Accounts settled
حساب های تصفیه شده
Paul Annixter

پُل آنیکستر
 1-There it was again, that sinister feeling in the pine shadows and a sense of something watching, waiting among the dense trees up ahead. This spruce valley was a dark, forbidding place even in summer; now the winter silence under the blue-black trees was more than silence-it was like a spell. Queer, they had had to choose this place to lay their trap line, just a week before his father had come down with flu-pneumonia, leaving Gordon to cover the long line during the worst weeks of winter. He wouldn't have minded tending the old line along the lake shore, but this haunted place- 
دوباره این گونه بود که شخصی شرور در سایه ی درخت کاج احسای می شد و صحنه ی چیزی که نگاه می کرد و در میان تراکم درخت ها منتظر بود به نظر می آمد.این دره درخت های صنوبر حتی در تابستان هم تاریک و فراموش شده بود.اینک سکوت زمستان در زیر درخت های ابی رنگ بیش از سکوت بود شبیه سحری غریب بود.آنها مجبور بودند این محل را برای تله گذاری خود انتخاب کنند.تنها یک هفته قبل از اینکه پدرش ذات الریه بگیره و گُردُن را برای پوشاندن تله ها در اون هفته های بد زمستانی تنها بگذاره .او نباید فکر گرایش به مسیر قدیمی کنار رودخانه رو می کرد اما این محل پر از شکار-
2-Gordon Bent was sixteen, turning seventeen, already six feet tall and scantling thin. The first fuzz of beard showed like a faint gray lichen along his lean cheek. Timber-bred, he knew the woods and creatures as well as his father, and never before had he feared any of them. But something about this valley had filled him with dread from the first.
گردن بنت 16 ساله بود که داشت وارد 17 سالگی می شد 6 فوت قد او بود و لاغر بود.تازه ریش های او مثل علف خشک سر زده بود.او چوب ها و جانوران رو به خوبی پدرش می شناخت.و هرگز از هیچ یک از آنها نترسیده بود.اما چیزی از این دره اونو از همان ابتدا هم می ترساند.
 3- It would have been all right but for the nights. The valley was a mile from home, and it took him two days to cover the trap line properly. So twice a week he had to make snow camp in the deep woods near the valley's head, sleeping out in the bark-covered, half-faced lean-to he and his father had set up for the storing of trapping gear. 
همه چیز به غیر از شب خوب بود.دره یک مایلی خانه بود و دو روز کامل پوشاندن تله ها وقت او را می گرفت.بنابراین دو بار در هفته او باید در ابتدای دره در میان درختان خانه ی برفی بسازد.و در پوششی با پوست درختان در جایی که او و پدرش برای ذخیره ی دنده های تله گذاری ساخته بودند بخوابد.
4-Almost too much to bear, it had been at first-the deathly diamond stillness of the night, the tremendous onslaught of the cold, the emptiness and the loneliness. And then he began to see and feel all the things he had longed or hardihood to learn. Only because he had been raised to like the lonely places had he grown accustomed to it. Then, in the past week or so, had come this other thing-the growing sense that he was not alone, that inimical eyes were watching him from some unguessed vantage. The feeling was so strong that he would stop often to look behind him and sometimes go back over his trail, but he saw nothing; the silence of the winter woods remained enigmatic and complete. 
چیزهای زیادی را باید تحمل می کرد در ابتدا سکوت مرگ بار شب ،سرمای کشنده ،تنهایی و خلوتی.سپس چیزهایی را که یاد گرفته بود را می دید و احساس می کرد.فقط به دلیل اینکه اون به تنهایی عادت کرده بود می توانست تحمل کنه.اما در هفته های گذشته این احساس در اون بوجود اومده بود که او تنها نیست.و چشم های شروری اونو داره می بینه.این احساس اونقدر قوی بود که او گاهی پشت سر خود را نگاه نمی کرد و به مسیر خود ادامه می داد.اما چیزی نمی دید.سکوت درختان زمستانی هنوز مبهم و کامل بود.
5- Once he spoke to his father about it. 
یکبار او با پدرش در این رابطه صحبت کرد.
6- "Might be some young lynx, play in' hide an' seek with you," the elder Bent had smiled. "A lynx is a tomfool for following' humans." 
باید یه سیاه گوش باشه که با تو قایم موشک بازی می کنه.(پدر خندید و گفت)اما یک سیاه گوش خیلی احمق است و نمی تونه که یه انسان رو دنبال کنه.
7-Gordon had let it go at that, but he knew by the occasional fuzz of nerves along his back that the secret shadowing still went on, and that it was more than an inquisitive surveillance. There was threat and danger in it. He had thought at first it might be a wolverine, that bane of all trappers, whose cunning is beyond belief: but a wolverine would have played hob with his traps, and this prowler did not molest his line. His catch of fur continued to mount, and he was inordinately proud, for ill luck had long dogged the backwoods family, culminating in his father's illness coming just as the high tide of the trapping season began. Each out journey now netted him from six to a dozen prime pelts. His father, lying in his cord bunk, would carefully examine every pelt that spilled from Gordon's filled sack with expert appraisal, while Gordon would stand by, the faint sweat of pride on his frost-darkened face. The elder Bent would hold up the skins, blowing expertly into the piled nap where it was deepest, estimating their value, each one a rare mint of the secret woods. 
گردن از اون صحبت ها گذشت اما می دونست که اون سایه ی مرموز بازهم ادامه داره.و اینکه چیزی بیشتر از یک کنجکاوی ساده است.خطر و تهدید در آن است.او در ابتدا فکر می کرد که یک گوشتخوار است که باعث کشته شدن همه ی تله گذار ها شده بود.که بسیار زیرک است.اما یک گوشتخوار تله اش را دست کاری می کند اما این یکی کاری به تله ها نداره.او مغرورانه ادامه می داد چراکه بدشانشی مدت ها بود که خانواده ی بک وودز را گرفتارکرده بود  وبا مریضی پدرش در فصل تله گذاری به اوج خود رسیده بود.و حالا اون گیر افتاده بود.پدرش که الان خواب بود تمام پوست هایی رو که از گونی گردن خارج می شه رو به دقت با نگاه تخصصی بررسی می کنه در حالی که گردن باید بایسته و با عرق یخ زده برروی صورت سیاهش نگاه کنه.بنت پیر هم پوست رو بال نگه می داره و در اون فوت می کنه و ارزش اونو تخمین می زنه هرکدام نعنایی کمیاب از درختان مرموز.
8-How many now, Son?" he would ask, and Gordon, who kept careful record, would study his list. "Sixty-seven now, Pa. Thirty-five of them prime number ones, I figure." 
پسرم چند تا؟ گردن که دقیق حفظ کرده از روی لیست می خونه.69 عدد پدر.فکرکنم 35 تا از آنها درجه یک هستند.
9-We're getting out of the woods for fair," his father would smile. "Spite of my lying here hog-tied and halted. Old Hard Luck went and hunted him another range after layin' me low, I guess. Couldn't cope with you nohow." 
پدرش خواهد خندید و گفت ما کامل از جنگل خارج شده ایم.علی رغم چهاردست و پا درازکشیدن من در اینجا و متوقف شدنم.بدبخت پیر رفت و اونو شکار کرد .من فکر کنم نمی تونه..
10-I aim to have more skins curing here than a body'll know what to do with, come February," Gordon would say largely, holding hard against the tide of feeling roused by all this praise. He was bowed these days beneath the care of the line and all the chores about the place, trying to act like the man of the house, fighting against the undermining gnawing of exhaustion and the subtler gnawing of self-importance. At all times he was aware of his father's silent appraisal. Not for anything would he have shown by word or look the fear he felt in the lonely valley. For these were the crucial days that marked his initiation into the cult of finished woodsmen. 
گردن این رو در برابر موج بلند احساسات خودش می گه که من قصد دارم پوست های بیشتری را در اینجا جمع کنم تا کسی ندونه چیکار با اونها کنه .او برای مراقبت از خط تله و کارهای دیگه تحت فشار بود و سعی می کرد مثل مردهای خانه عمل کنه و با خستگی تقلیل دهنده و...مبارزه کند.در همه زمانها او از مراقبت مخفی پدرش باخبر بود.او تنهایی که در دره احساس می کرد را برای هیچ چیز نه به زبان می آورد و نه ترس خود را بروز می داد.برای همین این روزهایی بود که او را به فکر روزهای پایانی یک جنگلبان تبدبل کرده بود.
11-And the valley had kept giving up its daily tithe of treasure, the skins had kept coming in. Three great bundles of them now hung in the storehouse suspended from chains against the inroads of rodents, and the cabin walls were pegged with them from floor to rafter. More than pelts, they were furry flags and banners of victory, proclaiming that the Bents were winning out at last in their long handicap fight against poverty, proclaiming, too, that Gordon was no longer a stripling, but a man. 
و هنوز دره گنج های خود را می داد و پوست ها همواره می رسید.اینک سه دسته ی بزرگ از آنها در انبار از زنجیرها آویزان هستند حتی در برابر حمله ی جانوران جونده و دیوارهای اتاق از کف تا سقف پر است.بیش تر از پوست در آنجا پرچم های خزه ای و پرچم های پیروزی بود که دلالت بر این داشت که بلت در انتها در مقابله با فقر پیروز خواهد شد به این نشان که گردن به زودی مردی خواهد شد و نه نوجوان. 
12-Now it was late afternoon and Gordon was making another lonely round of the line. Tonight he was to sleep in the woods again. As the short winter day drew to a close, he felt the clutch of the empty solitude like a hand squeezing the valves of his heart. He came to his night camp in a dense stand of hemlocks. As usual, he stood for a time in silence, gazing down the blue-black aisles between the trees, listening to the ancient dirge of the breeze in the treetops. Always he felt the deep woods here as nowhere else in the valley, and always that sense of surveillance was stronger here. 
اینک بعد از ظهر بود و گردن در حال کارگذاشتن خط دیگری از تله بود.امشب او باید دوباره در جنگل می خوابید.همان طور که روزهای کوتاه زمستانی تمام می شد او احساس می کرد که تنهایی دوباره دریچه های قلب او را می لرزاند.او در میان شوکران های متراکم به خواب گاه شبانه ی خود آمد.طبق معمول او در سکوت دقایقی ایستاد و به طرف درختان آبی نگاه می کرد و به صدای سوزناک گذشتگان گوش می داد او همیشه فکر می کرد درختان اینجا در هیچ جای دیگر یافت نمی شود.و همواره آن احساس مراقبت در اینجا قوی تر است.
13-All around his camp the dark conifers stood quiet, listening, as if they were tranced and hearing something too. They talked softly among themselves in winter tones. The tall firs with their heads together whispered and creaked; the hoary matted hemlocks muttered low. Sometimes they sighed. 
دورتادور او درختان ساکت ایستاده اند گویا آنها هم می خواهند بشنوند.آنها با یکدیگر به آرامی صحبت می کنند.صنوبرهای بلند با هم زمزمه می کردند.بوته های شوکران به هم می ساییدند.گاهی می نالیدند.
 14-Abruptly Gordon became aware of another sound, not of the trees. His nerves tautened, and automatically he loosed the safety catch of his rifle. Then high above him he saw the source of the sound. A porcupine had just emerged from a hole high up in the big hemlock. Gordon's rifle went up and he was about to shoot the animal in nervous reaction to the start it had given him, when he recalled something his father had told him. "Never kill a porcupine," the elder Bent had counseled him, and later Gordon had found that it was a sort of unwritten law among woodsmen to let the quill-pig go unmolested. The porcupine was an utterly harmless animal, abroad at all seasons, and many a time, according to record, hunters' lives had been saved in a pinch when they killed a porcupine for food. 
ناگهان گردن از صدایی دیگر آگاه شد که از درختان نبود .او محکم شد و به طور خودکار آماده ی برداشتن اسلحه شد.منبع صدا از بالای سر او بود و او آن را دید تنها یک جوجه تیغی از سوراخ خود به داخل خزه ها رفته بود او می خواست به آن شلیک کند ولی به یاد سخن پدرش افتاد که هرگز یک ج.جه تیغی رو نکش...ج.جه تیغی موجودی بی آزار بود ...
15- Gordon let his rifle drop into the crook of his arm and watched the porky slowly descending the tree trunk, accompanied by the rasping of claws on bark and a total disregard for who or what might See him. Every now and then it emitted small grunts and chattering of petulance or satisfaction once it turned its gray-black, gnome like face to eye Gordon with an expression at once mild and ludicrously irate. Its quills rose and rattled and the whole animal seemed to pale with anger and irritation, as the gray-white under fur came into view. Then it continued its downward progress, calm with a containment that few but the great achieve. About him, if one were sensitive enough to catch it, was the sense that he was as mystically attuned to nature as the silent, grand march of the forest trees. 
گردن اسلحه رو تکون نداد و اجازه داد که اون حیوان آرام پایین بیاید و صدای خش خش برروی پوست درخت داشت و با حالت بی اعتنایی که چه کس یا چیزی او را می بیند .ناگهان حیوانی بود مثل آدم کوتوله ها که زیر زمین زندگی می کنند و به گردن با حالتی بد نگاه می کرد.خشمگین شد.سپس به آرامی به پایین آمدن ادامه داد.
16-Gordon passed on up the valley, for he had three more traps to cover before he turned in. Darkness had fallen when he returned, and it was then that he found out why the porky had been hanging around. His grub cache had been robbed. He made a hurried checkup. Nearly all of his precious supply of bacon was gone. With infinite pains. Quills had gnawed a hole clear through the split-log cache with big yellow chisels in search of food. In an up rush of anger, Gordon rated himself for a fool, for not having shot the porcupine.  If he crossed the animal's trail again, he vowed, he would kill it on sight. 
گردن برای ادامه ی تله گذاری ادامه داد.ذخیره ی غذایی او دزدیده شده بود.او پشیمان بود که چرا جوجه تیغی رو نکشته بود.
17-Because of the robbery, he rolled into his blankets with scarcely any supper. He did not sleep for a long time, but lay looking up through the hemlock branches to the cold sky pollened with stars. Finally he drowsed off. How long afterward it was that he awakened he never knew, nor what it was that seemed to cry a sharp warning through the mists of the unconscious. It must have been something akin to those guardian instincts that animals know, and without which all wild things would soon become extinct. The same thing that had warned him brought him back to full consciousness smoothly and subtly so that not the slightest jerk or start accompanied it. Almost before his eyelids parted, he was aware of the nature of the danger that threatened. 
او به دنبال او رفت.او کم خوابیده بود و از خطر هم مطلع بود.
18-A segment of waning moon shone through the branches overhead and into the open-ended lean-to. In the faint light, Gordon half doubted the testimony! of his eyes, though at the same time something within him did not. Something about the outline of the hemlock branch directly above him drew and fixed his attention. And all at once he knew that a great cougar was crouching up there; that it had been the grim fixity of the beast's regard that had jerked him out of sleep. 
صدای یک گربه ی وحشی در ان اطراف او را بیدار کرد.
19-The limb was nine feet above him, and Gordon knew in a flash how the cougar had reached it-by climbing a tree some hundreds of feet away and picking his way among the overlapping branches. The big cat was stretched out along the branch, its powerful fore claws unsheathed and gripping the bark in' tense but silent savagery. Its yellow-notch eyes glowed lambently in the flat, down-thrust head. By the savage hunger of those eyes and by every contour of the crouching form, Gordon knew that had he made a single abrupt movement on awakening, the cat would have sprung. 
گردن می دانست با کوچکترین حرکتی گربه حمله می کند.
20-Gordon knew the nature of the cougar to be about eighty percent ferocity, which is just another name for cowardice, and that under ordinary circumstances a man had nothing to fear from him. But there were certain times, under certain conditions, when there was no enemy in the wilderness more dangerous. Let age slow his speed and spoil his timing and hunger have its way with him, and the lion of America leans toward man-killing, just as the lion of Africa. In the eyes of this one, Gordon sensed fear and murder struggling for mastery. Here, he knew, was the unseen shadower that had been playing havoc with his nerves. 
21-Instinct dictated his actions in the grim moments that followed. He kept his eyes almost closed, that the beast might not catch their gleam; and his whole body remained still, in a semblance of sleep. He knew that if he so much as stirred a hand the cat would spring. But if he remained utterly still there was a slim chance that the animal might go away. 
او بی حرکت ماند چون می دانست که ممکن است حیوان برود.
22-Then began an ordeal which taxed every atom of Gordon's physical and mental control. His body was numb and full of aches from sleeping in one position. Already his muscles cried out to be eased and stretched. Yet he dared not move an inch. 
بدن او خواب رفته بود اما او همچنان ذره ای نمی جنبید.
23-Moments passed, horrible heart thudding moments, during which neither man nor animal stirred. The cougar remained frozen in his attitude of vigilance,  head sunk on paws, every muscle set except for the slow, unconscious twitching of his rounded tail tip. His eyes held the boy unwinkingly as he waited in the fiendish way of cats for the moment when the man must stir, or make an attempt to escape, the moment when his ingrained fear of man would be swallowed up by the rising tide of his blood-lust. 
 24-Gordon began to feel that he was going mad. Sweat stood out on his body now, prickling sensations ran along his cramped limbs, and he could hear the pumping of blood in his temples like the beating of a great drum. He knew he could not hold out much longer, that soon his tormented nerves and muscles must assert an involuntary rebellion of their own, even though his will stood out against it. 
او می دانست که علی رغم میلش بدنش حرکاتی خواهد کرد.
25-He had located the exact position of his rifle, propped against the side of the lean-to, but he knew that a single move to reach it would precipitate a lightning spring. An almost overwhelming impulse to risk all on a desperate grab for the gun obsessed him; but his cooler faculties told him he would never live to fire a shot. The cougar would be on him in a flash, his great claws like steel hooks, ripping, tearing. Yet the torture was too great for calm judgment now. He must move, in another minute, another second-. 
او اسلحه ی خود را آماده کرد و می دانست که بایک شلیک شاید نجات نیابد.می دانست که باید حرکتی کند.
26-And then, even as he was on the verge of desperate action, came interruption. 
27-A sound overstretched magnified a smote upon nerves-slight, hundred times in breathless stillness of the forest night. It was exactly timed to upset the dramatic situation at the moment of crisis, for it electrified the cougar on his high perch.
 28- Gordon saw a tremor pass over the lithe form of the killer. For a taut instant he held his breath. The slightest thing now, he knew, might draw a swift attack. Then he gasped in silent relief, for he had located the sound. So had the cougar. The flat head lifted in attention; then the eyes glared downward on the other side of the branch. 

29-Quills, the porcupine, had recalled his stolen meal of bacon in Gordon's cache, and was returning in search of more. He had approached from behind the lean-to and was investigating the hole he had gnawed, giving vent to short grunts and faint rodentlike chatterings of anticipation. Fearless and one-pointed in his quest, he was oblivious to both man and cougar. 
آن جوجه تیغی به دنبال ادامه ی غذا ها دوباره برگشته بود و گربه هم متوجه او شده بود.
30-Above him, Gordon saw the cougar quiver slightly, its tail lashing softly. For a moment or two, he knew, the cat would not leap; for its shallow brain could focus upon but one thing at a time, and the porcupine now held the stage. 
جوجه تیغی حواس گربه را پرت کرده بود.
31-Stealthily Gordon lifted the blankets and reached for his rifle, his eyes never leaving the crouched form above. His hand closed on the weapon and with a single follow-through movement he  dropped to his back again and fired. 
او اسلحه را به آرامی برداشت و دوباره به همان حالت برگشت و شلیک کرد.

32-Almost in the same instant the might be there. Cougar launched himself frenziedly downward. Gordon fired again from his prone position, and in mid-air the lithe outstretched body buckled and crumpled, the leap falling just short of the boy, who had flung himself aside. Again the rifle blazed death at the writhing body in the snow, and that shot took vengeance for the ordeal Gordon had undergone, and the weeks of fear that had gone before. 
گربه خودش را وحشی وار به پایین انداخت گردن دوباره به او شلیک کرد 
33 As the breathless silence of the night and the forest fell once more over the camp, Gordon found himself trembling all over with a cold that had nothing to do with the frost. A sort of whimper escaped him, the first sound he had made, and two hot tears sprang from his eyes and bounced off his cheeks. They were the final tears of boyhood, and he was glad he was alone with them. Never would he cry again, and never again, he fell, would he be afraid of any beast that prowled. 
سرما بدن او را می لرزاند او صدایی می کرد و قطرات اشک صورت او را برای آخرین بار خیس می کرد دیگه از حیوانات درنده نمی ترسید.خوشحال بود که تنها است.
34- His eye was drawn now to the squat form of the porcupine, every quill erect and faintly limned in the patch of milky moonlight. At the report of the rifle, Quills had quickly doubled up in self-defense, thrusting his nose between his forefeet. As Gordon watched, the panoply of spines began slowly to lower and the little meddler took a crafty look around. The unseemly ruckus that had startled him was apparently over. Disregarding the watching boy, he returned to his rummaging, and Gordon, grinning, made no move to stop him. 
چشماش به حالت چمباتمه زده ی جوجه تیغی افتاد.
35- Sleep was gone for him for the night. Dawn was not far off. He built a fire near the opening of the lean-to and got out his skinning knife. Only then did he sense how very near the end he had been. In the light of the flames, he saw the yellowed and broken fangs in the cougar's open jaws, the ragged, moulting look of the fur and other signs of age. It had been a long time since the killer had been able to bring down his usual prey among the deer herds. Months of desperate hunger had led up to the big eat's act of daring madness. 
سپیده دم نزدیک بود او چاقوی پوست کنی خود را درآورد.
 36-Gordon thought with a shiver of the inevitable outcome had he shot the porcupine that afternoon as he had been tempted to do. The porcupine had repaid his little act of tolerance a hundredfold. 
گردن جوجه تیغی رو زده بود و جوجه تیغی صدها برابر جبران کرده بود 
37-What a tale he'd have to tell when people gathered round hearth or campfire. No longer would he be a stripling, sitting back in the shadows, listening to the sights and feats of other hunters. He'd have a marvel to relate that matched the oldest of them now, and a pelt to prove it, as a trophy. 

او اینک برای گفتن چیزی داشت که ماجرای خود را به سایر مردم بگوید و برای اثبات مدعای خود پوستی هم به همراه داشت.او دیگر یک مرد بود.

