Capitolul 1

Peter intrd in scend

oo ot copiii cresc, cu exceptia unuia. Cu totii afld cumva
»,‘QS}" cd vor creste, iar Wendy a aflat in felul urmator: intr-o
C"\‘?buné zi, pe cand avea vreo doi ani si se juca in gradind,
a cules o floare si a fugit sa i-o ducd mamei. Trebuie sa fi fost
tare dragdlasd, cdci doamna Darling exclamase:

— Ah, de ce nu ramai tu mereu asa, cum esti acum?

La atat s-a limitat discutia lor pe aceastd temd, dar de
atunci incolo Wendy a stiut ca avea sd creasca.

Familia Darling locuia pe o stradd marginitd de copaci, la
numadrul 14. Doamna Darling era o femeie frumoasa, ale cdrei
ganduri semanau cu acele cutiute orientale ascunse unele in
altele, astfel incat sa ramand mereu cate una nedescoperitd, si
ale cdrei buze surazatoare pdstrau intotdeauna un sarut pe care
Wendy nu-l putea culege, desi il zdrea in permanentd in coltul
din dreapta al gurii mamei sale.

Domnul Darling era unul dintre acei oameni seriosi care se
ocupd de actiuni si conturi. Desigur cd nimeni nu stdpaneste cu
adevdrat asemenea lucruri, dar el chiar pdrea priceput si vor-
bea deseori despre cresteri si scdderi ale actiunilor, intr-un mod
care ar fi starnit admiratia oricui.

Wendy era primul lor copil. Dupd ea urmase John, apoi
Michael. Doamna Darling tinea ca totul sd fie cum se cuvine,
iar domnul Darling nu dorea sad se deosebeascd prin nimic de
vecinii sdi, drept care copiii aveau o bona.
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Poter Breaks Thaugh

* they will grow up, and the way Wendy knew was this:
V2% one day when she was two years old she was playing in a
garden, and she plucked a flower and ran with it to her mother.
| suppose she must have looked rather delightful, for Mrs. Darling
cried:

“Oh, why can’t you remain like this for ever!” This was all
that pased between them on the subject, but henceforth Wendy
knew that she must grow up. Two is the beginning of the end.

Mr. and Mrs. Darling lived in a tree-lined street, and their
house was No. 14. She was a lovely lady, with a romantic mind
and such a sweet mocking mouth. Her romantic mind was like
the tiny boxes, one within the other, that come from the puzzling
East. However many you discover there is always one more; and
her sweet mocking mouth had one kiss on it that Wendy could
never get, though there it was, perfectly conspicuous in the right-
hand corner.

Mr. Darling was one of those deep ones who know about
stocks and shares. Of course no one really knows, but he quite
seemed to know, and he often said stocks were up and shares were
down in a way that would have made any woman respect him.

Wendy came first, then John, then Michael. Mrs. Darling loved
to have everything just so, and Mr. Darling had a passion for being
exactly like his neighbours; so, of course, they had a nanny.

%II children, except one, grow up. They soon know that



Dar pentru cd nu erau instdriti, bona era o cé’,celugé Terra
Nova autenticd, pe nume Nana.

In seara in care incepe povestea noastrs, Nana motdia linis-
titd langa foc. Doamna si domnul Darling se pregdteau sa iasa
in oras, iar ea urma sd stea cu copiii. Ceasul bdtu de sase ori:
era vremea sa Inceapd pregadtirile de culcare.

Nana se ridicd, se intinse, apoi aprinse lumina. Dupa ce
asternu paturile, agdtd pijamalele aproape de foc si dddu dru-
mul la apd in cada. Apoi, asigurandu-se ca apa nu era prea
fierbinte, plecd sa-1 aduca pe Michael - care, fiind cel mai mic,
era primul care trebuia culcat - si se intoarse cu el in spinare.
Michael nu voia, fireste, sa fie imbaiat, dar Nana era autoritara
si, ducandu-1 in baie, inchise usa ca sa nu-l tragad curentul.

Intre timp, doamna Darling auzi un zgomot la fereastra
camerei copiilor, unde o siluetd ce parea a unui baietel incerca
inchizdtoarea, dispdarand numaidecat la auzul strigatului ei de
surprizd. Deschise degraba fereastra, dar nu vazu nimic in afara
de acoperisurile umede ale caselor vecine si de cerul senin al
noptii. li venird deodatd in minte tot soiul de povesti cu spi-
ridusi, cdci cu o zi inainte Nana padtise acelasi lucru, numai ca
inchisese fereastra atat de repede, incat retezase umbra bdiete-
lului, despartind-o de trup, iar doamna Darling o impaturise
cu grija si o asezase intr-un sertar.

Ingrijorarea nu o tinu fnsa mult, cdci toti cei trei copii
intrard in camerd. Wendy si John jucau jocul lor favorit, de-a
mama si de-a tata, iar fata doamnei Darling strdlucea de
incantare auzindu-i. Domnul Darling se ndpusti pe urmele lor,
foarte agitat din pricind cd nu reusea sd-si innoade cravata.
Doamna Darling l-a ajutat si imediat el a pdrdsit camera, cu
Michael in spate, pe care l-a asezat apoi in patutul lui.

6



As they were poor, this nanny was a prim New-foundland
dog, called Nana.

On the evening on which our story begins, Nana was dozing
peacefully by the fireside. Mr. and Mrs. Darling were getting
ready to go out to dinner and Nana was to be left in sole charge
of the children. Presently the clock went off with a whirr, and
struck — one, two, three, four, five, six — time to begin to put the
children to bed.

Nana got up, and stretched herself, and carefully switched
on the electric light. Then she turned the bedclothes neaty down
and hung the little pyjamas over the fire-guard. She then trotted
up to the bathroom and turned on the water; after feeling it with
her paw to make sure that it was not too hot, she went off to
look for Michael, who, being the youngest of the three children,
must go to bed first. She returned immediately with him sitting
astride her back. Michael, of course, did not want to be bathed,
but Nana was firm and, taking him to the bathroom, shut the
door so that he should not be in a draught.

Whilst Mrs. Darling was in the nursery she heard a noise
outside the window, as a tiny figure, no bigger than a little boy,
tried the window-latch, and vanished suddenly at her cry of
surprise. She flung the window open, but there was nothing to
be seen, nothing but the dim roofs of the neighbouring houses,
and the deep blue sky above. She began to frighten herself with
eerie bogie tales, for the same thing had happened the day
before, when Nana had gone to the window and shut it down
so quickly that she had cutt off the boy’s shadow. Mrs. Darling
carefully folded it and put it away.

But she soon felt reassured when her children came in
together. John and Wendy were playing at their favourite game
of being Father and Mother, and Mrs. Darling’s beautiful face
beamed with delight as she listened to them. Suddenly, in rushed
Mr. Darling, very much excited because he could not fasten his
evening tie. Mrs. Darling easily managed that for him, and he
was soon skipping about the room with Michael on his back,
dropping him finally into his bed.



Dar, din nefericire, Nana, care tocmai iesea din baie, se
frecd din greseald de pantalonii lui proaspat célcati si cateva fire
de blana se lipird de ei. Adultilor nu le place sd se umple de par,
asa cd domnul Darling era foarte supdrat pe Nana si hotdrase
s-o concedieze. Dar doamna Darling 1i povesti despre silueta
ciudata de la fereastrd si despre cum Nana latrase si inchisese
fereastra atat de repede, incat ii retezase umbra, pe care i-o ardta
drept dovada. fi spuse apoi cat de multumiti era ca o are pe Nana
drept bona.

— Uitd-te numai cat este de grijulie, incheie ea, in timp ce
credinciosul caine ii aducea lui Michael sticluta cu sirop de tuse.

Dar Michael era obraznic si refuza sa-si ia doctoria; dupa o
portie bund de ceartd, Wendy avu o idee:

— Ar trebui sd ia si tata impreunad cu el.

— Prea bine, spuse domnul Darling, sa vedem care dintre
noi este mai curajos.

Doud pahare furd aduse si umplute numaidecat.

— Unu, doi, trei, si, strigd Wendy.

Michael isi inghiti portia, barbateste, dar domul Darling se
prefdcu doar, si ascunse paharul la spate.

John insa il observa.

— Tata n-a baut-o! strigd el, iar Michael, vdzand ca fusese
pacdlit, izbucni in plans.

Ca sda-l linisteascd, domnul Darling se gandi sa faca o
glumd. Turnd doctoria in farfuria Nanei, iar cand bietul caine,
crezand cd-i dd ceva bun, se grabi s-o lipdie, rase in hohote de
privirea ei mustrdtoare. Copiii, care isi iubeau bona din toatd
inima, se intristard vazand-o cum se ghemuieste in culcusul ei,
mai supdratd si mai jignitd decéat toti cainii din lume.

Domnul Darling, enervat cd nimeni nu-i apreciase gluma,
o goni din culcus, o insfdcd de zgarda si o legd in curte.
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Unfortunately, in going to the bathroom, Nana accidently
brushed against Mr. Darling’s beautifully pressed black trousers, and
left some of her grey clinging hairs upon them. Now, no grown-up
person likes hairy trousers, so Mr. Darling was very cross with Nana,
and spoke of dismissing her. But Mrs. Darling told him about the
weird apparition at the window, how Nana had barked at it and
shut the window down so fast that its shadow had been cut clean
off and left behind. She showed him the shadow, and told him
how glad she was to have such a treasure as Nana for a nurse.

“You see how very useful Nana is”, concluded Mrs. Darling,
as the faithful dog came in with Michael’s bottle of cough
mixture. But Michael was naughty and would not take it; there
was a fine fuss over it, when Wendy, being a clever little girl, hit
on a brilliant idea.

“Father should take some of his medicine to keep Michael
company.”

“Very well”, said Mr. Darling, “we shall see who is the
braver.” Two glases were fetched and filled in a moment.

“One, two, three”, cried Wendy; Michael took his like a
man, but Mr. Darling only pretended to, and quietly hid the glass
behind his back.

John caught him in the act:

“Father hasn't taken his!” he cried, and Michael, seeing
that he had been tricked, burst into a loud “Boo-hoo-hoo!” Mr.
Darling, to appease Michael, thought of what seemed to him an
excellent joke. He poured his medicine into Nana’s drinking-bowl,
and when poor Nana, thinking that it was something nice, ran
eagerly to lap it up, he roared with laughter to see the reproachful
eyes she turned upon him. The children, who loved their old nurse
very dearly, were terribly distressed as she slunk to her kennel,
looking as unhappy and as hurt in her feelings as ever a dog did.

Mr. Darling, angry that they did not enjoy his joke in the
least, coaxed Nana out of her kennel, seized her by the collar and
dragged her off in disgrace, to be chained up in the yard.



— Acolo este locul cainilor, zise el, in ciuda protestelor
copiilor.

Doamna Darling 1i linisti, sarutandu-i cu duiosie, ca orice
mamad, 1i inveli, le cantd un cantecel de leagdn si, ldsand veio-
zele aprinse sd nu le fie urat, se furisa afara din camera in var-
tul picioarelor.

In camera copiilor era acum liniste. Deodats, luminile pal-
pdird si se stinserd una cate una, iar in odaie pdtrunse o min-
giuta de foc, ce zbura un timp de colo-colo, apoi dispdru intr-o
ulcicd. Atunci, silueta aceea gratioasd care o inspdimantase pe
doamna Darling se furisd prin bezna noptii. Fereastra se des-
chise cu un clinchet usor si un bdietel se strecura induntru.

Pdrea sa caute ceva; e lesne de ghicit ca isi voia umbra inapoi.

— Unde esti, Clopotel? sopti baiatul, iar cand luminita
straluci din nou in buza ulcelei, adauga:

— Stii cumva unde au pus-o?

Mingiuta de foc era, de fapt, o zana, care, ca toate zanele,
stia tot ce merita stiut. N-o puteai vedea decat ca pe o flacdruie,
dar de auzit o auzeai foarte bine: scotea un clinchet argintiu, ca
al unui clopotel, si de aceea o numisera astfel. Clopotel zbura
pe raftul de sus al dulapului; bdietelul alerga bucuros acolo
si gdsi umbra infdsurata frumos, exact cum o pusese doamna
Darling. Acum, ca o gdsise, problema era cum sa si-o puna la
loc. Ii veni o idee: s-o lipeascd cu sdpun! Asezat pe covorasul
din fata semineului, isi sapuni mai intai picioarele, apoi umbra,
dar oricat se strddui, nu reusi s-o lipeascd. Dupd mai multe
incercari nereusite, bietul bdietel se ldsa pagubas, isi ascunse
fata in maini si incepu sa suspine amarnic.

Plansul lui o trezi pe Wendy. Se ridica in capul oaselor si,
fard urma de teama, intreba:

— De ce plangi, baietelule?
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“The proper place for dogs”, he said, in spite of all their
pleading.

Mrs. Darling comforted the children, kissing them very
tenderly as mothers always do, tucked them up in their beds, sang
them to sleep and, leaving the night-lights burning for company,
crept softly out of the room.

Everything in the big nursery was now still and quiet.
Suddenly the night-lights flickered and went out one by one,
and there darted into the room a tiny ball of fire, which flitted
uneasily about and finally vanished into a jug. Then the same
slender graceful figure that had so startled Mrs. Darling leapt
from the darkness outside the window. There was just one click,
the window was open, and a young boy stepped cautiously in.

He seemed to be looking for something; and you will easily
guess that what he was looking for was his shadow.

“Tink, where are you?"” he whispered, and then as the light
shone on the jug he went on:

“Tink, do you know where they have put it?”

Now this little ball of light was really a fairy girl who knew
everything worth knowing. Most fairies do. You could only just
see her in the little flame, but you could hear her very clearly;
she made a tinkling noise like a little silver bell, and that was
why she was called Tinker Bell. Tinker Bell at last rested a few
moments on the top drawer of the nursery dresser; instantly the
boy ran joyfully to it, and pulling open the drawer snatched out
his shadow neatly rolled up, just as Mrs. Darling had left it. He
had found it certainly, but the next trouble was to put it on again.
A happy thought struck him; he would stick it on with soap!
Sitting on the hearthrug, he soaped his feet and then he soaped
his shadow, but whichever way he soaped they would not stick
together. There is no use in having a shadow if it will not stick
to you. After trying and trying in vain the poor boy gave up the
attempt, burried his face in his hands, and sobbed despairingly.

It was then that Wendy awoke. She sat right up in bed, and,
not at all frightened, said: “Little boy, why are you crying?”
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Bdiatul sdri in picioare si se inclina politicos. Wendy f{i
facu, la randul ei, o reverentd, desi cu ceva greutate, avand in
vedere cd statea incd in pat.

— Cum te cheamad? o intrebd baiatul.

— Wendy Moira Angela Darling. Dar pe tine?

— DPeter Pan.

— Si unde locuiesti?

— A doua intersectie la dreapta si de acolo drept inainte
pand in zori.

Lui Wendy adresa i se paru cam ciudatd, dar i se facu
mild de Peter cand auzi cd acesta nu avea mama. Nici nu era
de mirare cd plangea! Dar Peter nu plangea din cauza aceasta,
ci pentru cd nu reusea sa-si lipeasca umbra. Auzind motivul,
Wendy zambi, apoi se apucd sd-i explice cd sapunul nu era bun
pentru asa ceva. Umbra trebuia cusuta.

— Vrei sd ti-o cos eu? se oferi ea si dddu fuga dupa cosu-
letul de lucru.

Sd ti se coasa umbra de picioare este o treabd foarte dure-
roasd, dar Peter o indurd cu curaj. Fusese o idee bund, caci
umbra tinea de minune, iar Peter era atat de incantat, incat prin-
sese sd danseze prin camerd, privind-o cum se miscad pe podea.

— O, destept mai sunt! striga Peter, beat de bucurie, si
scoase un croncanit de multumire, exact ca al unui cocos.

— Infumurat mai esti! il certdi Wendy, indignats, presu-
pun cd eu nici n-am facut mare lucru, nu?

— Nu cine stie ce!

— Asa? Atunci pot cel putin sd te las in pace, spuse ea si
sdri Tnapoi in pat, tragandu-si plapuma peste cap.

— Terog, Wendy, nu ma pdradsi, se rugd Peter. Nu ma pot
opri din croncanit cand sunt bucuros. O singurd fatd face mai
mult decat doudzeci de bdieti.
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The young boy sprang to his feet, and bowed very politely.
Wendy curtsied in return, though she found it a difficult thing to
do in bed.

“What's your name?” asked the little boy.

“Wendy Moira Angela Darling. What's yours?”

"Peter Pan.”

“Where do you live?”

“Second turning to the right, and straight on till morning.”

This seemed to Wendy a very funny address, but she was all
sympathy when she heard that Peter had no mother. No wonder
he was crying! But that was not the reason for Peter’s tears; he
was crying because he could not get his shadow to stick on. This
made Wendy smile, and she emphatically declared that soap was
no good. It must be sewn on.

“Shall | do it for you?” she suggested, and, jumping out of
bed to get her work-basket, she set to work at once. It hurts a
good deal to have a shadow sewn on to your feet, but Peter bore
it bravely. It was the right thing to do, for the shadow held on
beautifully, and Peter was so delighted that he danced up and
down the nursery watching it make patterns on the floor as he
flung his arms and legs about.

“Oh! The cleverness of me!” cried Peter, overcome with joy,
and he crowed with pleasure, for all the world just as a cock
would crow.

“You conceited thing”, exclaimed Wendy indignantly, “of
course | did nothing!”

“Oh! You did a little!”

“A little! If | am no use | can at least leave you alone”, she
said, jumping back into bed and covering her head in a dignified
way with the bedclothes.

“Oh! Wendy, please don’'t leave me alone”, Peter exclaimed
in great distress. “I can’t help crowing when I'm pleased. One girl
is more use then twenty boys.”
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