III year Progress Test (22 April 2013 II semester)

Write a critical commentary of the English passage only or both the English and Italian translation. Write between 250-400 words. Please hand in your work by the week of May 6, preferable by hand in my office or you may leave it in my mail box in portineria. Email only if absolutely necessary. 

In the year 1799, Captain Amasa Delano, of Duxbury, in Massachusetts, commanding a large sealer and general trader, lay at anchor with a valuable cargo, in the harbor of St. Maria—a small, desert, uninhabited island toward the southern extremity of the long coast of Chili. 

There he had touched for water.On the second day, not long after dawn, while lying in his berth, his mate came below, informing him that a strange sail was coming into the bay. Ships were then not so plenty in those waters as now. He rose, dressed, and went on deck.

The morning was one peculiar to that coast. Everything was mute and calm; everything gray. The sea, though undulated into long roods of swells, seemed fixed, and was sleeked at the surface like waved lead that has cooled and set in the smelter's mould. The sky seemed a gray surtout. Flights of troubled gray fowl,[pg 110]kith and kin with flights of troubled gray vapors among which they were mixed, skimmed low and fitfully over the waters, as swallows over meadows before storms. Shadows present, foreshadowing deeper shadows to come. Benito Cereno, Herman Melville

Correva l’anno 1799 e il capitano Amasa Delano, di Duxbury nel Massachusetts, comandante di un grosso legno da foche e da carico che trasportava merci di valore, getto’ l’ancora nel porto di Santa Maria—che e’ un isolotto deserto e disabitato all’estremita’ meridionale della lunga costa del Cile. Voleva rifornirsi d’acqua.

Il giorno dopo, l’alba era sorta da poco e lui ancora disteso in cuccetta, scese il secondo a informarlo che una vela sconosciuta entrava nella baia. Erano tempi che le navi non abbondavano in quelle acque come ora. Il capitano si levo’, si vesti’, e sali’ sul ponte.

Faceva una delle mattinate caratteristiche di quella costa. Tutto intorno era calmo e silenzioso; tutto era grigio. Il mare, per quanto scorresse in lunghe ondate rigonfie, sembrava immobile, e alla superficie era lucido come piombo ondulato quando si raffredda e deposita nello stampo di fusione. Il cielo pareva uno scuro pastrano. Stormi di uccelli grigi inquieti, in tutto simili agli inquieti stormi grigi di vapori cui erano mischiati, sfioravano bassi e a scatti le acque, come rondini il prato prima del temporale. Ombre presenti, che adombravano piu’ cupe ombre future. 

Trad. Cesare Pavese

