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  内容提要


  《美国文学选读》（第三版）（Selected Readings in American Literature）是高等院校英语专业教材，也可供师范院校、教育学院、广播电视大学及社会上英语自学者学习使用。


  本书以20世纪美国重要作家的作品为主，同时选收18、19世纪的经典作家的作品，在体裁上兼顾小说、诗歌、戏剧与散文。本书的序言简要介绍美国文学发展的历史、各阶段重要的文学流派及代表性作家与作品。正文部分共27个单元，每单元包括“作者简介”、“赏析”、“选文”、“注释”和“问题”五个部分。选文为长篇著作的选段时，该单元后面还附有该作家的一些箴言名句。


  第三版前言


  上次修订以来，又有六年过去了。这期间，有的作家去世了，有的新作问世了，这次修订，我们按惯例补充了一点这些方面的信息。另外，增加了一位新作家，即以写印第安人生活见长的当代著名女作家路易丝·厄德里克，以弥补在介绍美国土著文学方面的不足。


  两次修订使本书由原来的21个单元增加到27个单元，这里有必要重新介绍一下我们六位编者的分工情况:


  陶洁：第11、13、19单元。


  程朝翔：第3、6、18、20、23单元。


  刘建华：第9、15、24、25、26、27单元。


  刘树森：第1、2、4、5单元。


  沈弘：第7、17、22单元。


  张世耘：第8、10、12、14、16、21单元。


  借此机会，我们再次向使用此书的广大师生表示由衷的感谢，同时也希望大家继续支持我们，把您的宝贵建议告诉我们，帮助我们不断改进。


  编者


  2011年2月


  第二版前言


  日子过得真快，从《美国文学选读》（第一版）出版到现在已经有5年了。在这段时间里，由于我国英语教育事业的发展，越来越多的院校改变了过去把英国文学和美国文学放在一起讲授的做法，开始根据《高等学校英语专业英语教学大纲》的要求，专门设立了“美国文学史与选读”的课程，因此也提高了对美国文学教材的需求。我们很高兴地了解到许多兄弟院校肯定了我们的教材编写原则，如以20世纪美国文学为重点，增加戏剧和散文方面的材料，把同一时期的诗歌放在一起而不单独设课，给授课教师一定的自由度和自主权。但我们也听到一些意见，其中一个重要的意见是，一些院系或专业把“美国文学史与选读”设为一年的课程，而这本教材内容不够，有些重要作家，如19世纪的亨利·詹姆斯，没有包括在内等。


  我们根据大家的意见对原书进行了修订。我们增加了一些重要作家的介绍和作品选读:第九单元的亨利·詹姆斯（刘建华编写）、第十一单元的薇拉·凯瑟（陶洁编写）、第十单元的斯蒂芬·克莱恩和第十二单元的舍伍德·安德森（张世耘编写）、第二十单元的田纳西·威廉斯（程朝翔编写）以及第七单元和第十七单元新增加的诗人，如埃德加·爱伦·坡和阿奇博尔德·麦克利什等（沈弘编写），我们希望这些内容能够满足一年的授课要求。我们还坚持了已得到大家肯定同时又是我们最初的编写原则，即给授课教师以自由度，给学生以自学的条件。院校的条件各不相同，老师们可以根据学生的情况和需要进行选讲。学生也可以在教师讲授的课文之外自己阅读，提高文学水平。


  当然，这并不是一本十全十美的教材。我们真心希望广大教师和学生一如既往地给我们提出宝贵的意见，帮助我们今后进一步改进。


  陶洁


  2004年12月


  序言


  （一）


  美国文学的历史不长，但发展较快，20世纪以来，在世界上的影响越来越大。我国早在19世纪70 年代就翻译了朗费罗的《人生颂》（A Psalm of Life）。1901年，林纤翻译出版了第一部美国小说——斯托夫人的《黑奴吁天录》[Uncle Tom's Cabin，今译《汤姆叔叔的小屋》），在读者中引起极大的震动，使他们从黑奴身上看到自己亡国灭种的危险。根据该小说改编的话剧对我们的话剧运动的发展起了很大的作用。五四运动前后，惠特曼对郭沫若等诗人，奥尼尔对曹禺、洪深等戏剧家都产生过影响。马克·吐温、辛克莱、德莱塞等人都曾受到鲁迅等左翼作家的好评。改革开放以来，美国文学对我国新时期的作家们有着巨大的吸引力。盛行一时的朦胧诗恐怕就是在美国及西方现代派诗歌的影响下产生的。海明威、福克纳及塞林格等人几乎成为我国年轻一代作家文学创作的楷模。至于在世界上，埃德加·爱伦·坡曾被法国象征派诗人称为他们的诗歌之父，福克纳对法国的萨特和加缪以及拉丁美洲的加西亚·马尔克斯的影响也是有目共睹的事实。美国作家喜爱的描写少年初涉人世、寻求生活道路和人生真谛的“成长小说”形式受到加拿大女作家的欣赏，也正在被我国的儿童文学作家所采用。美国作家的探索、试验、创新的精神也激励着世界各国的作家不断革新，超越前人。今天，在改革开放的时代，在我们加强跟美国的交往的时候，我们有必要学一点儿美国文学，了解他们的文化以促进与美国人民的交流、沟通和理解，同时也借以丰富我们的知识，充实我们的文化修养，提高我们的精神素养。


  （二）


  严格地说，美国文学的形成应从美国立国开始。实际上，在此之前一二百年的殖民时期的文学虽然并不发达，主要以模仿为主，没有自己鲜明的特色，但那时的政治、经济和社会的发展对美国文学的形成还是有很大的影响。例如，由于殖民者大量屠杀原来居住在北美大陆的印第安人，使他们的文化和民间口头文学的传统受到致命的摧残，因此美国文学没有类似英国《贝奥武甫》那样的口头文学遗产。另一方面，当年来美洲大陆移民的人基本上属于两类人，一类是为了逃避国内政治迫害、追求宗教自由的英国清教徒，他们来到新英格兰地区扎根发展，另一类是谋求发财致富的欧洲老百姓，包括野心勃勃的冒险家。不论哪一种人都相信在新大陆都可以得到自由和平等，都有机会实现自己的理想。这种观点使“美国梦”成为日后美国文学的一个永恒的主题。清教主义有关人生来有罪及上帝主宰一切等思想也影响美国作家不断思考人性与原罪、人与上帝的关系。作为一个由移民组成的国家，美国受各种文化的影响。这又决定了美国文学要比其他西方文学更具有多样性。


  美国文学跟其他西方文学一样，也经历过浪漫主义、现实主义等历史阶段。下面简单介绍各历史时期的大概情况。


  一、殖民地时期（约1607-1765）


  这一时期大约从1607年约翰·史密斯船长带领第一批移民在北美大陆建立第一个英国殖民地詹姆斯敦到1765年殖民地人民愤怒抗议英国政府颁布的印花税法。总的来说，殖民地时期人们忙于生存，无暇吟诗作曲，清教主义又反对虚构的小说戏剧，因此文学不是很发达。当时的宗教领袖和殖民区领导人物如布雷福德（William Bradford，1590-1657）、温思罗普（John Winthrop，1588-1649）等人撰写的书籍多半是讲经布道等有关神学的材料或日记。此外还有一些为欧洲读者或亲友撰写的介绍新大陆的山水风貌和日常生活的小册子或游记书信，最著名的作者是为英国人在北美建立第一个永久性殖民地工作起重要作用的约翰·史密斯船长（Captain John Smith，1580-1631）。即便是诗歌也摆脱不了宗教内容。比较出色的诗人有安妮·布雷特兹里特（AnneBradstreet，1612-1672）和爱德华·泰勒（Edward Taylor，约1642-1729）。前者是北美第一位女诗人，她的诗歌虽然宗教气息较浓，但她描写夫妻恩爱、家庭美满等日常生活题材的诗歌感情真挚，富有感染力。泰勒是位牧师、虔诚的清教徒，诗歌创作也是为上帝服务，有些跟他的布道有密切关系。他的作品在生前并未发表，直到20世纪30年代才被发现并整理出版。两位诗人的一个共同特点是都受英国玄学派诗人的影响，诗歌有较大的模仿性。


  二、启蒙时期与独立战争时期（1765-18世纪末）


  这是北美人民争取独立、建立美利坚合众国的时期。17世纪末18世纪初，由于经济的发展，殖民者的注意力开始转向世俗生活，在欧洲启蒙主义和自然神论等哲学思潮的影响下，上帝的作用大大削弱，清教主义的统治逐渐衰落。18世纪30年代，清教徒们掀起一场“大觉醒”运动，企图恢复清教主义的统治。领导人爱德华兹（Jonathan Edwards， 1703-1758）是个杰出的神学家。他吸收当时先进的心理学理论，从打动听众的感情入手，宣传上帝之万能和地狱之恐怖，人如果想得到拯救必须阪依上帝。然而，“大觉醒”运动未能阻拦历史的潮流，未能使清教主义免于衰亡。


  18世纪美国启蒙运动的代表人物富兰克林（Benjamin Franklin， 1706-1790）是爱德华兹的同时代人，但两人的生活道路截然不同。富兰克林是人文主义者，相信人性善良，主张人权天赋、政治平等，认为行善是忠于上帝的最好表示。他出身贫苦，但意志坚定，顽强奋斗，从商、参政，写文章、研究科学，终于成为文学家、科学家和在美国立国过程中发挥重大作用的政治家。他的《格言历书》（Poor Richard's Almanac）通过大量的格言警句宣传创业持家、待人处世的道德原则和勤奋致富的生活道路。他在独立战争期间撰写的《自传》（The Autobiography）以亲身经历再次说明，美国有的是机会，只要勤奋便能成功。富兰克林的成功经验对美国人的人生观、事业观和道德观产生过深远的影响。他的《自传》还开创了美国名人写传记的风气，建立了传记文学的传统。


  从1765年英国殖民者第一次反对英国政府的印花税到1789年美国联邦政府成立的二十多年里，北美大陆的政治形势发展很快，1775年独立战争爆发，1776年美国宣布独立，1783年对英战争胜利， 1789年新宪法生效，华盛顿当选第一任总统。独立战争时期文学的主要形式与殖民地时期一样以理性的散文为主。主要是各派政治力量对于革命的必要性、革命的前途与方向、政府的形式与性质等重大问题展开激烈争论时所产生的大批论点鲜明、充满战斗力和说服力的杂文、政论文和演讲辞，如潘恩（ThomasPaine，1737-1809）的《常识》（Common Sense）、杰斐逊（Thomas Jefferson，1743-1826）的《独立宣言》（Declaration of Independence）和汉密尔顿（Alexander Hamilton，1757-1804）、麦迪逊（JamesMadison，1751-1836）及杰伊（John Jay，1745-1829）三人的《论联邦》（The Federalist Papers）等。诗歌也常常以政治为内容。


  革命的成功为文学发展提供了机会。1783年，词典学家韦伯斯特（Noah Webster，1758-1843）强调“美国在政治上独立了，在文学方面也必须独立；美国以军事著称，也必须以艺术著称世界。”虽然小说还处于起步阶段，还深受欧洲的影响，但从1789年威廉·希尔·布朗（William HillBrown，1765-1793）发表第一部美国小说《同情的力量》开始，美国文坛很快出现查尔斯·布罗克丹·布朗（Charles Brockden Brown，1771-1810）、休·亨利·布拉肯里奇（Hugh Henry Brackenridge，1748-1816）等一批有上乘之作的小说家。尽管诗歌仍不景气，但弗瑞诺（Philip Freneau，1752-1832）赞美北美花草、歌颂印第安人的诗歌已经具有浪漫主义的萌芽。


  三、浪漫主义时期（1800-1865）


  19世纪初，美国完全摆脱了对英国的依赖，以独立国家的身份进入世界政治舞台。民族文学开始全面繁荣，逐渐打破英国文学在美国的垄断局面。这个时期的作家们与英国浪漫主义作家一样，强调文学的想象力和感情色彩，反对古典主义的形式与观点，歌颂大自然，崇尚个人和普通人的思想感情，并且寻根问祖，发幽古之思情。虽然他们模仿英国作家，素材却完全取自美国现实，如西部开发与拓荒经历。他们赞美美国山水，讴歌美国的生活，反映了美国人民的乐观与热情。


  早期浪漫主义的主要代表作家是欧文（Washington Irving， 1783-1859），库柏（James Fenimore Cooper， 1789-1851）和布赖恩特（William Cullen Bryant， 1794-1878）。欧文以短篇小说见长，他的《见闻札记》（The Sketch Book）开创了美国短篇小说的传统，使他成为第一个享有国际声誉的美国作家。其中《睡谷的传说》（The Legend of Sleepy Hollow）和《瑞普·凡·温克尔》（Rip Van Winkle）虽取材于德国民间故事，却以纽约哈德逊河谷为背景，充满美国式的浪漫气息和传奇色彩，尤其那长不大的反英雄小人物凡·温克尔至今仍脍炙人口。库柏主要写长篇小说，创作了三种不同类型的小说:历史小说、细节准确详尽的冒险小说和对后来西部文学影响甚大的边疆小说——《皮袜子故事集》（The Leather-stocking Tales）五部曲。在《皮袜子故事集》里，库柏开创了美国文学的一个重要主题——文明的发展对大自然和它所代表的崇高品德的摧残与破坏。他还塑造了美国文学的一个重要的原型人物——特立不羁、逃避社会、在大自然中寻求完美精神世界的班波。布赖恩特是美国第一个浪漫主义诗人，也是第一个受到英国诗坛赞赏的美国诗人。《致水鸟》（To a Waterfowl）、《黄色的堇香花》（The Yellow Violet）等代表作描写美国的山水花鸟，讴歌大自然的精神启示，满腔热情地歌颂美国的生活现实，表现乐观向上的精神面貌，不仅在形式上开始摆脱英国新古典主义的影响，在内容上也强调现世生活，不再宣传清教主义的来世思想。


  1829年出身贫寒的杰克逊成为美国总统，他推行民主路线，民主空气大大高涨。随着工业的发展、西部边疆的开拓，美国开始成为一个充满民族自信、繁荣兴旺的国家。但是，对印第安人的迫害，尤其是南方的蓄奴制日益成为尖锐的社会矛盾。从杰克逊上台到南北战争（1861-1865）是浪漫主义文学的全盛时期，常被称为美国文学史上的“第一次大繁荣”。此时，文学不再是为宗教和政治服务的工具，而是作家抒发个人胸怀，探讨人性、人与自然、科学与进步等哲理问题以及评论时政、批评不良现象的手段。在欧洲浪漫主义运动的影响下，作家们试验各种创作形式与表现手法，开始重视对人物心理的分析，注意运用象征手段。无论散文、诗歌还是小说都有了较大的发展，涌现出一大批风格迥异的作家和诗人。


  19世纪的浪漫主义运动的中心在新英格兰地区，主要表现形式为超验主义（Transcendentalism）。超验主义理论崇尚直觉，反对理性和权威，强调人有能力凭直觉直接认识真理，人能超越感觉获得知识，因此，人的存在就是神的存在的一部分，人在一定范围内就是上帝，自然界是神对人的启示，人可以从自然界认识真理，了解物质发展规律，得到精神道德原则方面的启示。超验主义理论的奠基人是爱默生（Ralph Waldo Emerson， 1803-1882）。他和他的志同道合的朋友们组成一个非正式的“超验主义俱乐部”，还创办过一个杂志《日晷》（The Dial）。爱默生的《论自然》（Nature）、《论自立》（Self-Reliance）等著作对打破神学统治，摒弃以神为中心的清教教义，强调人在宇宙万物中的地位，确立民主思想和发展民族文化起了极大的作用。《论自然》曾被称为超验主义理论的“圣经”。


  梭罗（Henry David Thoreau，1817-1862）是爱默生的朋友和门徒。他接受爱默生关于认识自我和研究自然的思想，并且身体力行，独自在家乡森林沃尔登湖畔生活了两年，把超验主义的原则和自己的哲理信念付诸实践。《沃尔登》（Walden）详细描写他在湖畔的生活，宣传自然的美好，批判资本主义文明的消极影响，呼吁人们返璞归真，到自然中去寻找生活的意义和丰富的精神世界。梭罗富有正义感，反对美国对墨西哥的战争，谴责蓄奴制。他的《论公民的不服从》（On the Duty of Civil Disobedience）主张用和平斗争的方式反对战争和奴隶制，对印度的甘地、19世纪60年代的美国黑人领袖马丁·路德·金等人起过积极的影响。


  在诗歌方面，新英格兰地区比较出名的诗人有朗费罗（Henry Wadsworth Longfellow，1807-1882）、霍姆斯（Oliver WendellHolmes，1809-1894）和洛威尔（James RussellLowell，1819-1891）等。他们大都出身世家，有地位有名望，文化修养比较高，但又都比较守旧，缺乏创新精神，对社会问题虽有批评却比较温和，因此他们常被称为“波士顿的婆罗门”（Brahmin）。朗费罗常以民间传说为题材，创作长篇叙事诗，较为著名的有《海华沙之歌》（The Song of Hiawatha）。霍姆斯写过不少适合社交界口味的轻松风趣的诗歌，运用古典主义的文体，在遣词造句上下功夫。洛威尔不仅是诗人还是散文家，早年热心社会改革，晚年趋于保守。


  在波士顿附近的另一位诗人惠蒂埃（John Greenleaf Whittier，1807-1892）却以迥然不同的风格，不加雕琢的语言描写新英格兰农村的美丽景色、淳朴的劳动人民和他们的日常生活。长诗《大雪封门》（Snow-Bound）曾被誉为“一部优美的新英格兰田园诗”。惠蒂埃还是一位坚定的废奴运动诗人，写过大量的斗争性很强的诗歌和政论文，揭露奴隶主的暴行和黑奴的悲惨命运。


  19世纪美国最伟大的浪漫主义诗人是惠特曼（Walt Whitman， 1819-1892）。1855年出版的《草叶集》（Leaves of Grass）标志着美国文学进入了一个崭新的时代。他在前言里明确宣称他要建立美国式的独立自主的文学，用以反映美国的社会、历史和各个种族。《草叶集》第一版只有12首诗。但惠特曼不断增加新内容，到1892年他逝世时，已经收入近400首诗歌。惠特曼是一位伟大的民主诗人。他的诗篇涉及从死亡、爱情到民主、革命，从草叶、声笛到宇宙、灵魂等众多的内容，歌颂普通的人与事及人与人之间同志般的友好关系，强调灵与肉的统一，精神与肉体同等重要。惠特曼的诗歌粗犷奔放，气魄雄壮，反映美国人民在民主革命时期乐观向上的精神，充满对生活、人类和大自然的热爱。《草叶集》中的《自己的歌》概括了惠特曼一生的主要思想，是他最重要的作品。为了更好地表现美国生活的多样化，他对诗歌形式进行大胆的改革，摒弃传统的诗歌技巧，采用自由体，诗行较长，比较接近散文诗。他采用日常口语，比喻、意象也取自生活，比较粗糙。但这种粗犷奔放的诗歌语言和形式十分恰当地表达了诗人的激情与胸怀。可以说，惠特曼是美国诗歌革命的先驱。


  另一位革新诗歌的诗人是狄金森（EmilyDickinson，1830-1886）。她一生几乎从未离开过她出生的小镇，晚年更是足不出户，不见生人，与外界完全隔绝。她的诗歌有很大的局限性，不像惠特曼那样包罗万象。但她在摆脱旧诗体的束缚、创造新诗形式方面却与惠特曼不谋而合。她的诗歌诗行不多，口语色彩浓厚，不强调韵律，常常押半韵或完全不押韵，没有标点符号，也不受语法限制，但意象鲜明活泼，来自生活却又富有新意。狄金森一生写过1700余首诗歌，生前仅发表过5首。虽然她的诗歌以描写日常生活的普通事物为主，但内容深邃，别具一格。她经常探讨的有关死亡、爱情、自然、永恒、人的自我本质和宗教信仰等主题是20世纪诗人关心的问题，因此，她对现代派诗歌影响较大，被誉为美国20世纪新诗的先驱。1955年出版的《艾米莉·狄金森诗集》确立了狄金森在美国文学史上的重要地位。


  浪漫主义时期两位重要的小说家是霍桑和梅尔维尔。霍桑（NathanielHawthorne，1804-1864）不赞成超验主义，尤其是“人即是神”的说法。他对社会改革、生产发展和科学进步也表示疑虑与不安，霍桑反对清教主义对人的压抑，但常用清教主义关于人的罪恶天性、人生来有罪等观念去看待社会中的现实问题。在《福谷传奇》（The Blithedale Romance）中以自己在超验主义者兴办的布鲁克农场的生活为基础，讽刺嘲笑超验主义的改革措施。他的作品大都取材于新英格兰地区的历史或现实生活，中心主题往往是人的内心深处隐蔽的罪恶和过于自信的个人主义的种种缺陷。《红字》（The Scarlet Letter）描写罪恶对人的精神面貌的作用；《带有七个尖角阁的房子》（The House of the Seven Gables）表现祖上的罪孽对后代的报应。短篇小说《教长的黑纱》（The Minister's Black Veil）、《好小伙子布朗》（Young Goodman Brown）力图证明邪恶是人的共性；《胎痣》（Jhe Birthmark）和《拉伯西尼医生的女儿》（Rappaccini'sDaughter）等强调理性和科学技术的破坏作用。霍桑善于借用哥特式小说的手法塑造魔鬼似的恶人、把灵魂出卖给魔鬼的人等人物形象，并把这种手法和传统的寓言故事的特点相结合，剖析了背景和人物内心冲突，对后世作家影响颇大。


  梅尔维尔（Herman Melville，1819-1891）深受霍桑的影响，关心人类命运，相信邪恶的普遍性，怀疑超验主义的乐观主义理论，对社会进步持悲观态度。他们两人给美国文学带来了悲剧色彩。但是梅尔维尔不像霍桑那样安于命运，接受现实。他进行更为深刻的钻研，探讨上帝的本质、人类的天性和邪恶战胜一切的原因。代表作《白鲸》（Moby Dick）对此作了深刻的反映。他通过埃哈伯船长一心捕杀曾咬断他一条腿的白鲸，最后与白鲸同归于尽的故事说明人的悲惨在于他不能了解自己，不能掌握自己的命运，他向宇宙和自然规律的挑战必然走向灭亡。梅尔维尔跟霍桑一样，认为小说中最重要的是主题，作家应充分利用意象、象征手段、人物和情节来表达中心思想。他与霍桑的不同之处在于他在作品中大量提供以事实和生活经历为基础的生动具体的细节，使故事带有极大的现实性和可靠性。不仅如此，他还巧妙地安排这些细节和故事结构，使之含有非同一般的象征意义。因此，他的作品往往比霍桑的作品更为深刻，更发人深思。《白鲸》既是一个捕鲸故事，又是一则寓意深刻的寓言，还是一部扣人心弦的史诗。


  在浪漫派作家中埃德加·爱伦·坡（Edgar AllanPoe，1809-1849）比较独特。他在南方长大，深受南方贵族阶级思想的影响，反对民主，赞成蓄奴制。他一生清贫，颇多坎坷，因而思想悲观，作品色彩阴暗，情调低沉。坡是美国第一位主张为艺术而艺术的作家。他的作品脱离现实生活，从不涉及自由、民主、边疆、改革等国家大事。他强调诗歌应当通过音韵节奏给人以美感，最能打动人的主题是对死去恋人的哀悼。他的诗歌如《乌鸦》（The Raven）等充满古怪、奇特，甚至病态的形象，对法国波德莱尔等象征派诗人产生极大的影响。坡创作了一百多篇短篇小说，大致分为恐怖小说和推理小说两种。恐怖小说深受英国哥特式小说的影响，以异国他乡为背景，以混乱、死亡、怪诞和变态心理为主要内容，比较著名的有《莉盖亚》（Ligeia）、《厄舍大厦的倒塌》（The Fall of the House of Usher）和《威廉·威尔逊》（William Wilson）等。坡还因写了大量推理小说而被推崇为西方侦探小说的鼻祖，《莫格街谋杀案》（Murders in the Rue Morgue）、《被窃的信件》（The Purloined Letter）等小说所创造的模式至今仍为西方侦探小说家所沿袭。坡还是美国第一位文艺理论家，著有《创作哲学》（The Philosophy of Composition）和《诗歌原理》（The Poetic Principle）等论著。坡并不受同时代作家的重视，但他反对文学以说教为目的，强调创造美感和激情的理论对后世作家产生较大的影响。坡是当今世界上最受欢迎的作家之一。


  浪漫主义时期还值得一提的现象是废奴文学的兴起。18世纪30年代开始，蓄奴制成为南北作家共同关心的问题。新英格兰地区的学者、诗人和作家无不发表对蓄奴制的看法。爱默生和梭罗公开抨击南方蓄奴制，支持废奴运动领袖约翰·布朗（JohnBrown，1800-1859）。诗人惠蒂埃写过大量诗歌和杂文抗议蓄奴制。但是，影响最大的是斯托夫人（Harriet Beecher Stowe，1811-1896）、林肯总统称她所写的《汤姆叔叔的小屋》是“发动了一场大战”的小说。


  四、现实主义时期（1865-1918）


  南北战争（1861-1865）以后到第一次世界大战爆发，美国完成了从农业社会到工业社会的转化，社会面貌和经济生活开始发生急剧的变化。铁路的建设、资源的开发、移民带来的廉价劳动力等都促进了工业的发展。大工厂、大城市拔地而起，新技术、新机械不断涌现，处处呈现一派蓬勃兴旺的发展景象。但是工业化带来了劳资纠纷，造就了靠剥削致富的资本家，贫富悬殊日益严重，罢工斗争时有发生。工业化的另一个后果是政治日趋腐败，政界丑闻屡见不鲜。所有这些变化迫使人们要求发现和认识新的生活和新开发的土地。于是乡土文学的出现成为南北战争以后美国文学的一大发展。乡土文学在新英格兰地区的代表是女作家朱厄特（Sarah Orne Jewett， 1849-1909）。她的短篇小说集《迪普黑文》（Deephavenand Other Stories）和长篇小说《尖枞树之乡》（The Country of Pointed Firs）描绘了新英格兰农村的宁静生活、勤奋的人民和战后的衰落。南方乡土文学作家有哈里斯（Joel Chandler Harris， 1848-1908）。他的《雷默斯大叔:他的歌与话》（Uncle Remus: His Songs and Sayings）通过黑奴雷默斯大叔介绍了大量起源于非洲的幽默诙谐的民间故事和神话，对马克·吐温产生一定的影响。另一位南方乡土作家肖邦（Kate Chopin， 1851-1904）写过一百多篇反映南方城乡的法国和西班牙殖民者后裔同黑人与印第安人之间的关系的作品。她描写一位女性自我意识觉醒过程的长篇小说《觉醒》（The Awakening）已成为女性文学的经典作品。西部的乡土文学作家是哈特（Bret Harte，1836-1902）。他的作品主要反映西部的边疆生活，最著名的是《咆哮营的幸运儿》（The Luck of Roaring Camp）。19世纪70年代，随着梭罗、霍桑等人的去世，浪漫主义文学运动衰落。纽约取代了波士顿成为美国文学的中心。各地区风格独特的乡土文学促进了现实主义文学的发展。这个时期的作家不再探索生死的奥秘或歌颂英勇的个人，也不满足于充满理想与激情的浪漫主义。他们着眼于现实生活，努力表现这个充满活力与矛盾、自由竞争和崇尚物质享受的新时代，同时也开始批判社会现实，揭露美国社会的阴暗面。


  现实主义文学时期三位最重要的作家是豪威尔斯（William Dean Howells， 1837-1920）、马克·吐温（MarkTwain，1835-1910）和詹姆斯（Henry James， 1843-1916）。豪威尔斯在美国文学史上的作用在于为现实主义文学提出了一系列的理论原则和指导方针；向美国人民介绍国外名作家，尤其是屠格涅夫的现实主义理论和方法以及托尔斯泰关于作家要关心社会的主张；大力扶植有才能的青年作家。这些理论和观点集中在论文集《批评与小说》（Criticism and Fiction）中。由于他强调作家应该表现“微笑的现实主义”，他的理论有很大的局限性，豪威尔斯写过一百多部作品，笔调温和，解决社会问题的办法往往是乌托邦式的改良主义，比较出色的是长篇小说《赛拉斯·拉帕姆的发迹》（The Rise of Silas Lapman）。


  马克·吐温是萨缪尔·朗荷恩·克莱门斯（Samuel Langhorne Clemens）的笔名。他在1865年发表的第一篇幽默小说《卡拉维拉县驰名的跳蛙》（The Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County）使他一举成名。幽默游记《傻子国外旅行记》（The Innocents Abroad）等进一步奠定他作为幽默作家的声誉。但是马克·吐温实际上是一位严肃的作家，对政治、社会矛盾和道德风尚十分关心。他与人合作的《镀金时代》（The Gilded Age）尖锐地批评南北战争后美国国内政治腐败、投机盛行的恶劣风气。他写过两部关于儿童的小说《汤姆·索耶历险记》（The Adventures of Tom Sawyer）和《哈克贝里·费恩历险记》（The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn）。后者超出了儿童文学的范畴，是马克·吐温的代表作，也是美国文学的一部经典著作。马克·吐温通过野孩子哈克和逃亡黑奴吉姆在密西西比河上的流浪生活揭露了社会矛盾，批判美国这个所谓文明世界的残暴，寄托他对理想世界的向往。马克·吐温晚年对美国社会感到失望，他的作品越来越从幽默和宽容转向尖刻的讽刺和激烈的抨击。19世纪90年代以后，他写了一系列谴责美帝国主义的作品，如《赤道旅行记》（Following the Equator）、《败坏了哈德莱堡的人》（The Man That Corrupted Hadleyburg）和《神秘的来客》（The Mysterious Stranger）等，反映他对贪婪自私、残暴虚伪的人类的失望情绪。马克·吐温吸取乡土文学和西部幽默的长处，并加以发展，形成自己别具一格的文体。他擅长人物刻画，精于表现富于戏剧性的情节，尤其善于运用生动的口语和地方方言。他对美国现实主义文学的贡献极大。海明威曾说过:“全部现代美国文学起源于马克·吐温写的一本叫《哈克贝里·费恩历险记》的书。”


  19世纪后期，和马克·吐温并驾齐驱的另一位著名作家是詹姆斯。他的作品属于世态小说（novel of manners），主人公基本上都是上流社会人士和有产阶级，代表作有《一位女士的肖像》（The Portrait of a Lady）、《鸽翼》（The Wings of the Dove）、《专使》（TheAmbassadors）、《金碗》（The Golden Bowl）等。其主题包括三方面:纯真而粗俗的美国人和虚伪但有教养的欧洲人之间的矛盾与对比；现实生活同艺术的矛盾以及艺术家的孤独；物质与精神的矛盾和人生的道德抉择。在小说技巧方面，詹姆斯一反通常以作者为中心的叙述角度，创造了“有限视角”的叙述方法，以某个人物为“意识中心”，从他的“角度”叙述故事，铺展情节。他后期的小说大量采用内心独白。为了细腻地表现人物心理和潜意识活动，詹姆斯常用冗长的句子、堆砌的副词与形容词、隐晦的比喻和象征，因此常被称为心理分析小说家。他那晦湿的文体、开放性结局和内心独白等手法大大影响了后世的现代派，尤其是意识流文学。


  19世纪末，美国垄断资本逐步形成，国内矛盾日益尖锐。作家们对美国的扩张政策和国内贫富不均等社会现象深感忧虑。一批青年作家受法国自然主义的影响，用悲观主义宿命论的观点看待事物，认为人受环境和遗传因素的支配，不能把握自己的命运。他们比现实主义作家更为激进，关心社会底层的人民，以他们的悲惨生活说明世界上没有道德原则，人没有自由意志，宗教是荒唐的。有代表性的作家是克莱恩（StephenCrane，1871-1900）、诺里斯（Frank Norris，1870-1902）和伦敦（JackLondon， 1876-1916）。克莱恩反映大城市贫民窟生活的《街头女郎麦姬》（Maggie： A Girl of the Streets）和描写战争中恐怖心理的《红色英勇勋章》（The Red Badge of Courage）都描写外界环境对人物心理的影响，对第一次世界大战后“迷惘的一代”的作家有一定的影响。克莱恩的诗歌短小精博、意象鲜明，对20世纪的意象派诗人颇有影响。


  在欧洲自然主义文学运动的影响下，还出现一批黑幕揭发者（muckrakers），主要是新闻界人士。他们专门揭发大企业的贪婪和残暴以及政界触目惊心的腐败行径。最著名的作品是辛克莱（Upton clair，1878-1968）反映芝加哥屠宰场残酷剥削工人的《屠场》（The Jungle）。


  现实主义和自然主义文学运动中成就最大的是德莱塞（TheodoreDreiser，1871-1945）。他出身贫苦，自幼过着颠沛流离的艰难生活，饱尝失业和贫穷的痛苦，对下层人民有深刻的了解和深厚的同情。德莱塞早年受尼采和社会达尔文主义思想的影响，但自20世纪20年代以后转向社会现实主义，甚至自然主义，具有鲜明的进步倾向。《嘉莉妹妹》（Sister Carrie）由于描写乡村姑娘为生活所迫而沦落但最后成为名演员的故事被指责为伤风败俗，曾一度遭到禁止。然而，德莱塞并未退却，又以同样的主题写了《珍妮姑娘》（Jennie Gerhardt）。代表作《美国的悲剧》（An American Tragedy）被评论界称颂为“美国最伟大的小说”，以感人的故事深刻阐明主人公克莱德是美国社会制度的受害者，他的堕落应由社会负责。


  五、现代主义时期（1918-1945）


  自20世纪开始，美国文学进入新的时代。第一次世界大战对美国人的思想和精神面貌产生极大的影响。人们对自由民主的信念开始动摇，普遍感到迷惘，甚至绝望。他们不再寄希望于未来，而是强调“只争朝夕”、“及时行乐”。战后虽然出现暂时的经济繁荣，但是1929年股票市场的暴跌引起了持续10年的经济萧条。美国经济刚刚开始回升，第二次世界大战的阴影又开始笼罩大地。精神的危机导致文学的繁荣，但这个时期文学的基调是低沉悲观的。人们在悲观失望中开始反省自己，以批判的眼光看待美国和美国的社会制度。与此同时，欧洲文艺思潮和弗洛伊德的精神分析学说对美国文学产生积极的作用。作家们开始注意探索人物的内心世界，发扬惠特曼等人改革诗歌形式的革新精神。众多的历史事件、工业化和城市化带来的矛盾等等都要求作家以新的手法、形式和体裁加以表现。因此，这又是一个大胆创新、大胆试验的时代，各种技巧、流派、文艺理论相继出现。反映时代深刻变化的作品无论在数量上还是质量上都大大超过19世纪的浪漫主义或现实主义文学。因此，这个阶段是美国文学的第二次文艺复兴，第二次大繁荣时期。这个时期作家们一心寻求能够反映社会分崩离析和道德沦丧的手法技巧，不完整的片断和不连贯性成为作品形式上的主要特点。故事往往在突厄中开始，发展进程没有一定的逻辑或说明，结尾也不提供解决问题的方式。叙述角度、声音、语气也不断变换。描述方面最大的变化是从外部世界转向内心，从客观转向主观。这类现代主义作品为阅读制造困难，对读者提出很高的要求。


  现代主义文学是从诗歌开始的。20世纪初，芝加哥成为诗人们反对传统的诗歌技巧、创作目的和主题的革命中心，主要刊物是《诗刊》（Poetry）杂志。后来有成就的诗人如林赛、桑德堡、洛威尔，以至庞德、斯蒂文斯等人都曾在这个刊物上发表过作品。当时的诗人大致可分为三类:


  （1）芝加哥诗人。他们无论在诗歌形式上还是题材上都坚持惠特曼的传统，反映劳动人民的思想感情。林赛（Vachel Lindsay， 1879-1931）有意识地吸收民歌和爵士音乐的成分，使诗歌更具有美国特色。马斯特斯（Edgar Lee Masters，1869-1950）采用短小精悍、自由韵体和日常口语的诗歌反映小城镇平庸保守的生活给人带来的磨难。桑德堡（Carl Sandburg，1878-1967）是最有成就的芝加哥派诗人。他继承惠特曼的传统，诗歌接近散文，没有格律韵脚和规则重音，也没有复杂的形象或比喻。桑德堡还吸收民间歌谣、民间谙语的优良传统，语言朴素而幽默。《芝加哥诗集》（Chicago Poems）、《人民，是的》（The People， Yes）是他最有代表性的诗集。这些诗歌表现了他对土地、人民和社会的无限热爱。还有一位诗人，克莱恩（Hart Crane，1899-1932），早年追随艾略特，后来受惠特曼和桑德堡的影响。长诗《桥》（The Bridge）描写20世纪的机器文明和“美国神话”，既模仿艾略特，又有惠特曼的影响。


  （2）以庞德（EzraPound，1885-1972）和当时在伦敦居住尚未加入英国籍的艾略特（T.S. Eliot， 1888-1965）为首的身居海外的诗人。他们是诗歌革命的主要力量。1908年庞德初到伦敦便和英国诗人休姆创立意象派（imagism）诗歌，强调诗要具体，避免抽象，意象比喻要十分明确，语言要精炼，删除一切与意象无关的词语，诗歌形式可以采用自由体，格律可以根据口语节奏等等。接受他思想的美国意象派诗人有洛威尔（Amy Lowell，1874-1925）、希尔达·杜利特尔（Hilda Doolittle， 1886-1961）和威廉斯（WilliamCarlos Williams，1883-1963）等。庞德虽然后来脱离意象派，但他的诗歌理论冲击了旧的诗歌传统，为美国诗歌的发展开辟了道路。庞德最著名的诗歌是讽刺英国文化和表明献身艺术的决心的《休·赛尔温·毛伯利》（Hugh Selwyn Mauberley）和长篇史诗《诗章》（The Cantos）。《诗章》的第一部分在1917年出版，以后陆续增加，到1959年时共有109篇。《诗章》的内容庞杂，从诗歌理论到道德哲学以至名人评价、经济政策，几乎无所不包。意象派诗歌在第一次世界大战以后开始衰落，但是这一流派对美国诗歌在采用自由体、口语和铸造意象方面影响颇大。艾略特是新诗运动的主要人物。他的《荒原》（The Waste Land）借用大量的欧洲文学典故、神话、历史、暗示和联想，运用六种语言，以不连贯的结构、多变的语言、有节奏的自由体，构成一部思想和情调和谐一致的诗篇，一时成为诗人们模仿的典范。主要的追随者有斯蒂文斯（Wallace Stevens，1879-1955）。他的诗歌热情活泼，却又深奥、富有哲理。代表作有《带蓝吉他的人》（The Man with the Blue Guitar）等。诗歌的主题往往表现想象力如何使混乱的世界获得秩序以及艺术表面上歪曲现实、实际上更深刻地揭示现实等理论。但是扎根美国生活的诗人并不完全接受艾略特的诗歌理论。威廉斯就曾说过：“《荒原》的发表好像爆炸了一颗原子弹，把我们的世界给毁灭了。”威廉斯既摒弃诗歌传统，又反对艾略特大量运用博学典故、过分强调修辞的主张。他的诗歌如《佩特森》（Paterson）等深受惠特曼的影响，朴素简洁，不拘形式，摆脱传统韵律的束缚。


  （3）新英格兰诗人弗洛斯特（RobertFrost，1874-1963）和罗宾逊（Edward Arlington Robinson， 1869-1935）属于第三类诗人，介于上述两派之间，受到新诗歌运动的感染，但并不全盘接受它的原则和主张。弗洛斯特基本上采用传统的诗歌形式，但排斥其中矫揉造作等消极因素。他的诗歌多半以新英格兰地区为背景，运用当地普通人民的语言，描写乡间普通人民和日常生活。他的诗歌简洁朴素，易于上口，然而朴素中寓有深意，往往从自然景色、凡人俗事开始，以深刻的哲理思想结束。代表诗集有《少年的意志》（A Boy's Will）、《西去的溪流》（West-Running Brook）和《又一片牧场》（A Further Range）等。《修墙》（Mending Wall）、《摘苹果之后》（After Apple-Picking）和《白桦树》（The Birches）等诗歌把细腻的观察、深刻的象征意义和优美的格律音韵十分恰当地结合在一起，已经成为20 世纪脍炙人口的诗篇。另一位诗人罗宾逊也以新英格兰的小镇生活作为创作的主要内容。代表作《夜之子》（Jhe Children of the Night）包含一组“人物肖像诗”，用传统的诗体刻画小镇上郁郁不得志的畸零人，表现新英格兰人民勇敢勤劳的美德。他的诗歌语言朴素，立意新奇，富有含蓄的冷嘲和幽默。


  由于清教主义反对戏剧，美国的戏剧起步较晚，发展也比较慢。19世纪末，欧洲戏剧进入全盛时期。在欧洲戏剧改革运动的影响下，美国各地纷纷成立小剧院。最著名的是1915年在纽约成立的华盛顿广场剧社（1919年改名为剧院协会），1915年成立的普罗温斯敦剧社和1931年由剧院协会成员组建的同仁剧社。新剧运动的作家们努力避免旧剧的俗套，大胆试验，用不同的手法进行创作，甚至在一个剧本中使用两种不同的手法，最常见的是现实主义手法和浪漫主义或象征主义手法相结合。这种幻想与现实相交织的表现主义手法推动了第二次世界大战以后的荒诞派戏剧。


  这个时期戏剧的另一个特点是以社会问题为题材，目的在于批评时政，揭露社会的阴暗面。如赖斯（ElmerRice，1892-1962）的《加算器》（The Adding Machine）反映资本主义社会把人变为机器的奴隶。20世纪30年代以后，左翼文学兴起，戏剧的批判作用更为明显。代表人物奥德兹（Clifford Odets， 1906-1963）的《等待老左》（Waiting forLefty）便是以罢工斗争为题材，揭露和批判资本主义社会。


  新剧运动中成就最大的剧作家是奥尼尔（Eugene O'Neill， 1888-1953）。他综合各家之长，既采用传统的手法，又大胆革新，充分吸取自然主义、象征主义和表现主义的长处。第一部多幕剧《天边外》（Beyondthe Horizon）采用传统的手法，是美国第一部严肃的反浪漫主义的戏剧。但是同年发表的《琼斯皇帝》（Emperor Jones）却采用表现主义手法，用非剧中人的对话、布景及后台不停顿的击鼓声表现剧中人物由不安到恐惧最后发展到歇斯底里的心理状态。《毛猿》（The Hairy Ape）是一部兼有现实主义、表现主义和象征主义手法的戏剧；《大神布朗》（The Great God Brown）则运用象征主义手法，用面具表现人物的双重性格，用独白表现人物的内心冲突。《奇异的插曲》（Strange Interlude）采用弗洛伊德的心理分析方法，以独白和旁白来表现意识流手法。


  奥尼尔十分关心美国的社会问题，作品大多有深刻的现实意义。《天边外》反映现实对人们理想生活的摧残。《毛猿》描写在冷酷无情的资本主义社会里，工人被当成动物来对待。《榆树下的欲望》（DesireUnder the Elm）表现资产阶级家庭争夺财产和由此引起的后果。《送冰的人来了》（The Iceman Cometh）揭示20世纪30年代经济危机时期人们的空虚和绝望。奥尼尔还不断探索个人理想与现实的矛盾冲突，他认为在神秘而有敌意的宇宙里，个人寻求自我的努力总是不能实现，事物的发展总是与个人愿望相违背。奥尼尔勤于探索，勇于实践，创立了独特的风格，使美国戏剧在20世纪20至30年代达到前所未有的繁荣，真正成为美国文学的一个组成部分。他是美国戏剧史上一个十分重要的人物。


  两次世界大战期间还是小说极其繁荣的时期。作家们试验创新，各种流派相继出现。当时在小说细节的处理上一般采用两种手法:文献记录式和启发式。辛克莱·刘易斯、多斯·帕索斯等作家采用文献记录式，利用大量的细节，力求情景、场面和对话富有科学的准确性和完美性，并且通过细节烘托气氛，表现作者意图。然而，采用启发式手法的作家在细节的选择上十分挑剔。细节虽然符合现实，却又富于象征意义，含蓄而耐人寻味。海明威是这类手法的大师。他要求作品像冰山一样，只有1/8露在水面之上，其他的7/8留待读者去想象和回味。菲茨杰拉德在第一部小说《人间天堂》（This Side of Paradise）里采用文献记录式手法，而《了不起的盖茨比》（The Great Gatsby）就不再堆砌细节，而是更富有抒情的诗意。由此可见，当时总的趋势是对细节精心选择，使小说具有诗意和象征性。在故事情节的处理上，刘易斯等人采用传统的手法，从时序出发，分开端、发展、高潮、结局四个步骤。但更多的作家对传统手法进行改革。有些作品没有贯穿全书的主人公，众多的人物之间也没有一定的联系；有的小说时序颠倒，正叙和倒叙穿插进行。有的小说情节错综复杂，但又彼此之间仿佛毫无联系；还有的小说采用多角度多人称叙述法，故事由多人叙述，角度不断变动。总之，作家们力图通过叙述手法表现社会和人的精神世界的混乱场面。在人物的刻画方面，这时期的小说家几乎都摒弃作家出场发表评论的手法。他们强调通过对话和行动来表现人物的个性和内心世界。海明威总是以细致的动作描写和大量对话来揭示人物的心理。安德森不注重人物形象的刻画，而着意于他们的内心活动和精神状态。弗洛伊德的心理学给作家开辟了探索人物心理的广阔天地。他们认识到表现人物复杂的心理活动和似乎毫无逻辑的潜意识状态的重要性，开始大量采用意识流等表现手法。


  20年代对美国作家影响最大的是身居海外的斯泰因（GertrudeStein，1874-1946），代表作《三个女人的一生》对传统的小说技巧进行大胆的改革。她吸收电影以画面表现景象的手法，以重复基本相同而略有不同的句子和文字来表现中心思想。她主张遣词造句力求简单，以重复突出主题。她的创作思想和实践对安德森以及第一次世界大战后崛起的年轻作家产生很大的影响。


  第一次世界大战前后其他比较著名的女作家有华顿（Edith Wharton，1862-1937）、格拉斯哥（El-lenGlasgow，1874-1945）和凯瑟（Willa Gather，1873-1947）。她们基本上都是坚持现实主义传统的乡土作家，都关心新富和物质主义对传统道德观念的影响。华顿的《快乐之家》（The House of Mirth）和《天真时代》（TheAgeofInnocence）既讽剌暴发户的庸俗和私利，又批判上流社会狭隘的文化和传统的道德观念。格拉斯哥反映南方贵族文化的没落和庄园主的败落。《荒芜的土地》（TheBarrenGround）和《浪漫主义喜剧演员》都涉及在注重物质享受的世界里人们如何保持精神理想的问题。凯瑟早期的作品《哦，拓荒者们》（Oh，Pioneers!）和《我的安东尼亚》（My Antonia）歌颂第一代移民在开发西部边疆过程中所表现的英勇品质。《一个沉沦的妇女》（A Lost Lady）和《教授的住宅》（The Professor's House）揭露物质享受和拜金主义思想对优良传统和道德品质的腐蚀。她最优秀的作品《死神迎接大主教》（Death Comes to the Archbishop）歌颂早年在新墨西哥州印第安人中传教的天主教神父的献身精神，企图以这种对精神世界的追求作为解决问题的方法。


  随着大工业、大城市的兴起，一些美国作家开始揭露小镇平庸闭塞的生活和狭隘庸俗的传统观念对人们精神生活的扼杀。刘易斯（SinclairLewis，1885-1951）和安德森（SherwoodAnderson，1876-1941）是比较有代表性的两位作家。刘易斯采用传统的现实主义手法。《大街》（Main Street）描写小镇居民安于现状，固守旧俗，拒绝一切新的思想和变革。《巴比特》（Babbitt）塑造了一位无力摆脱工业社会拜金主义和名利思想束缚的小人物，为英语词汇增加了一个“庸俗的市侩”的同义词。1930年，刘易斯成为第一个获得诺贝尔文学奖的美国作家。


  安德森与刘易斯在创作手法上大不相同。他深受斯泰因的影响，抛弃以情节为主的传统格局，强调刻画人物的内心世界，通过人物一瞬间爆发出来的感情来表现他们的个性和内心深处的隐秘。这使他成为美国现代派作家的先驱，对海明威、福克纳等青年作家有很大的影响。在题材方面，他也描写小市镇生活，但侧重表现普通人的彷徨和苦闷。代表作《俄亥俄州瓦恩斯堡镇》（Winesburg，Ohio）就描写这样一群畸零人。他们追求理想，探索生活的真理，渴望爱与同情，可是狭隘的社会观念、枯燥乏味的平庸生活压抑了他们个性的发展，使他们成为心理变态的怪人。安德森擅长短篇小说，写了不少有关描写少年成长的故事。最为出色的有《鸡蛋》（The Egg）、《林中之死》（Death in the Woods）等。


  很多在20世纪20年代发表作品的年轻作家往往被称为“迷惘的一代”（the Lost Generation）。他们曾怀着自由民主的幻想参加过第一次世界大战。然而，残酷的战争、无谓的牺牲使他们的理想幻灭了。他们不能接受战后美国自满自足、平庸乏味的生活，离开美国，到欧洲尤其是巴黎定居并从事创作活动。主要的代表作家有约翰·多斯·帕索斯、菲茨杰拉德和海明威等。多斯·帕索斯（John Dos Passes， 1896-1970）是最早表现年轻人反抗社会的作家。《三个士兵》（Three Soldiers）描述第一次世界大战对艺术和艺术家的摧残。《曼哈顿中转站》（Manhattan Transfer）没有贯串全书的主人公，而是以混乱的画面，互不相干的章节来表现世界的混乱。《美国》（U.S.A）三部曲（《北纬四十二度》（The 42nd Parallel）、《一九一九年》（1919）和《赚大钱》（Big Money））是他最主要的作品。在三部曲里多斯·帕索斯在现实主义手法的基础上，采用“新闻短片”等技巧，这些小说曾被誉为“一部伟大的民族史诗”。


  菲茨杰拉德（F. Scott Fitzgerald， 1896-1940）虽然没有上过前线，却是典型的“迷惘的一代”的作家。第一部长篇小说《人间天堂》和一百多篇短篇小说真实地反映爵士时代人们醉生梦死的空虚的精神面貌，生动地再现了20年代美国青年认为“一切上帝都死亡了，一切战争都打完了和一切对人的信念都动摇了”的绝望心理。《了不起的盖茨比》和《夜色温柔》（Tender Is the Night）从内容到技巧都更为成熟，进一步揭露“美国梦”和“美国精神”的迷惑性和空虚。菲茨杰拉德是继德莱塞以后又一个抨击腐蚀人们灵魂的美国梦的作家。


  海明威（Ernest Hemingway， 1899-1961）是“迷惘的一代”作家的主要人物。《太阳照样升起》（TheSun Also Rises）反映大战后在欧洲彷徨游荡的美国青年绝望和幻灭的情绪。《永别了，武器》（A Farewell toArms）表现战争如何粉碎人们的理想和生活目的。《丧钟为谁而鸣》（For Whom the Bell Tolls）描写西班牙的内战。海明威小说的主人公常常是位心灵受过创伤、敏感而玩世不恭的年轻人，但他作品里往往又有一位勇敢正直的英雄。海明威笔下的英雄可能是不见经传的猎人、士兵、斗牛士、拳击家，但他们都具有“硬汉”性格，百折不挠，视死如归。他们给海明威的主人公以启示，教育他们在困难面前不低头、在压力下面不弯腰的处世原则。《老人与海》（The Old Man and the Sea）中的老渔民集中体现了海明威大力推崇的在失败中保持尊严从而取得精神胜利的生活原则。海明威不仅为美国文学创造了“硬汉”形象；他那含蓄简练、清新有力的文体对美国文学也产生了极大的影响。


  20世纪30年代，美国出现经济危机，各种矛盾日趋激化。同时，马克思主义的影响日益扩大，作家们关心政治，抨击资本主义制度，作品带有一定的政治倾向，左翼文学开始兴起。其中最著名的是斯坦贝克（John Steinbeck，1902-1968）反映30年代大萧条时期的小说《愤怒的葡萄》（The Grapes of Wrath）。小说通过俄克拉荷马州佃农乔德一家被迫背井离乡去西部另谋生路的故事深刻揭露美国严重的社会问题。斯坦贝克还写过描写加利福尼亚摘水果的流动工人罢工斗争的《胜负未决的战斗》（Dubious Battle）。


  这个时期美国南方作家开始联合起来，出版小型刊物，对文艺思想和评论各抒己见。1925年《弗吉尼亚评论》（The Virginia Review）杂志创刊，南方终于有了一个堪与北方优秀刊物相媲美的文学刊物。南方文艺中心的一支中坚力量是“逃亡者派”（the Fugitives）。这个松散的文化团体聚集了一批杰出的作家和诗人，如兰塞姆（John CroweRansom，1888-1974）、华伦（Robert PennWarren，1905-1989）、泰特（AllenTate，1899-1979）等，并出版颇有影响的文艺杂志《逃亡者》。他们思想比较保守，提倡维护南方传统的文学地方主义，反对工业化社会，鼓吹南方继续保持农业传统，因此又被称为“重农学派”。30年代美国经济萧条时期，重农思想在南方影响极大。他们的杂志《南方评论》（Southern Review）和《肯庸评论》（Kenyon Review）对“新批评派”的文艺理论的形成起过很大的作用。


  南方文艺复兴时期最主要的作家是福克纳（William Faulkner， 1897-1962）。他一共写了19部长篇小说和70多个短篇故事，大部分故事发生在南方密西西比州一个虚构的、叫约克纳帕塔法的地方。福克纳以他神妙的想象力把这片土地、人民和历史构成一个神秘的王国。这些作品探索从南北战争到20世纪30 年代的历史和由庄园主贵族、新富、穷白人和穷黑人、甚至印第安人组成的阶级社会，表现南方大家族的兴衰、黑奴制的后果、种族矛盾、敏感而理想主义的年轻主人公与现代社会的冲突等等。他的主人公如《喧哗与骚动》（The Sound and the Fury）中的昆丁，常常是悲剧性的，因为他们背负沉重的历史负担和社会传统习俗的枷锁，无法面对现实生活。与他们相反，福克纳还塑造了一群乐天知命的、不受生活体系和习俗束缚的、因而有力量有勇气能处危不惊的“自然”人，如《喧哗与骚动》中的黑女佣迪尔西、《熊》中的山姆·法泽斯等。在他的笔下，那些适应现代社会的人，如《喧哗与骚动》中的杰生和《斯诺普斯》三部曲（由《村子》（The Hamlet）、《小镇》（The Town）和《大宅》（The Mansion）组成）中的弗莱姆·斯诺普斯，则丧失人性，变得冷酷无情。


  在福克纳的世系小说中，最有代表性的是《喧哗与骚动》、《八月之光》（LightinAugust）、《押沙龙，押沙龙！》（Absalom， Absalom！）与《去吧，摩西》（GoDown，Moses）等。《喧哗与骚动》通过康普生贵族家庭的衰落反映传统价值体系的破产和道德法则的消亡。《八月之光》表现一个不知自己是白人还是黑人的年轻人跟社会观念与习俗的冲突以及人的异化和孤寂。《押沙龙，押沙龙!》讲述白手起家、一心创建自己家园的塞德潘及他的失败。福克纳采用侦探小说的形式，让几位不完全知道内情的人物来分析塞德潘的命运并企图进一步解释历史。《去吧，摩西》是一部由一系列基本上关于同一个主人公的故事组成的小说，主旨在于表现南方社会中黑人与白人的种族关系。


  福克纳不仅以他丰富的想象力著称，而且还以他出色的技巧和试验手法获得世人的赞赏。他在众多的作品中几乎不用雷同的手法。他的作品语言艰涩、句子冗长，加上意识流、内心独白、多视角叙述、时序颠倒、象征隐喻等手法，给读者造成很大的困难。然而，他正是运用这种扑朔迷离、纷乱复杂的文体表明世间事物和人心的复杂性。福克纳认为作家的责任在于表现人的内心冲突，描写包括爱、荣誉感、自豪感、同情心和牺牲精神等古老的真理，以便提醒人们铭记曾经造就他们光荣历史、帮助他们得以永存的品质。评论家们一致认为，他不仅仅是一个南方作家，而是在美国文学史、甚至世界文坛上举足轻重的一位大师。


  两次世界大战期间，文艺批评开始在美国文学上起主导作用。影响最大的文艺理论流派是“新批评派”。新批评派接受艾略特的理论，反对介绍作品的背景知识、作者生平、创作过程和发挥个人印象的批评方式，认为文学作品是艺术，主张对作品本身进行精密的分析。新批评派虽然常常忽略作品的社会意义，割裂作品与历史的关系，但它提出一系列的理论原则，对推动美国文艺理论的发展起过极大的作用。它的主要代表人物有布莱克默（R.P.Blackmur， 1904-1965）、兰塞姆（John Crowe Ransom， 1888-1974）、伯克（KennethBurke，1897-1993）、布鲁克斯（Cleanth Brooks，1906-1994）等。另外一些批评家如考利（MalcolmCowley，1898-1989）和威尔逊（Edmund Wilson，1895-1972）等则吸收各家之长。考利的著名作品《流放者归来》（Exiles'Return）深入分析并评价20年代“迷惘的一代”的各位作家。威尔逊写过不少文章，研究文学的社会意义和政治意义。


  第一次世界大战以后，随着白人知识分子对旧习惯、旧传统和旧的生活感到厌倦，对黑人文化和音乐日益产生浓厚的兴趣，黑人文化有了较大的发展。图默（JeanToomer，1894-1967）的《甘蔗》（Cane）是第一本采用意识流手法的黑人作品。20年代后期到30年代初，居住在纽约哈莱姆贫民区的黑人作家以大量的作品表现黑人的悲惨生活，形成“哈莱姆文艺复兴”。麦克凯（Claude McKay，1890-1948）、卡伦（CounteeCullen，1903-1946）和图默等人都是在这一时期崛起的黑人作家。但最著名、最有成就的是休斯（LangstonHughes，1902-1967）。诗集《萎靡的布鲁斯》（The Weary Blues）中的诗歌采用爵士音乐的节奏和韵律，热情奔放。休斯的出色诗歌使他获得“哈莱姆桂冠诗人”的称号。休斯是位多才多艺的作家，除了诗歌以外，还在以黑人辛波儿为主人公的很多小说和戏剧中用幽默揶揄的手法描写黑人眼中的白人，对他们的虚伪行径进行讽刺和挖苦。休斯在文艺思想和各种文学体裁方面的成就不仅对黑人文学，也对白人文学产生过不小的影响。


  30年代的经济危机妨碍了哈莱姆文艺复兴运动的发展。但以赖特（Richard Wright，1908-1960）为首的一群黑人作家仍然发表了很多战斗性很强的抗议文学。赖特的《土生子》（Native Son）常与德莱塞的《美国的悲剧》相提并论，因为赖特也在小说中证明黑人别格并非天性凶暴，而是社会逼他走上杀人的绝路。赖特的故事生动紧凑，文笔精炼而富有激情。比较重要的作品还有《汤姆大叔的孩子们》（UncleTom's Children）和自传《黑孩子》（BlackBoy:A Record ofChildhood）。


  六、当代文学（1945-）


  1945年第二次世界大战结束了。但是，纳粹分子对犹太人的大屠杀罪行，原子弹的使用等等，都使人们一时难以摆脱战争带来的恐惧和不安。20世纪50年代的冷战和迫害知识分子的麦卡锡主义进一步加剧人们的紧张心理。由于原子弹的使用，人们对50年代氢弹试验成功、人造卫星上天等技术革命和科学成就感到不安，怀疑技术进步不能造福人类。60年代以后，美国人民的反战运动、民权运动、女权运动等一系列政治事件，加上人口爆炸、环境污染等问题日益严重，使人们的思想更加活跃，也更为混乱。总的说来，第二次世界大战后，在美国作家的眼里，历来向往的“美国梦”变成了梦魇；民主的理想、个人的追求、宗教的信仰不复存在。传统的道德观念、价值体系失去了作用；现代人和历史失去联系，没有前途和未来，又无法与他人沟通思想感情，只能永远处在孤独异化的困境之中。这一切反映在文学上，产生了50年代排斥一切文化和价值观念的“垮掉的一代”（the Beat Generation）作家。60年代以后，无论小说还是诗歌都以人的异化为主题，用夸张的手法、荒唐可笑的情节表现人的困境。“黑色幽默”（Black Humor）、荒诞派戏剧（Theatre of the Absurd）等流派相继出现。


  一般说来，第二次世界大战以后的美国小说有三个特点:第一个特点是新小说的主人公们不相信任何政治原则、社会理想、宗教教义或道德准则，但他们又为失去这一切而深深地感到惋惜和不安；他们竭力逃避现实却又永远漫无目的地四处追求寻找并不明确的东西。最典型的作品是50年代“垮掉的一代”的代表作家凯鲁亚克（Jack Kerouac， 1922-1969）的《在路上》（On theRoad，1957）。其次，现代小说中，幽默有了新的意义。在作家眼里，世界和世间一切事物都是荒唐、怪诞、不合情理的。人生在世是极端荒谬可笑的。于是，他们用怪诞、幻想、夸张的手法力图再现混乱的、难以捉摸的现实。他们笔下的主人公是疯狂的，社会也是疯狂的。这种令人痛苦的现实通过极端的讽刺加以反映，幽默变成歇斯底里式的狂欢，含着眼泪的欢笑。“黑色幽默”的代表作是海勒（Joseph Heller， 1923-）的《第二十二条军规》（Catch-22）。其他著名的黑色幽默作家还有巴斯（John Barth， 1930-）、品钦（Thomas Pyncheon， 1937-）等。第三，寻找自我成为这一时期小说的最重要的主题。作家们纷纷提出“自我本质”（Identity）的问题，努力探索对“我是谁？”、“人的本质是什么?”等一类问题的答案，但往往没有结论。最为典型的作品是黑人作家埃利逊（Ralph Ellison， 1914-1994）的《看不见的人》（Invisible Man）。


  20世纪60年代出现一种新型的“非虚构小说”，又称“新新闻体小说”，这种小说把事实和猜测糅合在一起，以社会上轰动一时的事件为基础，搀杂作家自己的观察和想象。它们既不同于一般的报告文学，因为其中包含作者的观点，又不同于虚构小说，因为是以真实事件为依据的。卡波特（Truman Capote， 1924-1984）在1966年发表的《凶杀》（In Cold Blood）是第一部非虚构小说。梅勒（Norman Mailer， 1923-）、沃尔夫（Tom Wolf）等在这方面都有所建树。梅勒描写1967年为抗议越南战争而举行的向五角大楼进军的《黑夜的军队》（The Armies of the Night）还曾获1969年非虚构小说的普利策文学奖。


  第二次世界大战以后的战争文学同第一次世界大战以后海明威等人的作品有相似之处，都描写军队生活的贫乏和战争的可憎，但不再充满自怜自艾的情绪，涉及的面比较广。如欧文·肖（Irwin Shaw， 1913-1984）的《幼狮》（The Young Lions）用多角度的手法描写纳粹分子和美国士兵的心理活动；梅勒的《裸者与死者》（The Naked and the Dead）反映士兵和军官之间的矛盾；琼斯（James Jones， 1921-1977）的《从这里到永恒》（From Here to Eternity）表现单调乏味的军营生活和军事机构对个人尊严的践踏。


  这个时期的南方文学在小说方面发展很快。除福克纳以外还有波特（Katherine Anne Porter，1890-1980）、麦卡勒斯（Carson McCullers， 1917-1967）、奥康诺（FlanneryO'Connor，1925-1964）、韦尔蒂（EudoraWelty，1909-）和华伦（Robert PennWarren，1905-1989）等。


  波特是美国极有成就的短篇小说家之一。她的作品主要描写人的孤独失意和罪想感、现代人空虚贫乏的精神世界，文笔细腻，用字严谨，风格优美。代表作有短篇小说集《斜塔》（The Leaning Tower and Other Stories）和长篇小说《愚人船》（A Ship of Fools）等。奥康诺的小说以怪诞阴暗著称。在她的笔下，世界总是充满暴力和邪恶，勤奋正直等传统美德无法得到继承和发扬。奥康诺的文体简略诙谐，善于运用日常口语。代表作有《好人难寻》（A Good Man Is Hard to Find）等。韦尔蒂是又一位擅长短篇小说的南方女作家。她的作品和福克纳一样充满浓郁的乡土气息，但她不像福克纳那样对世风日下持忧虑态度，而是以冷静的眼光客观地表现人的愚暴和生活中的可笑现象。《金苹果》（The Golden Apples）、《英尼斯福伦的新娘》（The Bride of Innisfallen）等都是比较出色的短篇小说集。评论家们普遍认为华伦是南方继福克纳之后最重要的作家，他不仅在小说方面颇有建树，而且还是个杰出的诗人和文艺理论家。《国王的人马》（All the King's Men）集中表现华伦作品的中心主题:人只有通过认识自我才能实现自我及物质世界对人的腐蚀作用。


  第二次世界大战以后涌现出一批黑人新作家。埃利逊以《看不见的人》一书一举成名。这一小说以少年成长寻求自我为中心，并不局限于对种族歧视和压迫的抗议。小说的主人公无论在南方还是在北方都发现人们用固定的眼光看待他，他在别人的眼里是个没有个性的人，因此是“看不见的人”。评论家们一致认为这本小说有深远的意义，主人公代表的是一切包括白人和黑人在内的寻求自我的现代人。埃利逊在小说中运用各种象征手段、历史典故和神话以及现实主义、表现主义、超现实主义等手法，甚至还吸收黑人爵士音乐和布鲁斯的一些手法，是一部从内容到技巧都极为出色的作品。


  鲍德温（James Baldwin，1924-1987）积极参加争取黑人种族平等的民权运动，政治影响比埃利逊要大得多。他最优秀的作品是描写青少年生活的《向苍天呼吁》（Go Tell It on the Mountain）。鲍德温还是出色的散文家，文笔犀利，激昂有力。著名的散文集有《没有人知道我的名字》（Nobody Knows My Name）、《下一次将是烈火》（The Fire Next Time）等。


  黑人作家中有些人不用小说的形式，而是用大量的事实和个人经历来反映他们所受的压迫与痛苦，如著名的和平主义者马丁·路德·金（Martin Luther King，Jr.1929-1968）的《我有一个梦想》（I Have a Dream）、马尔科姆·爱克斯（Malcolm X，1925-1965）的充满激情的《自传》（The Autobiography of Malcolm X）等。


  在戏剧方面成就较大的黑人作家是女作家汉斯贝里（Lorraine Hansberry，1930-1965）。《阳光下的葡萄干》（Raisin in the Sun）歌颂一个黑人家庭敢于反抗命运的勇气和力量，受到评论界的普遍赞赏。诗歌方面比较出色的有勒鲁伊·琼斯（Leroy Jones，1934-）。他企图创建一种只有黑人能使用也只有黑人才理解的文体和语言，用以排斥传统的语言、意象和思想，也即他所谓的“白人”的诗歌特色。


  20世纪80年代以来，两位黑人女作家艾丽斯·沃克（Alice Walker，1944-）和托尼·莫里森（Toni Morrison， 1931-）在美国文坛上声望日高。沃克关心妇女运动，尤其是黑人妇女的问题和斗争。1982 年出版的《紫颜色》（The Color Purple），突破了传统黑人文学的题材，正面描写黑人男女之间的矛盾和冲突以及黑人男性大男子主义对黑人女人的摧残，提出黑人女性如何互相关心，建立女性意识，成为具有独立个性的新人的办法。这本小说已经成为美国妇女文学的经典著作。莫里森的成就更大。她关心黑人女性的心灵世界也表现黑人男性的新的问题，但她更注意的是黑人和白人两种文化的冲突对黑人的影响，更强调黑人忘却自己的祖先和自己本民族的传统文化的严重后果。她的技巧也比沃克更胜一筹，既吸收现代派的意识流、多视角等技巧，又运用黑人民间文学中诸如人会飞，树木、鱼、鸟能思维有感情，死人能还魂等传说，使她的作品，如《所罗门之歌》（Song of Solomon）、《爱娃》（Beloved）等别具一格，回味无穷。1993年，莫里森被授予诺贝尔文学奖，成为得此殊荣的第一个也是迄今为止惟一的黑人女作家。


  美国作家中犹太裔比较多。第二次世界大战后，他们发表的作品日益增多，形成了影响颇大的“犹太人文学”流派。最为著名的犹太裔作家是贝娄、马拉默德和罗斯。


  贝娄（Saul Bellow，1915-2005）的处女作《晃来晃去的人》（Dangling Man）和《赛姆勒先生的行星》（Mr.Sammler's Planet）表现大屠杀给犹太人造成难以消除的恐惧和伤害，法西斯的迫害使他们失去信念。其他好几部小说，如《雨王汉德逊》（Anderson the Rain King）、《赫尔索格》（Herzog）、《洪堡的礼物》（Humboldt's Gift）等，都描写富裕社会中敏感的犹太知识分子的迷惘、空虚和绝望。这一主题其实已经并不局限于犹太人。贝娄探索的是西方世界的精神危机，关注的是人道主义的危机以及个人在社会中的地位。他的作品具有深刻的社会意义。


  马拉默德（Bernard Malamud，1914-1986）专门描写大城市里的下层犹太裔居民，如小店主、杂役、鞋匠、裁缝等。他以现实主义手法、简洁隽永的文笔，刻画这些小人物的善良品质和所受的磨难，尤其是社会和排犹主义者对犹太人的歧视与迫害。他的故事幽默诙谐，既富有戏剧性，又寓意深远，探索生活在孤独中的犹太人与犹太传统的关系。比较出色的有长篇小说《装配工》（The Fixer）、《店员》（The Assistant）、《房客》（The Tenant）和短篇小说集《魔桶》（The Magic Barrel）等。


  罗斯（Philip Roth， 1933-）是年轻一代犹太裔作家的代表人物，擅长描写巳经彻底美国化了的犹太人中产阶级生活、肤浅的拜金主义思想和年轻人的迷惘与反抗。《再见吧，哥伦布》（Goodbye， Columbus）和《波特诺伊的抱怨》（Portnoy's Complaint）描写年轻一代的犹太人对传统、家庭的反抗。《鬼作家》（The Ghost Writer）、《解放了的朱克曼》（Zuckerman Unbound）和《解剖学课》（The Anatomy Lesson）等三部曲描写一个颇有事业心的年轻作家的成名与失落，有一定的自传成分。罗斯的小说以幽默见长，但性描写过多。


  另一位著名的犹太裔作家是塞林格（J.D.Salinger，1919-）。他并不一定写犹太人。但他的《麦田里的守望者》（Catcher in the Rye）反映富家子弟的空虚和苦闷，常常和马克·吐温的《哈克贝里·费恩历险记》相提并论。不同之处在于主人公霍尔顿已经不像哈克那样可以离开虚伪的社会，到大自然中去寻求安慰。


  当代小说家中厄普代克（John Updike， 1932-）是位多才多艺的作家，不仅写小说，而且作诗、编剧本，散文和评论也很出色。他还是位多产作家，几乎年年都有作品问世。他的作品涉及面很广，有关于少年如何努力摆脱小市镇生活的束缚企图走向更广阔的天地的，有的描写家庭生活、婚姻问题、人和人之间关系。但最著名的是从1960年开始每隔10年出一本的《兔子》四部曲——《兔子，跑吧》（RabbitRun）、《兔子回来了》（Rabbit Redux）和《兔子富了》（Rabbit Is Rich）及《兔子安息了》（Rabbit at Rest）。这四部曲通过主人公的变化，深刻反映从20世纪50年代到80年代末的时代特征和人的精神面貌的变化。不少评论家认为厄普代克是当代成就极大的作家之一。


  在诗歌方面，第一次世界大战以后成名的诗人，如斯蒂文斯、肯明斯、弗洛斯特等，在第二次世界大战以后仍然保持巨大的影响。他们是诗坛的权威，他们的创作理论和原则成为诗人奉行的信条。第二次世界大战以后，很多诗人进入大学任教。他们的生活优裕了，发表诗歌的机会也多了。可惜，大多数人的诗歌和早年新英格兰地区学院派诗人一样平淡无奇，直到“垮掉的一代”诗人的创作才打破了这种沉闷的空气。50年代后期，一些年轻的作家和诗人以颓唐放纵的生活、反传统的文学形式反对美国文化和价值体系，形成名噪一时的“垮掉的一代”文学。他们在诗歌方面成就比较大，开始采用松散的结构和大量的傻语。这场运动的代表诗人是金斯堡（Allen Ginsberg，1926-1997）。诗集《嚎叫》（Howl）反映美国青年对资本主义社会感到幻灭后追求刺激以麻醉自己的情绪和反对一切权威的无政府主义思想。金斯堡受英国诗人布莱克和美国诗人惠特曼与威廉姆斯的影响，采用自由诗体，诗行较长，充满激情和想象力。


  “垮掉的一代”的诗歌改变了战后诗歌的面貌，使诗歌开始带有较浓厚的个人自传性质。精神失常、性爱、离婚、酗酒等个人生活事件都成为诗歌的题材。洛威尔（Robert Lowell，1917-1977）的《人生写照》（Life Studies）是一组自传性诗篇，介绍诗人的生活经历和心理变化，开创了“自白诗歌”的先例。其他自白派诗人还有写了大量关于人工流产、妇女的性生活和她在精神病院中的经历的塞克斯顿（AnneSexton，1928-1974），描写诗人酗酒和精神失常的事实的贝里曼（John Berryman，1914-1972）和反映想自杀的女性心理的普拉斯（Sylvia Plath，1932-1963）等。


  这一时期的诗歌还带有强烈的政治色彩。洛威尔愤怒抗议越南战争；里奇（Adrienne Rich，1929-）拥护女权运动；黑人女诗人布鲁克斯（Gwendolyn Brooks， 1917-）支持黑人解放运动；黑人诗人勒鲁伊·琼斯（LeRoi Jones， 1934-）则更进一步，提出“黑人权力”的口号，他甚至换了一个新的非洲姓名——伊玛姆·阿米拉·巴拉卡来表明他已彻底抛弃过去的自我。


  此外，以奥尔逊（Charles Olson，1910-1970）为首的黑山派诗人坚持摈弃一切正规的诗行长度和规范的诗歌格律，甚至连诗行左端的页边行距都不需要整齐划一。阿什贝里（John Ashberry，1927-）和奥哈拉（Frank O'Hara， 1926-1966）等纽约派诗人认为诗歌不过是即兴之作，写完以后便失去任何意义。第二次世界大战以后，美国诗歌派别众多，风格迥异，但却具有一个共同的特点:即它们摆脱了艾略特的“非个性化”诗歌的影响，摆脱了过去的超脱客观、含蓄反讽的诗风，而是在内容上直抒个人胸怀，以个人的经历和感受表现机械化和现代物质文明对人的精神世界的摧残；在形式上公开反对以英国诗歌为中心，进一步强调诗歌的美国特色。


  在戏剧方面，第二次世界大战以后，美国出现了四位优秀的剧作家:英奇（William Inge， 1913-1973）、威廉斯（TennesseeWilliams，1914-1983）、米勒（ArthurMiller，1915-）和阿尔比（Edward Albee，1928-）。英奇擅长描写小人物的失意，作品颇多象征手段，但深度不够。代表作有《回来吧，小希巴》（ComeBack，Little Sheba）和《野餐》（Picnic）等。威廉斯主要描写南方的没落，普通人的失意和痛苦，追求幸福之艰难。他一生创作很多，最著名的是《欲望号街车》（A Streetcar Named Desire）、《玻璃动物园》（The Glass Menagerie）和《热铁皮屋顶上的猫》（Cat on a Hot Tin Roof）。米勒是战后最著名的美国戏剧家。成名作是一部社会道德剧《全是我的儿子》（All My Sons）。但《推销员之死》（Death of a Salesman）被一致公认为第二次世界大战后最优秀的剧本之一。主人公洛曼一生追求成功与幸福的美国梦，但始终未能如愿。米勒通过洛曼和他的美国梦的幻灭证明，普通人也可以成为悲剧式人物。此外，《炼狱》（The Crucible）无情地揭露与讽刺迫害左翼人士的麦卡锡主义。《堕落之后》（Afterthe Fall）和《代价》（The Price）等剧本则表明米勒无论在主题还是技巧方面都是个多面手。另一个杰出的剧作家是阿尔比。他的著名作品有《动物园的故事》（The Zoo Story）、《美国梦》（Jhe American Dream）、《谁怕维吉尼亚·沃尔夫？》（Who's Afraid of Virginia Woolf?）等。阿尔比运用象征、暗喻、夸张等近乎超现实主义的手法描写美国社会。主题往往是美国梦的破灭、人的孤独和追求自我本质的困难。


  20世纪70年代以来，美国的试验小说、批评理论、妇女文学也有很大的发展，限于篇幅就不一一陈述。


  （三）


  近年来，美国学者在编写美国文学选读时经历了一个所谓“经典爆炸”问题。随着民权运动、妇女运动和各种批评理论的兴起，以往的选读因很少收入少数民族和妇女作家的作品而不断受到质疑与批评。于是编选者不断增加这方面的作家和作品，结果选读课本的篇幅越来越大，动辄四五千页。我国学者近年来也编了好几部美国文学选读，篇幅也都不小，不是厚厚的两本便是上中下三本。这一切给我们这本一卷集提出了一个难题，如何在有限的篇幅里包括最丰富的内容？


  几经考虑，我们决定了以下几个原则:首先，我们要选在美国文学史中最有影响的作家和他们最有影响的作品。对中国学生来讲，学习美国文学的目的是在提高语言能力的基础上增进知识，通过阅读对美国文学的历史和现状有所了解。尽管美国学者编的文学选读千变万化，但真正经受时间与历史考验的经典作家并没有太多的变化。他们才是我们中国学生应该了解的精华。


  其次，学习语言也是中国学生的一个重要任务。因此，我们在选材方面偏重20世纪，以使大家可以学到当代英语。另一方面我们还注意选收小说、诗歌、戏剧，甚至散文等多种体裁，以扩大学生的知识面。为了在有限的篇幅里提供尽量多的内容，我们在诗歌方面作了一些变革，把同一时期的重要诗人集中在一起，而不是逐一描述介绍。所以，这本集子实际上收入的是30多位作家的作品。


  再次，我们认为，主讲教师的积极性是提高教学的一个重要因素。因此，我们在选材及编写方面都留有余地。老师可以在此基础上加以补充，也可以有选择地讲授。例如，选读共21个单元，超出一学期的需要。


  当然，不管我们如何设想，我们可能还是不能完全符合真正的实际教学需要。我们真诚地希望使用这本选读的教师和学生给我们提出宝贵的意见，使我们能把它修改得更完善。


  最后，我要感谢跟我合作的其他几位编者，负责第1、2、4、5单元的刘树森；第3、6、18、20、23单元的程朝翔；第7、17、22单元的沈弘；第8、10、12、14、16、21单元的张世耘以及第9、15、24、25、26单元的刘建华。他们都是北京大学英语系极为出色的中青年教师，都已经是教授或副教授，也都有自己的科研项目。但他们还是全力以赴地认真完成各自的任务，使此书能在较短的时间内完稿。其中，刘树森老师在百忙之中还做了大量的事务工作，应特别予以感谢。


  陶洁


  2000年3月31日于北大承泽园


  Unit1 Benjamin Franklin （1706-1790）


  本杰明·富兰克林


  ■作者简介


  本杰明·富兰克林（Benjamin Franklin， 1706-1790），作家、科学家、政治家、发明家。出身寒微，10岁起受过两年的小学教育，12岁开始在印刷厂当学徒，但利用业余时阅刻苦自学，除母语之外，还能够熟练地阅读法语、西班牙语、意大利语和拉丁语著作。16岁开始在《新英格兰周报》发表小品文，评论时务。24岁成为印刷厂的业主后，致力于社会公共事业，先后创建费城公共图书馆，主编《宾夕法尼亚报》，还于1751年协助创办了宾夕法尼亚大学。中年之后，他发奋研究物理、化学、数学、天文学等自然科学，并取得了重要成就。后成为美国革命中的核心人物之一，参与起草《独立宣言》。1776年至1785年，他作为美国的全权代表出使法国，寻求欧洲盟友在政治、经济、军事等方面的支持和援助，出色地完成了使命。富兰克林一生著述丰富，内容涉及时政、科学、经济、教育、个人生活阅历等诸多方面。1732年，他用笔名发表了《格言历书》（Poor Richard's Almanac），内容除历书之外还附有谚语、格言、警句，非常畅销，后作为系列出版物发行25年。他的《自传》（The Autobiography）著于1771年至1790年，生动而深刻地记载了他个人的生活经历，历来被公认为美国文学中的经典之作。
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  ■内容提要


  选篇出自《自传》第一章。1771年，时年65岁的富兰克林在英国回亿自己前半生的生活经历，并以“自传”的形式记载下来，以传后人。《自传》的写作前后历时近20年。该书共由四个部分组成，第一部分主要讲述了他一生前25年的生活经历，包括短暂的学校读书生活、在印刷厂的学徒经历、如何在艰苦的环境中勤奋自学、匿名为报纸撰稿，以及开始在印刷业获得成功并结婚成家。1784年，第二部分成文于巴黎，侧重描写作者在科学研究方面的兴趣和成就，还涉及到他所从事的社会公共事业。第三、四两个部分分别在1788年、1789年至1790年写于富兰克林的家乡费城，先后记叙了他从25岁至51岁的生活。至于作者后半生33年的生活，尤其是在欧洲和美国政界、外交界的经历和成就，作者只是在最后两个部分略有提及。换言之，《自传》并非作者生完整的传记。富兰克林去世后，该书的部分章节未经授权曾在法国和英国出版，文字及内容均有失实之处，全部手稿直至1868年在巴黎发现后，才在当年出版了该书最为完整的版本。


  ■赏析


  《自传》不仅是美国第一部成功的传记体作品，而且也是美国民族文学的早期代表作，自1868年全书问世之后其价值和影响经久不衰。对于这部在美国文学史上占有重要地位的作品，可以从若干不同的视角解读和赏析。从传记文学的角度来说，《自传》的作者是一位土生土长的美国人，出身寒微，没有受过良好的正规教育，没有浪漫的爱情，没有权贵的提携，完全借助于自己不懈的努力而获得了成功。这有别于欧洲文学中传统的传记作品，不像它们以君王、重臣或者英雄为主人公，描写这离普通人见识的经历，字里行间充满了官廷争斗、颠覆夺权、战争杀戮、神秘莫测的命运以及政治化的事件。在富兰克林的笔下，一个原本普通的美国平民逐步从幼年走向青年和成年，从幼稚变得成熟，从致力于工业过渡到投身科学研究，从个人奋斗转而为国家的独立发挥重要作用，而他所经历的所有一切，都是平凡而简单的生活故事。他之所以成功，一方面依靠自身的勤奋和信念的力量，另一方面还在于时代的造就。但是对于18世纪前半叶美国相对自由、宽松的社会环境，富兰克林并没有着力渲染，而是将其作为一种背景衬托他个人的成长历程。


  《自传》不仅描写了一个成功者在美国建国前期取得的成就，其价值和意义还在于揭示这一人物内在道德品性的塑造过程。清教主义中勤奋、务实、上进的精神，以及启蒙时期美国人民对于自己民族未来发展的想象与信心，都凝聚于他的个性之中，从而表现为一种强大的生命活力。富兰克林以此为豪，而且自觉地设法将其道德伦理信念传达给读者。这一点明显见于书中的第二、三、四部分。作为一个典型的美国人的写照，《自传》展示了18世纪美国的社会图景以及启蒙时代的精神风貌，塑造了一个全新的美国人的形象，并以个人的发展和成就再现了社会孕育的活力。对于美国民族个性的形成，这一人物形象有着重要而长久的影响，同时也在一定程度上开始扭转欧洲人对美国人的蔑视与偏见。


  从叙事语言来看，《自传》真实感人，个性化的文笔洗练清新，风格纯朴，少有18世纪英国乃至整个欧洲文坛所崇尚的雕琢的文风。但在该书的四个部分中，显然富兰克林心目中拥有不同的读者，因此各个部分的叙事风格也有所差异。在第一部分，富兰克林以“亲爱的儿子”开篇，读者为他的后嗣，纯朴亲切的字句可以使人领略到父子深情。从第二部分开始，读者以社会大众为对象，作者与读者之间的对话开始保持一定的距离，说教的味道也溢于字面。此外，由于《自传》写作的时间漫长，各个部分只是按照时间顺序衔接，在叙事结构上略显松散。


  1（Excerpt）


  The Autobiography 1（Excerpt）


  TO HIS SON


  Twyford 2, at the Bishop of St.Asaph's,1771


  DearSon 3,


  I have ever had a pleasure in obtaining any little anecdotes of my ancestors. You may remember the enquiries I made among the remains of my relations 4 when you were with me in


  England and the journey I undertook for that purpose. Imagining it may be equally agreeable to you to know the circumstances of my Life — many of which you are yet unacquaintedwith — and expecting a week's uninterrupted Leisure in my present country retirement, I sit down to write them for you. Besides, there are some other inducements that excite me to this undertaking. From the poverty and obscurity in which I was born and in which Ipassed my earliest years, I have raised myself to a state of affluence 5 and some degree of celebrity in the world. As constant good fortune has accompanied me even to an advanced period of life, my posterity will perhaps be desirous of learning the means, which Iemployed,and which, thanks to Providence 6, so well succeeded with me. They may also deem them fit to be imitated,should any of them find themselves in similar circumstances. That good fortune, when I reflected onit,which is frequently the case, has induced me sometimes to say that were it left to my choice, I should have no objection to go over the same lifefrom its beginning to the end, only asking the advantage authors have of correcting in a second edition some faults of the first. So would I also wish to change some incidents of it for others more favourable. Notwithstanding, if this condition were denied, I should still accept the offer.But as this repetition is not to be expected, that which resembles most living one's life over again, seems to be to recall all the circumstances of it;and,to render this remembrance more durable, to record them in writing. In thus employing myself I shall yield to the inclination so natural to old men of talking of themselves and their own actions, and I shall indulgeit,without being tiresome to those who, from respect to my age, might conceive themselves obliged to listen to me, since they will be always free to read me or not. And lastly（Imay as well confessit,as the denial of it would be believed bynobody）I shall perhaps not a little gratify my own vanity.Indeed,I never heard or saw the introductory words,“Without Vanity I maysay,”etc.,but some vain thing immediately followed. Most people dislike vanity in others whatever share they have of itthemselves,but I give it fair quarter 7 wherever I meet withit,being persuaded that it is often productive of good to the possessor and to others who are within his sphere of action. And therefore, in many cases it would not be altogether absurd if a man were to thank God for his vanity among the other comforts of life. And now I speak of thanking God, I desire with all humility to acknowledge ;that I owe the mentioned happiness of mypast lifeto his divine providence, which led me to the means I used and gave them success. My belief of this induces me to hope,though I must not presume,that the same goodness will still be exercised towards me in continuing that happiness or in enabling me to bear a fatal reverse, which I may experience as others have done — the complexion of my future fortune being known to him only, and in whose power it is to bless to us even our afflictions.
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    Philadelphia,the Independent Square

  


  THE ARRIVAL IN PHILADELPHIA


  [Following the altercation with his older brother to whom Franklin had been apprenticed （andwhose oppressive treatment of Franklin, the latter says, gave him "that aversion to arbitrary power that has stuck to me through my wholelife"）,and after a brush with the law, the seventeen-year-old lad leaves Boston and comes to Philadelphia, the city whose first citizen he would eventually become.]


  This might be one occasion of the differences we 8 began to have about this time. Though a brother,he considered himself as my master and me as hisapprentice,and accordingly expected the same services from me as he would from another; while I thought he degraded me too much in some he required of me, who from a brother expected more indulgence. Our disputes were often brought before our father, and I fancy I was either generally in the right or else a better pleader,because the judgment was generally in my favour.But my brother was passionate and had often beaten me, which I took extremely amiss. I fancy his harsh and tyrannical treatment of me might be a means of impressing me with that aversion to arbitrary power that has stuck to me through my whole life. Thinking my apprenticeship very tedious, I was continually wishing for some opportunity of shorteningit,which at length offered in a manner unexpected.


  One of the pieces in our newspaper on some political point which I have now forgotten, gave offence to the Assembly 9. He was taken up, censured, and imprisoned for a month by the Speaker's warrant, I suppose because he would not discover the author. I,too,was taken up and examined before the Council; but though I did not give them any satisfaction, they contented themselves with admonishing me and dismissed me, considering me, perhaps, as an apprentice who was bound to keep his master's secrets. During my brother's confinement, which I resented a good deal notwithstanding our private differences, I had the management of the paper, and I made bold to give our rulers some rubs init,which my brother took verykindly,while others began to consider me in an unfavourable light as a young genius that had a turn for libelling and satire. My brother's discharge was accompanied with an order from the House（avery oddone）that "JamesFranklin should no longer print the paper called the New England Courant." There was aconsultation held in our printing house amongst his friends in this conjuncture. Some proposed to etude the order by changing the name of the paper; but my brother seeing inconveniences in that,it was finallyconcluded on as a better way to letit be printed forthe future under the name of "BenjaminFranklin";and to avoid the censure of the Assembly that might fall on him as stilt printing it by his apprentice, the contrivance was that my old indenture 10 should be returned to me with a full discharge on the back ofit,to show incase of necessity; but to secure to him the benefit of my service, I should sign new indentures for the remainder of the term, which were to be kept private. A very flimsy" scheme it was, but, however, it was immediately executed, and the paper went on accordingly under my name for several months. At length a fresh difference arising between my brother and me, I took upon me to assert my freedom, presuming that he would not venture to produce the new indentures. It was not fair in me to take this advantage, and this I therefore ;reckon one of the first errata 12 of my life. But the unfairness of it weighed little with me, when under the impressions of resentment for the blows his passion too often urged him to bestow upon me, though he was otherwise not an ill-natured man. Perhaps I was too saucy and provoking.


  When he found I would leave him, he took care to prevent my getting employment in any other printing house of the town by going round and speaking to everymaster,who accordingly refused to give me work. I then thought of going to New York as the nearest place where there was a printer;and I was the rather inclined to leave Boston when I reflected that I had already made myself a little obnoxious 13 to the governing party; and from the arbitrary proceedings of the Assembly in my brother's case, it was likely Imight if I stayed soon bring myself into scrapes, and further that my indiscreet disputations about religion began to make me pointed at with horror by good people as an infidel or atheist. I determined on the point, but my father now siding with my brother, I was sensible that if I attempted to go openly, means would be used to prevent me. My friend Collins therefore undertook to manage my flight. He agreed with the captain of a New York sloop for my passage, under pretence of my being a young man of his acquaintance that had had an intrigue with a girl of bad character, whose parents would compel me to marry her and therefore I could not appear or come away publicly. I sold some of my books to raise a littlemoney,was taken on board the sloop privately, had a fair wind, and in three days found myself at New York, near three hundred miles from my home, at the age of seventeen, without the least recommendation to or knowledge of any person in the place, and with very little money in my pocket.


  The inclination Ihad had for the sea was by this time done away, or Imight now have gratified it. But having another profession and conceiving myself a pretty good workman, I offered my services to the printer of the place, old Mr. W m . Bradford（whohad been the first printer in Pennsylvania, but had removed thence in consequence of a quarrel with the Governor,Geo. Keith）.He could give me no employment, having little to do and hands enough already."But,"says he, "my son at Philadelphia has lately lost his principal hand, Aquila Rose, by death. If you go thither I believe he may employ you."


  Philadelphia was a hundred miles farther. Iset out, however, in a boat for Amboy 14, leaving my chest and things to follow me round by sea. In crossing the bay we met with asquall that tore our rotten sails to pieces, prevented our getting into the kill, and drove us upon Long Island.In our way a drunken Dutchman, who was a passenger, too, fell overboard;when he was sinking, I reached through the water to his shock pate and drew him up so that we got him in again. His ducking sobered him a little, and he went to sleep, taking first out of his pocket a book which he desired I would dry for him. It proved to be my old favourite author Bunyan's Pilgrim'sProgress 15 in Dutch, finely printed on good paper with copper cuts, a dress better than I had ever seen it wear in its own language. I have since found that it has been translated into most of the languages of Europe, and suppose it has been more generally read than any other book except, perhaps, the Bible. Honest John 16 was the first that I know of who mixes narration and dialogue, a method of writing very engaging to the reader, who in ;the most interesting parts finds himself, as itwere,admitted into the company and present at the conversation. Defoe 17 has imitated him successfully in his Robinson Crusoe 18, in his Moll Flanders 19,and other pieces; and Richardson has done the same in his Pamela 20, etc.


  On approaching the island, we found it was in a place where there could be no landing, there being a great surf on the stony beach. So we dropped anchor and swung out our cable towards theshore. Some people came down to the water edge and hallooed to us, as we did to them, but the wind was so high and the surf so loud that we could not understand each other. There were some canoes on the shore, and we made signs and called to them to fetch us, but they either did not comprehend us or thought it impracticable so they went off. Night approaching, we had no remedy but to have patience till the wind abated, and in the meantime the boatman and I concluded to sleep if we could, and so we crowded into the scuttle 21 with the Dutchman who was stillwet,and the spray breaking over the head of our boat leaked through to us, so that we were soon almost as wet as he. In this manner we lay all night with very little rest; but the wind abating the next day, we made a shift to reach Amboy before night, having been thirty hours on the water without victuals or any drink but a bottle of filthyrum,the water we sailed on being salt.


  In the evening I found myself very feverish and went to bed; but having read somewhere that cold water drank plentifully was good for a fever, I followed the prescription, sweat plentifully most of the night, my fever left me, and in the morning crossing theferry,I proceeded on my journey on foot, having fifty miles to Burlington 22, where I was told I should find boats that would carry me the rest of the way to Philadelphia.


  It rained very hard allthe day, I was thoroughly soaked and by noon a good deal tired, so I stopped at a poor inn, where I stayed allnight,beginning now to wish I had never left home. Imade so miserable afigure,too,that I found by the questions asked me 1 was suspected to be some run-away servant, and in danger of being taken up on that suspicion. However, I proceeded the next day,and got in the evening to an inn within eight or ten miles of Burlington, kept by one Dr. Brown 23.


  He entered into conversation with me while I took some refreshment and, finding I had read a little, became very sociable and friendly. Our acquaintance continued all the rest of his life. He had been, Iimagine,an itinerantdoctor,forthere was no town in England or any country in Europe of which he could not give a very particular account.He had some letters and was ingenious, but he was an infidel and wickedly undertook some years after to travesty the Bible in doggerel verseas Cotton had done with Virgil 24.By this means he set many of the facts in a very ridiculous light and might have done mischief with weak minds if his work had been published, but it never was. At his house I lay that night, and the next morning reached Burlington, but had the mortification to find that the regular boats were gone a little before and no other expected to go beforeTuesday, this being Saturday. Wherefore 25, I returned to an old woman in the town of whom I had bought some gingerbread 26 to eat on the water and asked her advice; she invited me to lodge at her house till a passage by water should offer; and being tired with my foot travelling, I accepted the invitation. Understanding I was a printer, she would have had me remain in that town and follow my business, being ignorant of the stock necessary to begin with. She was very hospitable, gave ;me a dinner of ox cheek with great goodwill, accepting only of a pot of ale in return. And I thought myself fixed till Tuesday should come. However, walking in the evening by the side of the river, a boat came by, which I found was going towards Philadelphia with several people in her. They took me in, and as there was no wind, we rowed all the way; and about midnight, not having yet seen the city, some of the company were confident we must have passed it and would row no farther;the others knew not where we were, so we put towards the shore, got into a creek, landed nearan old fence, with the rails of which we made a fire, the night being cold inOctober,and there we remained till daylight. Then one of the company knew the place to be Cooper's Creek, a little above Philadelphia, which we saw as soon as we got out of the creek, and arrived there about eight ornineo'clock,on the Sunday morning and landed atthe Market Street wharf.


  I have been the more particular in this description of my journey, and shall be so of my first entry into thatcity,that you may in your mind compare such unlikely beginnings with the figure I have since made there. I was in my working dress, my best clothes being to come round by sea. I was dirty from my journey; my pockets were stuffed out with shirts and stockings; I knew no soul, nor where to look for lodging. Fatigued with walking, rowing, and want of sleep, I was veryhungry, and my whole stock of cash consisted of a Dutch dollar and about a shilling in copper coin, whichI gave to the boatmen for my passage. At first they refused it on account of my having rowed, but I insisted on their taking it. A man is sometimes more generous when he has little money than when he has plenty, perhaps through fear of being thought to have but little. I walked towards the top of the street, gazing about till near Market Street, where I met a boy with bread. I have often made a meal of dry bread, and inquiring where he had boughtit,1 went immediately to the baker's he directed me to. I asked for biscuit, meaning such as we had in Boston, but that sort, itseems,was not made in Philadelphia. I then asked for a threepenny loaf and was told they had none such. Not knowing the different prices nor the names of the different sorts of any bread, I told him to give me three pennyworth of any sort. He gave me accordingly three great puffy rolls. I was surprised atthe quantity but tookit,and having no room in my pockets, walked off with a roll under each arm and eating the other. Thus I went up Market Street as far as Fourth Street, passing by the door of Mr. Read, my future wife'sfather,when she, standing at the door, saw me, and thought I made — as I certainly did — a most awkward, ridiculous appearance.Then I turned and went down Chestnut Street and part of Walnut Street, eating my roll all the way, and coming round, found myself again at Market Street wharf near the boat I camein,to which I went for a draught of the riverwater,and being filled with one of my rolls, gave the other two to a woman and her child that came downthe river in the boat with us and were waiting to go farther. Thus refreshed, I walked again up the street,which by thistime had many clean dressed people in it who were all walking the same way;I joined them, and thereby was led into the great meetinghouse of the Quakers 27 near the market. I sat down among them, and after looking round awhile and hearing nothing said, being very drowsy through labour and want of rest the preceding night, I fell fast asleep and continued so till the meeting broke up, when someone was kind enough to rouse me. This was therefore the firsthouse I was in or sleptin,in Philadelphia.


  Q


  1.Why did Franklin writehis autobiography?


  2.What made Franklin decide to leavethe brother to whom he had been apprenticed?


  3.How did he arrive in Philadelphia?


  4.What features do you findin the style of theabove selection?


  ■注释：


  1.选篇节自《自传》的第一部分，其一为该书的开场白，其二描述富兰克林离开哥哥初到费城时的情形。1723 年，17岁的富兰克林两手空空、独自一人来到费城，这是他逐步走向成功的一个重要转折点。


  2. Twyford：伦敦西南约50英里处的一个村落。富兰克林在此写作《自传》的第一部分。


  3. Dear Son：指富兰克林的儿子威廉·富兰克林（1731-1813），当时任新泽西州州长。但在独立战争中威廉·富兰克林是忠于英国的保皇派。


  4. the remains Of my relations：仍然健在的亲属。1758年，富兰克林曾携子访问祖先在英国的故乡。


  5. affluence：富裕；充足。


  6. Providence：上帝；神。


  7. butIgive it fair quarter：但我却公平地对待它。


  8. we：指富兰克林和他的哥哥。他当时给哥哥做学徒。


  9. the Assembly：马萨诸塞州议会的众议院


  10. indenture：师徒合同；定期服务契约。


  11. flimsy：不足以使人有信心的；薄弱的。


  12. errata： erratum复数形式，指书写或者印刷中的错误。此处，这一专业术语指人生中出现的失误。


  13. obnoxious：讨厌的；令人厌恶的。


  14. Amboy：地名，位于新泽西州。


  15. Bunyan's Pilgrim'sProgress：英国作家约翰·班扬（John Bunyan，1628-1688）的讽喻小说《天路历程》。


  16. Honest John：指英国小说家班扬。


  17. Defoe：英国小说家笛福（Daniel Defoe，约1660-1731）。


  18. Robinson Crusoe：笛福的小说《鲁宾逊漂流记》。


  19. MollFlanders：笛福的小说《摩尔·弗兰德斯》。


  20. Richardson has done the same in hisPamela，etc.：指英国作家理查逊（Samuel Richardson，1689-1761）以及他的书信体小说《帕美勒》。


  21. scuttle：小舱口；舷窗，船底孔洞。


  22. Burlington：费城北面约18英里的一个城市，当时为新泽西州的州政府所在地。


  23. Dr.Brown：Dr. John Brown （约1667-1737），旅馆的老板，也是当地有名的医生和无神论者。


  24. to travesty the Bible in doggerel verse as Cotton had done with Virgil：蹩脚地将《圣经》变为打油诗，就如同科顿拙劣地模仿维吉尔的作品那样。Cotton，即Charles Cotton （1630-1687），英国诗人，曾模仿维吉尔的《埃涅伊德》创作了诗作《斯卡龙尼德》。Virgil：古罗马诗人（公元前70-19），主要作品为史诗《埃涅伊德》（Aeneid）。


  25. wherefore：因此；所以。


  26. gingerbread：姜饼；华而不实的东西。


  27. the Quakers：（基督教的一个教派）贵格会教徒。该教会由英国人乔治·福克斯（George Fox，1624-1691）创立，他主张将“内心之光”，即灵感，置于圣经和教条之上，反对繁琐的、程式化的宗教仪式，因此受到宗教当局与政府的双重迫害。


  · God help those who help themselves.


  · He that by the plow would thriveHimself must either hold or drive.


  ——Benjamin Fnanklin


  Unit2 Edgar Allan Poe（1809-1849）


  埃德加·爱伦·坡


  ■作者简介


  埃德加·爱伦·坡（Edgar Allan Poe， 1809-1849），小说家、诗人、批评家。幼年时父母双亡，由商人约翰·爱伦收养为义子。1815年至1820年，他在伦敦就读小学，后返回美国在弗吉尼亚大学、西点军校读书，1831年因违反校规被西点军校除名。此后，他一度以出卖文稿谋生，始终为生活的贫困所缠绕，后曾担任《南方文学使者》等多家刊物的编辑或评论家。1847年妻子病故，他颇为悲伤，不能自已，1849年因酗酒丧生。自青少年开始，他便对文学表现出浓厚的兴趣，阅览了大量的作品，而且很早显露出创作的天分。1827年，他自费出版了第一部诗集《帖木尔》（Tamerlaneand Other Poems），随后出版的诗集包括《艾尔·阿拉夫》（AIAraaf，1829），《诗集》（Poems，1831）和《乌鸦及其他诗篇》（The Raven and Other Poems， 1845）。他的诗歌《乌鸦》1845年世后，我到普遍好评，他的诗才也由此得到了社会的认同。与诗歌相比，他在短篇小说方面的成就更为显著，尤其是长于创作哥特式的小说和侦探小说，作品主要收入《迷异集》（Tales of the Grotesque and Arabesque， 1840）与《故事集》（Tales，1845）。其中的名篇有《厄舍大厦的倒塌》（“The Fall of the House of Usher”）、《红色死亡假面舞会》（“The Masque of the Red Death”）、《莉盖亚》（“Ligeia”）、《黑猫》（“The Black Cat”）、《阿芒提拉多的酒桶》（“The Cask of Amontillado”）、《莫格街谋杀案》（“Murders in the Rue Morgue”）、《被窃的信件》（“The Purloined Letter”）和《金甲虫》（“The Gold Bug”）。他的侦探小说历来为人称道，一般认为他是西方侦探小说的开山鼻祖。在文学理论方面，他也有不可忽视的建树，鼓吹“纯艺术”的文学价值观，主要理论著作包括《创作哲学》（“The Philosophy of Composition”，1846）和《诗歌原理》（“The Poetic Principle”， 1850）。
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  ■赏析


  与其同时代的小说家相比，爱伦·坡有许多与众不同之处。其中，最主要的方面之一是他既拥有自己较为系统的创作理论，又能够将其理论付诸于创作实践并取得了非凡的成就。按照他的理论，小说应当着力展示人的内心世界，尤其是人格中以往被忽视的病态或者阴暗的方面，而且叙事要简洁明了，力争使故事以较快的节奏发展到高潮，以便产生某种单一的预期效果。作为其短篇小说佳作之一，《河芒提拉多的酒桶》体现了他的小说创作艺术的基本特征。


  小说的主题是爱伦·坡惯于描写的恐怖和死亡。小说的背景为意大利，以第一人称讲述了主人公蒙特利瑟复仇的故事。小说开篇，蒙特利瑟决计扰机会报复弗图纳多。狂欢节期间的一天，弗图纳多畅饮后酩酊大醉，穿戴得像游行队伍中的小丑一样。蒙特利瑟把握住了这个机会，告诉弗图纳多说:他购买了一桶阿芒提拉多酒，但是不能肯定是否真是这一著名品牌的酒。弗图纳多听后，执意要去鉴别酒的真伪。蒙特利瑟佯装推托不过，便带领弗图纳多来到自家的酒窖，引导到最深处的地窖后，旋即将其捆绑在一根事先准备好的铁桩上，接着用石头砌起一道墙，将酒窖的门堵死。弗图纳多终于明白过来，但为时已晚。


  事件发生的地点选择在深邃、阴森的酒窖，仅有的两个人物都存在人格上的缺陷。在作者的笔下，弗图纳多的缺陷呈现在明处，而蒙特利瑟的缺陷则是隐匿的。刻画这种区别的意图，在于强化故事结尾的高潮到来时应有的恐怖效果。弗图纳多趾高气扬，目空蒙特利瑟，直到垂死时才霍然醒悟，认识到自己的愚蠢，但只能在绝望和痛苦中等待死亡的到来，歇斯底里的嚎叫改变不了他的命运。蒙特利瑟却自始至终清楚地知道将要发生的一切，他所希望看到的就是弗图纳多的死亡，却以虚伪的谦卑掩盖住了自己的意图。小说还暗示蒙特利瑟在杀人后可以逍遥法外，因为按照他的盘算，无人能知晓他的所作所为。小说的聚焦点，正是蒙特利瑟的老谋深算反衬出来的人格中更深层次的缺陷。他比弗图纳多更邪恶，更可怕，没有节制的复仇欲望完全毁坏了他的灵魂。


  小说追求一种篇幅短小而节奏很快的叙事风格，从而使故事迅速到达高潮。为此，作者采取了许多巧妙而有效的方法。首先是削减背景信息，全篇只有开头的一句话交代背景:蒙特利瑟声言弗图纳多曾经多次严重地伤害过他，他出于无奈只能默默地忍受，但是却发誓要寻找机会报复。显而易见，他已经经历了漫长的筹划和等待的过程。至于人物的年龄、身材、容貌、职业、家庭状等等，只字未提，甚至连故事发生的时间和地点都没有说明，只有“豪华的宫殿（palozzo）”等几个词的意大利文化背景，提示故事可能发生在意大利。


  爱伦·坡主张，在一首诗，或者一篇故事中，每一个字、每一句话、每一个细节都必须有助于实现整个作品的预期效果。可以说，这部小说语言凝练，没有一个字是多余的，没有一句是冗言，没有一个细节是可有可无的。比如，蒙特利瑟脱口而出的拉丁语，虽然只是只言片语，却反映了他接受教育的程度，并且自然而然地使他的文化修养与其残酷的报复形成强烈的对比。此外，作品中象征手法的使用也别具特色，例如，随着蒙特利瑟诱使弗图纳多向酒窖的深处走去，由于缺氧火把的火光逐渐变小，加之酒桶四周的骷髅似乎也愈来愈多，预示弗图纳多存活的希望愈来愈小。如果将这部小说与《厄舍大厦的倒塌》和《莉盖亚》等同类作品参照阅读，可能会有助于把握上述艺术特色。


  The Cask of Amontillado


  The thousand injuries of Fortunato I had borne as I best could, but when he ventured upon insult I vowed revenge. You, who so well know the nature of my soul, will not suppose, however,that I gave utterance to a threat.At length I would be avenged; this was a point ;definitively settled — but the very definitiveness with which it was resolved precluded the idea of risk. I must not only punish but punish with impunity 1. A wrong is unredressed when retribution overtakes its redresser. It is equally unredressed when the avenger fails to make himself felt as such to him who has done the wrong. It must be understood that neither by word nor deed had I given Fortunato cause to doubt my good will. I continued,as was my wont, to smile in his face, and he did not perceive that my smile now was at the thought of his immolation.


  He had a weak point — this Fortunato — although in other regards he was a man to berespected and even feared. He prided himself upon his connoisseurship in wine. Few Italians have the true virtuoso spirit. For the most part their enthusiasm is adopted to suit the time and opportunity, to practice imposture upon the British and Austrian millionaires. In painting and gemmary, Fortunato, like his countrymen, was a quack 2, but in the matter of old wines he was sincere. In this respect I did not differ from him materially;— I was skilful in the Italian vintages myself,and bought largely whenever I could.


  It was about dusk, one evening during the supreme madness of the carnival season, that I encountered my friend. He accosted me with excessive warmth, for he had been drinkingmuch. The man wore motley 3. He had on a tight-fitting parti-striped dress, and his head was surmounted by the conical cap and bells.I was so pleased to see him that I thought I should never have done wringing his hand.


  I said to him —"My dear Fortunato, you are luckily met. How remarkably well you are looking today. But I have received a pipe of what passes for Amontillado 4, and I have my doubts."


  "How?" said he. "Amontillado? A pipe? Impossible! And in the middle of the carnival!"


  "I have my doubts, " I replied;"and I was silly enough to pay the full Amontillado price without consulting you in the matter. You were not to be found, and I was fearful of losing a bargain."


  "Amontillado!"


  "I have my doubts."


  "Amontillado!"


  "AndI must satisfy them."


  "Amontillado!"


  "As you are engaged, I am on my way to Luchresi. If any one has a criticalturn it is he. He will tell me -"


  "Luchresi cannot tell Amontillado from Sherry."


  "Andyet some fools will have it that his taste is a match for your own."


  "Come, let us go."


  "Whither?"


  "To your vaults."


  "My friend, no; I will not impose upon your good nature. I perceive you have anengagement. Luchresi —"


  "I have no engagement;— come."


  "My friend, no. It is not the engagement, but the severe cold with which I perceive you are ;afflicted. The vaults are insufferably damp. They are encrusted with nitre ."


  "Let us go, nevertheless. The cold is merely nothing. Amontillado! You have been imposed upon.And as for Luchresi, he cannot distinguish Sherry from Amontillado."


  Thus speaking, Fortunate possessed himself of my arm; and putting on a mask of black silk and drawing a roquelaire 6 closely about my person, Isuffered him to hurry me to my palazzo 7. There were no attendants at home; they had absconded to make merry in honour of the time.I had told them that I should not return until the morning, and had given them explicit orders not to stir from the house. These orders were sufficient, Iwell knew, to insure their immediate disappearance, one and all, as soon as my back was turned.


  I took from their sconces two flambeaux, and giving one to Fortunate, bowed him through several suites of rooms to the archway that led into the vaults. I passed down a long andwinding staircase, requesting him to be cautious as he followed. W e came at length to the foot of the descent, and stood together upon the damp ground of the catacombs of the Montresors. The gait of my friend was unsteady, and the bells upon his cap jingled as he strode.


  "Thepipe,"said he.


  "It isfarther on," said I;"butobserve the white web-work which gleams from these cavern walls."


  He turned towards me, and looked into my eyes with two filmy orbs that distilled the rheum of intoxication.


  "Nitre?"he asked, at length.


  "Nitre," I replied. "How long have you had that cough?"


  "Ugh! ugh! ugh!— ugh! ugh! ugh!- ugh! ugh ！ugh!— ugh! ugh! ugh!— ugh! ugh! ugh!"


  My poor friend found it impossible to reply for many minutes.


  "It is nothing," he said, at last.


  "Come," I said, with decision, "we will go back; your health is precious. You are rich, respected, admired, beloved; you are happy, as once I was. You are a man to be missed. For me it isno matter. W e will go back; you will be ill, and I cannotbe responsible.Besides,there is Luchresi—"


  "Enough,"hesaid;"the cough is a mere nothing; it willnot kill me. I shall not die of a cough."


  "True— true," I replied;"and, indeed, I had no intentionof alarming you unnecessarily — but you should use all proper caution. A draught of this Medoc 8 will defend us from the damps." Here I knocked off the neck of a bottle which I drew from a long row of its fellows that lay upon the mould."Drink," Isaid,presenting him the wine.


  He raised it to his lips with a leer. He paused and noddedto me familiarly, while his bells jingled.


  "Idrink,"he said, "to the buried that repose around us."
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  "AndI to your long life."


  He again took my arm, and we proceeded.


  "Thesevaults,"hesaid,"areextensive."


  "TheMontresors,"I replied, "were a great and numerous family."


  "I forget your arms."


  "Ahuge human footd'or,in a field azure; the foot crushes a serpent rampant whose fangs are imbedded in the heel."


  "Andthe motto?"


  "Nemome impunelacessit.9 "


  "Good!"he said.


  The wine sparkled in his eyes and the bells jingled. My own fancy grew warm with the Medoc. W e had passed through long walls of piled skeletons, with casks and puncheons intermingling, into the inmost recesses of the catacombs. I paused again, and this time I made bold to seize Fortunate by an arm above the elbow.


  "Thenitre!"I said;"see,it increases. It hangs like moss upon the vaults. W e are below the river's bed. The drops of moisture trickle among the bones. Come, we will go back ere it is too late. Your cough —"


  "It is nothing," he said;"let us go on. But first, another draught of the Medoc."


  I broke and reached him a flagon of De Grave 10. He emptied it at a breath. His eyes flashed with a fierce light. He laughed and threw the bottle upwards with a gesticulation I did not understand. I looked at him in surprise. He repeated the movement — a grotesque one.


  "Youdo not comprehend?" he said.


  "NotI,"I replied.


  "Thenyou are not of the brotherhood."


  "How?"


  "Youare not of the masons."


  "Yes,yes,"I said;"yes,yes."


  "You?Impossible! A mason?"


  "A mason, " I replied.


  "Asign,"hesaid,"asign."


  "It isthis,"Ianswered,producing from beneath the folds of my roquelaire a trowel.


  "Youjest,"he exclaimed, recoiling a few paces. "But let us proceed to the Amontillado."


  "Beit so," Isaid,replacing the tool beneath the cloak and again offering him my arm. He leaned upon it heavily. W e continued our rout in search of the Amontillado. W e passed through a range of low arches, descended, passed on, and descending again, arrived at a deep crypt, in which the foulness of the air caused our flambeaux rather to glow than flame.


  At the most remote end of the crypt there appeared another less spacious. Its walls had been lined with human remains, piled to the vault overhead, in the fashion of the great catacombs of Paris. Three sides of this interior crypt were still ornamented in this manner.;From the fourth side the bones had been thrown down, and lay promiscuously upon theearth,forming at one point a mound of some size. Within the wall thus exposed by the displacing of the bones, we perceived a still interior crypt or recess, in depth about four feet, in width three, in height six or seven. It seemed to have been constructed for no especial use within itself, but formed merely the interval between two of the colossal supports of the roof of the catacombs, and was backed by one of their circumscribing walls of solid granite.


  It was in vain that Fortunato, uplifting his dull torch, endeavoured to pry into the depth of the recess. Its termination the feeble light did not enable us to see.


  "Proceed," I said;"herein is the Amontillado. As for Luchresi —"


  "Heis an ignoramus 11,"interrupted my friend, as he stepped unsteadily forward, while Ifollowed immediately at his heels.In an instant he had reached the extremity of the niche, and finding his progress arrested by the rock, stood stupidly bewildered. A moment more and I had fettered him to the granite. In its surface were two iron staples, distant from each other about two feet, horizontally. From one of these depended a short chain, from the other a padlock. Throwing the links about his waist, it was but the work of a few seconds to secure it. He was too much astounded to resist. Withdrawing the key I stepped back from the recess. "Pass your hand, " I said, "over the wall; you cannot help feeling the nitre. Indeed, it is very damp. Once more let me implore you to return. No? Then I must positively leave you. But I will first render you all the little attentions in my power."


  "TheAmontillado!"ejaculated my friend, not yet recovered from his astonishment.


  "True," I replied;"theAmontillado."


  As I said these words I busied myself among the pileof bones of which I have before spoken. Throwing them aside, I soon uncovered a quantity of building stone and mortar. With these materials and with the aid of my trowel, I began vigorously to wall up the entrance of the niche.


  I had scarcely laid the first tier of the masonry when I discovered that the intoxication of Fortunato had in great measure worn off. The earliest indication I had of this was a low moaning cry from the depth of the recess. It was not the cry of a drunken man. There was then a long and obstinate silence. I laid the second tier, and the third, and the fourth; and then I heard the furious vibration of the chain. The noise lasted for several minutes, during which, that I might hearken to it with the more satisfaction, I ceased my labours and sat down upon the bones.When at last the clanking subsided, I resumed the trowel, and finished without interruption the fifth, thesixth, and the seventh tier. The wall was now nearly upon a level with my breast.I again paused, and holding the flambeaux over the mason-work, threw a few feeble rays upon the figure within.


  A succession of loud and shrill screams, bursting suddenly from the throat of the chained form, seemed to thrust me violently back. For a brief moment I hesitated, I trembled. Unsheathing my rapier, I began to grope with it about the recess; but the thought of an instant reassured me. I placed my hand upon the solid fabric of the catacombs and felt satisfied.I reapproached the wall. I replied to the yells of him who clamoured. I re-echoed, Iaided,I surpassed them in volume and in strength. I did this, and the clamourer grew still.


  It was now midnight, and my task was drawing to a close. I had completed the eighth, the ninth and the tenth tier. I had finished a portion of the last and the eleventh; there remained but a single stone to be fitted and plastered in. I struggled with its weight; I placed it partially in its destined position. But now there came from out the niche a low laugh that erected the hairsupon my head. It was succeeded by a sad voice, which I had difficulty in recognizing as that of the noble Fortunato. The voice said —


  "Ha!ha! ha!— he! he! he!— a very good joke, indeed - an excellent jest. W e will have many a rich laugh about it at the palazzo — he! he! he!— over our wine — he! he! he!"


  "TheAmontillado!"I said.


  "He! he! he!- he! he! he!- yes, the Amontillado. But is itnot getting late? Will not theybe awaiting us at the palazzo — the Lady Fortunato and the rest? Let us be gone."


  "Yes," I said, "let us be gone."


  "For the love ofGod,Montresor!"


  "Yes,"Isaid,"forthe love of God!"


  But to these words I hearkened in vain for a reply. I grew impatient. I called aloud -"Fortunato!"


  No answer. I called again —


  "Fortunato!"


  No answer still. I thrust a torch through the remaining aperture and let it fall within. There came forth in return only a jingling of the bells. My heart grew sick; it was the dampness of the catacombs that made it so. I hastened to make an end of my labour. I forced the last stone into its position; I plastered it up. Against the new masonry I re-erected the old rampart of bones. For the half of a century no mortal has disturbed them. Inpacerequiescat!12


  Q


  li Who is the narrator? What wrong does he want to redress?


  2. What is the pretext he uses tolure Fortunato tohis wine cellar?


  3. What happens toFortunato in the end?


  4. Describe briefly how Poe characterizes Montresor and Fortunato as contrasts?


  ■注释：


  1. I must not only punish but punish with impunity.:我不仅必须要惩切,而且还要使自己不受伤害地实施惩罚。蒙特利瑟一方面发誓要报复弗图纳多,另一方面还想方设法使报复行为神不知鬼不觉,自己不会因此而受到牵连。


  2. quack:冒充内行的人；二五眼,骗子。


  3. motley:小丑穿的色彩斑彌的服装。


  4. Amontillado:一种低度的西班牙葡萄酒。


  5. nitre：硝石。


  6. roquelaire：一种可以垂及膝盖的斗連。


  7. palazzo：豪华的宫殿；邸宅。


  8. Medoc：产于法国波尔多的一种葡萄酒。


  9. Nemo me Impunelacessit：[拉丁文]，意为:谁也不能侮辱我而不受到惩罚。


  10. De Grave：产于法国波尔多的一种白葡萄酒。


  11. ignoramus：笨人；毫无知识的人。


  12. In pace requiescat!:拉丁语，意为:愿他安息。


  · It isonly with the denouement constantly in view that we can give a plot its indispensable air of consequence, or causation, by making the incidents, and especially the tone at all points, tend to the development of the intention.


  ——Edqan Allan Poe


  Unit3 Ralph Waldo Emerson （1803-1882）


  拉尔夫·华尔多·爱默生


  ■作者简介


  [image: figure_0049_0005]


  爱默生（Ralph Waldo Emerson，1803-1882），散文家、诗人、超验主义哲学的主要倡导者。出生于波士顿的一个教士家庭。他于1829年被正式任命为教士，三年后因对主持圣餐仪式以及其他的宗教教条发生怀疑而辞职。随后，他开始周游欧洲；在英国，他结识了柯勒律治、卡莱尔、华兹华斯等文学名人，深受英国浪漫主义的影响。回国后，他开始撰写《论自然》（Nature， 1836），并在波士顿进行演讲，宣扬超验主义哲学，鼓吹个人应该摆脱人为的束缚。在以《论美国学者》（The American Scholar， 1837）为题的著名演讲中，爱默生简要描述了他的人文主义哲学，认为独立的学者必须借助自然、书籍和行动来解释和领导自己的文化。他敦促美国知识界人士直接向生活学习，通过书籍来了解过去，用行动来表达自己。他鞭挞当时知识界迂腐的作风、机械的模仿、拘泥于传统以及学问与生活完全脱节等弊病，呼吁美国知识界摆脱欧洲的影响以争取完全的精神独立。他在另一篇演讲《神学院致辞》（The Divinity School Address， 1838）中尖锐抨击了毫无生气的“历史基督教”，特别是基督教中拘泥于形式的礼仪，认为需要建立一门新的宗教，以自然为基础，通过道德上的直觉直接面对上帝。《论文集》（Essays：First Series，1841）和《论文集：第二辑》（Essays： Second Series，1844）收入了他最著名的散文作品。《人类代表》（Representative Men， 1850）既是柏拉图、蒙田、莎士比亚、拿破仑、歌德等人的传记，又是对他们的评论；《英国特征》（English Traits， 1856）则是他两次游历欧洲的结晶。《人生的行为》（The Conduct of Life，1860）是他的另一本散文集，表现了他已经成熟了的人文主义思想，也反映了他对人类局限的认识。他的诗作结集为《诗集》（Poems，1846）和《五月节》（May-Dayand Other Pieces，1867）。


  ■内容提要


  《论自助》选自爱默生的《论文集》。这篇文章是根据爱默生的日记和他在1836至1837年间的一系列演讲的材料写成的，是表达他的超验主义观点的最重要的作品之一。“相信你自己”是爱默生伦理思想中的重要观点之一，也是《论自助》中得到充分发挥的主题。爱默生在文中鞭挞了所有形式的模仿，认为独立和不随波逐流是一个人最重要的美德：“一个人自己不管是好是坏，都应该泰然处之”。一个人应该对于自己的社会保持足够的警惕，因为“不管在何处，社会总是阴谋反对每一个社会成员的阳刚之气……要想做一个男子汉，首先就要做一个拒绝随波逐流的人”。惧怕舆论和强追自己始终如一就只会使自己的创造力和独创精神丧失殆尽。历史上的伟大人物从来没有在乎过他们同时代人的看法:“伟大即意味着被误解”。不过，一个人只要诚实地表达自己的本性，那么他大体上还是会始终如一的。我们每一个人要想不辜负自己和社会，就必须遵从内心的法则；而对于权威、传统、现行体制的顺从就是对这一内心法则的违背。我们必须说出真相，而通过直觉揭示出的真相，只有靠个体本性的发展和表达才能获得。


  ■赏析


  爱默生从他的超验主义哲学出发，鼓吹“自足”和“自助”。他认为，人只要审视自己的内和灵魂就可以找到上帝；通过这种经过启蒙的自我意识，人们就可以获得行动的自由，并可以在自己的理想和良心的指导下改变自己生活的世界。以往由传统的宗教所提供的精神指导其实只需审视内心就可以找到，只是个人必须有勇气保持自己的本色，并且相信自己内在的力量，按照自己由直觉获得的原则生活。以上信念正是他的“自足”和“自助”观点的源泉。其实，他的观点并不新鲜；这些观点的形成明显受到新柏拉图派哲学、印度教哲学以及柯勒律治和其他欧洲浪漫主义作家的影响。


  他与众不同的特色在于他优雅的散文风格以及鲜明、生动、视野开阔地表达思想的能力。爱默生的散文娓娓道来、亲切生动，其中点缀着联系松散的随想、格言、箴言、谚语、寓言，被人认为是与孔子、蒙田、培根等人的“智慧文学”一脉相承。他在文章中表达的哲学思想有一种独特的力量，构成了有机的统一，具有很大的启发性，抓住了他同时代人的想象力，迎合了当时美国人乐观向上的精神。在写作技巧上，爱默生将某些常见的文学意象进行重新建构，赋予新的精神或者美学含义。例如，当时的“感化文学”（reform literature）劝人行善，但爱默生却对“善”有新的理解:“你的善必须有一点锋芒，否则就不是善”。对于“感化文学”大力倡导的施舍和救济，他也嗤之以鼻，因为他所提倡的美德不是机械的美德，而是新鲜的独立思想的不断涌现。同样，他虽然自己也持有废奴主义观点，但却告诫人们不要不爱身边的邻居，而去爱千里之外的黑奴。爱默生有时还运用修辞手法，将怪异的意象予以改造，以充分强调自己的主题。试看以下两个例子:“愚蠢的始终如一是渺小心灵的妖怪，受到小政客、小哲学家、小神学家的钦慕”；“为什么非要到处拖着记忆的僵尸，生怕自己与以前在这个或者那个公共场合所发表的言论相矛盾？”在以上的第一例中，“妖怪”这一怪异的意象变成了社会批评的有力工具，喜剧性地讽刺了狭隘、呆板的人们；在第二例中，怪异的意象生动地宣扬了新鲜思想——记忆变成了不思进取的顺民四处拖着的僵尸。爱默生将过去的各种成分汇集起来，塑造成新的文学；同时，他又是将欧洲的美学和哲学潮流引进美国的中间人，影响了包括梭罗、梅尔维尔、惠特曼、狄金森、詹姆斯、弗洛斯特在内的一大批美国作家。作为超验主义的主要代言人，他所领导的哲学、宗教和文学运动强调应该坚信每一个人的精神潜能，从而有力地推动了美国文学在1835至1865年之间的繁荣——这段繁荣时期后来被人称为美国的文艺复兴。


  Self-Reliance（Excerpt）


  [image: figure_0051_0006]


  Whoso would be a man, must be a nonconformist. He who would gather immortal palms^must not be hindered by the name of goodness, but must explore ifitbe goodness. Nothing is at last sacred but the integrity of your own mind. Absolve you toyourself,and you shall have the suffrage 2 of the world. I remember an answer which when quite young I was prompted to make to a valued adviser who was wont to importune me with the dear old doctrines of the church.On mysaying,“Whathave I to do with the sacredness oftraditions,if I live wholly from within?” my friend suggested,-“But these impulses may be from below, not from above.”3 Ireplied,“Theydo not seem to me to be such; but if I am the Devil'schild,I will live then from the Devil.”No law can be sacred to me but that of my nature. Good and bad are but names very readily transferable to thator this; the only right is what is after my constitution 4;the only wrong what is against it. A man is to carry himself in the presence of all opposition as if every thing were titularand ephemeral but he. I am ashamed to think how easily we capitulate to badges and names, to large societies and deadinstitutions. Every decent and well-spoken individual affects and sways me more than is right. I ought to go upright and vital, and speak the rude truth in all ways.If malice and vanity wear the coat of philanthropy, shall that pass? If an angry bigot assumes this bountiful cause of Abolition 5 and comes to me with his last news from Barbados 6, why should I not say to him,“Go love thy infant;love thy wood-chopper; be good-natured and modest; have that grace; and never varnish your hard, uncharitable ambition with this incredible tenderness for black folk a thousand miles off. Thy love afar is spite athome.”Rough and graceless would be such greeting, but truth is handsomer than the affectation of love. Your goodness must have some edge toit,— else it is none. The doctrine of hatred must be preached, as the counteraction of the doctrine of love, when that pules and whines. I shun father and mother and wife and brother when my genius calls me. I would write on the lintelsof the door-post, Whim. I hope it is somewhat better than whim atlast,but we cannot spend the day inexplanation. Expect me not to show cause why I seek or why I exclude company 7. Then again, do not tell me, as a good man didto-day,of my obligation to put all poor men in goodsituations. Are they my poor? I tell thee, thou foolish philanthropist, that I grudge the dollar, the dime,the cent I give to such men as do not belong to ;me and to whom I do not belong. There is a class ofpersons to whom by all spiritual affinity I am bought and sold; for them I will go to prison if need be; but your miscellaneous popular charities; the education at college of fools; the building of meeting-houses to the vain end to which many now stand; alms to sots, and the thousand-fold Relief Societies;— though I confess with shame I sometimes succumb and give ;thedollar,it is a wickeddollar,which by and by I shall have the manhood to withhold.


  Virtues are, in the popular estimate, rather the exception than the rule 8.There is the man and his virtues. Men do what is called a good action, as some piece of courage or charity, much as they would pay a fine in expiation of daily non-appearance on parade. Their works aredone as an apology or extenuation of their living in the world,— as invalids and the insane pay a high board. Their virtues are penances. I do not wish to expiate, but to live. My life is foritself and not for a spectacle. I much prefer that it should be of a lower strain, so it be genuine and equal,than that it should be glittering and unsteady. I wish it to be sound and sweet, and not to need diet and bleeding. I ask primary evidence that you are a man, and refuse this appeal from the man to his actions 9. I know that for myself itmakes no difference whether I do or forbear those actions which are reckoned excellent. I cannot consent to pay for a privilege where I have intrinsic right. Few and mean as my gifts may be, I actually am, and do not need for my own assurance or the assurance of my fellows any secondary testimony.


  What I must do is all that concerns me, not what the people think. This rule, equally arduous in actual and in intellectual life, may serve for the whole distinction between greatness and meanness. It is the harder because you will always find those who think they know whatis your duty better than you know it. It is easy in the world to live after the world's opinion; it is easy in solitude to live after our own; but the great man is he who in the midst of the crowd keeps with perfect sweetness the independence of solitude.


  The objection to conforming to usages that have become dead to you is that it scatters your force. It loses your time and blurs the impression of your character. If you maintain a dead church, contribute to a dead Bible-society, vote with a great party either for the government or against it, spread your table like base housekeepers,- under all these screens I have difficulty to detect the precise man you are: and of course so much force is withdrawn from your proper life. But do your work, and I shall know you. Do your work, and you shall reinforce yourself. A man must consider what a blind-man's-buff 10 is this game of conformity. If Iknow your sect I anticipateyour argument. I hear a preacher announce for his text and topic the expediency of one of the institutions of his church. Do Inot know beforehand that not possibly can he say a new and spontaneous word? Do I not know that with all this ostentation of examining the grounds of the institution he will do no such thing? Do I not know that he is pledged to himself not to look but at one side, the permitted side, not as a man, but as a parish minister? He isa retained attorney, and these airs of the bench are the emptiest affectation 11.Well,most men have bound their eyes with one or another handkerchief, and attached themselves to some one of these communities of opinion. This conformity makes them not false in a few particulars, authors of a few lies, but false in allparticulars. Their every truth is not quite true. Their two is not the realtwo,their four not the real four; so that every word they say chagrins us and we know not where to begin to set them right. Meantime nature is not slow to equip us in the prison-uniform of the party to which weadhere. We come to wear one cut of face and figure, and acquire by degrees the gentlest asinine expression. There is a mortifying experience inparticular,which does not fail to wreak itself 12 also ;in the general history; I mean“thefoolish face of praise,”13 the forced smile which we put on in company where we do not feel atease,in answer to conversation which does not interest us.The muscles,not spontaneously moved but moved by a low usurping wilfulness, grow tight about the outline of theface,with the most disagreeable sensation.


  For nonconformity the world whips you with its displeasure. And therefore a man must know how to estimate a sour face. The bystanders look askance on him in the public street or in the friend's parlor. If this aversion had its origin in contempt and resistance like his own he might well go home with a sad countenance; but the sour faces of the muititude, like their sweet faces, have no deep cause, but are put on and off as the wind blows and a newspaper directs. Yet is the discontent of the multitude more formidable than that of the senate and the college. It is easy enough for a firm man who knows the world to brook the rage of the cultivated classes. Their rage is decorous and prudent, forthey are timid, as being very vulnerable themselves. But when totheir feminine rage the indignation of the people isadded,when the ignorant and the poor are aroused, when the unintelligent brute force that lies at the bottom of society is made to growl and mow, it needs the habit of magnanimity and religion to treat it godlike as a trifle of noconcernment.


  The other terror that scares us from self-trust is our consistency; a reverence for our past act or word because the eyes of others have no other data for computing our orbit than our past acts, and we are loth to disappoint them.


  But why should you keep your head over your shoulder? Why drag about this corpse of your memory, lest you contradict somewhat you have stated in this or that public place? Suppose you should contradict yourself; what then? It seems to be a rule of wisdom never to rely on your memory alone,scarcely even inacts of purememory,but to bring the past for judgment into the thousand-eyed present,and live ever in a new day. In your metaphysics you have denied personality to the Deity, yet when the devout motions of the soulcome,yield to them heart and life, though they should clothe God with shape and color. Leave yourtheory,as Joseph and his coat in the hand of theharlot,and flee 14.


  A foolish consistency is the hobgoblin of little minds, adored by little statesmen and philosophers and divines. With consistency a great soul has simply nothing to do. He may as well concern himself with his shadow on the wall. Speak what you think now in hard words and to-morrow speak what to-morrow thinks in hard words again, though it contradict everything you said to-day.—“Ah,soyou shall be sure to be misunderstood.”— Is it so bad then to be misunderstood? Pythagoras was misunderstood,and Socrates,and Jesus,and Luther, and Copernicus, and Galileo, and Newton,and every pure and wise spirit that ever took flesh. To be great is to be misunderstood.


  I suppose no man can violate his nature. Allthe sallies of hiswillare rounded in by the law of his being, as the inequalities of Andes and Himalayas 15 are insignificant in the curve of the sphere. Nor does it matter how you gauge and try him. A character is like an acrostic or Alexandrian stanza 16- read it forward, backward,or across,it still spells the same thing. In this pleasing contrite woodlife which God allows me, let me record day by day my honest thought without prospect or retrospect,and,I cannot doubt,it will be found symmetrical,though I mean it not and see it not. My book should smell of pines and resound with the hum of insects. The swallow over ;my window should interweave that thread or straw he carries in his bill into my web also. We passforwhat we are. Character teaches above our wills. Men imagine that they communicate their virtue or vice only by overtactions,and do not see that virtueor vice emit a breath every moment.


  There will be an agreement in whatever variety of actions, so they be each honest and naturalin their hour. For of one will, the actions will be harmonious, however unlike they seem. These varieties are lost sight of at a littledistance,at a little height of thought. One tendency unites them all. The voyage of the best ship isa zigzag line of a hundred tacks 17.See the line from a sufficient distance,and it straightens itselftothe average tendency. Your genuine action will explain itself and willexplain your other genuine actions. Your conformity explains nothing. Act singly, and what you have already done singly will justify you now. Greatness appeals to the future. If I can be firm enough to-day to do right and scom eyes, I must have done so much right before as to defend me now. Be it how itwill,do right now. Always scorn appearances and you always may.The force of character is cumulative. All the fore-gone days of virtue work their health into this. What makes the majesty of the heroes of the senate and the field, which so fills the imagination? The consciousness of a train of great days and victories behind. They shed a united lighton the advancing actor. He is attended as by a visible escort of angels. That isit which throws thunder into Chatham's 18 voice, and dignity intoWashington's port 19, and America into Adams's 20 eye. Honor is venerable to us because it is no ephemera. It is always ancient virtue. W e worship itto-day,because it is not of to-day. W e love it and pay it homage because it is not a trap for our love and homage, but isself-dependent,self-derived, and therefore of an old immaculate pedigree, even if shown in a young person.


  I hope in these days we have heard the last of conformity and consistency. Let the wordsbe gazetted 21 and ridiculous henceforward. Instead of the gong for dinner, let us hear a whistle from the Spartan fife 22. Let us never bow and apologize more. A great man is coming to eat at my house. I do not wish to please him; I wish that he should wish to please me. I will stand here forhumanity,and though I would make itkind,I would make it true. Let us affront and reprimand the smooth mediocrity and squalid contentment of the times, and hurl in the face of custom and trade and office, the fact which is the upshot of allhistory,that there is a great responsible Thinker and Actor working wherever a man works; that a true man belongs to no other time or place, but is the centre of things. Where heis,there is nature. He measures you and all men and all events. Ordinarily,every body in society reminds us of somewhat else, or of some other person. Character, reality,reminds you of nothing else; it takes place of the whole creation. The man must be somuch, that he must make all circumstances indifferent. Every true man isa cause, a country, and an age;requires infinitespaces and numbers and time fully to accomplish hisdesign;— and posterity seemto follow his steps as a train of clients. A man Caesar isbom,and for ages after we have a Roman Empire. Christ isborn,and millions of minds so grow and cleave to hisgenius that he isconfounded with virtue and the possible of man. An institution is the lengthened shadow of one man; as, Monachism, of the Hermit Antony; the Reformation, of Luther; Quakerism, of Fox; Methodism, of Wesley; Abolition, of Clarkson, Scipio, Milton called“theheight ofRome;”23 and all history resolves itself very easily into the biography of a few stout and earnest persons.


  Let a man then know his worth,and keep things under his feet. Let him not peep orsteal,or skulk up and down with the air of acharity-boy,a bastard, or an interloper in the world which exists forhim. But the man in the street,finding no worth in himself which corresponds to the force which built a tower or sculptured a marble god, feels poor when he looks on these. To him a palace, a statue,or a costly book have an alien and forbiddingair,much like a gay equipage 24, and seem to say like that,“Who areyou,Sir?”Yetthey all arehis,suitors forhisnotice,petitioners to his faculties thatthey will come out and take possession. The picture waits for my verdict; it is not to command me, but I am to settle its claims to praise. That popular fable of the sot who was picked up dead-drunk in thestreet,carried tothe duke'shouse,washed and dressed and laid in the duke'sbed,and, on his waking, treated with all obsequious ceremony like the duke, and assured that he had been insane,owes its popularity to the fact that it symbolizes so well the state ofman,who is in the world a sort ofsot,but now and then wakes up, exercises his reason and finds himself a true prince.


  Our reading is mendicant and sycophantic. In history our imagination plays us false.Kingdom and lordship, power and estate, are a gaudier vocabulary than privateJohn and Edward in a small house and common day's work; but the things of lifeare the same to both; the sum total of both is the same. Why all this deference to Alfred and Scanderbeg and Gustavus 25? Suppose they were virtuous; did they wear out virtue? As great a stake depends on your private act to-day as followed their public and renowned steps. When private men shall act with original views,the lustrewill be transferred from the actions of kings to those of gentlemen.


  The world has been instructed by itskings,who have so magnetized the eyes of nations. It has been taught by this colossal symbol the mutual reverence that isdue from man to man.The joyful loyalty with which men have everywhere suffered the king, the noble, or the great proprietor to walk among them by a law of his own, make his own scale of men and things and reverse theirs, pay for benefits not with money but with honor, and represent the law inhis person,was the hieroglyphic by which they obscurely signified their consciousness of their own rightand comeliness, the rightof every man.


  Q


  1.What is the author's attitude towards charity? Why doeshe hold such an attitude?


  2.According to theauthor,what do mostpeoplebelieve to be virtue? And whatis real virtue?


  3.Why does the author dislike“consistency”?Do you agree with him? Do you think that people shouldgive up consistency?


  4.What is the agreementof one's actions? Why is it important for people?


  ■注释：


  1.palms:棕榈叶,在此象征荣誉。


  2.suffrage:在此指认可或赞许。


  3.“But these impulses...not from above.”:“但这些冲动也许来自地狱,而不是来自天国。”


  4....the only right is what is after my constitution...:符合我的性情才是惟一正确的。


  5. Abolition：废奴运动。


  6. Barbados：巴巴多斯岛，西印度群岛的独立岛国，于1834年废除奴隶制。


  7. I shun father...exclude company.：以上四句的大意是：一旦受到自己天才的召唤，就不必费力解释原因而将所有人关在门外，最多只是说自己突然有要这样做的怪念头而已。


  8. rather the exception than the rule：与其说是常例还不如说是例外。


  9. I ask primary evidence that you are aman，and refuse thisappeal from the man to hisactions.：我要求有一手证据来证明你是一名真正的人，而不要任何人拿自己的行动来证明自己（所谓行动，即后文所说的“二手证词”）。


  10. blind-man's-buff：捉迷藏。


  11. He is a retainedattorney，and these airs of the bench are the emptiest affectation.：他是一位受雇于人的辩护律师，在法庭上的姿态是最为空洞的装腔作势。


  12. wreak itself：活跃在，出现在


  13.“thefoolish face of praise”：出自亚历山大·蒲柏（Alexander Pope）的讽刺诗《致阿巴斯诺特医生书》（Epistleto Dr. Arbuthnot）。


  14. as Joseph and his coat...：典故出自《圣经·创世记》（39：12）：约瑟被卖给波提乏为仆，波提乏的妻子勾引他，“拉住他的衣裳说，你与我同寝吧。约瑟把衣裳丢在妇人手里，跑到外面去了。”


  15. Andes and Himalayas：安第斯山脉和喜马拉雅山脉。


  16. acrostic or Alexandrian stanza：离合诗或亚历山大诗节。皆为回文，顺读和倒读都完全一样。


  17. tacks：抢风行驶，Z字形航行。


  18. Chatham：查塔姆伯爵，即威廉·皮特（WilliamPitt，1708-1778），英国著名的政治家和政治演说家。


  19. port：举止，风度。


  20.Adams：Adams可能指Samuel Adams （1722-1803），美国独立战争时期的著名革命家；或者John Adams （1735-1826），美国第二届总统；或者JohnQuincy Adams （1767-1848），美国第六届总统。


  21. gazette：（一般用在被动式）公开宣布。在此有公开放弃的意思。


  22. Spartan fife：斯巴达的横笛，象征着战斗的号角。


  23.Monachism，of the Hermit Antony; theReformation，of Luther;Quakerism，of Fox;Methodism，of Wesley;Abolition， of Clarkson;Scipio，Milton called“theheight ofRome;”：圣·安东尼（St.Anthony，250-350前后）是基督教的早期修士，创立隐修制度（Monachism）；马丁·路德（Martin Luther， 1483-1546），欧洲宗教改革运动的发起人；乔治·福克斯（George Fox，1624-1691），基督教贵格派（Quakerism，又称公谊会）的创始人；约翰·卫斯理（John Wesley，1703-1791），基督教循道宗（Methodism）的创始人；托马斯·克拉克森（Thomas Clarkson， 1760-1846），英国废奴主义者；西庇阿（Scipio Africanus，大约公元前236-前184），罗马将军。


  24. a gayequipage：一套花里胡哨的行头。


  25. Why all this deference to Alfred and Scanderbeg and Gustavus?：阿尔弗列德大王（Alfred，849-899），英格兰撒克逊人国王；斯坎德培（Scanderbeg，1405-1468），阿尔巴尼亚民族英雄；古斯塔夫斯（Gustavus Adolphus，1594-1632），瑞典国王。


  · The scholar is that man who must take up into himself all the abilityof thetime，all the contributions of the past，all the hopes of the future. He must be an university of knowledge.


  · In thewoods，we return to reason and faith. There I feel thatnothing can befall me in life — no disgrace， no calamity...，which nature cannot repair.


  ——Ralph Walda Emeian


  Unit4 Nathaniel Hawthorne（1804-1864）


  纳撒尼尔·霍桑


  ■作者简介
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  纳撒尼尔·霍桑（Nathaniel Hawthorne， 1804-1864），小说家。生于没落的殖民官僚家庭，四岁丧父，后由亲戚资助上大学，同学中包括后来闻名的诗人朗费罗以及当选为美国第14届总统的富兰克林·皮尔斯。在大学时代，他开始钟情于文学创作，1825年曾自费出版小说《范肖》（Fanshawe）。毕业后，他一度像隐士一样避免与外界联系，闭门专事写作，作品主要为短篇小说，大多结集收入《故事重述》（Twice-told Tales， 1837）和《古宅青苔》（Mosses from an Old Manse， 1846）。1838年，他结婚后，为了维持家庭生计只好搁置创作，在波士顿海关谋得一份工作。1842年，他迁居拥有众多文化名人居住的康科特，再次开始专心创作，作品多为短篇小说和非虚构性的小品文。40年代末，他开始致力于创作长篇小说，1850年出版其代表作《红字》（The Scarlet Letter），从而一举成名。随后出版的长篇小说包括《带有七个尖角阁的房子》（The House of the Seven Gables，1851）、《福谷传奇》（The Blithedale Romance，1852）和《玉石雕像》（The Marble Faun，1860）。此外，他还发表了一些儿童读物，并出版了《故事重述》容后的版本。皮尔斯当选为总统后于1853年任命霍桑为美国驻英国利物浦的总领事。在完成为期三年的任职后，他侨居意大利，但没有中断创作，在当地写就《玉石雕像》。1864年，他在与皮尔斯一道旅行时去世，遗留下四部尚未完成的长篇小说的残稿。


  ■内容提要


  选篇出自《红字》第二章。该小说以17世纪的波士顿为背景。女主人公白兰（HesterPrynne）原本生活在英国，与身体有残疾的科学家齐里沃斯（Chillingworth）婚后过着平淡无奇的日子，后来按照丈夫的吩咐前往波士顿。齐里沃斯打算随后也赴北美与妻子一道谋生，但因事未能如期成行。白兰与年轻的牧师狄姆斯台尔（Dimmesdale）相识后相爱，以隐秘的方式维系爱情。一年之后，他们的女儿珍珠出生，于是白兰成为众矢之的，被投入监狱，但拒绝说出珍珠生身父亲的姓名。她被判终身在胸前佩戴代表“私通”（Adultery）的红字“A”。在狄姆斯台尔的协助下，白兰得到了抚养珍珠的权利，依靠做针线活维持生计。齐里沃斯来到波士顿后，发誓要找出珍珠的父亲。他没有公开其身份，以行医为业暗中寻访。狄姆斯台尔备受煎熬，身心交瘁，计划与白兰一道出逃，但没有成功。齐里沃斯终于发现了白兰与狄姆斯台尔之间的关系，想方设法折磨狄姆斯台尔。在最后一次布道时，狄姆斯台尔承认他就是珍珠的父亲，随即撕开衣襟，裸露出胸膛上刻有的鲜红字母“A”，然后倒在白兰的怀中停止了呼吸。后来，齐里沃斯也因苦厄沉重而过世，白兰则以其正直、善良的品格以及对于生活的信念重新赢得了社会的承认。珍珠结婚后回到英国定居。白兰去世后，按照她的意愿安葬在狄姆斯台尔的墓旁。


  ■赏析


  作为一部历史题材的小说，《红字》描写了17世纪北美新英格兰清教社会的生活风貌。但是正如霍桑在小说的序言中所言，他要讲述的故事是具有“符合人的心灵的真实”，而并非刻意追求人物客观经历的绝对真实性。他将这部小说称之为“传奇”，旨在开拓一块“中立的领域”，使“现实”和“想象”的因素可以在此和谐地触为一体。就作品的主题而言，霍桑通过刻画特定的清教环境中的三种罪人，包括犯有“私通”行为的白兰，虚伪的狄姆斯台尔，以及疯狂报复的齐里沃斯，在较深的层次上探讨了清教社会的本质，尤其是人类本性中的善恶与社会环境的关系。


  与他同时代的许多作家一样，霍桑也擅长使用象征的手法。在《红字》中，这一创作特征尤为引人注目。白兰被追在胸前佩戴的红字“A”，与狄姆斯台尔暗自在胸膛上路刻的“A”一样，是寓意为“私通”的象征性符号，表明他们在道德价值观方面与当时正统清教意识形态的尖锐冲突，以及因为他们的违规行为而必须受到的惩罚。狄姆斯台尔藏匿在胸腔上的红字，一方面表示带有自虐性质的自我惩罚，另一方面也提示他在躲避自己必须承担的责任和义务，掩饰内在的痛苦，从而与他一派岸然而为人爱戴的牧师形象形成具有讽刺意义的反差，衬托出这一人物复杂的个性。特别应当提及的是，小说中某些象征手法的含义呈现出动或演变的特征。例如，由于白兰的人物形象随着故事的演进发生了嬗变，她所佩的红字也随之具有了不同的象征意义，由代表“私通”转化为指代“天使”（Angel）和“才干”（Able）。此外，齐里沃斯老迈，身体残疾，不仅在外在形象上与青春、善良的白兰形成鲜明的对比，象征着某种落伍、甚至腐朽的存在，而且他病态的体表特征也是其内在人格缺陷的彰显写照。


  小说叙事结构的设计独具匠心。霍桑致力于表现重大冲突发生之后的故事，而并非以故事的自然发展时间为序叙述冲突发生的前因后果。因此，小说一开篇便描写白兰与狄姆斯台尔东窗事发，她与女儿珍珠被囚禁于监狱并面临法庭审判的情形。冲突陡然凸现，不仅加强了故事的张力，而且使这一情境中每个人物的一举一动都更为典型地揭示其个性的本质特征。在故事正文文本之外，小说还附有作为序言的“海关”一文，内容与作品的虚构叙事部分组成一个有机的整体。其中，霍桑大致交代了故事发生时的历史文化背景以及他的小说创作理论和对于社会本质的见解。


  The Scarlet Letter - Chapter 2


  THE MARKET PLACE


  The grass-plot before the jail, in Prison Lane, on a certain summer morning, not less than two centuries ago, was occupied by a pretty large number of the inhabitants of Boston; all with their eyes intently fastened on the iron-clamped oaken door. Amongst any other population, or at a later period in the history of New England, the grim rigidity that petrified the bearded physiognomies of these good people would have augured some awful business in hand. It could have betokened nothing short of the anticipated execution of some noted culprit, on w h o m the sentence of a legal tribunal had but confirmed the verdict of public sentiment. But,in that early severity of the Puritan character, an inference of this kind could not so indubitably be drawn. It might be that a sluggish bond-servant, or an undutiful child, whom his parents had given over to the civil authority, was to be corrected at the whipping-post. It might be, that an Antinomian 1, a Quaker, or other heterodox religionist, was to be scourged out of the town, or an idle and vagrant Indian, whom the white man's fire-water 2 had made riotous about the streets, was to be driven with stripes into the shadow of the forest. It might be, too, that a witch, like old Mistress Hibbins 3,the bitter-tempered widow of the magistrate, was to die upon the gallows. In either case, there was very much the same solemnity of demeanour on the part of the spectators;as befitted a people amongst whom religion and law were almost identical 4, and in whose character both were so thoroughly interfused, that the mildest and the severest acts of public discipline were alike made venerable and awful. Meagre, indeed, and cold, was the sympathy that a transgressor might look for, from such bystanders at the scaffold. On the other hand, a penalty which, in our days, would infer a degree of mocking infamy and ridicule, might then be invested with almost as stern a dignity as the punishment of death itself.


  It was a circumstance to be noted, on the summer morning when our story begins its course, that the women, of whom there were several in the crowd,appeared to take a peculiar interest in whatever penal infliction might be expected to ensue. The age had not so much refinement,that any sense of impropriety restrained the wearers of petticoat and farthingale 5 from stepping forth into the public ways, and wedging their not unsubstantial persons,if occasion were,into the throng nearest to the scaffold at an execution. Morally,as well as materially,there was a coarser fibre in those wives and maidens of old English birth and breeding, than in their fair descendants, separated from them by a series of six or seven generations; for,throughout that chain of ancestry, every successive mother has transmitted to her child a fainter bloom,a more delicate and briefer beauty,and a slighter physical frame, if not a character of less force and solidity,than her own. The women, who were now standing about the prison-door,stood within less than half a century of the period when the man-like Elizabeth 6 had been the not altogether unsuitable representative of the sex. They were her countrywomen; and the beef and ale of their ;native land, with a moral diet not a whit more refined, entered largely into their composition. The bright morning sun, therefore, shone on broad shoulders and well-developed busts, and on round and ruddy cheeks, that had ripened in the far-off island, and had hardly yet grown paler or thinner in the atmosphere of New England. There was, moreover, a boldness and rotundity of speech among these matrons, as most of them seemed to be, that would startle us at the presentday, whether in respect to its purport or its volume of tone.


  "Goodwives,"said a hard-featured dame offifty,"I'lltell ye a piece of my mind. It would be greatly for the publicbehoof 7,if we women, being of mature age and church-members in good repute, should have the handling of such malefactresses as this Hester Prynne. What think ye 8, gossips 9? If the hussy stood up for judgment before us five, that are now here in a knottogether, would she come off with such a sentence as the worshipful magistrates have awarded? Marry, I trow not!10 "


  "People say,"said another,"that the Reverend Master Dimmesdale,her godly pastor, takes it very grievously to heart that such a scandal should have come upon his congregation."


  "The magistrates are God-fearing gentlemen, but merciful overmuch,— that is a truth,"added a third autumnal matron 11."At the very least,they should have put the brand of a hot iron on Hester Prynne's forehead. Madam Hester would have winced atthat,I warrant me. But she,- the naughty baggage 12,- little will she care what they put upon the bodice of her gown! Why,look you,she may cover it with a brooch,or such like heathenish adornment,and so walk the streets as brave as ever!"


  "Ah, but,"interposed,more softly,a young wife,holding a child by the hand,"let her cover the mark as she will, the pang of it will be always in her heart."


  "What do we talk of marks and brands, whether on the bodice of her gown, or the flesh of herforehead?"cried another female, the ugliest as well as the most pitiless of these self-constituted judges."Thiswoman has brought shame upon us all, and ought to die. Isthere not law for it? Truly thereis,both in the Scripture and the statute-book 13. Then letthe magistrates, who have made it of no effect, thank themselves if their own wives and daughters go astray!"


  "Mercy on us,goodwife,"exclaimed a man in the crowd,"is there no virtue in woman,save what springs from a wholesome fear of the gallows? That is the hardest word yet! Hush,now, gossips; forthe lock is turning in theprison-door,and here comes Mistress Prynne herself."


  The door of the jail being flung open from within, there appeared, in the first place, like a black shadow emerging into the sunshine, the grim and grisly presence of the town-beadle, with a sword by his side and his staff of office in his hand. The personage prefigured and represented in his aspect the whole dismal severity of the Puritanic code of law, which it was his business to administer in its final and closest application to the offender. Stretching forth the official staffin his left hand, he laid his right upon the shoulder of a young woman, whom he thus drew forward;until, on the threshold of the prison-door, she repelled him, by an action marked with natural dignity and force of character,and stepped into the open air, as if by her own free-will. She bore in her arms a child,a baby of some three months old, who winked and turned aside itslittle face from the too vivid light of day; because its existence,heretofore,had brought it acquainted only ;with the gray twilight of a dungeon, or other dark some apartment of the prison.


  When the young woman — the mother of this child — stood fully revealed before the crowd, it seemed to be her first impulse to clasp the infant closely to her bosom; not so much by an impulse of motherly affection, as that she might thereby conceal a certain token,which was wrought or fastened into her dress. In a moment, however, wisely judging that one token of her shame would but poorly serve to hide another, she took the baby on her arm, and, with a burning blush, and yet a haughty smile, and a glance that would not be abashed, looked around at her townspeople and neighbours. On the breast of her gown,in fine red cloth, surrounded with an elaborate embroidery and fantastic flourishes of gold thread, appeared the letter A. It was so artistically done, and with so much fertility and gorgeous luxuriance of fancy, that it had all the effect of a last and fitting decoration to the apparel which she wore; and which was of a splendor in accordance with the taste of the age, but greatly beyond what was allowed by the sumptuary regulations of the colony.


  The young woman was tall, with a figure of perfect elegance, on a large scale. She had dark and abundanthair,so glossy that it threw off the sunshine with a gleam, and a face which, besides being beautiful from regularity of feature and richness of complexion,had the impressiveness belonging to a marked brow and deep black eyes. She was lady-like,too,after the manner of the feminine gentility of those days; characterized by a certain state and dignity, rather than by the delicate,evanescent,and indescribable grace, which is now recognized as its indication. And never had Hester Prynne appeared more lady-like, in the antique interpretation of the term, than as she issued from the prison. Those who had before known her,and had expected to behold her dimmed and obscured by a disastrous cloud, were astonished,and even startled, to perceive how her beauty shone out,and made a halo of the misfortune and ignominy in which she was enveloped. It may be true,that,to a sensitive observer,there was something exquisitely painful in it. Her attire, which,indeed,she had wrought for the occasion, in prison, and had modelled much after her own fancy,seemed to express the attitude of her spirit, the desperate recklessness of her mood,by its wild and picturesque peculiarity. But the point which drew alleyes,and,as it were,transfigured the wearer,— so that both men and women, who had been familiarly acquainted with Hester Prynne, were now impressed as if they beheld her for the first time,- was that SCARLET LETTER, so fantastically embroidered and illuminated upon her bosom. It had the effect of a spell 14,taking her out of the ordinary relations withhumanity,and inclosing her ina sphere by herself.


  "She hath good skillat her needle, that's certain,"remarked one of the female spectators;"but did ever a woman, before this brazen hussy, contrive such a way of showing it! Why, gossips, what is it but to laugh in the faces of our godly magistrates, and make a pride out of what they, worthy gentlemen, meant for a punishment?"


  "It were well,"muttered the most iron-visaged 15 of the old dames,"if we stripped Madam Hester's rich gown off her dainty shoulders; and as for the red letter, which she hath stitched so curiously,I'll bestow a rag of mine own rheumatic flannel 16, to make a fitter one!"


  "0,peace,neighbours,peace!"whispered their youngest companion. "Do not let her hear ;you! Not a stitch in that embroidered letter, but she has felt it in her heart."


  The grim beadle now made a gesture with hisstaff.


  "Makeway,good people, make way, in the King'sname,"cried he."Opena passage;and, I promise ye, Mistress Prynne shall be set where man, woman, and child may have a fair sight of her brave apparel, from this time till an hour past meridian. A blessing on the righteous Colony of the Massachusetts 17, where iniquity is dragged out into the sunshine! Come along, Madam Hester, and show your scarlet letter in the market-place!"


  A lane was forthwith opened through the crowd of spectators. Preceded by the beadle, and attended by an irregular procession of stern-browed men and unkindly-visaged women, Hester Prynne set forth towards the place appointed for her punishment. A crowd of eager and curious schoolboys, understanding little of the matter in hand, except that it gave them a half-holiday, ran before her progress, turning their heads continually to stare into her face, and at the winking baby in her arms, and at the ignominious letter on her breast. It was no great distance, in those days, from the prison-door to the market-place. Measured by the prisoner's experience, however, it might be reckoned a journey of some length;for,haughty as her demeanour was, she perchance underwent an agony from every footstep of those that thronged to see her, as ifher heart had been flung into the street for them all to spurn and trample upon. In our nature, however, there is a provision, alike marvellous and merciful, that the sufferer should never know the intensity of what he endures by its present torture, but chiefly by the pang that rankles after it. With almost a serene deportment, therefore, Hester Prynne passed through this portion of her ordeal, and came to a sort of scaffold, at the western extremity of the market-place. It stood nearly beneath the eaves of Boston's earliest church, and appeared to be a fixture there.


  In fact, this scaffold constituted a portion of a penal machine, which now, for two or three generations past, has been merely historical and traditionary among us, but was held, in the old time,to be as effectual an agent in the promotion of good citizenship, as ever was the guillotine among the terrorists of France 18. Itwas,in short, the platform of the pillory; and above it rose the framework of that instrument of discipline, so fashioned as to confine the human head in its tight grasp,and thus hold it up to the public gaze. The very ideal of ignominy was embodied and made manifest in this contrivance of wood and iron. There can be no outrage, methinks, against our common nature,— whatever be the delinquencies of the individual,— no outrage more flagrant than to forbid the culpritto hide hisface for shame; as it was the essence of this punishment to do. In Hester Prynne's instance,however, as not unfrequently in other cases, her sentence bore, that she should stand a certain time upon the platform, but without undergoing that gripe about the neck and confinement of the head, the proneness to which was the most devilish characteristic of this ugly engine. Knowing well her part, she ascended a flight of wooden steps, and was thus displayed to the surrounding multitude, at about the height of a man's shoulders above the street.


  Had there been a Papist 19 among the crowd of Puritans, he might have seen in this beautiful woman, so picturesque in her attire and mien, and with the infant at her bosom, an object to remind him of the image of Divine Maternity 20, which so many illustrious painters have vied with ;one another to represent;something which should remind him, indeed, but only by contrast, ofthat sacred image of sinless motherhood 21, whose infant was to redeem the world.Here,there was the taintof deepest sin in the most sacred quality of human life, working such effect, that the world was only the darker for this woman's beauty, and the more lost for the infant that she had borne.


  The scene was not without a mixture ofawe,such as must always investthe spectacle of guilt and shame in a fellow-creature, before society shall have grown corrupt enough to smile, instead of shuddering at it. The witnesses of Hester Prynne's disgrace had not yet passed beyond their simplicity. They were stern enough to look upon her death, had that been the sentence, without a murmur at itsseverity,but had none of the heartlessness of another social state, which would find only a theme for jest in an exhibition like the present. Even had there been a disposition to turn the matter into ridicule, it must have been repressed and overpowered by the solemn presence of men no less dignified than the Governor, and several of his counsellors, a judge, a general, and the ministers of the town; all of whom sat or stood in a balcony of the meeting-house, looking down upon the platform. When such personages could constitute a part of the spectacle, without risking the majesty or reverence of rank and office, it was safely to be inferred that the infliction of a legal sentence would have an earnest and effectual meaning. Accordingly, the crowd was sombre and grave. The unhappy culprit sustained herself as best a woman might, under the heavy weight of a thousand unrelenting eyes, all fastened upon her, and concentred at her bosom. It was almost intolerable to be borne. Of an impulsive and passionate nature, she had fortified herself to encounter the stings and venomous stabs of public contumely, wreaking itself in every variety of insult; but there was a quality so much more terrible in the solemn mood of the popular mind, that she longed rather to behold all those rigid countenances contorted with scornful merriment, and herself the object. Had a roar of laughter burst from the multitude,— each man, each woman, each little shrill-voiced child, contributing their individual parts,— Hester Prynne might have repaid them all with a bitterand disdainful smile.But,under the leaden infliction which it was her doom to endure,she felt, at moments, as if she must needs shriek out with the fullpower of her lungs, and cast herself from the scaffold down upon the ground, or else go mad at once.


  Yet there were intervalswhen the whole scene, inwhich she was the most conspicuous object, seemed to vanish from her eyes, or, at least, glimmered indistinctly before them, like a mass of imperfectly shaped and spectral images. Her mind, and especially hermemory,was preternaturally active,and kept bringing up other scenes than this roughly hewn street of a littletown,on the edge of the Western wilderness 22; other faces than were lowering upon her from beneath the brims of those steeple-crowned hats. Reminiscences, the most trifling and immaterial, passages of infancy and school-days,sports, childish quarrels, and the little domestic traits of her maiden years, came swarming back upon her, intermingled with recollections of whatever was gravest in her subsequent life; one picture precisely as vivid as another; as if all were of similar importance, or all alike a Play. Possibly, it was an instinctive device of her spirit, to relieve itself, by the exhibition of these phantasmagoric forms, from the cruel weight and hardness of the reality.


  Be that as it might, the scaffold of the pillory was a point of view that revealed to Hester ;Prynne the entire track along which she had been treading, since her happy infancy. Standing onthat miserable eminence, she saw again her nativevillage,in Old England 23, and her paternal home;a decayed house of gray stone, with a poverty-stricken aspect, but retaining a half-obliterated shield of arms over the portal, in token of antique gentility. She saw her father's face, with its bald brow,and reverend white beard, that flowed over the old-fashioned Elizabethan ruff 24; her mother's, too,with the look of heedful and anxious love which it always wore in her remembrance, and which, even since her death, had so often laid the impediment of a gentle remonstrance in her daughter's pathway. She saw her own face, glowing with girlish beauty, and illuminating all the interior of the dusky mirror in which she had been wont to gaze at it. There she beheld another countenance, of a man well stricken in years, a pale, thin, scholar-like visage, with eyes dim and bleared by the lamp-light that had served them to pore over many ponderous books. Yet those same bleared optics had a strange, penetrating power, when it was their owner's purpose to read the human soul. This figure of the study and the cloister,as Hester Prynne's womanly fancy failed not to recall, was slightly deformed, with the left shoulder a trifle higher than the right. Next rose before her, in memory's picture-gallery, the intricate and narrow thoroughfares, the tall, gray houses, the huge cathedrals,and the publicedifices,ancient in date and quaint inarchitecture,of a Continental city 25, where a new life had awaited her, still in connection with the misshapen scholar 26; a new life, but feeding itself on time-worn materials, like a tuft of green moss on a crumbling wall.Lastly,in lieu of these shilling scenes, came back the rude market-place of the Puritan settlement, with all the townspeople assembled and levelling their stern regards at Hester Prynne,— yes, at herself,—who stood on the scaffold of thepillory,an infant on her arm, and the letter A, inscarlet,fantastically embroidered with gold thread, upon her bosom!


  Could it be true? She clutched the child so fiercely to her breast, that it sent forth a cry; she turned her eyes downward at the scarlet letter,and even touched it with herfinger,to assure herself that the infant and the shame were real. Yes!一 these were her realities,—all else had vanished!


  Q


  1. Why is the prison the setting of Chapter I and what is the implication of the description of the roses?


  2. Describe the appearance of Hester Prynne and the attitude of the people towards her.


  3.What has happened to Hester? Why does she make the embroidery of the letter A soelaborate? How does this tell us about her character?


  ■注释：


  1. Antinomian：惟信仰论者；道德律废弃论者。其主要信条是，基督徒只是恪守《圣经》中的道德法律，无济于事，只有坚信上帝无所不知、无所不能，才能使自己的灵魂得到拯救。


  2. fire-water：烈酒。


  3. Old Mistress Hibbins:指真实的历史人物Ann Hibbins。1655年，她因被指控使用巫术而受审，1656年被处以绞刑。


  4.... religion and law were almost identical.:意为“宗教和法律几乎完全相同”，指17世纪北美殖民时期清教占统治地位时政教合一的神权政治。


  5. farthingale:即蓬裙（hoopskirt），有裙环的女裙。


  6. the man-like Elizabeth:指英国女王伊丽莎白一世（Queen Elizabeth I），1558年至1603年期间在位，治国安邦，建树非凡，其管理社稷的才干不亚于男性君主，所以小说的叙事者称赞她具有男子气概。


  7. behoof:利益，常见于古英语中，相当于benefit。


  8. ye:你们，在古英语中是“你”（thou）的复数形式。


  9. gossips:（女性）朋友或者同伴。


  10.Mary，Itrow not!:Mary指圣母玛丽亚（Virgin Mary），此处用作感叹词，表示惊讶；trow意为think，或者suppose。


  11. autumnal matron:年过半百的已婚妇人。


  12. the naughty baggage:意为“坏女人”，咒骂有性违规行为的女人的词语。


  13. the Scripture and the statute-book:指《圣经》和法令全书。《旧约》中有处死犯有通奸罪的男女的条文。


  14. spell:符咒，咒语。


  15. iron-visaged:铁面无情的。


  16. a rag of mine own rheumatic flannel:我患风湿病时用过的一块法兰绒；在古英语中，mine意为my。


  17. Colony of the Massachusetts:马萨诸塞殖民地，是后来组成美利坚合众国的最早的13个殖民地之一，首府，即故事发生的地点波士顿。


  18. the terrorists of France:法国的恐怖分子，指法国资产阶级革命过程中雅各宾派曾于1793年至1794年采取恐怖政策。


  19. Papist:罗马天主教徒（含贬义）。


  20. the image of Divine Maternity:指圣母玛丽亚的形象。


  21. sinless motherhood:指圣母玛丽亚接受圣灵而孕育耶稣。


  22. the Western wilderness:指美国的西部。欧洲移民初到北美时，是在东海岸建立殖民地，尔后才逐步向西部开发。


  23. Old England:指英国。英国移民初到北美时’常以本国的某些地名命名北美的殖民地，但在原有的地名前加上New，以示区别，例如NewEngland，NewYork，New Hampshire。


  24. Elizabethan ruff:指做工精美而且坚硬的衣领’流行于16、17世纪英国的上流社会。


  25. a Continental city:指阿姆斯特丹。英国的许多清教徒在移民北美之前需在阿姆斯特丹逗留，等待许可证。


  26. the misshapen scholar:即白兰的丈夫齐里沃斯。


  · When romance do really teach anything, or produce any effectiveoperation, it is usually through a far more suitable process than the ostensible one.


  ——Nathaniel Hawthoine


  Unit5 Herman Melville （1819-1891）


  赫尔曼·梅尔维尔


  ■作者简介


  赫尔曼·梅尔维尔（Herman Melville，1819-1891），小说家、诗人。生于商人家庭，11岁父亲亡故，家道中落。15岁辍学后，他自谋生计，先后充当银行职员、文书、店员、农场工人和教师，生活漂泊不定。自1839年起，他出海谋生，在各种轮船上任侍者和水手，航海的经历为他的文学创作积累了厚实的素材。1866年至1885年，他曾任纽约海关官员，1891年因病而逝。40年代初，他着手写作小说，1846年发表《泰比》（Typee），次年又发表了《欧穆》（Omoo），以游记体的叙事风格讲述南太平洋一个小岛上土著人的生活。此后，他同样以航海生活为背景创作了一系列更为成熟的小说，包括《玛地》（Mardi，1849），《雷得本》（Redburn，1849）、《白外衣》（White Jacket，1850）、《白鲸》（Moby Dick，1851）以及《骗子的化装表演》（The Confidence Man，1857）。但他在世时，批评界对他的小说的反应较为冷淡，贬甚于褒。60年代后期，他创作小说的热情逐渐消退，转而致力于写诗，1866年自费出版其首部诗集《战事集》（BattlePieces），以美国内战为主题。在此后的20余年中，他不仅自费刊印了长诗《克拉瑞尔》（Clarel， 1876），还出资出版了《约翰·玛尔和其他水手》（John Marr and Other Sailors，1888）与《梯摩里昂》（Timoleon，1891）等两部诗集，然而如同他的小说一样，始终没有引起阅读大众和批评界的注意。临终前，他完成了最后一部长篇小说《毕利·伯德》（Billy Budd），但未及出版。这部小说后来于1924年出版。
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  ■内容提要


  “皮阔德“号捕鲸船的船长名叫埃哈伯，他以捕鲸为业，航海40余年。一次在与一群鲸鱼搏斗时，他不慎被一条凶猛的白色鲸鱼咬掉了一条腿。这条鲸鱼因躯体庞大、性情刁钻凶虐而闻名，水手们称它为莫比·狄克。埃哈伯决计不惜一切代价找到莫比·狄克，报仇雪恨。他的心愿得到了全体船员的理解和支持，大家饮酒发誓，决定再次出海捕杀荚比·狄克。他率领全体船员长途航行，途经南太平洋和印度洋，历尽艰险，终于来到了莫比·狄克频繁出没的日本海。途中，“皮阔德”号遇到数艘返航的捕鲸船，对方不仅告诉埃哈伯及其船员白鲸逞凶所造成的新的伤害，而且忠言相劝，希望他们放弃捕杀白鲸的计划，但无济于事。埃哈伯要求船员继续前行，尽管风暴己经给船只造成了严重损坏。“皮阔德”号与白鲸相遇后，彼此殊死搏斗了3天，最后埃哈伯用尽全身的气力将鱼叉刺进白鲸的腹部，这致命的一击最终结束了白鲸的生命。但由于鱼叉末端的绳索缠绕在埃哈伯的颈部，所以白鲸在垂死挣扎时不仅将他带入大海中殒命，而且将“皮阔德”号的船头撞碎，全体船员坠海丧生。只有以实玛利被另一艘捕鲸船搭救。作为惟一的幸存者，他生还后讲述了上述故事。


  选篇出自《白鲸》第41章。在这章里，以实玛利跟大家一样，支持埃哈伯捕杀莫比·狄克。他接着介绍了有关这条鲸鱼的一些传说。


  ■赏析


  《白鲸》是一部社会生活内涵和艺术内涵都相当丰富的小说。从写实的层面来看，梅尔维尔以自己的航海生活和捕鲸经历为基础并参阅了大量的捕鲸文献，用真实而生动的笔触描写了19世纪北美渔业捕鲸船员的生活。小说全面而细腻地描述了捕鲸船员追捕鲸鱼和提炼鲸油的过程，诸如如何寻找鲸鱼，识别它们的类别，了解它们的生活习性，如何以最小的代价捕提它们并最大限度地提炼鲸油，堪称一部百科全书式的捕鲸著作。此外，作品还再现了捕鲸船员乐观、勇敢、坚韧、豪爽的品格和他们的生活方式。就社会观而言，梅尔维尔塑造的人物具有较为典型的价值和意义。捕鲸船员在捕杀性情暴烈、凶悍的鲸鱼的过程中所表现的征服欲望，不只是从事捕鲸业的人们特有的品性，实际上也是他们所处时代的精神写照。


  小说的价值还在于作者对于人类命运以及人类与外在世界的关系的思考。在这一点上，梅尔维尔与同时代的小说家霍桑一样，尤为关注人性中局部的缺陷、或者某一方面的邪恶对其整个命运的影响。埃哈伯偏执、自私的性格缺陷，不仅导致他自己在疯狂的复仇过程中丧生，而且也连累全体船员作为牺牲品葬身海洋，使作为大自然的缩影的白鲸也付出了生命的代价。


  在艺术技巧方面，象征手法在作品中发挥了重要作用。在梅尔维尔的视野中，捕鲸船员以及他们的船长埃哈伯是全人类的化身，偏执和盲从是其致命的弱点。白鲸莫比·狄克作为小说中的核心形象，也载荷着重要而复杂的象征意义。一般认为，它作为与人产生矛盾的对立面，代表大自然中神秘莫测而且不可征服的规律。然而它巨大的身躯所拥有的白色，也象征着人性和自然中纯真的特性。以实玛利是小说中第一人称的叙事者，他的名字取自《圣经》，意为被逐出的人。但作为船员中惟一的幸存者，他得到了命运的关照，从丧生的船员群体中脱身而出。这种结局一则验证了以实玛利作为人物名字的寓意，再则也是在启发读者思考这个人物之所以能够得以幸存的非偶然因素。简而言之，在梅尔维尔的心目中，以实玛利区别于他人之处，主要在于他的知识修养、对于未知事物的自觉探索以及审时度势的处世方式。


  Moby Dick - Chapter 41


  I,ISHMAEL 1, was one of that crew; my shouts had gone up with the rest; my oath had been welded with theirs; and stronger I shouted, and more did I hammer and clinch my oath, because of the dread in my soul. A wild, mystical, sympathetical feeling was in me; Ahab's 2 quenchless feud seemed mine. With greedy ears I learned the history of that ;murderous monster against whom I and all the others had taken our oaths of violence and revenge.


  For some time past, though at intervalsonly,the unaccompanied, secluded White Whale 3 had haunted those uncivilized seas mostly frequented by the Sperm Whale 4 fishermen.But not allof them knew of his existence; only a few of them, comparatively, had knowingly seen him;while the number who as yet had actually and knowingly given battle to him, was small indeed. For,owing to the large number of whale-cruisers; the disorderly way they were sprinkled over the entire watery circumference, many of them adventurously pushing their quest along solitary latitudes, so as seldom or never for a whole twelve month or more on a stretch, to encounter a single news-telling sail of any sort; the inordinate length of each separate voyage; the irregularity of the times of sailing from home; all these, with other circumstances, direct and indirect, long obstructed the spread through the whole world-wide whaling-fleet of the special individualizing tidings concerning Moby Dick 5. It was hardly to be doubted, that several vessels reported to have encountered, at such or such a time, or on such or such a meridian, a Sperm Whale of uncommon magnitude and malignity, which whale, after doing great mischief to his assailants, had completely escaped them; to some minds it was not an unfair presumption, Isay,that the whale in question must have been no other than Moby Dick. Yet as of late the Sperm Whale fishery had been marked by various and not unfrequent instances of great ferocity, cunning, and malice in the monster attacked; therefore it was, that those who by accident ignorantly gave battle to Moby Dick; such hunters, perhaps, for the most part, were content to ascribe the peculiar terror he bred, more, as itwere,to the perils of the Sperm Whale fishery at large, than to the individual cause. In that way, mostly, the disastrous encounter between Ahab and the whale had hitherto been popularly regarded.


  And as for those who, previously hearing of the White Whale, by chance caught sight of him; in the beginning of the thing they had every one of them, almost, as boldly and fearlessly lowered for him, as for any other whale of that species. But at length, such calamities did ensue in these assaults — not restricted to sprained wrists and ankles, broken limbs, or devouring amputations - but fatal to the last degree of fatality; those repeated disastrous repulses, all accumulating and piling their terrors upon Moby Dick; those things had gone far to shake the fortitude of many brave hunters, to whom the story of the White Whale had eventually come.


  Nor did wild rumors of all sons fail to exaggerate, and still the more horrify the tale histories of these deadly encounters.For not only do fabulous rumors naturally grow out of the very body of all surprising terrible events,— as the smitten tree gives birth to its fungi; but, in maritime life, far more than in that of terrafirma 6,wild rumors abound, wherever there is any adequate reality for them to cling to. And as the sea surpasses the land in this matter,so the whale fishery surpasses every other sort of maritime life, in the wonderfulness and tearfulness of the rumors which sometimes circulate there. For not only are whalemen as a body unexempt from that ignorance and superstitiousness hereditary to all sailors; but of all sailors, they are by all odds the most directly brought into contact with whatever is appallingly astonishing in the sea; face to ;face they not only eye itsgreatest marvels, but, hand to jaw 7, give battle to them. Alone, in such remotest waters, that though you sailed a thousand miles, and passed a thousand shores, you would not come to any chiselled hearthstone, or aught hospitable beneath that part of the sun; in such latitudes and longitudes, pursuing too such a calling as he does, the whaleman is wrapped by influences all tending to make his fancy pregnant with many a mighty birth.


  No wonder, then, that ever gathering volume from the mere transit over the widest watery spaces,the out blown rumors of the White Whale did in the end incorporate with themselves all manner of morbid hints, and half-formed foetal suggestions of supernatural agencies, which eventually invested Moby Dick with new terrors unborrowed from anything that visibly appears. So that in many cases such a panic did he finally strike, that few who by those rumors, at least, had heard of the White Whale, few of those hunters were willing to encounter the perils of his jaw.


  But there were still other and more vital practical influences at work. Not even at the present day has the original prestige of the Sperm Whale, as fearfully distinguished from all other species of the Leviathan 8, died out of the minds of the whalemen as a body. There are those this day among them, who, though intelligent and courageous enough in offering battle to the Greenland or Right Whale 9, would perhaps — either from professional inexperience, or incompetency,or timidity, decline a contest with the Sperm Whale; at any rate, there are plenty of whalemen, especially among those whaling nations not sailing under the American flag, who have never hostilely encountered the Sperm Whale, but whose sole knowledge of the Leviathan is restricted to the ignoble monster primitively pursued in the North; seated on their hatches, these men will hearken with a childish fire-side interest and awe, to the wild, strange tales of Southern whaling. Nor is the pre-eminent tremendousness of the great Sperm Whale anywhere more feelingly comprehended, than on board of those prows which stem him.


  And as if the now tested reality of his might had in former legendary times thrown its shadow before it;we find some book naturalists — Olassen and Povelson 10—declaring the Sperm Whale not only to be a consternation to every other creature in the sea, but also to be so incredibly ferocious as continually to be athirst, for human blood. Nor even down to so late a time as Cuvier's 11 were these or almost similar impressions effaced. For in his Natural History,the Baron 12 himself affirms that at sight of the Sperm Whale, all fish （sharks included） are“struc kwith the most lively terrors,”and “often in the precipitancy of their flight dash themselves against the rocks with such violence as to cause instantaneous death.” And however the general experiences in the fishery may amend such reports as these; yet in their full terribleness, even the bloodthirsty item of Povelson, the superstitious belief in them is, in some vicissitudes of their vocation, revived in the minds of the hunters.


  So that overawed by the rumors and portents concerning him, not a few of the fishermen recalled, in reference to Moby Dick, the earlier days of the Sperm Whale fishery, when it was often-times hard to induce long practised Right Whalemen to embark in the perils of this new and daring warfare; such men protesting that although other Leviathans might be hopefully pursued, yet to chase and point lance at such an apparition as the Sperm Whale was not for ;mortal man. That to attemptit,would be inevitably to be torn into a quick eternity 13. On this head, there are some remarkable documents that may be consulted.


  Nevertheless, some there were, who even in the face of these things were ready to give chase to Moby Dick; and a still greater number who, chancing only to hear of him distantly and vaguely, without the specific details of any certain calamity, and without superstitious accompaniments, were sufficiently hardy not to flee from the battle if offered.


  One of the wild suggestions referred to, as at last coming to be linked with the White Whale in the minds of the superstitiously inclined, was the unearthly conceit that Moby Dick was ubiquitous; that he had actually been encountered in opposite latitudes at one and the same instant of time.


  Nor,credulous as such minds must have been, was this conceit altogether without some faint show of superstitious probability. For as the secrets of the currents in the seas have never yet been divulged, even to the most erudite research; so the hidden ways of the Sperm Whale when beneath the surface remain, in great part, unaccountable to his pursuers; and from time to time have originated the most curious and contradictory speculations regarding them, especially concerning the mystic modes whereby, after sounding to a great depth, he transports himself with such vast swiftness to the most widely distant points.


  It is a thing well known to both American and English whaleships, and as well a thing placed upon authoritative record years ago by Scoresby 14,that some whales have been captured far north in the Pacific, in whose bodies have been found the barbs of harpoons darted in the Greenland seas. Nor is it to be gainsaid, that in some of these instances it has been declared that the interval of time between the two assaults could not have exceeded very many days. Hence, by inference, it has been believed by some whalemen, that the Nor, West Passage 15, so long a problem to man, was never a problem to the whale. So that here, in the real living experience of living men, the prodigies related in old times of the inland Strello mountain in Portugal（near whose top there was said to be a lake in which the wrecks of ships floated up to the surface）; and that still more wonderful story of the Arethusa fountain near Syracuse 16（whose waters were believed to have come from the Holy Land by an underground passage）;these fabulous narrations are almost fully equalled by the realities of the whaleman.
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  Forced into familiarity, then, with suchprodigies as these; and knowing that after repeated, intrepid assaults, the White Whale had escaped alive; it cannot be much matter of surprise that some whalemen should go still further in their superstitions; declaring Moby Dick not only ubiquitous, but immortal （for immortality is but ubiquity in time）; that though groves of spears should be planted in ;his flanks, he would still swim away unharmed; or if indeed he should ever be made to spout thick blood, such a sight would be but a ghastly deception; for again in unensanguined billows hundreds of leagues away, his unsullied jet would once more be seen.


  But even stripped of these supernatural surmisings, there was enough in the earthly make and incontestable character of the monster to strike the imagination with unwonted power.For,it was not so much his uncommon bulk that so much distinguished him from other Sperm Whales, but, as was elsewhere thrown out — a peculiar snow-white wrinkled forehead, and a high, pyramidical white hump. These were his prominent features; the tokens whereby, even in the limitless,uncharted seas, he revealed his identity,at a long distance, to those who knew him.


  The rest of his body was so streaked, and spotted, and marbled with the same shrouded hue, that, in the end, he had gained his distinctive appellation of the White Whale; a name, indeed, literally justified by his vivid aspect, when seen gliding at high noon through a dark blue sea,leaving a milky-way wake of creamy foam, all spangled with golden gleamings.


  Nor was it his unwonted magnitude, nor his remarkable hue, nor yet his deformed lower jaw, that so much invested the whale with natural terror, as that unexampled, intelligent malignity which, according to specific accounts, he had over and over again evinced in his assaults. More than all, his treacherous retreats struck more of dismay than perhaps aught else.For,when swimming before his exulting pursuers, with every apparent symptom of alarm, he had several times been known to turn round suddenly, and, bearing down upon them, either stave their boats to splinters, or drive them back in consternation to their ship. Already several fatalities had attended his chase. But though similar disasters, however little bruited ashore, were by no means unusual in the fishery; yet, in most instances, such seemed the White Whale's infernal aforethought offerocity,that every dismembering or death that he caused, was not wholly regarded as having been inflicted by an unintelligent agent.


  Judge, then, to what pitches of inflamed, distracted fury the minds of his more desperate hunters were impelled, when amid the chips of chewed boats, and the sinking limbs of torn comrades, they swam out of the white curds of the whale's direful wrath into the serene, exasperating sunlight, that smiled on, as if at a birth or a bridal.


  His three boats stove around him, and oars and men both whirling in the eddies; one captain, seizing the line-knife from his broken prow, had dashed at the whale, as an Arkansas duellist at his foe, blindly seeking with a six inch blade to reach the fathom-deep life of the whale. That captain was Ahab. And then it was, that suddenly sweeping his sickle-shaped lower jaw beneath him, Moby Dick had reaped away Ahab's leg, as a mower a blade of grass in the field.No turbaned Turk, no hired Venetian or Malay, could have smote him with more seeming malice. Small reason was there to doubt, then, that ever since that almost fatal encounter, Ahab had cherished a wild vindictiveness against the whale, all the more fell for that in his frantic morbidness he at last came to identify with him, not only all his bodilywoes, but all his intellectual and spiritual exasperations. The White Whale swam before him is the monomaniac incarnation of all those malicious agencies which some deep men feel eating in ;them, till they are left living on with half a heart and half a lung. That intangible malignity which has been from the beginning; to whose dominion even the modem Christians ascribe one-half of the worlds; which the ancient Ophites 18 of the east reverenced in their statue devil;— Ahab did not fall down and worship it like them; but deliriously transferring its idea to the abhorred White Whale, he pitted himself, all mutilated, against it. All that most maddens and torments;all that stirs up the lees of things;all truth with malice in it; all that cracks the sinews and cakes the brain; all the subtle demonisms of life and thought; all evil, to crazy Ahab, were visibly personified, and made practically assailable in Moby Dick. He piled upon the whale's white hump the sum of allthe general rage and hate felt by his whole race from Adam down 19; and then, as if his chest had been a mortar, he burst his hot heart's shell upon it.


  It is not probable that this monomania in him took its instant rise at the precise time of his bodily dismemberment. Then, in darting at the monster, knife in hand, he had but given loose to a sudden, passionate, corporal animosity; and when he received the stroke that tore him, he probably but felt the agonizing bodily laceration, but nothing more. Yet, when by this collision forced to turn towards home, and for long months of days and weeks, Ahab and anguish lay stretched together in one hammock, rounding in mid winter that dreary, howling Patagonian Cape 20; then itwas,that historn body and gashed soul bled into one another; and so interfusing, made him mad. That it was only then, on the homeward voyage, aftertheencounter,that the final monomania seized him, seems all but certain from the fact that, at intervals during the passage, he was a raving lunatic; and though unlimbed of a leg, yet such vital strength yet lurked in his Egyptian chest 21, and was moreover intensified by his delirium, that his mates were forced to lace him fast, even there, as he sailed, raving in his hammock. In a strait-jacket, he swung to the mad rockings of the gales.And,when running into more sufferable latitudes, the ship, with mild stun' sails 22 spread, floated across the tranquil tropics, and, to allappearances,the old man's delirium seemed leftbehind him with the Cape Horn 23 swells, and he came forth from his dark den into the blessed light and air; even then, when he bore that firm, collected front, however pale, and issued his calm orders once again; and his mates thanked God the direful madness was now gone; even then,Ahab,in his hidden self, raved on. Human madness is oftentimes a cunning and most feline thing. When you think it fled, it may have but become transfigured into some still subtler form. Ahab's full lunacy subsided not, but deepeningly contracted; like the unabated Hudson 24, when that noble Northman flows narrowly, but unfathomably through the Highland gorge.But,as in his narrow-flowing monomania, not one jotof Ahab's broad madness had been leftbehind; so in that broad madness, not one jot of his great natural intellect had perished.That before livingagent, now became the living instrument. If such a furious trope may stand, his special lunacy stormed his general sanity, and carriedit,and turned allits concentrated cannon upon its own mad mark;so that far from having lost hisstrength,Ahab,to that one end, did now possess a thousand fold more potency than ever he had sanely brought to bear upon any one reasonable object.


  This is much; yet Ahab's larger, darker, deeper part remains unhinted. But vain to popularize profundities, and all truth is profound. Winding far down from within the very heart ;of this spiked Hotel de Cluny 25 where we here stand — however grand and wonderful, now quit it; - and take your way, ye nobler, sadder souls, to those vast Roman halls of Thermes; where far beneath the fantastic towers of man's upper earth, his root of grandeur, his whole awful essence sits in bearded state; an antique buried beneath antiquities, and throned on torsoes! So with a broken throne, the great gods mock that captive king; so like a Caryatid 26, he patient sits, upholding on his frozen brow the piled entablatures of ages. Wind ye down there, ye prouder,sadder souls!question that proud, sad king!A family likeness!Aye,he did beget ye, ye young exiled royalties; and from your grim sire only will the old State-secret come.


  Now, in his heart, Ahab had some glimpse of thin, namely: all my means are sane, my motive and my object mad. Yet without power to kill, or change, or shun the fact; he likewise knew that to mankind he did long dissemble; in some sort, did still. But that thing of his dissembling was only subject to his perceptibility, not to his will determinate. Nevertheless, so well did he succeed in that dissembling, that when with ivory leg he stepped ashore at last, no Nantucketer 27 thought him otherwise than but naturally grieved, and that to the quick, with the terrible casualty which had overtaken him.


  The report of his undeniable delirium at sea was likewise popularly ascribed to a kindred cause.And so too, all the added moodiness which always afterwards, to the very day of sailing in the Pequod 28 on the present voyage, sat brooding on his brow. Nor is it so very unlikely, that far from distrusting his fitness for another whaling voyage, on account of such dark symptoms, the calculating people of that prudent isle 29 were inclined to harbor the conceit, that for those very reasons he was all the better qualified and set on edge, for a pursuit so full of rage and wildness as the bloody hunt of whales.Gnawed within and scorched without, with the infixed, unrelenting fangs of some incurable idea; such an one, could he be found, would seem the very man to dart his iron and lift his lance against the most appalling of all brutes. Or, if for any reason thought to be corporeally incapacitated for that, yet such an one would seem superlatively competent to cheer and howl on his underlings to the attack. But be all this as it may, certain itis,that with the mad secret of his unabated rage bolted up and keyed in him, Ahab had purposely sailed upon the present voyage with the one only and all-engrossing object of hunting the White Whale. Had any one of his old acquaintances on shore but half dreamed of what was lurking in him then, how soon would their aghast and righteous souls have wrenched the ship from such a fiendish man! They were bent on profitable cruises, the profitto be counted down in dollars from the mint. He was intent on an audacious, immitigable, and supernatural revenge.


  Here, then, was this grey-headed, ungodly old man, chasing with curses a Job's whale 30 round the world, at the head of a crew, too, chiefly made up of mongrel renegades, and castaways, and cannibals - morally enfeebled also, by the incompetence of mere unaided virtue or right-mindedness in Starbuck, the invulnerable jollity of indifference and recklessness in Stubb, and the pervading mediocrity in Flask. Such a crew, so officered, seemed specially picked and packed by some infernal fatality to help him to his monomaniac revenge. How it ;was that they so aboundingly responded to the old man's ire — by what evil magic their souls were possessed, that at times his hate seemed almost theirs; the White Whale as much their insufferable foe as his; how all this came to be — what the White Whale was to them, or how to their unconscious understandings, also, in some dim, unsuspected way, he might have seemed the gliding great demon of the seas of life,— all this to explain, would be to dive deeper than Ishmael can go. The subterranean miner that works in us all, how can one tell whither leads his shaft by the ever shifting, muffled sound of his pick? W h o does not feel the irresistible arm drag? What skiff in tow of a seventy-four 31 can stand still? For one, I gave myself up to the abandonment of the time and the place; but while yet all a-rush to encounter the whale, could see naught in that brute but the deadliestill.


  Q


  1. What are the stories Ishmael tells about Moby Dick?


  2. Why does Ahab react so violentlyagainst the white whale? Ishmael suggests that Ahabis "crazy" and calls him"araving lunatic." Do you agree with him? Why or why not?


  3. What narrative features can you find in the selected chapter?


  ■注释：


  1. Ishmael：以实玛利，小说中的叙述者,其姓名源于《圣经》。作为《圣经》中的人物，以实玛利系亚伯拉罕之子,但身为庶出,其母是一女仆。以实玛利后与母亲一道被亚伯拉罕逐出家门。此名字常象征"被遗弃的人"。


  2. Ahab：即船长埃哈伯。其姓名也源于《圣经》。在《圣经》里，他是一个极有野心的以色列国王。他遭到老百姓的反对,因为他娶一位异族女子为妻，并不顾民意允许她祭祀她的神祖。但埃哈伯还是一个十分勇敢的人，在战斗中他总是身先士卒,英勇顽强,最后在与叙利亚的战争中英勇牺牲。


  3. White Whale：指小说中名为莫比·狄克的白鲸。


  4. the Sperm Whale：巨头鲸。


  5. Moby Dick：见注3。


  6. terra firma：[拉丁语]大陆,陆地。


  7. hand to jaw：指人与鲸鱼的斗争,意为船员手持工具与鲸鱼的嘴搏斗。


  8. Leviathan：海中怪兽,语出《圣经·旧约》，象征邪恶。


  9. Greeland or Right Whale：北极露脊鲸。


  10. Olassen and Povelson：前者为18世纪冰岛生物学家,旅游经历甚多,并有游记出版。后者生平不详。


  11. Cuvier：指居维叶（Georges Cuvier，1769-1832），法国动物学家，以创立比较解剖学和古生物学而闻名。


  12. the Baron：即居维叶,他拥有世袭的男爵爵位。参见注11。


  13. to be torn into a quick eternity：意为身体被扯烂并旋即毙命。


  14. Scores by：指斯科斯比（William Scores by，Jr.，1789-1857），英国探险家、科学家、牧师，作为北极科学研究的先驱者而闻名。


  15. the Nor'West Passage：沿着加拿大或者美国阿拉斯加州的北冰洋而行并连接大西洋与太平洋的航线。


  16. the Arethusa fountain near Syracuse：Arethusa 是希腊神话中的一个仙女，她为了躲避河神（Alpheus）的求爱，在Syracuse附近将自己变为小溪。


  17. the Holy Land：圣地，即耶稣的故乡巴勒斯坦。


  18. the ancient Ophites：蛇派信徒。公元二世纪以及其后几个世纪盛行于罗马帝国的诺斯替教几个派别的成员。他们认为物质（恶）与精神（永恒之神）互相斗争，并以此解释基督教的基本教义。


  19. from Adam down：指自从有了人类的祖先亚当以来。


  20. Patagonian Cape：指位于南美洲的巴塔哥尼亚海角。


  21. in his Egyptian chest：意为：在他拥有的吉普赛人的心胸中，相传吉普赛人曾长期定居埃及，所以在古英语中，Egyptian通指“埃及人”、“埃及语”、“吉普赛人”和“吉普赛语”。


  22. stun' sails：悬挂在主帆侧面的副帆。


  23. the Cape Horn：位于智利的合恩角。


  24. the unabated Hudson：指美国纽约州境内的哈得逊河。


  25. Hotel de Cluny：指巴黎的克吕尼宫，初建于15世纪末叶，现为收藏中世纪艺术品的博物馆。


  26. a Caryatid：欧洲古典建筑物中的女像柱，通常为大理石的女性雕像。


  27. Nantucketer：南塔克特基特岛上的居民。南塔克特基特岛位于美国马萨诸塞州东南方向，作为避暑胜地而闻名。在小说中，这里是皮阔德号航海的出发点，小说的叙述者在该岛上受聘为船员参加追杀白鲸的航行。


  28. the Pequod：皮阔德号，船名，即小说的主人公埃哈伯驾驶出海寻找白鲸的航船。


  29. that prudent isle：指南塔克特基特岛，参见注27。


  30. a Job's whale：指《圣经》中提及的海中怪兽，参见注8。


  31. a seventy-four：意为旧时的战船，因船上通常安装74门火炮。


  ·But it is better to fail in originality than to succeed in imitation. He who has never failed somewhere, that man cannot be great.


  ——Herman Meluille


  Unit6 Henry David Thoreau （1817-1862）


  亨利·大卫·梭罗


  ■作者简介


  亨利·大卫·梭罗（Henry David Thoreau，1817-1862），散文家、哲学家、诗人。哈佛大学毕业后曾当过小学教师，但因无法接受约束而在两周后辞职。后在父亲的铅笔厂帮过忙，并与兄弟一起办过3年小学。他与爱默生建立了长期的友谊，成为新英格兰超验主义的重要作家。他对超验主义身体力行，最有代表性的两件事情就是在沃尔登湖畔度过的两年和在监狱度过的一夜。他因为反对美国政府实行奴隶制、对墨西哥发动帝国主义战争而拒绝纳税，因而遭受一夜囚禁，并就此经历写出《论公民的不服从》（On the Duty of Civil Disobedience，1849）这篇文章，认为人民应该拒绝服从自己认为是不正当的法律。他在文中写道：“一个真正自由和开明的国家必须承认个人是一种更高的独立的力量，国家本身的力量和权威来源于个人的力量，个人必须得到与之相应的对待。”他的这篇文章，特别是文中消极反抗或非暴力反抗的观点，根大地影响了托尔斯泰、甘地、马丁·路德·金等社会改革家。梭罗后来逐渐脱离超验主义，成为一位社会活动家。他积极参加废除奴隶制的活动，帮助奴隶沿着“地下铁路”逃往北方，并撰写抨击奴隶制的文章《马萨诸塞州的奴隶制》。他十分崇拜废奴主义者约翰·布朗；在约翰·布朗因武装起义而被美国政府处死之后，他心理上受到重大打击。梭罗一生追求崇高的道德境界，为崇尚物质的美国生活增加了一个精神侧面。
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  ■内容提要


  选篇摘自《沃尔登》中的第二篇文章“我生活的地方；我为何生活”。为了实践他的超验主义哲学，梭罗曾在马萨诸塞州康科德附近的沃尔登湖畔自建木屋，靠采集野菜、野果，自种豆类而维持生活长这两年之久。他在沃尔登湖畔的生活和思考使他得以完成两部最重要的著作：《在康科德与梅里马克河上一周》（A Week on the Concord and Merrimack River，1849）和《沃尔登》（Walden， 1854）。《沃尔登》由18篇文章组成，记录了他所观察到的自然以及他建造木屋、耕种土地、招待朋友等生活情况。书中讴歌了人类与自然的和谐生活，倡导个人主义、自力更生、物质节检。他试图将身体的物质需要减少到最低限度，以便在读书、思考、观察自然与自我当中获得最大的精神财富和自由。他也呼吁人们过最简朴的生活，以便节约时间和精力来“过深层次的生活，吮吸出生活的精髓”。他努力发掘美国自然环境在人类教养、心灵塑造等方面的潜能，强调所有人都应该有充分的自由来选择独一无二的生活方式，将自己的生活看做诗、当作艺术。他向人们展示出闲暇、沉思、与大自然和谐共处等的种种益处，为美国自然作家的写作开创了先河。在《沃尔登》的数篇文章中，梭罗对工作和闲暇的意义进行了颇有独创性的思考，并描述了自己在尽可能简朴地、自给自足地生活方面所做的试验，强调这项简朴生活的试验绝不是无所事事地与世隔绝。在另一些文章中，梭罗描述了林中生活的细节：他与各种各样的小动物的接触；不同季节中树木与水的不同声音、气味和颜色；大风吹动电报线以及远方的火车汽笛声所奏出的旋律等。梭罗在沃尔登湖畔日复一日的切身经历使该书具有极大的真实感，而文章清晰、直截了当，但又不失文雅的风格，使《沃尔登》达到了文学经典作品的水平。


  ■赏析


  选篇分两个部分：第一部分描述了梭罗对于家园的总体态度和一般寻求，主要刻画了寻找家园的心理过程和精神满足；第二部分则具体描述梭罗在沃尔登湖畔的家园，以及这一家园与大自然的融合。


  在第一部分，梭罗仔细勘察了许多农场；他用“survey”一词来暗指他本人土地测量员（surveyor）的身份，说自己是所有勘察测量过的土地的君王。梭罗在想象中买下了无数农场，他用商业语言描述了购买农场的过程，但金钱交换实际上并未发生，发生的只是精神财富的增加。他没有买下农场，但保留了景色；就像诗人一样，用韵律这一隐形的篱笆，圈住了农场，得到了田园的精华。在以上描述中，梭罗用日常生活的语言，发掘出了深层的意义。他以“自然诗人”的敏感细腻，改变了通常以人为中心的思维模式，将大自然放到了最重要的地位。他喜欢破旧的房屋、倒塌的栅栏，因为这使他远离以前的房客，而更接近于自然；他喜爱空心的树木，因为这说明他的邻居将是啃啮树木的兔子。他用一个双关词“committed”告诫人们，要过自由、无拘无束“uncommitted”的生活。因为贪婪而受到农场的束缚、而过分投入到农场的事务，就无异于关进牢笼。


  在选篇的第二部分，梭罗具体描述了他自己在沃尔登湖畔建立的家园。他所建造的木屋只能遮雨，不能挡风。但在他看来，穿堂而过的风声恰恰是大地音乐的天国乐章，是未被打断的创世纪的诗篇。他与鸟为邻，但并非像一般人一样，将鸟关在茏子里；恰恰相反，他将“关自己的茏子”放在离鸟近的地方。他的这一实践和描述大大影响了现代的自然保护主义者：在现代的野生公园里，野生动物可以四处游荡，而游人则只能在笼子里观赏。梭罗的情感与大自然完全交融，他因此而生活在最吸引他的地方和时代：他的家坐落在宇宙中一个隐秘、常新、未受亵渎的角落。


  梭罗的创作表现出对于声音、意象、深层意义、词的细微差别等的高度敏感。他的写作风格乍看起来平铺直叙、直截了当，但实际上，各种巧妙的比喻、词源上的双关语、典故的运用、对传统谚语的灵活运用等使通常的意义发生了变化或者扭曲，使读者不得不对作品进行重新思考、重新评价。例如在以上选篇中，他将山峰比喻为天国造币厂所铸造的纯蓝色（true-blue，又有不退色的蓝色或忠诚的含义）的硬币，将天国、自然与人间联系起来。他将自己比喻为将大地和天空扛在肩上的阿特拉斯，但他所扛起的却是精神的大地和天空。他说诸神之家奥林匹斯只不过是无处不在的大地的外表，这既赋予世上万物以灵气，又将诸神融入了自然与人间。


  Walden - Chapter 2 （Excerpt）


  WHERE I LIVED, ANDWHATI LIVED FOR


  At a certain season of our life we are accustomed to consider every spot a possiblesite of a house. I have thus surveyed the country on every side within a dozen miles of where I live. In imagination I have bought all the farms in succession 2, for all were to be bought 3, and I knew their price. I walked over farmer's premises 4, tasted his wild apples, discoursed on husbandry with him, took his farm at his price, at any price 5, mortgaging it to him in my mind; even put a higher price on it,— took everything but a deed of it 6—took his word for his deed 7, for I dearly love to talk,— cultivatedit,and him 8 too to some extent, Itrust,and withdrew when I had enjoyed it long enough, leaving him to carry it on. This experience entitled me to be regarded as a sort of real-estate broker by my friends.Wherever I sat,there I might live, and the landscape radiated from me accordingly.9 What is a house but a sedes 10, a seat?— better if a country seat. I discovered many a site for a house not likely to be soon improved, which some might have thought too far from the village, but to my eyes the village was too far from it. Well, there Imight live, I said; and there I did live, for an hour, a summer and a winter life; saw how I could let the years run off, buffet the winter through 11, and see the spring come in. The future inhabitants of this region, wherever they may place their houses, may be sure that they have been anticipated 12. An afternoon sufficed to lay out the land into orchard, wood-lot, and pasture, and to decide what fine oaks or pines should be left to stand before the door, and whence each blasted tree could be seen to the best advantage 13; and then I let it lie, fallow perchance, for a man is rich in proportion to the number of things which he can afford to let alone.


  My imagination carried me so far that I even had the refusal of several farms,— the refusal was all I wanted,— but I never got my fingers burned by actual possession.The nearest that I came to actual possession was when I bought the Hollowell Place 14, and had begun to sort my seeds, and collected materials with which to make a wheelbarrow to carry it on or off with 15;but before the owner gave me a deed of it,his wife — every man has such a wife — changed her mind and wished to keep it,and he offered me ten dollars to release him. Now, to speak the truth, I had but ten cents in the world, and it surpassed my arithmetic to tell, if I was that man who had ten cents, or who had a farm, or ten dollars, or all together.16 However, I let him keep the ten dollars and the farm too, for I had carried it far enough; or rather,to be generous,I sold him the farm for just what I gave for it,and,as he was not a rich man, made him a present ;of ten dollars, and still had my ten cents, and seeds, and materials for a wheelbarrow left. I found thus that I had been a rich man without any damage to my poverty. But I retained the landscape, and I have since annually carried off what it yielded without a wheelbarrow. With respect to landscapes,—


  "I am monarch of all I survey,


  My right there is none to dispute." 17


  I have frequently seen a poet withdraw, having enjoyed the most valuable part of a farm, while the crusty farmer supposed that he had got a few wild apples only.Why,the owner does not know it for many years when a poet has put his farm in rhyme, the most admirable kind of invisible fence, has fairly impoundedit,milkedit,skimmedit,and got all the cream, and left the farmer only the skimmed milk.


  The real attractions of the Hollowell farm, to me, were: its complete retirement, being about two miles from the village, half a mile from the nearest neighbor, and separated from the highway by a broad field; its bounding on the river, which the owner said protected it by its fogs from frosts in the spring, though that was nothing to me; the gray color and ruinous state of the house and barn, and the dilapidated fences, which put such an interval between me and the last occupant; the hollow and lichen-covered apple trees, gnawed by rabbits, showing what kind of neighbors I should have; but above all, the recollection I had of it from my earliest voyages up the river, when the house was concealed behind a dense grove of red maples, through which I heard the house-dog bark. I was in haste to buy it, before the proprietor finished getting out some rocks, cutting down the hollow apple trees, and grubbing up some young birches which had sprung up in the pasture,or,in short, had made any more of his improvements. To enjoy these advantages I was ready to carry it on; like Atlas 18,to take the world on my shoulders,— I never heard what compensation he received for that,— and do all those things which had no other motive or excuse but that I might pay for it and be unmolested in my possession of it; for I knew all the while that it would yield the most abundant crop of the kind I wanted,if I could only afford to let it alone. But it turned out as I have said.


  All that I could say, then, with respect to farming on a large scale —I have always cultivated a garden — was, that I had had my seeds ready. Many think that seeds improve with age. I have no doubt that time discriminates between the good and the bad; and when at last I shall plant, I shall be less likely to be disappointed. But I would say to my fellows, once for all, as long as possible live free and uncommitted. It makes but little difference whether you are committed to a farm or the county jail.


  Old Cato, whose"De Re Rustica" 19 is my "Cultivator," says,-and the only translation I have seen makes sheer nonsense of the passage,—"When you think of getting a farm turn it thus in your mind, not to buy greedily; nor spare your pains to look at it,and do not thinkit enough to go round it once. The oftener you go there the more it will please you, if it is good."I ;think I shall not buy greedily, but go round and round it as long as I live,and be buried in it first, that it may please me the more at last.


  The present was my next experiment of this kind, which I purpose to describe more at length, for convenience putting the experience of two years into one 20. As I have said, I do not propose to write an ode to dejection, but to brag as lustily as chanticleer in the morning, standing on his roost, if only to wake my neighbors up.


  When first I took up my abode in the woods, that is, began to spend my nights as well as days there, which, by accident, was on Independence Day, or the Fourth of July, 1845,my house was not finished for winter,but was merely a defence against the rain, without plastering or chimney, the walls being of rough, weather-stained boards, with wide chinks, which made it cool at night. The upright white hewn studs and freshly planed door and window casings gaveita clean and airy look, especially in the morning, when its timbers were saturated with dew, so that I fancied that by noon some sweet gum would exude from them. To my imagination it retained throughout the day more or less of this auroral character, reminding me of a certain house on a mountain which I had visited a year before. This was an airy and unplastered cabin, fit to entertain a traveling god, and where a goddess might trail her garments. The winds which passed over my dwelling were such as sweep over the ridges of mountains, bearing the broken strains, or celestial parts only, of terrestrial music. The morning wind forever blows, the poem of creation is uninterrupted; but few are the ears that hear it. Olympus 21 is but the outside of the earth everywhere.


  The only house I had been the owner of before, if I except a boat, was a tent, which I used occasionally when making excursions in the summer, and this is still rolled up in my garret; but the boat, after passing from hand to hand, has gone down the stream of time.With this more substantial shelter about me, I had made some progress toward settling in the world. This frame, so slightly clad, was a sort of crystallization around me, and reacted on the builder. It was suggestive somewhat as a picture in outlines. I did not need to go outdoors to take the air,for the atmosphere within had lost none of its freshness. It was not so much within-doors as behind a door where Is at,even in the rainiest weather. The Harivansa 22 says,“An abode without birds is like a meat without seasoning.”Such was not my abode, for I found myself suddenly neighbor to the birds; not by having ;imprisoned one, but having caged myself near them. I was not only nearer to some of those which commonly frequent the garden and the orchard, but to those wilder and more thrilling songsters of the forest which never, or rarely, serenade a villager,— the wood thrush, the veery,the scarlettanager,the field sparrow, the whip-poor-will, and many others.
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  I was seated by the shore of a smallpond,;about a mile and a half south of the village of Concord and somewhat higher than it,in themidst of an extensive wood between that town and Lincoln, and about two miles south of that our only field known to fame, Concord Battle Ground 23; but I was so low in the woods that the opposite shore, half a mile off, like the rest, covered with wood, was my most distant horizon. For the firstweek,whenever I looked out on the pond it impressed me like a tarn high up on the side of a mountain, its bottom far above the surface of other lakes, and, as the sun arose, I saw it throwing off its nightly clothing of mist, and here and there, by degrees, its soft ripples or its smooth reflecting surface was revealed, while the mists, like ghosts, were stealthily withdrawing in every direction into the woods, as at the breaking up of some nocturnal conventicle. The very dew seemed to hang upon the trees later into the day than usual, as on the sides of mountains.


  This small lake was of most value as a neighbor in the intervals of a gentle rain-stormin August, when, both air and water being perfectly still, but the sky overcast, mid-afternoon had all the serenity of evening, and the wood thrush sang around, and was heard from shore to shore.A lake like this is never smoother than at such a time; and the clear portion of the air above it being shallow and darkened by clouds, the water,full of light and reflections, becomes a lower heaven itself, so much the more important. From a hill-top nearby, where the wood had been recently cut off, there was a pleasing vista southward across the pond, through a wide indentation in the hills which form the shore there, where their opposite sides sloping toward each other suggested a stream flowing out in that direction through a wooded valley, but stream there was none. That way I looked between and over the near green hills to somedistant and higher ones in the horizon, tinged with blue. Indeed,by standing on tiptoe I could catch a glimpse of some of the peaks of the still bluer and more distant mountain ranges in the northwest, those true-blue coins from heaven's own mint, and also of some portion of the village.But in other directions, even from this point, I could not see over or beyond the woods which surrounded me. It is well to have some water in your neighborhood, to give buoyancy to and float the earth. One value even of the smallest wellis,that when you look into it you see that earth is not continent but insular. This is as important as that it keeps butter cool. When I looked across the pond from this peak toward the Sudbury meadows, which in time of flood I distinguished elevated perhaps by a mirage in their seething valley, like a coin in a basin, all the earth beyond the pond appeared like a thin crust insulated and floated even by this small sheet of intervening water, and I was reminded that this on which I dwelt was but dry land.


  Though the view from my door was still more contracted, I did not feel crowded or confined in the least. There was pasture enough for my imagination. The low shrub oak plateau to which the opposite shore arose stretched away toward the prairies of the West and the steppes of Tartary, affording ample room for all the roving families of men.“There are none happy in the world but beings who enjoy freely a vasthorizon,”—said Damodara 24,when his herds required new and larger pastures.


  Both place and time were changed, and I dwelt nearer to those parts of the universe and to those eras in history which had most attracted me. Where I lived was as far off as many a ;region viewed nightly by astronomers. W e are wont to imagine rare and delectable places in some remote and more celestial corner of the system, behind the constellation of Cassiopeia's Chair 25, far from noise and disturbance. I discovered that my house actually had its site in such a withdrawn, but forever new and unprofaned, part of the universe. If it were worth the while to settle in those parts near to the Pleiades or the Hyades, to Aldebaran or Altair 26 then I was really there, or at an equal remoteness from the life which I had left behind, dwindled and twinkling with as fine a ray to my nearest neighbor, and to be seen only in moonless nights by him. Such was that part of creation where I had squatted;—


  “There was a shepherd that did live,


  And held his thoughts as high


  As were the mounts whereon his flocks


  Did hourly feed him by.”


  What should we think of the shepherd's life if his flocks always wandered to higher pastures than his thoughts?


  Q


  1.Where indeed did Thoreau live, both at a physicallevel and at a spiritual level?


  2. Had Thoreau ever bought a farm? Why did he enjoy the act of buying?


  3. Is it significant that Thoreau mentioned the Fourth of July as the day on which he began to stay in the woods? Why?


  4. How could you answer the question Thoreau asked at the end of this selection?


  ■注释：


  1. be accustomed to:在现代英语中，该词组后一般应跟着动名词，意思是“习惯于做某事”，例如:“accustomed to making decisions”（习惯于做决定）》但在较早的英语中,也能见到后面跟不定式的情况,例如:“accustomed to painttheir faces before battle”（作战之前有涂抹面部的习俗）。


  2. in succession:按顺序。全句的意思是:“在想象中,我巳经依次买下了所有的农场”。


  3. beto:可以表示意图、可能性、推测、责任、安排等。在此表示意图。


  4. premises:房屋及其附属的土地。在现代英语中,该词用于这一意义时必须用复数。


  5....took his farm at his price,at any price...:按他所开的价，不管他开什么价,买下他的农场。


  6....took everything but a deed of it...:买下了所有东西，只是没有立契约。


  7.... took his word for his deed...:把他的话当成他的契约。


  8. cultivatedit,and him:耕耘了这片田地,也耕耘了他的心田。


  9. Wherever Isat,there I might live, and the landscape radiated from me accordingly.:我坐在哪儿，就可以住在哪儿,哪儿的风景就会相应地以我为中心向四周散发光芒。


  10. sedes:[拉丁文]座位。


  11.... buffet the winter through...:搏斗着度过冬天。


  12.... they have been anticipated...：在他们之前就有人住过那个地方了。


  13.... whence each blasted tree could be seen to the best advantage：从哪个地方才能最好地看到每一棵饱经风霜的枯树。


  14. Hollo well Place：康科德附近的一个老农场。


  15....to make a wheelbarrow to carry it on or off with...：既有字面上的具体意思，又有抽象的含义：1）做一辆小推车来把它推来推去；2）做一辆小推车来实施或者完成这项计划。


  16.... it surpassed my arithmetic to tell，ifI was that man who had tencents，or who had a farm，or ten dollars， or all together.：我那点算术算不清楚我到底是一个有一角钱，还是一个有整个田园，还是一个有十元钱，还是拥有这一切的人。


  17.“Iam monarch of all I survey,/ My right there is none todispute.”：引自威廉·柯珀（1731—1800）：“据说是亚历山大·塞尔扣克所作的诗”。梭罗将“survey”一词写成斜体，以作为双关语暗指他本人测量员（surveyor）的职业。


  18. Atlas：阿特拉斯，希腊神话中的神，他将大地和天空扛在肩上。


  19. Old Cato：大加图（Marcus Porcius Cato，234-149 B.C.），罗马政治家、演说家、拉丁散文作家。De Re Rustica，又称De Agricultura（160? B.C.）（《农书》），是他流传至今的惟一著作。


  20. putting the experience of two years into one：为了使《沃尔登》前后统一，梭罗将他两年零两个月的生活经历浓缩为一年。


  21. Olympus：奥林匹斯，希腊神话中诸神之家。


  22. Harivansa：《哈利梵萨》，印度5世纪的宗教史诗。


  23. Concord Battle Ground：康科特战场，美国独立战争时期的著名战场（1775年4月19日）。


  24. Damodara：达摩达拉，《哈利梵萨》中的神。


  25. Cassiopeia's Chair：仙后座。


  26. the Pleiades,the Hyades,Aldebaran,Altair：昴星团、毕星团、毕宿五、牵牛星；皆为星座或星球之名。


  · If one advances confidently in the direction of his dreams,and endeavors to live the life which he has imagined,he will meet with a success unexpected in common hours.


  · Let us spend one day as deliberately as Nature,and not be thrown off the track by every nutshell and mosquito's wing that falls on the rails.


  ——Henvy D avid Thaneua


  Unit7 19th-century American Poets


  19世纪美国诗人


  Henry Wadsworth Longfellow （1807-1882）


  亨利·沃兹沃思·朗费罗


  ■作者简介


  亨利·沃兹沃思·朗费罗（Henry Wadsworth Longfellow，1807-1882），美国诗人，出生在缅因州波特兰城的一个律师家庭。1822年进入博多因学院，与美国著名小说家霍桑是同班同学。毕业后曾经去欧洲广泛旅行，致力于研究法国、德国、意大利、芬兰和西班牙等国的语言和文学。1836年被哈佛大学聘为现代语言教授，在讲授欧洲语言文学的同时，也翻译了不少上述这些欧洲国家的诗歌，为在美国倡导浪漫主义诗歌起了很大的作用，在欧洲享有盛誉。1855年，他辞去了教授职务，专心致志地从事写作和诗歌创作。其代表作有诗集《夜吟》（Voices of theNight，;1839），《歌谣及其他》（Ballads and Other Poems，1842）、还有关于美国神话的《伊凡杰林》（Evangeline，1847）、《海华沙之歌》（The Song of Hiawatha）等。他的《生命颂》是第一首被完整地介绍到中国的美国诗歌。
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  《我射出一支箭……》


  ■赏析


  这是一首短小精悍而又脍炙人口的抒情诗。作者在诗中利用射箭和吟歌这两个鲜明的意象，含蓄而巧妙地歌颂了友谊的天长地久。诗中叙述者信手射出的一支箭“嗖”地飞向远方，转眼间便不见了踪影。他又哼出一支轻快的歌，歌声在原野中也只停留了瞬间，便消失得无声无息。叙述者本以为再也找不到他的箭和歌，但他却惊喜地发现，在许多年以后，那支射出的箭仍然牢牢地钉在一株大橡树的树干上，而那首随意哼出的歌居然还完整无缺地保留在一个朋友的心里。短诗的结尾画龙点睛地烘托出了诗歌的主题。


  诗歌采用了传统的抑扬格四音步诗行和四行诗节形式，韵脚为aabb aacc ddee，节奏简练而明快，既接近日常的口语，又具有很强的音乐性。诗人欲擒故纵，把前两个诗节作为铺垫，以便在最后一个诗节中将诗歌推向高潮。


  IS hot an Arrow...


  I shot an arrow into the air,


  It fell to earth I knew not where;


  For so swiftly it flew the sight


  Could not follow it in its flight.


  I breathed a song into the air 1,


  It fell to earth I knew not where;


  For who has the sight so keen and strong


  That can follow the flight of a song.


  Long, long after wards in an oak,


  I found the arrow still unbroke 2;


  And the song, from beginning to end,


  I found again in the heart of a friend.


  Q


  1. Why did the speaker lose sight of his arrow and song?


  2. In what circumstances did he find them again?


  3. What do arrow and song stand for in this poem?


  ■注释：


  1. I breathed a song into the air,:我轻轻地哼着一支歌。动词breathe原义为“呼吸”，但在特定的上下文中,也有“悄悄地说”、“轻轻地唱”等引申的含义。


  2. unbroke:unbroken的古老形式,用于此处是为了跟“oak”押韵。


  《人生颂》


  ■赏析


  岁月如梭,人生如梦——这是古往今来许多文人雅士发出的感叹。如何度过这短暂的人生，历来就有各种截然不同的态度:有人今朝有酒今朝醉，及时行乐；有人悲观消沉，哀叹生命的转瞬即逝；而另一种人则坦然面对必将来临的死亡，以积极和乐观的态度来对待现世的人生。


  在《人生颂》这首诗中，朗费罗正是抒发了这后一种入世进取的豪迈情怀。诗歌一开头就断然否定了“人生如梦”的说法，因为诗人认为入睡的灵魂无异于死亡。人的肉体会衰老和死亡，但人的精神却应该朝着既定的目标，永远同前。因此人生最重要的就是要积极行动起来，在有限的生命里，完成尽可能多的业绩。在诗人的心目中，尘世间就像是一个露营扎寨的辽阔战场。每个人置身其中，都应该摩拳擦掌，争做英勇善战的英雄。这样，在他们告别人世的时侯，至少可以在时间沙土上留下一行脚印，使后人能够从中得到鼓励和学习的榜样。在最后一个诗节中，诗人号召大家起来勇敢地面对命运的任何挑战，在短暂的人生中学会奋斗和等待，不断地进取和追求生活的理想境界。


  朗费罗在诗中表达的并非只是些空洞的豪言壮语。1835年，当他在欧洲游学时，他的第一位妻子不幸因病去世，使他陷入了巨大的悲伤之中。三年后在创作这首诗时，他仍在与忧郁症顽强搏斗。据他自己所说，当时心中的激情如火山一样进发出来，为了抓住灵感，他随手在一张请柬的空白处写下了这首不朽之作。诗中多处采用了头韵，使全诗读来锂锵有力，具有强烈的感染力。


  A Psalm 1 of Life


  （Whatthe Heart of the Young Man Said to the Psalmist 2）


  Tell me not,in mournful numbers 3，


  Life is but an empty dream!—


  For the soul isdead that slumbers,


  And things are not what they seem.


  Life is real! Life is earnest!


  And the grave is not itsgoal;


  Dust thou art,to dust returnest 4,


  Was not spoken of the soul.


  Not enjoyment,and not sorrow,


  Is our destined end or way;


  But to act,that each tomorrow


  Find us farther than today.


  Art is long, and Time is fleeting,


  And our hearts,though stout and brave,


  Still,like muffled drums, are beating


  Funeral marches to the grave.


  In the world's broad field of battle,


  In the bivouac 5 of Life,


  Be not like dumb, driven cattle!


  Be a hero in the strife!


  Trust no Future,howe'er pleasant!


  Let the dead Past bury its dead!


  Act — act in the living Present!


  Heart within,and God o'er head!


  Lives of great men all remind us


  W e can make our lives sublime,


  And, departing,leave behind us


  Footsteps on the sands of time;


  Footprints,that perhaps another,


  Sailing o'er life'ssolemn main,


  A forlorn and shipwrecked brother，


  Seeing,shall take heart again.


  Let us,then,be up and doing,


  With a heart for any fate;


  Still achieving,still pursuing,


  Learn to labor and to wait.


  Q


  h What kind of person is thespeaker of thispoem?


  2. According to the poem,how should our lives be led to overcome the fact that each day brings us nearerto death?


  3. Interpret the metaphor of“Footprintson thesand oftime”（line28）.


  ■注释：


  1. psalm:赞美诗，圣歌。


  2. psalmist:赞美诗作者，领唱者。


  3. numbers:节拍，调子。


  4.“Dustthou art,to dustreturnest”:“你本是尘土，还将回到尘土。”这是引用《圣经》中的一句话，所以采用古体的英语。“Thou”是第二人称单数“you”的主格形式。“Art”和“returnest”分别是“are”和“return"的第二人称单数动词形式。


  5. bivouac:露营，野营、露宿。通过把人生比作士兵的露营，朗费罗既强调了人生的短暂，又暗示人生犹如一个战场。


  Edgar Allan Poe （1809-1849）


  埃德加·爱伦·坡


  ■作者简介


  坡幼年丧失双亲，被一位富裕的商人约翰·爱伦所收养。他曾随养父母去英国，在那几读过五年小学。1830年，他在服兵役两年后被选送西点军校读书，但不久就因不守纪律而被学校开除。当他拒绝从商，表示要从事文学生涯以后，养父就剥夺了他的继承权。这件事在他心中留下了永恒的伤疤。初涉文坛，坡担任了《南方文学使者》等杂志的编辑工作。1835年，26岁的坡跟身体羸弱的13岁表妹维吉尼亚·克莱姆结婚，并移居费城。通过发表大量的诗歌、短篇小说和文学扰评文章，坡迅速在美国文坛崛起。但他的生活依然窘迫，妻子因患肺结核，在经受了多年的病魔折磨之后，于1847年去世。随后不久，坡因承受不了失妻的悲伤和贫穷的压力而精神失常，两年后去世。坡深受浪漫主义诗歌的影响，认为诗歌的精髓就是美。为了刻急追求这种美的感觉，他对诗中的每个事件、词和细节都巧加安排，千锤百炼，力图给读者造成一种鲜明的感觉效果。他的一些诗歌，如《安娜贝尔·李》（Annabef Lee）和《乌鸦》（The Raven），等等，都以音乐节奏和意象的美而见长，从而成为美国诗歌中的经典。


  《十四行诗——致科学》


  ■赏析


  众所周知，科学和文学是基于两种性质完全不同的思维活动的。科学研究所依赖的是严谨而清晰的逻辑思维，而文学创作则往往诉诸于狂放的想象力，甚至是荒诞不经的幻想。当然，也有人认为科学与文学之间有着许多相通之处。创造发明也需要有想象力，而即使是文学幻想，也需有某种内在的逻辑来构成情节发展的主线。在下面这首诗歌里，坡把科学视为想象力和诗歌的劲敌。它像兀鹫一般啄食诗人的心，不让后者飞到星光灿烂的天空中去摘取珍宝。同时它还粗暴地扼杀了许多优美的神话故事，并最终使诗人失去了夏日在大树绿荫下做美梦的难得享受。


  坡采用的是莎士比亚十四行诗的形式，其韵律为“ab ab cd cd ef ef g g”。


  Sonnet — To Science


  Science! true daughter of Old Time thou art!


  Who alterest all things with thy peering eyes!


  Why preyst thou thus upon the poet'sheart,


  Vulture,whose wings are dull realities?


  How should he love thee? or how deem thee wise


  Who wouldst not leave him in his wandering


  To seek for treasure in the jewelled skies


  Albeit 1 he soar with an undaunted wing?


  Hast thou not dragged Diana 2 from her car?


  And driven the Hamadryad 3 from the wood


  To seek a shelter in some happier star?


  Hast thou not torn the Naiad 4 from her flood?


  The Elfin from the green grass,and from me


  The summer dream beneath the tamarind tree 5?


  Q


  1. What kind of image does science have in this poem?


  2.According to Poe,whatwill a poetdo,if he is free from the bondage of science?


  3. What might science deprivethespeaker of?


  ■注释：


  1. Albeit：尽管，虽然。


  2. Diana：古罗马神话中的月亮女神，她每天驾着她的战车驶过天空。


  3. the Hamadryad：根据古希腊神话，这是一位作为幽灵住在树里面的仙女。当树枯死时，她也会死去。


  4. Naiad：古希腊、罗马神话中的水泉女神。


  5. the tamarind tree：罗望子树。


  《致海伦》


  ■赏析


  海伦是古希腊史诗中的美女，是西方人心目中美的化身，同时它也是一个很普通的名字。在《致海伦》这首诗中，坡并没有花很多的笔墨去描绘女主人公具体的形体美，而是采用了大量明喻、暗喻和引喻等修辞手段来渲染和烘托出海伦无与伦比的美貌。在第一诗节中，诗人告诉我们，海伦的美使他联想到了古代尼西亚人的航船划破梦幻般的芳香海面，载着疲倦的漫游者驶向故乡的海岸。究竟是什么东西吸引浪子回乡的呢？第二诗节提供了答案：原来深深吸引着他的是海伦飘逸的美发、具有古典曲线美的脸庞和她水泉女神般的优雅神态，因为在她身上体现了古希腊、罗马文化的辉煌。诗人发现海伦酷似神话中连维纳斯都感到妒忌的美女普赛克。这个隐喻使读者回想起海伦凄惨的命运，因为普赛克在得知丈夫厄洛斯的秘密之后，曾被驱逐出门。历经千辛万苦之后，才终于破镜重圆。


  虽然这首诗是以普通的五行诗节写成，尾韵也比较规则，但是诗人的用词古朴典雅，不时地使用“Nicean”、“perfumed”、“hyacinth”、“Naiad”、“grandeur”、“agate”、“Psyche”等拉丁语语汇，诗意隽永，使读者回味无穷。


  To Helen


  Helen,thy beauty is to me


  Like those Nice an barks of yore 1


  That gently,o'er a perfumed sea,


  The weary, way-worn wanderer bore


  To his own native shore.


  On desperate seas long wont to roam,


  Thy hyacinth 2 hair,thy classic face,


  Thy Naiad airs 3 have brought me home


  To the glory that was Greece,


  And the grandeur that was Rome.


  Lo! In yon brilliant window-niche


  How statue-like I see thee stand,


  The agate 4 lamp within thy hand!


  Ah,Psyche 5,from the regions which


  Are Holy-Land!


  Q


  1.Why does the poet compare Helen's beauty to“those Nice an barks of yore”?


  2.What have brought the wayfaring speaker home?


  3.In what form does Helen appear in the finalstanza? Why does she carry a lamp in her hands?


  ■注释：


  1. those Nice an barks of yore：古代尼西亚人的那些航船，意指具有古典的美。


  2. hyacinth：风信子花。根据古希腊神话，太阳神阿波罗所钟爱的少年海尔欣瑟斯（Hyacinthus）有一头美丽的长发，在他被误杀后，从他的血泊中长出了一种纤细修长、迎风招展的美丽鲜花。


  3. airs：音乐旋律和曲调。


  4. agate：玛瑙。


  5. Psyche：普赛克，古希腊、罗马神话中嫁给爱神厄洛斯的美女。厄洛斯禁止她看见他自己的形象，但是普赛克还是克制不住好奇心，在夜晚举灯看见了丈夫的模样。结果被逐出家门。


  Walt Whitman （1819-1892）


  沃尔特·惠特曼


  ■作者简介


  尽管沃尔特·惠特曼（Walt Whitman， 1819-1892）生活在19世纪，但无论他崇尚劳工的民主思想或是所采用的自由诗形式都超越了时代的限制。由于家庭非常贫穷，惠特曼十几岁就失学，因此没受过正规的教育。他四岁时全家就移居纽约的布鲁克林，因而在那儿结识了商人、海员、农民和渔民等中下层人民。他后来称这段经历为了解人性的最好途径。从1839年到1848年，他为曼哈顿和布鲁克林的几家报纸担任编辑和记者。多年的记者生涯不但帮助他进一步了解了社会，而且还锻炼了他独特而简练的文笔。1848年去新奥尔良的一次旅行激发了他想描写多元化美国的灵感。到了1855年的7月初，他出版了一本薄薄的诗集，内含12首没有题目的长诗。这就是《草叶集》（Leaves ofGrass）的最初版本。内战时期，惠特曼虽然改有直接参加战斗，但他曾在军医院照料过他在腓烈特堡战役受伤的弟弟乔治。他把根据这段经历写成的一些诗歌编进了《草叶集》后来的版本之中。在其后半生中，他不断地修订和扩充这部诗集，直到生命的最后一刻。《草叶集》的9个版本奠定了他在美国诗坛的崇高地位，使他成为美国最伟大和最有影响的现代诗人。
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  《我歌唱自我》


  ■赏析


  下面这首诗选自《草叶集》，是1871年版本中9首序诗之一。它画龙点睛地总结了诗集所歌颂的一个重要主题，即具有完整个性的现代人。在美国这个新兴的移民囯家里，最受推崇的品质之一就是鲜明的个性。这种个性是以民主制度和个人的全面发展为基础的，没有贵贱和男女之分。它的理想就是在生命中充满热情、冲动和力量，保持乐观的人生态度，在神圣法律的约束下，享有最自由的行动权利。惠特曼的诗歌创作中洋溢着这种积极向上的精神。


  惠特曼在《草叶集》中采用了一种被称作“自由诗”（free verse）的诗歌形式，它完全冲破了传统诗歌形式的限制，既没有诗行长短的规定，也无对应的尾韵。诗行的节拍是按照日常说话的自然节奏，变化无常、出神入化，充满了个性。


  One's Self I Sing


  One's self Is ing'a simple separate person,


  Yet utter the word Democratic,the word En-Masse 1.


  Of physiology from top to toe I sing,


  Not physiognomy 2 alone nor brain alone is worthy for the Muse ,I say the


  Form complete is worthier far,


  The Female equally with the Male I sing.


  Of Life immense in passion, pulse, and power,


  Cheerful,for freest action form'd under the laws divine，


  The Modern Man I sing.


  Q


  1. What is the significanceof singing about one's self?


  2.What is thedifference between physiology and physiognomy?


  3. What does Whitman mean by the term of“the Modern Man”?


  ■注释：


  1. En-Masse：[法语]全体，一起。


  2. physiognomy：相面术，即通过观察脸部的生理特征来判断一个人的性格。


  3. Muse：缪斯，宙斯的女儿，主管诗歌。


  《噢，船长！我的船长！》


  ■赏析


  这首诗写于亚伯拉罕·林肯被刺之后不久。它无疑是惠特曼生前流行最广和最知名的诗歌。在诗中，惠特曼把刚刚取得平定南方分裂主义叛乱和废奴制度胜利的美国，比作—艘冲破暴风雨，胜利返航的巨轮，而把在残酷而艰苦的长期内战中料事如神、指挥若定，但却在胜利前夕被刺的亚伯拉罕·林肯总统，比作驾驶巨轮冲破惊涛骇浪，但最终倒在了甲板上的船长。诗中采取了对比的手法：一方面是在海岸边等待巨轮胜利返航的人们，他们在欢呼雀跃，岸上旗帜招展、号角齐鸣；另一方面是站在巨轮甲板上的叙述者,他望着躺在甲板上已与世长辞的慈父般的船长，不禁泪如雨下、心如刀割。这种强烈情感的鲜明对比造成了一种感人至深的戏剧性效果。


  这首诗的形式和风格跟惠特曼所有其他的诗歌都不相同。它采用了传统的抑扬格诗行，八行诗节和“aabbcded”的规范韵脚，使这首诗读来琅琅上口,有令人荡气回肠、一唱三叹的悲壮效果。


  O Captain!My Captain!


  O Captain! My Captain! Our fearful trip is done,


  The ship has weather'd every rack 1, the prize we sought is won,


  The port isnear,the bells Ihear,the people all exulting,


  While follow eyes the steady keel 2, the vessel grim and daring;


  But O heart! heart! heart!


  O the bleeding drops of red,


  Where on the deck my Captain lies,


  Fallen cold and dead.


  0 Captain! My Captain! Rise up and hear thebells,


  Rise up — for you the flag is flung — for you the bugle trills,


  For you bouquets and ribbon'd wreaths — for you the shoresa-crowding 3,


  For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning;


  Here Captain! Dear Captain!


  This arm beneath your head!


  It is some dream that on the deck,


  You've fallen cold and dead.


  My Captain does notanswer,his lips are pale and still,


  My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will,


  The ship is anchor'd safe and sound, its voyage closed and done,


  From fearful tripthe victor ship comes in with object won;


  Exult O shores, and ring O bell!


  But I with mournful tread,


  Walk the deck my Captain lies,


  Fallen cold and dead.


  Q


  1. Why is the word“Captain”capitalized throughoutthe poem?


  2.What overall metaphor does the poet employ in this poem?


  3. Why do people on the shoresexult and bellsring,while the speaker remainsso sad?


  ■注释：


  1. rack：（风暴等）猛烈的震摇。


  2.“While follow eyes the steadykeel，”：“当人们的眼睛注视着破浪前进的巨轮”》这个从句是一个倒装的结构，正常语序应是“while eyes follow the steady keel”。同时诗人采用了以局部代替整体的提喻法（synecdoche），用“eyes”来指岸上急切等待的人们，而用“keel”（船的龙骨）来代表巨轮。


  3.“foryou the shoresa-crowdlng”：“为您而海岸上正挤满了人群”。“a-crowding”是英语中一种较古的用法，将前缀a-附在动词或以-ing结尾的分词前，表示“在……动作的进行过程中”。


  Emily Dickinson （1830-1886）


  埃米莉·狄金森


  ■作者简介
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  跟惠特曼一样，埃米莉·狄金森（Emily Dickinson，1830-1886）及其诗歌远远超出了她所在时代的局限。虽然她给后人留下了1775首诗歌，但其中只有很少一部分是在她生前发表的。直到1955年，她的诗歌全集才最后出版。狄金森一生都没有离开过自己的家乡，马萨诸塞州的阿默斯特。她年轻时性格活泼开朗，然而当时的社会对年轻女子的行为举止有严格的限制，结果使她的天性和求知欲受到了压制。尽管虔诚，但她却不能接受新英格兰教堂的卡尔文派观点。她所急切盼望的求学生活也因霍利奥克山女子书院的女教师不断试图让她改变信仰而变了味。生性倔强的狄金森抵制了这种劝说，并在一年后辍了学。从二十几岁起，她就开始从各种社会生活中隐退，平时很少出门，只跟家人待在一起。从1861年秋天起，她开始大量地写诗。对她的诗歌风格产生直接影响的是爱默生的诗歌。尽管她深受爱默生自立思想的影响，但她偶尔还是渴望有人能对她的诗歌提出评价。在报上读到托马斯·温特沃思·希金斯对初学写作者的劝告后，狄金森给这位拥护废奴的编辑寄去了她的四篇习作，请对方提意见。尽管希金斯发现她的用词和标点有些古怪，但他仍觉得这些诗歌很有灵气。狄金森虽然生前几乎足不出门，但其诗歌表明她有着丰富的精神生活。很多评论家认为，她的诗歌预示了20 世纪诗歌的诞生。


  《要描绘一片草原……》


  ■赏析


  狄金森的诗歌特点是短小精干，言简惠赅。下面这首诗就是一个典型的例子。诗的大慧是强调想象力在诗歌创作中的重要性。这是一个很大的题目，但诗人并汰有落入俗奢，去咬文噃字地撤弄木语，或是连篇累牍地论证文学创作的全过程。相反，她只是打了一个简单的比方：要描绘一片草原，你只需要一株草原上常见的红花草和一只蜜蜂，再加上一点遐想。但假如情况不允许，连红花草和蜜蜂都找不到的话，那也没有关系。只要你闭上眼睛，想象一下，那片草原马上就会浮现在你的眼前。诗歌虽然很简单，但却很有说服力。


  诗歌的形式不拘一格，既不押韵，诗行也长短不一。第二行是第一行后半部分的重复，但是重复中也有变化，把“one”和“a”的位置颠倒了一下，显得语气灵活，自然洒脱。第三行末尾和第四行开始的“revery”一词的重复，突出地表现了“遐想”这个诗歌主题的重要性。


  To Make a Prairie ...


  To make a prairie it takes a clover 1 and one bee,


  One clover and a bee,


  And revery 2.


  Revery alone will do,


  If bees are few.


  Q


  1.What things are needed to“make”a prairie? In what sense can one really do it?


  2. How can“reveryalone”create aprairie?


  ■注释：


  1. clover：红花草，草原上很常见的苜蓿属植物。


  2. revery：幻想，遐想。


  《最美妙的胜利感觉》


  ■赏析


  谁更能深切感受胜利的喜悦，是胜利者还是失败者？在这个问题上，狄金森是最有发言权的。回顾诗人的生平，她似乎就是那些从未得胜过的芸芸众生中的一员。她年轻时求学和入世的尝试均以失败而告终。她所写下的1 775首诗中，只有7首是在她生前发表的，而且有的还遭到了报纸编辑的粗暴删减。因而下面这首短诗读起来就像是她的肺腑之言。成功对于失败者来说是最甜蜜的，就像是人们在受尽干渴煎熬时喝到花蜜那样。那些耀武扬威的胜利者并不能深刻领会到成功的含义；相反，在疆场上垂死的士兵才能真正地懂得胜利是如何来之不易。狄金森诗中的比喻得当、用词贴切、字字珠玑。


  Success Is Counted Sweetest


  Success is counted sweetest


  By those who ne'er 1 succeed.


  To comprehend a nectar


  Requires sorest need.


  Not one of all the purple host 2


  Who took the flag today


  Can tell the definition,


  So clearly,of victory.


  As he,defeated, dying,


  On whose forbidden ear


  The distant strains of triumph


  Burst,agonized and clear.


  Q


  1. Why is success“counted sweetest by those who ne'er succeed”?


  2.Who are“the purple host”?


  3. Who is“he”in the last stanza?


  ■注释：


  1. ne'er: never


  2. the purple host：胜利之师。


  《我是无名之辈》


  ■赏析


  这首诗采用了戏剧性独白的形式，诗中叙述者以第一人称出现，与同是无名之辈的读者说悄悄话。谈话的主题是名声所带来的累赘。一旦声名鹊起，成为明星，你就会变成一个公众人物，那时就再也无个人隐私可言。而且为了取悦于那些盲目崇拜明星的乌合之众，你就得整天在外抛头露面，喋喋不休地吹嘘自己。叙述者庆幸自己仍然默默无闻，并要求读者不要暴露她的身份，否则她俩就会遭到社会的唾弃。


  贯穿于整首诗的是一种自嘲和讥刺的语调。令人感兴趣的是诗人究竟是否真正看破了红尘，安心于自己默默无闻的隐居生活；或只是借题发挥，表达了对一种可望而不可及的社会生活的向往。


  I'm Nobody!


  I'm nobody! Who are you?


  Are you nobody,too?


  Then there's a pair of us— don'ttell!


  They'd banish 1 us,you know!


  How dreary to be somebody!


  Howpublic，like a frog


  To tell your name the livelong day


  To an admiring bog 2!


  Q


  1. Who arethe“pairofus”and“they”in thispoem?


  2. What does“anadmiringbog”really mean?


  3. What is the theme of thispoem?


  4. Do you want to be“nobody”or“somebody”?Explain your reasons.


  ■注释：


  1. banish：放逐，驱逐。


  2. bog：泥塘，沼泽。


  · IfIread a book and it makes my whole body so cold no fire ever can warm me,I know that is poetry. If I feel physically as if the top of my head were taken off,I know that is poetry.


  ——Emily Dickinsan


  Unit8 Mark Twain （1835-1910）


  马克·吐温


  ■作者简介


  马克·吐温（Mark Twain， 1835-1910）是萨缪尔·朗荷恩·克莱门斯（Samuel Langhorne Clemens）的笔名，小说家。萨缪尔少年时居住在密苏里州密西西比河畔的小镇汉尼拔（Hannibal），11岁丧父，13岁到印刷所当学徒，长大后离开家乡，曾在密西西比河上作汽轮舵手，也曾参加采矿投机。


  1865年他的第一部幽默短篇《卡拉维拉县驰名的跳蛙》（TheCelebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County）问世。1869年，游记《傻瓜出国记》（The Innocents Abrood）发表，奠定了他的幽默大师地位。翌年，他与查尔斯·华纳合作发表了他的第一部长篇《镀金时代》（The Gilded Age，1875）。这部小说尖刻讥讽了南北战争后社会道德现状。虽然小说故事结构等方面均差强人意，但仍不失为美国现实主义文学开山之作。1876年发表充满童趣和田园诗意的《汤姆·索耶历险记》（The Adventures of Tom Sawyer）。以后8年中，吐温发表了《密西西比河上》（Life on the Mississippi，1883）并完成了长篇小说《哈克贝里.费思历险记》（The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn，1884）。故事讲述男孩哈克·贝里和黑奴吉姆乘木在沿密西西比河而下的前后经历。其后马克·吐温的主要著作包括《亚瑟王朝廷上的康涅狄格州美国佬》（A Connecticut Yankee in King Arthur's Court，1889），《傻瓜威尔逊》（The Tragedy of Pudd'nhead Wilson，1894）和《败坏了哈德莱堡的人》（The Man That Corrupted Hadleyburg， 1900）。
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  马克·吐温对美国文学的贡献举足轻重。他以前的主要美国作家受欧洲文学影响较大，而他的思维方式、价值观、创作语言甚至他的幽默都是地道美国土产。“乡土特色”（local color）是他的小说的突出特点，表现了一个地区的语言特点、习俗和生活方式。同时，他的口语体散文形式成为美国口语体文学传统的发端，安德森、海明威、艾略特、福克纳、塞林杰等都在不同程度上受到他的影响。福克纳曾说：“我认为马克·吐温是第一个名副其实的美国作家，我们都是他的传人”。


  ■赏析


  《卡拉维拉县驰名的跳蛙》取材于淘金者中流传的夸张故事。故事的第一人称叙事者（first-person narrator）“我”显然是个知识阶层的绅士，这一点不难从他遣词造句中看出。而讲跳蛙故事的人却是一个采矿区粗人维勒。“我”受朋友之托去找维勒，向他打听一个姓斯迈里的人。而维勒却给他讲起另一个姓斯迈里的人和他的许多故事，“我”完全搞不懂维勒为什么要讲这些与他毫不相关而又无聊之至的故事，最后一逃了之。


  从《跳蛙》故事叙述上看，这一方法创造出故事叙述框架和讲故事者与故事内容之间的不协调，甚至荒谬。这就产生了马克·吐温在《怎样讲故事》中谈到的所谓美国式幽默效果，其最基本的原则是讲故事者一定要显得自己并不慧识到故事可笑，必须完全不动声色，从而产生讲故事过程本身和故事内容之间的不协调，以达到幽默效果。当然，维勒的故事叙述框架不仅仅是不动声色，而是从多个层面制造不协调：讲者听者各行其是，而叙述框架与幽默故事本身不协调的效果由于跳蛙故事的内容特点得到进一步强化。维勒的故事自始至终表达了对人性和对其他生灵的热情关注，常常短短数语，人情物欲，动物灵性跃然纸上，从而使人性与自然的谐趣天成与讲者听者浑然不觉其幽默情调恰为对照。


  在故事结构和内容上，读者可注意到两个层面上的计谋：“我”大概中了“我”的朋友的图套，赌客们中了斯迈里的图套，小动物中了人的圈套，而斯迈里又中了“陌生人”的图套，从而形成了图套套圈套，欺骗套欺骗的效果，“陌生人”胜了常胜赌家，而粗人是否又胜书生一筹呢？


  如果从另一个层面上理解，体力劳动阶层的话题和交流方式常使知识阶层困惑不解甚至不屑一顾，但其中道理和意义却不言自明，而且往往更符合人情常理。不同社会阶层之间的话语障碍同时也构成故事的不协调因素，从而获得幽默讽刺效果。在美囯文学传统中，以马克·吐温、海明威等为代表的作家表现出美国价值传统中的实用主义倾向，具体表现为对实际体力参与和实际创造物质财富的崇尚，以及对不切实际的知识和理智的讥诅和鄙视。在当时典型美国人的观念中，人生的真正目的就是挣钱，而且最体面的挣钱方式是商业冒险。这一点在马克·吐温身上表现十分明显。他一方面热衷于商业投机，并对自己靠写作而不是经商挣钱多少感到有些不自在，而另一方面，他又清楚地看到这一价值观念的可笑荒唐之处。而《跳蛙》中斯迈里的投机心态正是时代的幽默注脚。


  The Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County


  IN compliance with the request of a friend of mine,who wrote me from the East, I called ongood-natured,garrulous old Simon Wheeler, and inquired after my friend's friend,Leonidas W. Smiley,as requested to do， and Ihereunto append the result 1. I have a lurking suspicion that Leonidas W. Smiley is a myth; that my friend never knew such a personage; and that he only conjectured that if I asked old Wheeler about him, it would remind him of his infamous Jim Smiley,and he would go to work 2 and bore me to death with some exasperating reminiscence of him as long and as tedious as it should be useless to me. If that was the design,it succeeded 3.


  I found Simon Wheeler dozing comfortably by the bar-room stove of the dilapidatedtavern in the decayed mining camp of Angel's, and I noticed that he was fat and bald-headed, and had an expression of winning 4 gentleness and simplicity upon his tranquil countenance. He roused up,and gave me good day. I told him a friend of mine had commissioned me to make ;some inquiries about a cherished companion of his boyhood named Leonidas W. Smiley —Rev. Leonidas W.Smiley, a young minister of the Gospel, who he had heard was at one time a resident of Angel's Camp. I added that ifMr. Wheeler could tell me anything about the Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley, I would feel under many obligations to him.


  Simon Wheeler backed me into a corner and blockaded me there with his chair, and then sat down and reeled off the monotonous narrative which follows this paragraph. He never smiled, he never frowned, he never changed his voice from the gentle-flowing key to which he tuned his initial sentence, he never betrayed the slightest suspicion of enthusiasm; but all through the interminable narrative there ran a vein of impressive earnestness and sincerity, which showed me plainly that, so far from his imagining that there was anything ridiculous or funny about his story, he regarded it as a really important matter, and admired its two heroes as men of transcendent genius in finesse. I let him go on in his own way, and never interrupted him once.


  "Rev. Leonidas W. H'm, Reverend Le — Well, there was a feller 5 here once by the name of JimSmiley, in the winter of '49 — or may be it was the spring of '50 —I don't recollect exactly, somehow,though what makes me think it was one or the other is because I remember the big flume warn't 6 finished when he firstcome 7 to the camp; but anyway, he was the curiousest man about always betting on anything that turned up you ever see, if he could get anybody to bet on the other side; and if he couldn't he'd change sides. Any way that suited the other man would suit him — any way just so's 8 he got a bet, he was satisfied. But still he was lucky, uncommon lucky 9; he most always 10 come out winner. He was always ready and laying for a chance; there couldn't be no solit'ry thing mentioned but that feller'd offer to bet on it 11, and take ary 12 sideyou please, as I was just telling you. If there was a horse-race, you'd- find him flush13 or you'd find him busted 14 at the end of it; if there was a dog-fight, he'd bet on it; if there was a cat-fight, he'd bet on it; if there was a chicken-fight, he'd bet on it ；why,if there was two birds setting on a fence 15, he would bet you which one would fly first; or if there was a camp-meeting 16, he would be there reg'lar 17 to bet on Parson Walker, which he judged to be the best exhorter about here, and so he was too, and a good man. If he even see a straddle-bug18 start to go anywheres19,he would bet you how long it would take him to get to - to wherever he was going to, and if you took him up 20, he would toiler that straddle-bug to Mexico but what he would find out where he was bound for and how long he was on the road.21 Lots of the boys here has seen 22 that Smiley and can tell you about him.Why,it never made no difference 23 to him —he'd bet on anything —the dangest feller 24. Parson Walker's wife laid very sick 25 once, for a good while, and it seemed as if they warn't going to save her 26; but one morning he come in 27, and Smiley up and asked 28 him how she was, and he said she was consid'rable better 29- thank the Lord for his inf'nit' mercy 30- and coming on so smart 31 that with the blessing of Prov'dence 32 she'd get well yet;and Smiley, before he thought, says 33,‘Well, I'll risktwo-and-a-half shedon't 34,anyway.’


  "Thish-yer Smiley 35 had a mare — the boys called her the fifteen-minute nag, but that was only in fun, you know, because of course, she was faster than that — and he used to win money on that horse, for all she was so slow and always had the asthma, or the distemper, or the consumption, or something of that kind. They used to give her two or three hundred yards';start 36, and then pass her under way; but always at the fag-end of the race she'd get excited and desperate like, and come cavorting and straddling up, and scattering her legs around limber, sometimes in the air, and sometimes out to one side amongst the fences, and kicking up m-o-r-e dust and raising m-o-r-e racket with her coughing and sneezing and blowing her nose — andalways fetch up 37 at the stand just about a neck ahead, as near as you could cipher it down 38.


  "Andhe had a little small bull-pup, that to look at him you'd think he warn't worth a cent but to set around and look ornery and lay for a chance to steal something. But as soon as moneywas up on him 39 he was a different dog; his under-jaw'd begin to stick out like the fo'castle 40 of a steamboat, and his teeth would uncover and shine likethe furnaces. And a dog might tackle him and bully-rag him, and bite him, and throw him over his shoulder two or three times, and Andrew Jackson 41— which was the name of the pup — Andrew Jackson would never let on but what he was satisfied, and hadn't expected nothing else 42— and the bets being doubled and doubled on the other side all the time, till the money was all up 43; and then all of a sudden he would grab that other dog jest 44 by the j'int 45 of his hind leg and freeze to it — notchaw,you understand, but only jest grip and hang on till they throwed up the sponge 46, if it was a year 47. Smiley always come out winner 48 on that pup, till he harnessed a dog once that didn't have no hind legs 49, because they'd been sawed off in a circularsaw,and when the thing had gone along far enough, and the money was all up, and he come to make a snatch for his pet holt 50, he see 51 in a minute how he'd been imposed on 52, and how the other dog had him in the door 53, so to speak, and he 'peared 54 surprised, and then he looked sorter 55 discouraged-like, and didn't try no more 56 to win the fight, and so he got shucked out bad. He gave Smiley a look, as much as to say his heart was broke 57, and it was hisfault,for putting up a dog that hadn't no hind legs for him to take holtof,which was his main dependence in a fight, and then he limped off a piece 58 and laid down 59 and died. It was a good pup, was that Andrew Jackson, and would have made a name for hisself 60 if he'd lived, for the stuff was in him and he had genius — I knowit,because he hadn't no opportunities 61 to speak of, and it don't stand to reason 62 that a dog could make such a fight as he could under them circumstances 63 if he hadn't no talent 64.It always makes me feel sorry when I think of that last fight of his'n 65, and the way it turned out.


  "Well, thish-yer Smiley had rat-tarriers, and chicken cocks, and tomcats and all of them kind ofthings 66,till you couldn't rest, and you couldn't fetch nothing for him to bet on but he'd match you 67. He ketched 68 a frog one day, and took him home, and said he cal'lated 69 to educate him;and so he never done nothing 70 for three months but set in his back-yard and learn that frog tojump 71. And you bet you 72 he didlearn him 73, too. He'd give him a little punch behind, and the next minute you'd see that frog whirling in the airlikea doughnut — see him turn one summerset, or may be a couple, ifhe got a good start 74, and come down flat-footed and all right 75, like a cat. He got him up so in the matter of ketching flies 76, and kep'77 him in practice so constant, that he'd nail a fly every time as fur as 78 he could see him. Smiley said all a frog wanted was education, and he could do 'most 79 anything — and I believe him.Why,I've seen him set Dan'l Webster 80 down here on this floor - Dan'l Webster was the name of the frog — and singout,'Flies, Dan'l, flies!' and quicker'n 81 you could wink he'd spring straight up and snake a fly off'n 82 the ;counter there, and flop down on the floor ag'in as solid as a gob of mud, and fall to scratchingthe side of his head with his hind foot as indifferent 84 as if he hadn't no idea 85 he'd been doin,86 any more'n 87 any frog might do.You never see a frog so modest and straightfor'ard 88 as he was, for all he was so gifted.And when it come 89 to fair and square jumping on a dead level 90,he could get over more ground at one straddle than any animal of his breed you ever see. Jumping on a dead level was his strong suit, you understand; and when itcome to that 91, Smiley would ante up money on him as long as he had a red 92. Smiley was monstrous proud of his frog, and well he might be, for fellers 93 that had travelled and been everywheres 94 all said he laid over any frog that ever theysee.


  “Well, Smiley kep'95 the beast in a little lattice box, and he used to fetch him downtown sometimes and lay for a bet. One day a feller — a stranger in the camp, he was — come acrost 96 him with hisbox,and says:“‘What might it be that you've got in the box?’
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  ”And Smiley says, sorter indifferent-like,‘It might be a parrot, or it might be a canary, maybe, but it ain't — it's only just a frog.,


  “And the fellertookit,and looked at it careful 98,and turned it round this way and that, andsays,‘H’m— so 'tis 99.Well,what's he good for?'


  “‘Well,’Smiley says, easy andcareless,‘he’sgood enough for one thing, I should judge — he can outjump any frog in Calaveras County.'


  “The fellertook the box again, and took anotherlong, particular look, and give it back 100 to Smiley,;and says, very deliberate 101,‘Well,’he says,‘I don't see no p'ints 102 about that frog that's any better'n any other frog 103.'


  “‘Maybe you don't,’Smiley says.‘Maybe you understand frogs and maybe you don't understand 'em 104; maybe you've had experience, and maybe you ain't 105 only aamature 106,as it were. Anyways 107, I've got my opinion and I'll riskforty dollarsthat he can out-jump any frog in Calaveras County.'


  “And the feller studied a minute, and then says, kinder sadlike 108,'Well, I'm only a stranger here,and I ain't 109 got no frog; but if I had a frog, I'd bet you.'


  “And then Smiley says, That's all right — that's all right — if you'll hold my box a minute, I'll go and get you a frog.' And so the feller took the box, and put up his forty dollars along with Smiley's and set down 110 to wait.


  “So he set there a good while thinking and thinking to hisself, and then he got the frog out and prized his mouth open and took a teaspoon and filled him full of quail shot — filled him pretty near up to his chin — and set him on the floor. Smiley he went to the swamp and slopped around in the mud fora longtime,and finally he ketched afrog,and fetched himin,and give him to thisfeller,and says:


  “'Now, if you're ready, set him alongside of Dan'I, with his fore-paws just even with Dan'I's, and I'll give the word.' Then he says,'One — two — three — git!'111 and him and the feller touched up 112 the frogs from behind, and the new frog hopped off lively, but Dan'I give a heave, and hysted 113 up his shoulders — so — like a Frenchman, but it warn't no use 114— he ;couldn't budge; he was planted as solid as a church, and he couldn't no more stirthan 115 if hewas anchored out.Smiley was a good deal surprised, and he was disgusted too, but he didn't have no idea 116 what the matter was, of course.


  "Thefeller took the money and started away; and when he was going out at the door, hesorter jerked his thumb over his shoulder — so — at Dan'l, and says again, very deliberate,‘Well’, he says,'Idon't see no p'ints about that frog that's any better'n any other frog.,


  "Smileyhe stood scratching his head and looking down at Dan'l a long time, and atlast he says,‘I do wonder what in the nation that frog throwed off 117 for — I wonder if there ain't 118 something the matter with him — he 'pears 119 to look mighty baggy, somehow.' And he ketched Dan'l by the nap 120 of the neck, and hefted him, and says,‘Why blame my cats if he don't weigh five pounds!121' and turned him upside down and he belched out a double handful of shot. And then he see 122 how itwas,and he was the maddest man — he set the frog down and took out after 123 thatfeller,but he never ketched him. And —"


  [Here Simon Wheeler heard his name called from the front yard, and got up to see whatwas wanted.] And turning to me as he moved away, he said, "Just set where you are, stranger, and rest easy — I ain't going to be gone a second."


  But, by your leave, Idid not think that a continuation of the history of the enterprisingvagabond Jim Smiley would be likely to afford m e much information concerning the Rev. Leonidas W.Smiley, and so I started away.


  At the door I met the sociable Wheeler returning, and he buttonholed me and recommenced:


  "Well, thish-yer. Smiley had a yaller 124 one-eyed cow that didn't have no tail, only jest 125 ashort stump like a bannanner 126,and —"


  "Oh!hang Smiley and his afflicted cow!" I muttered,good-naturedly, and bidding the oldgentleman good day, Ideparted


  Q


  1.Why do you think Mr. Wheeler is so eager to tell these stories?


  2. Does his audience share his enthusiasm in telling the stories?


  3.Do you thinkthe narrator and hislistener ever suspect the presence of humor? Why? Howdo you interpret their interactions?


  ■注释：


  1....I hereunto append the result.:I append the result to this writing; hereunto: hereto （法律文书常用语，意思是:to this document）。


  2. go to work:开始（做某事）。


  3. If that was the design, it succeeded.:如果这是其本意，他达到了目的。


  4. winning:讨人喜欢的。


  5. feller:fellow


  6. warn't:wasn't


  7. when he firstcome:when he first came


  8. so's: so long as


  9. uncommon lucky: uncommonly lucky


  10. most always: almost always


  11. there couldn't be no solit'ry thing mentioned but that feller'd offer to bet onit:there could be no solitary thing mentioned which thatfellow would not offer to bet on;but:that not;solitary:single


  12. ary: any


  13. flush:喜形于色。


  14. busted:输得精光。


  15. if there was two birds setting on a fence: if there were two birdssitting on a fence


  16. camp-meeting:野营布道会。


  17. reg'lar: regularly


  18. straddle bug:屎壳郎。


  19. anywheres: anywhere


  20. if you took him up:如果你同意跟他打赌。


  21.... he would foller... on the road.:他就是跟着那只屎壳郎一直到墨西哥,也一定要弄清它去什么地方,路上要走多久。foller:follow ； butwhat:but that


  22. Lots of the boys here has seen: Lots of the boys here have seen


  23.... it never made no difference...:...it never made any difference


  24. the dangestfeller:the most damned fellow;dang:damned


  25. laid very sick: layvery sick


  26.... it seemed as if they warn't going to save her...:看样子她没救了；they warn't: they weren't


  27....he comein:...he came in


  28. Smiley up and asked: Smiley came up and asked


  29.... she was consid'rabie better...:...she was considerably better.


  30. inf'nit'mercy:infinite mercy


  31. coming on so smart: she was coming on so smart （她的情形很不错）.


  32. Prov'dence: Providence


  33.Smiley,...,says:Smily,...,said


  34. she don't: she doesn't


  35. Thish-yer Smiley: This here Smiley; This Smiley


  36. give her two or three hundred yards' start:让它先跑两三百码。


  37. fetch up:到达。


  38. as near as you could cipher itdown:刚好让你能看清楚。


  39. money was up on him:赌注压在它身上。


  40. fo'castle: forecastle


  41. Andrew Jackson:安德鲁·杰克逊（1767-1845）,第七任美国总统，民主党人，当选总统后加强联邦政府权力,因此他的反对者称他为“安德鲁王”（King Andrew）。


  42. would never let on but what he was satisfied, and hadn't expected nothing else:除非找到它满意的地方下嘴咬,别处它决不咬；hadn't expected nothing else: had expected nothing else


  43. till the money was all up:直到钱全都押上了。


  44. jest: just


  45. j'int: joint


  46. throwed up the sponge: throw in the towel;认输（拳击比赛中,一方扔出海绵或毛巾表示认输）:throwed up:threw up


  47. if it was a year: even if it was a year


  48. come out winner: came out winner


  49. till he harnessed a dog once that didn't have no hind legs: till he was once pitted against a dog that had no hind legs


  50. pet holt: pet hold;爱咬之处


  51. he see: he saw


  52. he'd been imposed on:它受骗了。


  53. had him in the door:把它难住了。


  54.,peared: appeared


  55. sorter: sort of


  56. didn'ttry no more: didn't try any more


  57. his heart was broke: his heart was broken


  58. limped off a piece:一瘸一拐走到一边。


  59. laid down: lay down


  60. hisself: himself


  61. hadn't no opportunities: had no opportunities


  62. it don't stand to reason: it doesn't stand to reason


  63. them circumstances: these circumstances


  64. hadn't no talent: had no talent


  65. his,n: his


  66. all of them kind of things: all of these kind of things


  67. you couldn't fetch nothing for him to bet on but he'd match you: you could fetch nothing for him to bet on but he would match you;不管你拿什么和他打赌，他总能赢你。


  68. ketched: caught


  69. cal'lated: calculated


  70. never done nothing: did nothing


  71. learn that frog to jump: taught that frog to jump


  72. you betyou:you bet


  73. learn him: teach him


  74. if he got a good start:如果跳好了。


  75. come down flat-footed and all right:落下来四脚着地,稳稳当当。


  76. He got him up so in the matter of ketching flies:他教会它抓苍蝇；ketching: catching


  77. kep,: kept


  78. as furas:as far as


  79.'most: almost


  80. Dan'l Webster: Daniel Webster （1782-1852）,美国政治家、演说家、辉格党（美国共和党前身）领袖。马克·吐温家人支持该政党。


  81. quicker'n: quicker than


  82. off'n: off on


  83. ag'in: again


  84. as indifferent: as indifferently


  85. hadn't no idea: had no idea


  86. doin': doing


  87. more'n: more than


  88. straightfor'ard: straightforward


  89. itcome:it came


  90. jumping on a dead level:并肩起跳


  91. it come tothat:it came to that


  92. a red: a cent


  93. fellers: fellows


  94. everywheres: everywhere


  95. kep': kept


  96. come acrost: came/comes across


  97. itain't:it isn't


  98. looked at itcareful:looked at it carefully


  99. so 'tis: so it is


  100. give itback:gave it back


  101. says, verydeliberate:said,very deliberately


  102. I don't see no p'ints: I don't see any points


  103. that'sany better'n any other frog: that are any betterthan any other frog


  104.'em: them


  105. ain't: are


  106. a amature: an amateur


  107. Anyways: Anyway


  108. kinder sadlike: kind of sadlike


  109. ain't: haven't


  110. set down: sat down


  111. git: get; go


  112. him and the feller touched: he and the fellow touched


  113. hysted: hoisted


  114. it warn't no use: it was no use


  115. couldn't no more stirthan:couldn't stir any more than


  116. didn't have no idea: had no idea


  117. throwed off: threwoff


  118. thereain't:there isn't


  119.'pears: appears


  120. nap: nape


  121.“Whyblame my cats if he don't weigh five pounds!”:它要没有五磅重才怪呢！


  122. see: saw


  123. took out after:开始去追。


  124. yaller: yellow


  125. jest:见注释44。


  126. bannanner: banana


  · There are several kinds of stories, but only one difficult — the humorous.


  · A classic is something that everybody wants to have read and nobody wants to read.


  ——Mark Twain


  Unit9 Henry James （1843-1916）


  亨利·詹姆斯


  ■作者简介


  亨利·詹姆斯（Henry James，1843-1916），小说家。生于纽约市的一个富裕而又有教养的家庭，排行老二。父母并不看重正规的学校教育，经常带五个孩子去英国、瑞士、法国、德国等欧洲国家旅游或小住，请家教指导他们学习这些国家的语言和文化。詹姆斯19岁时进入哈佛大学法学院，但因受豪威尔斯等作家的影响对文学产生兴趣，不久便终止了法律学习。1864年在久负盛名的《北美评论》上发表第一篇评论。次年又发表了第一篇短篇小说。尔后的十年间，他去欧洲旅行，致力于文学创作，并结识了屠格涅夫、福楼拜、左拉、乔治·艾略特、拉斯金、丁尼生、布朗宁等著名作家。受欧洲文化的强烈吸引，他在1875年发表了第一部短篇小说集《热衷游历的人》（A Passionate ;Pilgrim）和长篇小说《罗德里克·赫德森》（Roderick Hudson）之后，开始定居欧洲，先是在巴黎，后又去了伦敦。去世的前一年，由于不满美国迟迟没有参加一战，他愤然放弃美国公民身份，加入了英国国籍。詹姆斯一生十分勤奋，写下了大量的不同类型的作品，有长篇小说22部、短篇小说114篇、剧本15个、评论约10部、传记5部、游记7部、书信15000多封。他的纽约版《亨利·詹姆斯小说、故事集》（1907-1917）（The Novels and Tales of Henry James）共出了26卷。詹姆斯的主要成就在中长篇小说方面，代表作有《一个美国人》（The American，1877）、《黛西·密勒》（Daisy Miller，1879）、《一个女士的画像》（The Portrait of a Lady，1881）、《波士顿人》（The Bostonians，1886）、《卡萨玛西玛公主》（The Princess of Casamassima，1886）、《波音敦的珍藏品》（The Spoils of Poynton，1897）、《螺丝在拧紧》（The Turn of the Screw，1898）、《未成熟的少年时代》（The Awkward Age， 1899）、《鸽翼》（The Wings of the Dove，1902）、《专使》（The Ambassadors，1903）、《金碗》（The Golden Bowl， 1904）。詹姆斯作品的主题主要有单纯的美国人与世故的欧洲人之间的文化冲突、艺术家与作家的快乐与清高等。但他更为重视表现主题的手法。他的重要论文《小说的艺术》（“The Art of Fiction”，1884）要求评论家和普通读者依据技巧而不是主题来判断一个作家。詹姆斯常用的技巧包括有限的第三人称视点和心理现实主义。尽管詹姆斯的艺术追求有违于当时的大众趣味，他的成就还是得到了高度的肯定。哈佛大学和牛津大学先后于1911年和1912年授予他名誉博士学位。英王乔治五世1916年同他颁发了殊勋勋章。1916年，他病逝于伦敦。
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  ■赏析


  在国外定居多年之后，詹姆斯于1904年8月至1905年7月重访了美国。其间，詹姆斯出席了罗斯福（Theodore Roosevelt）总统的宴请，会见了一些朋友与名流，去全国不少地方作了讲演。返回英国后，他写了《美国所见》（The American Scene， 1907），评述故土的种种令人困惑的巨变，包括喧闹的城市、繁忙的开发区、汹涌的移民潮、愚钝而又自傲的上层社会等。他也写了一些小说表达类似的感受，《快乐的一角》（The Jolly Corner）就是其中的一篇代表作。


  小说主人公斯宾塞·布莱顿（Spencer Brydon）在欧洲生活了33年后又回到纽约。尽管这次回来只为察看所继承的两处房产（其中一处位于曼哈顿华盛顿广场附近的“快乐的一角”），他对家乡的巨变也非常关注。庞大的建筑、匆忙的人流、兴旺的经济，这些使斯宾塞觉得自己有些格格不入。只有旧时的女友艾丽斯·斯苔弗顿（Alice Staverton）依然如故，还能够理解他复杂的感受。艾丽斯说她梦到过斯宾塞的他我（alter ego），此人不曾离开过纽约，现已成为房地产业的巨头。斯宾塞也在想象自己如果一直待在纽约会变成什么样子，希望能亲眼看到这个他我。一个夜深人静的晚上，斯宾塞终于在空房子的一间屋里见到了他:他衣冠楚楚，但面目可憎。第二天，被吓晕了的斯宾塞在艾丽斯的怀中苏醒过来，得知艾丽斯再次梦见这个他我后仍然能接受他，仿佛有了一种回家的感觉。


  斯宾塞当年为了艺术理想而告别充满商业气息的纽约，去了欧洲。他一直把自己以及所从事的艺术看得过于纯洁与高贵，从未正视过艾丽斯向他指出的这样两个事实，一是他的精神追求离不开其房产的租金为他提供的物质基础，二是他身上也具备经营房地产的素质。在他努力正视这些痛苦的事实，直面那可怕的他我的过程中，自我与他我、艺术与金钱、尊贵与卑贱之间的界限松动了。艾丽斯虽然一直生活在美国，却有着过人的见识与涵养。她不但帮助斯宾塞看清了自我，也使斯宾塞对他所崇拜的欧洲和所鄙视的美国开始产生新的认识。


  在故事的叙述方面，作者根据不同需要对视点作了灵活处理。故事的叙述者基本属于全知型，从而使斯宾塞的所见所闻和思想感情得到较为客观、完整的展示。但他的视点也是有限的；艾丽斯的见解以及斯宾塞对艾丽斯的印象等内容就是通过斯宾塞传达给读者的。这又在一定程度上增强了小说在表现主观感受方面的真实性。小说中，作者的心理现实主义集中体现在对斯宾塞的他我的揭示上。小说把这个他我刻画成丑陋、卑劣的商人，并极力渲染其幽灵般的神秘与可怕，反映了作者对当时人们的内在现实的理解。


  将鬼魂内在化，把真我再现为鬼魂，也可看成作者对文学的鬼魂描写传统的发展。弗吉尼亚·伍尔夫曾指出:“詹姆斯笔下的鬼魂截然不同于以前的那些暴虐的鬼魂……。他们出生于我们的内心。”


  The Jolly Corner


  Ⅰ


  "Everyone asks me what I 'think' of everything,"said Spencer Brydon;"and I make answer as I can — begging or dodging the question,putting them off with any nonsense. It wouldn't ;matter to any of them really,"he went on, "for, even were it possible to meet in that stand-and-deliver 1 way so sillya demand on so big a subject, my 'thoughts' would still be almost altogether about something that concerns only myself." He was talking to Miss Staverton, with whom for a couple of months now he had availed himself of every possible occasion to talk; this disposition and this resource, this comfort and support, as the situation in fact presented itself, having promptly enough taken the first place in the considerable array of rather unattenuated surprises attending his so strangely belated return to America. Everything was somehow a surprise; and that might be natural when one had so long and so consistently neglected everything, taken pains to give surprises so much margin for play. He had given them more than thirty years —thirty-three,to be exact; and they now seemed to him to have organised their performance quite on the scale of that licence. He had been twenty-three on leaving New York — he was fifty-six to-day:unless indeed he were to reckon as he had sometimes, since his repatriation, found himself feeling; in which case he would have lived longer than is often allotted to man. It would have taken a century, he repeatedly said to himself, and said also to Alice Staverton, itwould have taken a longer absence and a more averted mind than those even of which he had been guilty, to pile up the differences, the newnesses, the queernesses, above allthe bignesses, for the better or the worse, that at present assaulted his vision wherever he looked.


  The great fact allthe while, however, had been the incalculability; since he had supposed himself,from decade to decade, to be allowing, and in the most liberal and intelligent manner, for brilliancy of change. He actually saw that he had allowed for nothing; he missed what he would have been sure of finding, he found what he would never have imagined. Proportions and values were upside-down; the ugly things he had expected, the ugly things of his far-away youth, when he had too promptly waked up to a sense of the ugly — these uncanny phenomena placed him rather, as ithappened,under the charm; whereas the"swagger"things, the modern, the monstrous, the famous things, those he had more particularly, like thousands of ingenuous enquirers every year, come over to see, were exactly his sources of dismay. They were as so many set traps for displeasure, above all for reaction, of which his restless tread was constantly pressing the spring. It was interesting, doubtless, the whole show, but itwould have been too disconcerting hadn't a certain finer truth saved the situation.He had distinctly not, in this steadier light, come over allfor the monstrosities; he had come, not only in the last analysis but quite on the face of the act, under an impulse with which they had nothing to do. He had come — putting the thing pompously — to look at his "property," which he had thus for a third of a century not been within four thousand miles of;or,expressing it less sordidly, he had yielded to the humour of seeing again his house on the jollycorner,as he usually, and quite fondly,described it — the one in which he had firstseen the light, in which various members of his family had lived and had died, in which the holidays of his overschooled boyhood had been passed and the few social flowers of his chilled adolescence gathered, and which, alienated then for so long a period, had, through the successive deaths of his two brothers and the termination of old arrangements, come wholly into his hands. He was the owner of another,;not quite so "good"— the jolly corner having been, from far back, superlatively extended and consecrated; and the value of the pair represented his main capital, with an income consisting, in these later years, of their respective rents which（thanksprecisely to their original excellent type） had never been depressingly low. He could live in "Europe,"as he had been in the habit of living, on the product of these flourishing New York leases, and all the better since, that of the second structure, the mere number in its long row, having within a twelvemonth fallen in, renovation at a high advance had proved beautifully possible.


  These were items of property indeed, but he had found himself since his arrival distinguishing more than ever between them. The house within the street, two bristling blocks westward, was already in course of reconstruction as a tall mass of flats; he had acceded, some time before, to overtures for this conversion — in which, now that it was going forward, it had been not the least of his astonishments to find himself able, on the spot, and though without a previous ounce of such experience, to participate with a certain intelligence, almost with a certain authority. He had lived his life with his back so turned to such concerns and his face addressed to those of so different an order that he scarce knew what to make of this lively stir,in a compartment of his mind never yet penetrated, of a capacity for business and a sense for construction. These virtues, so common all round him now, had been dormant in his own organism — where it might be said of them perhaps that they had slept the sleep of the just. At present, in the splendid autumn weather — the autumn at least was a pure boon in the terrible place — he loafed about his "work" undeterred, secretly agitated; not in the least "minding"that the whole proposition, as they said, was vulgar and sordid, and ready to climb ladders, to walk the plank, to handle materials and look wise about them, to ask questions, in fine, and challenge explanations and really "go into" figures.


  Itamused,it verily quite charmed him; and, by the same stroke, itamused,and even more, Alice Staverton, though perhaps charming her perceptibly less.She wasn't, however, going to be better-off forit,as he was — and so astonishingly much: nothing was now likely, he knew, ever to make her better-off than she found herself, in the afternoon of life, as the delicately frugal possessor and tenant of the small house in Irving Place to which she had subtly managed to cling through her almost unbroken New York career. If he knew the way to it now better than to any other address among the dreadful multiplied numberings which seemed to him to reduce the whole place to some vast ledger-page, overgrown, fantastic, of ruled and criss-crossed lines and figures — if he had formed, for his consolation, that habit, it was really not a little because of the charm of his having encountered and recognised, in the vast wilderness of the wholesale, breaking through the mere gross generalisation of wealth and force and success, a small still scene where items and shades, all delicatethings,kept the sharpness of the notes of a high voice perfectly trained, and where economy hung about like the scent of a garden. His old friend lived with one maid and herself dusted her relics and trimmed her lamps and polished her silver; she stood off, in the awful modern crush, when she could, but she sallied forth and did battle when the challenge was really to "spirit," the spirit she after allconfessed to, proudly and a little shyly,;as to that of the better time, that of their common, their quite far-away and antediluvian social period and order. She made use of the street-cars when need be, the terrible things that people scrambled for as the panic-sticken at sea scramble for the boats; she affronted, inscrutably, under stress, all the public concussions and ordeals; and yet, with that slim mystifying grace of her appearance, which defied you to say if she were a fair young woman who looked older through trouble, or a fine smooth older one who looked young through successful indifference;with her precious reference, above all, to memories and histories into which he could enter, she was as exquisite for him as some pale pressed flower（ararity to beginwith）,and,failing other sweetnesses,she was a sufficient reward of hiseffort. They had communities of knowledge,"their"knowledge（thisdiscriminating possessive was always on herlips）of presences of the other age, presences all overlaid, in his case, by the experience of a man and the freedom of a wanderer, overlaid by pleasure, by infidelity, by passages of life that were strange and dim to her, just by "Europe" in short, but still unobscured, still exposed and cherished, under that pious visitation of the spirit from which she had never been diverted.


  She had come with him one day to see how his "apartment-house" was rising; he had helped her over gaps and explained to her plans, and while they were there had happened to have, before her, a brief but lively discussion with the man in charge, the representative of the building-firm that had undertaken his work. He had found himself quite "standing-up" 2 to this personage over a failure on the latter's part to observe some detail of one of their noted conditions, and had so lucidly argued his case that, besides ever so prettily flushing, at the time, for sympathy in his triumph, she had afterwards said to him（thoughto a slightly greater effect ofirony）that he had clearly for too many years neglected a real gift. If he had but stayed at home he would have anticipated the inventor of the skyscraper. If he had but stayed at home he would have discovered his genius in time really to start some new variety of awful architectural hare and run it tillit burrowed in a goldmine.3 He was to remember these words, while the weeks elapsed, for the small silver ring they had sounded over the queerest and deepest of his own lately most disguised and most muffled vibrations.


  It had begun to be present to him after the firstfortnight,it had broken out with the oddest abruptness, this particular wanton wonderment: it met him there — and this was the image under which he himself judged the matter, or at least, not a little, thrilled and flushed with it —very much as he might have been met by some strange figure, some unexpected occupant, at a turn of one of the dim passages of an empty house. The quaint analogy quite hauntingly remained with him, when he didn't indeed rather improve it by a still intenser form: that of his opening a door behind which he would have made sure of finding nothing, a door into a room shuttered and void, and yet so coming, with a great suppressed start, on some quite erect confronting presence, something planted in the middle of the place and facing him through the dusk. After that visit to the house in construction he walked with his companion to see the other and always so much the better one, which in the eastward direction formed one of the corners, the "jolly" one precisely, of the street now so generally dishonoured and disfigured ;in its westward reaches, and of the comparatively conservative Avenue.4 The Avenue still had pretensions, as Miss Staverton said, to decency; the old people had mostly gone, the old names were unknown, and here and there an old association seemed to stray, allvaguely,like some very aged person, out too late, whom you might meet and feel the impulse to watch or follow,in kindness, for safe restoration to shelter.


  [image: figure_0112_0018]


  They went intogether,our friends; he admitted himself with hiskey,as he kept no one there, he explained, preferring, for his reasons, to leave the place empty, under a simple arrangement with a good woman living in the neighbourhood and ;who came for a daily hour to open windows and dustand sweep. Spencer Brydon had his reasons and was growingly aware of them; they seemed to him better each time he was there, though he didn't name them all to his companion, any more than he told her as yet how often, how quite absurdly often, he himself came. He only let her see for the present, while they walked through the great blank rooms, that absolute vacancy reigned and that, from top to bottom, there was nothing but Mrs. Muldoon's ;broomstick, in a corner, to tempt the burglar. Mrs. Muldoon was then on the premises, and she loquaciously attended the visitors, preceding them from room to room and pushing back shutters and throwing up sashes-all to show them, as she remarked, how littlethere was to see. There was little indeed to see in the great gaunt shell where the main dispositions and the general apportionment ofspace,the style of an age of ampler allowances, had nevertheless for its master their honest pleading message, affecting him as some good old servant's, some lifelong retainer's appeal for a character, or even for a retiring-pension; yet it was also a remark of Mrs. Muldoon's that,glad as she was to oblige him by her noonday round, there was a request she greatly hoped he would never make of her. If he should wish her for any reason to come in after dark she would just tellhim,if he "plased," that he must ask it of somebody else.


  The fact that there was nothing to see didn't militate for the worthy woman against what one might see, and she put it frankly to Miss Staverton that no lady could be expected to like, could she? "crapping up to thim top storeys in the ayvil hours." 5 The gas and the electric light were off the house, and she fairly evoked a gruesome vision of her march through the great grey rooms —so many of them as there were too! with her glimmering taper. Miss Staverton met her honest glare with a smile and the profession that she herself certainly would recoil from such an adventure. Spencer Brydon meanwhile held his peace — for the moment; the question of the "evil" hours in his old home had already become too grave for him. He had begun some time since to "crape,"and he knew just why a packet of candles addressed to that pursuit had been stowed by his own hand, three weeks before, at the back of a drawer of the fine old sideboard that occupied, as a "fixture," the deep recess in the dining-room. Just now he laughed at his companions — quickly however changing the subject; for the reason that, in the first place, his laugh struck him even ;at that moment as starting the odd echo, the conscious human resonance（hescarce knew how to qualifyit）that sounds made while he was there alone sent back to his ear or his fancy; and that, in the second, he imagined Alice Staverton for the instant on the point of asking him, with a divination, if he ever so prowled. There were divinations he was unprepared for, and he had at all events averted enquiry by the time Mrs. Muldoon had leftthem,passing on to other parts.


  There was happily enough to say, on so consecrated a spot, that could be said freely and fairly; so that a whole train of declarations was precipitated by his friend's having herself broken out,after a yearning look round:"But I hope you don't mean they want you to pullthisto pieces!"His answer came, promptly, with his re-awakened wrath: it was of course exactly what they wanted, and what they were "at" him for, daily, with the iteration of people who couldn't fortheir life understand a man's liability to decent feelings. He had found the place, just as it stood and beyond what he could express, an interest and a joy. There were values other than the beastly rent-values, and in short, in short—！But it was thus Miss Staverton took him up."Inshort you're to make so good a thing of your skyscraper that, living in luxury on those ill-gotten gains, you can afford for a while to be sentimental here!" Her smile had forhim,with the words, the particular mild irony with which he found half her talk suffused; an irony without bitterness and thatcame,exactly, from her having so much imagination — not, likethe cheap sarcasms with which one heard most people, about the world of "society," bid for the reputation of cleverness, from nobody's really having any. It was agreeable to him at this very moment to be sure that when he had answered, after a brief demur, "Well yes:so, precisely, you may put it!" her imagination would still do him justice. He explained that even if never a dollarwere to come to him from the other house he would nevertheless cherish this one; and hedwelt,further,while they lingered and wandered, on the fact of the stupefaction he was already exciting, the positive mystification he felt himself create.


  He spoke of the value of all he read intoit,intothe mere sight of thewalls,mere shapes of the rooms,mere sound of the floors, mere feel, in his hand, of the old silver-plated knobs of the several mahogany doors, which suggested the pressure of the palms of the dead; the seventy years of the past in fine that these things represented, the annals of nearly three generations, counting his grandfather's, the one that had ended there, and the impalpable ashes of his long-extinct youth, afloat in the very air like microscopic motes. She listened to everything; she was a woman who answered intimately but who utterly didn't chatter.She scattered abroad therefore no cloud ofwords; she could assent, she could agree, above all she could encourage, without doing that. Only at the last she went a little further than he had done himself. "And then how do you know? You may still, afterall,want to live here." It rather indeed pulled him up, for it wasn't what he had been thinking,at least in her sense of the words. "You mean I may decide to stay on for the sake of it?"


  "Well,with such a home —!" But, quite beautifully, she had too much tact to dot somonstrous anI,and it was precisely an illustration of the way she didn't rattle. How could any one —of my wit — insist on any one else's "wanting" to live in New York?


  "Oh,"he said, "I might have lived here（sinceIhad my opportunity early in life）;I might have put in here all these years. Then everything would have been different enough — and, I ;dare say,‘funny’enough. But that's another matter. And then the beauty of it — I mean of my perversity,of my refusal to agree to a ‘deal’— is just in the total absence of a reason. Don't you see that ifI had a reason about the matter at all it would have to be the other way, and would then be inevitably a reason of dollars? There are no reasons here but of dollars. Let us therefore have none whatever — not the ghost of one."


  They were back in the hall then for departure, but from where they stood the vista waslarge, through an open door, into the great square main saloon, with its almost antique felicity of brave spaces between windows. Her eyes came back from that reach and met his own a moment. "Are you very sure the ‘ghost’of one doesn't, much rather, serve —?"


  He had a positive sense of turning pale. But it was as near as they were then to come. Forhe made answer, he believed, between a glare and a grin:"Oh ghosts — of course the place must swarm with them! I should be ashamed of it if it didn't. Poor Mrs. Muldoon's right, and it's why I haven't asked her to do more than look in."


  Miss Staverton's gaze again lost itself, and things she didn't utter, it was clear, came and went in her mind. She might even for the minute, off there in the fine room, have imaginedsome element dimly gathering. Simplified like the death-mask of a handsome face, it perhaps produced for her just then an effect akin to the stir of an expression in the "set" commemorative plaster. Yet whatever her impression may have been she produced instead a vague platitude."Well, if it were only furnished and lived in —!"


  She appeared to imply that in case of its being stillfurnished he might have been a littleless opposed to the idea of a return.But she passed straight into the vestibule, as if to leave her words behind her, and the next moment he had opened the house-door and was standing with her on the steps. He closed the door and, while he re-pocketed his key, looking up and down, they took in the comparatively harsh actuality of the Avenue, which reminded him of the assault of the outer light of the Desert on the traveller emerging from an Egyptian tomb. But he risked before they stepped into the street his gathered answer to her speech. "For me it is lived in.For me itis furnished." At which it was easy for her to sigh "Ah yes!" all vaguely and discreetly; since his parents and his favouritesister,to say nothing of other kin, in numbers, had run their course and met their end there. That represented, within the walls, ineffaceable life.


  It was a few days after this that, during an hour passed with her again, he had expressed his impatience of the too flattering curiosity — among the people he met — about hisappreciation of New York. He had arrived at none at all that was socially producible, and as for that matter of his "thinking"（thinking the better or the worse of anythingthere）he was wholly taken up with one subject of thought. It was mere vain egoism, and itwas moreover, if she liked, a morbid obsession. He found all things come back to the question of what he personally might have been, how he might have led his life and "turned out," if he had not so, at the outset, given it up. And confessing for the first time to the intensity within him of this absurd speculation — which but proved also, no doubt, the habit of too selfishly thinking—he affirmed the impotence there of any other source of interest,any other native appeal."Whatwould ithave made of me, what would ithave made of me? I keep forever wondering, all idiotically; as if I could possibly know! I see what ithas made of dozens of others, those I meet, and it positively aches within me, to the point of exasperation, that it would have made something of me as well. Only I can't make out what, and the worry ofit,the small rage of curiosity never to be satisfied, brings back what I remember to have felt, once or twice, after judging best, for reasons, to burn some important letter unopened. I've been sorry, I've hated it — I've never known what was in the letter. You may of course say it's trifle —!"


  "I don't say it's a trifle," Miss Staverton gravely interrupted.


  She was seated by her fire, and before her, on his feet and restless, he turned to and fro between this intensity of his idea and a fitful and unseeing inspection, through his single eye-glass, of the dear little old objects on her chimney-piece. Her interruption made him for an instant look at her harder. "I shouldn't care if you did!" he laughed,however;"and it's only a figure, at any rate, for the way I now feel.Not to have followed my perverse young course —and almost in the teeth of my father's curse, as I may say; not to have kept it up, so,‘over there,’from that day to this, without a doubt or a pang; not, above all, to have likedit,to have lovedit,so much, loved it, no doubt, with such an abysmal conceit of my own preference:some variation from that, Isay,must have produced some different effect for my life and for my ‘form.,I should have stuck here — if it had been possible; and I was too young, at twenty-three, to judge, pour deux sous,6 whether it were possible. IfI had waited I might have seen it was,and then I might have been, by staying here, something nearer to one of these types who have been hammered so hard and made so keen by their conditions. It isn't that I admire them so much — the question of my charm in them, or of any charm, beyond that of the rank money-passion, exerted by their conditions for them, has nothing to do with the matter: it's only a question of what fantastic, yet perfectly possible, development of my own nature I mayn't have missed. It comes over me that I had then a strange alter ego deep down somewhere withinme, as the full-blown flower is in the small tight bud, and that I just took the course, I just transferred him to the climate, that blighted him for once and for ever."


  "Andyou wonder about the flower," Miss Staverton said. "So do Iif you want to know;and so I've been wondering these several weeks. I believe in the flower,"she continued, "I feel it would have been quite splendid, quite huge and monstrous."


  "Monstrousabove all!"her visitor echoed; "and I imagine, by the same stroke, quitehideous and offensive."


  "Youdon't believe that," she returned;"ifyou did you wouldn't wonder. You'd know, andthat would be enough for you. What you feel — and what I feel for you — is that you'd have had power."


  "You'dhave liked me that way?" he asked.


  She barely hung fire.7 "How should I not have liked you?"


  "I see. You'd have liked me, have preferred me, a billionaire!"


  "Howshould I not have liked you?"she simply again asked.


  He stood before her still — her question kept him motionless. He took itin,so much there was of it and indeed his not otherwise meeting it testified to that."I know at least what I am,"he simply went on;"the other side of the medal's clear enough. I've not been edifying —I believe I'm thought in a hundred quarters to have been barely decent. I've followed strangepaths and worshipped strange gods; it must have come to you again and again — in fact you've admitted to me as much — that I was leading, at my time these thirty years, a selfish frivolous scandalous life. And you see what it has made of me."


  She just waited, smiling at him. "You see what it has made of me."


  "Oh you're a person whom nothing can have altered. You were born to be what you are,anywhere, anyway: you've the perfection nothing else could have blighted.And don't you see how,without my exile, I shouldn,t have been waiting till now —?"But he pulled up for the strange pang.


  "Thegreat thing to see," she presently said, "seems to m e to be that it has spoilednothing. It hasn't spoiled your being here at last. It hasn't spoiled this. It hasn't spoiled your speaking —"She also however faltered.


  He wondered at everything her controlled emotion might mean. "Do you believe then —too dreadfully!— that I am as good as I might ever have been?"


  "Oh no! Far from it!"With which she got up from her chair and was nearer to him."But Idon't care,"she smiled.


  "Youmean I'm good enough?"


  She considered a little."Willyou believe itif I say so? I mean will you let that settle your question for you?"And then as if making out in his face that he drew back from this, that he had some idea which, however absurd, he couldn't yet bargain away:"Oh you don't care either —but very differently: you don't care for anything but yourself."


  Spencer Brydon recognised it — it was in fact what he had absolutely professed. Yet he importantly qualified. "He isn't myself. He's the just so totally other person.But I do want to see him,"he added. "And I can. And I shall."


  Their eyes met for a minute while he guessed from something in hers that she divined hisstrange sense. But neither of them otherwise expressed it, and her apparent understanding, with no protesting shock, no easy derision, touched him more deeply than anything yet, constituting for his stifled perversity, on the spot, an element that was like breatheabie air. What she said however was unexpected. "Well, I've seen him."


  "You -?"


  "I've seen him in a dream."


  "Oh a ‘dream’-!" It let him down.


  "But twiceover,"she continued."Isaw him as I see you now."


  "You've dreamed the same dream —?"


  "Twiceover,"she repeated."Thevery same."


  This did somehow a little speak to him, as italso gratified him."You dream about me at that rate?"


  "Ahabout him!" she smiled.


  His eyes again sounded her. "Then you know all about him." And as she said nothing more:"What's the wretch like?"


  She hesitated, and it was as if he were pressing her so hard that, resisting for reasons of her own, she had to turn away. "I'll tell you some other time!"


  Ⅱ


  It was after this that there was most of a virtue for him, most of a cultivated charm, most of a preposterous secret thrill, in the particular form of surrender to his obsession and of address to what he more and more believed to be his privilege. It was what in these weeks he was living for —since he reallyfelt life to begin but after Mrs. Muldoon had retired from the scene and, visiting the ample house from attic to cellar, making sure he was alone, he knew himself in safe possession and,as he tacitly expressedit,lethimself go. He sometimes came twice in the twenty-four hours;the moments he liked best were those of gathering dusk, of the short autumn twilight;this was the time of which, again and again, he found himself hoping most. Then he could, as seemed to him, most intimately wander and wait, linger and listen, feel his fine attention, never in his life before so fine, on the pulse of the great vague place: he preferred the lampless hour and only wished he might have prolonged each day the deep crepuscular spell. Later — rarely muchbefore midnight, but then for a considerable vigil — he watched with his glimmering light;moving slowly, holding it high, playing it far rejoicing above all, as much as he might, in open vistas, reaches of communication between rooms and by passages; the long straight chance or show, as he would have calledit,forthe revelation he pretended to invite. It was a practice he found he could perfectly "work" without exciting remark; no one was in the least the wiser for it; even Alice Staverton,who was moreover a well of discretion, didn't quite fully imagine.


  He let himself in and let himself out with the assurance of calm proprietorship; and accident so far favoured him that, if a fatAvenue "officer" had happened on occasion to see him entering ateleven-thirty,he had never yet, to the best of his belief, been noticed as emerging at two. He walked there on the crisp November nights, arrived regularly at the evening's end; it was as easy to do this after dining out as to take his way to a club or to his hotel. When he lefthisclub,if he hadn't been dining out, it was ostensibly to go to his hotel; and when he left hishotel,if he had spent a part of the evening there, it was ostensibly to go to his club. Everything was easy in fine; everything conspired and promoted: there was truly even in the strain of his experience something that glossed over, something that salved and simplified, all the rest of consciousness. He circulated, talked, renewed, loosely and pleasantly, old relations — met indeed, so far as he could, new expectations and seemed to make out on the whole that inspite of thecareer,of such different contacts, which he had spoken of to Miss Staverton as ministering so little, for those who might have watchedit,to edification, he was positively rather liked than not.He was a dimsecondary social success — and all with people who had truly not an idea of him. It was all mere surface sound, this murmur of their welcome, this popping of their corks — just as his gestures ;of response were the extravagant shadows, emphatic in proportion as they meant little, of somegame of ombres chinoises.8 He projected himself allday,inthought,straight over the bristling line of hard unconscious heads and into the other, the real, the waiting life; the life that, as soon as he had heard behind him the click of his great house-door, began for him, on the jollycorner,as beguilingly as the slow opening bars of some rich music follows the tap of the conductor's wand.


  He always caught the first effect of the steel point of his stick on the old marble of the hallpavement, large black-and-white squares that he remembered as the admiration of his childhood and that had then made in him, as he now saw, for the growth of an early conception of style. This effect was the dim reverberation tinkle as of some far-off bell hung who should say where?—in the depths of the house, of the past, of that mystical other world that might have nourished for him had he not, for weal or woe, abandoned it. On this impression he did ever the same thing; he put his stick noiselessly away in a corner — feeling the place once more in the likeness of some great glass bowl, all precious concave crystal, set delicately humming by the play of a moist finger round its edge. The concave crystal held, as itwere,this mystical other world, and the indescribably fine murmur of its rim was the sigh there, the scarce audible pathetic wail to his strained ear, of allthe old baffled forsworn possibilities. What he did therefore by this appeal of hisflushed presence was to wake them into such measure of ghostly life as they might still enjoy. They were shy, all but unappeasably shy, but they weren't really sinister; at least they weren't as he had hitherto feltthem — before they had taken the Form he so yearned to make them take, the Form he at moments saw himself in the light of fairly hunting on tiptoe, the points of his evening-shoes,from room to room and from storey to storey.


  That was the essence of his vision — which was all rank folly, if one would, while he was out of the house and otherwise occupied, but which took on the last verisimilitude as soon as he was placed and posted. He knew what he meant and what he wanted; it was as clear as the figure on a cheque presented in demand for cash. His alter ego "walked"— that was the note of his image of him, while his image of his motive for his own odd pastime was the desire to waylay him and meet him. He roamed, slowly, warily, but all restlessly, he himself did — Mrs. Muldoon had been right, absolutely, with her figure of their "craping"; and the presence he watched for would roam restlessly too. But it would be as cautious and as shifty;the conviction of its probable, in fact its already quite sensible, quite audible evasion of pursuit grew for him from night to night, laying on him finally a rigour to which nothing in his life had been comparable. It had been the theory of many superficially-judging persons, he knew, that he was wasting that life in a surrender to sensations, but he had tasted of no pleasure so fine as his actual tension, had been introduced to no sport that demanded at once the patience and the nerve of this stalking of a creature more subtle, yet at bay perhaps more formidable, than any beast of the forest. The terms, the comparisons, the very practices of the chase positively came again into play; there were even moments when passages of his occasional experience as a sportsman, stirred memories, from his younger time, of moor and mountain and desert, revived for him — and to the increase of his keenness — by the tremendous force of analogy.;He found himself at moments—once he had placed his single light on some mantel-shelf or in some recess — stepping back into shelter or shade, effacing himself behind a door or in an embrasure, as he had sought of old the vantage of rock and tree; he found himself holding his breath and living in the joy of the instant, the supreme suspense created by big game alone.


  He wasn't afraid（thoughputting himself the question as he believed gentlemen on Bengal tiger-shoots or in close quarters with the great bear of the Rokies had been known to confess to having put it）;and this indeed — since here at least he might be frank!— because of the impression, so intimate and so strange, that he himself produced as yet a dread, produced certainly a strain, beyond the liveliest he was likely to feel. They fell for him into categories, they fairly became familiar, the signs, for his own perception, of the alarm his presence and his vigilance created; though leaving him always to remark, portentously, on his probably having formed a relation, his probably enjoying a consciousness, unique in the experience of man. People enough, first and last, had been in terror of apparitions, but who had ever before so turned the tables and become himself, in the apparitional world, an incalculable terror? He might have found this sublime had he quite dared to think of it; but he didn't too much insist, truly, on that side of his privilege. With habit and repetition he gained to an extraordinary degree the power to penetrate the dusk of distances and the darkness ofcorners,to resolve back into their innocence treacheries of uncertain light, the evil-looking forms taken in the gloom by mere shadows, by accidents of theair,by shifting effects of perspective; putting down his dim luminary he could still wander on withoutit,pass into other rooms and, only knowing it was there behind him in case of need, see his way about, visually project for his purpose a comparative clearness. It made him feel,this acquired faculty, like some monstrous stealthy cat;he wondered if he would have glared at these moments with large shining yellow eyes, and what it mightn't verily be, forthe poor hard-pressed alterego,to be confronted with such a type.


  He liked however the open shutters; he opened everywhere those Mrs. Muldoon had closed, closing them as carefully afterwards, so that she shouldn't notice: he liked — oh this he did like, and above all in the upper rooms!— the sense of the hard silver of the autumn stars through the window-panes, and scarcely less the flare of the street-lamps below, the white electric lustre which it would have taken curtains to keep out. This was human actual social; this was of the world he had livedin,and he was more at his ease certainly for the countenance, coldly general and impersonal, that all the while and in spite of his detachment it seemed to give him. He had support of course mostly in the rooms at the wide front and the prolonged side; it failed him considerably in the central shades and the parts at the back. But if he sometimes, on his rounds, was glad of his optical reach, so none the less often the rear of the house affected him as the very jungle of his prey. The place was there more subdivided; a large“extension”in particular, where small rooms for servants had been multiplied, abounded in nooks and corners, in closets and passages, in the ramifications especially of an ample back staircase over which he leaned, many a time, to look far down — not deterred from his gravity even while aware that he might, for a spectator, have figured some solemn simpleton playing at hide-and-seek. Outside in fact ;he might himself make that ironic rapprochement; but within the walls, and in spite of the clear windows, his consistency was proof against the cynical lightof New York.


  It had belonged to that idea of the exasperated consciousness of his victim to become areal test for him; since he had quite put it to himself from the first that, oh distinctly! he could "cultivate"his whole perception. He had felt it as above all open to cultivation — which indeed was but another name for his manner of spending his time. He was bringing it on, bringing it to perfection, by practice; in consequence of which it had grown so fine that he was now aware of impressions, attestations of his general postulate, that couldn't have broken upon him at once. This was the case more specifically with a phenomenon at last quite frequent for him in the upperrooms, the recognition — absolutely unmistakable, and by a turn dating from a particular hour, his resumption of his campaign after a diplomatic drop, a calculated absence of three nights — of his being definitely followed, tracked at a distance carefully taken and to the express end that he should the lessconfidently,lessarrogantly,appear to himself merely to pursue. Itworried,it finally quite broke him up, for it proved, of all the conceivable impressions, the one least suited to his book. He was kept in sight while remaining himself — as regards the essence of his position —sightless, and his only recourse then was in abrupt turns, rapid recoveries of ground.He wheeled about, retracing his steps, as if he might so catch in his face at least the stirred air of some other quick revolution. It was indeed true that his fully dislocalised thought of these manoeuvres recalled to him Pantaloon, at the Christmas farce, buffeted and ticked from behind by ubiquitous Harlequin; 10 but it left intact the influence of the conditions themselves each time he was re-exposed to them, so that in fact this association, had he suffered it to become constant, would on a certain side have but ministered to his intenser gravity. He had made, as I have said, to create on the premises the baseless sense of a reprieve, his three absences; and the result of the third was to confirm the after-effect of the second.


  On his return, that night — the night succeeding his last intermission — he stood in the hall and looked up the staircase with a certainty more intimate than any he had yet known. "He's there, at the top, and waiting — not, as in general, falling back for disappearance. He's holding his ground, and it's the first time — which is a proof, isn't it? that something has happened for him." So Brydon argued with his hand on the banister and his foot on the lowest stair; in which position he felt as never before the air chilled by his logic. He himself turned cold in it, for he seemed of a sudden to know what now was involved. "Harder pressed?— yes, he takes it in,with its thus making clear to him that I've come, as they say,‘tostay.’He finally doesn't like and can't bearit,in the sense, Imean,that his wrath, his menaced interest,now balances with his dread. I've hunted him till he has ‘turned’:that, up there, is what has happened — he's the fanged or the antlered animal brought at last to bay."There came to him, as I say — but determined by an influence beyond my notation!— the acuteness of this certainty; under which however the next moment he had broken into a sweat that he would as little have consented to attribute to fear as he would have dared immediately to act upon it for enterprise.It marked none the less a prodigious thrill, a thrill that represented sudden dismay, no doubt, but also ;represented, and with the selfsame throb, the strangest, the most joyous, possibly the next minute almost the proudest, duplication of consciousness.


  "Hehas been dodging, retreating, hiding, but now, worked up to anger, he'll fight!"— this intense impression made a single mouthful, as it were, of terror and applause. But what was wondrous was that the applause, for the felt fact, was so eager, since, ifit was his other self he was running to earth, this ineffable identity was thus in the last resort not unworthy of him. It bristled there — somewhere near at hand, however unseen still — as the hunted thing, even as the trodden worm of the adage must last bristle;and Brydon at this instant tasted probably of a sensation more complex than had ever before found itself consistent with sanity. It was as ifit would have shamed him that a character so associated with his own should triumphantly succeed in just skulking, should to the end not risk the open; so that the drop of this danger was, on the spot, a great lift of the whole situation. Yet with another rare shift of the same subtlety he was already tying to measure by how much more he himself might now be in peril of fear; so rejoicing that he could, in another form, actively inspire thatfear,and simultaneously quaking for the form in which he might passively know it.


  The apprehension of knowing it must after a little have grown in him, and the strangest moment of his adventure perhaps, the most memorable or really most interesting, afterwards, of his crisis, was the lapse of certain instants of concentrated conscious combat, the sense of a need to hold on to something, even after the manner of a man slipping and slipping on some awful incline; the vivid impulse, above all, to move, to act, to charge, somehow and upon something — to show himself, in a word, that he wasn't afraid. The state of "holding-on"was thus the state to which he was momentarily reduced; if there had been anything, in the great vacancy, to seize, he would presently have been aware of having clutched it as he might under a shock at home have clutched the nearest chair-back. He had been surprised at my rate — of this he was aware — into something unprecedented since his original appropriation of the place; he had closed his eyes, held them tight, for a long minute, as with that instinct of dismay and that terror of vision. When he opened them the room, the other contiguous rooms, extraordinarily, seemed lighter — so light, almost, that at first he took the change for day. He stood firm, however that might be, just where he had paused; his resistance had helped him —it was as if there were something he had tided over. He knew after a littlewhat this was —it had been in the imminent danger of flight.He had stiffened his will against going; without this he would have made for the stairs, and it seemed to him that, still with his eyes closed, he would have descended them, would have known how, straight and swiftly, to the bottom.


  Well, as he had held out, here he was — still at the top, among the more intricate upper rooms and with the gauntlet of the others, of all the rest of the house, still to run when it should be his time to go. He would go at his time — only at his time: didn't he go every night very much at the same hour? He took out his watch — there was light for that: it was scarcely a quarter past one, and he had never withdrawn so soon. He reached his lodgings for the most part at two — with his walk of a quarter of an hour. He would wait for the last quarter — he ;wouldn't stir till then; and he kept his watch there with his eyes onit,reflecting while he held it that this deliberate wait, a wait with an effort, which he recognised, would serve perfectly for the attestation he desired to make. Itwould prove his courage — unless indeed the latter might most be proved by his budging at last from his place. What he mainly felt now was that, since he hadn't originally scuttled, he had his dignities — which had never in his life seemed so many — all to preserve and to carry aloft. This was before him in truth as a physical image, an image almost worthy of an age of greater romance. That remark indeed glimmered for him only to glow the next instant with a finer light; since what age of romance, after all, could have matched either the state of his mind or, "objectively," as they said, the wonder of his situation? The only difference would have been that, brandishing his dignities over his head as in a parchment scroll, he might then — that is in the heroic time — have proceeded downstairs with a drawn sword in his other gasp.


  At present, really, the light he had set down on the mantel of the next room would have to figure his sword; which utensil, in the course of a minute, he had taken the requisite number of steps to possess himself of. The door between the rooms was open, and from the second another door opened to a third.These rooms, as he remembered, gave all three upon a common corridor as well, but there was a fourth, beyond them, without issue save through the preceding. To have moved, to have heard his step again, was appreciably a help; though even in recognising this he lingered once more a little by the chimney-piece on which his light had rested.When he next moved, just hesitating where to turn, he found himself considering a circumstance that, after his first and comparatively vague apprehension ofit,produced in him the start that often attends some pang of recollection, the violent shock of having ceased happily to forget. He had come into sight of the door in which the brief chain of communication ended and which he now surveyed from the nearer threshold, the one not directly facing it. Placed at some distance to the leftof this point, it would have admitted him to the last room of thefour,the room without other approach or egress, had itnot,to his intimate conviction, been closed since his former visitation, the matter probably of a quarter of an hour before. He stared with all his eyes at the wonder of the fact, arrested again where he stood and again holding his breath while he sounded itssense.Surely it had been subsequently closed — that is it had been on his previous passage indubitably open!


  He took it full in the face that something had happened between — that he couldn't not have noticed before（bywhich he meant on his original tour of allthe rooms thatevening）that such a barrier had exceptionally presented itself. He had indeed since that moment undergone an agitation so extraordinary that it might have muddled for him any earlier view; and he tried to convince himself that he might perhaps then have gone into the room and, inadvertently, automatically,on coming out, have drawn the door after him. The difficulty was that this exactly was what he never did; it was against his whole policy, as he might have said, the essence of which was to keep vistas clear. He had them from the first, as he was well aware, quite on the brain: the strange apparition, at the far end of one of them, of his baffled "prey" （which had ;become by so sharp an irony so little the term now toapply!）was the form of success his imagination had most cherished, projecting into it always a refinement of beauty. He hadknown fifty times the start of perception that had afterwards dropped; had fifty times gasped to himself "There!" under some fond brief hallucination. The house, as the case stood, admirably lent itself; he might wonder at the taste, the native architecture of the particular time, which could rejoice so in the multiplication of doors — the opposite extreme to the modern, the actual almost complete proscription of them; but it had fairly contributed to provoke this obsession of the presence encountered telescopically, as he might say, focussed and studied in diminishing perspective and as by a rest for the elbow.


  Itwas with these considerations that his present attention was charged — they perfectlyavailed to make what he saw portentous. He couldn't, by my lapse, have blocked that aperture;and if he hadn't, if it was unthinkable, why what else was clear but that there had been another agent? Another agent?— he had been catching, as he felt, a moment back, the very breath of him; but when had he been so close as in this simple, this logical, this completely personal act?It was so logical, thatis,that one might have taken it for personal; yet for what did Brydon take it, he asked himself, while, softly panting, he felt his eyes almost leave their sockets. Ah this time at last they were, the two, the opposed projections of him, in presence; and this time, as much as one would, the question of danger loomed. With itrose,as not before, the question of courage —for what he knew the blank face of the door to say to him was "Show us how much you have!" It stared, it glared back at him with that challenge; it put to him the two alternatives: should he just push it open or not? Oh to have this consciousness was to think — and tothink,Brydon knew, as he stood there, was, with the lapsing moments, not to have acted! Not to have acted — that was the misery and the pang — was even still not to act; was in fact all to feel the thing inanother,in a new and terrible way. How long did he pause and how long did he debate? There was presently nothing to measure it; for his vibration had already changed — as just by the effect of its intensity. Shut up there, at bay, defiant, and with the prodigy of the thing palpably proveably done, thus giving notice like some stark signboard — under that accession of accent the situation itself hadturned; and Brydon at last remarkably made up his mind on what it had turned to.


  It had turned altogether to a different admonition; to a supreme hint, for him, of the value of Discretion! This slowly dawned, no doubt — for it could take its time; so perfectly, on his threshold, had he been stayed, so little as yet had he either advanced or retreated. It was the strangest of all things that now when, by his taking ten steps and applying his hand to a latch, or even his shoulder and his knee, if necessary, to a panel, all the hunger of his prime needmight have been met, his high curiosity crowned, his unrest assuaged — it was amazing, but it was also exquisite and rare, that insistence should have, at a touch, quite dropped from him. Discretion — he jumped at that; and yet not, verily, at such a pitch, because it saved his nerves or his skin, but because, much more valuably, it saved the situation. When I say he "jumped" at it I feel the consonance of this term with the fact that — at the end indeed of I know not how long —he did move again, he crossed straight to the door. He wouldn't touch it — it seemed now that ;he might if he would: he would only just wait there a little, to show, to prove, that he wouldn't. He had thus another station, close to the thin partition by which revelation was denied him; but with his eyes bent and his hands held off in a mere intensity of stillness. He listened as if there had been something tohear,but thisattitude,while itlasted,was his own communication."Ifyou won't then — good: I spare you and I give up.You affect me as by the appeal positively for pity:you convince me that for reasons rigid and sublime — what do I know?— we both of us should have suffered. I respect them then, and, though moved and privileged as, Ibelieve,it has never been given to man, I retire, I renounce — never, on my honour, to try again. So rest for ever —and let me!"


  That, for Brydon was the deep sense of this last demonstration — solemn, measured, directed, as he felt it to be. He brought it to a close, he turned away; and now verily he knew how deeply he had been stirred. He retraced hissteps,taking up his candle, burnt, he observed, well-nigh to the socket, and marking again, lighten it as he would, the distinctness of his footfall; after which, in a moment, he knew himself at the other side of the house. He did here what he had not yet done at these hours — he opened half a casement, one of those in the front, and let in the air of the night;a thing he would have taken at any time previous for a sharp rupture of his spell. His spell was broken now, and it didn't matter - broken by his concession and his surrender, which made it idle henceforth that he should ever come back. The empty street — its other life so marked even by the great lamp-lit vacancy — was within call, within touch; he stayed there as to be in it again, high above it though he was stillperched; he watched as for some comforting common fact, some vulgar human note, the passage of a scavenger or a thief, some night-bird however base. He would have blessed that sign of life; he would have welcomed positively the slow approach of his friend the policeman, whom he had hitherto only sought to avoid, and was not sure that if the patrol had come into sight he mightn't have felt the impulse to get into relation withit,to hailit,on some pretext, from hisfourth floor.


  The pretext that wouldn't have been too silly or too compromising, the explanation that would have saved his dignity and kept his name, in such a case, out of the papers, was not definite to him: he was so occupied with the thought of recording his Discretion — as an effect of the vow he had just uttered to his intimate adversary - that the importance of this loomed large and something had overtaken all ironically his sense of proportion. Ifthere had been a ladder applied to the front of the house, even one of the vertiginous perpendiculars employed by painters and roofers and sometimes left standing overnight, he would have managed somehow, astride of the window-sill, to compass by outstretched leg and arm that mode of descent. If there had been some such uncanny thing as he had found in his room athotels,a workable fire-escape in the form of notched cable or a canvas shoot, he would have availed himself of it as a proof -well, of his present delicacy. He nursed that sentiment, as the question stood, a little in vain, and even — at the end of he scarce knew, once more, how long — foundit,as by the action on his mind of the failure of response of the outer world, sinking back to vague anguish. It seemed to him he had waited an age for some stir of the great grim hush; the life of the town was itself under ;a spell — so unnaturally, up and down the whole prospect of known and rather ugly objects, the blankness and the silence lasted. Had they ever, he asked himself, the hard-faced houses, which had begun to look livid in the dim dawn, had they ever spoken so little to my need of his spirit? Great builtvoids,great crowded stillnesses put on, often, in the heart ofcities,for the small hours, a sort of sinister mask, and it was of this large collective negation that Brydon presently became conscious — all the more that the break of day was, almost incredibly,now at hand, proving to him what a night he had made of it.


  He looked again at his watch, saw what had become of his time-values （he had taken hours for minutes — not, as in other tense situations, minutes forhours）and the strange air of the streets was but the weak, the sullen flush of a dawn in which everything was stilllocked up. His choked appeal from his own open window had been the sole note of life, and he could but break off at last as for a worse despair. Yet while so deeply demoralised he was capable again of an impulse denoting — at least by his present measure — extraordinary resolution; of retracing his steps to the spot where he had turned cold with the extinction of his last pulse of doubt as to there being in the place another presence than his own. This required an effort strong enoughto sicken him; but he had his reason, which overmastered for the moment everything else. There was the whole of the rest of the house to traverse, and how should he screw himself to that if the door he had seen closed were at present open? He could hold to the idea that the closing had practically been for him an act of mercy, a chance offered him to descend, depart, get off the ground and never again profane it. This conception held together, it worked; but what it meant for him depended now clearly on the amount of forbearance his recent action, or rather his recent inaction, had engendered. The image of the“presence,”whatever it was, waiting there for him to go — this image had not yet been so concrete for his nerves as when he stopped short of thepoint at which certainty would have come to him.For,with all his resolution, or more exactly with allhis dread, he did stop short — he hung back from really seeing. The risk was too great and his fear too definite: it took at this moment m awful specific form.


  He knew — yes, as he had never known anything — that, should he see the door open, it would all too abjectly be the end of him. It would mean that the agent of his shame — forhis shame was the deep abjection — was once more at large and in general possession; and what glared him thus in the face was the act that this would determine for him. Itwould send him straight about to the window he had left open, and by that window, be long ladder and dangling rope as absent as they would, he saw himself uncontrollably insanely fatally take his way to the street. The hideous chance of this he at least could avert; but he could only avert itby recoiling in time from assurance. He had the whole house to deal with, this fact was still there; only he now knew that uncertainty alone could start him. He stole back from where he had checked himself — merely to do so was suddenly like safety — and, making blindly for the greater staircase, left gaping rooms and sounding passages behind. Here was the top of the stairs, with a fine large dim descent and three spacious landings to mark off. His instinct was all for mildness, but his feet were harsh on the floors, and, strangely, when he had in a couple ;of minutes become aware of this, it counted somehow for help. He couldn't have spoken, the tone of his voice would have scared him, and the common conceit or resource of "whistling in the dark"（whether literally orfiguratively）have appeared basely vulgar; yet he liked none the less to hear himself go, and when he had reached his first landing - taking it all with no rush, but quite steadily — that stage of success drew from him a gasp of relief.


  The house, withal, seemed immense, the scale of space again inordinate;the open rooms, to no one of which his eyes deflected, gloomed in their shuttered state like mouths of caverns;only the high skylight that formed the crown of the deep well created for him a medium in which he could advance, but which might have been, for queerness of colour, some watery under-world. He tried to think of something noble, as that his property was really grand, a splendid possession; but this nobleness took the form too of the clear delight with which he was finally to sacrifice it. They might come in now, the builders, the destroyers — they might come as soon as they would. At the end of two flights he had dropped to another zone, and from the middle of the third, with only one more left, he recognised the influence of the lower windows, of half-drawn blinds, of the occasional gleam of street-lamps, of the glazed spaces of the vestibule. This was the bottom of the sea, which showed an illumination of its own and which he even saw paved — when at a given moment he drew up to sink a long look over the banisters - with the marble squares of his childhood. By that time indubitably he felt, as he might have said in a commoner cause, better; it had allowed him to stop and draw breath, and the ease increased with the sight of the old black-and-white slabs.But what he most felt was that now surely, with the element of impunity pulling him as by hard firm hands, the case was settled for what he might have seen above had he dared that last look. The closed door, blessedly remote now, was still closed — and he had only in short to reach that of the house.


  He came down further, he crossed the passage forming the access to the last flight; and if here again he stopped an instant it was almost for the sharpness of the thrill of assured escape. It made him shut his eyes - which opened again to the straight slope of the remainder of the stairs. Here was impunity still, but impunity almost excessive; inasmuch as the sidelights and the high fan-tracery of the entrance were glimmering straight into the hall;an appearance produced, he the next instant saw, by the fact that the vestibule gaped wide, that the hinged halves of the inner door had been thrown far back. Out of that again the question sprang at him, making his eyes, as he felt, half-start from his head, as they had done, at the top of the house, before the sign of the other door. If he had left that one open, hadn't he left this one closed, and wasn't he now in most immediate presence of some inconceivable occult activity? It was as sharp, the question, as a knife in his side, but the answer hung firestill and seemed to lose itself in the vague darkness to which the thin admitted dawn, glimmering archwise over the whole outer door, made a semicircular margin, a cold silvery nimbus that seemed to play a little as he looked — to shift and expand and contract.


  It was as if there had been something within it, protected by indistinctness and corresponding in extent with the opaque surface behind, the painted panels of the last barrier ;to his escape, of which the key was in his pocket. The indistinctness mocked him even whilehe stared, affected him as somehow shrouding or challenging certitude, so that after faltering an instant on his step he let himself go with the sense that here was at last something tomeet, to touch, to take, to know — something all unnatural and dreadful, but to advance upon which was the condition for him either of liberation or of supreme defeat. The penumbra, dense and dark, was the virtual screen of a figure which stood in it as still as some image erect in a niche or as some black-vizored sentinel guarding a treasure. Brydon was to know afterwards, was to recall and make out, the particular thing he had believed during the rest of his descent. He saw, in its great grey glimmering margin, the central vagueness diminish, and he felt it to be taking the very form toward which, for so many days, the passion of his curiosity had yearned. Itgloomed,itloomed,it was something, it was somebody, the prodigy of a personal presence.


  Rigid and conscious, spectral yet human, a man of his own substance and staturewaited there to measure himself with his power to dismay. This only could itbe — this only till he recognised, with his advance, that what made the face dim was the pair of raised hands that covered it and in which, so far from being offered in defiance, itwas buried as for dark deprecation. So Brydon, before him, took him in; with every fact of him now, in the higher light, hard and acute — his planted stillness, his vivid truth, his grizzled bent head and white masking hands, his queer actuality of evening-dress, of dangling double eye-glass, of gleaming silk lappet and white linen, of pearl button and gold watch-guard and polished shoe. No portrait by a great modern master could have presented him with more intensity, thrust him out of his frame with more art, as if there had been "treatment," of the consummate sort, in his every shade and salience. The revulsion, for our friend, had become, before he knewit,immense — this drop, in the act of apprehension, to the sense of his adversary's inscrutable manoeuvre. That meaning at least,while he gaped, it offered him; for he could but gape at his other self in this other anguish, gape as a proof that he, standing there forthe achieved, the enjoyed, the triumphant life, couldn't be faced in his triumph. Wasn't the proof in the splendid covering hands, strong and completely spread?- so spread and so intentional that, in spite of a special verity that surpassed every other,the fact that one of these hands had lost two fingers which were reduced to stumps, as if accidentally shotaway,the face was effectually guarded and saved.


  "Saved," though, would it be?- Brydon breathed his wonder tillthe very impunity of his attitude and the very insistence of his eyes produced, as he felt, a sudden stir which showed the next instant as a deeper portent, while the head raised itself, the betrayal of a braver purpose. The hands, as he looked, began to move, to open; then, as if deciding in a flash, dropped from the face and left it uncovered and presented. Horror, with the sight, had leaped into Brydon's throat, gasping there in a sound he couldn't utter; for the bared identity was too hideous as his, and his glare was the passion of his protest.The face, that face, Spencer Brydon's?- he searched it still, but looking away from it in dismay and denial, falling straight from his height of sublimity. It was unknown, inconceivable, awful, disconnected from any possibility!— He had been "sold," he inwardly moaned, stalking such ;game as this: the presence before him was a presence, the horror within him a horror, but the waste of his nights had been only grotesque and the success of his adventure an irony. Such an identity fitted his at no point, made its alternative monstrous. A thousand times yes, as it came upon him nearer now — the face was the face of a stranger. It came upon him nearer now, quite as one of those expanding fantastic images projected by the magic lantern of childhood; for thestranger,whoever he might be, evil, odious, blatant, vulgar, had advanced as for aggression, and he knew himself give ground. Then harder pressed still, sick with the force of his shock, and falling back as under the hot breath and the roused passion of a life larger than his own, a rage of personality before which his own collapsed, he felt the whole vision turn to darkness and his very feet give way. His head went round; he was going; he had gone.


  Ⅲ


  What had next brought him back, clearly — though after how long?— was Mrs. Muldoon's voice,coming to him from quitenear,from so near that he seemed presently to see her as kneeling on the ground before him while he lay looking up at her; himself not wholly on the ground, but half-raised and upheld — conscious, yes, of tenderness of support and, more particularly, of a head pillowed in extraordinary softness and fainly refreshing fragrance. He considered, he wondered, hiswit but halfat hisservice; then another face intervened, bending more directly over him, and he finally knew that Alice Staverton had made her lap an ample and perfect cushion to him, and that she had to this end seated herself on the lowest degree of thestaircase,the rest of his long person remaining stretched on his old black-and-white slabs. They were cold, these marble squares of his youth; but he somehow was not, in this rich return of consciousness — the most wonderful hour, little by little, that he had ever known, leaving him, as it did, so gratefully, so abysmally passive, and yet as with a treasure of intelligence waiting all round him forquiet appropriation; dissolved, he might callit,in the air of the place and producing the golden glow of a late autumn afternoon. He had come back, yes — come back from further away than any man but himself had ever tavelled;but it was strange how with this sense what he had come back to seemed really the great thing, and as if his prodigious journey had been all forthe sake of it. Slowly but surely his consciousness grew,his vision of his state thus completing itself: he had been miraculously carried back —lifted and carefully borne as from where he had been picked up, the uttermost end of an interminable grey passage. Even with this he was suffered to rest, and what had now brought him to knowledge was the break in the long mild motion.


  It had brought him to knowledge, to knowledge — yes, this was the beauty of his state;which came to resemble more and more that of a man who has gone to sleep on some news of agreat inheritance, and then, after dreaming itaway,after profaning it with matters strange toit,has waked up again to serenity of certitude and has only to lie and watch it grow. This was the drift of his patience — that he had only to let it shine on him. He must moreover, with intermissions, still have been lifted and borne; since why and how else should he have known himself, later on, with the afternoon glow intense, no longer at the foot of his stairs — situated as these now seemed at ;that dark other end of his tunnel — but on a deep window-bench of his high saloon, over which had been spread, couch-fashion, a mantle of soft stuff lined with grey fur that was familiar to his eyes and that one of his hands kept fondly feeling as for its pledge of truth. Mrs. Muldoon's face had gone, but theother,the second he had recognised, hung over him in a way that showed how he was still propped and pillowed. He took it allin,and the more he took it the more it seemed to suffice: he was as much at peace as if he had had food and drink. It was the two women who had found him, on Mrs. Muldoon's having plied, at her usual hour,her latch-key — and on her having above all arrived while Miss Staverton still lingered near the house. She had been turningaway, all anxiety, from worrying the vain bell-handle-her calculation having been of the hour of the good woman's visit; but the latter, blessedly, had come up while she was stillthere,and they had entered together. He had then lain,beyond the vestibule, very much as he was lying now —quite,that is,as he appeared to have fallen, but allso wondrously without bruise or gash; only in a depth of stupor.What he most took in, however, at present, with the steadier clearance, was that Alice Staverton had for a long unspeakable moment not doubted he was dead.


  "It must have been that I was." He made it out as she held him. "Yes — I can only have died. You brought me literally to life.Only,"he wondered, his eyes rising to her, "only, in the name of all thebenedictions,how?"


  It took her but an instant to bend her face and kiss him, and something in the manner of it, and in the way her hands clasped and locked his head while he felt the cool charity and virtueof her lips, something in all this beatitude somehow answered everything. "And now I keep you,"she said.


  "Oh keep me, keep me!"he pleaded while her face still hung over him: in response towhich it dropped again and stayed close, clingingly close. It was the seal of their situation — of which he tasted the impress for a long blissful moment in silence.But he came back. "Yet how did you know —?"


  "I was uneasy. You were to have come, you remember — and you had sent no word."


  "Yes, I remember — I was to have gone to you at one to-day." Itcaught on to their "old"life and relation — which were so near and so far."Iwas still out there in my strange darkness —where wasit,what was it? I must have stayed there so long."He could but wonder at the depth and the duration of his swoon.


  "Sincelast night?"she asked with a shade of fear for her possible indiscretion.


  "Sincethis morning — it must have been:the cold dim dawn of to-day. Where have Ibeen,"he vaguely wailed, "Where have I been?" He felt her hold him close, and it was as if this helped him now to make in allsecurity his mild moan. "What a long dark day!"


  All in her tenderness she had waited a moment. "In the cold dim dawn?" she quavered.


  But he had already gone on piecing together the parts of the whole prodigy. "As I didn't turn up you came straight —？"


  She barely cast about. "I went first to your hotel — where they told me of your absence. You had dined out last evening and hadn't been back since. But they appeared to know you ;had been at your club."


  "Soyou had the idea of this—？"


  "Ofwhat?"she asked in a moment.


  "Well—of what has happened."


  "I believed at least you'd have been here. I've known, all along," she said, "that you've been coming."


  "‘Known’it—？"


  "Well, I've believed it.I said nothing to you after that talk we had a month ago — but I felt sure.I knew you would," she declared.


  "ThatI'd persist, you mean?"


  "That you'd see him."


  "Ah,but I didn't!" cried Brydon with his long wail."There's somebody—an awful beast;whom Ibrought,too horribly, to bay.But it's not me."


  At this she bent over him again, and her eyes were in his eyes. "No—it's not You." And it was asif,while her face hovered, he might have made out init,hadn't it been so near, some particular meaning blurred by a smile."No, thank heaven," she repeated —"it's not you! Of course it wasn't to have been."


  "Ah but itwas,"he gently insisted. And he stared before him now as he had been staring for so many weeks."Iwas to have known myself."


  "You couldn't!" she returned consolingly. And then reverting, and as if to account further for what she had herself done, "But it wasn't only that, that you hadn't been athome,"she went on. "I waited till the hour at which we had found Mrs. Muldoon that day of my going with you; and she arrived, as I've told you, while, failing to bring any one to the door, I lingered in my despair on the steps. After a little, if she hadn't come, by such a mercy, I should have found means to hunt her up. But itwasn't,"said Alice Staverton, as if once more with her fine intention—"itwasn't only that."


  His eyes, as he lay, turned back to her. "What more then?"


  She metit,the wonder she had stirred."Inthe cold dim dawn, you say? Well, in the cold dim dawn of this rooming I too saw you."


  "Sawme —？"


  "Sawhim,"said Alice Staverton."Itmust have been at the same moment."


  He lay an instant taking it in — as if he wished to be quite reasonable. "At the samemoment?"


  "Yes—in my dream again, the same one I've named to you. He came back to me. Then Iknew it for a sign. He had come to you."


  At this Brydon raised himself; he had to see her better. She helped him when she understood his movement, and he sat up, steadying himself beside her there on the window-bench and with his right hand gasping her left. "He didn't come to me."


  "Youcame to yourself,"she beautifully smiled.


  "Ah I've come to myself now — thanks to you,dearest. But this brute, with his awful face— this brute's a black stranger. He's none of me, even as I might have been,"Brydon sturdily declared.


  But she kept the clearness that was likethe breath of infallibility."Isn't the whole point thatyou'd have been different?"


  He almost scowled for it. "As different as that —?"


  Her look again was more beautiful to him than the things of this world. "Haven't youexactly wanted to know how different? So this morning," she said, "you appeared to me."


  "Likehim?"


  "Ablack stranger!"


  "Thenhow did you know it was I?"


  "Because, as I told you weeks ago, my mind, my imagination had worked so over what you might, what you mightn't have been — to show you, you see, how I've thought of you. In the midst of that you came to me — that my wonder might be answered. So I knew,"she went on;"and believed that, since the question held you too so fast, as you told me thatday,you too would see for yourself. And when this morning I again saw I knew it would be because you had —and also then, from the first moment, because you somehow wanted me. He seemed to tell me of that. So why,"she strangely smiled, "shouldn't I like him?"


  It brought Spencer Brydon to his feet. "You ‘like’thathorror —?"


  "I could have liked him. And to me,"she said, "he was no horror. I had accepted him."


  "‘Accepted’—?"Brydon oddly sounded.


  "Before, for the interest of his difference — yes. And as I didn't disown him, as I knew him —which you at last, confronted with him in his difference, so cruelly didn't, my dear — well, he must have been, you see, less dreadful to me. And it may have pleased him that I pitied him."


  She was beside him on her feet, but still holding his hand — still with her arm supporting him. But though it allbrought for him thus a dimlight,"You‘pitied’him?"he grudgingly, resentfully asked.


  "Hehas been unhappy, he has been ravaged," she said.


  "Andhaven't I been unhappy? A m not I — you've only to look at me!— ravaged?"


  "Ah I don't say I like him better,"she granted after a thought. "But he's grim, he's worn —and things have happened to him. He doesn't make shift, for sight, with your charmingmonocle."


  "No"—it struck Brydon:"I couldn't have sported mine‘downtown.’They'd have guyed methere."


  "Hisgreat convex pince-nez 11— I saw it, I recognised the kind — is for his poor ruined sight. And his poor right hand —!"


  "Ah!"Brydonwinced — whether for his proved identity or for his lost fingers. Then, "Hehas a million ayear,"he lucidly added. "But he hasn't you."


  "Andhe isn't — no, he isn't — you!" she murmured as he drew her to his breast.


  Q


  1. In what way is the narrative voice in the story's second section different from that in the other two and what is theneed for such a change?


  2. Why is Spencer so much frightened by his alter ego? How do theydiffer from one another? What do they share in common?


  3. How is Alice characterized? What additional information do we need to understand her better?


  ■注释：


  1.stand-and-deliver：stand and deliver是古时强盗用语，意思是：站住，留下值钱的东西。这里指斯宾塞回纽约后，到处有人问他对“一切”的看法，使他有点行人遭强盗拦截的感觉，无奈之下，只好随意说几句作为答复。


  2.standing-up：stand up在此指站得住脚，正确。


  3. start some new variety of awful architectural hare and run it till it burrowed in agoldmine：start a hare 指把野兔惊出藏匿处以便追猎。这里的字面意思是：惊出一只懂建筑的新种野兔，一直追到它掘洞钻人一个金矿。实际意思是：斯宾塞的建筑天赋会使他迅速致富。


  4.Avenue：Fifth Avenue，纽约市中央的一条繁华大街。


  5. crapping up to thim top storeys in the ayvilhours：crap：[俚]胡搞。thim：them，相当于those。ayvil：evil。这里女佣表示不愿在不吉祥的夜里冒失地上楼。


  6. pour deux sous：[image: figure_0132_0019][法语]为了两个苏。苏（sou）：从前法国的一种低值钱币。词组在此的意思是：为了没有多少价值的东西。


  7. hung fire：不发射，延宕。这里指不说话。


  8. ombres chinoises：[image: figure_0132_0020][法语]中国阴影，即中国的皮影戏。


  9. rapprochement：[image: figure_0132_0021][法语]使接近，比较。


  10. Pantaloon, Harlequin：[image: figure_0132_0022]哑剧中的两个喜欢捉弄人的传统丑角。


  11. pince-nez：[image: figure_0132_0023][法语]夹鼻眼镜。


  · There is one point at which the moral sense and the artistic sense lievery near together; that is in the light of the very obvious truth that the deepest quality of a work of art will always be the quality of the mind of the producer.


  ——Henry James


  Unit10 Stephen Crane（1871-1900）


  斯蒂芬·克莱恩


  ■作者简介


  斯蒂芬·克莱思（Stephen Crane，1871-1900）出生于新泽西州纽瓦克（Newark），是家中14个孩子中最小的一个。父亲是卫理公会教牧师，在克莱恩只有九岁时便因心脏病去世。母亲积极参与妇女反酗酒社会活动。1890年，斯蒂芬·克莱恩进入拉法耶学院（Lafayette College）学习采矿工程，但他第一学期七门课程中就有五门不及格，学期结束后便转学到锡拉丘兹大学（Syracuse University）。后来克莱思谈到他的学校生活时说，呆板的大学课程索然无味，而解读人性才是他的兴趣所在。在锡拉丘兹大学学习期间，克莱思就已经开始写作小说《街头女郎麦姬》（Maggie:A Girl of the ;Streets， 1893）。1891年6月他退学来到纽约。由于出版商不愿发表《街头女郎麦姫》，他只得自费出版这部社会现实主义小说。小说讲述了纽约市贫民区的一个女孩儿因环境所迫走向堕落，最后自杀的故事。克莱思同时代的作家、评论家哈姆林·加兰（Hamlin Garland）评论说:“他的书是我读过的贫民区作品中最真实鲜活的一部；“而他的写作技巧也“无可比拟”。19世纪后期美国文坛权威、现实主义文学奠基人威廉·迪安·豪威尔斯（William Dean Howells）认为《街头女郎麦姬》是克莱恩作品中最优秀的一部，“是真正的克莱恩作品”。其后的弗兰克·诺里斯（Frank Norris）、西奥多·德莱塞（Theodore Dreiser）等的作品进一步发展了社会现实主义风格。但该小说的发表在当时不但没有得到预期的反响，甚至没有引起注意。这次失败后，克莱思转向了战争题材的创作。在1895年，《红色英勇勋章》（The Red Badge of Courage）发表，相当畅销，令克莱恩一举成名。这部小说以印象主义手法通过美国内战期间北方联军中一个乡村青年战士的视角和内心世界表现了想象与现实的冲突。克莱思其后陆续发表了包括长短篇小说和诗歌在内的其他作品，其中最为著名的作品包括:短篇小说《海上扁舟》（The Open Boat，1897）、《新娘来到黄天镇》（The Bride Comes to Yellow Sky，1898）、《蓝色旅店》（The Blue Hotel，1898）等。克莱恩于1900年因肺结核病去世，其时尚不满29周岁。


  [image: figure_0133_0024]


  ■赏析


  在1897年1月2日，克莱思身为记者在佛罗里达附近海域亲身经历了海难沉船事件。他根据这一亲身体验创作了短篇小说《海上扁舟》。在故事中，四个失事船只的幸存者——船长、注油工、厨师和记者——在一个仅有十英尺的小船中在海上漂泊。他们在险境中必须相互依赖，力求生存。克莱恩采用自然主义和印象主义手法，笔触时而超然，时而切身，多角度地表现了主人公们所面对的大自然的力量和他们在恶劣的自然环境中的反应，以及他们与自然世界的关系。


  事件的场景为四个主人公漂浮于凶险的大海之中。他们只能无助地遥望“孤寂和无动于衷的”（“lonely and indifferent”）海岸。在克莱恩笔下，大自然并非人类力量征服和斗争的对象，而是超然于人类情感、不可驾驭的强大力量。在自然力量面前，人们如此“无足轻重”，“大自然并不会因致人生死而损宇宙之毫发”（“...she would not maim the universe by disposing of him,...”）。大自然之于人，既非“残酷无情，又非慈悲为怀，也非背信弃义，更非睿智贤明。而大自然只是无动于衷，彻头彻尾的无动于衷”。


  在海上漂流的两天一夜中，风浪、海鸟、鲨鱼、海岸巨浪等相继威胁小舟上的人们。故事开篇句:“他们没人知道天空的颜色”以简洁有力的语言直观地勾勒出主人公们在无情的自然面前奋力自救时无暇旁顾的状态。在绝望中，以人类为中心的秩序和目的受到颠覆（If I am going to be drowned—if I am going to be drowned一if I am going to be drowned， why， in the name of the seven mad gods who rule the sea， was I allowed to come thus far and contemplate sand and trees? Was I brought here merely to have my nose dragged away as I was about to nibble the sacred cheese of life?... The whole affair isabsurd...”）。在西方传统中，人生目的使命感以及赏罚正义观根深蒂固，但是在克莱恩对事件的自然主义表现中，人的位置需要重新定位。而故事结尾句与开篇句相呼应:“…他们觉得他们现在可以是解读者。”这使开篇句具有了更多意义，对人与自然的主题起到了画龙点睛的效果。


  正是在“无情”的大自然面前，就连老于世故的记者也在小船上体验到了一种“微妙的手足之谊”（“the subtle brotherhood of men”）的纽带，进而通过对儿时熟读的一首诗歌的回味，获得了“深刻的、完全不带情感色彩的理解。”而在此之前，诗歌中垂死士兵的感受对他来说还不如“折断一枝铅笔笔尖”来得实在。超越生存之需的社会道德完善纽带（“It was more than a mere recognition of what was best for common safety.”）此时已不再是亚里士多德的抽象定义概念，而是“个人的、发自内心的”真实体验。甚至灾难经历也因此而成为“生命中最好的体验”。记者通过与自然的直接对话感悟到生命的普遍意义和人类情感跨越个体和时空的共通性。同时，主人公沉着应对危机的勇气展示无余。当轮到记者一个人划桨，其他人睡觉时，鲨鱼的出现尽管使他感到恐惧，但并不能使他惊慌失措，而是继续完成他的职责。在整个自救的漫长过程中，人们时时刻刻面对死神，但他们却能有条不紊地协作，在一次次失望甚至绝望中，保持不懈的意志和冷静的头脑。


  在《海上扁舟》中，具有象征意义的对比俯拾皆是:自然的严峻与自然的瑰丽；光明（光亮）与黑暗；陆地与海洋；自然力量的宏大与个人的渺小无助；自然险境中的经验与家庭环境物件的比喻语言（如:“洗澡盆”、“法兰绒海鸥”、“风中晾在绳子上的地毯”、“世界里面的家具”），等等。同时，克莱恩对自然中的丰富色彩的精心表现也与主题相互呼应，使大自然自身的时空呈现与人类抽象时空概念形成对比。


  克莱恩的自然主义写作方法在不动声色的新用报道式语言与主观情感流露的穿插运用使主人公的经历更加显得惊心动魄，而故事结构在希里——失望，再希望——再失望的情节进程中展开主题。


  The Open Boat


  A TALE INTENDED TO BE AFTER THE FACT, BEING THE EXPERIENCE OF FOUR MEN FROM THE SUNK STEAMER C O M M O D O R E


  Ⅰ


  NONE of them knew the color of the sky. Their eyes glanced level, and were fastened upon the waves that swept toward them. These waves were of the hue of slate, save for the tops, which were of foaming white, and all of the men knew the colors of the sea. The horizon narrowed and widened, and dipped and rose, and at all times its edge was jagged with waves that seemed thrust up in points like rocks.


  Many a man ought to have a bath-tub larger than the boat which here rode upon the sea. These waves were most wrongfully and barbarously abrupt and tall, and each froth-top was a problem in small boat navigation.


  The cook squatted in the bottom and looked with both eyes at the six inches of gunwale which separated him from the ocean. His sleeves were rolled over his fat forearms, and the two flaps of his unbuttoned vest dangled as he bent to bail out the boat. Often he said:"Gawd!1 That was a narrow clip." As he remarked it he invariably gazed eastward over the broken sea.


  The oiler 2, steering with one of the two oars in the boat, sometimes raised himself suddenly to keep clear of water that swirled in over the stern. It was a thin little oar and it seemed often ready to snap.


  The correspondent, pulling at the other oar, watched the waves and wondered why he was there.


  The injured captain, lying in the bow, was at this time buried in that profound dejection and indifference which comes, temporarily at least, to even the bravest and most enduring when, willynilly,the firm fails, the army loses, the ship goes down. The mind of the master of a vessel is rooted deep in the timbers ofher,though he command for a day or a decade, and this captain had on him the stern impression of a scene in the grays of dawn of seven turned faces 3, and later a stump of a top-mast with a ;white ball on it that slashed to and froat the waves, went low and lower, and down. Thereafter there was something strange in his voice. Although steady, it was deep with mourning, and of a quality beyond oration or tears.


  [image: figure_0135_0025]


  "Keep'era little more south 4,Billie,"said he.


  "‘A little more south,’sir," saidthe oiler in the stern.


  A seat in this boat was not unlike a seat upon a bucking broncho, and, by the same token, a broncho is not much smaller.The craft pranced and reared, and plunged like an animal. As each wave came, and she rose forit,she seemed like a horse making at a fence outrageously high. The manner of her scramble over these walls of water is a mystic thing, and, moreover, at the top of them were ordinarily these problems in white water, the foam racing down from the summit of each wave, requiring a new leap, and a leap from the air.Then,after scornfully bumping a crest, she would slide, and race, and splash down a long incline and arrive bobbing and nodding in front of the next menace.


  A singular disadvantage of the sea lies in the fact that after successfully surmounting one wave you discover that there is another behind it just as important and just as nervously anxious to do something effective in the way of swamping boats. In a ten-foot dingey one can get an idea of the resources of the sea in the line of waves that is not probable to the average experience,which is never at sea in a dingey. As each slaty wall of water approached, it shutall else from the view of the men in the boat, and it was not difficult to imagine that this particular wave was the final outburst of the ocean, the last effort of the grim water. There was a terrible grace in the move of the waves, and they came in silence, save for the snarling of the crests.


  In the wan light, the faces of the men must have been gray. Their eyes must have glinted in strange ways as they gazed steadily astern. Viewed from a balcony, the whole thing would doubtlessly have been weirdly picturesque. But the men in the boat had no time to seeit,and if they had had leisure there were other things to occupy their minds. The sun swung steadily up thesky,and they knew it was broad day because the color of the sea changed from slate to emerald-green, streaked with amber lights, and the foam was like tumbling snow. The process of the breaking day was unknown to them. They were aware only of this effect upon the color of the waves that rolled toward them.


  In disjointed sentences the cook and the correspondent argued as to the difference between a life-saving station and a house of refuge. The cook had said:"There's a house of refuge just north of the Mosquito Inlet Light, and as soon as they see us, they'll come off in their boat and pick us up."


  "Assoon as who see us?" said the correspondent.


  "Thecrew,"said the cook.


  "Houses of refuge don't have crews," said the correspondent. "As I understand them, they are only places where clothes and grub are stored for the benefit of shipwrecked people. They don't carry crews."


  "Oh,yes,they do," said the cook.


  "No,they don't," said the correspondent.


  "Well, we're not thereyet,anyhow,"said theoiler,in the stern.


  "Well," said the cook, "perhaps it's not a house of refuge that I'm thinking of as being near Mosquito Inlet Light. Perhaps it's a life-saving station."


  "We'renot there yet," said theoiler,in the stern.


  Ⅱ


  As the boat bounced from the top of each wave, the wind tore through the hair of the hatless men, and as the craft plopped her stern down again the spray slashed past them. The crest of each of these waves was a hill, from the top of which the men surveyed, for a moment, a broad tumultuous expanse; shining and wind-riven. It was probably splendid. It was probably glorious,this play of the free sea, wild with lights of emerald and white and amber.


  "Bullygood thing it's an on-shore wind," said the cook. "If not, where would we be?Wouldn't have a show."


  "That'sright,"said the correspondent.


  The busy oiler nodded his assent.


  Then the captain, in the bow, chuckled in a way that expressed humor, contempt, tragedy all in one. "Do you think we've got much of a show, now, boys?" said he.


  Whereupon the three were silent, save for a trifle of hemming and hawing. To express any particular optimism at this time they felt to be childish and stupid, but they all doubtless possessed this sense of the situation in their mind. A young man thinks doggedly at such timesOn the other hand, the ethics of their condition was decidedly against any open suggestion o1 hopelessness.So they were silent.


  "Oh,well,"said the captain, soothing his children, "we'll get ashore all right."


  But there was that in his tone which made them think, so the oiler quoth 5:"Yes! If this wind holds!"


  The cook was bailing:"Yes! If we don't catch hell in the surf."


  Canton flannel 6 gulls flew near and far. Sometimes they sat down on the sea, near patches of brown sea-weed that rolled over the waves with a movement like carpets on line in a gale. The birds sat comfortably in groups, and they were envied by some in thedingey,for the wrath of the sea was no more to them than it was to a covey of prairie chickens a thousand milesinland.Often they came very close and stared at the men with black bead-like eyes.At these times they were uncanny and sinister in their unblinking scrutiny, and the men hooted angrily at them, telling them to be gone. One came, and evidently decided to alight on the top of the captain's head. The bird flew parallel to the boat and did not circle, but made short sidelong jumps in the air in chicken-fashion. His black eyes were wistfully fixed upon the captain'shead. "Ugly brute," said the oiler to the bird. "You look as if you were made with a jack-knife."The cook and the correspondent swore darkly at the creature. The captain naturally wished to knock it away with the end of the heavy painter 7, but he did not dare doit,because anything resembling an emphatic gesture would have capsized this freighted boat, and so with his open hand, the captain gently and carefully waved the gull away. After it had been discouraged from the pursuit the captain breathed easier on account of hishair,and others breathed easier because the bird struck their minds at thistime as being somehow grewsome and ominous.


  In the meantime the oiler and the correspondent rowed. And also they rowed.


  They sat together in the same seat, and each rowed an oar. Then the oiler took both oars;then the correspondent took both oars; then the oiler; then the correspondent.They rowed and they rowed. The very ticklish part of the business was when the time came for the recliningone in the stern to take his turn at the oars. By the very last star of truth, it is easier to steal eggs from under a hen than it was to change seats in the dingey.First the man in the stern slid his hand along the thwart and moved with care, as if he were of Sevres 8. Then the man in the rowing seat slid his hand along the other thwart. Itwas all done with the most extraordinary care. As the two sidled past each other, the whole party kept watchful eyes on the coming wave,and the captain cried:"Look out now! Steady there!"


  The brown mats of sea-weed that appeared from time to time were like islands, bits of earth. They were travelling, apparently, neither one way nor the other. They were, to all intents, stationary. They informed the men in the boat that it was making progress slowly toward the land.


  The captain, rearing cautiously in the bow, after the dingey soared on a great swell, saidthat he had seen the lighthouse at Mosquito Inlet. Presently the cook remarked that he had seen it. The correspondent was at the oars, then, and for some reason he too wished to look at the lighthouse, but his back was toward the far shore and the waves were important, and for some time he could not seize an opportunity to turn his head. But at last there came a wave more gentle than the others, and when at the crest of it he swiftly scoured the western horizon.


  "Seeit?"said the captain.


  "No,"said thecorrespondent,slowly,"Ididn't see anything."


  "Lookagain,"said the captain. He pointed. "It's exactly in that direction."


  At the top of another wave, the correspondent did as he was bid, and this time his eyes chanced on a small still thing on the edge of the swaying horizon. It was precisely likethe point of a pin. It took an anxious eye to find a lighthouse so tiny.


  "Think we'll makeit,captain?"


  "If this wind holds and the boat don't swamp, we can't do much else," said the captain.


  The little boat, lifted by each towering sea, and splashed viciously by the crests, madeprogress that in the absence of sea-weed was not apparent to those in her.She seemed just a wee thing wallowing, miraculously, top-up, at the mercy of five oceans. Occasionally, a great spread ofwater,like white flames, swarmed into her.


  "Bailher,cook,"said the captain, serenely.


  "Allright,captain,"said the cheerful cook.


  Ⅲ


  IT would be difficult to describe the subtle brotherhood of men that was here establishedon the seas.No one said that it was so. No one mentioned it. But it dwelt in the boat, and each man feltit warm him. They were a captain, an oiler, a cook, and a correspondent, and they were friends, friends in a more curiously iron-bound degree than may be common. The hurt captain, lying against the water-jar in the bow, spoke always in a low voice and calmly, but he could never command a more ready and swiftly obedient crew than the motley three of the dingey. It ;was more than a mere recognition of what was best for the common safety. There was surely in it a quality that was personal and heartfelt. And after this devotion to the commander of the boat there was this comradeship that the correspondent, for instance, who had been taught to be cynical of men, knew even at the time was the best experience of his life. But no one said that it was so. No one mentioned it.


  "I wish we had a sail,"remarked the captain. "We might try my overcoat on the end of an oar and give you two boys a chance to rest."So the cook and the correspondent held the mast and spread wide the overcoat. The oiler steered, and the little boat made good way with her new rig. Sometimes the oiler had to scull sharply to keep a sea from breaking into the boat, but otherwise sailing was a success.


  Meanwhile the light-house had been growing slowly larger. It had now almost assumed color, and appeared like a little gray shadow on the sky. The man at the oars could not be prevented from turning his head rather often to try for a glimpse of this little gray shadow.


  At last, from the top of each wave the men in the tossing boat could see land. Even as the light-house was an upright shadow on the sky, this land seemed but a long black shadow on the sea. Itcertainly was thinner than paper. "We must be about opposite New Smyrna," said the cook, who had coasted this shore often in schooners. "Captain, by the way, I believe they abandoned that life-saving station there about a year ago."


  "Didthey?"said the captain.


  The wind slowly died away. The cook and the correspondent were not now obliged to slave in order to hold high the oar. But the waves continued their old impetuous swooping at the dingey, and the little craft, no longer under way, struggled woundily over them. The oiler or the correspondent took the oars again.


  Shipwrecks are apropos of nothing. If men could only train for them and have them occur when the men had reached pink condition 9, there would be less drowning at sea. Of the four in the dingey none had slept any time worth mentioning for two days and two nights previous to embarking in the dingey, and in the excitement of clambering about the deck of a foundering ship they had also forgotten to eat heartily.


  For these reasons, and for others, neither the oiler nor the correspondent was fond of rowing at this time. The correspondent wondered ingenuously how in the name of allthat was sane could there be people who thought it amusing to row a boat. It was not an amusement;it was a diabolical punishment, and even a genius of mental aberrations could never conclude that it was anything but a horror to the muscles and a crime against the back. He mentioned to the boat in general how the amusement of rowing struck him, and the weary-faced oiler smiled in full sympathy. Previously to the foundering, by theway,the oiler had worked double-watch in the engine-room of the ship.


  "Takehereasy,now,boys,"said the captain. "Don't spend yourselves. If we have to run a surf you'll need all your strength, because we,ll sure have to swim for it. Take your time."


  Slowly the land arose from the sea. From a black line it became a line of black and a line ;ofwhite,trees,and sand.Finally,the captain said that he could make out a house on the shore. "That'sthe house of refuge, sure," said the cook. "They'll see us before long, and come outafter us."


  The distant light-house reared high. "The keeper ought to be able to make us outnow,ifhe's looking through a glass," said the captain. "He'll notify the life-saving people."


  "Noneof those other boats could have got ashore to give word of the wreck," said theoiler,in a low voice."Elsethe life-boat would be out hunting us."


  Slowly and beautifully the land loomed out of the sea. The wind came again.It had veeredfrom the northeast to the southeast.Finally,a new sound struck the ears of the men in the boat. It was the low thunder of the surf on the shore. "We'll never be able to make the light-house now,"said the captain. "Swing her head a little more north, Billie," said the captain.


  "‘A little more north,’sir," said the oiler.


  Whereupon the little boat turned her nose once more down the wind, and all but the oarsman watched the shore grow. Under the influence of this expansion doubt and direfulapprehension was leaving the minds of the men. The management of the boat was still most absorbing, but it could not prevent a quiet cheerfulness. In an hour, perhaps, they would be ashore.


  Their back-bones had become thoroughly used to balancing in the boat and they nowrode this wild colt of a dingey like circus men. The correspondent thought that he had been drenched to the skin, but happening to feel in the top pocket of his coat, he found therein eight cigars. Four of them were soaked with sea-water; four were perfectly scatheless. After a search, somebody produced three dry matches, and thereupon the four waifs rode in their littleboat,and with an assurance of an impending rescue shining in their eyes, puffed at the big cigars and judged well and ill of allmen. Everybody took a drink of water.


  Ⅳ


  " C O O K , " remarked the captain, "there don't seem to be any signs of life about your house of refuge."


  "No,"replied the cook. "Funny they don't see us!"


  A broad stretch of lowly coast lay before the eyes of the men. It was of low dunes topped with dark vegetation. The roar of the surf was plain, and sometimes they could see the white lip of a wave as it spun up the beach. A tiny house was blocked out black upon the sky. Southward, the slim light-house lifted itslittle gray length.


  Tide, wind, and waves were swinging the dingey northward. "Funny they don't see us,"said the men.


  The surf's roar was here dulled, but its tone was, nevertheless, thunderous and mighty. As the boat swam over the great rollers, the men sat listening to this roar."We'llswamp sure," said everybody.


  Itisfair to say here that there was not a life-saving station within twenty miles in either ;direction, but the men did not know this fact and in consequence they made dark andopprobrious remarks concerning the eyesight of the nation's life-savers. Four scowling men sat in the dingey and surpassed records in the invention of epithets.


  "Funny they don't see us."


  The light-heartedness of a former time had completely faded. To their sharpened mindsit was easy to conjure pictures of all kinds of incompetency and blindness and indeed cowardice. There was the shore of the populous land, and it was bitter and bitter to them that from it came no sign.


  "Well." said the captain, ultimately, "Isuppose we'll have to make a try for ourselves. If we stay out here too long, we'll none of us have strength left to swim after the boat swamps."


  And so the oiler, who was at the oars, turned the boat straight for the shore. There was a sudden tightening of muscles. There was some thinking.


  "If we don't all get ashore -" said the captain. "If we don't all get ashore, I suppose you fellows know where to send news of my finish?"


  They then briefly exchanged some addresses and admonitions. As for the reflections of the men, there was a great deal of rage in them. Perchance they might be formulated thus:"If I am going to be drowned - if I am going to be drowned - if I am going to be drowned, why,in the name of the seven mad gods who rule the sea, was I allowed to come thus far and contemplate sand and trees? Was I brought here merely to have my nose dragged away as I was about to nibble the sacred cheese of life? It is preposterous. If this old ninny-woman, Fate, cannot do better than this, she should be deprived of the management of men's fortunes. Sheisan old hen who knows not her intention. If she has decided to drown me, why did she not do it in the beginning and save me all this trouble. The whole affair is absurd.... But, no, she cannot mean to drown me. She dare not drown me. She cannot drown me. Not after all this work."Afterward the man might have had an impulse to shake his fist at the clouds:"Just you drown me, now, and then hear what I call you!"


  The billows that came at this time were more formidable. They seemed always just aboutto break and roll over the little boat in a turmoil of foam. There was a preparatory and long growl in the speech of them. No mind unused to the sea would have concluded that the dingey could ascend these sheer heights in time. The shore was still afar. The oiler was a wily surfman. "Boys,"he said, swiftly, "she won't live three minutes more and we're too far out to swim. Shall I take her to sea again, captain?"


  "Yes! Go ahead!" said the captain.


  This oiler, by a series of quick miracles, and fast and steady oarsmanship, turned the boatin the middle of the surf and took her safely to sea again.


  There was a considerable silence as the boat bumped over the furrowed sea to deeperwater. Then somebody in gloom spoke. "Well, anyhow, they must have seen us from the shore by now."


  The gulls went in slanting flight up the wind toward the gray desolate east. A squall,;marked by dingy clouds, and clouds brick-red, like smoke from a burning building, appeared from the southeast.


  "What do you think of those life-saving people? Ain't they peaches?"


  "Funny they haven't seen us."


  "Maybe they think we're out here for sport! Maybe they think we're fishin'.Maybe they think we're damned fools."


  It was a long afternoon. A changed tide tried to force them southward, but wind and wave said northward. Far ahead, where coast-line, sea, and sky formed their mighty angle, there were little dots which seemed to indicate a city on the shore.


  "St. Augustine?"


  The captain shook his head. "Too near Mosquito Inlet."


  And the oiler rowed, and then the correspondent rowed. Then the oiler rowed. It was a weary business. The human back can become the seat of more aches and pains than are registered in books for the composite anatomy of a regiment. It is a limited area, but it can become the theatre of innumerable muscular conflicts, tangles, wrenches, knots, and other |comforts.


  "Did you ever liketo row, Billie?" asked the correspondent.


  "No," said the oiler. "Hang it."


  When one exchanged the rowing-seat for a place in the bottom of the boat, he suffered a bodily depression that caused him to be careless of everything save an obligation to wiggle one finger. There was cold sea-water swashing to and fro in the boat, and he lay in it.His head, pillowed on a thwart, was within an inch of the swirl of a wave crest, and sometimes a particularly obstreperous sea came in-board and drenched him once more. But these matters did not annoy him. It is almost certain that ifthe boat had capsized he would have tumbledcomfortably out upon the ocean as if he felt sure it was a great soft mattress.


  "Look! There's a man on the shore!"


  "Where?"


  "There! See ‘im?10 See ‘im?"


  "Yes,sure! He's walking along."


  "Now he's stopped. Look! He's facing us!"


  "He's waving at us!"


  "So he is! By thunder!"


  "Ah, now, we're all right! Now we're all right!There'll be a boat out here for us in half an hour."


  "He's going on. He's running. He's going up to that house there."


  The remote beach seemed lower than the sea, and it required a searching glance to discern the little black figure.The captain saw a floating stick and they rowed to it. A bath-towel was by some weird chance in the boat, and, tying this on the stick, the captain waved it. The oarsman did not dare turn his head, so he was obliged to ask questions.


  "What's he doing now?"


  "He's standing still again. He's looking, I think... There he goes again. Toward the house.... Now he's stopped again."


  "Is he waving at us?"


  "No, not now! he was, though."


  "Look! There comes another man!"


  "He's running."


  "Look at him go, would you."


  "Why,he's on a bicycle. Now he's met the other man. They're both waving at us. Look!"


  "There comes something up the beach."


  "What the devil is that thing?"


  "Why,it looks like a boat."


  "Why,certainly it's a boat."


  "No, it's on wheels."


  "Yes, so it is.Well,that must be the life-boat. They drag them along shore on a wagon."


  "That's the life-boat, sure."


  "No, by —,it's — it's an omnibus."


  "I tellyou it's a life-boat."


  "It is not! It's an omnibus. I can see it plain. See? One of these big hotel omnibuses."


  "By thunder, you're right. It's an omnibus, sure as fate. What do you suppose they aredoing with an omnibus? Maybe they are going around collecting the life-crew, hey?"


  "That'sit,likely. Look! There's a fellow waving a littleblack flag. He's standing on the steps of the omnibus.


  There come those other two fellows. Now they're all talking together. Look at the fellowwith the flag. Maybe he ain't waving it."


  "That ain't a flag, is it? That's his coat.W h y ,certainly,that's his coat."


  "So it is.It's his coat. He's taken itoff and is waving it around his head. But would youlook at him swing it."


  "Oh, say, there isn't any life-saving station there. That's just a winter resort hotel omnibus that has brought over some of the boarders to see us drown."


  "What's that idiot with the coat mean? What's he signaling, anyhow?"


  "It looks as ifhe were trying to tell us to go north.There must be a life-saving station upthere."


  "No! He thinks we're fishing. Just giving us a merry hand. See? Ah, there, Willie."


  "Well, Iwish Icould make something out of those signals. What do you suppose hemeans?"


  "He don't mean anything. He's just playing."


  "Well, if he'd just signal us to try the surf again, or to go to sea and wait, or go north, or gosouth,or go to hell — there would be some reason in it. But look at him. He just stands there ;and keeps his coat revolving like a wheel. The ass!"


  "There come more people."


  "Now there's quite a mob. Look! Isn'tthat a boat?"


  "Where? Oh, I see where you mean. No, that's no boat."


  "That fellow is still waving his coat."


  "He must think we liketo see him do that. Why don't he quit it. It don't mean anything."


  "I don't know. I think he is trying to make us go north.It must be that there's a life-saving station there somewhere."


  "Say,he ain'ttired yet. Look at‘imwave."


  "Wonder how long he can keep that up. He's been revolving his coat ever since he caught sight of us. He's an idiot. Why aren't they getting men to bring a boat out. A fishing boat — one of those big yawls - could come out here allright. Why don't he do something?"


  "Oh, it's all right, now."


  "They'll have a boat out here for us in less than no time, now that they've seen us."


  A faint yellow tone came into the sky over the low land.The shadows on the sea slowly deepened. The wind bore coldness withit,and the men began to shiver.


  "Holy smoke!" said one, allowing his voice to express his impious mood, "if we keep on monkeying out here! If we've got to flounder out here all night!"


  "Oh, we'll never have to stay here all night! Don't you worry. They've seen us now, and it won't be long before they'll come chasing out after us."


  The shore grew dusky. The man waving a coat blended gradually into this gloom, and it swallowed in the same manner the omnibus and the group of people. The spray, when it dashed uproariously over the side, made the voyagers shrink and swear like men who were being branded.


  "I'd liketo catch the chump who waved the coat. I feel like soaking him one, just for luck."


  "Why? What did he do?"


  "Oh, nothing, but then he seemed so damned cheerful."


  In the meantime the oiler rowed, and then the correspondent rowed, and then the oiler rowed. Gray-faced and bowed forward, they mechanically, turn by turn, plied the leaden oars. The form of the light-house had vanished from the southern horizon, but finally a pale star appeared, just lifting from the sea. The streaked saffron in the west passed before the all-merging darkness, and the sea to the east was black. The land had vanished, and was expressed only by the low and drear thunder of the surf.


  "If I am going to be drowned — if Iam going to be drowned — if Iam going to be drowned, why, in the name of the seven mad gods, who rule the sea, was I allowed to come thus far and contemplate sand and trees? Was I brought here merely to have my nose dragged away as I was about to nibble the sacred cheese of life?"


  The patient captain, drooped over the water-jar, was sometimes obliged to speak to the oarsman.


  "Keep her head up! Keep her head up!"


  “'Keep her head up,'sir." The voices were weary and low.


  This was surely a quiet evening. All save the oarsman lay heavily and listlessly in the boat's bottom. As for him, his eyes were just capable of noting the tall black waves that swept forward in a most sinistersilence,save for an occasional subdued growl of a crest.


  The cook's head was on a thwart, and he looked without interest at the water under his nose. He was deep in other scenes. Finally he spoke. "Billie," he murmured, dreamfully, "what kind of pie do you like best?"


  Ⅴ


  "PIE," said the oiler and the correspondent, agitatedly. "Don't talk about those things, blast you!"


  "Well," said the cook, "I was just thinking about ham sandwiches, and -"


  A night on the sea in an open boat is a long night. As darkness settled finally, the shine of the light, lifting from the sea in the south, changed to full gold. On the northern horizon a new light appeared, a small bluish gleam on the edge of the waters. These two lights were the furniture of the world. Otherwise there was nothing but waves.


  Two men huddled in the stern, and distances were so magnificent in the dingey that the rower was enabled to keep his feet partly warmed by thrusting them under his companions. Their legs indeed extended far under the rowing-seat until they touched the feet of the captain forward. Sometimes, despite the efforts of the tired oarsman, a wave came piling into theboat, an icy wave of the night, and the chilling water soaked them anew. They would twist their bodies for a moment and groan, and sleep the dead sleep once more, while the water in the boat gurgled about them as the craft rocked.


  The plan of the oiler and the correspondent was for one to row until he lost the ability, and then arouse the other from his sea-water couch in the bottom of the boat.


  The oiler plied the oars until his head drooped forward, and the overpowering sleep blinded him. And he rowed yet afterward. Then he touched a man in the bottom of the boat, and called his name. "Will you spell me for a little while?" he said, meekly.


  "Sure, Billie," said the correspondent, awakening and dragging himself to a sitting position. They exchanged places carefully, and the oiler, cuddling down to the sea-water at the cook's side, seemed to go to sleep instantly.


  The particular violence of the sea had ceased. The waves came without snarling. The obligation of the man at the oars was to keep the boat headed so that the tilt of the rollers would not capsize her, and to preserve her from filling when the crests rushed past. The black waves were silent and hard to be seen in the darkness. Often one was almost upon the boat before the oarsman was aware.


  In a low voice the correspondent addressed the captain. He was not sure that the captain was awake, although this iron man seemed to be always awake. "Captain, shall I keep her ;making for that lightnorth,sir?"


  The same steady voice answered him."Yes.Keep it about two points off the port bow."


  The cook had tied a life-belt around himself in order to get even the warmth which this clumsy cork contrivance could donate, and he seemed almost stove-like when a rower, whose teeth invariably chattered wildly as soon as he ceased hislabor,dropped down to sleep.


  The correspondent, as he rowed, looked down at the two men sleeping under foot. The cook's arm was around the oiler's shoulders, and, with their fragmentary clothing and haggard faces,they were the babes of the sea, a grotesque rendering of the old babes in the wood.


  Later he must have grown stupid at his work, for suddenly there was a growling of water, and a crest came with a roar and a swash into the boat, and it was a wonder that it did not set the cook afloat in his life-belt. The cook continued to sleep, but the oiler sat up, blinking his eyes and shaking with the new cold.


  "Oh, I'm awful sorry, Billie," said the correspondent, contritely.


  "That's allright,old boy," said theoiler,and lay down again and was asleep.


  Presently it seemed that even the captain dozed, and the correspondent thought that he was the one man afloat on all the oceans. The wind had a voice as it came over the waves, and it was sadder than the end.


  There was a long, loud swishing astern of the boat, and a gleaming trail of phosphorescence, like blue flame, was furrowed on the black waters.It might have been made by a monstrous knife.


  Then there came a stillness, while the correspondent breathed with the open mouth and looked at the sea.


  Suddenly there was another swish and another long flash of bluish light, and this time it was alongside the boat, and might almost have been reached with an oar. The correspondent saw an enormous fin speed like a shadow through the water, hurling the crystalline spray and leaving the long glowing trail.


  The correspondent looked over his shoulder at the captain. His face was hidden, and he seemed to be asleep.He looked at the babes of the sea. They certainly were asleep. So, being bereft ofsympathy,he leaned a little way to one side and swore softly into the sea.


  But the thing did not then leave the vicinity of the boat.Ahead or astern, on one side or the other, at intervals long or short, fled the long sparkling streak, and there was to be heard the whiroo of the dark fin. The speed and power of the thing was greatly to be admired. It cut the water like a gigantic and keen projectile.


  The presence of this biding thing did not affect the man with the same horror that it would if he had been a picnicker. He simply looked at the sea dully and swore in an undertone.


  Nevertheless, it is true that he did not wish to be alone with the thing.He wished one of his companions to awaken by chance and keep him company with it. But the captain hung motionless over the water-jar and the oiler and the cook in the bottom of the boat were plunged in slumber.


  Ⅵ


  "IF Iam going to be drowned — if Iam going to be drowned — if Iam going to be drowned, why, in the name of the seven mad gods, who rule the sea, was I allowed to come thus far and contemplate sand and trees?"


  During this dismal night, it may be remarked that a man would conclude that it was really the intention of the seven mad gods to drown him, despite the abominable injustice of it. Forit was certainly an abominable injustice to drown a man who had worked so hard, so hard. The man felt it would be a crime most unnatural. Other people had drowned at sea since galleys swarmed with painted sails, but still —


  When it occurs to a man that nature does not regard him as important, and that she feels she would not maim the universe by disposing of him, he at first wishes to throw bricks at the temple, and he hates deeply the fact that there are no bricks and no temples. Any visible expression of nature would surely be pelleted with hisjeers.


  Then, ifthere be no tangible thing to hoot he feels, perhaps, the desire to confront a personification and indulge in pleas, bowed to one knee, and with handssupplicant,saying:"Yes, but I love myself."


  A high cold star on a winter's night is the word he feels that she says to him. Thereafter he knows the pathos of his situation.


  The men in the dingey had not discussed these matters, but each had, no doubt, reflected upon them insilence and according to his mind. There was seldom any expression upon theirfaces save the general one of complete weariness. Speech was devoted to the business of the boat.


  To chime the notes of his emotion, a verse mysteriously entered the correspondent's head. He had even forgotten that he had forgotten thisverse,but it suddenly was in his mind.


  A soldier of the Legion lay dying in Algiers,


  There was lack of woman's nursing, there was dearth of woman's tears;


  But a comrade stood beside him, and he took that comrade's hand,


  And he said:"I shall never see my own, my native land." 11


  In his childhood, the correspondent had been made acquainted with the fact that a soldier of the Legion lay dying in Algiers, but he had never regarded the fact as important. Myriads of his school-fellows had informed him of the soldier's plight, but the dinning had naturally ended by making him perfectly indifferent. He had never considered it his affair that a soldier of the Legion lay dying in Algiers, nor had it appeared to him as a matter for sorrow. It was less to him than breaking of a pencil's point.


  Now,however,it quaintly came to him as a human, living thing. It was no longer merely a picture of a few throes in the breast of a poet, meanwhile drinking tea and warming his feet at the grate;it was an actuality — stern, mournful, and fine.


  The correspondent plainly saw the soldier. He lay on the sand with his feet out straight and still. While his pale left hand was upon his chest in an attempt to thwart the going of his life,the blood came between his fingers. In the far Algerian distance, a city of low square forms ;was set against a sky that was faint with the last sunset hues. The correspondent, plying the oars and dreaming of the slow and slower movements of the lips of the soldier, was moved by a profound and perfectly impersonal comprehension. He was sorry for the soldier of the Legion who lay dying in Algiers.


  The thing which had followed the boat and waited had evidently grown bored at the delay. There was no longer to be heard the slash of the cut-water, and there was no longer the flame of the long trail. The light in the north still glimmered, but it was apparently no nearer to the boat. Sometimes the boom of the surf rang in the correspondent's ears, and he turned the craft seaward then and rowed harder. Southward, someone had evidently built a watch-fire on the beach. It was too low and too far to be seen, but it made a shimmering, roseate reflection upon the bluff back ofit,and this could be discerned from the boat. The wind came stronger, and sometimes a wave suddenly raged out like a mountain-cat and there was to be seen the sheen and sparkle of a broken crest.


  The captain, in thebow,moved on hiswater-jar and sat erect. "Pretty long night," he observed to the correspondent. He looked atthe shore. "Those life-saving people take their time."


  "Did you see that shark playing around?"


  "Yes, I saw him.He was a big fellow, all right."


  "Wish I had known you were awake."


  Later the correspondent spoke into the bottom of the boat.


  "Billie!"There was a slow and gradual disentanglement. "Billie, willyou spell me?"


  "Sure," said the oiler.


  As soon as the correspondent touched the cold comfortable sea-water in the bottom of the boat, and had huddled close to the cook's life-belt he was deep in sleep, despite the fact that his teeth played all the popular airs 12. This sleep was so good to him that it was but a moment before he heard a voice call his name in a tone that demonstrated the last stages of exhaustion. "Will you spell me?"


  "Sure, Billie.”


  The light in the north had mysteriously vanished, but the correspondent took his course from the wide-awake captain.


  Later in the night they took the boat farther out to sea, and the captain directed the cook to take one oar at the stern and keep the boat facing the seas. He was to call out if he should hear the thunder of the surf. This plan enabled the oiler and the correspondent to get respite together. "We'll give those boys a chance to get into shape again," said the captain. They curled down and, after a few preliminary chatterings and trembles, slept once more the dead sleep. Neither knew they had bequeathed to the cook the company of another shark, or perhaps the same shark.


  As the boat caroused on the waves, spray occasionally bumped over the side and gave them a fresh soaking, but this had no power to break their repose. The ominous slash of the wind and the water affected them as it would have affected mummies.


  "Boys," said the cook, with the notes of every reluctance in his voice, "she's drifted in ;pretty close. I guess one of you had better take her to sea again." The correspondent, aroused, heard the crash of the toppled crests.


  As he was rowing, the captain gave him some whiskey and water, and this steadied the chillsout of him. "If I ever get ashore and anybody shows me even a photograph of an oar—”


  At last there was a short conversation.


  "Billie....Billie,willyou spell me?"


  "Sure," said the oiler.


  Ⅶ


  WHEN the correspondent again opened his eyes, the sea and the sky were each of the gray hue of the dawning.Later,carmine and gold was painted upon the waters. The morning appeared finally,inits splendor with a sky of pureblue,and the sunlight flamed on the tips of the waves.


  On the distant dunes were set many littleblack cottages, and a tallwhite wind-mill reared above them. No man, nor dog, nor bicycle appeared on the beach. The cottages might have formed a deserted village.


  The voyagers scanned the shore. A conference was held in the boat. "Well," said the captain, "if no help is coming, we might better try a run through the surf right away. If we stay out here much longer we will be too weak to do anything for ourselves at all." The others silently acquiesced in this reasoning. The boat was headed for the beach.The correspondent wondered ifnone ever ascended the tall wind-tower, and if then they never looked seaward. This tower was a giant, standing with its back to the plight of the ants. It represented in a degree, to the correspondent, the serenity of nature amid the struggles of the individual — nature in the wind, and nature in the vision of men. She did not seem cruel to him, nor beneficent, nortreacherous, nor wise. But she was indifferent, flatly indifferent. It is, perhaps, plausible that a man in this situation, impressed with the unconcern of the universe, should see the innumerable flaws of his life and have them taste wickedly in his mind and wish for another chance. A distinction between right and wrong seems absurdly clear to him, then, in this new ignorance of the grave-edge, and he understands that ifhe were given another opportunity he would mend his conduct and his words,and be better and brighter during an introduction, or at a tea.


  "Now,boys," said the captain, "she is going to swamp sure. All we can do is to work her in as far as possible, and then when she swamps, pile out and scramble for the beach. Keep cool now and don't jump until she swamps sure."


  The oiler took the oars. Over his shoulders he scanned the surf. "Captain," he said, "I think I'd better bring her about, and keep her head-on to the seas and back her in."


  "All right, Billie," said the captain. "Back her in." The oiler swung the boat then and, seated in the stern, the cook and the correspondent were obliged to look over their shoulders to contemplate the lonely and indifferent shore.


  The monstrous inshore rollers heaved the boat high until the men were again enabled to see the white sheets of water scudding up the slanted beach. "We won't get in very close,"said the captain. Each time a man could wrest his attention from the rollers, he turned his glance toward the shore, and in the expression of the eyes during this contemplation there was a singular quality. The correspondent, observing the others, knew that they were not afraid, but the full meaning of their glances was shrouded.


  As forhimself,he was too tired to grapple fundamentally with the fact. He tried to coerce his mind intothinking ofit,but the mind was dominated at this time by the muscles, and the muscles said they did not care. It merely occurred to him that if he should drown it would be a shame.


  There were no hurried words, no pallor, no plain agitation. The men simply looked at the shore."Now,remember to get well clear of the boat when you jump," said the captain.


  Seaward the crest of a roller suddenly fell with a thunderous crash, and the long white comber came roaring down upon the boat.


  "Steady now," said the captain. The men were silent. They turned their eyes from the shore to the comber and waited. The boat slid up the incline,leaped at the furioustop,bounced over it,and swung down the long back of the waves. Some water had been shipped and the cook bailed it out.


  But the next crest crashed also. The tumbling boiling flood of white water caught the boat and whirled it almost perpendicular. Water swarmed in from all sides. The correspondent had his hands on the gunwale at thistime,and when the water entered at that place he swiftly withdrew his fingers,as if he objected to wetting them.


  The little boat,drunken with this weight of water,reeled and snuggled deeper into the sea.


  "Bail her out,cook! Bail her out," said the captain.


  "All right,captain," said the cook.


  "Now,boys,the next one will do forus,sure," said the oiler. "Mind tojump clear of the boat."


  The third wave moved forward, huge, furious, implacable. It fairly swallowed thedingey,and almost simultaneously the men tumbled into the sea. A piece of life-belt had lain in the bottom of the boat,and as the correspondent went overboard he held this to his chest with his lefthand.


  The January water was icy, and he reflected immediately that it was colder than he had expected to find it offthe coast of Florida. This appeared to his dazed mind as a fact important enough to be noted at the time. The coldness of the water was sad; it was tragic. This fact was somehow mixed and confused with his opinion of his own situation that it seemed almost a proper reason for tears. The water was cold.


  When he came to the surface he was conscious of little but the noisy water. Afterward he saw his companions in the sea. The oiler was ahead in the race. He was swimming strongly and rapidly. Off to the correspondent's left, the cook's great white and corked back bulged out of the water,and in the rear the captain was hanging with his one good hand to the keel of the overturned dingey.


  There is a certain immovable quality to a shore, and the correspondent wondered at it amid the confusion of the sea.


  It seemed also very attractive, but the correspondent knew that it was a long journey, and he paddled leisurely. The piece of life-preserver lay under him, and sometimes he whirled down ;the incline of a wave as if he were on a hand-sled.


  But finally he arrived at a place in the sea where travel was beset with difficulty. He did not pause swimming to inquire what manner of current had caught him, but there his progress ceased. The shore was set before him like a bit of scenery on a stage, and he looked at itand understood with his eyes each detail of it.


  As the cook passed, much farther to the left, the captain was calling to him, "Turn over on your back, cook! Turn over on your back and use the oar."


  "All right, sir!" The cook turned on his back, and, paddling with an oar, went ahead as if he were a canoe.


  Presently the boat also passed to the left of the correspondent with the captain clingingwith one hand to the keel. He would have appeared like a man raising himself to look over a board fence, if it were not for the extraordinary gymnastics of the boat. The correspondent marvelled that the captain could still hold to it.


  They passed on, nearer to shore — the oiler, the cook, the captain — and following them went thewater-jar,bouncing gayly over the seas.


  The correspondent remained in the grip of this strange new enemy — a current. Theshore, with its white slope of sand and its green bluff, topped with little silent cottages, was spread like a picture before him. Itwas very near to him then, but he was impressed as one who in a gallery looks at a scene from Brittany or Algiers.


  He thought:"I am going to drown? Can it be possible? Can it be possible? Can it be possible?"Perhaps an individual must consider hisown death to be the final phenomenon of nature.


  But later a wave perhaps whirled him out of this small deadly current, for he found suddenly that he could again make progress toward the shore. Later still, he was aware that the captain, clinging with one hand to the keel of the dingey, had his face turned away from the shore and toward him, and was calling his name. "Come to the boat! Come to the boat!"


  In his struggle to reach the captain and the boat, he reflected that when one gets properly wearied, drowning must really be a comfortable arrangement, a cessation of hostilities accompanied by a large degree of relief, and he was glad ofit,for the main thing in his mind for some moments had been horror of the temporary agony. He did not wish to be hurt.


  Presently he saw a man running along the shore. He was undressing with most remarkablespeed.Coat,trousers,shirt,everything flew magically off him.


  "Come to the boat," called the captain.


  "All right, captain." As the correspondent paddled, he saw the captain let himself down to bottom and leave the boat. Then the correspondent performed his one little marvel of thevoyage. A large wave caught him and flung him with ease and supreme speed completely over the boat and far beyond it. It struck him even then as an event in gymnastics, and a true miracle of the sea. An overturned boat in the surf isnot a plaything to a swimming man.


  The correspondent arrived in water that reached only to his waist, but his condition did not enable him to stand for more than a moment. Each wave knocked him into a heap, and the ;under-tow pulled at him.


  Then he saw the man who had been running and undressing, and undressing and running, come bounding into the water. He dragged ashore the cook, and then waded toward the captain, but the captain waved him away, and sent him to the correspondent. He was naked, naked as a tree in winter, but a halo was about his head, and he shone like a saint. He gave a strong pull, and a long drag, and a bully heave at the correspondent's hand. The correspondent, schooled in the minor formulae, said:"Thanks, old man." But suddenly the man cried:"What's that?" He pointed a swift finger. The correspondent said:"Go."


  In the shallows, face downward, lay the oiler. His forehead touched sand that was periodically,between each wave, clear of the sea.


  The correspondent did not know all that transpired afterward. When he achieved safe ground he fell, striking the sand with each particular part of his body. It was as if he had dropped from a roof, but the thud was grateful to him.


  It seems that instantly the beach was populated with men with blankets, clothes, and flasks, and women with coffee-pots and all the remedies sacred to their minds. The welcome of the land to the men from the sea was warm and generous, but a still and dripping shape was carried slowly up the beach, and the land's welcome for it could only be the different and sinister hospitality of the grave.


  When it came night, the white waves paced to and fro in the moonlight, and the wind brought the sound of the great sea's voice to the men on shore, and they felt that they could then be interpreters.


  Q


  1. What does the opening sentence imply?


  2.How does the following outburst contribute to thetheme（s）of the story? "IfI amgoing to be drowned — if I am going to be drowned — if I am going to be drowned, why, in the name of the seven mad gods who rule the sea, was I allowed to come thus far and contemplate sand and trees? Was I brought here merely to have my nose dragged away as I was about to nibble the sacred cheese of life? It is preposterous. If this old ninny-woman, Fate, cannot do better than this, she should be deprived of the management of men's fortunes. She isan old hen who knows not her intention. If she has decided to drown me, why did she not do it in thebeginning and save me all this trouble. The whole affair isabsurd...But,no,she cannot mean to drown me. She dare not drown me. She cannot drown me. Not after all this work."


  3. In what way could the survivors be interpreters?


  ■注释:


  1. Gawd,gawd:[image: figure_0153_0026]2. oiler:船上轮机舱机油工。


  God, god，主要用于诙谐的表达。


  3. seven turned faces:见下文:seven mad gods。


  4. keep'er a little more south: keep her a little more south


  5. quoth: said


  6. canton flannel:单面有绒毛的法兰绒棉布，常用于内衣、衬里等。


  7. painter:缆索。


  8. Sevres: [French sevr]一种精美的法国瓷器，产于法国的Sevres。


  9. pink condition:良好的健康状态。


  10. See'im?: See him?


  11.引自Caroline E.S. Norton 的诗:Bingen on theRhine (1883),但引用有误。


  12. his teeth played all the popular airs:他的牙齿打颤（发出各种声音）。


  · A man said to the Universe:"Sir, I exist!""However," replied the Universe,"the fact has not created in m e a sense of obligation."


  ——Stephen Crane


  Unit11 Willa Cather （1873-1947）


  薇拉·凯瑟


  ■作者简介


  薇拉·凯瑟，女作家。出生在美国的弗吉尼亚州，9岁时全家搬迁到美国西部的内布拉斯加，后来定居在一个靠近铁路的小镇。她成长的时代正逢大批移民来到西部开发边疆。她跟他们交朋友，友好相处。这些欧洲移民和他们的艰难生活以后成为凯更作品素材的一个重要部分。凯瑟从小就有叛逆性格。她不顾母亲要她成为“淑女”的希望，一反当时女性着装的习惯，剪短发，穿长裤。1890年她上大学，二年级就发表过小说和戏剧评论。大学毕业后她先在匹茨堡做《家庭月刊》的杂志，为了填补版面还写了一些短篇小说。1906年她到纽约担任当时在揭露腐败的“挖污泥运动”中很有影响的《麦克吕尔杂志》当主编。1908年她遇到新英格兰地区缅因州的已成名的女作家莎拉·奥尼·朱厄特。后者劝她把她熟悉的移民生活写成小说。1912年，凯瑟在年近40时辞去编辑工作，专心创作。


  [image: figure_0154_0027]


  凯瑟早期的作品主要描写西部边疆开发过程中的拓荒者，尤其是其中的女性。《啊，拓荒者》（1913）描写一位瑞典移民的女儿如何通过智慧和勇气在广袤的土地上取得成功。《云雀之歌》（1915）是关于女主人公不顾小镇的女人只能在教堂唱歌的狭隘观念，孤军奋斗，终于成为歌唱家的故事。《我的安东尼亚》（1918）则表现女主人公如何克服童年的贫困和青少年时期的失误最后找到幸福的生活。这三部作品说明凯瑟注意描写妇女形象和女性意识，也奠定了凯瑟在美国文坛的地位。


  凯瑟成名后对美国社会中工业文明和物质主义的影响感到忧虑。她对过去的欧洲文化传统的留恋、对工业化造成社会道德堕落的不满都在这时期的作品中有所体现。《我们中的一个》（1922）描写主人公对其兄弟因迷恋机械而变得冷酷无情十分不满，更不能理解社会与人们为什么如此崇拜物质，他只好到法国去寻找美好生活，最后在第一次世界大战中牺牲。《一个沉沦的女人》（1923）表现了女主人公未能抵制诱感而走向堕落。《教授的住宅》（1925）反映一个历史学者与崇拜金钱的家人之间的冲突和他的精神危机。


  晚年的凯瑟对现实社会越来越不以为然，怀旧情绪也越来越强烈，一心到往昔时光去寻找解决现实问题的办法。《死神迎接大主教》（1927）通过描写19世纪在新墨西哥印第安人中传教的天主教神父的经历来赞美他们的献身精神和顽强意志，企图以宗教和大自然来对抗工业社会的弊病。


  在艺术手法方面，凯瑟反对以情节取胜，也反对堆砌辞藻和对环境或人物作过度的描写，主张通过“暗示”来传达“艺术的永恒的材料”。她的文字优美隽永，富有诗意。她作品中的景物、人物和感情常常很自然地融为一体，读来回味无穷。


  ■赏析


  这是一篇回忆性的散文。莎拉·奥尼·朱厄特是凯瑟文学创作的领路人。凯瑟对她有很深的感情。但朱厄特又是一个有自己特色的女作家。凯是在回忆她时必定要谈到她的文学成就。因此,这篇文章既有充满抒情的个人感情又有文学评论的犀利笔锋。凯瑟用寥寥数笔写出了朱厄特对家乡父老乡亲的热爱、对生活的热爱、她的敏锐的观察力和对语言的感觉,从而证明作品与作家人品思想的关系。另一方面,她用朱厄特自己的话来描写她的作品,又进一步通过谈朱厄特的作品来表达自己的文学主张,在论述了什么样的作品才是真正永恒的文学的同时也对一些质量低下的文学作品和文学评论提出了挞评。


  [1]


  Miss Jewett [1]


  Ⅰ


  Inreading over a package of letters from Sarah Orne Jewett 1, I find this observation:"Thethingthatteases themind over and over foryears,and atlastgets itselfput down rightlyon paper — whether little orgreat,itbelongs toLiterature." Miss Jewett was very conscious of the fact that when a writer makes anything that belongs to literature（limitingthe term here to imaginative literature, which she of coursemeant）,his material goes through a process very different from that by which he makes merely a good story. No one can define this process exactly; but certainly persistence, survival, recurrence in the writer's mind, are highly characteristic of it. The shapes and scenes that have "teased" the mind for years, when they do at last get themselves rightly put down, make a much higher order of writing, and a much more costly, than the most vivid and vigorous transfer of immediate impressions.


  
    [image: figure_0155_0028]

    Sarah Orne Jewett （1849-1909）

  


  In some of Miss Jewett's earlier books, Deep-haven,Country Byways, Old Friends and ;New,one can find first sketches, first impressions, whichlater crystallized into almost flawless examples of literary art. One can, as itwere,watch in process the two kinds of making: the first, which isfull of perception and feeling but rather fluid and formless; the second, which is tightly built and significant in design. The design is, indeed, so happy 2, so right, that it seems inevitable; the design is the story and the story is the design.The "Pointed Fir" sketches are living things caught in the open, with light and freedom and air-spaces about them. They melt into the land and the life ;of the land untilthey are not stories at all, but life itself.


  A great many stories were being written upon New England themes atthe same time that MissJewett was writing; stories that to many contemporary readers may have seemed more interesting than hers, because they dealt with more definite "situations" and were more heavily accented. But they are not very interesting to reread today; they have not the one thing that survives all arresting situations,all good writing and clever story-making — inherent, individual beauty.


  Walter Pater 3 said that every truly great drama must, in the end, linger in the reader's mindas a sort of ballad. One might say that every fine story must leave in the mind of the sensitive reader an intangible residuum of pleasure; a cadence, a quality of voice that is exclusively the writer's own, individual, unique. A quality which one can remember without the volume at hand, can experience over and over again in the mind but can never absolutely define, as one can experience in memory a melody, or the summer perfume of a garden. The magnitude of the subject matter is not of primary importance, seemingly. An idyll of Theocritus 4, concerned with sheep and goats and shade and pastures, is today as much alive as the most dramatic passages of the Iliad 5—stirsthe reader's feeling quite as much, perhaps.


  It is a common fallacy that a writer, if he is talented enough, can achieve this poignantquality by improving upon his subject-matter, by using his "imagination" upon it and twisting it to suit his purpose.The truth is that by such a process（whichis not imaginative atall!）he can at best produce only a brilliant sham, which, like a badly built and pretentious house, looks poor and shabby after a few years.If he achieves anything noble, anything enduring, it must be by giving himself absolutely to his material. And this giftof sympathy is his great gift; is the fine thing in him that alone can make his work fine.


  The artistspends a lifetime in pursuing the things that haunt him, in having his mind "teased"by them, in trying to get these conceptions down on paper exactly as they are to him and not in conventional poses supposed to reveal their character; trying this method and that, as a painter triesdifferent lightings and different attitudes with his subject to catch the one that presents it more suggestively than any other. And atthe end of a lifetime he emerges with much that ismore or less happy experimenting, and comparatively little that is the very flower of himself and his genius.


  The best of Miss Jewett's work, read by a student fifty years from now, will give him thecharacteristic flavour, the spirit, the cadence, of an American writer of the first order,— and of a New England which will then be a thing of the past.


  Even in the stories which fall short of being Miss Jewett's best, one has the pleasure ofher society and companionship — if one likes that sort of companionship. I remember she herself had a fondness for "The Hiltons'Holiday" - the slightest of stories: a hard-worked New England farmer takes his two little girls to town, some seventeen miles away（along drive bywagon）,for a treat. That is all, yet the story is a little miracle. Itsimply is the look — shy, kind, a littlewistful - which shines out at one from good country faces on remote farms; it is the look itself. To have got it down upon the printed page is like bringing the tenderest of early spring flowers from the deep wood into the hot light of noon without bruising itspetals.


  To note an artist's limitations is but to define his talent. A reporter can write equally well about everything that is presented to his view, but a creative writer can do his best only with what lies within the range and character of his deepest sympathies. These stories of Miss Jewett's have much to do with fisher-folk and seaside villages;with juniper pastures and lonely farms,neat grey country houses and delightful, well-seasoned old men and women. That, when one thinks of itin a flash, is New England. Iremember hearing an English actor say that until he made a motor trip through the New England country he had supposed that the Americans killed their aged in some merciful fashion, for he saw none in the cities where he played.


  There are many kinds of people in the State of Maine, and neighbouring States, who are not found in Miss Jewett's books. There may be Othellos and lagos 6 and Don Juans 7; but they are not highly characteristic of the country, they do not come up spontaneously in the juniper pastures as the everlasting does. Miss Jewett wrote of everyday people who grew out of the soil, not about exceptional individuals at war with their environment. This was not a creed with her,but an instinctive preference.


  Born within the scent of the sea but not within sight ofit,in a beautiful old house full of strange and lovely things brought home from all over the globe by seafaring ancestors, she spent much of her childhood driving about the country with her doctor father on his professional rounds among the farms.She early learned to love her country for what it was. What is quite as important, she saw it as it was. She happened to have the right nature, the righttemperament,to see it so — and to understand by intuition the deeper meaning of what she saw.


  She had not only the eye, she had the ear. From her early years she must have treasured up those pithy bits of local speech, of native idiom, which enrich and enliven her pages. The language her people speak to each other is a native tongue. No writer can invent it. Itis made in the hard school of experience, in communities where language has been undisturbed long enough to take on colour and character from the nature and experiences of the people. The "sayings" of a community, its proverbs, are its characteristic comment upon life;they imply its history, suggest its attitude toward the world and its way of accepting life. Such an idiom makes the finest language any writer can have; and he can never get it with a notebook. He himself must be able to think and feel in that speech — it isa gift from heart to heart.


  Much of Miss Jewett's delightful humour comes from her delicate and tactful handling of this native language of the waterside and countryside, never overdone, never pushed a shade too far; from this, and from her own fine altitude toward her subject-matter. This attitude in itself, though unspoken, is everywhere felt, and constitutes one of the most potent elements of grace and charm in her stories. She had with her own stories and her own characters a very charming relation; spirited, gay, tactful, noble in its essence and a little arch in its expression. In this particular relationship many of our most gifted writers are unfortunate. If a writer's attitude toward his characters and his scene is as vulgar as a showman's, as mercenary as an auctioneer's, vulgar and meretricious will his product for ever remain.


  Ⅱ


  "The distinguished outward stamp" — it was that one felt immediately upon meetingMiss Jewett:a lady,in the old high sense. It was in her face and figure, in her carriage, her smile, her voice, her way of greeting one. There was an ease, a graciousness, a light touch in conversation, a delicate unobtrusive wit. You quickly recognized that her gift with the pen was one of many charming personal attributes. In the short period when I knew her, 1908 and 1909’ she was not writing at all, and found life full enough without it. Some six years before, she had been thrown from a carriage on a country road（sadfate for an enthusiastichorsewoman）andsuffered a slight concussion. She recovered, after a long illness,but she did not write again —felt that her best working power was spent.


  She had never been one of those who "live to write." She lived for a great many things, and the stories by which we know her were one of many preoccupations. After the carriageaccident she was not strong enough to go out into the world a great deal; before that occurred her friendships occupied perhaps the first place in her life. She had friends among the most interesting and gifted people of her time, and scores of friends among the village and country people of her own State — people who knew her as Doctor Jewett's daughter and regarded"Sarah's writing" as a ladylike accomplishment. These country friends, she used to say, were the wisest of all, because they could never be fooled about fundamentals. Even after her long illness she was at home to a few visitors almost every afternoon; friends from England and France were always coming and going. Small dinner-parties and luncheons were part of the regular routine when she was with Mrs. Fields 8 on Charles Street or at Manchester-by-the-Sea 9. When she was at home, in South Berwick, there were the old friends of her childhood to whom she must be always accessible. At the time I knew her she had, as she said, forgone all customary exercises — except a little gardening in spring and summer. But as a young woman she devoted her mornings to horseback riding in fine weather, and was skilful with a sail-boat. Every day, in every season of the year, she enjoyed the beautiful country in which she had the good fortune to be born. Her love of the Maine country and seacoast was the supreme happiness of her life. Her stories were but reflections, quite incidental, of that peculiar and intensely personal pleasure. Take,for instance, thatdear,daybreak paragraph which begins "By the MorningBoat":


  "On the coast of Maine, where many green islands and salt inlets fringe the deep-cut shore line; where balsam firs and bayberry bushes send their fragrance far seaward, and song-sparrows sing all day, and the tide runs plashing in and out among the weedy ledges; where cowbells tinkle on the hillsand herons stand in the shady coves — on the lonely coast of Mainestood a small gray house facing the morning light."


  Wherever Miss Jewett might be in the world, in the Alps, the Pyrenees, the Apennines 10, she carried the Maine shore-country with her.She loved itby instinct,and in the light of wide experience,from near and from afar.


  "You must know the world before you can know the village," she once said to me. Quoted out of its context this remark sounds like a wise pronouncement, but Miss Jewett ;never made wise pronouncements. Her personal opinions she voiced lightly, half-humorously;any expression of them was spontaneous, the outgrowth of the immediate conversation. This remark was a supplementary comment, apropos of a story we had both happened to read: a story about a mule, introduced by the magazine which published it with an editorial note to the effect that（besidesbeing" fresh" and"promising"）it was authentic, as the young man who wrote it was a mule-driver and had never been anything else. When I asked Miss Jewett ifshe had seenit,she gave no affirmative but a soft laugh, rather characteristic of her, something between amusement and forbearance, and exclaimed:


  "Poor lad! But his mule could have done better! A mule, by God's grace, is a mule, with the metric of his kind. Besides, the mule would be grammatical. It's not in his sure-footed nature to slight syntax. A horse might tangle himself up in his sentences or his picket rope, but never a mule."


  Ⅲ


  Miss Jewett had read too widely, and had too fine a literary sense, to overestimate her own performance. Every Sunday book section of the New York dailies announces half a dozen"great" books, and calls our attention to more great writers than the Elizabethan age and the nineteenth century put together could muster. Miss Jewett applied that adjective very seldom （toTolstoi 11,Flaubert 12,and a fewothers）,certainly never to herself or to anything of her own. She spoke of "the Pointed Fir papers" or "the Pointed Firsketches"; I never heard her call them stories.She had, as Henry James said of her, "a sort of elegance of humility, or fine flame of modesty." She was content to be slight, if she could be true. The closing sentences of "Marsh Rosemary 13 " might stand as an unconscious piece of self-criticism,— or perhaps as a gentle apology for the art of all new countries, which must grow out of a thin soil and bear its fate:


  "Who can laugh at my Marsh Rosemary, or who can cry, for that matter? The gray primness of the plant is made up from a hundred colors if you look close enough to find them. This Marsh Rosemary stands in her own place, and holds her dry leaves and tiny blossoms steadily toward the same sun that the pink lotus blooms for, and the white rose."


  For contemporary writers of much greater range than her own, she had the most reverent and rejoicing admiration. She was one of the first Americans to see the importance of JosephConrad.14 Indeed, she was reading a new volume of Conrad, late in the night, when the slight cerebral haemorrhage occurred from which she died some months later.


  At a time when machine-made historical novels were the literary fashion in the UnitedStates, when the magazines were full of dreary dialect stories, and the works of John Fox, Jr 15., were considered profound merely because they were very dull and heavy as clay, Miss Jewett quietly developed her own medium and confined herself to it. At that time Henry James was the commanding figure in American letters, and his was surely the keenest mind any American ever devoted to the art of fiction. But it was devoted almost exclusively to the study of other and older societies than ours. He was interested in his countrymen chiefly as they appeared in ;relation to the European scene. As an American writer he seems to claim, and richly to deserve, a sort of personal exemption. Stephen Crane came upon the scene, a young man of definite talent, brilliant and brittle,— dealing altogether with the surfaces of things, but in a manner all his own. He died young, but he had done something real. One can read him today. If we glance back over the many novels which have challenged our attention since Crane's time, it is like taking a stroll through a World's Fair grounds some years after the show is over. Palaces with the stucco peeling off, oriental villages stripped to beaver-board and cement, broken fountains, lakes gone to mud and weeds. W e realize that whatever it is that makes a book hold together, most of these hadn'tit.


  Among those glittering novelties which have now become old-fashioned Miss Jewett's littlevolumes made a small showing. A taste for them must always remain a special taste,—but it willremain. She wrote for a limited audience, and she still hasit,both here and abroad.To enjoy her the reader must have a sympathetic relation with the subject-matter and a sensitive ear; especially must he have a sense of "pitch" in writing. He must recognize when the quality of feeling comes inevitably out of the theme itself; when the language, the stresses, the very structure of the sentences are imposed upon the writer by the special mood of the piece.


  It is easy to understand why some of the young students who have turned back from the present to glance at Miss Jewett find very little on her pages. Imagine a young man, or woman, born in New York City, educated at a New York university, violently inoculated with Freud 16, hurried into journalism, knowing no more about New England country people（orcountry folk anywhere） than he has caught from motor trips or observed from summer hotels: what isthere for him in The Country of the PointedFirs?


  This hypothetical young man is perhaps of foreign descent: German, Jewish, Scandinavian. To him English is merely a means of making himself understood, of communicating his ideas. He may write and speak American English correctly, but only as an American may learn to speak French correctly. It is a surface speech: he clicks the words out as a bank clerk clicks out silver when you ask for change. For him the language has no emotional roots. Howcould he find the talk of the Maine country people anything but "dialect"? Moreover, the temper of the people which lies behind the language is incomprehensible to him. He can see what these Yankees have not（hencean epidemic of "suppressed desire" plays andnovels）,but what they have,their actual preferences and their fixed scale of values, are absolutely dark to him. When he tries to put himself in the Yankee's place, he attempts an impossible substitution.


  But the adopted American is not alone in being cut off from an instinctive understandingof "the old moral harmonies." There is the new American, whom Mr. Santayana 17 describes as "the untrained, pushing, cosmopolitan orphan, cocksure in manner but none too sure in his morality,to whom the old Yankee, with his sour integrity, isalmost a foreigner."[2]


  When we find ourselves on shipboard, among hundreds of strangers, we very soon recognize those who are sympathetic to us. W e find our own books in the same way. W e like a writer much as we like individuals; for what he is, simply, underneath his accomplishments. Oftener than we realize, it is for some moral quality, some ideal which he himself cherishes, though itmay be little discernible in his behaviour in the world. It is the light behind his books and is the living quality in his sentences.


  It is this very personal quality of perception, a vivid and intensely personal experience of life, which make a "style"; Mark Twain had it, at his best, and Hawthorne. But among fifty thousand books you will find very few writers who ever achieved a style at all. The distinctivething about Miss Jewett is that she had an individual voice;"a sense for the finest kind of truthful rendering,the sober, tender note, the temperately touched, whether in the ironic or pathetic," as Henry James said of her. During the twenty-odd clamorous years since her death "masterpieces" have been bumping down upon us like trunks pouring down the baggage chutes from an overcrowded ocean steamer. But if you can get out from under them and go to a quiet spot and take up a volume of Miss Jewett, you will find the voice still there, with a quality which any ear trained in literature must recognize.


  Q


  1. What do you think are Sarah Orne Jewett's poetic principles?


  2. What does Willa Cather admire in Jewett both as a writer and as a person?


  3. What do you think are Cather's poetic principles?


  4. What do you think is good literature?


  ■注释：


  1. Sarah Orne Jewett:[image: figure_0161_0029](1849-1909)萨拉·奥恩·朱厄特出生于新英格兰的缅因州的一个小镇，是一位乡土作家，常以细腻清丽的笔触描述19世纪缅因州小镇和乡间人们朴素的日常生活。最为出色的代表作是《尖枞树之乡》。文中的“Pointed Fir” sketches或“Pointed Fir” papers均指此书。


  2.这篇文章里有一些词，如这里的happy和后面的carriage等都不是我们熟悉的“快乐”或“马车”的意思。请根据上下文找出其含义。


  3. Walter Pater: (1839-1894)佩特，英国作家。作品有《文艺复兴时期历史的研究》等。


  4. Theocritus:[image: figure_0161_0030]忒奥克里托斯，古希腊诗人，大约生活在公元前三世纪。他所写的田园诗歌Idylls对罗马诗人维吉尔以及后来的田园文学有很大的影响。


  5.《伊利昂纪》，古希腊史诗。作者为古希腊诗人荷马。


  6. Othello:[image: figure_0161_0031]奥赛罗；lago[image: figure_0161_0032]埃古，均为莎士比亚名剧《奥赛罗》中的人物。后者诱使奥赛罗杀死无辜的妻子，是狡诈残忍的代表。


  7. Don Juan[image: figure_0161_0033]唐璜，西班牙传奇中的一个浪荡子，也是拜伦诗剧《唐璜》的主人公。


  8. Mrs. Fields:很可能是James T. Fields（1817-1881）的夫人Annie Adams Fields（1834-1915）。她的丈夫是波士顿的著名出版商。她的家是个文学沙龙，她本人也写作，出版过她丈夫的传记和随笔集《作家与朋友》。


  9.当地的一家饭馆。


  10.the Alps, the Pyrenees, the Apennines:[image: figure_0162_0034]阿尔卑斯山、比利牛斯山、亚平宁山脉


  11.即Tolstoy，托尔斯泰（1828-1910）俄国作家，著有《战争与和平》、《安娜·卡列尼娜》等作品。


  12.福楼拜（1821-1880)法国作家，代表作为《包法利夫人》。


  13.这是朱厄特一篇小说的篇名。marsh:沼泽；rosemary:（花名）迷迭香


  14.康拉德（1857-1924），出生于波兰的英国小说家。代表作有《黑暗的中心》等。


  15.小约翰·福克斯（1863-1919）美国通俗小说家，他的小说多半以他年轻时代在山民中的生活为基础，描写纯洁的山民姑娘和野蛮的恶棍之间的冲突。


  16.弗洛伊德（1856-1939）奥地利精神病学家，精神分析学派心理学创始人。


  17.桑塔雅那（1863-1952）美国哲学家、文学家。出生于西班牙，但9岁就到美国，曾在哈佛大学学习并任教。1914年以后在欧洲定居。其著作有《理性生活》、《最后的清教徒》等。


  · Art is not thought or emotion, but expression, expression, always expression. To keep an idea living, intact, tinged with all its original feeling, its original mood preserving in it all the ecstasy which attended its birth, to keep it as all the way from the brain to the hand and transported it on paper a living thing, with color, order, sound, life all init,that is what art means, that is the greatest of all the gifts of God.


  · How wonderful it would be if we could throw all the furniture out of the window; and along with it, all the meaningless reiterations concerning physical sensations,all the tiresome old pattern, and leave the room as bare as the stage of a Greek theatre, or as that house into which the glory of the Pentecost descended; leave the scene bare for the play of emotions, great or little,— for the nursery tale, no less than the tragedy, is killed by tasteless amplitude.


  ——Willa Cathen


  注　释


  [1]. Much of Part I of this sketch was originally writtenas a preface to a two-volume collectionof MissJewett's stories published by Houghton Mifflin in 1925.（原注）


  [2]. George Santayana:Characterand Opinion in theUnitedStates. NewYork:Charles Scribner's Song;


  Unit12 Sherwood Anderson （1876-1941）


  舍伍德·安德森


  ■作者简介


  舍伍德·安德森（Sherwood Anderson， 1876-1941）小说家。生于俄亥俄州卡姆丹镇（Camden）的一个破败小商人家庭，其后，全家移居到克莱德镇（Clyde）。安德森的许多小说正是以克莱德镇作为故事背景。安德森还在上中学期间就开始做各种零工，曾作过报童、马倌、油漆工等，以补贴窘迫的家境。而他在学校的学习也时断时续，中学未毕业就来到芝加哥，白天从事体力劳动，晚上则进修一些商务课程。他的丰富经历还包括在美西战争期间在古巴服兵役。战后他回到俄亥俄州，在斯普林菲尔德（Springfield）的威腾堡学院（WittenbergAcademy）学习了一年。而后，他又回到芝加哥，并逐渐成为小有名气的广告撰写人。婚后，他在克利夫兰市附近的艾利雷亚镇（Elyria）经营涂料生意。日常的商务和按部就班的中产阶级生活并不能压抑住他内心的文学创作欲望。在此期间，他利用闲暇时间从事写作。婚后第八年，他作为“安德森制造公司”总裁却突然从他的办公室失踪，几天后被发现时已是蓬头垢面，精神恍惚。这场心理危机后，他抛开妻子和三个年幼的子女回到芝加哥，从此“弃商从文”。


  [image: figure_0163_0035]


  四年后安德森发表了他的第一部小说《饶舌的麦克佛逊的儿子》（WindyMcPherson'sSon，1916），而为他确立文坛声誉作品的是《俄亥俄州的温斯堡镇》（Winesburg，Ohio，1919）。小说中温斯堡镇的人们之间的心灵的隔阂造成内心“不可名状的渴望”，却又相互无以沟通。安德森的其他小说和短篇集包括:《前进中的人们》（Marching Men，1917），《穷白人》（Poor White，1920），《鸡蛋的胜利及其他故事》（The Triumph of the Egg and Other Stories，1921），《马与人》（Horses and Men， 1923），《多种婚姻》（Many Marriages，1923），《阴沉的笑声》（Dark Laughter， 1925），《超越欲望》（SeyondDesire，1932），《林中之死及其他故事》（Death in the Woods and Other Stories，1933）等。《鸡蛋的胜利》和《林中之死》等短篇都是安德森的传世佳作。


  安德森脱离了注重情节的传统，在看似平庸、熟悉的生活表象下，着墨于内心活动与冲突。他直接影响了福克纳、海明威等下一代作家。福克纳曾将安德森称为“我们一代美国作家之父，其美国创作传统将由我们的后继者所承传。”


  ■赏析


  《鸡蛋的胜利》通过一个男孩“我”的第一人称视角，在回忆和联想中讲述自己和父母的生活事件。故事情节展开于父亲养鸡发家失败的经历。这时事件的场景是乡村。乡村生活分成两部分:父亲婚前生活和婚后生活。父亲本性天生乐观、热情，作为农场工人，他的单身汉生活过得相当满足。“我”对父亲的婚前生活作了田园化的描述:父亲有一匹自己的马，星期六晚上进城与其他农工一起喝酒、娱乐。父亲娶妻生子后，有文化的母亲使他开始有了在社会中出人头地的“志向”，而父亲的发家手段是养鸡，但是父亲的努力与接踵而至的失败总是和鸡蛋联系在一起。母鸡、鸡蛋、小鸡的“可怕的循环”，尤其是小鸡迷茫、灾难四伏、受制于“上帝的神秘目的”的挣扎中的生命历程与父亲的灾难性经历和“我”的内心活动相互交织、呼应。事件的另一个场景转换到城镇生活。父亲经营饭馆生意，而父亲寄予厚望的畸形小鸡标本展示和鸡蛋戏法恰恰又毁灭了父亲的希望。事件场景从乡村到城镇的转换强化了父亲追寻成功而依然无法逃脱失败的历程。


  故事情节围绕与鸡蛋有关的事件发展。故事始于“我”出生以前，这时的父亲过着与鸡蛋无关，也不想出人头地的生活。对父亲的往事，“我”并没有亲身体验，因而这段故事的来源可能是父母，而快乐的生活色彩或是“我”在听到的故事中加以想象成分，或是父亲对往事的情感流露。在这段描述中，一些情节的联结是通过虚拟语态表达的。这段故事与其后部分形成对比。“我”的童年与父母的乡村生活以父亲在发家梦想的驱使下经营养鸡生意为情节，而结果是父亲生意失败，“我”则因为在养鸡场的生活而失去了“幸福快乐的童年”。故事的主要情节部分详细讲述的父亲带着他的“宝藏”——畸形小鸡标本——离开乡下进城，而终于再次失败。


  作为故事人物，父亲、母亲，“我”和乔·凯思（Joe Kane）也围绕鸡蛋产生鲜明对比。父亲、母亲勤奋劳作。父亲在母亲的影响下变得“雄心勃勃”，但他总有一些不切实际的奇思怪想。他在实践自己计划时，“舞台恐惧症”（“stage fright”）使他无法进入自己的角色，难怪在凯瑟这样的局外人看来，父亲有些“轻微的精神错乱”，而不听摆布的鸡蛋使他的性格更具戏剧性。母亲则是个乡村教师，“沉默寡言”、眼神“忧郁”、对丈夫和儿子出人头地抱有“无可救药的”期望。父亲在与母亲的共同生活和养鸡经历使他变得“习惯性沉默”、“沮丧”。“我”的儿时记忆将父亲头上谢顶处想象成恺撒带领罗马军团前往“未知世界奇观”的大道，而“我”梦想通过这条大道寻找“美丽”而“没有鸡蛋”的生活。在“逃离”养鸡场的路上“我”走在车后，去发现“世界奇观”，而走在车后面的母亲则“确保车上的东西不会掉下来”。随着故事的发展，不同的人物性格围绕鸡蛋事件逐步丰满。


  该短篇文体简洁朴实、口语化，是安德森的典型风格。


  The Triumph of the Egg


  MY father was,I am sure,intended by nature to be a cheerful,kindly man. Until he wasthirty-four years old he worked as a farm-hand for a man named Thomas Butterworth whose place lay near the town of Bidwell,Ohio. He had then a horse of his own and on Saturday evenings drove into town to spend a few hours in social intercourse with other farm-hands. In town he drank several glasses of beer and stood about in Ben ;Head's saloon — crowded on Saturday evenings with visiting farm-hands. Songs weresung and glasses thumped on the bar. At ten o'clock father drove home along a lonely country road, made his horse comfortable for the night and himself went to bed, quite happy in his position in life. He had at that time no notion of trying to rise in the world.


  Itwas in the spring of his thirty-fifth year that father married my mother, then a country school-teacher, and in the following spring Icame wriggling and crying into the world. Something happened to the two people. They became ambitious. The American passion forgetting up in the world 1 took possession of them.


  It may have been that mother was responsible. Being a school-teacher she had no doubtread books and magazines. She had, I presume, read of how Garfield 2, Lincoln 3, and other Americans rose from poverty to fame and greatness and as I lay beside her — in the days of her lying-in — she may have dreamed that I would some day rule men and cities. At any rate she induced father to give up his place as a farm-hand, sell his horse and embark on an independent enterprise of his own. She was a tallsilent woman with a long nose and troubled grey eyes.For herself she wanted nothing.For father and myself she was incurably ambitious.


  The first venture into which the two people went turned out badly. They rented ten acresof poor stony land on what was called Griggs's Road eight miles from Bidwell and launched into chicken raising. I grew into boyhood on the place and got my first impressions of life there. From the beginning they were impressions of disaster andif,in my turn, I am a gloomy man inclined to see the dark side of life, I attribute it to the fact that what should have been for me the happy joyous days of childhood were spent on a chicken farm.
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  One unversed in such matters can have no notion of the many and tragic things that canhappen to a chicken.It is born out of an egg, lives for a few weeks as a tiny fluffy thing such as you will see pictured on Easter postcards, then becomes hideously naked, eats quantities of corn and meal bought by the sweat of your father's brow, gets diseases called pip, cholera, and other names, stands looking with stupid eyes at the sun, becomes sick and dies. A few hens and now and then a rooster, intended to serve God's mysterious ends,;struggle through to maturity. The hens lay eggs out of whichcome other chickens and the dreadful cycle is thus made complete. It is all unbelievably complex. Most philosophers must have been raised on chicken farms.One hopes for so much from a chicken and is so dreadfully disillusioned. Small chickens,just setting out on the journey of life, look so bright and alert and they are in fact so dreadfully stupid. They are so much like people they mix one up in his judgements of life. If disease does not kill them they wait until your expectations are thoroughly aroused and then walk under the wheels of a wagon — to go squashed and dead back to their maker. Vermin infest theiryouths,and fortunes must be ;spent for curative powders. In later life I have seen how that a literature has been built up on thesubject of fortunes to be made out of the raising of chickens. It isintended to be read by the gods who have just eaten of the tree of the knowledge of good and evil 4. Itis a hopeful literature and declares that much may be done by simple ambitious people who own a few hens. Do not be led astray by it. It was not written for you. Go hunt for gold on the frozen hills of Alaska, put your faith in the honesty of a politician, believe if you willthat the world isdaily growing better and that good will triumph over evil but do not read and believe the literature that is written concerning the hen. It was not written for you.


  I,however,digress. My tale does not primarily concern itself with the hen. If correctly tolditwill center on the egg. For ten years my father and mother struggled to make our chicken farm pay and then they gave up that struggle and began another. They moved into the town of Bidwell, Ohio, and embarked in the restaurant business. After ten years of worry with incubators that did not hatch, and with tiny — and in their own way lovely — balls of fluff that passed on into semi-naked pullethood and from that into dead henhood, we threw all aside and packing our belongings on a wagon drove down Griggs's Road toward Bidwell, a tiny caravan of hope looking for a new place from which to start on our upward journey through life.


  W e must have been a sad-looking lot, not, I fancy, unlike refugees fleeing from a battlefield. Mother and Iwalked in the road. The wagon that contained our goods had beenborrowed for the day from Mr. Albert Griggs, a neighbor. Out of its sides stuck the legs of cheap chairs and at the back of the pile of beds, tables, and boxes filled with kitchen utensils was a crate of live chickens and on top of that the baby carriage in which I had been wheeled about in my infancy. Why we stuck to the baby carriage I don't know. It was unlikely otherchildren would be born and the wheels were broken. People who have few possessions cling tightly to those they have. That isone of the facts that make life so discouraging.


  Father rode on top of the wagon. He was then a bald-headed man of forty-five, a little fat and from long association with mother and the chickens he had become habitually silentand discouraged. All during our ten years on the chicken farm he had worked as a laborer on neighboring farms and most of the money he had earned had been spent for remedies to cure chicken diseases, on Wilmer's White Wonder Cholera Cure or Professor Bidlow's Egg Producer or some other preparations that mother found advertised in the poultry papers.There were two littlepatches of hair on father's head just above his ears. I remember that as a child I used to sitlooking at him when he had gone to sleep in a chair before the stove on Sunday afternoons in the winter. I had at that time already begun to read books and have notions of my own and the bald path thatled over the top of his head was, I fancied, something like a broad road, such a road as Caesar might have made on which to lead his legions out of Rome 5 and into the wonders of an unknown world. The tufts of hair that grew above father's ears were, Ithought,like forests. I fell into a half-sleeping, half-waking state and dreamed I was a tiny thing going along the road into a far beautiful place where there were no chicken farms and where life was a happy eggless affair.


  One might write a book concerning our flight from the chicken farm into town. Mother and ;Iwalked the entire eight miles — she to be sure that nothing fell from the wagon and I to see the wonders of the world. On the seat of the wagon beside father was his greatest treasure. I will tell you of that.


  On a chicken farm where hundreds and even thousands of chickens come out of eggs surprising things sometimes happen. Grotesques are born out of eggs as out of people. The thing does not often occur — perhaps once in a thousand births. A chicken is, you see, born that has four legs, two pairs of wings, two heads or what not. The things do not live. They go quickly back to the hand of their maker that has for a moment trembled.6 The fact that the poor little things could not live was one of the tragedies of life to father. He had some sort of notion that if he could but bring into henhood or roosterhood a five-legged hen or a two-headed rooster his fortune would be made. He dreamed of taking the wonder about to county fairs and of growing rich by exhibiting it to other farm-hands.


  At any rate he saved all the little monstrous things that had been born on our chicken farm. They were preserved in alcohol and put each in its own glass bottle. These he had carefully put into a box and on our journey into town it was carried on the wagon seat beside him. He drove the horses with one hand and with the other clung to the box. When we got to our destination the box was taken down at once and the bottles removed. All during our days as keepers of a restaurant in the town of Bidwell, Ohio, the grotesques in their little glass bottles sat on a shelf back of the counter. Mother sometimes protested but father was a rock on the subject of his treasure. The grotesques were, he declared, valuable. People, he said, liked to look at strange and wonderful things.


  Did I say that we embarked in the restaurant business in the town of Bidwell, Ohio? I exaggerated a little. The town itself lay at the foot of a low hill and on the shore of a small river. The railroad did not run through the town and the station was a mile away to the north at a place called Pickleville. There had been a cider mill and pickle factory at the station but before the time of our coming they had both gone out of business. In the morning and in the evening busses came down to the station along a road called Turner's Pike from the hotel on the main street of Bidwell. Our going to the out of the way place to embark in the restaurant business was mother's idea. She talked of it for a year and then one day went off and rented an empty store building opposite the railroad station.It was her idea that the restaurant would be profitable. Travelling men, she said, would be always waiting around to take trains out of town and town people would come to the station to await incoming trains.They would come to the restaurant to buy pieces of pie and drink coffee. Now that I am older I know that she had another motive in going. She was ambitious for me. She wanted me to rise in the world, to get into a town school, and become a man of the towns.


  At Pickleville father and mother worked hard as they always had done. At first there was the necessity of putting our place into shape to be a restaurant. That took a month. Father built a shelf on which he put tins of vegetables. He painted a sign on which he put his name in large red ;letters. Below his name was the sharp command —"Eat Here" — that was so seldom obeyed. A show case was bought and filled with cigars and tobacco. Mother scrubbed the floor and thewalls of the room. I went to school in the town and was glad to be away from the farm and from the presence of the discouraged, sad-looking chickens. StillI was not very joyous. In the evening I walked home from school along Turner's Pike and remembered the children I had seen playing in the town school yard.A troop of little girls had gone hopping about and singing. I tried that. Down along the frozen road I went hopping solemnly on one leg. "Hippity Hop To The Barber Shop," I sang shrilly. Then I stopped and looked doubtfully about. I was afraid of being seen in my gay mood. It must have seemed to me that I was doing a thing that should not be done by one who, likemyself,had been raised on a chicken farm where death was a dailyvisitor.


  Mother decided that our restaurant should remain open at night. At ten in the eveninga passenger train went north past our door followed by a local freight. The freight crew had switching to do in Pickleville and when the work was done they came to our restaurant for hot coffee and food. Sometimes one of them ordered an egg fried on one side. In the morning atfour they returned north-bound and again visited us. A little trade began to grow up. Mother slept at night and during the day tended the restaurant and fed our boarders while father slept. He sleptin the same bed mother had occupied during the night and I went off to the town of Bidwell and to school.During the long nights, while mother and Islept,father cooked meats that were to go into sandwiches forthe lunch baskets of our boarders. Then an idea in regard to getting up in the world came into his head. The American spirit took hold of him. He also became ambitious.


  In the long nights when there was little to do father had time to think. That was hisundoing. He decided that he had in the past been an unsuccessful man because he had not been cheerful enough and that in the future he would adopt a cheerful outlook on life. In the early morning he came upstairs and got into bed with mother. She woke and the two talked. From my bed in the corner I listened.


  It was father's idea that both he and mother should try to entertain the people who came toeat at our restaurant. I cannot now remember his words but he gave the impression of one about to become in some obscure way a kind of public entertainer. When people, particularly young people from the town of Bidwell, came into our place, as on very rare occasions they did, bright entertaining conversation was to be made. From father's words I gathered that something of the jolly inn-keeper effect was to be sought after. Mother must have been doubtful from the first but she said nothing discouraging. It was father's notion that a kind of passion for the company of himself and mother would spring up in the breasts of the younger people of the town of Bidwell.In the evening bright happy groups would come singing down Turner's Pike. They would troop shouting with joy and laughter into our place. There would be song and festivity. I do not mean to give the impression that father spoke so elaborately of the matter. He was as I have said an uncommunicative man. "They want some place to go. I tell you they want some place to go," he said over and over. That was as far as he got. My own imagination has filled in the blanks.


  For two or three weeks this notion of father's invaded our house. W e did not talk much but in our daily lives tried earnestly to make smiles take the place of glum looks.Mother smiled at the boarders and I,catching the infection, smiled at our cat. Father became a littlefeverish in his anxiety to please. There was, no doubt lurking somewhere in him, a touch of the spirit of the showman. He did not waste much of his ammunition on the railroad men he served at night but seemed to be waiting for a young man or woman from Bidwell to come in to show what he could do. On the counter in the restaurant there was a wire basket kept always filled with eggs and it must have been before his eyes when the idea of being entertaining was born in his brain. There was something pre-natal about the way eggs kept themselves connected with the development of his idea. At any rate an egg ruined his new impulse in life. Late one night I was awakened by a roar of anger coming from father's throat.Both mother and I sat upright in our beds. With trembling hands she lighted a lamp that stood on a table by her head. Downstairs the front door of our restaurant went shut with a bang and in a few minutes father trampedup the stairs.He held an egg in his hand and his hand trembled as though he were having a chill. There was a half insane light in his eyes. As he stood glaring at us I was sure he intended throwing the egg at either mother or me. Then he laid it gently on the table beside the lamp and dropped on his knees beside mother's bed. He began to cry like a boy and I,carried away by his grief, cried with him. The two of us filled the little upstairs room with our wailing voices. It is ridiculous, but of the picture we made Ican remember only the fact that mother's hand continually stroked the bald path that ran across the top of his head. I have forgotten whatmother said to him and how she induced him to tell her of what had happened downstairs. His explanation also has gone out of my mind. Iremember only my own grief and fright and the shiny path over father's head glowing in the lamp light as he knelt by the bed.


  As to what happened downstairs. For some unexplainable reason I know the story as well as though I had been a witness to my father's discomfiture. One in time gets to know manyunexplainable things. On that evening young Joe Kane, son of a merchant of Bidwell, came to Pickleville to meet his father, who was expected on the ten o'clock evening train from the South. The train was three hours late and Joe came into our place to sit loafing about and towait for its arrival. The local freight train came in and the freight crew were fed. Joe was left alone in the restaurant with father.


  From the moment he came into our place the Bidwell young man must have been puzzledby my father's actions. Itwas his notion that father was angry at him for hanging around. He noticed that the restaurant keeper was apparently disturbed by his presence and thought of going out. However, it began to rain and he did not fancy the long walk to town and back. He bought a five-cent cigar and ordered a cup of coffee. He had a newspaper in his pocket andtook it out and began to read."I'm waiting for the evening train. It'slate," he said apologetically.


  For a long time father, whom Joe Kane had never seen before, remained silently gazingat his visitor. He was no doubt suffering from an attack of stage fright. As so often happens in ;life he had thought so much and so often of the situation that now confronted him that he was somewhat nervous in its presence.


  For one thing, he did not know what to do with his hands. He thrust one of them nervously over the counter and shook hands with Joe Kane. "How-de-do," he said. Joe Kane put his newspaper down and stared at him. Father's eye lighted on the basket of eggs that sat on the counter and he began to talk."Well," he began hesitatingly, "well, you have heard of Christopher Columbus, eh?" He seemed to be angry. "That Christopher Columbus was a cheat," he declared emphatically. "He talked of making an egg stand on its end. He talked, he did, and then he went and broke the end of the egg."


  My father seemed to his visitor to be beside himself at the duplicity of Christopher Columbus. He muttered and swore. He declared it was wrong to teach children that Christopher Columbus was a great man when, after all, he cheated at the critical moment. He had declared he would make an egg stand on end and then when his bluff had been called he had done a trick. Still grumbling at Columbus, father took an egg from the basket on the counter and began to walk up and down. He rolled the egg between the palms of his hands. He smiled genially. He began to mumble words regarding the effect to be produced on an egg by the electricity that comes out of the human body. He declared that without breaking its shell and by virtue of rolling it back and forth in his hands he could stand the egg on its end. He explained that the warmth of his hands and the gentle rolling movement he gave the egg created a new center of gravity,and Joe Kane was mildly interested. "Ihave handled thousands of eggs," father said. "No one knows more about eggs than I do."


  He stood the egg on the counter and it fell on its side. He tried the trick again and again, each time rolling the egg between the palms of his hands and saying the words regarding the wonders of electricity and the laws of gravity. When after a half hour's effort he did succeed in making the egg stand for a moment he looked up to find that his visitor was no longer watching. By the time he had succeeded in calling Joe Kane's attention to the success of his effort the egg had again rolled over and lay on its side.


  Afire with the showman's passion and at the same time a good deal disconcerted by the failure of his first effort, father now took the bottles containing the poultry monstrosities down from their place on the shelf and began to show them to his visitor. "How would you like to have seven legs and two heads like this fellow?" he asked, exhibiting the most remarkable of his treasures. A cheerful smile played over his face. He reached over the counter and tried to slap Joe Kane on the shoulder as he had seen men do in Ben Head's saloon when he was a young farm-hand and drove to town on Saturday evenings. His visitor was made a little ill by the sight of the body of the terribly deformed bird floating in the alcohol in the bottle and got up to go. Coming from behind the counter, father took hold of the young man's arm and led him back to his seat. He grew a littleangry and for a moment had to turn his face away and force himself to smile. Then he put the bottles back on the shelf. In an outburst of generosity he fairly compelled ;Joe Kane to have a fresh cup of coffee and another cigar at his expense.Then he took a pan andfilling it with vinegar, taken from a jug that sat beneath the counter, he declared himself about to do a new trick. "I will heat this egg in this pan of vinegar," he said. "Then I will put it through the neck of a bottle without breaking the shell. When the egg is inside the bottle it will resume its normal shape and the shell will become hard again. Then I will give the bottle with the egg in it to you. You can take it about with you wherever you go. People will want to know how you got theegg in the bottle. Don't tell them. Keep them guessing. That is the way to have fun with this trick."


  Father grinned and winked at his visitor. Joe Kane decided that the man who confronted himwas mildly insane but harmless. He drank the cup of coffee that had been given him and began to read his paper again. When the egg had been heated in vinegar father carried it on a spoon to the counter and going into a back room got an empty bottle. He was angry because his visitor did not watch him as he began to do his trick, but nevertheless went cheerfully to work. For an hour he struggled, trying to get the egg to go through the neck of the bottle. He put the pan of vinegar back on the stove, intending to reheat the egg, then picked it up and burned his fingers. After a second bath in the hot vinegar the shell of the egg had been softened a little but not enough forhis purpose. He worked and worked and a spirit of desperate determination took possession of him. When he thought that at last the trick was about to be consummated the delayed train came in at the station and Joe Kane started to go nonchalantly out at the door. Father made a last desperate effort to conquer the egg and make it do the thing that would establish his reputation as one who knew how to entertain guests who came into his restaurant. He worried the egg. He attempted to be somewhat rough with it. He swore and the sweat stood out on his forehead. The egg broke under his hand. When the contents spurted over his clothes, Joe Kane, who had stopped at thedoor,turned and laughed.


  A roar of anger rose from my father's throat. He danced and shouted a string of inarticulatewords. Grabbing another egg from the basket on the counter, he threwit,just missing the head of the young man as he dodged through the door and escaped.


  Father came upstairs to mother and me with an egg in his hand. Ido not know what heintended to do. I imagine he had some idea of destroyingit,of destroying all eggs, and that he intended to letmother and me see him begin.When,however,he got into the presence of mother something happened to him. He laid the egg gently on the table and dropped on his knees by the bed as I have already explained. He later decided to close the restaurant for the night and to come upstairs and get into bed. When he did so he blew out the light and after much muttered conversation both he and mother went to sleep. I suppose I went to sleep also, but my sleep was troubled.I awoke at dawn and for a long time looked at the egg that lay on the table. I wondered why eggs had to be and why from the egg came the hen who again laid the egg. The question got into my blood.It has stayed there, Iimagine,because I am the son of my father. At any rate, the problem remains unsolved in my mind. And that, I conclude,is but another evidence of the complete and finaltriumph of the egg — at least as far as my family is concerned.


  Q


  1. Why did the narrator's father treasure up the dead deformed chickens?


  2. What isthe narrator's outlook on life?


  3. What does the egg come to symbolize by the end of the narrative?


  4. How is the egg used to unify the narrative elements?


  ■注释：


  1. getting up in the world：在世上出人头地。


  2.Garfield：James Garfield （1831-1881），第二十届美国总统。


  3.Lincoln：Abraham Lincoln （1809-1865），第十六届美国总统。


  4. tree of the knowledge of good and evil：圣经中结有能知善恶禁果的树。亚当（在希伯来语中“亚当”原意是“人”）违背上帝的禁令,吃下禁果，因此上帝将亚当、夏娃逐出伊甸园，并罚女人受生育之苦，男人终生劳作。另一方面，人吃了禁果可具备神的能力。


  5. a road as Caesar might have made on which to lead his legions out of Rome：就像恺撒修建的大道,统领军团在这样的大道上进军离开罗马。


  6. the hand of their maker that has for a moment trembled：它们造物主的手在造物的时刻抖动了一下。


  · That in the beginning when the world was young there were a great many thoughts but no such thing as truth. Man made the truths himself and each truth was a composite of a great many vague thoughts. All about in the world were truths and they were all beautiful.


  ——SherwoodAnderisan


  Unit13 Katherine Anne Porter （1890-1980）


  凯萨琳·安·波特


  ■作者简介


  凯萨琳·安·波特（Katherine Anne Porter，1890-1980），女作家，出生于南方得克萨斯州，当过电影演员、歌手、教员和记者，20岁开始写作，第一部短篇小说集《开花的紫荆树》（The Flowering Judas， 1930）确立了她在文坛的地位。她一生创作不多，但都深刻反映她的经历和她生活的历史时代。例如，《开花的紫荆树》以20年代她参与的墨西哥革命为背景；《灰色骑士灰色马》（Pale Horse，Pale Rider，1939）描写一战前夕的美国和她亲身经受的袭击美国的大流感；她曾在希特勒上台前到过柏林并把纳粹前德国的动乱写进了《斜塔》（The Leaning Tower，1944）。她写得最多的是南方家乡，不少中短篇小说，如《旧秩序》（The OldOrder，1944），《修墓老人》（Old Mortality，1939）和《灰色骑士次色马》等表现一个叫米兰达的南方少女的成长过程，颇有自传成分。此外，她还根据自己1931年从墨西哥坐船去德国的经历，写了惟一的长篇小说《愚人船》（A Ship of Fools，1962）。她的作品文字讲究、描写细腻、内涵深邃，深受读者、评论家和作家的赞扬与推崇。
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  波特的作品虽以墨西哥、欧洲和美国南方等不同地域为背景，但都侧重针砭社会、批评人类在追求理想时的愚蠢行为。最突出的贡献是从女性主义的角度写女性解放。她的女主人公常常要在爱情、母性和个人独立中作出抉择并为之付出重大代价，但她们像男人一样坚强勇敢，在逆境中从容自如，面对人生的孤独也能安之若素。


  ■赏析


  《被背弃的老祖母》中老祖母的姓氏Weatherall（经受了一切）有强烈的象征意义，点明这是一个坚强的女性。最初，恋人背弃了她，后来丈夫又英年早逝，但她面对生活的挫折毫不畏惧，独自一人耕耘土地并把儿女抚养成人。然而，老祖母也有弱点，她一直努力企图用忘却的办法来对付魔人的背弃所带来的屈辱与痛苦，不幸的是她至死也没能忘怀。临终前，她又一次受到伤害，上帝并未像她信仰的宗教所说的那样来接她去天堂，死神在她还没有准备好的情况下夺走了她的生命。


  波特在故事中采用意识流手法描述老祖母的思绪、回忆和联想，通过生动的细节刻画了老祖母的顽强坚毅的个性和聪明才智，表现老祖母的心理本质和她与早年恋人和丈夫儿女的关系。这种过去与现在文错的时序以及正叙与倒叙文织的写法恰到好处地表现了老人临终时刻时而清醒、时而迷糊的状态，她的心理时间（psychological time），即浮现在她脑子里的记忆、思想、感情，甚至形象虽都发生在过去，却比现实时间（chronological time）更为重要。这种手法也让读者身临其境去直接体验老祖母的思想、感情和观点，从而进一步了解作者在不断变动时序过程中所传达的含义。


  除了意识流，波特还使用有象征意义的明与暗的意象。明与暗代表过去与现在，老祖母对过去的生活很清楚明了，而对当前的事件很模糊。结尾处她吹灭的亮光当然是生命的象征。


  波特还运用了文学典故，主要是19世纪美国女诗人艾米莉·狄金森的关于死亡的诗歌。小说结尾处老奶奶“stepped up in the cart lightly..., but a man sat beside her...”那一段很明显地指狄金森的“Because I could not stop for Death”。在诗中死神像位绅士驾着马车来接她，带她经过代表人生三个阶段的学校、田野和落日，然后陪她走向永恒。但老奶奶并不像诗中描写的那样悠闲宁静。她觉得死亡像是暴风雨，她着急地说，“But I can't. It's not time.”波特用反讽的口吻表示老租母对宗教的怀疑。但后面她自己吹灭蜡烛似乎又表明她接受死亡，两处不同的写法说明波特的矛盾态度。这种开放性结尾是现代美国文学的一个特点。


  The Jilting of Granny Weatherall


  She flicked her wrist neatly out of Doctor Harry's pudgy careful fingers and pulled the sheetup to her chin. The brat ought to be in knee breeches 1. Doctoring around the country with spectacles on his nose! "Get along now,take your school-books and go. There's nothing wrong with me."


  Doctor Harry spread a warm paw like a cushion on her forehead where the forked greenvein danced and made her eyelids twitch."Now,now,be a good girl, and we'll have you up in notime."


  "That's no way to speak to a woman nearly eighty years old just because she's down.I'dhave you respect your elders 2, young man."


  "Well,Missy,excuse me." Doctor Harry patted her cheek. "But I've got to warn you, haven't I? You're a marvel, but you must be careful or you're going to be good and sorry 3."


  "Don't tell me what I'm going to be. I'm on my feet now, morally speaking. It'sCornelia. I had to go to bed to get rid of her."


  Her bones feltloose，and floated around in herskin，and Doctor Harry floated like a balloon around the foot of the bed. He floated and pulled down his waistcoat and swung hisglasses on a cord. "Well,stay where you are, it certainly can't hurt you."


  "Get along and doctor your sick," said Granny Weatherall. "Leave a well woman alone. I'll call for you when I want you ... Where were you forty years ago when I pulled through milk-leg and double pneumonia 4? You weren't even born. Don't let Cornelia lead you on," she shouted, because Doctor Harry appeared to float up to the ceiling and out. "I pay my own bills, and I don't throw my money away on nonsense!"


  She meant to wave good-by,but it was too much trouble. Her eyes closed of themselves, it was like a dark curtain drawn around the bed. The pillow rose and floated under her,pleasant


  as a hammock in a light wind. She listened to the leaves rustling outside the window. No, somebody was swishing newspapers: no, Cornelia and Doctor Harry were whispering together. She leaped broad awake, thinking they whispered in her ear.


  "She was never likethis,never like this!""Well,what can we expect?""Yes, eighty yearsold..."


  Well, and what if she was? She still had ears. It was like Cornelia to whisper around doors.She always kept things secret in such a public way. She was always being tactful and kind. Cornelia was dutiful; that was the trouble with her. Dutiful and good:"So good and dutiful," said Granny,"that I'd like to spank her." She saw herself spanking Cornelia and making a fine job of it.


  "What'd you say, Mother?"


  Granny felther face tying up in hard knots.


  "Can't a body think, I'd liketo know?"


  "I thought you might want something."


  "I do. I want a lotof things. Firstoff,go away and don't whisper."


  She lay and drowsed, hoping in her sleep that the children would keep out and let her rest a minute. It had been a long day. Not that she was tired.It was always pleasant to snatch aminute now and then. There was always so much to be done, let me see: tomorrow.


  Tomorrow was far away and there was nothing to trouble about. Things were finishedsomehow when the time came; thank God there was always a little margin over for peace: then a person could spread out the plan of life and tuck in the edges orderly 5. It was good to haveeverything clean and folded away, with the hair brushes and tonic bottles sitting straight on the white embroidered linen: the day started without fuss and the pantry shelves laid out with rows of jelly glasses and brown jugs and white stone-china jars with blue whirligigs and words painted on them: coffee, tea, sugar, ginger, cinnamon, allspice: and the bronze clock with the lion on top nicely dusted off. The dust that lion could collect in twenty-four hours! The box in the attic with all those letters tied up, well, she'd have to go through that tomorrow. All those letters - George's letters and John's letters and her letters to them both - lying around for the children to find afterwards made her uneasy. Yes, that would be tomorrow's business. No use to let them know how silly she had been once.


  While she was rummaging around she found death in her mind and it felt clammy and unfamiliar. She had spent so much time preparing for death there was no need for bringing it up again.Let ittake care of itselfnow.When she was sixty she had feltvery old, finished, and went around making farewell trips to see her children and grandchildren, with a secret in her mind: This is the very last of yourmother,children!Then she made her will and came down with a long fever. That was all just a notion like a lot of otherthings,but it was luckytoo,forshe had once forall got over the idea of dying for a long time. Now she couldn't be worried. She hoped she had better sense now. Her father hadlived to be one hundred and two years old and had drunk a noggin of strong hot toddy 6 on hislast birthday. He told the reporters it was his daily habit, and he owed his long life to that. He had made quitea scandal and was very pleased about it. She believed she'd just plague Cornelia a little.


  "Cornelia! Cornelia!" No footsteps, but a sudden hand on her cheek. "Bless you, where ;have you been?"


  "Here, Mother."


  "Well, Cornelia, I want a noggin of hot toddy."


  "Are you cold, darling?"


  "I'm chilly, Cornelia. Lying in bed stops the circulation. I must have told you that athousand times."


  Well, she could just hear Cornelia telling her husband that Mother was getting a little childish and they'd have to humor her. The thing that most annoyed her was that Corneliathought she was deaf, dumb, and blind. Little hasty glances and tiny gestures tossed around her and over her head saying, "Don't cross her, let her have her way, she's eighty years old."and she sitting there as if she lived in a thin glass cage. Sometimes Granny almost made up her mind to pack up and move back to her own house where nobody could remind her every minute that she was old.Wait,wait,Cornelia,till your own children whisper behind your back!


  In her day she had kept a better house and had got more work done. She wasn't too oldyet for Lydia to be driving eighty miles for advice when one of the children jumped the track 7, and Jimmy still dropped in and talked thingsover:"Now,Mammy,you've a good business head, I want to know what you think of this?..." Old. Cornelia couldn't change the furniture around without asking. Little things, little things! They have been so sweet when they were little. Granny wished the old days were back again with the children young and everything to be done over. It had been a hard pull, but not too much for her. When she thought of all the food she had cooked, and all the clothes she had cut and sewed, and all the gardens she had made - well, the children showed it. There they were, made out of her, and they couldn't get away from that. Sometimes she wanted to see John again 8 and point to them and say, Well, I didn't do so badly, did I? But that would have to wait.That was for tomorrow. She used to think of him as a man, but now allthe children were older than their father, and he would be a child beside her if she saw him now. It seemed strange and there was something wrong in the idea.Why,he couldn't possibly recognize her. She had fenced in a hundred acres once, digging the post holes herself and clamping the wires with just a negro boy to help. That changed a woman. John would be looking for a young woman with the peaked Spanish comb in her hair and the painted fan. Digging post holes changed a woman. Riding country roads in the winter when women had their babies wasanother thing: sitting up nights with sick horses and sick negroes and sick children and hardly ever losing one. John, I hardly ever lost one of them! John would see that in a minute, that would be something he could understand, she wouldn't have to explain anything!


  It made her feel like rolling up her sleeves and putting the whole place to rights again 9. No matter if Cornelia was determined to be everywhere at once, there were a great many things left undone on this place. She would start tomorrow and do them. It was good to be strongenough for everything, even if all you made melted and changed and slipped under your hands, so that by the time you finished you almost forgot what you were working for. What was it I set out to do? she asked herself intently, but she could not remember. A fog rose over the valley,;she saw it marching across the creek swallowing the trees and moving up the hilllike an armyof ghosts. Soon it would be at the near edge of the orchard, and then it was time to go in and lightthe lamps. Come in, children, don't stay out in the nightair.


  Lighting the lamps had been beautiful. The children huddled up to her and breathed like little calves waiting at the bars in the twilight. Their eyes followed the match and watched the flame riseand settle in a bluecurve,then they moved away from her. The lamp was lit, they didn't have to be scared and hang on to mother any more.Never,never,never more.God,for all my life I thank Thee. WithoutThee,my God, I could never have done it.Hail,Mary,full of grace 10.


  I want you to pick all the fruit this year and see that nothing is wasted. There's alwayssomeone who can use it. Don't let good things rot for want of using. You waste life when you waste good food. Don't let things get lost.It's bitter to lose things. Now, don't let me get to thinking, not when I am tired and taking a little nap before supper...


  The pillow rose about her shoulders and pressed against her heart and the memory wasbeing squeezed out ofit:oh,push down the pillow, somebody: it would smother her if she tried to hold it. Such a fresh breeze blowing and such a green day with no threats in it. But he had not come, just the same 11. What does a woman do when she has put on the white veil andset out the white cake for a man and he doesn't come? She tried to remember. No, I swear he never harmed me but in that. He never harmed me but in that... and what if he did? There was the day, the day, but a whirl of dark smoke rose and coveredit,crept up and over intothe bright field where everything was planted so carefully in orderly rows. That was hell, she knew hell when ;she saw it. For sixtyyears she had prayed against remembering him andagainst losing her soul in the deep pit of hell, and now the two things were mingled inone and the thought of him was a smoky cloud from hell that moved and crept in her head when she had just got rid of Doctor Harry and was trying to rest a minute. Wounded vanity, Ellen, said a sharp voice in the top of her mind. Don't let your wounded vanity get the upper hand of you. Plenty of girls get jilted. You were jilted, weren't you? Then stand up to it. Her eyelids wavered and let in streamers of blue-gray light like tissue paper over her eyes. She must get up and pull the shades down or she'd never sleep. She was in bed again and the ;shades were not down. How could that happen? Better turnover,hide from thelight,sleeping in thelight gave you nightmares."Mother,how do you feelnow?" and a stinging wetness on her forehead. But I don't like having my face washed incold water!
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  Hapsy? George? Lydia? Jimmy?12 No, Cornelia, and her features were swollen and full of little puddles. "They'recoming,darling,they'll all be here soon." Go wash yourface,child,you look funny.


  Instead of obeying, Cornelia knelt down and put her head on the pillow. She seemed to betalking but there was no sound. "Well, are you tongue-tied? Whose birthday is it?Are you going to give a party?"


  Cornelia's mouth moved urgently in strange shapes. "Don't do that, you bother me, daughter.""Oh, no, Mother. Oh, no...”


  Nonsense.It was strange about children. They disputed your every word. "No what, Cornelia?"


  "Here's Doctor Harry."


  I won't see that boy again. He just left five minutes ago.


  "That was this morning, Mother. It,snight now. Here's the nurse."


  "This is Doctor Harry, Mrs.Weatherall. I never saw you look so young and happy!"


  "Ah,I'll never be young again — but I'd be happy if they'd let me lie in peace and get rested."


  She thought she spoke up loudly, but no one answered. A warm weight on her forehead,a warm bracelet on her wrist, and a breeze went on whispering, trying to tell her something. A shuffle of leaves in the everlasting hand of God, He blew on them and they danced and rattled. "Mother,don't mind, we're going to give you a little hypodermic.""Look here, daughter, how do ants get in this bed? I saw sugar ants yesterday." Did you send for Hapsy too?


  It was Hapsy she really wanted. She had to go a long way back through a great manyrooms to find Hapsy standing with a baby on her arm.She seemed to herself to be Hapsy also, and the baby on Hapsy's arm was Hapsy and himself and herself, all at once, and there was no surprise in the meeting. Then Hapsy melted from within and turned flimsy as gray gauze and the baby was a gauzy shadow, and Hapsy came up close and said, "I thought you'd never come, "and looked at her very searchingly and said, "You haven't changed a bit!" They leaned forward to kiss, when Cornelia began whispering from a long way off, "Oh, is there anything you want to tell me? Is there anything I can do for you?"


  Yes, she had changed her mind after sixty years and she would like to see George.1 I want you to find George. Find him and be sure to tell him I forgot him. I want him to know I had my husband just the same and my children and my house like any other woman. A good housetoo and a good husband that I loved and fine children out of him. Better than I hoped for even. Tell him I was given back everything he took away and more. Oh, no, oh, God, no, there was something else besides the house and the man and the children. Oh, surely they were not all? What was it? Something not given back... Her breath crowded down under her ribs and grew into a monstrous frightening shape with cutting edges; it bored up into her head, and the agony was unbelievable: Yes, John, get the Doctor now, no more talk, my time has come.14


  When this one was born it should be the last. The last. It should have been born first, for it was the one she had truly wanted. Everything came in good time. Nothing left out, left over. She was strong, in three days she would be as well as ever. Better. A woman needed milk in her to have her fullhealth.


  "Mother,do you hear me?"


  "I've been telling you —"


  "Mother,Father Connolly's 15 here."


  "I went to Holy Communion only last week. Tell him I'm not so sinful as all that."


  "Father just wants to speak to you."


  He could speak as much as he pleased. It was like him to drop in and inquire about her ;soul as if it were a teething baby, and then stay on for a cup of tea and a round of cards and gossip. He always had a funny story of some sort, usually about an Irishman who made his little mistakes and confessed them, and the point lay in some absurd thing he would blurt out in the confessional showing his struggles between native piety and original sin. Granny felt easy about her soul. Cornelia, where are your manners? Give Father Connolly a chair. She had her secret comfortable understanding with a few favorite saints who cleared a straight road to God for her. All as surely signed and sealed as the papers for the new Forty Acres. Forever...heirs and assigns forever. Since the day the wedding cake was not cut, but thrown out and wasted. The whale bottom dropped out of the world 16, and there she was blind and sweating with nothing under her feet and the walls falling away. His 17 hand had caught her under the breast, she had not fallen, there was the freshly polished floor with the green rug onit,just as before. He had cursed like a sailor's parrot and said, "I'll killhim for you." Don't lay a hand on him, for my sake leave something to God. "Now, Ellen, you must believe what I tell you ..."


  So there was nothing, nothing to worry about any more, except sometimes in the night one of the children screamed in a nightmare, and they both hustled out shaking and hunting for the matches and calling, "There, wait a minute, here we are!" John, get the doctor now, Hapsy's time has come. But there was Hapsy standing by the bed in a white cap."Cornelia,tell Hapsy to take off her cap. I can't see her plain."


  Her eyes opened very wide and the room stood out like a picture she had seen somewhere. Dark colors with the shadows rising towards the ceiling in long angles. The tall black dresser gleamed with nothing on it but John's picture, enlarged from a little one, with John's eyes very black when they should have been blue. You never saw him, so how do you know how he looked? But the man insisted the copy was perfect, it was very rich and handsome. For a picture, yes, but it's not my husband. The table by the bed had a linen cover and a candle and a crucifix. The light was blue from Cornelia's silk lampshades. No sort of light at all, just frippery. You had to live forty years with kerosene lamps to appreciate honest electricity. She felt very strong and she saw Doctor Harry with a rosy nimbus around him.


  "You look likea saint, Doctor Harry, and I vow that's as near as you'll ever come to it."


  "She's saying something."


  I heard you, Cornelia. What's all this carrying-on?


  "Father Connolly's saying —“


  Cornelia's voice staggered and bumped like a cart in a bad road. It rounded corners and turned back again and arrived nowhere. Granny stepped up in the cart very lightly 18 and reached for the reins, but a man sat beside her and she knew him by his hands, driving the cart. She did not look in his face, for she knew without seeing, but looked instead down the road where the trees leaned over and bowed to each other and a thousand birds were singing a Mass. She felt like singing too, but she put her hand in the bosom of her dress and pulled out arosary,and Father Connolly murmured Latin in a very solemn voice and tickled her feet 19. My God, will you stop that nonsense? I'm a married woman. What if he did run away and leave me to face the priest by ;myself? I found another a whole world better. I wouldn't have exchanged my husband for anybody except St. Michael himself,and you may tell him that for me with a thank you in the bargain.


  Light flashed on her closed eyelids, and a deep roaring shook her. Cornelia, is that lightning? I hear thunder. There's going to be a storm. Close all the windows. Call the children in ... "Mother, here we are, all of us.""Is that you, Hapsy?""Oh, no, I'm Lydia. We drove as fast as we could." Their faces drifted above her, drifted away.The rosary fellout of her hands and Lydia put it back. Jimmy tried to help; their hands fumbled together, and Granny closed two fingers around Jimmy's thumb. Beads wouldn't do, it must be something alive. She was so amazed her thoughts ran round and round. So, my dear Lord, this ismy death and I wasn't even thinking about it. My children have come to see me die. But I can't, it's not time. Oh, I always hated surprises. I wanted to give Cornelia the amethyst set — Cornelia, you're to have the amethyst set, but Hapsy's to wear it when she wants, and, Doctor Harry, do shut up. Nobody sent for you. Oh, my dear Lord, do wait a minute. I meant to do something about the FortyAcres,Jimmy doesn't need it and Lydia willlateron,with that worthless husband of hers. I meant to finish the altarcloth and send six bottles of wine to Sister Borgia for her dyspepsia. I want to send six bottles of wine to SisterBorgia,FatherConnolly,now don't let me forget.


  Cornelia's voice made short turns and tilted over and crashed."Oh,Mother,oh,Mother,oh,Mother..."


  "I'm not going, Cornelia. I'm taken by surprise. I can't go."


  You,ll see Hapsy again. What about her? "I thought you'd never come." Granny made a long journey outward, looking for Hapsy. What if I don,t find her? What then? Her heart sank down and down, there was no bottom to death, she couldn't come to the end of it. The blue light 20 from Cornelia's lampshade drew into a tiny point in the center of her brain, it flickered and winked likean eye, quietly it fluttered and dwindled. Granny lay curled down within herself, amazed and watchful, staring at the point of light that was herself; her body was now only a deeper mass of shadow in an endless darkness and this darkness would curl around the light and swallow it up. God, give a sign!


  For the second time there was no sign. Again no bridegroom and the priest in the house 21. She could not remember any other sorrow, because this grief wiped them all away. Oh, no, there's nothing more cruel than this — I'llnever forgive it. She stretched herself with a deep breath and blew out the light.


  Q


  1 What are the qualities that Granny possesses which help her live successfully?


  2. Does Granny have any weaknesses? Ifso,what are they?


  3. What intelligent advice and wisdom does Granny give her family?


  4.Try to reorder the events told in the story as they would have happened in real life or as they flashed through Granny' mind.


  ■注释：


  1. The brat ought to be in knee breeches.：这孩子应该穿短裤。这是老祖母心里想的话。“brat”为称呼孩子的贬义词，“knee breeches”指齐膝或刚过膝盖的短裤。19世纪和20世纪初，在英国和美国，小男孩在十一二岁以前总穿短裤加长袜。这句话的实际意义相当于我们常说的“这是个乳臭未干的小孩子。”


  2. I'd have you respect your elders...：我希望你能尊敬老人。这是针对大夫说的那句话。“be a goodgirl”：“做个好姑娘”或“听话”。那是一句哄孩子的话。


  3. good and sorry：very sorry （非正式用语）


  4. pulled through milk-leg and double pneumonia：得了产后股白肿病和双侧肺炎又活了下来。pull through意为 live despite illness or wound。


  5. tuck in the edges orderly：tidy up the loose ends of life


  6. a noggin of strong hottoddy：一小杯热甜酒；noggin：a small amount of; hot toddy：a sweetened mixtureof whiskey and hotwater,usually considered good fora cold。


  7. jumped the track：to deviate from the right course oflife，to misbehave 表现不好。


  8.... she wanted to see John again...：John 是她去世的丈夫。


  9. putting the whole place to rights again：把整个地方整顿好。


  10. Hail, Mary, full of grace：这是天主教的一句祷词。


  11. But he had not come,just the same.：“he”即George，老奶奶年轻时抛弃她不出席婚礼的恋人。


  12. Hapsy? George? Lydia? Jimmy?：这些都是老奶奶孩子的名字。抛弃她的恋人叫George。她后来嫁给了John，并给第一个孩子起名George。最小的孩子叫Hapsy，是Happiness的爱称。评论家认为这是老奶奶想跟George生的孩子。


  13. George：此处George指背弃她的恋人。


  14....my time has come.：指她要生孩子了。


  15. Father Connolly：康诺利神父；此处“Father”应大写，为天主教的一般神职人员。Holy Communion：基督教主要仪式之一。据《新约》载，耶稣同门徒进最后晚餐时，对饼和酒进行祝祷，然后分给他们领食，称之为自己的肉体和血’是为众人免罪而舍弃的；并命令后世门徒如此纪念他。因此，此仪式常起提醒信徒他们有罪的作用。


  16. The whole bottom dropped out of theworld...：Something very bad suddenly happened.


  17. His：John's：指她（Ellen）后来的丈夫。


  18. Granny stepped into the cart very lightly...：在这一段里波特运用了一个典故。19世纪女诗人狄金森曾写过一首诗，“Because I could not stop for Death...”，描写死神赶着马车来接她，她坐进马车跟死神重游人生的旅途，然后走向坟墓与永恒。


  19. tickled her feet：天主教神甫在举行死亡前的仪式，其中包括给两脚涂香油。


  20. the blue light：这里波特又暗示了狄金森的另一首关于死亡的诗“I heard a Fly buzz - when I died -”。


  21. Again no bridegroom and the priest in the house.：这里老奶奶又回忆起当年她在教堂等候未婚夫的情景。


  · There is no describing what my life has been because of my onefixed desire：to be a good artist,responsible to the last comma for what I write.


  ·I shall try to tell the truth, but the result will be fiction.


  · I'm the grandchild of a lost War.


  ——Katherine Anne Pasten


  Unit14 Scott Fitzgerald （1896-1940）


  弗·斯科特·菲茨杰拉德


  ■作者简介


  弗·斯科特·菲茨杰拉德（F.Scott Fitzgerald， 1896-1940）出身于一个破落的士绅家庭，在母亲娘家的资助下上了普林斯顿大学。1917年，美国宣布对德作战，他辍学参军，在南方受训时爱上了富家女泽尔达，但后者很快因他没有发达的事业而与他解除婚约。1920年他出版第一部小说《人间天堂》（This Side of Paradise）一鸣惊人、名利双收，并且同泽尔达结婚。婚后他们两人的生活奢华无度，成为美国战后寻求刺激和享乐思潮的代表人物。他在20年代初发表的第二部小说《漂亮的冤家》（TheBeautiful and the Damned，1922）和短篇小说集《姑娘们与哲学家们》（Flappers and Philosophers，1920）与《爵士乐时代的故事》（Tales of the JazzAge，1922）真实地反映了爵士时代的风貌。1924年他们去巴黎，结识了斯泰因、庞德以及海明威等一批“迷惘的一代”1的旅欧美国作家并创作了《了不起的盖茨比》（The Great Gatsby，1925）。这部小说入木三分地刻画了美国一战后所谓“喧嚣的20年代”和“爵士乐时代”追求金钱和享乐的潮流，以冷静批判的笔触反思社会现实和浮华表面下蕴藏的精神危机和“美国梦”理想的破灭。几年后泽尔达因精神病住院治疗，菲茨杰拉德的经济状况日见窘迫。1934年，他的另一部重要小说《夜色温柔》（Tender is the Night）出版，但并没有获得期望的成功。为了维持生计，他只得为好莱坞写电影脚本。在这时期他反思自己一生，写了不少散文。1940年他死于心脏病。他的好友、大批评家爱德蒙·威尔逊把他的散文结集出版，题名为《崩溃》（The Crack-Up，1945）。
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  ■内容提要


  选篇为菲茨杰拉德的代表作《了不起的盖茨比》的最后一章。


  小说主人公盖茨比出身贫寒，但从小心高志远，坚信靠个人才智和奋斗一定能获得财富和理想中的幸福。在军队服役期间，他爱上了富家女黛西，在他眼里，她的美貌和她所代表的生活方式就是他梦寐以求的理想化身。但他的身份地位是黛西的家庭不可能接受的。他们分手后，黛西嫁给了汤姆。盖茨比经过几年卧薪尝胆，从身无分文到富甲一方，他的成功一方面通过不择手段的非法经营，另一方面靠的是他对爱情理想始终不渝的信念。当他能够用金钱买到进入上流社会圈子的入场券后，他在自己的豪宅中不断举行宴会，希望吸引黛西与他重温旧梦，重新得到黛西和理想中的爱情，让时光倒转。然而，他心目中的黛西只是他自己创造的梦幻，现实中的黛西却和她的阶层中其他人一样浅薄，不会为盖茨比心中的爱情理想而放弃自己浑浑噩噩但优雅安定的生活。黛西驾车撞死汤姆的情妇后，盖茨比为保护黛西而准备为此承担责任，黛西却将他抛在一边和她丈夫一走了之。死者的丈夫误认为盖茨比是肇事凶手而将他枪杀。


  ■赏析


  小说表面上是一个爱情故事，但实际却是对社会现状的讽刺批判。比如，小说真实再现了盖茨比挥霍的晚会场面，客人们空虚无聊的生活方式，以及盖茨比经营非法买卖敛取财富的背景，这些都是那寻欢作乐和价值沧丧的时代的典型写照。另一方面，自移民时期开始，美国人一直梦想在这片民主、平等、自由、富饶的土地上，通过个人奋斗获得财富和幸福。但是物质富裕带来的却是精神堕落和理想的破灭，财富的增加也没有消除社会贫困和社会各阶层的狭隘偏见。在盖茨比身上可以清楚看到美国式的理想和精神追求，他的“了不起”就在于他对理想的执着。但他的理想在与时代现实的冲突中却又显得天真、虚幻。他将奋斗和生命的意义仅仅建立在理想化的黛西和她代表的财富之上，而当现实无情地将这个梦幻击碎后，他的奋斗和生命便丧失了存在的意义，他其实是被他自己的梦想所杀死的。


  小说的结构和主题天然合一。小说突出比较了盖茨比与黛西夫妇和他们所代表的社会阶层各自不同的价值观。小说通过第一人称叙事者尼克的视角，在第一章就将两组人并列展示在读者面前，在前四章，通过故事结构的安排使两组人交替登场。这一方法使读者能够客观比较两组人之间的差异，从第五章开始两组人的交往与冲突交织发展，使两组人之间的差异进一步明晰，直到他们之间的冲突将故事推向高潮，最终矛盾的解决以悲剧告终。同时，小说的叙述视角也起到了强化主题的作用。尼克作为旁观者出入于两组人的社会圈子，但他的生活方式又和他们完全不同，这样便起到离间读者与小说人物的效果，使读者能保持客观距离从整体上审视两组人的不同生活态度，而不必被细节过于分散注意力。而当尼克通过他的女友和盖茨比以各自不同的视角讲述盖茨比和黛西的恋情时（第四章、第八章），这一离间效果得到进一步强化，使读者从不同角度审视盖茨比所坚信的爱以及爱情的理想化和社会现实成分。


  The Great Gatsby - Chapter 9


  AFTER TWO YEARS I 2 remember the rest of thatday,and that night and the next day,only as an endless drill of police and photographers and newspaper men in and out of Gatsby's front door. A rope stretched across the main gate and a policeman by it kept out the curious,but little boys soon discovered that they could enter through my yard,and there were always a few of them clustered open-mouthed about the pool. Some one with a positive manner,perhaps a detective,used the expression "madman" as he bent over Wilson's 3 body that afternoon,and the adventitious authority of his voice set the key forthe newspaper reports next morning.


  Most of those reports were a nightmare — grotesque, circumstantial, eager, and untrue. When Michaelis's 4 testimony at the inquest brought to light Wilson's suspicions of his wife Ithought the whole tale would shortly be served up in racy pasquinade — but Catherine 5, who might have said anything, didn't say a word. She showed a surprising amount of character about it too — looked at the coroner with determined eyes under that corrected brow ofhers, and swore that her sister had never seen Gatsby, that her sister was completely happy with her husband, that her sister had been into no mischief whatever. She convinced herself of it, and cried into her handkerchief, as if the very suggestion was more than she could endure. So Wilson was reduced to a man "deranged by grief" in order that the case might remain in itssimplest form. And it rested there.


  But all this part of it seemed remote and unessential. I found myself on Gatsby's side, and alone. From the moment I telephoned news of the catastrophe to West Egg Village 6, every surmise about him, and every practical question, was referred to me. At first I was surprised and confused; then, as he lay in his house and didn't move or breathe or speak, hour upon hour,it grew upon me that I was responsible, because no one else was interested — interested, Imean,with that intense personal interest to which every one has some vague right at the end.


  I called up Daisy 7 half an hour after we found him, called her instinctively and without hesitation. But she and Tom 8 had gone away early that afternoon, and taken baggage with them.


  "Left no address?"


  "No."


  "Say when they'd be back?"


  "No."


  "Any idea where they are? How I could reach them?"


  "I don't know. Can't say."


  I wanted to get somebody for him. I wanted to go into the room where he lay and reassure him:"I'll get somebody foryou,Gatsby. Don't worry. Just trust me and I'll get somebody foryou —"


  Meyer Wolfsheim's 9 name wasn't in the phone book. The butler gave me his office addresson Broadway, and I called Information, but by the time I had the number it was long after five, and no one answered the phone.


  "Will you ring again?"


  "I've rung them three times."


  It's very important."


  "Sorry. I'm afraid no one's there."


  I went back to the drawing-room and thought for an instant that they were chance visitors, allthese official people who suddenly filled it.But,as they drew back the sheet and looked at Gatsby with unmoved eyes, his protest continued in my brain:


  "Look here, old sport, you've got to get somebody for me. You've got to try hard. I can't go through this alone."


  Some one started to ask me questions, but I broke away and going upstairs looked hastily ;through the unlocked parts of his desk — he'd never told me definitely that his parents weredead. But there was nothing — only the picture of Dan Cody 10, a token of forgotten violence, staring down from the wall.


  Next morning I sent the butler to New York with a letter to Wolfsheim, which asked forinformation and urged him to come out on the next train. That request seemed superfluous when I wrote it. I was sure he'd start when he saw the newspapers, just as I was sure there'd be a wire from Daisy before noon — but neither a wire nor Mr. Wolfsheim arrived; no one arrived except more police and photographers and newspaper men. When the butler brought back Wolfsheim's answer I began to have a feeling of defiance, of scornful solidarity between Gatsby and me against them all.


  Dear Mr. Carraway. This has been one of the most terrible shocks of my life to me I hardly can believe itthat it is true at all. Such a mad act as that man did should make us all think. I cannot come down now as I am tied up in some very important business and cannot getmixed up in this thing now. If thereis anything I can do a little later let me know in a letter by Edgar. I hardly know where I am when I hear about a thing like this and am completely knocked down and out.


  Yours truly


  MEYER WOLFSHEIM


  and then hasty addenda beneath:


  Let me know about the funeraletc do not know his family at all.


  When the phone rang that afternoon and Long Distance said Chicago was calling I thoughtthis would be Daisy at last. But the connection came through as a man's voice, very thin and far way.


  "This is Slagle 11 speaking..."


  "Yes?" The name was unfamiliar.


  "Hell of a note, isn't it? Get my wire?"


  "There haven't been any wires."


  "Young Parke's 12 in trouble," he said rapidly. "They picked him up 13 when he handed the bondsover the counter. They got a circularfrom New York giving'em the numbers just five minutes before. What d'you know aboutthat,hey? You never can tell in these hick towns —”


  "Hello!" I interrupted breathlessly. "Look here — this isn't Mr. Gatsby. Mr.Gatsby's dead."


  There was a long silence on the other end of the wire, followed by an exclamation... then aquick squawk as the connection was broken.


  I think it was on the third day that a telegram signed Henry C. Gatz arrived from a town inMinnesota. It said only that the sender was leaving immediately and to postpone the funeral until he came.


  It was Gatsby'sfather,a solemn old man, very helpless and dismayed, bundled up in a long cheap ulster against the warm September day. His eyes leaked continuously with excitement, and when I took the bag and umbrella from his hands he began to pull so incessantly at hissparse gray beard that I had difficulty in getting off his coat. He was on the point of collapse, so I took him into the music room and made him sitdown while I sent for something to eat. But he wouldn't eat, and the glass of milk spilled from his trembling hand.


  "I saw it in the Chicago newspaper," he said. "It was allin the Chicago newspaper. I started right away."


  "Ididn't know how to reach you."


  His eyes, seeing nothing, moved ceaselessly about the room.


  "It was a madman," he said. "He must have been mad."


  "Wouldn't you like some coffee?" I urged him.


  "I don't want anything. I'm allrightnow,Mr.—"


  "Carraway."


  "Well, I'm all right now. Where have they got Jimmy?"


  I took him into the drawing-room, where his son lay, and left him there. Some little boys had come up on the steps and were looking into the hall; when I told them who had arrived, they went reluctantly away.


  After a little while Mr. Gatz opened the door and came out, his mouth ajar, his face flushed slightly, his eyes leaking isolated and unpunctual tears. He had reached an age where death no longer has the quality of ghastlysurprise,and when he looked around him now for the first time and saw the height and splendor of the hall and the great rooms opening out from it into otherrooms, his grief began to be mixed with an awed pride. I helped him to a bedroom upstairs;while he took offhiscoat and vest I told him that all arrangements had been deferred untilhe came.


  "I didn't know what you'd want, Mr. Gatsby —"


  "Gatz is my name."


  "—Mr.Gatz. I thought you might want to take the body West."


  He shook his head.


  "Jimmy always liked it better down East. He rose up to his position in the East. Were you a friend of my boy's, Mr.—？”


  "We were close friends."


  "He had a big future before him, you know. He was only a young man, but he had a lot of brain power here."


  He touched his head impressively, and Inodded.


  "If he'd of lived, he'd of been a great man 14. A man like James J. Hill 15. He'd of helped build up the country."


  "That's true," Isaid,uncomfortably.


  He fumbled at the embroidered coverlet, trying to take it from the bed, and lay down stiffly —was instantly asleep.


  That night an obviously frightened person called up, and demanded to know who I wasbefore he would give his name.


  "This is Mr. Carraway," I said.


  "Oh!" He sounded relieved. "This is Klipspringer 16."


  I was relieved too, for that seemed to promise another friend at Gatsby's grave. I didn't want it to be in the papers and draw a sight-seeing crowd, so I'd been calling up a few peoplemyself. They were hard to find.


  "The funeral's tomorrow," Isaid. "Three o'clock, here at the house. I wish you'd tellanybody who'd be interested."


  "Oh, I will," he broke out hastily. "Of course I'm not likelyto see anybody, but if I do."


  His tone made me suspicious.


  "Of course you'll be there yourself."


  "Well, I'll certainly try. What I called up about is—"


  "Wait a minute," I interrupted. "How about saying you'll come?"


  "Well, the fact is — the truth of the matter is that I'm staying with some people up herein Greenwich 17, and they rather expect me to be with them tomorrow. In fact, there's a sort of picnic or something. Of course I'll do my very best to get away."


  I ejaculated an unrestrained "Huh!" and he must have heard me, for he went on nervously:


  "What I called up about was a pair of shoes I left there. I wonder if it,d be too much trouble to have the butler send them on. You see, they're tennis shoes, and I'm sort of helpless withoutthem. My address is care of B. F.—"


  I didn't hear the rest of the name, because I hung up the receiver.


  After that I felt a certain shame for Gatsby — one gentleman to whom I telephoned impliedthat he had got what he deserved. However, that was my fault, for he was one of those who used to sneer most bitterly at Gatsby on the courage of Gatsby's liquor, and I should have known better than to call him.
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  The morning of the funeral Iwent up to New York tosee Meyer Wolfsheim; Icouldn't seem to reach him any other way. The door that I pushed open, on the advice of an elevator boy, was marked "The Swastika Holding Company,"and atfirst there didn't seem to be any one inside. But when I'd shouted "hello" several times in vain, an argument broke out behind a partition, and presently a lovely Jewess appeared at an interior door and scrutinized me with black hostile eyes.


  "Nobody's in," she said. "Mr. Wolfsheim's gone toChicago."


  The first part of this was obviously untrue, for some onehad begun to whistle "The Rosary," tunelessly, inside.


  "Please say that Mr. Carraway wants to see him."


  "I can't get him back from Chicago, can I?"


  At this moment a voice, unmistakably Wolfsheim's, called "Stella!" from the other side of the door.


  "Leave your name on the desk," she said quickly. "I'll give it to him when he gets back."


  "But I know he's there."


  She took a step toward me and began to slide her hands indignantly up and down her hips.


  "You young men think you can force your way in here any time," she scolded. "We're getting sickantired 18 of it. When I say he's in Chicago, he's in Chicago."


  I mentioned Gatsby.


  "Oh-h!" She looked at me over again. "Will you just — What was your name?"


  She vanished. In a moment Meyer Wolfsheim stood solemnly in the doorway, holding out both bands. He drew me into his office, remarking in a reverent voice that it was a sad time for all of us, and offered me a cigar.


  "My memory goes back to when first I met him," he said. "A young major just out of the army and covered over with medals he got in the war. He was so hard up he had to keep onwearing his uniform because he couldn't buy some regular clothes. First time I saw him was when he come 19 into Winebrenner's poolroom at Forty-third Street and asked for a job. Hehadn't eat anything 20 for a couple of days.‘Come on have some lunch with me,’I sid 21. He ate more than four dollars' worth of food in half an hour."


  "Did you start him in business?" I inquired.


  "Start him! I made him."


  "Oh."


  "I raised him up out of nothing, fight out of the gutter. Isaw right away he was a fine-appearing, gentlemanly young man, and when he told me he was an Oggsford 22 1 knew I could use him good. I got him to join up in the American Legion 23 and he used to stand high there. Right off he did some work for a client of mine up to Albany. W e were so thick like that in everything"— he held up two bulbous fingers —"always together."


  I wondered if this partnership had included the World's Series transaction 24 in 1919.


  "Now he's dead," I said after a moment. "You were his closest friend, so I know you'll want to come to his funeral this afternoon."


  "I'd like to come."


  "Well, come then."


  The hair in his nostrils quivered slightly, and as he shook his head his eyes filled with tears.


  "Ican't do it — I can't get mixed up in it,"he said.


  "There's nothing to get mixed up in. It's all over now."


  "When a man gets killed I never like to get mixed up in it in any way. I keep out. When I was a young man it was different — if a friend of mine died, no matter how, I stuck with them to the end. You may think that's sentimental, but I mean it— to the bitter end."


  I saw that for some reason of his own he was determined not to come, so I stood up.


  "Are you a college man?" he inquired suddenly.


  For a moment I thought he was going to suggest a "gonnegtion 25,"but he only nodded and shook my hand.


  "Let us learn to show our friendship for a man when he is alive and not after he is dead,"he suggested. "After that my own rule is to let everything alone."


  When I lefthis office the sky had turned dark and I got back to West Egg in a drizzle. After changing my clothes I went next door and found Mr. Gatz walking up and down excitedly in the hall. His pride in his son and in his son's possessions was continually increasing and now he had something to show me.


  "Jimmy sent me this picture." He took out his wallet with trembling fingers. "Look there."


  It was a photograph of the house, cracked in the corners and dirty with many hands. He pointed out every detail to me eagerly. "Look there!" and then sought admiration from my eyes. He had shown it so often that I think it was more realto him now than the house itself.


  "Jimmy sent it to me. I think it's a very pretty picture. It shows up well."


  "Very well. Had you seen him lately?"


  "He come out 26 to see me two years ago and bought me the house I live in now. Of course we was broke up when he run off 27 from home, but I see now there was a reason for it. He knew he had a big future in front of him. And ever since he made a success he was very generous with me."


  He seemed reluctant to put away the picture, held it for another minute, lingeringly, before my eyes. Then he returned the wallet and pulled from his pocket a ragged old copy of a bookcalled Hopalong Cassidy.


  "Look here, this is a book he had when he was a boy. It justshows you."


  He opened it at the back cover and turned it around for me to see. On the lastfly-leaf was printed the word SCHEDULE, and the date September 12, 1906. Andunderneath:
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  GENERAL RESOLVES


  No wasting time at Shatters or [a name, indecipherable]


  No more smoking or chewing.


  Bath every other day


  Read one improving book or magazine per week


  Save $5.00 [crossed out]$3.00 per week


  Be better to parents


  "I come across this book 28 by accident," said the old man. "It just shows you, don't it?29 "


  "It just shows you."


  "Jimmy was bound to get ahead. He always had some resolves like this or something. Doyou notice what he's got about improving his mind? He was always great for that. He told me I et likea hog 30 once, and I beat him for it."


  He was reluctant to close the book, reading each item aloud and then looking eagerly at me. I think he rather expected me to copy down the list for my own use.


  A little before three the Lutheran minister arrived from Flushing, and I began to look involuntarily out the windows for other cars. So did Gatsby's father. And as the time passed and the servants came in and stood waiting in the hall, his eyes began to blink anxiously, and he spoke of the rain in a worried, uncertain way. The minister glanced several times at his watch, so I took him aside and asked him to wait for half an hour. But it wasn't any use.Nobody came.


  About five o'clock our procession of three cars reached the cemetery and stopped in athick drizzle beside the gate — firsta motor hearse, horribly black and wet, then Mr. Gatz and the minister and I in the limousine, and a little later four or five servants and the postman from West Egg, in Gatsby's station wagon, all wet to the skin. As we started through the gate into the cemetery I heard a car stop and then the sound of someone splashing after us over the soggy ground. I looked around. It was the man with owl-eyed glasses 31 whom I had found marvelling over Gatsby's books in the library one night three months before.


  I'd never seen him since then. I don't know how he knew about the funeral, or even his name.The rain poured down his thick glasses, and he took them off and wiped them to see the protecting canvas unrolled from Gatsby's grave.


  I tried to think about Gatsby then for a moment, but he was already too far away, and I could only remember, without resentment, that Daisy hadn't sent a message or a flower. Dimly I heard some one murmur "Blessed are the dead that the rain falls on," and then the owl-eyed man said "Amen to that," in a brave voice.


  We straggled down quickly through the rain to the cars. Owl-eyes spoke to me by the gate.


  "I couldn't get to the house," he remarked.


  "Neither could anybody else."


  "Go on!" He started."Why,my God! they used to go there by the hundreds."


  He took off his glasses and wiped them again, outside and in.


  "The poor son-of-a-bitch,"he said.


  One of my most vivid memories is of coming back West from prep school and later from ;college at Christmas time. Those who went farther than Chicago would gather in the old dimUnion Station at six o'clock of a December evening, with a few Chicago friends, already caught up into their own holiday gayeties, to bid them a hasty good-by. I remember the fur coats of the girls returning from Miss This-or-That's and the chatter of frozen breath and the hands waving overhead as we caught sight of old acquaintances, and the matchings of invitations:"Are you going to the Ordways,？the Herseys,？the Schultzes,？" and the long green tickets clasped tight in our gloved hands. And last the murky yellow cars of the Chicago, Milwaukee & St. Paul railroad looking cheerful as Christmas itselfon the tracks beside the gate.


  When we pulled out into the winter night and the real snow, our snow, began to stretch out beside us and twinkle against the windows, and the dim lights of small Wisconsin stations moved by, a sharp wild brace came suddenly into the air. W e drew in deep breaths of it as we walked back from dinner through the cold vestibules, unutterably aware of our identity with this country for one strange hour, before we melted indistinguishably into it again.


  That's my Middle West — not the wheat or the prairies or the lost Swede towns, but the thrilling returning trains of my youth, and the street lamps and sleigh bells in the frosty dark and the shadows of holly wreaths thrown by lighted windows on the snow. I am part of that, a little solemn with the feel of those long winters, a littlecomplacent from growing up in the Carraway house in a city where dwellings are stillcalled through decades by a family's name. I see now that this has been a story of the West, after all — Tom and Gatsby, Daisy and Jordan 32 and I, were all Westerners, and perhaps we possessed some deficiency in common which made us subtly unadaptable to Eastern life.


  Even when the East excited me most, even when I was most keenly aware of its superiority to the bored, sprawling, swollen towns beyond the Ohio 33, with their interminable inquisitions which spared only the children and the very old — even then it had always for me a qualityof distortion. West Egg, especially, still figures in my more fantastic dreams. I see it as a night scene by El Greco 34: a hundred houses, at once conventional and grotesque, crouching under a sullen, overhanging sky and a lustreless moon. In the foreground four solemn men in dress suits are walking along the sidewalk with a stretcher on which lies a drunken woman in a white eveningdress.Her hand, which dangles over the side, sparkles cold with jewels. Gravely the men turn inat a house —the wrong house. But no one knows the woman's name, and no one cares.


  After Gatsby's death the East was haunted for me like that, distorted beyond my eyes' power of correction. So when the blue smoke of brittle leaves was in the air and the wind blewthe wet laundry stiff on the line I decided to come back home.


  There was one thing to be done before I left, an awkward, unpleasant thing that perhaps had better have been let alone. But Iwanted to leave things in order and not just trust thatobliging and indifferent sea to sweep my refuse away. I saw Jordan Baker and talked over and around what had happened to us together, and what had happened afterward to me, and she lay perfectly still, listening, in a big chair. She was dressed to play golf, and I remember thinking she looked like a good illustration, her chin raised a littlejauntily,her hair the color of an autumn ;leaf,her face the same brown tint as the fingerless glove on her knee.When I had finished she told me without comment that she was engaged to another man. I doubted that, though there were several she could have married at a nod of her head, but I pretended to be surprised. For just a minute I wondered if I wasn't making a mistake, then I thought itall over again quickly and got up to say good-by.


  "Nevertheless you did throw me over," said Jordan suddenly. "You threw me over on the telephone. I don,t give a damn about you now, but it was a new experience for me, and I felt a little dizzy for a while."


  We shook hands.


  "Oh, and do you remember"— she added —"a conversation we had once about driving a car?"


  "Why - not exactly."


  "You said a bad driver was only safe until she met another bad driver? Well, I met another bad driver, didn't I? I mean it was careless of me to make such a wrong guess. I thought you were rather an honest, straightforward person. I thought it was your secret pride."


  "I'm thirty" I said. "I'm five years too old to lie to myself and call it honor."


  She didn't answer.Angry,and half in love with her, and tremendously sorry, I turned away.


  One afternoon late in October I saw Tom Buchanan. He was walking ahead of me alongFifth Avenue in his alert, aggressive way, his hands out a little from his body as if to fight off interference, his head moving sharply here and there, adapting itself to his restless eyes. Just as I slowed up to avoid overtaking him he stopped and began frowning into the windows of a jewelry store. Suddenly he saw me and walked back, holding out his hand.


  "What's the matter, Nick? Do you object to shaking hands with me?"


  "Yes. You know what I think of you."


  "You'recrazy,Nick," he said quickly. "Crazy as hell. I don't know what's the matter with you."


  "Tom," Iinquired,"what did you say to Wilson that afternoon?"


  He stared at me without a word, and I knew I had guessed right about those missing hours.I started to turn away, but he took a step after me and grabbed my arm.


  "I told him the truth," he said. "He came to the door while we were getting ready to leave, and when I sent down word that we weren't in he tried to force his way upstairs. He was crazy enough to kill me if I hadn't told him who owned the car. His hand was on a revolver in hispocket every minute he was in the house —" He broke off defiantly. "What if I did tellhim? That fellow had it coming to him. He threw dust into your eyes just like he did in Daisy's, but he was a tough one. He ran over Myrtle like you'd run over a dog and never even stopped his car."


  There was nothing I could say, except the one unutterable fact that it wasn't true.


  "And if you think I didn,t have my share of suffering — look here, when I went to give up that flat and saw that damn box of dog biscuits sitting there on the side-board, I sat down and cried like a baby. By God it was awful —"


  I couldn't forgive him or like him, but I saw that what he had done was, to him, entirely justified.It was all very careless and confused. They were careless people, Tom and Daisy —they smashed up things and creatures and then retreated back into their money or their vast carelessness, or whatever it was that kept them together, and let other people clean up the mess they had made...


  I shook hands with him; it seemed sillynotto,for I feltsuddenly as though I were talking to a child. Then he went into the jewelry store to buy a pearl necklace — or perhaps only a pair ofcuff buttons — rid of my provincial squeamishness forever.


  Gatsby's house was still empty when I left — the grass on his lawn had grown as longas mine. One of the taxi drivers in the village never took a fare past the entrance gate without stopping for a minute and pointing inside; perhaps it was he who drove Daisy and Gatsby over to East Egg 35 the night of the accident, and perhaps he had made a story about it allhis own. I didn't want to hear it and I avoided him when I got offthe train.


  I spent my Saturday nights in New York because those gleaming, dazzling parties of his were with me so vividly that I could still hear the music and the laughter, faint and incessant, from his garden, and the cars going up and down his drive. One night I did hear a material car 36 there, and saw its lights stop at hisfront steps. But I didn't investigate. Probably it was some final guest who had been away at the ends of the earth and didn't know that the party was over.


  On the last night, with my trunk packed and my car sold to the grocer, I went over and looked at that huge incoherent failure of a house once more. On the white steps an obsceneword, scrawled by some boy with a piece of brick, stood out clearly in the moonlight, and I erasedit,drawing my shoe raspingly along the stone. Then I wandered down to the beach and sprawled out on the sand.


  Most of the big shore places were closed now and there were hardly any lights exceptthe shadowy, moving glow of a ferryboat across the Sound 37. And as the moon rose higher the inessential houses began to melt away until gradually I became aware of the old island 38here that flowered once for Dutch sailors' eyes — a fresh, green breast of the new world. Its vanished trees, the trees that had made way for Gatsby's house, had once pandered in whispers to the last and greatest of all human dreams; for a transitory enchanted moment man must have held his breath in the presence of this continent, compelled into an aesthetic contemplation he neither understood nor desired, face to face for the last time in history with something commensurate to his capacity for wonder.


  And as I sat there brooding on the old, unknown world, I thought of Gatsby's wonder when he first picked out the green light 39 at the end of Daisy's dock 40. He had come a long way tothis blue lawn, and his dream must have seemed so close that he could hardly fail to grasp it. He did not know that it was already behind him, somewhere back in that vast obscurity beyond thecity,where the dark fields of the republic rolled on under the night.


  Gatsby believed in the green light, the orgiastic future that year by year recedes before us. Iteluded us then, but that's no matter — tomorrow we will run faster, stretch out our arms farther... And one fine morning—


  So we beat on, boats against the current, borne back ceaselessly into the past.


  Q


  1. Doyou think Gatsby deserves to be called "the great"? Why?


  2. Does "the green light" Gatsby believed in exist in reality? Why or why not?


  3. What does Gatsby"s Schedule reveal about him and how does it relate to the American Dream?


  4. When you read this line "He（theman with owl-eyedglasses）took off his glasses and wipedthem again, outside and in," what image does it create in your mind, given the novel's numerous references to the strikingly strange scene of the spectacled eyes?


  ■注释:


  1.见海明威一节注释1。


  2. I:故事叙述人尼克（Nick Carraway）。


  3. Wilson:（George B. Wilson）威尔逊是汤姆情妇的丈夫。黛西驾车时将他妻子撞死。他误认为是盖茨比将他妻子撞死,在枪杀盖茨比后自杀（详见第二章、第七章和第八章）。


  4. Michaelis:咖啡店店主,汽车肇事时他在现场,但连汽车的颜色都没看清（第七章）。


  5. Catherine:车祸受害者（Myrtle）的妹妹（第二章）。


  6. West Egg Village:西卵镇。小说主人公盖茨比（Jay Gatsby）和故事叙述者尼克居住的地方。


  7. Daisy:（Daisy Buchanan）黛西，曾经是盖茨比的情人，后嫁给汤姆（第一章）。


  8. Tom:（Tom Buchanan）汤姆（第一章）。


  9. Meyer Wolfsheim:非法操纵比赛的赌徒，盖茨比做非法生意的伙伴（第四章）。


  10. Dan Cody:曾在在西部内华达州开银矿发迹，盖茨比年轻时遇到他并为他工作（第六章）。


  11. Slagle:盖茨比做非法生意的伙伴。


  12. Parke:盖茨比做非法生意的伙伴。


  13. They picked him up...:他们把他逮捕了……这证实了盖茨比参与了非法生意。


  14. If he'd of lived, he'd of been a great man.:If he'd lived, he'd have been a great man.


  15. James J. Hill:詹姆斯.J .希尔（1838—1916）,美国金融家和铁路建筑家。


  16. Klipspringer:一个经常寄宿在盖茨比家的人（第四章）。


  17. Greenwich:格林尼治，美国康涅狄格州西南部城镇。


  18. sickantired:sick and tired


  19. he come:he came


  20. he hadn't eat anything: he hadn't eaten anything


  21. Isid:I said


  22. Oggsford:Oxford


  23. American Legion:美国军团（美国退伍军人组织）。


  24. World Series transaction:World Series:世界系列赛（美国棒球系列比赛）；transaction:这里指操纵比赛的非法交易。


  25. gonnegtion:connection


  26. He come out:He came out


  27. we was broke up when he run off:we broke up when he ran off.


  28. I come across this book: I came across this book


  29. It just shows you,don't it?: It just shows you,doesn't it?


  30. I et like a hog:I ate like a hog.


  31. the man with owl-eye glasses:盖茨比宴会上的客人（第三章）。小说中有一些非常独特的眼睛形象，如眼镜广告牌上巨大的埃克尔伯格医生（Dr.Eckleburg）的眼睛透过黄色眼镜注视灰暗的世界。这些眼睛形象使读者联想到盖茨比对世界的错误看法，他完全被虚幻的理想蒙住了视线，看不清真实的世界，而与此形成对照的是黛西夫妇，他们的眼睛却只能看见物质的世界。他们各自的视线都是扭曲的。


  32. Jordan: （Jordan Baker）:乔丹，高尔夫球运动员，曾与尼克有恋爱关系（第一章）。


  33. the Ohio = the Ohio River:美国中东部主要河流。


  34. a night scene by El Greco:El Greco（1541-1614）:西班牙画家。这里尼克以画中变形了的景物暗喻东部地区的扭曲生活方式。


  35. East Egg:东卵镇，黛西夫妇居住的富人区。


  36. a material car:真实的而不是幻觉中的汽车。


  37. the Sound: Long Island Sound;长岛海峡。


  38. the old island: Long Island


  39. green light:绿色在英语里象征青春和生命。西方文化传统中光明与黑暗往往有不同的象征意义:如，善与恶、愚昧与知识等。书中多次提到盖茨比对绿色光明的向往（第一章），他以为黛西就是他向往的光明。


  40. Daisy's dock:这里既指黛西住所外码头上的指示灯（其实应该是红色的）又指盖茨比心中理想的停泊港湾。


  · You don't write because you want to say something， you writebecaue you've got something to say.


  · An author ought to write for the youth of his own generation， thecritics of thenext，and the schoolmasters of ever after.


  ——F.Scatt Fitygenrald


  Unit15 William Faulkner（1897-1962）


  威廉·福克纳


  ■作者简介


  威廉·福克纳（William Faulkner，1897-1962），小说家。生于密西西比州新奥尔巴尼一没落贵族家庭，后随家迁居奥克斯福。中学时迷上诗歌，经常逃课，于最后一年辍学。在就读于耶鲁大学的好友斯东（Phil Stone）指点下，继续广泛阅读文学名著。1918年，在女友奥昙（Estelle Oldham）与别人订婚后，参加英国皇家空军赴加拿大受训。因一战结束而没上前线。退伍后在密西西比大学学习一年并开始发表诗作。1924年出版第一部诗集《大理石牧神》（The Marble Faun）后，动身经新奥尔良赴欧洲旅行。在新奥尔良结识安德森（Sherwood Anderson），并经他帮助发表第一部小说《士兵的报酬》（Soldier's Pay， 1926）。安德森建议他着力用小说体裁写他家乡的素材，发展自己的风格，所以他在发表描写艺术家的《蚊群》（Mosquitoes， 1927）后，便根据他家乡情景虚构出约克纳帕塔法县，开始创作以内战后南方的物质与精神衰败为主题的约克纳帕塔法系列小说，其中主要作品有《喧嚣与骚动》（The Sound and the Fury，1929）、《我弥留之际》（As I Lay Dying，1930）、《八月之光》（Light in August， 1932）、《押沙龙，押沙龙！》（Absalom， Absalom!1936）等。这些作品创造性地运用了急识流与多视角等叙事手法，具有复杂的结构和史诗的风格。他名下共有23部长篇小说、11个短篇小说集、7个诗集、6个电影剧本、1个电视剧剧本。他获得的大奖有1949年度诺贝尔文学奖、1954年和1962年度普利策奖等。


  [image: figure_0196_0042]


  ■赏析


  《烧牲口棚》写于福克纳创作鼎盛期中的1938年，1939年作为该年度美国最佳短篇小说而获首届"欧·亨利纪念奖”，一直被视为福克纳最具代表性的短篇小说之一。


  南方穷白人的生活是福克纳较关注的题材。斯诺普斯（Snopes）这一穷白人家族的故事在他的《沙多里斯》（Sartoris）、《村子》（The Hamlet，1940）、《小镇》（The Town，1957），《大宅》（The Mansion，1959）等长篇小说中得到集中描写。《烧牲口棚》也强调了穷白人与庄园主之间的激烈冲突。阿伯纳（Abner）擅入德斯潘的大宅、糟蹋他的地毯、烧他的牲口棚等行为，都明确表现了阿伯纳对庄园主的仇视态度，以及他誓死维护自己的尊严的意志。小说写了阿伯纳的贫困和他不屈不挠的斗争精神，反映了作者对他的同情，但也写了使他众叛亲离、自取灭亡的偏执与暴烈，传达出作者对他的责备。


  处于痛苦的成长期的男孩也是福克纳所感兴趣的。在《烧牲口棚》中，萨蒂（Sarty）的痛苦不仅在于他必须承受过去的罪孽所产生的后果，比如在哈里斯（Harris）的牲口棚被烧后，他被骂作“牲口棚纵火犯”，并被打得头破血流，还在于他必须作十分艰难的选择:是按父亲阿伯纳的要求忠实于自己的血统，从而继续生活在“恐惧与绝望”之中，还是背叛血统去追求德斯潘“漂亮、雪白”、“像法院一般”的大宅所象征的“和平与快乐”。萨蒂的最后选择无疑为他的追求创造了机会。但他天真，没有像阿伯纳那样认识到德斯潘的大宅建在黑人和白人的汗水之上，这又难免让人对他的未来感到担忧。萨蒂在福克纳的作品中没有再出现过。


  萨蒂当时没有认识到的还有阿伯纳为什么只生小火取暖，阿伯纳在内战中的真实表现等。而读者则可从叙事者的有关叙述中了解到他的这种幼稚以及他所不了解的其他情况。小说叙事者具有传统的第三人称叙事中的全知视点，但他的叙述具有高度的选择性，主要选择叙述萨蒂所能看到、感到、想到的东西，使得叙述客观而又简洁。然而叙事者有时也站出来发表年幼的主人公尚不具备的洞见，从而加强了他可悲处境的感染力和他成熟过程的戏剧性。


  Barn Burning


  The store in which the Justice of the Peace's court was sitting smelled of cheese. The boy,crouched on his nail keg at the back of the crowdedroom，knew he smelled cheese,and more: from where he sat he could see the ranked shelves close-packed with the solid,squat, dynamic shapes of tin cans whose labels his stomach read,not from the lettering which meant nothing to his mind but from the scarlet devils and the silver curve of fish — this,the cheese which he knew he smelled and the hermetic meat 1 which his intestines believed he smelled coming in intermittent gusts momentary and brief between the other constant one,the smell and sense just a little of fear because mostly of despair andgrief，the old fierce pull of blood. He could not see the table where the Justice sat and before which his father and his father's enemy（ourenemy he thought in that despair; ourn!mine and hisnboth!He'smyfather!）stood, but he could hearthem，the two of them thatis，because his father had said no word yet:


  "But what proof have you,Mr. Harris?"


  "I told you. The hog got into my corn.I caught it up and sent it back to him. The next time I put the hog in my pen. When he came to get itI gave him enough wire to patch up his pen.The next time I put the hog up and kept it. I rode down to his house and saw the wire I gave him still rolled on to the spool in his yard. I told him he could have the hog when he paid me a dollar pound fee. That evening a nigger came with the dollar and got the hog. He was a strange nigger. He said,‘He say to tell you wood and hay kin burn.' I said,‘What?' That whut he say to tellyou,’the nigger said.‘Wood and hay kin burn.' That night my barn burned. I got the stock out but I lost the barn."


  "Where is the nigger? Have you got him?"


  "It was a strange nigger,I tell you. I don't know what became of him."


  "But that's not proof. Don't you see that's not proof?"


  "Get that boy up here. He knows." For a moment the boy thought too that the man meanthis older brother until Harris said, "Not him. The little one. The boy," and, crouching, small for his age, small and wiry like his father, in patched and faded jeans even too small for him, with straight, uncombed, brown hair and eyes gray and wild as storm scud, he saw the men between himself and the table part and become a lane of grim faces, at the end of which he saw the Justice, a shabby, collarless, graying man in spectacles, beckoning him. He felt no floor under his bare feet; he seemed to walk beneath the palpable weight of the grim turning faces. His father, stiff in his black Sunday coat donned not for the trialbut for the moving, did not even look at him. He aims forme tolie,he thought, again with that frantic grief and despair. And Iwillhave todohit.


  "What's your name, boy?" the Justice said.


  "Colonel Sartoris 2 Snopes," the boy whispered.


  "Hey?" the Justice said. "Talk louder. Colonel Sartoris? I reckon anybody named for Colonel Sartoris in this country can't help but tell the truth, can they?" The boy said nothing. Enemy!Enemy! He thought; for a moment he could not even see, could not see that the Justice's face was kindly nor discern that his voice was troubled when he spoke to the man named Harris:"Do you want me to question this boy?" But he could hear, and during those subsequent long seconds while there was absolutely no sound in the crowded little room save that of quiet and intent breathing it was as if he had swung outward at the end of a grape vine, over a ravine, and at the top of the swing had been caught in a prolonged instant of mesmerized gravity, weightless in time.


  "No!" Harris said violently, explosively. "Damnation! Send him out of here!" Now time, thefluid world, rushed beneath him again, the voices coming to him again through the smell of cheese and sealed meat, the fear and despair and the old grief of blood:


  "This case is closed.I can't find against you, Snopes, but I can give you advice.Leave thiscountry and don't come back to it."


  His father spoke for the first time, his voice cold and harsh, level, without emphasis:"I aimto. I don't figure to stay in a country among people who ..." he said something unprintable and vile,addressed to no one.


  "That'll do," the Justice said. "Take your wagon and get out of this country before dark.Case dismissed."


  His father turned, and he followed the stiff black coat, the wiry figure walking a little stifflyfromwhere a Confederate provost's man's 3 musket ball had taken him in the heel on a stolen horse thirty years ago, followed the two backs now, since his older brother had appeared from somewhere in the crowd, no taller than the father butthicker,chewing tobacco steadily, between the two lines of grim-faced men and out of the store and across the worn gallery and down the sagging steps and among the dogs and half-grown boys in the mild May dust, where as he passed a voice hissed:


  "Barn burner!"


  Again he could not see, whirling; there was a face in a red haze, moonlike, bigger than thefull moon, the owner of it half again his size, he leaping in the red haze toward the face, feeling no blow, feeling no shock when his head struck the earth, scrabbling up and leaping again,


  feeling no blow this time either and tasting no blood, scrabbling up to see the other boy in full flight and himself already leaping into pursuit as his father's hand jerked him back, the harsh, cold voice speaking above him:"Go get in the wagon."


  It stood in a grove of locusts and mulberries across the road. His two hulking sisters in their Sunday dresses and his mother and her sister in calico and sunbonnets were already init,sitting on and among the sorry residue of the dozen and more movings which even the boy could remember — the battered stove, the broken beds and chairs, the clock inlaid with mother-of-pearl, which would not run, stopped at some fourteen minutes past two o'clock of a dead and forgotten day and time, which had been his mother's dowry. She was crying, though when she saw him she drew her sleeve across her face and began to descend from the wagon."Get back," the father said.


  "He's hurt. I got to get some water and wash his..."


  "Get back in the wagon," his father said. He got in too, over the tail-gate. His father mounted to the seat where the older brother already sat and struck the gaunt mules two savageblows with the peeled willow, but without heat. It was not even sadistic; it was exactly that same quality which in later years would cause his descendants to over-run the engine before putting a motor car into motion, striking and reining back in the same movement. The wagon went on, the store with its quiet crowd of grimly watching men dropped behind; a curve in the road hid it. Forever he thought. Maybe he's done satisfiednow,now thathe has ... stopping himself, not to say it aloud even to himself. His mother's hand touched his shoulder.


  "Does hit hurt?" she said.


  "Naw," he said. "Hit don't hurt. Lemme be."


  "Can't you wipe some of the blood off before it dries?"


  "I'll wash to-night," he said. "Lemme be, I tell you."


  The wagon went on. He did not know where they were going. None of them ever did orever asked, because it was always somewhere, always a house of sorts waiting for them a day or two days or even three days away. Likely his father had already arranged to make a crop on another farm before he... Again he had to stop himself. He（thefather）always did. There was something about his wolflike independence and even courage when the advantage was at least neutral which impressed strangers, as if they got from his latent ravening ferocity not so much a sense of dependability as a feeling that his ferocious conviction in the rightness of his own actions would be of advantage to all whose interest lay with his.


  That night they camped, in a grove of oaks and beeches where a spring ran. The nights were still cool and they had a fire againstit,of a rail lifted from a nearby fence and cut into lengths — a small fire, neat, niggard almost, a shrewd fire; such fires were his father's habit and custom always, even in freezing weather.Older,the boy might have remarked thisand wondered why not a big one;why should not a man who had not only seen the waste and extravagance of war, but who had in his blood an inherent voracious prodigality with material not his own, have burned everything in sight? Then he might have gone a step farther and thought that that was the reason: that niggard ;blaze was the living fruit of nights passed during those four years in the woods hiding from allmen, blue or gray 4, with his strings of horses（capturedhorses,he called them）.And older still, he might have divined the true reason:that the element of firespoke to some deep mainspring of his father's being, as the element of steel or of powder spoke to other men, as the one weapon forthe preservation of integrity, else breath were not worth the breathing, and hence to be regarded with respect and used with discretion.


  But he did not think this now and he had seen those same niggard blazes all his life. Hemerely ate his supper beside it and was already half asleep over his iron plate when his father called him, and once more he followed the stiff back, the stiff and ruthless limp, up the slope and on to the starlit road where, turning, he could see his father against the stars but without face or depth — a shape black, flat, and bloodless as though cut from tin in the iron folds of the frockcoat which had not been made for him, the voice harsh liketin and without heat like tin:


  "You were fixing to tell them. You would have told him." He didn't answer. His father struckhim with the flat of his hand on the side of the head, hard but without heat, exactly as he had struck the two mules at the store, exactly as he would strike either of them with any stick in order to kill a horsefly,his voice still without heat oranger:"You're getting to be a man.You got to learn. You got to learn to stick to your own blood or you ain'tgoing to have any blood to stick to you. Do you think either of them,any man there this morning, would? Don't you know all they wanted was a chance to get at me because they knew I had them beat? Eh?"Later,twenty yearslater,he was to tellhimself,"If I had said they wanted only truth, justice, he would have hitme again." But now he said nothing. He was not crying. He juststood there. "Answer me," hisfather said.


  "Yes," he whispered.His father turned.


  "Get on to bed.We'll be there tomorrow."


  To-morrow they were there. In the early afternoon the wagon stopped before a pointlesstwo-room house identical almost with the dozen others it had stopped before even in the boy'sten years, and again, as on the other dozen occasions, his mother and aunt got down and began to unload the wagon, although his two sisters and his father and brother had not moved.


  "Likely hitain'tfitten forhawgs,"one of the sisters said.


  "Nevertheless,fit it willand you'll hog it and like it,"his father said. "Get out of them chairs and help your Ma unload."


  The two sisters got down, big, bovine, in a flutter of cheap ribbons; one of them drew from the jumbled wagon bed a battered lantern, the other a worn broom. His father handed the reins to the older son and began to climb stiffly over the wheel. "When they get unloaded, take the team to the barn and feed them." Then he said, and at first the boy thought he was still speaking to his brother:


  "Come with me."


  "Me?" he said.


  "Yes," his father said. "You."


  "Abner," his mother said. His father paused and looked back — the harsh level stare ;beneath the shaggy, graying, irascible brows.


  "I reckon I'll have a word with the man that aims to begin tomorrow owning me body andsoul forthe next eight months."


  They went back up the road. A week ago — or before last night, that is — he would haveasked where they were going, but not now. His father had struck him before last night but never before had he paused afterward to explain why; it was as if the blow and the following calm, outrageous voice still rang, repercussed, divulging nothing to him save the terrible handicap of being young, the light weight of his few years, just heavy enough to prevent his soaring free of the world as it seemed to be ordered but not heavy enough to keep him footed solid init,to resist it and try to change the course of its events.


  Presently he could see the grove of oaks and cedars and the other flowering trees andshrubs and where the house would be, though not the house yet. They walked beside a fence massed with honeysuckle and Cherokee roses and came to a gate swinging open between two brick pillars, and now, beyond a sweep of drive, he saw the house for the first time and at that instant he forgot his father and the terror and despair both, and even when he remembered his father again（whohad notstopped）the terror and despair did not return. Because, for all the twelve movings, they had sojourned until now in a poor country, a land of small farms and fields and houses, and he had never seen a house like this before.Hit'sbigas a courthouse he thought quietly, with a surge of peace and joy whose reason he could not have thought into words, being too young for that:Theyaresafefrom him.People whose livesareapartofthis peace and dignityarebeyond histouch,he no more tothem than a buzzing wasp:capable of stingingfora littlemoment butthat'sall; thespellofthispeace and dignityrenderingeven the barns and stableand cribswhich belong toitimpervious tothepuny flames he mightcontrive... this, the peace and joy, ebbing for an instant as he looked again at the stiff black back, the stiffand implacable limp of the figure which was not dwarfed by the house, for the reason that it had never looked big anywhere and which now, against the serene columned backdrop, had more than ever that impervious quality of something cut ruthlessly from tin, depthless, as though, sidewise to the sun, it would cast no shadow. Watching him, the boy remarked the absolutely undeviating course which his father held and saw the stiff foot come squarely down in a pile of fresh droppings where a horse had stood in the drive and which his father could have avoided by a simple change of stride. But it ebbed only for a moment, though he could not have thought this into words either, walking on in the spell of the house, which he could ever want but without envy, without sorrow, certainly never with that ravening and jealous rage which unknown to him walked in the ironlike black coat before him: Maybe he willfeelittoo. Maybe itwilleven change him now from what maybe he couldn'thelpbutbe.


  They crossed the portico. Now he could hear his father's stiff foot as it came down on theboards with clocklike finality, a sound out of all proportion to the displacement of the body it bore and which was not dwarfed either by the white door beforeit,as though it had attained to a sort of vicious and ravening minimum not to be dwarfed by anything — the flat, wide, black ;hat, the formal coat of broadcloth which had once been black but which had now that friction-glazed greenish cast of the bodies of old house flies, the lifted sleeve which was too large, thelifted hand like a curled claw. The door opened so promptly that the boy knew the Negro must have been watching them all the time, an old man with neat grizzled hair, in a linen jacket, who stood barring the door with his body, saying, "Wipe yo foots, white man, fo you come in here.Major ain't home nohow."


  "Get out of my way, nigger," his father said, without heat too, flinging the door back and the Negro also and entering, his hat still on his head. And now the boy saw the prints of the stiff footc the doorjamb and saw them appear on the pale rug behind the machinelike deliberation of the foot which seemed to bear（ortransmit）twice the weight which the body compassed. The Negro was shouting "Miss Lula! Miss Lula!" somewhere behind them, then the boy, deluged as though by a warm wave by a suave turn of carpeted stairand a pendant glitter of chandeliers and a mute gleam of gold frames, heard the swift feet and saw her too, a lady - perhaps he had never seen her like before either — in a gray, smooth gown with lace at the throat and an apron tied at the waist and the sleeves turned back, wiping cake or biscuit dough from her hands with a towel as she came up the hall, looking not at his father at allbut at the tracks on the blond rug with an expression of incredulous amazement.


  "I tried," the Negro cried. "I tole him to..."


  "Will you please go away?" she said in a shaking voice. "Major de Spain is not at home. Will you please go away?"


  His father had not spoken again. He did not speak again. He did not even look at her. He just stood stiff in the center of the rug, in his hat, the shaggy iron-gray brows twitching slightly above the pebble-colored eyes as he appeared to examine the house with brief deliberation. Then with the same deliberation he turned; the boy watched him pivot on the good leg and saw the stifffoot drag round the arc of the turning, leaving a final long and fading smear. His father never looked atit,he never once looked down at the rug.The Negro held the door. It closed behind them, upon the hysteric and indistinguishable woman-wail. His father stopped at the top of the steps and scraped his boot clean on the edge of it. At the gate he stopped again. He stood for a moment, planted stiffly on the stiff foot, looking back at the house. "Pretty and white, ain't it?" he said. "That's sweat. Nigger sweat. Maybe it ain't white enough yet to suit him. Maybe he wants to mix some white sweat with it."


  Two hours later the boy was chopping wood behind the house within which his mother and aunt and the two sisters（themother and aunt, not the two girls, he knew that; even at this distance and muffled by walls the flat loud voices of the two girlsemanated an incorrigible idleinertia）were setting up the stove to prepare a meal, when he heard the hooves and saw the linen-clad man on a fine sorrel mare,whom he recognized even before he saw the rolled rug in front of the Negro youth following on a fat bay carriage horse - a suffused, angry face vanishing, still at full gallop, beyond the corner of the house where his father and brother were sitting in the two tilted chairs;and a moment later, almost before he could have put the axe down, he heard the hooves again and ;watched the sorrel mare go back out of the yard, already galloping again. Then his father began to shout one of the sisters'names,who presently emerged backward from the kitchen door dragging the rolled rug along the ground by one end while the other sisterwalked behind it.


  "If you ain't going to tote, go on and set up the wash pot," the first said.


  "You, Sarty!" the second shouted. "Set up the wash pot!" His father appeared at thedoor, framed against that shabbiness, as he had been against that other bland perfection, impervious toeither,the mother's anxious face at his shoulder.


  "Go on," the father said. "Pick it up." The two sisters stooped, broad, lethargic; stooping, they presented an incredible expanse of pale cloth and a flutter of tawdry ribbons.


  "IfIthought enough of a rug to have to git hit allthe way from France I wouldn't keep hit where folks coming in would have to tromp on hit,"the first said. They raised the rug.


  "Abner," the mother said. "Let me do it."


  "You go back and gitdinner," his father said. "I'll tend to this."


  From the woodpile through the rest of the afternoon the boy watched them, the rug spread flat in the dust beside the bubbling wash-pot, the two sisters stooping over it with that profound and lethargic reluctance, while the father stood over them in turn, implacable and grim, driving them though never raising his voice again. He could smell the harsh homemade lye they were using; he saw his mother come to the door once and look toward them with an expression not anxious now but very like despair; he saw his father turn, and he fell to with the axe and saw from the corner of his eye his father raise from the ground a flattish fragment offield stone and examine it and return to the pot, and this time his mother actually spoke:"Abner. Abner. Please don't.Please,Abner."


  Then he was done too. It was dusk; the whippoorwills had already begun. He could smell coffee from the room where they would presently eat the cold food remaining from the mid-afternoon meal, though when he entered the house he realized they were having coffee again probably because there was a fire on the hearth, before which the rug now lay spread over the backs of the two chairs. The tracks of his father's foot were gone. Where they had been were now long,water-cloudy scoriations resembling the sporadic course of a Lilliputian mowing machine.


  It still hung there while they ate the cold food and then went to bed, scattered without order or claim up and down the two rooms, his mother in one bed, where his father would later lie, the older brother in the other, himself, the aunt, and the two sisters on pallets on the floor. But his father was not in bed yet. The last thing the boy remembered was the depthless, harsh silhouette of the hat and coat bending over the rug and it seemed to him that he had not even closed his eyes when the silhouette was standing over him, the fire almost dead behindit,the stiff foot prodding him awake. "Catch up the mule," his father said.


  When he returned with the mule his father was standing in the black door, the rolled rug over his shoulder. "Ain't you going to ride?" he said.


  "No. Give me your foot."


  He bent his knee into his father's hand, the wiry, surprising power flowedsmoothly,rising,;he rising withit,on to the mule's bare back（theyhad owned a saddle once; the boy could remember it though not when orwhere）and with the same effortlessness his father swung the rug up in front of him. Now in the starlight they retraced the afternoon's path, up the dusty road rife with honeysuckle, through the gate and up the black tunnel of the drive to the lightless house, where he sat on the mule and felt the rough warp of the rug drag across his thighs and vanish.


  "Don't you want me to help?" he whispered. His father did not answer and now he heard again that stiff foot striking the hollow portico with that wooden and clocklike deliberation, that outrageous overstatement of the weight it carried. The rug, hunched, not flung（theboy could tell that even in thedarkness）from his father's shoulder struck the angle of wall and floor with a sound unbelievably loud, thunderous, then the foot again, unhurried and enormous; a lightcame on in the house and the boy sat, tense, breathing steadily and quietly and just a littlefast,though the foot itself did not increase its beat at all, descending the steps now; now the boy could see him.


  "Don't you want to ride now?" he whispered. "We kin both ride now," the light within the house altering now, flaring up and sinking. He's coming down thestairsnow,he thought. He had already ridden the mule up beside the horse block; presently his father was up behind him and he doubled the reins over and slashed the mule across the neck, but before the animal could begin to trot the hard, thin arm came round him, the hard, knotted hand jerking the mule back to a walk.


  In the first red rays of the sun they were in the lot,putting plow gear on the mules. This time the sorrel mare was in the lot before he heard itat all, the rider collarless and even bareheaded, trembling, speaking in a shaking voice as the woman in the house had done, his father merely looking up once before stooping again to the hame he was buckling, so that the man on the mare spoke to his stooping back:


  "You must realize you have ruined that rug. Wasn't there anybody here, any of your women..." he ceased, shaking, the boy watching him, the older brother leaning now in the stable door, chewing, blinking slowly and steadily at nothing apparently. "It cost a hundred dollars. But you never had a hundred dollars. You never will. So I'm going to charge you twenty bushels of corn against your crop. I'll add it in your contract and when you come to the commissary you can sign it. That won't keep Mrs. de Spain quiet but maybe it will teach you to wipe your feet off before you enter her house again."


  Then he was gone. The boy looked at hisfather,who still had not spoken or even looked up again, who was now adjusting the logger-head 5 in the hame.
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  "Pap," he said. His father looked at him —the inscrutable face, the shaggy brows beneath which the gray eyes glinted coldly. Suddenly the boy went toward him, fast, stopping as suddenly. "You done the best you could!" he cried. "If he wanted hit done different why didn't he wait and tell you how? He won't git no ;twenty bushels! He won't git none! We'll gether hitand hide hit! I kin watch..."


  "Did you put the cutter back in that straight stock 6 like I told you?"


  "No,sir," he said.


  "Then go do it."


  That was Wednesday. During the rest of that week he worked steadily, at what was withinhis scope and some which was beyondit,with an industry that did not need to be driven nor even commanded twice; he had this from his mother, with the difference that some at least of what he did he liked to do, such as splitting wood with the half-size axe which his mother and aunt had earned, or saved money somehow, to present him with at Christmas. In company with the two older women （and on one afternoon, even one of the sisters ）,he built pens for the shoat and the cow which were a part of his father's contract with the landlord, and one afternoon, his father being absent, gone somewhere on one of the mules, he went to the field.


  They were running a middle buster 7 now, his brother holding the plow straight while hehandled the reins, and walking beside the straining mule, the rich black soil shearing cool and damp against his bare ankles, he thought Maybe thisistheend ofitMaybe even thattwenty bushels thatseems hard tohave topay forjusta rugwillbe acheap priceforhim tostopforever and always from being what he used tobe;thinking, dreaming now, so that his brother had to speak sharply to him to mind the mule: Maybe he even won'tcollectthetwentybushels. Maybe itwillalladd up and balance and vanish—corn,rug,fire; theterrorandgrief,thebeingpulled two ways likebetween two teams ofhorses —gone,done withforeverand ever.


  Then it was Saturday; he looked up from beneath the mule he was harnessing and sawhis father in the black coat and hat. "Not that," his father said. "The wagon gear." And then, two hours later,sitting in the wagon bed behind his father and brother on the seat, the wagon accomplished a final curve, and he saw the weathered paintless store with its tattered tobacco-and patent-medicine posters and the tethered wagons and saddle animals below the gallery. He mounted the gnawed steps behind his father and brother, and there again was the lane of quiet, watching faces for the three of them to walk through. He saw the man in spectacles sitting at the plank table and he did not need to be told this was a Justice of the Peace; he sent one glare of fierce, exultant, partisan defiance at the man in collar and cravat now, whom he had seen but twice before in his life, and that on a galloping horse, who now wore on his face an expression not of rage but of amazed unbelief which the boy could not have known was at the incredible circumstance of being sued by one of his own tenants, and came and stood against his father and cried at the Justice:"He ain't done it! He ain't burnt..."


  "Go back to the wagon," his father said.


  "Burnt?" the Justice said. "Do I understand this rug was burned too?"


  "Does anybody here claim it was?" his father said. "Go back to the wagon." But he didnot,he merely retreated to the rear of the room, crowded as that other had been, but not to sit down thistime,instead,to stand pressing among the motionless bodies, listening to the voices:


  "And you claim twenty bushels of corn is too high for the damage you did to the rug?"


  "He brought the rug to me and said he wanted the tracks washed out of it. I washed the tracks out and took the rug back to him."


  "But you didn't carry the rug back to him in the same condition it was in before you made the tracks on it."


  His father did not answer, and now for perhaps half a minute there was no sound at all save that of breathing, the faint, steady suspiration of complete and intent listening.


  "You decline to answer that, Mr. Snopes?" Again hisfather did not answer. "I'm going tofind against you, Mr. Snopes. I'm going to find that you were responsible for the injury to Major de Spain's rug and hold you liable for it. But twenty bushels of corn seems a littlehigh for a man in your circumstances to have to pay. Major de Spain claims it cost a hundred dollars. October corn willbe worth about fifty cents. I figure that if Major de Spain can stand a ninety-five dollar loss on something he paid cash for, you can stand a five-dollar loss you haven't earned yet. I hold you in damages to Major de Spain to the amount of ten bushels of corn over and above your contractwith him, to be paid to him out of your crop at gathering time. Court adjourned."


  It had taken no time hardly, the morning was but half begun. He thought they would return home and perhaps back to the field, since they were late, far behind all other farmers. But instead his father passed on behind the wagon, merely indicating with his hand for the older brother to follow withit,and crossed the road toward the blacksmith shop opposite, pressing on after hisfather,overtaking him, speaking, whispering up at the harsh, calm face beneath the weathered hat:"He won't git no ten bushels neither. He won't git one. We'll..." until his father glanced for an instant down at him, the face absolutely calm, the grizzled eyebrows tangled above the cold eyes, the voice almost pleasant, almost gentle:


  "You think so? Well, we'll wait till October anyway."


  The matter of the wagon — the setting of a spoke or two and the tightening of the tires —did not take long either, the business of the tires accomplished by driving the wagon into the spring branch behind the shop and letting it stand there, the mules nuzzling into the water from time to time, and the boy on the seat with the idle reins, looking up the slope and through the sooty tunnel of the shed where the slow hammer rang and where his father sat on an upendedcypress bolt, easily, either talking or listening, still sitting there when the boy brought the dripping wagon up out of the branch and halted it before the door.


  "Take them on to the shade and hitch," his father said. He did so and returned. His father and the smith and a third man squatting on his heels inside the door were talking, about crops and animals; the boy, squatting too in the ammoniac dust and hoof-parings and scales of rust, heard his father tella long and unhurried story out of the time before the birth of the older brother even when he had been a professional horsetrader. And then his father came up beside him where he stood before a tattered last year's circus poster on the other side of the store, gazing rapt and quiet at the scarlet horses, the incredible poisings and convolutions of tulle and tights and the painted leers of comedians, and said, "It's time to eat."


  But not at home. Squatting beside his brother against the front wall, he watched his ;father emerge from the store and produce from a paper sack a segment of cheese and divide it carefully and deliberately into three with his pocket knife and produce crackers from the same sack. They all three squatted on the gallery and ate, slowly, without talking; then in the store again, they drank from a tin dipper tepid water smelling of the cedar bucket and of living beech trees. And still they did not go home. It was a horse lot this time, a tall rail fence upon and along which men stood and sat and out of which one by one horses were led, to be walked and trotted and then cantered back and forth along the road while the slow swapping and buying went on and the sun began to slant westward, they — the three of them — watching and listening, the older brother with his muddy eyes and his steady, inevitable tobacco, the father commenting now and then on certain of the animals, to no one in particular.


  It was after sundown when they reached home. They ate supper by lamplight, then, sitting on the doorstep, the boy watched the night fully accomplish, listening to the whippoorwills and the frogs, when he heard his mother's voice:"Abner! No! No! Oh, God. Oh, God. Abner!" and he rose, whirled, and saw the altered lightthrough the door where a candle stub now burned in a bottle neck on the table and hisfather,stillin the hat and coat, at once formal and burlesque as though dressed carefully for some shabby and ceremonial violence, emptying the reservoir of the lamp back into the five-gallon kerosene can from which it had been filled, while the mother tugged at his arm until he shifted the lamp to the other hand and flung her back, not savagely or viciously, just hard, into the wall, her hands flung out against the wall for balance, her mouth open and in her face the same quality of hopeless despair as had been in her voice. Then his father saw him standing in the door.


  "Go to the barn and get that can of oil we were oiling the wagon with," he said. The boy did not move. Then he could speak.


  "What..." he cried. "What are you..."


  "Go get that oil," his father said. "Go."


  Then he was moving, running, outside the house, toward the stable: this the old habit, the old blood which he had not been permitted to choose for himself, which had been bequeathed him willy nilly and which had run for so long（andwho knew where, battening on what of outrage and savagery andlust）before it came to him. I could keep on, he thought, Icouldrun on and onand never lookback,never need tosee hisfaceagain.Only Ican't,Ican't,the rusted can in his hand now, the liquid sploshing in it as he ran back to the house and intoit,into the sound of his mother's weeping in the next room, and handed the can to hisfather.


  "Ain't you going to even send a nigger?" he cried. "At least you sent a nigger before!"


  This time his father didn't strike him. The hand came even faster than the blow had, the same hand which had set the can on the table with almost excruciating care flashing from the can toward him too quick for him to followit,gripping him by the back of his shirt and on to tiptoe before he had seen it quit the can, the face stooping at him in breathless and frozen ferocity, the cold, dead voice speaking over him to the older brother who leaned against the table,chewing with thatsteady,curious,sidewise motion of cows:


  "Empty the can into the big one and go on. I'll catch up with you."


  "Better tie him up to the bedpost," the brother said.


  "Do like I told you," the father said. Then the boy was moving, his bunched shirt and the hard, bony hand between his shoulder-blades, his toes just touching thefloor,across the roomand into the other one, past the sisters sitting with spread heavy thighs in the two chairs over the cold hearth, and to where his mother and aunt sat side by side on the bed, the aunt's arms about his mother's shoulders.


  "Hold him," the father said. The aunt made a startled movement. "Not you," the fathersaid. "Lennie. Take hold of him. I want to see you do it." His mother took him by the wrist. "You'll hold him better than that. If he gets loose don't you know what he is going to do? He will go up yonder." He jerked his head toward the road. "Maybe I'd better tie him."


  "I'll hold him," his mother whispered.


  "See you do then." Then his father was gone, the stiff foot heavy and measured upon theboards,ceasing at last.


  Then he began to struggle. His mother caught him in both arms, he jerking and wrenchingatthem. He would be stronger in the end, he knew that. But he had no time to wait for it. "Lemme go!" he cried. "Idon't want to have to hit you!"


  "Let him go!" the aunt said. "If he don't go, before God, I am going there myself!"


  "Don't you see I can't!" his mother cried. "Sarty! Sarty! No! No! Help me, Lizzie!"


  Then he was free. His aunt grasped at him but it was too late. He whirled, running, hismother stumbled forward on to her knees behind him, crying to the nearer sister:"Catch him, Net! Catch him!" But that was too late too, the sister（thesisters were twins, born at the same time,yet either of them now gave the impression of being, encompassing as much living meat and volume and weight as any other two of thefamily）not yet having begun to rise from the chair,her head, face, alone merely turned, presenting to him in the flying instant an astonishing expanse of young female features untroubled by any surprise even, wearing only an expression of bovine interest. Then he was out of the room, out of the house, in the mild dust of the starlit road and the heavy ripeness of honeysuckle, the pale ribbon unspooling with terrific slowness under his running feet, reaching the gate at last and turning in, running, his heart and lungs drumming, on up the drive toward the lighted house, the lighted door. He did not knock, he burstin,sobbing for breath, incapable for the moment of speech; he saw the astonished face of the Negro in the linen jacket without knowing when the Negro had appeared.


  "De Spain!" he cried, panted. "Where's..." then he saw the white man too emerging from awhite door down the hall. "Barn!" he cried. "Barn!"


  "What?" the white man said."Barn?"


  "Yes!" the boy cried. "Barn!"


  "Catch him!“ the white man shouted.


  But it was too late this time too. The Negro grasped his shirt, but the entire sleeve, rotten with washing, carried away, and he was out that door too and in the drive again, and had ;actually never ceased to run even while he was screaming into the white man's face.


  Behind him the white man was shouting, "My horse! Fetch my horse! "and he thought for an instant of cutting across the park and climbing the fence into the road, but he did not know the park nor how high the vine-massed fence might be and he dared not risk it. So he ran on down the drive, blood and breath roaring; presently he was in the road again though he could not see it. He could not hear either: the galloping mare was almost upon him before he heard her, and even then he held his course, as if the very urgency of his wild grief and need must in a moment more find him wings, waiting until the ultimate instant to hurl himself aside and into the weed-choked roadside ditch as the horse thundered past and on, for an instant in furious silhouette against the stars, the tranquil early summer night sky which, even before the shape of the horse and rider vanished, stained abruptly and violently upward: a long, swirling roar incredible and soundless, blotting the stars, and he springing up and into the road again, running again, knowing it was too late yet still running even after he heard the shot and, an instant later, two shots, pausing now without knowing he had ceased to run, crying "Pap! Pap!", running again before he knew he had begun to run, stumbling, tripping over something and scrabbling up again without ceasing to run, looking backward over his shoulder at the glare as he got up, running on among the invisible trees, panting, sobbing, "Father! Father!"


  At midnight he was sitting on the crest of a hill. He did not know it was midnight and he did not know how far he had come. But there was no glare behind him now and he sat now, his back toward what he had called home for four days anyhow, his face toward the dark woods which he would enter when breath was strong again, small, shaking steadily in the chill darkness, hugging himself into the remainder of his thin, rotten shirt, the grief and despair now no longer terror and fear but just grief and despair. Father. My father, he thought. "He was brave!" he cried suddenly, aloud but not loud, no more than a whisper:"He was! He was in the war! He was in Colonel Sartoris' cav'ry!" not knowing that his father had gone to that war a private in the fine old European sense, wearing no uniform, admitting the authority of and giving fidelity to no man or army or flag, going to war as Malbrouck 8 himself did: for booty — it meant nothing and less than nothing to him if it were enemy booty or his own.


  The slow constellations wheeled on. It would be dawn and then sun-up after a while and he would be hungry. But that would be tomorrow and now he was only cold, and walking would cure that. His breathing was easier now and he decided to get up and go on, and then he found that he had been asleep because he knew it was almost dawn, the night almost over. He could tell that from the whippoorwills. They were everywhere now among the dark trees below him, constant and inflectioned and ceaseless, so that, as the instant for giving over to the day birds drew nearer and nearer, there was no interval at all between them. He got up. He was a little stiff, but walking would cure that too as it would the cold, and soon there would be the sun. He went on down the hill, toward the dark woods within which the liquid silver voices of the birds called unceasing — the rapid and urgent beating of the urgent and quiring heart of the late spring night. He did not look back.


  Q


  1.What is the nature of thestory's conflict? How does each of thestory's six scenes serve to reveal,clarify,and intensify the conflict?


  2.What seems tomotivate Abner'sviolent,antisocialbehavior? Why does he try tomake his son Sarty an accomplice tothe burning of Major de Spain's barn? Why does Sarty finally defy him and try to warn Major de Spain?


  3.What comments does the story offer about the social, moral, and economic values of theold and the new South?


  ■注释：


  1. hermetic meat：罐装肉。


  2. Colonel Sartoris：沙多里斯上校，福克纳所虚构的杰弗逊（Jefferson）镇上的名人，内战中的南军军官。穷白人斯诺普斯家族也住此镇。两个家族多次出现于福克纳的其他作品中。


  3. provost's man：宪兵。


  4. blue or gray：蓝色和灰色分别是内战中北军和南军的军服颜色，这里指北军和南军。


  5. logger-head：马颈轭的一部分。


  6. straightstock：犁。


  7. middle buster：犁的一种。


  8. Malbrouck：马尔布鲁克，18世纪法国民谣《马尔布鲁克已赴战场》（“Malbrouck Has Gone to the War”）中的人物，常被看成约翰·邱吉尔（John Churchill），即第一代马尔伯勒（Marlborough）公爵。他靠非凡的军事才能从士兵升至中将，曾率英军战胜法王路易十四，是历史上的名将之一。但他也是一个有争议的人物，被指责谋乱反上、惟利是图。


  · He（thewriter）must teach himself that the basest of all things isto be afraid;and,teaching himself that, forget it forever leaving no room in his workshop for anything but the old verities and truths of the heart, the old universal truths lacking which any story is ephemeral and doomed —love and honor and pity and pride and compassion and sacrifice.


  ——William Faulkner


  Unit16 Ernest Hemingway （1899-1961）


  厄内斯特·海明威


  ■作者简介


  厄内斯特.海明威（Ernest Hemingway， 1899-1961），出生在一个医生家庭。中学毕业后当过记者。记者职业对文字、文体的要求对他日后作品的内容和文风产生影响。第一次世界大战中，海明威参加志愿救护车队，在意大利前线被弹片击中负伤。这段战争生活为他的名著《永别了，武器》和许多短篇小说提供了不可或缺的素材。战后，他去巴黎做记者，结识了旅欧美国作家斯泰因、庞德等人，在写作上得到了他们的帮助。


  1925年，他发表了短篇小说集《在我们的时代里》（In Our Time），以简洁的文笔和不露情感的表达风格开始引起人们的注意。第一部长篇小说《大阳照样升起》（The Sun Also Rises， 1926）描述一战后流落巴黎、迷惘空虚、靠酗酒和情爱的刺激寻求精神慰藉的美国青年，奠定了海明威在文坛的地位，使他成为“迷惘的一代”1作家的代表。另一部长篇小说《永别了，武器》（A Farewell to Arms， 1929）通过主人公亨利在一战中负伤、恋爱、最后爱人难产而死的故事描述战争给人带来的无法弥合的心灵创伤和传统信念的破灭。此外，《丧钟为谁而鸣》（For Whom the Bell Tolls， 1940）以西班牙内战为背景刻画主人公为信念理想而战，在残酷的战斗中勇敢地面对死亡。最后一部体现他人生价值和行为准则的《老人与海》（The Old Man and the Sea，1952）为他赢得了1954年的诺贝尔文学奖。1961年他不堪病痛的折磨自杀而死。
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  海明威是20世纪一位十分重要的作家。他既描写人类面临的灾难和虚空，又表现人在逆境下的勇气和尊严。他的主人公可能迷惘绝望，但在痛苦面前却谈笑若定，决不放弃男子汉的气度。海明威的文风继承马克·吐温的口语体传统，文字质朴无华，但蕴涵却极为丰富。借用他本人的比喻：冰山移动的尊严在于它仅有八分之一露出水面。


  ■赏析


  本文故事发生的场景是一个西班牙小咖啡馆，情节的发展围绕老年顾客、中年侍者和年轻侍者等三人。老年人富有，但生活对他毫无意义，他自杀未遂，靠酗酒排遣空虚；年轻人自信、自私，急于下班回家和妻子亲热；而中年人对人生深有所悟，因而富有同情心，知道青春、爱情、激情转瞬即逝，代之而来的是绝望和虚无，人需要勇气和自尊，否则只能用睡眠和忘却来填补对黑暗和空寂的恐惧。


  小说的自然主义（naturalism）描写和象征表现（symbolism）合璧天成。中年侍者表达了人对光明、整洁和秩序的需要以及对黑暗和虚无的莫名焦虑，光明与黑暗，秩序与混沌，存在与虚无形成象征对比，而特定的环境和三个人的不同处世态度进一步引发联想，使故事细节产生象征意义。黑暗和混沌象征虚无、绝望、衰老与死亡，而被黑暗和混沌所包围和侵蚀的一点点光明和整洁则象征抵御黑暗和虚无的心灵慰藉。这样，笼罩在老者头上的树叶光影及灯光、黑暗中闪亮的士兵铜领章、整洁的小店、保持整洁的老者、老者的贪杯和对生存的恐惧（尽管富有却要自杀）、年轻人的邋遢服务（将酒撒出）、他对老者心态的无动于衷、对青春、情爱和工作盲目自信以及中年人对老者的理解同情、甚至对士兵的情欲和年轻妻子偷情的玩笑话，都因此各具象征意义；年轻孕育衰老、情欲是无欲的前奏、秩序的偶然存在于混沌的必然2、生命回避不了死亡、存在的意识来自虚无的体验。所有这些都似乎包孕在完全自然主义的写实中。这是典型的海明威风格。


  故事的一个重要主题——虚无（nada/nothing）3在侍者讨论老者为何自杀时就已提及，随后通过中年侍者的自白进一步明晰，这不是个人对某个具体事物的恐惧（“It was not fear or dread.”，而是由于意识到人生悬系于未知，个人生存的秩序感和行为完全没有真实依据，个人只能孤独面对变动不居的周遭关系，而又退避无门，因而产生一种不可名状的感觉。老者的财富不能帮他解脱空虚，他想以死结束痛苦却没有成功，只得找个整洁明亮的环境来逃避虚无。年轻人不理解老者求死和酗酒的行为，不意识老者的今天可能就是自己的明天，但他是否多少意识到他所自信的情爱和工作都仅以靠不住的青春来维系呢？中年人推人及己感悟到人生的无奈和飘忽无着，虚无其实是惟一真实可靠的体验。老者寻求一个整洁明亮的小店，借酒浇愁；年轻人浑浑噩噩、得过且过；中年人则在心灵中寻求秩序、准则以及生存意义，保留一片心中整洁明亮的空间，关爱理解他人，体验虚无并勇敢地面对虚无。


  A Clean,Well-Lighted Place


  It was late and every one had left the cafe except an old man who sat in the shadow the leaves of the tree made against the electric light. In the daytime the street was dusty,but at night the dew settled the dust and the old man liked to sit late because he was deaf and now at night it was quiet and he felt the difference. The two waiters inside the cafe knew that the old man was a little drunk,and while he was a good client they knew that if he became too drunk he would leave without paying,so they kept watch on him.


  "Last week he tried to commit suicide," one waiter said.


  "Why?"


  "He was in despair."


  "What about?“


  "Nothing."


  "How do you know it was nothing?"


  "He has plenty of money."


  They sat together at a table that was close against the wall near the door of the cafe and looked at the terrace where the tables were all empty except where the old man sat in the ;shadow of the leaves of the tree that moved slightly in the wind. A girl and a soldier went by in the street. The street light shone on the brass number on his collar. The girl wore no head covering and hurried beside him.


  "The guard will pick him up 4," one waiter said.


  "What does it matter if he gets what he's after?5 "


  "He had better get off the street now. The guard will get him. They went by five minutes ago."


  The old man sitting in the shadow rapped on his saucer with his glass. The younger waiterwent over to him.


  "What do you want?"


  The old man looked at him. "Another brandy," he said.


  "You'll be drunk," the waiter said. The old man looked at him. The waiter went away.


  "He'll stay all night," he said to his colleague."I'm sleepy now. I never get into bed before three o'clock. He should have killed himself last week."


  The waiter took the brandy bottle and another saucer from the counter inside the cafe and marched out to the old man's table. He put down the saucer and poured the glass full of brandy.


  "You should have killed yourself last week," he said to the deaf man. The old man motioned with his finger. "A little more," he said. The waiter poured on into the glass so that the brandy slopped over and ran down the stem into the top saucer of the pile.6 "Thank you," the old man said. The waiter took the bottle back inside the cafe. He sat down at the table with his colleague again.


  "He's drunk now," he said.


  "He's drunk every night."


  "What did he want to kill himself for?"


  "How should I know."


  "How did he do it?"


  "He hung himself with a rope."


  "Who cut him down?7 "


  "His niece."


  "Why did they do it?"


  "Fear for his soul.8 "


  "How much money has he got?"


  "He's got plenty."


  "He must be eighty years old."


  "Anyway I should say he was eighty."


  "I wish he would go home. I never get to bed before three o'clock. What kind of hour is that to go to bed?"


  "He stays up because he likes it."


  "He's lonely. I'm not lonely. I have a wife waiting in bed for me."


  "He had a wife once too.9 "


  "A wife would be no good to him now.10"


  "You can't tell. He might be better with a wife."


  "His niece looks after him. You said she cut him down."


  "I know."


  "I wouldn't want to be that old. An old man is a nasty thing."


  "Not always. This old man is clean. He drinks without spilling. Even now, drunk. Look at him."


  "I don't want to look at him. I wish he would go home. He has no regard for those who must work."


  The old man looked from his glass across the square, then over at the waiters.


  "Another brandy," he said, pointing to his glass. The waiter who was in a hurry came over.


  "Finished," he said, speaking with that omission of syntax stupid people employ whentalking to drunken people or foreigners. "No more tonight. Close now."


  "Another," said the old man.


  "No. Finished." The waiter wiped the edge of the table with a towel and shook his head.


  The old man stood up, slowly counted the saucers 11, took a leather coin purse from his pocket and paid for the drinks, leaving half a peseta 12 tip.


  The waiter watched him go down the street, a very old man walking unsteadily but with dignity.


  "Why didn't you let him stay and drink?" the unhurried waiter asked. They were putting up the shutters. "It is not half past two."


  "I want to go home to bed."


  "What is an hour?13 "


  "More to me than to him.14 "


  "An hour is the same."


  "You talk like an old man yourself. He can buy a bottle and drink at home."


  "It'snot the same."


  "No, it is not," agreed the waiter with a wife. He did not wish to be unjust. He was only in a hurry.


  "And you? You have no fear of goinghome before your usual hour?15 "


  [image: figure_0214_0045]


  "Are you trying to insult me?"


  "No,hombre 16,only to make a joke."


  "No," the waiter who was in a hurry said,rising from pulling down the metal shutters. "I have confidence. I am allconfidence."


  "You have youth, confidence, and a job,"the older waiter said. "You have everything.17 "


  "And what do you lack?"


  "Everything but work.18 "


  "You have everything I have."


  "No. I have never had confidence and I am not young."


  "Come on. Stop talking nonsense and lock up."


  "Iam of those who like to stay late at the cafe," the older waiter said."With allthose whodo not want to go to bed. With all those who need a lightfor the night."


  "I want to go home and into bed."


  "We are of two different kinds," the older waiter said. He was now dressed to go home. "It is not only a question of youth and confidence although those things are very beautiful. Eachnight I am reluctant to close up because there may be some one who needs the cafe."


  "Hombre, there are bodegas open allnight long."


  "You do not understand. This is a clean and pleasant cafe. It is well lighted.The light isvery good and also, now, there are shadows of the leaves."


  "Good night," said the younger waiter.


  "Good night," the other said. Turning off the electric light he continued the conversation with himself. It is the light of course but itis necessary that the place be clean and pleasant.You do not want music. Certainly you do not want music. Nor can you stand before a bar withdignity although that is all that is provided for these hours.What did he fear? It was not fear or dread. It was a nothing that he knew too well. It was all a nothing and a man was nothing too. It was only that and light was allit needed and a certain cleanness and order. Some lived in it and never felt it but he knew it all was nada 19 y 20 pues 21 nada y nada y pues nada. Our nada who art in nada, nada be thy name thy kingdom nada thy will be nada in nada as it is in nada. Give us this nada our daily nada and nada us our nada as we nada our nadas and nada us not into nada but deliver us from nada; pues nada. Hail nothing full of nothing, nothing is with thee.22He smiled and stood before a bar with a shining steam pressure coffee machine.


  "What's yours?" asked the barman.


  "Nada."


  "Otro loco mas 23，"said the barman and turned away.


  "A little cup," said the waiter.


  The barman poured it for him.


  "The light is very bright and pleasant but the bar is unpolished," the waiter said.


  The barman looked at him but did not answer. It was too late at night for conversation.


  "You want another copita 24?" the barman asked.


  "No, thank you," said the waiter and went out. He disliked bars and bodegas. A clean,well-lighted cafe was a very different thing.Now, without thinking further, he would go home to his room. He would lie in the bed and finally, with daylight, he would go to sleep. After all, he said to himself, it is probably only insomnia.Many must have it.


  Q


  A. How do you interpret theirony of the title after reading the story?


  2. Do you thinkyouth and confidence can help one withstand the metaphorical dark? Why or why not?


  3. The older waiter said to theyoungerwaiter："We areof two different kinds."In what way do you think theyare different?


  ■注释：


  1.“迷惘的一代”（the Lost Generation）泛指第一次世界大战后的一代人，也特指一批美国作家，他们是一战时的青年，20年代开始在文坛崭露头角。女作家斯泰因曾对海明威说：“你们都是迷惘的一代”，海明威把这句话用为小说《太阳照样升起》的卷首语。这一代人的迷惘是因为他们的传统民主自由的价值观与战后的世界格格不入，加之美国受政府推行的“恢复常态”政策影响，使这些青年感到美国冷酷无情，只重实际利益，从而使这些青年与美国在精神上疏远起来。这些作家包括海明威、菲茨杰拉德、约翰·多斯·帕索斯等多人，但他们并没有形成统一的文学流派，而是各自保留自己的独立的风格。


  2.根据热力学第二定律，宇宙中一切事物必然由有序向无序转化。


  3.“虚无”（nothing)在这里带有海德格尔存在主义色彩，海德格尔的虚无（nothingness）涵盖一切强加于人的外在力量，它无边无际、莫可名状，而个体却又无从逃避。理性秩序在它面前无能为力，由此而来的是恐惧感。正是在这种生活现实中个体体验存在，体验自身的有限，生命转瞬即逝。对死亡不可避免的恐惧是因为死亡必须由个人面对而不能像其他行为那样可由他人代劳，而对死亡的意识影响人生的各种抉择。但是人无论怎么选择都会对自己的选择产生自责，因此自责感是人生不可逃避的现实。另一方面，人的各种思想意图总是具有外部世界中相应的事物，而恐惧感在外部世界却不存在对应事物，它只是虚无，表明世界没有任何个人行为可以依托的实在基础。而正是在这种无法摆脱的生活状态中，人需要构建确立自身真实的良心依托，并据此作出负责的人生选择，关爱整个世界。


  4. The guard willpick him up.：（宵禁）卫兵会逮捕他的。


  5. What does it matter if he gets what he's after?：如果他能得到他想得到的东西，这又有什么关系呢？这句话暗示那个士兵想满足自己的欲望。


  6. The waiter poured on into the glass so that the brandy slopped over and ran down the stem into the top saucer of the pile.：这个句子表现年轻侍者很不耐烦，有意将酒倒出杯子外。这一邋遢行为与后面年长侍者谈到老者的整洁、从不将酒撒出相对比。


  7. Who cut him down?：是谁把绳子切断救他下来的？


  8. Fear for his soul.：为他的灵魂不能得救而担心。基督教认为自杀是一种犯罪，是对上帝行为的干预。


  9. He had a wife once too.：这里年长侍者暗示老者也曾拥有年轻侍者现在拥有的一切。


  10. A wife would be no good to him now.：这里年轻侍者认为这样一把年纪就是有妻子也没有用。


  11. The old man ...counted the saucers,...：顾客根据碟子的数量计算自己要了多少杯酒。


  12. peseta[image: figure_0216_0046]：比塞塔（西班牙货币单位）


  13. What is an hour?：晚一个小时有什么关系呢？


  14. More to me than to him.：对我比对他重要得多。


  15. You have no fear going home before your usual hour?：这里年长侍者开了个玩笑，暗示如果回家比平时早可能会撞见妻子偷情。


  16. hombre：(西班牙文）男人，老兄。


  17. "You have youth, confidence, and a job,"... "You have everything."：这里年长侍者暗示年轻人拥有青春，因此拥有自信。


  18. Everything but work.：除了工作什么都没有。这里年长侍者暗示没有了青春也就没有了自信。而青春的逝去恰恰是自己无法掌握的。


  19. nada[image: figure_0217_0047]：（西班牙文）不存在，没有，虚无。


  20. y[image: figure_0217_0048]：(西班牙文）和，所以，那么。


  21. pues[image: figure_0217_0049]：（西班牙文）既然，那么。


  22. Our nata who art...notfiing is with thee.：这是一段模仿祷告词，其中的名词和动词等实词被“虚无”取代，表明一切事物和行为都是虚无。


  23. Otro loco mas[image: figure_0217_0050].：（西班牙文）又一个疯子。这句话表明以世人的标准来看，年长侍者的行为是“不正常”的。


  24. copita[image: figure_0217_0051]：西班牙等地所产浅黄或深褐色葡萄酒。


  · A man can be destroyed but not defeated.


  · The dignity of movement of an iceberg is due to only one-eighth of it being above water.


  ——Ernest Hemingway


  Unit17 20th-century American Poets （Ⅰ）


  20世纪美国诗人（1）


  Ezra Pound （1885-1972）


  埃兹拉·庞德


  ■作者简介


  出生于爱达荷州、长在宾夕法尼亚州的埃兹拉·庞德（Ezra Pound，1885-1972）是20世纪美国文坛上一个极有争议的人物。这主要是由于在第二次世界大战期间，庞德曾经在意大利的电台上为墨索里尼做过亲法西斯的宣传，战后受到了美国政府的审判，但被判定患有精神病，在精神病院里度过了后半生的大部分时光。然而他同时也是一位英美现代诗歌的先驱和领路人，曾孜孜不倦地提携了一批新人，其中包括在英美诗坛崭露头角的罗伯特·弗洛斯特和T·S·艾略特。1908年，为了逃避在他看来是偏狭和令人窒息的美国社会和文化，庞德来到了欧洲大陆，并投身于意象主义等先锋派的运动。作为芝加哥《诗歌》（Poetry）杂志的驻外记者，他积极推动了美国诗歌的振兴。他自己的诗歌作品包括1909年在伦敦出版的《狂喜》（Exultations、和《人物》（Personoe）这两部诗集，1915年问世的诗歌译文《中国》（Cathay），以及被他称作“现代史诗”的一部鸿篇巨制《诗章》（Cantos， 1925-1970）。后者包括了109 首诗歌和8首未完成的草稿，内容涉及世界文学与历史的方方面面。庞德的诗学为现代英美诗歌的发展奠定了基础，他还编辑了《意象派诗选》（Des Imagistes， 1914），为现代诗的崛起作出了很大的贡献。


  [image: figure_0218_0052]


  《在一个地铁车站》


  ■赏析


  庞德曾经说过：“意象主义的要旨，在于不把意象当作装饰品，意象本身就是语言。”下面这首小诗就是一个以意象作为叙述语言的典型范例。全诗只有短短的两行，甚至还不能构成一个完整的句子，但它却展示了一幅色彩丰富、构图生动的画面：雨过天晴，地铁车站前涌动着熙熙攘攘的人群；在湿漉漉的黑色场青地面的映衬下，无数行人的脸庞与色彩绚丽的雨伞和雨衣交相辉映，宛如一个姹紫嫣红、花团锦族的花园。诗人在创作这首作品时，明显受到了徘句这种短小日本诗歌形式的影响。据庞德本人回忆，诗的灵感来自巴黎地铁车站，当时他写下了一首31行的诗，但觉得很不满意。半年后，他将这瞬间的印象压缩到了15 行，可是仍觉得表现力欠佳。直到再过了一年，他在俳句的启发下，将该诗浓缩成两行，才感觉差强人意。这首意象派诗歌名篇堪称是东西方文化文融的典范。


  In a Station of the Metro


  The apparition 1 of these faces in the crowd;


  Petals on a wet, black bough 2.


  Q


  1. Why does the poet call the faces of pedestrians "apparition"


  2. What do "petals" and "bough" stand for?


  ■注释：


  1. apparition：幽灵，幻影。


  2. Petals on awet,black bough.：湿漉漉黑色枝条上的众多花瓣。


  Wallace Stevens（1879-1955）


  华莱士·斯蒂文斯


  ■作者简介


  华莱士·斯蒂文斯（Wallace Stevens， 1879-1955）曾经说过：“诗歌就是对莫名事物的追求。”他自己的一生都献身于这种追求。他出生于宾夕法尼亚州的雷丁，在哈佛大学和纽约大学法学院受到了良好的教育。毕业后长期担任康涅狄格州哈特福德一家保险公司的副董事长。但他在业余时间始终坚持诗歌创作。他的诗集曾两次获得“全国图书奖”，并于1955年获普利策诗歌奖。斯蒂文斯的诗歌素以深奥晦涩、富有哲理性而著称，但他并不是用抽象的方式来表达思想，而往往是通过具体的物品、背景和人物来反映某种哲理。想象力在他的诗歌创作中占有重要的地位。在他诗歌作品中反复出现的一个主题就是想象力在给混乱的现实带来秩序方面所起的作用。正如他在诗歌理论著作《必要的天使》（The Necessary Angel，1951）中所指出的那样，“……想象力就是使我们在不正常中觉察到正常的能力，是混乱之中混乱的对立面。”


  《坛子的轶事》


  ■赏析


  这首诗是斯蒂文斯的一个代表作，它表达了诗人关于艺术想象力的观点。诗中的叙述者告诉读者，他把一只坛子放在田纳西州的一个山顶，结果使周围的景色发生了神奇的变化:本来显得凌乱不堪的荒野忽然围绕着那个坛子并然有序地排列起来，那山顶的坛子浑圆挺立、巍峨庄严，在背景的映衬下，具有一种质朴然而完美的视觉效果。


  这当然不是一幅临摹现实的自然风景画，而是以超现实主义手法来表现的抽象画。诗中的坛子象征着艺术想象力，它具有赋予混乱的自然现实以条理和秩序的神奇功能。画面中坛子与四周荒野山岭的契合形象地说明了艺术想象力与自然万物间的相互关系:坛子君临荒野，但它与自然有质的区别。因为坛子是灰色和光秃秃的，它无法产生鸟或树丛。这最后一个诗节说明，尽管艺术想象力具有形成完美秩序的神秘力量，但它仍不能取代生机盎然的大自然。对于斯蒂文斯来说，艺术想象力这个概念也涵盖了诗歌创作理论。这正是暗应了歌德的一句名言:“理论是灰色的，但生命之树常青。”


  Anecdote of the Jar


  I placed a jar in Tennessee,


  And round it was, upon a hill.


  It made the slovenly wilderness


  Surround that hill.


  The wilderness rose up to it,


  And sprawled around, no longer wild.


  The jarwas round upon the ground


  And tall and of a port inair 1.


  It took dominion 2 everywhere.


  The jar was gray and bare.


  It did not give bird or bush，


  Like nothing else in Tennessee.


  Q


  1.What does the jar in the poem symbolize? Why does the speaker place it on top of a Hill?


  2. The jar is "round" and "of a port in air,"meaning that it has a stately importance.What effectdoes it have on surroundings when placed on the ground?


  3. How isthe wilderness of Tennessee characterized? What words or phrases does the poetuse to describe it?


  ■注释：


  1. And talland of a port inair.：高高屹立，巍峨庄严。“Port”当名词用时，有一个较古的含义，即“尊严，相貌堂堂”。在本诗中正是采用了这个意思。


  2. took dominion：君临，管辖。


  Quotation from Wallace Stevens:


  Poetry is apassion，not habit. This passion nourishes itself on reality.


  William Carlos Williams （1883-1963）


  威廉·卡洛斯·威廉斯


  ■作者简介


  出生于新泽西州鲁更福德的威廉斯（William Carlos Williams，1883-1963）是20世纪最著名的美国诗人之一。他在宾夕法尼亚大学获得医学学位后，又去德国的莱比锡大学深造。1910年，他回到故乡开始行医，每天忙于接待前来就诊的病人。但他仍挤出时间创作了大量的散文和诗歌。威廉斯尤其擅长于在日常生活的琐事中发现美、兴趣和意义。他的诗歌常常描写春天、李子和手推车等日常生活中因为实在大平常而难以引起人们注意的东西。由于他所从事的医生职业，使他有机会看到在各种条件下生活的人们，从他们的出生一直到死亡的那一刻。这样细致入微的观察使他的诗歌和短篇故事往往具有深刻的洞察力和内容。他在宾夕法尼亚大学的同学和朋友埃兹拉·庞德以及其他意象派诗人对于他的诗歌创作有很大的影响。同时他还步恵特曼的后尘，积极发展了自由诗的形式。由于坚持用美国本土的语言写作，他的诗歌具有浓郁的乡土气息。他的抒情诗主要收集在《近期诗集》（Collected Later Poems， 1950）和《早期诗集》（Collected Early Poems， 1951）这两部书中，另一部主要作品是长篇叙事诗（Paterson，1958）。


  《红色手推车》


  ■赏析


  跟庞德的《在一个地铁车站》一样，威廉斯的这首短诗也经常被推崇为意象派诗歌的名篇。它从儿童的视角出发来观察一个极其普通的农家院落一角，用写意的笔触描绘出一幅色彩清新、非常醒目的图画。画面的中心是一辆独轮手推车，它是农民日常的劳动工具，因日晒雨淋和主人每天的使用，手推车的木头已经磨得很光滑，并呈现出红色。车身上罩着一层闪光的雨点，更加突出了颜色的鲜亮。与手推车形成对比的是周围一群嬉戏觅食的雪白雏鸡。两者一静一动、一红一白、构图生动、情趣隽永。


  整首诗只有一个标点符号，实际上就是一个句子被拆散后分成四个诗节，每个诗节两行，一长一短，错落有致，造成一种别致的视觉效果。同时在听觉上也富有节奏感，很容易引起读者的共鸣。


  诵读这样的诗歌作品，令人不由得击节赞赏，惊叹诗人的敏锐感觉和出色的表现力。


  The Red Wheelbarrow


  So much depends


  upon


  a red wheel


  barrow


  glazed 1 with rain


  water


  beside the white


  chickens.


  Q


  1. How does the first two lines differ from the other pairs of lines?


  2.What isthe most visually compelling word in each of the last three pairs of lines?


  3. What is the meaning of "depends upon" in the first pair of lines?


  ■注释：


  1. glazed：表面光滑的，具光泽的。


  《春天和一切》


  ■赏析


  威廉斯善于从平凡事物中捕捉充满诗意的灵感，下面这首诗就是一个绝好的例子。诗歌平铺直叙地描写了他在去医院上班的路上所看到的景色和心中的感触。前三节实际上描写的完全是暮冬的情景：寒冷的东北风、广袤的荒野、枯草、死叶和秃藤。然而就在这一片凋零衰败的图景后面，诗人敏锐地感受到了一种生命的涌动。大自然尽管在表面上毫无生气，但是姗姗来迟、令人眼花缭乱的春天已经在向我们逼近。诗人想象着原野上无数野胡萝卜的嫩芽钻出地面，逐渐成形，变成胡箩卜叶子。它们就像刚出生的婴儿一样赤条条地进入新世界，除了能感受到“寒冷而亲切的风”，别的对什么都不能确知。在最后一个诗节中，诗人的思绪又回到了现实。尽管眼前仍是残败的暮冬景色，但他能够真切地感受到在冻土下面所发生的深刻变化:植物的种子正在复苏，并把根深深地扎进了地底


  在诗歌形式上，它的一个鲜明特点就是诗行的末尾没有标点符号，其效果就是产生一种意识流的感觉。诗人的观察和思绪突破了时间和空间的束缚，如天马行空、自由翱翔，将“春天和一切”都联系在一起。


  Spring and All


  By the road to the contagious hospital 1


  under the surge of the blue


  mottled clouds driven from the


  northeast — a cold wind. Beyond, the


  waste of broad,muddy fields


  brown with dried weeds,standing and fallen


  patches of standing water


  the scattering of tall trees


  Allalong the road the reddish


  purplish,forked,upstanding,twiggy


  stuff of bushes and small trees


  with dead, brown leaves under them


  leafless vines —


  lifeless in appearance,sluggish 2


  dazed spring approaches —


  They enter the new world naked,


  cold,uncertain of all


  save that they enter. All about them


  the cold,familiar wind —


  Now the grass,tomorrow


  the stiff curl of wild carrot leaf


  One by one objects are defined —


  It quickens:clarity,outline of leaf


  But now the stark dignity of


  entrance — Still, the profound change


  has come upon them:rooted,they


  grip down and begin to awaken


  Q


  1. What things are described in the poem as "cold，""dead，" and "lifeless"?


  2. Which aspect of spring does the poem emphasize?


  3. How does the poet suggest that the beginning of life is not an easy process?


  ■注释:


  1. the contagious hospital:传染病医院。


  2. sluggish:行动迟缓的，姗姗来迟的。


  Robert Frost （1874-1963）


  罗伯特·弗洛斯特


  ■作者筒介


  [image: figure_0224_0053]


  罗伯特·弗洛斯特（Robert Frost，1874-1963）被称作“新英格兰诗人”，因为他祖辈有九代都住在那儿，而且他的诗歌也都具有浓郁而质朴的新英格兰色彩。他本人出生于旧金山。11岁那年，当报社编辑的父亲去世，母亲带他回到了马萨诸塞州旁伦斯的老家。他曾上过达特茅斯学院，当过工人，教过书。1897年跟埃莉诺·怀特结婚以后，他又去了哈佛大学。两年后他移居新罕布什尔州德里附近由祖父送给他的—个农庄，在那儿种了11年的地，又教了4年书。与此同时，他不断地写诗投稿，到了1911年，已挣了近200美元的稿费。为了确定自己是否能靠写诗为生，他决心花几年的时间潜心于诗歌创作。听说英国的生活费用低，他就卖掉了自己的农庄，并于1912年举家移居英国的格洛斯特郡。他的第一部诗集《一个男孩的意愿》（A Boy's Will）于1913年在英国出版，随后又出版了《波士顿的北部》（North of Boston， 1914）。这两部作品在英国颇受好评，并很快就在美国重版。1915年回到美国时，弗洛斯特发现自己已经成名。他被聘为阿默斯特学院的英语教授，1916年又被选为国家艺术文学研究院的院士。他后来发表的诗集中有四部获普利策奖:《新罕布什尔》（New Hamphshire， 1923）、《诗集》（Collected Poems，1930）、《又一片牧场》（A Further Range，1936）和《标记树》（A Witness Tree，1942）。弗洛斯特的诗歌之所以受欢迎，部分原因是他采用了传统的诗歌形式和五音步抑扬格诗行。其用词也显得非常朴实。然而假如人们仔细阅读的话，就会发现那些表面简单的诗歌，其实隐含着非常丰富的人生哲理。可以说，他的诗歌精雕细琢，没有一个字是多余的。


  《火与冰》


  ■赏析


  火山爆发和冰川时代都是地球上所发生过的自然现象，也被有些人看作是世界末日来临时将会发生的自然界大灾难。在下面这首短诗中，弗洛斯特借用这两种自然现象作比喻，来讨论人类所具有的两种偏执情感将会造成的灾难性后果。比如欲望能够支配人们不顾一切地去追求他们所想得到的东西，一旦它占了上风，就会像火山爆发那样难以抑制，后果不堪设想；而仇恨则可以提动人们相互残杀，就像冰川那样，能使本性善良的人变为残酷无情的冷血动物。诗中的口吻表明，弗洛斯特似乎认为烈火具有更大的毁坏性，这大概跟他自己经受过由非分的欲望所带来的严重后果有关。但他同时告诉读者，丰富的生活履历使他明白，寒冰的破坏力并不亚于烈火，仇恨也足以带来人类和世界的毁灭。


  短诗的诗行虽然长短不一，但它们却都押韵。全诗的韵脚为“abaabcbcb”。这样的安排使该诗读来琅琅上口，富有节奏感，无疑增强了作品的音乐性和艺术魅力。


  Fireand Ice


  Some say the world will end in fire，


  Some say in ice.


  From what I've tasted of desire


  I hold with 1 those who favorfire.


  But if it had to perish twice，


  I think I know enough of hate


  To say that for destruction ice


  Isalso great


  And would suffice 2.


  Q


  1. What are the symbolic meanings of fire in this poem?


  2. Why does the speaker say that ice is also great for destruction? Explain what ice stands for here.


  3. What is your opinion about fire and ice? Which one is more destructive?


  ■注释：


  1. hold with：赞成，支持。


  2. suffice：足够，满足要求。


  《雪夜林边驻脚》


  ■赏析


  新英格兰乡间的雪夜具有一种震撼人心的自然美。鹅毛大雪给大地上的万物披上了厚厚的一层银装，在寂静无声的原野里，人们仿佛置身于另一个神奇的世界，摒弃俗念，忘却烦恼。弗洛斯特在下面的诗里描写的正是这样一种超然脱俗的境界。诗人在一个雪夜驾着马车赶路，路经一个树林时，为林间的幽深和黑暗所吸引，一瞬间竟忘却了时间，停下来出神地凝望这雪夜的美景。马脖子上的铃链声把他的思绪重新带回到了现实之中。诗人恋恋不舍地告别了树林，因为长夜漫漫，他还得抓紧时间赶路，以便早点回家休息。


  正如评论家们所指出的那样，诗中描写的雪夜赶路一事蕴含着浓郁的象征意义。旅行向来是人生的一种比喻，而披里戴月的长途跋涉也是对现实生活艰辛的真实写照。在另一方面，树林深处的黑暗可以被解释成是死亡或彼岸世界的象征。诗人被这种黑暗所吸引，似乎是潜意识中一种对脱离污浊尘世車挂的向往。而他及时被马儿的铃声惊醒，重新上路，更显示出他对人生的执着和责任感。


  然而诗歌最突出的是它的朴实无华而又令人回味的艺术魅力。笔者于1997年初曾与一群外国大学生去多伦多郊外的一个农庄度假。午夜后大家踏着一尺多深的积雪到户外散步，来到一处树林时，有人建议大家仰望高耸的树顶，静立一分钟，以感受雪夜树林里的寂静。这时笔者给大家朗诵了弗洛斯特的这首小诗。优美的诗句在幽深的树林里久久地萦绕，所有的人都沉浸在诗歌的美妙意境之中。


  Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening


  Whose woods these are I think I know.


  His house isin the village,though;


  He will not see me stopping here


  To watch his woods fill up with snow.


  My little horse must think it queer


  To stop without a farmhouse near,


  Between the woods and frozen lake


  The darkest evening of the year.


  He gave the harness bells 1 a shake


  To ask if there is some mistake.


  The only other sound's the sweep


  Of easy wind 2 and downy flake 3.


  The woods are lovely, dark, and deep,


  But I have promises to keep,


  And miles to go before I sleep,


  And miles to go before I sleep.


  Q


  1. In youropinion，what was the reason that made the speaker stop by the woods on a snowy evening?


  2. Why did the horse give the harness bell a shake?


  3. Why couldn't the speaker stay longer by the woods to appreciate its mysterious beauty?


  4. What is the effect of repetition in the lasttwo lines?


  ■注释：


  1. the harness bells：马挽具上的铃铛。


  2. easy winds：微风。


  3. downy flake：绒羽般的雪花。


  《未选择的路》


  ■赏析


  1913年，即将年满40岁，但仍默默无闻的诗人罗伯特·弗洛斯特从英国写信给一位学生：“我是那种少数有自己理论的人之一，……我期望能为改进美国文学的现状做些什么。”当时他经过多年的准备和酝酿，已经作出了他人生的一个重大选择，即全身心地投入诗歌创作，并在英国出版诗集。这一决定后来果然使诗人获得了巨大的成功，同时切实提高了美国诗歌在世界文坛的地位。两年以后，诗人在下面这首描写自然景色的诗歌中委婉地反映了自己在选择人生道路时所体验到的那种踌躇和困惑。


  诗中的叙述者在清晨散步时来到了林间的一个叉道口，在他面前有两条道路可供选择。一条路比较僻静，另一条路则有纷杂的脚印，显然平时行人比较多些。但是在那天早晨，那两条道路上的小草都还挂着露水，说明还没人从那儿经过。经过片刻的犹豫，叙述者决定走那条比较僻静的道路，因为那条道走的人少，更有探索的价值。但他虽然作出了选择，心里却仍在嘀咕，假如选择了另外那条路，他将会遇见些什么样的东西。在诗歌的末尾，叙述者设想自己在多年以后向后人讲述自己在这个早晨所作出的选择，并且感叹在作选择时的一念之差往往会造成两种截然不同的人生历程。


  和弗洛斯特的其他作品一样，这首诗虽然只是描写了生活中一个普通情景，但它表现的却是内涵极其丰富和深刻，具有普遍意义的人生哲理。这正是诗歌的艺术魅力所在。


  The Road Not Taken


  Two roads diverged 1 in a yellow wood,


  And sorry I could not travel both.


  And be one traveler,long I stood


  And looked down one as far as I could


  To where it bent in the undergrowth;


  Then took the other,as just asfair 2,


  And having perhaps the better claim,


  Because it was grassy and wanted wear;


  Though as for that passing there


  Had worn them really about the same.


  And both that morning equally lay


  In leaves no step had trodden black.


  Oh,I kept the first for another day!


  Yet knowing how way leads on to way,


  I doubted if I should ever come back.


  I shall be telling this with a sigh


  Somewhere ages and ages hence:


  Two roads diverged in a wood, and I —


  I took the one less traveled by,


  And that has made all the difference.


  Q


  1. What is the speaker's initialresponse to the divergence of the two roads?


  2. Describe the similarities and differences of these two roads. Which one does the speaker take?


  3. What might the two roads stand for in the speaker's mind?


  ■注释：


  1. diverged：分岔，岔开。


  2. as just as fair：同样公平的。


  Quotations from Robert Frost:


  1. A poem begins in delight... and ends in wisdom.


  2. My quarrel with the world is a lover's quarrel.


  Langston Hughes （1902-1967）


  兰斯顿·休斯


  ■作者简介


  出生于密苏里州乔普林的兰斯顿·休斯（Langston Hughes，1902-1967）从读高中时就开始写诗。1921年他曾进入哥伦比亚大学学习，但一年后便辍了学。由于渴望周游世界，他便在一艘远洋货轮上当了水手，并借此机会到了非洲和欧洲，曾在巴黎当过饭馆厨师和夜总会看门人。1925年，他回美国后在华盛顿市一家旅馆充当侍者期间，正在那儿举行巡回朗诵会的诗人维切尔·林赛发现了他的诗歌才能。此后他便开始在文坛上崭露头角，并最终成为哈莱姆文艺复兴运动的领袖人物和最著名的美国诗人之一。在首部诗集《萎靡的布鲁斯》（The WearyBlues，1926）出版之后，他开始在美国境内广泛旅行，举行公开的诗歌朗诵会。1929年，他重返校园，经过三年的奋斗，在林肯大学获得了硕士学位。1932年，他访问了向往已久的苏联，之后又来到中国，据说曾会见过鲁迅。他还以记者身份采访了西班牙的内战，并出席了在巴黎举行的第二届国际作家大会。他在这一时期的创作真实地反映了工人运动，尖锐地揭露了资本主义社会的虚伪特征。为此他在50年代初曾受到国会中麦卡锡等人的传讯。尽管休斯尝试过许多体裁的文学作品，但他还是以诗歌最为著名。他的主要诗歌作品还有《抵押给犹大人的好衣服》（Fine Clothes to the Jew，1927）、《梦乡人》（The Dream Keeper and Other Poems，1932）和《哈莱姆的莎士比亚》（Shakespeare in Harlem，1942）。


  《梦想》


  ■赏析


  人们常常以“梦想”这个词来代表美好的理想和希望，并且强调假如没有梦想，生活就会失去目标和方向，就会变得死气沉沉。休斯下面的这首短诗正是描写了这样的一个主题。当然，这儿的梦想还有其特殊的含义，它们是饱受种族歧视之苦的美国黑人对自由、平等和民权的向往，它们也是黑人们忍受压迫、剥削和社会不公正待遇所不可缺少的精神支柱。长期以来，美国黑人正是凭借着这种梦想才能勇敢地面对严酷的现实生活，才不至于陷入绝望的境地。诗人写这首诗的本意正是为了鼓励美国黑人憧憬未来，增添生活的勇气。


  诗中的语言非常精练，诗人为了说明梦想的重要性而特地运用了两个生动的比喻。失去梦想就像是断了翅膀的鸟儿，永远不能再飞翔；失去梦想，生活就会像冰雪封冻的荒野，充满悲哀和凄凉。言简意赅、回味无穷。


  Dreams


  Hold fast 1 to dreams


  For if dreams die


  Life is a broken-winged 2 bird


  That cannot fly.


  Hold fast to dreams


  For when dreams go


  Life is a barren field


  Frozen with snow.


  Q


  1. Why must we stick to our dreams?


  2. What images does the poet employ to describe the life once we lose our dreams?


  ■注释：


  1. Holdfast：紧紧地抓住。


  2. broken-winged：折断翅膀的。


  《我与骡子》


  ■赏析


  作为“哈莱姆文艺复兴”的领袖，休斯总是把自己认同于整个美国黑人争取民权的运动。他在诗中所描写的事物，无论是河流、土地、高塔，或是骡子，几乎总是跟黑人及其历史有关。下面这首诗所描绘的骒子正是活脱脱一个服从、温顺、心地善良的老黑奴汤姆叔叔的形象。它脸上总是挂着笑容，而且它听命于主人的使唤为时已久，几乎忘却了自己的种族本能。诗人对于这头骡子怀有特别深厚的感情，因为他跟自己一样，都长着黑色的皮肤。休斯并不因为自己是黑人而感到羞耻，相反，他公开表示为此感到骄傲。


  Me and the Mule


  My old mule,


  He's got a grin on his face.


  He's been a mule so long


  He's forgot about his race.


  I'm likethat old mule —


  Black — and don't give a damn 1!


  You got to take me


  Like I am.


  Q


  1. Why does the speaker identify himself with the mule?


  2. What figure of speech does the poet employ in describing the mule?


  ■注释：


  1.don't give a damn ：根本不在乎。


  《分界线》


  ■赏析


  休斯通常被认为是一个温和派诗人，从不用狂暴的呐喊和激愤的指责来取代他对美国社会所进行的含蓄的抗议和诅咒。但在下面这首微型短诗中，他对于美国黑人生活在水深火热之中这一现状的激愤之情却已溢于言表。诗中叙述者告诉读者，他过去常常思考生与死的天差地别，可是他最终却发现，对于美国黑人来说，这种差别只是程度上的差异而已，就像抽泣和嚎啕大哭都可归于哭泣。他过去也常冥思人间与地狱的距离，但他现在认为这种差距几乎已经不复存在，因为黑人的悲惨生活状况与人间地狱无异。


  Border Line


  I used to wonder


  About living and dying 一


  I think the difference lies


  Between tears and crying.


  Iused to wonder


  About here and there 1—


  I think the distance


  Is nowhere.


  Q


  1. Paraphrase this short poem, using your own words.


  2. What is the theme of this poem?


  3. Do you think the tone of the poem optimistic or pessimistic?


  ■注释:


  1. here and there:人间与地狱。


  Archibald MacLeish （1892-1982）


  阿奇博尔德·麦克利什


  ■作者简介


  阿奇博尔德·麦克利什（Archibald MacLeish）出生于美国伊利诺伊州的格伦克城，从小受到了良好的教育，先在耶鲁大学学完了本科课程，后又以第一名的优异成绩毕业于哈佛大学法学院。学生期间他就开始写作诗歌，即使在后来从事各种公共职业生涯期间也一直笔耕不辍。第一次世界大战爆发之际，麦克利什自愿报名成为战地救护车的驾驶员。后来又直接参加了战斗，因表现勇敢而升任炮兵上尉。战后复员，他到波士顿当了律师，事业一帆风顺，可是他却因忙碌的职业生涯妨碍自己的诗歌创作而毅然辞职。举家迁往法国，在那儿专心从事写作。在其后四年中连续出版了四部诗集，其中包括《幸福的婚姻》（TheHappy Marriage，1924）和《大地诗人》（The Poet of Earth，1925）。1928年麦克利什回到了美国，又出版了一系列新的作品，包括史诗《征服者》（Conquistador，1932），后者为他赢得了代表美国最高荣誉的普利策奖。1939年，F.D.罗斯福总统推荐他出任美国国会图书馆馆长，同时兼任主管宣传任务的国防部要职。1944年，他被任命为负责文化事务的助理国务卿。第二次世界大战结束以后，他成为第一位参与创建联合国教科文组织的美国人，主持了在巴黎召开的首届教科文组织代表大会。1949年，他受聘成为哈佛大学博伊尔斯顿修辞和演说讲座教授，直至1962年。这段时期也是他的创作高峰期。《诗集》（Collected Poems，1952）一书为他带来了第二个普利策奖、国家图书奖和博林根奖；而他根据《圣经：约伯书》故事编写的诗剧（J.B.，1958）又为他赢得了第三个普利策奖。从哈佛大学退休后，他还在阿默斯特学院担任了四年的辛普森讲座讲师，并以一部以罗斯福夫人故事为题材的电影剧本再次获得一项艺术界的最高荣誉——奥斯卡奖。麦克利什于1982年4月在波士顿去世。


  《诗艺》


  ■赏析


  有关诗歌的本质和艺术特征，人们历来就有五花八门的阐释和比喻。柏拉图一方面强调诗人的灵感，一方面又把诗歌贬为“模仿的模仿”、“影子的影子”；而亚里士多德则反驳说诗歌揭示现实中具有普遍意义的事物，因而它的真实性可以高于现实生活。柯勒律治将诗歌的特征简洁地表述为“最美词藻的最佳组合”；狄更生则有一个更加生动的比喻，她说每当她听到诗歌时，就像是被人兜头倒了一盆冷水，浑身都会打一个机灵。19世纪英国浪漫主义诗歌的代表人物华兹华斯认定“一切好诗都是强烈感情的自然流露”；而以庞德为首的意象派诗人则反对矫揉造作的情感宣泄，主张用具体和鲜明的意象来表现诗歌的对象。


  麦克利什在侨居法国期间与庞德等人过往甚密，因此受到了意象派诗歌理论的巨大影响。他认为诗人不应该在作品中谈论抽象的理论或抒发空洞的情感，而应当刻意塑造一些栩栩如生、令人印象深刻的意象，以此来间接传达诗歌所包含的信息。任何直白的说教或是肤泛的议论都是不可取的。


  《诗艺》这首作品共分为三个自然段落。在由前四个诗节所组成的第—个自然段落中，诗人用了四个鲜明的意象来反映诗歌的本质。首先诗歌应该像一个圆球状的水果那样是看得见、摸得着的；其次读诗就像是用手指抚摸旧奖章那样，其感觉尽在不言之中；第三，诗歌就像是窗台上的石栏，对我们来说是那样的熟悉，但却经常长出青笞，给人以新鲜的感觉；最后，读诗就像是凝望在天上自由翱翔的鸟群，看似杂乱无章，却又是并然有序。在这一段落中，诗人分别选用了“mute”、“dumb”、“silent”和“wordless”这四个词来强调诗人必须以生动具体的意象，而非夸夸其谈，来吸引和启迪读者。


  在第二个自然段落中，诗人只用了树梢上的“月亮”这一个意象来警喻诗歌的另一个特点。夕阳西下，月上枝头，后者的运行轨迹虽然一目了然，但其具体的动作却是难以令人觉察的。诗歌也是如牝，它所传达的信息也是在不知不觉之中被读者接受的。在这一点上，可以说两者是相通的。此段中使人所采用的修辞手法为悖论（paradox），即月亮看上去总是纹丝不动的（motionless），然而它却在树梢间不断地悄然攀升（climbs）。


  第三个自然段落着重说明诗歌的艺术真实性跟现实生活是截然不同的。诗歌作为一种短小精干的文学体裁，并非要像散文和小说那样去逼真地再现生活，而是需要跟现实保持距离，用蕴涵丰富的象征来传达其信息。例如用空空荡荡的门口和一叶红枫来表现一段令人悲伤的历史，或是用随风摇曳的青草或碧波之上的旭日和皎月来象征爱情。诗歌不应该用于说理，而更适合于作为一个审美对象，让读者在欣赏的过程之中去领悟它所包含的真理。


  麦克利什在该作品中实践了自己的诗歌艺术理论。在这儿我们找不到冗长的说理和繁琐的论证，而诗人所采用的上述鲜明意象却深深地铭刻在读者的心里，雄辩地反映出了诗歌的主题。作品末尾的那句话——“A poem should not mean / But be.”——如今已经成为了脍炙人口的名言，被评论家们反复地加以引用。


  Ars Poetica'


  A poem should be palpable and mute


  As a globed 2 fruit，


  Dumb


  As old medallions to the thumb 3，


  Silent as the sleeve-worn stone 4


  Of casement ledges 5 where the moss has grown —


  A poem should be wordless


  As the flight of birds.


  A poem should be motionless in time


  As the moon climbs,


  Leaving,as the moon releases


  Twig by twig the night-entangled trees 6,


  Leaving, as the moon behind the winterleaves,


  Memory by memory the mind —


  A poem should be motionless in time


  As the moon climbs.


  A poem should be equal to:


  Not true.


  For all the history of grief


  An empty doorway and a maple leaf.


  For love


  The leaning grasses and two lights above the sea —


  A poem should not mean


  But be.


  Q


  1. What does the poetmean byclaimingthat "A poem should be palpableand mute"?


  2. What kindof image is "the flight of birds"?


  3. What is therelationbetween a poem and the moon?


  4. Why should a poem be equal to "Not true"?


  5.What has "the history ofgrief"to do with"An empty doorway and a maple leaf"?


  6.What are the "two lights above the sea"?


  7. Paraphrase thelast two lines of the poem. How does it sum up the theme of the poem?


  8. Does the poet use simile or metaphor when he describes what a poem should be? Givespecific examples.


  注释


  1.该诗歌作品的题目Ars Poetica为拉丁语。早在公元前一世纪，古罗马诗人贺拉斯就以此题目写过一篇著名的文论，后代有不少诗人和批评家借此题目，发表过自己对于诗歌的见解。


  2. qlobed：呈球状的。


  3. As old medallions to the thumb：就像用拇指抚摸旧奖章。


  4. the sleeve-worn stone：衣袖经常摩擦到的石栏。


  5. casement ledges：窗台。


  6. the night-entangled trees：夜幕笼罩的树丛。


  A poem should be palpable and mute


  As a globed fruit,


  Dumb


  As old medallions to the thumb，


  Silent as the sleeve-worn stone


  Of casement ledges where the moss has grown 一


  A poem should be wordless


  As the flight of birds.


  …


  A poem should not mean


  But be.


  Unit18 Eugene Glastone O'Neill （1888-1953）


  尤金·格拉斯通·奥尼尔


  ■作者简介


  尤金·格拉斯通·奥尼尔（Eugene Glastone O'Neill，1888-1953）是美国最重要的剧作家之一，1936年诺贝尔文学奖获得者。从他最早的独幕剧在1916年开始上演，直到他于1943年因为疾病与家庭的不幸而停止创作，奥尼尔总共创作了30多部剧作。奥尼尔致力于创作严肃戏剧，对各种艺术手法进行试验，并且以现实主义的态度来探讨心理与社会问题，使美国戏剧摆脱了以往伤感喜剧和情节悲剧的模式，真正走向了成熟。奥尼尔的父亲是爱尔兰血统的天主教徒，是以扮演基度山伯爵而出名的演员。他的童年是在跟随父亲巡回演出的路上度过的。奥尼尔于1906年进入普林斯顿大学学习，但翌年即遭开除。他后来到洪都拉斯淘过金，当水手到过南美和南非，在各地的海港岸边流浪，最后染上肺结核。在疗养院养病期间，他阅读了包括易卜生、斯特林里剧作在内的大量书籍，立志戏剧创作，并写出了第一部剧作。他于1914年到哈佛大学跟随乔治·皮尔斯·贝克学习戏剧创作，并于1916年加入普罗温斯敦剧团。同年，《东航加的夫》（Bound East for Cardiff， 1916）成为奥尼尔第一部上演的剧作。奥尼尔早期的戏剧创作是现实主义的，主要以他青年时代的海上生活为素材。除《东航加的夫》之外，这一时期最优秀的剧作还包括:《在这一带》（In the Zone，1917）、《漫长的返航》（The Long Voyage Home， 1917），《加勒比的月亮》（The Moon of the Caribees，1918）。奥尼尔中期的剧作进行了一系列的试验:《琼斯皇帝》（EmperorJones，1920）和《毛猿》（The Hairy Ape， 1922）是两部表现主义剧作；在《大神布朗》（TheGreat GodBrown，1926）中，人物带着面具，以表现或者隐藏他们的内在本性；《奇异的插曲》（Strange Interlude，1928）运用惠识流手法，让人物通过旁白来表达内心思想；《榆树下的欲望》（DesireUnder the Elms，1924）和《悲悼》（Mourning Becomes Electra， 1931）则把古希腊悲剧的成分移植到美国的背景。他的晚期剧作回到了现实主义，完成了他写自传体戏剧的心愿，代表着他戏剧创作的最高成就。这一时期的剧作包括:《送冰的人来了》（The Iceman Cometh，1939）、《诗人的气质》（A Touch of the Poet，1935-1942）、《长日终入夜》（Long Day's Journey Into Night， 1939-1941）、《月照不幸人》（The Moon for theMisbegotten，1943）、《休依》（Hughie， 1941）、《更庄严的大厦》（More Stately Mansions，未完稿，1935-1941）。


  [image: figure_0237_0054]


  ■内容提要


  《榆树下的欲望》讲述的是一个新英格兰农场的故事。农场主人伊弗雷姆·卡伯特是一位自私、吝啬、残忍、颓废的清教徒。农场原本是他死去的第二位妻子的财产，在她被驱使、虐待致死之后，他又驱使他们两人所生的儿子埃本以及埃本的两位同父异母兄弟西蒙和彼得在农场上拼命劳作。在他们榆树遮掩的家园里，充满着仇恨与贪欲:埃本与死去的母亲一样文雅柔弱，仇恨害死了母亲的父亲；西蒙和彼得本来想加入加利福尼亚的淘金热，只是由于贪婪，一心想继承农场，才继续呆在父亲身边。当75岁的伊弗雷姆娶了第三任妻子之后，西蒙和彼得才彻底绝望，于是将他们所占有的农场股份卖给埃本，到加利福尼亚淘金去了。伊弗雷姆的第三任妻子是35岁的寡妇艾比。她既贪婪又放纵，而她嫁给伊弗雷姆的惟一目的就是占有他的财产。为了达到这一目的，她不惜勾引埃本，以便生出一个能够继承农场的儿子。儿子出生之后，蒙在鼓里的伊弗雷姆竟然欣喜若狂，扬言要让他继承所有财产。埃本如梦方醒，愤怒地拒绝了艾比的爱情。但艾比这时已经真正爱上了埃本；为了证明自己的爱情，她亲手杀死了儿子，并坦然告诉了埃本。埃本在愤怒中向警察告发，但在警察将艾比带走的一刻，他终于意识到自己也已经爱上艾比，于是承认自己参与谋杀，以便与艾比一起面对他们共同的命运。


  ■赏析


  奥尼尔说：“大多数现代剧作家都关心人与人之间的关系，而我对此毫无兴趣。我只关心人与上帝之间的关系。”所谓“人与上帝的关系”，在古希腊悲剧中则是“人与诸神”或者“人与命运”的关系。这一主题体现在《榆树下的欲望》之中，成为早期的资本主义精神，即新教伦理，与弗洛伊德的泛欲论之间的冲突。伊弗雷姆·卡伯特是一个典型的清教徒，他的工作伦理体现在他像石头—样坚硬的性格和处世态度上。在这种伦理的支配下，他对柔弱或者不够坚硬的人毫不留情:他像驱使奴隶一样使唤自己的两任妻子，直到把她们折磨致死。这种严酷无情是清教徒的共性，所以早在1925年就有批评家认为，《榆树下的欲里》“是目前对于焚烧女巫的清教徒的最佳分析”，甚至已经超过了霍桑的《红字》。但作为一个早期清教徒的形象，他的性格的本质并不是枯燥乏味和狭隘浅陋；相反，他是一位复杂、豁这的人物。伊弗雷姆·卡伯特的宗教精神是真诚的、发自内心的，但同时又是扭曲的。他将自己混同于《旧约》中的上帝，认为这位上帝铁石心肠、孤家寡人，像石头一样坚硬，而他则要像上帝一样用石头造出良田和家园。用石头砌墙，砌成的墙仍由孤零零的石块构成，石块之间缺乏一种黏合剂。这种黏合剂就是挚热的爱情，它最终要由文比和埃本来提供。在所选的全剧的最后一场里，艾比与埃本之间的关系终于完成了从情欲到爱情的升华。艾比为了证明自己的爱情不涉及任何利益考虑，不惜杀死她本来想借以继承农场的儿子；而埃本在认识到自己的爱情之后，毅然决定与文比一起承担起谋杀的后果。剧终时，这两位悲剧英雄坦然面对自己的命运，而老卡伯特也忍不住流露出对他们的一丝敬意。


  《榆树下的欲望》是奥尼尔的最后一部自然主义剧作，也是他借鉴古希腊悲剧所创作的第—部悲剧。该剧借鉴了古希腊悲剧诗人欧里庇得斯的悲剧《希波吕托斯》中父亲携新妻回家，新妻爱上继子的故事，吸收了古希腊悲剧中乱伦、杀婴、命运报应等严酷、凄惨的成分，影射了奥尼尔本人的家庭冲突和生活悲剧，也揭露了美国新英格兰清教背后所掩盖着的情欲和贪婪。该剧完全蔑视美国百老汇剧院当时的陈规陋习和约定俗成，所以上演时引起轩然大波；在洛杉矶首演该剧的剧组成员甚至因“搬演淫秽剧目”而遭到逮捕。不过，随着时间的推移，这部风格简洁，惜墨如金，情感真实、强烈但又毫无情节剧的矫揉造作和装腔作势的悲剧已经成为20世纪美国戏剧的经典之作。


  1 IV


  Desire Under the Elms - Scene 1 IV


  [About an hour later. Same as Scenelll 2.Shows the kitchen and CABOT's bedroom. It is after dawn. The sky is brilliant with the sunrise.In the kitchen,ABBIE sits at the table,her body limp and exhausted,her head bowed down over her arms,her face hidden. Upstairs,CABOT is still asleep but awakens with a start. He looks toward the window and gives a snort of surprise and irritation — throws back the covers and begins hurriedly pulling on his clothes. Without looking behind him,he begins talking toABBIEwhom he supposes beside him.]3


  CCABOT 4:ABOT 4: Thunder 'n'lightin'，Abbie! Ihain't slept this late in fifty year! Looks's if the sun was full riz a'most. Must've been the dancin' an' likker. Must be gittin' old.I hope Eben's t' wuk. Ye might've tuk the trouble t' rouse me,Abbie.[He turns — sees no one there — surprised.] Waal -whar air she? Gittin' vittles,I calc'late.[He tiptoes to the cradle and peers down — proudly.]Mornin'，sonny. Purty's a picture! Sleepin, sound. He don't beller all night like most o''em.[He goes quietly out the door in rear — a few moments later enters kitchen — sees ABBIE — with satisfaction.] So, thar ye be. Ye got any vittles cooked?


  ABBIE: [withoutmoving] No.


  CABOT: [Coming toher，almostsympathetically]Ye feelin,sick?


  ABBIE: No.


  CABOT: [pats her on shoulder. She shudders] Ye'd best lie down a spell.[Halfjocularly.] Yer son'll be needin'ye soon. He'd ought t' wake up with a gnashin'appetite，the sound way he's sleepin'.


  ABBIE: [shudders — then in a dead voice]He hain't never goin't'wake up.


  CABOT: [jokingly] Takes after me this mornin'. I hain't slept so late in...


  ABBIE: He's dead.


  CABOT: [stares ather — bewilderedly] What...


  ABBIE: I killed him.


  CABOT: [stepping back from her —aghast]Air ye drunk —'r crazy —'r…！


  ABBIE: [suddenly lifts her head and turns on him — wildly] killedhim，I tell ye! I smothered him. Go up an' see ifye don't b'lieve me![CABOT stares at her a second,then bolts out the rear door — can be heard bounding up the stairs — and rushes into ;the bedroom and over to the cradle.ABBIEhas sunk back lifelessly,to her formerposition. CABOT puts his hand down on the body in the crib. An expression of fear and horror comes over his face]


  CABOT: [shrinking away — trembling] God A'mighty! God A'mighty.[He stumbles out thedoor — in a short while returns to the kitchen — comes toABBIE，the stunned expression still on his face — hoarsely.] Why did ye do it? Why?[As she doesn't answer,he grabs her violently by the shoulder and shakes her.] Iax ye why ye done it! Ye'd better tell me'r 5...！


  ABBIE: [gives him a furious push which sends him staggering back and springs to her feet—with wild rage and hatred] Don't ye dare tech 6 me! What right hev ye t' question me 'bout him? He wa'n't yewr son! Think I'd have a son by yew? I'd die fust 7! I hate the sight o'ye an' alius did! It's yew I should've murdered， if I'd had good sense! I hate ye! I love Eben. I did from the fust. An'he was Eben's son — mine an, Eben's — not your'n!


  CABOT: [stands looking at her dazedly — a pause — finding his words with an effort _dully]That was it — what I felt — pokin' round the corners 8— while ye lied —holdin,yerself from me — sayin,ye'd a'ready conceived 9—[He lapses into crushed silence 10— then with a strange emotion.] He'sdead，sart'n 11. I felt his heart. Pore little critter 12![He blinks back one tear, wiping his sleeve across his nose.]


  ABBIE: [hysterically] Don't ye! Don't ye![She sobs unrestrainedly.]


  CABOT: [with a concentrated effort that stiffens his body into a rigid line and hardens hisface into a stony mask — through his teeth to himself.] I got t'be — like a stone —a rock o'jedgment![A pause. He gets complete control over himself — harshly.] If he was Eben's, I be glad he air gone! An'mebbe I suspicioned it all along. I felt they was somethin,onnateral 13—somewhars — the house got so lonesome — an' cold — drivin,me down t'the barn — t'the beasts o' the field... Ay-eh. Imust've suspicioned — somethin,. Ye didn't fool me — not altogether, leastways — I'mtoo old a bird — growin'ripe on the bough...[He becomes aware he is wandering， straightens again，looks atABBIE with a cruelgrin.] So ye'd like t'hev murdered me 'stead o'him, would ye?Waal，I'll liveto a hundred! I'll livet'see ye hung! I'll deliver ye up t'the jedgment o'God an'the law! I'll git the Sheriff now.[Starts for the door.]


  ABBIE: [dully] Ye needn't. Eben's gone fur him.


  CABOT: [amazed] Eben — gone fur the Sheriff?


  ABBIE: Ay-eh.


  CABOT: T' inform agen ye 14?


  ABBIE: Ay-eh.


  CABOT: [considers this — a pause — then in a hard voice] Waal, I'm thankful fur him savin' me the trouble. I'll git t' wuk.[He goes to the door — then turns — in a voice full of strange emotion.] He'd ought t'been my son, Abbie. Ye'd ought t'loved me. I'm a ;man. If ye'd loved me, I'd never told no Sheriff on ye no matter what ye did, if they was t'brile me alive!


  ABBIE:[defensively]They's more to it nor yew know, makes him tell 15.


  CABOT: [dryly] Fur yewr sake, Ihope they be.[He goes out — comes around to the gate — stares up at the sky.His control relaxes.For a moment he is old and weary. He murmurs despairingly.] God A'mighty, I be lonesomer'n ever![He hears running footsteps from the left, immediately is himself again. EBEN runs in, panting exhaustedly,wild-eyed and mad looking. He lurches through the gate. CABOT grabs him by theshoulder,EBEN stares at him dumbly.] Did ye tell the Sheriff?


  EBEN: [noddingstupidly]Ay-eh.


  CABOT: [gives him a push away that sends him sprawling — laughing with withering contempt Good fur ye!A prime chip o' yer Maw ye be 16![He goes toward the barn, laughing harshly. EBEN scrambles to his feet. Suddenly CABOT turns — grimly threatening.] Git off this farm when the Sheriff takes her — or, by God, he'll have t'come back an'git me fur murder, too![He stalks off. EBEN does not appear to have heard him. He runs to the door and comes into the kitchen. ABBIE looks up with a cry of anguished joy.EBEN stumbles over and throws himself on his knees beside her — sobbing brokenly.]


  EBEN: Fergive me!


  ABBIE: [happily] Eben![She kisses him and pullshis head over against her breast]


  EBEN: I love ye! Fergive me!


  ABBIE: [ecstatically I'd fergive ye all the sins in hell fur sayin'that![She kisses hishead, pressing it to her with a fiercepassion ofpossession.]


  EBEN: [brokenly] But I told the Sherif. He's comin'fur ye!


  ABBIE: I kin b'ar what happens t'me — now!


  EBEN: I woke him up. I told him. He says, wait,til I gitdressed. I was waiting. I got to thinkin'o' yew. I got to thinkin' how I'd' loved ye. It hurt like somethin'was bustin'in my chest an'head. I got t' cryin'. I knowed sudden I loved ye yet, an'alius would love ye!


  ABBIE: [caressing his hair— tenderly] My boy, hain't ye?


  EBEN: Ibegun t' run back. I cut across the fields an'through the woods. I thought you might have time t'run away — with me — an'....
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  ABBIE: [shaking herhead]I got t' take my punishment —t' pay fur my sin.


  EBEN: Then I want t' share it with ye.


  ABBIE: Ye didn't do nothin'.


  EBEN: I put it in yer head. I wisht he was dead! I as much as urged ye t' do it!


  ABBIE:No. It was me alone!


  EBEN: I'm as guilty as yew be! He was the child o' our sin.


  ABBIE: [lifting her head as ifdefying God] Idon't repent that sin! I hain't askin' God t'fergive that!


  EBEN: Nor me - but it led up t' the other — an, the murder ye did, ye did 'count 0'me 17-an' it's my murder, too, I'll tell the Sheriff - an' if ye denyit,I'll say we planned it t'gether - an' they'll all b'lieve me, fur they suspicion everythin' we've done, an' it'll seem likely an' true to ’em. An' it is true - way down 18.I did help ye — somehow.


  ABB旧:[laying her head on his — sobbing] No! I don't want yew t' suffer!


  EBEN: I got t' pay fur my part 0,the sin. An' I'd suffer wust leavin, ye, goin'West,thinkin'0' ye day an' night, bein'out when yew was in -[lowering his voice]’r bein' alive when yew was dead.[A pause.] I want t' share with ye, Abbie — prison 'r death'r hell 'r anythin'![He looks into her eyes and forces a trembling smile.] IfI'm sharin' with ye, I won't feel lonesome, leastways.


  ABBIE: [weakly] Eben! I won't let ye! I can't letye!


  EBEN: [kissing her — tenderly]Ye can't he'p yerself. I got ye beat fur once!


  ABBIE: [forcing a smile — adoringly]I hain't beat - s'long's I got ye!


  EBEN: [hears the sound of feet outside]Ssshh! Listen! They've come t' take us!


  ABBIE: No, it's him. Don't give him no chance to fight ye, Eben. Don't say nothin'- nomatter what he says. An' I won't neither.[It is CABOT. He comes up from the barn in a great state of excitement and strides into the house and then into the kitchen. EBEN is kneeling beside ABBIE, his arm around her, hers around him. They stare straight ahead.]


  CABOT: [stares atthem,his face hard. A long pause - vindictively] Ye make a slick pair o'murderin'turtle doves 19! Ye'd ought t' be both hung on the same limb an'left thar t' swing in the breeze an, rot - a warnin't' old fools like me t' b'ar theirlonesomeness alone - an' fur young fools likeye t' hobble their lust.[A pause. The excitement returns to hisface,his eyessnap,he looks a bit crazy] I couldn't work today. I couldn't take no interest. T' hell with the farm!I'm leavin' it! I've turned the cows an' other stock loose!I'vedruv 'em into thewoods whar they kin be free! By freein''em,I'm freein' myself! I'm quittin' here today! I'll set fire t' house an' barn an' watch 'em burn, an' I'll leave yer Maw t' haunt theashes,an' I'll will the fields back t'God,so that nothin' human kin never touch 'em! I'll be a-goin,to Californi-a —t'jine Simeon an' Peter — true son 0'mine if they be dumb fools - an' the Cabots'll find Solomon's Mines t'gether![He suddenly cuts a mad caper.] Whoop! What was the song they sung? "Oh, Californi-a! That's the land fur me." [He sings this — then gets on his knees by the floor-board under which the money was hid] An' I'll sail thar on one o' the finestclippers I kin find! I've got the money! Pityye didn't know whar this was hidden so's ye could steal...[He has pulled up the board. He stares — feels — stares ;again. A pause of dead silence. He slowly turns, slumping into a sittingposition on the floor,his eyes like those of a dead fish, his face the sickly green of an attack of nausea. He swallowspainfully several times— forces a weak smile at last.] So ye did steal it!


  EBEN: [emotionlessly] I swapped it t' Sim an' Peter fur their share o, the farm - t' pay their passage t' Californi-a.


  CABOT: [with one sardonic] Ha![He begins to recover. Gets slowly to his feet — strangely.] Icalc'late God give it to 'em — not yew! God's hard, not easy! Mebbe they's easy gold in the West but it hain't God's gold. It hain't fur me. I kin hear His voice warnin' me agen t' be hard an' stay on my farm. Ikin see his hand usin' Eben t' steal t' keep me from weakness. I kin feel I be in the palm o'His hand, His fingers guidin' me.[A pause — then he mutters sadly.] It'sa-goin' t' be lonesomer now than ever it war afore - an' I'm gettin' old, Lord - ripe on the bough...[Then stiffening] Waal - what d'ye want? God's lonesome, hain't He? God's hard an'lonesome! pause. The SHERIFF with two men comes up the road from the left. They movecautiously to the door. The SHERIFF knocks on it with the butt of his pistol.]


  SHERIFF: Open in the name o' the law![They start.]


  CABOT: They've come fur ye.[He goes to the rear door.] Come in, Jim![The three menenter. CABOT meets them in doorway.] Jest a minit, Jim. I got 'em safe here.[The Sheriffnods. He and his companions remain in the doorway.]


  EBEN: [suddenly calls] I lied this mornin', Jim. I helped her to do it. Ye kin take me, too.


  ABBIE: [brokenly] No!


  CABOT: Take 'em both.[He comes forward — stares at EBEN with a trace of grudgingadmiration] Purty good - fur yew! Waal, I got t' round up the stock. Good-by.


  EBEN: Good-by.


  ABBIE: Good-by.[CABOT turns and strides past the men — comes out and around thecorner of the house, his shoulderssquared,his facestony,and stalks grimly toward the barn. In the meantime the Sheriff and men have come into the room.]


  SHERIFF: [embarrassedly] Waal — we'd best start.


  ABBIE: Wait.[Turns to EBEN.] I love ye, Eben.


  EBEN: I love ye, Abbie.[They kiss. The three men grin and shuffle embarrassedly. EBEN takes ABBIE's hand. They go out the door in rear, the men following, and comefrom the house, walking hand in hand to the gate. EBEN stops there and points to the sunrise sky] Sun's arizin'.Purty,hain't it?


  ABBIE: Ay-eh.[They both stand for a moment looking up raptly in attitudes strangely aloofand devout.]


  SHERIFF: [looking around at the farm enviously — to his companions] It's a jim-dandy farm,no denyin'. Wished I owned it!


  （Curtain）


  Q


  1. What is Eben's response to themurder of the infant?


  2. Why does Abbieforgive Eben for informing against her?


  3. How is Cabot affected by themurder?


  4. What tragic elements are therein the play?


  ■注释：


  1. Scene （场）是一部剧作或者一部剧作中的“幕”（act）的组成部分。有的剧作先分为若干幕，每幕又分为若干场；而有的剧作则直接分为若干场。《榆树下的欲望》则先分为三个部分，每个部分又分成若干场。


  2. sceneiii：前一场的时间为黎明前，这一场（sceneiv）的时间则为一小时以后。


  3.括号内的斜体字为“舞台说明”（stage direction）。舞台说明是剧本中不供演员在演出时说出的部分，其中包括：台词标记（speechtag，放在台词前，以标明说台词的人物）、上场（entrance）、退场（exit）、人物描述、场景描述、以及台词念法的提示（如：坚决地、犹豫地、愤怒地）。在古典戏剧中舞台说明甚少，有的甚至根本没有舞台说明。但在现代戏剧中，有的剧作家大量使用舞台说明。


  4. CABOT：剧中人物使用了大量的新英格兰地区方言发音与表达法，如在卡伯特的这段台词中，‘n’=and;lightin'=lighting;hain，t=haven，t;'s=as;riz=arisen; a'most=almost; must've=must have; dancin，=dancing; likker=liquor;gittin'=getting; t'=to; wuk=work; ye=you; might've=might have; tuk=taken; waal=well; whar air=where is;vittle=victual; calc'late=calculate; mornin'=morning; purty=pretty; beller=bellow; o'=of; 'em=them; thar ye be=there you are.


  5.‘r：or：不然的话。


  6.tech：touch


  7.fust：first


  8. pokin'round the corners：旁敲侧击。


  9. sayin' ye'd a'ready conceived：说你已经怀孕。


  10. crushed silence：彻底打败后的沉默。


  11. sart'n： certain


  12. pore little critter：poor little creature


  13.onnateral：unnatural


  14. T'inform agen ye：to inform against you;告发你。


  15. They's more to it nor yew know,makes himtell：there is more to it than you know,which makes him tell;有你不知道的原因，所以他才去告发。


  16. A prime chip o'yer Maw ye be：真是和你妈妈一模一样。类似的用法有：chip off the old block （酷似父亲的儿子）。


  17. ye did ‘counto'me：you did on account of me.


  18. waydown：far down;从最深处讲。


  19. turtle doves：斑鸠，指卿卿我我的情侣。


  · When men make gods, there is no God!


  · Life is for each man a solitary cell whose walls are mirrors.


  · Man's loneliness is but his fear oflife.


  ——Euqene O'Neill


  Unit19 Elwyn Brooks White（1899-1985）


  埃·布·怀特


  ■作者简介


  埃·布·怀特（Elwyn Brooks White，1899-1985）出生于纽约郊区一个钢琴制造商家庭，中学时就开始写作诗歌和散文，大学时代是校刊编辑。1925年他的幽默小品引起1922年创办《纽约人》（The N e w Yorker）的哈罗德·罗斯（Harold Ross）的注意，这成为了他人生的转折点。自1927年起他连续11年为《纽约人》任编辑并撰写卷首社论性的《小镇闲话》（Talk of the Town）。1929年，怀特与另一位幽默家瑟伯（James Thurber，1894-1961）合作发表挖苦性生活手册的《性有必要吗？》（Is Sex Necessary?）大为成功，奠定了他们两人在美国文坛上作为幽默作家的地位。1939年怀特摆脱编辑工作，专心创作，但仍为《纽约人》写散文，在1938-1943年还为《哈珀氏月刊》（Harper's Monthly）写专栏。
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  怀特涉足的领域很广，在诗歌、散文、评论、儿童文学等许多方面都有建树。他与斯特伦克（W. Strunk）合写的《文体要素》（Elements of Style，1959）一直被认为是大学生和一切想提高写作能力的人的指南。他的儿童读物，无其是《斯图亚特·利特尔》（StuartLittle，1945）和《夏洛特的同》（Charlotte’ s Web，1952）是公认的儿童文学经典。他最为出色的散文集有描述城市生活的《自行车问题》（QuoVadimus or The Case for the Bicycle，1939）、反映乡村生活的《一个人的见解》（One Man's Meat，1942）以及《我罗盘上的方位》（The Points of M y Compass，1962）等。自1976年起又陆续出版《怀特书信集》（Lettersof E. B. White，1976）、《怀特散文选》（Essays of E. B. White，1977）、《怀特诗歌随笔选》（Poems and Sketches of E. B. White，1981），《〈纽约人〉文稿》（Writings from The N e w Yorker: 1925-1976，1990）等文集。这一切说明他至今还是深受读者喜爱的作家。


  ■赏析


  《再到湖上》是一篇上乘的抒情散文。怀特从带儿子去湖上出游回想自己小时侯同父亲在湖上度假的情景，用自己既是父亲又是儿子的双重身份，对比今昔，缅怀流逝的岁月。文章从一开始就不断在过去和现在两种时间中跳跃。作者出于怀旧带着儿子回到童年常去的湖泊。他从气味、视觉等五官感受来描写湖上景色依旧，道路、生活安排似乎也没有多少变化，甚至蜻蜓也像从前一样，这一切使他不能自已，恍惚中又回到童年时代，无法确定自己的身份。然而，他毕竟已当了父亲，工业社会的发展使宁静的湖面出现了不和谐的噪音，时光岁月确实使他感到苍老，不能在雨后追随儿子去游泳。但作者并不对此义愤填膺或悲天悯人，他强调的是父子同游的意义，他很满足，因为他作为儿子得到过父亲的关怀，而作为父亲他正在跟儿子一起体验生活。他看重的是当前，很高兴儿子在重复自己的过去，在享受青春和大自然赋予的欢乐。作者没有用深奥的典故或错综复杂的象征手法，但他用了很多的比喻，如把人生与戏剧、把雷雨的声响与乐器相比，使他的描述真实可信。文章的长处在于通过朴素自然的文字和看似平淡的事实制造深远的意境和表达真挚的感情。


  Once More to the Lake


  August 1941


  One summer,along about 1904,my father rented a camp on a lake in Maine and took us allthere for the month of August. W e all got ring-worm from some kittens and had to rub Pond's Extract 1 on our arms and legs night and morning,and my father rolled over in a canoe with all his clothes on 2; but outside of that the vacation was a success and from then on none of us ever thought there was any place in the world like that lake in Maine.We returned summer after summer — always on August 1 for one month. Ihave since become a salt-water man 3, but sometimes in summer there are days when the restlessness of the tides and the fearful cold of the sea water and the incessant wind that blows across the afternoon and into the evening make me wish for the placidity of a lake in the woods. A few weeks ago this feeling got so strong I bought myself a couple of bass hooks and a spinner and returned to the lake where we used to go, for a week's fishing and to revisit old haunts.


  Itook along my son, who had never had any fresh water up his nose and who had seen lily pads 4 only from train windows. On the journey over to the lake I began to wonder what it would be like. I wondered how time would have marred this unique, this holy spot — the coves and streams,the hills that the sun set behind, the camps and the paths behind the camps. I was sure that the tarred road would have found it out, and I wondered in what other ways it would be desolated.It is strange how much you can remember about places likethat once youallow your mind to return into the grooves that lead back 5. You remember onething，and that suddenly reminds you of another thing. I guess I remembered clearest of all the earlymornings, when the lake was cool and motionless, remembered how the bedroom smelled of the lumber it was made of and of the wet woods whose scent entered through the screen. The partitions in the camp were thin and did not extend clear to the top of the rooms, and as I was always the first up I would dress softly so as not to wake the others, and sneak out into the sweet outdoors and start out in the canoe, keeping close along the shore in the long shadows of the pines. I remembered being very careful never to rub my paddle against the gunwale for fear of disturbing the stillness of the cathedral.


  The lake had never been what you would call a wild lake.There were cottages sprinkledaround the shores, and it was in farming country although the shores of the lake were quite heavily wooded. Some of the cottages were owned by nearby farmers, and you would live at the shore and eat your meals at the farmhouse. That's what our family did. But although it wasn't wild, it was a fairly large and undisturbed lake and there were places in itthat,to a child at least, seemed infinitely remote and primeval.


  I was right about the tar 6: it led to within half a mile of the shore. But when Igot back there, with my boy, and we settled into a camp near a farmhouse and into the kind of summertime I had known, I could tell that it was going to be pretty much the same as it had been before — I knew it, lying in bed the first morning, smelling the bedroom and hearing the boy sneak quietly out and go off along the shore in a boat. I began to sustain the illusion that he was I,and therefore, by simple transposition, that I was my father. This sensation persisted, kept cropping up all the time we were there. It was not an entirely new feeling, but in this setting it grew much stronger. I seemed to be living a dual existence. I would be in the middle of some simple act, I would be picking up a bait box or laying down a table fork, or I would be saying something, and suddenly it would be not I but my father who was saying the words or making the gesture.It gave m e a creepy sensation.


  W e went fishing the first morning. I felt the same damp moss covering the worms in the bait can, and saw the dragonfly alight on the tip of my rod as it hovered a few inches from the surface of the water. It was the arrival of this fly that convinced me beyond any doubt that everything was as it always had been, that the years were a mirage and that there had been no years. The small waves were the same, chucking the rowboat under the chin as we fished at anchor, and the boat was the same boat, the same color green and the ribs broken in the same places, and under the floorboards the same fresh-water leavings and debris — the dead helgramite, the wisps of moss, the rusty discarded fishhook, the dried blood from yesterday's catch. W e stared silently at the tips of our rods, at the dragonflies that came and went. I lowered the tip of mine into thewater,tentatively,pensively dislodging the fly, which darted two feet away, poised, darted two feet back, and came to rest again a little farther up the rod.There had been no years between the ducking of this dragonfly and the other one — the one that waspart of memory. I looked at the boy, who was silently watching hisfly,and it was my hands that held his rod, my eyes watching 7.1 felt dizzy and didn't know which rod I was at the end of.


  W e caught two bass, hauling them in briskly as though they were mackerel, pulling them over the side of the boat in a businesslike manner without any landing net, and stunning them with a blow on the back of the head. When we got back for a swim before lunch,the lake was exactly where we had leftit,the same number of inches from the dock, and there was only the merest suggestion of a breeze 8. This seemed an utterly enchanted sea, this lake you could leave to its own devices for a few hours and come back to, and find that it had not stirred, this constant and trustworthy body of water. In the shallows, the dark, water-soaked sticks and twigs, smooth and old, were undulating in clusters on the bottom against the clean ribbed ;sand, and the track of the mussel was plain. A school of minnows swam by, each minnow with its small individual shadow, doubling the attendance, so clear and sharp in the sunlight. Some of the other campers were in swimming, along the shore, one of them with a cake of soap, and the water felt thin and clear and unsubstantial, over the years there had been this person with the cake of soap, this cultist 9, and here he was. There had been no years.


  Up to the farmhouse to dinner through the teeming, dusty field, the road under our sneakers was only a two-track road. The middle track was missing, the one with the marks of the hooves and the splotches of dried, flaky manure. There had always been three tracks to choose from in choosing which track to walk in; now the choice was narrowed down to two. For a moment I missed terribly the middle alternative. But the way led past the tennis court, and something about the way it lay there in the sun reassured me; the tape had loosened along the backline, the alleys were green with plantains and other weeds, and the net（installedin June and removed inSeptember）sagged in the dry noon, and the whole place steamed with midday heat and hunger and emptiness. There was a choice of pie for dessert, and one was blueberry and one was apple, and the waitresses were the same country girls, there having been no passage of time, only the illusion of it as in a dropped curtain 10—the waitresses were still fifteen; their hair had been washed, that was the only difference — they had been to the movies and seen the pretty girls with the clean hair.


  Summertime, oh, summertime, pattern of life indelible, the fade-proof lake,the woods unshatterable, the pasture with the sweetfern and the juniper forever and ever, summer without end; this was the background, and the life along the shore was the design, the cottagers with their innocent and tranquil design, their tiny docks with the flagpole and the American flag floating against the white clouds in the blue sky, the little paths over the roots of the trees leading from camp to camp and the paths leading back to the outhouses and the can of lime for sprinkling, and at the souvenir counters at the store the miniature birch-bark canoes and the postcards that showed things looking a little better than they looked. This was the American family atplay, escaping the city heat, wondering whether the newcomers in the camp at the head of the cove were "common" or "nice," wondering whether it was true that the people who drove up for Sunday dinner at the farmhouse were turned away because there wasn't enough chicken.
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  It seemed to me, as I kept remembering allthis, that those times and those summers had been infinitely precious and worth saving.There had been jollity and peace and goodness. The arriving（atthe beginning ofAugust）had been so big a business in itself, at the railway station the farm wagon drawn up, the first smell of the pine-laden air, the first glimpse of the smiling farmer,and the great importance of the trunks and your father's enormous authority in such ;matters,and the feel of the wagon under you for the long ten-mile haul, and at the top of the last long hill catching the first view of the lake after eleven months of not seeing this cherished body of water. The shouts and cries of the other campers when they saw you, and the trunks to be unpacked, to give up their rich burden.（Arrivingwas less exciting nowadays, when you sneaked up inyour car and parked it under a tree near the camp and took out the bags and infive minutes it was allover,no fuss, no loud wonderful fuss about trunks.）


  Peace and goodness and jollity. The only thing that was wrong now, really, was the sound of the place, an unfamiliar nervous sound of the outboard motors 11. This was the note that jarred,the one thing that would sometimes break the illusion and set the years moving. In those other summertimes all motors were inboard; and when they were at a little distance, the noise they made was a sedative, an ingredient of summer sleep. They were one-cylinder and two-cylinder engines, and some were make-and-break 12 and some were jump-spark, but they all made a sleepy sound across the lake. The one-lungers throbbed and fluttered, and the twin-cylinder ones purred and purred, and that was a quiet sound, too.But now the campers all had outboards. In the day-time, in the hot mornings, these motors made a petulant, irritable sound;at night, in the still evening when the afterglow lit the water, they whined about one's ears like mosquitoes. My boy loved our rented outboard, and his great desire was to achieve single-handed mastery overit,and authority, and he soon learned the trick of choking it a little （but not toomuch）,and the adjustment of the needle valve. Watching him I would remember the things you could do with the old one-cylinder engine with the heavy flywheel, how you could have it eating out of your hand if you got really close to it spiritually. Motor-boats in those days didn't have clutches, and you would make a landing by shutting off the motor at the proper time and coasting in with a dead rudder. But there was a way of reversing them, if you learned the trick, by cutting the switch and putting it on again exactly on the finaldying revolution of the flywheel, so that it would kick back against compression and begin reversing. Approaching a dock in a strong following breeze, it was difficultto slow up sufficiently by the ordinary coasting method, and ifa boy felt he had complete mastery over his motor, he was tempted to keep itrunning beyond its time and then reverse it a few feet from the dock. It took a cool nerve, because if you threw the switch a twentieth of a second too soon you would catch the flywheelwhen it stillhad speed enough to go up past center, and the boat would leap ahead, charging bull-fashion at the dock.


  W e had a good week at the camp. The bass were biting well and the sun shone endlessly, day after day. We would be tired at night and lie down in the accumulated heat of the littlebedrooms after the long hot day and the breeze would stir almost imperceptibly outside and the smell of the swamp drift in through the rusty screens. Sleep would come easily and in the morning the red squirrel would be on the roof, tapping out his gay routine. I kept remembering everything, lying in bed in the mornings — the small steamboat that had a long rounded stern like the lip of a Ubangi, and how quietly she ran on the moonlight sails, when the older boys played their mandolins and the girls sang and we ate doughnuts dipped in sugar, and how ;sweet the music was on the water in the shining night, and what it had felt like to think about girls then. After breakfast we would go up to the store and the things were in the same place -the minnows ina bottle, the plugs and spinners disarranged and pawed over by the youngsters from the boys'camp,the Fig Newtons and the Beeman's gum 13. Outside, the road was tarred and cars stood infront of the store.Inside,all was just as it had always been, except there was more Coca-Cola and not so much Moxie 14 and root beer and birch beer and sarsaparilla 15. We would walk out with the bottle of pop apiece and sometimes the pop would backfire up our noses and hurt. We explored the streams, quietly, where the turtles slid offthe sunny logs and dug their way into the soft bottom; and we lay on the town wharf and fed worms to the tame bass. Everywhere we went I had trouble making out which wasI,the one walking at my side, the one walking in my pants.


  One afternoon while we were there at that lake a thunderstorm came up. It was like therevival of an old melodrama that I had seen long ago with childish awe.The second-act climax of the drama of the electrical disturbance over a lake in America had not changed in any important respect. This was the big scene, still the big scene. The whole thing was so familiar, the first feeling of oppression and heat and a general air around camp of not wanting to go very far away. In mid-afternoon（itwas all thesame）a curious darkening of the sky, and a lull in everything that had made life tick; and then the way the boats suddenly swung the other way at their moorings with the coming of a breeze out of the new quarter, and the premonitory rumble. Then the kettle drum, then the snare, then the bass drum and cymbals, then crackling light against the dark, and the gods grinning and licking their chops in the hills. Afterward the calm,the rain steadily rustling in the calm lake, the return of fight and hope and spirits, and the campers running out in joy and relief to go swimming in the rain, their bright cries perpetuating the deathless joke about how they were getting simply drenched, and the children screaming with delight at the new sensation of bathing in the rain, and the joke about getting drenched linking the generations in a strong indestructible chain. And the comedian who waded in carrying an umbrella. When the others went swimming, my son said he was going in, too. He pulled his dripping trunks from the line where they had hung all through the shower and wrung them out.Languidly,and with no thought of goingin,I watched him, his hard little body, skinny and bare, saw him wince slightly as he pulled up around his vitals the small, soggy, icy garment. As he buckled the swollen belt, suddenly my groin felt the chill of death.


  Q


  1. Why did the narrator go back to the lake?


  2.What are the things hefound similar to those of the old days?


  3. What are the differences?


  ■注释：


  1. Pond's Extract：旁氏浸膏，“旁氏”是一种系列化妆品的品牌。


  2. my father rolled over ina canoe with all his clothes on...：我父亲穿着衣服从小划子里滚到了水里。


  3. I have since become a salt-water man：后来我成了个玩海的人。since：since the years I spent a month at thatlake; salt-water海水，跟freshwater （淡水，通常指内河、江、湖的水）相对。


  4. my pads：睡莲的浮叶，指莲花池。


  5.... once you allow your mind to return into the grooves that lead back：一旦你让思绪回到通向往昔的轨迹。groove：车辙，常规。


  6. tar：沥青；跟上面的lily pads—样这里作者采用“转喻”（metonymy）修辞手段，用沥青比喻道路。


  7....it was my hands that held hisrod，my eyes watching：这里表现作者的恍惚之感，他仿佛觉得自己又成了孩子（他的儿子）。


  8. the merest suggestion of a breeze：微微地有一点小风。suggestion：细微的迹象。


  9. this cultist：崇尚某种时尚的人，狂热分子；意指年年都有这样拿着肥皂在湖里洗澡的人。


  10. as in a dropped curtain：正如在幕降时刻。这又是比喻，在戏剧中，幕合幕开总是表现时间的变化。另一方面，人生又常常被比喻成戏剧。


  11. outboard motors：小艇的尾挂或舷外发动机；inboard：放在船内的内侧发动机。


  12. make-and-break：老式的汽车或游艇在启动发动机时，要用手使劲摇一个插在火花塞外面的“曲柄（crank）”，在点上火时放手，但如果手缩得不及时，曲柄把可能反弹回来，打断人的胳臂。由此产生这个幽默说法。jump-spark：另一种老式发动机的点火方式。现在演变为“jump-start”（启动一件事情），如：He triedto jump-startthe negotiations by making another concession.


  13. the Fig Newtons and the Beeman's gum：这里Newtons与Beeman's都是品牌名。


  14. Moxie：是一种现在已经不存在的软饮料的品牌名’在19世纪末20世纪初作为有疗效作用的药物，但在20年代成为受欢迎的大众饮料。此词现在通用的含义为“活力”、“大胆”。如：That boy has a lot of Moxie.


  15. root beer, birch beer,sarsaparilla：均为用植物根制成的不含酒精的带气甜饮料。root beer现在仍然存在，其他两种已极为罕见。


  · I have always felt that the first duty of a writer was to ascend -to make flights, carrying others along if he could manage it. To do this takes courage... Today, with so much of earth damaged and endangered... a writer's courage can easily fail him... But despair is no good — for the writer, for anyone. Only hope can carry us aloft, can keep us afloat. Only hope, and a certain faith that the incredible structure that has been fashioned by this most strange and ingenious of all mammals cannot end in ruin and disaster. This faith is a writer'sfaith,for writing itselfis an act of faith, nothing else. And it must be the writer, above all others, who keeps it alive —choked with laughter, or pain.


  ——E.B.White


  Unit20 Tennessee Williams（1911-1983）


  田纳西·威廉斯


  ■作者简介


  田纳西·威廉斯（Tennessee Williams，1911-1983）是美国最重要的剧作家之一，他对20世纪的美国戏剧乃至美国文化产生了极大的影响。他不仅创作戏剧作品，而且还与好莱坞紧密合作，将自己的剧作加以改编，搬上电影屏幕。他的戏剧作品放弃了以往现实主义作品的道德、社会、政治批评，更加注重“心理现实主义”，将注意力集中于边缘化的、有心理创伤的个人，将他们内在的动物性，以诗化的语言、抒情的风格搬上戏剧舞台。他不仅娴熟、准确地运用戏剧语言，而且在灯光、布景、音乐等非语言表现形式的运用上，也为美国戏剧开了先河。
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  威廉斯早年曾在制鞋厂工作过，并在密苏里大学和华盛顿大学断断续续地学习。后来，他在衣阿华大学学习戏剧创作，并于1938年获得学士学位。他的一组独幕剧于1939年获奖，使他得到认可。但在1945年他的《玻璃动物园》登上百老汇舞台之前，他一直打着各种零工，其中包括做剧场的引座员和好莱坞的编剧。


  威廉斯总共写了大约70部剧作（包括改写和未出版的），其中9部被撤上电影银幕。他最著名的剧作是《玻璃动物园》（The Glass Menagerie， 1945年舞台/1950和1987年电影）、《欲里号街车》（A Streetcar Named Desire），《热铁皮屋顶上的猫》（Cat on a Hot Tin Roof，1955年舞台/1958年电影）。这三部剧作都以美国南方为背景，描写了南方的没落与颓废、人物的挫折与怀旧、欲望的煎熬与泯灭。


  他的其他重要剧作包括:《夏日烟云》（Summer and Smoke，1948年舞台/1961年电影）、《玫瑰纹身》（The Rose Tattoo，1950年舞台/1955年电影）、《大路》（Com/no Real，1953）、《使耳甫斯下地狱》（Orpheus Descending，1957），《夏日痴魂》（Suddenly Last Summer，1958年舞台/1959 年电影）、《可爱的青春小鸟》（The Sweet Bird of Youth，1959年舞台/1962年电影）、《鬣蜥之夜》（TheNight of the Lguana，1961年舞台/1964年电影）。


  威廉斯的晚期剧作不甚成功，鲜有好评。由于长期服用安眠药并且酗酒，威廉斯的身体和精神都几近崩溃。他于1983年被一药瓶盖噎死。


  ■赏析


  在田纳西·威廉斯的剧作中，《欲望号街车》不仅受到评论界的关注最多，而且在一般大众的心目中，似乎也最能代表剧作家的创作。自从1947年12月上演以来，该剧囊括了美国所有重要的戏剧奖项，并且在1951年被改编成一部改写了美国电影史的影片。


  所谓“欲望号街车”，指的是剧中的女主人公布兰奇要到妹妹斯特拉家所必须乘坐的“欲望线”（Desire Line）“街车”，即有轨电车。这一剧名既有现实的根据，又有极强的象征意义。新奥尔良的确从1920年起就有以“欲望街”命名的“欲望线”有轨电车，直到1948年被“欲望线”公共汽车取而代之。不过，布兰奇也是乘上了另一层面上的“欲望之车”，并一直奔向毁灭。“街车”的行进暗示着布兰奇的生活和精神旅程。剧名中这种具体和抽象之间的既协调又对立贯穿于全剧之中，使全剧充滿张力。


  该剧的女主人公布兰奇无法挽回南方的衰败，自己也陷入穷途潦例的境地，但却鄙视粗俗、行伍出身的蓝领妹夫斯丹利.科瓦斯基。布兰奇来到妹妹家之后，科瓦斯基感到自己的领地受到侵犯，于是想方设法进行反击。他挖掘出布兰奇以往生活的不检点之处，阻止了她想要科瓦斯基的好友米奇娶自己为妻的企图。最后，他还强奸了既是受害者又是诱惑者、既厌恶科瓦斯基又为他的肉体所吸引的布兰奇，使她精神锗乱。剧作最后的强奸象征着南方的高雅和体面被现代工业的粗野和无情所摧毁。


  该剧运用了各种舞台效果，例如急促的波尔卡舞曲、丛林的音响效果、投射在墙上的影子等，来表现布兰奇走向精神错乱的过程。这偏离了以往自然主义戏剧的手法。


  华纳兄弟公司1951年出品的影片《欲望号街车》由威廉斯本人执笔改编电影脚本，由该剧在百老汇舞台上演出时的导演卡赞执导。女主人公布兰奇的扮演者费雯丽（Vivien Leigh）早已因在电影《飘》（1939）和《魂断蓝桥》（1940）中扮演女主角而名闻遐迩；而男主人公斯丹利·科瓦斯基的扮演者马龙·白兰度（Marlon Brando）则因该片而成为明星。该片获1952年奥斯卡的12项提名，最后获4项大奖。


  A Streetcar Named Desire


  And soitwas Ienteredthebrokenworld


  Totracethevisionarycompany oflove,itsvoice


  An instantin thewind（1know notwhitherhurled）


  Butnotforlongtoholdeach desperatechoice.


  —"The Broken Tower"byHart Crane 1


  THE CHARACTERS 2


  BLANCHE PABLO


  STELLA A NEGRO WOMAN


  STANLEY A DOCTOR


  MITCH A NURSE


  EUNICE A YOUNG COLLECTOR


  STEVE A MEXICAN WOMAN


  Scene O n e


  The exterior of a two-story corner building on a street in New Orleans which is named Elysian Fields and runs between the L & N tracks and the river 3 The section is poorbut,unlike corresponding sections in other American cities, it has a raffish charm. The houses are mostly white frame, weathered grey, with rickety outside stairs and galleries and quaintly ornamented gables. This building contains two flats,upstairs and down. Faded white stairs ascend to the entrances of both.


  It isfirst dark of an evening early in May. The sky thatshows around the dim white building is a peculiarly tender blue, almost a turquoise, which invests the scene with a kind of lyricism and gracefully attenuates the atmosphere of decay 4 You can almost feel the warm breath of the brown river beyond the river warehouses with their faint redolences of bananas and coffee. A corresponding airisevoked by the music of Negro entertainers at a barroom around the corner. In this part of New Orleans you are practically always just around the corner,or a few doors down the street, from a tinny piano being played with the infatuated fluency of brown fingers 5 This "Blue Piano" 6 expresses the spirit of the life which goes on here.7


  Two women, one white and one colored, are taking the airon the steps of the building. The white woman isEUNICE,who occupies the upstairs flat; the colored woman a neighbor,for New Orleans is a cosmopolitan city where there is a relatively warm and easy intermingling of races in the oldpart of town.


  Above the music of the "Blue Piano" the voices of people on the street can be heard overlapping.


  [Two men come around the corner,STANLEY KOWALSKI and MITCH.


  They are about twenty-eight, or thirty years old, roughly dressed in blue denim work clothes. STANLEY carries his bowling jacket and a red-stained package from a butcher's. They stop at the foot of the steps.]


  STANLEY [bellowing] Hey there! Stella, baby!


  [STELLA comes out on the first floorlanding,a gentle young woman,about twenty-five, and of a background obviously quite different from her husband's]


  STELLA [mildly] Don't holler at me like that.Hi,Mitch.
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  STANLEY Catch!


  STELLAWhat?


  STANLEY Meat!


  [He heaves the package at her. She cries out inprotest but manages to catchit:then she laughs breathlessly. Her husband and his companion have already ;started back around the corner.]8


  STELLA [calling afterhim] Stanley! Where are you going?


  STANLEY Bowling!


  STELLA Can I come watch?


  STANLEY Come on.[He goes out]


  STELLA Be over soon.[to the white woman] Hello, Eunice. How are you?


  EUNICE I'm all right. Tell Steve to get him a poor boy's sandwich ‘cause nothing's left here.9


  [They all laugh; the colored woman does not stop. STELLA goes out]


  COLORED W O M A N What was that package he th'ew at her?[She rises from steps, laughing louder]


  EUNICEYou hush, now!


  NEGRO WOMAN Catch what!


  [She continues to laugh. BLANCHE comes around the corner, carrying a valise. She looks at a slip of paper,then at the building, then again at the slip and again at the building. Her expression is one of shocked disbelief.10 Her appearance is incongruous to this setting. She is daintily dressed in a white suit with a fluffybodice,necklace and earrings ofpearl,white gloves and hat, looking as if she were arriving at a summer tea or cocktail party in the garden district. She is about five years older than STELLA. Her delicate beauty must avoid a strong light. There is something about her uncertain manner, as well as her white clothes, that suggests a moth]


  EUNICE [finally] What's the matter, honey? Are you lost?


  BLANCHE [with faintly hysterical humor] They told me to take a street-car named Desire, and then transfer to one called Cemeteries and ride six blocks and get off at —Elysian Fields!11


  EUNICE That's where you are now.


  BLANCHE At Elysian Fields?


  EUNICE This here is Elysian Fields.


  BLANCHE They mustn't have — understood — what number I wanted...


  EUNICE What number you lookin' for?


  [BLANCHE wearily refers to the slip of paper]


  BLANCHE Six thirty-two.


  EUNICE You don't have to look no further.


  BLANCHE [uncomprehendingly] I'm looking for my Sister, Stella Dubois, I mean — Mrs. Stanley Kowalski.


  EUNICE That's the party.— You just did miss her, though.


  BLANCHE This — can this be — her home?


  EUNICE She's got the downstairs here and I got the up.


  BLANCHE Oh. She is - out?


  EUNICE You noticed that bowling alley around the corner?


  BLANCHE I'm 一 not sure I did.


  EUNICE Well, that's where she's at, watchin' her husband bowl.[There isapause.]


  You want to leave your suitcase here an,go find her?


  BLANCHE No.


  NEGRO W O M A N I'll go tellher you come.


  BLANCHE Thanks.


  NEGRO W O M A N You welcome.[Shegoesout.]


  EUNICE She wasn't expecting you?


  BLANCHE No. No, not tonight.


  EUNICE Well, why don't you just go in and make yourself at home till they get back.


  BLANCHE How could I—do that?


  EUNICE We own this place so I can let you in.


  [Shegetsup and opens thedownstairsdoor.A lightgoes on behind theblind,turningitlightblue. BLANCHE slowlyfollowsherintothedownstairsflat The surroundingareas dim outas theinteriorislighted. Two rooms can beseen, nottooclearlydefined. The one firstenteredisprimarilyakitchenbutcontains a foldingbed tobe used by BLANCHE. The room beyond thisisa bedroom. Offthisroom isa narrow doortoa bathroom]


  EUNICE [defensively, noticingBLANCHE'S look] It's sort of messed up right now butwhen it's clean it's real sweet.


  BLANCHE Is it?


  EUNICE Uh-huh, I think so. So you're Stella's sister?


  BLANCHE Yes.[wantingtogetridofher]Thanks for letting me in.


  EUNICE Pornada,as the Mexicans say,pornada!12 Stella spoke of you.


  BLANCHE Yes?


  EUNICE I think she said you taught school.


  BLANCHE Yes.


  EUNICE And you're from Mississippi, huh?


  BLANCHE Yes.


  EUNICE She showed me a picture of your home-place, the plantation.


  BLANCHE Belle Reve?13


  EUNICE A great big place with white columns.


  BLANCHE Yes...


  EUNICE A place like that must be awful hard to keep up.


  BLANCHE If you will excuse me, I'm just about to drop.14


  EUNICE Sure, honey. Why don't you set down?


  BLANCHE What I meant was I'd like to be left alone.


  EUNICE [offended] Aw. I'll make myself scarce, in that case.


  BLANCHE I didn't meant to be rude, but—


  EUNICE I'll drop by the bowling alley an'hustle her up.[She goes out the door.]


  [BLANCHE sits in a chair very stiffly with her shoulders slightly hunched and herlegs pressed close together and her hands tightly clutching her purse as if she were quite cold. After a while the blind look goes out of her eyes and she begins to look slowly around. A cat screeches. She catches her breath with a startled gesture. Suddenly she notices something ina half opened closet. She springs up and crosses toit,and removes a whiskey bottle. She pours a half tumbler of whiskey and tosses it down. She carefully replaces the bottle and washes out the tumbler at the sink. Then she resumes her seat in front of the table]


  BLANCHE [faintly to herself] I've got to keep hold of myself![STELLA comes quicklyaround the corner of the building and runs to the door of the downstairs flat]


  STELLA [calling out joyfull] Blanche!


  [For a moment they stare at each other. Then BLANCHE springs up and runsto her with a wild cry]


  BLANCHE Stella, oh, Stella, Stella! Stella for Star!


  [She begins to speak with feverish vivacity as if she feared for either of themto stop and think. They catch each other in a spasmodic embrace]


  BLANCHE Now, then, letme look at you. But don't you look at me, Stella, no, no, no, nottilllater,not till I've bathed and rested! And turn that over-light off! Turn that off! I won't be looked at in this merciless glare![STELLA laughs and complies] Come back here now! Oh, my baby! Stella! Stella for Star![She embraces heragain.] I thought you would never come back to this horrible place! What am I saying? I didn't mean to say that. I meant to be nice about it and say — Oh, what a convenient location and such — Ha-a-ha! Precious lamb! You haven'tsaid a word to me.


  STELLA You haven't given me a chance to, honey![She laughs,but her glance atBLANCHE isa littleanxious]


  BLANCHE Well, now you talk. Open your pretty mouth and talk while I look around for some liquor! I know you must have some liquor on the place! Where could it be, I wonder? Oh, Ispy,I spy!


  [She rushes to the closet and removes the bottle;she is shaking all over andpanting for breath as she tries tolaugh. The bottlenearly slipsfrom her grasp]


  STELLA [noticing]Blanche,you sit down and letme pour the drinks. I don't know what we've got to mix with. Maybe a coke in the icebox. Look'nsee,honey,while I'm —


  BLANCHE No coke, honey, not with my nerves tonight! Where — where — where is —？


  STELLA Stanley? Bowling! He loves it. They're having a — found some Soda!—tournament...


  BLANCHE Just water, baby, to chase it 15! Now don't get worried, your sister hasn't turned into a drunkard, she's justall shaken up 16 and hot and tired and dirty! Yousitdown,now,and explain this place to me! What are you doing in a place like this?


  STELLA Now, Blanche -


  BLANCHE Oh, I'm not going to be hypocritical, I'm going to be honestly critical about it!Never,never,never in my worst dreams could I picture — Only Poe! Only Mr. Edgar Allan Poe!— could do it justice! Out there I suppose is the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir![She laughs.]17


  STELLA No, honey, those are the L & N tracks.


  BLANCHE No, now seriously, putting joking aside. Why didn't you tell me, why didn't you write me, honey, why didn't you let me know?


  STELLA [carefully, pouring herself adrink]Tellyou what, Blanche?


  BLANCHE Why, that you had to live in these conditions!


  STELLA Aren't you being a little intense about it? It's not that bad at all! New Orleans isn't like other cities.


  BLANCHE This has got nothing to do with New Orleans. You might as well say — forgive me, blessed baby![She suddenly stops short.] The subject is closed!


  STELLA [a littledryly]Thanks.


  [During thepause,BLANCHE stares at her. She smiles at BLANCHE.]


  BLANCHE [looking down at her glass, which shakes in herhand]You're all I've got in the world, and you're not glad to see me!


  STELLA [sincerely] Why, Blanche, you know that's not true.


  BLANCHE No?— I'd forgotten how quiet you were.


  STELLA You never did give me a chance to say much, Blanche. So I just got in the habit of being quiet around you.


  BLANCHE [vaguely] A good habit to get into...[then, abruptly]You haven't asked me how I happened to get away from the school before the spring term ended.


  STELLA Well, I thought you'd volunteer that information - if you wanted to tell me.


  BLANCHE You thought I'd been fired?


  STELLA No, I — thought you might have - resigned...


  BLANCHE I was so exhausted by all I'd been through my - nerves broke,[nervously tamping cigarette] I was on the verge of lunacy, almost! So Mr. Graves — Mr. Graves is the high school superintendent — he suggested I take a leave of absence. I couldn't put allof those details into the wire...[She drinks quickly.] Oh, this buzzes right through me and feels so good!


  STELLA Won't you have another?


  BLANCHE No, one's my limit.'


  STELLA Sure?


  BLANCHE You haven't said a word about my appearance.


  STELLA You look just fine.


  BLANCHE God love you for a liar!18 Daylight never exposed so total a ruin! But you —you've put on some weight, yes, you're just as plump as a little partridge! And it's so becoming to you!


  STELLA Now, Blanche -


  BLANCHE Yes, itis,itis or I wouldn't say it! You just have to watch around the hips a little. Stand up.


  STELLA Not now.


  BLANCHE You hear me? Isaid stand up![STELLA complies reluctantly.] You messy child, you, you've spilt something on that pretty white lace collar! About your hair — you ought to have itcut in a feather bob with your dainty features.Stella,you have a maid, don't you?


  STELLA No.With only two rooms it's —


  BLANCHE What? Two rooms, did you say?


  STELLA This one and —[She isembarrassed.]


  BLANCHE The other one?[She laughssharply. Thereisan embarrassed silence]


  BLANCHE I am going to take just one little tiny nip more, sort of to put the stopper on, so to speak.... Then put the bottle away so I won't be tempted.[She rises.] I want you to look at my figure![She turnsaround.] You know I haven't put on one ounce in ten years, Stella? I weigh what I weighed the summer you left Belle Reve. The summer Dad died and you left us...


  STELLA [a littlewearily] It's just incredible,Blanche, how well you're looking.


  BLANCHE [They both laugh uncomfortably.]But,Stella,there's only two rooms, I don't see where you're going to put me!


  STELLA We're going to put you in here.


  BLANCHE What kind of bed's this - one of those collapsible things?


  [Shesitsonit.]


  STELLA Does it feel all right?


  BLANCHE [dubiously] Wonderful,honey. I don't like a bed that gives much.19 But there'sno door between the two rooms, and Stanley — will it be decent?


  STELLA Stanley isPolish,you know.


  BLANCHE Oh, yes. They're something like Irish, aren't they?


  STELLA Well -


  BLANCHE Only not so highbrow?[They both laugh again in thesame way.]I brought some nice clothes to meet all your lovely friends in.


  STELLA I'm afraid you won't think they are lovely.


  BLANCHE What are they like?


  STELLA They're Stanley's friends.


  BLANCHE Polacks?


  STELLA They're a mixed lot,Blanche.


  BLANCHE Heterogeneous — types?


  STELLA Oh, yes.Yes,types is right!


  BLANCHE Well - anyhow — I brought nice clothes and I'llwear them. I guess you're hoping I'll say I'll put up at a hotel, but I'm not going to put up at a hotel. I want to be nearyou,got to be withsomebody,I can't be alone! Because — as you must have noticed — I'm — not very well....[Her voice drops and her look is frightened]


  STELLA You seem a little bit nervous or overwrought or something.


  BLANCHE Will Stanley like me, or will I be just a visitingin-law,Stella? I couldn't stand that.


  STELLA You'll get along fine together, if you'll just try not to — well — compare him with men that we went out with at home.


  BLANCHE is he so - different?


  STELLA Yes. A different species.


  BLANCHE In what way; what's he like?


  STELLA Oh, you can't describe someone you're in love with! Here's a picture of him![She hands a photograph to BLANCHE.]


  BLANCHE An officer?


  STELLA A Master Sergeant in the Engineers'Corps. Those are decorations!


  BLANCHE He had those on when you met him?


  STELLA I assure you I wasn't just blinded by all the brass.


  BLANCHE That's not what I -


  STELLA But of course there were things to adjust myself to later on.


  BLANCHE Such as his civilian background![STELLA laughs uncertainly.] How did he take it when you said I was coming?


  STELLA Oh, Stanley doesn't know yet.


  BLANCHE [frightened] You - haven't told him?


  STELLA He's on the road a good deal.


  BLANCHE Oh. Travels?


  STELLA Yes.


  BLANCHE Good. I mean - isn't it?


  STELLA [halfto herself] I can hardly stand it when he isaway for a night...


  BLANCHE Why, Stella!


  STELLA When he's away for a week I nearly go wild!


  BLANCHE Gracious!


  STELLA And when he comes back I cry on his lap like a baby...[She smiles to herself]


  BLANCHE Iguess that is what is meant by being in love...[STELLA looks up with aradiant smile ] Stella —


  STELLA What?


  BLANCHE [in an uneasy rush] I haven't asked you the things you probably thought I was going to ask. And so I'll expect you to be understanding about what I have to tell you.


  STELLA What, Blanche?[Her face turns anxious.]


  BLANCHE Well, Stella — you're going to reproach me, Iknow that you're bound to reproach me — but before you do — take into consideration — you left! I stayed and struggled! You came to New Orleans and looked out for yourself! I stayed at Belle Reve and tried to hold it together! I'm not meaning this in any reproachful way, but all the burden descended on my shoulders.


  STELLA The best I could do was make my own living, Blanche.[BLANCHE begins to shake again with intensity]


  BLANCHE Iknow,I know. But you are the one that abandoned Belle Reve, not I! I stayed and fought forit,bled forit,almost died for it!


  STELLA Stop this hysterical outburst and tell me what's happened? What do you mean fought and bled? What kind of —


  BLANCHE I knew you would, Stella. I knew you would take this attitude about it!


  STELLA About - what?- please!


  BLANCHE [slowly] The loss — the loss...


  STELLA Belle Reve? Lost, is it? No!


  BLANCHE Yes, Stella.


  [They stare at each other across the yellow-checked linoleum of the table.BLANCHE slowly nods her head and STELLA looks slowly down at her hands folded on the table. The music of the "Blue Piano" grows louder. BLANCHE touches her handkerchief to her forehead]


  STELLA But how did it go? What happened?


  BLANCHE [springing up] You're a fine one to ask me how it went!


  STELLA Blanche!


  BLANCHE You're a fine one to sit there accusing me of it!


  STELLA Blanche!


  BLANCHE I, I,I took the blows in my face and my body! All of those deaths! The longparade to the graveyard! Father, mother! Margaret, that dreadful way! So big withit,it couldn't be put in a coffin! But had to be burned like rubbish! You just came home in time for the funerals, Stella. And funerals are pretty compared to deaths.Funerals are quiet, but deaths - not always. Sometimes their breathing is hoarse, and sometimes it rattles, and sometimes they even cry out to you,"Don't let me go!" Even the old, sometimes, say, "Don't let me go." As ifyou were able to stop them! But funerals are quiet, with pretty flowers.And,oh, what gorgeous boxes they pack them away in! Unless you were there at the bed when they cried out, "Hold me!" you'd never suspect there was the struggle for ;breath and bleeding. You didn't dream, but I saw! Saw! Saw! And now you sit there telling me with your eyes that I let the place go! How in helldo you think all that sickness and dying was paid for? Death is expensive, Miss Stella!And oldCousin Jessie's right after Margaret's, hers!Why,the Grim Reaper 20 had put up his tent on our doorstep!... Stella. Belle Reve was his headquarters! Honey —that's how it slipped through my fingers! Which of them leftus a fortune? Which of them lefta cent of insurance even? Only poor Jessie — one hundred to pay for her coffin. That was all, Stella! And I with my pitifulsalary at the school. Yes, accuse Me! Sit there and stare at me, thinking I letthe place go! I letthe place go? Where were you! In bed with your — Polack!


  STELLA [springing] Blanche! You be still! That's enough![She starts out]


  BLANCHE Where are you going?


  STELLA I'm going into the bathroom to wash my face.


  BLANCHE Oh, Stella, Stella, you're crying!


  STELLA Does that surprise you?


  BLANCHE Forgive me — I didn't mean to —


  [The sound of men's voices is heard. STELLA goes into the bathroom, closing the door behind her. When the men appear,and BLANCHE realizes it must be STANLEY returning, she moves uncertainly from the bathroom door to the dressing table, looking apprehensively toward the front door.STANLEY enters, followed by STEVE and MITCH. STANLEY pauses near hisdoor,STEVE by the foot of the spiral stair,and MITCH is slightly above and to the right of them, about to go out. As the men enter, we hear some of the following dialogue]


  STANLEY Is that how he got it?


  STEVESure that's how he got it. He hit the old weather-bird for 300 bucks on a six-number-ticket.21


  MITCH Don't tellhim those things; he'll believe it.


  [MITCH starts out]


  STANLEY [restraining MITCH] Hey, Mitch — come back here.


  [BLANCHE, at the sound of voices, retires in the bedroom. She picks up STANLEY'S photo from dressing table, looks atit,puts it down. When STANLEY enters the apartment, she darts and hides behind the screen at the head of bed.]


  STEVE [to STANLEY and MITCH] Hey, are we playin,poker tomorrow?


  STANLEY Sure — at Mitch's.


  MITCH [hearing this, returns quickly to the stairrail] No — not at my place.


  My mother's still sick!


  STANLEY Okay, at my place...[MITCH starts out again.] But you bring the beer!


  [Mitch pretends not to hear — calls out "Good night, all," and goes out,;singing. EUNICE'S voice is heard,above]


  EUNICE Break it up down there! I made the spaghetti dish and ate it myself.


  STEVE [going upstairs] I told you and phoned you we was playing,[to the men] Jax beer!22


  EUNICE You never phoned me once.


  STEVE I told you at breakfast — and phoned you at lunch...


  EUNICE Well, never mind about that. You just get yourself home here once in a while.


  STEVE You want it in the papers?23


  [More laughter and shouts of parting come from the men. STANLEY throws thescreen door of the kitchen open and comes in. He is of medium height, aboutfive feet eight or nine,and strongly,compactly built Animaljoy inhis being is implicit in all hismovements and attitudes. Since earliest manhood the center of hislife has been pleasure with women, the giving and taking ofit,not with weak indulgence, dependently,but with the power and pride of a richly feathered male bird among hens. Branching out from this complete and satisfying center are all the auxiliary channels of his life, such as his heartiness with men, his appreciation of rough humor,his love ofgood drink and food and games, hiscar,his radio, everything that ishis,thatbears his emblem of the gaudy seed-bearer. He sizes women up at a glance, with sexual classifications, crude images flashing into his mind and determining the way he smiles at them]


  BLANCHE [drawing involuntarily back from his stare] You must be Stanley. I'm Blanche.


  STANLEY Stella's sister?


  BLANCHE Yes.


  STANLEY H'lo. Where's the little woman?


  BLANCHE In the bathroom.


  STANLEY Oh. Didn't know you were coming in town.


  BLANCHE I— uh—


  STANLEY Where you from, Blanche?


  BLANCHE Why, I - live in Laurel.


  [He has crossed to the closetand removed the whiskey bottle]


  STANLEY In Laurel, huh? Oh, yeah. Yeah, in Laurel, that's right. Not in my territory. Liquor goes fast in hot weather.[He holds the bottle to the light to observe itsdepletion] Have a shot?


  BLANCHE No, I—rarely touch it.


  STANLEY Some people rarely touchit,but it touches them often.


  BLANCHE [faintly] Ha-ha.


  STANLEY My clothes're stickin' to me. Do you mind if I make myself comfortable?[He starts to remove hisshirt.]


  BLANCHE Please, please do.


  STANLEY Be comfortable is my motto.


  BLANCHE It's mine, too. It's hard to stay looking fresh. Ihaven't washed or even powdered my face and — here you are!


  STANLEY You know you can catch cold sitting around in damp things, especially when you been exercising hard like bowling is. You're ateacher,aren't you?


  BLANCHE Yes.


  STANLEY What do you teach, Blanche?


  BLANCHE English.


  STANLEY I never was a very good English student. How long you here for, Blanche?


  BLANCHE I — don't know yet.


  STANLEY You going to shack up here?


  BLANCHE I thought I would if it's not inconvenient for you all.


  STANLEY Good.


  BLANCHE Traveling wears me out.


  STANLEY Well, take it easy.


  [A cat screeches near the window. BLANCHE springs up.]


  BLANCHE What's that?


  STANLEY Cats...Hey,Stella!


  STELLA [faintly, from the bathroom] Yes, Stanley.


  STANLEY Haven't fallenin,have you?[He grins at BLANCHE. She tries unsuccessfully to smile back. There is a silence] I'm afraid I'll strike you as being the unrefined type. Stella's spoke of you a good deal. You were married once, weren't you?[The music of the polka rises up, faint in the distance]


  BLANCHE Yes. When I was quite young.


  STANLEY What happened?


  BLANCHE The boy - the boy died.[She sinks back down] I'm afraid I'm — going to be sick![Her head falls on her arms]


  Scene Seven


  It is late afternoon in mid-September.


  The portieres are open and a table is set for a birthdaysupper,with cake and flowers.


  STELLA iscompleting the decorations as STANLEY comes in.


  STANLEY What's all this stuff for?


  STELLA Honey, it's Blanche's birthday.


  STANLEY She here?


  STELLA In the bathroom.


  STANLEY [mimicking] "Washing out some things"?


  STELLA I reckon so.


  STANLEY How long she been in there?


  STELLA All afternoon.


  STANLEY [mimicking] "Soaking in a hot tub"?


  STELLA Yes.


  STANLEY Temperature 100 on the nose 24, and she soaks herself in a hot tub.


  STELLA She says it cools her off for the evening.


  STANLEY And you run out an' get her cokes, I suppose? And serve 'em to Her Majesty in the tub?[STELLA shrugs.] Set down here a minute.


  STELLA Stanley, I've got things to do.


  STANLEY Set down! I've got th' dope 25 on your bigsister,Stella.


  STELLA Stanley, stop picking on Blanche.


  STANLEY That girl calls me common!


  STELLA Lately you been doing all you can think of to rub her the wrong way, Stanley, and Blanche is sensitive and you've got to realize that Blanche and I grew up under very different circumstances than you did.


  STANLEY So I been told. And told and told and told!You know she's been feeding us a pack of lies here?


  STELLA No, I don't and -


  STANLEY Well, she has, however. But now the cat's out of the bag!26 I found out some things!


  STELLA What - things?


  STANLEY Things Ialready suspected. But now Igot proof from the most reliable sources — which I have checked on![BLANCHE is singing in the bathroom a saccharine popular ballad which is used contrapuntally with Stanley's speech]


  STELLA [to STANLEY] Lower your voice!


  STANLEY Some canary bird, huh!


  STELUV Now please tell me quietly what you think you've found out about my sister.


  STANLEY Lie Number One: All this squeamishness she puts on! You should just know the line she's been feeding to Mitch 27. He thought she had never been morethan kissed by a fellow!But Sister Blanche is no lily! Ha-ha! Some lily she is!


  STELLA What have you heard and who from?


  STANLEY Our supply-man down at the plant has been going through Laurel for yearsand he knows all about her and everybody else in the town of Laurel knows all about her. She is as famous in Laurel as ifshe was the President of the United Stats, only she is not respected by any party! This supply-man stops at a hotel called the Flamingo.


  BLANCHE [singing blithely] "Say, it's only a paper moon, Sailing over a card- board sea —But it wouldn't be make-believe If you believed in me!" 28


  STELLA What about the - Flamingo?


  STANLEY She stayed there, too.


  STELLA My sister lived at Belle Reve.


  STANLEY This is after the home-place had slipped through her lily-white fingers! She moved to the Flamingo! A second-class hotel which has the advantage of not interfering in the private social life of the personalities there! The Flamingo is used to all kinds of goings-on. But even the management of the Flamingowas impressed by Dame Blanche! In fact they was so impressed by Dame Blanche that they requested her to turn in her room key — for permanently! This happened a couple of weeks before she showed here.


  BLANCHE [singing] "It'sa Barnum and Bailey 29 world, Just as phony as it can be - But it wouldn't be make-believe If you believed in Me!"


  STELLA What — contemptible — lies!


  STANLEY Sure, Ican see how you would be upset by this.She pulled the wool over your eyes as much as Mitch's!


  STELLA It'spure invention!There's not a word of truth in it and if I were a man and this creature had dared to invent such things in my presence —


  BLANCHE [singing] "Without your love,It's a honky-tonk parade! Without your love,It's a melody played In a penny arcade..." 30


  STANLEY Honey, I told you I thoroughly checked on these stories! Now wait till I finished. The trouble with Dame Blanche was that she couldn't put on her act any more in Laurel! They got wised up after two or three dates with her and then they quit, and she goes on to another, the same old line, same old act, same old hooey! But the town was too small for this to go on forever! And as time went by she became a town character. Regarded as not just differentbut downright loco — nuts.[STELLA draws back.] And forthe lastyear or two she has been washed up 31 like poison. That's why she's here this summer, visiting royalty, putting on allthis act - because she's practically told by the mayor to get out of town! Yes, did you know there was an army camp near Laurel and your sister's was one of the places called "Out-of- Bounds"?


  BLANCHE "It's only a paper moon, Just as phony as it can be - But it wouldn't be make-believe If you believed in me!"


  STANLEY Well, so much for her being such a refined and particular type of girl. Which brings us to Lie Number Two.


  STELLA I don't want to hear any more!


  STANLEY She's not going back to teach school! In fact I am willing to bet you that she never had no idea of returning to Laurel! She didn't resign temporarily from the high school because of her nerves! No, siree, Bob!32 She didn't. They kicked her out of that high school before the spring term ended — and I hate to tell you the reason that step was taken! A seventeen-year-old boy — she'd ;gotten mixed up with!


  BLANCHE "It'sa Barnum and Bailey world, Just as phony as it can be —"


  [In the bathroom the water goes on loud; little breathless cries and peels oflaughter are heard as if a child were frolicking in the tub]


  STELLAThis is making me — sick!


  STANLEY The boy's dad learned about it and got in touch with the high school superintendent. Boy, oh, boy, I'd like to have been in that office when Dame Blanche was called on the carpet 33! I'd like to have seen her trying to squirm out of that one! But they had her on the hook good and proper that time and she knew that the jig was all up 34! They told her she better move on to some fresh territory.Yep,it was practickly a town ordinance passed against her![The bathroom door is opened and BLANCHE thrusts her head out, holding a towel about herhair.]


  BLANCHE Stella!


  STELLA [faintly] Yes, Blanche?


  BLANCHE Give me another bath-towel to dry my hair with. I've just washed it.


  STELLA Yes, Blanche.[She crosses in a dazed way from the kitchen to the bathroom door with a towel]


  BLANCHE What's the matter, honey?


  STELLAMatter? Why?


  BLANCHE You have such a strange expression on your face!


  STELLAOh —[She tries to laugh] I guess I'm a little tired!


  BLANCHE Why don't you bathe, too, soon as I get out?


  STANLEY [calling from the kitchen] How soon is that going to be?


  BLANCHE Not so terribly long! Possess your soul in patience!


  STANLEY It's not my soul, it's my kidneys I'm worried about!


  [BLANCHE slams the door. STANLEY laughs harshly. STELLA comes slowly back into the kitchen]


  STANLEY Well, what do you think of it?


  STELLAI don't believe allof those stories and I think your supply-man was mean and rotten to tell them. It's possible that some of the things he said are partly true. There are things about my sister Idon't approve of — things that caused sorrow at home. She was always —flighty!


  STANLEY Flighty!


  STELLA But when she was young, very young, she married a boy who wrote poetry... He was extremely good-looking. I think Blanche didn't just love him but worshipped the ground he walked on! Adored him and thought him almost too fine to be human! But then she found out—


  STANLEY What?


  STELLA This beautiful and talented young man was a degenerate. Didn't your supply-man give you that information?


  STANLEY All we discussed was recent history. That must have been a pretty long time ago.


  STELLA Yes, it was — pretty long time ago...


  [STANLEY comes up and takes her by the shoulders rather gently. She gently withdraws from him. Automatically she starts sticking little pink candles in the birthday cake]


  STANLEY How many candles you putting in that cake?


  STELLA I'll stop at twenty-five.


  STANLEY Iscompany expected?


  STELLA We asked Mitch to come over for cake and ice-cream.


  [STANLEY looks a little uncomfortable. He lights a cigarette from the one he has just finished]


  STANLEY I wouldn't be expecting Mitch over tonight.


  [STELLA pauses in her occupation with candles and looks slowly around at STANLEY.]


  STELLA Why?


  STANLEY Mitch is a buddy of mine. W e were in the same outfit together - Two-forty-first Engineers. W e work in the same plant and now on the same bowling team. You think I could face him if —


  STELLA Stanley Kowalski, did you — did you repeat what that —?


  STANLEY You're goddam right I told him! I'd have that on my conscience the rest of my lifeif I knew all that stuff and let my best friend get caught!


  STELLA Is Mitch through with her?


  STANLEY Wouldn't you be if -?


  STELLA I said,Is Mitch through with her?


  [BLANCHE'S voice isliftedagain,serenely as a bell. She sings "But it wouldn't be make-believe Ifyou believed in me."]


  STANLEY No, I don't think he's necessarily through with — just wised up!


  STELLA Stanley, she thought Mitch was - going to — going to marry her. I was hoping so, too.


  STANLEY Well, he's not going to marry her. Maybe he was, but he's not going to jump in a tank with a school 35 of sharks - now![He rises] Blanche! Oh, Blanche! Can I please get in my bathroom?[There is a pause.]


  BLANCHE Yes, indeed, sir! Can you wait one second while I dry?


  STANLEY Having waited one hour I guess one second ought to pass in a hurry.


  STELLA And she hasn't got her job? Well, what will she do!


  STANLEY She's not stayin' here after Tuesday.You know that, don't you? Just to make ;sure I bought her ticket myself. A bus ticket.


  STELLA In the first place, Blanche wouldn't go on a bus.


  STANLEY She'll go on a bus and like it.


  STELLA No, she won't, no, she won't, Stanley!


  STANLEY She'll go! Period 36. P.S.37 She'll go Tuesday!


  STELLA [slowly] What'll - she - do? What on earth willshe - do!


  STANLEY Her future is mapped out for her.


  STELLA What do you mean?


  [BLANCHE sings.]


  STANLEY Hey, canary bird!38 Toots!39 Get OUT of the BATHROOM!


  [The bathroom door flies open and BLANCHE emerges with a gay peal of laughter,but as STANLEY crosses past her, a frightened look appears in her face, almost a look of panic. He doesn't look at her but slams the bathroom door shut as he goes in]


  BLANCHE [snatching up a hair-brush] Oh, I feel so good after my long, hot bath, I feel so good and cool and — rested!


  STELLA [sadly and doubtfully from the kitchen] Do you, Blanche?


  BLANCHE [brushing her hair vigorously Yes, I do, so refreshed![She tinkles her highball glass.] A hot bath and a long, cold drink always give me a brand new outlook on life![She looks through the portieres at STELLA, standing between them, and slowly stops brushing.] Something has happened!— What is it?


  STELLA [turning awayquickly]Why,nothing has happened, Blanche.


  BLANCHE You're lying! Something has!


  [She stares fearfully at STELLA, who pretends to be busy at the table. The distant piano goes into a hectic breakdown.]


  Q


  1 What does the title of the play stand for?


  2. What is Stanleyand Stella's neighborhood like?


  3. What is Belle Reve?


  4. What does Stanley know about Blanche's past?


  ■注释：


  1.威廉斯运用“引言”（epigraph）间接地点出了全剧的主题。这节“引言”源于美国20世纪重要诗人哈特·克莱恩（1899-1932）的诗作“破碎的钟楼”（1932）。在他短暂的一生中，克莱恩是一位酗酒者和同性恋，最终跳水而死。他的诗作讴歌了现代的城市和工业生活。引用的诗节也许暗示着布兰奇的生活：在丈夫自杀之后，她就“进入了一个破碎的世界”，“追寻着梦幻般的爱的伴侣”；但“爱的声音转瞬飘走（不知飘向何方）”，不久之后，她就必须做出一个个“绝望的选择”。


  2.剧中某些人物的名字具有象征或者讽刺意义:斯特拉（Stella）是“星星”，但在她身上看不到任何星光；布兰奇·杜布瓦（Blanche Dubois）是“白色的树林”，但她却没有白色所象征的纯洁。


  3.这一段交待了剧作的“场景”（setting，包括道具、建筑等物质环境）。剧中故事发生在路易丝安那州新奥尔良市的一条名为“Elysian Fields”的街道上（“Elysian Fields”是古希腊和罗马人心目中的“极乐世界”）。这条街道位于美国南方最早的铁路“路易斯维尔和纳什维尔铁路”（Louisville & Nashville Railroad，即剧中所提到的“L&Ntracks”）与密西西比河（“theriver”）之间。


  4.优雅地冲淡了颓败的气氛。


  5.（黑人的）棕色手指的痴迷、流畅的演奏。


  6.蓝调钢琴音乐，布鲁斯钢琴音乐。布鲁斯（blues）是一种黑人音乐，往往表达忧郁、渴望的情绪。


  7.在这一段“舞台说明”（stage direction）中，剧作家不仅详细描述了场景，而且也描述了色彩、气味、音乐等。在场景的描述中，一幢两层楼的住宅构成了剧中的私人空间，而街道和街角的酒吧则是公共空间；这两个不同的空间也许象征着主观想象和客观现实之间的冲突。剧作家也描述了这一城市的种族杂居。


  8.男主人公斯丹利·科瓦斯基将一包血渍斑斑（red-stained）的肉扔给妻子斯特拉，象征着科瓦斯基最本质的特性:食与色。后面邻居的玩笑强调了这一包肉的象征意义。


  9.因为没人做晚饭，斯蒂夫只能买一个廉价的三明治（a poor boy's sandwich）凑合。


  10.前面的舞台说明已经描述了这一街区的颓败。布兰奇对妹妹竟生活在如此环境下表示震惊和难以置信。


  11.所谓“街车”（street-car），乃是市内的有轨车辆（轻轨列车或者有轨电车）。在新奥尔良的街车线路上，有“欲望街”这一站；而“坟墓”则是一条线路的终点。但这些现实中的名字又有象征意义:布兰奇坐上了“欲望号街车”（她自己与科瓦斯基的欲望），本来打箅到“极乐世界”，但最终却到了“坟墓”。


  12. Por nada: It isnothing.


  13. Belle Reve：布兰奇精神上惟一寄托的地方，也是她与现实抗争的唯一武器。但法文词“梦”（reve）本应搭配阳性形容词“美好”（beau）。与阴性形容词“美好”（belle）搭配，而又与“reve”接近的很可能是“rive”，组成“belle rive”（美岸）》但在布兰奇心目中，她失去的有白色圆柱的种植庄园建筑永远都是“美梦”。


  14.我都累得要倒下了。


  15.“宝贝，只用水下酒就行了！”“chase”，喝烈性酒后再喝清淡饮料冲下。


  16. Shaken up: upset.


  17.出自埃德加·爱伦·坡的哥特式歌谣《尤娜路姆》（“Ulalume”）中的叠句。爱伦·坡用“Weir”做地名，一是为了押韵，二是为了与“weird”产生联想。布兰奇用文学夸张的语言说，斯特拉住的地方就像“盗尸鬼出没的威尔森林”，充满尖厉的声音；斯特拉马上从非常现实的层面告诉她，这不过是铁路的声音。


  18.祈使句，相当于“May God Love you for a liar!”


  19. give:往下陷。


  20. grim Reaper:死神，特别是拟人化的手持长柄镰刀的人或者骨架。


  21.他买一张6个数字组合的彩票，撞上大运赢了300块钱。


  22.一种当地啤酒的品牌。


  23.你难道要我写下来？


  24. on the nose:exactly; precisely.


  25. Dope: information， especially from a reliable source （Webster）.


  26.真相大白了。


  27.你该听听她向米奇讲的故事。


  28.这是20世纪40年代的一首流行歌曲。歌曲描述了一个虚构的世界，说只要大家一起假装，虚构的世界也会给人乐趣。歌曲表达了布兰奇对虚幻的白日梦的态度。


  29.一个马戏团的名字。


  30. honky-tonk：廉价歌舞厅或夜总会。penny arcade：有投币游戏机的娱乐中心。


  31. wash up: to get rid of by washing （Webster）.


  32. No, siree, Bob!:“Bob”这一人名没有特殊意义，只是与“No，siree”一起表示强调。后面出现的“Boy,oh, boy,”则表示感叹。


  33. on the carpet:before an authority for censure or reproof.（Webster）


  34. the jig is up: the game isup; it is all over.（Oxford）


  35. school:鱼群。


  36. Period:用于强调“没有必要再说什么了”。


  37. P.S.: “又及”。原用于信函、文章、书籍，表示补遗或者附加的信息。


  38. canary bird:金丝雀往往被养在笼子里观赏其羽毛，欣赏其叫声。在俚语中，该词亦指花腔女高音。


  39. Toots:（俚语）女人，姑娘。


  · Caged birds accept each other but flight is what they long for.（CaminoReal）


  · We're all of us guinea pigs in the laboratory of God. Humanity is just awork in progress.


  · If people behaved in the way nations do they would all be put instraitjackets.


  · It is a terrible thing for an old woman to outlive her dogs.（CaminoReal）


  · You can be young without money but you can't be old without it.（Caton a Hot Tin Roof）


  · I have always depended on the kindness of strangers.（AStreetcarNamed Desire）


  ·I think it'sgood for a writer to think he's dying; he works harder.


  ——Tennessee Willians


  Unit21 Ralph Waldo Ellison （1914-1994）


  拉尔夫·华尔多·埃利森


  ■作者简介


  拉尔夫·华尔多·埃利森（Ralph Waldo Ellison，1914-1994），黑人小说家。他从小喜爱音乐与文学，中学时曾担任校乐队首席小号手兼乐队指挥，上大学时学习音乐，并开始认真研究现代小说和诗歌。为了筹措学费，他来到纽约，担任临时音乐演奏，还作过服务生、工厂工人等。在纽约，他结识了黑人“抗议”文学作家理查德·赖特（Richard Wright），并在赖特的鼓励下开始写作。从1939年开始，他的短篇小说、散文和评论相继问世。二战爆发后，他曾为《纽约邮报》采访纽约哈莱姆区黑人暴乱。小说《看不见的人》（Invistole Man，又译《无形人》） 1952年面世即引起轰动，翌年获得《国家图书奖》。1964年，他发表了《影子与行动》（Shadow and Act），汇集了他20多年来发表的散文和评论。1965年图书界的一次调查显示，很多作家、编辑和评论家认为《看不见的人》是20年来美国最优秀的小说。1970年，埃利森担任纽约大学教授直至退休。70年代后期，在又一次调查中，美国文学教授仍然认为《看不见的人》是美国二战后最重要的一部小说。1986年，埃利森的另一部散文评论集《走向领域》（Going to the Territory）问世。虽然他只写了一本小说，主题主要围绕黑人的命运展开，但其意义却超越种族问题和社会抗议，是美国文学的经典之作，正如埃利森所说，此书谈的是面临共同困境的全人类。


  [image: figure_0272_0060]


  ■内容提要


  选篇摘自《看不见的人》第一章。没有名字的主人公生长在南方，渴求名利和白人社会的承认。由于他在白人眼中是模范黑人，因此获得大学奖学金。上大学后，一日，他为了救治突然发病的白人校董，把他带到一间色情酒吧。尽管主人公一向行事循规蹈矩，校方仍然把他逐出校门。他怀着尚未破灭的梦想，带着校长的介绍信来到纽约，幻想找到一个好工作，将来能重返母校，完成学业。他完全想不到校长的介绍信竟是让收信人务必不要帮助他！他一再被社会现实愚弄和操纵：打工时，他无意中卷入工会和反工会分子的争斗；在工厂因爆炸事故而受伤，却被医生看成医疗实验品。后来，在一次黑人房客被逐事件中，他的演讲才能被一个叫“兄弟会”的组织所发现。他被请去当他们的演讲家，开始全身心投入到这个组织在哈莱姆区的黑人工作，满心希望在“兄弟会”可以实现理想和抱负。但是一系列事件使他看清“兄弟会”只考虑自己的政治目的，只想实现他们的纲领，对成员的行动和思想加以严密的控制。事实上，无论是个人的努力、才干，还是黑人的命运，都只是“兄弟会”棋盘上的卒子。与此同时，黑人民族主义狂热分子“毁灭者”拉斯则认为他是黑人的叛徒。在拉斯的追杀下，主人公掉进了一个被废弃的煤窑，从此安居其内，思索自身经历，终于认识到自己是个人们看不见的无形人。为了证明自己的存在，他在这个洞穴中点了1369只电灯。他曾不断努力寻求自我，而社会现实却让他始终寻找不到自我，最终甚至完全丧失了自我。


  ■赏析


  埃利森采用第一人称叙事（first person narration）方式，通过主人公“我”的直接观察和思索来展开故事。但实际上，“我”又分两个层面处理:一个层面是“隐形”后的“我”，另一个层面是“隐形”前的“我”。通过倒叙（flashback）结构，在地窖中“隐形”后的“我”作为小说的开头和结尾，形成审视“隐形”前的“我”的特别视角，也就是一个第一人称视角审视另一个第一人称视角，从而形成一种打开一层又一层含义的特殊效果。实际上，在小说第一章结尾时，主人公梦见祖父叫他打开一封套着一个又一个信封的信，而信中的一句警句暗喻小说的主题，使具体情节内容与小说整体结构相互呼应，引人退想回味。


  小说写作手法随情节发展不断变化。从小说开始时较为自然主义（naturalism）的写实描述逐渐过渡到近乎超现实主义（surrealism）风格，如第十章主人公在油漆厂调漆时思绪如梦，理性梳理的思维秩序被非逻辑的惠识流所取代，从而呼应小说的主题发展。在微观层面，作家对同一细节同时使用不同的表现风格。如第一章的描述既是自然主义的又是表现主义（expressionism）的，因为这样的场景在当今现实生活中是不大可能存在的。这两种不同风格的同时使用可凸显隐匿深层的真实，起到写实描述所不能达到的特殊效果。


  《看不见的人》同时运用大量象征（symbolism），如小说中多次谈到的飞去来器（boomerang）象征小说主题及人类境遇。又如，第一章中黑人被迫观看裸女、蒙眼混战、争抢钱币等象征白人对黑人性欲、暴力、贪婪的偏见，甚至广义上的人性本能。粟眼殴斗还象征寻求自我的历程。这些手法扩展了语言和想象的空间，令人玩味思索。


  埃利森谈到民间传说对他的影响时说:“（小说中）一些主题、象征和意象来源于民间素材。比如说，黑人有句俗话:如果你是黑人，你得靠后站；如果你的皮肤是棕色，你可以原地不动；如果你是白人，你永远正确。黑人同时还开自己的玩笑说：因为皮肤黑，别人夜晚看不见他们。我在书中将这些因素与西方神话传统赋予黑暗与光明的特殊含义相结合，如恶与善、愚昧与知识，等等。我的小说主人公也经历了从黑暗到光明；也就是说，从愚昧到启蒙，从隐形到现形的过程。他离开南方北上；你阅读黑人传说时会注意到这总是一条通往自由之路——也是上进之旅。”某些社会学家认为黑人的困境是因为黑人“过于引人注目”（high visibility），另外一些观点则把问题归因于对黑人的”善意忽视”（benign neglect）；在美国政府计对种族歧视采取某种纠正性政策引起一些新的宪法问题时，又有人认为这是对白人的反向歧视（reverse discrimination）。这些观点在埃利森看来只是小说主题“务必让这个黑小子跑个不停”的不同翻版而已。


  Invisible Man - Chapter I


  It goes a long way back, some twenty years. All my life I had been looking for something, and everywhere I turned someone tried to tell me what it was. Iaccepted their answers too,though they were often in contradiction and even self-contradictory. I was naive. I was looking for myself and asking everyone except myself questions which I,and only I,could answer. It took me a long time and much painful boomeranging of my expectations to achieve a realization everyone else appears to have been born with: That I am nobody but myself. But first I had to discover that I am an invisible man!


  And yet I am no freak of nature, nor of history. I was in the cards, other things having been equal（orunequal）1 eighty-five years ago. I am riot ashamed of my grandparents for havingbeen slaves. I am only ashamed of myself for having at one time been ashamed. About eighty-five years ago they were told that they were free, united with others of our country in everything pertaining to the common good, and, in everything social, separate like the fingers of the hand. And they believed it. They exulted in it. They stayed in their place, worked hard, and brought up my father to do the same.But my grandfather is the one. He was an odd oldguy,my grandfather, and I am told I take after him. It was he who caused the trouble. On his deathbed he called my father to him and said, "Son, after I'm gone I want you to keep up the good fight. I never told you,but our life is a war and I have been a traitor all my born days 2, a spy in the enemy's country ever since I give up my gun back in the Reconstruction 3. Live with your head in the lion's mouth. I want you to overcome 'em 4 with yeses, undermine 'em with grins, agree 'em 5 to death and destruction, let 'em swoller 6 you till they vomit or bust wide open." They thought the old man had gone out of his mind. He had been the meekest of men. The younger children were rushed from the room, the shades drawn and the flame of the lamp turned so low that it sputtered on the wick like the old man's breathing. "Learn it to the younguns 7," he whispered fiercely; then he died.


  But my folks were more alarmed over his lastwords than over his dying. It was as though hehad not died at all, his words caused so much anxiety. I was warned emphatically to forget what he had said and, indeed, this is the first time it has been mentioned outside the family circle. It had a tremendous effect upon me, however. I could never be sure of what he meant. Grandfather had been a quiet old man who never made any trouble, yet on his deathbed he had called himself a traitor and aspy,and he had spoken of his meekness as a dangerous activity. It became a constant puzzle which lay unanswered in the back of my mind. And whenever things went well for me I remembered my grandfather and felt guilty and uncomfortable. Itwas as though I was carrying out his advice in spite of myself. And to make it worse, everyone loved me for it. I was praised by the most lily-white men of the town. I was considered an example of desirable conduct —just as my grandfather had been. And what puzzled me was that the old man had defined itas treachery.When I was praised for my conduct I felt a guilt that in some way I was doing something ;that was really against the wishes of the white folks, that if they had understood they would have desired me to act just the opposite, that I should have been sulky and mean, and that that really would have been what they wanted, even though they were fooled and thought they wanted me to act as I did. It made me afraid that some day they would look upon me as a traitorand I would be lost. Still I was more afraid to act any other way because they didn't like that at all. The old man's words were like a curse. On my graduation day I delivered an oration inwhich I showed that humility was thesecret,indeed,the very essence of progress.（Notthat I believed this — how could I,remembering my grandfather?— I only believed that itworked.）It was a great success. Everyone praised me and I was invited to give the speech at a gathering of the town's leading white citizens. It was a triumph for our whole community.


  Itwas in the main ball room of the leading hotel.When I got there I discovered thatit was on the occasion of a smoker 8, and I was told that since I was to be there anyway I might as well take part in the battle royal to be fought by some of my schoolmates as part of theentertainment. The battle royal came first.


  All of the town's big shots were there in their tuxedoes, wolfing down the buffetfoods, drinking beer and whiskey and smoking black cigars. Itwas a large room with a high ceiling.Chairs were arranged in neat rows around three sides of a portable boxing ring. The fourth side was clear, revealing a gleaming space of polished floor. I had some misgivings over the battle royal, by the way. Not from a distaste for fighting, but because I didn't care too much for the other fellows who were to take part. They were tough guys who seemed to have no grandfather's curse worrying their minds. No one could mistake theirtoughness. And besides, I suspected that fighting a battle royal might detract from the dignity of my speech. In those pre-invisible days I visualized myself as a potential Booker T_ Washington 9. But the other fellows didn't care too much for me either, and there were nine of them. I felt superior to them in my way, and I didn't like the manner in which we were all crowded together into the servants' elevator.Nor did they like my being there. In fact, as the warmly lighted floors flashed past the elevator we had words over the factthatI,by taking part in thefight,had knocked one of their friends out of a night's work.10


  We were led out of the elevator through a rococo hall into an anteroom and told to getinto our fighting togs. Each of us was issued a pair of boxing gloves and ushered out into the big mirrored hall, which we entered looking cautiously about us and whispering, lest we might accidentally be heard above the noise of the room. It was foggy with cigar smoke. And already the whiskey was taking effect.I was shocked to see some of the most important men of the town quite tipsy. They were all there — bankers, lawyers, judges, doctors, firechiefs 11,teachers, merchants.Even one of the more fashionable pastors. Something we could not see was going on up front. A clarinet was vibrating sensuously and the men were standing up and moving eagerly forward.We were a small tight group, clustered together, our bare uppers touching and shining with anticipatory sweat; while up front the big shots were becoming increasingly excited over something we still could not see.Suddenly I heard the school superintendent, who had told me tocome,yell,"Bring up the shines 12, gentlemen! Bring up the little shines!"


  We were rushed up to the front of the ballroom, where it smelled even more strongly of tobacco and whiskey. Then we were pushed into place. I almost wet my pants. A sea of faces, some hostile, some amused, ringed around us, and in thecenter,facing us, stood a magnificent blonde — stark naked. There was dead silence. I felta blast of cold airchill me. I tried to back away,but they were behind me and around me. Some of the boys stood with lowered heads,trembling. I felta wave of irrational guilt and fear. My teeth chattered, my skin turned to goose flesh, my knees knocked. Yet I was strongly attracted and looked in spite of myself. Had the price of looking been blindness, I would have looked. The hair was yellow likethat of a circus kewpie doll 13, the face heavily powdered and rouged, as though to form an abstract mask, the eyes hollow and smeared a cool blue, the color of a baboon's butt. I felta desire to spit upon her as my eyes brushed slowly over her body. Her breasts were firm and round as the domes of East Indian temples, and I stood so close as to see the fine skin texture and beads of pearly perspiration glistening like dew around the pink and erected buds of her nipples.I wanted at one and the same time to run from the room, to sink through thefloor,or go to her and cover her from my eyes and the eyes of theothers,with my body; to feel the softthighs,to caress her and destroyher,to love her and murderher,to hide from her, and yet to stroke where below the small American flag tattooed upon her belly her thighs formed a capital V. I had a notion thatof all in the room she saw only me with her impersonal eyes.


  And then she began to dance, a slow sensuous movement; the smoke of a hundred cigarsclinging to her like the thinnest of veils. She seemed like a fair bird-girl girdled in veils calling to me from the angry surface of some gray and threatening sea.I was transported. Then I became aware of the clarinet playing and the big shots yelling at us. Some threatened us if we looked and others if we did not. On my right I saw one boy faint. And now a man grabbed a silver pitcher from a table and stepped close as he dashed ice water upon him and stood him up and forced two of us to support him as his head hung and moans issued from his thick bluish lips. Another boy began to plead to go home. He was the largest of the group,wearing dark red fighting trunks much too small to conceal the erection, which projected from him as though in answer to theinsinuating low-registered moaning of the clarinet. He tried to hide himself with his boxing gloves.


  And all the while the blonde continued dancing, smiling faintly at the big shots, whowatched her with fascination, and faintly smiling at our fear. I noticed a certain merchant who followed herhungrily,his lips loose and drooling. He was a large man who wore diamond studs in a shirtfront which swelled with the ample paunch underneath, and each time the blonde swayed her undulating hips he ran his hand through the thin hair of his bald head and, with his arms upheld, his posture clumsy like that of an intoxicated panda, wound his belly in a slow, and obscene grind. This creature was completely hypnotized. The music had quickened. As the dancer flung herself about with a detached expression on her face, the men began reaching out to touch her. I could see their beefy fingers sink into the soft flesh. Some of the otherstried to stop them and she began to move around the floor in graceful circles, as they gave chase, slipping and sliding over the polished floor. It was mad. Chairs went crashing, drinks werespilt,;as they ran laughing and howling after her. They caught her just as she reached a door, raisedher from thefloor,and tossed her as college boys are tossed at a hazing 14, and above her red, fixed-smiling lips I saw the terror and disgust in hereyes,almost likemy own terrorand that which I saw insome of the other boys. As Iwatched,they tossed her twice and her soft breasts seemed to flatten againstthe air and her legsflung wildlyas she spun. Some of the more sober ones helped herto escape. And I started off thefloor,heading for the anteroom with the rest of the boys.


  Some were still crying and in hysteria. But as we tried to leave we were stopped andordered to get intothe ring. There was nothing to do but what we were told. All ten of us climbed under the ropes and allowed ourselves to be blindfolded with broad bands of white cloth. One of the men seemed to feel a bit sympathetic and tried to cheer us up as we stood with our backs against the ropes. Some of us tried to grin. "See that boy over there?" one of the men said. "I want you to run across at the bell and give it to him right in the belly.15 If you don't get him, I'm going to get you. I don't like his looks." Each of us was told the same. The blindfolds were put on. Yet even then I had been going over my speech.In my mind each word was as bright as flame. I felt the cloth pressed intoplace,and frowned so that it would be loosened when I relaxed.


  But now I felt a sudden fit of blind terror. I was unused to darkness. It was as though I had suddenly found myself in a dark room filled with poisonous cottonmouths 16. I could hear thebleary voices yelling insistently forthe battle royal to begin.


  "Get going in there!“


  "Let me atthat big nigger!17 "


  I strained to pick up the school superintendent's voice, as though to squeeze somesecurity out of that slightly more familiar sound.


  "Let me atthose black sonsabitches 18!" someone yelled.


  "No,Jackson,no!" another voice yelled."Here,somebody,help me hold Jack."


  "I want to get atthat ginger-colored nigger. Tear him limb from limb," the first voice yelled.


  I stood against the ropes trembling. For in those days I was what they called ginger-colored, and he sounded as though he might crunch me between his teeth like a crisp ginger cookie.


  Quite a struggle was going on. Chairs were being kicked about and I could hear voicesgrunting as with a terrific effort. I wanted to see, to see more desperately than ever before.But the blindfold was tight as a thick skin-puckering scab and when I raised my gloved hands to push the layers of white aside a voiceyelled,"Oh,no you don't, black bastard! Leave that alone!"


  "Ring the bell before Jackson kills him a coon 19!" someone boomed in the sudden silence.And I heard the bellclang and the sound of the feet scuffling forward.


  A glove smacked against my head. Ipivoted,striking out stiffly as someone went past, andfelt the jar ripple along the length of my arm to my shoulder. Then it seemed as though all nine of the boys had turned upon me at once. Blows pounded me from all sides while I struck out as best I could. So many blows landed upon me that I wondered if I were not the only blindfolded fighter in the ring, or if the man called Jackson hadn't succeeded ingetting me after all.


  Blindfolded, I could no longer control my motions. I had no dignity. I stumbled about like a ;baby or a drunken man. The smoke had become thicker and with each new blow it seemed tosear and further restrict my lungs. My saliva became like hot bitter glue. A glove connected with my head, filling my mouth with warm blood. It was everywhere.I could not tellif the moisture I felt upon my body was sweat or blood. A blow landed hard against the nape of my neck.I felt myself going over, my head hitting the floor. Streaks of blue light filled the black world behind the blindfold. I layprone,pretending that I was knocked out, but felt myself seized by hands and yanked to my feet. "Get going, black boy! Mix it up!" My arms were like lead, my head smarting from blows. I managed to feel my way to the ropes and held on, trying to catch my breath. A glove landed in my mid-section and I went over again, feeling as though the smoke had become a knife jabbed into my guts. Pushed this way and that by the legs milling around me, I finally pulled erect and discovered that I could see the black, sweat-washed forms weaving in the smoky-blue atmosphere like drunken dancers weaving to the rapid drum-like thuds of blows.


  Everyone fought hysterically. It was complete anarchy. Everybody fought everybodyelse. No group fought together for long.Two,three,four,fought one, then turned to fight each other,were themselves attacked. Blows landed below the belt and in the kidney, with the gloves open as well as closed, and with my eye partly opened now there was not so much terror.Imoved carefully, avoiding blows, although not too many to attract attention, fighting from group to group. The boys groped about like blind, cautious crabs crouching to protect their mid-sections, their heads pulled in short against their shoulders, their arms stretched nervously before them, with their fists testing the smoke-filled air like the knobbed feelers of hypersensitive snails. In one corner I glimpsed a boy violently punching the air and heard him scream in pain as he smashed his hand against a ring post. For a second I saw him bent over holding his hand, then going down as a blow caught his unprotected head. I played one group against the other, slipping in and throwing a punch then stepping out of range while pushing the others into the melee to take the blows blindly aimed at me.The smoke was agonizing and there were no rounds, no bells at three minute intervals to relieve our exhaustion. The room spun round me, a swirl of lights, smoke, sweating bodies surrounded by tense white faces. I bled from both nose and mouth, the blood spattering upon my chest.


  The men kept yelling, "Slug him, black boy! Knock his guts out!"


  "Uppercut him ！ Kill him ！ Kill that big boy!"


  Taking a fake fall, I saw a boy going down heavily beside me as though we were felled bya single blow, saw a sneaker-clad foot shoot into his groin as the two who had knocked him down stumbled upon him. I rolled out ofrange,feeling a twinge of nausea.


  The harder we fought the more threatening the men became. And yet, Ihad begun toworry about my speech again. How would it go? Would they recognize my ability? What would they give me?


  I was fighting automatically when suddenly I noticed that one after another of the boys was leaving the ring. I was surprised, filledwith panic, as though I had been left alone with an unknown danger. Then I understood. The boys had arranged it among themselves. It was the custom for the ;two men left in the ring to slug it out forthe winner's prize. I discovered this too late. When thebell sounded two men in tuxedoes leaped into the ring and removed the blindfold. I found myselffacingTatlock,the biggest of the gang. I felt sick at my stomach. Hardly had the bell stopped ringing in my ears than it clanged again and I saw him moving swiftly toward me. Thinking of nothing else to do I hithim smash on the nose.He kept coming, bringing the rank sharp violence of stale sweat. His face was a black blank of a face, only his eyes alive — with hate of me and aglow with a feverish terror from what had happened to us all. I became anxious. I wanted to deliver my speech and he came at me as though he meant to beat it out of me. I smashed him again and again, taking his blows as they came. Then on a sudden impulse I struck him lightly and as we clinched, I whispered, "Fake like I knocked you out, you can have theprize."


  "I'll break your behind," he whispered hoarsely.


  "For them?"


  "For me,sonofabitch!"


  They were yelling for us to break it up and Tatlock spun me halfaround with ablow,and as ajoggled camera sweeps in a reeling scene, I saw the howling red faces crouching tense beneath the cloud of blue-gray smoke.For a moment the world wavered, unraveled, flowed, then my head cleared and Tatlock bounced before me. That fluttering shadow before my eyes was hisjabbing left hand. Then falling forward, my head against hisdamp shoulder, I whispered,


  "I'll make it five dollars more."


  "Go to hell!"


  But his relaxed a trifle beneath my pressure and Ibreathed,"Seven?"


  "Give it to your ma," he said, ripping me beneath the heart.


  And while I still held him I butted him and moved away. I felt myself bombarded withpunches. I fought back with hopeless desperation. I wanted to deliver my speech more than anything else in the world, because I felt that only these men could judge truly my ability, and now this stupid clown was ruining my chances. I began fighting carefully now, moving in to punch him and out again with my greater speed. A lucky blow to his chin and I had him going too — until I heard a loud voice yell, "I got my money on the big boy.20 "


  Hearing this, I almost dropped my guard. I was confused: Should I try to win against the voice out there? Would not this go against my speech, and was not this a moment for humility,for nonresistance? A blow to my head as I danced about sent my right eye popping like a jack-in-the-box and settled my dilemma. The room went red as I fell. It was a dream fall, my body languid and fastidious as to where to land, until the floor became impatient and smashed up to meet me. A moment later I came to. An hypnotic voice said FIVE emphatically. And I lay there, hazily watching a dark red spot of my own blood shaping itself into a butterfly, glistening and soaking into the soiled gray world of the canvas.


  When the voice drawled TEN I was lifted up and dragged to a chair. I sat dazed. My eyepained and swelled with each throb of my pounding heart and I wondered ifnow I would be allowed to speak. I was wringing wet, my mouth still bleeding. We were grouped along the ;wall now. The other boys ignored m e as they congratulated Tatlock and speculated as to howmuch they would be paid. One boy whimpered over his smashed hand. Looking up front, I saw attendants in white jackets rolling the portable ring away and placing a small square rug in thevacant space surrounded by chairs. Perhaps, Ithought,I will stand on the rug to deliver m y speech.


  Then the M. C.21 called to us, "Come on up here boys and get your money."


  W e ran forward to where the men laughed and talked in their chairs, waiting. Everyone seemed friendly now.


  "There it is on the rug," the man said. Isaw the rug covered with coins of all dimensions and a few crumpled bills. But what excited me, scattered here and there, were the gold pieces.


  "Boys, it's all yours," the man said. "You get all you grab."


  "That's right, Sambo 22," a blond man said, winking at m e confidentially.


  I trembled with excitement, forgetting m y pain. I would get the gold and the bills, I thought. I would use both hands. I would throw m y body against the boys nearest m e to block themfrom the gold.


  "Get down around the rug now," the man commanded, "and don't anyone touch it until Igive the signal."


  "This ought to be good," I heard.


  As told, w e got around the square rug on our knees. Slowly the man raised his freckled hand as w e followed itupward with our eyes.


  I heard, "These niggers look like they're about to pray!"


  Then, "Ready," the man said. "Go!"


  I lunged for a yellow coin lying on the blue design of the carpet, touching it and sending a surprised shriek to join those rising around me. I tried frantically to remove m y hand but could not let go. A hot, violent force tore through m y body, shaking m e like a wet rat. The rug was electrified. The hair bristled up on m y head as I shook myself free. M y muscles jumped, m y nerves jangled, writhed. But I saw that this was not stopping ;the other boys. Laughing in fear and embarrassment, somewere holding back and scooping up the coins knocked off by the painful contortions of the others. The men roared above us as w e struggled.


  "Pick it up, goddamnit, pick it up!" someone called likea bass-voiced parrot. "Go on, get it!“
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  I crawled rapidly around the floor, picking up the coins,trying to avoid the coppers and to get greenbacks and the gold. Ignoring the shock by laughing, as I brushed the coins off quickly, I discovered that I could contain the electricity —a contradiction, but it works. Then the men began to push us onto the rug. Laughing embarrassedly, w e struggled out of their hands and kept after the coins. W e were all wet and ;slippery and hard to hold. Suddenly I saw a boy lifted into the air, glistening with sweat like a circus seal, and dropped, his wet back landing flush upon the charged rug, heard him yell and saw him literally dance upon his back, his elbows beating a frenzied tattoo upon the floor, his muscles twitching like the flesh of a horse stung by many flies. W h e n he finally rolled off, his face was gray and no one stopped him when he ran from the floor amid booming laughter.


  "Get the money," the M . C. called. "That's good hard American cash!"


  And w e snatched and grabbed, snatched and grabbed. I was careful not to come too close to the rug now, and when I felt the hot whiskey breath descend upon m e like a cloud of foul air I reached out and grabbed the leg of a chair. It was occupied and I held on desperately.


  "Leggo 23,nigger! Leggo!"


  The huge face wavered down to mine as he tried to push m e free. But m y body wasslippery and he was too drunk. It was Mr. Colcord, w h o owned a chain of movie houses and "entertainment palaces." Each time he grabbed m e I slipped out of his hands. It became a real struggle. I feared the rug more than I did the drunk, so I held on, surprising myself for a moment by trying to topple him upon the rug. It was such an enormous idea that I found myself actually carrying it out. I tried not to be obvious, yet when I grabbed his leg,trying to tumble him out of the chair, he raised uproaring with laughter, and, looking at m e with soberness dead in the eye, kicked m e viciously in the chest. The chair leg flew out of m y hand and I felt myself going and rolled. It was as though Ihad rolled through a bed of hot coals. It seemed a whole centurywould pass before I would roll free, a century in which I was seared through the deepest levels of m y body to the fearful breath within m e and the breath seared and heated to the point of explosion. It'll all be over in a flash, I thought as I rolled clear. It'llall be over in a flash.


  But not yet, the men on the other side were waiting, red faces swollen as though fromapoplexy as they bent forward in their chairs.Seeing their fingers coming toward m e I rolled away as a fumbled football rolls off the receiver's fingertips, back into the coals. That time I luckily sent the rug sliding out of place and heard the coins ringing against the floor and the boys scuffling to pick them up and the M . C. calling, "All right, boys, that's all. G o get dressed and get your money."


  Iwas limp as a dish rag. M y back felt as though ithad been beaten with wires.


  W h e n w e had dressed the M . C. came in and gave us each five dollars, except Tatlock, w h o got ten for being last in the ring. Then he told us to leave. I was not to get a chance todeliver m y speech, I thought. I was going out into the dim alley in despair when I was stopped and told to go back. Ireturned to the ballroom, where the men were pushing back their chairs and gathering in groups to talk.


  The M . C. knocked on a table for quiet. "Gentlemen," he said, "we almost forgot animportant part of the program. A most serious part, gentlemen. This boy was brought here to deliver a speech which he m a d e at his graduation yesterday..."


  "Bravo!"


  "I'm told that he is the smartest boy we've got out there in Greenwood. I'm told that heknows more big words than a pocket-sized dictionary."


  Much applause and laughter.


  "So now, gentlemen, I want you to give him your attention."


  There was stilllaughter as I faced them, my mouth dry, my eye throbbing.I began slowly, but evidently my throat was tense, because they began shouting, "Louder! Louder!"


  "We of the younger generation extol the wisdom of that great leader and educator 24," I shouted, "who first spoke these flaming words of wisdom:‘A ship lost at sea for many days suddenly sighted a friendly vessel. From the mast of the unfortunate vessel was seen a signal:"Water,water; we die of thirst!" The answer from the friendly vessel came back:"Cast down your bucket where you are." The captain of the distressed vessel, at last heeding theinjunction, cast down his bucket, and it came up full of fresh sparkling water from the mouth of the Amazon River.' And like him I say,and in his words, To those of my race who depend upon bettering their condition in a foreign land, or who underestimate the importance of cultivating friendly relations with the Southern white man, who is his next-door neighbor, I would say:"Cast down your bucket where you are"— cast it down in making friends in every manly way of the people of all races by whom we are surrounded...'"


  I spoke automatically and with such fervor that I did not realize that the men were still talking and laughing until my dry mouth, filling up with blood from the cut, almost strangled me. Icoughed,wanting to stop and go to one of the tall brass, sand-filled spittoons to relieve myself, but a few of the men, especially the superintendent, were listening and I was afraid.So I gulped itdown,blood,saliva and all, and continued.（Whatpowers of endurance I had during those days! What enthusiasm! What a belief in the rightness of things!）I spoke even louder in spite of the pain. But still they talked and still they laughed, as though deaf with cotton in dirty ears. So I spoke with greater emotional emphasis. I closed my ears and swallowed blood until I was nauseated. The speech seemed a hundred times as long as before, but I could not leave out a single word.All had to be said, each memorized nuance considered, rendered. Nor was that all. Whenever I uttered a word of three or more syllables a group of voices would yellfor me to repeat it. I used the phrase "social responsibility"and they yelled:


  "What's that word you say, boy?"


  "Social responsibility," I said.


  "What?"


  "Social..."


  "Louder."


  "...responsibility."


  "More!"


  "Respon—"


  "Repeat!"


  "-sibility."


  The room filled with the uproar of laughter until, no doubt, distracted by having to gulp down my blood, Imade a mistake and yelled a phrase I had often seen denounced in ;newspaper editorials, heard debated in private.


  "Social..."


  "What?" they yelled.


  "...equality —"


  The laughter hung smoke like in the sudden stillness. I opened my eyes, puzzled. Sounds of displeasure filled the room. The M. C. rushed forward. They shouted hostile phrases at me.But I did not understand.


  A small dry mustached man in the front row blared out, "Say thatslowly,son!"


  "What,sir?"


  "What you justsaid!"


  "Socialresponsibility,sir,"I said.


  "You weren't being smart, were you, boy?" he said, not unkindly.


  "No,sir!"


  "You sure that about ‘equality’was a mistake?"


  "Oh,yes,sir,"I said. "I was swallowing blood."


  "Well, you had better speak more slowly so we can understand. We mean to do right byyou, but you've got to know your place at all times. Allright,now,go on with your speech."


  I was afraid. I wanted to leave but I wanted also to speak and I was afraid they'd snatch me down.


  "Thank you, sir," I said,beginning where I had left off, and having them ignore me asbefore.


  Yet when I finished there was a thunderous applause. I was surprised to see thesuperintendent come forth with a package wrapped in white tissue paper, and, gesturing for quiet,address the men.


  "Gentlemen, you see that I did not overpraise this boy. He makes a good speech and some day he'll lead his people in the proper paths. And I don't have to tell you that that is important in these days and times. This is a good, smartboy,and so to encourage him in the rightdirection,in the name of the Board of Education I wish to present him a prize in the form of this..."


  He paused, removing the tissue paper and revealing a gleaming calfskin brief case.


  "...in the form of thisfirst-class articlefrom Shad Whitmore's shop."


  "Boy," he said, addressing me, "take this prize and keep it well. Consider it a badge of office. Prize it. Keep developing as you are and some day it will be filled with important papers that will help shape the destiny of your people."


  I was so moved that I could hardly express my thanks. A rope of bloody saliva forming a shape likean undiscovered continent drooled upon the leather and I wiped it quickly away. I felt an importance that I had never dreamed.


  "Open it and see what's inside," I was told.


  My fingers a-tremble,I complied, smelling the fresh leather and finding an official-lookingdocument inside. It was a scholarship to the state college for Negroes. My eyes filled with tears ;and I ran awkwardly off the floor.


  I was overjoyed; Idid not even mind when Idiscovered that the gold pieces I had scrambled for were brass pocket tokens advertising a certain make of automobile.


  When I reached home everyone was excited. Next day the neighbors came to congratulate me. I even felt safe from grandfather, whose deathbed curse usually spoiled my triumphs. I stood beneath his photograph with my brief case in hand and smiled triumphantly into his stolid blackpeasant's face. It was a face that fascinated me. The eyes seemed to follow everywhere I went.


  That night I dreamed I was at a circus with him and that he refused to laugh at the clowns no matter what they did. Then later he told me to open my brief case and read what was insideand I did, finding an official envelope stamped with the state seal; and inside the envelope I found another andanother,endlessly,and I thought I would fall of weariness. "Them's years 25,"he said. "Now open that one." And I did and in it I found an engraved document containing a short message in letters of gold. "Read it,"my grand-father said. "Out loud!"


  "To Whom It May Concern 26," I intoned. "Keep This Nigger-Boy Running.27 "


  I awoke with the old man's laughter ringing in my ears.（Itwas a dream I was to remember and dream again for many years after. But at that time I had no insight into its meaning. First I had to attend college.）


  Q


  1. Why do you think the protagonist is invited to make his graduation speech before the town's big shots?


  2. When making thespeech,the protagonist inadvertently pronounces "social equality" where "social responsibility" isintended,thus causing a menacing silence and displeasure. Do you think this is merelya slip of tongue? Why?


  3.How do you understand themessage "Keep ThisNigger-Boy Running"?


  ■注释：


  1. I was in thecards,other things having been equal（orunequal）...：如果当时其他条件都不变的话（或者不平等）……,我这个人是注定要出现的。“equal”在这里的意思是“不变”,但是“unequal”的意思却不是“不变”的反义词,而是转为另一词义：“不平等”。这里,作者违反了一般情况下的表达原则,即：在同一句子或临近句子中多次使用同一个字词时,不应使用这个词的不同词义。但作者通过有意转变词义,一方面转指种族不平等的社会现实条件,另一方面获得独特的语言效果或深刻含义。“other things being equal”或“ceteris paribus”是在科学等领域常用的一个短语,表示“在其他变量都不变的情况下”,在这一假设条件下,可以准确描述被观察变量的行为规律。在西方惟理主义和自然主义决定论思想（Leibnez,Spinoza, Darwin等）影响下,这一方法被引申到人类行为,即,假设给定所有相关变量,任何个体人的行为即可预知。作者以此呼应前一句所说主人公并不是自然和历史的反常现象。读者可在这一决定论框架内比照作者表达的反历史决定论和存在主义思想,如飞去来器的含义、主人公的经历和观念等。


  2. "...all my born days..."：……在我有生之年……


  3. the Reconstruction：美国南北战争结束到联邦军队从南方撤出的一段历史时期（1865-1877）,南方在这期间恢复和巩固战后国家统一局面。


  4.'em：them


  5. agree'em：agree with them


  6. swoller：swallow


  7. Learn it to the younguns.：Teach it to the young ones.


  8. a smoker：非正式男子集会。


  9. Booker T. Washington：布克· T·华盛顿（1856-1915），美国黑人教育家、作家、演说家，对黑人运动持折中主义观点，主张黑人不一定要求平等的政治权利，但他们应该享有教育、工作和富足生活的权利。他的主张得到白人的支持并得到资助创立了塔斯克基学院。


  10....had knocked one of theirfriends out of a night's work.：使他们的一个朋友失去了一个晚上的工作。


  11. fire chiefs：消防部门负责人。


  12. shines：[贬]黑小子。


  13. kewpie doll：在娱乐场所作为奖品赠送的色彩鲜艳的玩具娃娃。


  14. hazing：学校老同学对新生的恶作剧。


  15....giveit to him right in the belly.：……朝他肚子上揍。


  16. cottonmouth：美国南部产的一种蝮蛇


  17. Let me atthat big nigger!：Let me get at thatbig nigger;让我来揍那个大个子黑鬼。


  18. sonsabitches：sons of bitches;骂人的话。


  19. coon：[贬]黑鬼。


  20. I got my money on the big boy.：我在大个子身上下了赌注。


  21. the M.C：the master of ceremonies


  22. sambo：[贬]黑鬼


  23. Leggo.：Let go（ofit）.


  24. that great leader and educator：指 Booker T.Washington，参见[注]9。接下来的引语体现了Booker T. Washington对黑人问题的政治主张。


  25. Them's years.：They are yours.


  26. To Whom It May Concern：致启者；英文信函中对不知名收信人的称呼方法。


  27. Keep This Nigger-Boy Running.：这句话的意义起源于黑奴时期传说的一个恶作剧：黑人到另一个农场找工作时必须持有白人农场主密封介绍信，另一个农场主没雇佣他，而是给了他另一封介绍信去找另一个雇主，这过程一次又一次地重复，直到最后他才知道每封信里只有一句话：Keep This Nigger-Boy Running.


  · Good Fiction is made of that which isreal，and reality is difficult tocome by. So much of it depends upon the individual's willingness to discover his true self,upon his defining himself — forthe time being at least — against his background.


  · The understanding of art depends finally upon one's willingness toextend one's humanity and one's knowledge of human life.


  ——Ralph Walda Ellisan


  Unit22 20th-century American Poets（Ⅱ）


  20世纪美国诗人（2）


  Robert Lowell （1917-1977）


  罗伯特·洛威尔


  ■作者简介


  罗伯特·洛威尔（Robert Lowell，1917-1977）出生于美国东海岸的新英格兰，与19世纪诗人詹姆斯·罗塞尔·洛威尔和20世纪意象派女诗人艾梅·洛威尔属于同一个家族。罗伯特在波士顿长大，先后在哈佛大学和俄亥俄州的凯尼思学院受过良好的教育。第二次世界大战期间，他曾因拒绝服兵役而被捕入狱。洛威尔对诗歌的风格进行过长期的试验与改革。他曾受到新批评派代表人物约翰·克罗·兰塞姆的重大影响，致力于创作形式传统、格律严谨、而内容却艰深晦涩的诗歌。50年代以后，他受“垮掉的一代”年轻诗人的影响，转向自由诗体。正当他大受赞扬时，他却又去尝试不押韵的十四行诗的形式。他的诗歌以关注现代社会中的腐败和追求精神价值为特点。1946年出版《威利爵爷的城堡》（Lord Weary's Castle），对美国社会的虚伪和罪恶进行了尖锐的揭露和批判。该诗集于第二年获普利策诗歌奖。以《人生的写照》（LifeStudies，1959）为代表的后期诗歌创作具有鲜明的忏悔性质，除了继续揭露时事政治问题外，还描写了个人的迷茫和痛苦。1960年，他获得美国国家图书奖。1963至1977 年间在哈佛大学任教。1973年，他的《海豚》（TheDolphin）再度获得普利策诗歌奖。
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  《臭鼬的时刻》


  ■赏析


  这首诗是洛威尔为酬答女诗人伊丽莎白·毕晓普（Elizabeth Bishop）为他所作的《犰狳》（The Amadillo）一诗而创作的。诗人似乎是在向朋友倾诉自己对生活的观察和感受，但作品中充满了怪诞的细节描写和悲凉的情绪色彩，像魔镜一般折射出了50年代末美国社会的喧嚣和不安。


  诗歌的前四节中展示了叙述者对三个不同人物的描述。第一个是一位富有的“女继承人”，她家境殷实、财大气粗，为了追求维多利亚时代特权阶层的那种清闲而不惜用重金买下了她视野所及的全部土地。第二个是位破产了的“百万富翁”，他仿佛就像货物一样被人从邮购清单上一笔勾销了，他的游艇也被卖给了一个捕虾人。第三位是个小店主，他装饰着店铺的门面，等待着在秋季开张，但叙述者直言不讳地告诉读者，开这样的小店挣不了什么钱，还不如去娶个有钱的女人。在这些生活图景的后面，诗人直觉地感到“这个季节出了毛病”，他阴晦的感官印象反映出了一种神经质的色彩:“红狐狸皮的斑点染红了秋日的蓝山。”那个小店单调的摘黄色装饰品也暗示出精神的躁动不安。


  紧接着三个诗节讲叙述者夜晚驾车爬上一个小山顶，看见那儿停满了谈情说爱的年轻人在野外幽会的汽车。情人们在漆黑夜幕的遮掩下尽情地寻欢作乐。这时他头脑中又出现了幻觉:那些整齐排列的汽车仿佛就像是城市上空的一片坟茔，而从某辆汽车里传出的刺耳音乐更使他倍感孤独和精神痛苦。他甚至怀疑自己是否已经精神错乱。


  在最后两个诗节中，叙述者转而描述臭鼬。它们在月光下外出觅食，足迹遍及闹市的大街和教堂的尖顶。一只母臭鼬领着一群小臭鼬大摇大摆地在垃圾堆上寻食变质丢弃的奶油，全然不顾叙述者在一旁的观察。它们那种肆无忌惮地追逐蝇利的形象正是现代美国社会中人欲横流的绝妙写照。


  Skunk Hour


  （ForElizabeth Bishop）


  Nautilus Island's 1 hermit


  heiress still livesthrough winter in her Spartan Cottage;


  her sheep still graze above the sea.


  Her son's a bishop. Her farmer


  is first selectman 2 in our village，


  she's in her dotage.


  Thirsting for


  the hierarchic privacy


  of Queen Victoria's century 3,


  she buys up all


  the eyesores facing her shore,


  and lets them fall.


  The season's ill —


  we've lost our summer millionaire,


  who seemed to leap from an L. L Bean 4


  catalogue. His nine-knot yawl 5


  was auctioned offto lobstermen.


  A red fox stain 6 covers Blue Hill.


  And now our fairy


  decorator brightens his shop for fall;


  hisfishnet's filledwith orange cork，


  orange,his cobbler's bench and awl 7;


  there is no money in his work,


  he'd rather marry.


  One darknight,


  my Tudor 8 Ford climbed the hill's skull 9;


  I watched for love-cars. Lights turned down，


  they laytogether,hull to hull,


  where the graveyard shelves on the town....


  My mind's not right.


  A car radio bleats，


  "Love,O careless Love ..." I hear


  my ill-spirit sob ineach blood cell，


  as if my hand were at its throat....


  I myself am hell 10;


  nobody's here—


  onlyskunks,that search


  in the moonlight for a bite to eat.


  They march on their soles up Main Street:


  white stripes, moonstruck eyes' redfire


  under the chalk-dry and spar spire


  of the Trinitarian Church 11.


  I stand on top


  of our back steps and breathe the rich air —


  a mother skunk with her column of kittens swillsthe garbage pail.


  She jabs her wedge-head in the cup


  of sour cream, drops her ostrich tail,


  and willnot scare.


  Q


  1.The poem's titleis "Skunk Hour," what is the implication of thistitle?


  2. Does the society appear normal in the narrator's eye?


  3. What is the reaction of the narrator when he hears the music from the car radio?


  ■注释：


  1. Nautilus Island：（缅因州卡斯廷的）鹦鹉螺岛。


  2. selectman：村长。


  3. Queen Victoria's century：维多利亚女王时代，指19世纪后半期。


  4. L.L. Bean：位于缅因州自由港的一个邮购商店，专门销售体育用品和野营设备。


  5. nine-knotyawl：一种每小时能航行9海里的大型海上游艇。


  6. red fox stain：缅因州的山上以秋天的红枫叶而著称。


  7. cobbler's bench and awl：鞋匠的凳子和锥子在这个小店里主要是当作古董和摆设。


  8. Tudor： two-door;这是汽车生产厂家为一种两门的小汽车所起的名字，以求跟英国的“都铎”王朝谐音。


  9. the hill's skull：小山的骷髅头，这儿显然是暗示耶稣受难的骷髅山（Calvary）。因为“Calvary”在拉丁语中意为“skull”。


  10.I myself am hell：“我自己就是地狱”——这是诗人引用弥尔顿《失乐园》第四卷第75行中撒旦的一句著名独白。


  11. the Trinitarian Church：（天主教）三位一体修道会的教堂。


  Elizabeth Bishop（1911一1979）


  伊丽莎白·毕晓普


  ■作者简介


  伊丽莎白.毕晓普（Elizabeth Bishop， 1911-1979）出生于美国马萨诸塞州的伍斯特市。由于她才8个月大时就丧失了父亲，母亲便带她投奔了位于加拿大的娘家。在她5岁时，母亲也因病被送入了精神病院，所以说毕晓普幼年时主要是跟随外祖父母在加拿大的新斯科舍省长大的。6岁多时，美国的祖父母又强行将她带回了伍斯特市。童年时代这些波折在她的心灵里打下了深深的烙印。1934年，她毕业于瓦瑟学院，并在那儿获学士学位。随后便只身前往欧洲和非洲旅行，最终于1938年在美国的佛罗里达州的基韦斯特定居下来。但四年以后，她又移居墨西哥。50至60年代的大部分时间她是在巴西里约热内卢附近的甫得罗波利斯度过的。大学毕业以后，她结识了玛莉安·莫尔（Marianne Moore），后者作为密友和精神导师给予了她很大的影响，无其是她通过描写动植物等普通而具体的生活细节来揭示深藏的真理这一手法直接启发了毕晓普后来的诗歌创作。毕晓普与同时代著名诗人罗伯特·洛威尔（Robert Lowell）也是好友，经常互相唱和及交换诗篇，但他俩的创作风格却迥然不同。总的来说，洛威尔的作品经常直抒胸怀，具有自白型的风格，而毕晓普则力求客观和精确地刻画某一特定事物的某个侧面，从而间接地传达诗人自己的感情和体验。她的第一部诗集《北方与南方》（North andSouth，1946）描写的就是她在南北各地生活经历的写生和感受，其中不乏机智和幽默。她写诗追求千倕百炼，因而进展很慢，对于发表作品也很慎重，所以在她的《诗集》（Collected Poems， 1955）中总共才收录了近百首作品。然而她的诗歌技巧极其精湛，而且形式多变，并无定规。所以该书出版后便赢得了美国诗坛的普遍尊重，并为她获得了普利策奖。她的最后一本诗集《地理Ⅲ》（Geography Ⅲ，1976）终于奠定了她作为一位当代美国著名诗人的牢固地位。伊丽莎白·毕晓普于1964年成为美国诗人学会的会员，并于1966至1979年间任该学会的会长。1979年，她在马萨诸塞州的坎布里奇逝世。


  《候诊室里》


  ■赏析


  在《候诊室里》这首创作于70年代的诗歌中，伊丽莎白·毕晓普探索了自己从小养成对细节特殊兴趣背后的动机和根源。


  诗中叙述的是1918年她快7岁时跟姑姑去牙医诊所的一次经历。姑姑在看牙的时候，腼腆的小姑娘就一个人坐在挤满了陌生大人们的候诊室里。为了免于尴尬和消磨时光，她便捡起了一本放在候诊室里的《国家地理杂志》，专心致志地看了起来。杂志中的内容对于一个不满7岁的小姑娘眼里是既新奇又恐怖的；例如进发着岩浆和烟灰的火山、脚蹬大靴子和头带遮阳帽的探险家、即将成为食人生番腹中美餐的死尸，以及浑身赤裸、乳房奇大的野蛮部落黑人女郎。世界向这位小姑娘展现了她闻所未闻的一种陌异感。正在这时，从牙诊室里传来了她姑姑的一声痛苦喊叫，这撕心裂肺的喊叫声就像是发自内心，使小姑娘感到了极大的震撼。在随之产生的幻觉之中，叙述者似乎灵魂出窍，把自己跟姑姑和诊室里所有的其他人都视为了一体。整个人类在陌异的和充满原始和野蛮力量的世界面前感到了一种难以驾驭的恐惧。这是一种奇异的感觉，对于一个不满7岁的小女孩来说，它无疑具有一种不可理喻的神秘感。


  然而，这首诗毕竟不是一个小女孩的涂鸦之举，而是一位60多岁女诗人的精心杰作。从头至尾，无不体现出诗人对于细节的重视和精确把握。在诗的开头和结尾，诗人都明确指明了这个牙诊室位于马萨诸塞州的伍斯特，即诗人在新英格兰的故乡。时间是在早春二月，气侯依然非常寒冷，但是厚厚的积雪已经开始融化，候诊室里的人全都穿着保暖防水套鞋和长大衣，室外也是一片泥泞。小姑娘由于怕羞，一直不敢在陌生人面前抬起头来，而是埋头看杂志，一口气就从封面一直看到结尾。即使是在感到陌异和恶惧的时候，她也只是偷偷地斜眼瞟别人一眼，目光始终没有超过别人的膝盖，看到的只是别人的裤子、裙子和靴子，还有在灯光下的一双双手。诗歌中的叙述语言精练而又准确，并且常常接杂着一些双关语。例如：“Suddenly，from inside， / came an oh! of pain ...”。根据上下文，我们可以断定“inside”一词指的是“牙诊室内”，然而读到后面，我们又渐渐领悟到，它也可以是指小姑娘的内心深处。另外，诗人在诗中两次点明候诊室中发生事件的其时间背景为1918年2 月；诗歌结尾处又画龙点睛地添了一句：“The War was on”（“第一次世界大战仍在进行”）。这样就使读者一下子就把发生在候诊室中一件小事跟当时的整个世界形势紧紧联系在一起，并使他们更加深切地感受到了世界的陌异感和那股野蛮力量的威摄力。


  一叶知秋，这篇短诗的上述特点恰如其分地反映了伊丽莎白·毕晓普诗歌创作的一些基本特征。这也就是为什么它经常作为她的代表作而被收入各种不同的诗歌选集。


  In the Waiting R o o m


  InWorcester,Massachusetts,


  I went with Aunt Consuelo


  to keep her dentist's appointment


  and sat and waited for her


  in the dentist's waiting room.


  It was winter. It got dark


  early. The waiting room


  was full of grown-up people,


  arctics 1 and overcoats,


  lamps and magazines.


  My aunt was inside


  what seemed like a long time


  and while I waited I read


  the National Geographic


  （I couldread）and carefully


  studied the photographs:


  the inside of a volcano,


  black,and full of ashes;


  then it was spilling over


  in rivulets 2 of fire.


  Osaand Martin Johnson 3


  dressed in ridingbreeches,


  laced boots, and pith helmets 4.


  A dead man slung on a pole


  —"Long Pig," 5 the caption said.


  Babies with pointed heads


  wound round and round with string;


  black,naked women with necks


  wound round and round with wire


  like the necks of light bulbs.


  Their breasts were horrifying.


  I read it right straight through.


  I was too shy to stop.


  And then I looked at the cover:


  the yellow margins, the date.


  Suddenly,from inside,


  came an oh! of pain 6


  —Aunt Gonsuelo’s voice —


  not very loud or long.


  I wasn't at all surprised;


  even then I knew she was


  a foolish, timid woman.


  I might have been embarrassed,


  but wasn't. What took me


  completely by surprise


  was that it was me:


  my voice, in my mouth.


  Without thinking at all


  I was my foolish aunt,


  I— we — werefalling,falling,


  our eyes glued to the cover


  of the National Geographic,


  February,1918.


  I said tomyself:three days


  and you'll be seven years old.


  I was saying it to stop


  the sensation of falling off


  the round, turning world,


  into cold, blue-black space.


  But Ifelt:you are an I,


  you are an Elizabeth,


  you are one of them.


  Why should you be one, too?


  I scarcely dared to look


  to see what it was I was.


  I gave a sidelong glance


  —I couldn't look any higher—


  at shadowy grayknees,


  trousers and skirts and boots


  and different pairs of hands


  lying under the lamps.


  I knew that nothing stranger


  had ever happened, that nothing


  stranger could ever happen.


  Why should I be my aunt,


  or me,or anyone?


  What similarities —


  boots,hands,the family voice


  I feltin my throat, or even


  the National Geographic


  and those awful hanging breasts —


  held us all together


  or made us all just one?


  How — Ididn,t know any


  word for it — how "unlikely"...


  How had Icome to be here,


  likethem,and overhear


  a cry of pain that could have


  got loud and worse but hadn't?


  The waiting room was bright


  and too hot. It was sliding


  beneath a big black wave,


  another,and another.


  Then Iwas back in it.


  The War was on. Outside,


  inWorcester,Massachusetts,


  were night and slush 7 and cold,


  and it was still the fifth


  of February, 1918.


  Q


  1. How old was the poet when she visited the dentist's waiting room in Worcester,Massachusetts in 1918?


  2. Is there any relationship between the painful cry of her aunt and the date on the cover of the NationalGeographic?


  3. What does the narrator find out with a surprise?


  4. Why does she identify herself with her aunt and others?


  5. Whom does the narrator refer to as "you" in the second stanza?


  6. Why does she feel so strange at that moment?


  7.The brightly-lit waiting room forms a sharp contrast with the dark and cold night outside. What symbolic meaning do you think the dark night might have?


  ■注释：


  1. arctics：保暖防水套鞋


  2. rivulets：小河，小溪


  3. Osa and MartinJohnson：20世纪初美国著名的旅行家和游记作家


  4. pith helmets：遮阳帽


  5. Long Pig：人肉（太平洋群岛上食人生番用语）


  6. Suddenly, from inside,/came an oh!of pain：突然间，从屋内传出“噢！”的一声痛苦叫喊。


  7. slush：雪泥，烂泥


  Theodore Roethke （1908-1963）


  西奥多·罗特克


  ■作者简介


  西奥多·罗特克（Theodore Roethke， 1908-1963）在密歇根州的萨吉诺出生并长大。曾就读于密歇根大学和哈佛大学。毕业后在宾夕法尼亚大学和华盛顿大学担任过英语教职。在业余时间他经常在父亲的暖房里帮助干活，从小对于植物和花卉的挚爱也反映在他的诗歌创作之中。他的诗歌诙谐机智、优美抒情，具有浓郁的生活气息和深刻的哲理。罗特克无其擅长利用娴熟的诗歌技巧巧妙地控制诗歌的韵律和节奏，往往使读者在还没完全理解他作品的含义之前就已经被它们的音乐之美所吸引。1954年，他的诗集《苏醒》（The WakingPoems，1953）获普利策诗歌奖。在他逝世以后，他的主要诗歌作品都被收入《诗集》（The Collected Poems，1966）一书之中，他的诗歌理论著述和讲稿则被收入另一本书：《论诗人及其技巧》（On the Poet and HisCraft：Selected Prose，1965）。


  《苏醒》


  ■赏析


  “我苏醒亦是睡梦”——这个悖论历来是诗人们所津津乐道的一个主题。17世纪英国诗人弥尔顿在其十四行诗《悼亡妻》的末尾有这样一个名句：“我苏醒，她逃走，白昼又带回我的黑夜。”这样的描写对于一位盲诗人来说是真实可信的，因在睡梦中他还可以毫无障碍地自由翱翔，但一醒过来，便会真切地感受到了失明的痛苦，眼前一片漆黑。19世纪末的霍普金斯也写过同一个题目，《我苏醒，感受到的是可怕的黑暗，并非白昼》。这儿的黑暗是一种比喻，指精神上的空虚和彷徨。罗特克在下面这首诗中也是采用了暗喻的手法，写出了貌似荒唐但却包含深刻哲理的优秀作品。


  作为全诗核心的分别是第一行“我苏醒亦是睡梦，故不急于苏醒”和第三行“我通过走必须走的路来学习生活”。其他诗行都是围绕这两行展开的，起了烘托这两行诗的陪衬作用。


  这首诗采用的是一种源于中世纪法国、被称为回旋诗的特殊诗歌体裁，这种诗歌体裁共分五个诗节，每节三行，最后一个诗节是四行。而且全诗的第1行在第6、12和18行得以重复，第3行则在第9、15和19行得以重复。而且上述这两行在诗歌的末尾是以连续的形式出现，因而凸现了它们在诗中的重要地位。此外，尾韵的格式为aba aba aba aba aba abaa，形式工整，读起来颇有抑扬顿挫的感觉。


  The Waking


  I wake to sleep, and take my waking slow.


  I feel my fate in what I cannot fear.


  I learn by going where I have to go 1.


  We think by feeling.2 What is there to know?


  I hear my being dance from ear to ear.3


  I wake tosleep，and take my waking slow.


  Of those so close beside me, which are you?


  God bless the Ground! Ishall walk softly there,


  And learn by going where I have to go.


  Light takes the Tree; but who can tell us how?


  The lowly worm climbs up a winding stair;


  I wake to sleep, and take my waking slow.


  Great Nature has another thing to do


  To you and me; so take the lively air，


  And，lovely,learn by going where to go.


  This shaking keeps me steady.4 I should know.


  What fallsaway is always. And isnear.5


  I wake to sleep, and take my waking slow.


  I learn by going where I have to go.


  Q


  1. How do you explain the paradox of “I wake to sleep"?


  2. What does Great Nature have to do with the reader?


  3. Please explain the meaning of the sentence:"What falls away is always.'


  ■注释：


  1.I learn by going where I haveto go.：我通过走必须走的路来学习生活。参照《新约》中《路迦福音》15章11节有关浪子回头的故事。


  2. We think by feeling.：我们思想跟着感觉走。罗特克在《论诗人及其技巧》一书中解释说：“这其实是对一位用身体感官来思维的玄学派诗人的描述：一种思想对于他来说可以像一朵花的气味或头上受到的一击那样真实。而那些有幸可以把全部感官都用于思维过程的人往往思想更为敏捷，更经常地从一个状态跳到另一个状态。”


  3.I hear my being dance from ear toear.：我听见自我在头脑中翩翩起舞。


  4. This shaking keeps me steady.：这种变化使我头脑清醒。


  5.... always ... near：指时间的流失。离现在最近的时间总是会流逝的。


  Allen Ginsberg （1926-1997）


  艾伦·金斯堡


  ■作者简介


  艾伦·金斯堡（Allen Ginsberg，1926-1997）是战后“垮掉的一代”文学运动中的主要代表诗人。他的长诗《嚎叫》（HOWl，1956）成了该运动的一个象征。他出生于一个诗人的家庭，母亲患有精神病。他在纽约哥伦比亚大学求学时，就已经表现出强烈的反叛倾向，经常与学校当局发生冲突。1948年，他离开了哥伦比亚大学，开始到处游荡，以打杂谋生。他的第一部成名之作《嚎叫》极大地震撼了当时的文坛，因为诗中所描述的同性恋、吸毒、佛教教义等内容充满了感官刺激、狂热和预言，逼真地表现了当时的青年一代对于社会的反叛心理。此后他不断地出版诗集，并且到全国各地巡回朗诵自己的作品。他还周游世界，到处拜访著名诗人，研究东方的宗教。他后期的作品带有越来越浓厚的宗教色彩。虽然他在成名并当上名牌大学的英语教授以后，也开始衣冠楚楚地出入于上流社会的社交场所，但他的名字却始终是与颓废和反叛的“垮掉的一代”紧密联系在一起的。


  《加利福尼亚州的一个超级市场》


  ■赏析


  14世纪的英国“诗歌之父”乔叟曾在《公爵夫人之书》中描绘过他深夜阅读浪漫传奇故事后所做的一个梦。在下面这首诗中，20世纪的美国诗人金斯堡步乔叟的后尘，也追述了他在某夜翻阅惠特曼诗歌时所产生的幻觉。他仿佛感觉自己正经过加州的一个水果超市，看到了那儿令人垂涎欲滴的各色新鲜水果和熙熙攘攘的购物家庭。在人群中，他突然瞥见了已故的西班牙诗人洛卡在选购西瓜，而美国诗人沃尔特·惠特曼则在肉柜前挑挑拣拣，大声询问每一位售货员：“谁是卖猪排的？它们卖多少钱？你是我的天使吗？”于是诗人也走进了超市，悄悄地跟随在惠特曼后面。身后似乎还有超市的保安在监视。他们在超市里转了一圈又一圈，挑选了每一种冰冻的海鲜，但是惠特曼似乎仍没有离去的念头。接着就是诗人对惠特曼提出的一连串问题：“商店快关门了。怎么还不走？晚上去哪儿？继续逛街吗？回家路上我们会梦见过去那个充满爱的美利坚吗？”在诗歌的结尾，金斯堡亲切地称惠特曼为“亲爱的父亲”，并好奇地问他，在到达冥河彼岸后，眺望卡戎的渡船于忘河远处消失时，身边究竟有些什么样的美国人。


  跟惠特曼一样，金斯里在这首诗中也力图反映平民化的美国社会，而水果超市正是20世纪中期这种社会的一个典型缩影。超市中形形色色的进口水果象征了美国社会的移民特征和多无文化。洛卡、惠特曼和金斯堡这三位诗人在诗中全都混迹于拥挤的顾客人群之中。然而最使金斯堡感兴趣的是惠特曼所描绘过的那个生机勃勃、充盈着爱的19世纪美国社会与他自己所处的20世纪现代美国之间究竟有些什么根本的区别。


  在诗歌形式上，金斯堡也模仿了前辈诗人惠特曼散文化的自由诗体裁，并像后者那样刻意攫取了大量的具体事物细节，如水果超市中各种进口水果的名称等。诗人在向惠特曼连续发问时，用圆括号加上了一个插入语：“我翻阅了你的书，梦见了我们在超市中漫长的购物过程，并感到荒唐。”它一下子就把读者从诗意的梦幻中拉回到了理性的现实。


  A Supermarket in California


  What thoughts Ihave of you tonight, Walt Whitman, for I walked down the sidestreets under the trees with a headache self-conscious looking at the full moon.


  In my hungry fatigue,and shopping for images 1, I went into the neon fruit supermarket, dreaming of your enumerations 2!


  What preachers and what penumbras! Whole families shopping at night! Aisles full ofhusbands! Wives in the avocados, babies in the tomatoes!— and you, Garcia Lorca 3, what were you doing down by the watermelons?


  I saw you, Walt Whitman, childless,lonely old grubber, poking among the meats in therefrigerator and eyeing the grocery boys.


  I heard you asking questions ofeach：Who killed the pork chops? What price bananas?Are you my Angel?


  I wandered in and out of the brilliant stacks of cans following you, and followed in myimagination by the store detective.


  We strode down the open corridors together in our solitary fancy tasting artichokes， possessing every frozen delicacy, and never passing the cashier.


  Where are we going, Walt Whitman? The doors close in an hour. Which way does yourbeard point tonight?


  （I touch your book and dream of our odyssey 4 in the supermarket and feel absurd.）


  Will we walk all night through solitary street? The trees add shade to shade, lights out in the houses, we'll both be lonely.


  Will we stroll dreaming of the lost America of love past blue automobiles in driveways, home to our silent cottage?


  Ah, dear father, graybeard,lonely old courage-teacher, what America did you have when Charon 5 quit poling his ferry and you got out on a smoking bank and stood watching the boat disappear on the black waters of Lethe 6?


  Q


  1. All through the poem, the speaker is addressing to Walt Whitman. Is this poem about Walt Whitman or about modern America?


  2.If Whitman were alive today, do you think he would frequent the supermarket? State your reasons.


  3. What is speaker's reaction to modern America?


  ■注释：


  1. shopping for images：寻找意象，即寻找写诗的灵感。


  2. enumerations：所列举的具体事物细节。惠特曼的许多诗中都列有他所观察到的大量事物细节。


  3. Garcia Lorca：1936年西班牙内战时被右翼分子杀害的西班牙诗人，全名为Federico Garcia Lorca[image: figure_0298_0063][image: figure_0298_0064]。他曾经写过一首《沃尔特·惠特曼颂歌》，收在他的诗集《纽约诗人》之中。


  4. odyssey：漫长的行程。这个词由古希腊英雄奥德赛（Odyssey）的人名引申而来，因为奥德赛在特洛伊战争后回家的旅途中漫游了十年。


  5. Charon：卡戎是古希腊神话中在阴间把死人的灵魂运到冥河彼岸的船夫。


  6. Lethe：古希腊神话中阴间的忘河。死人的灵魂只要喝了这河里的水，就会忘记思念亲人的悲伤。


  Sylvia Plath （1932-1963）


  西尔维亚·普拉斯


  ■作者简介


  西尔维亚·普拉斯（Sylvia Plath，1932-1963）是20世纪美国文坛上一颗耀眼的新星。她出生在波士顿，在当地的史密斯学院和哈佛大学受到了良好的教育,同时开始在诗坛上崭露头角。毕业后，她获得了优厚的奖学金，去英国的剑桥大学深造，并在那儿跟著名的英国诗人特德·休斯相识、结婚。但她后来又被史密斯学院聘为教师,重新回到了美国。直到1959年，她才随丈夫和两个孩子正式移居英国。她的诗集包括《巨人》（The Colossus, 1960）、《小精灵》（Ariel, 1965）和《冬天的树》（WinterTrees,1971），大都描写孤寂、没落、死亡和自杀等题材，整个基调比较忧郁和压抑。她惟一的小说《钟状的罐子》（The Bell Jar, 1963）是以维多利亚·卢卡斯的笔名于1963年出版的。作品描写一位女大学生因精神错乱企图自杀，但最后获救的故事。同年，普拉斯因丈夫移情别恋而真的精神错乱，在家里打开煤气开关自杀身亡。本来她的小说出版后默默无闻，但当它于1966年以她的真名重新出版后声名鹊起，获得巨大的成功。1950—1963年间她写给母亲的信也于1975年结集出版，题为《写回家的信》（Letters Home）。


  《雪莉角》


  ■赏析


  雪莉角是在波士顿附近海边的一个地名，读者即使没有去过新英格兰的海边，也可以通过普拉斯的这首诗歌而感觉身临其境，获得一个极其生动的印象。当然，假如读者去过那儿的话，更会为女诗人入木三分的精确描写而感叹不已。


  诗中甚为关键的语调和意境都令人深切感受到，大海这个咄咄逼人的入侵者具有足以改变海岸线和侵犯沿海居民家园的强大自然力量。然而在诗中还有一个在精力、进取心和个性等方面敢于跟大海抗衡的人物，那就是叙述者的祖母。后者不畏艰险和风高浪急，曾经顽强地守在她那座位于海岸边上的房子里。海浪曾经挟着沉船的舷木冲进过地窖的窗户，更有凶猛的鲨鱼被海浪冲上岸，糟蹋过屋后的花圃。然而这些险情都不曾吓走老祖母，因为她已经全身心地融入了这大海边上的风景。如今，叙述者的祖母已经去世20 年了，而雪莉角的海岸线上的景色也已经开始有了变化。尽管大海的自然力量最终占据了上风，但是老祖母的那种顽强精神和她对生活的执着和热爱仍然在那儿留下了痕迹。


  普拉斯善于用细节描写来烘托整首诗的气氛和主题。灰色、白色和黄褐色的海浪不仅逼真地再现了大海的景色，更表现出了诗中的不同意境。祖母身上的那种顽强意志在叙述者眼中似乎跟海浪的灰色紧密联系在一起。次色似乎还象征着自然界变化的缓慢和单调。海水日复一日地冲刷着海岸线，吞噬着雪莉角的沙土。但是诗歌末尾那个血红的夕阳跟海边的灰色背景形成了一个鲜明的对比，给人以一种悲壮的感觉。


  Point Shirley


  From Water-Tower Hill to the brick prison


  The shingle booms, bickering under


  The sea's collapse.


  Snowcakes break and welter. This year


  The gritted wave leaps


  The seawall and drops onto a bier


  Of quahog chips 1,


  Leaving a salty mash of ice to whiten


  In my grandmother's sand yard. She is dead,


  Whose laundry snapped and froze here, who


  Kept house against


  What the sluttish, rutted 2 sea could do.


  Squall waves once danced


  Ship timbers through the cellar window;


  A thresh-tailed, lanced


  Shark littered in the geranium bed —


  Such collusion of mulish 3 elements


  She wore her broom straws to the nub 4.


  Twenty years out


  Of her hand;the house still hugs ineach drab


  Stucco socket 5


  The purpleegg-stones:from Great Head's knob


  To the filled-in Gut


  The sea in its cold gizzard 6 ground those rounds.


  Nobody wintering 7 now behind


  The planked-up windows where she set


  Her wheat leaves


  And apple cakes to cool. What is it


  Survives， grieves


  So, over this battered, obstinate spit


  Of gravel? The waves'


  Spewed relicsclicker masses in the wind，


  Gray waves the stub-necked eiders 8 ride.


  A labor of love, and that labor lost.


  Steadily the sea


  Eats at Point Shirley. She died blessed，


  And I come by


  Bones,bones only, pawed and tossed，


  A dog-faced sea.


  The sun sinks under Boston, bloody red.


  I would get from these dry-papped 9 stones


  The milk your love instilled in them.


  The black ducks dive.


  And though your graciousness might stream,


  And I contrive,


  Grandmother,stones are nothing of home


  To that spumiest 10 dove.


  Against both bar and tower the black sea runs.


  Q


  1. Can you explain why the narrator should describe the sea as "thesluttish，rutted sea"?


  2.Why does the narrator later call the sea in the last stanza but one "the dog-faced sea"?


  3. What does the "bloody red" setting sun symbolize?


  ■注释：


  1. quahog chips：帘蛤壳的碎片。帘蛤是新英格兰海边常见的一种水中软体生物。


  2. rutted：发情时的。


  3. mulish：像骡一样犟的。


  4. She wore her broom straws to the nub：她扫帚上的草都磨光了，用得只剩下根残柄。


  5. Stucco socket：灰泥的托座。


  6.gizzard：[口语]胃，内脏。


  7. wintering：过冬。


  8. the stub-necked eiders：短脖子的线鸭。


  9. dry-papped：用软食喂养的。


  10. spumiest：最像泡沫的，纯白的。


  Robert Hayden （1913-1980）


  罗伯特·海登


  ■作者简介


  罗伯特·海登（Robert Hayden， 1913-1980）出生在美国的汽车城底特律，从小就显示出很高的文学天分，并分别在韦思州立大学和密歇根大学受过良好的教育。在被聘为密歇根大学的英语教授之前，他曾在菲斯克大学教过20多年的书。同时他还在报刊杂志上发表了大量的诗歌作品。1966年，他在塞内加尔首都达喀尔召开的“第一届黑人艺术世界节”被授予英语诗歌奖。1975年，他被选入了美国诗人全国学会。后来又两次被聘为国会图书馆的诗歌顾问。他在20世纪后半期的美国黑人文坛和美国诗坛都享有崇高的声誉。


  《弗雷德里克·道格拉斯》


  ■赏析


  弗雷德里克·道格拉斯1818年出身于马里兰州的一个种植园中，原名弗雷德里克·奥古斯塔斯·华盛顿·贝利。尽管他的父亲是种植园的白人总管，但由于他的母亲是黑奴，弗雷德里克一生下来就成了奴隶。8岁时，他被主人送到巴尔的摩的一个白人家庭做仆人，在那期间，他以惊人的毅力自学扫盲，掌握了读写的能力。在25岁时，他从原种植园逃往马萨诸塞州的新贝德福德，为躲避追捕而改名为道格拉斯。之后，他逐渐展示了自己的出色才华，成为北方废奴主义事业的代言人和19世纪美国黑人的精神领袖，并且曾经在政府中担任过要职，如华盛顿市的警察局长和美国驻海地公使兼总领事。


  海顿在1941年—1946年间曾经致力于创作一部旨在反映美国内战和废奴斗争、题为《黑矛》（Black Spear）的大型十四行诗集，为此他阅读了大量的有关历史文献。虽然这个计划最后并改有变为现实，但是他为此写下的一些诗歌佳作却流传了下来，其中《弗雷德里克·道格拉斯》是其中最有代表性的一首。该诗所表达的主题为自由的蕴义。为了说明道格拉斯为之奋斗终生的自由是全人类最基本的价值观念，诗人特地使用了“大地”、“空气”、心的舒张和收缩，以及“反射作用”等与自然、宇宙和人体息息相关的意象。因而道格拉斯不仅是在为美国黑人争取自由和解放，他同时也是在为全人类作出伟大贡献。


  该诗虽然正好是14行，但它并没有遵循传统十四行诗诗歌形式的局限，如每一行必须是抑扬格五音部，以及画定的尾韵搭配等。除了第一行之外，其他诗行的第一个字母也没有大写。整首诗以自然的节奏和对各细节的反复渲染一气呵成，其中心只有一个完整的句子：“此人（道格拉斯）必将永垂不朽。”


  Frederick Douglass


  When it is finallyours,this freedom, thisliberty,this beautiful


  and terrible thing, needful to man as air,


  usable as earth; when it belongs at last to all,


  when it is truly instinct, brainmatter,diastole 1,systole 2,


  reflex action; when it is finally won; when it is more


  than the gaudy mumbo jumbo 3 of politicians：


  this man, this Douglass, this former slave, this Negro


  beaten to his knees, exiled, visioning a world


  where none islonely,none hunted, alien,


  this man, superb in love and logic, this man


  shall be remembered. Oh, not with statues' rhetoric,


  not with legends and poems and wreaths of bronzealone,


  but with the lives grown out of his life, the lives


  fleshing his dream 4 of the beautiful, needful thing.


  Q


  1. In thispoem，freedom is both "beautiful" and a "terrible thing." Can you explain the exact meaning of this paradox?


  2. What makes Frederick Douglass representative of freedom?


  3. For what kind of things will Frederick Douglass be remembered?


  ■注释：


  1. diastole：[医]心舒张。


  2. systole：[医]心收缩。


  3. mumbo jumbo：晦涩难懂的话。


  4. fleshing his dream：生动地体现了他的梦想。


  Robert Bly（1926-）


  罗伯特·布莱


  ■作者简介


  罗伯特·布莱（Robert Bly）于1926年12月23日出生于明尼苏达州的首府麦迪逊。他在读完了哈佛大学的本科生课程以后，1956年又在衣阿华大学获得了硕士学位。作为诗人、编辑和诗歌翻译家，布莱的诗歌创作对于当代美国诗坛产生了很大的影响。他亲自创作出版的诗集达30多部，其中《围绕全身的灵光》（The Light Around the Body， 1967）一书曾获得美国国家图书奖。作为《六十年代》（The Sixties）的编辑，布莱曾向美国读者介绍过许多不大知名的欧洲和南美诗人，以及一些中国古典诗人。在这一方面，他并不满足于向别人组稿，而是经常自己动笔翻译这些诗歌作品。同时他还编辑了众多十分受读者欢迎的诗集。除诗歌之外，他也写下了不少非虚构性的散文作品。所有这些都为他赢得了各种令人称羡的荣誉，他先后获得过古根海姆基金会、洛克菲勒基金会和国家艺术基金会的奖金。


  值得一提的是，布莱对于中国的古典诗歌评价颇高。他不仅亲手翻译过陶渊明和杜甫的诗歌，并且认为自己得益于中国古典诗歌的清新意象和风格技巧。20世纪70年代末，我国已故的王佐良教授在澳大利亚曾经与布莱有过一段比较密切的交往。他写于80年代初的文章，“诗人布莱一夕谈”（《中外文学之间》，江苏人民出版社，1984），也许最早向中国读者介绍了布莱后现代主义诗歌理论和创作特色。另外，赵毅衡也在《美国现代诗选》（外国文学出版社，1985）中翻译了布莱的14首作品。


  罗伯特·布莱迄今依然健在，与妻子和三个孩子一起住在明尼苏达州西部的一个农场里。


  《在轰炸河内时驾车穿越明尼苏达州》


  ■赏析


  第二次世界大战以后，越南共产党所领导的武装力量在奠边府战役中一举打败了法国军队，法国殖民政府岌岌可危。1954年，日内瓦国际会议决议以北纬17度为界，把越南分成了南、北两个部分。美国政府支持的吴庭艳南越政府在与北越政府的斗争中节节败退，引起了南越政府内部的尖锐矛盾。1653年，南越军官们发动政变，吴庭艳遇刺身亡。但美国政府却反而加大了支持南越政府的力度。1965年，美军派飞机轰炸北越，并开始将地面部队派往越南。1968年，美军在越南的地面部队总兵力达到了55万人。越战进行得非常惨烈，南北双方都损失了大量的兵力，但是美军的加入最终还是没有挽回南越政府的败局。1973 年，内外交困的美国政府从越南撤回了全部军队。北越的军队于1975年攻克西贡，南越政府彻底垮台。


  布莱的诗歌《在轰炸河内时驾车穿越明尼苏达州》就是在这样的背景下写成的。它实际上是一首反战作品。一群从越南归来的老兵在夏日驾车出游，汽车在明尼苏达州的几个大湖之间穿行，窗外姹紫嫣红的美丽景色里现出颓败的迹象，长着白色羽毛的吐绶鸡已经纷纷离去。车内的气氛却突然变得凝重起来，因为收音机里刚刚广播了美军轰炸河内的消息。可怕的联想使每个人都提起了心，时间老人也在瞬间停住了脚步。美军在越南的遭遇就像电视画面一样，一幕幕出现在他们眼前：美军士兵们从直升飞机上向下疯狂地扫射，而下面的越南村民们血肉横飞，尸体遍野；还有越南青年被捕后遭受严刑拷打和电刑逼供。此时，车内的话题集中到了越战上。有人回忆起在越南服役时杀人的情景：“我为他感到遗憾，/便用滑膛枪崩碎了他的头。”这种血腥的回忆与窗外的美景格格不入。人们若有所失地盯着手中的酒杯，仿佛自己正在从美军的直升飞机上向下俯视，又仿佛看到了自己就像是《星球大战》中的黑衣太空战士，要为赎罪而去浪迹天涯，因为他们都曾经参加过这个血腥的战争，并杀戮过无辜的越南人民。


  就像布莱的其他诗歌作品一样，该作品也以“有深度的意象”见长。明尼苏达州的美丽自然风景与越战的血腥画面形成强烈的对比。诗人并没有向读者提供连贯和合乎逻辑的叙述，而只是提供了一系列令人印象深刻、且相互重叠的意象蒙太奇，让读者自己去进行想象。诗中的语言十分口语化，似乎是在追求电影的特殊效果，仅用片言只语就烘托出凝重的战争气氛，以及表达对越战的严厉谴责。


  Driving Through Minnesota During the Hanoi' Bombing


  We drive between lakes just turning green;


  Late June. The white turkeys have been moved


  To new grass.


  How long the seconds are in great pain!


  Terror just before death，


  Shoulders torn, shot


  From helicopters, the boy


  Tortured with the telephone generator 2,


  "I felt sorry for him,


  And blew his head offwith a shotgun."


  These instances become crystals,


  Particles


  The grass cannot dissolve. Our own gaiety


  Will end up


  InAsia,and inyour cup you will look down


  And see


  Black Starfighters 3,


  We were the ones we intended to bomb!


  Therefore we will have


  To go far away


  To atone


  For the sufferings of the stringy-chested 4


  And the small rice-fed ones 5, quivering


  In the helicopter like wildanimals,


  Shot in the chest, then to be questioned.


  Q


  1. Tell in your own words what happens in the poem.


  2. Paraphrase thesentence："How long the seconds are in great pain!"


  3. Who isthe speaker of the quotedsentence："I felt sorry for him, I And blew his head off with a shotgun."


  4. Why does the narrator see Black Starfighters?


  5. What isthe narrator's attitude towards the Vietnam War?


  ■注释：


  1. Hanoi：河内，原北越的首都。越南战争时期，美军对河内实施了狂轰滥炸。


  2. telephone generator：电话发电机


  3. Black Starfighters：电影《星球大战》中的黑衣太空战士


  4. stringy-chested：胸肌瘦而结实的


  5. rice-fed ones：吃大米长大的人，意指越南人。


  Maya Angelou（1928-）


  玛娅·安吉罗


  ■作者简介


  [image: figure_0306_0065]


  玛娅·安吉罗（Maya Angelou，1928-）无疑是目前美国文坛上最走红或在社会中知名度最高的诗人。作为社会活动家、演员、剧作家、作家和诗人，她是在媒体上出现最频繁的美国黑人之一。她原名玛格丽特·约翰逊，于1928年4月4日出生在圣路易斯城，并在实行种族隔离的阿肯色州农村长大。在艰苦的生活环境中，她刻苦学习，从小就喜爱莎士比亚和一些黑人作家和诗人的作品。凭着坚韧的毅力，她学会了法语、西班牙语、意大利语和西非的方言，并以优异的成绩完成了学业，获得博士学位。毕业后她开始了戏剧和舞蹈生涯。由于嫁给了一名南非的自由解放斗士，她曾随丈夫移居非洲，在开罗担任过当时中东惟一的英语报纸《阿拉伯观察员》的编辑，在加纳担任过《非洲通讯》的特写编辑，并在加纳大学任教。在60年代中，她应马丁·路德·金的请求，担任了美国南方基督教领袖会议的北方协调人。1975年，她获《女人之家》杂志该年度最佳女性奖。她先后出版了10部畅销书，并被多次提名普利策奖和国家图书奖。许多大学授予了她名誉博士学位。卡特总统曾任命她为国际妇女年全国执行委员会主席。福特总统也曾任命她主持美国两百年国庆特别委员会。1993年，在克林顿总统的就职仪式上，玛娅·安吉罗作为桂冠诗人朗诵了她的颂诗。


  《我仍将奋起》


  ■赏析


  安吉罗的代表诗作《我仍将奋起》被制作成了公益广告，多年来不断在美国各大电视台上播放，为广大电视观众所耳濡目染。这首诗歌作品是继马丁·路德·金的著名讲演《我有一个梦想》之后，美国黑人争取民权运动的又一重要代表作。跟其他的电视广告词一样，它被人们背得滚瓜烂熟。


  这则广告的电视画面是某黑人高中的毕业典礼：一群天真烂漫、充满着对于美好未来憧憬的男女黑人学生身着天蓝色的学袍，头戴学位帽，随着校长点到他们的名字，一个个昂首挺胸地站起身来，前去主席台领取他们的毕业证书。这时的画面背景是女诗人慷慨激昂的声音：


  走出标志历史耻辱的茅屋


  我奋起


  从基于痛苦之上的往昔


  我奋起


  我是黑色的海洋，浪高水阔，


  汹涌澎湃，驾驭着野性的潮汐。


  毕业生们脸上挂着灿烂的笑容，眼神里充满了无限的自豪。毕业典礼是他们生活中的一个新起点。他们中的大部分人将跨入高等学府继续深造，以便成为社会的栋梁。作为历史上黑人奴隶的后代，他们肩负的是整个民族的希望，是所有黑人的骄傲。在观众席上，他们的家长和老师凝神注视着这庄严的毕业典礼，显然按捺不住心中的喜悦和兴奋。女诗人突然提高了她的音调，用一连串重复强调的誓言将这神圣的时刻推向高潮:


  将恐怖的黑夜抛在身后


  我奋起


  走向光辉灿烂的黎明


  我奋起


  带着祖先给予的天赋


  作为奴隶的梦想和希望


  我奋起


  我奋起


  我奋起。


  这则以诗歌为素材的公益广告巧妙地结合了画面和音乐等各种媒体效果，具有极强的感染力，使人过目难忘。即使在看完广告之后很久，女诗人那苍劲激越的声音，以其特有的节奏和语调，仍会在你的耳边久久地萦绕。


  Still I Rise 1


  You may write me down in history


  With yourbitter,twisted lies,


  You may trod me in the very dirt


  But still, like dust, I'll rise.


  Does my sassiness 2 upset you?


  Why are you beset with gloom?


  'Cause I walk like I got oil wells


  Pumping in my living room.


  Just like moons and like suns,


  With the certainty of tides,


  Just like hopes springing high,


  StillI'll rise.


  Did you want to see me broken?


  Bowed head and lowered eyes?


  Shoulders falling down like teardrops,


  Weakened by my soulful cries.


  Does my haughtiness offend you?


  Don't you take it awful hard


  'Cause I laugh like I've got gold mines


  Diggin,4 in my own back yard.


  You may shoot me with your words,


  You may cut me with your eyes,


  You may kill me with yourhatefulness,


  But still, likeair,I'll rise.


  Does my sexiness upset you?


  Does it come as a surprise


  That I dance like I've got diamonds


  At the meeting of my thighs?


  Out of the huts of history's shame


  I rise


  Up from a past that's rooted in pain


  I rise


  I'm a black ocean, leaping and wide,


  Welling and swelling I bear in the tide 5.


  Leaving behind nights of terror and fear


  I rise


  Into a daybreak that's wondrous clear


  I rise


  Bringing the giftsthat my ancestors gave,


  I am the dream and the hope of the slave.


  I rise


  I rise


  I rise.


  Q


  1- What kind of person is the speaker in the poem?


  2. Similarly, what does "you" in the poem represent? Why isthis person so envious and afraid of the speaker?


  3. In the line "Bringing the giftsthat my ancestors gave," what do the "gifts" refer to? List some of them.


  ■注释:


  1. Still I Rise:我仍将奋起。"still”这个词在这儿的上下文中具有多层意义，它可以同时兼指“always”（永远）、"constantly"（不断地）、"nevertheless"（无论如何）和"all the same"（仍然）。


  2. sassiness:精神饱满。


  3.'Cause: because


  4. Diggin’=Digging


  5. I'm a blackocean,leaping andwide,/ Welling and swelling I bear in the tide:我是黑色的海洋，浪高水阔， /汹涌澎湃，驾驭着野性的潮汐。


  Unit23 Arthur Miller （1915-2005）


  阿瑟·米勒


  ■作者简介


  [image: figure_0310_0066]


  阿瑟·米勒（Arthur Miller, 1915-2005）,剧作家。出生于一个在30年代的大萧条中破产的犹太人外衣制造商家庭。米勒家庭的不幸使他认识到现代生活的种种威胁，极大地影响了他以后的创作。1938年,米勒在密歇根大学读书时就写过喜剧并且获奖。但他第一部重要的剧作是《全是我的儿子》（All My Sons, 1947）。此剧刻画一位制造劣质军需用品的不法商人,剖析了投机主义对于家庭关系的影响。这部剧作反映出易卜生戏剧对于米勒的影响，而剧中的主题在他以后的剧作中经常出现。《推销员之死》（Death of a Salesman，1949）被公认为他的代表作。《炼狱》（TheCrucible,1953）表面上写的是1692年马萨诸塞州塞勒姆市迫害所谓“巫师”的事件,但实际上影射50年代在美国大行其道的麦卡锡主义,同时指向任何形式的政治迫害。米勒本人曾遭受麦卡锡主义迫害:他于1956年受到众议院非美活动委员会传讯时，拒绝说出10年前在一个所谓“共产党作家”会议上所见到的人,因而被判“藐视国会罪”,但后经上诉撤销原判。《桥头眺望》（A View from theBriandge，1955）描写一位码头工人因爱上外甥女而走向毁灭；《堕落之后》（After the Fall, 1964）描写人类关系的分崩离析及其后果；《大主教的天花板》（The Archbishop's Ceiling， 1977）涉及苏联对于持不同政见作家的迫害。米勒还为第二位夫人玛丽琳·梦露写了电影剧本《不合时宜的人》（TheMisfits,1961）,并于1977年发表《戏剧论文集》。


  ■内容提要


  《推销员之死》的主人公威利·洛曼是一位63岁的旅行推销员。在四处奔波了许多年之后,他忽然认识到自己是一个不称职的丈夫和父亲。无论是按他的标准还是按其他任何人的标准评价,他的两个儿子都不算出色,他的事业也已经日落西山,所以只好逃避到对于过去的梦幻般的回忆之中。在全剧开始时,两个儿子同时回到家中；他们对父亲不着边际的谈话感到担忧,同时也担心善良的母亲无法承受这种压力。但他们的母亲琳达其实十分理解父亲,知道他的怪异行为来源于“庞大的梦想”与令人失望的现实之间的悬殊差距。琳达说服儿子比夫去找一个好工作以便让父亲感到自豪，比夫和兄弟哈比也想讨父亲欢心,请他到饭店吃饭。但在吃饭时,比夫却说出了找工作失败的真相,使威利感到彻底幻灭。在恍惚中，威利走到洗手间,可怕的往事一幕一幕地涌现在他的面前:比夫因功课不及格急需他的帮助,但到波士顿找他时却撞见他跟情妇在一起。威利终于意识到自己应为比夫的幻灭和无所事事负责,但当他踉踉跄跄地回到饭桌时，却发现两个儿子随两个风流女子弃他而去。威利在羞辱中回到家中，与准备彻底离家出走的比夫发生争吵。在争吵中，比夫透露出他曾被关过三个月监狱，并无情地嘲笑父亲的梦想。威利的梦幻被彻底打碎，感到十分辛酸和悲伤，同时也想为比夫赚一笔保险费，于是自杀。


  ■赏析


  《推销员之死》是一部“两幕加一曲挽歌”的剧作，是一个为了追求美国之梦而“献出或者出卖了生命的人的悲剧”。剧中的主人公威利将物质方面的成功和受人欢迎视为自己以及两个儿子的最高人生目标，成为崇尚物质的社会和虚伪的价值观念的牺牲品。总的来说，米勒的作品探讨了个人与社会之间的冲突，以及个人对于社会其他成员的责任。在《推销员之死》中，米勒通过一位美国梦的典型追求者——20、30年代提着样品箱，不仅兜售商品同时也兜售美国繁荣和成功的神话的推销员，展示出了美国社会中的各种矛盾:繁荣、利润、成功、乐观等等的神话背后掩盖着的竞争、冒险、孤独、隔阂。如果说奥尼尔的《榆树下的欲望》摧毁了美国乡村的田园诗，那么《推销员之死》便宣告了美国中产阶级郊区牧歌的完结。米勒在他的论文“悲剧与普通人”中写道:“普通人像国王一样，完全可以成为最高层次上的悲剧的主人公……如果我们面对一个一旦需要，就乐于放弃生命，以获得个人尊严的人物，那么悲剧感就会在我们身上唤醒。”《推销员之死》具体证明了米勒的这一理论。在威利身上，高尚的品质尽管不甚明显，但确实存在。在这位年老的小人物身上，我们能够隐隐约约地感觉到一种躁动、不满与追求；他挣扎着想要明确并且实现自己的抱负，而他的抱负虽然有物质方面的追求，但归根到底，还是对于爱的无止境的寻求。他最后渴望死得其所，这最好地总结和评价了他的一生。当然，威利是物质社会和虚伪价值观的牺牲品；他到最后一刻也没有像比夫一样，认识到美国梦的虚假:他想留一笔保险费给比夫，主要也是为了让自己和比夫的美国梦得到圆满的实现。从这个角度看，威利的确是一个悲惨的人物（pathetic figure）而不是悲剧性人物。但我们毕竟生活在一个没有国王的时代，米勒的悲剧观也只能是现代的、民主的悲剧观；他现实地描写出了现代普通人的悲剧。米勒的作品一般追随易卜生的现实主义传统，《推销员之死》中的大部分情节围绕威利这一中心人物展开。但剧中也明显地有表现主义戏剧的影响:剧中的时间和威利意识的各个层次都是互相交叉和交融的；剧情是通过威利的内心活动和回忆来展开的。在剧情发生的当时（即威利一生的最后时光），自然的界线未被打破。但在有关过去的场面里，自然的界线被淡化甚至被穿越。过去不仅发生在回忆里，而且被正在拼命理解自己儿子的威利所重新亲历。在威利生命的最后一刻，象征性的时间和地点的融合使剧情达到神话般的高潮——威利神秘的兄弟来召唤他走向死亡，告诉他:“那儿漆黑一片，但到处都是钻石。”这是最后的欺骗，是他一生中没有实现的梦想的结尾。但在他的葬礼上，他的一位朋友却这样说:“威利是一位推销员……是靠满面笑容和锃亮的皮鞋来过活的人……没有人应该责备他。推销员就是要做梦。这是他的本行。”威利代表着物质社会中一切试图推销自己的人们，而他自愿选择死亡，使他这个普通人跨入了悲剧英雄的行列。


  本文选自第二幕。


  Death of a Salesman - Act Ⅱ（Excerpt）


  The knocking isheard again.He takesa few stepsaway fromher,and she vanishesinto thewing.The light followshim,and now he isfacingYoung Biff, who carries a suitcase. Biff stepstowardhim.The music isgone.1


  BIFF: Why didn't you answer?


  WILLY: Biff! What are you doing in Boston?


  BIFF: Why didn't you answer? I've been knocking for five minutes, Icalled you on thephone—


  WILLY: I just heard you. I was in the bathroom and had the door shut.Did anything happenhome?


  BIFF: Dad — I let you down 2.


  WILLY: What do you mean?


  BIFF: Dad...


  WILLY: Biffo, what's this about? Puttinghisarm around Biff. Come on, let's go downstairs and get you a malted 3.


  BIFF: Dad, I flunked math.


  WILLY: Not for the term?


  BIFF: The term. I haven't got enough credits to graduate.


  WILLY: You mean to say Bernard wouldn't give you the answers?


  BIFF: He did, he tried, but I only got a sixty-one.


  WILLY: And they wouldn't give you four points?


  BIFF: Birnbaum refused absolutely.I begged him, Pop, but he won't give me those points. You gotta talk to him before they close the school. Because if he saw the kind of manyou are, and you just talked to him in your way, I'm sure he'd come through for me. The class came right before practice 4, see, and I didn't go enough.Would you talkto him? He'd like you, Pop.You know the way you could talk.


  WILLY: You're on.5 We'll drive right back.


  BIFF: Oh, Dad, good work! I'm sure he'llchange it for you!


  WILLY: Go downstairs and tell the clerk I'm checkin'out.Go right down.


  BIFF: Yes, sir!See,the reason he hates me, Pop — one day he was late for class so I got up at the blackboard and imitated him.I crossed my eyes and talked with a lithp.


  WILLY, laughing: You did? The kids like it?


  BIFF: They nearly died laughing!


  WILLY: Yeah? What'd you do?


  BIFF: The thquare root of thixthy twee is... Willyburstsoutlaughing; Biffjoinshim.And in the middle of it he walked in!


  Willylaughsand The Woman joinsinoffstage.


  WILLY, withouthesitation:Hurry downstairs and —


  BIFF: Somebody in there?


  WILLY: No, that was next door.


  The Woman laughsoffstage.


  BIFF: Somebody got in your bathroom!


  WILLY: No, it's the next room, there's a party —


  THE W O M A N , enters,laughing. She lispsthis:Can I come in? There's something in thebathtub,Willy,and it'smoving!


  WillylooksatBiff,who isstaringopen-mouthed and horrifiedatThe Woman.


  WILLY: Ah - you better go back to your room. They must be finished painting by now. They're painting her room so I let her take a shower here. Go back, go back... He pushes her. THE W O M A N , resisting:But I've got to get dressed, Willy, I can't -


  WILLY: Get out of here! Go back, go back... Suddenly strivingfortheordinary:This is Miss Francis, Biff, she's a buyer. They're painting her room. Go back, Miss Francis, goback...


  THE W O M A N : But my clothes, I can't go out naked in the hall!


  WILLY, pushing heroffstage:Get outa here!Go back, go back!


  Biffslowlysitsdown on hissuitcaseas theargument continuesoffstage.


  THE W O M A N : Where's my stockings? You promised me stockings, Willy!


  WILLY: I have no stockings here!


  THE W O M A N : You had two boxes of size nine sheers 6 for me, and I want them!


  WILLY: Here, for God's sake, will you get outa here!


  THE W O M A N , entersholdingabox ofstockings:I just hope there's nobody in the hall. That's all I hope. ToBiff:Are you football or baseball?


  BIFF: Football.


  THE W O M A N ,angry,humiliated:That's me too.7 G'night.She snatches herclothesfromWilly,and walksout.


  WILLY, afterapause:Well, better get going. I want to get to the school first thing in the morning. Get my suits out of the closet, I'll get my valise.Biffdoesn'tmove. What's the matter? Biffremains motionless, tearsfalling. She's a buyer. Buys for J. H. Simmons. She lives down the hall - they're painting. You don't imagine - He breaksoff. Afterapause:Now listen, pal, she's just a buyer. She sees merchandise in her room and they have to keep it looking just so... Pause. Assumingcommand:All right, get my suits. Biffdoesn'tmove. Now stop crying and do as I say. I gave you an order. Biff,I gave you an order! Is that what you do when I give you an order? How dare you cry! Puttinghisarm aroundBiff:Now look, Biff, when you grow up you'll understand about these things. You mustn't - you mustn't overemphasize a thing like this. I'll see Birnbaum first thing in the morning.


  BIFF: Never mind.


  WILLY: gettingdown besideBiff:Never mind! He's going to give you those points. I'll see to it.


  BIFF: He wouldn't listen to you.


  WILLY: He certainly will listen to me. You need those points for the U.8 of Virginia.


  BIFF: I'm not going there.


  WILLY: Heh? If I can,t get him to change that mark you,ll make it up in summer school. You've got all summer to —


  BIFF, hisweeping breakingfromhim:Dad...


  WILLY, infectedbyit:Oh,my boy ...


  BIFF: Dad …


  WILLY: She's nothing to me, Biff. I was lonely, I was terribly lonely.


  BIFF: You — you gave her Mama's stockings! Histearsbreakthroughand he risestogo.


  WILLY, grabbing forBiff:I gave you an order!


  BIFF: Don't touch me, you — liar!


  WILLY: Apologize for that!


  BIFF: You fake! You phony little fake! You fake!Overcome,he turnsquicklyand weeping fullygoes outwithhissuitcase. Willyislefton theflooron hisknees.


  WILLY: I gave you an order! Biff, come back here or I'll beat you! Come back here! I'll whip you!


  Stanley comes quickly in from the right and stands in front of Willy 9.


  WILLY, shoutsat Stanley:I gave you an order...


  STANLEY: Hey, let'spick it up,pick it up, Mr. Loman. He helps Willy to his feet.Your boys left with the chippies. They said they'll see you home. A second waiter watches some distance away.


  WILLY: But we were supposed to have dinner together.


  Music is heard,Willy's theme.


  STANLEY: Can you make it?


  WILLY: I'll — sure, I can make it. Suddenly concerned about his clothes:Do I—I look all right?


  STANLEY: Sure, you look all right. He flicksaspeck of fWilly's lapel.


  WILLY: Here — here's a dollar.


  STANLEY: Oh, your son paid me. It's all right.


  WILLY, putting it in Stanley's hand:No,take it. You're a good boy.


  STANLEY: Oh, no, you don't have to...


  WILLY: Here—here's some more, I don't need it any more. After as light pause:Tell me—is there a seed store in the neighborhood?


  STANLEY: Seeds? You mean like to plant?


  As Willy turns,Stanleyslips themoney back into his jacket pocket.


  WILLY: Yes.Carrots,peas...


  STANLEY: Well, there's hardware stores on Sixth Avenue, but it may be too late now.


  WILLY, anxiously: Oh, I'd better hurry. I've got to get some seeds. He starts off to the right I've got to get some seeds, right away. Nothing's planted. I don't have a thing in the ground.


  Willy hurries out as the light goes down. Stanley moves over to the right after him, watches him off. The other waiter has been staring at Willy.


  STANLEY, to the waiter:Well,whatta you looking at?


  The waiter picks up the chairs and moves off right. Stanley takes the table and follows him. The light fades on this area. There is a long pause, the sound of the flute coming over. The light gradually rises on the kitchen, which is empty. Happy appears at the door of the house, followed by Biff. Happy is carrying a large bunch of long-stemmed roses. He enters the kitchen, looks around for Linda. Not seeing her,he turns to Biff, who is just outside the house door,and makes a gesture with his hands,indicating "Not here, I guess." He looks into the living-room and freezes. Inside, Linda, unseen, is seated,Willy's coat on her lap.She rises ominously and quietly and moves toward Happy,who backs up into the kitchen,afraid.


  HAPPY: Hey, what're you doing up? Linda says nothing but moves toward him implacably. Where's Pop? He keeps backing to the right,and now Linda is in full view in the doorway to the living room. Is he sleeping?


  LINDA: Where were you?


  HAPPY, trying to laugh itoff:W e met two girls, M o m , very fine types.Here,we brought you some flowers. Offering them to her:Put them in your room, Ma.


  She knocks them to the floor at Biff's feet. He has now come inside and closed the door behind him. She stares at Biff,silent.


  HAPPY: Now what'd you do that for? M o m , I want you to have some flowers—


  LINDA, cutting Happy off,violently to Biff:Don't you care whether he lives or dies?


  HAPPY, going to the stairs:Come upstairs, Biff.


  BIFF,with a flare of disgust, to Happy: Go away from me! To Linda: What do you mean, lives or dies? Nobody's dying around here, pal.


  LINDA: Get out of my sight! Get out of here!


  BIFF: I wanna see the boss.


  LINDA: You're not going near him!


  BIFF: Where is he? He moves into the living-room and Linda follows.


  LINDA, shouting after Biff: You invite him for dinner. He looks forward to it all day — Biff appears in his parents'bedroom,looks around, and exits — and then you desert him there. There's no stranger you'd do that to!


  HAPPY: Why? He had a swell time with us. Listen, when I — Linda comes back into the kitchen — desert him I hope I don't outlive the day!


  LINDA: Get out of here!


  HAPPY: Now look, M o m ...


  LINDA: Did you have to go to women tonight? You and your lousy rotten whores!


  Biff re-enters the kitchen.


  HAPPY: M o m , all we did was follow Biff around trying to cheer him up! To Biff:Boy,what a night you gave me!


  LINDA: Get out of here, both of you, and don't come back! I don't want you tormenting him any more. Go on now, get your things together! To Biff: You can sleep in his apartment. She starts to pick up the flowers and stops herself. Pick up thisstuff,I'm not your maid any more. Pick it up, you bum, you!


  Happy turns his back to her in refusal. Biff slowly moves over and gets down onhisknees,picking up the flowers.


  LINDA: You're a pair of animals! Not one, not another living soul would have had the cruelty to walk out on that man in a restaurant!


  BIFF, not looking at her:Is that what he said?


  LINDA: He didn't have to say anything. He was so humiliated he nearly limped when he came in.


  HAPPY: But, M o m , he had a great time with us —


  BIFF, cutting him off violently:Shut up!


  Without another word,Happy goes upstairs.


  LINDA: You! You didn't even go in to see if he was all right!


  BIFF, stillon the floor in front of Linda, the flowers in his hand; with self-loathing: No. Didn't. Didn't do a damned thing. How do you like that, heh? Left him babbling in a toilet.


  LINDA: You louse, You...


  BIFF: Now you hit it on the nose! He gets up, throws the flowers in the wastebasket. The scum of the earth, and you're looking at him!


  LINDA: Get out of here!


  BIFF: I gotta talk to the boss, Mom. Where is he?


  LIINDA: You're not going near him. Get out of this house!


  BIFF, with absolute assurance, determination: No. We're gonna have an abrupt conversation, him and me.


  LINDA: You're not talking to him!


  Hammering isheard from outside the house, off right. Biff turns toward the noise.


  LINDA, suddenlypleading:Will you please leave him alone?


  BIFF: What's he doing out there?


  LINDA: He's planting the garden!


  BIFF, quietly: Now? Oh, my God!


  Biff moves outside, Linda following. The light dies down on them and comes up on the center of the apron 10 as Willy walks into it. He is carrying a flashlight,a hoe, and a handful of seed packets. He raps the top of the hoe sharply to fix it firmly,and then ;moves to the left,measuring off the distance with his foot. He holds the flashlight to look at the seed packets, reading off the instructions. He is in the blue of night.


  WILLY: Carrots... quarter-inch apart. Rows... one-foot rows. He measures it off. One foot. He puts down a package and measures off. Beets. He puts down another package and measures again.Lettuce. He reads the package,puts it down. One foot — He breaks off as Sen 11 appears at the right and moves slowly down to him. What a proposition, ts, ts.Terrific,terrific.'Cause she's suffered, Ben, the woman has suffered. You understand me? A man can't go out the way he came in,Ben, a man has got to add up to something. You can't, you can't — Ben moves toward him as though to interrupt. You gotta consider, now. Don't answer so quick. Remember,it's a guaranteed twenty-thousand-dollar proposition. Now look, Ben, I want you to go through the ins and outs of this thing with me. I've got nobody to talk to,Ben,and the woman has suffered, you hear me?


  BEN, standing still,considering:What's the proposition?


  WILLY: It's twenty thousand dollars on the barrel head. Guaranteed, gilt-edged, you understand?


  BEN: You don't want to make a fool of yourself. They might not honor the policy 12.


  WILLY: How can they dare refuse? Didn't I work like a coolie to meet every premium on the nose? And now they don't pay off!Impossible!


  BEN: It's called a cowardly thing, William.


  WILLY: Why? Does it take more guts to stand here the rest of my life ringing up a zero?


  BEN, yielding: That's a point, William. He moves, thinking, turns. And twenty thousand -that is something one can feel with the hand, it is there.


  WILLY, now assured, with rising power: Oh, Ben, that's the whole beauty of it! I see it like a diamond, shining in the dark, hard and rough, that I can pick up and touch in my hand. Not like — like an appointment! This would not be another damned-fool appointment, Ben, and it changes all the aspects. Because he thinks I'm nothing, see, and so he spites me. But the funeral — Straightening up: Ben, that funeral 13 will be massive! They'll come from Maine, Massachusetts, Vermont, New Hampshire! All the old-timers with the strange license plates 14— that boy will be thunder-struck, Ben, because he never realized — I am known! Rhode Island, New York, New Jersey — I am known, Ben, and he,ll see it with his eyes once and for all. He'll see what I am, Ben! He's in for a shock, that boy!


  BEN, coming down to the edge of the garden: He'll call you a coward.


  WILLY, suddenly fearful: No, that would be terrible.


  BEN: Yes. And a damned fool.


  WILLY: No, no, he mustn't, I won't have that!He is broken and desperate.


  BEN: He'll hate you, William.


  The gay music of the Boys is heard.


  WILLY: Oh, Ben, how do we get back to all the great times? Used to be so full of light, and comradeship, the sleigh-riding in winter, and the ruddiness on his cheeks. And always some kind of good news coming up, always something nice coming up ahead. And never even let me carry the valises in the house, and simonizing 15, simonizing that little red car! Why, why can't I give him something and not have him hate me?


  BEN: Let me think about it. He glances at his watch. I still have a little time. Remarkable proposition, but you've got to be sure you're not making a fool of yourself.


  Ben drifts off upstage and goes out of sight. Biff comes down from the left.


  WILLY, suddenly conscious of Biff, turns and looks up at him, then begins picking up the packages of seeds in confusion: Where the hell is that seed? Indignantly: You can't see nothing out here!They boxed in the whole goddam neighborhood!


  BIFF: There are people all around here. Don't you realize that?


  WILLY: I'm busy.Don't bother me.


  BIFF, taking the hoe from Willy: I'm saying good-by to you, Pop. Willy looks at him, silent,unable to move. I'm not coming back any more.


  WILLY: You're not going to see Oliver tomorrow?


  BIFF: I've got no appointment, Dad.


  WILLY: He put his arm around you, and you've got no appointment?


  BIFF: Pop, get this now,will you? Every time I've left it's been a fight that sent me out of here. Today I realized something about myself and I tried to explain it to you and I — I think I'm just not smart enough to make any sense out of it for you. To hell with whose fault it is or anything like that.He takes Willy's arm. Let's just wrap it up 16,heh? Come onin,we'll tell Mom. He gently tries to pull Willy to left.


  WILLY, frozen,immobile,with guilt in his voice: No, I don't want to see her.


  BIFF: Come on! He pulls again,and Willy tries to pull away.


  WILLY, highly nervous: No, no, I don't want to see her.


  BIFF, tries to look into Willy's face, as if to find the answer there: Why don't you want to see her?


  WILLY, more harshly now: Don't botherme, will you?


  [image: figure_0318_0067]


  BIFF: What do you mean, you don't want to see her? You don't want them calling you yellow, do you? This isn't your fault; it's me, I'm a bum. Now come inside! Willy strains to get away. Did you hear what I said to you?


  Willy pulls away and quickly goes ;by himself into the house. Biff follows.


  LINDA, to Willy:Did you plant, dear?


  BIFF, at the door, to Linda: All right, we had it out 17. I'm going and I'm not writing any more.


  LINDA, going to Willy in the kitchen: I think that's the best way, dear.'Cause there's no use drawing itout,you'lljust never get along.


  Willy doesn't respond.


  BIFF: People ask where I am and what I'm doing, you don't know, and you don't care. That way it'llbe off your mind and you can start brightening up again. All right? That clearsit,doesn't it? Willy issilent,and Biff goes to him. You gonna wish me luck,scout? He extends his hand. What do you say?


  LINDA: Shake his hand, Willy.


  WILLY, turning to her,seething withhurt:There's no necessity to mention the pen 18 at all, y'know.


  BIFF, gently: I've got no appointment, Dad.


  WILLY, eruptingfiercely:He put his arm around...?


  BIFF: Dad, you're never going to see what I am, so what's the use of arguing? If I strike oil I'll send you a check. Meantime forget I'm alive.


  WILLY, to Linda: Spite, see?


  BIFF: Shake hands, Dad.


  WILLY: Not my hand.


  BIFF: I was hoping not to go this way.


  WILLY: Well, this is the way you're going. Good-by.


  Biff looks at him a moment, then turns sharply and goes to the stairs.


  WILLY, stops him with: May you rot in hell if you leave this house!


  BIFF, turning: Exactly what is it that you want from me?


  WILLY: I want you to know, on the train, in the mountains, in the valleys, wherever you go, that you cut down your life for spite!


  BIFF: No, no.


  WILLY: Spite, spite, is the word of your undoing! And when you're down and out, remember what did it. When you're rotting somewhere beside the railroadtracks, remember,and don't you dare blame it on me!


  BIFF: I'm not blaming it on you!


  WILLY: I won't take the rap forthis,you hear?


  Happy comes down the stairs and stands on the bottom step, watching.


  BIFF: That's just what I'm telling you!


  WILLY, sinking into a chair at the table, with fullaccusation:You're trying to put a knife inme — don't think I don't know what you're doing!


  BIFF: All right, phony! Then let's lay it on the line. He whips the rubber tube 19 out of his ;pocket and puts it on the table.


  HAPPY: You crazy -


  LINDA: Biff!She moves to grab the hose, but Biff holds it down with his hand.


  BIFF: Leave it there! Don't move it!


  WILLY, not looking atit:What is that?


  BIFF: You know goddam well what that is.


  WILLY, caged, waiting to escape: I never saw that.


  BIFF: You saw it. The mice didn't bring it into the cellar! What is this supposed to do, make a hero out of you? This supposed to make me sorry for you?


  WILLY: Never heard of it.


  BIFF: There'll be no pity for you, you hear it? No pity!


  WILLY, toLinda:You hear the spite!


  BIFF: No, you're going to hear the truth — what you are and what Iam!


  LINDA: Stop it!


  WILLY: Spite!


  HAPPY, coming down towardBiff:You cut it now!


  BIFF, toHappy:The man don't know who we are! The man is gonna know! To Willy: We never told the truth for ten minutes in this house!


  HAPPY: We always told the truth!


  BIFF, turning on him: You big blow, are you the assistant buyer? You're one of the two assistants to the assistant, aren't you?


  HAPPY: Well, I'm practically —


  BIFF: You're practically full of it! W e all are! And I'm through with it. To Willy: Now hear this,Willy,this is me.


  WILLY: I know you!


  BIFF: You know why I had no address for three months? I stole a suit in Kansas City and I was in jail. To Linda, who issobbing:Stop crying. I'm through with it.


  Linda turns away from them, her hands covering her face.


  WILLY: I suppose that's my fault!


  BIFF: I stole myself out of every good job 20 since high school!


  WILLY: And whose fault is that?


  BIFF: And Inever got anywhere because you blew me so full of hot air I could never stand taking orders from anybody! That's whose fault it is!


  WILLY: I hear that!


  LINDA: Don't, Biff!


  BIFF: It's goddam time you heard that!I had to be boss big shot in two weeks, and I'm through with it!


  WILLY: Then hang yourself! For spite, hang yourself!


  BIFF: No! Nobody's hanging himself, Willy! Iran down eleven flights with a pen in my ;hand today. And suddenly Istopped,you hear me? And in the middle of that office building, do you hear this? I stopped in the middle of that building and I saw — the sky.I saw the things that I love in this world. The work and the food and time tosit and smoke. And I looked at the pen and said to myself, what the hell am I grabbingthisfor? Why am I trying to become what I don't want to be? What am I doing in an office, making a contemptuous, begging fool of myself, when allI want is out there, waiting for me the minute I say I know who I am! Why can't I say that, Willy? He triesto make Willy facehim,but Willy pullsaway and moves to the left.


  WILLY, withhatred,threateningly:The door of your lifeis wide open!


  BIFF: Pop! I'm a dime a dozen 21, and so are you!


  WILLY, turning on him now in an uncontfollsd outburst: Iam not a dime a dozen! I amWilly Loman, and you are Biff Loman!


  Biff starts forWilly,but isblocked by Happy. In hisfury,Biff seems on the verge of attacking his father.


  BIFF: I am not a leader ofmen,Willy,and neither are you. You were never anything but a hard-working drummer who landed in the ash can like all the rest of them! I'm one dollar an hour, Willy! I tried seven states and couldn't raise it. A buck an hour! Do you gather my meaning? I'm not bringing home any prizes any more, and you'regoing to stop waiting for me to bring them home!


  WILLY, directly toBiff:You vengeful, spiteful mut!


  Biff breaks from Happy.Willy,infright,starts up the stairs. Biffgrabs him.


  BIFF, at the peak of his fury: Pop, I'm nothing! I'm nothing, Pop. Can't you understandthat? There's no spite in it any more. I'm just what I am, that's all.


  Biff's fury has spent itself, and he breaks down, sobbing, holding on to Willy, whodumbly fumbles for Biff's face.


  WILLY, astonished: What're you doing? What're you doing? To Linda: Why is he crying?


  BIFF, crying, broken: Will you let me go, for Christ's sake? Will you take that phonydream and burn it before something happens? Struggling to contain himself, he pulls away and moves to the stairs. I'll go in the morning. Put him — put him to bed. Exhausted, Biff moves up the stairs to his room.


  WILLY, aftera longpause,astonished,elevated:Isn'tthat - isn't that remarkable? Biff -he likes me!


  LINDA: He loves you, Willy!


  HAPPY, deeplymoved:Always did, Pop.


  WILLY: Oh, Biff! Staring wildly: He cried! Cried to me. He is choking with his love, andnow cries out his promise: That boy — that boy is going to be magnificent!


  Ben appears in the lightjust outside the kitchen.


  BEN: Yes, outstanding, with twenty thousand behind him.


  LINDA, sensing the racing of hismind,fearfully,carefully:Now come to bed, Willy. It's all ;settled now.


  WILLY, finding it difficult not to rush out of the house: Yes, we'll sleep. Come on. Go to sleep, Hap.


  BEN: And it does take a great kind of a man to crack the jungle.


  In accents ofdread,Ben's idyllic music starts up.


  HAPPY, his arm around Linda: I'm getting married, Pop, don't forget it. I'm changing everything. I'm gonna run that department before the year is up. You'll see, Mom. He kisses her.


  BEN: The jungle is dark but full of diamonds, Willy.


  Willy turns,moves, listening to Ben.


  LINDA: Be good. You're both good boys, just act thatway,that's all.


  HAPPY: 'Night, Pop. He goes upstairs.


  LINDA, toWilly:Come,dear.


  BEN, with greaterforce:One must go in to fetch a diamond out.


  WILLY, to Linda, as he moves slowly along the edge of the kitchen toward the door: I just want to get settled down, Linda. Let me sitalone for a little.


  LINDA, almost uttering herfear:I want you upstairs.


  WILLY, taking her in his arms: In a few minutes, Linda. I couldn't sleep right now. Go on, you look awful tired. He kisses her.


  BEN: Not like an appointment at all. A diamond is rough and hard to the touch.


  WILLY: Go on now. I'll be right up.


  LINDA: I think this is the onlyway,Willy.


  WILLY: Sure, it's the best thing.


  BEN: Best thing!


  WILLY: The only way. Everything is gonna be — go on, kid, get to bed. You look so tired.


  LINDA: Come right up.


  WILLY: Two minutes.


  Linda goes into the living-room, then reappears in her bedroom. Willy moves just outside the kitchen door.


  WILLY: Loves me. Wonderingly: Always loved me. Isn't that a remarkable thing? Ben, he'll worship me for it!


  BEN, with promise: It's dark there, but full of diamonds.


  WILLY: Can you imagine that magnificence with twenty thousand dollars in his pocket?


  LINDA, calling from herroom:Willy! Come up!


  WILLY, calling into the kitchen: Yes! Yes. Coming! It's very smart, you realize that, don't you, sweetheart? Even Ben sees it. I gotta go, baby.'By!'By! Going over to Ben, almost dancing: Imagine? When the mail comes he,ll be ahead of Bernard again!


  BEN: A perfect proposition all around.


  WILLY: Did you see how he cried to me? Oh, if I could kiss him, Ben!


  BEN: Time, William, time!


  WILLY: Oh, Ben, I always knew one way or another we were gonna makeit,Biff and I!


  BEN, looking athiswatch:The boat. We'll be late. He moves slowly off into the darkness.


  WILLY, elegiacally,turning to the house: Now when you kick off, boy, I want a seventy-yard boot, and get right down the field under the ball, and when you hit, hit low and hit hard, because it's important, boy. He swings around and faces the audience: There's all kinds of important people in the stands, and the first thing you know... Suddenly realizing he is alone: Ben! Ben, where do I...? He makes a sudden movement ofsearch. Ben, how do I...?


  LINDA, calling: Willy, you coming up?


  WILLY, uttering a gasp of fear, whirling about as if to quiether:Sh! He turns around as if to find his way; sounds, faces,voices, seem to be swarming in upon him and he flicks at them, crying, Sh! Sh! Suddenly music, faint and high, stops him. It risesin intensity,almost to an unbearable scream. He goes up and down on his toes, and rushes off around the house. Shhh!


  LINDA: Willy?


  There is no answer. Linda waits. Biff gets up off his bed. He is still in his clothes. Happy sits up.Biff stands listening.


  LINDA, with realfear:Willy,answer me! Willy!


  There is the sound of a car starting and moving away at full speed.


  LINDA: No!


  BIFF, rushing down the stairs: Pop!


  As the car speeds off, the music crashes down in a frenzy of sound, which becomes the soft pulsation of a single cello string. Biff slowly returns to his bedroom. He and Happy gravely don theirjackets. Linda slowly walks out of her room. The music has developed into a dead march 22. The leaves of day are appearing over everything. Charley and Bernard,somberly dressed, appear and knock on the kitchen door. Biff and Happy slowly descend the stairs to the kitchen as Charley and Bernard enter. All stop a moment when Linda, in clothes of mourning, bearing a little bunch of roses, comes through the draped doorway into the kitchen.She goes to Charley and takes his arm. Now all move toward the audience, through the wall-line of the kitchen. At the limit of the apron,Linda lays down the flowers, kneels, and sits back on her heels. All stare down at the grave.


  Q


  1. Is Willy Loman tragic or pathetic? Isthis play atragedy in the classical sense of the word? Does it make any difference if this play is not a tragedy?


  2. What is the function of the intermingling of present and past, and of illusion and reality in the play?


  3. We do not know what Willy sells in the play and we do not know if the insurance money will be paid to his family. Why does the playwright leave these uncertainties for us?


  ■注释：


  1.在这一场里，比夫因数学不及格而到波士顿向父亲求助,但父亲此时正在旅馆里与情妇呆在一起,恰好被比夫撞见。比夫因此而对生活灰心丧气。


  2. let you down：让你失望。


  3. malted:malted milk


  4. practice：比夫曾是他父亲引以为荣的中学橄榄球星,所以需要进行训练。


  5. You're on.：你干得不错，把我说服了。


  6. sheers：在这里指薄的或者透明的袜子。


  7. That's me too.：指她也像个足球，被威利踢来踢去。


  8. U.:university


  9. Stanley...stands in front of Willy：在这下面一场里,两个儿子请威利吃饭。威利在洗手间里重新亲历了过去所发生的事情。现在，他终于又回到了现实世界。


  10. apron: apron stage；舞台台口，即幕布前的拱形部分。


  11. Ben：威利已去世的兄弟。


  12. policy：保险单。premkim：保险费；威利正与本谈论自杀换取保险金的事情。


  13. that funeral：这是威利的另一个梦想。其实,他生意上的熟人没有一个来参加他的葬礼。


  14. license plate：汽车牌照。


  15. simonize：给……上蜡。


  16. Let's just wrap itup...：让我们将它结束吧。


  17. we had it out...：我们已经解决了。


  18. the pen：威利让比夫去找工作，比弗在去面试时偷了老板的一支钢笔溜走了。


  19. the rubber tube：橡皮管，威利试图用此自杀。


  20. I stolemyself out ofevery good job：由于偷东西而丢掉了所有好工作。


  21. a dime a dozen：一角钱一打,遍地都是。


  22. a dead march：哀乐，送葬曲。古典悲剧结尾时也经常出现。


  · Without alienation, there can be no politics.


  · A good newspaper, Isuppose,is a nation talking to itself.


  · Maybe all one can do is hope to end up with the rightregrets.


  ——Arthur Miller


  Unit24 Saul Bellow（1915-2005）


  索尔·贝娄


  ■作者简介


  索尔·贝娄（Saul Bellow，1915—2005），犹太裔小说家。生于加拿大的魁北克，9岁时随父母移居芝加哥。先后就读于芝加哥大学和西北大学，1937年获社会学和人类学学士学位。同年进入威斯康星大学研究生院专攻人类学，但因想当作家而于年底退学。回芝加哥后一边从事教学等工作，一边练习写作。1941年发表第一篇作品。二战期间服务于美国商船队。之后15年间在纽约大学和普林斯顿大学等校教书，并去巴黎生活和游历。1962年返回芝加哥，执教于芝加哥大学。第一部长篇小说《晃来晃去的人》（Dangling man） 1944年问世。其他小说有《受害者》（The Victim， 1947）、《奥吉·玛琪历险记》（The Adventures of Augie March，1953）、《只争朝夕》（Seize the Day），《雨王汉德森》（Henderson the Rain King， 1959）、《赫尔索格》（Herzog，1964）、《赛姆勒先生的行里》（Mr. Sammler's Planet， 1970）、《洪堡的礼物》（Humbolt's Gift， 1975）、《院长的十二月》（TheDean's December，1982）、《更多人死于悲痛》（More Die of Heartbreak，1987）、《盗窃》（TheTheft，1989）、《真实的》（The Actual， 1997）和《拉维尔斯坦》（Ravelstein，2000）。其中《奥吉·玛琪历险记》、《赫尔索格》和《赛拉姆先生的行星》获全国图书奖，《洪堡的礼物》获普利策奖。他的短篇小说收录于《莫斯比的回忆及其他故事》（Mosby's Memories and Other Stories，1968）等集子里。他还发表过《最后的分析》（The Last Analysis， 1965）等剧本。他的作品多以芝加哥和纽约为背景，以犹太人为主要人物，描写现代社会里精神与物质的矛盾以及现代人对自我的寻找。1976年获诺贝尔文学奖。
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  ■赏析


  《寻找格林先生》选自《莫斯比的回忆及其他故事》，是贝娄的一篇代表性短篇小说。篇首引语——“凡你当做的事，要尽力去做……”——点明作品主题。在故事中，主人公格利伯（Grebe）不畏困难，竭尽全力，终于找到了格林（Green）。贝娄认为，尽管人不能改变自己的命运，但凭着他的人性，他能以某种方式超越异化的环境。格利伯寻找格林的努力，显示了他丰富的人性以及他寻找自我、超越异化的强烈愿望和坚定意志。在表现这一主题的过程中，作品也以同情的笔触描写了下层人，无其是黑人的困苦与心态。


  格利伯寻找格林的情节被雷诺（Raynor）与格利伯的谈话分成两部分，而他们的谈话又被斯台卡（Staita）夫人的抗议分成两部分。这一状况形成了作品的基本结构，同时也体现了作品的风格特点，即对照与反讽的使用。作品中那充满贫穷与敌意的现实，对于雷诺办公室里那夹杂着拉丁语和哲学思辩的谈话来说，既是一种对照，又是一种反讽。故事的基本情节就具有反讽意味。居然难以向急需救济的人发送支票，这自然是件咄咄怪事。格利伯的名字也包含对照与反讽。“Grebe”是一种以其复杂的求偶舞而著称的鸟，而格利伯却是个单身汉。这种鸟成双成对地生活在自己的地盘内，而格利伯为了工作不得不走进与他格格不入的区域。较值得注意的是，在作品中，格利伯努力寻找的格林始终没有出现。这一与作品的写实倾向相对照的空缺，有效地连接起故事里的事件，激发着格利伯和读者的想象。


  Looking for Mr. G r e e n


  Whatsoever thy hand findeth to do, do it with thy might".、


  Hard work? No, it wasn't really so hard. He wasn't used to walking and stair-climbing, but the physical difficulty of his new job was not what George Grebe felt most. He was deliveringrelief checks in the Negro district, and although he was a native Chicagoan this was not a part of the city he knew much about — it needed a depression to introduce him to it. No, it wasn't literally hard work, not as reckoned in foot-pounds, but yet he was beginning to feel the strain ofit,to grow aware of its peculiar difficulty.He could find the streets and numbers, but the clients were not where they were supposed to be, and he felt like a hunter inexperienced in the camouflage of his game. It was an unfavorable day, too — fall, and cold, dark weather, windy. But, anyway, instead of shells in his deep trenchcoat pocket he had the cardboard ofchecks, punctured for the spindles of the file, the holes reminding him of the holes in player-piano paper.And he didn't look much like a hunter, either; his was a city figure entirely, belted up in this Irish conspirator's coat.He was slender without being tall, stiff in the back, his legs looking shabby in a pair of old tweed pants gone through and fringy at the cuffs. With this stiffness, he kept his head forward, so that his face was red from the sharpness of the weather; and it was an indoors sort of face with gray eyes that persisted in some kind of thought and yet seemedto avoid definiteness of conclusion. He wore sideburns that surprised you somewhat by the tough curl of the blond hair and the effect of assertion in their length. He was not so mild as he looked, nor so youthful; and nevertheless there was no effort on his part to seem what he was not. He was an educated man; he was a bachelor; he was in some ways simple; without lushing, he liked a drink;his luck had not been good. Nothing was deliberately hidden.


  He felt that his luck was better than usual today. When he had reported for work thatmorning he had expected to be shut up in the relief office at a clerk's job, for he had been hired downtown as a clerk, and he was glad to have, instead, the freedom of the streets and welcomed, at least at first, the vigor of the cold and even the blowing of the hard wind. But on the other hand he was not getting on with the distribution of the checks. It was true that it was a city job; nobody expected you to push too hard at a city job. His supervisor, that young Mr. Raynor, had practically told him that. Still, he wanted to do well at it. For one thing, when ;he knew how quickly he could deliver a batch of checks, he would know also how much time he could expect to clip for himself. And then, too, the clients would be waiting for their money. That was not the most important consideration, though it certainly mattered to him. No, but hewanted to do well, simply for doing-well's sake, to acquit himself decently of a job because he so rarely had a job to do that required just this sort of energy. Of this peculiar energy he now had a superabundance; once it had started to flow, it flowed all too heavily.And,for the time being anyway, he was balked. He could not find Mr. Green.


  So he stood in his big-skirted trenchcoat with a large envelope in his hand and papersshowing from hispocket,wondering why people should be so hard to locate who were too feeble or sick to come to the station to collect their own checks. But Raynor had told him that tracking them down was not easy at first and had offered him some advice on how to proceed. "If you can see the postman, he's your first man toask,and your best bet. If you can't connect withhim,try the stores and tradespeople around. Then the janitor and the neighbors. But you'll find the closer you come to your man the less people will tell you. They don't want to tell you anything."


  "Because I'm a stranger."


  "Because you're white. We ought to have a Negro doing this, but we don't atthe moment, and of course you've got to eat, too, and this is public employment. Jobs have to be made. Oh, that holds for me too. Mind you, I'm not letting myself out. I've got three years of seniority on you, that's all. And a law degree.Otherwise,you might be back of the desk and I might be going out into the field this cold day. The same dough pays us both and for the same, exact, identical reason. What's my law degree got to do with it? But you have to pass out these checks, Mr.Grebe,and it'll help if you're stubborn, so I hope you are."


  "Yes, I'm fairly stubborn."


  Raynor sketched hard with an eraser in the old dirt of hisdesk,left-handed,andsaid,"Sure, what else can you answer to such a question.Anyhow,the trouble you're going to have is that they don't like to give information about anybody. They think you're a plain-clothes dick or aninstallment collector, or summons-server or something like that. Till you've been seen around the neighborhood for a few months and people know you're only from therelief."


  It was dark, ground-freezing, pre-Thanksgiving weather; the wind played hob with the smoke,rushing itdown,and Grebe missed hisgloves,which he had leftin Raynor's office. And no one would admit knowing Green. It was past three o'clock and the postman had made hislast delivery. The nearest grocer, himself a Negro, had never heard the name Tulliver Green, or said he hadn't. Grebe was inclined to think that it was true, that he had in the end convinced the man that he wanted only to deliver a check. But he wasn't sure. He needed experience in interpreting looks and signs and, even more, the will not to be put off or denied and even the force to bully if need be. If the grocer did know, he had got rid of him easily. But since most of his trade was with reliefers, why should he prevent the delivery of a check? Maybe Green, or Mrs.Green,if there was a Mrs.Green,patronized another grocer. And was there a Mrs. Green? It was one of Grebe's great handicaps that he hadn't looked at any of the case records. Raynor ;should have lethim read files for a few hours. But he apparently saw no need forthat,probablyconsidering the job unimportant. Why prepare systematically to deliver a few checks?


  But now itwas time to look for the janitor. Grebe took in the building in the wind andgloom of the late November day — trampled, frost-hardened lots on one side;on the other, an automobile junk yard and then the infinite work of Elevated frames 2,weak-looking,gaping with rubbish fires; two sets of leaning brick porches three stories high and a flight of cement stairs to the cellar. Descending, he entered the underground passage, where he tried the doors until one opened and he found himself in the furnace room. There someone rose toward him and approached, scraping on the coal grit and bending under the canvas-jacketed pipes.


  "Are you the janitor?"


  "What do you want?"


  "I'm looking for a man who's supposed to be living here. Green."


  "What Green?"


  "Oh, you maybe have more than one Green?" said Grebe with new, pleasant hope. "Thisis Tulliver Green."


  "I don't think I can help you, mister. I don't know any.“


  "A crippled man."


  The janitor stood bent before him.Could it be that he was crippled? Oh, God ！ what if he was. Grebe's gray eyes sought with excited difficulty to see. But no, he was only very short and stooped. A head awakened from meditation, a strong-haired beard, low, wide shoulders. A staleness of sweat and coal rose from his black shirt and the burlap sack he wore as an apron.


  "Crippled how?"


  Grebe thought and then answered with the light voice of unmixed candor, "I don't know. I've never seen him.“ This was damaging, but his only other choice was to make a lying guess, and he was not up to it. "I'm delivering checks for the relief to shut-in cases. If he weren't crippledhe'd come to collect himself.That's why I said crippled. Bedridden, chair-ridden - is there anybody like that?"


  This sort of frankness was one of Grebe's oldest talents, going back to childhood. Butitgained him nothing here.


  "No suh.I've got four buildin's same as thisthat I take care of. I don, know all the tenants, leave alone the tenants' tenants. The rooms turn over so fast, people movin,in and out every day. I can,t tell you."


  The janitor opened his grimy lips but Grebe did not hear him in the piping of the valves andthe consuming pull of air to flame in the body of the furnace. He knew, however, what he had said.


  "Well, all the same,thanks. Sorry I bothered you. I'll prowl around upstairs again and see if I can turn up someone who knows him."


  Once more in the cold air and early darkness he made the short circle from the cellarwayto the entrance crowded between the brickwork pillars and began to climb to the third floor. Pieces of plaster ground under his feet; strips of brass tape from which the carpeting had been ;torn away marked old boundaries at the sides. In the passage, the cold reached him worse than in the street; it touched him to the bone. The hall toilets ran likesprings. He thought grimly as he heard the wind burning around the building with a sound like that of the furnace, that this was a great piece of constructed shelter. Then he struck a match in the gloom and searched for names and numbers among the writings and scribbles on the walls. He saw WHOODY-DOODY GO TO JESUS, and zigzags,caricatures,sexual scrawls,and curses. So the sealed rooms of pyramids were also decorated, and the caves of human dawn.


  The information on his card was, TULLIVER GREEN - APT 3D. There were no names,however, and no numbers. His shoulders drawn up, tears of cold in his eyes, breathing vapor, he went the length of the corridor and told himself that if he had been lucky enough to have the temperament for it he would bang on one of the doors and bawl out "Tulliver Green!“ until he got results. But it wasn't in him to make an uproar and he continued to burn matches, passing the light over the walls. At the rear, in a corner off the hall, he discovered a door he had not seen before and he thought it best to investigate. It sounded empty when he knocked, but a young Negress answered, hardly more than a girl. She opened only a bit, to guard the warmth of the room.


  "Yes suh?"


  "I'm from the district reliefstation on Prairie Avenue. I'm looking for a man named Tulliver Green to give him his check. Do you know him?"


  No, she didn't; but he thought she had not understood anything of what he had said.Shehad a dream-bound, dream-blind face, very soft and black,shut off. She wore a man's jacket and pulled the ends together at her throat. Her hair was parted in three directions, at the sides and transversely, standing up at the front ina dullpuff.


  "Isthere somebody around here who might know?"


  "I jus' taken this room las' week."


  He observed that she shivered, but even her shiver was somnambulistic and there was nosharp consciousness of cold in the big smooth eyes of her handsome face.


  "Allright, miss, thank you. Thanks," he said, and went to tryanother place.


  Here he was admitted. He was grateful, for the room was warm. It was full of people, and they were silent as he entered - ten people, or a dozen, perhaps more, sitting on benches like a parliament. There was no light, properly speaking, but a tempered darkness that the window gave,and everyone seemed to him enormous, the men padded out in heavy work clothes andwinter coats, and the women huge, too, in thick sweaters, hats, and old furs. And, besides, bed and bedding, a black cooking range, a piano piled towering to the ceiling with papers, a dining-room table of the old style of prosperous Chicago. Among these people Grebe, with his cold-heightened fresh color and his smaller stature, entered like a schoolboy. Even though he was met with smiles and good will, he knew, before a single word was spoken, that all the currents ran against him and that he would make no headway. Nevertheless he began. "Does anybody here know how I can deliver a check to Mr. Tulliver Green?"


  "Green?" It was the man that had let him in who answered. He was in short sleeves in a ;checkered shirt, and had a queer, high head,profusely overgrown and long as a shako;the veins entered it strongly from hisforehead. "I never heard mention of him. Is this where he live?"


  "This is the address they gave me at the station. He's a sick man, and he'll need his check. Can't anybody tell me where to find him?"


  He stood his ground and waited for a reply, his crimson wool scarf wound about his neck and drooping outside his trenchcoat, pockets weighted with the block of checks and official forms.They must have realized that he was not a college boy employed afternoons by a billcollector, trying foxily to pass for a reliefclerk, recognized that he was an older man who knew himself what need was, who had had more than an average seasoning in hardship. It was evident enough if you looked atthe marks under his eyes and atthe sides of his mouth.


  "Anybody know thissick man?"


  "No suh." On all sides he saw heads shaken and smiles of denial. No one knew. Andmaybe it was true,he considered, standing silent in the earthen, musky human gloom of the place as the rumble continued. But he could never really be sure.


  "What's the matter with this man?" said shako-head.


  "I've never seen him.All I can tellyou isthat he can't come in person for his money. It's my first day in this district."


  "Maybe they given you the wrong number?"


  "I don't believe so. But where else can I ask about him?" He felt that this persistence amused them deeply, and in a way he shared their amusement that he should stand up so tenaciously to them.Though smaller, though slight, he was his own man, he retracted nothing about himself,and he looked back at them, gray-eyed, with amusement and also with a sort of courage. On the bench some man spoke in his throat, the words impossible to catch, and a woman answered with a wild, shrieking laugh, which was quickly cutoff.


  "Well, so nobody will tell me?"


  "Ain't nobody who knows."


  "At least, if he lives here, he pays rentto someone. Who manages the building?"


  "Greatham Company.That's on Thirty-ninth Street."


  Grebe wrote itin his pad. But, in the street again, a sheet of wind-driven paper clinging to his leg while he deliberated what direction to take next, it seemed a feeble lead to follow. Probably this Green didn't rent a flat, but a room. Sometimes there were as many as twenty people in an apartment; the real-estate agent would know only the lessee.And not even the agent could tellyou who the renters were. In some places the beds were even used in shifts, watchmen or jitney drivers or short-order cooks in night joints turning out after a day's sleepand surrendering their beds to a sister, a nephew, or perhaps a stranger, just offthe bus. There were large numbers of newcomers in this terrific, blight-bitten portion of the city between Cottage Grove and Ashland, wandering from house to house and room to room. When you saw them,how could you know them? They didn't carry bundles on their backs or look picturesque. You only saw a man, a Negro,walking in the street or riding in the car, like everyone else, with ;his thumb closed on a transfer. And therefore how were you supposed to tell? Grebe thought the Greatham agent would only laugh at his question.


  But how much it would have simplified the job to be able to say that Green was old, or blind,or consumptive. An hour in the files, taking a few notes, and he needn't have been at such a disadvantage. When Raynor gave him the block of checks he asked, "How much should I know about these people?" Then Raynor had looked as though he were preparing to accuse him of trying to make the job more important than itwas. He smiled, because by then they were on fine terms, but nevertheless he had been getting ready to say something like that when the confusion began in the station over Staika and her children.


  Grebe had waited a long time for this job. It came to him through the pull of an oldschoolmate in the Corporation Counsel's office, never a close friend, but suddenly sympathetic and interested — pleased to show, moreover, how well he had done, how strongly he was coming on even in these miserable times. Well, he was coming through strongly, along with the Democratic administration itself. Grebe had gone to see him in City Hall, and they had had a counter lunch or beers at least once a month for a year, and finally it had been possible to swing the job. He didn't mind being assigned the lowest clerical grade, not even being a messenger,though Raynor thought he did.


  This Raynor was an original sort of guy and Grebe had taken to him immediately. As was proper on the firstday, Grebe had come early, but he waited long, for Raynor was late. At last he darted into his cubicle of an office as though he had just jumped from one of those hurtlinghuge red Indian Avenue cars. His thin, tough face was wind-stung and he was grinning and saying something breathlessly to himself. In his hat, a small fedora, and his coat, the velvet collar a neat fit about his neck, and his silk muffler that set off the nervous twist of his chin, he swayed and turned himself in his swivel chair, feet leaving the ground; so that he pranced a litWe as he sat. Meanwhile he took Grebe's measure out of his eyes, eyes of an unusual vertical length and slightly sardonic. So the two men sat for a while, saying nothing, while the supervisor raised his hat from his miscombed hair and put it in his lap. His cold-darkenedhands were not clean. A steel beam passed through the little makeshift room, from which machine belts once had hung. The building was an old factory.


  "I'm younger than you; I hope you won't find it hard taking orders from me," said Raynor. "But I don't make them up, either. You're how old, about?"


  "Thirty-five."


  "And you thought you'd be insidedoing paper work. But it so happens I have to send you out."


  "I don't mind."


  "And it's mostly a Negro load we have inthis district."


  "So I thought it would be."


  "Fine. You'll get along. C'estun bon boulot.3 Do you know French?"


  "Some."


  "I thought you'd be a university man."


  "Have you been in France?" said Grebe.


  "No, that's the French of the Berlitz School. I've been at it for more than a year,just as I'm sure people have been, all over the world, office boys in China and braves in Tanganyika. In fact, I damn well know it. Such is the attractive power of civilization. It'soverrated, but what do you want? Que voulez-vous?4 I get Le Rire 5 and all the spicy papers, just like in Tanganyika. It must be mystifying, out there. But my reason is that I'm aiming at the diplomatic service. I have a cousin who's a courier, and the way he describes it is awfully attractive. He rides in the wagon-lits and reads books.While we - What did you do before?"


  "I sold."


  "Where?"


  "Canned meat at Stop and Shop. In the basement."


  "And before that?"


  "Window shades, at Goldblatt's."


  "Steady work?"


  "No, Thursdays and Saturdays. I also sold shoes."


  "You've been a shoe-dog too. Well. And prior to that? Here it is in your folder." He opened the record. "Saint Olaf's College, instructor in classical languages. Fellow, University of Chicago, 1926 — 27. I've had Latin, too. Let's trade quotations —'Dum spiro spero.6’"


  "‘Da dextram misero.7’"


  "‘Alea jactaest8’"


  "‘Excelsior.9’"


  Raynor shouted with laughter, and other workers came to look at him over the partition. Grebe also laughed, feeling pleased and easy. The luxury of fun on a nervous morning.


  When they were done and no one was watching or listening, Raynor said rather seriously, "What made you study Latin in the first place? Was it for the priesthood?"


  "No."


  "Just for the hell of it? For the culture? Oh, the things people think they can pull!" He made his cry hilarious and tragic. "I ran my pants off so Icould study for the bar, and I've passed the bar, so I get twelve dollars a week more than you as a bonus for having seen life straight and whole. I'll tell you, as a man of culture, that even though nothing looks to be real, and everything stands for something else, and that thing for another thing, and that thing for a still further one - there ain't any comparison between twenty-five and thirty-seven dollars a week, regardless of the last reality. Don't you think that was clear to your Greeks? They were a thoughtful people,but they didn't part with their slaves."


  This was a great deal more than Grebe had looked for in his first interview with his supervisor. He was too shy to show all the astonishment he felt. He laughed a little, aroused, and brushed at the sunbeam that covered his head with its dust. "Do you think my mistake was so terrible?"


  "Damn right it was terrible, and you know it now that you've had the whip of hard times laid on your back. You should have been preparing yourself for trouble. Your people must ;have been well off to send you to the university. Stop me, if I'm stepping on your toes. Did your mother pamper you? Did your father give in to you? Were you brought up tenderly, with permission to go and find out what were the last things that everything else stands for while everybody else labored in the fallen world of appearances?"


  "Well, no, it wasn't exactly like that." Grebe smiled. The fallen world of appearances! No less. But now it was his turn to deliver a surprise. "We weren't rich. My father was the last genuine English butler in Chicago —"


  "Are you kidding?"


  "Why should I be?"


  "In a livery?"


  "In livery. Up on the Gold Coast 10."


  "And he wanted you to be educated like a gentleman?"


  "He did not.He sent me to the Armour Institute to study chemical engineering. But when he died I changed schools."


  He stopped himself, and considered how quickly Raynor had reached him. In no time he had your valise on the table and all your stuff unpacked. And afterward, in the streets, he was still reviewing how far he might have gone, and how much he might have been led to tellif they had not been interrupted by Mrs.Staika's great noise.


  But just then a young woman, one of Raynor's workers, ran into the cubicle exclaiming, "Haven't you heard all the fuss?"


  "We haven't heard anything."


  "It's Staika, giving out with all her might. The reporters are coming. She said she phoned the papers, and you know she did."


  "But what is she up to?" said Raynor.


  "She brought her wash and she's ironing it here, with our current, because the relief won't pay her electric bill. She has her ironing board set up by the admitting desk, and her kids are with her, all six. They never are in school more than once a week. She's always dragging them around with her because of her reputation."


  "Idon't want to miss any of this," said Raynor, jumping up. Grebe, as he followed with the secretary, said, "Who is this Staika?"


  "They call her the‘BloodMother of FederalStreet.’She's a professional donor at thehospitals. I think they pay ten dollars a pint. Of course it's no joke, but she makes a very big thing out of it and she and the kids are in the papers all the time."


  A small crowd, staff and clients divided by a plywood barrier, stood in the narrow space of the entrance, and Staika was shouting in a gruff, mannish voice, plunging the iron on the board and slamming it on the metal rest.


  "My father and mother came in a steerage, and I was born in our house, Robey by Huron. I'm no dirty immigrant. I'm a U. S. citizen. My husband is a gassed veteran from France withlungs weaker'n paper, that hardly can he go to the toilet by himself. These six children of mine,;I have to buy the shoes for their feet with my own blood. Even a lousy littlewhite Communionnecktie,that's a couple of drops of blood; a little piece of mosquito veil for my Vadja so she won't be ashamed in church for the other girls, they take my blood for it by Goldblatt. That's how I keep goin'. A fine thing if I had to depend on the relief. And there's plenty of people on the rolls - fakes ！ There's nothin' theycan't get, that can go and wrap bacon at Swift and Armour any time. They're lookin'for them by the Yards. They never have to be out of work. Only they rather lay in their lousy beds and eat the public's money.“ She was not afraid, in a predominantly Negro station, to shout this way about Negroes.


  Grebe and Raynor worked themselves forward to get a closer view of the woman. Shewas flaming with anger and with pleasure at herself, broad and huge, a golden-headed woman who wore a cotton cap laced with pink ribbon. She was barelegged and had on black gym shoes, her Hoover apron was open and her great breasts, not much restrained by a man's undershirt, hampered her arms as she worked atthe kid'sdress on the ironing board. And the children, silent and white, with a kind of locked obstinacy, in sheepskins and lumberjackets, stood behind her. She had captured the station, and the pleasure this gave her was enormous. Yet her grievances were true grievances. She was telling the truth. But she behaved like a liar. The look of her small eyes was hidden, and while she raged she also seemed to be spinning and planning.


  "They send me out college case workers in silk pants to talk me out of what I got comin'.Are they better'n me? Who told them? Fire them. Let 'em go and get married, and then you won't have to cut electric from people's budget."


  The chief supervisor, Mr. Ewing, couldn't silence her and he stood with folded arms at the head of his staff, bald,bald-headed, saying to his subordinates like the ex-school principal he was, "Pretty soon she'll be tired and go."


  "No she won't," said Raynor to Grebe. "She'll get what she wants.She knows more aboutthe reliefeven then Ewing. She's been on the rolls for years, and she always gets what she wants because she puts on a noisy show. Ewing knows it. He'll give in soon. He's only saving face. If he gets bad publicity, the Commissioner'll have him on the carpet, downtown. She's got him submerged; she'll submerge everybody in time, and that includes nations and governments."


  Grebe replied with his characteristic smile, disagreeing completely. Who would take Staika's orders, and what changes could her yelling ever bring about?


  No, what Grebe saw in her, the power that made people listen, was that her cry expressed the war of flesh and blood,perhaps turned a little crazy and certainly ugly, on this place and this condition. And at first, when he went out, the spirit of Staika somehow presided over the whole districtfor him, and it took color from her; he saw her color, in the sporty curb fires, and the fires under the El, the straight alley of flamy gloom.Later, too, when he went into a tavern for a shot of rye, the sweat of beer, association with West Side Polish streets, made him think of her again.


  He wiped the corners of his mouth with his muffler, his handkerchief being inconvenient to reach for, and went out again to get on with the delivery of his checks. The air bitcold and hard and a few flakes of snow formed near him. A train struck by and left a quiver in the frames and ;a bristling icy hiss over the rails.


  Crossing the street, he descended a flight of board steps into a basement grocery, setting off a littlebell. It was a dark,long store and it caught you with its stinks of smoked meat, soap, dried peaches, and fish.There was a fire wrinkling and flapping in the little stove, and the proprietor was waiting, an Italian with a long, hollow face and stubborn bristles. He kept his hands warm under his apron.


  No, he didn't know Green. You knew people but not names. The same man might not have the same name twice. The police didn't know, either, and mostly didn't care. Whensomebody was shot or knifed they took the body away and didn't look for the murderer. In the first place, nobody would tell them anything. So they made up a name for the coroner and called it quits. And in the second place, they didn't give a goddamn anyhow. But they couldn't get to the bottom of a thing even if they wanted to. Nobody would get to know even a tenth of what went on among these people. They stabbed and stole, they did every crime and abomination you ever heard of, men and men, women and women, parents and children,worse than the animals. They carried on their own way, and the horrors passed off like a smoke. There was never anything like it in the history of the whole world.


  It was a long speech, deepening with every word in its fantasy and passion and becoming increasingly senseless and terrible: a swarm amassed by suggestion and invention, a huge, hugging,despairing knot, a human wheel of heads, legs, bellies, arms, rolling through his shop.


  Grebe felt that he must interrupt him. He said sharply, "What are you talking about! All I asked was whether you knew this man."


  "That isn't even the half of it. Ibeen here six years. You probably don't want to believethis. But suppose it's true?"


  "Allthe same," said Grebe, "there must be a way to find a person."


  The Italian's close-spaced eyes had been queerly concentrated, as were his muscles, while heleaned across the counter trying to convince Grebe. Now he gave up the effortand sat down on his stool. "Oh — I suppose. Once ina while. But I been telling you, even the cops don't get anywhere."


  "They're always after somebody. It'snot the same thing."


  "Well, keep trying if you want. I can't help you."


  But he didn't keep trying. He had no more time to spend on Green. He slipped Green'scheck to the back of the block. The next name on the list was FIELD, WINSTON.


  He found the back-yard bungalow without the least trouble; it shared a lot with another house, a few feet of yard between. Grebe knew these two-shack arrangements. They had been built invast numbers in the days before the swamps were filled and the streets raised, and they were all the same - a boardwalk along the fence, well under street level, three or four ball-headed posts forclotheslines, greening wood, dead shingles, and a long, long flight of stairs to the rear door.


  A twelve-year-old boy let him into the kitchen, and there the old man was sitting by thetable in a wheel chair.


  "Oh, it's d. Government man," he said to the boy when Grebe drew out his checks. "Go ;bring me my box of papers." He cleared a space on the table.


  "Oh, you don't have to go to all that trouble," said Grebe. But Field laid out his papers:Social Security card, relief certification, letters from the state hospital in Manteno, and a naval discharge dated San Diego, 1920.


  "That's plenty," Grebe said. "Just sign."


  "You got to know who I am," the old man said. "You're from the Government. It's not your check,it's a Government check and you got no business to hand it over till everything isproved."


  He loved the ceremony of it, and Grebe made no more objections. Field emptied his box and finished out the circle of cards and letters.


  "There's everything I done and been. Just the death certificate and they can close bookon me." He said this with a certain happy pride and magnificence. Still he did not sign; he merely held the little pen upright on the golden-green corduroy of his thigh. Grebe did not hurry him. He felt the old man's hunger for conversation.


  "Igot to get better coal," he said. "I send my little gran'son to the yard with my order andthey fill his wagon with screening. The stove ain't made for it. It fall through the grate. The order says Franklin County egg-size coal."


  "I'll report it and see what can be done.""Nothing can be done, I expect.You know and I know. There ain't no littleways to make things better, and the only big thing is money. That's the only sunbeams, money. Nothingis black where itshines, and the only place you see black is where it ain't shining. What we colored have to have is our own rich. There ain't no other way.“


  Grebe sat, his reddened forehead bridged levelly by his close-cut hair and hischeeks loweredin the wings of his collar - the caked fire shone hard within the isinglass-and-iron frames but the room was not comfortable - sat and listened while the old man unfolded his scheme. This was to create one Negro millionaire a month by subscription. One clever,good-hearted young fellow elected every month would sign a contract to use the money to start a business employing Negroes. This would be advertised by chain letters and word of mouth, and every Negro wage earner would contribute a dollar a month. Within fiveyears there would be sixty millionaires.


  "That'll fetch respect," he said with a throat-stopped sound that came out like a foreignsyllable. "You got to take and organize all the money that gets thrown away on the policy wheel and horse race. As long as they can take it away from you, they got no respect for you. Money, that's d'sun of human kind!“ Field was a Negro of mixed blood, perhaps Cherokee, or Natchez;his skin was reddish. And he sounded, speaking about a golden sun in this dark room, and looked, shaggy and slab-headed,with the mingled blood of his face and broad lips, the little pen still upright in his hand,like one of the underground kings of mythology, old judge Minos himself.


  And now he accepted the check and signed. Not to soil the slip, he held it down with hisknuckles. The table budged and creaked, the center of the gloomy, heathen midden of the kitchen covered with bread, meat, and cans,and the scramble of papers.


  "Don't you think my scheme'd work?"


  "It's worth thinking about. Something ought to be done,I agree."


  "It'll work if people will do it. That's all. That's the only thing, any time. When they understand it in the same way, all of them."


  "That's true," said Grebe, rising. His glance met the old man's.


  "I know you got to go," he said. "Well, God bless you, boy, you ain't been sly with me. I can tell it ina minute."


  He went back through the buried yard. Someone nursed a candle in a shed, where a man unloaded kindling wood from a sprawl-wheeled baby buggy and two voices carried on a highconversation. As he came up the sheltered passage he heard the hard boost of the wind in the branches and against the house fronts, and then, reaching the sidewalk, he saw the needle-eye red of cable towers in the open icy height hundreds of feet above the river and the factories-those keen points. From here, his view was obstructed all the way to the South Branch and its timber banks, and the cranes beside the water.Rebuilt after the Great Fire, this part of the city was, not fiftyyears later, in ruins again, factories boarded up, buildings deserted or fallen, gaps of prairie between. But it wasn't desolation that this made you feel, but rather a faltering of organization that set free a huge energy, an escaped, unattached, unregulated power from the giant raw place. Not only must people feel it but, it seemed to Grebe, they were compelled to match it. In their very bodies. He no less than others,he realized. Say that his parents had been servants in theirtime, whereas he was not supposed to be one. He thought that they had never done any service like this, which no one visible asked for, and probably flesh and blood could not even perform.Nor could anyone show why it should be performed; or see where the performance would lead. That did not mean that he wanted to be released from it, he realized with a grimly pensive face. On the contrary. He had something to do. To be compelled to feel this energy and yet have no task to do — that was horrible;that was suffering; he knew what that was. It was now quitting time. Six o'clock. He could go home if he liked, to his room, that is, to wash in hot water, to pour a drink, lie down on his quilt, read the paper, eat some liver paste on crackers before going out to dinner. But to think of this actually made him feel a little sick, as though he had swallowed hard air. He had six checks left, and he was determined to deliver at least one of these:Mr. Green's check.


  So he started again. He had four or five dark blocks to go, past open lots, condemnedhouses, old foundations, closed schools, black churches, mounds, and he reflected that there must be many people alive who had once seen the neighborhood rebuilt and new. Now there was a second layer of ruins; centuries of history accomplished through human massing. Numbers had given the place forced growth; enormous numbers had also broken it down. Objects once so new, so concrete that it could have occurred to anyone they stood for other things, had crumbled. Therefore, reflected Grebe, the secret of them was out. It was that they stood for themselves by agreement, and were natural and not unnatural by agreement, and when the things themselves collapsed the agreement became visible. What was it, otherwise, that kept cities from looking peculiar? Rome, that was almost permanent, did not give rise to ;thoughts like these. And was it abidingly real? But in Chicago, where the cycles were so fast and the familiar died out,and again rose changed, and died again in thirty years, you saw the common agreement or covenant, and you were forced to think about appearances and realities.（Heremembered Raynor and he smiled.Raynor was a cleverboy.）Once you had grasped this, a great many things became intelligible. For instance, why Mr. Field should conceive such a scheme. Of course, if people were to agree to create a millionaire, a real millionaire would come into existence. And if you wanted to know how Mr. Field was inspired to think of this, why, he had within sight of his kitchen window the chart, the very bones of a successful scheme —the El with its blue and green confetti of signals.People consented to pay dimes and ride thecrash-box cars, and so it was a success. Yet how absurd it looked; how little reality there was to start with.And yet Yerkes 11, the great financier who built it, had known that he could get people to agree to do it. Viewed as itself, what a scheme of a scheme it seemed, how close to an appearance. Then why wonder at Mr. Field's idea? He had grasped a principle.And then Grebe remembered, too, that Mr. Yerkes had established the Yerkes Observatory and endowed it with millions. Now how did the notion come to him in his New York museum of a palace or his Aegean-bound yacht to give money to astronomers? Was he awed by the success of his bizarre enterprise and therefore ready to spend money to find out where in the universe beingand seeming were identical? Yes, he wanted to know what abides; and whether flesh is Bible grass 12; and he offered money to be burned in the fire of suns. Okay, then, Grebe thought further, these things exist because people consent to exist with them — we have got so far —and also there is a reality which doesn't depend on consent but within which consent is a game. But what about need, the need that keeps so many vast thousands in position? You tell me that, you private little gentleman and decent soul — he used these words against himself scornfully.Why is the consent given to misery? And why so painfully ugly? Because there is something that is dismal and permanently ugly? Here he sighed and gave it up, and thought it was enough for the present moment that he had a real check in his pocket for a Mr. Green who must be real beyond question. If only his neighbors didn't think they had to conceal him.


  This time he stopped at the second floor. He struck a match and found a door. Presently a man answered his knock and Grebe had the check ready and showed it even before he began. "Does Tulliver Green live here? I'm from the relief."


  The man narrowed the opening and spoke to someone at his back.


  "Does he live here?"


  "Uh-uh. No."


  "Or anywhere in this building? He's a sick man and he can't come for his dough." He exhibited the check in the light, which was smoky - the air smelled of charred lard - and the man held off the brim of his cap to study it.


  "Uh-uh. Never seen the name."


  "There's nobody around here that uses crutches?"


  He seemed to think, but it was Grebe's impression that he was simply waiting for a decent ;interval to pass.


  "No, suh. Nobody I ever see."


  "I've been looking forthis man all afternoon"— Grebe spoke out with sudden force —"and


  I'm going to have to carry this check back to the station. It seems strange not to be able to find a person to give him something when you're looking for him for a good reason. I suppose if I had bad news for him I'd find him quick enough."


  There was a responsive motion in the other man's face. "That's right, I reckon."


  "It almost doesn't do any good to have a name if you can't be found by it. It doesn't stand for anything. He might as well not have any," he went on, smiling. Itwas as much of a concession as he could make of his desire to laugh.


  "Well, now, there's a little old knot-back man I see once in a while. He might be the one you lookin' for. Downstairs."


  "Where? Right side or left? Which door?"


  "Idon't know which. Thin-face littleknot-back with a stick."


  But no one answered at any of the doors on the first floor. He went to the end of thecorridor, searching by matchlight, and found only a stairless exit to the yard, a drop of about six feet. But there was a bungalow near the alley, an old house like Mr. Field's. To jump was unsafe. He ran from the front door,through the underground passage and into the yard. The place was occupied. There was a light through the curtains, upstairs. The name on the ticket under the broken, scoop-shaped mailbox was Green! He exultantly rang the bell and pressed against the locked door. Then the lock clicked faintly and a long staircase opened before him. Someone was slowly coming down — a woman. He had the impression in the weak light that she was shapingher hair as she came, making herself presentable, for he saw her arms raised. But it was for support that they were raised; she was feeling her way downward, down the wall, stumbling.Next he wondered about the pressure of her feet on the treads; she did not seem to be wearing shoes. And it was a freezing stairway. His ring had got her out of bed,perhaps,and she had forgotten to put them on. And then he saw that she was not only shoeless but naked; she was entirely naked, climbing down while she talked to herself, a heavy woman, naked and drunk. She blundered into him.The contact of her breasts, though they touched only his coat, made him go back against the door with a blind shock. See what he had tracked down, in his hunting game!


  The woman was saying to herself, furious with insult, "So I cain,t — k,huh? I'll show that son-of-a-bitch kin I,cain't I."


  What should he do now? Grebe asked himself. Why, he should go. He should turn awayand go. He couldn't talk to this woman. He couldn't keep her standing naked in the cold. But when he tried he found himself unable to turn away.


  He said, "Isthis where Mr. Green lives?"


  But she was still talking to herself and did not hear him.


  "Isthis Mr. Green's house?"


  At last she turned her furious drunken glance on him."What do you want?"


  Again her eyes wandered from him;there was a dot of blood in their enraged brilliance. Hewondered why she didn't feelthe cold.


  "I'm from the relief."


  "Awright, what?"


  "I've got a check for Tulliver Green."


  This time she heard and put out her hand.


  "No, no, for Mr. Green. He's got to sign," he said. How was he going to get Green'ssignature tonight!


  "I'll take it. He cain't."


  He desperately shook his head, thinking of Mr. Field's precautions about identification. "Ican't let you have it. It's for him. Are you Mrs. Green?"


  "Maybe I is, and maybe I ain't. Who want to know?"


  "Is he upstairs?"


  "Awright. Take it up yourself, you goddamn fool."


  Sure, he was a goddamn fool. Of course he could not go up because Green would probablybe drunk and naked, too. And perhaps he would appear on the landing soon. He looked eagerly upward. Under the light was a high narrow brown wall. Empty! It remained empty!


  "Hell with you, then!“ he heard her cry. To deliver a check for coal and clothes, he waskeeping her in the cold. She did not feel it, but his face was burning with frost and self-ridicule.He backed away from her.


  "I'll come tomorrow, tell him."


  "Ah, hell with you. Don, never come. What you doin' here in the nighttime? Don' comeback." She yelled so that he saw the breadth of her tongue. She stood astride in the long cold box of the hall and held on to the banister and the wall. The bungalow itself was shaped something like a box, a clumsy, high box pointing intothe freezing air with its sharp, wintry lights.


  "If you are Mrs. Green, I'll give you the check." he said, changing his mind.


  "Give here,then. " She took it, took the pen offered with itin her left hand, and tried tosign the receipt on the wall. He looked around, almost as though to see whether his madness was being observed, and came near believing someone was standing on a mountain of used tires in the auto-junking shop next door.


  "But are you Mrs. Green?" he now thought to ask. But she was already climbing the stairs withthe check, and it was too late, if he had made an error, if he was now in trouble, to undo the thing. But he wasn't going to worry about it. Though she might not be Mrs. Green, he was convinced that Mr. Green was upstairs. Whoever she was, the woman stood for Green, whom he was not to seethis time. Well, you silly bastard, he said to himself, so you think you found him. So what? Maybe you really did find him - what of it? But it was important that there was a real Mr. Green whom they could not keep him from reaching because he seemed to come as an emissary from hostile appearances. And though the self-ridicule was slow to diminish, and hisface still blazed with it, he had, nevertheless, a feeling of elation, too. "For after all," he said, "he couldbe found!“


  Q


  1.Each of the characters in the story - Grebe, Raynor, the janitor, Staika, the Italian grocer,Field - either explicitly or implicitly embodies acertain attitude toward life. Can you identify or characterize these attitudes?


  2.Why does it become increasingly important to Grebe thatthere is "a real Mr. Green"?


  3.What are weto make of the story's conclusion? Is it optimistic, pessimistic, or simplyambivalent and inclusive?


  ■注释：


  1. Whatsoever thy hand findeth to do, do it with thy might...：“凡你当作的事,要尽力去做”。引自《旧约全书·传道书》第9章第10节。


  2. Elevated frame：即elevated railroad，高架铁道。


  3. C'est un bon boulot.：[法语]那是份好工作。


  4. Que voulez-vous?：[法语]您想要什么？


  5. Le Rire：法国一幽默杂志名。


  6. Dum spiro spero.：[拉丁语]我活着就会产生希望。


  7. Da dextram misero.：[拉丁语]向不幸者伸出你的右手。


  8. Alea jacta est.：骰子已掷。


  9. Excelsior.：再高一点。


  10. Gold Coast：芝加哥北部的一富人区。


  11. Yerkes：耶基斯（Charles Tyson Yerkes,1837-1905），金融家，曾把兴建芝加哥公共交通的各公司联合成辛迪加。德莱赛以他的生活为素材创作了《金融家》、《巨人》、《斯多噶》。


  12. flesh is Bible grass：《圣经》里有血肉之躯犹如会干枯的草，惟有上帝的话恒久不变的说法。见《旧约全书·以赛亚书》第40章第6节和第8节。


  · Why should wretched man need power or wish to inflatehimself withimaginary glory? If this is what power signifies it can only be vanity to suffer from impotence.On the nobler assumption he should have at least sufficient power to overcome ignominy to complete his life.


  ——Saul Bellaw


  Unit25 Joseph Heller （1923-1999）


  约瑟夫·海勒


  ■作者简介


  [image: figure_0342_0069]


  约瑟夫·海勒（Joseph Heller，1923-1999），小说家。生于纽约市布鲁克林一犹大移民家庭。二战中参加美国空军，曾在法国和意大利执行过60次轰炸任务。战后曾先后就读于纽约大学和哥伦比亚大学，以优异成绩获文学硕士，并获富布赖特奖学金去牛津大学深造一年。学习期间曾阅读大量文学批评。1950年在宾夕法尼亚州立大学教写作，与同系的著名康拉德专家卡尔（Frederick Karl）结下深厚友谊。两年后回到纽约，为《时代》杂志编写广告。海勒从小想当作家，服役期间开始写短篇小说。1945年在《故事》上发表第一篇作品。代表作《第二十二条军规》（Catch-22）的创作始于1954年，用了8年才完成。该书1961年一问世便获得成功，尤其受年轻人欢迎。评论界称之为黑色幽默的杰作。之后，他在教书和编写广告的同时继续从事文学创作，推出了剧本《我们轰炸了纽黑文》（We Bombed in New Haven，1968）、小说《出了毛病》（Something Happened，1974）、《像高尔德那样好》（Good as Gold， 1979）、《天晓得》（God Knows，1984）等作品。其中《出了毛病》成就较大，有评论认为可与《第二十二条军规》相媲美。


  ■内容提要


  《第二十二条军规》内容非常丰富。主要情节写美军轰炸机投弹手尤索林（Yossarian）拒绝执行飞行任务的种种努力。二战期间，在虚构的地中海皮阿诺萨（Pianosa）岛上驻扎着美军的一个飞行中队。队里的上尉尤索林已对意、法作了48次轰炸飞行，快要完成定额停止飞行了。但卡思卡特（Cathcart）上校不断增加飞行定额。尤索林得知第二十二条军规允许精神失常者停飞，便决定装疯。但此军规又规定，想停飞者必须提出申请，而能提出申请者就一定没疯，就不能停飞。因此，尤索林陷入了难以摆脱的困境。他便换用装病、往食物里放洗衣皂等方法逃避和破坏飞行任务。炮手斯诺顿（Snowden）在轰炸阿维尼翁（Avignon）的过程中受重伤并死在他怀里后，尤索林便裸体外出，倒着走路，又开始装疯。最后，尤索林毅然逃离了基地。通过不断切换时间与场地，小说深入揭露了军中官僚主义、投机、欺诈、暴力、酗酒、嫖娼等问题，表明了对尤索林及其同伴的真正威胁不是来自德军，而是来自美军内部。


  选篇为此书的第41章。本章主要通过尤索林的回忆，写斯诺顿惨死的详细经过。


  ■赏析


  《第二十二条军规》被称作以二战为题材的最佳反战小说。反战小说重视流血场景描写的特点在本书中尤其是在本章中有突出表现。斯诺顿大腿上血肉模糊的伤口,以及护身衣撕开后从他上身伤口涌流而出的内脏、碎骨等，都得到极为细致的描写。这一血淋淋的场面，伴随着斯诺顿表示寒冷的不断呻吟，有力展现了战争的残酷。


  小说的反战矛头对准的主要是卡斯卡特上校、M＆M联合企业总裁迈洛（Milo）等打着“正义”、“爱国”的旗号用下属的鲜血和生命换取名利的官僚们。本章通过揭露卡斯卡特为了自己的声誉而树尤索林为英雄并准备送他回国，以及迈洛为了自己的利益而偷走了急救药箱里的吗啡等罪恶,进一步表明了：服从这些贪图名利的官僚无异于自杀；在他们造成的这个疯狂的世界里，个人有理由去争取自己的生存权。


  从写有医生竟不知手术刀形状和肝脏位置的开头,到滑稽地模仿莎士比亚的结尾,读者可在本章中发现许多幽默。海勒的幽默具有鲜明的倾向,是他常用以表达思想感情的有效手法。用怪诞而又病态的境况表达强烈的愤怒、痛苦与绝望的黑色幽默，可见于本章对斯诺顿伤势的描写。“足球般大小和深浅的”伤口,随着“肝、肺、肾、肋骨、胃”从斯诺顿的上身伤口流出的“那天午饭吃的炖西红柿”等描写，对于作者表现对战争和官僚制度的态度，具有强烈的震撼效果。


  Catch-22 - Chapter 41


  SNOWDEN


  "Cut," said a doctor.


  "You cut," said another.


  "No cuts," said Yossarian with a thick, unwieldy tongue.


  "Now look who's butting in," complained one of the doctors. "Another county heard from. Are we going to operate or aren't we?"


  "He doesn't need an operation," complained the other. "It'sa small wound. All we have to do is stop the bleeding, clean it out and put a few stitches in."


  "But I've never had a chance to operate before. Which one is the scalpel? Isthis one the scalpel?"


  "No,the other one isthe scalpel.Well,go ahead and cut already if you're going to. Make the incision."


  "Like this?"


  "Not there, you dope!"


  "No incisions, Yossarian said, perceiving through the lifting fog of insensibility that two strangers were ready to begin cutting him.


  "Another county heard from," complained the first doctor sarcastically. "Is he going to keep talking that way while I operate on him?"


  "You can't operate on him untilI admit him," said a clerk.


  "You can't admit him until I clear him," said a fat, gruff colonel with a mustache and an enormous pink face that pressed down very close to Yossarian and radiated scorching heatlikethe bottom of a huge frying pan. "Where were you bom?"


  The fat, gruff colonel reminded Yossarian of the fat, gruff colonel who had interrogated the chaplain and found him guilty. Yossarian stared up at him through a glassy film. The cloying scents of formaldehyde and alcohol sweetened theair.


  "On a battlefield," he answered.


  "No, no. In what state were you born?"


  "In a state of innocence."


  "No, no, you don't understand."


  "Let me handle him," urged a hatchet-faced man with sunken acrimonious eyes and a thin, malevolent mouth."Are you a smart aleck or something?" he asked Yossarian.


  "He's delirious," one of the doctors said. "Why don't you let us take him back inside and treat him?"


  "Leave him right here if he's delirious. He might say something incriminating."


  "But he's still bleeding profusely. Can't you see? He might even die."


  "Good for him!"


  "It would serve the finky bastard right," said the fat, gruff colonel."All right, John,let's speak out. We want to get to the truth."


  "Everyone calls me Yo-Yo."


  "We want you to co-operate with us, Yo-Yo.We're your friends and we want you to trust us. We're here to help you. We're not going to hurt you."


  "Let's jab our thumbs down inside his wound and gouge it," suggested the hatchet-faced man.


  Yossarian lethis eyes fall closed and hoped they would think he was unconscious.


  "He's fainted," he heard a doctor say. "Can't we treat him now before it's too late? He really might die."


  "Allright, take him. I hope the bastard does die."


  "You can't treat him until I admit him," the clerk said.


  Yossarian played dead with his eyes shut while the clerk admitted him by shuffling some papers, and then he was rolled away slowly into a stuffy, dark room with searing spotlights overhead inwhich the cloying smell of formaldehyde and sweet alcohol was even stronger. The pleasant, permeating stink was intoxicating. He smelled ether too and heard glass tinkling.He listened with secret, egotistical mirth to the husky breathing of the two doctors. It delighted him that they thought he was unconscious and did not know he was listening. It all seemed very silly to him until one of the doctors said,


  "Well, do you think we should save his life? They might be sore at us if we do."


  "Let's operate," said the other doctor. "Let's cut him open and get to the inside of things ;once and for all. He keeps complaining about his liver. His liverlooks pretty small on this X ray."


  "That's his pancreas, you dope. This is his liver."


  "No it isn't. That's his heart. I'll bet you a nickel this is his liver. I'm going to operate and find out. Should I wash my hands first?"


  "No operations," Yossarian said, opening his eyes and trying to sit up.


  "Another county heard from," scoffed one of the doctors indignantly. "Can't we make himshut up?"


  "We could give him a total. The ether's righthere."


  "No totals," said Yossarian.


  "Another county heard from," said a doctor.


  "Let's give him a total and knock him out. Then we can do what we want with him."


  They gave Yossarian total anesthesia and knocked him out. He woke up thirsty ina privateroom, drowning in ether fumes. Colonel Korn was there at his bedside, waiting calmly in a chair in his baggy, wool,olive-drab shirt and trousers. A bland, phlegmatic smile hung on his brown face with its heavy-bearded cheeks, and he was buffing the facets of his bald head gently withthe palms of both hands. He bent forward chuckling when Yossarian awoke, and assured him in the friendliesttones that the deal they had made was still on if Yossarian didn't die. Yossarian vomited, and Colonel Korn shot to his feet at the firstcough and fled in disgust, so it seemed indeed that there was a silver lining to every cloud, Yossarian reflected, as he drifted back into a suffocating daze. A hand with sharp fingers shook him awake roughly. He turned and opened his eyes and saw a strange man with a mean face 1 who curled his lipat him in a spiteful scowl and bragged, "We've got your pal, buddy. We've got your pal."


  Yossarian turned cold and faintand broke into a sweat.


  "Who's my pal?" he asked when he saw the chaplain sitting where Colonel Korn had beensitting.


  "Maybe I'm your pal,"the chaplain answered.


  But Yossarian couldn't hear him and closed his eyes. Someone gave him water to sipand tiptoed away. He slept and woke up feeling great until he turned his head to smile at the chaplain and saw Aarfy there instead. Yossarian moaned instinctively and screwed his face up with excruciating irritability when Aarfy chortled and asked how he was feeling. Aarfy looked puzzled when Yossarian inquired why he was not in jail.2 Yossarian shut his eyes to make him go away. When he opened them,Aarfy was gone and the chaplain was there. Yossarian broke into laughter when he spied the chaplain's cheerful grin and asked him what in the hell he was so happy about.


  T m happy about you," the chaplain replied with excited candor and joy. "I heard at Groupthat you were very seriously injured and that you would have to be sent home if you lived. Colonel Korn said your condition was critical. But I've just learned from one of the doctors that your wound is really a very slight one and that you'll probably be able to leave in a day or two. You're in no danger. It isn'tbad at all."


  Yossarian listened to the chaplain's news with enormous relief. "That's good."


  "Yes," said the chaplain,a pink flush of impish pleasure creeping into his cheeks. "Yes, that is good."


  Yossarian laughed, recalling his first conversation with the chaplain."You know, the firsttime I met you was in the hospital. And now I'm in the hospital again. Just about the only time I see you lately is in the hospital. Where've you been keeping yourself?"


  The chaplain shrugged. "I've been praying a lot," he confessed. "I try to stay in my tentas much as I can, and I pray every time Sergeant Whitcomb leaves the area, so that he won't catch me."


  "Does it do any good?"


  "It takes my mind off my troubles," the chaplain answered with another shrug. "And itgives me something to do."


  "Well, that's good, then, isn't it?"


  "Yes," agreed the chaplain enthusiastically, as though the idea had not occurred to himbefore. "Yes, I guess that is good." He bent forward impulsively with awkward solicitude. "Yossarian, is there anything I can do foryou while you're here, anything I can get you?"


  Yossarian teased him jovially. "Like toys, or candy, or chewing gum?"


  The chaplain blushed again, grinning self-consciously, and then turned very respectful. "Like books, perhaps, or anything at all. I wish there was something I could do to make you happy. You know, Yossarian, we're all very proud of you."


  "Proud?"


  "Yes, of course. For risking your life to stop that Nazi assassin. It was a very noble thing to do."


  "What Nazi assassin?"


  "The one that came here to murder Colonel Cathcart and Colonel Korn. And you savedthem. He might have stabbed you to death as you grappled with him on the balcony. It's a lucky thing you'realive."


  Yossarian snickered sardonically when he understood. "That was no Nazi assassin."


  "Certainly it was. Colonel Korn said it was."


  "That was Nately's girl friend. And she was after me, not Colonel Cathcart and Colonel Korn. She's been trying to kill me ever since I broke the news to her that Nately was dead."


  "But how could that be?" the chaplain protested in livid and resentful confusion. "Colonel Cathcart and Colonel Korn both saw him as he ran away. The officialreport says you stopped aNazi assassin from killing them."


  "Don't believe the official report," Yossarian advised dryly. "It's part of the deal."


  "What deal?"


  "The deal I made with Colonel Cathcart and Colonel Korn.They'll let me go home a bighero if I say nice things about them to everybody and never criticizethem to anyone for making the rest of the men flymore missions."


  The chaplain was appalled and rose halfway out of his chair.He bristled with bellicosedismay. "But that'sterrible! That's a shameful, scandalous deal, isn't it?"


  "Odious," Yossarian answered, staring up woodenly at the ceiling with justthe back of his head resting on the pillow. "I think ‘odious,isthe word we decided on."


  "Then how could you agree toit?"


  "It's that or a court-martial, Chaplain."


  "Oh," the chaplain exclaimed with a look of stark remorse,the back of his hand covering his mouth. He lowered himself into his chair uneasily. "I shouldn't have said anything."


  "They'd lock me in prison with a bunch of criminals."


  "Of course. You must do whatever you think is right, then." The chaplain nodded to himself as though deciding the argument and lapsed into embarrassed silence.


  "Don't worry,"Yossarian said with a sorrowful laugh afterseveral moments had passed. "I'm not going to do it."


  "But you must do it," the chaplain insisted, bending forward with concern. "Really, you must.I had no right to influence you. I really had no rightto say anything."


  "You didn't influence me." Yossarian hauled himself over onto his side and shook hishead in solemn mockery. "Christ, Chaplain! Can you imagine that for a sin? Saving Colonel Cathcart's life! That's one crime I don't want on my record."


  The chaplain returned to the subject with caution. "What will you do instead? You can't let them put you in prison."


  "I'll fly more missions. Or maybe I really willdesert and let them catch me. They probably would."


  "And they'd put you in prison. You don't want to go to prison."


  "Then I'll just keep flying missions until the war ends,I guess. Some of us have to survive."


  "But you might get killed."


  "Then I guess I won't fly any more missions."


  "What will you do?"


  "I don't know."


  "Will you let them send you home?"


  "I don't know. Is it hot out? It's very warm in here."


  "It's very cold out," the chaplain said.


  "You know," Yossarian remembered, a very funny thing happened — maybe I dreamed it. I think a strange man came in here before and told me he's got my pal. I wonder if I imagined it."


  "I don't think you did," the chaplain informed him. "You started to tell me about him when I dropped in earlier."


  "Then he really did say it.'We've got your pal, buddy,' he said.‘We've got your pal.' He had the most malignant manner I ever saw.I wonder who my pal is."


  "I like to think that I'm your pal, Yossarian," the chaplain said with humble sincerity. "And they certainly have got me. They've got my number and they've got me under surveillance, and ;they've got me rightwhere they want me.That's what they told me at my interrogation."


  "No, I don't think it'syou he meant," Yossarian decided. "Ithink it must be someone like Nately or Dunbar. You know, someone who was killed in the war, like Clevinger, Orr, Dobbs, Kid Sampson or McWatt." Yossarian emitted a startled gasp and shook his head. "I just realizedit," he exclaimed. "They've got all my pals, haven't they? The only ones left are me and Hungry Joe." He tingled with dread as he saw the chaplain's face go pale. "Chaplain, what is it?"


  "Hungry Joe was killed."


  "God, no!On a mission?"


  "He died in his sleep while having a dream. They found a cat on his face."


  "Poor bastard," Yossarian said, and began to cry, hiding his tears in the crook of his shoulder. The chaplain left without saying goodbye. Yossarian ate something and went to sleep. A hand shook him awake in the middle of the night. He opened his eyes and saw a thin, mean man in a patient's bathrobe and pajamas who looked at him with a nasty smirk and jeered,


  "We've got your pal, buddy. We've got your pal."


  Yossarian was unnerved. "What the hell are you talking about?" he pleaded in incipient panic.


  "You'll find out, buddy. You'llfind out."


  Yossarian lunged for his tormentor's throat with one hand, but the man glided out of reach effortlessly and vanished into the corridor with a malicious laugh. Yossarian lay there tremblingwith pounding pulse. He was bathed in icy sweat. He wondered who his pal was. It was dark in the hospital and perfectly quiet. He had no watch to tell him the time.He was wide-awake, and he knew he was a prisoner in one of those sleepless, bedridden nights that would take an eternity to dissolve into dawn. A throbbing chill oozed up his legs. He was cold, and he thought of Snowden, who had never been his pal but was a vaguely familiar kid who was badly wounded and freezing to death in the puddle of harsh yellow sunlight splashing into his face through the side gunport when Yossarian crawled into the rear section of the plane over the bomb bay after Dobbs had beseeched him on the intercom to help the gunner, please help the gunner. Yossarian's stomach turned over when his eyes first beheld the macabre scene; he was absolutely revolted, and he paused in fright a few moments before descending, crouched on his hands and knees in the narrow tunnel over the bomb bay beside the sealed corrugated carton containing the first-aid kit. Snowden was lying on his back on the floor with his legs stretched out, still burdened cumbersomely by his flak suit, his flak helmet, his parachute harness and his Mae West. Not far away on the floor lay the small tail gunner in a dead faint. The wound Yossarian saw was in the outside of Snowden's thigh, as large and deep as a football, it seemed. It was impossible to tellwhere the shreds of his saturated coveralls ended and the ragged flesh began.


  There was no morphine in the first-aid kit, no protection for Snowden against pain but the numbing shock of the gaping wound itself. The twelve syrettes of morphine had been stolen from their case and replaced by a cleanly lettered note that said:"What's good for M &M Enterprises is good for the country. Milo Minderbinder.”Yossarian swore at Milo and heldtwo aspirins out to ashen lips unable to receive them. But first he hastily drew a tourniquet around Snowden's thigh because he could not think what else to do in those first tumultuous moments when his senses were in turmoil, when he knew he must act competently at once and feared he might go to pieces completely. Snowden watched him steadily, saying nothing. No artery was spurting, but Yossarian pretended to absorb himself entirely into the fashioning of a tourniquet, because applying a tourniquet was something he did know how to do. He worked with simulated skill and composure, feeling Snowden's lackluster gaze resting upon him. He recovered possession of himself before the tourniquet was finished and loosened it immediately to lessen the danger of gangrene. His mind was clear now, and he knew how to proceed. He rummaged through the first-aid kit for scissors.


  "I'm cold," Snowden said softly. "I'm cold."


  "You're going to be all right, kid," Yossarian reassured him with a grin. "You're going to be all right."


  "I'm cold," Snowden said again ina frail, childlike voice."I'mcold."


  "There, there," Yossarian said, because he did not know what else to say. "There, there."


  "I'm cold," Snowden whimpered. "I'm cold."


  "There, there. There, there."


  Yossarian was frightened and moved more swiftly. He found a pair of scissors at last and began cutting carefully through Snowden's coveralls high up above the wound, just below the groin.He cut through the heavy gabardine cloth all the way around the thigh in a straight line. The tinytail gunner woke up while Yossarian was cutting with the scissors, saw him, and fainted again. Snowden rolled his head to the other side of his neck in order to stare at Yossarian more directly. A dim, sunken light glowed in his weak and listless eyes. Yossarian,puzzled, tried not to look at him. He began cutting downward through the coveralls along the inside seam. Theyawning wound — was that a tube of slimy bone he saw running deep inside the gory scarlet flow behind the twitching,startling fibers of weird muscle?— was dripping blood in several trickles, like snow melting on eaves, but viscous and red, already thickening as it dropped. Yossarian kept cutting through the coveralls to the bottom and peeled open the severed leg of the garment. It fell to the floor with a plop, exposing the hem of khaki undershorts that were soaking up blotches of blood on one side as though in thirst. Yossarian was stunned at how waxen and ghastly Snowden's bare leg looked, how loathsome,how lifeless and esoteric the downy, fine, curled blond hairs on his odd, white shin and calf. The wound, he saw now, was not nearly as large as a football, but as long and wide as his hand, and too raw and deep to see into clearly. The raw muscles inside twitched like live hamburger meat. A long sigh of relief escaped slowly through Yossarian's mouth when he saw that Snowden was not in danger of dying. The blood was already coagulating inside the wound, and itwas simply a matter of bandaging him up and keeping him calm until the plane landed. He removed some packets of sulfanilamide from the first-aid kit. Snowden quivered when Yossarian pressed against him ;gently to turn him up slightly on his side.


  "Did I hurt you?"


  "I'm cold," Snowden whimpered. "I'm cold."


  "There, there," Yossarian said. "There, there."


  "I'm cold. I'm cold."


  "There, there. There, there."


  "It's starting to hurt me," Snowden cried out suddenly with a plaintive, urgent wince.


  Yossarian scrambled frantically through the first-aid kit in search of morphine again and found only Milo's note and a bottle of aspirin. He cursed Milo and held two aspirin tablets out to Snowden. He had no water to offer. Snowden rejected the aspirin with an almost imperceptible shake of his head.His face was pale and pasty. Yossarian removed Snowden's flak helmet and lowered his head to thefloor.


  "I'm cold," Snowden moaned with half-closed eyes. "I'm cold."


  The edges of his mouth were turning blue. Yossarian was petrified. He wondered whether to pull the rip cord of Snowden's parachute and cover him with the nylon folds. Itwas very warm in the plane. Glancing up unexpectedly, Snowden gave him a wan, co-operative smile and shifted the position of his hips a bit so that Yossarian could begin salting the wound with sulfanilamide.Yossarian worked with renewed confidence and optimism. The plane bounced hard inside an airpocket, and he remembered with a start that he had left hisown parachute up front in the nose. There was nothing to be done about that. He poured envelope after envelope of the white crystalline powder into the bloody oval wound until nothing red could be seen and then drew a deep, apprehensive breath, steeling himself with gritted teeth as he touched his bare hand to the dangling shreds of drying flesh to tuck them up inside the wound. Quickly he covered the whole wound with a large cotton compress and jerked his hand away. He smiled nervously when his brief ordeal had ended. The actual contact with the dead flesh had not been nearly as repulsive as he had anticipated, and he found excuse to caress the wound with hisfingers again and again to convince himself of his own courage.


  Next he began binding the compress in place with a roll of gauze. The second time around Snowden's thigh with the bandage, he spotted the small hole on the inside through which the piece of flak had entered, a round, crinkled wound the size of a quarter with blue edges and a black core inside where the blood had crusted. Yossarian sprinkled this one with sulfanilamide too and continued unwinding the gauze around Snowden's leg untilthe compress was secure. Then he snipped off the roll with the scissors and slit the end down the center.He made the whole thing fast with a tidy square knot. Itwas a good bandage, he knew, and he sat back on his heels with pride,wiping the perspiration from his brow, and grinned at Snowden with spontaneous friendliness.


  "I'm cold," Snowden moaned. "I'm cold."


  "You're going to be all right,kid," Yossarian assured him, patting his arm comfortingly. "Everything's under control."


  Snowden shook his head feebly. "I'm cold," he repeated, with eyes as dull and blind as stone. "I'm cold."


  "There, there," said Yossarian, with growing doubt and trepidation. "There, there. In a little while we'll be back on the ground and Doc Daneeka will take care of you."


  But Snowden kept shaking his head and pointed at last, with just the barest movement of his chin, down toward his armpit. Yossarian bent forward to peer and saw a strangely colored stain seeping through the coveralls just above the armhole of Snowden's flak suit. Yossarianfelt his heart stop, then pound so violently he found it difficult to breathe. Snowden was wounded inside hisflak suit. Yossarian ripped open the snaps of Snowden's flak suit and heard himself scream wildly as Snowden's insides slithered down to the floor in a soggy pile and just kept dripping out. A chunk of flak more than three inches big had shot into his other side just underneath the arm and blasted all the way through, drawing whole mottled quarts of Snowden along with it through the gigantic hole in his ribs it made as it blasted out. Yossarian screamed a second time and squeezed both hands over his eyes.His teeth were chattering in horror. He forced himself to look again. Here was God's plenty, all right, he thought bitterlyas he stared —liver, lungs, kidneys, ribs, stomach and bits of the stewed tomatoes Snowden had eaten that day for lunch. Yossarian hated stewed tomatoes and turned away dizzily and began to vomit, clutching his burning throat. The tail gunner woke up while Yossarian was vomiting, saw him, and fainted again. Yossarian was limp with exhaustion, pain and despair when he finished. He turned back weakly to Snowden, whose breath had grown softer and more rapid, and whose face had grown paler. He wondered how in the world to begin to save him.


  "I'm cold," Snowden whimpered. "I'm cold."


  "There,there," Yossarian mumbled mechanically in a voice too low to be heard. "There,there."


  Yossarian was cold,too, and shivering uncontrollably. He felt goose pimples clackingall over him as he gazed down despondently at the grim secret Snowden had spilled all over the messy floor. Itwas easy to read the message in his entrails.3 Man was matter, that was Snowden's secret. Drop him out a window and he'll fall. Set fire to him and he'll burn. Bury him and he'll rot, like other kinds of garbage.4 The spirit gone, man is garbage. That was Snowden's secret. Ripeness was all.5


  "I'm cold," Snowden said. "I'm cold."


  "There, there," said Yossarian. "There, there." He pulled the rip cord of Snowden'sparachute and covered his body with the white nylon sheets.


  "I'm cold."


  "There, there."


  Q


  1. In what way is the hospital scene related to Yossarian's reminiscence of Snowden?


  2. How are we to understand the message Yossarian reads in Snowden's entrails?


  3. What are the major sources of Heller's humour?


  ■注释：


  1. a strange man with a mean face：死亡的化身。


  2. Aarfy looked puzzled when Yossarian inquired why he was not in jail：在尤索林眼里，阿菲（Aarfy）是冷酷无情的恶魔。他奸污并杀害了军官公寓的女佣米歇拉（Mechaela）,却一直无动于衷，也没受惩罚。


  3. read the message in his entrails：古罗马人习惯于在献祭用的动物的内脏中寻找预测的根据。斯诺顿的内脏给予尤索林的是死亡的信息。


  4. Drop him out a window and he'llfall. Set fire to him and he'll burn.Bury him and he'll rot,like other kinds of garbage.：此三句的结构与意思类似于莎士比亚的《威尼斯商人》第3幕第1场中的三句:"If you prick us, do we not bleed? If you tickle us, do we not laugh? Ifyou poison us, do we not die?"


  5. Ripeness was all：出自莎士比亚的《李尔王》第5幕第2场中的一句："Men must endure / Their going hence, even their coming hither:/Ripeness is all..."


  · I want to recruit a cast of eccentrics or "types" who would have virtually no precursors in the tradition of realistic fiction. They would be the caricatures produced by war.... Their various mental conditionswere just part of realizing an idea rather than producing a commentary or deracination. Iregarded them as cartoon eccentrics, not real people intended to represent mental aberration and collapse. You'd have to be suffering from a compassion problem to use up much time feeling sorry for them.


  ——Jaseph Hellen


  Unit26 Toni Morrison （1931-）


  托尼·莫里森


  ■作者简介


  托尼·荚里森（1931-），黑人女小说家。生于俄亥俄州北部的洛雷恩县。父母两边的祖上都是南方佃农。1953年获霍华德大学文学学士。1955年获康乃尔大学文学硕士。当过编辑，并曾在耶鲁等数所大学教授文学，现为普林斯顿大学教授。作为编辑和教师，她致力于提高黑人作家的地位。作为作家，她要“见证”黑人如何遭受奴役这一美国文化生活中的基本事实。她认为，通过使人们充分认识黑人的经历，就有可能治愈黑人以及白人的精神创伤。《在黑暗中游戏：白色与文学想象》（Playing in theDark:Whiteness and the Literary Imagination，1992）收录了她直接讨论这方面问题的讲演。荚里森的小说主要以美国黑人的生活为题材，写他们在一个不公正的社会里努力追溯本种族的历史、寻找自我、探求出路的经历。已发表的小说有《最蓝的眼睛》（The Bluest Eye，1970）、《秀拉》（Sula，1973）、《所罗门之歌》（Song of Solomon，1977）、《柏油孩子》（Tar Body，1981），《宠儿》（Beloved，1987），《爵士乐》（Jazz，1992）、《天堂》（Paradise， 1999）、《爱》（Love，2003）、《恩惠》（AMercy，2008）。其中，根据一个逃亡女黑奴为了不让其幼女再当奴隶而将她杀死的真实故事写成写的《爱娃》获1988年度普利策奖。荚里森的作品历史感强、想象丰富、具有强烈的艺术感染力。1993年，她获得诺贝尔文学奖。
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  ■赏析


  《宣叙》这个短篇小说写于作者发表《所罗门之歌》等重要长篇小说后的1983年，被收录于艾米利和艾米纳·巴拉卡（Amiri and Amina Baraka）编辑的《实证》（Confirmation，1983）。莫里森的成就主要在长篇小说上，但这个短篇却很好地体现了她的特色。


  莫里森的长篇小说主要描写黑人，尤其是女性黑人；《宣叙》侧重的也是黑人。虽然故事的叙事者特怀拉（Twyla）是白人，而且故事里还有玛丽（Mary）、慈善学校的大女孩们、特怀拉的公婆等多个白人，但作者所关注的是罗伯塔（Roberta）、玛吉（Maggie）、罗伯塔的母亲等黑人，写白人的意图之一是衬托黑人的特点。


  与白人相比，黑人的特点主要是：有精神追求（罗伯塔母亲随身带《圣经》，而玛丽热衷跳舞）、有爱心（罗伯塔母亲给罗伯塔带来许多食物，而玛丽空手来看特怀拉）、有忍耐力（玛吉挨打挨骂保持沉默,而玛丽对冷淡的罗伯塔母亲辱骂不止）、有种族意识（罗伯塔始终不忘玛吉的屈辱并不断深化对它的认识，而特怀拉及其公婆所注意与回忆的多是琐碎小事）、有社会知识（罗伯塔了解种族关系的现状，而特怀拉对此一无所知，甚至都不清楚当时蜚声全国的亨德里克斯的性别）、有反抗精神（罗伯塔与许多黑人上街抗议，而特怀拉无动于衷）。


  黑人的这些特点自然与作品中黑人遭受歧视的经历以及争取平等的目的有关。作品“宣叙”这一切,反映了作者希望通过重构黑人的形象与历史实现这一目的的一贯努力。然而像玛吉这样不会“宣叙”的黑人却给罗伯塔和作者的这种重构造成了很大的困难。


  Recitatif


  My mother danced all night and Roberta's was sick.That's why we were taken to St, Bonny's. People want to put their arms around you when you tell them you were in ashelter, but it really wasn't bad. No big long room with one hundred beds like Bellevue 1. There were four to a room, and when Roberta and me came, there was a shortage of state kids, so we were the only ones assigned to 406 and could go from bed to bed if we wanted to. And we wanted to, too. We changed beds every night and for the whole four months we were there we never picked one out as our own permanent bed.


  It didn't start out that way. The minute I walked in and the Big Bozo introduced us, I got sick to my stomach. It was one thing to be taken out of your own bed early in the morning —it was something else to be stuck in a strange place with a girl from a whole other race. And Mary, that's my mother, she was right. Every now and then she would stop dancing long enough to tell me something important and one of the things she said was that they neverwashed their hair and they smelled funny.Roberta sure did. Smell funny,I mean. So when the Big Bozo（nobodyever called her Mrs. Itkin, just like nobody ever said St. Bonaventure）—when she said, "Twyla, this is Roberta. Roberta, this is Twyla. Make each other welcome." I said, "My mother won't like you putting me in here.“


  "Good," said Bozo. "Maybe then she'll come and take you home."


  How's that for mean? IfRoberta had laughed I would have killed her, but she didn't. She just walked over to the window and stood with her back to us.


  "Turn around," said the Bozo. "Don't be rude.Now Twyla.Roberta. When you hear a loud buzzer, that's the call for dinner. Come down to the first floor. Any fights and no movie." And then, justto make sure we knew what we would be missing, "The Wizard ofOz.2“


  Roberta must have thought Imeant that my mother would be mad about my being put in the shelter. Not about rooming with her, because as soon as Bozo left she came over to me and said, "Isyour mother sick too?"


  "No," I said. "She just likesto dance all night."


  "Oh," she nodded her head and I liked the way she understood things so fast. So for the ;moment it didn't matter that we looked like salt and pepper standing there and that's what theother kids called us sometimes. We were eight years old and got F's allthe time. Me because I couldn't remember what I read or what the teacher said. And Roberta because she couldn't read at all and didn't even listen to the teacher. She wasn't good at anything except jacks, at which she was a killer: pow scoop pow scoop pow scoop.


  We didn't like each other all that much at first, but nobody else wanted to play with usbecause we weren't real orphans with beautiful dead parents in the sky. We were dumped. Even the New York City Puerto Ricans and the upstate Indians ignored us. Allkinds of kids were in there, black ones, white ones, even two Koreans. The food was good, though. At least I thought so. Roberta hated it and left whole pieces of things on herplate:Spam, Salisbury steak—even jello with fruit cocktail in it, and she didn't care if I ate what she wouldn't. Mary's idea of supper was popcorn and a can of Yoo-Hoo 3. Hot mashed potatoes and two weenies was like Thanksgiving for me.


  It really wasn't bad, St. Bonny's. The big girls on the second floor pushed us around nowand then. But that was all. They wore lipstick and eyebrow pencil and wobbled their knees while they watched TV. Fifteen, sixteen, even, some of them were. They were put-out girls, scared runaways most of them. Poor littlegirls who fought their uncles off but looked tough to us, and mean. God did they look mean. The staff tried to keep them separate from the younger children, but sometimes they caught us watching them in the orchard where they played radios and danced with each other. They'd light out after us and pull our hair or twist our arms. We were scared of them, Roberta and me, but neither of us wanted the other one to know it. So we got a good list of dirty names we could shout back when we ran from them through the orchard. I used to dream a lot and almost always the orchard was there.Two acres, four maybe, of these little apple trees. Hundreds of them. Empty and crooked like beggar women when I first came to St. Bonny's but fat with flowers when Ileft.I don't know why I dreamt about that orchard so much. Nothing really happened there. Nothing all that important,I mean. Just the big girls dancing and playing the radio. Roberta and me watching. Maggie fell down there once. The kitchen woman with legs like parentheses.And the big girls laughed at her. We should have helped her up, I know,but we were scared of those girls with lipstick and eyebrowpencil. Maggie couldn't talk. The kids said she had her tongue cut out,but I think she was just born that way: mute. She was old and sandy-colored and she worked in the kitchen. I don't know if she was nice or not. I just remember her legs like parentheses and how she rocked when she walked. She worked from early in the morning till two o'clock, and if she was late, if she had too much cleaning and didn't get out tilltwo-fifteen or so, she'd cut through the orchard so she wouldn't miss her bus and have to wait another hour. She wore this really stupid little hat 一 a kid's hat with ear flaps — and she wasn't much tallerthan we were. A really awful little hat. Even for a mute, it was dumb 一 dressing like a kid and never saying anything at all.


  "But what about if somebody tries to kill her?" I used to wonder about that."Or what ifshe wants to cry? Can she cry?"


  "Sure," Roberta said. "But just tears. No sounds come out."


  "She can't scream?"


  "Nope. Nothing."


  "Can she hear?"


  "I guess."


  "Let's callher," I said. And we did.


  "Dummy! Dummy!" She never turned her head.


  "Bow legs! Bow legs!" Nothing. She just rocked on, thechin straps of her baby-boy hat swaying from side to side. I think we were wrong. I think she could hear and didn't let on. And itshames me even now to think there was somebody in there after all who heard us callher those names and couldn't tell on us.
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  We got along all right, Roberta and me. Changed beds every night, got F's in civics and communication skills and gym. The Bozo was disappointed in us, she said. Out of 130 of us state cases, 90 were under twelve. Almost all were real orphans with beautiful dead parents in the sky. We were the only ones dumped and the only ones with F's in three classes including gym. So we got along—what with her leaving whole pieces of things onher plate and being nice about not asking questions.


  I think it was the day before Maggie fell down that we found out our mothers were coming to visitus on the same Sunday. We had been at the shelter twenty-eight days（Robertatwenty-eight and ahalf）and this was their firstvisit with us. Our mothers would come at ten o'clock in time for chapel, then lunch with us in the teachers'lounge. I thought if my dancing mother met her sick mother it might be good for her. And Roberta thought her sick mother would get a big bang out of a dancing one. We got excited about it and curled each other's hair. After breakfast we sat on the bed watching the road from the window. Roberta's socks were still wet. She washed them the night before and put them on the radiator to dry. They hadn't,but she put them on anyway because their tops were so pretty — scalloped in pink. Each of us had apurple construction-paper basket that we had made in craft class.Mine had a yellow crayon rabbit on it. Roberta's had eggs with wiggly lines of color. Inside were cellophane grass and just the jelly beans because I'd eaten the two marshmallow eggs they gave us. The Big Bozo came herself to get us. Smiling she told us we looked very nice and to come downstairs. We were so surprised by the smile we'd never seen before, neither of us moved.


  "Don't you want to see your mommies?"


  I stood up first and spilled the jellybeans all over the floor. Bozo's smile disappeared while we scrambled to get the candy up off the floor and put it back in the grass.


  She escorted us downstairs to the first floor, where the other girls were lining up to file into the chapel. A bunch of grown-ups stood to one side. Viewers mostly. The old biddies who wanted servants and the fags who wanted company looking for children they might want to adopt. Oncein a while a grandmother.Almost never anybody young or anybody whose face wouldn't scare you in the night. Because if any of the real orphans had young relatives they wouldn't be real ;orphans. I saw Mary right away. She had on those green slacks I hated and hated even more now because didn't she know we were going to chapel? And that fur jacket with the pocket linings so ripped she had to pull to get her hands out of them. But her face was pretty - likealways,andshe smiled and waved like she was the little girl looking forher mother — not me.


  I walked slowly, trying not to drop the jellybeans and hoping the paper handle would hold. I had to use my last Chiclet because by the time I finished cutting everything out, all the Elmer's was gone. I am left-handed and the scissors never worked for me. It didn't matter, though; I might justas well have chewed the gum. Mary dropped to her knees and grabbed me, mashingthe basket, the jellybeans, and the grass into her rattyfur jacket.


  "Twyla, baby. Twyla, baby!"


  I could have killed her. Already I heard the big girls in the orchard the next time saying, "Twyyyyyla, baby!" But I couldn't stay mad at Mary while she was smiling and hugging me and smelling of Lady Esther dusting powder. I wanted to stay buried in her furall day.


  To tellthe truth I forgot about Roberta. Mary and I got in line for the traipse into chapel and I was feeling proud because she looked so beautiful even in those ugly green slacks thatmade her behind stick out. A pretty mother on earth is better than a beautiful dead one in the sky even if she did leave you all alone to go dancing.


  Ifelt a tap on my shoulder, turned, and saw Roberta smiling.I smiled back, but not too much lest somebody think this visit was the biggest thing that ever happened in my life. ThenRoberta said, "Mother, I want you to meet my roommate, Twyla. And that's Twyla's mother."


  Ilooked up it seemed for miles. She was big. Bigger than any man and on her chest was the biggest cross I'd ever seen. I swear it was six inches long each way. And in the crook of her arm was the biggest Bible ever made.


  Mary, simple-minded as ever, grinned and tried to yank her hand out of the pocket with the raggedy lining-to shake hands, I guess. Roberta's mother looked down at me and then looked down at Mary too. She didn't say anything, just grabbed Roberta with her Bible-free hand and stepped out of line, walking quickly to the rear of it. Mary was still grinning because she's not too swift when it comes to what's really going on. Then this light bulb goes off in her head and shesays "That bitch!" really loud and us almost in the chapel now. Organ music whining;the Bonny Angels singing sweetly. Everybody in the world turned around to look. And Mary would have kept it up - kept calling names if I hadn't squeezed her hand as hard as I could. That helped a little, but she still twitched and crossed and uncrossed her legs all through service. Even groaned a couple of times. Why did I think she would come there and act right? Slacks. No hat likethe grandmothers and viewers, and groaning allthe while. When we stood for hymns she kept her mouth shut. Wouldn't even look at the words on the page. She actually reached in her purse for a mirror to check her lipstick. All I could think ofwas thatshe really needed to be killed. The sermon lasted a year, and I knew the real orphans were looking smug again.


  We were supposed to have lunch in the teachers' lounge, but Mary didn't bring anything, so we picked fur and cellophane grass off the mashed jelly beans and ate them. Icould ;have killed her. I sneaked a look at Roberta. Her mother had brought chicken legs and hamsandwiches and oranges and a whole box of chocolate-covered grahams. Roberta drank milk from a thermos while her mother read the Bible to her.


  Things are not right. The wrong food isalways with the wrong people. Maybe that's why Igot into waitress work later — to match up the right people with the rightfood. Roberta just let those chicken legs sit there, but she did bring a stack of grahams up to me later when the visit was over. I think she was sorry that her mother would not shake my mother's hand. And I liked that and I liked the fact that she didn't say a word about Mary groaning all the way through theservice and not bringing any lunch.


  Roberta left in May when the apple trees were heavy and white. On her last day we went tothe orchard to watch the big girls smoke and dance by the radio. It didn't matter that they said, "Twyyyyyla, baby." We sat on the ground and breathed. Lady Esther. Apple blossoms. I still go soft when I smell one or the other. Roberta was going home. The big cross and the big Bible was coming to get her and she seemed sort of glad and sort of not. I thought I would die inthat room offour beds without her and I knew Bozo had plans to move some other dumped kid in therewith me. Roberta promised to write every day, which was reallysweet of her because she couldn't read a lickso how could she write anybody. I would have drawn pictures and sent them to her but she never gave me her address. Little by little she faded. Her wet socks with the pink scalloped tops and her big serious-looking eyes — that's all I could catch when I tried to bring her to mind.


  I was working behind the counter at the Howard Johnson's on the Thruway just before theKingston exit. Not a bad job. Kind of a long ride from Newburgh 4,but okay once I got there. Mine was the second night shift — eleven to seven. Very light until a Greyhound checked in for breakfast around six-thirty. At that hour the sun was all the way clear of the hills behind the restaurant. The place looked better at night — more like shelter — but I loved it when the sun broke in, even if it did show allthe cracks in the vinyl and the speckled floor looked dirty no matter what the mop boy did.


  It was August and a bus crowd was just unloading. They would stand around a long while:going to the john, and looking at gifts and junk-for-sale machines, reluctant to sitdown so soon.Even to eat.I was trying to fill the coffee pots and get them all situated on the electric burners when I saw her. She was sitting in a booth smoking a cigarette with two guys smothered in head and facial hair. Her own hairwas so big and wild I could hardly see her face. But the eyes. I would know them anywhere. She had on a powder-blue halter and shorts outfit and earrings the size of bracelets. Talk about lipstick and eyebrow pencil. She made the big girlslook like nuns. I couldn't get off the counter untilseven o'clock, but I kept watching the booth in case they got up to leave before that. My replacement was on time for a change, so I counted and stacked my receipts as fast as I could and signed off. I walked over to the booth, smiling and wondering if she would remember me. Or even if she wanted to remember me. Maybe she didn't want to be reminded ofSt. Bonny's or to have anybody know she was everthere. I know I never talked about it to anybody.


  I put my hands in my apron pockets and leaned against the back of the booth facing them.


  "Roberta? Roberta Fisk?"


  She looked up. "Yeah?"


  "Twyla."


  She squinted fora second and then said, "Wow."


  "Remember me?"


  "Sure. Hey. Wow."


  "It's been a while," I said, and gave a smile to the two hairy guys.


  "Yeah, Wow. You work here?"


  "Yeah," I said. "I livein Newburgh."


  "Newburgh? No kidding?" She laughed then a private laugh that included the guys butonly the guys, and they laughed with her. What could I do but laugh too and wonder why I was standing there with my knees showing out from under that uniform. Without looking I could see the blue and white triangle on my head, my hair shapeless in a net,my ankles thick in white oxfords. Nothing could have been less sheer than my stockings. There was this silence that came down right after I laughed. A silence it was her turn to fill up.With introductions, maybe, to her boyfriends or an invitation to sit down and have a Coke.Instead she lit a cigarette off the one she'd justfinished and said, "We're on our way to the Coast. He's got an appointment with Hendrix." She gestured casually toward the boy next to her.


  "Hendrix 5? Fantastic," I said. "Really fantastic. What's she doing now?"


  Roberta coughed on her cigarette and the two guys rolled theireyes up atthe ceiling.


  "Hendrix. Jimi Hendrik, asshole. He's only the biggest — Oh, wow. Forget it."


  I was dismissed without anyone saying goodbye,so I thought I would do it forher.


  "How's your mother?" I asked. Her grin cracked her whole face.She swallowed. "Fine,"she said. "How's yours?"


  "Pretty as a picture," I said and turned away. The backs of my knees were damp. Howard Johnson's really was a dump in the sunlight.


  James is as comfortable as a house slipper.He liked my cooking and I liked his bigloud family. They have lived in Newburgh allof their lives and talk about it the way people do who have always known a home. His grandmother is a porch swing older than his father and when they talk about streets and avenues and buildings they call them names they no longer have. They still call the A & P 6 Rico's because itstands on property once a mom and pop store owned by Mr.Rico. And they call the new community college Town Hall because it once was. My mother-in-law puts up jelly and cucumbers and buys butter wrapped in cloth from a dairy. James and his father talk about fishing and baseball and I can see them all together on the Hudson in a raggedy skiff. Half the population of Newburgh is on welfare now, but to my husband's family it was stillsome upstate paradise of a time long past. A time of ice houses and vegetable wagons, coal furnaces and children weeding gardens.When our son was born my mother-in-law gave me the crib blanket that had been hers.


  But the town they remembered had changed. Something quick was in the air. Magnificentold houses, so ruined they had become shelter for squatters and rent risks, were bought and renovated. Smart IBM people 7 moved out of their suburbs back into the city and put shutters up and herb gardens in their backyards. A brochure came in the mail announcing the opening of a Food Emporium. Gourmet food it said — and listed items the rich IBM crowd would want. It was located in a new mall at the edge of town and I drove out to shop there one day — just to see. It was late in June.After the tulips were gone and the Queen Elizabeth roses were open everywhere. I trailed my cart along the aisle tossing in smoked oysters and Robert's sauce and things I knew would sit in my cupboard for years. Only when I found some Klondike ice cream bars did I feel less guilty about spending James's fireman's salary so foolishly. My father-in-law ate them with the same gusto little Joseph did..


  Waiting in the check-out line I heard a voice say,"Twyla!"


  The classical music piped over the aisles had affected me and the woman leaning toward mewas dressed to kill. Diamonds on her hand, a smart white summer dress. "I'm Mrs. Benson," I said.


  "Ho. Ho. The Big Bozo," she sang.


  For a split second Ididn't know what she was talking about. She had a bunch ofasparagus and two cartons of fancy water.


  "Roberta!"


  "Right."


  "For heaven's sake. Roberta."


  "You look great," she said.


  "So do you. Where are you? Here? In Newburgh?"


  "Yes. Over in Annandale."


  I was opening my mouth to say more when the cashier called my attention to her empty counter.


  "Meet you outside." Roberta pointed her finger and went into the express line.


  I placed the groceries and kept myself from glancing around to check Roberta's progress. Iremembered Howard Johnson's and looking for a chance to speak only to be greeted with a stingy"wow." But she was waiting for me and her huge hairwas sleek now, smooth around a small, nicely shaped head. Shoes, dress, everything lovely and summery and rich. I was dying to know what happened to her, how she got from Jimi Hendrix to Annandale, a neighborhood full of doctors and IBM executives. Easy, I thought. Everything is so easy for them. They think they own the world.


  "How long," I asked her. "How long have you been here?"


  "A year. I got married to a man who lives here. And you, you're married too, right? Benson, you said.,,


  "Yeah. James Benson."


  "And is he nice?"


  "Oh, is he nice?"


  "Well, is he?" Roberta's eyes were steady as though she really meant the question andwanted an answer. m


  "He's wonderful, Roberta. Wonderful."


  "So you're happy."


  "Very."


  "That's good," she said and nodded her head."Ialways hoped you'd be happy. Any kids? I know you have kids."


  "One. A boy.How about you?"


  "Four."


  "Four?"


  She laughed. "Step kids. He's a widower."


  "Oh."


  "Got a minute? Let's have a coffee."


  Ithought about the Klondikes melting and the inconvenience of going all the way to mycar and putting the bags in the trunk. Served me right for buying all that stuff I didn't need. Roberta was ahead of me.


  "Put them in my car. It's right here."


  And then I saw the dark blue limousine.


  "You married a Chinaman?"


  "No," she laughed."He's the driver.”


  "Oh, my. If the Big Bozo could see you now."


  We both giggled. Really giggled. Suddenly, in just a pulse beat, twenty years disappeared and all of it came rushing back. The big girls（whomwe called gar girls—Roberta's misheard word for the evil stone faces described in a civicsclass）there dancing in the orchard, the ploppy mashed potatoes, the double weenies, the Spam with pineapple. We went into the coffee shop holding on to one another and I tried to think why we were glad to see each other this time and not before.Once, twelve years ago, we passed like strangers. A black girl and a white girl meeting in a Howard Johnson's on the road and having nothing to say. One in a blueand white triangle waitress hat — the other on her way to see Hendrix. Now we were behaving like sisters separated for much too long. Those four short months were nothing in time. Maybe it was the thing itself. Just being there, together. Two littlegirls who knew what nobody else in the world knew—how not to ask questions. How to believe what had to be believed. There was politeness in that reluctance and generosity as well. Is your mother sick too? No, she dances all night. Oh—and an understanding nod.


  W e sat in a booth by the window and fell into recollection like veterans.


  "Did you ever learn to read?"


  "Watch." She picked up the menu. "Special of the day.Cream of corn soup. Entrees. Twodots and a wriggly line. Quiche.Chef salad, soap, scallops..."


  I was laughing and applauding when the waitress came up.


  "Remember the Easter baskets?"


  "And how we tried to introduce them?"


  "Your mother with that cross like two telephone poles."


  "And yours with those tight slacks."


  W e laughed so loudly heads turned and made the laughter harder to suppress.


  "What happened to the Jimi Hendrix date?"


  Roberta made a blow-out sound with her lips.


  "When he died I thought about you."


  "Oh,you heard about him finally?"


  "Finally. Come on, I was a small-town country waitress."


  "And I was a small-town country dropout. God, were we wild.I stilldon't know how I got out of there alive."
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  "But you did."


  "I did. I really did. Now I'm Mrs. Kenneth Norton."


  "Sounds like a mouthful."


  "It is."


  "Servants and all?"


  Roberta held up two fingers.


  "Ow! What does he do?"


  "Computers and stuff. What do Iknow?"


  "I don't remember a hell of a lot from those days, but Lord, St. Bonny's is as clear as daylight. Remember Maggie? The day she fell down and those gar girls laughed at her?"


  Roberta looked up from her salad and stared at me. "Maggie didn't fall," she said.


  "Yes, she did. You remember."


  "No, Twyla. They knocked her down. Those girls pushed her down and tore her clothes. In the orchard."


  "I don't — that's not what happened."


  "Sure it is. In the orchard. Remember how scared we were?"


  "Wait a minute.I don,t remember any of that."


  "And Bozo was fired."


  "You're crazy. She was there when I left. You left before me."


  "I went back. You weren't there when they fired Bozo."


  "What?"


  "Twice. Once for a year when I was about ten, another for two months when I was fourteen. That's when I ran away."


  "You ran away from St. Bonny's?"


  "Ihad to. What do you want? Me dancing in that orchard?"


  "Are you sure about Maggie?"


  "Of course I'm sure. You've blocked it, Twyla. It happened. Those girls had behavior problems,you know."


  "Didn't they, though.But why can't I remember the Maggie thing?"


  "Believe me. It happened.And we were there."


  "Who did you room with when you went back?" I asked her as ifI would know her. The Maggie thing was troubling me.


  "Creeps. They tickled themselves in the night."


  My ears were itching and I wanted to go home suddenly. This was all very well but shecouldn't just comb her hair, wash her face and pretend everything was hunky-dory. After the Howard Johnson's snub. And no apology. Nothing.


  "Were you on dope or what that time at Howard Johnson's?" I tried to make my voice sound friendlier than I felt.


  "Maybe, a little. I never did drugs much. Why?"


  "I don't know; you acted sort of like you didn't want to know me then."


  "Oh, Twyla, you know how it was in thosedays:black — white. You know how everything was."


  But I didn't know. I thought it was just the opposite.Busloads of blacks and whites cameinto Howard Johnson's together. They roamed together then: students, musicians, lovers, protesters. You got to see everything at Howard Johnson's and blacks were very friendly with whites in those days. But sitting there with nothing on my plate but two hard tomato wedges wondering about the melting Klondikes it seemed childish remembering the slight. We went to her car, and with the help of the driver, got my stuff into my station wagon.


  "We'll keep in touch thistime," she said.


  "Sure," I said. "Sure. Give me a call."


  "I will," she said, and then just as I was sliding behind the wheel, she leaned into the window. "By the way. Your mother. Did she ever stop dancing?"


  I shook my head. "No. Never."


  Roberta nodded.


  "And yours? Did she ever get well?"


  She smiled a tiny sad smile. "No.She never did. Look,call me, okay?"


  "Okay," I said,but I knew I wouldn't. Roberta had messed up my past somehow with that business about Maggie. I wouldn,t forget a thing like that. Would I?


  Strife came to us that fall. At least that's what the paper called it. Strife. Racial strife. The word made me think of a bird — a big shrieking bird out of 1 000 000 000 B.C. Flapping itswings and cawing. Its eye with no lid always bearing down on you. All day it screeched and at night it slept on the roof-tops. It woke you in the morning and from the Today show to the eleven o'clock news it kept you an awful company. I couldn't figure it out from one day to the next. I knew I was supposed to feel something strong, but I didn't know what, and James wasn't any help. Joseph was on the list of kids to be transferred from the junior high school to another one at some far-out-of- the-way place and I thought it was a good thing until I heard it was a bad thing. I mean I didn't know. All the schools seemed dumps to me, and the fact that one was nicer looking didn't hold much weight. BCit the papers were full of it and then the kids ;began to get jumpy. In August, mind you. Schools weren't even open yet. I thought Josephmight be frightened to go over there, but he didn't seem scared so I forgot about it, until I found myself driving along Hudson Street out there by the school they were trying to integrate and saw a line of women marching. And who do you suppose was in line, big as life, holding a sign infront of her bigger than her mother's cross? MOTHERS HAVE RIGHTS TOO! it said.


  I drove on, and then changed my mind. I circled the block, slowed down and honked my horn.


  Roberta looked over and when she saw me she waved. I didn,t wave back, but I didn'tmove either. She handed her sign to another woman and came over to where I was parked.


  "Hi."


  "What are you doing?"


  "Picketing. What's it look like?"


  "What for?"


  "What do you mean ‘What for?' They want to take my kids and send them out of theneighborhood. They don't want to go."


  "So what if they go to another school? My boy's being bussed too, and I don't mind. Why should you?"


  "It's not about us, Twyla. Me and you.It's about our kids."


  "What's more usthan that?"


  "Well, it is a free country."


  "Not yet, but it will be."


  "What the helldoes that mean? I'm not doing anything to you."


  "You reallythink that?"


  "Iknow it."


  "I wonder what made me think you were different."


  "I wonder what made me think you were different."


  "Look at them," I said. "Just look. Who do they think they are? Swarming all over theplace like they own it. And now they think they can decide where my child goes to school. Look at them,Roberta. They're Bozos."


  Roberta turned around and looked at the women. Almost all of them were standingstill now, waiting. Some were even edging toward us. Roberta looked at me out of some refrigerator behind her eyes. "No, they're not. They're just mothers."


  "And what am I? Swiss cheese?"


  "I used to curl your hair."


  I hated your hands in my hair.


  The women were moving. Our faces looked mean to them of course and they looked asthough they could not wait to throw themselves in front of a police car, or better yet, into my car and drag me away by my ankles. Now they surrounded my car and gently, gently began to rockit. I swayed back and forth like a sideways yo-yo. Automatically I reached for Roberta, like the old days in the orchard when they saw us watching them and we had to get out of there, and if one ;of us fell the other pulled her up and if one of us was caught the other stayed to kick and scratch, and neither would leave the other behind. My arm shot out of the car window but no receiving hand was there. Roberta was looking at m e sway from side to side in the car and her face was still. My purse slid from the car seat down under the dashboard. The four policemen who had been drinking Tab 8 in their car finally got the message and strolled over, forcing their way through the women. Quietly, firmly they spoke. "Okay, ladies. Back in line or off the streets."


  Some of them went away willingly; others had to be urged away from the car doors and the hood. Roberta didn't move. She was looking steadily at me. I was fumbling to turn on the ignition, which wouldn't catch because the gearshift was still in drive. The seats of the car were a mess because the swaying had thrown my grocery coupons all over it and my purse was sprawled on the floor.


  "Maybe I am different now, Twyla. But you're not. You're the same little state kid who kicked a poor old black lady when she was down on the ground. You kicked a black lady and you have the nerve to call m e a bigot."


  The coupons were everywhere and the guts of m y purse were bunched under the dashboard. What was she saying? Black? Maggie wasn't black.


  "She wasn't black," I said.


  "Like hell she wasn't, and you kicked her. W e both did. You kicked a black lady who couldn't even scream."


  "Liar!"


  "You're the liar! Why don't you just go on home and leave us alone, huh?"


  She turned away and I skidded away from the curb.


  The next morning I went into the garage and cut the side out of the carton our portable TV had come in.It wasn't nearly big enough, but after a while Ihad a decent sign: red spray-painted letters on a white background — A N D S O D O CHILDREN. I meant just to go down to the school and tack itup somewhere so those cows on the picket line across the street could see it, but when Igot there, some ten or so others had already assembled — protesting the cows across the street. Police permits and everything. I got in line and we strutted in time on our side while Roberta's group strutted on theirs. That firstday we were all dignified, pretending the other side didn't exist. The second day there was name calling and finger gestures. But that was about all. People changed signs from time to time, but Roberta never did and neither did I. Actually my sign didn't make sense without Roberta's. "And so do children what?" one of the women on my side asked me. Have rights, I said, as though it was obvious.


  Roberta didn't acknowledge my presence in any way and I got to thinking maybe she didn't know I was there. I began to pace myself in the line, jostling people one minute and lagging behind the next, so Roberta and I could reach the end of our respective lines at the same time and there would be a moment in our turn when we would face each other. Still, I couldn't tell whether she saw m e and knew my sign was for her. The next day Iwent early before we were scheduled to assemble. I waited until she got there before I exposed my new creation. As soon as she hoisted her M O T H E R S HAVE RIGHTS T O O I began to wave my ;new one, which said, H O W WOULD YOU KNOW? I know she saw that one, but I had gottenaddicted now. My signs got crazier each day,and the women on my side decided that I was a kook. They couldn't make heads or tails out of my brilliantscreaming posters.


  I brought a painted sign in queenly red with huge black lettersthat said IS YOUR MOTHERWELL? Roberta took her lunch break and didn't come back for the rest of the day or any day after. Two days later I stopped going too and couldn't have been missed because nobody understood my signs anyway.


  Itwas a nasty six weeks. Classes were suspended and Joseph didn't go to anybody'sschool until October. The children — everybody's children — soon got bored with that extended vacation they thought was going to be so great. They looked at TV until theireyes flattened. I spent a couple of mornings tutoring my son, as the other mothers said we should. Twice I opened a text from last year that he had never turned in. Twice he yawned in my face. Other mothers organized living room sessions so the kids would keep up. None of the kids could concentrate so they drifted back to The PriceIsRightand The BradyBunch 9. When the school finallyopened there were fights once or twice and some sirens roared through the streets every once in a while. There were a lot of photographers from Albany. And just when ABC was about to send up a news crew, the kids settled down like nothing in the world had happened. Joseph hung my H O W WOULD YOU KNOW? sign inhisbedroom. I don't know what became ofAND SO DO CHILDREN. I think my father-in-law cleaned some fish on it. He was always puttering around in our garage. Each of his five children lived in Newburgh and he acted as though he had five extra homes.


  Icouldn't help looking for Roberta when Joseph graduated from high school, but I didn,tsee her. It didn't trouble me much what she had said to me in the car. I mean the kicking part. I know I didn't do that, I couldn't do that. But I was puzzled by her telling me Maggie was black. When I thought about it I actually couldn't be certain. She wasn't pitch-black, I knew, or I would have remembered that. What I remember was the kiddie hat, and the semicircle legs. I tried to reassure myself about the race thing for a long time until it dawned on me that the truth was already there, and Roberta knew it. I didn't kick her; I didn't join in with the gar girls and kick that lady, but I sure did want to. We watched and never tried to help her and never called for help. Maggie was my dancing mother. Deaf, I thought,and dumb. Nobody inside. Nobody who would hear you if you cried in the night. Nobody who could tell you anything important thatyou could use. Rocking,dancing, swaying as she walked. And when the gar girls pushed her down, and started roughhousing,I knew she wouldn't scream, couldn't —justlike me — and I was glad about that.


  We decided not to have a tree, because Christmas would be at my mother-in-law's house,so why have a tree at both places? Joseph was at SUNY New Paltz 10 and we had to economize, we said. But at the last minute, I changed my mind. Nothing could be that bad. So Irushed around town looking for a tree, something small but wide. By the time I found a place, it was snowing and very late. I dawdled like it was the most important purchase in the world and the tree man was fed up with me. Finally I chose one and had it tied onto the trunk of the car. I drove ;away slowly because the sand trucks were not out yet and the streets could be murder at thebeginning of a snowfall. Downtown the streets were wide and rather empty except for a cluster of people coming out of the Newburgh Hotel. The one hotel in town that wasn't built out of cardboard and Plexiglas. A party, probably. The men huddled in the snow were dressed in tails and the women had on furs. Shiny things glittered from underneath their coats. It made me tired to look at them. Tired, tired, tired. On the next corner was a small diner with loops and loops of paper bells in the window. I stopped the car and went in. Just for a cup of coffee and twenty minutes of peace before I went home and tried to finish everything before Christmas Eve.


  "Twyla?"


  There she was. In a silvery evening gown and dark fur coat. A man and another womanwere with her, the man fumbling for change to put in the cigarette machine. The woman was humming and tapping on the counter with her fingernails. They all looked a little bitdrunk.


  "Well. It's you."


  "How are you?"


  I shrugged. "Pretty good.Frazzled. Christmas and all."


  "Regular?" called the woman from the counter.


  "Fine," Roberta called back and then, "Wait for me in the car."


  She slipped into the booth beside me. "Ihave to tell you something, Twyla. I made up mymind if I ever saw you again, I'dtell you."


  "I'djustas soon not hear anything, Roberta. It doesn't matter now, anyway."


  "No," she said. "Not about that."


  "Don't be long," said the woman. She carried two regulars to go and the man peeled hiscigarette pack as they left.


  "It's about St. Bonny's and Maggie."


  "Oh, please."


  "Listen to me. I really did think she was black. I didn't make that up. I really thought so.But now I can't be sure.I just remember her as old, so old. And because she couldn't talk—well, you know, I thought she was crazy. She'd been brought up in an institution likemy mother was and like I thought I would be too. And you were right. We didn't kick her. It was the gar girls. Only them.But, well, I wanted to. I really wanted them to hurt her. I said we did it, too. You and me, but that's not true. And I don't want you to carry that around. It was just that 丨 wanted to do it so bad that day —wanting to is doing it."


  Her eyes were watery from the drinks she'd had, I guess. I know it'sthat way with me.One glass of wine and I start bawling over the littlest thing.


  "We were kids, Roberta."


  "Yeah. Yeah.I know, justkids."


  "Eight."


  "Eight."


  "And lonely."


  "Scared, too."


  She wiped hercheeks with the heel of her hand and smiled. "Well, that's all I wanted to say."


  I nodded and couldn't think of any way to fill the silence that went from the diner past thepaper bells on out into the snow. It was heavy now. I thought I'd better wait forthe sand trucks before starting home .


  "Thanks, Roberta."


  "Sure."


  "Did I tell you? My mother, she never did stop dancing."


  "Yes. You told me. And mine, she never got well." Roberta lifted her hands from the tabletop and covered her face with her palms. When she took them away she really was crying. "Oh shit, Twyla. Shit, shit, shit. What the hell happened to Maggie?"


  Q


  1. Why does the author choose Twyla as the narrator of the story? How is she characterized?


  2. In what ways are the changes intime and space essential ingredients of the story?


  3. Why does Roberta cry at the end of the story?


  ■注释：


  1. Bellevue：贝尔维尤医院（Bellevue Hospital），在纽约市，其精神病科病房尤为著名。


  2. TheWizardofOz：《奥兹国的男巫》（或译《绿野仙踪》），著名儿童读物，美国作家鲍姆（Lyman FranckBaum，1856-1919）著，出版于1900年，1938年拍成电影。


  3. Yoo-Hoo：一种巧克力软饮料。


  4. Newburgh：纽堡市，位于纽约市北89公里。


  5. Hendrix：亨德里克斯（Jimi Hendrix,1942-1970），美国布鲁斯和摇滚乐吉他手，60年代反文化青年的偶像，有黑人和印第安人两种血统。


  6. A&P：超级市场名。


  7. smart IBM people：指IBM的高薪雇员。该公司总部在纽约市郊外。


  8. Tab：一种含二氧化碳的低糖软饮料。


  9. ThePriceIsRightand TheBrandyBunch：分别是流行的电视游戏节目和情景喜剧。


  10. New Paltz：纽约州立大学（State Universityof New York）的校园之一。


  · Beauty, love...actually,I think, all the time that I write, I am writingabout love or its absence...


  ——Tani Marrison


  Unit27 Louise Erdrich （1954-）


  路易丝·厄德里克


  ■作者简介


  路易丝·厄德里克，有印第安人血统的女作家，作品多写印第安人生活，富有诗意和神话色彩。生于明尼苏达州中部的利特尔福尔斯镇，父亲是德裔美国人，母亲是齐佩瓦族（Chippewa）印第安人，双亲都是印第安人事务局附属学校的教师，外祖父是齐佩瓦族印第安人部落的首领。1976年获达特茅斯学院文学学士，1979年获霍普金斯大学文学创作专业文学硕士。厄德里克是印第安文艺复兴运动第二次大潮的杰出代表，也是美国当代最多产、最有成就的作家之一，迄今已发表不同类型的作品26部，先后获得纳尔逊·阿尔格伦短篇小说奖、休·考夫曼小说处女作奖、欧·亨利短篇小说奖、国家书评界奖和司各特·奥台尔历史小说奖等文学大奖。她的13部长篇小说是《爱药》（Love Medicine， 1984）、《甜菜女王》（The Beet Queen，1986），《痕迹》1988）、《哥伦布的王冠》（The Crown of Columbus，1991，与其丈夫迈克尔·多里斯合著）、《宾果宫》（The Bingo Palace，1994），《激情故事集》（Tales of Burning Love，1997），《羚羊妻》（The Antelope Wife，1998），《小无马地的最后报告》（The Last Report on the Miracles at Little No Horse，2001）、《屠宰师傅唱歌俱乐部》（TheMaster Butchers SingingClub，2003）、《四颗心灵》（Four Souls，2004）、《着色的鼓》（The Painted Drum，2005）、《鸽灾》（The Plague of Doves，2008）、《影子标签》（Shadow Tag，2010）。在其作品里，厄德里克探讨了印第安人和混血印第安人的家庭关系、个人身份和文化生存等方面的复杂问题，在对神话和传统的深入挖掘中这到一种既特殊又普遍的境界。
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  ■赏析


  《露露的儿子们》选自厄德里克的《爱药》第六章，讲述的主要是在城里工作的印第安人贝弗利（Beverly Lamartine）又回到印第安人保留地，准备认领他与露露（Lulu Manapush Lamartine）所生的儿子小亨利（Henry Junior），最后却放弃了这一计划。故事名为“露露的儿子们”，主要是因为露露与其儿子之间以及这八个儿子之间的密切关系，在体现印第安人的价值、改变贝弗利的想法等方面起了关键作用。


  可以说，发生在贝弗利和露露及其儿子们之间的，是白人文化和印第安人文化的冲突。贝弗利及其白人妻子埃尔莎（Elsa）代表的是白人文化，其主要特点包括商北、野心、欺骗、冷酷、歧视。露露及其儿子们代表的是印第安人文化，其主要特点包括自然、宁静、真诚、热忱、和睦。在与露露及其儿子们的接触中，印第安人文化的魅力，尤其是印第安人融洽的家庭关系，使贝弗利不禁想起他与哥哥们的紧密关系，再次走进露露的怀抱，最终放弃带走小亨利的打算。


  在对这一文化冲突的表现中，作者借助了一些意味深长的动物形象。故事开头就写了贝弗利不同于哥哥即露露的已故丈夫亨利（Henry Lamartine）的纹身。亨利纹身里的动物是不离土地的蜥蜴，而贝弗利纹身里的动物则是能远走高飞的鹰和燕子。这里的鹰能使人联想到美国国徽和白人当权者,燕子可以指贝弗利所代表的那些追随白人却又面临危险的印第安人。故事里有贝弗利在城里为高飞而做的种种努力，但在露露及其儿子们中间，他却是在不断“降落”。故事结尾，贝弗利虽然落入了露露的怀里，但他的那对翅膀仍在拍打，形象地反映出被白人文化所同化的印第安人重新认同印第安人文化的难度。


  Lulu's Boys


  On the last day that Lulu Larmatine spent as Henry's widow, her boys were outside drinking beers and shooting plastic jugs. Her deceased husband's brother, Beverly, was sitting across from her at the kitchen table. Having a name some people thought of as feminine had turned Beverly Lamartine to building up his muscles in his youth, and they still bulged, hard as ingots in some place, now lost in others. His plush belly strained open the bottom button of his black shirt, and Lulu saw his warm skin peeking through. She also saw how the tattoos he and Henry had acquired on their arms, and which Lulu had always admired, were now deep black and so fuzzy around the edges that she could hardly tell what they were.


  Beverly saw her looking at the old tattoos and pushed his sleeves up over his biceps. "Get an eyeful," he grinned. As of old, he stretched his arms across the table, and she gazed at the figures commemorating the two brothers' drunken travels outside herlife.


  There was a doll, a skull with a knife stuck init,an eagle, a swallow, and Beverly'sname, rank, and serial number. Looking at the arm made Lulu remember her husband's tattoos. Henry's arms had been imprinted with a banner bearing some other woman's name, a rose with a bleeding thorn, two lizards, and likehis brother's, with hisname,rank,and serial number.


  Sometimes Lulu could not help it. She thought of everything so hard that her mind felt warped and sodden as a door that swells up in spring. It would not close properly to keep the troublesome trouble out.


  Right now she thought of those two lizards on either one of Henry's arms. She imagined them clenching together when he put his arms around her. Then she thought of them coupling in the same way she and Henry did. She thought of this while looking at Beverly's lone swallow, a bird with outstretched wings deep as ink and bleeding into his flesh. She remembered Beverly'strick:the wings were carefully tattooed on certain muscles, so that when he flexed his ;arm the bird almost seemed to hover in a dive or swoop.


  Lulu hadn't seen her husband's brother since the funeral in 1950,with the casket closed because of how badly Henry had suffered in the car wreck. Drunk, he had started driving the old Northern Pacific tracks and either fallen asleep or passed out, his car straddling the rails. As he'd left the bar that night everyone who had been there remembered his words.


  "She comes barreling through, you'll never see me again."


  At first they had thought he was talking about Lulu. But even at the time they knew shedidn't lose temper over drinking. It was the train Henry had been thinking about. They realized that later when the news came and his casket was sealed.


  Beverly Lamartine had shown up from the Twin Cities 1 one hour before his brother'sservice was held. He had brought along the trophy flag — a black swastika on torn red cloth —that he had captured to revenge the oldest Lamartine, a quiet boy, hardly spoken of now, who was killed early on while still in boot camp.


  When the men from the veteran's post had lowered Henry's casket into the grave onropes,there was a U.S. flag draped across it already.Beverly had shaken out the trophy flag. He'd let it go in the air, and the wind seemed to suck it down, the black arms of the insignia whirling likea spider.


  Watching it, Lulu had gone faint. The sudden spokes of the black wheel flashed before her eyes and she'd toppled dizzily, then stumbled over the edge of the grave.


  The men were still lowering Henry on ropes. Lulu plunged heavily down with the trophyflag, and the ropes burned out of the pallbearers' hands. The box hit bottom. People screamed and there was a great deal of commotion, during which Beverly jumped down to revive Lulu. All together, the pallbearers tugged and hoisted her out. The black garments seemed to make her even denser than she was. Her round face and chubby hands were a pale dough color, cold and wet with shock. For hours afterwards she trembled, uttered senseless vowels,jumped at sounds and touches. Some people, assuming that she had jumped in the grave to be buried with Henry, thought much better of her for a while.


  But most of her life Lulu had been known as a flirt. And that was putting it mildly. Tongues less kind had more indicting things to say.


  For instance,besides the fact of Lulu Lamartine's firsthusband, why did each of the boys currently shooting milk jugs out front of Henry's house look so different? There were eight of them. Some of them even had her maiden name. The three oldest were Nanapushes. The nextoldest were Morrisseys who took the name Lamartine, and then there were more assorted younger Lamartines who didn't look like one another, either. Red hair and blond abounded;there was some brown. The black hair on the seven-year-old at least matched his mother's.This boy was named Henry Junior, and he had been born approximately nine months after Henry Senior's death.


  Give or take a week,2 Beverly thought, looking from Henry Junior out the window back to the woman across the table. Beverly was quite certain that he, and not his brother, was the father of that boy. In fact, Beverly had come back to the reservation with a hidden purpose.


  Beverly Lamartine wanted to claim Henry Junior and take him home.


  In the Twin Cities there were great relocation opportunities for Indians with a certainamount of natural stick-to-it-iveness and pride. That's how Beverly saw it. He was darker than most, but his parents had always called themselves French or Black Irish and considered those who thought of themselves as Indians quite backward. They had put the need to get ahead inBeverly. He worked devilishly hard.


  Door to door, he'd sold children's after-school home workbooks for the past eighteen years. The wonder of it was that he had sold any workbook set at all, for he was not an educated man and ifthe customers had, as they might naturally do, considered him an example of his product's efficiency they might not have entrusted their own children to thosepages of sums and reading exercises. But they did buy the workbook sets regularly, for Bev's ploy was to use his humble appearance and faulty grammar to ease into conversation with his hardworking get-ahead customers. They looked forward to seeing the higher qualities,which they could not afford, inculcated in the their own children. Beverly's territory was a small-town world of earnest dreamers. Part of Bev's pitch, and the one that usually sold the books, was to show the wife or husband a wallet-sized school photo of his son.


  That was Henry Junior. The back of the photo was inscribed "To Uncle Bev," but the customer never saw that, because the precious relic was encased in a cardboard-backed sheet of clear plastic. This covering preserved it from thousands of mill-toughened thumbs in the working-class sections of Minneapolis and small towns within itsone-hundred-mile radius. Every year or so Beverly wrote to Lulu, requesting another picture. It was sent to him in perfect goodwill.With every picture Beverly grew more familiar with his son and more inspired in the invention of tales he embroidered, day after day, on front porches that were to him the innocent stages for his routine.


  His son played baseball in a sparkling-white uniform stained across the knees with grass. He pitched no-hitters every few weeks. Teachers loved the boy for getting so far ahead of the other students on his own initiative. They sent him on to various higher grades, and he was invited to the parties of children in the wealthy suburb of Edina. Henry Junior cleared the hurdles of class and intellect with an ease astonishing to Beverly, who noted to his wistful customers how swiftly the young surpass the older generation.


  "Give them wings!" he would urge,flipping softly through the cheap pulp-flecked pages. The sound of the ruffled paper was like the panic of fledglings before they learn how to glide, people usually bought, and only later, when they found themselves rolling up a work-skills book to slaughter fly or scribbling phone numbers down on the back of Math Enrichment,would they ;realize that their children had absolutely no interest in taking the world by storm through self-enlightenment.


  Some days, after many hours of stories, the son became so real in Bev's mind that when he came home to the apartment,he half expected the boy to pounce on him before he put his key in the door. But when the lock turned his son vanished, for Elsa would be there, and she was not particularly interested in children, realor not. She was a typistwho changed jobs incessantly. Groomed with exquisite tawdriness, she'd fashioned for Bev the image ofa modern woman living the ideal career life. Her salary only fluctuated by pennies from firm to firm, but her importance and value as a knower-of-ropes welled. She believed herself indispensable, but she heartlessly left employers hanging in their times of worst need to go on to something better.


  Beverly adored her.


  She was a natural blond with birdlike legs and, true, no chin, but great blue snapping eyes. She smoked exotically, rolling smoke off her tongue, and often told Bev that two weeks from now he might not be seeing her again.Then she would soften toward him. The possibilitiesshe gave up to be with him impressed Bev so much, every time, that it ceased to bother him that Elsa only showed him off to her family in Saint Cloud at the height of summer, when they admired his perfect tan.


  The boy, though, who was everywhere in his life and yet nowhere,fit less easily into Bev's fantasy of how he lived. The boy made him ache in hidden, surprising places sometimes at night when he lay next to Elsa, his knuckles resting lightlyagainst her emphatic spine. That was the limit of touching she would tolerate in slumber. She even took her sleeping breath with acertain rigid meanness, holding it stubbornly and releasing it with small explosive sighs. Bev hardly noticed, though, for beside her his mind raced through the ceilings and walls.


  One night he saw himself traveling. He was driving his sober green car westward, past the boundaries of his salesman's territory, then over the state line and on across to the casual and lonely fields, the rich, dry violet hills of the reservation. Then he was home where his son really lived. Lulu came to the door. He habitually blotted away her face and body, so that inhis thoughts she was a doll of flour sacking with a curly black mop on her head. She was simplyglad that he had come at lastto take the son she had such trouble providing for off her hands. She was glad Henry Junior would be wafted into a new and better metropolitan existence.


  This scenario became so real through the quite hours he lay beside Elsa that Bev evenconvinced himself that his wife would take to Henry Junior, in spite of the way she shuddered at children in the streets and whispered "Monkeys!" And then, by the time the next workday was half over, he'd arrange fora vacation and made an appointment to have a once-over done on his car.


  Of course, Lulu was not made of flour sacking and yam. Beverly had realized that in the immediacy of her arms. She grabbed him for a hug when he got out of his car, and,tired by the long trip, his head whirled for a moment in a haze of yellow spots. When she released him,;the boys sauntered up, poker-faced and mildly suspicious, to stand in a group around him and await their instructions. There seemed to be so many that at first he was speechless. Each of them was Henry Junior in a different daydream, at a different age, and so alike were their flat expressions he couldn't even pick out the one whose picture sold the record number of home workbooks in the Upper Midwestern Regional Division.


  Henry Junior, of course, was perfectly recognizable after Lulu introduced him. After all, he did look exactly likethe picture in Bev's wallet. He put his hand out and shook manfully likehis older brothers, which pleased Bev, although he had trouble containing a moment of confusion at the utter indifference in the boy's eyes.He had to remember the boy was meeting him for thefirst time. In a child's world strange grown-ups are indistinguishable as trees in a forest. Even the writing on the back of those photographs was probably, now that he thought of it, Lulu's.


  They went away, started shooting their guns, and then Bev was left with the unexpected problem of the mother of his son, the woman he would just as soon forget. During a moment of adjustment, however, he decided to go through whatever set of manipulations were necessary. He wanted to handle the situation in the ideal, firm, but diplomatic manner. And then, after he'd recovered from the strength of her hug, he had absolutely no doubt that things would go on according to his plan.


  "My my my," he said to Lulu now. She was buttering a piece of bread soft as the plump undersides of her arms."Lot of water under the dam."


  She agreed, taking alert nips of her perfectly slice. She had sprinkled a teaspoon of sugar over it, carefully distributing the grains. That was how she was. Even with eight boysher house was neat as a pin.The candy bowl on the table sat precisely on its doily. All her furniture was brushed and straightened. Her coffee table held a neat stack of Fate and True Adventure magazines. On her walls she'd hung matching framed portraits of poodles, kittens and an elaborate embroidered portrait of Chief Joseph 3. Her windowsills were decorated withpincushions in the shapes of plump little hats and shoes.


  "I make these." She cupped a tiny blue sequined pump in her hand. "You have a girlfriend? I'll give it to you.Here."


  She pushed the little shoes across the table. Itskittered over the edge, fell into his lap, and Beverly retrieved it quickly, for he saw that her hand was following. He set the blue slipper between them without addressing her implicit question on his status - girl friend, married, or just looking around. He was intent on bringing up the subject of Henry Junior.


  "Remember that time..." he started. There he didn't know what he was going to say. What did come out surprised him. "You and me and Henry were playing cards before you got married and the boys were sleeping?"


  He could have kicked himself for having blurted that out. Even after all these years he couldn't touch on the memory without running a hand across his face or whistling tunelessly to ;drive it from his mind. It didn't seem to have bothered her all these years though. She picked up the story smoothly and went on.


  "Oh, you men," she laughed chidingly. Her face was so little like Beverly's flour sacking doll he wondered how he had stood imagining her that way all these years. Her mouthwas small, mobile, like a puckering flower, and her teeth were unusually tiny and white. He remembered having the urge to lick their smoothness once. But now she was talking.


  "Isuppose you thought you could take advantage of a poor young woman. I don't know who itwas, you or Henry, that suggested after several too many beers that we change our pennyante poker game to strip. Well I still have to laugh. Ihad you men right down to your boxer shorts in no time flat, and I was still in my dress with my shoes on my feet."


  "You had them beads on, clip earrings, bangle bracelets, silkstockings," Beverly pouted.


  "Garters and other numerous foundation garments. Of course I did. I am a woman ofdetachable parts. You should know by now. You simply weren't playing in your league with strip poker."


  She had the grace to put a hand to her lipsas they uncurved, hiding the little gap-toothed smile he'd doted over atthe time of that game.


  "Want to know something I never told before?" she said. "It was after I won your shortswith my pair of deuces and Henry's with my eights, and you were naked, that I decided which one to marry."


  Beverly was shocked atthisstatement, bold even for Lulu. His wind felt knocked out of him for a moment, because her words called up the old times so clearly, the way he felt when she decided to marry his brother. He'd buried the feelings eventually in the knowledge thatshe wasn't right for him, man of the world that he was becoming. He congratulated himself for years after on getting free of her slack, ambitionless, but mindlessly powerful female clutches. Right now his reasoning had ripped wide open, however, and jealously kicked him in the stomach.


  Lulu cooed. Her voice was like a wind chime rattling. Cheap, sweet, maddening. "Some men react in that situation and some don't," she told him. "It was reaction I looked for, if you know what I mean."


  Beverly was silent.


  Lulu winked at him with her bold,gleaming blackberry eyes.She had smooth tight skin, wrinkled only where she laughed, always fragrantly powdered. At the time her hairwas still dark and thickly curled. Later she would burn it off when her house caught fire, and it would never grow back. Because her face was soft and yet alert, vigilant as some small cat's, plump and tame but with a wildness in its breast. Beverly had always felt exposed, preyed on, undressed around her, even before the game in which she'd stripped him naked and now, as he found, appraised him in his shame.


  You got your reaction when you needed it, he wanted to say.


  Yet,even in his mounting exasperation, he did not lose control and stoop to discussing ;what had happened after Henry's wake, when they both went outside to get some air. He rolled his sleeves down and fished a soft pack of Marlboros from her side of the table. She watchedhis hand as he struck the match, and her eyes narrowed. They were so black the irissometimes showed within like blue flames. He thought her heartless, suddenly, and wondered if she even remembered the two of them in the shed after Henry's wake. But there was no good way he could think of to ask without getting back down to her level.


  Henry Junior came to the window, hungry, and Lulu made a sandwich for him withbaloney and hot-dog relish. The boy was seven years old, sturdy, with Lulu's delicate skin and the almost Asian-looking eyes of all the Lamartines. Beverly watched the boy with electrified attention. He couldn't really say ifanything about the child reminded him of himself, unless it was the gaze. Beverly had tried to train his gaze like a hawk to use in barroom staredowns during histour of duty. It came in handy, as well, when he made a sale, although civilian life had long ago taken the edge off his intensity, as it had his muscles, his hero's stubborn, sagging flesh that he could still muster in a crisis. There was a crisis now. The boy seemed to have acquired the staredown technique naturally. Beverly was the first to look away.


  "Uncle Bev," Henry Junior said."I always heard about the bird on your arm. Could youmake it fly?"


  So Beverly rolled up shirt sleeve once more and forced his blood up. He flexed powerfully, over and over, until the boy was bored, satisfied, and fled back to his brothers. Beverly let his arm down carefully. It was numb. The sound of the .22 reports came thick and fast for a while, then all the boys paused to reload and set the jugs in a line against the fence and argue overwhose shot went where.


  "They're teaching him to shoot," explained Lulu."We had two bucks brought down lastfall. And pheasants? Those boys will always put meat on my table."


  She rambled on about them all, and Bev listened with relief, gathering his strength to pull the conversation back hisway again.


  One of the oldest boys was going down to Haskell Junior College, while another, Gerry, was testing the limits of the mission school system 4, at twelve. Lulu pointed Gerry out among the others.Bev could see Lulu most clearly in this boy. He laughed at everything, or seemedbarely to be keeping amusement in. His eyes were black, sly, snapping with sparks. He led the rest in play without a hint of effort, just like Lulu, whose gestures worked as subtle magnets. He was a big boy, a born leader, light on his feet and powerful. His mind seemed quick. Itwould not surprise Bev to hear, after many years passed on, that this Gerry grew up to be both a natural criminal and a hero whose face appeared on the six-o'clock news.


  Lulu managed to make the younger boys obey perfectly. Bev noticed, while the older ones adored her to the point that they did not tolerate anything less from anyone else. As her voiceswirled on, Bev thought of some Tarzan book he had read. In that book there was a queen protected by bloodthirsty warriors who smoothly dispatched all of her enemies. Lulu's boys had ;grown into a kind of pack. They always hung together. When a shot went true, their gangling legs, encased alike in faded denim, shifted as if a ripple went through them collectively. They moved in dance steps too intricate for the noninitiated eye to imitate or understand. Clearlythey were of one soul. Handsome, rangy, wildly various, they were bound intotal loyalty, not by oath but by the simple, unquestioning belongingness of part of one organism.


  Lulu had gone silent, suddenly, to fetch something from her icebox. In that quiet moment something about the boys outside struck Beverly as almost dangerous.


  He watched them close around Henry Junior in an impenetrable mass of black-and-whitesneakers, sweatshirts, baseball hats, and butts of Marlin rifles. Through the chinks between their bodies Beverly saw Gerry, dark and electric as his mother, kneel behind Henry Junior and arm-over-arm instruct him how to cradle, aim, and squeeze-fire the .22. When Henry juniorstumbled, kicked backward by the recoil, missing the jug, the boys dusted him clean and set him back behind the rifle again. Slowly, as he watched, Beverly's uneasy sense of menace gave way to some sweet apprehension of their kinship. He was remembering the way he and Henry and Slick, the oldest of his brothers, used to put themselves on the line for each other in high school. People used to say you couldn't drive a knife edge between the Lamartines. Nothing ever came between them.Nothing ever did or would.


  Even while he was thinking that, Beverly knew it wasn't true.


  What had come between them was a who, and she was standing across from him nowat the kitchen counter. Lulu licked some unseen sweetness from her fingers, having finished her sugared bread. Her tongue was small, flat, and pale as a little cat's. Her eyes had shut in mystery.He wondered if she knew his thoughts.


  She padded easily toward him, and he stood up in an old panic as she approached.He felt his heart knock urgently as a stranger in trouble, and then she touched him through his pants. He was helpless. His mouth fell on hers and kept traveling, through the walls and ceilings, down the levels, through the broad, warm reaches of the years.


  The boys came back very late in the afternoon. By then, Beverly had drastically revised his plans for Henry Junior to the point where he had no plans at all. In a dazed, immediate, unhappybewilderment he sat on the doily-bedecked couch opening and closing his hands in his lap. Lulu was bustling about the kitchen in a calm, automatic frenzy. She seemed to fill pots with food by pointing at them and take things from the oven that she'd never put in. The table jumped to set itself. The pop foamed into glasses, and the milk sighed to the lip. The youngest boy, Lyman, crushed in a high chair, watched eagerly while things placed themselves around him. Everyone sat down. Then the boys began to stuff themselves with a savage and astonished efficiency. Before Bev had cleaned his plate once, they'd had thirds, and by the time he looked up from dessert, they had melted through the walls. The youngest had levitated from his high chair and was sleeping out of sight. The room was empty except for Lulu and himself.


  He looked at her. She turned to the sinkful of dishes and disappeared in a cloud of steam. Only the round rear of her blue flowered housedress was visible, so he watched that. It was too late now. He had fallen. He could not help but remember theirone night together.


  They had gone intothe shed while the earth was still damp and the cut flowers in theirfoam balls still exuded scent over Henry's grave.Beverly had kissed the small cries back onto Lulu'slips. He remembered.Then passion overtook them.She hung on to him like they were riding the tossing ground, her teeth grinding in his ear. He wasn't man or woman. None of that mattered. Yet he was more of a man than he'd ever been. The grief of loss for the beloved made their tiny flames of life so sad and precious ithardly mattered who was what. The flesh was only givenso that the flame could touch in a union however less than perfect. Afterward they lay together, breathing the dark in and out.He had wept the one other time in his life besides post combat, and aftera while he came into her again, tasting his own miraculous continuance.


  Lulu left him sitting on the couch and went back into the sacred domain of her femininity.That was the bedroom with the locking door that she left open just a crack. She pulled down the blue-and-white-checked bedspread, put the pillows aside, and lay down carefully with her hands folded on her stomach. She went into herself, sinking through her body as if on a raft of darkness, until she reached the very bottom of her soul where there was nothing to do but wait.


  Things had gotten by Beverly. Night came down. His sad dazzlement abated and he triedto avoid thinking of Elsa. But she was there filing her orange nails whichever way he ducked. And then there was the way he was proud of living his life. He wanted to go back and sell word-enrichment books. No one on the reservation would buy them, he knew, and the thought panicked him. He realized thatthe depth and danger of his situation was great if he had forgotten that basic fact. The moon went black. The bushes seemed to close around the house.


  Retrench, he told himself, as the boys turned heavily and mumbled in their invisible cots and all along the floors around him. Retreat if you have to and forget about Henry Junior. He finallyfaced surrender and knew it was the only thing he could possibly have the strength for.


  He planned to get into his car while it was still dark, and drive back to Minneapolis without Henry Junior. He would simply have to bolt without saying good-bye to Lulu. But when he rose from the couch, he walked down the hall to her bedroom door. He didn't pause but walked right through. It was likeroutine he'd built up over time in marriage. The close dark was scented with bath lilac. Glowing green spears told the hour in her side-table clock. The bedclothes rustled. He stood holding the lathed post. And then his veins were full of warm ash and his tongue swelled in his throat.


  He lay down in her arms.


  Whirling blackness swept through him, and there was nothing else to do.


  The wings didn't beat as hard as they used to, but the bird still flew.


  1984


  Q


  1.What do you think is Beverly's purpose of claiming Henry Junior? Doyou agree with Beverly thatElsawould take to the child?


  2.What does the remembered poker game tell us about Lulu? What do you think of her personality as a whole?


  3. What are the possible effects of the time leaps in the story?


  ■注释：


  1. Twin Cities：位于明尼苏达州（Minnesota）东南部密西西比河两岸的明尼阿波利斯市（Minneapolis）和圣保罗市（St.Paul）。


  2. Give or take a week：出入至多一周。指从贝弗利与露露同房到露露怀上小亨利之间的时间。


  3. Chief Joseph （1840-1904）：武装抵抗白人入侵的著名印第安人领袖。


  4. mission school system：白人传教士为印第安人的孩子开办的学校。


  · Columbus only discovered that he was insome new place. He didn'tdiscover America.


  ——Lauise Endrich
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