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STEPHEN LEACOCK

Stephen Butler Leacock (1869-1944) az angliai Hampshire-
ben sziiletett. Hétéves koraban a csalad egy kanadai farmra
koltozott, ahol Leacock és tiz testvére meglehetdsen nehéz
koriilmények kozott nevelkedett fel. A kozépiskola elvégzése
utan nyelveket és irodalmat tanult a torontdi egyetemen és még
a diploma megszerzése el6tt tanitani kezdett egy iskolaban.

Az 1890-es években, hogy jovedelmét kiegészitse, Leacock
kiilénb6z6 folydiratoknak irt cikkeket. Humoros irdsai gyorsan
népszertiek lettek, am az irdét inkdbb a gazdasagtudomany és a
politika érdekelte. Beiratkozott a chicagdi egyetemre, melynek
elvégzése utan a montreali McGill egyetemen lett el6add, 1908-
tdl pedig a kozgazdasagi és politikai tudomanyok tanszékének
vezetdije.

Leacock tobb mint hatvan konyvet irt. Torténelmi, gazdasagi
és életrajzi munkai mellett leginkabb parddiak, humoros esszék
és elbeszélések hosszu soraval valtotta ki az olvasok elismerését.
Az 1920-as években az angol nyelvteriilet legismertebb humoris-
tajanak tartottak.

Az ird, bar gorbe tiikdrben mutatja jellemiink és tarsadal-
munk visszassagait, soha nem él vissza a szatira eszkozével,
szelid gunyolddasa tavol all attdl, hogy barkit is megbantson.
[rasainak konnyed hangvétele, nyelvi és stilaris humora, a meg-
rajzolt figurdk és helyzetek groteszk valdszerfitlensége mogott
paratlan emberszeretet rejlik.



ELOSZO

A Szépirodalom eredetiben sorozat — mint neve is mutatja — értékes
irodalmi mtiveket juttat el az olvaséhoz a maguk eredetiségében
azzal a céllal, hogy a nyelvtanulok minél szélesebb kore élvez-
hesse az érdekes, Otletes irasok eredeti nyelvezetét. Segitségkép-
pen a lap szélén megadjuk a nehezebb szavak, kifejezések fordi-
tasat. A teljesebb megértést a novelldk végén taldlhatd jegyzetek
is segitik, amelyek els6sorban kulturalis kiegészitést nydjtanak.

Hasznalati javaslat

Ne akarjuk a konyvet egyszerre végigolvasni. Valasszunk ki
egy-egy elbeszélést, és el6szor olvassuk el szétar nélkiil — az sem
baj, ha az oldal szélén 1év0 segitséget sem vessziik igénybe — és
probaljuk megérteni a torténetet. Ezutan olvassuk el Gjra, most
mar a szoveg nyelvi jelenségeire is figyelve. Ekkor mar szotart is
hasznalhatunk. Ha érdekes szot vagy kifejezést talalunk, jeldljiik
meg, és késébb foglaljuk sajat szerkesztésti mondatokba. Ezaltal
az konnyebben valik aktiv szokincsiink részévé.

Fontos tanacs

Az eredeti szoveg mellett taldlhatd forditds nem feltétleniil a
szoban forgo kifejezés legpontosabb magyar megfeleldje, hanem
az adott mondatba legjobban ill6 valtozat — ezért mielStt a szot
vagy kifejezést mas szovegkornyezetben hasznalnank, ellendriz-
ziik annak jelentését a szotarban.






MY UNKNOWN FRIEND

He stepped into the smoking compart- ke
ment of the Pullman,! where I was
sitting alone.
He had on a long fur-lined coat, and  szsmebeisses
he carried a fifty-dollar suit case that he
put down on the seat.
Then he saw me.
“Well! well!” he said, and
recognition broke out all over his face  felismeres
like morning sunlight.
“Well! well!” I repeated.
“By Jove!?” he said, shaking hands A Kutyafajat!
vigorously, “who would have thought  eisnken
of seeing you?”
“Who, indeed,” I thought to myself.  vaieban
He looked at me more closely.
“You haven’t changed a bit,” he said.
“Neither have you,” said I heartily.  szivelyesen
“You may be a little stouter,” he went testes
on critically.
“Yes,” I said, “a little; but you're
stouter yourself.”
This of course would help to explain  magyarszatot ad
away any undue stoutness on my part.  # nemkivanatos
“No,” I continued boldly and firmly, batran # hatarozottan

“you look just about the same as ever.”



And all the time I was wondering
who he was. I didn’t know him from fogalmam sem volt rola, hogy ki 6
Adam; I couldn’t recall him a bit. I don’t emiekszik
mean that my memory is weak. On the  eclienkezsieg
contrary, it is singularly tenacious. paratianul // megbizhato
True, I find it very hard to remember
people’s names; very often, too, it is hard
for me to recall a face, and frequently I  gyakran
fail to recall a person’s appearance, and  nem kepes / felidéz // kinézet
of course clothes are a thing one doesn’t
notice. But apart from these details I észrevesz /l részlet
never forget anybody, and I am proud  biszke (vmire)
of it. But when it does happen that a
name or face escapes me I never lose my  «imegy a fejébsi
presence of mind. I know just how to lélekjelenist
deal with the situation. It only needs kezel
coolness and intellect, and it all comes higgadtsag
right.
My friend sat down.
“It's a long time since we met,” he
said.
“A long time,” I repeated with some-
thing of a note of sadness. I wanted him
to feel that I, too, had suffered from it. szenved
“But it has gone very quickly.”
“Like a flash.” I assented cheerfully. viianas / helyesel /f vidaman
“Strange,” he said, “how life goes on «uisnss
and we lose track of people, and things  nyomat vesz

alter. I often think about it. I sometimes  vaitozik



wonder,” he continued, “where all the
old gang are gone to.”

“So do I,” 1 said. In fact I was
wondering about it at the very moment.
I always find in circumstances like these
that a man begins sooner or later to talk
of the “old gang” or “the boys” or “the
crowd”. That’s where the opportunity
comes in to gather who he is.

“Do you ever go back to the old
place?” he asked.

“Never,” I said, firmly and flatly.
This had to be absolute. I felt that once
and for all the “old place” must be ruled
out of the discussion, till I could dis-
cover where it was.

“No,” he went on, “I suppose you'd
hardly care to.”

“Not now,” I said very gently.

“I understand. I beg your pardon,”
he said, and there was silence for a few
moments.

So far I had scored the first point.
There was evidently an old place
somewhere to which I would hardly
care to go. That was something to build
on.

Presently he began again.

“Yes,” he said. “I sometimes meet
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some of the old boys and they begin to
talk of you and wonder what you're
doing.”

“Poor things,” I thought, but I didn’t
say it.

I knew it was time now to make a
bold stroke; so I used the method that I
always employ. I struck in with great
animation.

“Say!” I said, “where’s Billy? Do you
ever hear anything of Billy now?”

This is really a very safe line. Every

old gang has a Billy in it.

merész hizas // médszer
alkalmaz // nekilat

élénkség

biztonsagos

“Do you ever go back to the old place?”
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“Yes,” said my friend, “sure—Billy is
ranching out in Montana?. I saw him in
Chicago last spring, weighed about two
hundred pounds*—you wouldn’t know
him.”

“No, I certainly wouldn’t,” I
murmured to myself.

“And where’s Pete?” I said. This was
safe ground. There is always a Pete.

“You mean Billy’s brother,” he said.

“Yes, yes, Billy’s brother Pete. I often
think of him.”

“Oh,” answered the unknown man,
“old Pete’s quite changed —settled
down altogether.” Here he began to
chuckle, “Why, Pete’s married!”

I started to laugh, too. Under these
circumstances it is always supposed to
be very funny if a man has got married.
The notion of old Peter (whoever he is)
being married is presumed to be simply
killing. I kept on chuckling away
quietly at the mere idea of it. I was
hoping that I might manage to keep on
laughing till the train stopped.

I had only fifty miles more to go. It’s
not hard to laugh for fifty miles if you
know how.

But my friend wouldn’t be content
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with it.

“I often meant to write to you,” he
said, his voice falling to a confidential
tone, “especially when I heard of your
loss.”

I remained quiet. What had I lost?
Was it money? And if so, how much?
And why had I 'lost it? I wondered if it

had ruined me or only partly ruined me.

“One can never get over a loss like
that,” he continued solemnly.

Evidently I was plumb ruined. But I
said nothing and remained under cover,
waiting to draw his fire.

“Yes,” the man went on, “death is
always sad.”

Death! Oh, that was it, was it? I
almost hiccoughed with joy. That was
easy. Handling a case of death in these
conversations is simplicity itself. One
has only to sit quiet and wait to find out
who is dead.

“Yes,”  murmured, “very sad. But it
has its other side, too.”

“Very true, especially, of course, at
that age.”

“As you say at that age, and after
such a life.”

“Strong and bright to the last I

12

bizalmas

hang

marad

tonkretesz // részben
tulteszi magat
komolyan

nyilvanvaléan // teliesen
fedezékben

hogy 6 lépjen

csuklik // 6rém
kezel // halaleset

egyszer(ibb nem is lehetne



suppose,” he continued, very sympa-
thetically.

“Yes,” I said, falling on sure ground,
“able to sit up in bed and smoke within
a few days of the end.”

“What,” he said, perplexed “did
your grandmother...”

My grandmother! That was it, was it?

“Pardon me,” I said provoked at my
own stupidity; “when I say smoked, 1
mean able to sit up and be smoked to, a
habit she had, being read to, and being
smoked to—only thing that seemed to
compose her...”

As I slid this I could hear the rattle
and clatter of the train running past the
semaphores and switch points and
slacking to a stop.

My friend looked quickly out of the
window.

His face was agitated.

“Great heavens!” he said, “that’s the
junction. I've missed my stop. I should
have got out at the last station. Say,
porter,” he called out into the alleyway,
“how long do we stop here?”

“Tust two minutes, sah,?” called a
voice back. “She’s¢ late, now she’s

makin’ up tahm?”!”
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My friend had hopped up now and  fetugri
had pulled out a bunch of keys and was  kuiescsomo
fumbling at the lock of the suit case. matat
“I'll have to wire back or taviratozik
something,” he gasped. “Confound this zihai //afene egye meg
lock—my money’s in the suit case.”
My one fear now was that he would  féelem
fail to get off. elmulaszt
“Here,” I said, pulling some money
out of my pocket, “don’t bother with the tsrsaik
lock. Here’s money.”
“Thanks,” he said grabbing the roll  megmarkol / kéteg
of money out of my hand, in his excite-  izgaiom
ment he took all that I had, “I'll just
have time.”
He sprang from the train. I saw him  leugrott
through the window, moving toward
the waiting-room. He didn’t seem going
very fast.
I waited.
The porters were calling, “All
abawd!® All abawd.” There was the
clang of a bell, a hiss of steam, and ina  csengetés / sistergés / g6z
second the train was off.
“Idiot,” I thought, “he’s missed it”
and there was his fifty-dollar suit case
lying on the seat.
I waited, looking out of the window

and wondering who the man was, any-
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way.
Then presently I heard the porter’s
voice again. He evidently was guiding  kalauzol

someone through the car. vasiti kocsi

He didn’t seem going very fast.
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“Ah looked all through the kyar® for
it, sah,” he was saying.
“I left it in the seat in the car there
behind my wife,” said the angry voice of
a stranger, a well-dressed man who put
his head into the door of the compart-
ment.
Then his face, too, beamed all at once ferragyog
with recognition. But it was not for me.
It was for the fifty-dollar valise. bérond
“Ah, there it is,” he cried, seizing it megragad
and carrying it off.
I sank back in dismay. The “old hatrarogy(tam) // dbbenet
gang
mother’s death! Great Heavens! And my
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Pete’s marriage! My grand-

money! I saw it all; the other man was

“making talk,” too, and making it with  1sdit

a purpose. szandék
Stung! megvagott
And next time that I fall into talk

with a casual stranger in a car, I shall alkalmi

not try to be quite so extraordinarily rendkiviili modon
clever.

Jegyzetek

1 Pullman: az amerikai George Mortimer Pullman (1831-97) éltal tervezett
hosszt, kényelmesen berendezett, j6 rugdzasa vasuti kocsi

2 Jove: Jupiter f8isten a rémai mitolégiaban

3 Montana: az Amerikai Egyesiilt Allamok egyik északnyugati tagallama

4 pound: font (sulymérték, 0,454 kg)
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sah: sir (a sz0 irdsa a tajszdlas hangzasat hivatott visszaadni)
she: anénemd névmas a vonatra utal

tahm: time

abawd: aboard

kyar: car
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