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Mademoiselle Cocotte

科科特小姐




We were just leaving the asylum when I saw a tall, thin man in a corner of the court who kept on calling an imaginary dog. He was crying in a soft, tender voice: "Cocotte! Come here, Cocotte, my beauty!" and slapping his thigh as one does when calling an animal. I asked the physician, "Who is that man?" He answered: "Oh! he is not at all interesting. He is a coachman named Francois, who became insane after drowning his dog."

我们正要从精神病院出来，这时我看到院子角落里一个高大清瘦的男人，一直在叫一只想象中的狗的名字，他用温柔亲切的声音不断喊着：“科科特！到这来，科科特，我的美人儿！”他还像人们叫动物那样拍着大腿。我问医生：“那个男人是谁？”他回答说：“哦！他的事没什么意思。他叫弗朗索瓦，是个马车夫，他把自己的狗淹死后就疯了。”




I insisted: "Tell me his story. The most simple and humble things are sometimes those which touch our hearts most deeply."

我一再请求医生：“讲讲他的故事。有时候最简单、最平常的故事反而最能触动我们心灵的深处。”




Here is this man's adventure, which was obtained from a friend of his, a groom:

以下就是这个男人的遭遇，是从他的一位马夫朋友那里得知的：




There was a family of rich bourgeois who lived in a suburb of Paris. They had a villa in the middle of a park, at the edge of the Seine. Their coachman was this Francois, a country fellow, somewhat dull, kind-hearted, simple and easy to deceive.

在巴黎的市郊有一户富裕的中产阶级家庭。他们在塞纳河边的一个花园中有座别墅。他们的车夫就是这个弗朗索瓦，一个农村小伙子，有点笨，但心地善良，为人简单，容易上当。




One evening, as he was returning home, a dog began to follow him. At first he paid no attention to it, but the creature's obstinacy at last made him turn round. He looked to see if he knew this dog. No, he had never seen it. It was a female dog and frightfully thin. She was trotting behind him with a mournful and famished look, her tail between her legs, her ears flattened against her head and stopping and starting whenever he did.

一天晚上，在他回家的路上，一条狗开始跟在他后面。起初他并没有在意，但这条固执的狗一直跟着，他只得回头。他想看看是否认得这狗。不，这条狗他从没见过。那是一条瘦得可怜的母狗。它夹着尾巴，耳朵贴在脸上，看起来很饿，一副可怜相，正跟着他走走停停。




He tried to chase this skeleton away and cried:

他想把这只瘦骨嶙峋的狗撵走，嚷道：




"Run along! Get out! Kss! kss!" She retreated a few steps, then sat down and waited. And when the coachman started to walk again she followed along behind him.

“滚开！快滚！呜！呜！”它退后几步，坐在那里等着。车夫一走，它又马上跟在后面。




He pretended to pick up some stones. The animal ran a little farther away, but came back again as soon as the man's back was turned.

车夫假装捡起石头砸它。它向稍远处跑开，但车夫刚一转身它又跟了过来。




Then the coachman Francois took pity on the beast and called her. The dog approached timidly. The man patted her protruding ribs, moved by the beast's misery, and he cried: "Come! come here!" Immediately she began to wag her tail, and, feeling herself taken in, adopted, she began to run along ahead of her new master.

车夫弗朗索瓦感到它很可怜，于是把它叫过来。这只母狗胆怯地靠过来。弗朗索瓦抚摸它凸起的肋骨，这个畜牲的不幸激起了他的同情，于是他说道：“来吧！跟我走吧！”母狗感到自己被接纳、被收留了，很是兴奋，立刻摇着尾巴，跑在新主人前面。




He made her a bed on the straw in the stable, then he ran to the kitchen for some bread. When she had eaten all she could she curled up and went to sleep.

车夫在马房的草堆里给它铺了张床，又跑去厨房拿了些面包。母狗吃饱喝足后，蜷缩身子睡着了。




When his employers heard of this the next day they allowed the coachman to keep the animal. It was a good beast, caressing and faithful, intelligent and gentle.

第二天庄园主人听说了这件事，他们也同意了车夫收留这只狗。它是只好狗，亲切、忠心、聪明、温顺。




Nevertheless Francois adored Cocotte, and he kept repeating: "That beast is human. She only lacks speech."

因此弗朗索瓦很喜欢它，总念叨着：“这狗真通人性，简直跟人一样。只是不能说话而已。”




He had a magnificent red leather collar made for her which bore these words engraved on a copper plate: "Mademoiselle Cocotte, belonging to the coachman Francois."

他给它做了一条华丽的红色皮子项圈，上面的铜牌上刻着：“科科特小姐，所有者：车夫弗朗索瓦。”




She was remarkably prolific and four times a year would give birth to a batch of little animals belonging to every variety of the canine race. Francois would pick out one which he would leave her and then he would unmercifully throw the others into the river. But soon the cook joined her complaints to those of the gardener. She would find dogs under the stove, in the ice box, in the coal bin, and they would steal everything they came across.

科科特很能生育，一年能生四窝小狗，而且种类繁多，各不相同。每次弗朗索瓦都会挑出一只留给它，剩下的只能无情地扔到河里。不久厨师也加入了花匠的行列，开始抱怨。炉堂下、冰箱里、煤房都能发现狗，它们见什么偷什么。




Finally the master, tired of complaints, impatiently ordered Francois to get rid of Cocotte. In despair the man tried to give her away. Nobody wanted her. Then he decided to lose her, and he gave her to a teamster, who was to drop her on the other side of Paris, near Joinville-le-Pont.

最终，庄园主人失去了耐性，对这些抱怨感到厌烦，命令弗朗索瓦把科科特扔掉。绝望中弗朗索瓦只好把科科特送人。没有人想要这只狗。于是他决定扔掉它，把它交给一个卡车司机，把它带到巴黎的另一端：茹安维尔勒蓬附近，在那里把它扔掉。




Cocotte returned the same day. Some decision had to be taken. Five francs was given to a train conductor to take her to Havre. He was to drop her there.

可是科科特当天就回来了。车夫只得痛下决心。他给了火车车长五法郞，请他把科科特带到勒阿弗尔。他在那里把它扔掉。




Three days later she returned to the stable, thin, footsore and tired out.

但是三天后，它又回到庄园，瘦弱、脚瘸、精疲力竭。




The master took pity on her and let her stay. But other dogs were attracted as before, and one evening, when a big dinner party was on, a stuffed turkey was carried away by one of them right under the cook's nose, and she did not dare to stop him.

庄园主人不忍心，把它留了下来。但是其他的公狗又像以前一样被吸引过来。一天晚上在举行一场盛大晚宴的时候，一只肥大的火鸡就在厨师的眼皮底下被一只公狗公然叼走了，但是那个厨师不敢挡它。




This time the master completely lost his temper and said angrily to Francois: "If you don't throw this beast into the water before—to-morrow morning, I'll put you out, do you hear?”

这次主人彻底发火了，气冲冲地对弗朗索瓦说：“如果明天天亮前你还没把这条狗扔到河里，我就把你轰出去，听清楚没有？”




The man was dumbfounded, and he returned to his room to pack his trunk, preferring to leave the place. Then he bethought himself that he could find no other situation as long as he dragged this animal about with him. He thought of his good position, where he was well paid and well fed, and he decided that a dog was really not worth all that. At last he decided to rid himself of Cocotte at daybreak.

弗朗索瓦吓得目瞪口呆，他情愿自己离开这里，也不会弄死那条狗，于是回到房间收拾行李。然后他想到了，只要他带着这条狗，就一定找不到去处。想到现在很好的生活环境，不错的工资和伙食，他觉得为了一条狗真是不值得。最终他决定在黎明前扔掉科科特。




He slept badly. He rose at dawn, and taking a strong rope, went to get the dog. She stood up slowly, shook herself, stretched and came to welcome her master.

他睡得不太好。天一亮他就起来了，拿了一根粗绳子，去抓科科特。科科特慢慢地站起来，抖了抖身子，伸伸懒腰，然后跑过来欢迎主人的到来。




Then his courage forsook him, and he began to pet her affectionately, stroking her long ears, kissing her muzzle and calling her tender names.

他一下子失去了勇气，开始亲切地拥抱它，抚摸它的长耳朵，亲吻它的鼻头，叫着它的昵称。




But a neighboring clock struck six. He could no longer hesitate. He opened the door, calling: "Come!" The beast wagged her tail, understanding that she was to be taken out.

附近的钟声敲了六下。他不能再犹豫了。他打开屋门，叫着：“过来！”那畜牲晃着尾巴，像听懂了似的跟了出来。




They reached the beach, and he chose a place where the water seemed deep. Then he knotted the rope round the leather collar and tied a heavy stone to the other end. He seized Cocotte in his arms and kissed her madly, as though he were taking leave of some human being. He held her to his breast, rocked her and called her "my dear little Cocotte, my sweet little Cocotte," and she grunted with pleasure.

他们来到海滩，弗朗索瓦选了一处海水看起来比较深的地方。他把绳索的一头系到科科特的皮项圈上，另一头绑上一块大石头。他双手抓住科科特，发疯似的亲吻它，就像他要离开一个人似的。他把它抱在胸前，一边摇晃着一边叫着“我亲爱的小科科特，我可爱的小科科特。”它则沉浸在这溺爱之中，高兴地噜噜叫着。




Ten times he tried to throw her into the water and each time he lost courage.

多少次他想把它扔到河里，可每次又都退缩下来。




But suddenly he made up his mind and threw her as far from him as he could. At first she tried to swim, as she did when he gave her a bath, but her head, dragged down by the stone, kept going under, and she looked at her master with wild, human glances as she struggled like a drowning person. Then the front part of her body sank, while her hind legs waved wildly out of the water. Finally those also disappeared.

但是，突然他下定了决心，尽可能远地把它扔了出去。一开始它就像弗朗索瓦给它洗澡时那样，试图划水。但是由于石头的重量它的头不住地往下沉。它就像溺水的人挣扎时那样，用似人的惊恐目光看着弗朗索瓦。接着，它的前半身沉下去了，后腿奋力地蹬水想浮出水面。终于它的后腿也消失了。




Then, for five minutes, bubbles rose to the surface as though the river were boiling, and Francois, haggard, his heart beating, thought that he saw Cocotte struggling in the mud, and, with the simplicity of a peasant, he kept saying to himself: "What does the poor beast think of me now?"

有五分钟的时间河水就像煮沸似的一直冒水泡。弗朗索瓦很憔悴，心脏怦怦跳个不停，想象自己看到科科特在泥浆里挣扎，而且出于农民惯有的淳朴，他对自己说：“这可怜的家伙怎么看我呢？”




He almost lost his mind. He was ill for a month and every night he dreamed of his dog. He could feel her licking his hands and hear her barking. It was necessary to call in a physician. At last he recovered, and toward the end of June his employers took him to their estate at Biesard, near Rouen.

他几乎精神错乱。他病了足足有一个月，每晚他都梦见这只狗。甚至他都能感到它在舔自己的手，听到它的汪汪声。没有办法只得叫医生来。最后他康复了，快到六月末的时候，庄园主人把他带到鲁昂附近的比埃萨尔，他的主人在那里有另一处产业。




There again he was near the Seine. He began to take baths. Each morning he would go down with the groom and they would swim across the river.

他再一次来到塞纳河边。他开始在河里洗澡。每天早晨他都和那个马夫下到河里，然后一起游到河对岸去。




One day, as they were disporting themselves in the water, Francois suddenly cried to his companion: "Look what's coming! I'm going to give you a chop!”

一天他们正在河里打闹，弗朗索瓦突然向同伴叫道：“快看，什么东西过来了！我给你们弄份大餐来！”




It was an enormous, swollen corpse that was floating down with its feet sticking straight up in the air.

漂过来的是一个四脚竖直朝天，肿胀巨大的动物尸体。




Francois swam up to it, still joking: "Whew! it's not fresh. What a catch, old man! It isn't thin, either!" He kept swimming about at a distance from the animal that was in a state of decomposition. Then, suddenly, he was silent and looked at it: attentively. This time he came near enough to touch it. He looked fixedly at the collar, then he stretched out his arm, seized the neck, swung the corpse round and drew it up close to him and read on the copper which had turned green and which still stuck to the discolored leather: "Mademoiselle Cocotte, belonging to the coachman Francois."

弗朗索瓦游过去，还不住地开着玩笑：“哇！不太新鲜了啊。好家伙，个头真不小！还很肥实！”他和那具腐烂的尸体保持着一段距离，围着它游来游去。不一会儿，他突然沉默不语，仔细地看着这具尸体。这次他靠得足够近都能触到它了。他直勾勾地盯着项圈，然后张开手臂，抓住尸体的脖子，一下子把它翻过来，拖到跟前。脖颈上发绿的铜牌仍旧拴在已经褪色的红皮项圈上，他念道：“科科特小姐，所有者：车夫弗朗索瓦。”




The dead dog had come more than a hundred miles to find its master.

这只死去的母狗漂浮了一百多里地又回到了主人的身边。




He let out a frightful shriek and began to swim for the beach with all his might, still howling; and as soon as he touched land he ran away wildly, stark naked, through the country. He was insane!

他发出一声可怕的尖叫，一边嚎叫一边拼命向岸边游去。一上岸，就光着身子在田间疯跑起来。他疯了！








The Piece of String

绳子




It was market-day, and from all the country round Goderville the peasants and their wives were coming toward the town. The men walked slowly, throwing the whole body forward at every step of their long, crooked legs. They were deformed from pushing the plough which makes the left-shoulder higher, and bends their figures side-ways; from reaping the grain, when they have to spread their legs so as to keep on their feet. Their starched blue blouses, glossy as though varnished, ornamented at collar and cuffs with a little embroidered design and blown out around their bony bodies, looked very much like balloons about to soar, whence issued two arms and two feet.

赶集的日子到了，戈代维尔镇各个村子的农夫和他们的妻子都朝镇上赶来。男人们走得很慢，他们的长腿每前进一步，整个身体就向前一倾，因为他们的腿都有些弯曲变形。因为犁地时耸起左肩、身体向一边倾斜才能推着犁头往前走，割麦时必须两腿分开才能站稳，所以他们的身体变得有些畸形。他们上了浆的蓝布罩衫亮得像上了一层清漆一样，领口和袖口点缀着小小的绣花图案。罩衫在他们骨瘦如柴的身体周围鼓起来，简直就像一只要飘起来的气球，里面冒出两只胳膊和两只脚。




Some of these fellows dragged a cow or a calf at the end of a rope. And just behind the animal followed their wives beating it over the back with a leaf-covered branch to hasten its pace, and carrying large baskets out of which protruded the heads of chickens or ducks. These women walked more quickly and energetically than the men, with their erect, dried-up figures, adorned with scanty little shawls pinned over their flat bosoms, and their heads wrapped round with a white cloth, enclosing the hair and surmounted by a cap.

一些男人用绳索牵着一头母牛或一只小牛崽。紧跟在牲口后面的是他们的女人，她们用一枝长满绿叶的树枝鞭打着牲口，以加快它们的步伐。她们的胳膊上都挎着一些大篮子，篮子里的鸡和鸭露出头来。她们的步伐比男人们快而且有力，身躯干瘦而挺拔，裹在一条用别针别在平坦胸部上的窄小围巾里，头上裹着的白布包住了头发，头上还戴着一顶帽子。




Now a char-a-banc passed by, jogging along behind a nag and shaking up strangely the two men on the seat, and the woman at the bottom of the cart who held fast to its sides to lessen the hard jolting.

这时，一匹老马拉着一辆敞篷大马车慢慢驶过。坐在前排的两个男人和坐在车尾的那个女人都不可思议地摇晃个不停。女人紧紧地抓住了车边，好让自己颠得没那么厉害。




In the market-place at Goderville was a great crowd, a mingled multitude of men and beasts. The horns of cattle, the high, long-napped hats of wealthy peasants, the headdresses of the women came to the surface of that sea. And the sharp, shrill, barking voices made a continuous, wild din, while above it occasionally rose a huge burst of laughter from the sturdy lungs of a merry peasant or a prolonged bellow from a cow tied fast to the wall of a house.

戈代维尔镇的集市上挤满了乱哄哄的人群和牲畜。牛角、乡下土财主的长绒高帽子和女人头巾之类的东西，在人海的表面上浮现。种种尖锐刺耳的大叫声汇成了一阵阵持续不断的、野蛮的嘈杂声，而其中偶尔会响起快活的乡下人从他那健壮的胸膛里爆发出的大笑声，或者是被紧紧地拴在墙边的一头母牛发出的长长的厮吼声。




It all smelled of the stable, of milk, of hay and of perspiration, giving off that half-human, half-animal odor which is peculiar to country folks.

这里闻起来全是牛棚、牛乳、干草，以及汗的味道，还散发着庄稼人所特有的、人畜混杂的气味。




Maitre Hauchecorne, of Breaute, had just arrived at Goderville and was making his way toward the square when he perceived on the ground a little piece of string. Maitre Hauchecorne, economical as are all true Normans, reflected that everything was worth picking up which could be of any use, and he stooped down, but painfully, because he suffered from rheumatism. He took the bit of thin string from the ground and was carefully preparing to roll it up when he saw Maitre Malandain, the harness maker, on his doorstep staring at him. They had once had a quarrel about a halter, and they had borne each other malice ever since. Maitre Hauchecorne was overcome with a sort of shame at being seen by his enemy picking up a bit of string in the road. He quickly hid it beneath his blouse and then slipped it into his breeches pocket, then pretended to be still looking for something on the ground which he did not discover and finally went off toward the market-place, his head bent forward and his body almost doubled in two by rheumatic pains.

布雷欧特村的奥舍科尔纳老板一到戈代维尔镇就往广场走去，这时他发现地上有一小段绳子。奥舍科尔纳老板如同所有地道的诺曼人一样节俭，他认为不论什么东西都有用，都值得捡起来。他吃力地俯下身子，因为他患有风湿病。他从地上捡起这一小段细绳，正准备仔细地把它卷起来，这时他看见马具店老板马朗丹正在自家的门阶处盯着他。他们俩曾经为一副马笼头争吵过，从那以后一直对对方怀有敌意。自已在路上拾起一段绳子的举动被敌人看见了，奥舍科尔纳老板不免觉得有些丢脸。于是他迅速地把这点绳子藏到自已的布罩衫里，随后又把它移到屁股后面的口袋里，然后假装还在地上寻找没找到的东西，最后他向前探着头，离开了这里向集市走去，风湿痛使得他的身体几乎弯成了两段。




He was at once lost in the crowd, which kept moving about slowly and noisily as it chaffered and bargained. The peasants examined the cows, went off, came back, always in doubt for fear of being cheated, never quite daring to decide, looking the seller square in the eye in the effort to discover the tricks of the man and the defect in the beast.

他立刻消失在了人群中，那些人正在讨价还价，所以移动得很慢，闹哄哄的。农夫们仔细地检查着那些待售的母牛，犹豫不决地去了又回，总是害怕上当受骗，一直不敢做决定，反而直直地盯着卖主们的眼睛，想识破他们的花招，挑出牲口的毛病。




The women, having placed their great baskets at their feet, had taken out the poultry, which lay upon the ground, their legs tied together, with terrified eyes and scarlet combs.

女人们把那些大篮子放在自已脚边，从篮子里取出鸡来搁在地上。它们两脚被拴在一起，露出惊恐的眼睛和鲜红的冠子。




They listened to propositions, maintaining their prices in a decided manner with an impassive face or perhaps deciding to accept the smaller price offered, suddenly calling out to the customer who was starting to go away:

她们听着买家出价，面无表情，一副坚定的样子，坚持着自已的要价，或者决定在价格上让一小步，突然叫住那个正欲走开的顾客：




"All right, I'll let you have them, Mait' Anthime.”

“好吧，我卖给您了，安汀老板。”




Then, little by little, the square became empty, and when the Angelus struck midday those who lived at a distance poured into the inns.

后来，广场上渐渐地空了起来。当教堂里正午的奉告祈祷钟声敲响以后，住在远处的人们都纷纷涌进各家客店里。




At Jourdain's the great room was filled with eaters, just as the vast court was filled with vehicles of every sort—wagons, gigs, chars-a-bancs, tilburies, innumerable vehicles which have no name, yellow with mud, misshapen, pieced together, raising their shafts to heaven like two arms, or it may be with their nose on the ground and their rear in the air.

在茹尔丹客店里，大厅里坐满了用餐的人。宽阔的院子里也停满了各种车辆——有四轮马车，两轮皮篷车，敞篷大马车，两轮轻便马车，还有无数说不出名字的车辆，那都是些沾满了黄泥、拼凑在一起而且变了形的旧家伙。一些车的两个辕子像两只胳膊一样冲向天空，一些车扑倒在地，车尾朝天。




Just opposite to where the diners were at table the huge fireplace, with its bright flame, gave out a burning heat on the backs of those who sat at the right. Three spits were turning, loaded with chickens, with pigeons and with joints of mutton, and a delectable odor of roast meat and of gravy flowing over crisp brown skin arose from the hearth, kindled merriment, caused mouths to water.

顾客们正在桌旁进餐，对面正好有一个很大的壁炉，熊熊的火光炙烤着右边那些顾客的后背。三把叉着鸡肉、鸽肉和大块羊肉的铁叉在火上翻动着，烤肉的香味和那松脆的棕色肉皮上流淌的油汁的香味从炉膛里散发出来，使得大家兴奋不已，馋涎欲滴。




All the aristocracy of the plough were eating there at Mait' Jourdain's, the innkeeper's, a dealer in horses also and a sharp fellow who had made a great deal of money in his day.

那些庄稼人中的阔佬们都在茹尔丹老板的店里吃饭，他既是旅店老板，也是个马贩子，一个赚了很多钱、狡猾的家伙。




The dishes were passed round, were emptied, as were the jugs of yellow cider. Every one told of his affairs, of his purchases and his sales. They exchanged news about the crops. The weather was good for greens, but too wet for grain.

菜一盘一盘地上来了，盘子一会儿就空了，就像盛黄色苹果酒的罐子一样。各人都谈起了自已的生意，买进、卖出的事情。他们交流着庄稼的信息。天气对于蔬菜来说有利，但是对谷物来说则有些过于潮湿。




Suddenly the drum began to beat in the courtyard before the house. Every one, except some of the most indifferent, was on their feet at once and ran to the door, to the windows, their mouths full and napkins in their hand.

突然，客店门前的院子里响起了鼓声。除了几个最无动于衷的人外，其他人都立刻站了起来，嘴里塞满食物，手中拿着餐巾，跑到门口或窗边去看个究竟。




When the public crier had finished his tattoo he called forth in a jerky voice, pausing in the wrong places:

击完鼓之后，镇上的公告传报员便用急促的声音喊话，他总是在不该停顿的地方停顿：




"Be it known to the inhabitants of Goderville and in general to all persons present at the market that there has been lost this morning on the Beuzeville road, between nine and ten o'clock, a black leather pocketbook containing five hundred francs and business papers. You are requested to return it to the mayor's office at once or to Maitre Fortune Houlbreque, of Manneville. There will be twenty francs reward.”

“请戈代维尔镇的所有居民和所有在集市上的人注意，今天早上九点至十点之间，有人在伯兹维尔马路上丢失一个黑皮夹子，装有五百法郎和一些买卖单据。若有拾到者，请立刻送到镇长办公室或曼维尔村的福蒂纳·乌尔布雷克老板家。归还者可得到二十法郎的酬金。”




Then the man went away. They heard once more at a distance the dull beating of the drum and the faint voice of the crier. Then they all began to talk of this incident, reckoning up the chances which Maitre Houlbreque had of finding or of not finding his pocketbook again.

随后，这个人就离开了。他们又听见远处传来沉闷的鼓声和传报员无力的叫喊声。这时他们开始谈论起这件事，都在推测乌尔布雷克老板找回或者找不回皮夹子的可能性。




The meal went on. They were finishing their coffee when the corporal of gendarmes appeared on the threshold.

大家继续用餐。当骑兵班长出现在客店门口的时候，他们已经喝过咖啡了。




He asked:

他问：




"Is Maitre Hauchecorne, of Breaute, here?"

“布雷欧特村的奥舍科尔纳老板在这儿吗？”




Maitre Hauchecorne, seated at the other end of the table answered:

奥舍科尔纳老板坐在餐桌的另一头，他回答道：




"Here I am, here I am."

“我在这儿，我在这儿。”




And he followed the corporal.

然后他跟着骑兵班长走了。




The mayor was waiting for him, seated in an armchair. He was the notary of the place, a tall, grave man of pompous speech.

镇长坐在扶手椅上，正在等他。他就是当地的公证员，是一个身材高大、严肃而且自负的人。




"Maitre Hauchecorne," said he, "this morning on the Beuzeville road, you were seen to pick up the pocketbook lost by Maitre Houlbreque, of Manneville."

“奥舍科尔纳老板，”他说，“有人看见您今天早上在伯兹维尔路上拾到了曼维尔村乌尔布雷克老板丢失的那个皮夹子。”




The countryman looked at the mayor in amazement frightened already at this suspicion which rested on him, he knew not why.

这个乡下人惊奇地望着镇长，已经被这个落在他身上的嫌疑吓昏了，不知道发生了什么事情。




"I—I picked up that pocketbook?”

“我……我拾到了那个皮夹子？”




"Yes, YOU."

“是的，是你。”




"I swear I don't even know anything about it.”

“我发誓，对于这件事我一无所知。”




"You were seen."

“有人看见您了。”




"I was seen—I? Who saw me?”

“有人看见我了……我？谁看见我了？”




"M. Malandain, the harness-maker.”

“马朗丹先生，马具店的老板。”




Then the old man remembered, understood, and, reddening with anger, said:

于是这个老头想起来了，明白过来了，气得满脸通红，说道：




"Ah! he saw me, did he, the rascal? He saw me picking up this string here, M'sieu le Maire.”

“哈！他看见我了，是吗？这个坏蛋！他看见我捡起了这段绳子，您瞧，镇长。”




And fumbling at the bottom of his pocket, he pulled out of it the little end of string.

于是，他在口袋底下摸索了一番，拉出了那一小段绳子的一端。




But the mayor incredulously shook his head:

但是镇长不相信，摇了摇头说：




"You will not make me believe, Maitre Hauchecorne, that M. Malandain, who is a man whose word can be relied on, has mistaken this string for a pocketbook."

“奥舍科尔纳老板，马朗丹先生是一个诚实可信的人，你无法让我相信他会把这段绳子错看成一个皮夹子。”




The peasant, furious, raised his hand and spat on the ground beside him as if to attest his good faith, repeating:

这个乡下人已经怒不可遏了，他举起手，往旁边的地上吐了一口唾沫，好像要证明自已的清白，重复地说：




"For all that, it is God's truth, M'sieu le Maire. There! On my soul's salvation, I repeat it.”

“尽管如此，可这些是上帝见证的事实，镇长先生。在这件事上……我再说一遍，我发誓没有半句假话，否则就让我的灵魂得不到救赎。”




The mayor continued:

镇长接着说：




"After you picked up the object in question, you even looked about for some time in the mud to see if a piece of money had not dropped out of it."

“当捡起我们谈的那个东西之后，您甚至还在泥地里找了一会儿，看是否有钱从皮夹子里面掉了出来。”




The good man was choking with indignation and fear.

这个善良的老头听了又气又怕，差点儿喘不过气来。




"How can they tell—how can they tell such lies as that to slander an honest man! How can they?”

“他们怎么可以说出……他们怎么可以说出这样的谎话来诽谤一个老实人！他们怎么可以？”




His protestations were in vain; he was not believed.

他的辩解全是徒劳，镇长根本不相信他。




He was confronted with M. Malandain, who repeated and sustained his testimony. They railed at one another for an hour. At his own request Maitre Hauchecorne was searched. Nothing was found on him.

他和马朗丹先生当面对质，马朗丹口口声声坚持说有那么回事。他们对骂了一个钟头。出于奥舍科尔纳老板自已的请求，有人过来搜身了。在他身上什么也没找到。




At last the mayor, much perplexed, sent him away, warning him that he would inform the public prosecutor and ask for orders.

最后，镇长左右为难，便放了他，但是警告他说，将会告知公诉人并且请示解决办法。




The news had spread. When he left the mayor's office the old man was surrounded, interrogated with a curiosity which was serious or mocking, as the case might be, but into which no indignation entered. And he began to tell the story of the string. They did not believe him. They laughed.

这个消息传开了。刚离开镇长办公室，这个老人就被围住了，许多人上来问这问那，有的是真的好奇，有的是为了嘲弄他而故意打探。事情就是这样，但没有人打抱不平。他开始说起绳子的事情。大家都不相信他。大家笑了。




He passed on, buttonholed by every one, himself buttonholing his acquaintances, beginning over and over again his tale and his protestations, showing his pockets turned inside out to prove that he had nothing in them.

他继续向前走，每个人都拉住他问这件事，他也拉住他的熟人们，反反复复地开始讲述和辩解，并把他的口袋翻过来给大家看，以证明口袋里什么也没有。




They said to him:

他们对他说：




"You old rogue!"

“你个老滑头！”




He grew more and more angry, feverish, in despair at not being believed, and kept on telling his story.

因为得不到众人的信任，他很绝望，越来越生气，越来越激动，不停讲述着他的故事。




The night came. It was time to go home. He left with three of his neighbors, to whom he pointed out the place where he had picked up the string, and all the way he talked of his adventure.

天黑了。他应该回家了。他和三个邻居一起走，把那个他捡到绳子的地方指给他们看，而且一路上他都在谈论自己的经历。




That evening he made the round of the village of Breaute for the purpose of telling every one. He met only unbelievers.

那天晚上，他在布雷欧特村里走了一圈，想向每个人说明这件事。但是他碰见的人都不相信他。




He brooded over it all night long.

他为此事忧虑了一夜。




The next day, about one in the afternoon, Marius Paumelle, a farm hand of Maitre Breton, the market gardener at Ymauville, returned the pocketbook and its contents to Maitre Holbreque, of Manneville.

第二天，大概是下午一点钟，伊木村的蔬菜农场主布雷东老板家的长工马里于斯·波梅勒，把那个皮夹子和其中所装的物品归还给了曼维尔村的乌尔布雷克老板。




This man said, indeed, that he had found it on the road, but not knowing how to read, he had carried it home and given it to his master.

这个人说他的确是在马路上捡到皮夹子的，但是他不识字，便带回家交给了他的老板。




The news spread to the environs. Maitre Hauchecorne was informed. He started off at once and began to relate his story with the denouement. He was triumphant.

消息在周围传开了。奥舍科尔纳老板也得知了此事。他立刻跑开了，去讲述这个有了结局的故事。他得意洋洋的。




"What grieved me," said he, "was not the thing itself, do you understand, but it was being accused of lying. Nothing does you so much harm as being in disgrace for lying."

“让我伤心的，”他说,“并不是事情本身，你明白吗，而是别人污蔑我说谎。最伤害人的事情，莫过于因说谎而遭到羞辱。”




All day he talked of his adventure. He told it on the roads to the people who passed, at the cabaret to the people who drank and next Sunday when they came out of church. He even stopped strangers to tell them about it. He was easy now, and yet something worried him without his knowing exactly what it was. People had a joking manner while they listened. They did not seem convinced. He seemed to feel their remarks behind his back.

他整日都在谈论他的这一经历。他谈给马路上过往的路人听，谈给酒馆里喝酒的人听。到了第二个礼拜日，他又谈给那些从教堂走出来的人们听。他甚至拦住陌生人讲给他们听。现在他安心了，然而却又有什么东西让他感到不安，但是他却不知道究竟是什么事情。因为听他谈起这事时，人们总是带着一种开玩笑的神情。他们似乎并不相信他。他觉得好像有人在背后议论纷纷。




On Tuesday of the following week he went to market at Goderville, prompted solely by the need of telling his story.

接下来的一个星期二，仅仅为了把自己这件事情说明白，他又去了戈代维尔镇的集市。




Malandain, standing on his doorstep, began to laugh as he saw him pass. Why?

马朗丹站在自家门阶上，看见他路过时便开始笑起来。为什么呢？




He accosted a farmer of Criquetot, who did not let him finish, and giving him a punch in the pit of the stomach cried in his face: "Oh, you great rogue!"Then he turned his heel upon him.

他遇见了克里克托村的一个农场主，便上前去和他搭话，这个人没等他说完，就在他胸口打了一拳，朝他喊道：“哦，你个老滑头！”随后他便转身走了。




Maitre Hauchecorne remained speechless and grew more and more uneasy. Why had they called him "great rogue"?

奥舍科尔纳老板一句话也没说出来，心里越来越不安了。大家为什么都叫他“老滑头”呢？




When seated at table in Jourdain's tavern he began again to explain the whole affair.

他在茹尔丹客店的餐桌边坐下来后，又开始解释整件事。




A horse dealer of Montivilliers shouted at him:

一个从蒙蒂维利耶来的马贩子向他喊道：




"Get out, get out, you old scamp! I know all about your old string."

“走开，走开，你这个老无赖！我对那绳子的破事儿知道得一清二楚。“




Hauchecorne stammered:

奥舍科尔纳结结巴巴地说：




"But since they found it again, the pocketbook!"

“但是后来又有人找着了它，那个皮夹子！”




But the other continued:

但是另一个人接着说：




"Hold your tongue, daddy; there's one who finds it and there's another who returns it. And no one the wiser.”

“闭嘴吧，老头儿！有人捡到了那东西，又有另外一个人把它还了回去。没有比他更精明的人了。”




The farmer was speechless. He understood at last. They accused him of having had the pocketbook brought back by an accomplice, by a confederate.

这个农场主无语了。他终于明白了。他们指责他事后让一个同谋、一个同伙归还了那个皮夹子。




He tried to protest. The whole table began to laugh.

他试图为自已辩护。全桌的人都笑了起来。




He could not finish his dinner, and went away amid a chorus of jeers.

他无法用完餐，在一阵冷潮热讽中离开了。




He went home indignant, choking with rage, with confusion, the more cast down since with his Norman craftiness he was, perhaps, capable of having done what they accused him of and even of boasting of it as a good trick. He was dimly conscious that it was impossible to prove his innocence, his craftiness being so well known. He felt himself struck to the heart by the injustice of the suspicion.

他愤愤不平地回到家里，心里又气又乱，几乎说不出话来。仗着他那诺曼式小聪明，他或许可以去做旁人污蔑他的那件事，并且自夸高明，现在他本人并没有做，却感到更加沮丧。他隐约意识到，证明自己的清白是不可能了，因为他喜欢耍小聪明的个性已众所周知。他觉得自己的心因为不白之冤而深受打击。




He began anew to tell his tale, lengthening his recital every day, each day adding new proofs, more energetic declarations and more sacred oaths, which he thought of, which he prepared in his hours of solitude, for his mind was entirely occupied with the story of the string. The more he denied it, the more artful his arguments, the less he was believed.

所以他又开始重述他的那段经历了，每天都加长了叙述的内容，每天都增加一些新的证据，一些更强有力的辩解，一些他所想到的、在寂寥的时候准备的更为冠冕堂皇的誓言，因为他的心思完全被绳子这件事所占据。不过他否认得越多，辩解得越巧妙，得到的信任也就越少。




"Those are liars' proofs," they said behind his back.

“那些都是骗人的伪证。”大家在背后说道。




He felt this. It preyed upon him and he exhausted himself in useless efforts.

他感觉到了。在这场徒劳的努力中，他饱受折磨，心力交瘁。




He was visibly wasting away.

眼看着他日益消瘦。




Jokers would make him tell the story of "the piece of string" to amuse them, just as you make a soldier who has been on a campaign tell his story of the battle. His mind kept growing weaker and about the end of December he took to his bed.

那些爱开玩笑的人会让他讲述“一段绳子”的故事供他们消遣，就如同让一个参加某场战役的士兵讲述他的战斗经历一样。他的大脑慢慢变得神智不清了。十二月底，他便卧床不起了。




He passed away early in January, and, in the ravings of death agony, he protested his innocence, repeating:

他是在一月初去世的。在临死时的痛苦中，他仍在胡言乱语，证明自己的清白，反复地说着：




"A little bit of string—a little bit of string. See, here it is, M'sieu le Maire.”

“一小段绳子……一小段绳子。看，就在这儿，镇长。”








The Beggar

乞丐




He had seen better days, despite his present misery and infirmities.

虽然现在贫困潦倒，体弱多病，他也有过好日子。




At the age of fifteen both his legs had been crushed by a carriage on the Varville highway. From that time forth he begged, dragging himself along the roads and through the farmyards, supported by crutches which forced his shoulders up to his ears. His head looked as if it were squeezed in between two mountains.

他十五岁那年，在瓦尔维尔的大路上，两条腿被一辆马车压断了。从那天起，他就撑着一对木拐杖，拖着身子，穿过农家庭院开始沿路乞讨了。那对拐杖使得他的肩都耸到了耳朵那么高。他的头就像是被挤在了两座山中间一样。




A foundling, picked up out of a ditch by the priest of Les Billettes on the eve of All Saints' Day and baptized, for that reason, Nicholas Toussaint, reared by charity, utterly without education, crippled in consequence of having drunk several glasses of brandy given him by the baker (such a funny story!) and a vagabond all his life afterward—the only thing he knew how to do was to hold out his hand for alms.

他原本是一个弃婴，在亡人节的前夕被皮乙忒镇的牧师从壕沟里拾到并给他进行了洗礼。也正是出于这个原因，他被取名为尼古拉斯·图桑。他是靠施舍养长大的，完全没有受过教育。面包店老板请他喝了几杯白兰地，就害他变成残废，（多么可笑的故事啊！）从此过起了流浪汉的生活——他唯一会做的事情就是伸出手乞讨。




At one time the Baroness d'Avary allowed him to sleep in a kind of recess spread with straw, close to the poultry yard in the farm adjoining the chateau, and if he was in great need he was sure of getting a glass of cider and a crust of bread in the kitchen. Moreover, the old lady often threw him a few pennies from her window. But she was dead now.

曾有一段时间，珂伐里男爵夫人准许他睡在一个铺满了麦秸的角落里，这里靠近男爵夫人的古堡边上田庄里的饲养家禽的院子。如果他很饿，他还可以从厨房里得到一杯果酒和一片面包。而且，这位老太太还经常从窗口边扔给他几个铜子。但是现在她已经去世了。




In the villages people gave him scarcely anything—he was too well known. Everybody had grown tired of seeing him, day after day for forty years, dragging his deformed and tattered person from door to door on his wooden crutches. But he could not make up his mind to go elsewhere, because he knew no place on earth but this particular corner of the country, these three or four villages where he had spent the whole of his miserable existence. He had limited his begging operations and would not for worlds have passed his accustomed bounds.

在周围的村子里，几乎没有人给他施舍了：因为大家太了解他了。四十年来，天天看着他拖着那畸形的、褴褛的身子，拄着木拐杖一家一户乞讨，人们都已经厌倦了。然而他下不了决心去别的地方，因为在世界上除了这一个小角落之外，其他的地方都不熟悉。这个特殊的小角落也就是那三四个可以让他苟延残喘度过余生的穷村子。他已经给自己的乞讨生活划好了界限，绝不会走到那已经习惯的界限之外。




He did not even know whether the world extended for any distance beyond the trees which had always bounded his vision. He did not ask himself the question. And when the peasants, tired of constantly meeting him in their fields or along their lanes, exclaimed:

他甚至不清楚在他所能看到的那些树木后面是不是还有世界。他也从没有问过自己这个问题。村民们厌倦了常常在自己的田边或小路上见到他时，就会冲他嚷道：




Why don't you go to other villages instead of always limping about here?" he did not answer, but slunk away, possessed with a vague dread of the unknown—the dread of a poor wretch who fears confusedly a thousand things—new faces, taunts, insults, the suspicious glances of people who do not know him and the policemen walking in couples on the roads. These last he always instinctively avoided, taking refuge in the bushes or behind heaps of stones when he saw them coming.

“你为什么不去别的村子，而总是要一瘸一拐地在这里走来走去呢？”他并不回答，只是悄悄溜走，带着对人地生疏的模糊的恐惧感，带着穷苦人怀有的模糊的、成百成千的恐惧：陌生的面孔、嘲笑、侮辱，素不相识的人的怀疑目光，还有成群列队出现在路上的警察。他对于警察会出于本能地躲避。一看到他们过来，他就会躲到灌木丛里或者是小碎石堆后面。




When he perceived them in the distance, With uniforms gleaming in the sun, he was suddenly possessed with unwonted agility—the agility of a wild animal seeking its lair. He threw aside his crutches, fell to the ground like a limp rag, made himself as small as possible and crouched like a hare under cover, his tattered vestments blending in hue with the earth on which he cowered.

当他远远地看见了穿着在太阳下闪闪发亮的制服的警察，他就突然拥有了罕见的敏捷身姿——怪兽躲入洞穴的敏捷。他将拐杖扔到一边，像一条没有生机的抹布一样滑落到地上，接着让自己缩成一团，尽可能地变小，蹲在地上像伏在巢穴中的兔子，使自己的棕色的破衣服与地上的泥土混为一片。




He had never had any trouble with the police, but the instinct to avoid them was in his blood. He seemed to have inherited it from the parents he had never known.

他从没有与这些警察打过交道，但是躲避他们的本能却是来自于他的血液之中。他似乎是从他从未蒙面的父母那里遗传到这种本能的。




He had no refuge, no roof for his head, no shelter of any kind. In summer he slept out of doors and in winter he showed remarkable skill in slipping unperceived into barns and stables. He always decamped before his presence could be discovered. He knew all the holes through which one could creep into farm buildings, and the handling of his crutches having made his arms surprisingly muscular he often hauled himself up through sheer strength of wrist into hay-lofts, where he sometimes remained for four or five days at a time, provided he had collected a sufficient store of food beforehand.

他没有容身之所，头顶没有半片瓦，没有任何形式的遮蔽物。夏天，他随处睡觉；冬天，他用一种巧妙的方法溜到不被注意的马房里或者谷仓里。他总是在行踪被人发现之前就逃出来了。他知道所有的那些可以钻到农场建筑物里的洞，并且因为长期使用拐杖，他那双胳膊变得惊人地强壮有力，他经常凭着一双手的力量就可以攀上那些收藏草料的阁楼。如果他之前已经乞讨到了足够的食粮，他就可以在阁楼中一次呆上个四、五天。




He lived like the beasts of the field. He was in the midst of men, yet knew no one, loved no one, exciting in the breasts of the peasants only a sort of careless contempt and smoldering hostility. They nicknamed him "Bell," because he hung between his two crutches like a church bell between its supports.

他生活得如同野兽一般。在人群中，他谁也不认识，谁也不爱，仅仅引起村民们心中一种冷漠的轻视和郁积的仇视。他们给他取了个外号“吊钟”，因为他的身子吊在两拐杖之间，就像教堂的吊钟吊在架子当中一样。




For two days he had eaten nothing. No one gave him anything now. Everyone's patience was exhausted. Women shouted to him from their doorsteps when they saw him coming:

他已经两天没有吃任何东西了。现在没人给他东西吃了。每个人的耐心都耗尽了。妇人们站在门口看见他走过来，就对他大声嚷着：




"Be off with you, you good-for-nothing vagabond! Why, I gave you a piece of bread only three days ago!”

“你给我走远些，你这个没用的要饭的！我三天前才给过过你一块面包。”




And he turned on his crutches to the next house, where he was received in the same fashion.

于是他掉转拐杖朝向另一户人家，在那儿，他受到了同样的待遇。




The women declared to one another as they stood at their doors:

妇人们站在门口，挨户嚷着：




"We can't feed that lazy brute all the year round!”

“我们不能成年喂养这懒惰的畜生！”




And yet the "lazy brute" needed food every day.

然而这“畜生”每天都不得不吃东西。




He had exhausted Saint-Hilaire, Varville and Les Billettes without getting a single copper or so much as a dry crust. His only hope was in Tournolles, but to reach this place he would have to walk five miles along the highroad, and he felt so weary that he could hardly drag himself another yard. His stomach and his pocket were equally empty, but he started on his way.

他走遍了圣伊莱尔，瓦尔维尔和皮乙忒，却没有讨到一个铜子或一块干硬的面包。他唯一的希望就是都尔诺勒了，但是要到达那里他得沿着大路走五英里。而他已经非常疲惫，哪怕走上三英尺的路程都无法拖着自己的身躯了。他的肚子和他的口袋一样的空，然而他还是出发了。




It was December and a cold wind blew over the fields and whistled through the bare branches of the trees; the clouds careered madly across the black, threatening sky. The cripple dragged himself slowly along, raising one crutch after the other with a painful effort, propping himself on the one distorted leg which remained to him.

那是十二月份，一阵冷风刮过田野，吹得光秃秃的树枝呼呼地响；云层疯了似的疾驰在低而阴暗的天空中。这个瘸子拖着身子慢慢地走着，吃力地一前一后移动那两枝拐杖，用身上剩下的那条弯曲的腿支撑着自己。




Now and then he sat down beside a ditch for a few moments' rest. Hunger was gnawing his vitals, and in his confused, slow-working mind he had only one idea—to eat—but how this was to be accomplished he did not know. For three hours he continued his painful journey. Then at last the sight of the trees of the village inspired him with new energy.

他不时地在路旁的沟渠边坐下休息一会儿。饥饿在吞噬着他的生命，在他迷糊而迟钝的脑海里只有一个想法，那就是“吃”，但是他不知道怎样来实现这一愿望。他痛苦地走了三个小时。随后，他终于望见了村庄里的树木，这给他注入了新的能量。




The first peasant he met, and of whom he asked alms, replied:

他遇到第一个村民，向他请求施舍，对方回答道：




"So it's you again, is it, you old scamp? Shall I never be rid of you?”

“又是你，你这个老流氓。我永远都摆脱不了你了吗？”




And "Bell" went on his way. At every door he got nothing but hard words. He made the round of the whole village, but received not a halfpenny for his pains.

于是“吊钟”走开了。每到一家他除了听到难听的骂声以外什么都没有得到。他在整个村子里面走了一圈，忍着痛苦却一个铜子也没有讨到。




Then he visited the neighboring farms, toiling through the muddy land, so exhausted that he could hardly raise his crutches from the ground. He met with the same reception everywhere. It was one of those cold, bleak days, when the heart is frozen and the temper irritable, and hands do not open either to give money or food.

于是，他只好到邻近的田庄人家去乞讨。他艰难地穿过了那被雨水浸湿的泥泞的路，他疲惫异常，连提起拐杖的力气也没有了。他四处受到了同样的遭遇。那是一个阴冷的日子，大家的心是冷酷的，脾气是易怒的，手不愿意张开，不论是施舍钱或食物。




When he had visited all the houses he knew, "Bell" sank down in the corner of a ditch running across Chiquet's farmyard. Letting his crutches slip to the ground, he remained motionless, tortured by hunger, but hardly intelligent enough to realize to the full his unutterable misery.

等他把所有认识的人家一一走遍后，他沉到了沟渠的一个角落里，那沟渠流经希凯的田庄。他让拐杖滑落到地上，自己也随之落了下来。由于饥饿的折磨，他躺了很久没有动弹，但是他不够聪明，所以无法充分意识自己那难以形容的苦难。




He awaited he knew not what, possessed with that vague hope which persists in the human heart in spite of everything. He awaited in the corner of the farmyard in the biting December wind, some mysterious aid from Heaven or from men, without the least idea whence it was to arrive. A number of black hens ran hither and thither, seeking their food in the earth which supports all living things. Every now and then they snapped up in their beaks a grain of corn or a tiny insect; then they continued their slow, sure search for nutriment.

他也不知道自己在等什么。他抱着一种模糊的希望，那种常常存在于人们心里的那种模糊的希望。在十二月那冰凉的风的吹击下，他在农家小院的角落里等待着，期待着来自天堂或来自人间的神秘救助，但对救助会什么时候来一无所知。一群黑毛母鸡四处走动，在这赋予所有事物生命的大地上寻找着它们的食物。它们不时地啄着一颗谷粒或者一只很小的虫子，随后再继续缓慢而细致地寻觅所需的食物。




"Bell" watched them at first without thinking of anything. Then a thought occurred rather to his stomach than to his mind—the thought that one of those fowls would be good to eat if it were cooked over a fire of dead wood.

“吊钟”呆呆地盯着这群母鸡，头脑里什么想法也没有。随后，一个想法与其说在他的心中萌生，不如说在他的胃里萌发，那就是从鸡群里抓一只，放在一堆枯木生起的火上烤着吃，味道一定不错。




He did not reflect that he was going to commit a theft. He took up a stone which lay within reach, and, being of skillful aim, killed at the first shot the fowl nearest to him. The bird fell on its side, flapping its wings. The others fled wildly hither and thither, and "Bell," picking up his crutches, limped across to where his victim lay.

他没有想到自己就快要犯盗窃罪了。他捡起手边的一块石头，用敏捷的手法，一击就打死了离他最近的那只母鸡。那只鸡偏着倒了下去，扑腾着它的翅膀。其余的母鸡都四处逃散开去，于是“吊钟”捡起他的拐杖，一瘸一拐地朝向他的战利品走去。




Just as he reached the little black body with its crimsoned head he received a violent blow in his back which made him let go his hold of his crutches and sent him flying ten paces distant. And Farmer Chiquet, beside himself with rage, cuffed and kicked the marauder with all the fury of a plundered peasant as "Bell" lay defenceless before him.

他刚走到那只头上沁血的黑毛母鸡尸体旁边时，他的后背就被人狠狠地打了一下，这使得他丢下了拐杖，身子向前飞出去十来步的距离。他身边的农场主希凯怒气冲天地将他扑倒在地，接着就像疯了一样，带着被盗的乡下人所拥有的那些怒气，对这个无力反击的抢劫犯拳打脚踢。




The farm hands came up also and joined their master in cuffing the lame beggar. Then when they were tired of beating him they carried him off and shut him up in the woodshed, while they went to fetch the police.

田庄里的人也都赶了过来，同他们的主人一起揍打这个瘸腿的乞丐。随后，他们耗尽了力气再也打不动他了，于是就抬走了他，在派人去找警察的同时，将其关进了柴房里。




"Bell," half dead, bleeding and perishing with hunger, lay on the floor. Evening came—then night—then dawn. And still he had not eaten.

“吊钟”已经是半死的了，流着血并且忍受着饥饿，就那样躺在地上。夜幕降临，接着到了深夜，随后天亮了。他始终没有吃到任何一丁点儿东西。




About midday the police arrived. They opened the door of the woodshed with the utmost precaution, fearing resistance on the beggar's part, for Farmer Chiquet asserted that he had been attacked by him and had had great, difficulty in defending himself.

大约正中午的时候，警察到了。他们怕乞丐会反抗，极其谨慎地打开柴房的门，因为农场主希凯声称自己受到了乞丐的袭击，费了好大的劲才保护住了自己。




The sergeant cried:

巡佐高声喝道：




"Come, get up!"

“赶紧站起来！”




But "Bell" could not move. He did his best to raise himself on his crutches, but without success. The police, thinking his weakness feigned, pulled him up by main force and set him between the crutches.

但是“吊钟”已经无法动弹了。他尽了最大的努力想用拐杖支撑起自己，但是没有成功。警察认为他的这种虚弱是假装的，于是用力地拉他起来并迫使他撑起拐杖。




Fear seized him—his native fear of a uniform, the fear of the game in presence of the sportsman, the fear of a mouse for a cat—and by the exercise of almost superhuman effort he succeeded in remaining upright.

恐惧包围着他——那种他对制服出于本能的害怕，如同运动员马上要开始比赛；如同老鼠见到猫。正是这种害怕让他产生了一种超乎人类的力量，他竟然站得稳了。




"Forward!" said the sergeant. He walked. All the inmates of the farm watched his departure. The women shook their fists at him the men scoffed at and insulted him. He was taken at last! Good riddance! He went off between his two guards. He mustered sufficient energy—the energy of despair—to drag himself along until the evening, too dazed to know what was happening to him, too frightened to understand.

“朝前走！”那巡佐说。他向前进了。所有田庄里的人看着他离开了。妇人们对他扬起了拳头，男人们嘲笑他、辱骂他。他终于被抓走了。总算摆脱他了！他夹在两个警察中间走远了。他聚集了足够的力量，一种绝望的力量，让他拖着身子直到天黑。他神志不清，不知道自己正经历什么，被吓得也什么都不懂了。




People whom he met on the road stopped to watch him go by and peasants muttered:

他在路上遇见的人们都停下来看着他经过，乡下人嘟囔着：




"It's some thief or other.”

“他准是个小偷。”




Toward evening he reached the country town. He had never been so far before. He did not realize in the least what he was there for or what was to become of him. All the terrible and unexpected events of the last two days, all these unfamiliar faces and houses struck dismay into his heart.

快到夜晚了他才到达区政府。他从来没有到过如此远的地方。他甚至不知道自己来这儿是干什么的，接下来在他身上会发生什么。所有发生在过去两天里的可怕的、预想不到的事情，所有这些不熟悉的面孔和房子都使他吃了一惊。




He said not a word, having nothing to say because he understood nothing. Besides, he had spoken to no one for so many years past that he had almost lost the use of his tongue, and his thoughts were too indeterminate to be put into words.

他一个字也没有说，本来也没有什么可说的，因为他几乎什么也不明白。此外，他这些年来没有同任何人说过一句话，他几乎早已失掉了舌头的作用，而且他的思想实在是模糊得无法组织出言语来表达意见。




He was shut up in the town jail. It did not occur to the police that he might need food, and he was left alone until the following day. But when in the early morning they came to examine him he was found dead on the floor. Such an astonishing thing!

他被关在了区监狱里。警察根本没有想到他也许需要吃点东西，他就那样被独自关着直到第二天早上。但是，当天刚亮，有人来审问他的时候，却发现他死在了泥地上。多么意想不到的事啊！
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