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第  一  章
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Chapter 1


十九世纪末，人们对神怪的传说已不感兴趣了，但在特西兰瓦尼亚地区，人们还十分相信各种迷信传说。

这一天是五月二十九日，一群羊个累底埃扎脱山下的草地上吃草，牧羊人是威思特村的夫立可。他住在村口肮脏、潮湿的破房子里。

羊在安静地吃着草，牧羊人叨着个大烟斗躺在地上。他看上去大约六十五岁、瘦高个、胖乎乎的脸上长些胡子，戴一顶烂草帽。

下午四点了，太阳从西边的山口照过来，夫立可手搭凉棚四下张望。他看到屹立在奥尔加勒高地，距孚尔康山口不远山丘上的古堡，说道：“古堡，你的山毛榉只剩下三个枝丫，也只能再活三年了。”

当地的人们认为牧羊人都有超自然的本领，相信他们精通巫术，可以赐福于人畜，也可以把灾难降临到人畜的身上。人们遇到牧羊人时，会脱帽向他致意，并遵称他为“巴斯特”。人们把夫立可就看作是能呼唤鬼神的巫师。

夫立可任凭人们议论，这样更有利于他卖春药和解药。他不相信自己那些骗人的把戏，但对迷信的传说还是深信不疑的。

他吹响木角号，两只牧羊犬赶着一百多只羊走上了回家的小路，这群羊是威思特村的法官兼村长科尔兹的。法官雇牧羊人的原因是因为他是位剪羊毛的高手，又能治疗羊的一些疾病。

羊群走到河边喝水，过来一个波兰籍犹太小贩，向牧羊人打着招呼。他身上挂着望远镜、温度计、气压表、小钟表等各种小商品。

夫立可认为：小贩卖的气压表说能测出天气的阴晴，而自己看看云彩就知道明天会不会下雨。太阳在天空的位置就是自己的钟表，温度计对自己就更没有用处了，小贩的东西自己什么也不需要。

后来夫立可看到小贩身上挂着一根管子，问是干什么用的。当听说是望远镜时，认为自己的视力很好，可以看到远处山口的树木。

小贩告诉他，眼睛再好也比不过望远镜，让他把眼睛对着望远镜试试。

当夫立可确定看一下不要钱时，便把眼睛对准了望远镜，他清楚地看到了背着枪的护林员尼克•戴克刚巡逻回来，穿着红裙子的米柳达去接他。

小贩告诉他，还能看更远的。当夫立可又确定还是不要钱时，就又朝远处看去，他看到了教堂的钟楼和残缺的十字架，看到了远处山顶上的森林，最后看到了远处的古堡，看到古堡往出冒着雾或其他什么东西，因为城堡的烟囱几百年来从来没有冒过烟。

夫立可用袖子擦了擦望远镜的镜头，看到确确实实有一股烟柱飘向天空，他惊呆了，问小贩望远镜多少钱。小贩告诉他“一个半弗洛林”，心想如果他讨价就降到一个弗洛林。可夫立可并没有还价，给了他一个半弗洛林。说是给他的主人科尔兹法官买的，到时要他两个弗洛林。说完就吹着口哨赶着羊回威思特村去了，小贩后悔自己开始没要两个弗洛林。

     his Story is not fantastic; it is simply romantic and nobody would think of classing it as legendary.

Moreover, nobody would invent legends at the close of this practical and positive nineteenth century;’ not even in Transylvania, where the Carpathian scenery lends itself so naturally to all sorts of supernatural imaginings. But it is well to note that Transylvania is still much attached to the superstitions of the early ages.

On May 29th a shepherd was watching over his flock on the edge of a green plateau at the foot of Retyezat, which dominates a fertile valley, thickly wooded with straight-stemmed trees, and enriched with cultivation. This elevated plateau, open and unsheltered, is swept during the winter, as though by the barber’s razor, by the galernes, the north-west winds. It is said in the country that they shave it—and a very close shave it sometimes is.

Frik, Frik of Werst village—such was the name of this rustic shepherd—was as roughly clothed as his sheep, but quite welt enough for the sordid hole built at the entrance of the village, where his sheep and pigs lived in a state of revolting filth,—the only word, borrowed from the old language, fit to describe the lousy sheepfolds of the land.

The mmanum pecus were browsing, then, under the care of the said Frik, magllor ipse. Stretched on a hillock carpeted with grass, he slept with one eye Open, his pipe in his mouth; and now and then he whistled to his dogs when some sheep strayed away from the pasture, or gave a powerful blast on his horn which awoke the multitudinous echoes of the mountain.
It was four in the afternoon. The sun was beginning to sink. A few summits, their bages bathed in the floating mist, were standing out clear in the east. Towards the, sourh-west two breaks in the mountain chain were making way for a slanting Column of rays, like a luminous jet passing through a half- open door. 
This mountain system belongs to the wildest part of Transylvania, known as Klausenburg, or Kolosvar. Sach was its poiitical constitution that it remained the common abode of the vari ous races which elbow each other within it but never mingle—Wallachians or Roumanians, Hangariaas, Tziganes(Gypsies), Szeklers of Moldavian origin, as wen as the Saxons, whom time and circumstances will end by Magyarizing to the advantage of Transylvanian unity. 

To which of these types did the shepherd Frik belong?Was he a degenerate descendant of the ancient Dacians? It would not have been easy to say, seeing his tangled hair, his begrimed face, his bristly beard, his eyebrows as thick as two brushes with red bfistles. his blue green eyes, their damp corners marked with the wrinkles of old age. He must have been sixty-five—but might have been tnohght less. But he Was big, hardy, upright tilldel his yellowish cloak, less shaggy thall his chest; and a painter would not have disdained to sketch him, wearing his grass hat like a straw lid and resting on his crook as motionless as a rock. 

Just as the rays were corning through the break in the west, Frik looked round. Turning his half-closed halld into a telescope, as he had alrcady turned it into a speaking-tfumpet to make himself heard at a distante, he looked through it attentively. 

On the clear horizon, a good mne away and much diminished by the distance, was a group of buildings. This antient castle, on an isolated shoulder of the Vulkall range, occupied the upper part of a table-land, the Organ Plateau. In the bright light the Castle stood out with stereoscopic clearness, yet the shepherd’s eye must have been elldowed with great power of visioil for him to make out ally detan in that distallt mass.

Suddenlv he exclaimed,—with a shake of the head—‘Old castle!…Old Castle!…It’s all very well for you to stalld on your base. Thtee years more and you will have perished, for your beech-tree has only three branthes left.’
This beech-tree, planted at the elld of one of the castle’s bastioils, stood out bIack against the sky, and at that distante wonld have been almost invisible to ally one else thall Frik. The explanatton of his words, evoked by a legend referring to the castle, will be given later.

‘Yes,’ he repeated, ‘three branches yesterday ... There were four, but the fourth’ has fallen during the night ... and only the stump is left ... I can only count three at the fork... No more than three, old castle—no more than three!’

If we approach a shepherd on his idealistic side, he might easily be imagined a dreamy, contemplative being: he converses with the planets: he consults the stars, he reads the skies. In reality he is generally a stupid ignorant brute. But public credulity easily credits him with supernatural gifts: he practises sorcery; at his whim he can throw a spell over man and beast—or, what comes to the same thing, he sells sympathetic powders, and you can buy philtres and charms from him. Can’t he make the furrows barren by throwing enchanted stones into them? Can’t he make the ewes sterile by merely looking at them with his left eye? These superstitions are found in all times and in all countries. Even in the most civilized lands, nobody meets.a shepherd without giving him some friendly word, some meaningful gesture, greeting him by the name of ‘pastor’ which he likes best. Atouch of the hat keeps off any evil influences, and on the roads of Transylvania this is no more omitted than anywhere else.

Frik, then, was regarded as a sorcerer, one who could call up fantastic apparitions. Some people said that the vampires and stryges obeyed him, others declared that he was to be met with at the setting of the moon on dark nights astride of the arms of the mill talking with the wolves or dreaming in the starlight.

Frik let them talk, he found it paid him. He sold eharms and counter-charms. But, it should be remembered, he was himself as credulous as his followers; and if he did not believe in his own witchcraft, at least he believed in his country’s legends.

There was nothing surprising, therefore, in his forebodings of the early disappearance of the old castle, now that the beech was reduced to three branches, or his desire to bear the news to Werst.

After mustering his flock by bellowing loudly through a long white-wood trumpet, he took the road to the village. His dogs followed him, hurrying the animals on—two mongrel demigriffins, snarling and ferocious, who seemed fitter to eat the sheep than to guard them. He had a hundred rams and exes, a dozen yearlings, the rest three or four years old.

The flock belonged to the judge of Werst, the biro Koltz, who paid the commune a large sum for pasturage, and who thought highly of his shepherd Frik, knowing him to be skilful at shearing and experienced with the treatment of such maladies as the animals are prone to.

The flock moved in a compact mass, the bell-wether at the head making its clangour heard above the bleating.

After leaving the pasture Frik took a wide footpath bordered by spacious fields. Here waved magnificent ears of corns, very long in the straw and high on the stalk; here stretched several plantations of koukouroutz, the maize of the country. The road led to the edge of a forest of firs and spruces, cool and dark beneath their branches. Further down flowed the Syl, its shining course, filtered by the pebbles in its bed, bearing the logs of wood from the sawmills up stream.

Dogs and sheep stopped On the right bank of the river and began to drink greedily, pushing the reeds aside.

Werst was not more than three gunshots away, beyond a thick plantation of willows, not stunted pollards but well-grown trees. These willows stretched away up tb Vulkan Hill, the village of the same name, standing on a salient on the southern slope of the Plesa range.

The fields were still deserted. It is only at nightfall that the labourers return home, and Frik, as he went along, had no traditional ‘good night’ to exchange. When his flock had quenched their thirst, he was about to enter the valley when someone appeared at a bend in the Syl, some fifty yards down stream.

‘Hello, friend!’ he shouted to the shepherd.

He was one of those pedlars who travel from market to market in the district and are met with in the towns and even in the most humble villages. They have no difficulty in making themselves understood, for they speak all languages. Was this one an Italian, a Saxon, or a Wallachian? No one could say, but he was a Jew—a Polish Jew, tall, thin, hook-nosed, with a pointed beard, a prominent forehead, and lively eyes.

This pedlar dealt in telescopes, thermometers, barometers, and small clocks. What he did not carry in the bag firmly strapped over his shoulder, he hung from his neck and his belt, so that he resembled a travelling stall. This Jew, no doubt, shared the respect and the salutary fear which the shepherds inspire. He shook Frik by the hand. Then in the Roumanian language, a mixture of Latin and Sclave, he said with a foreign accent-

‘Are you getting on all right, friend?’
‘Yes—according to the weather,’ Frik replied.

‘Then you must be doing well today, for it’s fine.’
‘And I shall do badly tomorrow, for it will be raining.’
‘It’ll rain?’ the pedlar exclaimed. ‘So it rains without clouds in your country?’
‘The clouds will come tonight—and from down there.., from the bad side of the mountain.’
‘How do you know?’
‘By the wool of my sheep, it’s’as harsh and dry as tanned leather.’
‘Then it will be all the worse for those who are tramping the roads!’
‘And all the better for those who stay at home.’
‘For that you have to have a home, shep-herd.’
‘Have you any children?’ asked Frik.

‘No.’
‘Are you married?’
‘No.’
Frik asked all this because in this country it is usual to ask everybody one meets. He contin ued, ‘Where do you come from, pedlar?’
‘From Hermanstad.’
Hermanstad is one of the principal villages of Transylvania.

‘And you’re going?’
‘To Kolosvar.’
These vendors of thermometers, barometers, and cheap jewellery always seem to be a people apart, with something Hoffmanesque in their appearance. This comes from their trade. They sell time and weather in all forms—the time which flies, the weather which is, and the weather which will be—just as other packmen sell baskets and drapery. They are, so to speak, commercial travellers for the sky. And this was the effect the ,Jew produced on Frik, who gazed, not without astonishment, at this display of obieets which were new to him, and whose use he did not know.

‘I say’, pedlar,’ said he, stretching out his arm, ‘what’s the use of all this stuff that’s rattling at your belt like the bones of somebody who’s been hanged?’
‘These things are valuable,’ said the pedlar; ‘they’re useful to everybody.’
‘To everybody?’ exclaimed Frik, ‘ even shepherds?’
‘Even shepherds.’
‘And this contrivance?’
‘This contrivance,’ answered the Jew, putting a thermometer into his hands, ‘will tell you if it’s hot or cold.’
‘Ah, friend! I can tell that when I’m sweating in my tunic, or shivering in my overcoat.’
That was certainly enough for a shepherd who did not trouble himself about the whys and wherefores of science.

‘And this big watch with a needle?’ he continued, pointing to an aneroid.

‘That isn’t a watch, it’s an instrument to tell you if it will be fine tomorrow or if it will rain.’
‘Really?’
‘Really.”
‘Good,’ said Frik. ‘I don’t want that, even if it only costs a kreutzer. I’ve only got to look at the clouds trailing down in the mountains or racing over the high peaks, and then can’t I tell you what the weather will be a day ahead? Look, do you see that mist which seems to be rising from the ground? Well, I tell you it means wet tomorrow!’
And, certainly, the shepherd, a great observer of the weather, could do very well without a barometer.

‘I won’t ask you if you want a clock,” continued the pedlar.

‘A clock! ... I’ve got one which goes by itself and hangs over my head. That’s the sun up there. Look, friend, when it’s over the peak of Roduk it’s noon; when it looks at me across the Egelt gap it’s six o’clock. My sheep know it as well as I do, and my dogs as well as my sheep. You ca.n keep your clocks.’
‘Well then, said the pedlar, ‘if the only customers I had were shepherds, I’d find it a hard job to make a fortune. And so you don’t want anything?’
‘Nothing at all.’
Moreover, all these cheap goods were of very poor workmanship; the barometers never agreed as to its being change or set fair, the clock-hands made the hours too long or the minutes too short—in fact they were simply rubbish. The shepherd suspected this, perhaps, so he did not care to become a buyer. But just as he was picking up his stick, he caught sight of a sort of tube hanging from the pedlar’s strap.

‘What do you do with that tube you’ve got there?’
‘That isn’t a tube.’
‘Is it a horse-pistol?’
‘No,’ the Jew explained, ‘it’s a telescope.’
It was one of those common telescopes which magnify objects five or six times, or bring them as near, which comes to the same thing.

Frik unhooked the instrument, looked at it, fingered it and pulled its tubes in and out. Then, shaking his head, ‘A telescope?’ he asked.

‘Yes, shepherd, and a good one, too, and one that will make you see a long way off.’
‘Oh! I’have good eyes, my friend. When the weather is clear I can see the farthest rocks on the top of Retzysat and the farthest trees in the Volkan valleys.’
‘Without squinting?’
‘Without squinting. It’s the dew which makes me do that, when I sleep from night to morning under the stars. That’s the sort of thing to clean up your pupils.’
‘What—the dew?’ said the pedlar. ‘It might perhaps blind—’
‘Not the shepherds.’
‘I daresay ! But if you’ve got good eyes, mine are better when I put them to the end of that telescope.’
‘That remains to be seen.’
‘Put yours to it now!’
‘Mine?’
‘Try.’
‘That won’t cost me anything?’ asked Fiik; he had a suspicious mind.

‘Nothing at all, unless you decide to buy.’
Reassured on this point, Frik took the telescope, whose tubes the pedlar adjusted. Shutting his left eye he applied the eye-piece to his right eye.

He first looked towards Vulkan Hill and then up towards Plesa. That done, he lowered the instrument and brought it to bear on the Werst village.

‘Ah! ah!’ he said. ‘It’strue enough. It does carry farther than my eyes. There’s the main road. I can recognize people. There’s Nic Deck, the forester, coming back from his rounds with his haversack on his back and his gun over his shoulder.’

‘Didn’t I tell you?’ asked the pedlar.

‘Yes, yes, that really is Nic!’ the shepherd continued. ‘But who’s, the girl who’s coming out of Koltz’s house, with the red petticoat and the black bodice, as if she’s going to meet him?’
‘Keep on looking, shepherd. You’ll soon recognize the girl as well as the young fellow.’
‘Ah! yes! It’s Miriota-the lovely Miriota!

… Ah! lovers, lovers! ... This time they can’t get out of it, for I’ve got them at the end of my tube, and I shan’t lose any of their little games!’
‘What do you say about the telescope?’
‘Eh? ... It does make you see a long way!’
As Frik was looking through a telescope for the first time, Werst must have been one of the most backward villages in Klausenburg district: and that this was so will soon be seen.

‘Come on, shepherd,’ continued the pedlar, ‘have another look; look farther than Werst. The village is too near us. Look farther, much farther, I tell you!’
‘That won’t cost any more?’
‘No more.’
‘Good! I’ll look towards the Hungarian Syl! ... Yes. There’s the clock-tower at Livadzel. I can recognize it by its cross—it’s lost one arm. And, beyond in the valley, among the pines, I can see the spire at Petroseny with its tin-plate weathercock with its beak open as if it were going to call its chickens! ... and, beyond, there’s that tower sticking up amid the trees. ... That’s the Petrilla tower ... But I suppose, pedlar, it is all the same price?’
‘All the same price, shepherd.’
Frik turned the telescope towards the Orgall plateau; then he used it to follow the curtain of gloomy forests on the slopes of Plesa, and the field of the objective framed the distant outline of the castle.

‘Yes’’ he exclaimed, ‘the fourth branch is down on the ground, just as I saw it. And no one will pick it to make a torch of it for St. John’s night ... Nobody, not even me! ... It would be to risk body and soul together ... But don’t worry about it ... There’s someone who will know how to gather it tonight for his hellish fire—that’s the Chort!’
The Chort is called the devil when he is invoked in the language of the country.

Perhaps the Jew might have asked for an explanation of these incomprehensible words, as he was not a native of Werst or its environs, had not Frik exclaimed in a voice of terror mingled with surprise,—

‘What’s that mist rising from the donjon? ... Is it mist? ... No! ... Anyone would say it Was smoke! ... It can’t be possible. For hundreds and hundreds of years the chimneys of the castle have never smoked!’
‘If you can see smoke over there, shepherd, it’s beeaase there is smokel’
‘No, pedlar, no ... It is the glass of this thing of yours that’s got misty.’
‘Wipe it.’
‘And when I’ve wiped it—’
Frik lowered the telescope, and, when he had rubbed the lenses clear, he put it back to his eye.

It was undoubtedly smoke streaming from the roof of the’ donjon. It was rising high in the air and mingling with the clouds.

Frik stood motionless and silent. All his attention was concentrated on the castle, from which the rising shadows began to reach the level of the Orgall plateau.

Suddenly he lowered the telescope and, thrusting his hand into the pouch he wore under his cloak, ‘How much do you want for your tube?’ he asked.

‘A florin and a half!’ the pedlar replied.

And he would have sold the telescope for a florin if Frik had shown any wish to bargain for it. But the shepherd did not say a word. Evidently under the influence of an amazement as sudden as it was inexplicable, he plunged his hand deep into his wallet and pulled out the money.

‘Are you buying the telescope for yourself?’ asked the pedlar.

‘No; for my master-Judge Koltz.’
‘And he’ll pay you back?’
‘Yes, the two florins that it cost me.’
‘What ! The two florins?’
‘Eh! Certainly! That and no less. Good evening, friend!’
‘Good evening, shepherd.’
And Frik, whistling to his dogs and urging on his flock, went off rapidly in the direction of Werst.

The Jew, looking at him as he went, shook his head, as if he had been doing business withc a madman. ‘If I’d known that,’ he murmured.

‘I’d have charged him more for that telescope.’
Then he adjusted his burden on his belt and shoulders and resumed his journey to Karlsburg down the right bank of the Syl.

Where did he go? No matter. He won’t appear in the story again.
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