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小　序

古人云，书中自有颜如玉。

常人认为，读书读出了头，便可娶娇女为妻。

此言差矣！难道“颜如玉”三字就如此狭义？非也。“颜如玉”实际上应该作广义解：美女般的风景。书中出现的许多佳句美文，难道不就是一道道如画的风景吗？怎么不能用“颜如玉”去形容呢？

浅草才能没马蹄，乱花渐欲迷人眼。本书一共有四大部分：

爱力无边、生死之间、寻亲之路、亲近自然。它们多角度、多方位为我们展示了西方社会的人间万象，大千世界，令读者掩卷长吁，啧啧感慨。

“To Mend Her Husband's Heart”（为了修复丈夫的心脏）描述了一对夫妇之间的浓浓情谊，为了丈夫的健康，妻子四处求医，忠贞不渝，细心呵护，最终获得了名医的治疗并痊愈，让人大叹：爱力无边。

“The Long Walk Home”（漫漫回家路）则讲述了澳洲种族压迫的事实，文章字里行间体现了主人公顽强的意志和不屈的斗志，同时也能感受到土著母亲们原始而又沉挚的爱。此文曾让编者潸然泪下。

“A Promise of Spring”（春之希望）则展示了自然界的五彩缤纷与婀娜多姿。冬，是强大的，千里雪飘，万里冰封。然而，生命，似更强大，总有一些蛛丝马迹，顽强地显露出她与寒冬抗争的不息勇气。春天就这样给予生的希望。文章对冬日细致入微的描写给人一丝惊喜：白雪皑皑的大地，慵懒的阳光，凛冽的寒风和为冲破这个冰封世界而蓄势待发的各种小动物。整个画面，动中有静，静中有动，沉寂中蕴藏着活力。全文笔触细腻，犹如将美景溶入一首动人的长诗。睿智的读者，你不会错过如此美文吧！

Michael Ryan的著名短篇“Boy，Interrupted”（失而复得的儿子），让笔者泪眼矇眬。父母的爱是伟大的，伟大中包含着无私的牺牲；父母的爱也是深沉的，深沉中也孕育着无限的理解和包容。

然而，Michael Ryan在描写和表达这种伟大而又深沉的爱的时候，没有使用华丽的辞藻和冗长的篇幅。平实的语言散发出爱的幽幽芬芳，简洁的句子折射出爱的烨烨光芒。本文，或是全书，让笔者热泪滴桌的话竟然是：





It's so good to be a father, to walk with him on this path.

做一位父亲，和他一起走在这条小路上，真是太好了。





来吧，加入到美妙的英语美文世界，更多精彩，五彩纷呈。本书收入的17篇短文，可以毫不夸张地说，篇篇精彩，页页动人，其中必有你的最爱和至爱。

思想丰富者的读书收获可能成倍于思想干涸者。

汉语写读书的成语可谓多矣！

“举一反三”、“由表及里”、“由此及彼”、“豁然贯通”、“一叶知秋”、“弦外之音”、“浮想联翩”、“红袖添香”，等等。

其中任何一条成语与此书的阅读“牵手”，那么，笔者断言，你将慨叹：哦，书中自有黄金屋！

在本书每篇短文后面，编者特设小专栏。它们分别是：

点字成金、译途静思、美文共赏和佳句拾零。

愿读者喜欢这些小专栏，这些小专栏的目的在于助读，在于向你演示：读书，贵在咀嚼，乐在联想。你若是一位有思想的读者，那么，这种咀嚼和联想会得到辉煌的演绎，并自然地化为实实在在的“开卷得益”。

Bill Hofmann系笔者的美国故人，西雅图的一位退休大学教授。相识八年以来，我们之间几乎每周都有email exchange，越洋的携手，我们编著了畅销书《问答美国》（丛书）（“社会篇”和“校园篇”）（外文出版社2001年版）。Bill还不辞辛劳，经常email我美国短文，那些都是他认为值得向中国读者推荐的优秀短文。经年累月，便有了今天的这三册读物。

编者受水平所限，书中不尽如人意之处，尚祈读者朋友能和我们进行E to E的交流！笔者的email address是：rgmao@online.sh.cn
 （见email必复）。
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一　爱力无边



To Mend Her Husband's Heart

为了修复丈夫的心脏

John Pekkanen

爱情，是人世间最美丽的真情。神圣，浪漫，甜蜜，款款深情，触人心弦。本篇围绕弗洛伊德·斯多克斯与妻子琼忠贞不渝的感人爱情故事展开，弗洛伊德·斯多克斯深受心脏病的折磨，四处求医，未果；其妻不离不弃，细心呵护，并想尽办法为丈夫寻求前沿疗法。终于，上天不负有心人，弗洛伊德·斯多克斯得到了著名医生的治疗并痊愈。阅读本篇，最大的感触就是：爱情的力量是伟大的！





Floyd Stokes stirred awake in the pitch-darkness, and immediately felt the autumn chill. The 57-year-old peanut farmer had never minded early mornings, and in fact for most of his life, he had relished spending 18-hour days in the fields. Now, though, he had to struggle just to get out of bed. Constricted arteries caused him chest pain that at times was almost unbearable. "Floyd," his wife, Jean, whispered. "Why don't you rest a little longer?"

弗洛伊德·斯多克斯在漆黑的深夜中惊醒，感到一阵秋天的寒意。对这个种花生的57岁农民来说，清晨早起向来都是小菜一碟，事实上，他的大半生都是在田间每天18小时乐此不疲的劳作中度过的。而如今，就连起床这等小事，他也需费尽周折。堵塞的动脉令他胸口疼痛，有时会达到难以忍受的地步。“弗洛伊德，”妻子琼轻声说道，“你为什么就不能多休息一会儿呢？”

"No, I'm getting'up. If I'm gonna die, I'd rather be on my feet than in bed."

“不，我要起来。就算是死，我也宁可站着，而不是躺着。”

Doctors had tried everything to mend Floyd's heart: triple coronary-bypass surgery, an arsenal of medications, a restrictive low-fat diet. Nothing had helped. Floyd's condition left him constantly exhausted and short of breath. "This is no way to live," he'd told Jean.

为了修复弗洛伊德的心脏，医生们已经采取过一切可行的方法：三重冠状动脉分流手术、超大剂量的药物、限制性低脂饮食疗法。但是无一见效。弗洛伊德的病情使他常常感到浑身乏力、呼吸困难。“真是活不下去了。”他对琼说。

As she listened to her husband's rapid, shallow gasps that October morning in 1997, Jean felt helpless and frightened. She and Floyd had been married for 38 years. More than anything else, she wanted the two of them to grow old together. Now, as she watched Floyd walk slowly from the bedroom, Jean could sense that dream slipping away. She didn't know what she could do to save Floyd — she was a high school teacher in tiny De Leon, Texas, not a doctor. But she had to find help for the man she loved, and she had to find it soon.

1997年10月的一个早晨，当她听见丈夫急促、虚弱的喘息声时，她感到无助和恐惧。她与弗洛伊德结婚38年了。最重要的是，她希望他们俩能够白头偕老、相守一生。如今，看着弗洛伊德缓慢地从卧室小步走出时，琼能够感觉到她的梦想在渐渐破灭。她不知道该做些什么来挽救弗洛伊德——她是得克萨斯州小城镇德里昂市的一位中学教师，不是医生。但她必须为自己深爱的男人找到治疗的方法，而且，时间紧迫。

Jean Wright was just a sixth-grader at De Leon Elementary when she developed a crush on Floyd Stokes. It took Floyd two years to notice the soft-eyed girl with wavy brown hair and ask her for a date, but when he did, they turned out to be a great fit. After going steady for two years, they married in June 1959. Floyd was 19, Jean 17.

琼·赖特还是在德里昂小学念六年级的时候，就开始迷恋上弗洛伊德·斯多克斯。两年后，弗洛伊德才注意到这个含情脉脉、有着一头卷曲棕发的女孩子，并向她提出约会的请求。而当他正式开始约会后，竟发现他俩原来是如此的般配。在彼此的关系稳定发展了两年后，1959年6月，他们结婚了。当时，弗洛伊德19岁，琼17岁。

To provide for his bride and the family they hoped would follow, Floyd first roughnecked in the Texas oil fields, then pumped gas at a filling station in De Leon. With their savings, the couple bought a 214-acre farm. Working seven days a week, often from sunrise until midnight, Floyd added more land and soon had 5000 acres under cultivation. "Work feels natural to me," he told Jean. "It's what I love to do."

为了养活妻子、日后养家活口，弗洛伊德先是在得克萨斯的油田里做油井修建工，后来，又找了份在德里昂加油站给汽车加油的差事。有了一些积蓄后，夫妇俩用这些钱买下一个214英亩的农庄。弗洛伊德每周工作七天，常常是日出即起、午夜方歇。他又购置了许多田地，很快就将耕地扩展到5000英亩。“对我来说，工作是自然而舒适的事情，”他告诉琼。“这正是我喜欢做的。”

In 1969, after their two sons — Floyd and David — entered school, Jean enrolled at a local state college, earning both a bachelor's degree and then a master's. She began teaching English at De Leon High School.

1969年，在两个儿子——弗洛伊德和戴维——上学念书后，琼便进人一所地方大学学习，取得了学士学位，接着，又获得硕士学位。然后，她开始在德里昂中学教英语。

Their loves were full and rewarding until a cold day in December 1988. While repairing his farm combine, Floyd felt a crushing pain in his chest. At age 48, he had suffered a major heart attack. After they opened his chest for a triple bypass, the doctors discovered that Floyd had narrow coronary arteries, which were now diseased as well.

他们的爱情生活完美、如意，直到1988年12月的一个寒冷冬日。在修理农场的一台联合收割机时，弗洛伊德突然感到胸口一阵剧痛。48岁的他，经受了一次严重的心脏病发作。当医生打开他的胸腔进行三重分流手术时，发现弗洛伊德的冠状动脉非常狭窄，而且，已发生病变。

The surgery offered only temporary relief. After less than a decade had passed, two of Floyd's bypasses had virtually closed, and the third provided the front of his heart with only minimal amount of blood. Despite medication, his pain and shortness of breath grew worse.

手术只能做到暂时缓解病情。还不到十年，弗洛伊德的两处旁通管就完全闭合，而第三根旁通管只能向他的心脏前区传输极少量的血液。尽管一直接受药物治疗，他的病痛仍然逐渐加剧、呼吸日益艰难。

More surgery was out of the question, and Floyd's doctors held out little other hope. Watching her husband grow more and more ill might have paralyzed another woman, but it drove Jean into action: she would find a solution herself. Although she knew little about medicine, she began buying armloads of magazines and papers, combing them for news of cutting-edge coronary treatments.

手术已无力挽回，弗洛伊德的医生对其他治疗也不抱什么希望。眼睁睁地看着自己丈夫的病情一点一点加重，这种情景或许会令其他女人渐渐消沉，但是，它却激起了琼采取行动的意念：她要自己找到解决问题的方法。尽管她对医学几乎一无所知，但是，她开始购买一摞摞的医学杂志和报纸，对它们进行整理、分类，以获得冠状动脉血栓症前沿疗法的最新消息。

And in late November 1997, she found it. In a newsmagazine, Jean read about a new form of gene therapy — angiogenesis — in which new blood vessels were grown in limbs that had lost their blood supply. The researcher, Dr. Jeffrey Isner of Boston, hoped to apply this therapy to human hearts. "Floyd," she called out. "This may be what we've been praying for!"

1997年11月下旬，她终于找到了治疗的方法。在一份新闻杂志中，琼了解到有一种基因疗法的新方法——血管形成法。用这种方法，会在已经失去血液供给的四肢中生长出新的血管。波士顿的研究者杰弗里·艾斯纳博士希望将这种疗法应用到人类心脏。“弗洛伊德，”她叫了出来。“这也许就是我们一直期望想要找到的方法！”

Early the next morning, Jean phoned Dr.Isner's office. FDA approval of the therapy was still pending, an assistant told Jean, and even if they got the green light, no more than 20 patients would be accepted in the trial. Jean then phoned Floyd's cardiologist, who said he found Isner's research promising. But he added a warning: "The chances of Floyd getting into one of those clinical trials are about the same as winning the lottery."

第二天一大早，琼打电话到艾斯纳博士的办公室。一位助手告诉琼，FDA（美国食品及药物管理局）对这种疗法的核准还在进行中，即使他们获得批准，最多也只有20位患者能够接受此项医学临床实验。随后，琼打电话给弗洛伊德的心脏病专家，这位专家认为，艾斯纳的研究是有希望的。但他同时也告诫说：“弗洛伊德获得临床治疗的机会与中彩票的机率差不多。”

Like Jean Stokes, Dr. Jeffrey Isner was also in search of answers. As a professor of medicine at Tufts University School of Medicine and chief of cardiovascular research at St. Elizabeth's Medical Center of Boston, Isner was driven to find a successful treatment for certain types of advanced, and so far incurable, vascular disease.

像琼·斯多克斯一样，杰弗里·艾斯纳博士也正处于探寻答案的过程中。作为塔夫茨大学医学院的医学教授和波士顿圣伊丽莎白医学中心心血管研究组的负责人，艾斯纳有一种使命感，要找到一种有效的疗法，治疗某些类型已进入晚期、甚至迄今仍无法治愈的血管疾病。

One new direction for research had presented itself in the early 1980s, when Dr. Judah Folkman's team at Children's Hospital Boston identified special proteins that formed the building blocks for blood vessels. Tumors employed these proteins, Folkman's research showed, to recruit a blood supply for themselves; this flow of blood, in turn nourished the tumors. Folkman theorized that if he could somehow block these proteins and shut down the new blood vessels, the tumors would shrink and perhaps even die.

20世纪80年代初，朱达·福克曼博士负责的研究小组在波士顿儿科医院鉴定出形成血管基础材料的特殊蛋白质后，一个新的研究方向便开始崭露头角。福克曼的研究显示，肿瘤能利用这些蛋白质为自己补充血液供给；血流不断地为肿瘤提供营养。福克曼推论，如果他能采用某些手段阻挡住这些蛋白质、并关闭新血管的话，肿瘤就会缩小甚至死亡。

Isner now wanted to try a new application for Folkman's breakthrough. Wasn't it possible that these vessel-building proteins could also stimulate new vessel growth where it was needed? With grants from the National Institutes of Health, Isner focused on the VEGF (vascularendothelial growth factor) gene. This gene produces cells that form the lining of blood vessels, the basic biological framework needed for new vessel growth.

现在，艾斯纳希望在福克曼的突破口，尝试一种新的应用手段。是否有可能让这些构建血管的蛋白质在需要的地方刺激新血管的生成？在得到国家健康机构的“同意”后，艾斯纳将精力集中在对VEGF（血管内覆组织生长因素）基因的研究上。这种基因会产生血管的内壁细胞——新血管生长所必需的基本生物结构。

Throughout the 1990s, Isner made huge strides in his research. In his first animal experiments, he tied off the leg arteries of rabbits to stop blood flow to their lower legs. He then injected the rabbits with VEGF gene, hoping this "saturation bombing" would get enough of the genes inside cells to do their job.

20世纪90年代，艾斯纳的研究工作有了很大的进展。在他的第一次动物实验中，他把兔子的腿部血管扎紧，以阻断血液下流。接着，他给兔子注射了VEGF基因，希望此番“密集轰炸”能令细胞内部获得充足的基因，以促使细胞工作。

After a few weeks came what Isner called "one of those Eureka! moments." The rabbits had indeed developed a network of small vessels that carried blood to the tied-off area of their legs.

几个星期后，被艾斯纳称为“一个‘我发现了’的时刻”到来了。那些兔子果真长出了毛细血管网，将血液带入已被扎紧的腿部区域。

Isner was now eager to test the gene therapy on humans. In 1996 he received FDA approval for human experiments with VEGF genes on people suffering from advanced peripheral vascular disease. The results were stunning. For most of the 20 patients, the treatment not only saved their legs from amputation, but allowed them to walk again without pain.

现在，艾斯纳急切地想在人体上测试这种基因疗法。1996年，他获得FDA的许可，用VEGF基因在那些外围血管疾病已进入晚期的病人身上进行试验。试验结果非常喜人。20位病人中，绝大部分人不仅保住了腿，免受截肢的痛苦，而且，还重获行走能力，丝毫不觉疼痛。

One giant step remained: experimental gene therapy on the human heart. If FDA approval was granted, and if the therapy worked, the result could be "biological bypasses" for patients who had exhausted all other options — patients exactly like Floyd.

还剩下至关重要的一步有待完成：在人的心脏上试验基因疗法。如果获得FDA批准，如果此种疗法有效，其结果可以为那些已“无药可救”的病人——就像弗洛伊德那样的人——提供“生物分流术”这样的医疗手段。

So many questions remained, though, and all of them preyed on Jean Stokes as she watched her husband grow weaker. For starters, Isner still did not have FDA approval for the experiment. Even if the FDA did approve, there was no guarantee that Floyd would be included in the trial.

还有许多问题尚未解决。每当琼·斯多克斯眼睁睁地看见自己的丈夫渐渐虚弱下去，她就倍感所有这些问题的折磨。艾斯纳博士基因疗法的申请工作才刚刚开始，还没有通过FDA的审准。而且，即使FDA批准了临床实验的申请，也无法保证弗洛伊德能被包括在试验患者之内。

One night, overwhelmed with anxiety, Jean slipped out of bed. If Isner and his staff only knew Floyd, she thought, they couldn't possibly turn him down. So she began a letter to Isner, writing of her long and loving marriage to Floyd. Later, she mailed another letter, telling how she and Floyd had looked everywhere for medical assistance but had found none. "We are desperate!" she wrote.

一天夜里，琼感到焦虑万分，她溜下床来。只要艾斯纳和他的工作人员能知道弗洛伊德，她想，他们是不可能拒他于门外的。因此，她开始给艾斯纳写信，告诉他自己与弗洛伊德漫长而恩爱的婚姻生活。此后，她又寄了一封信，告诉艾斯纳她和弗洛伊德是如何四处求医却一无所获的。“我们绝望了！”她写道。

Their sense of urgency only heightened when they learned that Isner had received approval for testing his therapy — but, as he had cautioned, only for 20 heart patients, the next afternoon, Jean sent another letter to Isner's office. This time she included a picture of her husband, along with Floyd's medical records and a letter from his cardiologist. Two weeks later, Jean and Floyd were on a plane to Boston.

当夫妇俩得知艾斯纳已经获得许可，可以测试他的疗法时，他们的急切之情更加高涨了——但是，正如他所告诫的，只能有20位心脏病人得到这个机会。第二天下午，琼向艾斯纳的办公室寄出第三封信。这一次，她附上了丈夫的照片，连同弗洛伊德的病历卡和他的心脏病专家写的一封信。两个星期后，琼和弗洛伊德已在飞往波士顿的飞机上了。

"So you're the peanut farmer from Texas," said Lorna Henshaw, Isner's patient liaison, when she was introduced to Floyd.

“那么，你就是那位来自得克萨斯州种花生的农民喽。”当艾斯纳博士的患者联络员洛娜·亨肖被介绍认识弗洛伊德时，亨肖这样说道。

"How'd you know?" he asked.

“你是怎么知道的？”他问。

Henshaw smiled. "I recognize you from your wife's picture."

她笑着说：“我从你妻子寄来的照片上认出你的。”

Floyd looked at Jean. She had not told him about the picture or the clutch of letters she had sent.

弗洛伊德看着琼。她从没有告诉过他有关照片和寄出的那一大叠信的事情。

Five days of tests and interviews ended with the conclusion that Floyd was indeed an excellent candidate for VEGF therapy. But that was hardly the end of it. For one thing, Isner wouldn't begin the experimental therapy for several weeks. So it was back to Texas, and the farm, and the waiting, and the pain. Jean was haunted by the thought that Floyd might die at any moment, even as they drew so close to a possible treatment.

经过五天的检查和面试，专家们得出的结论是：弗洛伊德确实是VEGF疗法极为合适的实验对象。但是，这件事还远没有结束。首先，艾斯纳在近几周内不会开始试验治疗。所以，他们得回到得克萨斯、回到农场，继续等待、慢慢忍耐。琼一直被弗洛伊德随时会死去的想法困扰着，尽管此时，他们离一个很有希望的疗法已如此之近。

Six weeks later Lorna Henshaw was on the phone. "Congratulations!" she said brightly. "You're in the program!"

六个星期后，洛娜·亨肖打来了电话。“祝贺你们！”她欢快地说，“你已被列入计划了！”

Floyd and Jean flew to Boston on May 24, 1998. On the morning of Floyd's treatment, Jean left her hotel room at 2 a.m. and walked two blocks to his room at St. Elizabeth's. "You mean everything to me," she told her husband in the darkness. "You've been my whole life."

弗洛伊德和琼于1998年5月24日飞往波士顿。在弗洛伊德接受治疗的那天早上，琼凌晨两点就离开了她住的宾馆，穿过两个街区来到丈夫在圣伊丽莎白医学中心的房间。“你是我的一切，”黑暗中，她对丈夫说，“你已成为我生命的全部。”

"You've been the same to me," Floyd murmured. "You're the only reason I'm still here."

“对我来说，你也一样重要，”弗洛伊德低声说。“你是我仍坚持在这里的惟一原因。”

At 5 a. m. orderlies wheeled Floyd into the operating room. Worried that he might not survive general anesthesia, doctors administered a painkilling spinal block instead.

早上5点，护工推着弗洛伊德进入手术室。担心他可能无法从全身麻醉中苏醒，医生们决定采用脊髓阻截镇痛法作为替代手段。

With Isner alongside him, surgeon James Symes made a four-inch incision on Floyd's left side, between his two lower ribs. Meanwhile, holding a syringe filled with the VEGF genes in a clear liquid, he studied a fluoroscopic X ray of Floyd's chest and heart on an overhead monitor.

艾斯纳站在一旁，外科医生詹姆斯·赛姆斯在弗洛伊德身体左侧下方两根肋骨之间，划开一道4英寸长的切口。接着，他手持一支装有VEGF基因清液的注射器，对头上方显示器中显示的弗洛伊德的胸腔和心脏的荧光X光透视图像做了一番仔细的观察。

Keeping his eyes glued to the monitor, Symes maneuvered the long needle toward the left ventricle, one of the heart's two major pumping chambers. "Here we go," he announced, pushing the needle directly into Floyd's heart muscle, releasing billions of VEGF genes.

赛姆斯双眼紧紧盯着显示器，将一根长针插入左心室——心脏的两个主要泵血腔体之一。“可以开始了，”他宣布道，将针直接推入弗洛伊德的心脏肌肉，注入几十亿个VEGF基因。

All eyes turned to the monitor. Floyd's heart continued to beat, and his vital signs remained stable. So far, so good, Isner thought. Next, Symes injected a second area of the left ventricle, then a third and fourth.

所有的目光都集中在显示器上。弗洛伊德的心脏仍在跳动，而且，他的生命指数保持稳定。“到现在为止，一切都不错，”艾斯纳想。接着，赛姆斯在左心室的第二区域注入了VEGF基因，然后，是第三、第四区域。

Jean had spent the two-hour procedure sitting nervously in the waiting area. Isner smiled as he walked in. "It went very well," he told her. Relieved, Jean also knew that she and Floyd had another excruciating wait ahead to see if the genes would work.

在两小时的手术过程中，琼一直紧张不安地坐在等候区。艾斯纳微笑着走过来。“手术进行得很顺利，”他告诉她。琼松了一口气，但她也知道，她和弗洛伊德还将面对一段揪心的等待过程，看看这些基因最终是否能产生作用。

At first, nothing happened. In particular, the agonizing pains in Floyd's chest persisted. Isner had told Jean that the change — if it came at all — would take several weeks.

起初，一切都不曾有所改变。特别是，弗洛伊德胸口可怕的疼痛还在继续。艾斯纳对琼说过，这种变化——如果它最终出现的话——也是几个星期之后的事情。

On a Sunday morning three weeks later, Floyd awoke with a start. There was a sensation in his chest that he hadn't felt in years. He edged out of bed and took a deep breath. What a strange, wonderful feeling: his lungs were filling with air. He moved around and bent over — still, there was no pain. "Jean!" Floyd called out. "I can breathe deeply again!"

三星期后一个周日的早上，弗洛伊德猛然惊醒。他的胸腔有一种好多年都不曾有过的感觉。他翻身坐起，深深吸了一口气。多奇妙的感觉啊：他的肺部充满了空气。他来回走走、弯弯腰背——仍然，没有疼痛。“琼！”弗洛伊德大声喊道。“我又能深呼吸了！”

A few days later Jean watched in happy amazement as Floyd headed outside. "Got a few things that need doing," he said. Hopping into his pickup, he drove off to check his peanut crop. Jean smiled. The man she loved — the man who was her life — was doing again what had always defined him. Floyd Stokes was back at work.

几天之后，琼惊喜地看见弗洛伊德在朝户外走。“找些需要做的事情做做。”他说着跳上一辆小卡车，朝花生地开去。琼笑了。这个她所爱的男人——是她的生命的男人——又开始由着自己的性子做事了。弗洛伊德·斯多克斯回去开工了。

点字成金

Now, as she watched Floyd walk slowly from the bedroom, Jean could sense that dream slipping away.

译文：如今，当看着弗洛伊德缓慢地从卧室小步走出时，琼能够感觉到她的梦想在渐渐破灭。

此句中，slip指to pass gradually, easily, or imperceptibly，即“神不知鬼不觉地过去；逐渐地、流利地或不易被发觉地通过”的意思。

例如：

It is necessary to write, if the days are not to slip emptily by. (Vita Sackville-West)

如果日子不是这样空虚地流逝，很有必要写一写。（维塔·萨克维尔—韦斯特）

另外，slip也常与in, out, away连用，指“溜走；悄悄过去”。

例如：

She slipped away without being seen.

她悄悄溜走未被人看见。

在本句，译者把slip away译成了“渐渐破灭”，是结合语境的产物。况且，梦想常常与“实现”，或是“破灭”连用。

文中还出现另一个含slip的句子：

One night, overwhelmed with anxiety, Jean slipped out of bed.

一天夜里，琼感到焦虑万分，她溜下床来。

这里，slip指To move smoothly, easily, and quietly，即“滑进平稳地、轻松地、安静地移动”如，slipped into bed．／溜上了床。

此外，slip作动词还有其他解释，也要根据情况而定。

如，当slip指to put on or remove (clothing) easily or quickly，即“轻易地穿脱（衣物），容易地或迅速地穿上或脱下（衣服）”。如：slip on a sweater; slipped off her shoes．（穿上一件羊毛衫；脱下她的鞋。）



The Best Kind of Love

最理想的爱

Annette Paxman Bowen

曾有一句歌词，大意是；最浪漫的事，莫过于两个相爱的人在一起，慢慢地看着对方变老。虽然，东西方文化存在着很大的差异，但在这一点上却引起了共鸣：the best kind of love即能够相濡以沫、白头偕老的爱情。的确，爱情追求的不是流星般的华美灿烂，而是佳酿久而弥醇的芬芳。作者回顾她20年来的婚姻生活，思考着是什么让她的爱情之火依旧灿烂，依旧动人。一路走过20年，从漫长的婚姻生活中提炼出让爱情常驻的心灵感悟，真可谓字字皆珠玑，句句皆良言。





I have a friend who is falling in love. She honestly claims the sky is bluer. Mozart moves her to tears. She has lost 15 pounds and looks like a cover girl. "I'm young again!" she shouts exuberantly.

我有一位正坠入爱河的朋友。她很坦率地说，在她眼里，天空比以前更蓝了；莫扎特的音乐会让她感动得直掉眼泪；体重也减轻了15磅，活脱脱就像一位封面女郎。“我又重获青春了！”她高兴地叫道。

As my friend raves on about her new love, I've taken a good look at my old one. My husband of almost 20 years, Scott, has gained 15 pounds. Once a marathon runner, he now runs only down hospital halls. His hairline is receding, and his body shows the signs of long work hours and too many candy bars. Yet he can still give me a certain look across a restaurant table and I want to ask for the check and head home.

就在我的朋友沉醉于新恋的幸福之中时，我也好好地审视了一下我的陈年旧爱。我的丈夫斯科特这20年来体重增加了15磅。曾是马拉松运动员的他，如今充其量也就能在医院的过道上来回跑跑。他的头发日渐稀疏，他的体形让人一看便知他经常长时间工作，并且，吃下太多的糖块。即便如此，在餐馆吃饭的时候，他仍会从餐桌对面递给我一个眼神，随后，我让服务生开来账单，结了账，一起回家。

When my friend asked me "What will make this love last?" I ran through all the obvious reasons: commitment, shared interests, unselfishness, physical attraction, communication. Yet there's more.

当我的朋友问我“是什么使我们的爱情得以持久？”时，我把各式各样的理由都想了个遍：对家庭的责任，共同的兴趣爱好，多为对方着想，生理上的相互吸引，交流与沟通。然而，远不止这些。

We still have fun. Spontaneous good times. Yesterday, after slipping the rubber band off the rolled-up newspaper, Scott flipped it playfully at me: this led to an all-out war. Last Saturday at the grocery, we split the list and raced each other to see who could make it to the checkout first. Even washing dishes can be a blast. We enjoy simply being together.

我们还充满了情趣。生活中，时不时地会蹦出美妙的瞬间。昨天，斯科特从一卷报纸上褪出条皮筋，然后，淘气地把它轻轻弹在我身上：于是，一场全面的战争爆发了。上周六在杂货店里，我们把购物单一撕为二，各执一份，然后撒腿就跑，比比谁能最先到达收银台。就是在洗碗的时候也能让我们闹上一阵。我们全身心地享受着在一起的每一刻。

And there are surprises. One time I came home to find a note on the front door that led me to another note, then another, until I reached the walk-in closet. I opened the door to find Scott holding a "pot of gold"(my cooking kettle) and the "treasure" of a gift package. Sometimes I heave him notes on the mirror and little presents under his pillow.

爱需要惊喜。一次，我回到家时，发现大门上贴了张字条，按照上面的指示，我找到了另一张字条，接着又是一张，直到我走到大壁橱前。打开橱门，看见斯科特正手棒“金壶”（我烧饭用的壶）和一礼品袋的“宝贝”。有时，我会在镜子上给他留下字条，或是在他的枕头底下放件小礼物。

There is understanding. I understand why he must play basketball with the guys. And he understands why, once a year, I must get away from the house, the kids — and even him—to meet my sisters for a few days of nonstop talking and laughing.

爱需要理解。我理解他为何非要与朋友们出去打篮球。而对于我每年一次一定得离开家，丢下孩子们——甚至他——与姐妹们聚上三五天，无休止地大谈大笑，他也能给予理解。

There is sharing. Not only do we share household worries and parental burdens—we also share ideas. Scott came home from a convention last month and presented me with a thick historical novel. Though he prefers thrillers and science fiction, he had read the novel on the plane. He touched my heart when he explained it was because he wanted to be able to exchange ideas about the book after I'd read it.

爱需要分享。我们共担繁琐家事，共尽父母之责，我们还分享彼此的思想。上个月，斯科特开会归来，送给我一本厚厚的历史小说。尽管他喜欢读惊险和科幻小说，他还是在飞机上读完了这本书。当他解释说，这是因为想在我读完此书后能与我进行交流时，我真的很受感动。

There is forgiveness. When I'm embarrassingly loud and crazy at parties, Scott forgives me. When he confessed losing some of our savings in the stock market, I gave him a hug and said, "It's okay. It's only money."

爱需要宽容。当我在大家聚会时令人难堪地大叫大嚷，疯疯癫癫时，斯科特从不与我计较。当他坦白地告诉我，他在股市里亏掉了我们的一部分积蓄时，我会抱着他，安慰他：“没关系。不过是些钱罢了。”

There is sensitivity. Last week he walked through the door with that look that tells me it's been a tough day. After he spent some time with the kids, I asked him what happened. He told me about a 60-year-old woman who'd had a stroke. He wept as he recalled the woman's husband standing beside her bed, caressing her hand. How was he going to tell this husband of 40 years that his wife would probably never recover?

爱需要敏感。上星期的一天，他进屋时的脸色告诉我这一天他过得很糟糕。在他与孩子们待了段时间后，我问他发生了什么事。他告诉我一位60岁左右的老妇人得了中风。当他回想着白天的事，讲到老妇人的丈夫站在病床边，轻轻抚摸她的手时，斯科特流泪了。他该如何告诉那位结婚40年的丈夫，他的妻子可能再也无法康复？

I shed a few tears myself. Because of the medical crisis. Because there were still people who have been married 40 years. Because my husband is still moved and concerned after years of hospital rooms and dying patients.

我自己也掉了几滴眼泪。为医疗中的不幸事件；为有40年漫长婚姻的夫妻们；为我丈夫这么多年往来于医院病房之间，亲见了那么多生离死别，却依然善感、因关切他人而掉泪。

There is faith. Last Tuesday a friend came over and confessed her fear that her husband was losing his courageous battle with cancer. On Wednesday I went to lunch with a friend who is struggling to reshape her life after divorce. On Thursday a neighbor called to talk about the frightening effects of Alzheimer's disease on her father-in-law's personality. On Friday a childhood friend called long-distance to tell me her father had died. I hung up the phone and thought. This is too much heartache for one week.

爱需要信念。上周二，一位朋友跑来对我说，她担心她的丈夫已不再有与癌症继续斗争的勇气。本周三，我与一位朋友共进午餐，她正在努力营造离婚后的新生活。星期四，一位邻居打来电话，向我诉说老年痴呆症令她公公的性情发生了可怕的变化。星期五，一位幼时好友打来长途电话，告诉我她父亲去世了。放下电话，我陷入了沉思。短短一周间，发生了这么多令人伤心的事。

Through my tears, as I went out to run some errands, I noticed the boisterous orange blossoms of the gladiolus outside my window. I caught sight of a wedding party emerging from a neighbor's house. The bride, dressed in satin and lace, tossed her bouquet to her cheering friends.

我泪眼矇眬，外出办事，望见窗外盛开的黄色唐菖蒲花。我看见邻居家正在举行的婚礼。新娘，身着有饰带的缎服，把花束抛向欢呼的朋友们。

That night I told my husband about these events. We helped each other acknowledge the cycles of life and that joys counter the sorrows. It was enough to keep us going.

那天夜里，我把这些事情都对丈夫说了。我们互相勉励，共同来认识生活的起起伏伏，欢乐总是多于悲伤。这就足以让我们继续前行。

Finally, there is knowing. I know Scott will throw his laundry just shy of the hamper every night, he'll be late to most appointments and eat the last chocolate in the box. He knows I sleep with a pillow over my head; I'll lock us out of the house on a regular basis, and I will also eat the last chocolate.

最后，爱需要相知。我知道斯科特每晚会把该洗的衣物扔进放脏衣服的疏格篮里；多数情况下，他会约会迟到；他会把盒子里的最后一块巧克力吃掉。他知道我喜欢蒙着枕头睡觉；通常情况下，我会把我们俩都锁在门外；我也会吃掉最后一块巧克力。

I guess our love lasts because it's comfortable. No, the sky is not bluer: it's just a familiar hue. We don't feel particularly young: we've experienced too much that's contributed to growth and wisdom, taken its toll on our bodies, and created our memories.

我想，我们的爱情之所以持久，是因为它令人感到舒适。不，天空没有变得更蓝：只是一种熟悉的色彩。我们并不感到年轻了：因为我们经历了太多，这种经历促进我们的成长，增长我们的智慧，这种经历在我们身上留下伤痕，形成了我们的记忆。

I hope we've got what it takes to make our love last: As a bride, I had Scott's wedding band engraved Robert Browning's line "Grow old along with me!" We're following those instructions.

我希望我们已感悟到令我们的爱情持久的真谛：当我是新娘的时候，斯科特把结婚戒指套在我的手指上，戒指上刻着罗伯特·勃朗宁的名言“与我一起慢慢变老！”我们正在这句名言的指引下生活。

美文共赏

本文讲述的是作者从个人幸福婚姻生活中得出的点滴感悟。在将这些心得体会介绍给读者的过程中，她采用了一一细述，并辅之以情景故事的手法，使整篇文章散发出一股亲切的生活气息。同时，将自己的思想通过事例更丰富、生动地传递出来，也就更易引起读者的共鸣。不过，最值得称道的还是作者对全文首尾部分的处理。

I have a friend who is falling in love. She honestly claims the sky is bluer. Mozart moves her to tears. She has lost 15 pounds and looks like a cover girl. "I'm young again!" she shouts exuberantly.

…

I guess our love lasts because it's comfortable. No, the sky is not bluer: it's just a familiar hue. We don't feel particularly young: we've experienced too much that's contributed to growth and wisdom, taken its toll on our bodies, and created our memories.

I hope we've got what it takes to make our love last: As a bride, I had Scott's wedding band engraved Robert Browning's line "Grow old along with me !" We're following those instructions.

文章从描述正陷于热恋的朋友对爱情的感受起笔：She honestly claims the sky is bluer. Mozart moves her to tears. She has lost 15 pounds and looks like a cover girl. "I'm young again!" she shouts exuberantly．然后，再将自己在20年的婚姻生活中对爱情的理解进行阐述。

末了，收笔时，作者不忘呼应首段：No, the sky is notbluer: it's just a familiar hue. We don't feel particularly young: we've experienced too much that's contributed to growth and wisdom, taken its toll on our bodies, and created our memories.

如此一来，全文立刻就显现出一个明晰的结构轮廓，首尾之间洋洋洒洒的行文也立刻变得张弛有度。整篇文章，潇洒但不张扬，活泼却不失规矩。

在完成首尾呼应的工作后，作者又另起一段，道出爱情的真谛：Grow old along with each other，令全文的思想和意境得以从容升华，感人的力量也渐渐弥漫开来。

可见，写作前对文章整体的布局、铺排应有一个规划，就好比在画素描前要先打下轮廓一样，这个工作是必不可少且关乎成败的。本文的成功恐怕也就在于作者对文章全局在落笔之前便了然于心了吧。



Stroke of Luck

命定的中风

Lawrence Goodman

又是一篇关于爱情的佳作。在此，我们可以感叹命运的浮沉，爱情的伟大，精诚所致，金石为开。本文出自一位曾经严重中风的男子，在他的生命和意志受到重创时，是他的女友凯特给他以希望，令他有重新振奋的勇气。无微不至的关怀照顾，细心呵护，使他在最困难的时候，淋漓尽致地感受到了爱情的非凡与伟大。完美的婚姻，是命运赐予他们的幸福。文中点睛之笔在结尾，“I still believe luck is the only explanation for what happens in life. Only now I know it need not be cause for despair. It is also grounds for celebration.”





My girlfriend, Kate, and I are riding our bikes in upstate New York at Hyde Park, the final resting place of Franklin Delano Roosevelt. We are on an Independence Day weekend. I hastily arranged because Kate convinces me I need a break from life in Manhattan.

我和女友凯特正在纽约北部的海德公园骑单车。这个公园是富兰克林·德拉诺·罗斯福长眠的地方。我仓促地安排了这次独立日周末的度假，因为凯特一再强调，我需要从曼哈顿紧张、繁忙的生活中摆脱出来，轻松一下。

After we tour the grounds, I feel a little tired, so I lie down in the grass. When I get up, I feel dizzy. "Head rush," I tell Kate, my field of vision seesawing.

在公园转了一圈后，我有点儿累，便在草地上躺了下来。当我坐起身时，我感到一阵头晕目眩。“头好晕啊，”我对凯特说，眼前的一切都在晃。

"What?" she says.

“什么？”她问。

I repeat myself, and then realize my speech is slurred, like a slowed down tape recorder. Also strange — my left arm is numb. I reach out to squeeze it but can't seem to find it.

我重复着，发现自己语无伦次，像是快没电的录音机，越说越慢。而且，真奇怪——我的左臂好像没了感觉。我伸手使劲儿地捏，但是似乎一点也抓不到它。

I start walking around in circles. I mumble.

我开始在原地来回打转，嘴里胡言乱语。

"Lawrence, are you all right?" Kate screams. "What's going on?"

“劳伦斯，你没事吧？”凯特叫起来，“到底怎么了？”

My vision grows dimmer, the periphery beginning to blur. I lean to the side, my knees buckle and I collapse to the ground. When I regain consciousness five minutes later, EMTs are standing around me.

我的眼睛开始发黑，周围的一切都无法看个真切。我身子一歪，两腿一软，倒在草地上。五分钟后，当我清醒过来时，发现周围站了一圈急救的医生。

An hour after arriving at the hospital, I am fully recovered. The doctors think I was probably dehydrated. I tell them I was drinking tons of water. They take a CAT scan, find nothing and send me home. These things happen, they say.

到医院一个小时后，我已完全恢复。医生以为我可能是脱水了。我告诉他们，当时自己喝过很多水。他们给我做了扫描，没有发现什么，于是就打发我回家了。他们说，这是常有的事儿。

Just to be sure, I go to a neurologist in New York City, who concludes I suffered a very bad migraine. This doesn't complete jibe, because I rarely get headaches.

慎重起见，我去纽约的一位神经科医生那儿再诊断一下。他认为我是患上了严重的偏头痛。但这压根儿不可能，因为，我很少会头痛。

Still, he sends me for an MRI. Several days later he calls with the results. "You've had a stroke," he says.

他还让我去做了核磁共振。几天后，他打来电话告诉我结果。“你是中风了。”他说。

I react calmly. A stroke may be serious for most people, but I am 28 years old. I figure I have nothing to worry about. These things happen.

我的反应很平静。中风对许多人来说也许很严重，可我只有28岁。我觉得自己没什么可担心的。这是常有的事儿。

No, the neurologist says when I meet him next, these things don't just happen. This is a serious matter and it could happen again. He sends me to an expert in the field.

当我再次去见那位神经科医生时，他告诉我说，并非如此，这事不那么简单。这是一个很严重的问题，它会再次发生。他介绍我去拜会一位此方面的专家。

In early August, Kate and I meet with Dr. J. P. Mohr, a world-famous neurologist at Columbia Presbyterian who specializes in strokes in the young. Mohr images on a backlit X-ray reader. "Most strokes happen because a blood clot becomes trapped in one of your brain's vessels," he tells me. "Blood can't get to the cells. The cells, deprived of oxygen, die."

八月初，我和凯特去见了哥伦比亚长老会的J. P. 莫尔博士，他是世界著名的神经科专家，专攻年轻人的中风问题。莫尔给我做了后脑X光检测。“中风大多是因血块堵塞了一根脑血管而引起的，”他告诉我。“血液无法流入这部分脑细胞，这些细胞因缺氧而死亡。”

Mohr points to a glowing white blotch on the right side of one of the MRI images, around where my ear is. "This," he says,“　is the scar your stroke has left behind."

莫尔指着一张核磁共振图像右侧、我耳朵附近的一个发亮的白点，对我说：“这块是你上次中风留下的痕迹。”

It's the first time I've seen my stroke. All those brain cells, died forever. The damage is minor compared with most strokes. Apparently, other neurons picked up the slack for their deceased comrades, which is why I was okay an hour later.

这是我第一次看到自己的中风。那里的所有脑细胞都永远地死掉了。与大多数中风相比，我脑细胞的损伤还算小的。显然，其他神经细胞接替了那些死亡细胞的工作，这就是为什么我能在一小时后恢复正常的原因。

Further tests reveal I have a hole in my heart. I have unknowingly had it since birth. About as thick as a nickel, the hole lies in the middle of the wall between the upper chambers of my heart. The blood clot that caused my stroke traveled from the upper right to the upper left chamber, then detoured to my brain.

进一步的检查发现，我的心脏有一个洞。从出生起，我心脏上就有这个洞了，只是我自己不知道而已。它有一枚硬币那么厚，位于我左右心房间隔的中部。引起我中风的血块从右心房进入左心房，然后，蜿蜒着进入我的大脑。

Mohr puts me on blood thinners to keep anymore clots from forming. In the mean time, he says, I can go about my life as usual, stay out late drinking, even go for jogs.

莫尔用血液稀释剂来阻止我体内血块的形成。同时，他说，我可以像平常一样生活，晚上可以在外喝喝酒，甚至可以去跑跑步。

There is no solace in this, however. In your 20s, you think of death as looming far off in the distance. Now it's within me. I've developed an old person's sense of mortality.

尽管如此，我仍无法得到些许宽慰。二十几岁的时候，你会觉得死亡是很遥远的事情。可现在，它就在我的身体里。我有了只有老人才会有的濒临死亡的感觉。

I am supposed to spend the next few weeks finding out about treatment options. But I'm distracted. In two months Kate will be headed to grad school in Philadelphia. Will I go with her? She wants to know.

医生要求我在几周内定下自己的治疗方案。但我心烦意乱。两个月后，凯特将要去费城读研究生。我会跟她一起去吗？她想知道。

So far our commitment to each other has been sometimes on and sometimes off, and this seems an ultimatum to me. Kate denies this. But if I won't commit, she says, she needs to start building a life for herself without me.

迄今为止，我们彼此间的承诺时有时无，而这次似乎是对我的最后通牒。凯特不承认这点。但是，她说，如果我不表明态度，她就要开始尝试一种没有我的生活了。

I am terrified of losing Kate, but I am terrified, too, of the alternative — marriage. I tell her I'll be happy to talk about Philadelphia later, just not now. I am ill; can't she appreciate this? I can't contemplate matrimony and mortality all at once.

我很怕失去凯特，但是，我也很怕另一个选择——结婚。我对她说，我很乐意过段时间再与她商量去费城的事，但不是现在。我病了；难道她就不能体谅体谅我吗？我不能在同一时间既考虑结婚，又考虑死亡。

Two months after my stroke, Kate and I must make a decision about my treatment. I could take blood thinners for the rest of my life, but there are serious risks: spontaneous internal hemorrhaging, bleeding that won't stop if I cut myself badly.

在我中风两个月后，我和凯特必须要对我的治疗做个决定了。在以后的日子里，我可以一直服用血液稀释剂，但是这种方法有很大的风险：可引起自发性内出血，也就是说，如果我把自己割伤了，就会血流不止。

The other alternative is open-heart surgery. A surgeon will open me up and close the hole in my heart. The risks are relatively low for someone my age.

另一个选择是接受心脏手术。外科医生打开我的胸腔，补好我心脏上的洞。对于像我这样年纪的人来说，这种方法的风险相对小一些。

We settle on this option, but I don't calm down. I do the opposite and start to whip us into a panic. "So they're going to kill me," I tell Kate.

我们决定选择手术，但是，我无法使自己镇定下来。相反，我烦躁不安，让我们两个都变得诚惶诚恐。“这样一来，他们会把我弄死的。”我对凯特说。

"They're not going to kill you," she says. "Your heart's stopped just long enough for them to operate. Then they start it up again.

“他们不会的，”她说。“他们就让你的心脏停跳一会儿。做完手术，他们就会让它再跳动起来。”

"What makes you so sure they're going to be able to revive me?"

“你怎么那么肯定他们能救活我？”

"Please, Lawrence," she says, her voice cracking. "You're going to live and get better."

“求你了，劳伦斯，”她哽咽着说。“你会活着，并且，好起来的。”

"You never know. Once those surgeons begin sucking the blood out of my body, and slowly my organs failing, my brain will die..."

“你根本不知道。当那些外科医生开始把我的血液从身体里抽出去时，我的器官便慢慢衰竭，我的大脑也就会死亡……”

Kate is weeping. "I am going through this with you, remember?" she says. "I am feeling all this too."

凯特哭了起来。“记得吗？我将与你共同承受这一切。”她说。“我也有同样的感觉。”

She is right. I am demanding she indulge my anxieties, stay calm and rational no matter what. It's not fair.

她是对的。我苛求她纵容我的忧虑，苛求她无论在什么情况下都要保持镇静和理智。这不公平。

Still, there is something I cannot understand about my illness. Why? Like everyone else, I have had countless blood clots form in my body since birth. In all that time, not one ever made it through the hole. So why now?

对我的病，我还是有一点想不通。为什么？像其他人一样，自出生起，我身体里就有无数的血块。以前，从来没有一块从心脏的洞里穿过。那么，为什么现在偏偏会发生呢？

The doctors provide few answers. This is about luck and happenstance, precisely what science can never fully explain. To a large extent, chance sent that blood clot through the hole in my heart, and chance determined where it would land. Had it ended up in any number of other places in my brain, it might have killed me.

医生无法给出回答。这是运气和偶然的问题，正好是科学永远无法解释清楚的地方。从很大程度上说，是命运让那个血块穿过我心脏的洞，又是命运决定它停留在那里。如果它在我大脑的其他什么部位停下来，它就有可能置我于死地。

The surgery goes well, and the next day I'm moved to the cardiac recovery ward. I am so weak. One day I wake up from a nap but can't find the strength to turn on my side. I beckon to Kate, who was reading while I slept.

手术进行得很顺利，第二天，我被转到心脏康复病房。我很虚弱。一天，我小睡醒来，却发现自己没有气力翻身。在我睡觉的时候，凯特陪在一旁看书。我向她示意。

She comes to me and stretches out her arms. I grab hold and pull. My upper body rises a few inches from the bed, and I turn toward her. My chest feels like it's going to rip apart, but I make it. She settles me back down, and I fall asleep.

她走到我身边，伸出双臂。我抓住她，用力一拉。我的上身从床上抬高了几英寸，我侧身转向她。我的胸口撕裂般地疼痛，但我还是忍住了。她让我躺下，接着，我又睡着了。

I have known Kate as a lover and a friend, lately my best one. This, though, is different. I am an infant before her now, but with an adult's appreciation of how constant she is, of what she is doing for me.

凯特一直是我的爱人和朋友，最近是我最好的朋友。可是，现在不同了。现在，我在她面前像个婴儿，但我有成年人的思想，我感激她一如既往地对待我，感激她为我做的一切。

I leave the hospital about a week later. It's a joyous moment. My doctors have told me to take walks, to try to go a bit farther each day. I monitor my body as I walk: My heart, is it racing too fast? No, no, it's okay. My body feels like someone else's that I happen to be observing. So I appreciate it all the more when I make it mine again.

大约一周后，我出院了。这是一个非常快乐的时刻。医生建议我去散步，试着每天多走一点。走路的时候，我注意观察自己的身体：我的心脏是不是跳得太快了？不，没有，它很正常。我的身体和我观察到的别人的身体毫无二致。所以，当我又感觉到它是我自己的身体时，我更加珍惜它了。

I feel newly indebted to Kate, who remained by my bedside through my hospital stay. When the cords holding my life together snapped, I saw more clearly which ones I valued most. I know everything in my life is better since I met her.

我再次对凯特心存感激，在我住院期间，她一直守在我床边。当我的生命锁链突然断裂时，我更清楚地认识到，什么才是最重要的。我知道，自从遇见了她，我的生命就变得更加美好。

During my recovery, I do something embarrassing for a 20-something man to admit — I play the soundtrack to the 1950s musical Guys and Dolls. In the story, Nathan Detroit is a hustler who organizes craps games. High-flying Sky Masterson comes around looking to get in on the action, only to fall in love with — of all people — a missionary gal. Detroit, inspired, agrees to marry his fiancée of 14 years. The ending is madcap, unlikely and profoundly happy.

在我康复期间，我做了一件二十来岁的人羞于承认的事——我听了20世纪50年代的音乐喜剧《红男绿女》。故事里，内森·德特罗伊特是一个组织双骰赌博的骗子。野心勃勃的斯凯·玛斯特森想从中捞一笔，不料在这么多人中，竟单单爱上了一位修女。德特罗伊特有所感悟，答应娶他交往了14年的未婚妻。故事的结局有点狂热，不像真的，而且极为幸福。

There is a reason I'm so smitten with this musical right now. I'd come to believe that luck's huge sway over our lives is grounds for despair. Yet here is a bunch of gamblers, and they are gleeful. What do they know about chance that I don't?

我立刻被这部音乐喜剧打动了，这是有原因的。我开始相信，命运对我们生命的巨大影响是让人绝望的根源。然而，有这么一群赌徒，他们很快乐。对于我不了解的命运，他们知道些什么呢？

"Life is one big crap game," Masterson says at the plays end. He has given up gambling for God, yet not the traditional God of goodness and mercy. The God he believes in is one who shoots craps to determine our fates. Masterson worships him because he knows chance is a blessing. It is our only hope for self-transcendence, leading us to possibilities we can't imagine on our own.

“生活是一场大的赌博，”玛斯特森在音乐剧的结尾这样说道。他不再为了上帝而赌博，但这不是我们传统意义上所说的善良仁慈的上帝。他所信仰的上帝，是掷着骰子决定我们命运的上帝。玛斯特森崇拜他，因为，他知道，运气是神的赐福。运气是让我们出人头地的惟一希望，把我们带到自己无法想象的可能中。

Nearly two months after my surgery, I am staying with Kate at her parents' home in Cape Cod. One evening we go for a walk on the beach. The sand is littered with clam shells and the husks of horseshoe crabs. The lights of a few boats glow on the horizon.

手术后快两个月，我和凯特呆在她父母在鳕鱼岬（科德角式）（波斯顿附近的一个消夏胜地）的小屋里。一天傍晚，我们去海边散步。沙滩上星星点点地散落着蛤蜊和马蹄蟹的壳。几点渔火在远处的海平面上闪烁。

Before my stroke, I was convinced that wedlock was beneath me. But after being brought low, I see marriage is extraordinary: Two people throw the dice to gether over and over again, terrified and thrilled that they cannot control the outcome.

中风之前，我相信，婚姻是与我不相称的。但是，在我被带到死亡边缘之后，我发现婚姻是非凡的：两个人一起不停地掷骰子，面对他们不能控制的结局，时而害怕，时而惊喜。

I get down on my knee. "Kate," I ask, "will you marry me?"

我单膝跪下。“凯特，”我问，“愿意嫁给我吗？”

Pause. Everything hangs in the balance. Still, no answer.

沉默。一切都悬在半空。依然，没有回答。

Then — "Are you joking?"

良久——“你在开玩笑吧？”

"No, I'm not joking." I get up, grasp her shoulders and look straight at her. "I really want to marry you."

“不，我没在开玩笑。”我站起身来，抓住她的肩膀，凝视着她。“我真的想要娶你。”

"Yes?"

“真的？”

"Yes!"

“真的！”

"Yes!"

“好！”

We jump up and down, hugging and kissing. We are in this together.

我们又跳又蹦，相拥相吻。从今以后，我们便合为一体了。

I live in West Philly now, am perfectly healthy, and have just celebrated my second wedding anniversary. Kate and I have a son, Isaac, and this is an especially happy time for me.

我现在住在费城西部，身体非常健康，而且，刚刚庆祝了结婚两周年纪念。我和凯特有一个儿子，叫艾萨克，这真是我人生中特别快活的时光。

I still believe luck is the only explanation for what happens in life. Only now I know it need not be cause for despair. It is also grounds for celebration.

我仍然相信，只有命运能够解释生命中发生的事。只是现在，我明白了命运不该成为绝望的根源。有时，命运也会给我们带来幸福。





点字成金

After we tour the grounds, I feel a little tired,...

译文：我们在公园转了一圈之后，我有点累，……

这里，ground是泛指soil, earth, the area of land，即“地，土地，场所为某一特殊目地而划出的场地，场地；庭院：附属于房屋或楼房周围的土地”。有时，常作grounds。

如，level the ground for a lawn

平整土地作为草坪

a burial ground; parade grounds

墓地；阅兵场

a guesthouse on the grounds of the mansion

庭院中的客房

值得注意的是，文中还出现了另两处grounds,

I'd come to believe that luck's huge sway over our lives is grounds for despair．我开始相信，命运对我们生命的巨大影响力是令人绝望的根源。

It is also grounds for celebration.

有时，命运也会给我们带来幸福。

在这里，grounds指的是the underlying condition prompting an action；a cause:

即“理由；原因促使采取行动的根本条件；缘由”。

另如：grounds for suspicion; a ground for divorce.

怀疑的原因；离婚的理由。



Ride of Their Lives

生命之旅

Peter Michelmore

为了抚养一个患有脑瘫，失明失聪，脊柱弯曲的小孤女放弃医疗急救的工作开上运货卡车，和妻子离婚，你会这么做吗？或许许多人对这种做法不屑一顾，认为只有傻子才会放弃大好的生活背上这么一个大包袱。但是本文的主人公罗伊·哈奇森就是那么义无反顾地选择了这样一种生活，接受了先天残疾的小蒂法尼，用他全部的爱呵护这个幼小而无助的生命，一直把她抚养到16岁离开这个世界。除了无微不至的父亲，蒂法尼还拥有一群和罗伊·哈奇森志趣相投，同时也同样爱她的摩托车手叔叔们。她虽然只能坐在轮椅里，用残存的感官感受世界感受生命，但她却体验到了比别的孩子更多的关爱。而罗伊·哈奇森和他的摩托车手朋友们也因为他们无私的爱，谱就了生命最华美的乐章。正如本文最后所说：His love had given her life, and her life had given him love.





Roy Hutchison opened the door and gently lifted the baby out of the car. Carefully, as if he were bearing porcelain in his brawny arms, he carried her up the walk to his red brick town-house in independence, Mo. From that moment, the child, swaddled warmly in blankets, a fluff of blond hair poking out, laid claim to his heart. She seemed a picture of perfection — but she was not. Tiffany's tiny body had been severely damaged at birth.

罗伊·哈奇森打开车门，轻轻地抱出一个婴孩。他的动作非常小心，好像抱在他强壮臂弯里的是一只精美的瓷器。他抱着孩子走向他密苏里州独立市政厅的红砖房。而就从那一刻起，那个暖暖和和裹在毯子里、露出一小揪金色头发的孩子，在他的心里扎下了根。她看起来像一幅完美的图画——然而，并非如此。蒂法尼小小的身体在出生时就已严重受损了。

Inside the house, Roy Hutchison set Tiffany down on a couch and turned to his wife, Judy. "We have got all those pretty new clothes for her," he said. "Let's get her bathed and see how they fit."

进屋后，罗伊·哈奇森把蒂法尼放在睡椅上，然后，转向他的妻子朱迪。“我们为她准备了那么多可爱的新衣服，”他说，“我们来帮她洗个澡，看看那些衣服合不合身。”

Roy and Judy had often discussed becoming foster parents. When they learned of a handicapped child no one else wanted, Family Services agreed to put them through caregiver classes and let them take Tiffany. They each had two children from precious marriages, but they both wanted a baby in the house.

罗伊和朱迪此前一直在讨论要去领养个小孩子。当他们得知有一个残疾儿童无人认养时，在家庭服务部门的同意下，他们参加并通过看护人员培训课程，接走了蒂法尼。他俩在以前的婚姻中，都各有过两个孩子，但他们都想再有个婴儿。

Tiffany's story, as they heard it from doctors and caseworkers, was heartbreaking. Some eight months earlier, in September 1984, a mentally handicapped teenager had given birth in a restroom stall at a hospital in Kansas City. The umbilical cord had been wrapped tightly around the newborn's neck, shutting off oxygen, causing calamitous brain damage. The baby had cerebral palsy. She was almost totally blind and nearly completely deaf. Moreover, she had curvature of the spine that in time would constrict her breathing and probably shorten her life. She would never talk or play like other kids. She would never graduate from high school, marry or have children.

从医生和社工那里得知，蒂法尼的身世很可怜。大约8个月以前，也就是1984年9月，在堪萨斯城一家医院的厕所里，一名十几岁的智障少女生下了一个婴儿。由于脐带紧紧地缠住婴儿的脖子，使她无法呼吸，因而导致婴儿严重的大脑损伤。婴儿患有脑瘫，几乎完全失明、失聪。此外，她的脊椎严重扭曲，迟早会影响到她的呼吸，甚至还可能会缩短她的生命。她永远不可能像其他孩子那样说话或是玩耍。永远不可能完成她的中学学业，永远不可能结婚生子。

Declared a ward of the court, she was placed in foster care. But her needs had proved too burdensome for caregivers until the Hutchisons came along.

作为法院监护的对象，她受到领养看护。然而，在哈奇森出现之前，对于其他看护人来说，照料蒂法尼的担子实在是太重了。

Some people might have been surprised that Roy, at age 37, had taken on such an awesome responsibility. "But he does have a big heart," his daughter Barbara told friends. And as an emergency medical technician (EMT), Roy was confident he had the right training for the task.

也许有人会感到惊讶，37岁的罗伊怎么会想要去承担如此令人畏惧的重任。“但他的确是个仁慈博爱的人。”女儿芭芭拉对朋友们如是说。作为一名紧急医疗救护人员，罗伊对自己接受过的相关训练很是自信。

Tiffany needed to be fed through a stomach tube every four hours; medications to prevent epileptic seizures also had to be regularly administered through the tube. She slept in a crib in the master bedroom, where Roy and Judy kept constant vigil. Even so, in kicking her legs that first week, Tiffany's toes caught in the tube and dislodged it. They had to rush her to a pediatric hospital in Kansas City to have the tube replaced.

每隔4小时，蒂法尼就需要通过胃管进食一次；另外，为了避免癫痫的发作，还要定时通过管子给她输药。她睡在主卧室的婴儿床上，由罗伊、朱迪轮流守夜看护。尽管呵护备至，蒂法尼还是在来到新家的第一周，在蹬腿时，脚趾勾住了胃管，把胃管整个儿扯了出来。夫妇俩立刻把她送到堪萨斯儿科医院，把胃管重新插好。

The routine was daunting, but it also had its rewards. When Roy cradled Tiffany against his cheek, she would squirm with delight and her blue-green eyes would light up. "They are glistening like diamonds, Tiff," he would tell her. Their bond was complete. And shortly after her second birthday, the Hutchisons adopted her.

这样的常规看护工作着实让人怯步，但是，它同样也能有所回报。当罗伊抱着蒂法尼，把她贴在自己的脸颊轻轻摇摆时，她会高兴地扭动身子，蓝绿色的眼睛闪闪发亮。“它们就像闪耀的钻石，蒂芙”，他会这样对她说。他们相处得十分融洽。于是，在蒂法尼两岁生日后不久，哈奇森夫妇正式领养了她。

But the pressures of caring for Tiffany did not diminish. In time the Hutchisons divorced. The couple was now faced with a dilemma. What was best for Tiffany? Should she have the medical care that only a group home could provide? Or was individual attention more important? Roy believed the latter; he just couldn't give her up. And eventually he was granted custody in November 1988.

但是，照顾蒂法妮的压力却并未就此缓解。不久，哈奇森夫妇离婚了。他俩不得不面对进退两难的境地。什么样的生活才是最有利于蒂法尼的呢？她是不是应该接受那种只有照看所才有能力给予的药物治疗？抑或个人的关爱才更为重要？罗伊认为是后者。他就是无法对她撒手不管。1988年11月，他最终取得了蒂法尼的监护权。

Now unable to work long shifts as an EMT, he took a job driving a delivery truck. His life revolved around his daughter: giving her sponge baths, balancing medicines to regulate her seizures, preparing her for nightly feedings that sometimes lasted as long as eight hours. As she grew older, there were runs to the day — care center for disabled children and frequent visits to the doctor.

现在，罗伊不能像紧急医疗救护人员那样长时间上班，所以，他找了一份运货司机的工作。他的生活完全是围着女儿转的：帮她用海绵擦浴，调配药物来控制病情的发作，为她准备晚上的食物，有时，整个喂食过程要持续8个小时。当她渐渐长大后，罗伊每天要接送她去残疾儿童看护中心，时不时地，还要带她去医生那里复诊。

When he brought her home at night, Tiffany sat nearby in her wheelchair while Hutchison prepared dinner. "What will it be, Tiff?" he'd joke, laughing out loud and caressing her cheek. "Fried chicken or steaks?" The child, who could eat nothing, devoured his affection.

晚上，把蒂法尼接回家后，罗伊会让她坐在附近的轮椅里，然后，开始准备晚餐。“晚上想吃什么，蒂芙？”他会开着玩笑问，笑着抚弄她的脸颊，“炸鸡还是牛排？”就这样，这个什么也不能吃的孩子，美美地饱餐着他的宠爱。

Sometimes in the middle of the night he would find her arched backward, her body rigid in an epileptic seizure. Then he gently massaged her limbs until her body slowly relaxed and she lapsed into sleep. Deep inside this little girl, Hutchison sensed, was a resolute will to live. "As long as you fight, baby," he'd whisper to her, "I will fight with you."

有时在半夜，他会发现蒂法尼向后弓着背打挺，整个身子由于癫痫的发作而变得僵硬。此时，罗伊会轻柔地按摩她的四肢，直到她的身体慢慢放松，进入梦乡。哈奇森感觉到，在这个小女孩的内心深处，有着非常强烈的求生信念。“宝贝，只要你坚定地与病魔作斗争，”他对她轻语，“我也一定会与你并肩作战。”

Whatever Hutchison did, Tiffany did. Since she could not play, he made her part of his play. If he went to a movie, restaurant, mall, church, or even on a date, Tiffany went too. "We come as a package," he always explained in advance. Even so, not every woman understood. Arriving at the Hutchison house for pizza and a movie, one woman saw a sign on a bedroom door, "Tiffany's Room." She had thought the "handicapped daughter" lived in a group home. "I think this date's over," she told Hutchison.

不管哈奇森做什么，总会有蒂法尼的份儿。由于她无法自己玩耍，他就带着她一起去玩。无论是去看电影、去餐馆吃饭、去商店购物、还是去教堂礼拜、甚至是去约会，他都会带上蒂法尼。“我们俩是绑在一块儿的，要来就一起来。”他总会事先解释道。尽管如此，并不是每个女人都能谅解。有一个女人到哈奇森家吃比萨、看电影的时候，看见了一间卧室门上的标牌——“蒂法尼的房间”。她此前以为，他那“残疾的女儿”是住在照看所的。“我想我们今天的约会结束了。”她对哈奇森说。

Though there was this missing piece in his life, Hutchison was too busy to be lonely. His job, nursing his daughter, spending time with his two other children, and working on motorcycles completely filled his hours. Over the years he'd let his beard grow, tied back his dark hair in a ponytail and gotten tattoos in proper biker style. Then in the fall of 1992, he bought a new Harley Davidson motorcycle and set about refitting it with chrome-plated parts to compete at custom-designed-bike shows.

虽然，生活中缺少了另一半，但哈奇森总是从早忙到晚，所以，从不曾感到过孤单。照看女儿、陪伴他的另外两个孩子以及开摩托车送货，这些工作完全填满了他的时间。年复一年，他留起了胡子，把一头黑发扎成了马尾辫，还刺上了有摩托车手风格的纹身。1992年秋天，他购买了一辆崭新的哈利·大卫森摩托车，还用一些镀铬的零部件重新整装，想在个人原创设计车展上逐鹿群雄。

At night, he made Tiffany comfortable in the garage, pumped up the volume of her favorite music and worked way on his bike. Despite Tiffany' minimal hearing, Hutchison had discovered that she could feel the beat. She hated heavy metal, but loved the sweet vibrations of country music. So he parked her in her chair to one side, and talked to her about mag wheel and disc brakes — over the pulse of Nashville's hits.

晚上，他把蒂法尼舒舒服服地安顿在车库里，把她最喜欢的音乐音量调到最高，然后，开始在一旁整装摩托车。尽管蒂法尼的听觉极其有限，但他注意到，她可以感觉到拍子。她讨厌重金属，喜欢乡村音乐的柔美节奏。所以，他把她放在一边的椅子里，在纳什维尔流行音乐的律动中，向她讲解轮子和盘式制动器的原理。

For their first bike show in early 1993, father and daughter took the big black Harley into Kansas City in a trailer coupled to a truck. Tiffany, now eight, seemed to love the great auditorium filled with the body - shaking roar of motorcycle engines. She quivered with excitement when Hutchison took her around in her wheelchair to check out the bikes on display. At each stop, bearded, leather — clad bikers clustered around to clap Hutchison on the back and say "Hi" to his daughter.

1993年初，他们第一次参加摩托车展。父女俩把他们庞大的黑色哈利车用拴在卡车上的拖车运进了堪萨斯城。如今已有8岁的蒂法尼，似乎一下子喜欢上了这个充斥着摩托引擎轰鸣声的大厅。当哈奇森推着轮椅，带她环绕大厅验车时，她兴奋得全身颤动。在每辆展车前停留时，都会有一群留着胡子、穿着皮装的车手围过来，拍拍哈奇森的背，向他的女儿打招呼。

Hutchison won a trophy at that show and soon became a regular at events around the Midwest. So did Tiffany — and Tiffany's "uncles." It all started at another show in Kansas City. Hutchison couldn't drive the truck into the hall and was having difficulty unloading his equipment with Tiffany in tow. "Bo ahead, Hutch, I will watch Tiffany," a fellow Harley rider offered. "You need to get your biker inside and fired up."

哈奇森在那场车展中大获全胜，并很快在中西部地区的各类车展上频频露面。当然，蒂法尼也不例外——还有蒂法尼的“叔叔们”。这发生在堪萨斯城举办的另一场车展上。那天，哈奇森无法将卡车开入展厅，而且由于有蒂法尼在身边，他也没办法卸下展车。“干你的啵，哈奇森，我来照看蒂法尼。”一位同样开哈利车的车手伸出了援手，“你得把你的车运到展厅里，然后发动起来。”

Over the years they traveled to nearly every state, and Hutchison never lacked a Tiffany-watcher. When bikers visited them at home, she seemed to know. She could feel the heavy footfall of their boots and the gentle touch of their rough hands on hers. They called themselves her uncles, and they numbered in the dozens. Out on the road they were a tough-looking bunch — but Tiffany warmed their hearts. Moved by her, some of the bikers went an extra mile, taking part in charity rides for disabled kids.

几年来，他们几乎走遍了美国所有的州，而哈奇森也从来不缺照看蒂法尼的帮手。一些车手到他们家拜访时，蒂法尼似乎能有所感知。她可以感觉到他们靴子发出的沉重脚步声，她可以感觉到他们用粗糙的双手温柔地抚摸她的手。他们都称自己是她的叔叔，而这样的“叔叔”少说也有数十人。在车展赛场上，他们是一群坚毅的硬汉，但蒂法尼温暖了他们的心。受她的感动，他们中的一些人参加了旨在为残疾儿童募集资金的展车巡游活动，有些骑手又行驶了一英里。

Tiffany's impact was often subtle. One uncle, Bill Young, 56, was a spray painter at the ford motor plant in Clay Como, Mo. A wiry, balding man with gruff manner and tattoos everywhere, Yong worked seven days a week to provide for his wife and six children. Yet after watching Hutchison and Tiffany together, he felt a kind of envy. "I have never loved my kids that way," he confided. "I thought love came from buying what they needed." Inspired by Hutchison, Young cut his hours at the plant to spend more time with his family.

蒂法尼的影响是潜移默化的。她的一个叔叔，56岁的比尔·杨，是福特公司在密苏里克莱克摩一家摩托车工厂的喷漆工。他瘦长结实，脑瓜秃秃，举止生硬，纹身遍布，每周工作7天来养活他的妻子和6个孩子。然而，当他目睹了哈奇森和蒂法尼在一起之后，却产生了一种羡慕之情。“我从未用那样的方式来爱过我的孩子，”他感叹道，“我以前一直认为爱就是给孩子们买他们想要的东西。”受哈奇森的启发，杨缩短了在工厂的工作时间，挤出更多的时间和家人在一起。

There was still a missing part in Hutchison's family. Too, but it was a lot harder to fill. Then in the spring of 1999, he met Eilene Brown, a tall and quiet-spoken divorced mother of a teenage daughter. For their first date, she rode for 100 miles on the back of his bike. But there was one more test that Eilene had to pass — Tiffany.

哈奇森的家仍然缺少另一半，但要填补这一空缺却变得越来越困难。1999年的春天，他遇上了爱莲·布朗，一个离过婚的单身母亲，有个十几岁大的女儿。爱莲个子高高的，说话细声细气。第一次约会时，他用摩托车驮着她开了100英里。然而，等待爱莲的还有另一个考验——蒂法尼。

Driving in his truck to a restaurant one night, Hutchison put Tiffany in the passenger-side seat and Eilene sat in the middle. As the truck swayed around a curve, Eilene put tentative arm around the child, and Tiffany cuddled in closer, watching out of the corner of his eye, Hutchison thought that this just might be woman with enough room in her heart for a broken little girl.

一天晚上，哈奇森开着卡车去一家餐馆吃饭。他把蒂法尼放在驾驶座边上的座位上，爱莲坐在他们的当中。卡车转弯的时候，爱莲下意识地用手臂搂住蒂法尼，而蒂法尼则马上紧紧地偎依着她。哈奇森用眼角的余光看到了这一切，觉得她正是那个可以用宽广胸怀来容纳这个病残小女孩的女人。

Before long, Eilene was outfitted in a leather jacket and vest, and riding with him on weekends. They married a few weeks after Tiffany turned 15.

很快，爱莲穿上了皮装和背心，周末，与哈奇森一起驾车出游。在蒂法尼满15岁后的几周内，他们结了婚。

By that time, love had kept Tiffany alive far beyond medical expectations, but her scoliosis was putting increasing strain on her lungs and heart and there was no way to reverse it. She was taken out of school, and confined to a hospital bed at home.

到那时，爱已经让蒂法尼活得比医生预料的长得多，但是，她的脊柱侧凸已使她的心肺越来越无法承受，医生对此也束手无策。她被迫退学，终日躺在家里的病床上。

In early June 2000, on the Monday before Father's Day, Tiffany's lungs began to fill with fluid. She was gasping for air when Hutchison rushed home, and even with oxygen and his soothing touch it took hours to ease her distress.

2000年6月初，父亲节前的那个星期一，蒂法尼的肺部开始积水。当哈奇森赶回家时，她呼吸已十分困难。即使有氧气罩和哈奇森轻柔的抚摸，蒂法尼还是经受了好几个小时的痛苦之后，才渐渐安静下来。

Day after day, Tiffany fought to keep breathing. Early Sunday, Eilene gave Tiffany a watch she had bought and wrapped in bright paper. "You can give it to Daddy for Father's Day," she told Tiffany. Later that morning Hutchison found his present clutched in Tiffany's hand. All day and through the night, he stayed by her bedside. "I promised I'd be with her at the end," he said to Eilene.

日子一天天过去，蒂法尼费劲地保持着呼吸。星期天早上，爱莲把一块买来的、由彩纸包好的手表交给蒂法尼。“你可以在父亲节的时候，把它送给爸爸。”她告诉蒂法尼。那天上午的晚些时候，哈奇森发现蒂法尼手里紧紧地抓着要给他的父亲节礼物。整日整夜，他都守在她的床边。“我答应过要陪她走到最后的。”他对爱莲说。

At 2:30 p. m. on the next day, Tiffany weakly lifted her head and seemed to look at him with an expression of tenderness in her eyes.

第二天下午2点30分，蒂法尼虚弱地抬起头，用一种非常温柔的眼神看着他。

"It's okay, baby," he told her softly. "It's okay for you to go."

“没事的，宝贝，”他轻柔地说，“没事的，走吧。”

Shortly thereafter, her head sank to the pillow. A look of peace came over her face, and she stopped breathing. "You will hurt no more, baby," Hutchison whispered. "It's your time now to laugh and sing and play."

很快，她的头倒入了枕中。她的脸上露出了一种平和的神情，她的呼吸停止了。“你不会再受苦了，宝贝。”哈奇森喃喃低语，“现在你可以微笑、唱歌、玩耍了。”

"Come on your bikes and come in leathers," Hutchison told the many friends who asked his close-knit band of "uncles and Harley riders" to dress as Tiffany had known and cherished them.

“快点上摩托，穿上皮装！”哈奇森这样告诉他的许多朋友，他们要求那些与哈奇森志同道合的“叔叔兼哈利车手”打扮得像蒂法尼熟悉并喜欢的模样。

On the sunlit morning of the funeral, the street outside the Hutchison home was filled with bikers. After the service, an honor guard of six motorcycles led the companying Tiffany from the funeral home to a small brave in a simple hillside cemetery. An endless stream of bikes followed the somber hearse.

葬礼在一个阳光明媚的早晨举行。哈奇森家门外的大街上，聚满了车手。仪式之后，一支由六辆摩托车组成的仪仗车队带领着为蒂法尼送行的人们从殡仪馆出发驶向坐落在一座小山上的一块小小的墓地。一支浩浩荡荡的车队，紧紧跟着悲伤的灵车。

They flowed along a winding country road to the sound of rolling thunder — a sound that Tiffany loved. It lifted Hutchison's grief and made his heart swell with pride. We were winners, Tiff, he thought. We beat the odds.

车流在蒂法尼所喜欢的隆隆轰鸣声中，沿着乡村蜿蜒的道路前行着。它抹去了哈奇森的悲伤，他心中充满了骄傲。“我们是赢家，蒂芙。”他默默地想。虽然很困难，但我们还是赢了！

His love had given her life, and her life had given him love.

是他的爱给了她生命，是她的生命给了他爱。





点字成金

原文：Despite Tiffany' minimal hearing, Hutchison had discovered that she could feel the beat. She hated heavy metal, but loved the sweet vibrations of country music. So he parked her in her chair to one side, and talked to her about mag wheel and disc brakes — over the pulse of Nashville's hits.

原译：尽管蒂法尼的几乎没有听觉，但他注意到她可以感觉得到敲打声。她讨厌金属的重击声，而喜欢乡村音乐的柔美曲调。所以他把她放在椅子的一边，在纳什维尔的音乐中向她讲述转盘和制动器。

改译：尽管蒂法妮的听觉极其有限，但他注意到，她可以感觉到拍子。她讨厌重金属，喜欢乡村音乐的柔美节奏。所以，他把她放在一边的椅子里，在纳什维尔流行音乐的律动中，向她讲解轮子和盘式制动器的原理。

原文中出现了几个和音乐有关的词，原译都没能很准确地翻出来。

第一个是“beat”。原译译作“敲打声”。“beat”的确有“敲打”的含义，但根据上下文我们知道当时正在放音乐，而“beat”在音乐里专指“拍子、节奏”。

一个类似的词是原文中的“vibration”。这个词的原意是“振动、颤动”，在这里，它的转义（connotation）也应该是“节奏”，而且其包含的动感语感非常生动，原译把音乐中的“曲调”和“节奏”混为一谈了。

另一个近义词是“pulse”，其原意是“脉搏、脉冲、搏动、跳动”，根据其转义可译作“拍子、节奏、律动”。这么形象的一个词原译竟完全省去，实在可惜。

短短的一段文字中出现了三个表示“拍子、节奏”的名词，而且都栩栩如生，这也从一个方面表现出英语转义的强大功能。

另外，原文还出现了“heavy metal”，这就是我们所说的“重金属”音乐，和“country music”一样都是一种音乐分类。

而“hit”在这里也不是“打击、碰撞”的意思。我们经常可以在唱片封面上看到诸如“Best Hits”之类的字，这里它是指“成功的表演”，如“That song was a hit last year．”——“那首歌曲去年风行一时。”所以这里的“Nashville's hits”指的是田纳西州首府纳什维尔当地的流行歌曲。


二　生死之间



Saved by Strangers

陌生人的搭救

John Pekkanen

天有不测风云。

当灾难顷刻间降临的时候，我们惟一能做的，就是采取火速的应对之策，把损失或伤害控制在最低的限度内。本文讲述的就是在一场重大车祸发生后，人们展开的紧张而有序的救援工作。35岁的赫林女士在开车回家途中遇到车祸，头部受到严重损害，随时都有生命危险。所幸的是，路人纷纷上前相助，及时与警方、救护机构取得联系，于是，直升飞机飞往出事地点紧急营救，外科医生在手术室内严阵以待。正是由于这一系列环环相扣的救援行动，才为挽救赫林的生命赢得了宝贵的时间。在这个过程中，我们也能看到美国人民团结、互助的精神和高度的社会责任感。全文节奏紧凑、扣人心弦，值得一读。





As she drove home along Route 1604, which rings San Antonio, Air Force Capt. Margaret Herring, 35, savored the beauty of the Texas countryside—the afternoon sunlight glinting off amber fields of waist-high grass lining the road.

35岁的空军上尉玛格丽特·赫林驾车行驶在1604号公路回家的路上。1604号公路环绕着圣安东尼奥城。赫林边开车，边欣赏着得克萨斯郊外的美景——午后的斜阳洒在沿途一片片琥珀色齐腰高的草场上，闪烁着灿烂的光芒。

That Thursday, May 11, 1995, Herring had justy finished work at Kelly Air Force Base, where she was chief of education services, and she looked forward to being home soon with her husband Mike, 40, and their two children, Mack, four, and Cammie, two.

那是1995年5月11日星期四。赫林刚结束在凯利空军基地的工作任务。在空军基地，她主要是负责教育事宜。此时，她正盼着能赶快回到家里，与40岁的丈夫迈克，还有他们的两个孩子，四岁的马克和两岁的卡米团聚。

Cruising at close to 45 mile per hour on a straight stretch of road, Herring took little notice of a dump truck approaching from the opposite direction. Suddenly a cantaloupe-size rock tumbled from the truck's load. It bounced high off the pavement, directly into the path of her blue 1991 Honda Accord. At an impact speed of nearly 100m. p. h, the stone exploded through the Honda's windshield, slamming into the left side of Herring's head. The time was 5:06 p. m. The truck driver, apparently unaware of what had happened, kept going.

以每小时近45英里的车速缓慢行驶在笔直延伸的公路上，赫林没太留意从对面驶来的一辆垃圾车。突然，一块甜瓜大小的石块从垃圾车上滚落。石块又在公路上高高地弹起，径直朝她的蓝色本田1991型飞去。石块以每小时将近100英里的速度击穿了本田车的挡风玻璃，狠狠地撞在赫林的左侧头部。此时是下午5:06。垃圾车司机显然对所发生的事情浑然不觉，继续开车。

For the entire school year Noelia Guajardo's second-grade class had been saving for a trip to San Antonio's Sea World. Unfortunately the youngsters hadn't been able to raise enough money to charter a bus. Guajardo, other teachers and some parents volunteered to drive the children themselves. Guajardo's friend, Marlon McAllister, a 41-year-old massage therapist, offered his car and came along.

整整一个学年，诺埃里亚·瓜亚多带的二年级班级在攒钱准备去圣安东尼奥的海洋世界玩。遗憾的是，孩子们没能攒下足够的钱租一辆巴士。于是，瓜亚多、其他教师还有几位家长便主动承担了开车送孩子们前去的任务。瓜亚多的朋友，41岁的按摩保健师马隆·麦卡利斯特，也提供他的车一起去。

The trip to Sea World was a big success. When it came time to leave, however, the three children traveling with Guajardo and McAllister begged to feed the dolphins one last time. Finally they left at about 4:45 p. m. — long after the rest of the class.

海洋公园之行非常顺利。到了该返回的时候，与瓜亚多和麦卡利斯特同车的三个孩子央求最后再喂一次海豚。因此，他们最终离开时，已是下午4:45——比班上的其他孩子要晚得多。

Rush-hour traffic was already heavy as Guajardo steered onto Route 1604, soon heading north behind a blue Honda. Then suddenly she saw a large rock bounce on the pavement ahead of the Honda and smash (slam) into it. The Honda came to a brief stop. Looking into the car as she passed slowly by, Guajardo at first thought the driver was okay. But then, as the Honda swerved to the side of the road, she saw the driver slumped over. Realizing the woman had been hit by the rock, Guajardo drew back in horror.

当瓜亚多驶入1604号公路时，已是下班高峰车流拥挤的时刻。她的车就跟在一辆蓝色本田车后，向北行驶。突然，她看见一块大石头从本田车前方的地面弹起，并窜入车内。本田车刹了一下车。当瓜亚多从旁慢慢驶过时，她往车里望了望。乍一看，司机好像没事。但随后，本田车突然偏向路边，她发现司机已歪斜着身子。瓜亚多意识到司机可能是被大石块砸着了，她紧张地刹车停下。

"That lady's hurt!" Guajardo screamed.

“那位女士受伤了！”瓜亚多大叫道。

"Stop the car!" McAllister shouted.

“把那车截住！”麦卡利斯特也叫起来。

Leaping from the back seat, he sprinted toward the Honda, which rolled to stop 40 yards from the road. McAllister gasped when he saw the blood-splattered interior. The left side of the woman's skull was caved in from ear to eye socket. Blood flowed from the gaping wound. He pulled off his T-shirt, folded it into a compress and held it against the injury.

他迅速从后座起身，向本田车疾冲而去。车在离公路40码处停下。麦卡利斯特看见车内溅满了鲜血，不禁倒吸一口凉气。这位妇女的左侧颅骨从耳朵至眼窝已被洞穿。鲜血从裂开的伤口汩汩地流出。他脱下T恤，将之折叠成敷布压在伤口处。

Joe Corcoran, a 48-year-old registered nurse, was driving toward the San Antonio home of his fiancée. In the six years they'd been dating, he'd driven there hundreds of times, but he'd never once taken Route 1604. Yet for no particular reason, that's the road he chose on this day, May 11.

48岁的注册护士乔·科科伦正开车前往圣安东尼奥他未婚妻家。在他们约会的六年间，他已开车去她家好几百回了，但他从未取道过1604号公路。然而，也没什么特殊原因，5月11日这天，他选择了这条公路。

Suddenly a woman ran out waving her arms in front of his pickup truck.

突然，一位妇女跑到公路上，在他的小货车前不住地挥动双臂。

"We need help!" Noelia Guajardo implored. "Someone's been hurt."

“我们需要帮助！”诺埃里亚·瓜亚多恳求道。“有人受伤了。”

Corcoran drove his truck as far as he could through the thick grass, then ran to Herring's car. "How bad is it?" he asked McAllister.

科科伦尽可能快地驾着他的小货车穿过厚厚的草地，直奔赫林的车。“伤得多重？”他问麦卡利斯特。

The massage therapist lifted his bloody T-shirt from Herring's skull. My God! Corcoran thought. I can see her brain!

按摩保健师把他沾满鲜血的T恤从赫林的颅骨处移开。天啊！科科伦想，我能看见她的脑浆。

Corcoran climbed into the passenger's seat. With a pocketknife he cut Herring's seat belt, reclined her seat, then cradled her head and neck supported, he knew, could prevent a paralyzing spinal injury and would also help keep her airway clear.

科科伦爬入客座。用折叠小刀割断安全带，将赫林的座位调低，然后，用双手捧住她的头部和颈部。他知道，让她的头部和颈部有所支撑，能够避免致人瘫痪的脊柱损伤，并有助于她保持呼吸顺畅。

Suddenly Herring's eyes opened, "My head hurts so bad," she murmured.

赫林的眼睛突然睁开了。“我的头部伤得很重。”她轻声说道。

"Just hang on," Corcoran encouraged. "We're getting help."

“坚持一下。”科科伦鼓励道。“我们很快就会得到帮助。”

Herring closed her eyes. Once more, she was unconscious.

赫林闭上眼睛。她又一次失去了知觉。

Moments later her back arched, and her arms and legs began thrashing wildly. Corcoran knew this was a physical response to her brain injury. "We've got to keep her steady," he said, holding her head and neck. McAllister held her arms. The thrashing soon ended.

片刻后，她的背弯曲了，双臂和双腿开始剧烈地抽动。科科伦知道这是她脑部受伤后的生理反应。“我们得让她停止抽动。”他说着捧住她的头部和颈部。麦卡利斯特则握住她的双臂。很快，抽动停止了。

They were doing all they could to keep her alive, yet Corcoran knew this wasn't enough. Years earlier he'd rushed to the aid of a young, critically injured man at another highway accident. Corcoran did all he could, but medical help didn't arrive in time. He held the young man in his arms and watched as his life slipped away.

他们在尽最大努力使她活下去，但科科伦知道这还远远不够。几年前，他曾火速赶去救一位在另一起交通事故中严重受伤的年轻人。科科伦尽了他最大的努力，但医疗救护没能及时赶到。他就用双臂抱着那个年轻人，眼睁睁地看着他的生命一点点消逝。

He didn't want this to happen again. We've got to get you to a hospital fast, he thought.

他不想让悲剧重演。我们得马上把你送到医院，他想。

Mike Herring had started dinner a little after 5 p. m. Margaret usually arrived home by 5:15. He knew she'd be on time. Thursday was his night to throw darts in a local league, and Margaret was always home in time to take care of the kids.

下午5点刚过，迈克·赫林开始吃晚饭。通常，玛格丽特会在5:15前到家。他知道她会准时回来。每星期四晚上，他要去当地的一个俱乐部掷飞镖，玛格丽特总能及时回家照料孩子。

The two had met in Korea 1988, when they were stationed at Osan Air Base. They were married that October.

1988年，他们被派驻到韩国军事基地时相遇。同年10月，他们结了婚。

In September 1993, when Mike completed 20 years of service, he retired. That same month, Margaret was assigned to Kelly Air Force Base. Mike enrolled at the University of Texas at San Antonio, planning to become a technical writer. For both Mike and Margaret, life was going well.

1993年9月，迈克在服役20年后退伍。就在那个月，玛格丽特被派往凯利空军基地。迈克在圣安东尼奥的得克萨斯大学报到，打算成为一名从事技术方面写作的作家。对迈克和玛格丽特来说，生活过得很安稳。

Deputy sheriff Francisco Gonzalez was driving on Route 1604 when he noticed several cars had pulled off. He pulled over.

副警长弗朗西斯科·冈萨雷斯开车在1604号公路上行驶时，发现有几辆车停在路边。于是，他也在一旁停了下来。

"A woman's been hurt." Someone shouted.

“一位妇女受伤了。”有人叫道。

Gonzalez radioed for an ambulance, then waded through the tall grass toward Herring's car.

冈萨雷斯用无线电联系救护车，随后，一步步跨过高高的草丛走向赫林的车。

"This woman's critically injured," Corcoran said. "She needs to be airlifted."

“这位女士伤得很重，”科科伦说，“她需要用直升飞机护送。”

"My God!" Gonzalez said when he saw the wound. "We have a life-threatening situation here," he shouted into his radio. "We need AirLife!"

“天啊！”当冈萨雷斯看见伤口时，他不禁叫了起来。“这里有人有生命危险，”他对着无线对讲机大声说：“我们需要救护直升机！”

Moments later an ambulance arrived. Paramedic Conrad Gonzales quickly examined Herring. After putting in the call to dispatch AirLife, which was on standby, Gonzales motioned to the others. "Let's get her out of the car," he shouted.

片刻后，救护车赶到。医护师康拉德·冈萨雷斯迅速对赫林进行了检查。在发出派遣直升机的请求后，救护直升机已听从调遣。冈萨雷斯向众人示意，“把她抬出车外。”他叫道。

Before moving Herring, Gonzales immobilized her head, neck and spine with a cervical collar. As he did, she again regained consciousness. "My daughter. Where's my daughter?" Herring asked before losing consciousness once more. Although her speech was disoriented, Gonzales was amazed that in spite of the seriousness of her injury, she was actually talking to him. In his 15 years of helping accident victims, he'd never seen a case like this.

在移动赫林前，冈萨雷斯用颈环固定她的头、颈和脊椎。在他做这些事的时候，赫林又恢复了知觉。“女儿。我的女儿在哪里？”赫林问，随后，便又失去了知觉。尽管她的话让人不知所云，但冈萨雷斯对她受了这么严重的伤后，仍能对他说话感到颇为惊讶。在15年的救护事故伤员的工作中，他还从未遇见过这样的情况。

Corcoran and McAllister helped maneuver a backboard through the driver's-side door. As they lifted Herring onto the board, though, she again became combative, flailing her arms and legs. They restrained her and angled her through the car door. Setting her down on a wheeled stretcher, they heard the distant throb of the AirLife helicopter.

科科伦和麦卡利斯特设法将一块托板从驾驶座旁的门中穿入。当他们把赫林抬上托板时，她又开始乱踢乱打，不断挥动着四肢。他们抓住她，调整好位置，将其从车窗中抬出。把她放在有轮的担架上后，远处传来了救护直升机的轰鸣声。

Corcoran looked at Herring. Now she was turning grayish-blue. We were losing her, he thought.

科科伦看着赫林。她现在脸色正在变成灰蓝。我们要失去她了，他想。

Gonzales grabbed his radio. "Get the succus ready," he said to flight paramedic Jim Kadric. Succinylcholine was a drug that would temporarily paralyze Herring so paramedics could put a tube down her throat and into her lungs. This would bring life-giving oxygen to her brain.

冈萨雷斯抓起他的无线对讲机。“准备好琥珀酰胆碱，”他对飞机上的医护师吉姆·卡德里克说。琥珀酰胆碱是一种药物，它能使赫林暂时性地麻痹，这样，医护人员就能将管子插入她的喉咙直达肺部。这能将救命的氧气供到她的脑部。

At 5:27, 21 minutes after the accident, the helicopter touched down. Jim Kadric and flight nurse Diana Montez rushed to Herring. After the succinylcholine was injected, Montez held Herring's head steady and Kadric slid the breathing tube down her throat.

5点27分，事故发生后21分钟，救护直升机着陆。吉姆·卡德里克和救护机上的护士戴安娜·蒙特兹奔向赫林。注射了琥珀酰胆碱后，蒙特兹稳住赫林的头部，卡德里克将呼吸管慢慢导入她的喉咙。

As oxygen flooded into Herring's lungs, her color returned. Then she was loaded onto the helicopter and flown to nearby Wilford Hall Medical Center, the nation's premier Air Force hospital.

当氧气输入赫林的肺部时，她的脸色渐趋正常。接着，她被抬入了直升飞机，飞往附近的威尔福德·霍尔医疗中心，这是全国一流的空军医院。

John Schneider, a 33-year-old neurosurgeon, sat patiently in a shoe store as his eight-month-old daughter Shannon squirmed in his arms. His wife Michelle was trying a new pair of shoes on their [image: alt]
 -year-old son Brandon. At 5:40 p. m. his pager sounded.

33岁的神经外科医生约翰·施奈德抱着他不停扭动身子的八个月大的女儿香农耐心地坐在一家鞋店里。他妻子米歇尔正在替他们一岁半大的儿子布兰登试新鞋。下午5:40，他的寻呼机响了。

"We have a major head trauma," the dispatcher said. "Air-Life has an ETA of 5:45."

“我们有一位严重的脑外伤病人，”信息显示。“救护直升机预计5:45抵达。”

Schneider handed Shannon to his wife. "I've got an emergency."

施奈德将香农交给妻子。“我有急诊。”

Schneider made the ten-mile drive through rush-hour traffic in just over ten minutes. In the emergency room he immediately noticed Herring's uniform. One of our own, he thought.

施奈德驾车穿过高峰拥挤的车流，行驶10英里到达医院，仅用了10分多钟。在急诊室里，他一眼就注意到赫林的制服。是我们自己人，他想。

The hospital's CAT scanner showed that two jagged pieces of Herring's skull had been driven deep into the left temporal lobe of her brain. Equally alarming: there was a blood clot in her brain. This clot, combined with the swelling of the injured brain tissue, was cutting away the fragile thread that kept Herring alive.

医院的分层造影扫描器显示，赫林的两块颅骨碎片已深深地嵌入她左脑的颞叶内。同样严重的是：在她的脑中出现了一个血块。这个血块和正在肿胀的受伤脑组织合在一起，就会切断维系赫林生命的脆弱的细脉。

As Herring was wheeled toward the operation room, her blood pressure suddenly rose. She's herniating down into her brain stem, Schneider realized. The brain stem, Schneider realized. The brain stem is the control center for the body's most vital functions: blood pressure, heart rate and breathing. She could die in minutes. Then Herring's heartbeat slowed. No time to scrub, Schneider thought, pulling on surgical gloves. There wasn't even time for making a surgical entry into Herring's brain. He'd have to go the fastest way possible: through the injury itself.

当赫林被推往手术室的时候，她的血压突然升高了。她的受伤脑组织的肿胀和血块正侵入脑干，施奈德意识到。脑干是控制人体最为重要的功能——血压、心率、呼吸——的中枢。她可能会在几分钟内死亡。接着，赫林的心跳变慢。没有时间消毒了，施奈德想，迅速戴上手术手套。甚至没有时间做一个手术入口进入赫林的脑部。他必须采取最迅速可行的方法：直接从伤口进入。

Deep inside Herring's brain, Schneider located the blood clot. As he suctioned it out, her heart rate and blood pressure slowly returned to normal.

在赫林的脑部深处，施奈德找到了血块。当他把血块吸出后，赫林的心率和血压渐渐趋于正常。

With Herring stabilized, Schneider walked to the scrub sink. Now comes the real challenge, he thought.

在赫林情况稳定后，施奈德走到了消毒槽。真正艰巨的工作现在开始了，他想。

Mike Herring was getting annoyed. It was 6 p. m., and Margaret was late. Just as he finished dinner, the phone rang.

迈克·赫林开始恼火。已经6点了，玛格丽特迟到了。他刚吃完饭，电话铃响了。

The caller was Joe Corcoran, "I just stopped to help at an accident on 1604. The woman was wearing military fatigues and driving a blue Honda. Her name was Margaret Herring. Has anyone told you about this?"

打来电话的是乔·科科伦，“我刚帮着处理了发生在1604号公路上的一起事故。这位妇女身着军队工作服，开着一辆蓝色本田车。她的名字叫玛格丽特·赫林。有人通知你了吗？”

"No," Mike said in a tight voice. "How badly is she hurt?"

“没有，”迈克紧张地问，“她伤得有多重？”

"It could be serious. I think they took her to Wilford Hall."

“可能挺重的。我想他们把她送到威尔福德·霍尔医疗中心去了。”

"No, God!" Mike gasped.

“不，上帝啊！”迈克惊叫道。

After dropping off Cammie and Mack with a neighbor, Mike raced his car along 1604 toward the hospital. Less than ten minutes from home, he saw Margaret's Honda off the side of the road. He pulled over and ran to it, glancing quickly at the broken windshield and blood-splattered interior. Then he noticed Margaret's smashed glasses on the front seat. A chill swept over him.

在把卡米和马克托付给一位邻居后，迈克驾车沿1604号公路直奔医院。离家后不到10分钟，他看到玛格丽特停在路旁的本田车。他停下车，奔到本田车旁，迅速地看了眼被击碎的挡风玻璃和溅满鲜血的汽车内座。然后，他看到玛格丽特破碎了的眼镜躺在前座上。一股冷气在他的全身漫延开来。

Back in his car, Mike raced toward Wilford Hall. One thought echoed through his mind: I can't lose Margaret.

回到自己的车里，迈克火速驶向威尔福德·霍尔医疗中心。一个想法不断地在他的脑中盘旋：我不能失去玛格丽特。

The left side of Margaret Herring's skull looked like a potato chip crushed by a hammer. Bone fragments, gravel and dirt were scattered through the injury. At its center was a hole more than three inches in diameter that opened to her brain.

玛格丽特·赫林的左侧颅骨就像被锤子锤过的土豆片。满伤口都是骨头碎片、碎石子和尘土。在伤口的中央，有一个直径超过三英寸的洞一直通向大脑。

Of most concern to Dr. Schneider, however, was her left temporal lobe. Besides the two chunks of skull embedded there, a blackened, prune-size area had been destroyed. This was where language, face recognition and memory were mainly based.

然而，最令施奈德医生担心的是她的左侧颞叶。它不仅有两大块颅骨碎片嵌入，而且，有一块发黑、李子大小的区域遭到损坏。这个区域是语言、面貌识别和记忆的主要功能区。

Moving with utmost delicacy, Schneider enlarged the hole in Herring's skull. He carefully plucked out bone fragments and gravel, and cut away destroyed brain tissue. He cringed at the damage. She may never talk again, he thought.

施奈德万分精细地移动着手术刀，将赫林颅骨中的洞撑大。他十分小心地取出骨头碎片和碎石子，切除已损坏的脑组织。这样严重的创伤令他抖缩。她也许再也不能开口说话了，他想。

Schneider collected more than 50 bone fragments. However, only 22 were large enough to use in reconstructing her skull.

施奈德共取出50多块骨头碎片。但只有22块够大，可以用来重新接合颅骨。

The orbital bone around Herring's left eye had been completely shattered. He couldn't find orbital bone fragments big enough to rebuild the socket, so he took a fragment from her skull. It proved a good fit.

赫林左眼周围的眼眶骨已完全粉碎。施奈德找不到够大的眼眶骨碎片以修复眼窝，因此，他选取了她的颅骨碎片。结果表明，这非常合适。

Like assembling a jigsaw puzzle, Schneider matched bone fragments to the jagged gaps in her skull. Once he had these in place, he attached them to one another with titanium plates and screws.

就像玩拼图玩具一样，施奈德将骨头碎片一块块拼在她颅骨的缺口处。在把这些碎片归位后，他便用钛制薄片和螺丝钉将它们连接起来。

There weren't enough bone fragments to cover the hole in Herring's skull, so he tapped a chisel-like instrument against undamaged areas of her skull. This shaved off small segments of bone. He could do this safely because the skull had two hard surfaces, with a softer core in between. He removed the shavings only from the outer surface. Piece by piece, he repaired the last remaining openings in the skull.

没有足够的骨头碎片去覆盖赫林颅骨上的洞口，于是，施奈德用一个凿子似的工具轻轻敲击她未受损的颅骨。这样，就刮下了一些骨头碎片。他能保证这样做的安全性，因为，颅骨由两层硬质层构成，两层硬质层之间还有一层较软的物质。他刮下的只是外层的骨片。一片又一片，他终于将颅骨的最后一个缺口填上了。

At 1 a. m., six hours after surgery began, Margaret was wheeled to the intensive care unit. Moments later Schneider faced Mike Herring in the waiting room. "We've reconstructed her skull," the surgeon said. "But she's suffered a serious brain injury."

凌晨1点，在进行6个小时的手术后，玛格丽特被推入特别护理病房。此后不久，施奈德与迈克·赫林在候诊室见了面。“我们已修复了她的颅骨，”外科医生说，“但她的脑部受到了重创。”

"How serious?" Mike asked.

“有多严重？”迈克问道。

"Only time will tell."

“只有时间能回答。”

To Mike, the fact that Margaret was alive was miracle enough. He thanked Schneider, then walked to the ICU. Leaning over his wife's bed, Mike gently squeezed her hand. "I love you," he said. Margaret showed no glimmer of recognition. Please come back to me, Margaret, Mike pleaded.

对迈克而言，玛格丽特能活下来已是一个奇迹。他对施奈德表示感谢后，来到特护病房。斜倚在妻子的病床前，迈克温柔地抓住她的手。“我爱你。”他说。玛格丽特一点都认不出他。请回到我身边，玛格丽特，迈克祈求着。

On Friday, the day after her accident, Margaret stirred for the first time. Dr. Schneider watched her closely. Would she be able to move her arms and legs? When she did, he breathed a sigh of relief.

星期五，也就是事故后第一天，玛格丽特第一次动了动身子。施奈德医生密切观察她。她能不能动动手臂和腿呢？看到她能动以后，他长出了一口气。

The joy that he and others felt, however, was muted by the looming possibility of irreversible brain damage. One question haunted Mike as he stood vigil at her bedside. Will Margaret still be Margaret?

然而，他和别人感到的这种快乐被笼罩在难以修复的脑外伤的阴影之下。当迈克在她的病床边守夜的时候，有一个问题一直萦绕于脑际。玛格丽特还会是原来的玛格丽特吗？

On Saturday she made signs that she was trying to communicate. "Do you want something to write on?" Mike asked. Margaret blinked.

星期六，她表现出想要与人交流的迹象。“你想写什么吗？”迈克问。玛格丽特眨了眨眼。

Mike held up a clipboard and handed her a pen. The letters were shaky, but her message was clear: "Where's Mom and Dad?"

迈克托着写字板，递给她一支笔，字写得歪歪扭扭，但意思很明白：“爸爸、妈妈在哪里？”

Tears of relief flooded Mike's eyes. "They went out to eat," he said. "They'll be back in a few minutes."

宽慰的泪水从迈克的双眼涌出。“他们出去吃饭了，”他说，“很快就能回来。”

Margaret blinked again, and Mike held the clipboard for her. "Aren't you going to give me a kiss?" she wrote.

玛格丽特又眨了眨眼，于是，迈克再次托起写字板。“你不想吻我一下吗？”她写道。

Mike felt a wave of joy as he leaned over and kissed his wife.

迈克一阵欣喜，俯身亲了亲他的妻子。

By the end of August, less than four months after the accident, Margaret Herring resumed her full time duties at Kelly Air Force Base. Her recovery stunned her doctors.

八月底，事故发生后不到4个月，玛格丽特·赫林重新开始履行她在凯利空军基地的全职工作。她的康复令她的医生们吃惊。

Even so, Herring still could not recall any details of the accident. The more she heard about it, however, the more she came to appreciate the skill and courage of the strangers who'd helped her.

即使如此，赫林仍无法记起那场事故的所有细节。然而，对这场事故她听到得越多，就越是感激那些曾帮助过她的素不相识的人们精堪的技艺和无畏的勇气。

"Something terrible happened to you that day," Dr. Schneider told her. Then he thought of the trained people who, by extraordinary coincidence, were driving that road and stopped to help. "But something miraculous happened too."

“那天，可怕的事故发生在你身上，”施奈德医生对她说。这时，他想起了那些训练有素的人们，碰巧行驶在那条公路上，并停车相助。“但奇迹也发生了。”





点字成金

a+n. +of+n．这个结构可以说是使用频率最高的词组之一。任何人都能信手拈来地举出几个例子，比如说：a pair of shoes, a piece of paper，不胜枚举。在本文中，这样的结构自然也少不了。

1. ...the afternoon sunlight glinting off amber fields of waist-high grass lining the road.

……午后的斜阳洒在沿途一片片琥珀色齐腰高的草场上，闪烁着灿烂的光芒。

2. Besides the two chunks of skull embedded there, a blackened, prune-size area had been destroyed.

它不仅有两大块颅骨碎片嵌入，而且，有一块发黑的、李子大小的区域遭到损坏。

3. There weren't enough bone fragments to cover the hole in Herring's skull, so he tapped a chisel-like instrument against undamaged areas of her skull.

没有足够的骨头碎片去覆盖赫林颅骨上的洞口，于是，施奈德用一个凿子似的工具轻轻敲击她未受损的颅骨。

以上三例只是一些较为常见的说法，文中还有几处令人惊喜的发现。

4. Margaret showed no glimmer of recognition.

玛格丽特一点都认不出他。

glimmer原是指“微光；微弱的闪光”之意，在上例中，则转义为“些许，少量”的意思。例如，we now only have a faint glimmer of hope.（我们只剩下一线希望了。）She has no glimmer of interest in him.（她对他丝毫没有兴趣。）

5. Mike felt a wave of joy as he leaned over and kissed his wife.

迈克一阵欣喜，俯身亲了亲他的妻子。

wave原意为“波浪，波涛”，可喻为“（活动等的）高潮；（情绪等的）突发”。又如，He left the restaurant on a high wave of elation.（他趾高气扬地离开了餐馆。）A wave of embarrassment swept over him.（他心头涌过一阵尴尬。）

以上两例中的glimmer和wave可谓点睛之笔。由此我们也能看出，即使是普通的词组，常见的搭配，只要选词别具匠心，也一定能出彩。



Angles on the River

天使在河上

William M. Hendryx

人的生命短暂，而且仅有一次。

纵有苦恼和哀愁，也要勇敢地面对现实，力求改善，自信地生活下去，相信：明天会更好！本文描述了生命之舟“粉凤凰”拯救了一个堕落的失去生存勇气的男子，并鼓励他改过自新，好好生活。文中感人之处在于“粉凤凰”龙舟队的成员都是勇于与乳腺癌顽强抗争的患者。她们对未来的渴望，对生活的热爱，她们战胜困难的勇气，乐于奉献的天性和内心的宁静不仅为自己争取了继续生存的机会，也给身边的人们带来了欣慰、快乐与希望。





He prepared for this day like any other, shaving, showering and washing his dark, curly hair. He toweled off, slipped into a pair of faded jeans and work boots and started for the door. But then he paused, removed his wallet, keys and ID and laid them on his dressing table. He wouldn't need them where he was going.

和往常一样，他一大早起来修面、冲澡，洗那头黑色的卷发。用毛巾擦干全身后，他套上一条褪了色的牛仔裤，登上一双工作靴，朝门外走去。突然，他停下脚步，掏出钱包、钥匙和身份证，把它们放在梳妆台上。他要去的地方，用不着这些。

Fog filtered the rising sun as a friend drove Dale Buttenhoff into Portland, Oregon. "See you tonight," Dale said when he got out. It was a promise, like so many others, he didn't intend to keep.

沐浴着透过薄雾的晨曦，朋友开车把戴尔·布滕霍夫送到俄勒冈的波特兰。“晚上见，”戴尔下车时对朋友说。这是一个承诺，与其他许许多多的承诺一样，他并不打算兑现。

For the next 15 minutes that damp, cool dawn in March 2000, the 32-year-old walked south toward the Willamette River. Around him businesses were beginning to open, but with every step, he was closing down. His mind and heart were numb.

在2000年3月这个潮湿、凉爽的拂晓，此后的15分钟对32岁的戴尔来说，就是一刻不停地向南朝威拉米特河的方向走去。在他的周围，商场、店铺正陆续地开门迎客；而他，则在一步步地迈向终点。现在，他已无所思、无所想。

Standing on a narrow wooden dock, the planks glistening with dew, Linda Stalford glanced around the marina. She clapped her hands twice, the sound crackling across the 400-yard expanse of the murky river. "Let's get it together, ladies," she urged.

窄窄的木船坞上，沾满了晶莹的露珠。琳达·斯泰尔福特站在那儿，遥望着码头。她拍了两下手，清脆的“啪啪”声在400码宽、雾气沉沉的河面上荡漾开来。“来吧，姐妹们。”她号召着。

Despite the chill, a diverse band of women had come together from all over Portland to practice paddling their dragon boat, a low-slung, Asian-style canoe. Young mothers, grandmothers, single women, united in friendship and a common cause.

尽管寒气袭人，这群来自波特兰各地的妇女仍聚到了一起，练习划龙舟——一种亚洲式低吊索的独木舟。共同的目标和友谊把年轻的妈妈们、祖母们、单身女人们团结在了一起。

Stalford and most of her companions wore a pink baseball cap. On it was the word "Survivor".

斯泰尔福特和她的大多数伙伴都头戴粉色棒球帽，上面写着“幸存者”的字样。

Dale Buttenhoff turned a corner and started up the walkway of the Ross Island Bridge. He was a user, not a survivor—though he had survived six years of methamphetamine use and more than one auto accident while bingeing. He also used people. His marriage had ended; he was estranged from his mother, four sisters and his ten-year-old daughter, Ashlee. He was ashamed to face them, but not enough to stop using drugs.

戴尔·布滕霍夫转了个弯，走上罗斯岛桥的人行道。他是个瘾君子，不是幸存者——尽管，服用了6年脱氧麻黄碱，不止一次因喝得烂醉而出车祸，他还是一次次地侥幸存活下来。他还很自私的，忘乎所以地对待自己的家人。婚姻破裂，与母亲、四个姐妹和10岁的女儿阿什里都渐渐疏远。他无颜面对她们，但还是停不了吸毒。

Stalford was the "caller" for today's practice. She sat in the bow, facing nine paddlers seated shoulder-to-shoulder, two-by-two. A helmsman stood at the rear, manning the tiller. Compared with some of the paddling teams based out of the small marina, they were a ragtag bunch, their bodies not particularly firm, their skills not perfectly honed. But then, Pink Phoenix hadn't been established just to win boating competitions. Its purpose was to win a race against breast cancer. "Paddles up!" Stalford called out. "Take it away!"

斯泰尔福特是今天龙舟练习的“指挥”。她坐在船首，面朝9个肩并肩、两人一排的划手。舵手站在船尾操纵舵柄。和那些停靠在小船坞上的划桨队相比，她们只是一群无名小卒。她们的身体并不强壮，技巧也不很娴熟。但是，当初“粉凤凰”并不是仅仅为了赢得划船比赛而成立的。它的目的是要赢得一场与乳腺癌的战斗。“起桨！”斯泰尔福特喊道，“划！”

The team only had use of the vessel for an hour and they were already ten minutes late starting practice. So Stalford decided not to take their usual route. She opted to stay close to the marina and work on timing and form.

划船队的用船时间只有一个小时，而她们在开始练习时，已经晚了10分钟。因此，斯泰尔福特决定不走她们平时的那条路线。她选择沿船坞行进，以把握住时间和动作。

Buttenhoff halted at midspan. As he'd expected, traffic was almost nonexistent at 7:30 on a Saturday morning, and he didn't want to be seen. Pulling both hands from the pockets of his red parka, he placed them atop the cold concrete bridge railing.

布滕霍夫在桥中央停了下来。如他所料，星期六早晨七点半，桥上还没什么人，他不想被别人看见。他从红色的皮衣口袋里抽出双手，搭在冰冷的混凝土桥栏杆上。

Some 130 feet below ran the Willamette River, gray as winter. Falling to the water would be like plunging off a 12-story building. That should be enough, he thought. At the very least, it would probably knock him unconscious and he'd drown and wash out to sea. And that's what he wanted—to disappear without a trace.

大约130英尺下，流淌着威拉米特河，灰暗如冬日。坠入河中的感觉应该和从12层楼跳下的感觉差不多。够了吧，他想。至少，会把他撞得失去知觉，然后，淹死、冲入大海。这正是他想要的——彻底消失，不留半丝痕迹。

Stalford had been nursing her second child the day she discovered the unusual lump in her breast. It was autumn of 1997. At age 36, the mother of two small children was diagnosed with inflammatory breast cancer, stage 3-B, highly aggressive.

一天，斯泰尔福特正在给她的第二个孩子喂奶，突然发现乳房上有一个异常的肿块。那是1997年的秋天。在她36岁时，这个有两个小孩的母亲被诊断患上乳腺癌，处于3-B期，已高度扩散。

Intuitively, Stalford knew she could not win this battle alone. Instead of turning away from friends and family, she embraced them, keeping photos of her girls at her bedside and leaning on her husband, Matt. Their love helped her endure the fear and pain of a modified radical mastectomy, months of chemotherapy, a stem-cell transplant and radiation.

直觉告诉斯泰尔福特，凭她一个人是不可能赢得这场战斗的。她没有远离朋友和家人，而是与他们团结在一起，把女儿的照片放在床头，靠在丈夫马特的怀里。他们的爱帮助她熬过乳房全切除手术带来的恐惧和剧痛，帮助她挺过了数月化疗、干细胞移植以及放射带来的痛苦。

She also embraced outside assistance. When she first heard about Pink Phoenix, she had no idea what a dragon boat was, much less how to paddle one. But despite a total lack of athletic ability, Linda attended her first outing.

她还欣然接受外界的帮助。在第一次听说“粉凤凰”的时候，她对龙舟一窍不通，更不知道如何去划。但是尽管完全不具备运动员的素质，琳达还是参加了她的第一次划舟比赛。

The weather was miserable—dark, damp and cold, but the group was warm and fun-loving. Linda confirmed that she was completely incompetent with a paddle. It didn't matter. The weekly gatherings on the Willamette became for her a simple metaphor—these women were all in the same boat, facing reality bravely.

比赛那天，天气很糟糕，又黑、又潮、又冷，但是，划舟队却洋溢着温情与高昂的兴致。琳达确信自己划不了船。但这无关紧要。每周在威拉米特河上的聚会，对她而言，已成为一个简单的比喻——这些妇女同处困境，勇敢地面对现实。

Dale Buttenhoff leaned over the side of the bridge and looked down at the water. "Whoever is listening," he muttered, "please forgive me."

戴尔·布滕霍夫从桥边探出身子往下望着河水。“无论谁在倾听，”他喃喃道，“请宽恕我。”

He took a deep breath. Then he vaulted over the rail.

他深吸一口气，纵身越过栏杆。

"It's great to be alive, ladies!" Linda Stalford shouted to her teammates as the craft glided along the rugged shoreline. "Now bury those paddles!"

“活着太好了，姐妹们！”琳达·斯泰尔福特向队友们喊道，龙舟正沿着多岩石的河岸滑行。“现在，把桨放到水里！”

The uncertainty of daily life had been a huge psychological barrier in her war with cancer. But if she died tomorrow, she hoped to leave a lasting memory with her two daughters. She hugged them, talked to them, made time for them. And she planted tulip bulbs in the front yard. She might not live to see them emerge, yet she was warmed by the thought that her daughters would.

在她与癌症的斗争中，每一天对生死的把握不定，在她的心里形成了巨大的障碍。但是，如果她明天就要死去，她也希望能给两个女儿留下一份永恒的回忆。她拥抱她们，和她们说话，与她们一起度过美好的时光。她还在院子里种满郁金香球茎。也许，她看不到它们盛开时的美景，然而，一想到女儿们能看到，她的心里便漾起暖意。

The instant his right hand left the railing, Buttenhoff knew he'd made a mistake.

在右手脱开栏杆的那一刹，布滕霍夫就明白自己不该这么做了。

The fall took about three seconds. It seemed forever. Buttenhoff clawed the air, feet flailing. And then he slammed into the water at approximately 60 m. p. h. And sank.

下落的时间大概有三秒钟。而在布滕霍夫看来，却像是一辈子。他拼命想要抓住空气，双脚又蹬又踢。然后，他以每小时约60英里的速度摔入水中，沉了下去。

Linda Stalford flinched at an enormous splash some 300 yards ahead to the port side of the boat. Just then, one of her teammates shouted, "Something fell off the bridge!"

琳达·斯泰尔福特看到前方约300码处、船将停靠码头的地方泛起巨大的水花，把她吓了一跳。立刻，有一位队员叫道，“有东西从桥上掉下来了！”

"It was a person!" a woman cried.

“是一个人！”一名妇女大喊。

Linda turned, spotting an indefinable bright red object in the channel near the middle of the river. She nodded to the helmsman. "Paddles up! Let's move!" she yelled.

琳达转过身，发现一个鲜红色的不名物体漂浮在河道的中央。她对舵手点头示意。“起桨，划过去！”她叫道。

The Pink Phoenix team fell into rhythm, paddling as one. "Hold on! We're coming!" they called out.

“粉凤凰”立刻步调一致地划起来。“坚持住！我们来了！”她们大声喊。

The impact was like a car wreck. But somehow, Buttenhoff survived. He bobbed to the surface, dazed but conscious. What he had hoped would be an instant death became a slow fight for life. Buttenhoff tried to swim, but the frigid water weighted his heavy clothes and filled his boots, tugging him down. He strained to keep his face above water. Then, dreamlike, he heard voices.

与水的撞击就像撞车一样。但不知怎么回事，布滕霍夫没有死。他浮到了水面，头晕乎乎的，但知觉还在。他原先一心想要速死，现在，却变得只求能保命。布滕霍夫尽力想游起来，但冰冷的河水浸透他厚厚的衣服、灌满他的靴子，把他往下拽。他竭尽全力把脸露在水面上。突然，像做梦一样，他听到了人的声音。

Stalford guided the crew toward the man. Within two minutes they glided alongside him. Clearly he was fighting for breath. "Brace the boat!" Linda called. The crew laid their paddle blades flat on top of the water to stabilize the craft. It was impossible for them to pull him aboard without capsizing, but two women in the bow lifted his face from the water and held him up.

斯泰尔福特指挥队员向那个男人划去。两分钟不到，她们划到他的身边。显然，他正努力想要呼吸。“撑住船！”琳达指挥说。队员们把桨平放在水面，稳住船身。她们不可能在船不倾覆的情况下把他拉上来，但船首的两位妇女已把他的脸从水中托起，让他可以呼吸了。

"You're okay," whispered one of the women, her mouth almost to his ear. "Help is coming. Just be still."

“你没事了，”一位妇女附在他耳边轻声说。“帮忙的人马上赶到，不要动。”

Buttenhoff gasped, his body limp. "I'm sorry," he muttered, over and over. "I'm so sorry. I'm so sorry." He was apologizing to his daughter, Ashlee. To his mother. To the women who were holding him now. He was apologizing to his ex-wife, to God and to himself.

布滕霍夫喘着粗气，全身无力。“对不起，”他咕哝着，一遍又一遍。“对不起，真是对不起。”他在向女儿阿什利、向母亲、向这些正托着他的女人们道歉。他在向前妻道歉，向上帝、向自己道歉。

A hush fell over the boat as the crew realized what had happened. Better than most, they understood despair, so they didn't condemn the man. Battling cancer, they had had moments when they'd considered giving up. In some ways it would have been easier—but not for their families. Now, by a twist of fate, they had saved a stranger. Perhaps he, too, would become a survivor.

当队员们意识到发生了什么事后，船上顿时安静下来。比起绝大部分人，她们更能体会到绝望，因此，没有人责备他。与癌症斗争，她们也曾有过想要放弃的时刻。那样的话，从某种程度上说，她们将会轻松许多——但她们的家人却不会。现在，命运一转，她们救起一个陌生人。或许，他同样也能成为一名幸存者。

Physically, Dale's injuries were slight—bruising in his legs, hips and back. Emotionally, the scars ran deep. But the second night in the hospital he admitted to his mother for the first time that he wanted help.

在身体上，戴尔的伤很轻——腿上、臀部和背部有点瘀青。而在情感上，他的伤痕却很深。但是，在入院的第二天晚上，他第一次向母亲承认，他需要帮助。

Knowing the importance of a support system, Linda Stalford and teammate Joan Cavanagh came to visit. They arrived bearing gifts—a frame for his daughter's photo, a Bible and Linda's personal symbol of hope, a bouquet of tulips. "Hi, we're from the boat," Linda said.

深知他人支持的重要性，琳达·斯泰尔福特和队员琼·卡瓦娜去看望了戴尔。她们带去了礼物——一个可以放入女儿照片的相架、一本圣经，还有琳达个人希望的象征——一束郁金香。“嗨，我们是那条船上的，”琳达说。

Dale smiled shyly, embarrassed but grateful. He had learned the story of Pink Phoenix and the remarkable women of its crew from his mother, and he was in awe of their courage, passion for life, their giving nature and their inner peace. Now he wanted those things too. "Thank you," he said as the three of them shared a lingering hug.

戴尔不好意思地笑了，有点窘迫，但满心感激。他已经从母亲那里听说了“粉凤凰”和它出色的女队员们的故事。他敬畏她们的勇气、她们对生活的热爱、她们奉献的天性、她们内心的宁静。现在，他也想拥有那些东西。“谢谢你们，”当他们三人久久地抱在一起时，他感激地说。

The following month Dale enrolled in a rehab program, which he has since completed. He was also "adopted" by Linda and the women of Pink Phoenix, his new role models. He attended their functions, cheered them in competition and learned from their vigor.

在接下来的一个月里，戴尔参加并完成了恢复锻炼。他还被“粉凤凰”的琳达和其他妇女“接纳”为成员，她们是他的榜样。他参加她们的活动，在比赛中为她们加油欢呼，向她们积极乐观的精神学习。

Today Dale remains drug-free. He has reconnected with Ashlee and told her the truth about his shaky past. Now he plans to return to school and become a counselor in the drug program he completed.

如今，戴尔再也没有沾染过毒品。他和女儿阿什利重新联系，告诉她自己那段不堪回首的过去。现在他计划回到学校，成为一名戒毒顾问。

Dale also continues his involvement with Pink Phoenix, as they do with him. "I want them to be proud of me," said Dale. "I want them to know that what they did for me was not in vain."

戴尔仍然与“粉凤凰”保持密切的联系，正如她们与他密切联系一样。“我要让她们为我骄傲，”戴尔说，“我要让她们知道，她们为我所做的一切没有白费。”





美文共赏

通常，英语文章有简约美的特点，即形式简洁，却意义隽永。惜墨成金，蕴意其中。冗余，便是败笔。本文中不乏其例。

1. He was a user, not a survivor... He also used people.

他是个瘾君子，而不是幸存者，……他还很自私的，忘乎所以地对待自己的家人。

这部分中虽然形式简单，但是其中的use（r）却意义深刻。use在这里指的是to conduct oneself toward; treat or handle：即“表现；对待或处理”。

如，“The peace offering of a man who once used you unkindly?”（Laurence Sterne）“善意对待一个曾经待你不友善的人”（劳伦斯·斯特内）；

或者是to seek or achieve an end by means of; exploit：即

利用……的方式追求或取得某种目的；利用。如：used their highly placed friends to gain access to the president; felt he was being used by seekers of favor.

利用他们那些身居高位的朋友来接近总统；感到自己被那些追求恩宠者利用了

2. These women were all in the same boat, facing reality bravely.

这些妇女同处困境，勇敢地面对现实。

In the same boat是习语，结构简单，却蕴意深刻，耐人寻味。在这里，in the same boat是同处困境之意。表现了“粉凤凰”的成员都遭受病魔的折磨，但是她们并没有失去对于生活的希望。就像“直觉告诉斯泰尔福特，她不可能独自一人赢得这场战斗。”“共同的目标和友谊把年轻的妈妈们、祖母们、单身女人们团结在了一起。”



Kids on the Track

铁轨上的孩子

Jack Murphy

两个丁点儿大的幼童，人不知鬼不觉地爬上铁轨，而且，索性一屁股坐在那儿嬉闹起来。远处，一辆火车正向他们疾驶而来……一场灾难似乎在所难免。就在这千钧一发的紧要关头，从火车车头上纵身跳下一名男子，迅速地将两个幼童拉离轨道。他，就是本文的英雄人物——列车长安东尼。大多数人在看见他人遇到危险的时候，都会出手相助，但前提是，自己是安全的。一旦个人安危受到威胁，很多人都会有所退缩。因此，安东尼甘冒生命危险搭救两个素不相识的幼童的行为，就更值得我们钦佩。而他事后的一席质朴的话语也很值得我们学习：All I could think was that those two little kids have their whole lives still ahead of them, and if I do nothing, they're dead. There was no way I could let that happen. 整篇文章行文流畅、脉络清晰，对事件的描述扣人心弦又不失细腻，实属难得的美文。





Monday, May 1, 1989, was a pleasant morning in Ramsey, N. J. Kate Pritchard, 30, bent over her car truck and struggled with the bags of groceries she'd just brought home. She heard the distant moan of a locomotive horn. The trains of Conrail and New Jersey Transit passed less than 300 feet from the Pritchards' house. No fence separated their back yard from the track — only a thick stand of trees. But her sons, [image: alt]
 -year-old Todd and 18-month-old Scott, were nearby, playing on the driveway.

1989年5月1日星期一早晨，新泽西州的拉姆塞阳光明媚。30岁的凯特·普里查德打开车后行李箱，正费劲地搬着一袋袋买回家的食品杂货。远处传来火车汽笛的呼啸声。新泽西联合铁路运输公司的火车就在离普里查德家不到300英尺的地方行驶。他们家的后院与那条铁轨之间没有篱笆相隔——只有一片密密丛丛的小树林。而她的两个儿子，三岁半的托德和18个月的斯科特，正在一旁的车道上嬉戏。

"Stay right there," Kate said, "while Mommy puts the groceries away. Then we'll all go inside and have lunch, okay?"

“就呆在那儿，”凯特说，“等妈妈把这些东西搬完，咱们就一块儿进屋吃午饭，好吗？”

"Okay!" said Todd, giving a thumbs-up gesture he'd seen his father make.

“好！”托德说着，模仿爸爸的姿势翘了翘大拇指。

"Kay!" echoed Scott, trying to copy his old brother.

“好！”斯科特也大声回答，努力学着哥哥的样子。

Todd watched his mother enter the house with several bags. Speaking in a stern voice, he told his little brother to be a good boy. Even at 18 months, Scott was not one to take orders meekly. He pointed his toy car at Todd. "You'll be good!" he said.

托德看着母亲提着几大袋东西走进屋子。他一本正经地对弟弟说要做个乖孩子。尽管斯科特才18个月大，他可不会乖乖地听任别人发号施令。他手举玩具车指向托德。“你要乖！”他说。

Kate shut the refrigerator and hurried outside. Good. The boys were playing right where she'd left them.

凯特关上冰箱门，急冲冲地走出屋子。好的。孩子们还在原地玩耍。

As she lifted more bags from the trunk, Kate heard a train race past, invisible, beyond the curtain of trees — a passenger express, she judged from its speed. She carried more bags into the house.

当她从后备箱里拎出更多的袋子时，凯特听见一列火车疾驶而过。它被那片树林遮挡住，看不真切。但从车速判断，那是一辆客车。她提着更多的袋子进了屋。

The sounds of the train apparently drew the boys' attention to the track. After making their way through the trees, they clambered to the top of the steep roadbed, knelt down along the railroad ties and began to play.

显然，火车发出的声音已把孩子们的注意力吸引到铁轨上。在穿过那片树林后，他们爬上陡峭的路基，跪在铁轨的枕木上玩了起来。

A few thousand feet west, a freight train rolled slowly toward the children. Overhead lights signaled to engineer Rich Campana that the passenger train ahead was out of the way, and they could resume their normal speed of 40 miles per hour. The engineer pulled the throttle, then turned to conductor Anthony Falzo, sitting at the locomotive's left observation window.

西面几千英尺处，一辆货车正缓缓驶向这两个孩子。高架指示灯向火车司机里奇·坎帕纳发出信号，前面的客车已离开这条轨道，他们可以将车速恢复到正常的40英里每小时。司机拉下节流阀，然后，转向坐在火车左侧观光窗旁的列车长安东尼。

"So what'd you do over the weekend, Anthony?"

“这个周末你打算干什么，安东尼？”

Medium in height and strongly built, Anthony had worked for Conrail for almost half his 35 years. He and Rich had made this run between Suffern, N. Y., and Paterson, N. J., many times. Children playing in their back yards often waved at the train, and Anthony never failed to wave back. Still, he took his responsibility as train conductor seriously, so after turning his head to smile at Campana, he quickly looked ahead again as he spoke.

中等身材，强壮结实的安东尼有35岁了，他已为联合铁路公司工作了十多年。他和里奇往来于纽约州的萨芬和新泽西州的帕特森之间已有很多趟了。在后院玩耍的孩子们常常向火车挥手致意，安东尼也总是挥手回应。但他始终认真履行列车长的职责。因此，在他转头向坎帕纳报以微笑后，又迅速向前方张望。

"Oh, not much. Mostly messing around — a little TV, then bed. What else?"

“喔，没什么打算。基本上是无所事事——看一会儿电视，然后，睡睡觉。还能做些什么呢？”

Campana chuckled. "Hey, you'd better cool down, Anthony — you're getting to be a real party animal!"

坎帕纳吃吃地笑了。“嘿，你最好减少点娱乐活动，安东尼——你都快变成真正的群居动物了！”

The two men laughed: Anthony was a low-key person. As a boy he had a passion for railroading, encouraged by friends' fathers who were rail workers. As an adult, he developed a strong desire to help others, and served six years of street duty as an auxiliary police officer in Bloomfield, N. J.

两个男人笑了起来：安东尼是一个从不好高骛远的人。受一些朋友的父亲在铁路上工作的影响，他从小就对铁路情有独钟。长大后，他非常乐意帮助他人，曾作为辅助警官在新泽西的布卢姆菲尔德做了6年的地勤工作。

The men were still chuckling as the locomotive, moving at 21 miles per hour and accelerating, topped a slight grade. The 19 freight cars behind it screeched and clattered.

两个男人仍在谈笑风生。车速已达每小时21英里，并仍在提速。火车驶上了一个小小的坡度。19节货车厢在后面发出“哐当哐当”的声响。

Rich and Anthony spotted something ahead at the same instant.

里奇和安东尼同时突然发现车前方有物体。

"What's that up there?" asked the engineer. Anthony didn't answer. Staring intently, he was trying to identify the curious shape on the track ahead. A crumpled cardboard box? Discarded rags?

“那是什么？”司机问道。安东尼没有回答。他全神贯注地盯着看，努力想要辨认出前方铁轨上那奇形怪状的物体究竟是什么东西。一只不成形了的纸板箱？一堆丢弃的旧衣服？

Suddenly both men realized what it was. Rich threw on the emergency brake and jerked the air horn handle with all his strength.

猛然间，他们意识到那是什么了。里奇使出全力拉下紧急刹车，并猛拉汽笛拉柄。

The horn's blast and Anthony's words exploded at the same time: "Kids on the track!"

火车的汽笛声和安东尼的吼叫“铁轨上有孩子！”几乎同时炸响。

Anthony had dealt with emergencies for many years, especially in his police service. Now all his experience took over. He felt his body "go on automatic".

安东尼处理紧急事件已有许多年，尤其是他在执行警务工作的期间。现在，他的那些经验占据了他的头脑。他感觉自己的身体已发生了“条件反射”。

He sprang through the cab door onto a narrow running board six feet above the wheels and raced to the front of the swaying train. Scrambling down a steel ladder, he paused on the bottom rung, two feet above the roadbed flashing by.

他迅速冲出驾驶室，在火车轮上方六英尺处狭窄的踏板上站稳后，跑到摇晃着的火车前方。他急忙爬下钢梯，在离路基两英尺的最后一根横档处停下，路基飞快地往后退。

Now he could clearly see the two little children. They were sitting alongside the rail. Anthony waved frantically and shouted, "Get away! Get away!"

现在，他能清楚地看到那两个孩子。他们正坐在铁轨旁。安东尼拼命地挥手，大声喊：“快走开！快走开！”

He mentally calculated the train's deceleration rate and groaned. We'll never stop in time.

他在心算火车的减速率，随后，发出痛苦的哼哼声。我们不可能及时停下车。

Engrossed in play, Todd and Scott did not hear the train. Finally, as the sound became thunderous, Scott looked up and froze.

托德和斯科特玩得正开心，压根儿没听见火车声。最后，当火车已如雷鸣时，斯科特抬起了头，顿时僵住了。

Though the train was slowing, Anthony knew he couldn't outrun it. Instead, he forced himself to wait until he would be close enough to leap off and grasp the boys. With perhaps ten feet left between them and the sharp-edged snowplow blade at the front of the train, Anthony sprang forward from the ladder. Landing on the loose, fist size ballast stones alongside the track, he had to struggle to keep his balance. In two giant strides he almost reaches the children. They stared up at him in wide-eyed shock. Anthony, flinging his body into space, flew toward them.

尽管火车正在减速，安东尼知道自己跑不过它。他让自己耐心等待，直到距离够近再跳下去把孩子们拉走。在孩子们与火车前部锋利的扫雪机刀片距离约10英尺时，安东尼从钢梯上向前纵身跃起。双脚触在铁轨边拳头大小的疏松碎石块上，他努力让自己保持平衡。跨出两大步，他就可以够到孩子了。两个小孩眼睛发直地看着安东尼，他飞身跃入车头和两个小孩之间的那段空隙，直扑向孩子们。

The unending howl of the train horn struck Kate Pritchard like a hammer blow. "The boys!" she cried, and raced out the door. They were gone!

火车汽笛连续不断的轰鸣就像一记重锤击在凯特·普里查德的身上。“孩子们！”她惊叫一声，跑出屋子。他们不见了！

The track, she thought. I must get to the track!

铁轨，她想，我得到铁轨那儿去。

As his body hurtled downward, Anthony covered Todd while reaching out with one arm to grab Scott and pull him clear of the track. But the train had caught up to them. Anthony saw the black steel edge of the snow blade clip the young child under the chin, driving his head back and scraping over his face. Instantly, blood flashed across the boy's forehead.

当安东尼的身体猛扑下来的时候，他够到了托德，同时又伸出另一只手臂去抓斯科特，想把他拉离铁轨。但火车赶上来了。安东尼看见扫雪机的黑色钢片顶到了孩子的下巴，使他的头向后仰，擦过了他的脸部。倾刻间，鲜血从孩子的前额涌出。

Part of the train then punched into the back of Anthony's quilted work vest, ripping the nylon fabric. Still, Anthony managed to pull Scott completely beneath him.

火车的一边划入安东尼背部有衬里的工作背心，割破了尼龙布。但安东尼仍然设法将斯科特完全罩护在自己的身下。

He's dead, Anthony thought. He felt sick with horror. Burying his face in the stones, he pushed downward on the two boys with all his strength as the overhang of the train passed inches above them.

这孩子死了，安东尼想。他难过地感到害怕。他把脸埋在碎石子里，使出全身的力气压住两个孩子，火车上部的扫雪机钢片就在他们上方几英寸处飞驶而过。

The first person Kate saw when she reached the halted train was Todd. Her older boy was jumping up and down and crying uncontrollably. But Kate could see he wasn't injured. She grabbed and hugged him. Then she saw the still figure of a man lying under the overhang of the third car. Scott's head, a mask of darkening blood, was visible under him. Kate ran to them. "Scott!" she yelled.

凯特赶到停下的火车旁时，第一眼看见的是托德。她的大儿子正全身抽动，无法控制地放声大哭。但凯特看得出他并没有受伤。她一把把他拉入怀中。随后，她看见一个男人的身影一动不动地趴在第三节车厢扫雪机钢片的下面。斯科特沾满深红色血渍的脸从那男人的身体下露出来。凯特向他们奔去。“斯科特！”她大声叫道。

Anthony twisted to face her. "Lady," he said, his voice calm, "go to your house. Call the police and an ambulance." Kate, only half hearing him, extended her arms to take her baby. Anthony spoke again, more sharply: "Ma'am, listen! Go to your house and call the police — call an ambulance. Go!"

安东尼把头转向她。“女士，”他的声音沉着而冷静，“回到你的屋子去。打电话叫警察和救护车。”凯特也没有完全听清楚安东尼在说些什么，就伸出双臂去抱她的孩子。安东尼又开口了，语气比刚才要强烈，“听着，女士！回屋去叫警察——叫救护车。快去！”

Kate tore back to the house, made the calls, then reached her husband, Gary, via his beeper.

凯特飞奔回屋子，打了急救电话，并通过寻呼机与她的丈夫加里取得联系。

When the first police car arrived, Anthony was still clutching little Scott. The conductor knew from the child's cries that he was alive, but Scott might have internal injuries that any movement could worsen. So Anthony insisted the emergency personnel check the boy before he would release his grip. Miraculously, Scott's injuries were not serious, requiring just 13 stitches.

当第一辆警车抵达时，安东尼还紧紧地抓住小斯科特。这位列车长听见孩子的哭声，知道他还活着，但斯科特可能受了内伤，稍有动弹都可能使他的伤势加重。因此，安东尼坚持让急救人员对小孩作一下检查后他才松手。令人称奇的是，斯科特的伤势并不严重，只缝了13针。

There had only been 14 inches between the plow blade and the ground. Reporters later asked Anthony if he had hesitated before risking his life.

扫雪机钢片离地面只有14英寸。事后，记者问安东尼在奋不顾身的时候，是否犹豫过。

"No," he replied. "All I could think was that those two little kids have their whole lives still ahead of them, and if I do nothing, they're dead. There was no way I could let that happen.

“没有，”他回答，“那时，我只想到，那两个孩子还有大好的人生等在前面。如果我袖手旁观的话，他们就死了。我没有理由任之发生。”

Soon after the incident, Anthony visited the Pritchards' home. He recalls putting his arms around Todd and Scott and lifting them. "It made me remember the moment when I first sheltered them under the train. It was an eerie feeling, holding them again — and wonderful too."

事发后不久，安东尼拜访了普里查德家。他再次用自己的双臂搂住托德和斯科特，并把他们举起来。“这让我想起第一次在火车下护住他们的那一刻。能再次拥抱他们，这感觉真是难以用言语来形容——当然，也很高兴。”

Since that first visit, the Pritchards say that Anthony has almost become a member of the family. They also report that a fence now separates their neighborhood from the railroad track.

自那次拜访后，普里查德一家已将安东尼视为他们的一员。他们还说，现在，已立起了一排篱笆，把附近的地区与铁轨隔开。





译途静思

字词推敲，是翻译过程中的一道工序，也是非常关键的一个环节。选词的准确性有赖于译者对原文的理解与把握。选词是否妥帖、精当，直接关系到译文最终之成败。粗略地说，翻译至少包括两大环节：一、对原文深刻领会；二、用译文精确表达。试以本文两句译句为例做进一步的探讨。

1. The horn's blast and Anthony's words exploded at the same time: "Kids on the track!"

译文：火车的汽笛声和安东尼的吼叫“铁轨上有孩子！”几乎同时炸响。

上句中有一个词语非常“抢眼”，即explode。众所周知，explode是“爆炸；爆破；突然破裂”之意。例如，The bomb exploded in the desert.（炸弹在沙漠中爆炸了。）The cup exploded on the stone floor.（杯子在石面地板上崩碎了。）然而，此处的explode却被用来形容无影无形的声音，足可见作者的用意。他是想通过explode一词传递出强烈、紧迫的气氛，可谓用心良苦。作为译者，对这样一个颇具色彩且使用巧妙的词怎能置之不理、视而不见呢？

因此，如何将explode妥帖、传神地在译文中重视，是译者需要费心思量的问题。译句选择了“炸响”一词来与explode对应，该词一方面保留了explode所包含的“爆炸”之意，另一方面也传递出了紧迫、激烈的气息，在很大程度上再现了原句的风采。

2. They stared up at him in wide-eyed shock. 译文：两个小孩眼睛发直地看着他。

本句描写的是两个小孩在看到火车将近、被吓呆的情况下，望见向他俩扑来的陌生人时，瞬间的表情定格。句中，stare、wide-eyed都能很好地描写出当时孩子们脑袋一片空白的状态。stare指“凝视，注视，目不转睛地看”，而wide-eyed即为“张大眼睛”之意。似乎没有什么难度，将上句译作“两个小孩张大眼睛望着他”便大功告成了。但若将之与译句“两个小孩眼睛发直地看着他”相比，则顿显前者之拙劣。“发直”二字选得极为精妙，把孩子们当时已吓傻了的表情惟妙惟肖地重现出来。

可见，无论是理解、领会，还是炼字成文，推敲的工作都是必不可免的。细细推敲之下，必有佳译呈现。

顺便要提及的是，上句中的wide-eyed shock实际上使用了transferred epithet的修辞手法，这种修辞手法汉语里也有，被称为“移就”。所谓移就，就是用本来应该修饰甲事物的形容词，来修饰乙事物。照常规搭配，wide-eyed应该修饰the two children，而现在却用来修饰shock！周而复在《上海的早晨》中曾经有这样一句：寂寞的梧桐树。梧桐树怎么会寂寞呢？其实，作者在修饰与梧桐树朝夕相伴的女主人。



Fire on Water

海上烈火

Lee Maynard

本文记述了一次惊险而又英勇的抢险场面。这次救援活动的组织者格林是一个十足的英雄。在他的身上淋漓尽致地体现出大公无私，先人后己，临危不乱的英雄气概。他的果敢、智慧、谨慎以及巨大的感召力鼓舞和激励着他的队员和落难的钻井工人，步调一致，同仇敌忾，在相当危险的情况下，最终全部幸免于难，无一人伤亡。全文结构紧凑，真实贴切，在紧要关头，扣人心弦，引人入胜。文章记叙的这一次救险工作场面惊险，而表现出的人性确是积极、向上的。大难临头，阵脚不乱，大家都听从指挥，团结协作，也是这次救援成功的关键所在。万众一心，点石成金。





John Green squeezed his muscular six-foot frame into the door of the HH-65A Dolphin helicopter. The night air over the Gulf of Mexico was heavy, humid, and inside his wet suit he was sweating profusely. Down below, a mile away, was a huge oil rig burning like a torch in the blackness.

约翰·格林把自己健硕的六英尺的身躯塞进了HH-65A型海豚号直升机。夜晚的墨西哥湾上空，空气沉闷而又潮湿，他的衣服已经从里到外都湿透了。飞机下方一英里处，巨大的石油钻井平台犹如黑暗中的一把火炬，熊熊燃烧。

Coming home from a regular Coast Guard mission, the crew had intercepted a frantic radio message that 49 men were trapped on a platform 125 feet above the sea. The chopper had only a half load of fuel — but Green and the rest of the crew immediately headed to the rescue.

在完成一次海岸常规巡逻任务返航的途中，机组人员截获了一条杂乱的无线电信号，说49人正被困在距海面125英尺高的一处平台上。直升机只有一半燃料了，但是，格林和其他机组人员决定，立即前往营救。

Everything had been routine on the oil rig called Ocean Crusader the night of July 5, 2000. Six men from the night crew were working on the steel-grid deck just above the wellhead — the top end of the pipe that decked itself was jammed with metal sheds, railings, drilling gear and living quarters for dozens of roustabouts.

2000年7月5日夜，名为“海上十字军”的钻井平台上一切正常。六名夜班工人正在竖井（输油管道的最顶端）上方的钢栅甲板上干活，其上堆满了金属碎屑、栏杆、钻孔工具，以及工人们的日常用品。

But something unusual was happening — natural gas had silently seeped up the pipe from far below the earth to the wellhead. Then, somewhere, a spark was struck and there was a fiery blast. Men ran for cover, flames charged after them, alarms sounded, sleeping workers leapt from bunks. Fire hoses and extinguishers were deployed — but couldn't reach the source of the fire.

但是，意外的事情发生了——天然气已经悄无声息地沿着管道，从地下深处渗入竖井。接着，不知从哪里迸出个火星，顷刻间，剧烈的爆炸发生了。人们跑去救火，火势凶猛难挡，警报四起，熟睡的工人们从床上惊起。灭火水管、灭火器，全都拿来救火——但是，根本无法喷到火源。

At any moment the wellhead could explode again, engulfing the rig and everyone on it. And there was no stairway to the water, no boat waiting — no way off the rig.

竖井随时都有可能再次发生爆炸，将整个钻井平台和平台上的每一个人吞噬。而且，没有通往海面的阶梯，没有等在平台下的船只——总之，无路可逃。

Brian Moore, commander of the chopper, was only 38, but after more than 15 years of service he was thinking about a change. It wasn't the potential danger facing him every day that was promoting his thoughts. His wife was Panamanian, and their three kids hoped to start a new life down there. Right now, however, he had to concentrate on his present life and the present danger.

直升机机长布赖恩·穆尔只有38岁，但是，服役已超过15年的他，正考虑换个工作。倒不是每天面临的潜在危险让他动了这个念头。他的妻子是巴拿马人，三个孩子希望去那里开始新的生活。但是，现在，他必须全神贯注于眼前的任务，还有眼前的危险。

Moore was glad he had an experienced team with him. Coast Guard crews constantly rotate, but he and the guys with him tonight — John Green, the rescue swimmer; Mike Bouchard, the flight mechanics; and pilot Lt. Troy Beshears — had more than 50 years of search-and-rescue experience among them. They were careful men who carried pictures of their wives and children, not hotdogs just out of training.

穆尔庆幸自己拥有一支经验丰富的队伍。海岸巡逻队的队员一直在轮换，但今晚和他一起执行任务的队员——救生员约翰·格林，飞行机械师迈克·布沙尔，还有飞行员特洛伊·贝希尔斯——加起来总共有50多年的搜救经验。他们都是细致认真的人，随身带着妻儿的照片，绝非那些刚经过训练的新手可比。

As the chopper made its slow descend into the corona of heat, Green stared in astonishment. Fire blazed through the deck on one side of the rig. Heavy black smoke curled around a tangle of equipment and a crane that hung lifeless over the sea. Huddled near the tiny landing pad were dozens of workmen. Their faces were all turned skyward toward him — their faces were afraid.

当直升机缓缓地接近热浪时，格林被眼前的景象惊呆了。大火在钻井平台一侧的甲板上熊熊燃烧。从横七竖八的机器设备、还有那台悬在死寂海面上的起重机周围，冒出滚滚的黑烟。数十名工人缩在狭小的起降台周围，仰脸向空中、朝向他望着——每一张脸都充满了恐惧。

Green worried that getting so many off in time might be impossible. Even with a light load of fuel, the most the Dolphin could carry would be three passengers at a time.

格林担心，及时救出这么多人似乎不太可能。因为，即使只装少量的燃料，海豚号一次最多也只能承载三名乘客。

The Coast Guard rescues a lot of boats and fishermen, but it is not involved in many oil rig fires. The crew realized that big blazes create violent wind shifts that could flip a landing helicopter. What they didn't know was worse: Intense heat might weaken the landing pad, causing it to collapse under the weight of the Dolphin. Diesel, oxygen and acetylene tanks stored on the rig could explode and send metal ripping through the air like shrapnel. But danger or not, their duty was clear, and Moore told his crew, "We're going in."

海岸巡逻队营救过很多船只和渔民，但是，油井平台上的救火次数却不多。队员们意识到，大火产生的强大气流可能会把正在降落的直升机掀翻。但是，他们没想到还有更糟的：强劲的热浪会削弱起降平台的支撑力度，使之在海豚号着陆时坍塌。储存在钻井平台上的柴油机、氧气和乙炔容器都有可能爆炸，并将金属碎片像榴散弹一样掷向空中。但是，不论危险与否，他们的职责始终明确不移，穆尔向队员们说道，“我们要进去了。”

As Beshears, 38, eased the helicopter down, the frightened men below pressed closer. It looked like the whole mob might rush the chopper. If they did, the rotors — which sometimes dipped to five feet — would cut them apart.

当38岁的贝希尔斯减速下降时，平台上惊恐的人群挤得更紧了。看起来，整个人群都会向直升机冲过来。如果是这样的话，偶尔会降至距地面5英尺高度的螺旋桨会将他们劈碎。

The wheels touched, and the workmen surged forward. Immediately Green and Boushard leapt onto the deck; crouching, running low, they screamed, "Stop! Stop! We can't take all you guys at once!" To their amazement, the men halted.

轮子着陆了，工人们都涌向直升机。格林和布沙尔立即跳上平台，猫着腰低身跑过去，他们叫道，“停下！快停下！我们不能一次把你们全带走。”令格林和布沙尔吃惊的是，那些人停了下来。

Confronted by dozens of tense oil riggers with a fire at their backs, the crew knew they had to take as many at a time as possible. It was quickly decided that Green would stay behind, allowing one extra person to escape. He pointed at four roughnecks in front: "You guys come with me!" They ducked under the blades and scrambled through the cabin door, followed by Bouchard.

看着面前这群深陷火海的钻井工人，机组成员明白，他们必须每次尽量多带走几个人。格林立即决定留下，这样，就能多一个人脱身。他指着站在最前面的四个工人说：“你们跟我来。”他们迅速绕过桨叶，爬过机舱门，布沙尔跟在最后。

Green watched the helicopter lift away — and suppressed the empty feeling of being left behind. He had work to do controlling these tough, desperate men. But when he turned to face them, what he saw was almost made him laugh: a gang of big, rough-looking oil men wearing pajamas, boots, coveralls, and one, who stood six-foot-eight and weighed about 350 pounds, was sporting fuzzy bunny slippers. They were wearing whatever they had on hand when the alarm went off.

格林目送着直升机起飞——压抑着被留下的失落感。他还有活要干，必须稳住这群粗蛮又绝望的工人。但当他掉头转向他们时，眼前的一幕令他忍俊不禁：一伙高大、粗壮的石油工人穿着睡衣、长靴、连裤工作服，甚至还有一个六英尺八高、350磅重的大个头，竟然穿着一双毛绒绒的兔子拖鞋。他们都还穿着警报拉响前的衣服。

But they cooperated, trusting his professionalism. For his part, Green was worried about time and the chopper's capacity. He just told himself to maintain order and get these guys organized. "One, two, three, four!" he shouted. "You guys are next!"

但是，他们都很配合，对格林专业化的调度绝对信服。格林最担心的，是时间和直升机的运载量。他告诉自己专心维持秩序，把这些人按批排好。“一，二，三，四！”他喊道，“你们下一批走！”

In ten minutes the helicopter was back after dropping off the first four men on a nearby rig about nine miles away. Green jammed the next four on board. But at ten minutes per trip, plus at least one stop to refuel, it would take more than two-and-a-half hours to get everybody off, and the wellhead might blow at any time.

十分钟后，在把第一批的四名工人送到附近九英里外的一个钻井平台后，直升机又回来了。格林把另外四名工人塞进了直升机。但是，十分钟一个来回，再加上至少一分钟添加燃料，需要两个半小时以上才能把所有人带走。而竖井随时都可能爆炸。

Just then he heard a solid Louisiana voice crackle out of his radio. The captain of the crew boat Madeline McCall was volunteering to help. Within minutes the 130-foot-long boat from SEACOR Marine Inc. was rocking in swells 125 feet below the deck. But there was no ladder down to the boat.

就在这时，他的对讲机中传来浓重的路易斯安娜口音。马德林·麦考尔航船的船长愿意提供帮助。几分钟后，SEACOR海运公司这艘130英尺长的航船已候在钻井平台下方125英尺处汹涌的海面上。但是，没有梯子能降到船上。

The crane might provide a solution. Soon Green had four men at a time clinging to a ring net, which looked like a string purse, being lowered 12 stories to the rolling boat. In the glare of firelight, he ran between the swinging crane and the incoming helicopter, thrusting tense men into the net or through the chopper's door.

起重机也许能解决这个问题。格林当下决定，每批四名工人，抓住一个环网，就像一只用绳子编成的钱包，下降12层楼的高度，到达颠簸的船上。在冲天的火光中，格林在摇摆的起重机和返回的直升机之间来回奔跑，把紧张的工人们塞入环网或推上飞机。

The remaining workers began "powering down" the rig for the arrival of firefighters — turning off anything that might cause a spark. Without power, the landing pad would be dark, the crane and foam sprayers useless. The fire would burn out of control, increasing the possibility of another explosion.

为了给即将到来的消防员做好准备，剩下的工人们开始“关闭”钻井平台——关闭任何可能产生火花的机器。没有了电力，起降台一片漆黑，起重机和泡沫灭火器也失灵了。火势将渐渐失去控制，增大了再次爆炸的可能性。

On his next trip, Beshears whipped the helicopter toward the safety of the nearby rig, realizing too late that he was coming in too fast. To avoid slamming into the pad, he over-revved one engine. Normally this meant the chopper had to be grounded — but this was not a normal situation. There were still people on the burning rig, including his friend Green. In spite of the "cooked" engine, the crew decided to keep flying.

在接下来的一次接送任务中，贝希尔斯驾驶着直升机火速冲向附近安全的钻井平台，当他意识到速度过快时已为时过晚。为了避免撞上平台，他超速提拉直升机引擎。在正常情况下，这意味着直升机必须着陆——但现在是非常时刻。还有人在燃烧着的平台上，包括他的朋友格林。尽管引擎已“烧得”发烫，队员们还是决定继续飞行。

Green stood at the railing — his back to the flames, smoke boiling around him — and took account. Twelve men had been lifted out by his chopper; 36 were taken off by the boat. That left only him and the crane operator to be rescued.

格林站在栏杆旁——背后是熊熊的火焰，四周是滚滚的浓烟——他在考虑、在斟酌。直升机救走了12个人，航船带走了36个人。现在，只剩下他和起重机司机等待救援。

Just then Green's radio went dead. Rushing into a crew shack to find a spare, he was met by the crane operator and two other men he hadn't seen before. They had been powering down equipment inside. Green grabbed a new radio and the four of them hurried to the edge of the deck, trying to shield themselves from the incredible heat.

就在这时，格林的对讲机突然失灵了。当他冲进一间工人房寻找多余的对讲机时，他遇到了起重机司机和另外两名他不曾见到过的工人。他们一直在里面关闭设备。格林抓起一部对讲机，四个人冲到平台的边缘，努力躲开热浪。

A few moments later Green got a message from another Coast Guard helicopter. Its crew had also learned of the rig fire and was on its way.

片刻之后，格林从另一架海岸巡逻直升机上收到信号，他们也得知了钻井平台的火灾事故，正火速向这里赶过来。

The four trapped men watched the big machine descend through swirling smoke, its landing lights flaring in kaleidoscopic patterns. As it touched down, Green hustled the three workers forward and watched them dive through the cabin door.

被困的四人注视着巨大的机身从翻滚的浓烟中降下来，起落灯就像万花筒般一闪一闪。直升机一着陆，格林便拥着三名工人向前走去，看着他们钻进了舱门。

Then the pilot spoke the words Green feared: "We can't take all of you guys. We've got a full load of gas." Green would have to stay behind. In seconds the helicopter was gone — and he was alone.

飞行员说了句格林最怕听到的话：“我们不能把你们都带走，油加得太满了。”格林不得不留下。几秒钟后，直升机消失了——只剩下他一个人。

And then in the distance he saw lights. Still more than a mile away, he recognized the lights of a chopper racing toward the rig. He was sure that his crew was coming for him.

这时，他看到了远处的灯光。在一英里开外，一架直升机的灯光正朝着钻井平台飞来。他肯定，是队员们来救他了。

At that point a giant fireball exploded through the deck of the rig and engulfed the entire structure in a blistering cloud of flame.

刹那间，一个巨大的火球在钻井平台上蹿起，一阵灼热的火焰吞噬了整个平台。

Beshears and Moore couldn't see the pad on the unlighted tower — it could be shattered, spears of metal jutting everywhere. They could hit the edge and flip into the sea. The risk of trying to land in total darkness was enormous. At that moment they heard John Green yelling on the radio. "If you guys are going to pick me up, you need to get down here now!"

没有灯塔的照明，贝希尔斯和穆尔无法看到起降台——它可能被炸开花，到处都突起着长矛似的金属碎片。他们可能会一头撞上去，然后，弹入大海。在漆黑一片中降落，其危险程度不可估量。正在那时，他们听到约翰·格林从对讲机中吼道：“你们要是想来接我，现在就在这里降落！”

"John," Moore radioed, "I don't know if we're going to make it down there. You might have to think about jumping!"

“约翰，”穆尔说，“我不知道我们是否下得来，你可能得考虑跳了！”

"What? Are you nuts?" Green thought, knowing there was little chance of surviving the 125-foot fall, and less chance of finding a body in the dark water even if he did.

“什么？你疯了吗？”格林心想，他知道下落125英尺还能生还的可能性微乎其微，而即使他真跳了，要想在漆黑的海水中找到他，几乎是不可能的。

But apparently they hadn't given up on him. Despite the danger, the helicopter kept coming straight toward the unlighted pad. Bouchard was hanging out the door looking for a safe spot. Seeing it at the last second, he shouted, "I've got it!" as the chopper touched down onto the burnt steel grid.

但是很明显，他们并没有放弃他。尽管十分危险，直升机仍朝着漆黑的起降台径直飞来。布沙尔挂在机舱外，探寻一个安全的降落点。最后关头，他终于看到了，“我找到了！”他大叫着，直升机轻轻落在烧焦了的钢栅上。

The aircraft shuddered, and at the controls Beshears thought he had landed too hard. But it was the weight of the 200-pound Green diving through the open door. The pilot lifted away immediately.

直升机抖了一下，呆在控制室的贝希尔斯还以为是自己降落得太猛了。但是，这个震动是体重200磅的格林带来的，他一头冲进了打开的舱门。直升机立刻起飞。

Collapsing against the bulkhead, Green took stock. He felt scorched, totally exhausted and utterly amazed that he had survived.

瘫倒在防水壁上，格林审视着自己。他觉得自己被烤焦了，精疲力竭，万分惊讶自己居然幸免于难。

In fact, the entire rescue was utterly amazing. Fifty-one workers were evacuated without death or injury. And for their heroic efforts, Moore, Beshears, Bouchard and Green were awarded the Distinguished Flying Cross. Green's summation of the action has the discreet irony of a professional: "Fear," he says, "reminds you that you're still alive."

事实上，整个营救活动都是令人惊讶的。51名工人全部获救，没有任何伤亡。为表彰他们的英勇行为，穆尔、贝希尔斯、布沙尔和格林被授予杰出飞行员十字勋章。格林用一种专业的、富于哲理的反语对这次行动作了总结陈词：“恐惧，”他说：“恐惧提醒着你：你还活着。”





佳句拾零

英语中惯用词语的搭配，即词组来表达意义。词组形式简洁，却意义丰富，须在特定的语境中辨析它的意义。文中的两处对于词组的使用较为精彩。

1. Green stood at the railing — his back to the flames, smoke boiling around him — and took account.

格林站在栏杆旁——背后是熊熊的火焰，四周是滚滚的浓烟——他在考虑，在斟酌。

文中take account，这一词组与take account of（v. 考虑）相似，与之类似的还有take into account指考虑；顾及，即，To take into consideration；allow for。

take account of (=take into account) 考虑，斟酌，计及

take an account of（把……列表，把……登账）

take no account of（对……不予考虑；对……不予重视）

2. Collapsing against the bulkhead, Green took stock.

瘫倒在防水壁上，格林审视着自己。

此句中，take stock这一词组表示：清点存货，清理，审查，鉴定（of）。

其他与之类似的还有take [put] stock in 买……的股票；和……发生关系；重视，信任。

以及take stock of 估量，观察。

词组的组合比较丰富，形式多样。在文章中，结合语境，细细体味其含义，才可获得正确的信息。



If I Can't Have You, Nobody Will

如果我得不到你，没有人可以得到你

Anita Bartholomew

爱情是美好的，但是，爱情一旦变得扭曲、变得畸形，带来的只会是一场灾难。本文讲述的便是一个当天使遇到魔鬼后发生的故事。劳拉是一位人见人爱的妙龄少女，当她与控制欲极强的安德森坠入情网后，就注定将要面临一场可怕的灾难。当原本在劳拉眼中风度翩翩的男人，渐渐暴露出欲将劳拉像财产一样据为己有的本来面目后，劳拉想要中止他们之间的交往。这激怒了安德森，他扬言称，If I can't have you，nobody will. 这可不是一时的气话或口头的威胁，在几番软泡硬磨、死缠烂打仍无法让劳拉回心转意之后，安德森将劳拉挟持至荒郊野外，向她连开三枪后，扬长而去。与此同时，警方也调动大量人员，开始广泛的搜救工作。事态会如何发展？安德森最终能否被绳之以法？让我们一起跟随作者的步履，一览整个事件的始末吧。





The breeze streaming through the open car windows made Laura Kucera's long blond hair dance as she pulled up at her friend Sara Tello's house. October 1, 1994, was a picture-perfect Saturday in the northeastern Nebraska town of Wakefield. While Sara's baby brother and sister played in the front yard, the two young women sat in the sun, engrossed in small talk. Then Laura noticed a white pickup coming down the street.

当劳拉·库塞拉把车停在好友萨拉·特略的家门口时，习习微风穿过开着的车窗，令劳拉金色的长发更显飘逸。1994年的10月1日，在内布拉斯加州东北部的韦克菲尔德镇是一个美好如画的星期六。萨拉年幼的弟弟、妹妹在前院玩耍，两位妙龄女郎沐浴着阳光，坐在那儿兴致勃勃地聊着天。就在那时，劳拉注意到一辆白色小货车沿着大街驶向这里。

As the stuck stopped, she saw the scowling, muscled man with the mustache. "Oh, God, it's him," she gasped, recognizing Brian Anderson, the six-foot-four, 240-pound ex-boyfriend, who has been stalking and terrorizing her for three months.

货车停下后，劳拉看见了那个肌肉发达，留着一撮胡子的怒气冲冲的男人。“噢，上帝啊，是他，”她喘着气说道。她认出来人正是她身高六英尺四，体重240磅的前男友布莱恩·安德森。在过去的三个月里，他一直在跟踪并恐吓她。

"Come and talk to me a minute," he pleaded. Panicked, Laura dashed into the house, grabbed the phone and dialed the emergency number. Seconds later, she realized with horror that Anderson had followed her in. As she slowly placed the phone back in its cradle, the two toddlers, drawn inside by the commotion, saw Anderson and started crying. Laura allowed him to lead her back outside.

“到这儿来，跟我谈谈，”他央求道。劳拉心中充满了恐惧，飞奔着冲进屋子，抓起话筒就拨急救电话号码。顷刻间，她意识到安德森早已尾随入室，这令她一阵毛骨悚然。她缓缓地把电话听筒放回机座上，那两个蹒跚学步的孩子闻声进屋，看见安德森后害怕得直哭。劳拉只得跟着安德森回到屋外。

"All I'm asking is for you to talk to me," Anderson cajoled. Then, quick as a striking snake, his hand shot out and grabbed her arm. "Sara, get the police!" Laura screamed.

“我只是想让你陪我说说话。”安德森哄骗道。接着，他的手伸了出来，快如出击的游蛇，一把拽住了她的手臂。“萨拉，快报警！”劳拉尖叫起来。

As Sara stood paralyzed with fear, her mother and 19-year-old brother, Mike, came racing out of the house. Holding Laura with one arm, Anderson backed to his truck and pulled out a pistol. "This is none of your business," he said coldly. "Get back in the house!"

萨拉被这场面给吓住了，她的母亲和19岁的兄弟迈克奔出了屋子。拽着劳拉的一只胳膊，安德森退回到他的小货车旁，掏出一把手枪。“这不关你们的事，”他冷冷地说道。“回你们的屋子去！”

Frightened, Mike and Sara retreated. Anderson tucked the gun in his belt and shoved Laura into the truck. When 18-year-old Laura first met Brian Anderson in April 1994, she was captivated by his charm. Brian, 22, opened doors for her and bought her flowers. He conversed with her biologist-turned-farmer dad.

迈克和萨拉害怕地退了回去。安德森把手枪插在皮带上，把劳拉推进小货车。1994年4月，当18岁的劳拉第一次遇见布莱恩·安德森时，她完全被他的魅力迷住了。22岁的布莱恩会为她开门，送她鲜花。他还常常与她由生物学家改行当农民的父亲聊天。

But Anderson's adoration quickly turned to obsession and a desire to control Laura. He'd "bump into" her friends and warn them against keeping dates with her. He'd wait for Laura until she got off work at a nearby chicken farm and insist she come with him. Uncomfortable with his demands, Laura tried to taper off their time together. But the more she tried to pull away, the more hostile Anderson became.

但安德森的爱慕很快变成死缠烂打以及对劳拉的控制欲。他会“碰巧遇见”她的朋友们，并警告他们不许与她“保持亲近”。他会一直等劳拉从附近的养鸡场下班，一定要她跟他走。劳拉对他的发号施令极不自在，试图减少他们在一起的时间。但她越是想摆脱，安德森的敌意就越浓。

The night in July when she told him she no longer wanted to see him, Anderson became enraged. Putting a shotgun to her head, he said, "If I can't have you, nobody will." After the longest minute of Laura's life, he lowered the gun. Trembling with fear and anger, she fled.

7月的一个晚上，当劳拉对他说不想再与他见面时，安德森发怒了。他把手枪对准劳拉的脑袋，说道：“如果我得不到你，没有人可以得到你。”在劳拉度过了她生命中最难熬的一刻后，安德森把枪放下了。恐惧与气愤使劳拉颤抖着，她逃走了。

Anderson began stalking her. He repeatedly called her late at night, threatening to torch her family's farmhouse unless she agreed to meet him. Hoping to scare him off, Laura filed an order of protection against him.

此后，安德森开始跟踪她。他时不时地会在深夜打电话给她，威胁说除非她答应与他见面，不然，就一把火烧了她家的农舍。期望能把他吓退，劳拉向法院提出保护请求。

Yet a month later, when Laura again rebuffed his pleas to renew their relationship, Anderson grabbed her by the throat and put a pistol to her head. She watched his finger slowly tighten on the trigger; then she shut her eyes — only to hear the impotent click of an unloaded gun. "See how easy it would be?" he whispered in her ear.

然而一个月后，当劳拉再次拒绝安德森重修旧好的请求时，安德森掐住了她的脖子，把手枪对准了她的脑袋。她看见他的手指一点点扣紧扳机；这时，她闭上了眼睛——只听得空壳子枪发出一记无力的“咔嗒”声。“看见没有，这有多容易？”他在她的耳边小声说。

When a police officer witnessed the two together—a violation of her protection order — Anderson was given 30 days in jail. But two days after release, he ran Laura's car off the road and held her prisoner for several hours. It was two days later when he dragged her into his truck at Sara Tello's home.

当一位警官瞧见他俩在一块儿——这违反了法院的保护指令——安德森受到了30天的监禁。但就在释放后的第二天，他把她的车开离了大道，并把她囚禁了几个小时。两天后，在萨拉·特略家里他把劳拉拖上了他的小货车。

Gunning his engine, Anderson zigzagged through a maze of winding, deserted roads deep into the country. Well-tended fields of corn and beans gave way to stretches of grassland and forest. Laura had no idea where they were, but she was acutely aware of Anderson's gun. Out here, no one would hear a shot, she thought. A chill traveled through her, but she commanded herself to stay calm. Eventually, he would have to stop. Then she would run for it.

安德森发动引擎，驾着车子曲折穿行在乡间迷宫般蜿蜒僻静的道路上。精耕细作的玉米地和豆角地渐渐地被草地和树林所取代。劳拉此刻不知他们来到了哪里，可是，她却强烈意识到安德森的那支手枪。来到这么偏远的地方，没人会听见枪响，她想。一股寒气侵袭了她的全身，但她硬是让自己保持镇静。最终，他总会住手的。到那时，她就可以逃跑了。

As they crossed a paved highway, she saw a sign in the distance: Macy — 6 miles. Now she knew where they were—on the Omaha Indian reservation, about 50 miles southeast of Wakefield. They bounced along a rutted back road through trees and tall grass. Finally, at the crest of a wooded bluff overlooking the Missouri River, Anderson pulled over and yanked Laura out of the truck.

当他们穿过一条高速公路的时候，她看见了远处的一块指示牌：马西——6英里。现在，她知道他们所处的位置了——韦克菲尔德东南大约50英里的奥马哈印第安人居留地。他们沿着一条车轮压出的路颠簸地穿行在树林和高草丛中。最终，他们来到顶高俯瞰密苏里河的长满树木的悬崖。安德森把车驶到一边，一把将劳拉从小货车里拽了出来。

"Look," Anderson said, "I just want to talk." She had provoked him, he said, but he was willing to forget and starting fresh. Things would be different, he promised.

“你瞧，”安德森说道，“我只不过想跟你谈谈。”她激怒了他，他说，但他愿意忘记这一切，然后，重新开始。他保证说，一切都会有所不同。

Laura pretended to pay attention, but barely heard him. Then she saw it: the truck! He'd left the driver's door open. She knew he often left the keys in the ignition.

劳拉装出认真在意的模样，但压根儿没在听他说。突然，她瞧见了：那辆小货车！驾驶座的门开着。她知道他经常把钥匙插在点火装置上。

When Anderson turned slightly to look out over the forest, Laura decided this was her chance. Sprinting to the pickup, she slammed the door behind her and banged down the door locks. Her heart hammered in her throat as she felt for the key. It wasn't in the ignition!

当安德森微微侧转身子，远眺那片森林时，劳拉确定这是她的机会。她飞快地奔向小货车，猛地关上车门并全部锁上。在她摸索着那把钥匙的时候，她本来已提到喉咙口的心受到一击。钥匙没有插在点火装置上！

Through the window, she saw Anderson saunter over. Coolly he pulled the keys out of him jeans pockets, unlocked the driver's door, shoved Laura to the other seat and started up. He drove about half a mile before stopping at a meadow.

透过车窗，她看见安德森慢悠悠地踱过来。他冷冷地从牛仔裤的口袋里掏出那串钥匙，打开驾驶室的门，把劳拉推到另一边的座位上，然后，发动了汽车。他开了大约半英里的路，然后，停在一片草地旁。

"I can see you're not going to change your mind," he said, sighing. "But can't we still be friends?"

“我发现你并不打算改变主意，”他说道，叹了口气。“但我们还能做朋友吗？”

Seething, frightened and exhausted, Laura cold no longer hide her feelings. "Brian," she blurted, "I'd rather die than be friends with you."

此时的劳拉已怒不可遏，恐惧害怕又精疲力竭，她再也无法掩饰自己的感情。“布莱恩，”她脱口而出，“要我做你的朋友，还不如让我去死。”

He stared at her coldly. "Then I guess," he said, "You'd better start running."

他冷冰冰地瞪着她。“若是这样，我想，”他说道，“你现在应该撒开腿跑了。”

For a split second she froze. Then the instinct for survival took over, and she vaulted out of the truck. Running into the field, she heard Anderson get out behind her and slam the door.

刹那间，她在那儿呆住了。接着，强烈的求生欲占据了她整个思想，她从货车里一跃而出，飞奔入草地。她听见安德森也跟着下了车，并重重地关上了车门。

For a moment, she heard nothing more. He isn't following, she thought with relief. Then she heard a blast, and a bullet ripped through her shoulder. Keep running, she told herself. He can't get you if you keep going. She heard another shot and felt it pierce the back of her neck.

她有一会儿没听见什么动静了。“他没有跟来，”她想，才松了一口气。紧接着，她听见一声枪响，一粒子弹从她的肩头穿过。她不停地跑，她对自己说，一直在跑的话，他就没法瞄准你了。她听见了另一声枪响，感觉子弹穿入了后颈。

He was coming after her now. "Faster ... faster!" She commanded her rubbery legs. "You won't get away with this," she swore to herself. "I won't let you beat me."

他开始向她逼近。“快……再快些！”她对自己机械的双腿命令道。她发誓，“你不会逍遥法外的，我不会让你战胜我！”

He was gaining on her. Suddenly, he was so close she could hear him panting. "You had this coming," he rasped. A third shot rang out, hitting her in the back of the head. Laura Kucera feel face first into the hard-packed earth, two bullets in her head.

他快要追上她了。一瞬间，他已近到可以听见喘息声了。“这都是你自找的，”他粗声说道。第三发子弹穿膛而出，击中了她的后脑勺。劳拉·库塞拉头部中了两枪，脸朝下倒在压得结结实实的地上。

Anderson had a police scanner in his pickup. As he drove back toward Wakefield, he learned that the Dixon County Sheriff's department had begun a manhunt for him. He devised a plan. Stopping at a phone, he called the sheriff's office and told them he had heard they were looking for him, and that he wanted to cooperate. He had dropped Laura off in South Sioux City, and now he had no idea where she was.

警方曾在安德森的小货车上安置了一台扫描器。在他回到韦克菲尔德后，得知迪克森县警察局已开始了对他的追捕行动。于是，他心生一计。找了个电话，致电警察局，称他听说他们正在找他，他愿意与他们合作。他让劳拉在南苏城下了车，他也不知道现在她在哪儿。

Later that night, preparing to question Anderson, county deputy sheriff Donnie Taylor recalled hearing stories of Anderson's earlier threats, abductions and assaults. "How had this monster been allowed to terrorize the poor girl unchallenged?" He wondered. The father of four, he was overcome with foreboding for Laura.

那天晚上，准备对安德森进行审问的副警长唐尼·泰勒想起曾听说安德森有恐吓、劫持和殴打的前科。“这头禽兽怎么能够肆无忌惮地威胁那位可怜的姑娘而逍遥法外呢？”他想道。已有四个孩子的他，对劳拉有一种不祥的预感。

After advising Anderson of his right, the soft-spoken deputy got straight to the point. "What did you do to Laura, Brain?"

在向安德森交代了有关他的权利方面的事宜后，这位说话柔声细气的副警长直接点题地问道：“布莱恩，你对劳拉到底干了些什么？”

The young man smiled amiably. "I didn't do anything to her, I swear. We drove around for a while, and then Laura asked me if I would drop her at Hardee's in South Sioux City. That was about 8:15."

年轻人友善地笑了。“我对她什么也没干，我发誓。我们开车兜了一会儿，然后，劳拉问我是否能让她在南苏城的哈迪下车。那时大约是8:15。”

Taylor smiled back. "Brian, I don't want to say you're a liar, but that Hardee's is where police hang out on their breaks. No one saw her. Now, you want to tell me where you really took her?"

泰勒也对他笑了笑。“布莱恩，我不想说你是个骗子，但哈迪是州警方一有空就去巡逻的地方。没人看见过她。现在，你能告诉我你到底把她带到哪里去了？”

Rage flared briefly behind Anderson's smile. "I think I'd better talk to a lawyer first," he said. "That's my right, isn't it?"

安德森的微笑背后出现了一丝怒意。“我想我最好先与律师谈谈，”他说道。“这是我的权利，不是吗？”

Monday morning, state police investigator Doug Johnson was getting ready for work when his wife called to him. "Doug, did you hear? Someone has been abducted at gunpoint in Wakefield."

星期一早上，在州探长道格·约翰逊正准备工作的时候，他的妻子给他打来了电话。“道格，你听说了吗？韦克菲尔德有人在枪口胁迫下遭绑架了。”

As soon as he got to state police headquarters in South Sioux City, he phoned Donnie Taylor. The two men had worked together several times over the years, and respected and liked each other.

他一到南苏城州警局总部，便打电话给唐尼·泰勒。在过去的几年里，这两个人已合作了好几次，彼此都钦慕对方。

Johnson agreed to help, and Taylor filled him in. Laura, carried off at gunpoint, had been missing for three days. There was no real question in either officer's mind: Anderson had killed her. Their first obligation, they agreed, was to find Laura's body and put an end to her family's horrible wait.

约翰逊答应帮忙，于是泰勒向他提供了相关的情况。被用枪劫持的劳拉已经失踪三天了。在这两位警官的头脑中，有一点是不容质疑的：安德森杀害了她。他们一致认为，当前的首要任务就是找到劳拉的尸体，让她的家人结束这场可怕而又焦急的等待。

Taylor and Johnson met with Anderson's attorney, Douglas Luebe. With hunting and harvest seasons coming soon, they reminded him, it would be only a matter of time before someone found Laura Kucera. It would be better for Anderson if he agreed to lead police to her now.

泰勒和约翰逊与安德森的律师道格拉斯·卢贝会了面。他们提醒律师说，打猎和收获的季节就要到来，因此，找到劳拉只是早晚的事。安德森最好现在就带警方去找她。

Meanwhile, witness had told police that after the kidnapping Anderson's truck had headed north. In that direction, they deduced, the most likely place he would have taken her was a remote wood near the Anderson family farm.

同时，目击者向警方报告说，绑架发生后，安德森的小货车向北面开去。从方向上推断，他最可能带她去的地方是安德森家农场附近的某处偏僻的丛林。

An eight-man search team began its grim chore on Tuesday circles — and kept watch for vultures. They were also alert for tracks of coyotes and foxes that might lead to the body. It was hard, discouraging work, but the men refused to rest. As darkness fell, however, there was still no sign for Laura.

星期二一大早，一支八人组成的搜寻小组开始了不屈不挠的苦苦搜寻。他们肩并肩地前行，将搜寻范围不断扩大——同时，还要留心秃鹫。对土狼和狐狸的脚印也要提高警惕，因为，这些脚印可能会指引他们找到尸体。这是一件艰苦又容易令人灰心的工作，但所有工作人员都不肯停歇。然而，当黑幕降临时，仍旧没有劳拉的任何线索。

When the search team arrived back at the county sheriff's office in Ponca, they were met by a police forensic expert. "He's ready to confess," the man said.

当搜寻小组回到在旁加的县警署时，他们遇见了警署的法律专家，他说：“他打算招供了。”

Anderson's lawyer and the Dixon County Attorney reached a tentative deal. In exchange for leading searchers to Laura's body, Anderson would plead guilty to second-degree murder. That carried a lighter sentence — ten years to life — than the mandatory — without — parole he would receive if convicted of kidnapping.

安德森的律师与迪克森县的律师检察官达成初步协议。安德森带搜寻小组去找劳拉的尸体，以此换得二级谋杀的判决。该罪名将使他受到10年监禁的判罚，比起若被确认为绑架罪而强制实行的不准假释的终身监禁，这可要轻得多。

Laura's parents, Mary and David Kucera, arrived soon after the investigators. Ashen-faced, they leaned on each other for strength while the district attorney told them about the possible plea bargain. Under the agreement, he cautioned, Anderson could be back on the street after serving just five years-half the minimum term. If Anderson was going to pay fully for his crimes, the D. A had to refuse the deal.

劳拉的父母玛丽和戴维·库塞拉在调查员到达后不久赶到。他俩面如土灰，相互搀扶着听地方律师讲述可能的认罪辩诉协议。他提醒道，一旦达成协议，安德森在服刑5年（最短刑期的半数）后，便又能在街上招摇过市了。如果要让安德森为他的罪行得到应有的惩罚，地方律师则将拒绝这一协议。

David choked back tears. "Take the deal," he said. "I just want my little girl back." Mary agreed.

戴维强忍住泪水，说道：“成交。”玛丽也说：“我只想要我的女儿回来。”

The lawyers quickly finalized the plea agreement, and Anderson confessed that he had shot Laura Kucera. Her body was in a meadow near Macy. Johnson and Taylor looked at each other in surprise. Macy was southeast, at least 50 miles from the area they had been searching.

律师们立刻完成认罪辩诉协议，于是安德森招认，他谋杀了劳拉·库塞拉。她的尸体在马西附近的草地上。约翰逊和泰勒诧异地相互对视。马西在他们展开搜寻工作的地方往东南方向至少50英里。

Within minutes, more than a dozen law-enforcement officers were driving into the night toward the crime scene. On directions from Anderson, handcuffed in the back of Taylor's red four-wheel drive, they pulled up to the meadow at about 11:15 p.m.

几分钟后，数十名警员在茫茫夜色中驱车驶向案发现场。安德森被铐在泰勒红色四轮车的后座上，在他的指引下，他们在夜里11:15左右到达那片草地。

Johnson and the others fanned out and formed a line. Their heavy flashlights swept over the ground, casting eerie shadows that made the brush appear to sway.

约翰逊和他的同事们呈扇形拉开，排成一条长线。电筒放出的强光在地面上来回扫荡，投射出阴森森的黑影，使整个丛林看上去像是在摇摆。

There she was!

她在那儿！

Johnson's heart leapt into his throat as he caught sight of Laura's body, 20 feet from the road in a hollow depression under two tall elms. She was lying on her back, her right leg coked up. Her red windbreaker and long blond hair were shinning like bright flags in the darkness.

当约翰逊看见劳拉的尸体时，他的心都跳到嗓子眼了。劳拉的尸体就在离大路20英尺处、两棵大榆树下的坑里。她朝天躺着，右腿微微蜷起。红色的防风夹克和一头长长的金发，犹如鲜艳的旗帜在黑暗中闪烁。

The officers moved methodically toward the body, making sure they did not disturb the crime scene. Out of the corner of his eye, Johnson thought he saw Laura's leg shift position. Startled, he tripped, then caught himself. Just shadows caused by the flashlights, he guessed.

警官们井然有序地走向尸体，以确保不破坏犯罪现场。约翰逊眼角的余光扫到劳拉的腿似乎变换了姿势。一惊吓，他摔倒了。随后，他控制住自己的情绪。这不过是手电筒投射出的影子在作怪，他猜想。

Then he saw movement again. "My God!" he screamed. "She's alive!"

但他又看见劳拉动弹了一下。“天啊！”他大叫，“她还活着！”

Stunned to a halt, the men stared wide-eyes at one another. Then they heard a faint moan. Quickly recovering, they raced to her in a wave, whooping and hollering. "She's alive!"

猛地一惊，人们停下来，瞪大两眼相互望着。这时传来微弱的呻吟声。人们迅速地回过神来，拥到她跟前，大叫，“她还活着！”

Johnson and Taylor knelt beside her. Johnson stroked her hair and the girl groaned, seemingly in acknowledgement. "It's okay, Laura," Taylor said softly.

约翰逊和泰勒在她身旁蹲了下来。约翰逊用手抚摸着她的头发，女孩发出呻吟，像是做出回应。“没事了，劳拉，”泰勒轻柔地说。

While they called for a medical emergency helicopter, Johnson walked back to the four-wheel drive where Anderson and his lawyer sat waiting.

他们在呼叫急救直升机时，约翰逊朝那辆四轮车走去，安德森和他的律师还坐在那儿等着。

"Luebe," he said cheerfully, "I hate to tell you, but your plea agreement is in the toilet. Laura is alive!"

“卢贝”，他欢快地说道：“我很遗憾地告诉你，你的认罪辩护协议现在已一文不值，劳拉她还活着！”

The young woman was airlifted to the Marian Health Center in nearby Sioux City, Iowa. With two bullets lodged in her head, doctors weren't certain Laura would ever regain consciousness. But her body temperature, for some unknown reason, had dropped only to 35 degree Celsius (35℃). She wasn't nearly as dehydrated as she ought to have been after being exposed to cold and rain through four nights, nor did she seem to have lost much blood. Doctors were astonished.

直升机将这位年轻女孩送到衣阿华州苏城附近的玛丽安康复中心。劳拉的头部留有两颗子弹，医生们也没有把握她是否能重新恢复意识。但不知什么原因，她的体温只下降至35℃，在寒冷和雨水中暴露了四天四夜，却没有造成本应出现的脱水状态，而且，她似乎失血也不多。医生们都对此感到不可思议。

Whether it was all the prayers that had been offered up for her or her own strength and courage, Laura continued to surprise doctors as she recovered her ability to speak and then to walk. She was released from the hospital on November 19, 1994, a month earlier than predicted.

不知是所有那些为她所作的祈祷灵验了，还是她自身的力量和勇气在起作用，劳拉的语言能力及而后的行走能力的康复不断地让医生吃惊。1994年11月19日，她比预计提前一个月出院了。

Still, doctors doubted she would ever be the same as before. And then was what Brian Anderson was counting on. After his plea bargain for second-degree murder was foiled by Laura's miraculous survival, he pleaded not guilty to kidnapping and attempted murder charges, hoping that Laura, the only eyewitness to the shooting, would be too badly braindamaged to testify — or too intimidated to try.

然而，医生们仍然担心她是否能恢复到原来的状况。这一切正是布莱恩·安德森所指望的。由于劳拉奇迹般地幸存下来，安德森请求判处二级谋杀的认罪辩护协议夭折了。于是，他申辩称自己对绑架和蓄意谋杀的指控不承担罪责。他料想作为枪杀案的惟一目击证人，劳拉会因大脑受到重创而无法出庭作证——或是不敢出庭作证。

But Laura Kucera surprised him too. On March 3, 1995, she entered a lawyer's office and sat across the table from Anderson. Coldly, he tried to stare her down, but she would not be bullied. Facing him, she recounted the details of his terror campaign in slow, sometimes broken words, but with unbroken spirit.

但劳拉·库塞拉也令他吃了一惊。1995年3月3日，她走进了律师办公室，坐在安德森的桌对面。他用冰冷的眼光逼视着她，但她并没有被吓倒。面对安德森，她详细叙述了他的一系列预谋的暴行，语调缓慢，时断时续，但是，在这语调中却隐含着不屈的精神。

Realizing that she had defeated him, Anderson changed his plea to guilty on four felony counts, including attempted murder. In May 1995 he was sentenced to not less than 85 years in prison.

安德森意识到劳拉击败了他，于是，他对包括蓄意谋杀的四项重罪表示服罪，1995年5月，法院判处他至少85年的监禁。

Laura Kucera had made good her vow not to let him get away with his crimes.

劳拉·库塞拉实现了不让他逍遥法外的誓言。





译途静思

在英语表达中，时常会出现形象词汇。翻译时，是应保留原有的形象，还是将其淡化甚至改变呢？先来看一个例子。Rats desert a falling house. 从意思上来看，汉语中也有一个与之相近的习语：树倒猢狲散。似乎巧妙、贴切，其实不然。Rats变成了“猢狲”，house也改作了“树”，差异是显而易见的。目前，普遍认为将上句译作“屋倒鼠搬家”更为妥当、准确。可见，在翻译中，我们更赞同保留形象的观点。现从文中择两例，以作进一步的说明。

1. Then, quick as a striking snake, his hand shot out and grabbled her arm.

接着，他的手伸了出来，快如出击的游蛇，一把拽住了她的手臂。

2. Gunning his engine, Anderson zigzagged through a maze of winding, deserted roads deep into the country.

安德森发动引擎，驾车曲折穿行在乡间迷宫般蜿蜒僻静的道路上。

以上两个例句中，我们很容易会发现两个形象词汇，即snake和maze。在翻译中，应保留这两个形象，将“游蛇”、“迷宫”翻译出来。

当然，翻译是一种遗憾的艺术。在有些情况下，译者即使尽了最大的努力，也无法完全将原文中的形象还原出来。

翻译家奈达就曾指出5种须改变形式的情况：

·直译会导致意义上的错误时；

·引入外来语形成语义空白，读者可能会自己填入错误的意义时；

·形式对等引起严重的意义晦涩时；

·形式对等引起作者原意所没有的歧义时；

·形式对等违反译入语的语法或文体规范时。

此乃后话也。


三　寻亲之路



I Once Was Lost

我一度迷失

Antwone Quenton Fisher

我们常说：“失去过才会懂得珍惜和拥有。”本文作者从小就失去了父母，在政府的监护下长大成人，其间受尽凌辱、饱尝痛苦。16岁那年就被养母赶出家门，过起了流浪生活。与此同时，作者又迷失在身世不明的困扰和被父母遗弃的创伤中。一次偶然的机会，作者找到了自己的亲属，并意外地见到了自己的母亲，还最终将自己的人生故事搬上了银幕。作者漫长的寻亲过程，不仅是一个寻找双亲、亲戚的过程，更是一个寻找自我、发现自我的过程。文中最后一句“And she'll understand why, after spending so long finding a family, it's difficult for me to be separated from her or her mother for even one night.”可以让我们体会到，作者在一度迷失后，学会珍惜自己所拥有的幸福的一种心境。全文语言较为平实，但正是从这种朴素的语言中，我们才可以透视出人生的一些哲理。





I began writing the story of my life when I was just a security guard at Sony Pictures Entertainment in Los Angeles. It was my first screenplay, so I labored long and hard on it, writing 41 drafts in all.

当我还是洛杉矶索尼影视娱乐公司的一名保安时，我就开始写我的人生故事了。这是我的第一个剧本，因而我花了不少时间和精力，来来回回总共写了41稿。

Then, in a wildly dramatic outcome, I learned that the story was bought by Twentieth Century Fox. Denzel Washington would direct the film and probably act in it as well.

而后，完全出乎意料的事情发生了，我得知自己的剧本被20世纪福克斯公司买了下来。登泽尔·华盛顿将出任该片导演，并有可能扮演角色。

If all of this seemed so incredible — even too good to be true — it's because my life, up to that point, had been one excruciating struggle. As a foster child growing up in Cleveland, I'd suffered abuse, neglect and mind-numbing despair. On top of that, I'd never known my real parents or who my next of kin was.

如果说这一切几乎让我难以置信——甚至美好得有点不真实——那是因为，从某种程度上说，我的生活曾经历过一番痛苦的挣扎。在克利夫兰被人收养长大的我，儿时受尽了辱骂，从来得不到他人的关爱，内心的绝望无以复加。然而，最让我痛苦的是，我从来不知道自己的亲生父母是谁，也不知道自己还有些什么亲人。

What little I did know about my family included the fact that my father, Edward Elkins, had died before I was born. And that my mother's name was Eva Fisher. But when I tried to locate her, I'd had no luck.

我对亲生父母的情况知之甚少，只晓得父亲——爱德华·埃尔金斯——在我出生前就去世了。我的母亲名叫伊娃·菲舍尔。但是，当我想方设法要找到她时，却总那么不走运。

The hole in my heart, I thought, would never be healed. Then came the day when, searching for my father's relatives, I finally struck gold.

我以为，我心灵的缺口再也无法弥合了。然而，有一天，在寻找父亲的亲戚时，我终于获得了宝贵的信息。

The woman's voice on the other end of the phone was warm. "Hello?"

电话那端女人的声音很温和，“你好？”她说。

"Hello," I said nervously. "My name is Antwone Fisher. I'm calling long-distance from Los Angeles... Uh, is this Annette Elkins?" I'd more or less picked her name at random from the Cleveland telephone book.

“你好，”我有些紧张，“我叫安东尼·菲舍尔。我是从洛杉矶打来的长途……嗯，是安妮特·埃尔金斯吗？”我几乎是很随意地在克利夫兰电话簿中翻到了这个名字。

"Yes?" she replied.

“什么事？”她反问道。

"I'm looking for the family of an Edward Elkins, and I was wondering if you might have a relative by that name."

“我正在寻找爱德华·埃尔金斯的家人，我想问问，您是否有哪位亲戚叫这名字的？”

"I have a brother by that name," the woman said. "But he's been dead a long time." She paused. "Who is this?"

“我有个哥哥就叫这名字，”那女人说，“不过，他已经去世很久了。”她顿了一下，问道：“你是哪位啊？”

Softly I answered, "I... I think I'm his son."

我轻声回答：“我……我想我是他的儿子。”

Another stretch of silence followed. Finally she said, "Well, if you are Edward's son, you have a big family."

接着又是一阵沉默。最后她说：“好吧，如果你真是爱德华的儿子，那你可有一个大家庭了。”

In a whirl of disbelief, I told Annette my birth date, my mother's name and that I had been raised a ward of the state, mainly in a foster home in Glenville, a section of Cleveland. After my foster mother kicked me out at the age of 16, I'd bounced around in the world quite a bit. I'd served in the Navy, and now I was holding my own as a security guard in L. A.

我感到一阵难以置信的眩晕，我告诉安妮特自己的出生年月和生母的姓名，还告诉她我是在政府的监护下长大的。那时，我主要生活在格伦维尔（克利夫兰的一区）的一个寄养家庭中。16岁那年被养母踢出家门后，我便开始四处流浪。我曾在海军效过力，现在则在洛杉矶做保安，生活稳定。

After I had finished talking, Annette told me that if anybody in the Elkins family had known about me, they would have found me and brought me home as one of their own.

我作完一番介绍后，安妮特对我说，如果埃尔金斯家的人以前知道有我这个人，他们一定会找到我，把我带回家当作自己的孩子抚养。

Holding back my tears, I listened as Annette filled me in on the family I'd been missing all my life. Incredibly the Elkins family had lived two blocks away from where I'd grown up. Annette said that her parents (my grandparents) had died some years earlier. Still living in Cleveland were her two sisters and two brothers. Another sister lived in Chicago.

我强忍泪水，听安妮特为我讲述这个我无时不在思念的家的故事。难以置信的是，埃尔金斯家离我长大的地方只相隔两个街区。安妮特说她的父母（我的祖父母）几年前已经去世了。她的两个姐妹和两个兄弟现在仍住在克利夫兰，另有一个姐姐住在芝加哥。

Annette took my phone number, and then decided to give me the numbers of my aunts and uncles.

安妮特记下了我的电话号码，当下就把我姑姑和叔叔们的电话号码给了我。

My aunts and uncles. I hung up, already feeling all kinds of new and unidentifiable sensations.

我的姑姑和叔叔们。我挂断了电话，心里已充满了各种新奇而又莫名的感觉。

Shortly after that, the phone rang. It was my aunt Eda, calling from Chicago.

过了不久，电话铃就响了。是我姑姑艾达从芝加哥打来的。

Within minutes I felt as if I'd known her for years. A schoolteacher, Eda was articulate and well read, a lover of poets from Shakespeare to Edgar Allan Poe. "And your father, Eddie, was a wonderful writer," she said. "I'll never forget the letters and poems he sent home when he was in the Army."

没几分钟我便感觉自己似乎和她已相识多年了。艾达是位教师，她能说会道、学识渊博，从莎士比亚到埃德加·艾伦·坡，她对诗总是情有独钟。“你父亲埃迪，是个出色的作家，”她说，“我永远不会忘记他参军时写给家里的那些信和诗。”

I told Eda a little about my story, mentioning that I wrote poems as well. I even offered to send her some.

我给艾达讲了自己的一些经历，其中提到了我也写诗的事。我甚至还提出给她寄一些看看。

When she received them, Eda wrote back, amazed at how much my writing reminded her of my father's. During our next phone call, she asked about the possibility of my visiting Cleveland to meet the family.

收到那些诗后，艾达回信说，她很吃惊我写的东西多让她想起我父亲的诗。在后一次电话交谈中，她问到我是否有可能到克利夫兰去见见家人。

"I'm new on my job and won't have any vacation for a while," I replied. "I hope I can come next summer."

“我刚刚开始目前的工作，在一段时期内恐怕不会有假期，”我回答道。“我希望明年夏天能去。”

She assured me that everyone was happy about the prospect of meeting me. They would just have to be patient, she said.

她向我保证，每个人都很高兴地期待与我见面。她说，他们只是需要耐心等待。

Then, shortly before Thanksgiving, Eda surprised me with an invitation to come for the holiday. The family, she said, wanted to contribute to the cost of my plane ticket.

此后，在感恩节前夕，艾达给了我一个惊喜，她邀请我去她家过节。她说，家里人都愿意出钱为我支付机票费用。

I asked my supervisor about taking time off from work, and told him my story. When he gave his okay, I made the ten-day trip.

我对主管讲了我的故事，问他是否可以将工作稍稍搁置几天。在征得他的同意后，我便开始了这趟为期十天的旅行。

Each moment, each encounter, was happier and more poignant than the last. All the Elkinses were attractive and tall, with unusual—colored eyes—greens, silvers, browns. And everyone said how much I looked like my father.

每一个时刻、每一次碰面，都让我觉得比上次更开心、更激动。埃尔金斯家的每个人都魅力十足、高大挺拔，都有着一对颜色与众不同的眼睛——绿色、银灰、棕色。每个人都说，我看起来真像我的父亲。

The love and happiness I felt coming toward me and flowing out of me was like a powerful cleansing. That Thanksgiving I was the guest of honor as we ate turkey and gravy, stuffing, cranberries, sweet potatoes and all kinds of desserts.

我感受到浓浓的爱意和幸福向我袭来，浓浓的爱意和幸福从我的心底汩汩流出。那个感恩节，我受到盛情的款待，我们吃了肉卤火鸡、填馅、越橘、甜薯还有各式甜点。

I was given a picture of my father, Eddie. In uniform at age 19, he looked ready to take on the world. His smile could light up the night sky.

他们给了我一张父亲埃迪的照片。照片中，他只有19岁，穿着一身制服，一副意气风发的模样，像是决心要在这个世界上干出一番事业似的。他的笑容能点亮夜空。

My head was still spinning from all of this when I stayed over one night at the home of my half-sister Pamela. Early the next morning she and my other half-sister Renee walked right into my room and sat on the bed, waking me up.

当我在同父异母的姐姐帕梅拉家过夜时，我的头仍然晕乎乎的，沉浸在这一切当中。第二天一大早，她和我另一个同父异母的姐姐雷内径直走进我的房间，坐在床边叫我起床。

I was surprised to see them there. I'd never had sisters before, so I thought, well, this must be what sisters do.

看见她们坐在我的床边，我很是惊讶。过去，我从来都没有什么姐妹，所以我想：噢，姐妹们应该就这个样子吧。

Pamela began urgently, "Spi called." She was referring to our uncle Spinoza.

帕梅拉迫不及待地说道：“斯宾来了。”她指的是我们的叔叔斯宾诺沙。

Then Renee interjected, "He thinks they found your mother."

紧跟着雷内插嘴说：“他想他们是找着你的生母了。”

I got dressed. In the car, Spi recounted how his wife had had the idea to call a longtime family friend, Jess Fisher. Jess, a retired construction worker, did have the same last name as mine. "So I just called him," Spi said, "and asked him if he knew anybody named Eva Fisher."

我立刻穿上了衣服。在车上，斯宾讲述了她妻子是怎么想到要打电话给她的一位世交杰斯·菲舍尔的。杰斯是一名退休建筑工人，他的姓氏与我的完全相同。“所以，我便打电话给他，”斯宾说，“问他是否认识一个叫伊娃·菲舍尔的人。”

Eva Fisher, as it turned out, was his sister.

结果，伊娃·菲舍尔竟然就是他的姐姐。

We went to meet Jess, a short, strong-looking man. "I'm glad to meet you," I said to the first relative on my mother's side.

我们去见了杰斯，他个子不高，但很结实。“很高兴见到你。”我对母亲那边的第一位亲戚说道。

"You can call me Jess. Or, you can call me Fish," he said, grinning.

“你可以叫我杰斯，或者，叫我菲什。”他咧开嘴笑着说。

"You can call me Fish," I replied, smiling back.

“你可以叫我菲什。”我也笑着回答他。

We rode together for a while, my two uncles and I. Then Jess parked in front of a housing project. My heart beat rapidly as we approached the door.

我和两个叔叔一起，坐车行驶了一段时间。然后，杰斯把车停在一栋廉价屋前。在向屋门走去的时候，我的心剧烈地跳起来。

I had prepared a script in my mind for what I needed to say to my mother; it had been painfully written over the 33 years of my life. I would ask: Why didn't you come for me? Didn't you ever wonder about me? What I was doing, or if I was even still alive?

我早已在心里打好腹稿，在见到母亲时，该对她说些什么，这是我用33年艰辛的生命写成的。我想问她：为什么你不来找我？难道你从来都不曾想过我吗？难道你不想知道我在干些什么，甚至也不想知道我是否还活在世上吗？

She would hear me say, I dreamed about you every day, what you looked like, your voice, even your scent. Didn't you miss me at all?

我会对她说：我天天都会梦见你，梦见你的模样，你的声音，甚至你身上的气味。难道你就一点都不想我吗？

I would let her know that I'd taken care of myself all my life, that I'd never been in trouble with the law. I've made my way through some terrible times, I'd say. And I've become a good man, a good person.

我要让她知道，一直以来，我都把自己照料得好好的，从来没有做过违法乱纪的事。我会告诉她，经历了种种磨难后，我已长大成人，而且，已成为一个出色的男子汉，一个优秀的人。

But then the door opened, and I walked into a dimly lit apartment with shabby furniture. Turning, I saw a frail woman who looked too old to be my mother. Her hair was uncombed. She wore nightclothes.

这时，门开了，我走进一间光线昏暗、陈设简陋的屋子。转过身，我看见一个身形瘦弱的女人，老得简直不可能是我的母亲。她披散着头发，穿着一身睡衣。

Jess said to his sister, "This is Antwone Quenton Fisher." She made the connection and started to moan, losing her footing, holding on to a chair. "Oh, God, please...Oh God. I thought it was Eddie. Oh, Lord!"

杰斯对他姐姐说：“这位是安东尼·昆顿·菲舍尔。”她一明白过来我是谁，就跌坐在地上，伏靠着椅子，伤心地抽噎起来。“哦，天哪……哦，天哪……我还以为是埃迪来了。哦，上帝呀！”

I went to her and put my arms around her. I tried to look at her to say that it was all right, but she turned her face away in awful shame. And when I released her, she hurried out of the room, crying.

我走过去，用自己的双臂抱住她。我想望着她的眼睛，告诉她一切都过去了，可是，她却万分羞愧地把头扭在一边。我一松开双臂，她就哭着冲出了屋子。

I later learned that my mother had tried to get a man to marry her so she could come for me, and take care of me in an environment that would satisfy social services. "But there just wasn't enough love there." was her reason it didn't work out.

后来，我才知道，母亲想找个男人嫁了，那样，她就可以来找我，可以在良好的、符合社会福利条件的环境中把我抚养成人。后来，这一切之所以没有实现，照她的说法是因为“没有足够的爱情基础”。

After giving birth to me, my mother had gone on to bear four other children. Like me, all of them grew up as wards of the state. Over the years, for various reasons, my mother had been hospitalized, incarcerated and on probation.

在生下我之后，母亲又有过四个孩子。和我一样，他们也都是在国家的监护下长大的。这些年来，由于种种原因，母亲曾住过院，受过监禁、蹲过大牢。

Though my road had been long and hard, I finally understood that my mother's had been longer and harder. She had faced poverty, loneliness and rejection.

尽管我曾在一条漫长而艰辛的道路上跋涉，但我最终明白，其实，母亲走过的路要更长、更艰辛。她曾饱受贫困、孤独和被抛弃的痛楚。

Where the hurt of abandonment had lived inside me, now there was only compassion.

曾刻在我心间的、被遗弃的伤痛，现在，完全被怜悯所取代。

I had not cried in Cleveland. But on the plane back to L. A. my protective shield came down and I could no longer dam up the tears.

我没有在克利夫兰哭。但是，在回洛杉矶的飞机上，我心灵的防护屏障土崩瓦解了，我再也强忍不住泪水，任其肆意涌出。

I had found out the truth about my parents, so different from what I had imagined. They were human and flawed, like me. But I loved them and forgave them. Though I was just a security guard at the time, when I came back to L. A., I felt like a very rich man.

我终于知道了父母的真实故事，这与我想象的截然不同。和我一样，他们也是平凡的人，也有这样那样的缺点。但我爱他们，也原谅他们。尽管我那时还不过是个保安，但回到洛杉矶的时候，我却感觉自己像个百万富翁。

Here's where my life turned into a wild and different kind of adventure. After I'd told my supervisor my story — because I needed time off to meet my family — he had been moved enough to tell others about me. By the time I got back to work, many producers on the Sony lot had heard about me, and several production entities began courting me.

这次寻亲之行让我的生活变成了一种截然不同的、充满惊喜的奇遇。我把自己的故事告诉了主管——因为我需要请假去探亲——他大受感动，逢人便讲我的故事。在我回去工作时，索尼摄影场的许多制作人都听说了我的事，还有几家制作公司已有意要与我合作。

They all wanted to make a movie about my life. But there was a catch. They wanted an established screenwriter to tell my story. Whenever I suggested myself, I was politely dismissed.

他们都想将我的生活经历拍成一部电影。但存在着潜在的不利因素，他们想由一位知名的编剧来写我的故事。每次我毛遂自荐，都会遭到他们的婉言拒绝。

I may have been inexperienced in deal-making for movies, but I knew enough not to sell myself short. No one had to give me permission to write. So, under the tutelage of a producer who believed in me—a man by the name of Todd Black—I wrote my own screenplay until I got it right.

在电影运作方面，我是没有多少经验，但我也绝不会妄自菲薄。不是一定要有人允许，我才能写自己的故事。于是，在一位相信我能力的制作人托德·布莱克的指点下，我开始动手写自己的剧本，直到把整个故事讲得清清楚楚才停笔。

Today, I keep in touch with my relatives. I'm also a husband and the father of a little girl. When Indigo is older, she'll know the story of my childhood. And she'll understand why, after spending so long finding a family, it's difficult for me to be separated from her or her mother for even one night.

现在，我和亲戚们都保持着联系。我已身为人夫，还有一个丁点儿大的女儿。到英迪戈再长大一些后，她会知道我童年的故事。她也会明白，在经历了漫长的寻亲之旅后，为什么让我与她或她母亲分开哪怕一个晚上，也会让我难以忍受的原因了。





点字成金

But there was a catch.

译文：但存在着潜在的不利因素。

此句中，catch作为名词，是指hidden disadvantage，即“潜在的不利因素”、“蹊跷”、“圈套”的意思。

例如：

The house is for sale very cheaply; there must be a catch in it somewhere.

这房子准备以极为低廉的价格出售，这里面一定有些蹊跷。

There must be a catch in this plan.

这项计划里肯定有鬼。

catch作为名词时，还有另外几种用法值得我们学习：

1.指act of catching，即“抓住”，“捉住”。

如：His catch was quick enough to keep the bottle from dropping to the ground. 他落手抓得快，没让瓶子掉在地上。

2.指(amount of)sth caught，即“捕获物”（的量）。

如：the annual catch of whales from the Azores 亚速尔群岛一带的年捕鲸量

3.指“值得获得的人（或物）”，“值得看中的婚配对象”。

如：George was a young and promising catch. 乔治年轻有为，是一个不易多得的人才。

4.指“（声息）等暂时的停顿”，“哽塞”。

如：The prospect of her leaving him brought a catch to his throat. 想到她就要离开他，他的嗓子眼哽得说不出话来。

5.catch-22，指dilemma faced by sb who is bound to suffer, whichever course of action he takes, 即“进退维谷”。

如：a catch-22 situation 进退维谷的情况。



A Very Lucky Daughter

一个幸运的女儿

Sharon Liao

Benjamin Franklin说过：There are three things extremely hard: steel, diamond, and to know one's self。本文的作者是一位ABC（American Born Chinese），从小接受的都是美国的文化和美国的生活方式，对于她的中国父母，她不理解他们的生活和处事方式，也抱怨过他们对她的教育方式。但是一次中国之行，彻底改变了作者的看法，她开始理解受中国文化影响至深的父母，也坦然接受了自己作为华人后代的身份。通过在中国的所见所闻，她也真正明白了父亲常说的那句话：你是非常幸运的。作者的这次中国行，实质上是一次认识自我的寻根之行。读者在看了本文之后，不妨也问一下自己：Am I lucky enough？





I should have been just another face in the hotel lobby in Zhangjiajie, a City in central China. But my words singled me out. "Yun dou," I repeated to the clerk. Maybe he understood English: "Do you have a gym here?"

站在华中城市——张家界的宾馆大厅里，我想自己看起来应该和别人没什么两样，但是，我一张口就立刻露陷了。“Yun dou,”我向服务员重复道。或许他能听懂英语，于是，我又说：“Do you have a gym here?（你们这里有没有运动场？）”

The clerk blinked, and then reached behind the counter and pulled out an iron.

服务员眨了眨眼睛，然后，从服务台后面拿出了一个熨斗。

I smiled blankly. My brain rooted through my limited Chinese vocabulary. Just then my dad strolled up, his eyebrows arched in amused triangles.

我不知所措地笑了笑，搜肠刮肚地在我有限的中文词汇中寻找。就在这时，父亲慢慢地走了过来，他乐得眉毛都拱成了三角形。

"She wants to know where the gym is," he supplied in rapid Mandarin Chinese, his native language. He turned to me and explained gently, "Yun dong is exercise, Sharon. Yun dou means iron."

“她想知道运动场在哪里，”他用自己的母语——普通话——流利地说道。然后，他转过身来，温和地向我解释道，“莎伦，yun dong是运动，而yun dou则表示熨斗。”

I mumbled a sheepish apology to the laughing clerk and glanced at my dad. A look of recognition flashed through his eyes. We'd gone through this before.

我腼腆地咕哝着对正在一旁大笑的服务员道了歉，然后看了看我的父亲。他的眼中闪过一个赞许的目光。我们以前也曾遇到过类似的事情。

Only this time, the tables were turned. For the first time, I realized how my parents must have felt throughout their decades as American citizens.

但只有这一次，情况与往日截然不同。有生以来第一次，我真正体会到，父母几十年来作为美国公民的滋味是怎样的。

When I was younger, I would try to imagine my parents growing up in China and Taiwan. But I could only envision them in the grainy black-and-white of their faded childhood pictures. Their childhood stories didn't match the people I knew. I couldn't picture my domestic mom, unsure of her halting English, studying international economics at a Taiwanese university. I laughed at the image of my stern father, an electrical engineer, chasing after chickens in his Chinese village.

在我还小的时候，我常常想象着，父母是怎样在中国大陆和台湾长大的。但是，我只能从一张张记录下他们已逝童年的粗糙的黑白照片中胡乱地猜想一番。他们童年的故事和我所了解的父母一点儿也对不上号。很难想象，我那个安心呆在家里作主妇、对自己结结巴巴的英语很不自信的妈妈，竟然在台湾的一所大学学习过国际经济。更好笑的是，我那个不苟言笑、堂堂的电机工程师父亲，曾在中国的乡下赶过小鸡。

I related to my parents' pre-American lives as only a series of events, like facts for some history exam. My dad fled to Taiwan in 1949 as a 14-year-old, after the Communists won the civil war. His father fought for the losing side, the Nationalists. My mom's father, a Nationalist navy captain, also retreated to Taiwan. My mom, who was born in Taiwan, grew up thinking that her family would eventually return to China, after the Nationalists reclaimed their homeland.

在我看来，父母在定居美国前的生活不过是一连串的事件，就像是历史考试中要背诵的事实一样。1949年，在共产党取得国内战争的胜利后，年仅14岁的父亲逃到了台湾。我祖父是为战败方——国民党效力的。我的外公，一名国民党的海军上校，也撤到了台湾。在台湾土生土长的母亲，一直以为，有朝一日国民党会收复大陆，而他们全家最终都能回到大陆。

But that didn't happen. As young adults, my parents moved to the United States to lead better lives. They did not step onto Chinese soil for more than 50 years. Then their friends arranged a trip to China. And they asked me to join them on the six-city tour.

但这并没有发生。为了过上更好的生活，年纪轻轻的父母来到了美国。50多年来，他们不曾踏上过中国的土地。后来，他们的朋友安排了一次中国之行。于是，父母便让我和他们一起参加这次中国六地游的旅行。

There were plenty of reasons not to go. I'd recently graduated from college and was itching to move from North Carolina to Washington, D. C., and start my new job.

我有充足的理由不参加。我刚从大学毕业，正蠢蠢欲动，盘算着离开北卡罗来纳，去华盛顿找一份新工作。

I cringed when Mom described details of the trip, which sounded like something out of Chevy Chase's "family vacations" movies. "Everyone wear bright pink or blue hat," she said excitedly. "So no one get lost. Such a good idea, don't you think?"

妈妈绘声绘色地介绍着旅行的每一个细节，而我却一心想打退堂鼓。这次旅行听上去怎么有点像切维·蔡斯的电影《家庭假日》里的情节。“每个人都会戴上亮眼的粉红色或蓝色帽子，”她兴奋地说道。“这样就没有人会走散了。这真是个好主意，你觉得呢？”

"Uh, yeah, Mom," I replied, thankful she couldn't see my grimace over the phone.

“嗯，是的，妈妈，”我回答道。谢天谢地，在电话里她可看不到我在做鬼脸。

I debated whether I could spend over 30 hours trapped on airplanes next to my parents, who shout stomach-sinking questions like "Sharon, need to go pee-pee?" in public places.

我反复琢磨着，自己坐在父母身边，在飞机上一呆就是30多个小时，是否受得了。他们会在公共场所大声地问一些令人难堪的问题，比如说，“莎伦，要去撒尿吗？”

My list of why-nots was jampacked. And yet something inside—I could not explain what — urged me to go.

我不参加旅行的理由有一箩筐。然而，内心深处却有一种莫名的东西不停地敦促我要去。

When the plane jerked to a stop in Shanghai, our first destination, all of those reasons I decided to go materialized in the expression on my parents' faces. My mom folded and unfolded her hands impatiently in her lap. I was surprised and slightly scared to see stoic dad's eyes glimmering with emotion. He slipped his hand, soft and spotted with age, in mine.

当飞机降落在我们第一个目的地——上海时，所有让我决定参加旅行的理由都画在了父母的脸上。母亲一会儿把两只手搭在一起，一会儿又把两只手分开，激动得不知该如何是好。我惊异地、甚至有点害怕地发现，平日里一向不苟言笑的父亲，眼中也闪着激动的光芒。他伸出自己那双温软的、留下了岁月痕迹的手轻轻握起我的手。

"Last time I was here," he said, "my parents going from north to south, away from the Communists. So much bombing. A lot of people starving." He leaned close. "You very lucky, Sharon."

“我上一次来这里，”他说，“还是我父母为了避开共产党南下的时候。那时，到处都是狂轰乱炸。许多人都食不果腹啊。”他把身子倾过来，“莎伦，你真的很幸运。”

That was my dad's line. When I would whine as a child, my dad's response was inevitable: "some people not lucky as you."

这都快成为父亲的口头禅了。每次，我像孩子一样发牢骚时，爸爸总会说：“有些人还没你这么幸运呢。”

But I never cared about being lucky. I just wanted to be like the other American kids.

但我从来不在意自己是否幸运。我只想和其他的美国孩子一样。

My parents, however, intended me to become a model Chinese American. Starting when I was six, they would drag me away from Saturday cartoons to a Chinese church. I would squirm in my seat while a teacher recited Chinese vocabulary. I dutifully recited my bo po mo fos — the ABCs of speaking Mandarin. But in my head, I rearranged the chalk marks that made up the characters into pictures of houses and trees.

然而，我的父母却希望我成为一个真正的美籍华人。从六岁开始，每周六，他们都会把我从卡通电视前拉走，送我去中国会馆。当老师在朗读汉字的时候，我却在位子上如坐针毡。我听话地读着b, p, m, f——汉语中的ABC。但是，在我的脑袋里，那一个个用粉笔写成的汉字，就像是一幅幅画着房屋和树木的图片。

When I turned nine, I declared I wasn't going to Chinese school anymore. "This stinks," I yelled. "None of my friends have to go to extra school. Why do I have to go?"

九岁那年，我宣布自己再也不要去中文学校了。“我讨厌这样，”我嚷着。“我的朋友没有一个要去额外的学校念书。为什么我偏偏一定得去呢？”

"Because you Chinese," my mom replied coolly.

“因为，你是个中国人。”妈妈冷冷地回答。

"Then I don't want to be Chinese," I shouted back. "It's not fair. I just want to be normal. Why can't you and dad be like everybody else's parents? I wish I were somebody else's kid."

“那么，我不要做中国人了，”我冲着她大叫，“这不公平。我只想和别人一样。为什么你和爸爸不能像别人的爸爸妈妈一样？我宁愿是别人家的孩子。”

I waited for my mom to shout, but she just stared me with tired eyes. "If you don't want to go, don't have to." she said, turning away.

我等着母亲发火，但她只是用疲惫的双眼瞪着我。“如果你不想去，那就算了。”说完，她转身就走了。

I wince now when I remember my behavior. I want to lecture who I was then: Don't yell at your parents because they're different, because that is who they are. Listen when they teach you Chinese, because that is who you are. But I can only rationalize why I pushed away my parents' culture.

现在，我一想起自己当时的行为就难受。我真想训斥当时的自己：不要因为你的父母和别人不一样，就冲着他们大喊大叫，因为，他们原本就是那样的。在他们教你中文的时候，你应该认真听，因为，你原本就该这样。但我能做的，只是为自己辩解当初为什么拒绝接受父母的文化。

I grew up in Raleigh, N. C., in the early 1980s, before it became the diverse, vibrant city it is today. In our suburban neighborhood, the Millers across the street were known as "the black couple," and my family was dubbed "that nice Asian family." In elementary school, I was one of two Asians in my grade.

80年代早期，我在北卡罗来纳州的罗利市长大，那时，这座城市还不像今天这样多元化、充满生机。在我们居住的城郊小区里，马路对面的米勒一家被称作“黑人夫妇”，而我家则被冠上“那个还不错的亚洲家庭”的称号。念小学时，同年级里只有两个亚洲人，我是其中之一。

For the most part, I fit in with my peers. My friends and I wore the same brand of jeans and dried our hair into the same frazzled messes.

总的来说，我和同伴们相处融洽。我和朋友们穿一样牌子的牛仔裤，都把头发弄成干枯蓬乱的样子。

But there were daily reminders that I was different. The pork dumplings in my lunch. My reflection in the bathroom mirror. Where did I belong?

但总会有那么些日常琐事提醒我，自己和他们不一样。比如，我午餐时吃的猪肉饺子，或是我在浴室镜子里的模样。我到底属于哪里呢？

I remember facing this question on an elementary-school standardized test. The directions said to fill in race. The four choices made a neat row of circles: "white," "black," "American Indian," and "other." I glanced at my best friend, Sara, darkening the "White" bubble.

我还记得，在小学的一次标准测验中，有一个这样的问题：让我们填上各自所属的人种。四个可供选择的圈圈清晰地排成了一行：“白人”、“黑人”、“美洲印第安人”和“其他”。我瞥了一眼我最好的朋友萨拉的答案，她涂黑的是“白人”这个圈圈。

I contemplated my options. I wasn't black or American Indian. I didn't consider myself "other". Weren't Sara and I the same? I filled in the "White" bubble.

我思索着自己的选项。我既不是黑人也不是美洲印第安人。我也不认为自己属于“其他”这一项。我不是和萨拉一样吗？于是，我也把“白人”那个圈圈涂黑了。

After the test, the teacher shuffled through the answer sheets. "Sharon," she said. "You've filled in 'white' for your race. You should have filled in 'other'."

测验结束后，老师快速地翻看我们的答题纸。“莎伦，”她说道，“你在人种这里填了‘白人’。你应该填‘其他’。”

Heat reddened my cheeks. "I know," I said. How could I forget?

我的脸顿时烧得发红，“噢，我知道了。”我说。这件事，我怎么会忘记呢？

Though my parents had lived in the United States for decades, they still led a Chinese life at home. They spoke to each other in Chinese and read a Taiwanese paper. Chinese food covered our dinner table. Breakfast consisted of watery rice with pickled vegetables and meat, or fried eggs with soy sauce. At dinner I would douse my rice with ketchup and remind my parents that Sara's family are hamburgers.

尽管父母在美国已经呆了几十年，但在家里，他们依然过着一种中国式的生活。他们用汉语交谈，读台湾报纸。餐桌上也全是中式餐点。早餐吃的不是泡饭加泡菜和肉，就是荷包蛋加豆瓣酱。吃晚饭时，我会在饭里拌上番茄酱，并提醒父母，萨拉家吃的是三明治。

I envied my friends' relationship with their parents. My friends didn't have to worry that their parents would embarrass them with questions like "Is this good price?" and "What's this meaning?"

我羡慕朋友和他们父母之间的关系。他们不必担心父母会令人难堪地问出诸如“这价钱合算吗？”或“这有什么意思？”之类的问题。

My friends' parents chatted easily with each other and our teachers. Their parents understood dating, and what it was like to grow up with the pressure of drinking, drugs and sex. My parents discussed only my grades, career and prospective salary.

朋友们的父母能轻松地相互交谈或与老师讨论。他们的父母理解子女的约会，也知道在酒、毒品和性的压力下，子女该如何成长。而我的父母讨论的只有我的成绩、事业以及将来的薪水。

My mom speaks English like I speak Chinese: slowly and punctuated by ums and ahs. When someone speaks English too rapidly, my mom's eyes cloud with confusion. I instantly recognize her I-don't-get-it look, and I know it's time to explain something.

我妈妈说的英语就像我说中文，速度很慢，而且，还总是夹带着“嗯”呀，“啊”呀的。每当有谁英语说得快了些，妈妈的眼中就会布满了迷惑。我一看就知道那是“我不明白”的表情，也知道该是我来作些解释的时候了。

About a month before we left for China, I helped my mom return a purchase to Wal-Mart. The clerk rudely ignored my mom's slow English, speaking to me instead.

在我们去中国前一个月左右，我帮妈妈把一件商品退给沃尔玛商场。营业员很不礼貌，对妈妈慢吞吞的英语不理不睬，径直跟我说话。

Later my mom thanked me for my help. "Xie xie, Sharon," she said, patting my shoulder. "I have good American daughter."

后来，妈妈对我的帮助表示感谢。“谢谢，莎伦。”她拍着我的肩膀说。“我有一个出色的美国女儿。”

"It's nothing, Mom." I said.

“小事一桩，妈妈。”我回答。

In the airport before we departed for China, my parents' friends herded around me. "Your parents so proud of you," said one man. "Always talking about you."

在我们在机场准备飞往中国之前，父母的朋友围住了我。“你父母很是以你为荣，总是说起你。”有人说道。

His words surprised me. I felt like I barely spoke with my parents. Did they really know who I was? Then another question, the one I always managed to skirt, surfaced in my conscience: did I even come close to understand them?

他的话使我感到惊讶。我感觉自己平时几乎很少和父母说话。他们真的了解我吗？另一个我一直在逃避的问题此刻也浮现在我脑海里：我到底有没有走近我的父母，去了解他们？

The tour was a 17-day whirlwind. We visited lakes laden with lotus flowers, snapped pictures of jagged mountains rising out of the Yellow River, and hiked up stones stairs to intricately painted temples.

这次旅行为期17天，日程安排极为仓促。我们参观了开满荷花的湖泊，拍下了黄河边上拔地而起的陡峭山峰，拾级而上，游览了精工细雕的寺庙。

I saw rice paddies cut like square emeralds into the mountainside. I toured a factory where the employees spun silk into sheets of gloss.

我看见了山坡上一块块方方正正的翡翠般的稻田。我参观了一个丝厂，目睹了工人们把丝纺成光泽鲜亮的绸缎的全过程。

But the best part of the trip was watching my parents. They carried themselves with an ease unfamiliar to me. They blended into the throngs of Chinese people instead of sticking out in the crowd. Their voices swelled with authority. My mom translated the tour guide's Chinese in her unwavering voice, whispering historical anecdotes she'd learned in school.

但整个旅程最精彩的部分却是观察我的父母。他们身上有一种我所不熟悉的轻松。以前，他们在人群中总是格外显眼，而现在，却如此协调地融合在中国的人群中。他们的声音格外响亮，有一种吐气扬眉的感觉。妈妈用她毫不含糊的声音翻译着导游的中文，并轻声地给我讲她以前在学校里学到的历史典故。

Often during the tour, my own face resembled my mom's I-don't-get-it look. At meals, my parents answered my constant questions about each colorful bowl that would rotate by on the Lazy Susan.

旅途中，我的脸上经常会有类似于妈妈“我不明白”的表情。吃饭的时候，父母不停地向我解答每一道转到我面前的菜肴。

My parents chuckled at my response when a waiter put a bowl of soup on our table. While the other diners shouted with excitement, I was horrified to see the remnants of a turtle floating in the clear yellow broth.

当服务员把一碗汤端上餐桌时，我的反应引起了父母的一阵窃笑。当其他食客激动地喊叫时，我却因为看到一只甲鱼浮在黄色的清汤里而十分害怕。

My table cried in dismay when I let the soup circle past me. "Strange," said one man, shaking his head. "Such good soup."

当我把汤从面前径直转过去时，一桌子人都吃惊地叫了起来。“奇怪，”有人摇头说道，“多么鲜美的汤。”

My experience in China pieced together the puzzle I knew as my parents. For the first time, I saw them in entirety. I saw them in their culture, not in mine.

我在中国的经历解开了我对父母存有的疑惑。第一次，我真正完整地了解了他们，了解了他们所承袭的文化，一种我所没有的文化。

I realized that many things I found embarrassing or frustrating about my parents were normal in China. I understood why my parents talked and acted the way they did — and why my dad constantly reminded me I was lucky.

我明白了，父母身上让我感到难堪或丧气的东西，在中国是习以为常的。我明白了为什么他们以那样的方式交谈和生活，也明白了为什么父亲一直提醒我，说我是幸运的。

As in most Third World nations, scenes of poverty offset China's exquisite beauty. It was hard for me to step off our air-conditioned tour bus into a crowd of dusty children clutching begging cups. At one point my dad informed me, "Our tour guide makes 12,000 yuan a year. Can you believe it?"

与大多数第三世界国家一样，中国的贫困现状正好与她旖旎的景色相互抵消。对于我来说，我很不乐意走下空调车，被一群灰头土脸、手握杯子乞讨的孩子包围。一次，爸爸告诉我，“我们的导游一年只能挣12000元人民币。你能相信吗？”

The guide, who was just out of college, earned less than 1500 U. S. dollars a year.

那个刚从大学毕业的导游，一年却连1500美元都挣不到。

I could be this girl, I thought. And then I wondered, what would I be like if I had grown up here? How very different I would be. Maybe more like my parents.

我想，我本来可能会像这个女孩一样。随后，我又想，如果我是在这里长大的话，我会变成什么样子呢？那会有多大的不同啊！也许，我就会更像我的父母了。

During the trip I befriended Rachel, the daughter of my parents' friends. She spoke flawless Chinese.

在旅途中，我和雷切尔成为了朋友，她是我父母朋友的女儿。她能说一口无懈可击的中文。

My dad complimented Rachel's dad, Mr. Chow, "Your daughter speaks such good Chinese. You must be so proud."

爸爸向雷切尔的爸爸周先生夸奖道：“你女儿中文说得真好。你一定非常为她骄傲吧。”

I felt awkward standing there. In Chinese tradition, Mr. Chow was supposed to return the compliment heartily. Instead he slapped his hand on my dad's shoulder and started talking about the next tour stop.

我很不自在地站在那儿。依照中国的传统，周先生应当真心实意地谦虚两句。但他却用手拍拍我父亲的肩膀，径直讨论下一站的旅程了。

The interaction touched an insecurity. Wasn't I Chinese enough? Why did I feel like an impostor in Chinese skin?

与人交流给我一种不安全的感觉。难道我不够中国化吗？为什么我觉得自己像是一个长着中国人皮肤的冒牌货呢？

A few days after "the iron incident," as my run-in with the hotel clerk became known in our tour group, my parents and I sat on a bench overlooking stone monoliths. "Too bad I don't speak fluent Chinese," I said. "I should have listened when you tried to teach me."

在“熨斗事件”发生几天之后——那时，我与宾馆服务员的那段小插曲在我们的旅游团中早已尽人皆知了——我和父母正坐在凳子上看大石碑。“我不能说一口流利的中文真是太糟了，”我说道。“当初你们想要教我的时候，我本应该认真听的。”

I wanted to tell my parents that if I could go back in time, I would accept myself for who I was and them for who they were.

我想告诉我的父母，假如能够回到当初，我会坦然接受自己的身份，也会接受他们的身份。

My dad looked at me with understanding. "It's okay," he said. "You learn it now."

父亲充满理解地看着我，说道：“没问题，你可以现在学啊。”

My mom smiled supportively. "Never too late," she said.

母亲也表示支持地微笑着说：“学习什么时候都不晚。”

The trip to China changed my life. Now when I speak to my parents, there is mutual understanding. Our conversations extend past questions about where they went to eat or how my job is going. I talked about my life. My parents talk about what they were doing when they were my age, and I can imagine them with crystal clarity, fresh young students at Taiwanese universities.

此次中国之行改变了我的生活。现在，当我和父母交谈时，彼此之间充满着理解。我们的话题也不再局限在他们到哪儿去吃饭或是我的工作进展如何。我会与他们谈自己的生活，而他们则会告诉我，在我这个年纪时，他们在干些什么。我也可以十分清晰地想象出，他们作为新生跨入台湾大学校园时的情景。

And I realize my dad has been right about something all along: I am very lucky indeed.

我也明白了，父亲所说的话一直是对的：我真的非常幸运。





佳句拾零

移就（transferred epithet，也叫hypallage）是英语常用的一种修辞手法。它是一种修饰语移置的现象，通常是指把形容人的修饰语移用于物。使用移就，可以使语句蕴含更多的新意，并能增添许多鲜灵活泼的神韵。本文几处使用了移就的修辞手法，用得自然贴切，却又十分生动形象。现试选几例：

1. Just then my dad strolled up, his eyebrows arched in amused triangles.

这时，父亲慢慢地走了过来，他乐得眉毛都拱成了三角形。

此句中，amused一词实质上应该修饰my dad（有生命者，animated），但在句子中，amused却修饰了eyebow（无生命的，inanimated）一词，显得非常生动，也把作者父亲的心理活动和感情更为明显地表现出来了。

2. I mumbled a sheepish apology to the laughing clerk and glanced at my dad.

我腼腆地咕哝地着对正在一旁大笑的服务员道了歉，然后看了看我的父亲。

这里，sheepish apology其实是指I felt sheepish and made an apology to the laughing clerk. 也反映出作者的思想情感。

3. I couldn't picture my domestic mom, unsure of her halting English, studying international economics at a Taiwanese university.

很难想象我那个安心在家里做家务，对自己结结巴巴的英语很不自信的妈妈，竟然在台湾的一所大学学习过国际经济。

句子中，halting一词实际上是指作者母亲在说英语的时候结结巴巴，而并非是英语本身不连贯。

可见，移就手法可以增强语言表达的形象感，也可以获得一些幽默的气氛。



The Long Walk Home

漫漫回家路

Marion Hume

精灵活泼的澳洲原居儿童莫莉本在织加隆过着无拘无束的幸福生活，可是一天却被白人强行掳走，带到千里之外的穆尔河培训营接受白种人教育。个性倔强的莫莉不甘就范，趁一次大好良机，带着妹妹们逃离了培训营，并决定重返家园。正当她们找不到回家的路时，摩莉想起家乡附近有一道由北面伸至南方的“防兔栏”，她深信只要沿着它走，最终必可回到母亲的怀抱。三个女孩，就赤足踏上了长达1500公里的逃亡旅程。路上饥寒交迫，后又有追兵，路途坎坷，但凭着坚强的意志，莫莉终于回到了家里。文章虽然篇幅不长，但字里行间我们都可以体会到所谓的“同化政策”摧残原居人们心灵的种族压迫本质，我们也可以体会到主人公顽强的意志和不屈的精神，同时也能感受到土著母亲们原始而又深沉的爱。





She was bare foot, unschooled and poor. But Molly Craig was happy growing up in Jigalong, in the red-rock Australian desert her Aborigine ancestors had roamed for 50,000 years. She was being taught by the village mothers, aunts and grandmothers. A child of the outdoors, Molly hunted goanna and rabbit with her young cousins; she set her internal compass by the position of the sun.

莫莉·克雷格没有鞋穿，没有学上，也没有钱花。但她仍觉得生长在织加隆非常幸福。在这片澳洲红岩沙漠里，她的土著祖先们已栖息了五万年。她一直受着村里的妈妈们、姨妈们和祖母们的教导。莫莉喜欢整天往外跑，和表兄妹一起捕巨晰、野兔；她能根据太阳在天空的方位，确定东西南北。

But Molly's peaceful world was shattered on a July afternoon in 1931 when a white lawman came for her. Like so many before her, she was being kid-napped by government decree. She could hear her family's anguish long after she could no longer see them through the rear window of the policeman's car.

但是，在1931年7月的一天下午，来了一个白人法官，他把莫莉原本平静的世界击得粉碎。像先前的许多孩子一样，政府下令将她强行带走！透过警车的后窗，她再也看不到她的家人，但是，他们痛不欲生的哭喊声依然响在耳畔。

As she was driven from Jigalong, the desert itself seemed to moan. Her mother and aunts and cousins joined in the vigil, gashing themselves with stones, crying out their desolation. They knew that children like Molly, born of black mothers and white fathers, could be taken by the government at will. The "assimilation" plan—in force from the turn of the 20th century until the late 1960s was designed to breed the black out of half-caste Aborigines. The adults knew, too, that children taken were never returned.

在她从织加隆被带走的路上，沙漠仿佛也在为她哀伤。她的母亲、姨妈还有表兄妹们一起守夜祈祷，用石块割破皮肤，大声诉说他们的凄凉。他们很清楚，像莫莉这样由黑人母亲和白人父亲所生的孩子都会被政府随意带走。19世纪末20世纪初开始，直至20世纪60年代末实施的“同化”计划，旨在把黑人孩子与混血的土著孩子隔离开来抚养。大人们也清楚，孩子一旦被带走，就再也回不来了。

But Molly didn't know that. She was spirited away to a place 1500 miles south, across the desert that spans the southern continent. Determined to find her way home, she plotted her escape, and walked back across those seemingly endless miles to her mother, a journey that took nine weeks to complete.

但是，莫莉对这一点并不知情。她被偷偷地带到往南1500英里的地方，穿越了横跨整个南部大陆的沙漠。一心想要寻路回家，她伺机出逃，徒步走完了似乎永无尽头的漫漫长路，回到了母亲身边。整个旅程足足有9个星期。

The saga of Molly's return is now being told in Rabbit-Proof Fence, a Miramax film scheduled for release in the United State later this year. The movie reveals a dark, racist chapter in Australia's history, telling of a policy that allowed the institutionalizing of thousands of children. The lighter-skinned among them were adopted out as Italian or Maltese; the others were trained as servants in the white world.

莫莉回家的传奇经历将在影片《防兔栏》中向观众娓娓道来。这部传奇似的电影计划于今年下半年在全美上映。影片揭示了澳洲历史上种族歧视的黑暗篇章，如实讲述了一项将成千上万的孩子投进收容所的政策。这些孩子中，肤色较浅的被意大利人或马耳他人领养，其余的则被调教成白人世界里的奴仆。

The story is being brought to the big screen by Australian director Phillip Noyce (Patriot Games; The Bone Collector) and stars an Aborigine girl named Everlyn Sampi, herself a daughter of one of the "stolen generation".

这个故事被澳大利亚导演菲利普·诺伊斯（曾执导过《爱国者游戏》、《人骨拼图》）搬上银幕，由一个名叫埃弗林·桑匹的土著女孩主演，她本人也是“被窃走的一代”的女儿。

"Whitefellas took us from Mother," Molly, now 86, recalls. "They never say why." They took Molly, her half-sister Daisy, then eight, and their ten-year-old cousin Gracie, transporting them by car, train and streamer ship. In the dead of night the three arrived at the Moore River Native Settlement, where they were receiving their training as domestics.

“白佬们把我们从母亲身边带走，”现已86岁的莫莉回忆道，“也不告诉我们为什么。”他们带走了莫莉，她年仅8岁的同父异母的妹妹黛西，和10岁的堂妹格雷西，把她们装上汽车，然后换火车，再转汽船。在一个寂静的深夜，她们被运到穆尔河国家培训营，从此开始接受家务技能训练。

The girls were deposited in a dormitory reeking of the bed-wetting of motherless children—children who subsisted on porridge and mutton fat spread onto moldy bread, children who slept under rough blankets; sheets were brought out only when the inspectors came.

三个小女孩被安置在一个弥漫着小孩尿臭味的宿舍里，这些孩子得不到母亲的细心呵护，仅靠稀粥和涂着羊脂的发霉面包来维生，睡觉时他们盖的是硬梆梆的毯子，只有在有人要来检查的时候才会铺上床单。

"They told us our mother didn't want us," says Molly. "The little ones didn't know any better. But I knew Mother." And she knew she had to get back to her.

“他们告诉我们，妈妈不要我们了。”莫莉说。“那两个小孩子是不知道的，但我知道，妈妈不会不要我们。”她也知道，自己必须回到她的身边。

Molly's father, Thomas Craig, had been an English inspector along the rabbit-proof fence, a barrier built to keep rabbit hordes off the farmland. He'd stuck around enough to fill the heads of the children he sired with stories about the fence near their homestead how it ran from sea to sea.

莫莉的父亲托马斯·克雷格曾是英国一名防兔栏巡查员。这种栅栏是为防止兔群破坏农田而搭建起来的。他会待上足够长的时间，给他的孩子们讲他们家附近的防兔栏的故事，他会告诉他们，这个栅栏绵延着穿过了一片又一片的海洋。

Molly realized that if only she could find the fence, she could find her way home. She was unfazed by stories that the older children told of girls who had run away from the Settlement but had never gotten very far. A black tracker would horsewhip them before bringing them back.

莫莉意识到，只要能找到那条栅栏，她就可以找到回家的路。她并没有被大孩子们讲的故事吓倒，说什么以前逃出培训营的女孩子从来都逃不了多远，而且，被带回来之前，还要吃黑人追捕者的一顿马鞭。

Molly had been at Moore River for not quite two days when a thunderstorm hit the Settlement. "Run!" she shouted to Daisy and Gracie. She knew the tracker couldn't pick up their footprints in the rain, so as the other children went off for morning prayers, the three dashed into the surrounding brush. They headed for the nearest river, and had walked in its icy shallows for more than 15-arrived miles before Molly told her charge they could dig out a rabbit hole and snuggle in for the night.

莫莉在穆尔河培训营呆了还不到两天，暴风雨就来临了。“快跑！”她对黛西和格雷西喊道。她知道，在雨天，追捕者无法辨认她们的脚印。于是，趁其他孩子去做早间祷告时，三个姑娘冲进了周围的灌木丛，一直奔到最近的河边，沿着冰冷刺骨的浅滩行走了15英里多。然后，莫莉告诉两个妹妹，她们可以挖一个兔子窝，挤在里面过一夜。

Molly knew to head north, and within a week the girls had traveled more than 100 miles, walking with the silent stealth of their ancestors. They avoided all roads and trails, even though the razor-sharp grass lacerated their legs. Early one morning, Molly heard a footfall and pushed the others into a thorny thicket, pressing their faces to the ground. A man passed so close she could feel the vibration of each step.

莫莉知道该往北走。和她们的祖先一样，姑娘们无声地潜行，一周之内就走了100多英里。为了避开所有公路和小道，她们甚至被刀锋般的野草割破了双腿。一天清晨，莫莉听见一阵脚步声，情急之下，她把两个妹妹推进荆棘丛生的灌木丛里，把她们的头按在地上。一个男人就从她的耳边走过，近得能够感受到他每一步带来的震动。

At night, Molly built fires in holes she dug, taking care to fill them with wet sand before moving on the next morning. She and Gracie could outrun rabbits, which they hunted two by two, cooking them in their skins, gutting them with a twig, and then rationing them along the way. Their other source of food was from far-flung homesteads, where white settlers fed the girls bread and sweet milky tea, then tipped off police, as was their duty.

晚上，莫莉挖几个坑生上火，第二天早上动身前，她又小心地用湿沙把火浇熄。她和格雷西跑得比兔子还快，因此，两个人总能捕到一对兔子。然后，她们用树枝挖去兔子的内脏，连皮带肉烤好后在路上分着吃。她们的另一个食物来源是偏远的农庄，那里的白人会给他们吃面包和甜奶茶，然后偷偷地报警，像是他们有这个义务似的。

Word of the girls' travels was spread to sympathizers along the fence by stockmen-Australia's cowboys. "Jigalong boss, he told them some kids ran away," Molly says, explaining how her mother found out she was headed home.

姑娘们出逃的消息经畜牧者——澳大利亚的牛仔们——沿着防兔栏一路传到了同情者的耳中。“织加隆的首领告诉他们，有些孩子逃跑了。”莫莉在解释她母亲如何得知她在逃回家的路上时说道。

"We nearly home! It's gonna be easy!" Molly exclaimed when they finally reached the fence, not realizing they'd hardly passed the halfway mark. By then, sores had festered on Daisy's legs and Molly had to carry her. And Gracie, who dragged her feet in pain, was losing faith in her cousin.

“我们快到家了！很快就到了！”莫莉欢呼着，她们终于看到了防兔栏，但她并不知道，她们不过才走了半程。那时，黛西腿上的疮已开始化脓，莫莉只得背着她走。而拖着疲惫的脚步痛苦前行的格雷西也逐渐不信任莫莉了。

Still, their luck held. And the black tracker, perhaps understanding how much the girls wanted to get home, didn't seem to try as hard as he might to catch them.

当然，幸运之神仍然眷顾着她们。那个黑人追捕者也许明白姑娘们有多想回家，所以，似乎也没有尽他所能来抓她们。

When it grew too risky to sleep more than a few hours a night, the exhausted Gracie told her cousin she wasn't going to die out in the desert. She headed off on her own in the direction of railway depot. Molly and Daisy forged on into the harshest desert county. They no longer feared the white man—they knew he couldn't survive here. It was their own lives they feared for now. Food was scarce. And the sun was blinding.

当晚上多睡几个小时也变得十分危险时，精疲力竭的格雷西对她的堂姐说，她不想死在沙漠里，于是，径直朝火车站的方向走去。莫莉和黛西不畏艰难，继续向环境恶劣至极的沙漠走去。她们不再害怕白人——因为，在那里白人根本无法生存。现在，她们只害怕自己能否维持生命。食物已所剩无几，太阳也刺目晕眩。

In the end, some would say it was the spirits that saved them. From the moment they learned the girls were headed back, the Aborigine women of Jigalong began to wail, calling on the dreamtime ghosts to protect their children. The mothers traveled deep into the desert and kept up their chanting, believing the girls could hear them in their hearts. Then suddenly—seemingly miraculously—daughters and mothers found themselves reunited in the middle of a barren landscape.

对于最终的结局，也许有人会说是神灵救了她们。从织加隆的土著妇女得知孩子们正在逃回家的路上那刻起，她们就开始哀号，乞求梦中的神灵佑护她们的孩子。母亲们深入沙漠，反复吟唱，因为她们坚信，孩子们的心会听到她们的召唤。突然间，简直不可思议，女儿们和母亲们在这荒芜的大漠中重逢了。

When her mother reached her, Molly was inconsolable. "I lost one," she cried, sure that Gracie was dead. In fact, Gracie had been captured and taken back to Moore River. She would never return to Jigalong again.

当母亲一把把她抱入怀里时，莫莉却伤心欲绝。“我弄丢了一个。”她泣不成声，因为她确信，格雷西已经死了。事实上，格雷西已被抓回穆尔河，再也回不了织加隆了。

Molly swore she would never leave, but history repeated itself nine years later. In 1940, she was taken back to the Settlement, this time with her two daughers, 18-month-old Annabelle and four-year-old Doris. She escaped with only Annabelle. Though it broke her heart, she left Doris behind, knowing she could not carry for the two children in her arm for the 1500-mile journey. Annabelle would be returned to an institution three years later. It was the last Molly would see of her.

莫莉曾发誓决不再离开，但历史却在九年后无情地重演。1940年，她又被带回训练营，这次还有她的两个女儿，18个月大的安纳贝尔和4岁的多丽丝。她只带着安纳贝尔一起逃走，把多丽丝留在了那里，虽然这让她几乎心碎，但是她知道，自己不可能抱着两个孩子跋涉1500英里。安纳贝尔在三年后又被带回某个收容所。此后，莫莉再也没有见到过她。

Freed at 18, Doris at first took a job as a hospital aide, and later trained as a journalist. Guided by her own spirits, she applied a feisty determination inherited from a mother she barely remembered to investigating her roots. The trail led to Jigalong. When she was able to express her resentment at being abandoned, Molly's response was simple: "I did not give you away. The government took you away."

多丽丝在18岁时获得了自由。她先是在医院做助手，后来，经过培训，当上了一名记者。凭着坚强的意志，她下定决心探寻自己根归何处，而这种毅力和决心正承袭于她已几乎没有印象的母亲。终于，线索追溯到织加隆。在她为自己遭到遗弃而心有所怨时，莫莉的回答却很简单：“我并没有丢下你，是政府把你带走了。”

It was a screenplay based on Doris' book. Follow the Rabbit-Proof Fence, that inspired Phillip Noyce to make his movie. "I couldn't help but respond to the plight of these children," says Noyce. In sharing, Molly's story with the world, he hopes to share a story about the pain of racism the strength of family ties.

正是这本根据多丽丝的书《沿着防兔栏走》改编的剧本激发了菲利普·诺伊斯的灵感，拍摄了这部电影。他说：“我情不自禁地想对这些孩子所受的苦难做一些回应。”在和世界共同分享莫莉的故事的同时，他希望大家也能对种族主义所带来的痛苦和血肉亲情的巨大力量有所感触、有所共鸣。

For Molly, who watched Rabbit-Proof Fence in Jigalong under the desert stars on a screen Noyce erected for film's world premiere, her hope is that the story will do something more. Doris recently tracked down Annabelle, who is now in her 60s. But the woman who has spent a lifetime as part of a different race is as yet unwilling to embrace her Aborigine heritage and her biological family.

在织加隆沙漠的星空下，莫莉观看了《防兔栏》这部电影，诺伊斯特意搭好银幕将此地作为该片的世界首映地。对她而言，她希望这部片子能产生更深远的影响。多丽丝最近已追查到安纳贝尔的栖身之处，她已经60多岁了。不过，这位女士一生过的都是与本族截然不同的生活，因此，她不太愿意接受自己作为土著后裔的身份和她的土著家人。

Today, Molly, wearing a pair of worn-out sneakers, stands and looks at the red-ground beneath her. And like her mother before her, she sends out a secret plea to the spirits to guide her stolen child back home.

今天，莫莉穿着破旧的运动鞋，站着远望脚下的这片红土地。和她已逝的母亲一样，她默默地向神灵祷告，祈求它们指引自己被窃的孩子早日归来。





点字成金

Her mother and aunts and cousins joined in the vigil, gashing themselves with stones, crying out their desolation.

译文：她的母亲、姨妈还有表兄妹们一起守夜祈祷，用石头割破皮肤，大声诉说他们的凄凉。

此句中，cry out指的是“叫喊”、“大声说出”，它在这里的用法极为形象，out一词在动作上有一种向外的趋势，在这个句子中，就有把内心丧失亲人的凄凉感大声哭出来的意思。又如：

They cried out their complaints。

他们大声抱怨。

与此类似，cry out还有一个词组为cry one's eyes（或heart）out，意思即为“痛哭流涕”、“哭得很伤心”，也用的非常生动形象。

另外，cry out还有一层意思，表示“迫切需要”。如：

The garden is crying out to be watered. （园地需要马上浇水。）



Boy, Interrupted

失而复得的儿子

Michael Ryan

本文讲述的是一位父亲和他的儿子在经过了长期的痛苦分离后如何学着互相理解和互相关爱的故事。文字朴实无华却发人深醒，读罢不禁感叹世上最珍贵的还是那浓浓的亲情。正如文中所言，一个缺少亲情的生命是不完整的，主人公在同自己的儿子失去联系后，度过了极度愤怒和无比沮丧的九年，作为一名画家，他却毫无产出，最后连在哥伦比亚大学教书的工作也丢了。但是当他同儿子团聚后，他的生活发生了翻天覆地的变化，他的作品也摆脱了以前那种充满忧郁气质和绝望心态的风格，重新展现在人们面前的是欢快明亮、充满生机的新作品。这一鲜明对比使我们更加认识到亲情在一个人生命中的重要性，从而也激励我们去珍惜它，保护它。





The first time William Norton took his 14-year-old son, Carl, on a shopping trip, things nearly ended in disaster. "I lost the car," Norton says. "It was soooooo stupid. You know how you make sure to remember which store you're parked in front of? I didn't know this mall had two stores with the same name. All I could do was laugh. And then Carl started laughing. He wasn't used to seeing adults who could laugh at their own mistakes."

威廉·诺顿第一次带他14岁的儿子卡尔去商场购物时，几乎把事情弄得一团糟。“我找不到自己的车了，”诺顿说，“这简直是太……愚蠢了。你明明记得自己把车停在哪家店门口了吧？可我没料到这个商场竟有两家店名一模一样的铺子！最后，我只能付之一笑。卡尔也跟着笑起来了。看到大人也会对自己所犯的错误自嘲不已，他还真有点不习惯。”

Norton, 50, chokes up when he describes that day in December 2000, the first time in almost a decade that he had been alone with his son. In 1991, his tow-headed five-year-old boy, who had been known as Kit his whole life, disappeared along with Norton's ex-wife, Cynthia. Now a strapping, confused teenager with a new name, Carl-norton of six feet and still growing—had come back to him. Somehow, the two had to learn to become father and son again.

50岁的诺顿在谈到2000年12月的那天时，不禁如鲠在喉，因为，那是他近十年来第一次单独与儿子待在一起。1991年，他的亚麻色头发的5岁儿子——那个记忆中的“小基特”——跟着他的前妻辛西娅一起失踪了。而今，回到他身边的是一个高大魁梧又困惑迷茫的翩翩少年，他有了一个新名字叫卡尔·诺顿，身高6英尺，而且还在长个儿。不管怎样，他们俩必须学会重新做好父子。

For nearly a week that December, Norton and Carl had warily circled each other, staying in separate rooms in a two-bedroom hotel suite, searching for ways to understand the perfect strangers they had become. Head of The Rechal Foundation, a nonprofit group that helps parents and abducted children re-enter one another's lives, slept on the living room couch, acting as a kind of facilitator cum chaperone for father and son. Each night, Carl locked himself in his room, still confused and unsure. But slowly the ice broke, beginning when Carl suggested a trip to the mall.

那年12月，将近一个星期，诺顿和卡尔都小心翼翼地绕过对方。他们各自住在酒店双人套房的不同房间里，试探着去了解已完全陌生的对方。理查尔基金会会长睡在客厅的沙发上，她扮演的是父子关系的促进者兼保护人的角色。理查尔基金会是一个非盈利性组织，专门帮助父母与其被拐走的孩子重新适应彼此生活。每天晚上，卡尔都会把自己锁在房间里，他依然困惑迷茫，毫无把握。但自从卡尔提出同去商场购物后，父子间的冰山渐渐融化了。

"When he said, 'I want to go shopping with my dad,' it sent chills up my spine," Norton says. At that moment he knew that he really would get his son back.

“当他说‘我想和爸爸一起去购物’时，我激动得脊梁一阵阵地发颤。”诺顿说。从那一刻起，他意识到，自己真的可以重新要回这个儿子了。

This is a story about how a parent and child get to understand, even love each other, after a long and painful separation. Cynthia and Bill Norton first met at the University of Texas, then moved separately to New York City, where each became an artist. When they met again, they fell in love and married in 1984. Their SoHo neighborhood became fashionable and overpriced, so they moved to the Valley of Pennsylvania, where Cynthia made artwork out of furniture, and Norton—as Bill is known to his friends—painted. He commuted to New York to teach art at Columbia University. They had a son. In 1989, they divorced.

这个故事讲述的是一位父亲和他的孩子在经历了长期痛苦的分离后，如何学着互相理解、甚至互相关爱。辛西娅和比尔·诺顿在得克萨斯大学初次相遇后，分别搬到纽约，各自成为了艺术家。当两人再次相遇时，坠入了爱河并于1984年结为夫妻。他们居住的自由职业者小区变得日益时尚而昂贵，于是，他俩便搬到了宾夕法尼亚州流域。在那里，辛西娅从事家居设计，而诺顿——朋友们都称他比尔——则专攻绘画。他乘车去纽约哥伦比亚大学教美术。然后，他们有了一个儿子。1989年，他们离婚。

Norton had liberal visitation rights until Cynthia began to accuse him of molesting Kit. (Norton vigorously denies the charge.) The police investigated. Norton volunteered to take a polygraph test and passed, and in the end police, social workers and a family court judge determined the charges were groundless.

诺顿原先一直都有自由探视儿子基特的权利，直到后来辛西娅指控他有猥亵基特的行为（诺顿极力否认这项指控）。于是，警方着手调查此案，诺顿本人也主动提出测谎请求，结果顺利通过。最后，警方、社工和家庭法院的法官一致判定此项指控不成立。

Norton thought the ordeal was behind him until one day in October 1991, when Cynthia failed to deliver Kit for a scheduled visit. He went looking for them, but they had disappeared. As Norton learned much later, a church group in Evanston, ILL., believed Cynthia's story and took his son and ex-wife in. Cynthia and Kit—now known as Chris and Carl—later moved to Indiana. In part to hide their identities, Carl was homeschooled and didn't have much contact with friends. Carl says today that he and his mother simply stopped talking about Norton.

诺顿以为所有磨难都将结束，然而1991年10月的一天，辛西娅并没有按原定的探视日程把基特送来。于是，他亲自前往探视，却发现母子俩都失踪了。过了很久诺顿才得知，伊利诺伊州伊文斯顿市的一个教会组织听信了辛西娅编的故事，收留了他们母子。辛西娅和基特——现已改名为克里斯和卡尔——不久便搬到了印第安纳州。部分为了掩盖他们的身份，卡尔在家里接受教育，与朋友的联系也不多。现在，卡尔回忆说，从那时起，他和母亲就再也不提起诺顿这个人了。

The following nine years were a period of anger and immense frustration for Norton. He became unproductive as an artist and eventually lost his teaching job at Columbia. Although he always kept close tabs on police efforts to find his son, his long wait came to an end almost by an accident. A friend of Norton's, who knew of his ordeal, was visiting relatives in the Midwest. Talking with her aunt, she realized that a woman the aunt had described must be Cynthia. The friend told Norton; he called the FBI. Within months, mother and child were located and brought before the authorities in Pennsylvania.

此后的九年对诺顿来说是极度愤怒和无比沮丧的时期。作为一名画家，他没有什么出色的创作，最后连在哥伦比亚大学教书的工作也丢了。尽管，他一直都在密切关注警方寻找他儿子的动向，但是，他长久的等待却因一次意外而告终。诺顿的一位知情的朋友，有一次去中西部探望亲戚。在与姑妈聊天的时候，她意识到姑妈所说的那个女人一定就是辛西娅。于是，朋友把这件事告诉了诺顿，他立即通知了联邦调查局。几个月后，母子俩被找到并带回宾夕法尼亚州。

The day Carl was finally returned, Norton found himself sitting in the waiting room of a psychologist's office in the Lehigh Valley. Upstairs, his son was being interviewed. "I stayed downstairs," Norton recalls. "When Carl left the building, I didn't even pull the curtain to look at him. You can't imagine how hard that was. I hadn't seen him in nine years, but I didn't want to freak him out." Their reunion would have to wait until the next day.

卡尔最终判给诺顿的那一天，诺顿待在理海谷的一家心理诊所的候诊室里。楼上，卡尔正在接受咨询。“我就坐在楼下，”诺顿回忆道，“当卡尔离开诊所时，我甚至没有拉起窗帘看他一眼。你知道这有多难吗？虽然我已经有九年没见到他了，但我还是不愿让他感到不自然。”他们父子俩的重逢还得等到第二天。

During the nine years he lived in hiding, Carl was raised in Mennonite communities; he remains a devout Christian today. His father, who is not religious, had left Allentown after the abduction and moved back to New York, where he rented a Brooklyn loft. Carl, shy and gangly in the oversized clothes favored by teenagers, was nobody's idea of a New York kid. Norton, who favors all-black outfits and shaves his head, looks the part of the hip, big-city artist.

在过去的九年里，卡尔一直过着躲躲闪闪的生活，他在门诺派的教会中长大，所以至今仍是一个虔诚的基督徒。而他父亲却是个无神论者。在卡尔拐走后，他就离开阿伦敦回到了纽约，并在纽约布鲁克林区租了一间阁楼。（译注：画家常住地统楼层，大而明亮，利于作画。）卡尔穿着年轻人时兴的宽衣肥裤，显得腼腆而又瘦长。在别人眼中，他完全不像一个在纽约长大的孩子。而经常一身黑衣、剃着光头的诺顿，看起来倒有点像大城市里的嬉皮艺术家。

Initially, Carl wanted nothing to do with Norton. He had to meet with all sorts of strangers-lawyers, police, a psychiatrist and social workers. Carl told Pamela Hoch, "I'm being lied to about why I'm here. I want to know what's going on."

起初，卡尔不想与诺顿有任何瓜葛。因此，他不得不去见形形色色的陌生人——律师、警察、精神病医生，还有社工。卡尔告诉帕梅拉·霍奇：“我被欺骗了！他们骗我来到这里！我想知道到底发生了什么事！”

And though Carl no longer believed his father had molested him, he'd spent his childhood thinking he had. But, Hoch says, "it became very hard for Carl to maintain a posture of hatred. Hatred is the only emotion that has to be taught. It's not natural for a child to hate."

尽管卡尔已不再相信父亲曾猥亵过他，但整个童年，他一直是这样认为的。然而，霍奇说：“要让卡尔保持仇恨的心态是相当困难的。只有仇恨这种情感是必须经过灌输才会产生的。对一个孩子来说，仇恨决非天性。”

Carl dreams of one day becoming a product designer and lights up when he talks about his artwork. He eagerly displays the highly accomplished sketches of cyborgs and science-fiction creatures that fill a pile of drawing books. "He has amazing talent," his father says, "He can draw the human figure better than I can."

卡尔梦想有一天能成为产品设计师。每每谈及他的艺术作品，他都会神采飞扬。他总是迫不及待地展示他那一大堆画册，全是机器人和科幻小说中人物的素描，画技极为精湛。“他有惊人的绘画天赋，”诺顿说，“他的人物形体画得比我还好。”

Their initial meeting began on a bad note. "At first, he was sitting with his legs crossed, his arms crossed," says Norton. "He was really shut down." When the psychologist suggested Norton show Carl his artwork, Carl loosened up.

他们的初次见面开局不利。“起初，他交叉着双腿、双臂坐在那儿，”诺顿说，“他确实非常拘束。”直到心理医生建议诺顿给卡尔看看他的艺术作品，卡尔才开始慢慢放松。

"I pulled out a portfolio. When he saw that I was a good artist, he opened up pretty quickly. "Soon Carl showed Norton his sketches. "Looking at each other's work — that started to form a bond," Norton says. "He saw we had a lot in common."

“我取出一卷画纸。当他发现我是个不错的画家时，便很快和我畅谈起来。”不一会儿，卡尔也开始向诺顿展示他的素描。“我们互相欣赏彼此的作品，就这样，我们之间的关系渐渐建立起来了，”诺顿说道。“他发现我们有许多共同点。”

The details of that day are lost, replaced by emotional impressions. "I can't imagine what I said to Carl that day," Norton says. "The words were secondary. Seeing the same face, almost the same haircut he's had all his life. The body was stretched. Maybe I said, 'Hi, I'm your dad.' A lot was going on."

那天的种种细节已记不太清，但当时的心情诺顿却记忆深刻。“我记不得那天自己对卡尔说了些什么，”他说，“其实，言语是次要的。重要的是我看见了那张儿时的脸和几乎一成不变的发型。本来交叉着的胳膊、腿也伸展开了。或许我说了：‘嗨，我是你爸爸。’那天发生的事情太多了。”

That ten minutes meeting — kept short to ease stress on Carl — was just a beginning. The boy still didn't trust his father. "I wish I could be comfortable around him," he told Hoch.

那次十分钟的见面（为了缓解卡尔的压力而快快收场）仅仅是一个开始。这孩子仍然无法信赖自己的父亲。“我真希望在他身边时能放松一点。”卡尔对霍奇说。

Norton wondered if he could ever fill in the nine-year hole in their relationship.

诺顿有些怀疑，自己是否还能够填补他们之间这段九年的空白。

The next step was a drive to a Maryland hotel near The Rachel Foundation's headquarters. "Carl drove with Pamela, and I drove myself in a car behind them," Norton recalls. "I didn't want him to be uncomfortable sitting next to me."

下一步是驱车前往理查尔基金会总部附近的马里兰大酒店。“卡尔和帕梅拉坐同一辆车，而我则独自驾车跟在他们后面，”诺顿回忆道，“我不想让他因为坐在我身边而感到不自在。”

Day after day in the hotel suite, father and son worked at re-creating a life they had not had together. "Pamela told me to bring along Christmas presents I had for Carl from years ago, two little boxes from my niece and my sister that I had never unwrapped," says Norton. "One held a pack of motorcycle playing cards, the other an action figure. I brought his old Batman blanket, and his teddy bear, a video of his birth, and the little blue stocking cap he wore that day."

在酒店套房里的每一天，父子俩共同努力，重建他们不曾共度的生活。“帕梅拉提醒我带上几年来为卡尔准备的圣诞礼物，那是两只我从未拆封的小盒子，是我侄女和姐姐送的，”诺顿说，“一只盒子里装着一副摩托车图案的扑克牌，另一只盒子则装着一个可动小人。我还把他以前用过的蝙蝠侠毛毯、泰迪小熊、出生时拍的录影带还有出生那天戴的蓝色小针织帽都带去了。”

Carl began remembering things. "He has a very good memory," Norton says. "He remembered the carpet in my old department." As they talked, a picture of a child's life cut in half began to emerge. "He told Pamela that in the school he enrolled in lust before he was found, they had him draw a family tree. He drew a broken branch on his."

卡尔开始记起一些事情了。“他的记性相当不错。”诺顿说道。“他还记得我旧公寓里的地毯。”随着交谈的深入，这个孩子被一分为二的生活图景渐渐浮现出来。“他告诉帕梅拉，在他被找到之前就读的那所学校里，老师让他画一幅家谱图。可是，他只在纸上画了一个不完整的分支。”

"He went through a lot," Norton goes on. "Some of our exercises were, name five things you think are good about me, or five things I think are good about you. For me, it was that he's courageous, smart, he's got talent." Carl said his father had a good attitude, was an interesting artist, and a good cook. Father and son also talked about things they didn't like. Says Norton, "I did not like the fact that he was a creationist and was discounting scientific theories. "They agreed to disagree on the issue of religion and instead work on developing a relationship.

“他确实受了不少苦，”诺顿继续说道，“我们还进行了一些练习，如列出五个你认为我好的地方，或五个我认为你好的地方。对我而言，他的优点是勇敢、聪明，有天赋。”卡尔则说父亲脾气很好，不但是一位有趣的画家，而且还是一个好厨师！父子俩也谈到了不欣赏对方的地方。诺顿说：“我不太喜欢的是，他是个神创论者，总是对科学理论不屑一顾。”他俩已达成共识，在宗教问题上，可以保持意见相左，但要共同努力培养父子感情。

After two weeks in the hotel, Carl and Norton flew to Texas for a week-long reunion with grandparents, cousins, aunts and uncles Carl hadn't seen for a decade. "I have some great snapshots from the trip of Carl carrying his nine-year-old cousin on his back," Norton says. "He was welcomed home, and he relished being a member of a family." The pair returned to Maryland for two more weeks.

在酒店住了两个星期后，卡尔带着诺顿飞往得克萨斯，与他十年不曾见面的祖父母、表兄妹、姑姑叔叔们团聚了一个星期。“这次旅行我拍了一些很棒的照片，其中有一张是卡尔背着他九岁的表弟，”诺顿说，“他在家里很受欢迎，也体验到作为家庭一员的滋味。”此后，两人又回到马里兰酒店住了两个多星期。

Finally it was time for Carl to move from the hotel into Norton's Brooklyn loft — an airy if rough space in a neighborhood on the verge of becoming trendy. "Growing up as the son of an artist mother, he knew about loft living and said he always dreamed of living in a loft," Norton says. "Now he is." Pamela Hoch stayed with them for the first few nights then father and son were left alone together.

最后，到了让卡尔从酒店搬到诺顿在布鲁克林的阁楼去的时候了。那是一间空气流通却稍嫌简陋的屋子，位于一个正在走俏的小区里。“由艺术家母亲抚养长大，他对阁楼生活有所耳闻，而且，还说自己一直很向往这种阁楼生活，”诺顿说道。“现在，他就过上了这种生活。”头几个晚上，帕梅拉·霍奇跟他们一起度过，然后父子俩就被留下独处了。

"Carl is still a small-town kid," Norton says, reflecting on the nearly two years that have passed since they were reunited. "He fell into my world from his mother's world. He's not in his element." Still, anyone can plainly see that Carl has bonded with his father. They order takeout, occasionally see a movie, and laugh easily at each other's jokes. But there remains a distance between them — perhaps unbridgeable. "I've never given him a hug," Norton admits ruefully. "I missed nine years of hugs. With our history, it's too complicated to give him a hug, and probably always will be. That really hurts."

“卡尔仍像个从小镇来的孩子，”诺顿在他们团聚快两年时这样回忆道，“他走出母亲的世界又走进了我的世界，因此，他会感到有些格格不入。”尽管如此，旁人都能明显地看出，卡尔已和父亲紧紧连系在一起了。他们会叫外卖，偶尔也会去看场电影，还会很自然地为对方的玩笑而开怀。但他们之间仍有一段距离，也许永远无法逾越。“我从没抱过他，”诺顿沮丧地承认，“九年来我都没有抱过他。我们的经历太复杂，使我想给他一个拥抱也变得困难，而且，也许永远都会那么困难。这真让我揪心！”

Norton broke up with his girlfriend after Carl returned. The relationship couldn't bear the weight of his complicated life. Norton concedes the adjustment has not been easy. "I was looking forward to having this happen," he says. "But it's hard. I had finally got my career started again, re-established an income. I was working long hours and late nights in the studio, and now I have to get up at six for Carl."

卡尔回来后，诺顿就和女友分手了。因为他们的关系根本无法承受这般复杂的生活所带来的压力。诺顿承认要调整好这一切并不容易。“我期待这一天的来临，”他说。“但这真的很难。我好不容易又开始工作，并重新得到一份收入。我每天在工作室里工作很长时间，直至深夜，而且，为了卡尔，我每天必须六点起床。”

"So I've had to adapt," Norton continues. "But I'm just so blessed and so happy to have him home. The disruption has been worth it."

“因此，我必须让自己适应，”诺顿继续说道，“但只要儿子回来了，我就会感到非常的幸福和开心。和女友分手也值。”

Worth it on many different levels. At an international art show at New York's Plaza hotel last January, Norton pulls out a German art magazine featuring his paintings from a few years back. The work, while technically proficient, has the brooding quality of modern German artists Josef Beuys or Anselm Kiefer. It is art that speaks to the despair that can be part of the human condition. Norton's new work, displayed in the room, is light, luminous and vibrant — paintings redolent of optimism and hope.

这的确在各方面都有所值。去年一月在纽约广场酒店举行的国际艺术展上，诺顿发现，德国一本艺术杂志刊载了他几年前的一些作品。这些作品，尽管技艺精湛，却饱含了德国现代艺术家约瑟夫·波依斯和安塞尔姆·基弗的忧郁气质。艺术可以反映人处于绝望时的心态。然而，同时在展厅里展出的诺顿的新作品却是欢快明亮、充满生机的，这些画作都散发着乐观和希望的芬芳。

"They're a direct expression of how much better I feel," Norton says. "I'm a whole person now. I hadn't been a whole person for nine years. I missed my kid. I really, really missed him. It's so good to be a father, to walk with him on this path."

“这些画直接表达出我日渐舒畅的心境。”诺顿说。“现在，我是一个完整的人。九年来，我都不曾是个完整的人。我思念我的孩子。我真的，真的很想念他！做一个父亲，和他一起走在这条小路上，真是太好了。”

Carl's room in the Brooklyn loft is known as Club Carl. It is capacious and funky, tall-ceilinged and bright, a place friends love to visit. Carl likes it there. He happily attends a high school in Manhattan, where he is an A student. At the moment, he has no girlfriend, but otherwise, life is cool. "It's neat having a dad, doing stuff with Dad, talking with Dad," he has told Hoch. "It's hard being separated from Mom, but I'm okay."

卡尔在布鲁克林阁楼的房间叫做“卡尔俱乐部”。房间大而时髦，天花板很高而且颇为明亮，他的朋友们都很喜欢来此做客。卡尔喜欢这儿的一切。他很乐意去曼哈顿的一所高中上学，在那儿他是一个全优学生。现在，他还没交女朋友，不然，他的生活就十全十美了。“能有一个爸爸，能和爸爸一起做事，能和爸爸说说话，实在是太妙了，”他曾这样告诉霍奇，“要和妈妈分开并不容易，但我现在过得还不错。”

Twice a month, Carl takes the bus to Allentown to spend weekends with Cynthia, who faces criminal charges of custodial interference. At a recent hearing, a judge called Cynthia "a good woman who did a bad thing." Few people close to the case believe she will ever do any jail time for the charges.

卡尔每月两次要坐车去阿伦敦与辛西娅共度周末，她正面临妨碍监护的指控。在最近的一次听证会上，一位法官称辛西娅为“一个做了坏事的好女人”。在了解此案的人中，几乎没人相信她会因这一指控而坐牢。

During their visits, Carl worships with Cynthia at her Allentown church; the one he has attended in New York is too liberal for his tastes. He refuses to discuss his mother in anything but a positive way with his father or with others. And in what sometimes is a feat of self-control, Norton will not say a critical word about his ex-wife either. He does it, he says, for the sake of his son.

见面时，卡尔会陪辛西娅去阿伦敦教堂做祷告。卡尔在纽约的那个教堂太过开放，不合他的口味。对父亲和其他人，他只愿以肯定的态度来谈论他的母亲。有时诺顿会表现出很好的自制力，决不会说前妻一句坏话。他说，他之所以这么做，完全是为了儿子。

In two years Carl will be off somewhere to college. His PSATs are high, his opportunities unlimited. In the months that remain, he and Norton will make up as best they can for the first time most fathers and sons enjoy together throughout the lazy years of childhood and adolescence. "If I'd pick him up two years earlier, there would have been more time for bonding and getting to know each other," Norton says. "At 18, it would have been too late. I've got him for the next two years. It's going to be a great two years."

两年后，卡尔就要去外地上大学了。他的PSATs（学业能力倾向初步测试）分数很高，前途无可限量。在剩下的几个月里，他和诺顿将会尽力弥补他们所错失的那些慵懒的童年和少年时光，多数父子都曾一起欢度过这段美好时光。“如果我能提早两年把他领回来，就会有更多的时间来增进彼此的亲情、加深彼此的了解。”诺顿说道。“但若是18岁，那就真的太晚了。今后两年，我还能和他呆在一起。那将是非常愉快的两年。”





美文共赏

父母的爱是伟大的，伟大中包含着诸多无私的牺牲；父母的爱也是深沉的，深沉中也孕育着无限的理解和包容。然而，描写和表达这种伟大而又深沉的爱，并不一定需要华丽的辞藻和冗长的篇幅。平实的语言自然也能散发出爱的芬芳，简洁的句子同时也可以折射出爱的光芒。本文也不乏类似的例子，如：

1. It's so good to be a father, to walk with him on this path.

做一位父亲，和他一起走在这条小路上真是太好了。

短短的一个句子，没有煽情的描写，有的只是平静的独白，却把一位父亲对儿子的爱和面对这种爱的欣喜充分地表现出来。

2. And in what sometimes is a feat of self-control, Norton will not say a critical word about his ex-wife either. He does it, he says, for the sake of his son.

有时诺顿会表现出很好的自制能力，他不会说前妻一句坏话。他说，他之所以这么做，完全是为了儿子。

这一段中，给人印象最深的一句是：He does it, he says, for the sake of his son. 乍看起来，这个句子有点轻描淡写。但是，聪明的读者又怎能体会不到其中的震撼力和感染力呢！


四　亲近自然



My Son, the Lion

吾狮，吾子

Kobie Kruger

本文以诙谐生动的笔触描述了一个真切感人的人与动物的故事。主人公与她的丈夫收养了一只刚生下来就被母亲遗弃的公狮崽。他们一家人对他细心呵护，小利奥也与他们建立起了深厚的感情，和睦相处，茁壮地成长。他顽皮、淘气，也不乏狮子的野性，制造出一些小恶作剧。一岁时，利奥不得不离开他的人类家庭，回归大自然，他最终的归宿。虽然恋恋不舍，却也是迫不得已，利奥必须回归大自然才能成为一头真正的雄狮。最终，经过一段时间的磨合与适应，利奥建立了自己的家庭，并成为一位真正的王者。本文以细腻的笔触刻画了人与动物之间一段切切真情，感人甚深。





Kobus, my husband, found the orphan in a crevice beneath a boulder, its umbilical cord not yet dry, its voice hoarse from crying. It was a tiny lion cub, only two or three days old. As a game ranger for South Africa's Kruger National Park, Kobus knew the cub would die if he left it, so he wrapped it in his shirt and carried it to his truck. Then he called me on the radio. "I've found a lion cub abandoned by its mother," he told me. "What shall I do?"

我的丈夫科巴斯是在一块大石头底下的裂缝里发现这只失去母亲的兽仔的。它的脐带还未干透，嗓音却因嘶心裂肺的呼喊而变得粗哑。这是一只出生才两三天的小幼狮。身为南非克鲁格国家公园的管理员，科巴斯深知如果弃之不理，狮仔必死无疑。于是，他用衬衫把小幼狮裹住，抱上自己的卡车。接着，他通过对讲机与我联系：“我发现了一只被遗弃的小幼狮，”他对我说，“我该怎么做？”

I knew what that question meant. For one brief moment, I thought, Me? Mother to a lion? But I said, "Bring it home."

我清楚这个问题背后的涵义。我的大脑飞快地转动起来：我？做一只狮子的母亲？但我还是说：“带回家来吧。”

The cub, small as he was, was feisty. His eyes weren't yet open, but he hissed and made brave little growling noises at us, his face puckering into a fierce-looking crinkle.

这只小公狮年龄不大，脾气倒不小。它的眼睛还睁不大开，却已学会发出嘶嘶或低沉的咆哮声向我们挑衅，它会皱起小脸，露出一副狰狞的模样。

Within days, however, he began to grow weak and lose clumps of fur. He seemed hungry all the time, slapping at his bottle in an impatient way, and when the vet diagnosed malnutrition, I realized with alarm that the formula I'd concocted was hopelessly inadequate.

可就在短短几天内，它变得越来越虚弱，开始一簇簇地掉毛。他似乎无时无刻不受着饥饿的煎熬，急切地拍打着奶瓶。在兽医诊断它营养不良后，我才惊觉，原来自己给他调配的食物对它而言是远远不够的。

Our three daughters and I took turns holding and comforting the cub, and after about a week on his new formula, he started to recover. Lying on his back, he would swipe mischievously at us. Gradually he gained weight, grew new fur, and turned into a healthy lion baby with beautiful rust-colored eyes.

我和三个女儿轮流照料他。在用新的膳食方案近一周后，他开始渐渐恢复。仰面躺着的时候，他会淘气地向我们挥舞爪子。慢慢地，他体重增加了，身上的毛也浓密起来，变成一只长着一对漂亮的赤褐色眼睛的健康狮宝宝。

We decided to call him Leo.

我们决定给他取名为利奥。

As Leo grew larger and more powerful, he also developed a lion-size personality. He couldn't resist stalking and pouncing on us, and we got in the habit of glancing nervously over our shoulders and bracing for impact.

随着利奥越长越大，越长越壮，他也逐渐形成了与狮子体格相符的勇猛性格。他总是情不自禁地悄悄接近我们，然后，猛地扑上来。而我们也习惯了紧张地回头张望，做好被撞击的准备。

One day as I was gardening, I heard the phone ring. As usual, Leo jumped on me before I could reach the house. After a short but vigorous battle, I disentangled myself and tried again to reach the phone.

有一天，我正在花园锄草，忽听得电话铃响起。像往常一样，在我走进屋子前，利奥扑到了我的身上。经过一场短暂而激烈的较量后，我抽身而出，又要去接电话。

At the door, a lightning movement at the edge of my vision made me freeze — it was a Mozambique spitting cobra that had made its residence in one of our flower beds. Leo evidently thought I had stopped because I wanted to play again. Just as the snake began to retreat, he pounced on me from behind and sent me tumbling.

在门口，我眼睛的余光扫到一个快速移动的物体，让我不寒而栗。那是一条会喷射毒液的莫桑比克眼镜蛇，它已经在我家的一处花坛中“安营扎寨”了。显然，利奥以为我停下脚步是因为我还想继续玩。正当眼镜蛇开始后撤时，利奥从我背后扑了上来，把我撂到了。

With that, the cobra spat at us, and the venom caught me on the leg, where it dripped toward a scratch on my ankle. I pushed Leo away and hurried to the nearest tap to wash off the poison before it could make contact with my raw skin.

眼镜蛇一受惊，便朝我们喷毒液。毒液落在我的腿上，并向脚踝处的伤口流去。我一把推开利奥，连忙向最近的水龙头冲去，赶在毒液碰到我未愈合的伤口前把它冲洗干净。

To my amazement, the phone was still ringing when I finally got to it. But I didn't bother to explain to the caller what had taken so long. How do you tell someone that you couldn't reach the phone because you were being attacked by a cobra and a lion?

令我惊讶的是，当我最终提起电话时，它还没有挂断。但我也无意向对方解释是什么让我耽搁了那么久。你怎能告诉别人说，你不能接电话是因为你遭到了一条眼镜蛇和一只狮子的袭击？

Leo evidently had the instinct for hunting, but we still worried about his ability to survive once he was too big for us to manage. He and our Australian cattle dog, Wolfie, had become inseparable friends, and lately Leo had been learning canine skills that would disgrace most lions — including, in one instance, the art of herding a bewildered mother wart hog and her three babies.

利奥显然有着狩猎的天性，但我们仍然担心，当他大到我们应付不来的时候，他能否有自我生存的能力。他与我们的澳大利亚牧牛犬奥菲成了形影不离的伙伴。最近，利奥正在学习会令众多狮子蒙羞的犬类技能，其中一项便是把一只傻乎乎的母疣猪和她的三只幼仔赶在一起放牧。

In 1993, when Leo was about a year old, our park warden began urging us to find a permanent home for him. The search was discouraging at first; the only parks eager to take Leo were "canned lion" establishments that used lions for trophy hunting. Finally we found a park that kept animals for tourism and filming purposes. Though technically in captivity, the animals were actually quite free, living in large camps in family groups.

1993年，当利奥将近一岁大的时候，公园的管理员开始敦促我们为利奥找一个长久的归宿。最初的寻找结果令人泄气。惟一急切想要收容利奥的几个公园是所谓的“狮子肉罐厂”，他们把狮子作为狩猎的对象。最终，我们找到一个公园，他们饲养动物供旅游观赏和拍摄电影之用。尽管名义上是受禁锢的，动物们实际上相当自由，是以家庭的形式生活在大营地中。

Once there, however, Leo cowered in the grass when he saw the other lions, and refused to budge. We expressed our concern, but the owner reassured us that it usually took a hand-reared lion some time to realize he was a lion.

但是，刚到那里，一看到其他的狮子，利奥就瑟缩在草丛中，再也不肯动一动。我们表示担忧，但公园管理员让我们放心，一只由人养大的狮子要花一点时间才能意识到自己是一头狮子。

When it was time for us to leave, I brought Leo a favorite pillow I had owned since childhood. As if he knew we were going, he slumped to a crouch, clutching the pillow. We drove away, and only Wolfie looked back, staring at his friend until he could no longer see him.

当我们即将离开时，我把自己从小就很喜欢的一只枕头送给了利奥。好像知道我们要走了，利奥猛地蹲下，身子伏在枕头上。我们开车离去，只有奥菲回转头，凝望着自己的伙伴，直至再也看不到为止。

More than a year passed, with little word of how Leo was adapting. Finally, in July 1995, Kobus and I and our youngest daughter, Karin, made the long journey to visit him.

一年多过去了，我们很少了解利奥的生活情况。终于，在1995年的7月，科巴斯、我和我们最小的女儿卡林长途跋涉去看望他。

When we arrived, Leo appeared from between some trees, and my heart caught in my throat. He was so big — more than 400 pounds now — but his features were the same.

当我们到达时，利奥突然从树林间出现。我的心立刻跳到了嗓子眼。他变得那么巨硕，超过了400磅，但是，容貌却丝毫未变。

He halted and stared at us with a puzzled expression. Suddenly his eyes came alive with recognition, and he rushed forward, throwing himself at Kobus with a shuddering groan, while turning his huge body sideways to reduce the impact. Shaking with emotion, I stepped forward and offered Leo my arm, which he took gently in his jaws. Then I hugged his enormous face to mine, trying hard not to cry.

他驻足不前，凝望我们，面露迷茫之色。忽然，他认出了我们，眼睛陡地一亮，向前猛冲过来，伴着一声让人心颤的巨吼扑向科巴斯，还把庞大的身子侧了一侧，以减弱带来的冲撞。翻涌的情感令我微微颤抖，我上前把手伸给了利奥。利奥温柔地用爪子抓住了我的手臂。接着，我把他庞大的脸盘贴在我的脸上，努力不让自己哭出来。

During our last day at the park, we found Leo lying in the sun with two lionesses. He ran to us, and we talked to him until one of the lionesses gave a call. With an answering grunt, Leo walked back and lay down with her again. He looked regal, like the contented king that he was.

在公园的最后一天，我们看到利奥与两只母狮躺在一起，沐浴着阳光。他奔向我们，我们与他说着话。直到其中的一只母狮召唤他，他才咕哝地答应着，走回去再次与她躺在一块儿。他看上去庄严极了，仿佛自己是一位心满意足的君王。

That's when I knew Leo had become a real lion. He had his own family now, and it was time for us to say good-bye.

那时，我知道了，利奥终于成长为一头真正的狮子。现在，他有了自己的家庭，也是我们该与他说“再见”的时候了。





译途静思

翻译是个细活。结合语境，从美学的视角进行分析，遵照精准的原则，逐字逐句进行推敲。翻译的较高境界力求准、美。要求译者既要双语功底扎实，还要有较高的审美能力。如本文中，译者在对于字句的斟酌和揣摩上着实下了一番功夫，体现出了一定的翻译水平。举一、二例说明之。

1. He halted and stared at us with a puzzled expression. Suddenly his eyes came alive with recognition, and he rushed forward...

他驻足不前，凝望我们，面露迷茫之色。忽然，他认出了我们，眼睛陡地一亮，向前猛冲过来……

此句中，his eyes came alive译得不错，特别是alive，作形容词讲，有几种解释：

a) having life; living 有生命的；活着的

b) in existence or operation; active 存在的，存在或在运转的；在起作用的，如：

Keep your hopes alive. 使希望之火不灭。

c) full of living or moving things; abounding 充满活的或运动的东西的；丰富的，如：

a pool alive with trout 满是鳟鱼的水塘

d) full of activity or animation; lively 有活力的；充满了活力或生气的；活跃的，如：

a face alive with mischief 一张充满调皮神色的脸

还有词组alive with表示充满，挤满。而在这里，译者并没有这样译，他用了“眼睛陡地一亮”，充分地表现出了利奥在认出我们之后迫切激动的惊喜以及深切的想念之情。

2. During our last day at the park, we found Leo lying in the sun with two lionesses.

在公园的最后一天，我们看到利奥与两只母狮躺在一起，沐浴着阳光。

此句中，lying in the sun译得好。in the sun有在阳光下，［美］喝醉，无忧无虑之意。在这里，如果仅仅译为“我们看到Leo与两只母狮躺在阳光下。”便令译文之美感大打折扣，无从体现利奥在自己的家族中间尽情享受温馨惬意，无忧无虑，幸福美满的天伦之乐。

“沐浴”一词用得美。



House of Butterflies

蝴蝶屋

Sheila Tryk

大自然是美丽而神奇的，她孕育了无数灵动、可爱的小生命，蝴蝶便是其中之一。花朵，因蝴蝶的眷顾而平添一份灵性；微风，因蝴蝶的共舞而透出一丝甜蜜；溪流，因蝴蝶的驻足而更显清澈、透亮。蝴蝶就像一个小精灵，一路播撒着生机与活力。然而，在现代钢筋水泥的森林里，蝴蝶却难觅踪迹，那些世上罕见的蝶中珍品则更是无缘一见。因此，当听闻澳大利亚有一座举世无双的蝴蝶屋时，怎不让人心驰神往？看啊，几只艳桔色巡游蝶正在芬芳的空气中跳着精巧的小步舞；瞧呀，一只孤独的鸟翼蝶正停歇在灌木枝上，展开薄如绢纱的双翼，沐浴着和煦的阳光。跟随着蝴蝶轻灵、优美的舞姿，我们的心灵也变得平和、纯净。正如文末所言：

It's a different world; it makes you realize that even the tiniest of animals are significant and important to us all.





In the humid heat of a tropical forest, only the trickle of a gentle waterfall disturbs the bush as a kaleidoscope of butterflies performs an endless aerial ballet among the palms, oleander and hibiscus overhead. Three flame-orange cruiser butterflies trace an intricate minuet in the balmy air while a posy of common grass yellows flutter towards the ground like falling petals, only to bob upwards again just before they touch the earth. Nearby, a solitary male birdwing adorns a lowgrowing shrub, spreading its tissue-thin wings to warm in the sun. A wanderer pauses to sip some nectar from a small dish and then floats away like a dream.

在这座潮湿闷热的热带森林中，只有潺潺流水打破这里的沉寂。此时，五彩缤纷、色彩斑斓的蝴蝶在头顶上的棕榈树、夹竹桃和木槿树间表演着永不谢幕的空中芭蕾。三只艳桔色巡游蝶在芬芳的空气中跳起精巧的小步舞，一簇常见的草黄花束摇曳着飘向地面就像片片花瓣在飘落，而就在触地的那一刻竟重又向上跃起。近处，一只孤独的雄性鸟翼蝶点缀在生长缓慢的灌木上，展开薄如绢纱的双翼，沐浴在和煦的阳光下。一只巡游蝶，落在小小的碟子上，吮吸几口花蜜，然后，梦幻般地轻轻飘走。

This steaming (humid and hot) jungle — at the Alfred Dunbavin Butcher Butterfly House in the Royal Melbourne Zoological Gardens—is the home of a unique and ever-changing collection of live Australian butterflies. As many as 700 creatures from a variety of tropical and subtropical habitats may be in residence at any one time, under the watchful eye of founding curator Ernst Weiher. Since it opened in December 1985, the Butterfly House has lured up to a million visitors a year — 12,000 during last Easter's holiday weekend—to mingle with the butterflies that flit round the 325-square-metre pitched-roof glasshouse.

这个潮湿、闷热的丛林坐落于墨尔本皇家动物园的艾尔弗雷德·邓巴文·布彻蝴蝶屋内。它是澳大利亚活蝴蝶独一无二的聚居家园，蝴蝶种类随时在更迭变化。在每一时刻，有700多种来自热带、亚热带的蝴蝶在此逗留，在馆长厄恩斯特·韦伊尔悉心呵护下无拘无束地生活。蝴蝶屋自1985年12月开馆以来，每年都吸引了上百万名游客（去年复活节周末期间，则创下了12000人的客流量）。在这个325平方米的斜顶玻璃屋内，游客们与翩翩起舞的蝴蝶近在咫尺，亲近融洽。

Visitors follow a zigzagging brick pathway through the jungle and over a wooden bridge that spans a gully and sparking stream. Along the way, they may pause to watch the tiny residents feeding and basking on a selection of shade and sun-loving plants. Here, the warmer months — when butterflies prefer to breed — stretch for ever; temperatures are kept between 28 and 30 degrees at daytime and 15 degrees at night; a relative humidity of at least 60 percent is maintained by water sprays and evaporative coolers. Shadecloth tempers, the sun's radiant heat, and wide-spectrum lighting augments cloudy or wintry Melbourne weather.

游客们沿着蜿蜒的小石路在丛林中穿行，跨过一座小木桥。桥下金灿灿的溪水在小沟里流淌。一路上，游客们时而驻足，欣赏蝴蝶停在喜阴或喜阳的植物上享受美食、沐浴阳光。这里，永远是四季如春，正适合蝴蝶繁殖。白天，室内的温度保持在28至30度，夜间，温度为15度左右。喷水装置和蒸发冷却器将相对湿度起码控制在60％。遮阳布调和了阳光的辐射热；在墨尔本多云或寒冷的天气里，广谱光照能补充必要的辐射热。

But even these tricks don't always fool the butterflies. "Whenever we breed large numbers of wanderers," says Weiher, "they go into winter mode, clumping together on one bush or tree, their gold-and-black wings displayed like scores of giant blossoms. It is quite spectacular!"

但即便是这些伎俩也不是回回都能将蝴蝶蒙蔽住。“当我们想让大量的巡游蝴蝶繁殖时，”韦伊尔说，“它们便进入冬眠状态，群集在同一棵灌木或树上，它们金黑相间的翅膀簇拥在一起，一派花团锦簇的模样。景象十分壮观！”

Two-thirds of the exhibit is landscaped with permanent plantings. The other greenery, most of it in movable containers buried just beneath the surface of the ground, consist of "host" plants favored by specific butterflies for laying their eggs. "It's vital to have the right food for emerging caterpillars," says keeper Norman Dowsett, "otherwise, the butterflies refuse to lay their eggs."

展馆的三分之二由永久植被覆盖。其他的绿色植物则大多种在可移动的容器内，埋于地下。这些绿色植物主要是受某些蝴蝶偏爱、喜产卵于此的“宿主”植被。“为刚孵化出来的毛虫准备合适的食物至关重要。”饲养员诺曼·多塞特说，“不然，这些蝴蝶将拒绝产卵。”

In the early 1980s, at the urging of the then chairman of the Zoological Board of Victoria, A. Dunbavin Butcher, the state government announced construction of the Butterfly House to coincide with Victoria's 150th anniversary. Private companies and individuals donated funds and technical advice while teams of consulting architects, horticulturists, botanists, entomologists, naturalists and butterfly hobbyists worked together to create an environment of some 200 species of plants.

20世纪80年代，在当时的维多利亚动物委员会主席A. 邓巴文·布彻的倡议下，政府宣布为庆祝维多利亚女王诞辰150周年，建造这座蝴蝶屋。私营企业和个人纷纷捐赠资金、提供技术建议，由建筑师、园艺家、植物学家、昆虫学家、自然学家以及蝴蝶爱好者组成的顾问团齐心协力，共同打造一个有近200种植物的生态环境。

For self-taught lepidopterist Ernst Weiher, the project has been a particular joy. "Most zoos in the world exhibit, only vertebrate," he explains. "But invertebrates—animals without backbones — dominate the animal kingdom, making up 98 per cent of all known species. Maintaining a living butterfly collection involves husbandly aspects that most entomologists never encounter."

对自学而成的鳞翅昆虫学家厄恩斯特·韦伊尔而言，这项工程尤其令人欣慰。“世界上绝大多数动物园只展览脊椎动物，”他解释道。“但无脊椎动物（没有脊椎的动物）却占据了动物王国的主导地位，构成了所有已知物种的98％。将活蝴蝶集中起来并维持相对稳定的状态，涉及众多昆虫学家从未面临过的饲养方面的各种问题。”

Since most butterflies have a short "life span" — usually one to four weeks — it is labor-intensive work for Weiher and three keepers. As soon as a butterfly deposits its eggs, staff transfer the egg-laden plant to a nearby glasshouse. Here, in individual shadecloth cages, the plants are left for about seven days for the eggs to hatch. The newly emerging caterpillars—some as colourful as the butterflies they will become — start munching their way through the host plant's leaves. It's an old lepidopterist adage that if a two-and-a-half kilo human baby put on weight at the same rate as some caterpillars, the baby would reach eight tones within two weeks.

由于蝴蝶的寿命大多都很短（通常为一至四周），因此，韦伊尔及三位饲养员的工作强度很大。蝴蝶产下卵后，工作人员立即将装满卵的植株转移至附近的玻璃房内。将植株置于独立的盖有遮阳布的笼子里七天左右，以待卵孵化。新生的毛虫（有些就像它们将要变成的蝴蝶那样色彩绚丽）开始在主人放置的植物叶子上边嚼边往前爬。一位资深的鳞翅昆虫学家曾说，如果2.5公斤的婴儿，体重以蝴蝶体重的增长速度增加，两周之内婴儿的体重将达8吨。

When a plant has lost three-quarters of its foliage, keepers transfer the caterpillars to fresh plants and return the chewed specimens to the zoo nursery. "Our gardeners can get pretty emotional when they see the tatters of a lemon tree that has had several orchard butterfly caterpillars let loose on it." chuckles Dowsett. "But the plants recover in time."

当一株植物的叶子被吃掉四分之三的时候，管理人员就把毛虫转移到新鲜的植物上去，把被毛虫嚼过的植物送到动物园的苗圃。“看到这些柠檬树的残枝缺叶上面还有几只果园蝴蝶的毛虫仍在大嚼树叶，我们的园丁们一脸不悦。”多塞特咯咯地轻声笑着说，“不过，它们很快又会枝繁叶茂了。”

After 24 to 28 days, the larvae pupate into chrysalises. Weiher and his team glue these chrysalises to strips of wood and hang them in airy shadecloth hatching boxes. They divide them between two or three boxes, to lessen chances of parasitic wasps or diseases wiping out a whole generation. After two or three weeks, butterflies begin to emerge from the pupate — a process that usually happens early in the morning. By afternoon, the butterflies' wings have hardened sufficiently and the keepers can then release them into the main glasshouse.

24到28天后，幼虫化成了蝶蛹。韦伊尔和他的组员们将蝶蛹粘在木条上，挂在通气的孵化暗箱中。他们将这些蝶蛹分装在二至三只暗箱中，以降低寄生的胡蜂或疾病摧毁掉整代幼蝶的可能性。两至三周后，幼蝶开始破蛹而出（这个过程通常发生在清晨）。到了下午，幼蝶的翅膀已足够坚硬，此时，饲养员可以将它们放入主玻璃屋中。

The butterflies enjoy three self-service bars in their forest home, sited where visitors can get the best views. The keepers mix up artificial nectar from glucose, sucrose and fructose to serve in a variety of tempting ways. Each morning they top up small dishes containing different colored glass beads — to allow butterflies to choose their favorite color and maintain a foothold while they drink. Students from La Trobe University are investigating what colors different species find most attractive. "The majority seem to prefer shades of purple and yellow," Weiher observes.

蝴蝶非常喜欢设在它们森林家园中的三条自助条。它们被置于游客的最佳视角处。饲养员从葡萄糖、蔗糖和果糖中提取成分制成人工花蜜，并采用各种方式引诱蝶群。每天清晨，饲养员在装有各色玻璃珠的小碟子中加满蜜汁，这些彩色玻璃珠使蝴蝶可以选择自己喜爱的颜色，同时，也使它们在吸蜜时可以有一个立足点。特罗比大学的学生在调查研究哪些颜色对不同种类的蝴蝶最具吸引力。韦伊尔发现，“大多数蝴蝶似乎偏爱紫色和黄色。”

In another ingenious presentation, golf tees poked into helichrysum blossoms are arranged in plastic-foam containers and the tees filled with nectar. "It's not quite as easy as throwing meat to the lions." Jokes Dowsett as he sets out a clean array of tees and prepares to fill each minute cup. The common eggfly and Australian lurcher butterflies were found to prefer the juices of fermenting fruit and, for them, keepers set out dishes of special rotting fruit-salad mixture.

另一处别具风格的展示是，将高尔夫球座插在蜡菊花中，一个个排列在泡沫塑料容器内，每个高尔夫球座都装满花蜜。“这可不像把肉扔给狮群那样简单。”多塞特一边开玩笑，一边换上一批干净的高尔夫球座，预备在每只小杯中灌入花蜜。据观察发现，普通的卵蝇和澳大利亚潜伏蝶喜欢吃发酵后的水果汁，饲养员特地为它们放置了盛有变质水果沙拉的小碟子。

Weiher has banned nectar-producing plants from the Butterfly House. "You have to train the butterflies to take artificial nectar." he explains. "Otherwise they congregate around the blossoms and when the natural supply gives out, it is too late to retrain them." However, when the Ulysses butterflies stubbornly refused to be lured by the nectar feeders, keepers tricked them by putting the silver-blue-and-black wings of a dead female beside the dish. Inquisitive males rushed down, discovered the nectar and began to feed.

韦伊尔不允许任何能产蜜的植物出现在蝴蝶屋里。“我们必须训练蝴蝶吮食人造花蜜。”他解释说，“不然，它们会聚集在花朵周围，当天然花蜜散发出阵阵香味时，再要阻止它们可就为时过晚了。”然而，当尤利西斯蝶坚决不受人工蜜源的引诱时，饲养员们便设下圈套，将一只死去了的雌蝶银、蓝、黑三色相间的双翼置于碟子边。好奇的雄蝶纷至沓来，发现了花蜜便开始吮食。

Biological controls combat unwanted insect intruders. Native ladybirds have been bought in to patrol for aphids that might otherwise attack new plant growth. Weiher doesn't grow carnivorous plants, however, for fear of having butterflies caught in their traps. "When the house first opened, we were overrun with spiders," he recalls. "We'd spend 15 minutes every morning trying to keep the numbers down." In the outside world, spiders keep insect populations in check, but in the enclosed environment of the Butterfly House they punctured eggs, killed newly hatched caterpillars and caught butterflies in their webs. Then Weiher introduced a pair of yellow-breasted sunbirds from North Queensland that live on spiders and the fruitflies that collect on the salad mix. "They don't touch our butterflies but thrive on the spiders," he smiles.

需要运用生物控制手段与不受欢迎的入侵昆虫作斗争。饲养员们购入天然瓢虫，时刻监控会危害新植物生成的蚜虫。但韦伊尔也不在蝴蝶屋内种食虫植物，因为，他担心蝴蝶会跌入食虫植物设下的陷阱。“蝴蝶屋开馆初期，馆内到处爬满蜘蛛。”他回忆道。“每天早上我们都会花15分钟，设法减少蜘蛛的数量。”在外部世界，蜘蛛能抑制昆虫的数量，而在蝴蝶屋封闭的环境里，它们却刺穿虫卵，将刚孵化出的幼蝶致于死地，令蝴蝶粘在蜘蛛网中无力自拔。此后，韦伊尔又从北昆士兰州引入一对胸部呈黄色的太阳鸟。这种鸟以蜘蛛和聚集在色拉表面的果蝇为生。“它们不会伤害这里的蝴蝶，却因以蜘蛛为食而大量繁殖起来。”他微笑着说。

To prevent their stock becoming weak and inbred, staff exchange eggs, pupate and information with other collectors and butterfly houses around Australia. This was how the collection was originally built. Keepers pack newly laid eggs in glass vials, protected with a little cotton wool; pupate are wrapped in some cotton wool or tissue, they are then sealed in a Postpak and simply mailed interstate.

为了防止蝴蝶屋的蝴蝶品种变差及近亲交配，工作人员与全澳洲的其他蝴蝶收藏家、蝴蝶养殖屋交换蝶卵、蝶蛹，互通信息。最初的蝴蝶采集便是这样形成的。饲养员将新生的蝶卵置入小玻璃瓶内，盖上一层薄薄的棉层加以保护；若是蝶蛹，则用棉层或薄绢将其包裹起来。然后，把它们放入邮包，在州际间邮寄。

Although the spectacular Ulysses and birdwing butterflies are protected species, Weiher has no trouble breeding them for the Butterfly House. A special birdwing breeding house has recently been added to the complex where mass plantings of birdwort will feed the voracious appetites of the caterpillars of Australia's largest butterfly.

尽管，华丽多姿的尤利西斯蝶和鸟翼蝶均属保护动物，韦伊尔还是成功地将它们在蝴蝶屋里繁殖。最近，一座专门的鸟翼蝶繁殖屋在蝴蝶屋旁建成。繁殖屋内有大量的马兜铃，足以满足这种澳洲最大蝴蝶的幼虫贪婪的食欲。

Weiher can't decide which is his favorite butterfly. "I suppose every new one you breed becomes your favorite for a while," he says. "I like the green spotted triangle from Cape York and the canopus of northwest Australia. They take from two weeks to two years to hatch out once they pupate. I haven't figured out yet how to trigger them into hatching."

韦伊尔难以判断哪种是他最心爱的蝴蝶。“对我来说，新培育出的蝴蝶都会成为某一段时期我最心爱的蝴蝶。”他说道。“我喜欢产于约克角的绿斑三角蝶和澳洲西北部的‘老人星’蝶。它们在变成蛹后，需要两周至两年的时间才能孵化成蝶。我尚未想出促使它们孵化的方法。”

Like the visitors who stand in silent awe watching the antics of these colorful creatures, the staff is constantly amazed by each species' behaviors. The common eggfly is very territorial — it tries to chase anything that moves. But that's difficult in here and eventually it has to give up. However, some butterflies just won't settle down. "We've never been able to establish the dingy swallowtail, for instance," muses Weiher. "They just fly up to the ceiling and sulk."

那些色彩绚丽的小生灵的精彩表演不仅让前来游览的参观者惊叹不已，就连蝴蝶屋的工作人员也不断地惊讶于每一个品种的表现。普通卵蝇是地盘性的——它会千方百计地追逐任何移动的物体。但在这里，几乎无法办到，因此，最终它不得不放弃。然而，有些蝴蝶根本无法安定下来。“比如，我们一直没办法让暗色凤蝶安顿下来，”韦伊尔思忖着说道。“它们硬是飞到屋顶，在那儿生闷气。”

In the uncanny quiet of the Butterfly House, even a toddler in a pusher is wide-eyed and silent, gazing in wonder at the brilliant red-white-and-black wings of an orchard butterfly that has landed on the back of his chubby little hand. "Visitors feel they are intruding into the butterflies' domain." explains Weiher. "It's a different world; it makes you realize that even the tiniest of animals are significant and important to us all."

在这座静得出奇的蝴蝶屋里，即便是坐在手推车里刚刚蹒跚学步的幼儿，也会屏住声息，瞪大眼睛，望着飞落在他胖嘟嘟小手背上的果园蝶红、白、黑三色相间的艳丽双翼发呆。“游客们会感觉自己闯入了属于蝴蝶的世界。”韦伊尔解释道。“这是个完全不同的世界；它令你意识到，即便是这些最渺小的动物对我们也是至关重要，意义深远的。”

The Royal Melbourne Zoological Gardens are open every day of the year from 9 a.m to 5 p.m.

墨尔本皇家动物园全年无休，上午9点至下午5点向游人开放。





美文共赏

本文介绍的是澳大利亚神奇的蝴蝶屋，传达的是人类与自然融合一体的意境。蝴蝶美丽、娇艳，在游客身边翩翩起舞。如此美妙的画面怎不教人叹为观止？如此灵动的蝴蝶又怎能用平直的笔调去描绘？

1. In the humid heat of a tropical forest, only the trickle of a gentle waterfall disturbs the bush as a kaleidoscope of butterflies performs an endless aerial ballet among the palms, oleander and hibiscus overhead.

在潮湿闷热的热带森林中，只有潺潺流水打破这里的沉寂。此时，五彩缤纷、色彩斑斓的蝴蝶在头顶上的棕榈树、夹竹桃和木槿树间表演着永不谢幕的空中芭蕾。

2. Three flame-orange cruiser butterflies trace an intricate minuet in the balmy air while a posy of common grass yellow flutter towards the ground like falling petals, only to bob upwards again just before they touch the earth.

三只艳桔色巡游蝶在芬芳的空气中跳起精巧的小步舞，一簇常见的草黄花束摇曳着飘向地面就像片片花瓣在飘落，而就在触地的那一刻竟重又向上跃起。

3. "We've never been able to establish the dingy swallowtail, for instance," muses Weiher "They just fly up to the ceiling and sulk."

“比如，我们一直没有办法让暗色凤蝶安顿下来，”韦伊尔思忖着说道。“它们硬是飞到屋顶，在那儿生闷气。”

在以上3例中，作者均采用了拟人（Personification）的手法，来描写蝴蝶，并赋予其灵性。比如，perform an endless aerial ballet（表演着永不谢幕的空中芭蕾），trace an intricate minuet（跳起精巧的小步舞）和sulk（生闷气）。

这些文字将蝴蝶淘气、可爱、活泼的禀性惟妙惟肖地展现出来，让人心生怜爱，更觉其亲近可人。同时，借助拟人手法，作者将人与蝴蝶、人与自然的距离渐渐拉近，最终达到全文高潮：It makes you realize that even the tiniest of animals are significant and important to us all. 的确是这样。



My Holiday on Ice

我的冰雪假日

Charnicia E. Huggins

本篇生动地记叙了一次难忘的冰雪假日。在魁北克最时尚的旅馆酒吧，作者深刻感受到了冰雪旅店的独特魅力。水晶般的世界，童话般的胜地，好奇勇敢的旅人以及战胜自我的经历，无一不令读者心向神往。正像文中所说，“Okay, so tell me again: Why am I here? An answer comes with my first glimpse of the Ice Hotel underneath the stars. This, I think, is how it's supposed to be seen, glowing like a fairy-tale cottage on a dark night.”独特的景致，独特的经历，使得观光者流连忘返。特别是成功的挑战自我之后，自己会对自己又有了一个新的认识，促使自己继续前进，挑战新的困难。





I am standing in Quebec's most fashionable hotel bar, trying to look cool. It is, as they say, "the season," and the place is packed. Wearing their finest Gore-Tex and down and wool, patrons slurp vodka from heavy square tumblers. Candles gutter on sparkling cocktail tables, and an eerie light filters through a wall made of what looks like frosted glass. From hidden speakers Jim Morrison croons, "Come on, baby, light my fire." But besides the tiny candles, there is no fire. Walls, windows, tables, chairs, even the bar itself—everything is frozen solid. And I'm trying hard to look cool to hide the fact that I am really, really cold.

我站在魁北克最时尚的旅店酒吧里，尽量让自己看上去酷一点。正如他们所说，“现在是旺季”，整个酒吧挤满了人。穿着最保暖的Gore-Tex羽绒衫和毛衣，顾客们从沉沉的方形酒杯中啜吸着伏特加。烛光在晶莹的鸡尾酒台上摇曳，一道阴冷的光透过像用结霜的玻璃砌起的墙渐渐散来。从不见踪影的扩音器中传来吉姆·莫里森的低吟：“过来，宝贝，给我点个火。”但是，除了几点微小的烛火之外，再没有火了。墙壁、窗户、桌子、椅子，甚至酒吧本身——一切都是冰冻的。我极力让自己看上去酷，只为掩饰一个事实——我真的、真的很冷。

Unlike the thousands of other visitors to Quebec City who snuggle into bed in cozy inns, I have booked a deer pelt here, at North America's first Ice Hotel. Its founder, 38-year-old Jacques Desbois, got the idea to build it six years ago, when he read about a similar hotel in northern Sweden. Rounding up backer wasn't easy (they were reluctant to invest in a structure that would stand for three months and be bulldozed every spring-go figure), but he had enough capital by November 2,000 to begin construction. Six weeks and $325,000 later, he had an Ice Hotel.

与其他成千上万去魁北克旅行的旅客不同，我没有舒舒服服地焐在温暖客栈的床上，而是在这里，在这家北美第一的冰雪旅店订了一张鹿皮。旅店的创始人，38岁的雅克·德斯伯斯，自从六年前在书上看到瑞典北部有一家冰雪旅店后，就萌发了建一家相似旅店的念头。虽然拢集投资人并不容易（他们不愿意把钱投到一座一年只存在3个月，每年春天都得用推土机清除干净的建筑上），但雅克·德斯伯斯还是在2000年11月前筹到了足够的启动资金。在耗费了六个星期和32.5万美元后，他终于有了一座冰雪旅店。

Most of the 40,000 visitors last season took the $7 tour of this huge, luminous igloo. "You need a lot of imagination to make winter pleasant here," says Sylvie Laurendeau, a one-time local now living near Seattle. "This is ingenious."

去年冬季，来魁北克旅行的4万名游客中，大多数都参观了这座巨大晶莹的圆顶雪屋，参观费每人7美元。“你若想让这儿的冬天变得令人愉快，那可需要有丰富的想象力。”西尔维·劳伦多说道。他本是当地人，现在，居住在西雅图附近。“这座冰雪旅店真是个绝妙的创想！”

Another visitor, Karen Large of Ottawa, skates to work each morning along the famed Rideau Canal. To her, the Ice Hotel is similarly "exhilarating."

另一名旅客，来自渥太华的卡伦·拉奇，每天早晨都沿着著名的里多运河滑冰去上班。对她来说，这座冰雪旅店同样地“令人兴奋”。

With the snow squeaking beneath my feet, I start to get my own feeling for the place. There is a small cinema with stadium seating and deer-pelt cushions; an art gallery filled with fanciful ice sculptures; and six bedrooms, my favorite of which, "the Quebecoise," contains a hearth, an armoire, a grandfather clock and grinning deer head—all carved out of solid ice. Only two things in sight are not frozen: a stack of morning newspapers in an icy box and a fire extinguisher, displayed at the request of the building inspectors.

随着冰雪在我脚下嘎吱作响，我开始对这个地方有了一些自己的感受。旅馆内有一个小型电影院，内设露天运动场式的座椅和鹿皮垫子；有一个艺术陈列馆，摆满了奇思异想的冰雕；还有6间卧室，我最喜欢的是名为“魁北克”的那一间，里面安置了一只壁炉，一个衣橱，一台落地大摆钟和一个笑面鹿头——这些全都是用坚冰雕刻而成的。眼前，只有两件东西不是冰冻的：一叠放在冰盒里的晨报和一个应房屋检查员要求而安置的灭火器。

All day I have the sense of floating around in a fun house, watching gaggles of tourists duck in and out of hidden doorways and disappear behind ice columns. But as the sun goes down, the day-trippers thin out, until there's only a clutch of rednosed folks at the bar — the overnight guests. At nine o'clock we gather for our pre-bedtime meeting, held in a clubhouse close by the Ice Hotel. Besides offering a place for us to stow our luggage and eat breakfast, the clapboard structure provides a rare commodity around these parts — heat.

一整天，我都感觉自己像是漂浮在一栋奇妙的房子里，看着熙熙攘攘的游客在缥缈的门廊间来回穿梭，然后，消失在冰柱后。但是伴着太阳下山，白天的游客也渐渐稀少，最后，酒吧里只剩下一撮冻红鼻子的人——过夜的客人。晚上九点，我们聚在一起参加睡前集会，集会就在冰雪旅店隔壁的俱乐部举行。除了为我们提供存放行李和吃早餐的地方外，这座隔板式建筑还带来了此地尤为难得的东西——热量。

Not that the nine other guests seem to need it. As burly staffer Nicolas Cyr delivers his nightly spiel ("You should all wear toques—I mean hats—when you sleep..."), they all listen with equanimity, nodding in a "been there, done that" way as he shows us how to fasten our arctic-grade sleeping bags so our body heat doesn't escape, how to keep our extra clothes warm (stuff 'em in the bag), and how to prevent chills (don't wear too many layers or breathe into the bag).

可另外九位似乎并不需要它。当身材魁梧的店员尼古拉斯·塞尔发表他每晚的演说（“你们睡觉时都该戴上帽子……”）时，他们都平静地听着，带着一种入乡随俗的表情点着头，看尼古拉斯向我们演示怎样收紧北极用睡袋才能避免身体热量散发；怎样保持外衣的温度（把它们统统塞进睡袋）；怎样防止寒战发抖（不要穿太多的衣服睡觉和在睡袋里呼吸）。

How can they be so mellow? I wonder. It's only 20 degrees inside the hotel!

他们怎么能如此兴致盎然？我真觉得奇怪。旅店里可只有华氏20度呀！

Well, one couple, I discover, used to camp on the shores of the Bering Sea in the wintertime. Another recently completed a "heli-hiking" tour of the Rocky Mountains. And the only other single person here beside me just happens to lead dog-sledding expeditions. They are all adventurers who will "try anything once," as one woman told me — even if it involves losing toes. Okay, so tell me again: Why am I here?

哦，我发现有一对夫妇曾在白令海岸露营过冬，另一对则刚完成落基山脉的徒步旅行。这儿除我以外的惟一单身汉恰恰是狗拉雪橇探险队队长。他们都是探险家，对所有事物都要“试上一把”，正如其中一位女士对我说的——哪怕那会要了他们几个脚趾头。好吧，再告诉自己一次：我为什么会在这儿？

An answer comes with my first glimpse of the Ice Hotel underneath the stars. This, I think, is how it's supposed to be seen, glowing like a fairy-tale cottage on a dark night. Inside, candles have been lit on every icy nightstand, and sleeping bags have been spread across the deer pelts on our mattresses. In my bedroom, "the Geometric," the circles and squares etched into the snowy walls cast dark shadows in the flickering candlelight, and the triangular window is a frosty black.

从第一次在星光下瞥见这座冰雪旅店的那一刻，我便有了答案。我想，它就应该是这个样子：像童话里的小屋，在黑夜里闪闪发光。屋内，每一个冰制的柜子上都点着蜡烛，床垫的鹿皮上都摆着睡袋。在我的“几何”卧室里，镂在雪墙内的圆形和方形在摇曳的烛火中投下一道道阴影，三角形的窗户是灰黑色的。

I order a shot of vodka from the bar for courage, and then rush back to my bedroom. There I do 20 jumping jacks for warmth, and in one frantic motion I pry off my shoes, peel of my coat and dive into my bag, cinching a drawstring around my neck like a sausage casing. I squeeze my eyes shut and pray for sleep, but there is a problem. My face is cold. I try to pull my toque down over my eyes and nose, and rest my frozen cheek on my mittened hands. But a thin stream of air slips through the tiny gap created by my hands and chills me to my double-socked toes.

为了给自己打气，我从酒吧里要了一小杯伏特加，然后冲回卧室。我连跳了20下，让身子暖起来，然后，一阵猛脱，撬掉鞋子，褪去外衣，窜入睡袋，把脖子周围的睡袋口扎紧，裹得就像是一根香肠。我紧闭双眼，祈祷着能快些入睡，但是，有一个问题：我的脸冰冰冷。我试图拉下帽子，用它盖住眼睛和鼻子，伸出两只戴着连指手套的手捂住脸颊。可是，一股冷气从我双手撑出的细缝中钻进睡袋，让我从上身到穿着双层袜的脚趾冻了个透心凉。

Now I'm sitting up, squirming, yanking on cords and zippers and snaps until I finally find—a hood! I pull it over my head and sink back into a cave of darkness. I wait. And wait. And wait. Minutes crawl by... then hours. I am ready to call it quits and repair to the crash room when all of a sudden, miracle of miracles, blue light is seeping through the window. It is dawn. Nicolas tiptoes into my room and sets a cup of coffee beside my bed. As the smell of it wafts into my hood, I realize that I have made it through the night. I am an adventurer, I am alive, I am also—can it be? —warm. But they're crazy if they think I'm ever leaving this bag.

我坐起身来，扭动身体，把绳子和拉链扯得噼啪作响，终于，我找到了一条头巾！我将它摊开，盖在头上，感觉又坠入漆黑的洞中。我等啊，等啊，等。时间一分一分过去……然后是一小时一小时地过去。我准备放弃，收拾东西到安全暖室去时，忽然，奇迹中的奇迹出现了，蓝色的亮光透进窗户，黎明了！尼古拉斯蹑手蹑脚地走进我的房间，在我的床头放下一杯咖啡。当咖啡的芳香钻入头巾时，我意识到，自己安然度过了这个冰雪之夜。我是一个探险家，我还活着，我也——这可能吗？——很温暖。但如果他们以为我离开睡袋仍能那么勇敢，他们准是疯了。





美文共赏

幽默诙谐是本文的突出特点。在简洁明快的活泼言语中，蕴意匪浅，令读者在愉悦的心情之下，深味其中的魅力与奥妙。以下，试举一二例言明之。

1. I order a shot of vodka from the bar for courage, and then rush back to my bedroom. There I do 20 jumping jacks for warmth, and in one frantic motion I pry off my shoes, peel of my coat and dive into my bag, cinching a drawstring around my neck like a sausage casing.

为了给自己打气，我从酒吧里要了一小杯伏特加，然后冲回卧室。我连跳了20下，让身子暖起来，然后，一阵猛脱，撬掉鞋子，褪去外衣，窜入睡袋，把脖子周围的睡袋口扎紧，裹得就像是一根香肠。

这一部分，生动地刻画出了作者在做了激烈的思想斗争之后，鼓足勇气，以一种几近疯狂的心理状态开始尝试在冰雪旅馆中的睡袋中过夜的经历。读者在对他的表现感到滑稽的同时，也在替他担心。从中体味出战胜自我的困难及需要莫大的自信和勇气。

2. As the smell of it wafts into my hood, I realize that I have made it through the night. I am an adventurer, I am alive, I am also—can it be? —warm. But they're crazy if they think I'm ever leaving this bag.

当咖啡的芳香钻入头巾时，我意识到，自己安然度过了这个冰雪之夜。我是一个探险家，我还活着，我也——这可能吗？——很温暖。但如果他们以为我离开睡袋仍能那么勇敢，他们准是疯了。

这一段更是以诙谐幽默的口吻表现了作者在经历过重重困难，最终品尝到胜利的果实时，先是感到吃惊，然后是自我陶醉的心理过程。自信、勇气俱备；愉悦与深意并存。



A Promise of Spring

春之希望

Jeff Rennicke

自然界的冬天别有一番韵味，他寂静、清冷、空灵。光秃秃的枝丫，晶莹的积雪，空寂的天地，一切都传递着冬的气息。寒冷，让动物或远走他乡，或钻入洞穴。除了瑟瑟的北风，周遭的一切都已定格成一幅静止的画卷。冬是强大的，他将万物都封冻得严严实实。然而，生命更加强大，总有一些蛛丝马迹会显露出她与寒冬抗争的不息勇气。Each track, each snippet of bird song, each frozen seed-pod, is an affirmation of life, a defiance to the cold, a promise. 冬季已经过半，春天还会远吗？





Nothing. No tracks but my own are stitched into the dusting of fresh snow, white as birch bark that fell during the night. No flittering shadows in the trees, not a sliver of bird song in the air.

寂寥。昨夜的一场雪后，大地铺上了一层雪被，洁白如白桦树皮，一望无垠，单单绣上了我的一串足迹。没有飞掠枝头的身影，没有游荡天际的空灵鸟语。

What sun there is this time of year shines weakly, halfheartedly through the white gauze of clouds, offering not even the slightest pretense of warmth. For nearly a week now the temperatures around my Wisconsin cabin have not risen above zero. The mercury seems painted to the bottom of the thermometer. A shiver runs through me as I stomp my feet for warmth and then listen again for any sign of life. The only sound is from the bare tips of branches chattering like teeth.

一年中此时的太阳发出微弱的光线，懒洋洋地透过薄薄的云层，没有一丝暖意。近一周来，我的威斯康星小屋所处地带的温度尚未回升至零度以上。水银柱仿佛是漆在温度计底端了。我不禁打了个寒颤，使劲地跺脚取暖，然后重又聆听是否有生命复苏的动静。惟一的声响是光秃秃的枝头相互拍打，发出像牙齿打战似的嗒嗒声。

At first glance nature doesn't seem to have invested much in this late-winter day. The forest can seem like a rough etching—barren, lifeless and gray. The sight of flakes parachuting onto the front lawn, which swept you up in December, now just means you have to scrape your car windshield. There are subtle beauties—pine braches tipped in white, the pale-blue glow of moonlight off the snow. But this deep into winter, you look less for beauty than for signs that spring has not been forgotten.

乍眼看，大自然似乎还没有让生命重回这个晚冬季节。森林就像一幅粗糙的蚀刻版面——荒凉、苍茫，不见生息。片片雪花飘落在屋前草坪上，在12月份，大雪狂舞，令你心旷神怡，而现在，你只须刮除汽车挡风玻璃上的积雪。周围的景色便显出淡雅之美——松树枝头盖上一层晶莹的白雪，月光洒在雪地上泛出淡蓝色的光辉。但在这个晚冬时分，你渴求春天的足迹远甚于欣赏现有的美景。

They are not easy to find. Once it was believed that nature simply wiped the slate clean every winter, a kind of yearly apocalypse followed by a miracle rebirth each spring. Mice were thought to regenerate spontaneously from rag piles. Frogs and turtles climbed out of puddles, spawned by magic spring rains. Birds changed into other animals to get through the frigid months.

春的足迹不易洞悉。每年冬天，当屋顶石板瓦的积雪全部融化时，就预示着春天的脚步近了，万物更新的奇妙景象即将到来。老鼠会自动从破布堆里冒出来。几场春雨过后，大量的青蛙和乌龟神奇地孕育而生，纷纷从池塘里爬出来。为了捱过严冬，鸟儿飞走了，只剩下一些其他的动物。

The real ways nature copes with the cold are almost as amazing as these old tales. Winter gives wildlife two basic choices: leave or tough it out. In some spaces, the landscape empties like a jug of water kicked over. Branches bend under the weight of mixed flocks of blackbirds, cowbirds and starlings, a hundred thousand strong, gathering for mass migrations. Two-thirds of the bird species that nest in North America move to warmer climate.

大自然对付严寒的真正方法正如古老传说中所说的那样神奇。严冬给野生动物两种基本选择：离开或是忍受。有些地方，陆上一片空寂，如同一壶踢翻了的水。十多万只燕八哥、牛鹂和椋鸟纷纷组织成队大规模迁徙，经过的鸟群在枝头停歇，将树枝压弯了腰。在北美筑巢的鸟类，有三分之二迁移到温暖地带。

A hundred million monarch butterflies, like wildflowers on wings, travel sometimes 4000 miles to Mexico, Texas and California. Caribou stream out of the high Arctic with the first frosts of winter. Gray whales travel thousands of miles seeking warmth, food and sunlight.

几千万只翅膀如烂漫野花的黑脉金斑蝶飞行约4000英里抵达墨西哥、得克萨斯和加利福尼亚。冬季，早寒一至，北美驯鹿便从近北极地区大量涌出。灰鲸远游几千英里，寻找温暖、有充足食物和阳光的海域。

Not all migrations span the globe, however. Many species make short trips, sometimes only a few miles, to take advantage of local conditions known an microclimates. Elk in Colorado move from high country to nearby valley. Bald eagles in Alaska seek open water. White-tailed deer in these Wisconsin woods search out a south-facing slope to catch the morning sun.

但并非所有迁徙都需跋山涉水，许多动物只作短途旅行，有时只有几英里的距离，利用当时被称作小气候的气候条件。科罗拉多的马鹿从森林地带转移至附近的山谷。阿拉斯加的秃鹰寻找未封冻的河流。威斯康星林中的白尾鹿寻找朝南的山丘，享受上午的阳光。

Other creatures devise their own ways to deal with the harsh realities of winter. Musk ox stand with their backs to the below-zero wind, slowly breathing through nostrils that warm the super-cooled arctic air before it is taken into the lungs. Polar bears stay warm by laying on layers of fat up to seven inches thick beneath a coat of fur with nearly 10,000 hairs per square inch. Their rough footpads are skin-resistant on the ice.

其他动物则采取它们独特的方式来应付这场严冬。麝牛用背顶住零度以下的寒风，缓慢地用鼻子呼吸，将北极的强冷空气温暖后，再吸入肺中。北极熊堆积了一层七英寸厚的脂肪层，其上又覆盖了一层每平方英寸近一万根软毛的皮毛，以此御寒保暖。它们粗糙的肉趾在冰层上有防滑的作用。

The survival of some species seems nothing short of miraculous. The chickadee, for example, weighing just one-third of an ounce, seems a tiny spark of life to throw to the mercy of frigid, 40-m. p. h. winds.

有些动物能在寒冬中生存下来简直就是一个奇迹。比如小山雀，体重还不到三分之一盎司，就像一个小不点，在凛冽的时速40英里的北风中受着煎熬。

To keep their internal furnace stoked, chickadees eat twice as much food in winter as in summer. They feed almost constantly during daylight to accumulate a layer of fat that will burn slowly through the cold night. They also have 30-percent more feathers in the winter and can fluff them up, trapping a layer of warm air.

为了给它们体内添加足够的燃料，小山雀在冬季所吃的食物量达到夏季时的两倍。白天，它们几乎是不停地进食，以积聚一层脂肪层，供寒冷的夜间一点点消耗。冬天，它们的羽毛比平时多了30％，而且能够松散开来，锁住身体周围的一层暖气流。

When it gets very cold, chickadees lower themselves into a kind of controlled hypothermic state, dropping their body temperatures as much as 20 degrees below the normal 104, thereby slowing energy consumption. With any hint of warmth, chickadees emerge from their sheltered caverns of thick brush, chirping softly and eating, always eating.

当气温很低时，小山雀令自身进入低温状态，比正常体温104度低20度，以此放慢能量消耗的速度。一有回暖迹像，小山雀便从用树枝遮得严严实实的洞穴里钻出来，轻柔地啁啾两声，并寻找食物不停地吃。

Many coldblooded species bury themselves in the mud to avoid freezing, slowing themselves to near-death states. Wood frogs actually freeze solid, like lumps of ice, and thaw out come spring. The frog floods its bloodstream with glucose, a natural antifreeze that prevents cell damage—a trick also used by garter snakes, insects and painted turtles.

许多冷血运动将自己埋入土中，以避免被冻僵，并将体内代谢速度减缓至生命临界状态。树蛙实际上已经冻僵，成了一块冰疙瘩，春回大地时，它才融化苏醒。树蛙会让血液里充满葡萄糖（葡萄糖是一种天然的抗冻剂，可以防止细胞坏死）。束带蛇、昆虫、彩龟也同样采用这种方法。

I cross a small creek. Bending down, I shovel the snow off the surface and tap the ice with my mittened hand, imagining a painted turtle somewhere beneath it half-hearing the thud as it waits patiently for spring.

我跨过一条小溪。俯下身子，扒开表面的积雪，用戴着并指手套的手轻拍冰层，想象着躲在冰层下某处正在耐心等待春天来临的彩龟，隐隐听见这砰砰声时的样子。

Somewhere in these woods, too, are the hibernating black bears. Each fall, triggered by some ancient memory of winter, black bears go on a feeding frenzy. They consume up to 20,000 calories a day, adding 30 percent to their body weight. With the first snow, they den-deep in hollow logs, caves, shallow holes lined with grass. Sometimes they den up to 90 feet high in the broken-off trunks of ancient trees. Their heart rates drop to ten beats a minute and they settle in for four to six months.

在这片森林的某处，还有正在冬眠的黑熊。每年冬天，对以前冬季遥远的回忆触发它们开始一场疯狂的暴食行动。它们每天摄入高达20000卡路里的热量，令体重增加30％。第一次降雪后，它们躺进洞里——深入空心圆木、山洞以及布满野草的浅穴。有时，它们会藏身于90英尺高的枯枝老树中。它们的心率降至每分钟10跳，并在洞穴中呆上四至六个月。

They do not eat, drink, urinate or defecate. Research on how they recycle waste without poisoning their systems has helped in treating kindey patients. Learning how they manage long periods of inactivity without calcium loss or atrophied muscles may help prevent osteoporosis and have implications for long-term spaceflight.

它们不吃、不喝、不拉、不撒。对它们如何循环体内垃圾而又不毒害身体系统的研究，有助于治疗肾病患者。掌握它们如何能在长期静止的状态下，不会出现钙质流失和肌肉萎缩，对防止骨质疏松症大有帮助，并对长期太空飞行有一定的启示。

The bear's utter faith in the return of spring keeps coming to my mind. Standing here on the thin edge, a few degree from a climate unsuitable for life, it is comforting to know that under the snow, bears are sleeping with an innocent belief that the sun will come again and unlike the rivers and make the flowers bloom.

熊对春回大地坚定的信念不停地在我脑中盘旋。我站在这里，冬季所剩时日已经不多。气温略升几度，气候就宜人了。令人欣慰的是，积雪下面，熊正沉睡，它们坚信太阳将重新温暖大地，消融坚冰，催开百花。

Just as I start to turn back home I hear it: the soft, two-toned whistle of chickadees. As I search for them, I see a downy woodpecker spiraling up a birch tree, it's blaze of red as sharp as tongue of flame. On the ground, I notice rabbit tracks where moments ago I had seen only unbroken snow.

就在我准备返回时，我听见了：小山雀两下轻柔的啼声。我寻声望去，看见一只羽毛未丰的啄木鸟绕着一棵白桦树盘旋而上，它鲜红的色彩如火苗般耀眼。在地面上，我发现一串小兔留下的脚印，而片刻前，那儿还是一片平整的雪地。

These slight signs of life make it possible to believe in spring again. They help me appreciate the beauty of what is left of winter and remind me that the cold won't last forever. Each track, each snippet of bird song, each frozen seed-pod, is an affirmation of life, a defiance to the cold, a promise.

这些生命的蛛丝马迹让我们有理由相信春天又将来临。它们让我欣赏冬天残留的美，同时，又提醒我寒冷不会永远持续下去。每一串脚印，每一声鸟啼，每一颗冻荚壳，都在一次次地证实生命的存在，一份对寒冷的藐视，一份春回大地的誓言。

Take heart. They seem to say. Spring is coming soon.

它们仿佛在说，要有信心。春天就要到来。





译途静思

本文描绘了一幅冬日的画卷：白雪皑皑的大地，慵懒的阳光，凛冽的寒风和为冲破这个冰封世界而蓄势待发的各种小动物。整个画面，动中有静，静中有动，沉寂中蕴藏着活力。全文文笔优美，描写细腻，犹如将美景溶入一首动人的长诗。如此诗一般的文章，如何在译文中将其神韵传递出来呢？撷取几例以相品鉴。

1. Nothing. No tracks but my own are stitched into the dusting of fresh snow, white as birch bark, that fell during the night. No flittering shadows in the trees, not a sliver of bird song in the air.

寂寥。昨夜的一场雪后，大地铺上了一层雪被，洁白如白桦树皮，一望无垠，单单绣上了我的一串足迹。没有飞掠枝头的身影，没有游荡天际的空灵鸟语。

2. What sun there is this time of year shines weakly, halfheartedly through the white gauze of clouds, offering not even the slightest pretense of warmth.

一年中此时的太阳发出微弱的光线，懒洋洋地透过薄薄的云层，没有一丝暖意。

3. At first glance nature doesn't seem to have invested much in this late-winter day. The forest can seem like a rough etching—barren, lifeless and gray.

乍眼看，大自然似乎还没有让生命重回这个晚冬季节。森林就像一幅粗糙的蚀刻画——荒凉、苍茫，不见生息。

4. Just as I start to turn back home I hear it: the soft, two-toned whistle of chickadees. As I search for them, I see a downy woodpecker spiraling up a birch tree, it's blaze of red as sharp as tongue of flame. On the ground, I notice rabbit tracks where moments ago I had seen only unbroken snow.

就在我准备返回时，我听见了：小山雀两下轻柔的啼声。我寻声望去，看见一只羽毛未丰的啄木鸟绕着一棵白桦树盘旋而上，它鲜红的色彩如火苗般耀眼。在地面上，我发现一串小兔留下的脚印，而片刻前，那儿还是一片平整的雪地。

5. These slight signs of life make it possible to believe in spring again. They help me appreciate the beauty of what is left of winter and remind me that the cold won't last forever. Each track, each snippet of bird song, each frozen seed-pod, is an affirmation of life, a defiance to the cold, a promise.

这些生命的蛛丝马迹让我们有理由相信春天又将来临。它们让我欣赏冬天残留的美，同时，又提醒我寒冷不会永远持续下去。每一串脚印，每一声鸟啼，每一颗冻荚壳，都在一次次地证实生命的存在，一份对寒冷的藐视，一份春回大地的誓言。
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