he was. | don’t know that in reality | ever had
expected him, or anyone, but this was what | felt when, suddenly looking into that

curious dim room, | saw him there.

and dear ot laest dzast oz a1 had eksp'ektid hi woz a1 deont naw dat In ri'aeliti a1 ‘eva had
eksp'ektid him 2:r 'eniwan bat 8is waz wot ai felt wen s'adanli |'skin ‘iInts daet kj'varias

dim ru:m ai so: him dea

Y alli por fin, tal como lo esperaba, estaba. No sé si en realidad lo esperaba, ni a él
ni a nadie, pero esto fue lo que senti cuando, al mirar de repente hacia esa

curiosa habitacion en penumbra, lo vi alli.

He was sitting in the chair, which he must have placed for himself, or which someone
else in the dead of night when nobody was looking must have set for him, in front of the

escritoire with the back of his head towards me, writing.

hi waz s'itin 'Inda tfea witf hi m'astav pleist fa hims'elf 2 witf s'Amwan €ls 'Inds ded av
nait wen n'aubadi waz I'vkin m'astav set fa him in frant ‘avéi ‘eskritw, a: w'1dda baek av

hiz hed tow'2:dz mi r'aitin

Estaba sentado en la silla que él mismo debié haber colocado, o que alguien mas,
en plena noche, cuando nadie lo miraba, debié haber colocado para él, frente al

escritorio, con la parte posterior de la cabeza hacia mi, escribiendo.

The light fell upon him from the left hand, and therefore upon his shoulders and the

side of his head, however it was too much turned away to show anything of his face.

3o lait fel ap'pn him fr'amda left haend an &'eafa:r op'pn hiz ['avldaz an da said av hiz

hed has'evar it waz tu: matf ta:nd aw'el ta [ou 'eniB,in av hiz fels
La luz incidia sobre él desde la izquierda, y por lo tanto sobre sus hombros y el

lado de su cabeza, pero estaba demasiado desviada como para mostrar nada de

su rostro.
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Oh, how strange that there should be someone staring at him as | was doing, and he
never to turn his head, to make a movement! If anyone stood and looked at me, were |
in the soundest sleep that ever was, | would wake, | would jump up, | would feel it
through everything.

90 hao streindz dat ds Jod bi s'Amwan st'earin ot him az at waz d'u:ing an hin'sva ta t3:n
hiz hed ts meik @ m'uzvmant if 'eniwan stod an lokt st mi war a1 'Inda s'aondist slizp dat

‘eva wpz al wad welk al wad dzamp Ap a1 wad fi:l it Oru: ‘evribin

iQué extrano que alguien lo estuviera mirando fijamente como yo lo hacia y él
nunca girara la cabeza ni hiciera ninglin movimiento! Si alguien se quedara

mirdndome, aunque estuviera profundamente dormida, me despertaria, saltaria

de la cama, lo sentiria a través de todo.

But there he sat and never moved. You are not to suppose, though | said the light fell

upon him from the left hand, that there was very much light.

bat 8ea hi saet an n'eve mu:vd jo 5 not ta sop'avz dav al sed 39 lait fel sp'on him fr

‘'amda left haend dat daw oz v'eri matf lart

Pero alli estaba sentado, sin moverse. No hay que suponer, aunque he dicho que

la luz le daba por la izquierda, que hubiera mucha luz.

There never is in a room you are looking into like that across the street; but there was
enough to see him by — the outline of his figure dark and solid, seated in the chair, and

the fairness of his head visible faintly, a clear spot against the dimness.

dd n'evar iz in o ruim jo a l'vkin 'inta laik dzet akr'ps da stri:t bat daw'az In'Af ta si: him
bai &1 ‘astlain av hiz f'iga da:k an s'olid s'i:tid 'Inds tfes an &a f'eanas av hiz hed v'izibal f

‘eintli o khia spot ag'enst ds d'imnas
Nunca se ve nada en una habitacién como esa al otro lado de la calle; pero habia

suficiente para verlo: el contorno de su figura oscura y sélida, sentado en la silla, y

la blancura de su cabeza visible débilmente, un punto claro contra la penumbra.
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| saw this outline against the dim gilding of the frame of the large picture which hung on
the farther wall. | sat all the time the visitors were there, in a sort of rapture, gazing at

this figure.

a1 so: di1s ‘astlain ag'snst da dim g'ildin ‘avds freim ‘avda la:dz p'iktfoe witf han ‘'onda f

'a:da wo:l a1 seet o:] 8a taim ds v'izitaz wa dea In o so:t av r'aeptfo g'eizin ot dis f'igo

Vi esta silueta contra el tenue dorado del marco del gran cuadro que colgaba en
la pared mas alejada. Me quedé sentada todo el tiempo que estuvieron alli los

invitados, en una especie de arrebato, contemplando esta figura.

| knew no reason why | should be so much moved. In an ordinary way, to see a student
at an opposite window quietly doing his work might have interested me a little, but

certainly it would not have moved me in any such way.

al nju: nao r'i:zen wai ai fad bi sas mAtf mu:vd in an '2:dinari wel ta si: o stj'u:dant at an
‘ppaz,it w'indav kw'aistli d'u:in hiz wa:k m'aithav ‘intrestid mi o I'ital bat s'3:tanli it wad

n'otav mu:vd mi In ‘eni satf wel

No sabia por qué me sentia tan conmovida. En circunstancias normales, ver a un
estudiante en la ventana de enfrente trabajando tranquilamente podria haberme

interesado un poco, pero sin duda no me habria conmovido de esa manera.

It is always interesting to have a glimpse like this of an unknown life; to see so much
and yet know so little, and to wonder, perhaps, what the man is doing, and why he

never turns his head.

It 1z '2:lweiz 'intrestin to haev o glimps laik dis 'svon Ann'aon laif ta si: sao matf an jet

nav sao |'ital an ta w'Anda pah'aps wot 83 maen 1z d'u:in an wat hi n'evs t3:nz hiz hed
Siempre resulta interesante echar un vistazo asi a una vida desconocida; ver tanto

y saber tan poco, y preguntarse, tal vez, qué estard haciendo ese hombre y por

gué nunca gira la cabeza.
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One would go to the window, but not too close, for fear that he should see you and
think you were spying upon him. And one would ask, is he still there? Is he writing,
writing always? | wonder what he is writing! And it would be a great amusement, but no

more.

waAn wad gao ta da w'indaou bat not tu: klaws fa fis dat hi fod si: jo an Bink jo wa sp'ain
ap'pn him and wan wad aesk 1z hi stil des 1z hi r'aitin r'aitin '2:lweiz atw'ands wot hi iz r

‘aitin eend 1t wad bi o greit amj'u:zmant bat n'aom o:

Una se acercaria a la ventana, pero no demasiado, por miedo a que él te vieray
pensara que lo estabas espiando. Y te preguntarias: ;sigue ahi? ;Esta escribiendo,

escribiendo sin parar? jMe pregunto qué estara escribiendo! Y seria muy

divertido, pero nada mas.

This was not my feeling at all in the present case. It was a sort of breathless watch, an
absorption. | did not feel that | had eyes for anything else, or any room in my mind for

another thought.

d1s waz not mai f'i:hn at 2:1 'Inda pr'ezant keis it w'aza so:t av br'eBlas wotf an abs
'2:pfon ai didn'nt fi:l dat ar haed aiz far 'eniB in €ls 2:r "eni ru:m in mai maind far an'Ada
0o:t

En este caso, no fue asi en absoluto. Fue una especie de observacion sin aliento,
un ensimismamiento. No senti que tuviera ojos para nada mas, ni espacio en mi

mente para otro pensamiento.

| no longer heard, as | generally did, the stories and the wise remarks (or foolish) of Aunt
Mary'’s old ladies or Mr Pitmilly.

a1 noo I'bnga h3:d az a1 dz'enarali did 83 st'o:riz an s waiz im'a:ks o f'u:lif av a:nt m

‘eariz aould 'eidiz @ m'ista p'itmili

Ya no escuchaba, como solia hacer, las historias y los comentarios sabios (o

tontos) de las amigas mayores de la tia Mary o del sefior Pitmilly.
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| heard only a murmur behind me, the interchange of voices, one softer, one sharper;
but it was not as in the time when | sat reading and heard every word, till the story in
my book, and the stories they were telling (what they said almost always shaped into
stories), were all mingled into each other, and the hero in the novel became somehow

the hero (or more likely heroine) of them all.

al h3:d 'sonli @ m'3:ma bih'aind mi &1 intatf'eind3 av v'ai1siz wan s'pfts wan [‘a:ps bat it
waz npt 9z 'Inda taim wen ai saet r'izdin an h3:d ‘svri w3:d til 8 st'a:ri in mai bok an &9
st'a:riz 8el wa t'elin wot der sed '2:Imauvst o:lwelz feipt ‘inta st'o:riz war 2:I m'ingald ‘inte
i:tf 'Ad®3 an &3 h'iarau 'Inda n'pval bik'eim s'’amhaw 83 h'iaras @ mo: l'aikli h'eraw in av

dam ol

Solo oia un murmullo detras de mi, el intercambio de voces, una mds suave, otra
mas aguda; pero no era como cuando me sentaba a leer y oia cada palabra, hasta
que la historia de mi libro y las historias que ellos contaban (lo que decian casi
siempre se convertia en historias) se mezclaban entre si, y el héroe de la novela se

convertia de alguna manera en el héroe (o mas bien en la heroina) de todos ellos.

But | took no notice of what they were saying now. And it was not that there was
anything very interesting to look at, except the fact that he was there. He did nothing to
keep up the absorption of my thoughts.

bat ai tok nao n'autis av wot del wa s'enn nas and it waz not dat daw'sz '€niB,in v'eri
'Intrestin ta lok aet eks'ept da faekt dat hi waz dea hi did n'ABIn ta ki:p Ap &1 abs'>:pfon

av mal 027:ts

Pero no presté atencién a lo que decian ahora. Y no es que hubiera nada muy
interesante que mirar, excepto el hecho de que él estuviera alli. No hizo nada para

mantener mi ensimismamiento.

He moved just so much as a man will do when he is very busily writing, thinking of
nothing else. There was a faint turn of his head as he went from one side to another of
the page he was writing; but it appeared to be a long long page which never wanted

turning.
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hi mu:vd d3as sao matf 8z @ maen wil du wen hi 1z v'eri bizili r'aitig 8'ipkin av n'ABin €ls
dow'az o feint t3:n av hiz hed az hi went fram wan said ta an'Adar 'avda peidz hiwaz r

‘aitin bat 1t op'iad tab'i o Ion Ion peidz witf n'eva w'pntid t'3:nin

Se movia solo lo necesario, como hace un hombre cuando estd muy concentrado
escribiendo, sin pensar en nada mas. Gird ligeramente la cabeza mientras iba de

un lado a otro por la pagina que estaba escribiendo, pero parecia ser una pagina

muy larga que nunca queria pasar.

Just a little inclination when he was at the end of the line, outward, and then a little

inclination inward when he began the next. That was little enough to keep one gazing.

dzast o I'ital inkhin'elfan wen hi waz at 81 end 'avda lain ‘astwad an den o I'ital inklin‘elfon

‘Inwad wen hi big'aen &a nekst daet waz I'ital In'Af ta ki:p wan g'eizin

Solo una ligera inclinacién cuando llegaba al final de la linea, hacia fuera, y luego
una ligera inclinaciéon hacia dentro cuando comenzaba la siguiente. Era tan leve

que resultaba dificil apartar la mirada.

But | suppose it was the gradual course of events leading up to this, the finding out of
one thing after another as the eyes got accustomed to the vague light; first the room
itself, and then the writing table, and then the other furniture, and last of all the human

inhabitant who gave it all meaning.

bAt a1 sop'avz It w'azds gr'aedzual ka:s av Ivents I'i:din Ap ta dis & f'aindin ‘astav wan
B1n 'seftar oan'Adar oz 31 a1z got ak'Astamd to da veig lait f3:st 8a ruzm its'elf an den da r
‘aitin t'eibal an dgn 81 'Ads f'3:nitfo an laest av 2:1 3 hj'uzman inh'aebitant hu: gerv it o:l

m'iznin

Pero supongo que fue el curso gradual de los acontecimientos lo que condujo a
esto, el descubrir una cosa tras otra a medida que los ojos se acostumbraban a la
luz difusa; primero la habitacién en si, luego el escritorio, después el resto de los

muebles y, por ultimo, el habitante humano que le daba sentido a todo.
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This was all so interesting that it was like a country which one had discovered. And then
the extraordinary blindness of the other people who disputed among themselves

whether it was a window at all!

31s waz 2:l sau 'Intrestin &'stit waz laik o k'Antri witf wan had disk'Avad a&nd den &1 ekstr
'a:dinari bl'aindnas 'avd1 ‘Ada p'irpal hu: dispj'u:tid am'An dams'elvz w'edoar it w'aza w

'Indaw ot o:l

Todo esto era tan interesante que era como descubrir un pais nuevo. ;Y luego
estaba la extraordinaria ceguera de las otras personas, que discutian entre si si se

trataba realmente de una ventana!

| did not, | am sure, wish to be disrespectful, and | was very fond of my Aunt Mary, and |
liked Mr Pitmilly well enough, and | was afraid of Lady Carnbee. But yet to think of the
— | know | ought not to say stupidity — the blindness of them, the foolishness, the
insensibility, discussing it as if a thing that your eyes could see was a thing to discuss!

al didn'nt ailam foa wif tab'i d 1srisp'ektfal and a1 waz v'eri fond av mai a:nt m'eari and al
latkt m'ista p'itmili wel In'Af and a1 waz ofr'eid av I'eidi k'a:nbi: bat jet ta Bink ‘avdas ai
naov al 2:t not ta sel stju:p'iditi &3 bl'aindnas av dem &a f'u:lifnas &1 Ins ensab'iliti disk

'Asin 1t 9z If 3 Bin dat jor aiz kad si: w'aza 8in ta disk'As

No era mi intencidn faltar al respeto, estaba muy unida a mi tia Mary, me caia
bien el senor Pitmilly y le tenia miedo a Lady Carnbee. Pero pensar en la... Sé que
no deberia decir estupidez, pero en la ceguera de todos ellos, en su insensatez, en
su insensibilidad, jdiscutiendo como si algo que se pudiera ver con los ojos fuera

algo que se pudiera discutir!

It would have been unkind to think it was because they were old and their faculties

dimmed.

it w'odhav bin Apk'aind ts Gink it waz bik'az der war svld an dea f'akaltiz dimd

Hubiera sido cruel pensar que era porque eran viejos y sus facultades se habian
debilitado.
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It is so sad to think that the faculties grow dim, that such a woman as my Aunt Mary
should fail in seeing, or hearing, or feeling, that | would not have dwelt on it for a
moment, it would have seemed so cruel! And then such a clever old lady as Lady
Carnbee, who could see through a millstone, people said, and Mr Pitmilly, such an old

man of the world.

It 1z sou saed to Bink &'0da f'akaltiz grav dim dat satf @ w'oman oz mar a:nt m'eari [ad
fell in s'izin 21 h'iarig o f'izlin dat a1 wad n'ptav dwelt pn it f'ars m'somant it w'odhav
si:md sao kr'u:al a&nd den satf o kl'evar aold I'eidi oz I'eidi k'a:nbi: hu: kad si: 8ru: e m

lstaon p'izpal sed an m'ista p'itmili satf an sold maen ‘svda ws:ld

Es tan triste pensar que las facultades se debilitan, que una mujer como mi tia

Mary no pueda ver, oir o sentir, que no me habria mortificado por ello ni un solo
instante, jme habria parecido tan cruel! Y luego una anciana tan inteligente como
Lady Carnbee, que podia ver a través de una piedra de molino, segun decian, y el

senor Pitmilly, un anciano tan experimentado.

It did indeed bring tears to my eyes to think that all those clever people, solely by
reason of being no longer young as | was, should have the simplest things shut out from
them; and for all their wisdom and their knowledge be unable to see what a girl like me

could see so easily.

it did ind'i:d brin tiaz ta mai aiz ta Bink dat 2:1 davz kl'eva p'izpal s'avlli bai r'izzan av b
i1 naw I'onga jan oz a1 woz ['udav da s impalist 81Nz [at ast from dam aend far 2:1 des

w'izdam an dea n'plidz bi An'elbal ta si: wot o g3:I latk mi kad si: sao ‘i:zili

De hecho, se me llenaron los ojos de lagrimas al pensar que todas esas personas
inteligentes, solo por el hecho de no ser ya jévenes como yo, se veian privadas de
las cosas mas sencillas; y que, a pesar de toda su sabiduria y sus conocimientos,

eran incapaces de ver lo que una chica como yo podia ver tan facilmente.

| was too much grieved for them to dwell upon that thought, and half ashamed, though

perhaps half proud too, to be so much better off than they.

al waz tu: matf gri:vd fa dam ta dwel ap'pn dzet 65:t an ha:f of eimd 83 pah'aeps ha:f

praovd tu: tab'i soo matf b'etar of dan del

https://espingli.com/the-library-window.html 62/146



12/2/26, 17:06 The Library Window by Margaret Oliphant

Estaba demasiado afligida por ellos como para preocuparme por eso, y medio
avergonzada, aunque quizas también medio orgullosa, de estar en una situacion

mucho mejor que la suya.

All those thoughts flitted through my mind as | sat and gazed across the street.

211 davz Oo:ts fl'itid Oru: mar maind oz ai saet an geizd akr'ps & stri:t

Todos esos pensamientos revoloteaban por mi mente mientras me sentabay

contemplaba el otro lado de la calle.

And | felt there was so much going on in that room across the street! He was so
absorbed in his writing, never looked up, never paused for a word, never turned round

in his chair, or got up and walked about the room as my father did.

and al felt daw'az soo mAtf g'avin pn In daet ru:m akr'ps & stri:t hi waz saw abs's:bd In
hiz r'aitin n'sva lokt Ap n'eva pa:zd f'ara w3:d n'eva t3:nd ravnd In hiz tfes 2: gpt Ap an

wo:kt ab'ast da ru:m a2z mai f'a:ds did

iY sentia que estaban sucediendo tantas cosas en esa habitacion al otro lado de la
calle! Estaba tan absorto en su escritura que nunca levantaba la vista, nunca se
detenia para decir una palabra, nunca se daba la vuelta en su silla, ni se levantaba

y caminaba por la habitacién como hacia mi padre.

Papa is a great writer, everybody says, but he would have come to the window and
looked out, he would have drummed with his fingers on the pane, he would have
watched a fly and helped it over a difficulty, and played with the fringe of the curtain,

and done a dozen other nice, pleasant, foolish things, till the next sentence took shape.

pap'a:riz o greit r'aits 'evribndi sez bat hi w'sdhav kam ta 82 w'indao an lokt aot hiw
‘vdhav dramd wid hiz f'ingaz ‘'onds pein hi w'odhav wotft s flai an helpt 1t 'sovarad
'Ifikalti an pleid w'idda frindz ‘avds k'3:tan an dan a d'Azan 'Ads nais pl'ezant f'u:lif Oinz

til 83 nekst s'entans tok feip
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Papa es un gran escritor, todo el mundo lo dice, pero se habria acercado a la
ventana y habria mirado hacia fuera, habria repiqueteado con los dedos sobre el
cristal, habria observado a una mosca vy la habria ayudado a superar una
dificultad, habria jugado con el fleco de la cortina y habria hecho otra docena de
cosas bonitas, agradables y tontas, hasta que la siguiente frase hubiera tomado

forma.

“My dear, | am waiting for a word,” he would say to my mother when she looked at him,
with a question why he was so idle, in her eyes; and then he would laugh, and go back

again to his writing table.

mai dia alom w'ertin f'ara w3:d hi wad sel ta mai m'Ada wen [i lokt st him wid a kw
‘estfon wal hi waz saov ‘aidal in har aiz 2end den hi wad laef an gav baek ag'en ta hiz r'aitin
t'eibal

—Querida, estoy esperando unas palabras —le decia a mi madre cuando ella lo
miraba, y ella preguntaba con los ojos por qué estaba tan ocioso; y entonces él se

reia y volvia a su escritorio.

But he over there never stopped at all.

bat hi 'sove dea n'sva stopt ot o:l

Pero él, alli, nunca se detenia en absoluto.

It was like a fascination. | could not take my eyes from him and that little scarcely
perceptible movement he made, turning his head. | trembled with impatience to see him
turn the page, or perhaps throw down his finished sheet on the floor, as somebody

looking into a window like me once saw Sir Walter do, sheet after sheet.

It waz laik a f,aesin’eifan ai kad not teik mai aiz fram him an dzet I'ital sk'easli pas'eptibal
m'u:vmant hi meid t'3:nin hiz hed a1 tr'embald wid imp'elfans ta si: him t3:n 8a peids o:
pah'aeps Brav daon hiz f'inift fi:t 'onda flo: 5z s'ambadi |'vkin ‘Ints o w'indaw latk mi

WANS $2: s3: wplta du firt ‘aefts [i:t
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Era como una fascinacion. No podia apartar los ojos de él y de ese pequeno
movimiento apenas perceptible que hacia al girar la cabeza. Temblaba de
impaciencia por verlo pasar la pagina, o tal vez tirar al suelo la hoja terminada,
como alguien que miraba por una ventana como yo vi una vez hacer a Sir Walter,

hoja tras hoja.

| should have cried out if this unknown had done that. | should not have been able to
help myself, whoever had been present; and gradually | got into such a state of

suspense waiting for it to be done that my head grew hot and my hands cold.

al ['odav kraid aot If 81s Ann'aon had dan dzet al fad n'ptav bin ‘eibal ta help mais'elf hu:
‘eva hadb'in prezant send gr'aedzusli a1 got 'Inta satf o steit av sasp'ens w'eitin for it tab

‘i dan &at mai hed gru: hot an mar haendz kauwld

Deberia haber gritado si ese desconocido hubiera hecho eso. No habria podido
evitarlo, independientemente de quién hubiera estado presente; y poco a poco
me fui sumiendo en tal estado de suspense esperando a que sucediera que se me

calentod la cabeza y se me enfriaron las manos.

And then, just when there was a little movement of his elbow, as if he were about to do
this, to be called away by Aunt Mary to see Lady Carnbee to the door! | believe | did not
hear her till she had called me three times, and then | stumbled up, all flushed and hot,

and nearly crying.

and den dzas wen daw'az o I'ital m'uzvmoant av hiz 'elbaw az If hi war ab'ast to du dis
tab'i ka:ld sw'el bai a:nt m'eari ta si: I'eidi k'a:nbi: ta &s da: ai bil'i:v ai didn'nt his ha til

fi had ka:ld mi ri: taimz an dsn a1 st'Ambald Ap 2:1 flaft an hot an n'isli kr'ann

Y entonces, justo cuando hizo un pequeno movimiento con el codo, como si
estuviera a punto de hacerlo, jla tia Mary me llamé para acompanar a Lady
Carnbee a la puerta! Creo que no la oi hasta que me llamoé tres veces, y entonces

me levanté tambaledndome, toda sonrojada y acalorada, y a punto de llorar.
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When | came out from the recess to give the old lady my arm (Mr Pitmilly had gone
away some time before), she put up her hand and stroked my cheek. "What's bothering
the girl?“ she said; "she’s fevered. You must not let her sit her lane in the window, Mary

Balcarres. You and me know what comes of that.”

wen al keim aot fr'amda r'izses to giv 1 aold I'eidi mai a:m m'ista p'itmili had gon aw'el
sam taim bif'a: fi pot Ap ha haend an straokt mai tfi:k wots b'pdarin da g3:l fi sed fi:z f
‘izvad jo mas not let ha sit ha lein 'Inda w'indew m'eari baelk'aris jo an mi nas wot kamz

oV daet

Cuando sali del hueco para ofrecerle mi brazo a la anciana (el sefior Pitmilly se
habia marchado hacia rato), ella levanté la mano y me acaricié la mejilla. —;Qué le

pasa a la nina? —dijo—. Tiene fiebre. No debe dejarla sentada sola en la ventana,

Mary Balcarres. Usted y yo sabemos lo que puede pasar.

Her old fingers had a strange touch, cold like something not living, and | felt that

dreadful diamond sting me on the cheek.

har aovld f'iIngsaz haed a streind3 tatf kaold laik s'AmBin not I'ivin and ai felt daet dr'edfal d

‘aloamand stin mi 'pnda tfitk

Sus viejos dedos tenian un tacto extrano, frio como algo que no esta vivo, y senti

gue aquel horrible diamante me pinchaba en la mejilla.

| do not say that this was not just a part of my excitement and suspense; and | know it is
enough to make anyone laugh when the excitement was all about an unknown man
writing in a room on the other side of the way, and my impatience because he never

came to an end of the page.

a1 du:n'pt sel dat d1s waz not dzost o pa:t av mar eks'aitmant an sasp'ens aend ai nao 1t
1z In'Af ta melk 'eniwan laef wen 81 eks'aitmant waz 2:1 ab'ast an Ann'son maen r'aitin in o
ru:m 'pndi 'Ada said ‘'svda wel an mar imp ‘eifons bik'sz hi n'eva keim ts an end ‘svda

peids
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No digo que esto no fuera solo parte de mi emocidn y suspense; y sé que es
suficiente para hacer reir a cualquiera cuando la emocion se debia a un hombre
desconocido que escribia en una habitacién al otro lado de la calle, y mi

impaciencia porque nunca llegaba al final de la pagina.

If you think | was not quite as well aware of this as anyone could be! but the worst was

that this dreadful old lady felt my heart beating against her arm that was within mine.

If jo Bink a1 waz not kwart oz wel aw'ear av dis oz ‘eniwan kad bi bat 8a w3:st waz dat
31s dr'edfal aold I'eidi felt mar ha:t b'i:tin ag'enst har a:m dst waz wid'in main

iSi crees que yo no era tan consciente de ello como cualquiera podria serlo! Pero
lo peor fue que aquella horrible anciana sintié los latidos de mi corazén contra su

brazo, que estaba entre los mios.

“You are just in a dream,” she said to me, with her old voice close at my ear as we went
downstairs. “| don't know who it is about, but it's bound to be some man that is not

worth it. If you were wise you would think of him no more.”

jo a: dzast in o dri:m [i sed ta mi wid har aovld vais klaos st mai 1ar az wi went d'avnsteaz
al doont naw hu: 1t 1z ab'ast bat its baond tab'i sam maen dat 1z not w3:0 1t If jo wa waiz

jo wad Bink av him n'aom :

—Solo estas sonando —me dijo, con su vieja voz cerca de mi oido mientras
bajabamos—. No sé de quién se trata, pero seguro que es un hombre que no vale

la pena. Si fueras sensata, no pensarias mas en él.

“l am thinking of no man!” | said, half crying. “It is very unkind and dreadful of you to say
so, Lady Carnbee. | never thought of any man, in all my life!” | cried in a passion of

indignation. The old lady clung tighter to my arm, and pressed it to her, not unkindly.

atom 6'inkin av nav maen ai sed ha:f kr'ann 1t 1z v'eri Ank'aind an dr'edfsl av jo ts sel sav
I'eidi k'a:nbi: a1 n'eva B2:t av 'eni maen in 2:1 mar laif a1 kraid in 3 p'afon av indign'‘eifon

31 aovld I'eidi klang t'aits ta mai a:m an prest it ta h3: not apk'aindli
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—iNo pienso en ningun hombre! —dije, casi llorando—. Es muy desagradable y
espantoso por su parte decir eso, Lady Carnbee. jJamas pensé en ningin hombre
en mi vida! —grité, indignada. La anciana se aferré a mi brazo y lo apreté contra

ella, con cierta amabilidad.

“Poor little girl,” she said, “how she’s struggling and fluttering! I'm not saying but what

it's more dangerous when it’s all for a dream.”

poa |'ital g3:1 i sed hao [i:z str'aglin an fl'atarin aim not s'enn bat wot its ma: d'eindzaras

wen 1ts 2:1 f'ara drizm

—Pobrecita —dijo—, jcomo se debate y agita! No digo que no sea mas peligroso

cuando todo es un sueno.

She was not at all unkind; but | was very angry and excited, and would scarcely shake
that old pale hand which she put out to me from her carriage window when | had

helped her in.

fi woz npt ot 2:l Apk'aind bat ar waz v'eri ‘sengri and eks'aitid an wad sk'easli felk daet

aould peil haend witf fi pot aot to mi fram ha k'aeridz w'indao wen ar had helpt har in

Ella no fue en absoluto desagradable; pero yo estaba muy enfadada y alterada, y
apenas le estreché aquella vieja mano palida que me tendié desde la ventanilla

del carruaje cuando la ayudé a subir.

| was angry with her, and | was afraid of the diamond, which looked up from under her
finger as if it saw through and through me; and whether you believe me or not, | am
certain that it stung me again — a sharp malignant prick, oh full of meaning! She never

wore gloves, but only black lace mittens, through which that horrible diamond gleamed.

alwaz ‘angri wid h3: and a1 waz afr'eid ‘avda d'ailemand witf lokt Ap fram ‘Anda ha f
'Ingar az If 1t s3: Oru: an Bru: mi aend w'eds jo bil'i:v mi o not alam s'3:ton & stit stan mi
ag'en a fa:p mal'ignant prik 8o ful av m'iznin fi n'eva wa: glavz bat ‘sonli blaek leis m

‘Itanz Oru: witf dzet h'pribal d'alemand gli:md
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Estaba enfadada con ella y me daba miedo el diamante, que me miraba desde
debajo de su dedo como si pudiera ver a través de mi; y, me creas o no, estoy
segura de que me volvid a pinchar, un pinchazo agudo y maligno, joh, lleno de
significado! Ella nunca llevaba guantes, solo mitones de encaje negro, a través de

los cuales brillaba ese horrible diamante.

| ran upstairs. She had been the last to go and Aunt Mary too had gone to get ready for
dinner, for it was late. | hurried to my place, and looked across, with my heart beating

more than ever.

al raen Apst'eaz [i hadb'in 85 leest to gov and a:nt m'eari tu: had gon to get r'edi fo d'ina

far it waz leit ar h'arid ta mai pleis an lokt skr'ps wid mar ha:t b'iztin ma: dan 'eva

Subi corriendo las escaleras. Ella habia sido la ultima en irse y la tia Mary también
se habia ido a prepararse para la cena, ya que era tarde. Me apresuré a ir a mi sitio

y miré al otro lado, con el corazén latiendo mas rapido que nunca.

I made quite sure | should see the finished sheet lying white upon the floor. But what |

gazed at was only the dim blank of that window which they said was no window.

al meid kwait foar ai fod si: 8a finift fi:t I'aun wait ap'on da flo: bat wot ai geizd at waz

‘sonli 8 dim blaenk av daet w'indso witf der sed waz nav w'indaov

Me aseguré de ver la hoja terminada, blanca sobre el suelo. Pero lo que

contemplé fue solo el vacio difuso de aquella ventana que, segun decian, no era

una ventana.

The light had changed in some wonderful way during the five minutes | had been gone,
and there was nothing, nothing, not a reflection, not a glimmer. It looked exactly as they

all said, the blank form of a window painted on the wall.

39 lait had tfeindzd in ssm w'andafal weli dj varin 8a faiv m'inits ar hadb'in gon an daw
‘9z n'ABIN N'ABIN n'pta rifl'ekfon n'pta gl'ima 1t lokt egz'aektli oz der o:1 sed da bleenk fa:m

‘'ava w'indau p'eintid ‘'pnds wo:l
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La luz habia cambiado de una manera maravillosa durante los cinco minutos que
habia estado fuera, y no habia nada, nada, ni un reflejo, ni un destello. Se veia
exactamente como todos decian, la forma vacia de una ventana pintada en la

pared.

It was too much. | sat down in my excitement and cried as if my heart would break. | felt
that they had done something to it, that it was not natural, that | could not bear their

unkindness.

It waz tu: matf ai seet daon in mai eks'aitmant an kraid az if mai ha:t wad breik ai felt dat

del had dan s'’AmBin ta 1t &'atit waz not n'zetfaral dat ai kad not bea dear aAnk'aindnas

Fue demasiado. Me senté, emocionada, y lloré como si se me fuera a romper el
corazon. Senti que le habian hecho algo, que no era natural, que no podia

soportar su crueldad.

They thought it not good for me! not good for me! and they had done something —
even Aunt Mary herself — and that wicked diamond that hid itself in Lady Carnbee’s
hand.

del B7:t 1t not god fa mi not god fa mi an del had dan s'’AmBin ‘i:zvan a:nt m'eari h3:s'elf
an daet w'ikid d'alomand dat hid its'elf in I'eidi k'a:nbi:z heend

iPensaban que no era bueno para mi! {No era bueno para mi! Y habian hecho algo,
incluso la tia Mary, y ese diamante malvado que se escondia en la mano de Lady

Carnbee.

Of course | knew all this was ridiculous as well as you could tell me; but | was
exasperated by the disappointment and the sudden stop to all my excited feelings, and |

could not bear it. It was more strong than I.

av ka:s ai nju: o:1 8is waz rnid'ikjulas 2z wel az jo kad tel mi bat a1 waz egz'aespar eitid bal
82 d Isap'aintmant an &3 s'Adan stop ta 2:1 mai eks'aitid f'i:linz and a1 kad not bear i1t 1t

waz m2: stron dan ai
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Por supuesto, sabia que todo esto era ridiculo, y tu también podrias decirmelo;
pero me exasperaba la decepcidn y el repentino fin de mis emociones, y no podia

soportarlo. Era mas fuerte que yo.

| was late for dinner, and naturally there were some traces in my eyes that | had been
crying when | came into the full light in the dining room, where Aunt Mary could look at
me at her pleasure, and | could not run away. She said, “Honey, you have been shedding

tears. I'm not willing to let anyone make you cry in my house.”

alwaz leit fa d'ina an n'aetfarsli 8aw's sam tr'eisiz in mai aiz st a1 hadb'in kr'ann wen ai
keim 'Inta da fol lait 'inda d'aining ruzm wear a:nt m'eari kad lok ot mi ot ha pl'ezo and ai
kad not ran aw'el [i sed h'ani jo havb'in ['edin tiaz aim not w'ilin ta let ‘eniwaAn meik jo

kral In mai haos

Llegué tarde a la cena y, naturalmente, mis ojos delataban que habia estado
llorando cuando entré en el comedor, donde la tia Mary podia mirarme a su
antojo y yo no podia escapar. Ella dijo: —Carifo, has estado llorando. No estoy

dispuesta a que alguien te haga derramar lagrimas en mi casa.

“I have not been made to shed tears,” cried I; and then, to save myself another fit of
crying, | burst out laughing and said, “I am afraid of that dreadful diamond on old Lady

Carnbee’s hand. It bites — | am sure it bites! Aunt Mary, look here.”

al havn'pt bin meid ta Jed tiaz kraid a1 a&end 8¢n ta seiv mais'elf an'Ada fit av kr'ann ai
b3:st aot |'afin oan sed aloam ofr'eid av dzet dr'edfal d'alemand pn sold I'eidi k'a:nbi:z

haend 1t baits alam foar it baits a:nt m'eari lok his

—No me han hecho llorar —exclamé; y entonces, para evitarme otro ataque de
llanto, me eché a reir y dije: —Me da miedo ese horrible diamante que lleva la
anciana Lady Carnbee en la mano. jMuerde! jEstoy segura de que muerde! Tia

Mary, mire.

“You foolish girl,” Aunt Mary said; but she looked at my cheek under the light of the
lamp, and then she gave it a little pat with her soft hand.
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jo f'u:lif g3:1 a:nt m'eari sed bat [i lokt st mai tfi:k ‘'Anda &a lait 'svds leemp an d¢n [i gev

it o I'ital paset wid ha soft haend

—ijQueé tonta eres! —dijo la tia Mary; pero me miré la mejilla a la luz de la [ampara

y luego me dio una pequena palmadita con su suave mano.

“Go away with you, you silly child. There is no bite; but a flushed cheek, my honey, and a
wet eye. You must just read out my paper to me after dinner when the post is in: and

we'll have no more thinking and no more dreaming for tonight.”

gowv aw'el Wid ju jo s'lli tfaild dar 1z nav bait bat o flAft tfi:k mai h'Ani and o wet ai jo mas
dzos ri:d avt mai p'eipa ta mi ‘a&fta d'ins wen da pauvst 1z In an wi:l haev n'aom 3: 8'inkin

an n'aom 2: dr'izmin fa tan'ait

—Vete, nina tonta. No hay mordisco; solo una mejilla sonrojada, carifio, y un ojo
lloroso. Debes leerme el peridédico después de cenar, cuando llegue el correo; y

no pensaremos ni sonaremos mas esta noche.

“Yes, Aunt Mary,” said |. But | knew what would happen; for when she opens up her
"Times, all full of the news of the world, and the speeches and things which she takes an

interest in, though | cannot tell why, she forgets.

jes a:nt m'eari sed a1 bat a1 nju: wot wad h'aepan fa wen [i 'svpanz Ap ha taimz 2:| fol
'avd9 nju:z ‘avds w3:ld an da sp'i:tfiz an Binz witf [i teiks an 'Intrest in dav ai k'senot tel

wal fi fag 'ets

—Si, tia Mary —dije. Pero sabia lo que pasaria; porque cuando abre su Times lleno
de noticias del mundo, discursos y cosas que le interesan, aunque no sé por qué,

se olvida.

And as | kept very quiet and made not a sound, she forgot tonight what she had said,
and the curtain hung a little more over me than usual, and | sat down in my recess as if |
had been a hundred miles away. And my heart gave a great jump, as if it would have

come out of my breast; for he was there.
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a&nd az a1 kept v'eri kwaiat an meid n'pta saond fi fag'ot tan'ait wot i had sed an 8a k
'3:tan han o I'ital ma:r 'svva mi dan j'u:zual and ai seet daon 1n mai r'izses oz If a hadb'in
9 h'andrad mailz sw'er @&nd mar ha:t geiv a greit dzamp oz if it w'odhav kam ‘astav mai

brest fo hi woaz dea

Y como me mantuve muy callada y no hice ningun ruido, ella olvidé esta noche lo
que habia dicho, y la cortina caia sobre mi un poco mas de lo habitual, y me senté
en mi rincén como si estuviera a cientos de kildmetros de distancia. Y mi corazén

dio un gran salto, como si fuera a salirse de mi pecho; porque él estaba alli.

But not as he had been in the morning. | suppose the light, perhaps, was not good
enough to go on with his work without a lamp or candles — for he had turned away
from the table and was fronting the window, sitting leaning back in his chair, and

turning his head to me. Not to me — he knew nothing about me.

bat not oz hi hadb'in 'Inds m'>:nin a1 sop'avz ds lait pah'aeps waz not god In'Af ts gav
pn wid hiz w3:k wid'aot o l&emp o k'aendalz fa hi had t3:nd aw'el fr'amds t'eibal an waz
fr'’antin s w'indao s'itin I'iznin baek 1n hiz tfes an t'3:nin hiz hed ta mi not ta mi hi nju: n

'ABIN ab'ast mi

Pero no como habia estado por la manana. Supongo que la luz, tal vez, no era lo
suficientemente buena como para continuar con su trabajo sin una ldampara o
velas, pues se habia alejado de la mesa y estaba frente a la ventana, sentado

recostado en su sillay girando la cabeza hacia mi. No hacia mi, él no sabia nada

de mi.

| thought he was not looking at anything; but with his face turned my way.
a1l ©2:t hi waz not I'vkin at 'eniB 1y bat wid hiz feis t3:nd mai wel
Pensé que no estaba mirando nada, pero tenia la cara vuelta hacia mi.
My heart was in my mouth: it was so unexpected, so strange! Although | don’t know

why it seemed strange to me, for there was no communication between him and me

that it should have moved me; and what could be more natural than that a man,
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wearied of his work, and feeling the want perhaps of more light, and yet that it was not
dark enough to light a lamp, should turn round in his own chair, and rest a little, and
think?

mal ha:t waz in mai maw 1t waz sao ,Aneksp'ektid sao streindz 2:18'a6 al deont naw wal
It si:md streind3 to mi fa daw'az nav kamj u:nik'eifon bitw'i:n him an mi &'stit [‘odav
mu:vd mi send wot kad bi ma: n'aetfaral dan &'sts maen w'iarid av hiz wa:k an f'i:lin da
wont pah'aeps av ma: lait an jet 8'stit waz not da:k in'Af ta lait o leemp Jod t3:n raond In

hiz son tfes an rest o I'ital an Bink

Se me encogié el corazén: jera tan inesperado, tan extrano! Aunque no sé por qué
me parecid extrano, ya que no hubo ninguna comunicacién entre él y yo que
pudiera haberme conmovido; y ;qué podria ser mas natural que un hombre,
cansado de su trabajo y sintiendo quizas la necesidad de mas luz, aunque no

estuviera lo suficientemente oscuro como para encender una lampara, se girara

en su silla, descansara un poco y pensara?

Papa always says he is thinking of nothing at all. He says things blow through his mind
as if the doors were open, and he has no responsibility. What sort of things were
blowing through this man’s mind? or was he thinking, still thinking, of what he had been
writing and going on with it still? The thing that troubled me most was that | could not
make out his face.

pap'a:r 2:lweiz sez hi 1z 8'inkin av n'ABIn ot 2:| hi sez Binz blaw Bru: hiz maind az If 89
do:z war ‘aupan an hi haz naw risp, bnsab'iliti wot sa:t av inz wa bl'avin Bru: 8is maenz
maind a waz hi 8'inkin stil 8'ikin av wot hi hadb'in r'artin an g'savin pn wid 1t stil 3 6in
dat tr'Abald mi mawvst waz dat al kad not melk ast hiz feis

Papa siempre dice que no piensa en nada. Dice que las cosas pasan por su mente
como si las puertas estuvieran abiertas, y que él no tiene ninguna
responsabilidad. ;Qué tipo de cosas pasaban por la mente de este hombre? ;O

estaba pensando, todavia pensando, en lo que habia estado escribiendo y seguia

con ello? Lo que mas me preocupaba era que no podia distinguir su rostro.
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It is very difficult to do so when you see a person only through two windows, your own

and his.

it 1z v'eri d'ifikalt ta du sao wen jo si: o p'3:son 'sonli Bru: tu: w'indavz jor avn an hiz

Es muy dificil hacerlo cuando solo ves a una persona a través de dos ventanas: la

tuyay la suya.

| wanted very much to recognise him afterwards if | should chance to meet him in the
street. If he had only stood up and moved about the room, | should have made out the
rest of his figure, and then | should have known him again; or if he had only come to the
window (as papa always did), then | should have seen his face clearly enough to have

recognised him.

al w'ontid v'eri matf ta r'ekagn aiz him ‘seftowadz If ai fod tfeens ta mi:t him 'Inda stri:t if
hi had ‘sonli stod Ap an mu:vd ab'aot s ru:m ai [odav meid ast 8s rest av hiz figs an
d¢en al ['vdav naon him ag'en ar If hi had 'sonli kam ta s w'indaw az pap'a:r '2:lweiz did

den al f'odav si:n hiz feis kl'iali In'Af ta hav r'ekagn,aizd him

Tenia muchas ganas de reconocerlo después, si por casualidad me lo encontraba
por la calle. Si se hubiera levantado y se hubiera movido por la habitacion, habria
podido distinguir el resto de su figura y entonces lo habria reconocido; o si se
hubiera asomado a la ventana (como siempre hacia papa), habria podido ver su

rostro con claridad suficiente para reconocerlo.

But, to be sure, he did not see any need to do anything in order that | might recognise
him, for he did not know | existed; and probably if he had known | was watching him, he

would have been annoyed and gone away.

bat tab'i fus hi didn'nt si: 'eni ni:d ta du 'eniB 1n In '2:da dat a1 mait r'ekagn aiz him fs hi
didn'pt nao a1 egz'istid aend pr'pbabli if hi had naon ar waz w'ntfin him hi w'sdhav bin an

'21d an gon aw'el

Pero, sin duda, él no veia ninguna necesidad de hacer nada para que yo lo

reconociera, ya que no sabia que yo existia; y probablemente, si hubiera sabido
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qgue lo estaba observando, se habria molestado y se habria marchado.

But he was as immovable there facing the window as he had been seated at the desk.
Sometimes he made a little faint stir with a hand or a foot, and | held my breath, hoping

he was about to rise from his chair, but he never did it.

bat hi waz oz im'u:vabal dea f'eisin 8s w'indsw az hi hadb'in s'i:tid st 8s desk s'’amtaimz
hi meid a I'ital feint st3: wid a haend ar o fot and a1 held mai bre® h'sopin hi waz ab'aot

ta raiz from hiz tfea bat hi n'eva did 1t

Pero alli estaba, tan inmovil frente a la ventana como lo habia estado sentado en
el escritorio. A veces hacia un pequefio movimiento con la mano o el pie, y yo

contenia la respiracion, esperando que se levantara de la silla, pero nunca lo

hacia.

And with all the efforts | made | could not be sure of his face.

a&nd wid o:1 81 'efats a1 meid a1 kad not bi foar av hiz feis

Y con todos los esfuerzos que hice, no pude estar seguro de su rostro.

| puckered my eyelids together as old Miss Jeanie did who was shortsighted, and | put

my hands on each side of my face to concentrate the light on him, but it was all in vain.

al p'Akad mai ‘ailidz tag'edar az awld mis d3'i:ni did hu: waz [ 5:ts'aitid and ai pot mai

haendz pn i:tf said av mai feis ta k'pnsantr eit 83 lait on him bat it waz 2:1 In vein

Arrugué los parpados como hacia la vieja seforita Jeanie, que era miope, y puse
las manos a ambos lados de la cara para concentrar la luz sobre él, pero fue en

vano.

Either the face changed as | sat staring, or else it was the light that was not good

enough, or | don't know what it was.

‘a1da 83 feis tfeindzd az a1 saet st'earin o:r €ls 1t w'azds lait dat waz not god In'Af 2: a

doaont nav wot It wpz
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O bien la cara cambiaba mientras yo me quedaba mirandola fijamente, o bien era

la luz la que no era lo suficientemente buena, o no sé qué era.

His hair seemed to me light; certainly there was no dark line about his head, as there
would have been had it been very dark. And | saw, where it came across the old gilt

frame on the wall behind, that it must be fair, and | am almost sure he had no beard.

hiz hea si:md to mi lait s'3:tanli daw'az naov da:k lain ab'ast hiz hed 9z s w'sdhav bin h
‘aedit bin v'eri da:k and a1 so: wear 1t keim akr'ns &1 aold gilt freim 'pnda wo:l bih'aind &

‘atit mas bi fea and alam '2:Imawst fus hi haed nawv biad

Su cabello me parecio claro; sin duda no habia ninguna linea oscura alrededor de
su cabeza, como la habria habido si fuera muy oscuro. Y vi, por cdmo se veia a
través del viejo marco dorado de la pared de atras, que debia de ser rubio, y estoy

casi segura de que no tenia barba.

Indeed | am sure that he had no beard, for the outline of his face was distinct enough;
and the daylight was still quite clear out of doors, so that | recognised perfectly a
baker’s boy who was on the pavement opposite, and whom | should have known again

whenever | had met him: as if it was of the least importance to recognise a baker’s boy!

ind'i:d alam Jua &at hi haed naw biad f'ad1 ‘astlain av hiz feis waz dist'inkt in'Af send &s d
‘ellait waz stil kwait klisr ‘astav do:z saw dat al r'ekagn,aizd p's:fektli o b'etkaz boi hu:
waz 'pnda p'elvmant ‘ppaz, it an hu:m ai f'vdav navn ag'en wen'evar al had met him oz if

It waz ‘avda lizst imp'a:tans ta r'ekagn aiz s b'etkaz boi

De hecho, estoy segura de que no tenia barba, ya que el contorno de su rostro
era bastante claro; y la luz del dia aun era bastante intensa en el exterior, por lo
gue reconoci perfectamente a un chico panadero que estaba en la acera de
enfrente y al que habria reconocido de nuevo cada vez que me lo hubiera

encontrado: jcomo si fuera de la menor importancia reconocer a un muchacho

panadero!

There was one thing, however, rather curious about this boy. He had been throwing

stones at something or somebody.
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daw 2z wAn 01 hav'eva r'a:ds kj'varias ab'ast dis boi hi hadb'in Or'avin stavnz ot s

'AmBIn o s'’ambadi

Sin embargo, habia algo bastante curioso en este chico. Habia estado tirando

piedras a algo o a alguien.

In St Rule’s they have a great way of throwing stones at each other, and | suppose there
had been a battle. | suppose also that he had one stone in his hand left over from the
battle, and his roving eye took in all the incidents of the street to judge where he could

throw it with most effect and mischief.

In seint ru:lz der haev o greit wel av Br'aovin stovnz ot i:tf 'Ads and al sap'avz s hadb'in
9 b'aetal a1 sap'avz 1:lsaw dat hi haed wan stoon In hiz haend left 'sova fr'amds b'aetal

an hiz r'aovin ai tok in 2:1 81 'insidants 'svda stri:t ta d3adz wea hi kad Braw It wid maovst

If ekt an m'istfif

En St. Rule’s tienen una forma muy peculiar de tirarse piedras, y supongo que
hubo una batalla. Supongo también que tenia una piedra en la mano que le habia
sobrado de la batalla, y su mirada errante observaba todos los incidentes de la

calle para decidir donde podia lanzarla con mayor efecto y dano.

But apparently he found nothing worthy of it in the street, for he suddenly turned round

with a flick under his leg to show his cleverness, and aimed it straight at the window.

bat ap'aerantli hi fasnd n'ABInp w'3:8i av 1t 'Inda stri:t fa hi s'adanli t3:nd ravnd wid a flik

'‘Anda hiz leg ta [o hiz kl'evonas and eimd 1t streit st s w'indaw

Pero al parecer no encontré nada digno de ello en la calle, pues de repente se gird
con un movimiento rapido bajo la pierna para demostrar su astucia y apunté

directamente a la ventana.

| remarked without remarking that it struck with a hard sound and without any breaking
of glass, and fell straight down on the pavement. But | took no notice of this even in my

mind, so intently was | watching the figure within, which didn’t move nor pay the
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slightest notice, and remained just as dimly clear, as perfectly seen, yet as

indistinguishable, as before.

ainim'a:kt wid'aot rim'a:kin &'stit strak wid a ha:d sasnd an wid'ast 'eni br'eikin av
glaes an fel streit davn 'pnda p'ervmant bat ar tok naw n'sotis av dis 'izvan in mar maind
sav Int'entli waz a1 w'ntfin ds figa wid'in witf d'idant mu:v na: per 8s sl'aitist n'swtis an

rim'eind dzast az d'imli klis az p's:fektli si:n jet az indist' ingwifsbal az bif'>:

Observé sin comentarios que golped con un ruido fuerte y sin romper ningun
cristal, y cay6 directamente a la acera. Pero ni siquiera presté atencién a esto en
mi mente, tan absorta estaba observando la figura del interior, que no se movia ni

prestaba la mas minima atencién, y permanecia tan vagamente clara, tan

perfectamente visible, pero tan indistinguible como antes.

And then the light began to fail a little, not diminishing the prospect within, but making
it still less distinct than it had been.

and den ds lait big'aen ta feirl s I'ital not dim'inifin 8 pr'pspekt wid'in bat m'eikin it stil
les dist'inkt dan 1t hadb'in

Y entonces la luz empezé a agotarse un poco, sin disminuir la perspectiva en el

interior, pero haciéndola todavia menos nitida de lo que habia sido.

Then | jumped up, feeling Aunt Mary’s hand upon my shoulder. “Honey,” she said, “I
asked you twice to ring the bell; but you did not hear me.”

den al dzampt Ap f'izlin a:nt m'eariz haend ap'on mai ['aolds h'Ani [i sed a1 seskt jo twais

to rin s bel bat jo didn'pt his mi

Entonces me levanté de un salto al sentir la mano de la tia Mary en mi hombro. —

Carino —dijo—, te pedi dos veces que tocaras el timbre, pero no me oiste.

“Oh, Aunt Mary!” | cried in great penitence, but turning again to the window in spite of
myself.

https://espingli.com/the-library-window.html 79/146



12/2/26, 17:06 The Library Window by Margaret Oliphant

2u a:nt m'eari ar kraid In greit p'enitans bat t'3:nin ag'en ta s w'indaw In spait av mais
‘elf

—iOh, tia Mary! —grité con gran arrepentimiento, pero volviéndome de nuevo

hacia la ventana a pesar mio.

“You must come away from there: you must come away from there,” she said, almost as
if she were angry; and then her soft voice grew softer, and she gave me a kiss: “never
mind about the lamp, honey; | have rung myself, and it is coming; but, silly child, stop

daydreaming all the time, your little head will turn.”

jo mas kam aw'el from dea jo mas kam aw'el from des [i sed 'd:lmawst oz If fi war ‘sengri
and den ha spft vais gru: s'pftar an [i gerv mi a kis n'eva maind ab'ast 8 laamp h'ani a
hav ran mais'elf and 1t 1z k'amin bat s'ili tfaild stop d'eidri:min 2:1 8s taim js I'ital hed wil

t3:n

—Debes irte de alli: debes irte de alli —dijo, casi como si estuviera enfadada; y
entonces su suave voz se volvié aln mas suave y me dio un beso: —No te

preocupes por la ldmpara, carifo; yo misma he llamado y ya viene; pero, nifa

tonta, deja de sonar despierta todo el rato, tu cabecita se volvera loca.

All the answer | made, for | could scarcely speak, was to give a little wave with my hand

to the window on the other side of the street.

2:1 81 ‘aensar ai meid far ai kad sk'easli spi:k waz ta giv o I'ital weiv wid mai haend ta 82

w'indaw 'pndi ‘Ada said 'ovda stri:t

La Unica respuesta que di, pues apenas podia hablar, fue un pequeno gesto con la

mano hacia la ventana del otro lado de la calle.

She stood there patting me softly on the shoulder for a whole minute or more,
murmuring something that sounded like, “She must go away, she must go away.” Then
she said, always with her hand soft on my shoulder, “Like a dream when you wake up.”

And when | looked again, | saw the blank of an opaque surface and nothing more.
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fi stod dea p'aetin mi s'pftli ‘'onda ['avlda f'ars hasl m'init @ ma: m's:marin s'’Améin dat s
‘aondid laik fi mas gaws aw'el fi mas gav aw'el d¢n fi sed 'd:lweiz wid ha haend spft bn mai
['solds laik o drizm wen jo weik Ap aend wen ai lokt ag'en a1 so: 83 blaenk 'svan avp'eik s

'3:fis an n'ABIN Mo:

Se quedod alli acaricidndome suavemente el hombro durante un minuto o mas,
murmurando algo asi como: «Tiene que irse, tiene que irse». Luego dijo, siempre
con su mano suave sobre mi hombro: «Como un sueno al despertar». Y cuando

volvi a mirar, vi el vacio de una superficie opaca y nada mas.

Aunt Mary asked me no more questions. She made me come into the room and sit in

the light and read something to her.

a:nt m'eari askt mi n'aom 2: kw'estfonz fi meid mi kam ‘inta 83 ru:m an sit 'Inda lait an

ri:d s’ AmOin ts hs:

La tia Mary no me hizo mas preguntas. Me hizo entrar en la habitacion, sentarme

alaluzy leerle algo.

But | did not know what | was reading, for there suddenly came into my mind the thud
of the stone upon the window, and its descent straight down, as if from some hard
substance that threw it off, though | had myself seen it strike upon the glass of the

panes across the way.

bat a1 didn'nt nas wot a1 waz r'i:din fa 83 s'adanli keim ‘inta mai maind 8 6Ad ‘avda
staon ap'pn ds w'indav and 1ts dis'ent streit daon oz If from som ha:d s'Abstans dat Bru:

It of dav a1 had mais'slf si:n 1t stratk sp'pn &s glaes 'svda peinz skr'ns da wel

Pero no sabia lo que estaba leyendo, porque de repente me vino a la mente el
ruido sordo de la piedra contra la ventana y su caida en picado, como si una

sustancia dura se la hubiera quitado de encima, aunque yo misma la habia visto

golpear el cristal de los ventanales de enfrente.

Chapter IV

tf'aepto fo:
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Capitulo IV

| am afraid | continued in a state of great exaltation and commotion of mind for some

time.

atom ofr'eid ar kant'inju:d in a steit av greit egzplt'elfan an kam'swofon av maind fa som

taim

Me temo que continué en un estado de gran exaltacién y conmocién mental por

un tiempo.

| used to hurry through the day till the evening came, when | could watch my neighbour
through the window opposite. | did not talk much to anyone, and | never said a word

about my own questions and wonderings.

alju:zd ta h'ari Oru: da del til 81 'i:vnin keim wen a1 kad wotf mai n'eiba Bru: ds w'indav
‘ppaz,it ar didn'nt to:k matf ta ‘eniwan and ai n'eva sed 3 w3:d ab’'ast mai son kw'estfonz

an w'Andarinz

Solia pasar el dia deprisa hasta que llegaba la noche, cuando podia observar a mi
vecino a través de la ventana de enfrente. No hablaba mucho con nadie y nunca

decia ni una palabra sobre mis propias preguntas y dudas.

| wondered who he was, what he was doing, and why he never came till the evening;
and | also wondered which house the room he was sitting in belonged to. It seemed to

form a portion of the old College Library, as | have often said.

al w'andad hu: hi woz wot hi waz d'u:in an wai hi n'eva keim til &1 ‘i:vnin aend a1 '2:lsat
w'Andad witf haos &a ru:m hi waz s'itin in bil'ond tu: it si:md ta fa:m a p'a2:Jon ‘avdi auvld

k'plidz I'aibrari oz ar hav 'pfan sed

Me preguntaba quién era, qué hacia y por qué nunca venia hasta la noche; y
también me preguntaba a qué casa pertenecia la habitacién en la que estaba
sentado. Parecia formar parte de la antigua biblioteca de la universidad, como he

dicho muchas veces.
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The window was one of the line of windows which | understood lighted the large hall;
but whether this room belonged to the library itself, or how its occupant gained access

to it, | could not tell.

82 w'indat waz wan ‘avda lain av w'indawoz witf ai Andast'sd I'aitid &8s la:dz ho:l bat w
'eda d1s ruim bil'pnd to da I'aibrari its'elf 21 hao its '‘pkjopant geind 'sekses to 1t a1 kad

not tel

La ventana formaba parte de una hilera de ventanas que, segun entendi,
iluminaban la gran sala; pero no sabia decir si esa sala pertenecia a la biblioteca, o

cémo su ocupante habia accedido a ella.

I made up my mind that it must open out of the hall, and that the gentleman must be
the librarian or one of his assistants, perhaps kept busy all the day in his official duties,

and only able to get to his desk and do his own private work in the evening.

ar meid Ap mar maind &'atit mast ‘svpan 'avtav ds ho:l an 8'08s dz'entalman mas bi ds
latbr'earian @ wan av hiz as'istants pah'aeps kept b'izi 2:1 83 der in hiz of'ifal dj'u:tiz and

‘aonli ‘eibal ta get ta hiz desk an du hiz son priaivet wa:k 'Indi ‘'izvnin

Decidi que debia dar al pasillo y que el caballero debia ser el bibliotecario o uno
de sus ayudantes, tal vez ocupado todo el dia con sus deberes oficiales y capaz de

llegar a su escritorio y hacer su trabajo privado solo por la noche.

One has heard of so many things like that — a man who had to take up some other kind
of work for his living, and then when his leisure time came, gave it all up to something

he really loved — some study or some book he was writing.

wAn haz h3:d av sao m'eni Binz latk dzet @ maen hu: h'aedts teik Ap sam 'Ads kaind av
w3tk fa hiz I''vin an dsn wen hiz I'ezo taim keim geiv it 2:1 Ap ta s'’am8in hi r'iali Iavd sam

st'adi @ sam bok hi waz r'artin

Se ha oido hablar de muchas cosas asi: un hombre que tuvo que buscar otro tipo
de trabajo para ganarse la vida y luego, cuando llegaba su tiempo libre, se

abandonaba a lo que realmente amaba: algiin estudio o algun libro que estaba
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escribiendo.

My father himself at one time had been like that. He had been in the Treasury all day,
and then in the evening wrote his books, which made him famous. His daughter,

however little she might know of other things, could not but know that!

mai f'a:ds hims'elf st wan taim hadb'in laik 8zt hi hadb'in 'Inda tr'ezari 2:1 del an den
'Ind1 'izvnin raot hiz boks witf meid him f'eimas hiz d'a:ts has'sva I'ital fi mait nav av

'‘Ad2 01nz kod not bat nav daet

Mi propio padre fue asi en su época. Se pasaba el dia en la tesoreria y luego, por
la noche, escribia sus libros, lo que lo hizo famoso. Su hija, por poco que supiera

de otras cosas, jno podia ignorarlo!

But it discouraged me very much when somebody pointed out to me one day in the
street an old gentleman who wore a wig and took a great deal of snuff, and said, That’s
the librarian of the old College. It gave me a great shock for a moment; but then |
remembered that an old gentleman has generally assistants, and that it must be one of

them.

bat 1t disk'Aridzd mi v'eri matf wen s'ambadi p'ointid ast ta mi wan der 'inda stri:t an
aould dz'entalman hu: wa:ir o wig an tok a greit di:l av snaf an sed daets &a laibr'earian
‘avd1 aould k'nlidz 1t geiv mi a greit fok f'ars m'avmant bat dsn ai rim'embad dat an svld

dz'entalman haz d3'enarali as'istonts an & atit mas bi wan av dem

Pero me desanimé mucho cuando un dia, en la calle, alguien me sefalé a un senor
mayor que usaba peluca y tomaba mucho rapé, y dijo: —Ese es el bibliotecario de
la antigua universidad. Me impresiond mucho por un momento; pero luego

recordé que un senor mayor suele tener ayudantes, y que debia ser uno de ellos.

Gradually | became quite sure of this. There was another small window above, which
twinkled very much when the sun shone, and looked a very kindly bright little window,

above that dullness of the other which hid so much.
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gr'aed3zusli ai bik'eim kwait [oar av 8is daw'az an'Ada sma:l w'indaw ab’'Av witf tw'inkald
v'eri matf wen da san fon an lokt a v'eri k'aindli brait I'ital w'indso ab'av daet d'Alnas

'avd1 'Ada witf hid sao matf

Poco a poco fui adquiriendo la certeza de ello. Habia otra ventanita arriba, que
centelleaba mucho cuando brillaba el sol, y parecia una ventanita muy amable y

luminosa, por encima de la opacidad de la otra, que ocultaba tanto.

| made up my mind this was the window of his other room, and that these two
chambers at the end of the beautiful hall were really beautiful for him to live in, so near
all the books, and so retired and quiet, that nobody knew of them. What a fine thing for
him! and you could see what use he made of his good fortune as he sat there, so

constant at his writing for hours together.

al meid Ap mai maind 81s w'azds w'Indaw av hiz 'Ada ru:m an dat 8i:z tu: tf eimbaz ot &
end 'avda bj'u:tifal ha:l wa r'isli bj'u:tifal fa him ta liv In sau niar 2:1 8s buks an sao rit
‘alad an kwaiat dat n'savbadi nju: av 8em wot o fain 8in fa him an jo kad si: wot ju:s hi

meid av hiz god f'2:tfu:n oz hi seet dea sav k'pnstont ot hiz r'aitin for avaz tag'eds

Decidi que esa era la ventana de su otra habitacién, y que esas dos estancias al
final del hermoso pasillo eran realmente preciosas para vivir, tan cerca de todos
los libros, tan apartadas y tranquilas, que nadie sabia de su existencia. jQué suerte
tenia! Y se podia ver el uso que hacia de su buena fortuna mientras permanecia

alli sentado, escribiendo sin descanso durante horas y horas.

Was it a book he was writing, or could it be perhaps poems? This was a thought which
made my heart beat; but | concluded with much regret that it could not be poems,
because no one could possibly write poems like that, straight off, without pausing for a

word or a rhyme.

waz It @ buk hi waz r'aitin 2: kad it bi pah'aeps p'avimz di1s w'sazs 03:t witf meid mai ha:t
bi:t bat ai kenkl'u:did wid matf rigr'st &'stit kad not bi p'avimz bik'sz n'sswan kad p

‘psibli rait p'avimz laik daet streit of wid'ast p'a:zin f'ara w3:d ar a raim
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¢Era un libro lo que estaba escribiendo, o tal vez poemas? Este pensamiento hizo
gue mi corazoén latiera con fuerza, pero llegué a la conclusion, con gran pesar, de
gue no podian ser poemas, porque nadie podria escribir poemas asi, de golpe, sin

detenerse a buscar una palabra o una rima.

Had they been poems he would have risen up, he would have paced about the room or

come to the window as papa did, and it's not like papa wrote poems.

haed del bin p'avimz hi w'odhav r'izan Ap hi w'sdhav peist ab'ast da ru:m a kam to do w

'Indav oz pap'a: did and 1ts not laik pap'a: raot p'avimz

Si hubieran sido poemas, se habria levantado, habria caminado de un lado a otro
por la habitacion o se habria acercado a la ventana como hacia papa, y no es que

papa escribiera poemas.

But | could not believe that a poet could have kept still for hours and hours like that.
What could it be then? Perhaps it was history; that is a great thing to work at, but you
would not perhaps need to move nor to stride up and down, or look out upon the sky

and the wonderful light.

bat ai kad not bil'i:v &'sts p'aovit k'vdav kept stil for avaz and avaz laik daet wot kad it bi
den pah'aeps it waz h'istari daet 1z o greit 8in to w3:k aet bat jo wad npt pah'aps ni:d to

mu:v nd: ta straid Ap an daon 2: lok ast ap'pn da skai an s w'Andafal lait

Pero no podia creer que un poeta pudiera permanecer quieto durante horas y
horas asi. ;Qué podia ser entonces? Quizas fuera historia; es algo maravilloso en
lo que trabajar, pero tal vez no necesitarias moverte ni pasearte de un lado a otro,

ni mirar al cielo y la maravillosa luz.

He did move now and then, however, though he never came to the window.

hi did mu:v nas an dsn has'sva 320 hi n'eva keim ta da w'indow

Sin embargo, se movia de vez en cuando, aunque nunca se acercaba a la ventana.
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Sometimes, as | have said, he would turn round in his chair and turn his face towards it,
and sit there for a long time musing when the light had begun to fail, and the world was
full of that strange day which was night, that light without colour, in which everything
was so clearly visible, and there were no shadows. It is between the night and the day,

when the fairy folk have power.

s'amtaimz oz ar hav sed hi wad t3:n raond In hiz tfear an t3:n hiz feis taw's:dz it an sit
dea f'ara lon taim mj'u:zin wen &s lait had big'an ta feil an s w3:ld waz fol sv daet
streindz der witf waz nait daet lait wid'aot k'ale inw'itf ‘evribin waz sao kl'isli v'izibal an

daw'a nav ['eedavz it 1z bitw'i:n &3 nait an da del wen 8a f'eari fovk haev pave

A veces, como ya he dicho, se daba la vuelta en su silla y volvia la cara hacia ella, y
permanecia alli largo rato meditando cuando la luz empezaba a desvanecerse y el
mundo se llenaba de ese extrano dia que era noche, esa luz sin color, en la que

todo era tan claramente visible y no habia sombras. Es entre la noche y el dia,

cuando los seres magicos tienen poder.

This was the afterlight of the wonderful, long, long summer evening, the light without
shadows. It had a spell in it, and sometimes it made me afraid, and all manner of strange
thoughts seemed to come in, and | always felt that if only we had a little more vision in

our eyes we might see beautiful folk walking about in it, who were not of our world.

dis w'azdI 'aftal ait 'avda w'andafal lon lon s'amar ‘i:vnin &s lait wid'aot [‘sedawz it haed
2 spel In it an s'’amtaimz it meid mi ofr'eid and 2:1 m'aenar av streindz 6>:ts si:md ta kam
In and a1 2:lweiz felt dat If ‘sonli wi haed o I'ital ma: v'izan In a:r aiz wi mait si: bj'u:tifsl

fovk w'arkin ab'ast in it hu: wa not av a: ws:ld

Era el resplandor del atardecer de una maravillosa y larga, larga tarde de verano,
una luz sin sombras. Tenia algo magico, y a veces me daba miedo: me invadian
todo tipo de pensamientos extranos, y siempre sentia que si nuestros ojos
tuvieran un poco mas de vision, podriamos ver gente hermosa caminando por alli,

personas que no eran de nuestro mundo.
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| thought most likely he saw them, from the way he sat there looking out, and this made
my heart expand with the most curious sensation, though | could not see, he did, and
did not even require to come to the window, as | did, sitting close in the depth of the

recess, with my eyes upon him, and almost seeing things through his eyes.

a1 62:t maost I'aikli hi s2: dem fr'amds wel hi szt dea I'vkin aot an di1s meid mai ha:t
eksp'and w'idda maost kj'ovarias sens'elfan dav ai kad not si: hi did an didn'pt 'izvan
rikw'ais ta kam ta da w'indaov oz a1 did s'iting klsos 'Inds depB ‘avda r'izses wid mai aiz ap

'‘on him and 2:lmawst s'izin Binz Bru: hiz aiz

Pensé que probablemente las habia visto, por la forma en que se sentaba alli
mirando hacia fuera, y esto hizo que mi corazén se llenara de una sensacién muy
curiosa, aungue yo no podia ver, él si podia, y ni siquiera necesitaba acercarse a la
ventana, como yo, sentada cerca en lo profundo del hueco, con los ojos fijos en

él, casi viendo las cosas a través de sus ojos.

| was so much absorbed in these thoughts and in watching him every evening that
people began to remark that | was looking pale and that | could not be well, for | paid no
attention when they talked to me, and did not care to go out, nor to join the other girls

for their tennis, nor to do anything that others did.

al waz sau mAtf abs'a:bd In 8i:z B2:ts and In w'ptfin him ‘evri ‘izvnin dsat p'izpal big'aen ta
rm'a:k dat ai waz |'skin peil an dat ar kad not bi wel far ai peid naw at'enfon wen del
ta:kt ta mi an didn'nt kea ta gov aot no: ta d3oin &1 'Ads g3:lz fa des t'enis na: ta du
'€niB In dat 'Adaz did

Estaba tan absorta en estos pensamientos y en observarlo cada tarde que la
gente empez6 a comentar que estaba palida y que no debia de encontrarme bien,
ya que no prestaba atencion cuando me hablaban y no me apetecia salir, ni

unirme a las otras chicas para jugar al tenis, ni hacer nada de lo que hacian los

demas.

Some said to Aunt Mary that | was quickly losing all the ground | had gained, and that

she could never send me back to my mother with a white face like that.
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sam sed ta a:nt m'eari dat a1 waz kw'ikli I'u:zin 2:1 8s grasnd ai had geind an dat fi kad n

‘evo send mi baek ta mai m'Ada wid o wait feis laik daet

Algunos le dijeron a la tia Mary que yo estaba perdiendo rapidamente todo el
terreno que habia ganado y que ella nunca podria enviarme de regreso con mi

madre con una cara blanca como esa.

Aunt Mary had begun to look at me anxiously for some time before that, and, | am sure,
held secret consultations over me, sometimes with the doctor, and sometimes with her

old ladies, who thought they knew more about young girls than even the doctors.

a:nt m'eari had big'an ta lok at mi 'senfasli fo som taim bif'o: daet aend alom Jos held s
izkkrit konsalt'eifonz 'sovve mi s'Amtaimz w'idda d'pkta an s'’amtaimz wid har sold I'eidiz

hu: 82:t del nju: ma:r sb'ast jan g3:1z dan 'i:ven ds d'pktaz

La tia Mary habia empezado a mirarme con ansiedad desde hacia alguin tiempo y
estoy segura de que mantenia consultas secretas sobre mi, a veces con el médico
y a veces con sus amigas mayores, que creian saber mas sobre las jovencitas que
los propios médicos.

And | could hear them saying to her that | wanted diversion, that | must be diverted,
and that she must take me out more, and give a party, and that when the summer
visitors began to come there would perhaps be a ball or two, or Lady Carnbee would

get up a picnic.

and ai kad hia dam s'enn ta ha dat a1 w'pntid daiv's:fon dat ar mas bi daiv's:tid an dat [i
mas tetk mi ast ma: an giv a p'a:ti an st wen da s'’ama v'izitaz big'aen to kam dea wad
pah'aeps bi o ba:l o tu: o: I'eidi k'a:nbi: wad get Ap a p'iknik

Y podia oirles decirle que yo necesitaba distraerme, que debia distraerme, y que
ella debia sacarme mas de casa, organizar una fiesta, y que cuando empezaran a
llegar los veraneantes quiza habria un baile o dos, o Lady Carnbee organizaria un

picnic.
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‘And there’s my young lord coming home,” said the old lady whom they called Miss

Jeanie, “and | never knew the young girl yet that would not cock up her bonnet at the

sight of a young lord.”

a&nd deaz mai jan I2:d k'amin haom sed &1 sold I'eidi hu:m dei ka:ld mis d3'izni and ain

'eva nju: 83 jan g3:l jet dat wad not kok Ap ha b'pnit st 8a sait ‘ave jan Io:d

—Y ahi viene mi joven senor —dijo la anciana a la que llamaban senorita Jeanie—,

y nunca he conocido a ninguna joven que no incline su sombrero al ver a un joven

senor.

But Aunt Mary shook her head. “I wouldn't trust the young lord too much,” she said.
“His mother is determined to get him money; and my poor bit honey has no fortune to
speak of. No, we must not fly so high as the young lord; but | will gladly take her about

the country to see the old castles and towers. It will perhaps rouse her up a little”

bat a:nt m'eari fok ha hed ai w'odant trast 8s jan 1o:d tu: matf [i sed hiz m'adar 1z dit
'3:mind ta get him m'Ani s&end mai pos bit h'ani haz nao f'a:tfu:n ta spi:k bv nas wi mas

not flai sao hai 9z 83 jan 12:d bat a1 wil gl'aedli teik har ab'ast 8a k'Antri ta si: 81 svld k

‘aesolz an tavaz it wil pah'aeps ravz har ap a I'ital

Pero la tia Mary negd con la cabeza. —No confiaria demasiado en el joven senor
—dijo—, su madre estd empenada en conseguirle dinero; y mi pobre pequefa no
tiene fortuna de la que hablar. No, no debemos volar tan alto como el joven
senor; pero con gusto la llevaré por el campo a ver los viejos castillos y torres.

Quizas eso la anime un poco.

‘And if that does not answer we must think of something else,” the old lady said.

and If 8t dazn'pt 'sensa wi mas Bink av s'AmOin €ls 31 svld I'eidi sed

—Y si eso no soluciona el problema, tendremos que pensar en otra cosa —dijo la

anciana.
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| heard them perhaps that day because they were talking of me, which is always a very
effective way to make you listen, for lately | had not been paying any attention to what
they were saying; and | thought to myself how little they knew, and how little | cared

about the old castles and curious houses, having something else in my mind.

al h3:d 8am pah'aeps dat del bik'az del wa t'a:kin av mi witf 1z '2:lweiz  v'eri if ektiv wel
to meik jo I''san fa I'eitli a1 had not bin p'enn 'eni at'enfon ta wot der wa s'enn and ai
02:t to mais'elf hao I'ital del nju: an hao I'ital a1 kead ab'avt 81 avld k'aesalz an kj varias

h'avziz h'aevin s’ Am0Oin €ls iIn mai maind

Quizas ese dia los escuché porque estaban hablando de mi, lo cual siempre es
una forma muy eficaz de hacer que escuches, ya que ultimamente no habia
prestado atencién a lo que decian; y pensé para mi misma lo poco que sabiany lo
poco que me importaban los antiguos castillos y las casas curiosas, ya que tenia

otras cosas en la cabeza.

But just about that time Mr Pitmilly came in, who was always a friend to me, and, when
he heard them talking, he managed to stop them and turn the conversation into another

channel.

bat dzost ab'ast daet taim m'ista p'itmili keim in hu: waz 2:lweiz s frend ta mi an wen hi

h3:d dam t'a:kin hi m'aenidzd ts stop dam an t3:n ds konvas'elfon 'Ints an'Ada tf a&enal

Pero justo en ese momento entré el senor Pitmilly, que siempre fue mi amigo, y al

oirlos hablar logré detenerlos y desviar la conversacion hacia otro cauce.

And after a while, when the ladies were gone away, he came up to my recess, and gave

a glance right over my head.

and 'aeftar o wail wen da I'eidiz wa gon aw'er hi keim Ap to mai r'izses an gerv o glaens

rait ‘'svva mai hed

Y después de un rato, cuando las damas se habian ido, él se acercé a mi rincony

me echd una mirada por encima de la cabeza.
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And then he asked my Aunt Mary if she had ever settled her question about the window
opposite, that you thought was a window sometimes, and then not a window, the old

gentleman said.

a&nd den hi aeskt mar a:nt m'eari If fi had ‘eva s'etald ha kw'estfon ab'ast 82 w'indaw
‘Dpaz,it dat jo B2:t w'aza w'indsw s'Amtaimz an den n'pts w'indav 81 avld dz'entalman

sed

Y luego le pregunté a mi tia Mary si habia resuelto su pregunta sobre la ventana
de enfrente, que a veces pensabas que era una ventana y luego que no, dijo el

anciano caballero.

My Aunt Mary gave me another very wistful look; and then she said, “Indeed, Mr
Pitmilly, we are just where we were, and | am quite as unsettled as ever; and | think my
niece she has taken up my views, because | often see her looking across and wondering,

and | am not clear now what her opinion is.”

mal a:nt m'eari geiv mi an'Ads v'eri w'istfal lok send 8¢n fi sed ind'i:d m'ista p'itmili wi o
dzas wea wi w3: and ailam kwait az Ans'stald az 'eva and a1 Bink mai ni:s fi haz t'eikan Ap
mai vju:z bik'sz a1 ‘'pfon si: ha I'vkin akr'ps an w'andarin and alam not klis nao wot har

ap'inan 1z

Mi tia Mary me dirigié otra mirada muy melancélica y luego dijo: —En efecto,
senor Pitmilly, seguimos igual que antes, y yo sigo tan inquieta como siempre; y
creo que mi sobrina ha adoptado mi punto de vista, porque muchas veces la veo

mirando al otro lado y preguntandose cosas, y ahora no tengo claro cudl es su

opinion.

“My opinion!” | said, “Aunt Mary.” | could not help being a little scornful, as one is when

one is very young.

mai ap'inian ai sed a:nt m'eari ai kad not help b'izin o I'ital sk'a:nfal 8z wan 1z wen wan 1z

V'eri jan

—iMi opinion! —dije—. Tia Mary. No pude evitar sentirme un poco desdenosa,
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como suele ser una cuando es muy joven.

“I have no opinion. There is not only a window but there is a room, and | could show
you” | was going to say, “show you the gentleman who sits and writes in it,” but |

stopped, not knowing what they might say, and looked from one to another.

a1 haev naw ap'inian dar 1z not ‘sonli @ w'indaw bat dar 1z 5 ru:m and a1 kad [o0 jo a1 waz
g'auIn ta sel [ou jo da dz'entalman hu: sits an raits in 1t bat a1 stopt not n'svin wot del

mait sel an lokt fram wan ta an'Ada

—No tengo opinién. No solo hay una ventana, sino una habitacién, y podria
mostrarles —iba a decir—, mostrarles al caballero que se sienta y escribe en ella,

pero me detuve, sin saber qué dirian, y miré a uno y a otro.

“l could tell you all the furniture that is in it," | said.

al kad tel jo o:1 8 f'3:nitfs dat 1z in 1t a1 sed

—Podria decirle todos los muebles que hay en ella —dije.

And then | felt something like a flame that went over my face, and that all at once my
cheeks were burning. | thought they gave a little glance at each other, but that may have
been folly. “There is a great picture, in a big dim frame,’ | said, feeling a little breathless,

“on the wall opposite the window”.

and den al felt s'’amBin laik o fleim dat went ‘svve mai feis an dat 2:1 atw'Ans mai tfi:ks
wa b'3:nin a1 82:t del gelv o I'ital glaens ot i:tf 'Ada bat daet m'ethav bin f'pli dar 1z 3 greit

p'iktfa In @ big dim freim a1 sed f'izlin 3 I'ital br'eBlas 'onds wa:l 'ppaz,it 8 w'indav

Y entonces senti algo asi como una llama que me recorrié la cara, y de repente
mis mejillas ardian. Me parecié que se miraron brevemente la una a la otra, pero
quiza fuera una tonteria. —Hay un cuadro magnifico, en un marco grande y

oscuro —dije, sintiéndome un poco sin aliento— en la pared frente a la ventana.
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“Is there s0?” said Mr Pitmilly, with a little laugh. And he said, “Now | will tell you what
we'll do. You know that there is a conversation party, or whatever they call it, in the big
room tonight, and it will be all open and lighted up. And it is a handsome room, and
two-three things well worth looking at. | will just step along after we have all got our

dinner, and take you over to the party.”

1z 8ed sav sed m'ista p'itmili wid a I'ital laef zend hi sed naw ar wil tel jo wot wi:l du jo nav
dat dar 1z o konvas'elfon p'a:ti 2: wot'eva del ka:l 1t 'Inda big ru:m tan'ait and it wil bi 2:l
‘aupan an l'aitid Ap &nd 1t 1z @ h'aensam ru:m an t'u:0r'i: 8inz wel w3:0 I'vkin st ar wil

dzas step al'pn ‘eefts wi hav 2:1 got a: d'ina an teik jo ‘svva to ds p'a:ti

—c:Es asi? —dijo el senor Pitmilly con una pequena risa. Y anadié: —Ahora te diré
lo que haremos. Sabes que esta noche hay una tertulia, o como se llame, en la
sala grande, y estara toda abierta e iluminada. Es una sala preciosa, y hay dos o
tres cosas que vale la pena ver. Cuando hayamos cenado todos, iré a buscarte y te

llevaré a la fiesta.

“Dear me!” said Aunt Mary. “I have not gone to a party for more years than | would like
to say, and never once to the Library Hall.” Then she gave a little shiver, and said quite

low, “I could not go there.”

dis mi sed a:nt m'eari ar havn'pt gon to o p'a:ti fa ma: jiaz dan a1 wad laik ta sel an n'eva

wAnNs ta da l'aibrari ho:l den fi geiv a I'ital ['va an sed kwait lao a1 kad npt gov dea

—iDios mio! —dijo la tia Mary—. Hace mas anos que no voy a una fiesta de los
gue quisiera, y ni una sola vez al Salén de la Biblioteca. Luego se estremecié un

poco y dijo en voz baja: —No podria ir alli.

“Then you will just begin again tonight, madam,” said Mr Pitmilly, taking no notice of
this, “and a proud man will | be leading in Mistress Balcarres that was once the pride of
the ball!”

d¢en jo wil dzas big'in ag'en tan'ait m'sedom sed m'ista p'itmili t'eikin naw n'sotis av dis

and a praod maen wil a1 bi l'izdig in m'istras baelk'aeris dat waz wans ds praid ‘avdas bo:l
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—Entonces empezara de nuevo esta noche, senora —dijo el senor Pitmilly sin
hacerle caso—, jy seré un hombre orgulloso al dirigir a la senora Balcarres, que

una vez fue el orgullo del baile!

“Ah, once!” said Aunt Mary, with a low little laugh and then a sigh. “And we'll not say
how long ago;” and after that she made a pause, looking always at me, and then she
said, “I accept your offer, and we'll get dressed up; and | hope you will have no occasion

to think shame of us. But why not take your dinner here?”

9 wAns sed a:nt m'eari wid a oo l'ital leef an dgn o sai send wi:l not sel has lon ag'av
and 'afts daet fi meid o pa:z I'vkin '2:lweiz ot mi an d¢n i sed a1 aks'ept jor 'bfa an wi:l
get drest Ap aend a1 haop jo wil haev nao ak'eizan ta Bink feim av As bat wai not teik jo d

Ina hia

—iAh, una vez! —dijo la tia Mary con una risita baja y luego un suspiro—. Y no
diremos cuanto tiempo hace —y después hizo una pausa, mirandome siempre, y
luego dijo—: Acepto tu oferta, y nos arreglaremos; y espero que no tengas por

gué avergonzarte de nosotras. Pero ;por qué no cenas aqui?

That was how it was settled, and the old gentleman went away to dress, looking quite
pleased. But | came to Aunt Mary as soon as he was gone, and begged her not to make

me go.

daet waz hav it waz s'etald an &1 aold d3'entalman went aw'el ta dres I'vkin kwait pli:zd

bat ar keim to a:nt m'eari oz su:n az hi waz gon an begd ha not ta meik mi goov

Asi quedé acordado, y el anciano se marché a vestirse, con aire muy satisfecho.
Pero yo acudi a tia Mary tan pronto como se fue, y le supliqué que no me obligara

air.

“l like the long beautiful night and the light that lasts so long. And | cannot bear to dress
up and go out, wasting it all in a stupid party. | hate parties, Aunt Mary!” | cried, “and |

would far rather stay here.”
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ai laik &s lon bj'u:tifsl nait an &s lait dat laests soo Ibn a&nd ai k'anot bes ta dres Ap an
goav aot w'eistin it 2:1 in a stj'u:pid p'a:ti a1 heit p'a:tiz a:nt m'eari a1 kraid and a1 wad fa:

r'a:ds stel hia

—Me gusta la noche larga y hermosa y la luz que dura tanto. Y no soporto
arreglarme y salir, desperdiciandolo todo en una fiesta estupida. jOdio las fiestas,

tia Mary! —exclamé—, y preferiria quedarme aqui.

“My honey,” she said, taking both my hands, “I| know it will maybe be a blow to you, but

it's better so.”

mai h'Ani [i sed t'etkin baw® mai haendz ai nao 1t wil m'eibi: bi a blaw ta jo bat its b'eta

S90

—Carino —dijo tomandome ambas manos—, sé que quiza sea un duro golpe para

ti, pero es mejor asi.

“How could it be a blow to me?” | cried; “but | would far rather not go.”

has kad 1t bi o blao ta mi a1 kraid bat ar wad fa: r'a:da not gov

—:Como podria ser un golpe para mi? —grité—, pero preferiria no ir.

“You'll just go with me, honey, just this once, it is not often | go out. You will go with me

this one night, just this one night, my honey sweet.”

ju:l dzas gav wid mi h'Ani dzas 81s wans It 1z not ‘pfan a1 gaov ast jo wil gas wid mi &

'IswAn nait dzas 8'iswan nait mar h'Ani swi:t

—Vendras conmigo, carifo, solo por esta vez, no salgo a menudo. Vendras

conmigo esta noche, solo por esta noche, mi dulce amor.

| am sure there were tears in Aunt Mary’s eyes, and she kissed me between the words.

There was nothing more that | could say; but how | grudged the evening!
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alom Jua daw 9 t1az In a:nt m'eariz aiz an [i kist mi bitw'i:n 8s w3:dz daw'sz n'ABIn mo:

dot ai kad sel bat hao ai gradzd a1 'izvnin

Estoy seguro de que habia lagrimas en los ojos de la tia Mary, y me besé entre las
palabras. No habia nada mas que pudiera decir; jpero cémo lamenté aquella

velada!

A mere party, a conversazione instead of my enchanted hour at my window and the soft
strange light, and the dim face looking out, which kept me wondering and wondering
what was he thinking of, what was he looking for, who was he? All one wonder and

mystery and question, through the long, long, slowly fading night!

3 mia p'a:ti @ konvas aetsi'avnel Inst'ed av mai intf'a&ntid avar st mai w'indss an da soft
streindz lait an s dim feis I'vkin ast witf kept mi w'andarin an w'andarin wot waz hi 6
'Inkin pv wot waz hi l'skin fa: hu: waz hi 2:1 wan w'andar an m'istari an kw'estfon 6ru:

35 lon Ipn sl'soli f'eidin nait

Una simple fiesta, una conversazione en lugar de mi hora encantada en mi
ventana y la suave y extrana luz, y el rostro difuso que miraba hacia fuera, que me
mantenia preguntandome una y otra vez qué estaria pensando, qué estaria
buscando, quién seria. iTodo era asombro y misterio y preguntas, a lo largo de la

larga, larga noche que se desvanecia lentamente!

It occurred to me, however, when | was dressing — though | was so sure that he would

prefer his solitude to everything — that he might perhaps, it was just possible, be there.

It ak'3:d to mi hav'sva wen al waz dr'esin dav a1 waz sav [os dat hi wad prif'3: hiz s'plitj

u:d ta 'evriBin dat hi mait pah'aeps 1t waz dzas p'psibal bi dea
Sin embargo, mientras me vestia, se me ocurrié que, aunque estaba segura de

que él preferiria su soledad a cualquier otra cosa, tal vez, solo tal vez, podria estar

alli.
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And when | thought of that, | took out my white frock though Janet had laid out my
blue one, and my little pearl necklace which | had thought was too good to wear. They
were not very large pearls, but they were real pearls, and very even and lustrous though
they were small.

and wen a1 B7:t av daet a1 tok ast mai wart frok dso d3'aenit had leid ast mai blu: wan
an mai I'ital p3:1 n'eklas witf a1 had 82:t waz tu: god to wea del wa npt v'eri la:dz p3:lz

bat de1 wa rial p3:lz an v'eri 'izvan an |'Astras dav del wa smo:|

Y cuando pensé en eso, saqué mi vestido blanco, aunque Janet habia preparado
el azul, y mi pequeno collar de perlas, que pensaba que era demasiado bueno

para usarlo. No eran perlas muy grandes, pero eran perlas auténticas, y muy

uniformes y brillantes a pesar de su pequefio tamano.

And though | did not think much of my appearance then, there must have been
something about me — pale as | was but apt to colour in a moment, with my dress so
white, and my pearls so white, and my hair all shadowy perhaps, that was pleasant to

look at.

and d2uv a1 didn'pt Bink matf av mai ap'1arans dsn ds m'astav bin s'’AmOin ab'ast mi pell
9z a1 waz bat apt ta k'Alar iIn @ m'somant wid mai dres soo wart an mai p3:lz sao wait an
mal hear 2: ['eedawi pah'aeps dat waz pl'ezant ta lok aet

Y aunque entonces no prestaba mucha atencién a mi aspecto, debia de haber
algo en mi, palida como estaba, pero propensa a sonrojarme en un instante, con
mi vestido tan blanco, mis perlas tan blancas y mi cabello quiza un poco oscuro,

que resultaba agradable a la vista.

Even old Mr Pitmilly had a strange look in his eyes, as if he was not only pleased but
sorry too, perhaps thinking of me as a creature that would have troubles in this life,
though | was so young and didn’'t know them. And when Aunt Mary looked at me, there

was a little quiver about her mouth.

‘izvan aold m'ista p'itmili haed o streindz lok in hiz aiz oz If hi waz not "sonli pli:zd bat s
'ori tu: pah'aps 0'inkin av mi az o kr'i:tfe dat w'udhav tr'Abalz in dis laif 826 a1 waz sav

jan an d'idant nav dem aend wen a:nt m'eari lokt ot mi daw'az a I'ital kw'ivar ab'ast ha
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maovo

Incluso el anciano Sr. Pitmilly tenia una mirada extrana en sus ojos, como si no
solo estuviera contento, sino también apenado, tal vez pensando en mi como una
criatura que tendria problemas en esta vida, aunque yo era muy joven y no los

conocia. Y cuando la tia Mary me miraba, habia un pequeno temblor en su boca.

She herself had on her pretty lace and her white hair very nicely done, and looking her
best.

fi h3:s'elf haed pn ha priiti leis an ha wait hea v'eri n'aisli dan an I'vkin ha best

Ella misma llevaba su bonito encaje y su cabello blanco muy bien peinado y lucia

espléndida.

As for Mr Pitmilly, he had a beautiful fine French frill to his shirt, plaited in the most
minute plaits, and with a diamond pin in it which sparkled as much as Lady Carnbee’s

ring.

oz fa m'ista p'itmili hi haed o bj'u:tifal fain frentf fril ts hiz [3:t plaetid 'Inda mavst m'init

plaets an wid a d'alamand pin in it witf sp'a:kald sz matf oz I'eidi k'a:nbi:z rin

En cuanto al senor Pitmilly, tenia un hermoso y fino volante francés en su camisa,
trenzado con las trenzas mas infimas, y con un broche de diamantes que brillaba

tanto como el anillo de Lady Carnbee.

But this was a fine frank kindly stone, that looked you straight in the face and sparkled,
with the light dancing in it as if it were pleased to see you, and to be shining on that old
gentleman’s honest and faithful breast, for he had been one of Aunt Mary'’s lovers in

their early days, and still thought there was nobody like her in the world.

bat 81s w'aza fain freenk k'aindli staon dat lokt jo streit 'Inds feis an sp'a:kald w'idds lait
d'aensin in 1t az if it wa plizzd ta si: jo an tab'i [ainin pn daet svld d3'entalmanz ‘pnist an f
‘e1Bfal brest fa hi hadb'in wan av a:nt m'esriz I'Avaz in dear '3:li deiz an stil 82:t dow'az

n'avbadi laik har 'inda w3:Id
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Pero era una piedra bonita, franca y amable, que te miraba directamente a los
ojos vy brillaba, con la luz bailando en ella como si estuviera contenta de verte y de
brillar en el pecho honesto y fiel de aquel anciano caballero, pues habia sido uno
de los amantes de la tia Mary en sus primeros anos y aln pensaba que no habia

nadie como ella en el mundo.

| had got into quite a happy state of mind by the time we set out across the street in the

soft light of the evening to the Library Hall.

al had got 'Inta kwait @ h'aepi steit av maind bai 8a taim wi st aot akr'ps & stri:t 'Inda

spft lait 'avdi 'izvnin ta da I'aibrari ho:l

Me encontraba en un estado de dnimo bastante feliz cuando cruzamos la calle

bajo la suave luz de la tarde hacia el Salén de la Biblioteca.

Perhaps, after all, | should see him, and see the room which | was so well acquainted

with, and find out why he sat there so constantly and never was seen outside.

pah'aeps 'aftar o:l a1 fod si: him an si: 83 ru:m witf a1 waz sao wel akw'eintid wid an

faind ast wal hi seet dea sov k'pnstantli an n'eva waz si:n avts'aid

Quizas, después de todo, deberia ir a verlo, y ver la habitacién que tan bien
conocia, y averiguar por qué se sentaba alli tan constantemente y nunca se le veia

afuera.

| thought | might even hear what he was working at, which would be such a pleasant
thing to tell papa when | went home. A friend of mine at St Rule’s and then my father

would laugh as he always did, and say he was but an idler and never busy at all.

a1 62:t ar mait 'izvan hia wot hi waz w's:kin set witf wad bi satf a pl'ezant 6in ta tel pap'a:
wen a1 went haom o frend av main at seint ru:lz an dsn mai f'a:da wad laef oz hi '2:lwelz

did an ser hi waz bat an ‘aidlor an n'sva b'izi ot o:l
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Pensé que incluso podria enterarme de lo que hacia, lo cual seria un placer
contarle a papa al volver a casa. Un amigo mio de St. Rule y luego mi padre se

reian como siempre, y decian que era un holgazan y que nunca estaba ocupado.

The room was all light and bright, flowers wherever flowers could be, and the long lines
of the books that went along the walls on each side, lighting up wherever there was a

line of gilding or an ornament, with a little response.

ds ru:m waz 2:l lait an brait flavaz wear'sva flavaz kad bi an da Ion lainz 'avda boks dat
went al'pn 8 wo:lz pn i:tf said I'aritin Ap wear'eva daw'az o lain av g'ildin ar an

'3:namant wid a I'ital risp'bns

La habitacién era luminosa y alegre, con flores por todas partes, y largas filas de
libros a lo largo de las paredes a ambos lados, que se iluminaban dondequiera que

hubiera una linea dorada o un adorno, con un pequeno reflejo.

It dazzled me at first all that light, but | was very eager, though | kept very quiet, looking
round to see if perhaps in any corner, in the middle of any group, he would be there. |
did not expect to see him among the ladies. He would not be with them, he was too
studious, too silent, but, perhaps among that circle of grey heads at the upper end of

the room.

It d'aezald mi ot f3:st o:l dzet lait bat a1 waz v'eri 'i:gs dav a1 kept v'eri kwaist |'vkin rasnd
to si: iIf pah'aeps In ‘eni k'a:na 'Inda m'idal av ‘eni gru:p hi wad bi des ai didn'pt eksp'ekt
ta si: him am'an da I'eidiz hi wad not bi wid dsm hi waz tu: stj'u:dias tu: s'allont bat pah

‘aeps oam'An daet s'3:kal av grel hedz ot 81 ‘Apar end 'svda ru:m

Al principio, toda aquella luz me deslumbrd, pero estaba muy emocionada,
aungue me mantuve muy callada, mirando a mi alrededor para ver si tal vez, en
algun rincén, en medio de algun grupo, él estaria alli. No esperaba verlo entre las
damas. El no estaria con ellas, era demasiado estudioso, demasiado callado, pero

tal vez estaria entre ese circulo de cabezas canosas en el extremo superior de la

sala.
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No, | am not sure that it was not half a pleasure to me to make quite sure that there was

not one whom | could take for him, who was at all like my vague image of him.

nao alem not fos &'atit waz not ha:f o pl'eza ta mi ta meik kwait [os dat daw'az npt wan

hu:m a1 kad teik fa him hu: waz at 2:1 latk mai veig 'imidz av him

No, no estoy segura de que no fuera para mi un placer asegurarme de que no
habia nadie a quien pudiera confundir con él y que se pareciera en algo a mi vaga

imagen de él.

No, it was absurd to think that he would be here, amid all that sound of voices, under
the glare of that light. | felt a little proud to think that he was in his room as usual, doing
his work, or thinking so deeply over it, as when he turned round in his chair with his
face to the light.

nav It waz abs'3:d ta Bink dat hi wad bi his am'id 2:1 daet savnd av v'aisiz 'Ands s glear
ov daet lait ar felt o I'ital pravd to Bink dat hi waz in hiz ruim oz j'u:zual d'uiig hiz wa:k o:

8'inkin saw d'i:pli ‘avvar it 9z wen hi t3:nd raond in hiz tfea wid hiz feis ta da lait

No, era absurdo pensar que él estuviera alli, en medio de todo ese ruido de voces,
bajo el resplandor de aquella luz. Me senti un poco orgulloso al pensar que él
estaba en su habitacion, como de costumbre, trabajando o reflexionando
profundamente sobre su trabajo, como cuando se giraba en su silla con la cara

hacia la luz.

| was thus getting a little composed and quiet in my mind, for now that the expectation
of seeing him was over, though it was a disappointment, it was a satisfaction too when

Mr Pitmilly came up to me, holding out his arm.

al waz dAs g'etin a I'ital kemp'avzd an kwaist iIn mar maind fa nas 8'281 ekspekt'elfon av
s'izin him waz 'avva 896 It w'aza d 1sap'aintmant it w'azs s aetisf'aekfon tu: wen m'ista p

‘itmili keim Ap ta mi h'aoldin ast hiz a:m
Asi que estaba recuperando un poco la compostura y la tranquilidad mental, pues

ahora que la expectativa de verlo habia terminado, aunque era una decepcién,

también era una satisfaccion cuando el sefior Pitmilly se me acercé, tendiéndome
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el brazo.

“Now,” he said, “ am going to take you to see the curiosities.” | thought to myself that
after | had seen them and spoken to everybody | knew, Aunt Mary would let me go
home, so | went very willingly, though | did not care for the curiosities. Something,
however, struck me strangely as we walked up the room. It was the air, rather fresh and

strong, from an open window at the east end of the hall.

nao hi sed alam g'awin ts teik jo ta si: 83 kj vari'psitiz a1 ©2:t ta mais'elf dat ‘seftor a1 had
sizn dam an sp avkan ta ‘evribodi ai nju: a:nt m'eari wad let mi gav havm saw al went v
‘eri w'ilinli 89w a1 didn'nt kes f'ads kj vari'psitiz s'AmBin haw'eva strak mi str'eindzli az wi
wo:kt Ap 83 ru:m it w'azdi ea r'a:ds fref an stron from an ‘svpan w'indaov ot &1 i:st end

'avda ho:l

—Ahora —dijo— voy a llevarte a ver las curiosidades. Pensé para mis adentros que
después de verlas y hablar con todos mis conocidos, la tia Mary me dejaria ir a
casa, asi que fui muy dispuesto, aunque no me interesaban las curiosidades. Sin
embargo, algo me llamé la atencién de forma extrana mientras subiamos por la
sala. Era el aire, bastante fresco y fuerte, que entraba por una ventana abierta en

el extremo este del pasillo.

How should there be a window there? | hardly saw what it meant for the first moment,
but it blew in my face as if there was some meaning in it, and | felt very uneasy without

seeing why.

hao fod &8s bi @ w'indawo dea ai h'a:dli so: wot it ment f'ads f3:st m'somant bat it blu: in

mai fers oz If daw'az sam m'iznin in 1t and ai felt v'eri An'izzi wid'aot s'izinp wai

:Coémo es posible que haya una ventana ahi? Al principio apenas entendi lo que
significaba, pero me golped en la cara como si tuviera algun significado, y me

senti muy incomoda sin saber por qué.
Then there was another thing that startled me. On that side of the wall which was to

the street there seemed no windows at all. A long line of bookcases filled it from end to

end.
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den daw 9z an'Ads Oin dat st'a:tald mi pn daet said 'avda wo:l witf waz to &a stri:t da

sizmd nav w'indavz at 2:1 3 Ion lain av b'okkeisiz fild it fram end ta end

Entonces hubo otra cosa que me sobresalté. En ese lado de la pared que daba a la
calle no parecia haber ventanas. Una larga fila de estanterias la ocupaba de un

extremo a otro.

| could not see what that meant either, but it confused me. | was altogether confused. |
felt as if | was in a strange country, not knowing where | was going, not knowing what |
might find out next. If there were no windows on the wall to the street, where was my

window?

al kad not si: wot dat ment ‘aida bat it kanfj'u:zd mi a1 waz 2:ltag'eds kanfj'u:zd ai felt
oz If at waz In a streindz k'Antri not n'soin wear al waz g'avin not n'soin wot ar mait

faind aot nekst If 3aw's nov w'indawvz 'pnda wa:l to do stri:t wea waz mai w'indaw

Yo tampoco entendia lo que eso significaba, pero me confundia. Estaba
completamente confundida. Me sentia como si estuviera en un pais extrano, sin
saber adénde iba, sin saber qué podria descubrir a continuacion. Si no habia

ventanas en la pared que daba a la calle, ;dénde estaba mi ventana?

My heart, which had been jumping up and calming down again all this time, gave a great

leap at this, as if it would have come out of me, but | did not know what it could mean.

mai ha:t witf hadb'in d3'Ampin Ap an k'a:min dasn ag'en 2:1 8is taim geiv s greit li:p ot

d1s oz If it w'sdhav kam ‘astav mi bat a1 didn'pt nas wot it kad mi:n

Mi corazén, que habia estado saltando y calmdndose todo este tiempo, dio un
gran salto al oir esto, como si fuera a salirseme del pecho, pero no sabia qué

podia significar.

Then we stopped before a glass case, and Mr Pitmilly showed me some things in it. |

could not pay much attention to them. My head was going round and round.

den wi stopt bif o:r o glaes keis an m'ista p'itmili fosd mi sam 8inz in 1t ar kad not per mat|

ot'enfon to dem mai hed waz g'svin ravnd an raond
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Luego nos detuvimos ante una vitrina y el senor Pitmilly me mostro algunas cosas

gue habia en ella. No pude prestarles mucha atencién. Me daba vueltas la cabeza.

| heard his voice going on, and then myself speaking with a queer sound that was
hollow in my ears; but | did not know what | was saying or what he was saying. Then he
took me to the very end of the room, the east end, saying something that | caught, that

| was pale, that the air would do me good. The air was blowing full on me, lifting the lace

of my dress, lifting my hair, almost chilly.

ar h3:d hiz vais g'aoin pn an dsn mais ‘elf sp'i:kin wid a kwis saovnd dat waz h'plow In mai
19z bat a1 didn'pt nao wot ai waz s'enn @ wot hi waz s'enn dsn hi tok mi ta s v'eri end
'avda ru:m &1 irst end s'enn s'AmOIn dat ar ko:t dat a1 waz peil 8’981 es wad du mi god 81

ea waz bl'awvin fol on mi l'iftin 8a leis av mai dres I'iftin mai hes 'a:Imawst tfili

Oi su voz continuar y luego me oi a mi misma hablar con un sonido extrafo que
resonaba hueco en mis oidos, pero no sabia lo que estaba diciendo ni lo que él
decia. Entonces me llevé al otro extremo de la habitacion, el extremo este,
diciendo algo que capté, que estaba palida, que el aire me sentaria bien. El aire

soplaba con fuerza sobre mi, levantando el encaje de mi vestido, levantando mi

cabello, casi helado.

The window opened into the pale daylight, into the little lane that ran by the end of the
building. Mr Pitmilly went on talking, but | could not make out a word he said. Then |
heard my own voice, speaking through it, though | did not seem to be aware that | was

speaking.

da w'indaw 'saupand 'Ints ds peil d'ellait 'inta 83 I'ital lein dat raen bai 81 end ‘svds b'ildin
m'ista p'itmili went on t'a:kin bat a1 kad not meik ast o w3:d hi sed d¢n ai h3:d mai son

vals sp'itkin Bru: 1t daw ai didn'pt si:m tab'i saw'ea dat a1 waz sp'izkin

La ventana daba a la palida luz del dia, al pequefio callejon que discurria junto al
extremo del edificio. El senor Pitmilly siguié hablando, pero yo no entendia ni una
palabra de lo que decia. Entonces oi mi propia voz, hablando a través de ella,

aungue yo no parecia ser consciente de que estaba hablando.
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“Where is my window? Where, then, is my window?” | seemed to be saying, and |
turned right round, dragging him with me, still holding his arm. As | did this my eye fell
upon something at last which | knew. It was a large picture in a broad frame, hanging
against the farther wall.

wear 1z mal w'indau wea dgn 1z mal w'indao ar si:md tab'i s'enn and a1 t3:nd rait rasnd
dr'aegin him wid mi stil h'soldin hiz a:m oz a1 did di1s mai ai fel ap'pn s'Am0in ot laest witf
alnju: it w'aza la:dz p'iktfor in o bra:d freim h'aenin ag'enst da f'a:ds wo:l

—:Doénde estd mi ventana? ;Ddénde estd mi ventana? —parecia decir, y me di la
vuelta, arrastrandolo conmigo, sin soltar su brazo. Al hacerlo, mi mirada se posé

por fin en algo que reconoci. Era un cuadro grande con un marco ancho, colgado

en la pared del fondo.

What did it mean? Oh, what did it mean? | turned round again to the open window at
the east end, and to the daylight, the strange light without any shadow, that was all
round about this lighted hall, holding it like a bubble that would burst, like something

that was not real.

wot did it mi:n oo wot did it mi:n a1 t3:nd raond ag'sn ta 81 'svpan w'indaov ot d1i:st end
an to da d'ellait 35 streindz lait wid'aot 'eni ['eedawv dat waz o:l rasnd ab'ast dis I'aitid
ho:l h'soldin it latk @ b'Abal st wad bs:st latk s'’AmBin dst waz not rial

:Qué significaba eso? Oh, ;qué significaba eso? Me volvi de nuevo hacia la
ventana abierta en el extremo este, y hacia la luz del dia, esa extrana luz sin
sombras que envolvia todo el salén iluminado, sosteniéndolo como una burbuja a

punto de estallar, como algo que no era real.

The real place was the room | knew, in which that picture was hanging, where the
writing table was, and where he sat with his face to the light. But where was the light

and the window through which it came?

3o rial pleis w'azds ru:m ai nju: iInw'itf dzet p'iktfo waz h'aenin wea ds r'aitin t'eibal woz

an wea hi seet wid hiz feis to ds lait bat wea w'azda lait an 82 w'indaw Oru: witf it keim
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El lugar real era la habitacién que yo conocia, en la que colgaba ese cuadro,
donde estaba el escritorio y donde él se sentaba con la cara hacia la luz. Pero

;donde estaba la luz y la ventana por la que entraba?

| think my senses must have left me. | went up to the picture which | knew, and then |
walked straight across the room, always dragging Mr Pitmilly, whose face was pale, but
who did not struggle but allowed me to lead him, straight across to where the window

was — where the window was not; — where there was no sign of it.

a1 Bink mai s'ensiz m'astav left mi ar went Ap ts & p'iktfs witf a1 nju: an den ar wo:kt
streit akr'ps da ru:m 's:lweiz dr'aegin m'ista p'itmili hu:z feis waz pell bat hu: didn'ot str
'Agal bat al'asd mi ta lizd him streit akr'ps to wea da w'indav waz wea da w'indav waz

not wea daw'az nav sain av It

Creo que debi haber perdido el sentido. Me acerqué al cuadro que conociay
luego crucé la habitacion, arrastrando siempre al sefior Pitmilly, cuyo rostro
estaba palido, pero que no se resistio y se dejo guiar, directo a donde estaba la

ventana —donde no estaba la ventana—, donde no habia rastro de ella.

“Where is my window? Where is my window?” | said.

wear 1z mal w'indas wear 1z mal w'indas ai sed

—:Donde estd mi ventana? ;Ddénde esta mi ventana? —pregunté.

And all the time | was sure that | was in a dream, and these lights were all some
theatrical illusion, and the people talking; and nothing real but the pale, watching,

lingering day standing by to wait until that foolish bubble should burst.

and o:l 83 taim a1 waz [ua dat al waz In @ drizm an &i:z laits war 2:1 sam 6i: 'setrikal il
'urzan an ds p'i:pal t'a:kin send n'ABIN rial bat ds peill w'ntfin I'ingarin der st'aendin bai ta
weit ant'il dzet f'u:lif b'abal fod b3:st
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Y todo el tiempo estaba segura de que estaba en un sueno, y que esas luces eran
una ilusion teatral, y la gente hablaba; y nada era real, salvo el palido dia que

observaba y se prolongaba, esperando a que esa tonta burbuja estallara.

“My dear,’ said Mr Pitmilly, “my dear! Remember that you are in public. Remember
where you are. You must not make an outcry and frighten your Aunt Mary. Come away
with me. Come away, my dear young lady! And you'll take a seat for a minute or two

and compose yourself; and I'll get you an ice or a little wine.”

mai dia sed m'ista p'itmili mai dia rim’'emba &at jo ar In p'Ablik m’'emba wes jo a: jo mas
not meik an 'aotkrail an fr'aitan jor a:nt m'eari kam aw'er wid mi kam aw'er mai dis jan |
‘eidi &nd ju:l teik o si:t f'ara m'init @ tu: an kemp'svz jo:s'elf aend ail get jv an ais ar o |

Ital wain

—Querida —dijo el senor Pitmilly—, jquerida! Recuerda que estas en publico.
Recuerda dénde estas. No debes armar un escandalo y asustar a tu tia Mary. Ven
conmigo. jVen, querida senorita! Siéntate un momento y calmate; te traeré un

helado o un poco de vino.

He kept patting my hand, which was on his arm, and looking at me very anxiously.

hi kept p'aetin mar haend witf waz pn hiz a:m an 'skin st mi v'eri ‘aenfosli

El seguia acariciandome la mano, que estaba sobre su brazo, y mirandome con
mucha ansiedad.

“Bless me! bless me! | never thought it would have this effect,” he said.

bles mi bles mi a1 n'eva 0o:t It w'odhav dis if ekt hi sed
—iValgame Dios! jValgame Dios! Nunca pensé que tendria este efecto —dijo.

But | would not allow him to take me away in that direction. | went to the picture again
and looked at it without seeing it, and then | went across the room again, with some
kind of wild thought that if | insisted | should find it. “My window. My window!” | said.

https://espingli.com/the-library-window.html 108/146



12/2/26, 17:06 The Library Window by Margaret Oliphant

bat a1 wad npt al'as him ta teitk mi aw'er In daet dair'ekfon a1 went ta da p'iktfer ag'en an
lokt ot 1t wid'aot s'izin 1t oan den a1l went akr'ps da ru:m ag'en wid som kaind av waild

0o:t dat If a1 Ins'istid a1 fod faind it mar w'indso mar w'indso ai sed

Pero no le permiti que me llevara en esa direccion. Volvi a acercarme al cuadro y
lo miré sin verlo, y luego volvi a cruzar la habitacién, con una especie de
pensamiento descabellado de que si insistia lo encontraria. —jMi ventana! Mi

ventana! —dije.

There was one of the professors standing there, and he heard me. "The window!“ said
he. "Ah, you've been taken in with what appears outside. It was put there to be in

uniformity with the window on the stair. But it never was a real window.

daw'az WAN ‘avda praf'esaz st'aendin des an hi h3:d mi 8 w'indav sed his ju:vbint
‘etkan In w1d wot ap'1az avts'aid it waz pot dea tab'i in j u:nif 2:miti w'dds w'indav

'pnda stea bat it n'eva w'aza rial w'indaw

Habia uno de los profesores alli de pie, y me oyé. —iLa ventana! —dijo—. Ah, te
has dejado enganar por lo que parece afuera. Se puso ahi para que estuviera en

consonancia con la ventana de la escalera. Pero nunca fue una ventana de verdad.

It is just behind that bookcase. Many people are taken in by it,” he said.

It 1z d3as bih'aind daet b'okkeis m'eni p'izpal @ t'eikan in bai it hi sed

—Esta justo detras de esa estanteria. Mucha gente se siente cautivada por ella —

dijo.

His voice seemed to sound from somewhere far away, and as if it would go on forever;
and the hall swam in a dazzle of shining and of noises round me; and the daylight
through the open window grew greyer, waiting till it should be over, and the bubble
burst.

hiz vais si:md ta saond fram s'Amwea fa:r aw'el and oz If it wad gaov pn far'sva a&end da
ho:l swaem In @ d'aezal av ['ainin and av n'21ziz rasnd mi an &s d'ellait Oru: &1 ‘svpan w

'Indaw gru: grers w'ertin til it fad bi ‘sova an ds b'Abal b3:st
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Su voz parecia provenir de algun lugar lejano, y como si fuera a durar
eternamente; y la sala se sumergié en un deslumbrante resplandor y en un
torbellino de ruidos a mi alrededor; y la luz del dia que entraba por la ventana

abierta se volvié mas gris, esperando a que todo terminara y la burbuja estallara.

Chapter V

tf aepto faiv

Capitulo V

It was Mr Pitmilly who took me home; or rather it was | who took him, pushing him on a

little in front of me, holding fast by his arm, not waiting for Aunt Mary or anyone.

It waz m'ista p'itmili hu: tok mi haom a r'a:dar it waz a1 hu: tok him p'ofin him pn s I'ital

In frant av mi h'aoldin faest bai hiz a:m not w'eiti far a:nt m'eari ar ‘eniwan

Fue el senor Pitmilly quien me llevé a casa; o mas bien fui yo quien lo llevd a él,
empujandolo un poco delante de mi, sujetandolo firmemente por el brazo, sin

esperar a la tia Mary ni a nadie mas.

We came out into the daylight again outside, I, without even a cloak or a shawl, with my
bare arms, and uncovered head, and the pearls round my neck. There was a rush of the
people about, and a baker’s boy, that baker’s boy, stood right in my way and cried,
“Here’s a good one!” shouting to the others, the words struck me somehow, as his stone

had struck the window, without any reason.

wi keim aot 'Ints 8s d'ellait ag'en asts'aid ai wid'ast ‘'i:van a klavk ar a [>:1 wid mai bear
a:mz and Ank'Avad hed an &s p3:lz ravnd mai nek daw'sz o raf 'avda p'irpal ab'ast and o
b'etkaz boi daet b'eikaz bai stod rait in mai wel an kraid hisz s god wan ['astin ta 81 'Adaz

d2 w3:dz strak mi s'’Amhao oz hiz staon had strak da w'indas wid'ast 'eni r'izzan

Salimos de nuevo a la luz del dia, yo sin capa ni chal, con los brazos desnudos, la
cabeza descubierta y las perlas alrededor del cuello. Habia un gran bullicio de

gente alrededor y un muchacho panadero, ese panadero, se interpuso en mi
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camino y grité: —jAqui hay una buena! —gritando a los demas. Las palabras me
impactaron de alguna manera, como su piedra habia impactado en la ventana, sin

ninguna razon.

But | did not mind the people staring, and hurried across the street, with Mr Pitmilly half
a step in advance. The door was open, and Janet standing at it, looking out to see what

she could see of the ladies in their grand dresses.

bat a1 didn'nt maind &s p'izpal st'earig an h'arid akr'ps &a stri:t wid m'ista p'itmili ha:f s
step In adv'aens &3 do: waz ‘supan an d3'aenit st'andin ‘stit I'vkin aot ta si: wot [i kad si:

‘avda I'erdiz In des graend dr'esiz

Pero no me importé que la gente nos mirara y crucé la calle rapidamente, con el
senor Pitmilly medio paso por delante. La puerta estaba abierta y Janet estaba de
pie junto a ella, mirando para ver qué podia ver de las damas con sus elegantes

vestidos.

She gave a shriek when she saw me hurrying across the street; but | brushed past her,
and pushed Mr Pitmilly up the stairs, and took him breathless to the recess, where |
threw myself down on the seat, feeling as if | could not have gone another step farther,

and waved my hand across to the window.

fi gerv a Jritk wen [i so: mi h'Ariing akr'ps &a stri:t bat a1 braft paest h3: an poft m'ista p
1tmili Ap &3 steaz an tok him br'eBlas ta &a r'izses wear a1 8ru: mais elf daon 'pnda si:t f

i7lin oz if a1 kad n'ptav gon an'Ads step f'a:ds an weivd mai haend skr'ps ta 82 w'indaw

Ella dio un grito cuando me vio cruzar la calle a toda prisa, pero yo la esquivé,
empujé al senor Pitmilly por las escaleras y lo llevé sin aliento hasta el rincén,
donde me dejé caer en el asiento, sintiendo que no podia dar un paso mas, y

senalé con la mano hacia la ventana.

“There! there!” | cried. Ah! There it was — not that senseless mob — not the theatre and
the gas, and the people all in a murmur and clang of talking. Never in all these days had |

seen that room so clearly.
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dea des al kraid o dar 1t waz npt daet s'enslos mob not s B'iatar an & gaes an da p'i:pal

2:11n @ m'3s:mar an klaen av t'a:kin n'evar in 211 3i:z deiz haed a1 sizn dzet ruzm soov kl'iali

jAllit Al —grité—. jAh! Alli estaba; no esa turba insensata; no el teatro ni el gas,
ni la gente murmurando ni el sonido metalico de la charla. Nunca en todos estos

dias habia visto esa habitacion con tanta claridad.

There was a faint tone of light behind, as if it might have been a reflection from some of
those vulgar lights in the hall, and he sat against it, calm, wrapped in his thoughts, with

his face turned to the window.

dow'az o feint toon av lait bih'aind az if it m'arithav bin a rifl'ekfan from sam av dsvz v
'Alga laits 'Inda ha:l an hi seet ag'enst 1t ka:m raept in hiz 63:ts wid hiz feis t3:nd ts da w

'Indow

Habia un tenue tono de luz detras, como si fuera el reflejo de alguna de esas
vulgares luces del vestibulo, y él se sentaba frente a ella, tranquilo, envuelto en

sus pensamientos, con el rostro vuelto hacia la ventana.

No one else could have seen him. Janet could have seen him had | called her upstairs. It
was like a picture, all the things | knew, and the same attitude, and the atmosphere, full

of quietness, not disturbed by anything. | pulled Mr Pitmilly’s arm before | let him go,

n'aowAn €ls k'vdav si:n him dz'aenit k'odav si:n him haed ai ka:ld har Apst'esaz it waz laik
3 p'iktfa 2:1 &3 Binz ai nju: an & seim ‘atitj u:d an 81 ‘atmasf 19 fol av kw'aiatnas not

dist'3:bd bai 'eni® in al pold m'ista p'itmiliz a:m bif'2:r a1 let him gao

Nadie mas pudo haberlo visto. Janet podria haberlo visto si la hubiera llamado
para que subiera. Era como una imagen, todo lo que yo sabia, y la misma actitud,

y la atmoésfera, llena de tranquilidad, sin que nada la perturbara. Tiré del brazo del

Sr. Pitmilly antes de dejarlo ir.

“You see, you see!” | cried.

jo siz jo siz arkraid
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—ijLo ves, lo ves! —grité.

He gave me the most bewildered look, as if he would have liked to cry. He saw nothing!
| was sure of that from his eyes. He was an old man, and there was no vision in him. If |

had called up Janet, she would have seen it all.

hi geiv mi 8s maost biw'ildad lok oz if hi w'sdhav laikt ta krai hi so: n'ABIn a1 waz fosr av
daet from hiz aiz hi waz an avld maen an daw'az naw v'izan in him iIf ar had ko:ld Ap d3

‘aentt fi w'odhav si:n it ol

Me mird con total desconcierto, como si quisiera llorar. jNo vio nada! Estaba
segura de ello por su mirada. Era un anciano y no tenia vision. Si hubiera llamado

a Janet, ella lo habria visto todo.

“My dear!” he said. “My dear!” waving his hands in a helpless way.

mai dis hi sed mai dis w'eivin hiz haendz in 3 h'elplas wel

—ijQuerida! —dijo—. jQuerida! —agitando las manos con impotencia.

“He has been there all these nights,” | cried, “and | thought you could tell me who he
was and what he was doing; and that he might have taken me in to that room, and
showed me, that | might tell papa. Papa would understand, he would like to hear. Oh,
can't you tell me what work he is doing, Mr Pitmilly? He never lifts his head as long as
the light throws a shadow, and then when it is like this he turns round and thinks, and

takes a rest!”

hi hazb'in dear 2:1 8i:z naits ai kraid and a1 ©2:t jo kad tel mi hu: hi waz an wot hi waz d
'uzin send dat hi m'aithav t'eitkan mi in ta dzet ru:m an fovd mi dat a mait tel pap'a: pap
‘a: wad Andast'and hi wad laik ta his s ka:nt jo tel mi wot wa:k hiiz d'uzip m'ista p
‘itmili hi n'eva lifts hiz hed az lon 2z &s lait Bravz o ['eedav an den wen i1t 1z laik dis hi

t3:nz ravnd an Binks an telks a rest
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—Ha estado alli todas estas noches —exclamé—, y pensé que podria decirme
quién era y qué estaba haciendo; y que podria haberme llevado a esa habitaciéon y
mostrarmelo para que se lo contara a papa. Papa lo entenderia, le gustaria
saberlo. jOh, senor Pitmilly, no puede decirme qué hace! Nunca levanta la cabeza
mientras la luz proyecta una sombra, y entonces, cuando esta asi, se da la vuelta,

piensa y descansa.

Mr. Pitmilly was trembling, perhaps from the cold or something else. He said, with a
shake in his voice, “My dear young lady” and then stopped and looked at me as if he

were going to cry.

m'ista p'itmili waz tr'emblin pah'aeps fr'amds kavld o s'Am0in €ls hi sed wid a Jeik in hiz

vais mai dia jan I'eidi an den stopt an lokt st mi az If hi wa g'avin ta krai

El senor Pitmilly temblaba, quiza de frio o no sé qué. Dijo, con voz temblorosa: —

Mi querida seforita —y luego se detuvo y me miré como si fuera a llorar.

“It's pitiful, it’s pitiful,” he said; and then in another voice, “I am going across there again
to bring your Aunt Mary home; do you understand, my poor little thing, | am going to

bring her home — you will be better when she is here.”

its p'itifal its p'itifal hi sed send dsn In an'Ada vais alom g'awin akr'ps dear ag'en ta brin
jor a:nt m'eari havm ds jo ,Andast’aend mai pwa I'ital 81 ailam g'awin ta brin ha haom jo

wil bi b'eta wen fi 1z his

—Es una lastima, es una lastima —dijo; y luego, con otra voz—: Voy a ir otra vez
para llevar a tu tia Mary a casa. ;Entiendes, pobrecita? Voy a traerla a casa;

estaras mejor cuando ella esté aqui.

| was glad when he went away, as he could not see anything, and | sat alone in the dark
which was not dark, but quite clear light — a light like nothing | ever saw. How clear it
was in that room! Not glaring like the gas and the voices, but so quiet, everything so

visible, as if it were in another world.
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al waz glaed wen hi went aw'el 2z hi kad npt si: 'eniB i and ai szet al'aon 'Inds da:k witf
waz not da:k bat kwart khia lait a lait laik n'ABin a1 ‘eva so: hao kliar it waz in dzet ru:m
not gl'earin latk 83 gaes an &8s v'oisiz bat sav kwaist 'evriOin saw v'izibal oz if it war in an

'‘Ad2 w3:ld

Me alegré cuando se marchd, ya que no podia ver nada, y me senté solo en la
oscuridad, que no era oscura, sino una luz bastante clara, una luz como ninguna
otra que hubiera visto jamas. jQué clara era en aquella habitacion! No era
deslumbrante como el gas y las voces, sino muy tranquila, todo era tan visible,

como si estuviera en otro mundo.

| heard a little rustle behind me, and there was Janet, standing staring at me with two
big eyes wide open. She was only a little older than | was. | called to her, “Janet, come
here, come here, and you will see him, come here and see him!” impatient that she

should be so shy and keep behind.

al h3:d a I'ital r'asal bih'aind mi an 8aw'az d3'a&nit st'aendin st'earin st mi wid tu: big aiz
waid 'aopan [i waz ‘aonli o I'ital 'svlds dan a1 woz ai ko:ld ta h3: dz'senit kam his kam

hia an jo wil si: him kam hiar an si: him imp'eifont dat [i fad bi saw fai an ki:p bih'aind

Oi un pequeno susurro detras de miy alli estaba Janet, de pie, mirandome con los
ojos muy abiertos. Era solo un poco mayor que yo. La llamé: —Janet, ven aqui, ven
aqui y lo veras, jven aqui y miralo! —impaciente porque fuera tan timida y se

quedara atras.

“Oh, my beautiful young lady!” she said, and burst out crying.
ou mai bj'u:tifal jan I'eidi i sed an b3:st aot kr'ann
—iOh, mi hermosa jovencita! —dijo, y rompio a llorar.
| stamped my foot at her, in my indignation that she would not come, and she fled

before me with a rustle and swing of haste, as if she were afraid. None of them, none of

them! not even a girl like myself, with the sight in her eyes, would understand. | turned
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back again, and held out my hands to him sitting there, who was the only one that

knew.

a1 steempt mai fot ot h3: in mai indign'eifan dat [i wad not kam an [i fled bif o: miwid a r
‘Asal an swin av heist oz If i war ofr'eld non av dam npon av dsm not 'izvan o g3:| lak
mais lf w'idds sait in har aiz wad Andast'aend ai t3:nd baek ag'en an held ast mai

haendz ta him s'itin dea hu: w'azdi 'sonli wan dat nju:

La golpeé con el pie, indignada porque no venia, y huyd ante mi con un crujido y
un movimiento apresurado, como si tuviera miedo. j{Ninguno de ellos, ninguno! Ni

siquiera una chica como yo, con la mirada en sus ojos, lo entenderia. Me volvi de

nuevo y le tendi las manos a él, que estaba sentado alli, el tnico que lo sabia.

“Oh,” | said, “say something to me! | don’t know who you are, or what you are, but you're

lonely and so am I; and | only feel for you. Say something to me!”

9u al sed ser s'’AmBin ta mi a1 daont naw hu: jo a: 2: wot jo a: bat ja I'sonli an sov aem al

and a1 ‘sonli fi:l fa jo sel s'’AmOin ta mi

—Oh —le dije—, jdime algo! No sé quién eres ni qué eres, pero estas solo y yo

también; y solo siento pena por ti. Dime algo!

| neither hoped that he would hear, nor expected any answer. How could he hear, with
the street between us, and his window shut, and all the murmuring of the voices and

the people standing about?

a1 n'aida haopt dat hi wad hia no:r eksp'ektid ‘eni ‘aensa has kad hi his w'1dda stri:t bitw

'izn As an hiz w'indao [at and 2:1 83 m'3:marin 'avda v'oisiz an & p'i:pal st'andin ab'avt
No esperaba que me oyera ni esperaba ninguna respuesta. ;Como iba a oirme,
con la calle entre nosotros, su ventana cerrada y todo el murmullo de las voces y

la gente que habia alrededor?

But for one moment it seemed to me that there was only him and me in the whole

world.
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bat fa wan m'somant 1t si:md ts mi dat daw sz ‘sonli him an mi 'Inds haol ws:ld
Pero por un momento me parecio que solo existiamos él y yo en todo el mundo.

But | gasped with my breath, that had almost gone from me, when | saw him move in his
chair! He had heard me, although | didn’t know how. He rose up, and | rose too,

speechless, incapable of anything but this mechanical movement.

bt al gaespt wid mai bre® dat had 2:lmawst gon fram mi wen ai s3: him mu:v in hiz tfes
hi had h3:d mi 2:18'aw a1 d'idont naw hav hi rovz Ap and ai rovz tu: sp'i:tflas ink'eipabal

av 'eniB,In bat &1s mik'aenikal m'u:vmant

Pero contuve el aliento, que casi se me habia escapado, cuando lo vi moverse en
su silla. Me habia oido, aunque no sabia como. Se levanté, y yo también me
levanté, sin poder articular palabra, incapaz de hacer otra cosa que un

movimiento mecanico.

He seemed to draw me as if | were a puppet moved by his will. He came forward to the
window, and stood looking across at me. | was sure that he looked at me. At last he had
seen me, at last he had found out that somebody, though only a girl, was watching him,

looking for him, believing in him.

hi sizmd ta dro: mi az if ar war a p'Apit mu:vd bar hiz wil hi keim f'2:wad ta da w'indao
an stod |'vkin akr'ps st mi a1 waz foa dat hi lokt ot mi ot lsest hi had si:n mi ot laest hi

had faond aot dat s'’Ambadi dav ‘sonli o g3:1 waz w'ntfin him I'skin fa him bil'izvin in him

Parecia atraerme como si fuera una marioneta movida por su voluntad. Se acercé
a la ventana y se quedé mirandome. Estaba segura de que me miraba. Por fin me
habia visto: por fin habia descubierto que alguien, aunque solo fuera una chica, lo

observaba, lo buscaba, creia en él.

| was in such trouble and commotion of mind and trembling, that | could not keep on my
feet, but dropped kneeling on the window seat, supporting myself against the window,

feeling as if my heart were being drawn out of me.
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al waz In sAtf tr'Abal an kem'swfon av maind an tr'emblin dst ar kad not ki:p pn mai fi:t
bat dropt n'izlin 'onda w'indaw si:t sop'a:tin mais'elf ag'enst s w'indao f'izlin az If mai

ha:t wa b'izip dro:n 'astav mi

Estaba tan perturbada y agitada, y temblaba tanto, que no pude mantenerme en
pie y cai de rodillas en el asiento de la ventana, apoyandome contra la ventana,

sintiendo como si me estuvieran arrancando el corazén.

| cannot describe his face. It was all dim, yet there was a light on it. | think it must have
been a smile; and as closely as | looked at him he looked at me. His hair was fair, and

there was a little quiver about his lips.

a1 k'aenpt diskr'aib hiz feis it waz 2:1 dim jet daw'sz o lait pn 1t a1 8ink it m'astav bin o
smail a&nd az kl'sosli oz a1 lokt ot him hi lokt ot mi hiz hea waz fes an daw'az o I'ital kw

‘Ivar ab'ast hiz lips

No puedo describir su rostro. Estaba todo oscuro, pero habia una luz sobre él.
Creo que debia de ser una sonrisa; y por mucho que lo mirara, él me miraba a mi.

Tenia el pelo rubio y un ligero temblor en los labios.

Then he put his hands upon the window to open it. It was stiff and hard to move; but at
last he forced it open with a sound that echoed all along the street. | saw that the

people heard it, and several looked up.

den hi pot hiz haendz sp'on s w'indaw ta ‘supan it it waz stif an ha:d ta mu:v bat at
laest hi fo:st it 'sopan wid o savnd dat ‘ekawvd o:l al'pr da strizt a1 s3: 3'ads p'izpal h3:d it

an s'evral lokt Ap

Luego puso las manos sobre la ventana para abrirla. Estaba agarrotada y costaba
moverla, pero al fin logré abrirla con un ruido que resond por toda la calle. Vi que

la gente lo oy y varios levantaron la vista.
As for me, | put my hands together, leaning with my face against the glass, drawn to him

as if | could have gone out of myself, my heart out of my bosom, my eyes out of my

head. He opened the window with a noise that was heard from the West Port to the
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Abbey. Could anyone doubt that?

oz fa mi a1 pot mai haendz tag'eda I'iznin wid mai feis ag'enst & glaes dra:n ta him az If ai
k'sdav gon 'aotav mais'elf mai ha:t ‘astov mai b'szam mai aiz ‘astav mar hed hi ‘sspand
32 w'indav wid 3 noiz dat waz h3:d fr'amda west pa:t ta 81 ‘aebi kad 'eniwan daot daet

En cuanto a mi, junté las manos, apoyando la cara contra el cristal, atraida hacia él
como si hubiera perdido el control, el corazéon fuera de mi pecho, los ojos fuera
de mi cabeza. Abrié la ventana con un ruido que se oy desde West Port hasta la

abadia. ;Alguien podia dudarlo?

And then he leaned forward out of the window, looking out. There was no one on the
street who hadn’t seen him. He looked at me first, with a little wave of his hand, as if it

were a salutation.

and &en hi li:nd f'2:wad ‘astav s w'indaw I'vkin ast daw'sz n'savwan 'pnda stri:t hu: h

‘aedant si:n him hi lokt ot mi f3:st wid a I'ital weiv av hiz haend az If it war a s a&lju:t'elfon

Y entonces se asomo por la ventana, mirando hacia fuera. No habia nadie en la
calle que no lo hubiera visto. Primero me miré a mi, con un pequeno movimiento

de la mano, como si fuera un saludo.

Yet not exactly that either, for | thought he waved me away; and then he looked up and
down in the dim shining of the ending day, first to the east, to the old Abbey towers,
and then to the west, along the broad line of the street where so many people were

coming and going, but so little noise, all like enchanted folk in an enchanted place.

jet not egz'aektli dzet 'a1da far a1 ©3:t hi wervd mi aw'el seend d¢n hi lokt Ap an daon 'Inda
dim f'ainin 'avéi ‘endin dei f3:st ta &1 i:st to 81 avld ‘aebi tavaz an den ta da west al'pn da
bro:d lain ‘avda stri:t wea sov m'eni p'izpal wa k'amin an g'avin bat sao 'ital noiz o:1 laik

intf sentid faok 1n an intf'aentid pleis

Pero tampoco era exactamente eso, porque pensé que me habia hecho un gesto
para que me marchara; y entonces miré hacia arriba y hacia abajo en la tenue luz

del atardecer, primero hacia el este, hacia las antiguas torres de la abadia, y luego
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hacia el oeste, a lo largo de la amplia linea de la calle donde tanta gente iba 'y
venia, pero con tan poco ruido, todos como personas encantadas en un lugar

encantado.

| watched him with such a melting heart, with such a deep satisfaction as words could
not say; for nobody could tell me now that he was not there, nobody could say | was
dreaming any more. | watched him as if | could not breathe, my heart in my throat, my

eyes upon him. He looked up and down, and then he looked back to me.

al wotft him wid satf @ m'eltin ha:t wid satf o di:p s,aetisf'aekfon az w3:dz kad npot sel fa n
‘aubadi kad tel mi nav dat hi waz not dea n'svbadi kad sel ai waz dr'izmin ‘eni ma: al
wotft him az If ar kad npt bri:d mar ha:t in mair 6raot mai aiz ap'pn him hi lokt Ap an

daon an d¢n hi lokt baek to mi

Lo observaba con el corazén derretido, con una profunda satisfaccién que las
palabras no podian expresar; porque ahora nadie podia decirme que él no estaba
alli, nadie podia decirme que estaba sonando. Lo observaba como si no pudiera
respirar, con el corazon en la garganta y los ojos fijos en él. El miré hacia arriba 'y

hacia abajo, y luego volvié a mirarme.

| was the first, and | was the last, though it was not for long. He did know, he did see,
who it was that had recognised him and sympathised with him all the time. | was in a
kind of rapture, yet stupor too; my look went with his look, following it as if | were his

shadow; and then suddenly he was gone, and | saw him no more.

al w'azds f3:st and a1 w'azda laest 89w 1t waz not fa lon hi did naw hi did si: hu: it waz
dat had r'ekagn aizd him an s'impaB,aizd wid him 2:1 8s taim a1 waz in s kaind av r'aeptfo
jet stj'uzpa tu: mai lok went wid hiz lok f'plawin it az if ai wa hiz ['sedav send den s'Adanli

hi waz gon and ai s2: him n'aom 2:

Yo fui la primero y la Gltima, aunque no por mucho tiempo. El sabia, él vio quién
era la que lo habia reconocido y se habia compadecido de él todo el tiempo. Yo
estaba en una especie de arrebato, pero también en estado de estupor; mi mirada
seguia la suya, como si fuera su sombra; y entonces, de repente, desaparecié y no

lo volvi a ver.
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| dropped back again upon my seat, seeking something to support me, something to

lean upon.

a1 dropt baek ag'en op'pn mai si:t s'izkin s'Am6in ta sap'o:t mi s'AmOin ta lizn ap'on

Volvi a caer en mi asiento, buscando algo que me sostuviera, algo en lo que

apoyarme.

He had lifted his hand and waved it once again to me. How he went | cannot tell, nor
where he went | cannot tell; but in a moment he was away, and the window standing
open, and the room fading into stillness and dimness, yet so clear, with all its space, and

the great picture in its gilded frame upon the wall.

hi had I'iftid hiz haend an weivd 1t wans ag'en ta mi hao hi went a1 k'aenpt tel no: weas hi
went ar k'aenot tel bat in @ m'ssmant hi waz sw'el an 8s w'indaw st'sendin 'sopan an ds
ru:m f'eidin 'Inta st'ilnas an d'imnas jet sav klis wid 2:l its speis an da greit p'iktfor in its

g'ildid freim ap'pn s wo:l

Levanté la mano y me saludd una vez mas con un gesto. No sé cémo se marchd,
ni adonde fue, pero en un instante se habia ido, y la ventana quedo abierta, y la
habitacién se sumié en la quietud y la penumbra, aunque tan clara, con todo su

espacio, y el gran cuadro en su marco dorado sobre la pared.

It gave me no pain to see him go away. My heart was so content, and | was so worn out
and satisfied, for what doubt or question could there be about him now? As | was lying
back as weak as water, Aunt Mary came in behind me, and flew to me with a little rustle
as if she had come on wings, and put her arms round me, and drew my head on to her
breast.

It gelv mi naov pein ta si: him gao aw'el mai ha:t waz sao kant'ent and a1 waz sao wa:n
aot an s'aetisf aid fa wot daot o kw'estfon kad &3 bi ab'ast him nas az ai waz l'ain baek
oz witk 9z w'a:ta a:nt m'eari keim in bih'aind mi an flu: ta mi wid o l'ital r'asal oz If fi had

kam pn winz an pot har a:mz rasnd mi an dru: mai hed pn ta ha brest
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No me dolié verlo marcharse. Mi corazén estaba tan contento, y yo estaba tan
agotada y satisfecha, porque ;qué duda o pregunta podia haber ahora sobre élI?
Mientras estaba recostada, débil como el agua, la tia Mary entré detras de mi,
vold hacia mi con un pequeno susurro, como si hubiera venido con alas, me roded

con sus brazos y acercé mi cabeza a su pecho.

| had begun to cry a little, with sobs like a child. “You saw him, you saw him!” | said. To
lean upon her, and feel her so soft, so kind, gave me a pleasure | cannot describe, and

'))

her arms round me, and her voice saying “Honey, my honey!” As if she were nearly

crying too. Lying there | came back to myself, quite sweetly, glad of everything.

ar had big'an ta krai a I'ital wid spbz laik o tfaild jo s2: him jo s2: him a1 sed ta lizn sp'pn
h3: an fi:l ha sav spft sav kaind geiv mi o pl'ezar a1 k'aenpt diskr'aib an har a:mz ravnd
mi an ha vais s'enn h'ani mair h'ani oz If [ wa n'iali kr'ann tu: I'anun dear ai keim baek ta

mais elf kwait sw'i:tli glaed av 'evribin

Empecé a llorar un poco, con sollozos como los de una nina. —jLo viste, lo viste! —
le dije. Apoyarme en ella y sentirla tan suave, tan amable, me produjo un placer
gue no puedo describir, con sus brazos alrededor de mi y su voz diciendo «Carino,
mi amor», como si ella también estuviera a punto de llorar. Tumbada alli, volvi en

mi, muy dulcemente, contenta con todo.

But | wanted some assurance from them that they had seen him too. | waved my hand
to the window that was still standing open, and the room that was stealing away into
the faint dark.

bat a1 w'pntid sam of varans from dam dat del had si:n him tu: ar weivd mai haend to s

w'indaw dat waz stil st'sendin ‘'sopan an da ru:m dat waz st'izhin aw'er 'inta da feint da:k
Pero queria que me aseguraran que ellos también lo habian visto. Senalé con la
mano la ventana que seguia abierta y la habitacién que se perdia en la tenue

oscuridad.

“This time you saw it all?” | said, getting more eager.
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dIs taim jo so: it o:l a1 sed g'etin mo:r 'i:gs

—c:Esta vez lo viste todo? —dije, cada vez mas ansiosa.

“My honey!” said Aunt Mary, giving me a kiss, and Mr Pitmilly began to walk about the
room with short little steps behind, as if he were out of patience. | sat straight up and

put away Aunt Mary’s arms.

mai h'Ani sed a:nt m'eari g'ivin mi a kis an m'ista p'itmili big'aen ta wa:k ab'ast 8a ru:m
wid [o:t I'ital steps bih'aind oz if hi war 'astav p'elfans a1 saet streit Ap an pot aw'el a:nt

m'eariz a:mz

—iCarino! —dijo la tia Mary, dandome un beso, y el senor Pitmilly empezo a
caminar por la habitacion con pasitos cortos, como si se le hubiera acabado la

paciencia. Me incorporé y aparté los brazos de la tia Mary.

“You cannot be so blind, so blind!” | cried. “Oh, not tonight, at least not tonight!”

jo k'aennt bi sav blaind saw blaind ar kraid 9o npt tan'ait at li:st not tan'ait

—iNo puedes estar tan ciega, tan ciega! —grité—. jAy, esta noche no, al menos

esta noche no!

But neither the one nor the other made any reply. | shook myself quite free, and raised
myself up. And there, in the middle of the street, stood the baker’s boy like a statue,
staring up at the open window, with his mouth open and his face full of wonder,
breathless, as if he could not believe what he saw. | darted forward, calling to him, and
beckoned him to come to me.

bat n'aida da wan no: 31 'Ada meid 'eni ripl'ar ai fok mais'elf kwait fri: an reizd mais'elf Ap
and dea 'Inda m'idal 'avds stri:t stod da b'etkaz boi laik o st'aetfu: st'earin Ap ot &1
‘avpan w'indao wid hiz maw® 'sopan an hiz feis fol av w'ands br'eBlas oz if hi kad npt

bil'izv wot hi sa: ard'a:tid f'a:wad k'a:lig ta him an b'ekand him to kam to mi
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Pero ninguno de los dos respondié. Me liberé y me levanté. Y alli, en medio de la
calle, estaba el panadero, como una estatua, mirando fijamente hacia la ventana
abierta, con la boca abierta y el rostro lleno de asombro, sin aliento, como si no

pudiera creer lo que veia. Corri hacia él, llamandolo y haciéndole senas para que

S€ acercara.

“Oh, bring him up! bring him, bring him to me!” | cried.

20 brin him Ap brin him brinp him ta mi a1 kraid

—iOh, traedlo! {Traedlo, traedlo a mi! —grité.

Mr Pitmilly went out directly, and got the boy by the shoulder. He did not want to come.
It was strange to see the little old gentleman, with his beautiful frill and his diamond pin,
standing out in the street, with his hand upon the boy’s shoulder, and the other boys
round, all in a little crowd. And presently they came towards the house, the others all

following, gaping and wondering.

m'ista p'itmili went aot dair'ektli an got da bai bai 8s ['avlds hi didn'pt wont to kam it
waz streindz ta si: da I'ital aold dz'entalman wid hiz bj'u:tifal fril an hiz d'alsmand pin st
‘aendin ast 'Inda stri:t wid hiz haend ap'pn 8s boiz ['aulds an 81 'Ads baiz ravnd 2:l In s |
1tal kraod aend pr'ezantli der keim taw's:dz &8s havs 81 'Adaz o:l f'plavin g'eipin an w

‘Andarin

El sefor Pitmilly salié directamente y agarré al nifio por el hombro. Este no queria
ir. Era extrano ver al pequeno anciano, con su hermoso mantén y su broche de
diamantes, de pie en la calle, con una mano sobre el hombro del nino y los otros
ninos alrededor, formando un pequeno grupo. Y enseguida se dirigieron hacia la

casa, seguidos por los demas, boquiabiertos y sorprendidos.

He came in unwilling, almost resisting, looking as if we meant him some harm. “Come
away, my boy, come and speak to the young lady,” Mr Pitmilly was saying. And Aunt
Mary took my hands to keep me back. But | would not be kept back.
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hi keim in Anw'ilin 'a:Imawst riz'istin I'skin az if wi ment him sam ha:m kam aw'el mai boi
kam an spi:k ta &3 jan I'eidi m'ista p'itmili waz s'enr send a:nt m'eari tok mar haendz ta

ki:p mi baek bat ai wad not bi kept baek

Entré de mala gana, casi resistiéndose, como si pensara que ibamos a hacerle
dano. —Ven, muchacho, ven a hablar con la seforita —decia el sefor Pitmilly. Y la

tia Mary me cogié de las manos para retenerme. Pero no me iban a detener.

“Boy,” | cried, “you saw it too: you saw it: tell them you saw it! It is that | want, and no

more.”

boi ai kraid jo s2: 1t tu: jo so: 1t tel dam jo so: 1t it 1z dat a1 wont an n'avm o:

—iMuchacho! —grité—, tu también lo viste. jLo viste! jDiles que lo viste! Es lo que

quiero, y nada mas.

He looked at me as they all did, as if he thought | was mad. “What do you want from
me?” he said. “| haven’t done any harm. Even though | threw a stone, it’s no sin to throw

a stone.”

hi lokt at mi oz de1 2:1 did az If hi 82:t a1 waz maed wot da jo wont fram mi hi sed a1 h

‘2evant dan 'eni ha:m 'izvan 32 al Oru: 2 stowvn Its nav sin ta Brav o stavn

Me miré como todos, como si pensara que estaba loca. —;Qué quiere de mi? —
dijo—, no he hecho ningln dano, aunque tiré una piedra, no es ninglin pecado

tirar una piedra.

“You rascal!” said Mr Pitmilly, giving him a shake; “have you been throwing stones? You'll

kill somebody some of these days with your stones.”

jo r'aeskal sed m'ista p'itmili g'tvin him s fetk hav jo bin 6r'swin staonz ju:l kil s'’Ambadi

som av di:z deiz wid jo stovnz

—iGranuja! —dijo el sefior Pitmilly, zarandeandolo—. ;Has estado tirando piedras?

iUn dia de estos mataras a alguien con tus piedras!
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The old gentleman was confused and troubled, for he did not understand what |
wanted, nor anything that had happened. And then Aunt Mary, holding my hands and
drawing me close to her, spoke.

81 auld d3'entalman waz kanfj'u:zd an tr'abald fa hi didn'nt Andast'and wot a1 w'pontid
na:r 'eniB I dat had h'aepand a&nd den a:nt m'eari h'svldin mai haendz an dr's:ip mi

klaos ta h3: spavk

El anciano estaba confundido y preocupado, porque no entendia lo que yo queria,
ni nada de lo que habia sucedido. Entonces, la tia Mary, tomandome de las manos

y acercandome a ella, hablé.

“Boy,” she said, “answer the young lady, like a good lad. There’s no intention of finding

fault with you. Answer her, my man, and then Janet will give you your supper before you

go.

bol i sed 'sensa &8s jan l'eidi laik o god laed deaz naw int'enfan av f'aindin folt wid jo

‘ansa h3: mai maen an dsn d3'aenit wil giv jo jo s'Apa bif 21 jo gaov

—Muchacho —dijo ella—, responde a la seforita, como un buen chico. No hay
intencion de culparte. Responde, muchacho, y luego Janet te dara la cena antes

de que te vayas.

“Oh speak, speak!” | cried; “answer them and tell them! You saw that window opened,

and the gentleman look out and wave his hand?”

20 spi:k spi:k a1 kraid ‘aensa dam an tel dam jo so: daet w'indaw ‘svpand an ds d3

‘entalman lok ast an weiv hiz heend

—iHabla, habla! —grité—. jContéstame y diles! ;Viste esa ventana abierta y al

caballero asomado y saludando con la mano?

‘1 didn't see any gentlemen,” he said, his head bowed, “only this little gentleman here.”

a1 d'idant si: 'eni dz'entalman hi sed hiz hed bawsd 'sonli dis I'ital d3'entalman hia
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—No vi a ningun caballero —dijo con la cabeza gacha— solo a este pequeno

caballero de aqui.

“Listen, boy,” said Aunt Mary. “I saw you standing in the middle of the street staring.
What were you looking at?”

I''san boi sed a:nt m'eari a1 so: jo st'aendin 'Inds m'idal 'svda stri:t st'earin wot wa jo |
‘'vkin ot

—Escucha, muchacho —dijo la tia Mary—. Te vi parado en medio de la calle,

mirando fijamente. ;Qué mirabas?

“It was nothing to worry about. It was just the wind blowing in the library, where there’s
usually no wind. And it was open. You can laugh if you want. Is that all she wants from

me?”

It waz n'ABIn ta w'Ari ab'ast It waz dzas s wind bl'svin 'Inda I'albrari wea deaz j'u:zusli

nav wind and It waz ‘sopan jo kan leef If jo wont 1z 82et 2:1 fi wonts fram mi

—No era nada por lo que preocuparse. Solo era el viento que soplaba en la
biblioteca, donde no suele haber viento. Y estaba abierta. Puede reirse si quiere.

¢Es eso lo unico que ella quiere de mi?

“You are telling a pack of lies, boy,” Mr Pitmilly said.

jo o t'elin o paek av laiz bor m'ista p'itmili sed

—Estas diciendo un montén de mentiras, muchacho —dijo Pitmilly.

“I'm not lying, it was open like any other window. It's as true as death. | couldn'’t believe

it myself, but it’s true.”

aim not I'aun it waz 'sopan laik ‘sni 'Ads w'indao its oz tru: 9z deb ai k'sdant bil'i:v it

mais elf bat its tru:
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—No miento, estaba abierta como cualquier otra ventana. Es tan cierto como la

muerte. Yo mismo no podia creerlo, pero es verdad.

‘And there it is,’ | cried, turning round and pointing it out to them with great triumph in
my heart. But the light was all grey, it had faded, it had changed. The window was just

as it had always been, a sombre break upon the wall.

and dear 1t 1z a1 kraid t'3:nip ravnd an p'ointin it ast ta dam wid greit tr'aiamf in mai
ha:t bat 8s lait waz o:l grer it had f'eidid it had tfeindzd 8 w'indao waz dzast oz it had
'2:lweiz bin a s'omba breik sp'on ds wo:l

—Y ahi esta —grité, dandome la vuelta y sefialandoselo con gran triunfo en el
corazon. Pero la luz era gris, se habia apagado, habia cambiado. La ventana estaba

igual que siempre, una sombria abertura en la pared.

| was treated like an invalid all that evening, and taken upstairs to bed, and Aunt Mary
sat up in my room the whole night through. Whenever | opened my eyes she was
always sitting there close to me, watching. And never in my entire life had | spent such a

strange night.

arwaz tr'iztid laik an ‘invalid o:1 dzet 'izvnin an t'etkan Apst'eaz to bed and a:nt m'eari
saet Ap In mai ruim ds haol nait Bru: wen'svar ai 'sopand mai aiz fi waz 'd:lweiz s'itin dea

klaos ta mi w'ntfin a&nd n'svar in mai ent'ais laif haed a1 spent satf  streindz nait

Me trataron como a un invalida toda esa noche, me llevaron arriba a la camay la
tia Mary se quedd sentada en mi habitacion toda la noche. Cada vez que abria los
ojos, ella estaba alli sentada a mi lado, vigildndome. Y nunca en toda mi vida habia

pasado una noche tan extrana.

When | would talk in my excitement, she kissed me and hushed me like a child. “Oh,
honey, you are not the only one!” she said. “Oh be quiet, be quiet, child! | should never

'))
.

have let you be there

wen al wad ta:k in mai gks'aitmant fi kist mi an haft mi laik a tfailld 8 h'Ani jo 2 not &1

‘aonli wan fi sed oo bi kwaiat bi kwaiat tfaild a1 fad n'eva hav It jo bi dea
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Cuando yo hablaba emocionada, ella me besaba y me callaba como a una nifa. —
iAy, carifo, no eres la Unica! —decia. jCallate, cdllate, nina! No debi haberte

dejado estar alli!

“Aunt Mary, Aunt Mary, you have seen him too?”

a:nt m'eari a:nt m'eari jo hav si:n him tu:

—Tia Mary, tia Mary, ;tu también lo has visto?

“Oh be quiet, honey!” Aunt Mary said: her eyes were shining — there were tears in
them. “Oh be quiet! Put it out of your mind, and try to sleep. | will not speak another

word,” she cried.

2u bi kwaiat h'Ani a:nt m'eari sed har aiz wa [‘ainin daw's t1az In dsm ao bi kwaist pot it

‘autav jo maind an trai ta sli:p ai wil not spi:k an'Ada w3:d [i kraid

—iOh, céllate, carino! —dijo la tia Mary. Tenia los ojos brillantes y lagrimas en ellos
—. iOh, céllate! Olvidate de eso y trata de dormir. No diré ni una palabra mas —
grito.

But | had my arms round her, and my mouth at her ear. “Who is he there?”

bat ai haed mai a:mz raond h3: an mal maob at har 12 hu: 1z hi dea

Pero yo la tenia abrazada y mi boca cerca de su oido. —;Quién es él?

“Oh honey, rest, and try to sleep! It is just — how can | tell you? — a dream, a dream! Did

you not hear what Lady Carnbee said?”

90 h'Ani rest on trai ta slizp 1t 1z d3ast hao kan ai tel jo o drizm a dri:m did jo not hio wot |

‘erdi k'a:nbi: sed

—iAy, carino, descansa e intenta dormir! Es solo... ;cémo te lo puedo explicar? jEs

un suefo, un sueno! ;No has oido lo que ha dicho Lady Carnbee?
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“What?”

wpt

—:Qué?

“l can’t tell you,” she cried in her agitation, “I can’t tell you! How can | tell you, when |
know as much as you do and nothing more? It’s a lifelong longing for something that

never comes.”

al ka:nt tel jo fi kraid In har zedzit'elfan ai ka:nt tel jo has kan ai tel jo wen a1 nas 9z matf

az ju du an n'ABI ma: its o l'aiflon I'onin fa s'AmBIn dat n'eva kamz

—No puedo decirtelo —exclamo agitada—; No puedo decirtelo! ;Cédmo voy a
decirtelo, si sé lo mismo que tu y nada mas? Es un anhelo que dura toda la vida

por algo que nunca llega.

“He will come,” | cried. “I shall see him tomorrow. | know!”

hi wil kam ar kraid aif'al si: him tam'prao a1 nao

—iVendra! —grité—. jLo veré manana! jLo sé!

She kissed me and cried over me, her cheek hot and wet like mine. “My honey, try if you

can sleep, and we'll wait to see what tomorrow brings.”

fi kist mi an kraid ‘svva mi ha tfi:k hot an wet latkk main mar h'ani trar if jo kan slizp an

wi:l welt ta si: wot tam'prao brinz

Me besd y lloré sobre mi, con la mejilla caliente y himeda como la mia. —Carifo,

intenta dormir si puedes, y esperaremos a ver qué sucede manana.

“I have no fear,’ said |; and then | suppose, though it is strange to think of, | must have

fallen asleep. | was so worn out, and young, and not used to lying in my bed awake.
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al haev noo fia sed a1 and den a1 sop 9vz 390 It 1Z streindz ta Bink pv ai m'astav f'o:lan

asl'izp a1 waz sav woin aot an jan an not ju:zd ta I'ann in mai bed aw'elk

—No tengo miedo —dije; y entonces supongo, aunque resulte extrano pensarlo,
debi quedarme dormida. Estaba tan cansada, era tan joven, y no estaba

acostumbrada a estar despierta en la cama.

From time to time | opened my eyes, and sometimes jumped up remembering
everything, but Aunt Mary was always there to soothe me, and I lay down again in her

shelter like a bird in its nest.

from taim to taim a1 'svpand mai aiz an s'’Amtaimz dzampt Ap rim‘smbarin ‘evriBin bat
a:nt m'eari waz '2:lweiz dea to su:d mi and ai lei davn ag'en In ha [elts laik o b3:d In its

nest

De vez en cuando abria los ojos y a veces me levantaba de un salto recordandolo
todo, pero la tia Mary siempre estaba alli para tranquilizarme, y yo volvia a

acostarme en su refugio como un pajaro en su nido.

But | would not let them keep me in bed next day. | was in a kind of fever, not knowing
what | did. The window was quite opaque, without the least glimmer in it, flat and blank

like a piece of wood. Never from the first day had | seen it so little like a window.

bat a1 wad npot let dam ki:p mi in bed nekst der ai waz in o kaind av f'izva not n'avin wot
a1 did 8s w'indaw waz kwait aop'elk wid'ast s lizst gl'imar in 1t flaet an blaenk laik a pi:s

av wod n'eva fr'omda f3:st del haed a1 si:n it sow I'ital laik @ w'indaw

Pero no dejé que me mantuvieran en cama al dia siguiente. Estaba como febril,
sin saber lo que hacia. La ventana era bastante opaca, sin el menor destello, plana

y vacia como un trozo de madera. Nunca desde el primer dia la habia visto tan

poco parecida a una ventana.
“It cannot be wondered at,” | said to myself, “that seeing it like that, and with eyes that

are old, not so clear as mine, they should think what they do.” And then | smiled to

myself to think of the evening and the long light, and whether he would look out again,
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or only give me a signal with his hand.

It k'aenot bi w'andad aet ai sed to mais'elf dat s'izin it latk dzet an wid aiz st ar aovld not
sao kliar 9z main del fod Bink wot der du aend den a1 smaild to mais 'lf ta Bink 'aval
‘izvnin an 83 lon lait an w'eds hi wad lok ast ag'en 2:r 'sonli giv mi a s'ignal wid hiz
haend

—No es de extranar —me dije a mi misma— que al verla asi, y con 0jos viejos, no
tan claros como los mios, piensen lo que piensan. Y entonces sonrei para mis
adentros al pensar en la tarde y la larga luz, y en si volveria a asomarse o solo me

haria una senal con la mano.

| decided | would like that best, not that he should take the trouble to come forward
and open it again, but just a turn of his head and a wave of his hand. It would be more
friendly and show more confidence; not as if | wanted that kind of demonstration every

night.

ar dis'aidid a1 wad laik dzet best not dat hi fod teik 8 tr'abal ta kam f'2:wad and 'supan
It 9g'en bat dzast o t3:n av hiz hed and a welv av hiz haend it wad bi ma: fr'endli an fou

ma: k'pnfidans not az If a1 w'pntid dzet kaind av d emanstr'elfon ‘evri nait

Decidi que eso seria lo mejor, no que él se tomara la molestia de acercarse y
volver a abrirlo, sino solo girar la cabeza y hacer un gesto con la mano. Seria mas
amistoso y mostraria mas confianza; no es que quisiera ese tipo de demostracién

todas las noches.

| did not come down in the afternoon, but kept at my own window upstairs alone, till
the tea party should be over. | could hear them making a great talk; and | was sure they
were all in the recess staring at the window, and laughing at the silly girl. Let them

laugh! | felt above all that now.

al didn'nt kam dawon 'Ind1 zeftan’'u:n bat kept at mai savn w'indas Apst'eaz al'aon til 83
ti: p'a:ti fod bi 'svva a1 kad his dam m'erkin a greit to:k aend a1 waz foa del war 2:l 'Inda r

'izses st'earin ot 8 w'indaw an I'afin ot 8s s'ili g3:l let dam laef ai felt sb'Av o:| et nav

https://espingli.com/the-library-window.html 132/146



12/2/26, 17:06 The Library Window by Margaret Oliphant

No bajé por la tarde, sino que me quedé sola en mi ventana, arriba, hasta que
termind la merienda. Podia oirlos charlando animadamente y estaba segura de
gue todos estaban en el patio mirando fijamente hacia la ventana y riéndose de la

tonta. jQue se rieran! Ahora me sentia por encima de todo eso.

At dinner | was very restless, hurrying to get it over; and | think Aunt Mary was restless
too. | doubt whether she read her 'Times’ when it came; she opened it up so as to shield
her, and watched from a corner. And | settled myself in the recess, with my heart full of

expectation.

ot d'inar a1 waz Vv'eri r'estlas h'Ariin ta get 1t 'sove aend a1 Bink a:nt m'eari waz r'sstlas tu:
a1 daot w'eda [i rizd ha taimz wen it keim [i ‘'sopand it Ap sao az ta [i:ld h3: an wotft from

2 k'a:na a&end a1 s'stald mais'elf 'Inda r'i:zses wid mai ha:t fol av ekspekt'elfon

Durante la cena estaba muy inquieta, deseando que terminara cuanto antes; y
creo que la tia Mary también estaba inquieta. Dudo que leyera el Times cuando
llegd; lo abrid para protegerse y observé desde un rincén. Y yo me acomodé en el

hueco, con el corazon lleno de expectacion.

| wanted nothing more than to see him writing at his table, and to turn his head and

give me a little wave of his hand, just to show that he knew | was there.

al w'nntid n'ABin ma: dan ta si: him r'artin st hiz t'eibal an ts t3:n hiz hed an givmi s |

Ital werv av hiz haend dzas ta fou dat hi nju: ai waz dea

Lo Unico que queria era verlo escribiendo en su mesa, que girara la cabezay me

saludara con la mano, solo para demostrarme que sabia que yo estaba alli.

| sat from half past seven o'clock to ten o’clock: and the daylight grew softer and softer,
till at last it was as if it was shining through a pearl, and not a shadow to be seen. But

the window all the time was as black as night, and there was nothing, nothing there.

a1 saet from ha:f paest s'evan akl'pk ta ten akl'vk an ds d'ellait gru: s'pftar an s'pfts til ot
laest 1t waz oz If It waz ['ainin Bru: a p3:l an n'pta ['edav tab'i si:n bat s w'indaw 2:1 89

taim waz oz blaek oz nait an daw'az n'ABin n'ABIn des
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Me senté desde las siete y media hasta las diez, y la luz del dia se fue suavizando
cada vez mas, hasta que al final parecia brillar a través de una perla, sin que se
viera ni una sola sombra. Pero la ventana permanecié todo el tiempo tan negra

como la noche, y no habia nada, absolutamente nada alli.

Well, but other nights it had been like that: he would not be there every night only to
please me. There are other things in a man’s life, a great learned man like that. | said to

myself | was not disappointed. Why should | be disappointed?

wel bat ‘Ada naits it hadb'in laik daet hi wad npt bi dear ‘evri nait ‘'sonli ta plizz mi dar'ar
'A®3 BInNz In @ maenz laif 3 greit I3:nd maen laik dzet a1 sed ta mais'elf ai waz not d 1sap

"2intid wai fad ai bi d,isap'aintid

Bueno, pero otras noches habia sido asi: él no estaria alli todas las noches solo
para complacerme. Hay otras cosas en la vida de un hombre, un gran erudito
como él. Me dije a mi misma que no estaba decepcionada. ;Por qué deberia

estarlo?

There had been other nights when he was not there. Aunt Mary watched me, every
movement | made, her eyes shining, often wet, with a pity in them that almost made me

cry, but | felt as if | were more sorry for her than for myself.

82 hadb'in 'Ada naits wen hi waz not dea a:nt m'eari wotft mi ‘evri m'u:vmant ai meid
har aiz [‘ainin ‘nfan wet wid o p'iti In dam dat '2:Imavst meid mi krai bat ai felt oz If a1 wa

m>: s'pri fa ha dan fa mais 'elf

Habia otras noches en las que él no estaba alli. La tia Mary me observaba, cada
movimiento que hacia, con los ojos brillantes, a menudo hiumedos, con una
compasioén que casi me hacia llorar, pero yo sentia mas pena por ella que por mi

misma.

And then | flung myself upon her, and asked her, again and again, what it was, and who
it was, imploring her to tell me if she knew? And when she had seen him, and what had

happened? And what it meant about the women of our blood?

https://espingli.com/the-library-window.html 134/146



12/2/26, 17:06 The Library Window by Margaret Oliphant

a&nd &en ai flan mais'elf ap'pn h3: and aeskt h3: ag'en and ag'en wot it woz an hu: it woz
impl'a:rin ha ta tel mi if fi nju: send wen [i had si:n him an wot had h'aepand send wot it

ment ab'ast da w'imin av a: biad

Y entonces me abalancé sobre ellay le pregunté una y otra vez qué eray quién
era, implorandole que me lo dijera si lo sabia. ;Cuando lo habia visto y qué habia

pasado? ;Y qué significaba eso para las mujeres de nuestra sangre?

She told me that how it was she could not tell, nor when: it was just at the time it had to
be; and that we all saw him in our time. “That is,” she said, “the ones that are like you

and me.”

fi toold mi dat hao 1t waz [i kad not tel na: wen 1t waz dzoast ot ds taim 1t h'sedts bi aend

dat wi 21l s2: him in a: taim dzet 1z fi sed da wanz dat o lalk jo an mi

Me dijo que no sabia cdmo ni cuando habia sucedido. Simplemente habia
sucedido en el momento en que tenia que suceder, y que todos lo habiamos visto

en nuestro tiempo. —Es decir —dijo— los que son como tu y como yo.

What was it that made her and me different from the rest? But she only shook her head

and would not tell me.

wpt waz it dat meid har an mi d'ifrant fr'amda rest bat [i ‘'sonli fok ha hed an wad npt tel

mi

:Qué era lo que nos hacia diferentes al resto? Pero ella solo negaba con la cabeza

y no me lo decia.

“They say,” she said, and then stopped short.

del sel fi sed an d¢en stopt [o:t

—Dicen —dijo ella, y luego se detuvo en seco.
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“Oh, honey, try and forget all about it. If | had but known you were of that kind! They
say that once there was one that was a scholar, and liked his books more than any lady’s

love. Honey, do not look at me like that. To think | should have brought all this on you!”

au h'Ani trai an fag'st o:1 sb'awt 1t If a1 had bat naovn ju war av 8zt kaind del seil dat
WANS daw'az WAn dat w'aza sk'pla an laikt hiz buks ma: dan ‘eni I'eidiz Iav h'Ani du:n'opt

lok ot mi laik daet ta Bink ai [vdav bra:t 2:1 dis pn jo

—Ay, carino, intenta olvidarlo todo. ;Si hubiera sabido que eras asi! Dicen que una
vez hubo un estudioso al que le gustaban mas sus libros que el amor de una

mujer. Carino, no me mires asi. jPensar que yo te he causado todo esto!

“He was a scholar?” | cried.

hi w'aza sk'oplo ai kraid

—:Era un estudioso? —exclamé.

“And one of us, that must have been a light woman, not like you and me. But maybe it
was just in innocence; for who can tell? She waved to him and waved to him to come
over, and that ring was the token, but he would not come. But still she sat at her
window and waved and waved till at last her brothers heard of it, that were stirring

men; and then, oh, my honey, let us speak of it no more!”

a@nd wAn av As dat m'astav bin a lait w'oman not laik jo an mi bat m'eibi: it waz dzast in
'Inasans fa hu: kan tel fi weivd ta him an weivd ta him ta kam ‘sove an daet rinp w'azds t
‘avkan bat hi wad not kam bat stil fi seet ot ha w'indav an weivd an weivd til ot lsest ha

br'adaz h3:d av it 8at wa st'3:rip men send dsn s mai h'Ani let as spi:k av it n'aom o:

—Y una de nosotras, que debia de ser una mujer ligera, no como tu y yo. Pero tal
vez fuera solo por inocencia, ;quién sabe? Ella le hizo senas para que se acercara,
y aquel anillo era la prueba, pero él no quiso venir. Aun asi, ella se quedd sentada
en la ventana, haciendo senas sin cesar, hasta que al fin se enteraron sus
hermanos, que eran hombres provocadores; y entonces, oh, mi amor, jno

hablemos mas de ello!
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“They killed him!” | cried, carried away. And then | grasped her with my hands, and gave
her a shake, and flung away from her. “You tell me that to throw dust in my eyes when |

I))
.

saw him only last night, and he as living as | am, and as young

del kild him a1 kraid k'aerid aw'er &end &sn a1 graespt ha wid mai haendz an geiv har s feik
an flan aw'el fram h3: jo tel mi daet ta Oraw dast In mar aiz wen ai so: him ‘sonli laest nait

an hi az I'ivin oz ai'am and az jan

—iLo mataron! —grité, arrebatada. Y entonces la agarré con las manos, la sacudiy
me alejé de ella—. Me dices eso para echarme tierra en los ojos cuando lo vi

anoche, tan vivo como yo y tan joven!

“My honey, my honey!” Aunt Mary said.

mai h'Ani mai h'ani a:nt m'eari sed

—iMi amor, mi amor! —dijo la tia Mary.

After that | would not speak to her for a long time; but she kept close to me, never
leaving me when she could help it, and always with that pity in her eyes. For the next
night it was the same; and the third night. That third night | thought | could not bear it

any longer.

‘afto daet a1 wad not spi:k to ha f'ara Ipn taim bat [i kept klswos ta mi n'eva I'izvin mi wen
fi kad help 1t and 2:lweiz wid daet p'iti in har aiz f'ada nekst nait it w'azds seim aend da

03:d nait daet 83:d nait a1 ©65:t a1 kad not bear it 'eni I'bnga

Después de eso, no le hablé por mucho tiempo; pero ella se mantuvo cerca de mi,
sin separarse nunca cuando pudo evitarlo, y siempre con esa compasién en la
mirada. La noche siguiente fue igual; y la tercera noche. Esa tercera noche pensé

gue no podria soportarlo mas.

| would have to do something if only | knew what to do! If it would ever get dark, quite

dark, there might be something to be done.
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al wodh'avta du s'’am8in if 'aonli ai nju: wot ta du If It wad ‘eva get da:k kwait da:k 8a

mait bi s'’Am8in tab'i dan

iTendria que hacer algo si supiera qué hacer! Si alguna vez oscureciera, si

oscureciera por completo, quiza hubiera algo que hacer.

| had wild dreams of stealing out of the house and getting a ladder, and mounting up to
try if | could not open that window, in the middle of the night. If perhaps | could get the
baker’s boy to help me; and then my mind got into a whirl, and it was as if | had done it;
and | could almost see the boy put the ladder to the window, and hear him cry out that

there was nothing there.

a1 haed waild dri:mz av st'i:lin ‘astav da havs an g'stin o I'aeds an m'aontin Ap ta trai if ai
kad not ‘savpan dt w'indaw 'Inds m'idal 'avda nait If pah'aeps a1 kad get 83 b'elkaz boi
to help mi &end 8sn mar maind got 'ints @ w3:l and 1t waz oz if a1 had dan 1t send ai kad
'2:lmawst si: da boi pot da I'aeds ta 82 w'indaw an his him krai ast st daw'az n'ABIn

ded

Tenia suenos descabellados de escaparme de casa, coger una escalera y subir
para intentar abrir esa ventana en mitad de la noche. Quizas podria pedirle ayuda
al chico panadero; entonces mi mente se acelerd y fue como si lo hubiera hecho;
casi podia ver al chico colocando la escalera junto a la ventana y oirle gritar que

alli no habia nada.

Oh, how slow it was, the night! And how light it was, and everything so clear no
darkness to cover you, no shadow, whether on one side of the street or on the other

side!

90 hao sloov 1t wpz 85 nait send hao lait it woz and 'evrifin sao klis nav d'a:knas ta k'ava

jo nav ['aedav w'edar bn wan said ‘avda stri:t ar 'ond1 'Ada said

iOh, qué lenta era la noche! ;Y qué clara, con todo tan nitido, sin oscuridad que te

cubriera, sin sombras, ni a un lado ni al otro de la calle!
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| could not sleep, though | was forced to go to bed. And in the deep midnight, when it is
dark dark in every other place, | slipped very softly downstairs, though there was one

board on the landing place that creaked, and opened the door and stepped out.

al kad not sli:p 8av a1 waz fa:st ta goov to bed aend 'Inda di:p m'idnait wen 1t 1z da:k da:k
In ‘evri 'Ada pleis ai slipt v'eri s'pftli d'avnsteaz 8as daw'sz wan ba:d 'onds |'eendin pleis

doat kri:kt and ‘svpand &s do:r an stept aot

No podia dormir, aunque me habia obligado a acostarme. Y en plena medianoche,
cuando todo estaba completamente oscuro, bajé sigilosamente las escaleras, a

pesar de que una tabla del rellano crujia, abri la puerta y sali.

There was not a soul to be seen, up or down, from the Abbey to the West Port, and the
trees stood like ghosts, and the silence was terrible, and everything as clear as day. You
don't know what silence is till you find it in the light like that, not morning but night, no

sunrising, no shadow, but everything as clear as the day.

daw oz n'pta savl tab'i sizn Ap o davn fr'amdi ‘aebi to &3 west po:t an da tri:z stod laik
gousts an &3 s'allans waz t'eribal and ‘evriBin az kliar 2z del jo davnt naw wot s'ailans 1z
til jo faind 1t 'inda lart laik daet not m's:nin bat nait nav s'Anraizin nao [‘aedaw bat 'evriBin

az kliar 9z da del

No se veia ni un alma, ni arriba ni abajo, desde la abadia hasta West Port, y los
arboles se erigian como fantasmas, y el silencio era terrible, y todo estaba tan
claro como el dia. No sabes lo que es el silencio hasta que lo encuentras en una
luz como esa, no por la manana sino por la noche, sin amanecer, sin sombras,

pero con todo tan claro como el dia.

It did not make any difference as the slow minutes went on: one o’clock, two o’clock.
How strange it was to hear the clocks striking in that dead light when there was nobody
to hear them! But it made no difference. The window was quite blank; even the marking

of the panes seemed to have melted away.

it didn'nt meik ‘eni d'ifrons oz &s slov m'inits went on wan akl'pk tu: akl'pk hawo streindz
It waz ta hia 83 kioks str'aikin in daet ded lait wen daw'az n'avbadi ta his dam bat 1t

meid nao d'iIfrans ds w'indas waz kwait bleenk 'izvon ds m'a:kin 'avds peinz si:md ta
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hav m'eltid aw'el

No importaba que los minutos pasaran lentamente: la una, las dos. jQué extrafno
era oir los relojes dar las horas en aquella luz muerta, cuando no habia nadie para
oirlos! Pero no importaba. La ventana estaba completamente en blanco; incluso

las marcas de los cristales parecian haberse desvanecido.

| stole up again after a long time, through the silent house, in the clear light, cold and

trembling, with despair in my heart.

al stoul Ap ag'sn ‘aeftar 2 Ibn taim Bru: ds s'allant havs 'Inda klis lait kavld an tr'emblin

wid disp'ear in mai ha:t

Volvi a escabullirme después de mucho tiempo, a través de la casa silenciosa, bajo

la luz clara, fria y temblorosa, con desesperacion en mi corazon.

| am sure Aunt Mary must have watched and seen me coming back, for after a while |
heard faint sounds in the house; and very early, when there had come a little sunshine
into the air, she came to my bedside with a cup of tea in her hand; and she, too, was

looking like a ghost.

alom foar a:nt m'eari m'astav wotft an si:n mi k'amin baek far ‘seftar o wail a1 h3:d feint
saondz 'Inds haovs aend v'eri '3:li wen 83 had kam o I'ital s'Anfain 'inta &1 ea [i keim to mai

b'edsaid wid a kap av ti: In ha haend and [i tu: waz I'vkin laik 8 gaost

Estoy seguro de que la tia Mary debié de verme volver, porque al cabo de un rato
oi unos sonidos débiles en la casa; y muy temprano, cuando ya habia salido un
poco el sol, se acercé a mi cabecera con una taza de té en la mano; y ella también

parecia un fantasma.

“Are you warm, honey, are you comfortable?” she said.

9 jo wa:m h'Ani a jo k' amftabal [i sed

—c:Tienes calor, carino? ;Estas comoda? —pregunto ella.
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“It doesn’t matter,’ said I.

it d'Azant m'aeta sed ai

—No importa —dije yo.

| did not feel as if anything mattered; unless if one could get into the dark somewhere,
the soft, deep dark that would cover you over and hide you, but | could not tell from
what. The dreadful thing was that there was nothing, nothing to look for, nothing to

hide from — only the silence and the light.

al didn'nt fi:l az If 'eniB in m'aetad Anl'es If wan kad get 'inte 83 da:k s'Amwes &a soft
di:p da:k dat wad k'Ava jo ‘avvar an haid jo bat a1 kad not tel from wot &a dr'edfsl 8in

waz dat daw'az n'ABIN n'ABIN ta lok fa: n'ABIN ta haid from "sonli 83 s'allans an &3 lait

No sentia que nada importara; a menos que uno pudiera meterse en algun lugar
oscuro, en esa oscuridad suave y profunda que te cubre y te esconde, pero no

sabia de qué. Lo terrible era que no habia nada, nada que buscar, nada de lo que

esconderse, solo el silencio y la luz.

That day my mother came and took me home. | had not heard she was coming; she
arrived quite unexpectedly, and said she had no time to stay, but must start the same

evening so as to be in London next day, papa having settled to go abroad.

daet der mai m'Ada keim an tok mi haom ar had not h3:d [i waz k'amin fi ar'aivd kwait
Aneksp'ektidli an sed [i haed nao taim ta stel bat mas sta:t 83 seim ‘izvnin saw az tab'i In

I'Andan nekst del pap'a: h'avin s'etald to gov abr'a:d

Ese dia vino mi madre y me llevé a casa. No sabia que iba a venir; llegé de forma
bastante inesperada y dijo que no tenia tiempo para quedarse, que tenia que salir
esa misma tarde para estar al dia siguiente en Londres, ya que papa habia

decidido irse al extranjero.

At first | had a wild thought | would not go. But how can a girl say | will not, when her
mother has come for her, and there is no reason, no reason in the world, to resist, and

no right! | had to go, whatever | might wish or anyone might say.
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ot f3:st a1 haed @ waild 82:t a1 wad npt gao bat hao kan a g3:l ser ai wil not wen ha m
'Ad2 haz kam fa h3: aend dar 1z nao r'izzan naw r'izzan 'Inda wa:ld to riz'ist an naw rait al

h'aedts gov wot'evar ai mait wif ar ‘eniwan mait sel

Al principio tuve la descabellada idea de no ir. Pero como puede una chica decir
gue no ira, cuando su madre ha venido a buscarla y no hay ninguna razén,

ninguna razén en el mundo, para resistirse, jni ningun derecho! Tenia que ir,

independientemente de lo que yo quisiera o de lo que dijeran los demas.

Aunt Mary’s dear eyes were wet; she went about the house drying them quietly with
her handkerchief, but she always said, “It is the best thing for you, honey — the best
thing for you!”

a:nt m'eariz diar aiz wa wet [i went ab'ast 8s havs dr'ann dam kw'aistli wid ha h
‘ankatfi:f bat [i 'o:lweiz sed 1t 1z 83 best Bin fa ju h'Ani 8a best Bin fa jo

Los queridos ojos de la tia Mary estaban humedos; iba por la casa secandolos
silenciosamente con su panuelo, pero siempre decia: —Es lo mejor para ti, carifo,

ilo mejor para ti!

Oh, how | hated to hear it said that it was the best thing, as if anything mattered, one
more than another! The old ladies were all there in the afternoon, Lady Carnbee looking
at me from under her black lace, and the diamond lurking, sending out darts from under
her finger. She patted me on the shoulder, and told me to be a good child.

au hao ai h'ertid ta hiar 1t sed &'atit w'azda best 8in oz If 'eniB in m'aetad wan ma: dan an
'A®3 81 auld I'eidiz war 2:1 dear 'Ind1 eftan’u:n I'eidi k'a:nbi: I'skin at mi fram ‘Ands ha
blaek leis an 8a d'ailemand I'3:kin s'endin aot da:ts fram 'Anda ha f'inga fi p'aetid mi

'pnda ['avlds an tavld mi tab'i a god tfaild

iOh, cdmo odiaba oir decir que era lo mejor, como si algo importara mas que otra
cosa! Las ancianas estaban todas alli por la tarde, Lady Carnbee mirdndome desde
debajo de su encaje negro, y el diamante acechando, lanzando dardos desde
debajo de su dedo. Me dio una palmadita en el hombro y me dijo que fuera una
buena nifa.
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“And never trust what you see from the window,” she said.

a&nd n'eva trast wot jo si: fr'amda w'indao fi sed

—Y nunca confies en lo que ves desde la ventana —dijo.

“The eye is deceitful as well as the heart.”

A1 a1 1z dis'i:tfal oz wel 2z 82 ha:t

—El ojo es enganoso, al igual que el corazon.

She kept patting me on the shoulder, and | felt again as if that sharp wicked stone stung
me. Was that what Aunt Mary meant when she said that ring was the token? | thought
afterwards | saw the mark on my shoulder. You will say why? How can | tell why? If | had

known, | should have been contented, and it would not have mattered any more.

fi kept p'aetin mi 'pnds [svlds and ai felt ag'en oz If daet fa:p w'ikid staon stan mi waz
daet wpt a:nt m'eari ment wen [i sed dat rin w'azda t'svkan al 8a:t 'eftowadz a1 so: 39
ma:k on mai ['aolds jo wil sel wai has kan ai tel wai if ai had naon ai ['odav bin kant

‘entid and 1t wad n'pntav m'zsetad ‘eni mo:

Ella seguia dandome palmaditas en el hombro, y volvi a sentir como si esa piedra
afilada y malvada me pinchara. ;Era eso lo que la tia Mary queria decir cuando
dijo que aquel anillo era la prueba? Después pensé que habia visto la marca en mi
hombro. ;Me preguntaras por qué? ;Cémo voy a saberlo? Si lo hubiera sabido, me

habria conformado y ya no habria importado.

| never went back to St Rule’s, and for years of my life | never again looked out of a

window when any other window was in sight.

al n'evo went baek ta seint ru:lz an fa jiaz av mai laif a1 n'evar ag'en lokt ‘astav o w'indaw

wen 'eni 'Ada w'indows waz In sait

Nunca volvi a St Rule's y, durante anos, nunca volvi a mirar por una ventana

cuando habia otra ventana a la vista.
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You ask me did | ever see him again? | cannot tell; the imagination is a great deceiver, as
Lady Carnbee said. And if he stayed there so long, only to punish those that had
wronged him, why should | ever have seen him again? For | had received my share.

jo sesk mi did a1 ‘eva si: him ag'en a1 k'aenot tel 81 1im zedzin’elfon 1z 2 greit dis'i:va az |
‘eidi k'a:nbi: sed aend If hi steid dea sav Ipn ‘sonli ta p'Anif 326z dat had rond him wai

fod a1 'eva hav sizn him ag'en far a1 had nis'i:zvd mai fea

¢Me preguntas si volvi a verlo? No sabria decirlo; la imaginacién es muy enganosa,
como decia Lady Carnbee. Y si se quedo alli tanto tiempo solo para castigar a

quienes le habian hecho dano, ;por qué habria de volver a verlo? Porque yo ya

habia recibido mi parte.

But who can tell what happens in a heart that often, often, and so long as that, comes
back to do its errand? If it was he whom | have seen again, the anger is gone from him,

and he means good and no longer harm to the house of the woman that loved him.

bat hu: kan tel wot h'aepanz in o ha:t dst ‘'pfan ‘pfon an sav Ibn oz daet kamz baek ta du
its ‘erand If it waz hi hu:m ai hav si:n ag'en &1 ‘aengar 1z gon fram him an hi mi:nz god an

nao I'onga ha:m ta ds havs ‘avda w'oman dat Iavd him

Pero, ;quién puede saber lo que ocurre en un corazén que, tan a menudo y
durante tanto tiempo, vuelve para cumplir su cometido? Si era él a quien he

vuelto a ver, la ira ha desaparecido de él, y ahora tiene buenas intenciones y ya no

desea hacer dafno a la casa de la mujer que lo amaba.

| have seen his face looking at me from a crowd. There was one time when | came home
a widow from India, very sad, with my little children: | am certain | saw him there among

all the people coming to welcome their friends.

a1 hav si:n hiz feis I'vkin at mi fram s kraod dsw'sz wan taim wen ar keim haom s w'idaw
from ‘india v'eri seed wid mai I'ital tfildran aloam s'3:tan a1 so: him dear am'an 2:1 da p

izpal k'amin ta w'elkam des frendz
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He visto su rostro mirandome entre la multitud. Una vez, cuando volvi a casa,
viuda de la India, muy triste, con mis hijos pequenos. Estoy segura de haberlo

visto alli entre toda la gente que venia a recibir a sus amigos.

There was nobody to welcome me, for | was not expected; and very sad was |, without a
face | knew: when all at once | saw him, and he waved his hand to me. My heart leaped
up again. | had forgotten who he was, but only that it was a face | knew, and | landed

almost cheerfully, thinking here was someone who would help me.

daw oz n'avbadi ta w'elkam mi far a1 waz npt eksp'ektid aend v'eri ssed waz ar wid'aot o
feis a1 nju: wen a:1 atw'Ans ai so: him an hi weivd hiz haend ta mi mar ha:t lizpt Ap ag'en
a1 had fag'ptan hu: hi woz bat ‘sonli 8'stit w'aza feis ar nju: and ai I'eendid '2:Imavst tf

19fali 8'inkin his waz s'’Aamwan hu: wad help mi

No habia nadie para recibirme, pues no me esperaban; y me senti muy triste, sin
un rostro conocido. De repente lo vi y me saludé con la mano. Mi corazén dio un
vuelco. Habia olvidado quién era, solo que era un rostro conocido, y aterricé casi

alegremente, pensando que alli habia alguien que me ayudaria.

But he had disappeared, as he did from the window, with that one wave of his hand.

bat hi had d 1sap'iad 2z hi did fr'amds w'indas wid daet wan welv av hiz haend

Pero él habia desaparecido, como lo hizo desde la ventana, con ese Unico

movimiento de su mano.

And again | was reminded of it all when old Lady Carnbee died; an old, old woman, and

it was found in her will that she had left me that diamond ring.

and ag'en a1 waz nm'aindid av 1t 2:1 wen aold I'eidi k'a:nbi: daid an avld suld w'oman

and 1t waz faond in ha wil dat [i had left mi daet d'alemand rin
Y volvi a recordar todo aquello cuando murié la anciana Lady Carnbee, una mujer

muy mayor, y se descubrid en su testamento que me habia dejado ese anillo de

diamantes.

https://espingli.com/the-library-window.html 145/146



12/2/26, 17:06 The Library Window by Margaret Oliphant

| am afraid of it still. It is locked up in an old sandalwood box in the lumber room in the
little old country house which belongs to me, but where | never live. If anyone would

steal it, it would be a relief to my mind.

atom ofr'eid av 1t stil 1t 1z Iokt Ap In an sold s'a&ndalwod boks 'Inda I'amba ru:m ‘inds |
1tal aold k'Antri hass witf bil'bnz ta mi bat wear a1 n'eva liv if ‘eniwan wad sti:l it it wad

bi a ril'i:f ta mai maind

Todavia le tengo miedo. Esta guardado bajo llave en una vieja caja de sandalo en
el trastero de la pequena y antigua casa de campo que me pertenece, pero en la

gue nunca vivo. Si alguien lo robara, seria un alivio para mi mente.

Yet | never knew what Aunt Mary meant when she said, “That ring was the token,” nor
what it could have to do with that strange window in the old College Library of St

Rule’s.

jet a1 n'eva nju: wot a:nt m'eari ment wen [i sed dzet rin w'azds t'svkan no: wot it kodh

‘avta du wid daet streindz w'indsw 'Indi auld k'nlidz I'aibrari sv seint ru:lz
Sin embargo, nunca supe qué quiso decir la tia Mary cuando dijo que ese anillo es

la prueba, ni qué tenia que ver con aquella extrana ventana de la antigua

biblioteca universitaria de St Rule's.
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