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The Merchant of Venice

威尼斯商人
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剧情博览

威尼斯富商安东尼奥为了成全好友巴萨尼奥的婚事，向犹太人高利贷者夏洛克借债。由于安东尼奥贷款给人从不要利息，并帮夏洛克的女儿私奔，怀恨在心的夏洛克乘机报复，佯装也不要利息，但若逾期不还就从安东尼奥身上割下一磅肉。不久以后，传来了安东尼奥的商船失事的消息，他的资金周转不灵，无力偿还贷款。夏洛克去法庭控告，根据法律条文要安东尼奥履行诺言。为救安东尼奥的性命，巴萨尼奥的未婚妻鲍西娅假扮律师出庭。她答应了夏洛克的要求，但要求所割的一磅肉必须正好是一磅肉，不能多也不能少，更不能流血。夏洛克因无法执行而败诉，害人不成反而失去了财产。





Act IV

Scene I—Venice. A Court of Justice.

(Enter the Duke; the Magnificoes; Antonio, Bassanio, Gratiano, Salarino, Salanio and Others)


Duke:
 What, is Antonio here?


Antonio:
 Ready, so please Your Grace.


Duke:
 I am sorry for thee: thou art come to answer a stony adversary, an inhuman wretch uncapable of pity, void
 and empty from any dram of mercy.


Antonio:
 I have heard Your Grace hath ta'en great pains to qualify his rigorous course; but since he stands obdurate
 and that no lawful means can carry me out of his envy's reach, I do oppose my patience to his fury, and am arm'd to suffer, with a quietness of spirit, the very tyranny and rage of his.


Duke:
 Go one, and call the Jew into the court.


Salarino:
 He's ready at the door: he comes, my lord.

(Enter Shylock)


Duke:
 Make room, and let him stand before our face. Shylock, the world thinks, and I think so too, that thou but lead'st this fashion of thy malice to the last hour of act; and then 'tis thought thou'lt show thy mercy and remorse more strange than is thy strange-apparent cruelty; and where thou now exact'st the penalty, which is a pound of this poor merchant's flesh, thou wilt not only loose the forfeiture, but, touch'd with human gentleness and love, forgive a moiety of the principal; glancing an eye of pity on his losses, that have of late so huddled on his back, enow to press a royal merchant down, and pluck commiseration of his state from brassy bosoms and rough hearts of flint, from stubborn Turks and Tartars, never train'd to offices of tender courtesy. We all expect a gentle answer, Jew.


Shylock:
 I have possess'd Your Grace of what I purpose; and by our holy Sabbath have I sworn to have the due and forfeit of my bond: if you deny it, let the danger light upon your charter and your city's freedom. You'll ask me, why I rather choose to have a weight of carrion flesh than to receive three thousand ducats: I'll not answer that: but, say, it is my humour: is it answer'd? What if my house be troubled with a rat, and I be pleas'd to give ten thousand ducats to have it ban'd? What, are you answer'd yet? Some men there are love not a gaping pig; some, that are mad if they behold a cat; and others, when the bagpipe sings i'the nose, cannot contain their urine: for affection, mistress of passion, sways it to the mood of what it likes, or loathes. Now, for your answer; as there is no firm reason to be render'd, why he cannot abide a gaping pig; why he, a harmless necessary cat; why he, a woollen bagpipe; but of force must yield to such inevitable shame as to offend, himself being offended; so can I give no reason, nor I will not, more than a lodg'd hate and a certain loathing I bear Antonio, that I follow thus a losing suit against him. Are you answer'd?


Bassanio:
 This is no answer, thou unfeeling man, to excuse the current of thy cruelty.


Shylock:
 I am not bound to please thee with my answer.


Bassanio:
 Do all men kill the things they do not love?


Shylock:
 Hates any man the thing he would not kill?


Bassanio:
 Every offence is not a hate at first.


Shylock:
 What! wouldst thou have a serpent
 sting thee twice?


Antonio:
 I pray you, think you question with the Jew: you may as well go stand upon the beach, and bid the main flood bate his usual height; you may as well use question with the wolf why he hath made the ewe bleat for the lamb; you may as well forbid the mountain pines to wag their high tops and to make no noise when they are fretten with the gusts of heaven; you may as well do anything most hard, as seek to soften that—than which what's harder? —his Jewish heart: therefore, I do beseech you, make no more offers, use no farther means, but with all brief and plain conveniency, let me have judgment, and the Jew his will.


Bassanio:
 For thy three thousand ducats here is six.


Shylock:
 If every ducat in six thousand ducats were in six parts and every part a ducat, I would not draw them; I would have my bond.


Duke:
 How shalt thou hope for mercy, rendering none?


Shylock:
 What judgment shall I dread, doing no wrong? You have among you many a purchas'd slave, which, like your asses and your dogs and mules, you use in abject and in slavish parts, because you bought them: shall I say to you, let them be free, marry them to your heirs? Why sweat they under burdens? Let their beds be made as soft as yours and let their palates be season'd with such viands? You will answer the slaves are ours: so do I answer you: the pound of flesh, which I demand of him, is dearly bought; 'tis mine and I will have it. If you deny me, fie upon your law! There is no force in the decrees of Venice. I stand for judgment: answer; shall I have it?


Duke:
 Upon my power I may dismiss this court, unless Bellario, a learned doctor, whom I have sent for to determine this, come here today.


Salarino:
 My lord, here stays without a messenger with letters from the doctor, new come from Padua.


Duke:
 Bring us the letter: call the messenger.


Bassanio:
 Good cheer, Antonio! What, man, courage yet! The Jew shall have my flesh, blood, bones and all, ere thou shalt lose for me one drop of blood.


Antonio:
 I am a tainted wether of the flock, meetest for death: the weakest kind of fruit drops earliest to the ground; Bassanio, than to live still, and write mine epitaph.

[Enter Nerissa, dressed like a lawyer's clerk)


Duke:
 Came you from Padua, from Bellario?


Nerissa:
 From both, my lord. Bellario greets Your Grace.

(Presents a letter)


Bassanio:
 Why dost thou whet thy knife so earnestly?


Shylock:
 To cut the forfeiture from that bankrupt there.


Gratiano:
 Not on thy sole, but on thy soul, harsh Jew, thou mak'st thy knife keen; but no metal can, no, not the hangman's axe, bear half the keenness of thy sharp envy. Can no prayers pierce thee?


Shylock:
 No, none that thou hast wit enough to make.


Gratiano:
 O, be thou damn'd, inexecrable dog! And for thy life let justice be accus'd. Thou almost mak'st me waver in my faith to hold opinion with Pythagoras, that souls of animals infuse themselves into the trunks of Men: thy currish spirit govern'd a wolf, who, hang'd for human slaughter, even from the gallows did his fell soul fleet, and, whilst thou lay'st in thy unhallow'd dam, infus'd itself in thee; for thy desires are wolfish, bloody, starv'd and ravenous.


Shylock:
 Till thou canst rail the seal from off my bond, thou but offend'st thy lungs to speak so loud: repair thy wit, good youth, or it will fall to cureless ruin. I stand here for law.


Duke:
 This letter from Bellario doth commend a young and learned doctor to our court. Where is he?


Nerissa:
 He attendeth here hard by, to know your answer, whether you'll admit him.


Duke:
 With all my heart. Some three or four of you go give him courteous conduct to this place. Meantime, the court shall hear Bellario's letter.


Clerk:
 (Reads) Your grace shall understand that at the receipt of your letter I am very sick; but in the instant that your messenger came, in loving visitation was with me a young doctor of Rome; his name is Balthasar. I acquainted him with the cause in controversy between the Jew and Antonio the merchant: we turned o'er many books together: he is furnished with my opinion; which, bettered with his own learning—the greatness whereof I cannot enough commend—comes with him, at my importunity, to fill up Your Grace's request in my stead. I beseech you, let his lack of years be no impediment to let him lack a reverend estimation, for I never knew so young a body with so old a head. I leave him to your gracious acceptance, whose trial shall better publish his commendation.


Duke:
 You hear the learn'd Bellario, what he writes: and here, I take it, is the doctor come.

(Enter Portia, dressed like a doctor of laws)


Duke:
 Give me your hand. Come you from old Bellario?


Portia:
 I did, my lord.


Duke:
 You are welcome: take your place. Are you acquainted with the difference that holds this present question in the court?


Portia:
 I am informed throughly of the cause. Which is the merchant here, and which the Jew?


Duke:
 Antonio and old Shylock, both stand forth.


Portia:
 Is your name Shylock?


Shylock:
 Shylock is my name.


Portia:
 Of a strange nature is the suit you follow; yet in such rule that the Venetian law cannot impugn you as you do proceed. You stand within his danger, do you not?


Antonio:
 Ay, so he says.


Portia:
 Do you confess the bond?


Antonio:
 I do.


Portia:
 Then must the Jew be merciful.


Shylock:
 On what compulsion must I? Tell me that.


Portia:
 The quality of mercy is not strain'd, it droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven upon the place beneath: it is twice bless'd; it blesseth him that gives and him that takes: 'Tis mightiest in the mightiest; it becomes. the throned monarch better than his crown; his sceptre shows the force of temporal power, the attribute to awe and majesty, wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings; but mercy is above this sceptred sway, it is enthroned in the hearts of kings, it is an attribute to God himself, and earthly power doth then show likest God's when mercy seasons justice. Therefore, Jew, though justice be thy plea, consider this, that in the course of justice none of us should see salvation: we do pray for mercy, and that same prayer doth teach us all to render the deeds of mercy. I have spoke thus much to mitigate the justice of thy plea, which if thou follow, this strict court of Venice must needs give sentence 'gainst the merchant there.


Shylock:
 My deeds upon my head! I crave the law, the penalty and forfeit of my bond.


Portia:
 Is he not able to discharge the money?


Bassanio:
 Yes, here I tender it for him in the court; yea, twice the sum: if that will not suffice, I will be bound to pay it ten times o'er, on forfeit of my hands, my head, my heart. If this will not suffice, it must appear that malice bears down truth. And I beseech you, wrest once the law to your authority: to do a great right, do a little wrong, and curb this cruel devil of his will.


Portia:
 It must not be. There is no power in Venice can alter a decree established: 'T will be recorded for a precedent, and many an error by the same example will rush into the state. It cannot be.


Shylock:
 A Daniel come to judgment! Yea, a Daniel! O wise young judge, how I do honour thee!


Portia:
 I pray you, let me look upon the bond.


Shylock:
 Here't is, most reverend doctor; here it is.


Portia:
 Shylock, there's thrice thy money offer'd thee.


Shylock:
 An oath, an oath, I have an oath in heaven: shall I lay perjury upon my soul? No, not for Venice.


Portia:
 Why, this bond is forfeit; and lawfully by this the Jew may claim a pound of flesh, to be by him cut off nearest the merchant's heart. Be merciful: take thrice thy money; bid me tear the bond.


Shylock:
 When it is paid according to the tenour. It doth appear you are a worthy judge; you know the law, your exposition hath been most sound: I charge you by the law, whereof you are a well-deserving pillar, proceed to judgment: by my soul I swear there is no power in the tongue of man to alter me. I stay here on my bond.


Antonio:
 Most heartily I do beseech the court to give the judgment.


Portia:
 Why then, thus it is: you must prepare your bosom for his knife.


Shylock:
 O noble judge! O excellent young man!


Portia:
 For the intent and purpose of the law hath full relation to the penalty, which here appeareth due upon the bond.


Shylock:
 'Tis very true! O wise and upright judge! How much more elder art thou than thy looks!


Portia:
 Therefore lay bare your bosom.


Shylock:
 Ay, his breast: so says the bond: doth it not, noble judge? 'Nearest his heart' those are the very words.


Portia:
 It is so. Are there balance here to weigh the flesh?


Shylock:
 I have them ready.


Portia:
 Have by some surgeon, Shylock, on your charge, to stop his wounds, lest he do bleed to death.


Shylock:
 Is it so nominated in the bond?


Portia:
 It is not so express'd; but what of that? 'T were good you do so much for charity.


Shylock:
 I cannot find it: 'tis not in the bond.


Portia:
 You, merchant, have you any thing to say?


Antonio:
 But little. I am arm'd and well prepar'd.Give me yourhand, Bassanio: fare you well! Grieve not that I am fallen to this for you; for herein Fortune shows herself more kind than is her custom; it is still her use to let the wretched man outlive his wealth, to view with hollow eye and wrinkled brow an age of poverty; from which lingering penance of such a misery doth she cut me off. Commend me to your honourable wife: tell her the process of Antonio's end; say how I lov'd you, speak me fair in death; and, when the tale is told, bid her be judge whether Bassanio had not once a love. Repent not you that you shall lose your friend, and he repents not that he pays your debt; for if the Jew do cut but deep enough, I'll pay it instantly with all my heart.


Bassanio:
 Antonio, I am married to a wife which is as dear to me as life itself; but life itself, my wife, and all the world, are not with me esteem'd above thy life: I would lose all, ay, sacrifice them all, here to this devil, to deliver you.


Portia:
 Your wife would give you little thanks for that, if she were by to hear you make the offer.


Gratiano:
 I have a wife, whom, I protest, I love: I would she were in heaven, so she could Entreat some power to change this currish Jew.


Nerissa:
 'Tis well you offer it behind her back; the wish would make else an unquiet house.


Shylock:
 These be the Christian husbands! I have a daughter; would any of the stock of Barabbas had been her husband rather than a Christian! We trifle time; I pray thee, pursue sentence.


Portia:
 A pound of that same merchant's flesh is thine: the court awards it, and the law doth give it.


Shylock:
 Most rightful judge!


Portia:
 And you must cut this flesh from off his breast: the law allows it, and the court awards it.


Shylock:
 Most learned judge! A sentence! Come, prepare!


Portia:
 Tarry a little: there is something else. This bond doth give thee here no jot of blood; the words expressly are 'a pound of flesh' then take thy bond, take thou thy pound of flesh; but, in the cutting it, if thou dost she done drop of Christian blood, thy lands and goods are, by the laws of Venice, confiscate unto the state of Venice.


Gratiano:
 O upright judge! Mark, Jew, O learned judge!


Shylock:
 Is that the law?


Portia:
 Thyself shalt see the act; for, as thou urgest justice, be assur'd thou shalt have justice, more than thou desir'st.


Gratiano:
 O learned judge! Mark, Jew: a learned judge!


Shylock:
 I take this offer then: pay the bond thrice and let the Christian go.


Bassanio:
 Here is the money.


Portia:
 Soft! The Jew shall have all justice; soft! no haste: he shall have nothing but the penalty.


Gratiano:
 O Jew! An upright judge, a learned judge!


Portia:
 Therefore prepare thee to cut off the flesh.Shed thou no blood; nor cut thou less nor more, but just a pound of flesh: if thou tak'st more, or less, than a just pound, be it but so much as makes it light or heavy in the substance, or the division of the twentieth part of one poor scruple, nay, if the scale do turn but in the estimation of a hair, thou diest and all thy goods are confiscate.



Gratiano:
 A second Daniel, a Daniel, Jew! Now, infidel, I have thee on the hip.


Portia:
 Why doth the Jew pause? Take thy forfeiture.


Shylock:
 Give me my principal, and let me go.


Bassanio:
 I have it ready for thee; here it is.


Portia:
 He hath refus'd it in the open court; he shall have merely justice and his bond.


Gratiano:
 A Daniel, still say I; a second Daniel! I thank thee, Jew, for teaching me that word.


Shylock:
 Shall I not have barely my principal?


Portia:
 Thou shalt have nothing but the forfeiture, to be so taken at thy peril, Jew.


Shylock:
 Why, then the devil give him good of it! I'll stay no longer question.


Portia:
 Tarry, Jew: the law hath yet another hold on you. It is enacted in the laws of Venice, if it be prov'd against an alien that by direct or indirect attempts he seek the life of any citizen, the party 'gainst the which he doth contrive shall seize one half his goods; the other half comes to the privy coffer of the state; and the offender's life lies in the mercy of the duke only, 'gainst all other voice. In which predicament, I say, thou stand'st; for it appears, by manifest proceeding, that indirectly, and directly too. thou hast contriv'd against the very life of the defendant; and thou hast incurr'd the danger formerly by me rehears'd. Down therefore and beg mercy of the duke.


Gratiano:
 Beg that thou mayst have leave to hang thyself: and yet, thy wealth being forfeit to the state, thou hast not left the value of a cord; therefore thou must be hang'd at the state's charge.


Duke:
 That thou shalt see the difference of our spirits, I pardon thee thy life before thou ask it. For half thy wealth, it is Antonio's; the other half comes to the general state; which humbleness may drive unto a fine.


Portia:
 Ay, for the state, not for Antonio.


Shylock:
 Nay, take my life and all; pardon not that: you take my house when you do take the prop that doth sustain my house; you take my life when you do take the means whereby I live.


Portia:
 What mercy can you render him, Antonio?


Gratiano:
 A halter gratis; nothing else, for God's sake!


Antonio:
 So please my lord the duke, and all the court to quit the fine for one half of his goods, I am content; so he will let me have the other half in use, to render it, upon his death, unto the gentleman that lately stole his daughter: two things provided more, that, for this favour, he presently become a Christian; the other, that he do record a gift, here in the court, of all he dies possess'd, unto his son Lorenzo, and his daughter.


Duke:
 He shall do this, or else I do recant the pardon that I late pronounced here.


Portia:
 Art thou contented, Jew? what dost thou say?


Shylock:
 I am content.


Portia:
 Clerk, draw a deed of gift.


Shylock:
 I pray you, give me leave to go from hence: I am not well. Send the deed after me, and I will sign it.


Duke:
 Get thee gone, but do it.


Gratiano:
 In christening thou shalt have two god fathers; had I been judge, thou shouldst have had ten more, to bring thee to the gallows, not the font.

(Exit Shylock)

第四幕

第一场——威尼斯　法庭

公爵、众绅士、安东尼奥、巴萨尼奥、葛莱西安诺、萨拉里诺、萨莱尼奥和其他人等同上。


公爵：
 安东尼奥到了没？


安东尼奥：
 到了，殿下。


公爵：
 我为你感到很遗憾，因为你即将面临的法庭对手有一副铁石心肠，是个毫无人性、不懂得怜悯与同情，一贯缺乏慈爱之心的恶人。


安东尼奥：
 我听说您已经竭尽全力，试图阻止他的任意妄为。但是，既然他固执己见，不肯让步，而且没有任何合法的手段可以救我脱离这个犹太人的毒手，我必定要用忍耐来对抗他的愤怒，我准备好了以平常的心态承受他残暴的处置。


公爵：
 来人，传那犹太人到庭。


萨拉里诺：
 他就在门口等着。他来了，殿下。

（夏洛克上）


公爵：
 大家让开点，让他站在我的面前。夏洛克，人家都以为而且我也是这样想的，尽管你到了最后时刻仍然表现得残酷无情，实际上却会大发慈悲，你体恤人的方式一定比你的残酷行为更加出人意料。虽然你现在坚持按约处罚，要从这个可怜的商人身上割下一块肉来，但你最终可能不仅会放弃处罚，而且会因为心中的友爱之情，免除他的一部分欠款，你看看他最近遭受的巨大损失，即使是像国王那样富有的人也免不了倾家荡产，全国人——包括心肠坚硬得像顽石一样的人、从未受过教育的野蛮人、彬彬有礼的宫廷官员，都会同情他的境遇。犹太人，我们都在期待你作出温和的答复。


夏洛克：
 我的意思已经向殿下禀告过了；我也曾指着圣安息日起誓，一定要照约处罚安东尼奥。如果您不答应我的请求，那就是违反了宪章，威尼斯城邦的特权就有被取消的危险。如果您问我为什么我宁愿选择一块腐肉而不是三千块钱，我无言以对，我只能说我愿意这样——您满意我的回答吗？假如我的房间里有老鼠，我高兴出一万块钱把它们斩尽杀绝，那又怎么样？怎么，您明白我的意思了吗？有的人不喜欢烤小猪，有的人看见猫就生气，还有人一听见吹风笛的声音就忍不住要小便，因为人人都是情感的奴隶，喜恶都不由理性做主。我就这样和您说吧，为什么有人忍受不了一只烤乳猪，或者一只无辜且有益处的猫，为什么有的人听到风笛声就情不自禁地露出丑相，所有这些癖好都没有合适的理由，所以我也给不出理由，也不愿意寻找任何借口，我仅仅是处于对安东尼奥的宿怨和反感，才提出对他的诉讼，这样回答可以吗？


巴萨尼奥：
 这个回答不行。你这个冷酷无情的人，这也不能让人谅解你的残忍作为！


夏洛克：
 我的回答本来也不是为了讨好你。


巴萨尼奥：
 难道人们对于他们所不喜欢的东西，都一定要置之死地吗？


夏洛克：
 恨一个人难道就不能灭掉他吗？


巴萨尼奥：
 初次的冒犯，不应该就引为仇恨吧。


夏洛克：
 什么！你愿意让毒蛇咬两次吗？


安东尼奥：
 请你记住，你是在和这个犹太人讲话，你和他讲道理，不如站在海滩上，请求海潮不要涨到平常的高度；不如质问豺狼，为什么惹得母羊因失去羔羊而啼哭；不如叫那山上的松柏，在有风吹过的时候，不要摇摆枝干、沙沙作响。你做任何事，都比求那犹太人的心变软要简单，所以我请你不要再白费力气，枉费唇舌了，就让我痛痛快快地接受裁决，任那犹太人如愿以偿吧！


巴萨尼奥：
 欠三千块钱，现在还你六千元。


夏洛克：
 即使这六千块钱中间的每一块钱都分成六份，每一份都变成一块钱，我也不要；我只要照约行事。


公爵：
 你没有一点慈悲之心，将来怎能期望得到别人的同情？


夏洛克：
 我没做什么错事，难道会害怕任何裁决吗？你们买了许多奴隶，就因为他们是用钱买来的，你们让人家当牛做马，干各种低贱肮脏的活儿，那么我可不可以对你说，还他们自由吧，让他们和你们的子嗣结婚？为什么他们要忍受重负、流血流汗？可不可以让他们的床铺和你们的一样柔软，让他们的食物和你们的一样鲜美？你们可能会说，奴隶是你的，怎样处置都不关我的事。同样，这一磅肉是属于我的，是我用昂贵的代价换来的，是我的东西，我就要得到它。如果您拒绝我的请求，就说明威尼斯的法令就是一纸空文！就让你们的法律见鬼去吧！我现在等候着裁决。请告诉我，我可以拿到我的一磅肉吗？


公爵：
 我已经差人去请培拉里奥——一位有学问的博士，来替我们审判这件案子；他今天就会到的，我此刻有权宣布休庭。


萨拉里诺：
 殿下，外面有一个信差在候着呢，带着这位博士的信，刚从帕度亚来。


公爵：
 呈上信来，传信差。


巴萨尼奥：
 高兴起来吧，安东尼奥！喂，老兄，不要灰心！这犹太人可以把我的肉、我的血、我的骨头，我的一切都拿去，可是我决不让你为了我而流一滴血。


安东尼奥：
 我是羊群里一头不中用的病羊，死亡是我的最终命运；我是果实中最脆弱的一颗，应该尽早结束我的一生，巴萨尼奥，你要活下来为我写墓志铭。

（尼莉莎扮律师书记上）


公爵：
 你是从帕度亚的培拉里奥那里来的吗？


尼莉莎：
 是，殿下。我代培拉里奥向您转达诚挚的问候。

（递上一封信）


巴萨尼奥：
 你这样使劲儿磨着刀干吗？


夏洛克：
 从那破产的家伙身上割下那磅肉来。


葛莱西安诺：
 狠心的犹太人，你不是在鞋口上而是在心口上磨刀，你的刀那么锐利，没有任何武器——即使是刽子手的钢刀，都赶不上你这恶毒心肠一半的锋利。难道什么肯求都不能打动你吗？


夏洛克：
 不能，你想尽一切办法都不能改变我的初衷。


葛莱西安诺：
 万恶不赦的狗，看你死后不下地狱！让你这种东西活在世上，真是天理难容。你差点使我动摇了自己的信仰，相信起毕达哥拉斯的主张，认为野兽的灵魂能转入人体。你的灵魂由一只狼控制着，它吃了人，被送上绞刑架，而它肆虐的灵魂逃到你不义的娘胎里，你就是恶狼再世，所以性情像狼一般狠毒、凶残、血腥味十足。


夏洛克：
 除非你能把契约上的印章骂掉，不然你这样大嚷大叫只会白白地气坏了你的肺，何苦来呢？年轻人，否则你会愚钝到无法收拾的地步。我是来等候裁决的。


公爵：
 培拉里奥在信中推荐一位年轻且有学问的博士出席我们的法庭。他在哪儿？


尼莉莎：
 他在附近等候您的回复呢。不知您现在是否允许他进来。


公爵：
 非常欢迎。你们去三四个人，恭恭敬敬地领他到法庭上来。同时，法庭将宣读培拉里奥的来信。


书记：
 （读）“尊翰到时，鄙人抱疾方剧；适有一青年博士鲍尔萨泽君自罗马来此，致其慰问，因与详讨犹太人与安东尼奥一案，遍稽群籍，折中是非，遂恳其为鄙人代庖，以应殿下之召。凡鄙人对此案所具意见，此君已深悉无遗；其学问才识，虽穷极赞辞，亦不足道其万一，务希勿以其年少而忽之。盖如此少年老成之士，实鄙人生平所仅见也。倘蒙延纳，必能不辱使命。敬祈钧裁。”


公爵：
 你们都听到培拉里奥博士的信了吗？我想，现在来的这位就是博学的鲍尔萨泽先生吧！

（鲍西娅扮鲍尔萨泽上）


公爵：
 把您的手给我。请问，您是从培拉里奥老先生那里来的吗？


鲍西娅：
 正是，殿下。


公爵：
 欢迎您！您请坐！想必您对这个案件中双方的争端都十分明确了吧？


鲍西娅：
 我都非常清楚了。只是，哪位是那个商人，哪位是犹太人？


公爵：
 安东尼奥和老夏洛克，你们都站上来。


鲍西娅：
 你就是夏洛克吗？


夏洛克：
 夏洛克是我的名字。


鲍西娅：
 你打的这场官司很奇怪；但是，根据威尼斯的法律，你的控诉倒也无可厚非。你的生死命运掌握在他的手里了，对吗？


安东尼奥：
 嗯，他是这么说的。


鲍西娅：
 你承认这借约吗？


安东尼奥：
 我承认。


鲍西娅：
 那么夏洛克应该仁慈一些。


夏洛克：
 凭什么我必须得慈悲让步呢？您告诉我！


鲍西娅：
 慈悲缘自一种本性，就像甘露从天而降，滋润大地。它不但给幸福于受施的人，也同样给幸福于施予的人；它有至高无上的权威，比皇冠更能显示帝王的尊贵。君主的权杖代表着世俗的威力，凸显皇帝陛下的高位，且使百姓对王权畏惧万分；而慈悲则雄踞权杖之上，它受冕于帝王的心中，是天国神权的象征，倘与公平正义为伍，便能使世俗的权力如同神权一样熠熠生辉。因此，犹太人，虽然你的诉求合乎法律，我们却无法从中看到拯救人的希望，为此我们祈祷慈悲降临，愿上帝赐予所有人慈悲的胸怀。我说了这么多，是希望你能不要坚持原来的诉求，做一点好事。当然，如果你坚持己见，威尼斯的法律是公正无私的，法庭一定会秉公惩处那个商人的。


夏洛克：
 我的事情我做主。我要求法庭按照契约处罚安东尼奥。


鲍西娅：
 他的确无力偿还欠款吗？


巴萨尼奥：
 不是，我们能还钱，我现在就可以当庭还清借款，哪怕是三倍的数目也可以！如果他嫌少，我可以给他十倍的钱，并用我的手、头和心做抵押。如果还不行，就显然是用仇恨压倒公理，存心害人了。那么我请求您，将法律稍稍变通一下，在犯一点儿小错的同时，做成一件大事，千万不要让这恶人的欲望得逞。


鲍西娅：
 那可不行，在威尼斯没有任何特权能变更既成的法律，要是开了这一恶例，许多违法行为会随之而来，涌入城邦，这万万不行！


夏洛克：
 一位但尼尔来断案了！啊，但尼尔再世！明智的年轻的法官啊，我该怎样赞美你才好呢？


鲍西娅：
 愿上帝保佑你！让我看一看你的契约。


夏洛克：
 在这儿，我最最尊敬的先生，契约在这儿。


鲍西娅：
 夏洛克，他们愿意出三倍的钱来还你。


夏洛克：
 不行，不行，我已经对天发过誓啦！难道让我背信弃义吗？绝对不行，把整个威尼斯都给我也不可以！


鲍西娅：
 为什么？这个契约就是罚金根据法律规定，这犹太人有权依据契约在贴近安东尼奥心脏的地方割下一磅肉。你就可怜可怜他，拿了三倍的还款，让我撕了契约吧？


夏洛克：
 照约处罚他以后才可以撕掉契约。看起来您的确是个名副其实的好法官，您懂法律，您的分析也最合理，您不愧是法律界的中流砥柱，请您宣判吧！我以我的灵魂起誓，任凭谁说什么也不能改变我的决定，我坚持要照约行事。


安东尼奥：
 我诚恳地请求法庭作出判决。


鲍西娅：
 那么——好吧，准备好你的胸膛让他的刀刺进去。


夏洛克：
 啊，高贵的法官啊！优秀的年轻人啊！


鲍西娅：
 因为这契约上写明的处罚是法律所允许的。


夏洛克：
 十分正确，聪明正直的法官！你看上去那么年轻，处理问题却非常老练！


鲍西娅：
 所以快把你的胸脯裸露出来。


夏洛克：
 对，“他的胸部”，契约上是这么说的，对吧，尊贵的法官？“贴近他的心脏”，就是这样写的。


鲍西娅：
 是的，称肉的天平有没有准备好？


夏洛克：
 我准备好了。


鲍西娅：
 夏洛克，请一位外科医生来处理他的伤口，免得他因流血过多而送命，费用由你承担。


夏洛克：
 契约上这样写了吗？


鲍西娅：
 契约上并没有这样的规定，但没写的事你就不能做吗？出于怜悯做这件事会对你有好处的。


夏洛克：
 我找不到，契约上没有这么写。


鲍西娅：
 你，商人，还有什么话说吗？


安东尼奥：
 只有一句话：我准备好接受审判了。巴萨尼奥，握握手，永别了！不要因为我这样为你死去而悲伤，因为命运之神已经对我非常垂青，她平常总是让倾家荡产的人苟延余年，用凹陷的双眼和布满皱纹的额头去体验贫困的生活，但她却使我脱离了这绵长的痛苦的刑罚。请替我问候尊夫人，告诉她安东尼奥生命最终的故事，对她讲我怎样爱你，怎样为你而从容死去，并且在讲诉完一切后，请她评判巴萨尼奥是否曾经有一位挚爱他的朋友。你只需为损失一位朋友而悲伤，你的朋友将无怨无悔地为你还债。只要那犹太人的刀刺得足够深，就算是我用我的心立刻付清了他的钱！


巴萨尼奥：
 安东尼奥，我新婚的妻子和我自己的生命一样弥足珍贵，但我的生命、我的妻子和整个世界都加在一起，也不及你的生命那样重要。我愿意失去所有这一切，献出一切给这恶魔，让他释放你。


鲍西娅：
 如果你的妻子在这儿听到你这样说，恐怕不会对你心存感激吧！


葛莱西安诺：
 我发誓，我也爱我的妻子。我宁愿她此刻在天堂，好能祈求上帝改变这恶狗一般的犹太人的心！


尼莉莎：
 幸亏你是在背后这样说她，换作是在你们家里，妻子一定会和你吵得不可开交！


夏洛克：
 这些就是相信基督教的丈夫们！我有一个女儿，我宁可把她嫁给强盗巴拉巴一样的人，也不要她嫁给一个基督徒。不要再浪费时间了，我请求快些宣判吧！


鲍西娅：
 那商人身上的一磅肉属于你了，本法庭把它判给你，法律允许你这样做。


夏洛克：
 最最公正的法官！


鲍西娅：
 你必须从他的胸部割下一磅肉。法律许可，法庭同意。


夏洛克：
 多博学的法官！多英明的判决！来啊，准备！


鲍西娅：
 且慢，还有一点你要注意。契约上并没有允许你取走他的一滴血，因为上面明明写的是“一磅肉”，所以你只能根据约定拿走一磅肉，而在割肉时不能带出一滴基督徒的血来，否则，按照威尼斯的法律，你的土地和财产都要没收归公。


葛莱西安诺：
 哦，正直的法官！记住，犹太人，这是一位博学的法官！


夏洛克：
 这就是法律的规定吗？


鲍西娅：
 你可以自己去查看法律条文。既然你坚持要得到公平，法律会确保你得到公平，比你希望得到的还要多。


葛莱西安诺：
 啊，博学的法官！记住，犹太人，这是位博学的法官！


夏洛克：
 那么我还是接受他们的提议吧，我愿意拿三倍的还款，放那基督徒走。


巴萨尼奥：
 钱在这儿呢！


鲍西娅：
 慢！犹太人将得到绝对的公平，你且慢，不要着急。他除了借约上的抵偿品外，什么也没得到。


葛莱西安诺：
 哦，犹太人，你看，多么正直的法官！多么博学的法官！


鲍西娅：
 所以啊，准备割肉吧。不准流一滴血，既不能多割，也不能少割，要刚好割一磅肉。如果你割的肉比借约上所写的一磅肉重一些或轻一些，哪怕相差只有一毫克的二十分之一，或者仅一根汗毛之微，你就必死无疑，而且你的财产要全部充公。


葛莱西安诺：
 犹太人，但尼尔再世了！真的是但尼尔再世了！异教徒，现在你可栽在我手里了！


鲍西娅：
 这犹太人为什么不动手呢？来取走你的抵押品啊！


夏洛克：
 还我的本钱，让我走吧！


巴萨尼奥：
 钱我已经预备好了，你拿去吧。


鲍西娅：
 他曾经当庭拒绝过，现在他只能履行契约，执行法庭的宣判。


葛莱西安诺：
 但尼尔再世了，我还要说，好一个但尼尔啊！犹太人，谢谢你教会我这个词！


夏洛克：
 我真的连本钱都拿不到吗？


鲍西娅：
 犹太人，你除了冒险拿走抵偿品外，什么也得不到。


夏洛克：
 哼，鬼使神差，怎么便宜都让他占了？我不想再打这场官司了。


鲍西娅：
 且慢，犹太人，威尼斯的法律还有一条牵涉到你。根据城邦法律，如果一个外乡人被证实企图以直接或间接的手段谋害威尼斯公民的生命，受害的一方有权得到他财产的一半，另一半则充公入库，犯罪者的性命悉听公爵处置，他人无权过问。我告诉你，你现在就处在这种情境中了，因为事实发展的过程表明，你已经采取了直接或间接的手段企图危害被告的人身安全，致使你陷入了我前面所说过的危险境地。快跪下，求公爵开恩饶恕你吧！


葛莱西安诺：
 赶快乞求公爵开恩，让他允许你自己上吊而死吧。因为你的财产要充公，你连一根绳子都买不起，所以你还得让国家花钱把你吊死。


公爵：
 你会发现我们的灵魂有很大不同，你没向我乞求什么，我已经决定饶恕你了。至于你的财产，一半归安东尼奥；一半归公，倘若你诚心悔改，这一半可以减轻为一笔罚款。


鲍西娅：
 对，减轻的是没入公库的那部分，不是安东尼奥的那一半儿。


夏洛克：
 不，不，拿去我的命和所有的一切吧，不要宽恕我。拆掉房屋的栋梁，就等于是拆毁了整座房屋；断了我的生计就等于是要了我的命。


鲍西娅：
 安东尼奥，你要不要可怜可怜他？


葛莱西安诺：
 看在上帝的份上，免费送他去死吧，再不要给他别的好处了。


安东尼奥：
 假如公爵您和法庭上所有其他人都同意免除他那半数财产的罚金，我会非常高兴。另一半财产由你支配，在他百年之后，我会把这份家产交由那位和他女儿私奔的先生掌管。还有两点：首先，他受了这样的恩惠，应该立刻皈依基督教；第二，他必须当庭立下契约，声明他去世后，全部遗产由女婿罗兰左和他的女儿来继承。


公爵：
 他必须做到这些，否则我将撤销刚才宣判的赦免命令。


鲍西娅：
 犹太人，你满意吗？你还有什么话说吗？


夏洛克：
 我同意。


鲍西娅：
 书记，起草一份赠业文书。


夏洛克：
 拜托你们允许我离开法庭，我感觉不舒服。你们可以把文书送到我家里，我会签字的。


公爵：
 你走吧，但要说话算话！


葛莱西安诺：
 受洗的时候你会有两位教父。如果我是法官，一定给你再增加十个教父。不是送你去受洗，而是送你上断头台。

（夏洛克下）
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作者介绍

威廉·莎士比亚（W. William Shakespeare），于公元1564年4月23日生于英格兰沃里克郡斯特拉福镇，是欧洲文艺复兴时期人文主义文学的集大成者。他是“英国戏剧之父”，被称为“人类文学奥林匹斯山上的宙斯”。《威尼斯商人》是莎氏喜剧的巅峰，但它也是喜剧中的悲剧。它探求的是金钱这一古老而又永不过时的话题，是一部具有极大社会讽刺性的喜剧。

核心单词

void [vɔid] adj
 . 空闲的，闲散的

obdurate [ˈɔbdjurit] adj
 . 顽固的；冷酷的

serpent [ˈsəːpənt] n
 . 蛇；狡猾的人；阴险毒辣的人

名句诵读

Therefore prepare thee to cut off the flesh. Shed thou no blood; nor cut thou less nor more, but just a pound of flesh: if thou tak'st more, or less, than a just pound, be it but so much as makes it light or heavy in the substance, or the division of the twentieth part of one poor scruple, nay, if the scale do turn but in the estimation of a hair, thou diest and all thy goods are confiscate.

所以啊，犹太人，准备割肉吧。不准流一滴血，既不能多割，也不能少割，要刚好割一磅肉。如果你割的肉比借约上所写的一磅肉重一些或轻一些，哪怕相差只有一毫克的二十分之一，或者仅一根汗毛之微，你就必死无疑，而且你的财产要全部充公。


Gift of the Magi

麦琪的礼物

[image: ]


剧情博览

《麦琪的礼物》讲述了一个在圣诞节里发生在社会底层的小家庭中荒唐却感人的故事。男主人公吉姆是一位薪金仅够维持生活的小职员，女主人公德拉是一位贤惠善良的主妇。他们的生活贫穷，但吉姆和德拉各自拥有一样极珍贵的宝物——吉姆祖传的一块金表，就算“地下室堆满金银财宝、所罗门王又是守门人的话，每当吉姆路过那儿，准会摸出金表，就能让那所罗门王忌妒得吹胡子瞪眼睛”；德拉的那一头美丽的瀑布般的秀发，可以与之相媲美。为了能在圣诞节送给对方一件礼物，吉姆卖掉了他的金表为德拉买了一套“镶着珠宝”的梳子；德拉卖掉了自己的长发为吉姆买了一条白金表链。他们都为对方舍弃了自己最宝贵的东西，而换来的礼物却因此变得毫无用处了。





Narrator:

Tomorrow will be Christmas. But Della feels very sad. Because she has no money to buy a present for her husband, Jim. She has only one dollar and eighty-seven cents. They have only 20dollars a week, it doesn't leave much for saving.

In fact, Della and Jim have two possessions in which they both take very great pride. One is Jim's gold watch, which has been his father's and his grandfather's. The other is Della's long beautiful hair.


Della:
 Life is so hard for me. Though I saved the money for many months, I still have only one dollar and eighty seven cents. I—I—I have to have my hair cut and sold it. In that way I can get some money and I can buy a beautiful present for Jim.

(At the shop—"Madame Sofronie. We Buy Hair Goods of All Kinds")




Della:
 Will you buy my hair?


Madame:
 Yes, I buy all kinds of hair. Sit down, please. Take your hat off and let me have a look. Oh, very beautiful. Very good! Twenty dollars, OK?


Della:
 All right. But please give it to me quickly.


Madame:
 Here you are. Twenty dollars.


Della:
 Thank you. Bye.


Madame:
 Bye.


Narrator:
 Della spent two hours in the streets. Then she stopped at a Gold shop and bought a gold watch chain. Now, Della is at home.


Della:
 Oh, what a beautiful gold watch chain. I think it must match Jim's watch. When he sees it he must be very happy.

(Suddenly the door opened and in came Jim.)


Jim:
 You—?


Della:
 Jim. Don't look at me in this way. I had my hair cut off and sold it because I couldn't have lived through Christmas without giving you a present.
 Jim, it will grow quickly. You don't mind, do you? I just had to do it. My hair grows very fast, you know. Say "Merry Christmas!" Jim, and let's be happy.


Jim:
 You've cut off your hair?


Della:
 I've cut it off and sold it. It's sold. I tell you sold and gone, too. It's Christmas Eve, Jim. Be good to me, for it went for you.


Jim:
 Well, Della. Don't make any mistake about me. I don't think there's anything about a hair cut that could make me love you any less.
 I know, it went for me. Look at this package
 .


Della:
 What ?


Jim:
 Look at it yourself. You'll see.


Della:
 Ah! The combs. They were in the shop windows for many months!


Jim:
 Yes, the beautiful combs, pure tortoiseshell, with jewelry rims—just the color to wear in your beautiful hair.


Della:
 Jim. They are expensive combs. I know, my heart had longed for them without the least hope of possession. Now they are mine. Thank you Jim.


Jim:
 Now, you will see why I was upset at first.


Della:
 Jim, you don't know what a nice, what a beautiful, nice gift I've got for you. Can you guess?


Jim:
 I'm sorry. I won't guess.


Della:
 Look. A gold watch chain. Isn't it lovely, Jim? I hunted all over the town to find it. You'll have to look at the time a hundred times a day now. Give me your watch. I want to see how it looks on it.


Jim:
 Della, Let's put our Christmas gifts away and keep them a while. They're too nice to use just at present. I sold the watch to get the money. And I bought the combs. Now, Let's have our supper.

旁白

明天是圣诞节，但是德拉觉得很难过，因为她没钱为她丈夫吉姆买一件圣诞礼物，她只有1.87美元，他们一周只有20美元的收入，很难有节余的了。

事实上，德拉和吉姆有两件让他们引以为豪的宝贝，一件是吉姆的金表，那是他祖父和父亲留传下来的，还有一件就是德拉那一头美丽的长发。


德拉：
 生活对我来说太困难了，虽然我在好几个月以前就开始存钱了，但我仅存了1.87美元。我……我……我不得不卖我的头发了，那样我就有给吉姆买礼物的钱了。

（在店门口，写着“夫人：我们买各种各样的头发”）




德拉：
 你们买我的头发吗？


夫人：
 是的，我们买各式各样的头发。请坐，把你的帽子脱下来，让我看一下你的头发。哦，好美的头发啊，发质很好，20美元，行不行？


德拉：
 好的，但是请你马上把钱给我。


夫人：
 给你，20美元。


德拉：
 谢谢你，再见。


夫人：
 再见。


旁白：
 德拉在街上逛了两个小时。后来，她在一家金店买了一条金表链。现在德拉回到了家。


德拉：
 哦，多么漂亮的金链子啊。我想它跟吉姆的手表很配。他看到它时，一定会很高兴的。

（突然，门打开了，吉姆走了进来）


吉姆：
 你——？


德拉：
 吉姆，不要这样看着我，我把我的头发卖了，因为我无法度过一个不送你礼物的圣诞节。吉姆，它长得很快的，你不介意的，是不是？我必须这么做，我的头发长得很快，这你是知道的，说“圣诞快乐”！吉姆，让我们高兴起来吧。


吉姆：
 你剪了你的头发？


德拉：
 我剪了头发并卖了。它被卖掉了，我跟你说它被卖掉了，没有了！现在是圣诞节前夜，对我好一点，吉姆，那都是为了你。


吉姆：
 哦，德拉，别误会我。我想我不会因为你剪了头发就减少对你的爱。我知道，那是为了我，看看这个盒子。


德拉：
 什么？


吉姆：
 你自己看吧！看了你就明白了。


德拉：
 啊，是梳子！就是几个月前陈列在橱窗里的那套吗？


吉姆：
 是的，那套漂亮的梳子，纯龟甲的，镶珠宝的，那颜色正好配你的发色。


德拉：
 吉姆，这些都是很贵的。我知道，我一直渴望但却没有丝毫的奢望拥有它。现在，它们是我的了。谢谢你，吉姆。


吉姆：
 现在，你知道我为什么一开始那么悲伤了吧。


德拉：
 吉姆，我给你买了一件又漂亮又好的礼物，你能猜出来吗？


吉姆：
 对不起，我不想猜。


德拉：
 看，一条金表链，吉姆，它是不是很可爱？我找遍了整个城市才找到的，你从现在起可得一天要看一百次时间了。把你的表给我，我想看一下表链装在表上是什么样子。


吉姆：
 德拉，我们把圣诞礼物收起来珍藏一段时间吧，它们太好了，但我们现在都用不着了，我把表卖了，卖了钱才买了这套梳子。我们先吃饭吧。





实战提升

Practising & Exercise

作者介绍

欧·亨利（O. Henry）是其笔名，原名为威廉·西德尼·波特（William Sydney Porter），美国著名批判现实主义作家，世界三大短篇小说大师之一。曾被评论界誉为曼哈顿桂冠散文作家和美国现代短篇小说之父。他的作品构思新颖、语言诙谐，结局往往出人意外，代表作有小说集《白菜与国王》、《四百万》、《命运之路》等。

核心单词

chain [tʃein] n.
 链，链条；项圈

package [ˈpækidʒ] n.
 包裹；包装箱

possession [pəˈzeʃən] n.
 所有物；财产

hunt [hʌnt] v.
 搜索；寻找

名句诵读

I had my hair cut off and sold it because I couldn't have lived through Christmas without giving you a present.

我把我的头发卖了，因为我无法度过一个不送你礼物的圣诞节。



I don't think there's anything about a hair cut that could make me love you any less.

我想我不会因为你剪了头发就减少对你的爱。


Mrs Warren's Profession

华伦夫人的职业

[image: ]


剧情博览

华伦夫人出身贫寒，年轻时在姐姐的引导下由卖淫到开妓院，最终挤入有钱人的行列。后来她有了个可爱的女儿薇薇并让她接受了良好的教育。薇薇从剑桥大学毕业后，华伦夫人打算跟女儿住在一起。但薇薇对母亲的职业产生了怀疑，追问之下知道了实情。她本要责备母亲干的肮脏勾当，但在了解了母亲悲惨的身世后觉得母亲的做法并不羞耻。薇薇才貌出众，周围有一群求婚者，她逐渐了解到，这些人中有些是她母亲的老相好，有一个还是她的同父异母的弟弟。薇薇大受刺激，发誓永不结婚，自己养活自己。该剧揭示了资本主义社会的残酷现实。





Act l

Summer afternoon in a cottage garden on the eastern slope of a hill a little south of Haslemere in Surrey. Looking up the hill, the cottage is seen in the left hand corner of the garden, with its thatched roof and porch, and a large latticed window to the left of the porch. A paling completely shuts in the garden, except for a gate on the right. The common rises uphill beyond the paling to the sky line. Some folded canvas garden chairs are leaning against the side bench in the porch. A lady's bicycle is propped against the wall, under the window.

A little to the right of the porch a hammock is slung from two posts. A big canvas umbrella, stuck in the ground, keeps the sun off the hammock, in which a young lady is reading and making notes, her head towards the cottage and her feet towards the gate.

In front of the hammock, and within reach of her hand, is a common kitchen chair, with a pile of serious-looking books and a supply of writing paper on it.

A gentleman walking on the common comes into sight from behind the cottage. He is hardly past middle age, with something of the artist about him, unconventionally but carefully dressed, and clean-shaven except for a moustache, with an eager susceptible face and very amiable and considerate manners. He has silky black hair, with waves of grey and white in it. His eyebrows are white, his moustache black. He seems not certain of his way. He looks over the palings; takes stock of the place; and sees the young lady.


The gentleman:
 (taking off his hat) I beg your pardon. Can you direct me to Hindhead View—Mrs Alison's?


The young lady:
 (glancing up from her book) This is Mrs Alison's. (She resumes her work.)


The gentleman:
 Indeed! Perhaps—may I ask are you Miss Vivie Warren?


The young lady:
 (sharply, as she turns on her elbow to get a good look at him) Yes.


The gentleman:
 (daunted and conciliatory) I'm afraid I appear intrusive. My name is Praed. (Vivie at once throws her books upon the chair, and gets out of the hammock.) Oh, pray don, t let me disturb you.


Vivie:
 (striding to the gate and opening it for him) Come in, Mr Praed. (He comes in.) Glad to see you. (She proffers her hand and takes his with a resolute and hearty grip. She is an attractive specimen of the sensible, able, highly-educated young middleclass Englishwoman. Age 22. Prompt, strong, confident, selfpossessed. Plain business-like dress, but not dowdy. She wears a chatelaine at her belt, with a fountain pen and a paper knife among its pendants. )


Praed:
 Very kind of you indeed, Miss Warren. (She shuts the gate with a vigorous slam. He passes in to the middle of the garden, exercising his fingers, which are slightly
 numbed by her greeting.) Has your mother arrived?


Vivie:
 (quickly, evidently scenting aggression) Is she coming?


Praed:
 (surprised) Didn't you expect us?


Vivie:
 No.


Praed:
 Now, goodness me, I hope I've not mistaken the day. That would be just like me, you know. Your mother arranged that she was to come down from London and that I was to come over from Horsham to be introduced to you.


Vivie:
 (not at all pleased) Did she? Hm! My mother has rather a trick of taking me by surprise—to see how I behave myself while she's away, I suppose. I fancy I shall take my mother very much by surprise one of these days, if she makes arrangements that concern me without consulting me before hand. She hasn't come.


Praed:
 (embarrassed) I'm really very sorry.


Vivie:
 (throwing off her displeasure) It's not your fault, MrPraed, is it? And I'm very glad you've come. You are the only one of my mother's friends I have ever asked her to bring to see me.


Praed:
 (relieved and delighted) Oh, now this is really very good of you, Miss Warren!


Vivie:
 Will you come indoors; or would you rather sit out here and talk?


Praed:
 It will be nicer out here, don't you think?


Vivie:
 Then I'll go and get you a chair. (She goes to the porch for a garden chair.)


Praed:
 (following her) Oh, pray, pray! Allow me. (He lays hands on the chair.)


Vivie:
 (letting him take it) Take care of your fingers; they're rather dodgy things, those chairs. (She goes across to the chair with the books on it; pitches them into the hammock; and brings the chair forward with one swing.)


Praed:
 (who has just unfolded his chair) Oh, now do let me take that hard chair. I like hard chairs.


Vivie:
 So do I. Sit down, Mr Praed. (This invitation she gives with a genial peremptoriness, his anxiety
 to please her clearly striking her as a sign of weakness of character on his part. But he does not immediately obey. )


Praed:
 By the way, though, hadn't we better go to the station to meet your mother?


Vivie:
 (coolly) Why? She knows the way.


Praed:
 (disconcerted) Er—suppose she does. (he sits down)


Vivie:
 Do you know, you are just like what I expected. I hope you are disposed to be friends with me.


Praed:
 (again beaming) Thank you, my dear Miss Warren; thank you. Dear me! I'm so glad your mother hasn't spoilt you!


Vivie:
 How?


Praed:
 Well, in making you too conventional. You know, my dear Miss Warren, I am a born anarchist. I hate authority. It spoils the relations between parent and child; even between mother and daughter. Now I was always afraid that your mother would strain
 her authority to make you very conventional. It's such a relief to find that she hasn't.


Vivie:
 Oh! Have I been behaving unconventionally?


Praed:
 Oh no: oh dear no. At least, not conventionally unconventionally, you understand. (She nods and sits down. He goes on, with a cordial outburst) But it was so charming of you to say that you were disposed to be friends with me! You modern young ladies are splendid: perfectly splendid!


Vivie:
 (dubiously) Eh? (watching him with dawning disappointment as to the quality of his brains and character)


Praed:
 When I was your age, young men and women were afraid of each other. There was no good fellowship. Nothing real. Only gallantry copied out of novels, and as vulgar and affected as it could be. Maidenly reserve! Gentlemanly chivalry! Always saying "no" when you meant yes! Simple purgatory for shy and sincere souls.


Vivie:
 Yes, I imagine there must have been a frightful waste of time. Especially women's time.


Praed:
 Oh, waste of life, waste of everything. But things are improving. Do you know, I have been in a positive state of excitement about meeting you ever since your magnificent achievements at Cambridge: a thing unheard of in my day. It was perfectly splendid, your tieing with the third wrangler. Just the right place, you know. The first wrangler is always a dreamy, morbid fellow, in whom the thing is pushed to the length of a disease.


Vivie:
 It doesn't pay. I wouldn't do it again for the same money.


Praed:
 (aghast) The same money!


Vivie:
 Yes. Fifty pounds. Perhaps you don't know how it was. Mrs Latham, my tutor at Newnham, told my mother that I could distinguish myself in the mathematical tripos if I went in for it in earnest. The papers were full just then of Phillipa Summers beating the senior wrangler. You remember about it, of course.

(Praed shakes his head energetically)


Vivie:
 Well, anyhow, she did; and nothing would please my mother but that I should do the same thing. I said flatly that it was not worth my while to face the grind since I was not going in for teaching; but I offered to try for fourth wrangler or thereabouts for fifty pounds. She closed with me at that, after a little grumbling; and I was better than my bargain. But I wouldn't do it again for that. Two hundred pounds would have been nearer the mark.


Praed:
 (much damped) Lord bless me! That's a very practical way of looking at it.


Vivie:
 Did you expect to find me an unpractical person?


Praed:
 But surely it's practical to consider not only the work these honors cost, but also the culture they bring.


Vivie:
 Culture! My dear Mr Praed, do you know what the mathematical tripos means? It means grind, grind, grind for six to eight hours a day at mathematics, and nothing but mathematics. I'm supposed to know something about science; but I know nothing except the mathematics it involves. I can make calculations for engineers, electricians, insurance companies, and so on; but I know next to nothing about engineering or electricity or insurance. I don't even know arithmetic
 well. Outside mathematics, lawntennis, eating, sleeping, cycling and walking, I'm a more ignorant barbarian than any woman could possibly be who hadn't gone in for the tripos.


Praed:
 (revolted) What a monstrous, wicked, rascally system! I knew it! I felt at once that it meant destroying all that makes womanhood beautiful!


Vivie:
 I don't object to it on that score in the least. I shall turn it to very good account, I assure you.


Praed:
 Pooh! In what way?


Vivie:
 I shall set up chambers in the City, and work at actuarial calculations and conveyancing. Under cover of that I shall do some law, with one eye on the Stock Exchange all the time. I've come down here by myself to read law, not for a holiday, as my mother imagines. I hate holidays.


Praed:
 You make my blood run cold. Are you to have no romance, no beauty in your life?


Vivie:
 I don't care for either, I assure you.


Praed:
 You can't mean that.


Vivie:
 Oh yes I do. I like working and getting paid for it. When I'm tired of working, I like a comfortable chair, a cigar, a little whisky, and a novel with a good detective story in it.


Praed:
 (rising in a frenzy of repudiation) I don't believe it. I am an artist; and I can't believe it: I refuse to believe it. It's only that you haven't discovered yet what a wonderful world art can open up to you.


Vivie:
 Yes I have. Last May I spent six weeks in London with Honoria Fraser. Mamma thought we were doing a round of sightseeing together; but I was really at Honoria's chambers in Chancery Lane every day, working away at actuarial calculations for her, and helping her as well as a greenhorn could. In the evenings we smoked and talked, and never dreamt of going out except for exercise. And I never enjoyed myself more in my life. I cleared all my expenses and got initiated into the business without a fee in the bargain.


Praed:
 But bless my heart and soul, Miss Warren, do you call that discovering art?


Vivie:
 Wait a bit. That wasn't the beginning. I went up to town on an invitation from some artistic people in Fitzjohn's Avenue: one of the girls was a Newnham chum. They took me to the National Gallery—


Praed:
 (approving) Ah! (He sits down, much relieved)


Vivie:
 (continuing) —to the Opera—


Praed:
 (still more pleased) Good!


Vivie:
 And to a concert where the band played all the evening: Beethoven and Wagner and so on. I wouldn't go through that experience again for anything you could offer me. I held out for civility's sake until the third day; and then I said, plump out, that I couldn't stand any more of it, and went off to Chancery Lane.
 Now you know the sort of perfectly splendid modern young lady I am. How do you think I shall get on with my mother?


Praed:
 (startled) Well, I hope—er—


Vivie:
 It's not so much what you hope as what you believe, that I want to know.


Praed:
 Well, frankly, I am afraid your mother will be a little disappointed. Not from any shortcoming on your part, you know: I don't mean that. But you are so different from her ideal.


Vivie:
 Her what?


Praed:
 Her ideal.


Vivie:
 Do you mean her ideal of me?


Praed:
 Yes.


Vivie:
 What on earth is it like?


Praed:
 Well, you must have observed, Miss Warren, that people who are dissatisfied with their own bringing-up generally think that the world would be all right if everybody were to be brought up quite differently. Now your mother's life has been—er—I suppose you know—


Vivie:
 Don't suppose anything, Mr Praed. I hardly know my mother. Since I was a child I have lived in England, at school or at college, or with people paid to take charge of me. I have been boarded out all my life. My mother has lived in Brussels or Vienna and never let me go to her. I only see her when she visits England for a few days. I don't complain: it's been very pleasant; for people have been very good to me; and there has always been plenty of money to make things smooth. But don't imagine I know anything about my mother. I know far less than you do.


Praed:
 (very ill at ease) In that case—(He stops, quite at aloss. Then, with a forced attempt at gaiety) But what nonsense we are talking! Of course you and your mother will get on capitally. (He rises, and looks abroad at the view. ) What a charming little place you have here!


Vivie:
 (unmoved) Rather a violent change of subject, Mr Praed. Why won't my mother's life bear being talked about?


Praed:
 Oh, you mustn't say that. Isn't it natural that I should have a certain delicacy in talking to my old friend's daughter about her behind her back? You and she will have plenty of opportunity of talking about it when she comes.


Vivie:
 No, she won't talk about it either. (rising) However, I dare say you have good reasons for telling me nothing. Only, mind this, Mr Praed, I expect there will be a battle royal when my mother hears of my Chancery Lane project.


Praed:
 (ruefully) I'm afraid there will.


Vivie:
 Well, I shall win because I want nothing but my fare to London to start there tomorrow earning my own living by devilling for Honoria. Besides, I have no mysteries to keep up; and it seems she has. I shall use that advantage over her if necessary.


Praed:
 (greatly shocked) Oh no! No, pray. You'd not do such a thing.


Vivie:
 Then tell me why not.


Praed:
 I really cannot. I appeal to your good feeling. (She smiles at his sentimentality.) Besides, you may be too bold. Your mother is not to be trifled with when she's angry.


Vivie:
 You can't frighten me, Mr Praed. In that month at Chancery Lane I had opportunities of taking the measure of one or two women very like my mother. You may back me to win. But if I hit harder in my ignorance than I need, remember it is you who refuse to enlighten me. Now, let us drop the subject. (She takes her chair and replaces it near the hammock with the same vigorous swing as before. )


Praed:
 (taking a desperate resolution) One word, Miss Warren. I had better tell you. It's very difficult; but—

(Mrs Warren and Sir George Crofts arrive at the gate. Mrs Warren is between 40 and 50, formerly pretty, showily dressed in a brilliant hat and a gay blouse fitting tightly over her bust and flanked by fashionable sleeves. Rather spoilt and domineering, and decidedly vulgar, but, on the whole, a genial and fairly presentable old blackguard of a woman. )

(Crofts is a tall powerfully-built man of about 50, fashionably dressed in the style of a young man. Nasal voice, reedier than might be expected from his strong frame. Clean shaven bulldog jaws, large flat ears, and thick neck: gentlemanly combination of the most brutal types of city man, sporting man and man about town.)


Vivie:
 Here they are. (coming to them as they enter the garden) How do, mother? Mr Praed's been here this half hour, waiting for you.


Mrs Warren:
 Well, if you've been waiting, Praddy, it's your own fault: I thought you'd have had the gumption to know I was coming by the 3：10 train. Put your hat on, dear：you'll get sunburnt. Oh, I forgot to introduce you. Sir George Crofts: my little Vivie.

(Crofts advances to Vivie with his most courtly manner. She nods, but makes no motion to shake hands. )


Crofts:
 May I shake hands with a young lady whom I have known by reputation very long as the daughter of one of my oldest friends?


Vivie:
 (who has been looking him up and down sharply) If you like. (She takes his tenderly prof erred hand and gives it a squeeze that makes him open his eyes; then turns away, and says to her mother) Will you come in, or shall I get a couple more chairs? (She goes into the porch for the chairs.)


Mrs Warren:
 Well, George, what do you think of her?


Crofts:
 (ruefully) She has a powerful fist. Did you shake hands with her, Praed?


Praed:
 Yes: it will pass off presently.


Crofts:
 I hope so. (Vivie reappears with two more chairs. He hurries to her assistance. ) Allow me.


Mrs Warren:
 (patronizingly) Let Sir George help you with the chairs, dear.


Vivie:
 (pitching them into his arms) Here you are. (She dusts her hands and turns to Mrs Warren.) You'd like some tea, wouldn't you?


Mrs Warren:
 (sitting in Praed's chair and fanning herself) I'm dying for a drop to drink.


Vivie:
 I'll see about it. (She goes into the cottage.)

(Sir George has by this time managed to unfold a chair and plant it by Mrs Warren, on her left. He throws the other on the grass and sits down, looking dejected and rather foolish, with the handle of his stick in his mouth. Praed, still very uneasy, fidgets around the garden on their right. )


Mrs Warren:
 (to Praed, looking at Crofts) Just look at him, Praddy: he looks cheerful, don't he? He's been worrying my life out these three years to have that little girl of mine shewn to him; and now that I've done it, he's quite out of countenance. (briskly) Come! sit up, George; and take your stick out of your mouth. (Crofts sulkily obeys. )


Praed:
 I think, you know—if you don't mind my saying so— that we had better get out of the habit of thinking of her as a little girl. You see she has really distinguished herself; and I'm not sure, from what I have seen of her, that she is not younger than any of us.


Mrs Warren:
 (greatly amused) Only listen to him, George! Older than any of us! Well she has been stuffing you nicely with her importance.


Praed:
 But young people are particularly sensitive about being treated in that way.


Mrs Warren:
 Yes; and young people have to get all that nonsense taken out of them, and good deal more besides. Don't you interfere, Praddy: I know how to treat my own child as well as you do. (Praed, with a grave shake of his head, walks up the garden with his hands behind his back. Mrs Warren pretends to laugh, but looks after him with perceptible concern. Then, she whispers to Crofts) What's the matter with him? What does he take it like that for?


Crofts:
 (morosely) You're afraid of Praed.


Mrs Warren:
 What! Me! Afraid of dear old Praddy! Why, a fly wouldn't be afraid of him.


Crofts:
 You're afraid of him.


Mrs Warren:
 (angry) I'll trouble you to mind your own business, and not try any of your sulks on me. I'm not afraid of you, anyhow. If you can't make yourself agreeable, you'd better go home. (She gets up, and, turning her back on him, finds herself face to face with Praed) Come, Praddy, I know it was only your tender heartedness. You're afraid I'll bully her.


Praed:
 My dear Kitty: you think I'm offended. Don't imagine that: pray don't. But you know I often notice things that escape you; and though you never take my advice, you sometimes admit afterwards that you ought to have taken it.


Mrs Warren:
 Well, what do you notice now?


Praed:
 Only that Vivie is a grown woman. Pray, Kitty, treat her with every respect.


Mrs Warren:
 (with genuine amazement) Respect! Treat my own daughter with respect! What next, pray!


Vivie:
 (appearing at the cottage door and calling to Mrs Warren) Mother: will you come to my room before tea?


Mrs Warren:
 Yes, dearie. (She laughs indulgently at Praed's gravity, and pats him on the cheek as she passes him on her way to the porch.) Don't be cross, Praddy. (She follows Vivie into the cottage.)


Crofts:
 (furtively) I say, Praed.


Praed:
 Yes.


Crofts:
 I want to ask you a rather particular question.


Praed:
 Certainly. (He takes Mrs Warren's chair and sits close to Crofts.)


Crofts:
 That's right：they might hear us from the window. Look here: did Kitty ever tell you who was that girl's father is?


Praed:
 Never.


Crofts:
 Have you any suspicion of who it might be?


Praed:
 None.


Crofts:
 (not believing him) I know, of course, that you perhaps might feel bound not to tell if she had said anything to you. But it's very awkward to be uncertain about it now that we shall be meeting the girl every day. We don't exactly know how we ought to feel towards her.


Praed:
 What difference can that make? We take her on her own merits. What does it matter who her father was?


Crofts:
 (suspiciously) Then you know who he was?


Praed:
 (with a touch of temper) I said no just now. Did you not hear me?


Crofts:
 Look here, Praed. I ask you as a particular favor. If you do know (movement of protest from Praed) —I only say, if you know, you might at least set my mind at rest about her. The fact is, I feel attracted.


Praed:
 (sternly) What do you mean?


Crofts:
 Oh, don't be alarmed: it's quite an innocent feeling. That's what puzzles me about it. Why, for all I know, I might be her father.


Praed:
 You! Impossible!


Crofts:
 (catching him up cunningly) You know for certain that I'm not?


Praed:
 I know nothing about it, I tell you, any more than you. But really, Crofts— oh no, it's out of the question. There's not the least resemblance.


Crofts:
 As to that, there's no resemblance between her and her mother that I can see. I suppose she's not your daughter, is she?


Praed:
 (rising indignantly) Really, Crofts—!


Crofts:
 No offence, Praed. Quite allowable as between two men of the world.


Praed:
 (recovering himself with an effort and speaking gently and gravely) Now listen to me, my dear Crofts. (He sits down again.) I have nothing to do with that side of Mrs Warren's life, and never had. She has never spoken to me about it; and of course I have never spoken to her about it. Your delicacy will tell you that a handsome woman needs some friends who are not—well, not on that footing with her. The effect of her own beauty would become a torment to her if she could not escape from it occasionally. You are probably on much more confidential terms with Kitty than I am. Surely you can ask her the question yourself.


Crofts:
 I have asked her, often enough. But she's so determined to keep the child all to herself that she would deny that it ever had a father if she could, (rising) I'm thoroughly uncomfortable about it, Praed.


Praed:
 (rising also) Well, as you are, at all events, old enough to be her father, I don't mind agreeing that we both regard Miss Vivie in a parental way, as a young girl who we are bound to protect and help. What do you say?


Crofts:
 (aggressively) I'm no older than you, if you come to that.


Praed:
 Yes you are, my dear fellow: you were born old. I was born a boy: I've never been able to feel the assurance of a grownup man in my life. (He folds his chair and carries it to the porch. )


Mrs Warren:
 (calling from within the cottage) Prad-dee! George! Tea-ea-ea-ea!


Crofts:
 (hastily) She's calling us. (He hurries in.)

(Praed shakes his head bodingly, and is following Crofts when he is hailed by a young gentleman who has just appeared on the common, and is making for the gate. He is pleasant, pretty, smartly dressed, cleverly good-for-nothing, not long turned 20, with a charming voice.)


The young gentleman:
 Hello! Praed!


Praed:
 Why? Frank Gardner! (Frank comes in and shakes hands cordially.) What on earth are you doing here?


Frank:
 Staying with my father.


Praed:
 The Roman Father?


Frank:
 He's rector here. I'm living with my people this autumn for the sake of economy. Things came to a crisis in July: the Roman father had to pay my debts. He's stony broke in consequence; and so am I. What are you up to in these parts? Do you know the people here?


Praed:
 Yes, I'm spending the day with a Miss Warren.


Frank:
 (enthusiastically) What! Do you know Vivie? Isn't she a jolly girl? I'm teaching her to shoot with this. (putting down the rifle) I'm so glad she knows you: you're just the sort of fellow she ought to know. It's ever so jolly to find you here, Praed.

Praed: I'm an old friend of her mother. Mrs Warren brought me over to make her daughter's acquaintance.


Frank:
 The mother! Is she here?


Praed:
 Yes, inside, at tea.


Mrs Warren:
 (calling from within) Prad-dee-ee-ee-eee! The tea-cake'll be cold.


Praed:
 (calling) Yes, Mrs Warren. In a moment. I've just met a friend here.


Mrs Warren:
 A what?


Praed:
 (louder) A friend.


Mrs Warren:
 Bring him in.


Praed:
 All right, (to Frank) Will you accept the invitation?


Frank:
 (incredulous, but immensely amused) Is that Vivie's mother?


Praed:
 Yes.


Frank:
 By Jove! What a lark! Do you think she'll like me?


Praed:
 I've no doubt you'll make yourself popular, as usual. Come in and try.

(moving towards the house)


Frank:
 Stop a bit. (seriously) I want to take you into my confidence.


Praed:
 Pray don't. It's only some fresh folly, like the barmaid at Redhill.


Frank:
 It's ever so much more serious than that. You say you've only just met Vivie for the first time?


Praed:
 Yes.


Frank:
 (rhapsodically) Then you can have no idea what a girl she is. Such character! Such sense! And her cleverness! Oh, my eye, Praed, but I can tell you she is clever! And—need I add? —she loves me.


Crofts:
 (putting his head out of the window) I say, Praed, what are you about? Do come along.


Frank:
 Hallo! Sort of chap that would take a prize at a dogshow, ain't he? Who's he?


Praed:
 Sir George Crofts, an old friend of Mrs Warren's. I think we had better come in. (on their way to the porch, they are interrupted by a call from the gate. Turning, they see an elderly clergyman looking over it. )


The clergyman:
 (calling) Frank!


Frank:
 Hallo! (to Praed) The Roman father, (to the clergyman)Yes, gov'nor: all right, presently, (to Praed) Look here, Praed, you'd better go in to tea. I'll join you directly.


Praed:
 Very good. (He goes into the cottage.)


Prank:
 Oh, it's all right, gov'nor! Come in.


Rev.s:
 No, sir; not until I know whose garden I am entering.


Frank:
 It's all right. It's Miss Warren's.


Rev.s:
 I have not seen her at church since she came.


Frank:
 Of course not: she's a third wrangler. Ever so intellectual. Took a higher degree than you did; so why should she go to hear you preach?


Rev.s:
 Don't be disrespectful, sir.


Frank:
 Oh, it don't matter: nobody hears us. Come in. I want to introduce you to her. Do you remember the advice you gave me last July, gov'nor?


Rev.s:
 (severely) Yes. I advised you to conquer your idleness and flippancy, and to work your way into an honorable profession and live on it and not upon me.


Frank:
 No, that's what you thought of afterwards. What you actually said was that since I had neither brains nor money, I'd better turn my good looks to account by marrying someone with both. Well, look here. Miss Warren has brains: you can't deny that.


Rev.s:
 Brains are not everything.


Frank:
 No, of course not: there's the money—


Rev.s:
 (interrupting him austerely) I was not thinking of money, sir. I was speaking of higher things. Social position, for instance.


Frank:
 I don't care a rap about that.


Rev.s:
 But I do, sir.


Frank:
 Well, nobody wants you to marry her. Anyhow, she has what amounts to a high Cambridge degree; and she seems to have as much money as she wants.


Rev.s:
 (sinking into a feeble vein of humor) I greatly doubt whether she has as much money as you will want.


Frank:
 Oh, come: I haven't been so very extravagant. I live ever so quietly; I don't drink; I don't bet much; and I never go regularly to the razzle-dazzle as you did when you were my age.


Rev.s:
 (booming hollowly) Silence, sir.


Frank:
 Well, you told me yourself, when I was making every such an ass of myself about the barmaid at Redhill, that you once offered a woman fifty pounds for the letters you wrote to her when—


Rev.s:
 (terrified) Sh-sh-sh, Frank, for Heaven's sake! (He looks round apprehensively. Seeing no one within earshot he plucks up courage to boom again, but more subduedly.) You are taking an ungentlemanly advantage of what I confided to you for your own good, to save you from an error you would have repented all your life long. Take warning by your father's follies, sir; and don't make them an excuse for your own.


Frank:
 Did you ever hear the story of the Duke of Wellington and his letters?


Rev.s:
 No, sir; and I don't want to hear it.


Frank:
 The old Iron Duke didn't throw away fifty pounds: not he. He just wrote: "Dear Jenny: publish and be damned! Yours affectionately, Wellington." That's what you should have done.


Rev.s:
 (piteously) Frank, my boy, when I wrote those letters I put myself into that woman's power. When I told you about them I put myself, to some extent, I am sorry to say, in your power. She refused my money with these words, which I shall never forget. "Knowledge is power" she said; "and I never sell power." That's more than twenty years ago; and she has never made use of her power or caused me a moment's uneasiness. You are behaving worse to me than she did, Frank.


Frank:
 Oh, yes, I dare say! Did you ever preach at her the way you preach at me every day?


Rev.s:
 (wounded almost to tears) I leave you, sir. You are incorrigible. (He turns towards the gate. )


Frank:
 (utterly unmoved) Tell them I shan't be home to tea, will you, gov'nor, like a good fellow?

(He moves towards the cottage door and is met by Praed and Vivie coming out. )


Vivie:
 (to Frank) Is that your father, Frank? I do so want to meet him.


Frank:
 Certainly, (calling after his father) Gov'nor. You're wanted. (The parson turns at the gate, fumbling nervously at his hat. Praed crosses the garden to the opposite
 side, beaming in anticipation of civilities.) My father: Miss Warren.


Vivie:
 (going to the clergyman and shaking his hand) Very glad to see you here, Mr Gardner. (calling to the cottage) Mother: come along: you're wanted.

(Mrs Warren appears on the threshold, and is immediately transfixed, recognizing the clergyman. )


Vivie:
 (continuing) Let me introduce—


Mrs Warren:
 (swooping on the Reverend Samuel) Why it's Sam Gardner, gone into the Church! Well, I never! Don't you knowus, Sam? This is George Crofts, as large as life and twice as natural. Don't you remember me?


Rev.s:
 (very red) I really—er—


Mrs Warren:
 Of course you do. Why, I have a whole album of your letters still: I came across them only the other day.



Rev.s:
 (miserably confused) Miss Vavasour, I believe.


Mrs Warren:
 (correcting him quickly in a loud whisper) Teh! Nonsense! Don't you see my daughter there?

第一幕

夏日午后，小别墅花园，位于萨利郡赫斯米尔地方偏南一点一座小山的东山坡上。仰望小山，可以看到这幢别墅坐落在花园的左手侧，能看到别墅的茅草屋顶、门廊，还有门廊左侧的一大扇格子窗。木栅栏环绕着花园，只在右手侧留了个大门。一条公路沿着山坡，绕过栅栏，一直通向很高很高的地方。门廊里靠近墙边的长凳上，斜放着几把折叠的帆布座椅。一辆女式自行车停在窗下的墙边。

一张吊床由两根柱子支撑着，悬挂着门廊偏右一点的地方。一把巨型帆布伞插在地上，遮挡着吊床上方的阳光。一位年轻的女子头朝着小屋，脚对着大门。躺在吊床上，读书、做笔记。

吊床前面，在她伸手可以够得到的地方，有一把普通的厨房用椅，上面摆着一摞厚重的书和一打写字用的纸。

一位先生从别墅后面的公路走来，进入的视野。他中等年纪，有几分艺术家的气质，着装不循规蹈矩但非常讲究，一张脸刮得干干净净，仅留着短髭，透露着热切的渴望和敏感的心情，行为举止和蔼可亲，周到得体。他的黑发丝质般柔滑，偶尔夹杂着一些灰白色发丝。他的眉毛是白色的，胡须是黑色的。他好像对自己要走的路不太确信。他朝栅栏里张望，仔细察看这个地方，看到了那位年轻的女子。


先生：
 （摘下帽子）打扰了，请问去辛得海德景——爱立森太太家怎么走呢？


小姐：
 （视线从书上稍稍离开，瞥了一眼）这就是爱立森太太家。（继续读书）


先生：
 哦，这里就是！那么，可以冒昧地问一下，您是薇薇·华伦小姐吗？


小姐：
 （迅速地转过身来，仔细地打量着他）是啊。


先生：
 （面带愧疚，谋求好感地）恐怕我冒犯您了，小姐。我是普瑞德。（薇薇小姐立刻把书扔到椅子上，从吊床上下来）哦，愿上帝保佑我没有打搅到您。


薇薇：
 （大步走到门口，给他打开门）请进，普瑞德先生。（他进来）很高兴见到您。（她主动伸出手，用力地、热情地和他握手。她是一位魅力十足的英国中产阶级女性，敏感，能干，且受过高等教育。今年二十二岁。果断、坚定、自信、镇定。她身穿职业装，朴素但不邋遢。她腰间带着一个扣钩，链子上挂着一支钢笔和裁纸刀）


普瑞德：
 华伦小姐，非常感谢！（薇薇砰地用力关上门。普瑞德先生一边走向花园中心，一边活动着刚才被薇薇握得发麻的手指）你妈妈到了吗？


薇薇：
 （敏捷地、明显感觉她的自由要受到侵犯）她要来吗？


普瑞德：
 （惊奇地）你还不知道我们要来吗？


薇薇：
 不知道。


普瑞德：
 哦，上帝，但愿我没记错日子。你知道吗，我有时候会记错时间。你妈妈是这样安排的，她从伦敦回来，我从郝舍姆到这来，她要把我介绍给你。


薇薇：
 （脸上毫无喜悦之色）她这样说的吗？妈妈最善于给我意外了，大概是要瞧瞧她不在家时我表现得怎样吧。我看，这些天我也要让她吃一惊，谁让她不事先和我商量就作出这些安排呢。她还没到吧。


普瑞德：
 （尴尬地）我很抱歉。


薇薇：
 （立即从不满中摆脱出来）普瑞德先生，这也不是您的错儿，对吧？其实，我很高兴您能来。您是她的朋友当中唯一一位我要求她介绍给我认识的。


普瑞德：
 （如释重负，欣喜不已）噢，华伦小姐，您真是太好了！


薇薇：
 您是愿意进屋还是坐在外面聊天？


普瑞德：
 还是外面好些，您说呢？


薇薇：
 那我去给您搬把椅子来。（她去门廊搬椅子）


普瑞德：
 （跟着她）哦，拜托，还是我自己来吧。（他把手放在椅子上）


薇薇：
 （让他搬椅子）当心您的手指，这些椅子很容易伤到手。（她走到放着书的椅子前，把书统统扔到吊床上，嗖地一下就把椅子拎起来）


普瑞德：
 （刚刚打开他的折叠椅）哦，拜托让我来坐这个硬椅子吧！我喜欢坐硬椅子。


薇薇：
 我也喜欢硬椅子。请坐，普瑞德先生。（她发出的邀请带有亲切的专横感，似乎是他急于取悦薇薇的态度，使她看到了他性格的弱点。但普瑞德先生并未马上服从她的话）


普瑞德：
 不过，我顺便问一下，我们要不要去车站接你母亲呢？


薇薇：
 （冷冷地）为什么？她认识路的。


普瑞德：
 （窘迫不安地）嗯，也对，她认识路。（他坐下）


薇薇：
 你知道吗，你和我想象的一模一样。我希望你愿意和我交朋友。


普瑞德：
 （又面露喜色）谢谢，我亲爱的华伦小姐！谢谢你！哎呀，我真高兴你母亲没有把你宠坏！


薇薇：
 怎样算是宠坏了？


普瑞德：
 嗯，就是使你过于因循守旧。亲爱的华伦小姐。你瞧，我是一个天生的无政府主义者，我憎恨一切权威。至上的权威会破坏父母和子女之间的关系，包括破坏母亲和女儿之间的关系。我一直在担心你母亲尽施职权而使你变得循规蹈矩。我很高兴，她没有那样做！


薇薇：
 啊，难道我一直以来的行为都不符合传统习惯吗？


普瑞德：
 哦，对，亲爱的，至少你不是传统意义上的中规中矩。你应该明白我的意思。（她点点头坐下。他继续兴致勃勃地说）可是，你说你愿意和我做朋友，真是太感人了！你们这些年轻女孩太棒了，太了不起了！


薇薇：
 （怀疑地）啊？（注视着他，开始对他的思想和性格感到失望）


普瑞德：
 在我像你这么大的时候，青年男女之间互相感到恐惧，没有真正的友谊，没有真情实感。只会模仿小说对人大献殷勤，极其庸俗做作。女孩子矜持；男孩子鲁莽，彼此总是在想说“是”的时候却说“不”！对害羞且真诚的灵魂来说，那世界完全是个炼狱。


薇薇：
 是啊，我想那一定浪费了许多时间，尤其是耗费了女士们的时间。


普瑞德：
 对，浪费生命，浪费一切，好在这些正在转变。你看，自从得知你在剑桥取得了优异的成绩，我就一直在热切地盼望与你见面，这在我那个年代可是从来没有的事情。真太棒了，你得了并列第三名。这名次刚刚好，你懂吗？得第一名的往往都是神情恍惚、病恹恹的人，他竭尽全力，会搞坏了身体。


薇薇：
 那很不值得。下次我再也不干这事了，就那么点钱！


普瑞德：
 （惊讶地）就那么点钱？


薇薇：
 是啊，五十英镑。可能你不知道是怎么回事。拉森姆夫人——就是我在纽汉姆的导师，她跟我妈妈说，如果我能全力以赴地准备数学荣誉学位考试，并取得优异的成绩。当时报纸上到处都是菲立帕·萨姆斯胜过高年级学长的消息。你肯定记得吧？

普瑞德使劲地摇头


薇薇：
 反正她考试获胜了，而我妈妈也非要我像她一样不可。我坦率地跟她讲，既然我不教书，就没必要花那么多心思做这事，但我提出要争取得到第四名左右的成绩，奖金是五十英镑。她抱怨了一阵子后，也就同意了。结果比预想的成绩好。可我再不会这样做了。如果奖金能有二百镑，还算值。


普瑞德：
 （非常沮丧）上帝保佑！你看问题的方式也太讲究实际利益了吧！


薇薇：
 难道你认为我是个不讲求实惠的人吗？


普瑞德：
 但更讲求实际的做法是，既要考虑获得这些荣誉所需耗费的劳动，也要考虑他们的文化意义。


薇薇：
 文化！我亲爱的普瑞德先生，你知道数学荣誉考试意味着什么吗？学习、学习，每天花六到八个小时学习数学，除了数学，一无所有！我本该学点科学，但除了其中涉及到的数学部分，我什么也不懂。我能为工程师、电子专家和保险公司等做计算工作，但对于工程、电学和保险业我一无所知。我甚至连算数也懂得不多。除了数学、网球、吃饭、睡觉、骑自行车和走路，我什么都不懂，我比任何没有参加荣誉考试的女子都更算得上是个无知的野蛮人。


普瑞德：
 （心生反感）多么恐怖、邪恶、卑鄙的教育制度啊！我知道这些。我感到这一切就意味着摧毁一切能使女人们美丽的东西。


薇薇：
 我并不是因为这个反对考试的。我可以肯定地告诉你，我要把它变成有益的事情。


普瑞德：
 咦，怎么个变法？


薇薇：
 我要在伦敦设立律师事务所，经营保险精算和产权转让的业务。同时做些法律事务，并始终关注证券交易所。我自己来到这儿是为了读些法律书籍的，我可不像我妈妈以为的那样在度假。我不喜欢假期。


普瑞德：
 你的话让我大吃一惊。那么你的生活一点儿也没有浪漫情调，没有美丽色彩吗？


薇薇：
 这两样，我都不在乎。


普瑞德：
 你不是这个意思吧。


薇薇：
 哦，我就是这么想的。我喜欢工作，喜欢因为工作而得到报酬。工作之余，我喜欢坐在舒适的椅子上，吸着雪茄，喝点威士忌，读读构思巧妙的侦探小说。


普瑞德：
 （起立，狂怒，持否定态度）我不相信。我是个艺术家，我不能相信你的话，我拒绝相信你的观点，这只能说明你还不明白艺术会向你展现一个怎样的世界。


薇薇：
 不，我明白。从五月份以来，我和霍诺里娅·弗蕾泽一起在伦敦住了六个星期。妈妈以为我们一块观光游玩呢，但其实，每天我都在大法庭巷的霍诺里娅律师事务所里为她做保险精算工作，竭尽一个新手的全力来帮她做事。晚上我们一起吸烟、聊天，除非为了锻炼身体，不然我们根本不想出门。那是我生活中最快乐的时光。我没付什么费用就赚够了我的学费，也初步了解了这个行业。


普瑞德：
 可是，上帝啊，华伦小姐，你觉得你那样就是知晓了生活的艺术了吗？


薇薇：
 等一下，那时还没有。后来我受一些弗里兹约翰街艺界人士的邀请到伦敦去，其中一个女孩是我在妞汉姆的好友。他们带我去参观国家美术馆——


普瑞德：
 （表示赞赏）啊！（他坐下来，感到很欣慰）


薇薇：
 （继续说）去剧院——


普瑞德：
 （更加高兴了）好！


薇薇：
 还去了音乐会，整个晚上听乐队演奏贝多芬、瓦格纳等。无论你给我任何好处，我都不想再过那样的生活了。出于礼貌，我坚持到了第三天，后来我忍无可忍，直接说，我再也忍受不了了，然后回到了大法庭巷。现在你知道我是怎样一个漂亮十足的现代女性了吧。你觉得我会和母亲相处得如何呢？


普瑞德：
 （惊讶地）嗯，我希望——嗯——


薇薇：
 我想知道你认为事实会怎样，而不是你希望它怎样。


普瑞德：
 嗯，坦率地说，我恐怕你妈妈会感到失望的。我不是说你有什么缺点，而是说你跟她理想中的女儿太不一致了。


薇薇：
 她的什么？


普瑞德：
 她理想的女儿。


薇薇：
 你是指她理想中我的样子吗？


普瑞德：
 是的。


薇薇：
 她期待我怎样呢？


普瑞德：
 嗯，华伦小姐，你肯定已经注意到了，对自己所受的教育不满意的人一般都会认为，如果每个人接受了不同的教育方式，这世界就会安然无恙了。现在你母亲的生活——嗯——我想你应该知道——


薇薇：
 不要假定什么，普瑞德先生。我并不怎么了解我的母亲。从小我在英格兰，住在学校了，和被雇佣来照顾我的人一起。我一直寄宿在外。妈妈住在布鲁塞尔或维也纳。从没让我到她那里去过。只有当她来英格兰的那几天，我才能见得到她。我不是在抱怨，因为这样也很好。大家对我都很好，我也有足够的钱过富足的生活。但别指望我对母亲有什么了解，在这点上，我远比不上你。


普瑞德：
 （很不自在地）那么说——（他停下来，很茫然。然后，又蓄意佯装快乐地）我们谈这些真没劲！当然你会和妈妈相处得很好啦。（他站起来，看看四周的景色）你这里的景色真美啊！


薇薇：
 （不为所动）普瑞德先生，您的话题转变得可真快啊！为什么您不能忍受我们谈论我妈妈的生活呢？


普瑞德：
 哦，你千万别这么说。你不觉得在一个老朋友的背后跟她的女儿谈话时，应该识趣一点儿吗？这不是很自然的事吗！等你妈妈回来了，你们会有很多的时间说这事的。


薇薇：
 不，她会避而不谈的。（站起身）不过呢，我敢说你这么做一定是有原因的。但是，普瑞德先生，我得提醒您一下，我妈妈得知我的大法庭巷工作计划时，我们之间免不了会有一场战争的。


普瑞德：
 （表示同情地）恐怕是这样。


薇薇：
 哦，我一定要赢，因为我只想得到去伦敦的车费，然后在那里给霍诺里娅当助手，自食其力。再说了，我没什么隐私需要保护，可她好像是有的。必要时我会利用这点来要挟她。


普瑞德：
 （大惊失色）不，不，不要。请你千万不要这么做。


薇薇：
 告诉我为什么不能。


普瑞德：
 我不能说，请你原谅。（她笑他的多情）再说了，你可能说话太鲁莽了。你母亲生起气来，那可非同小可啊。


薇薇：
 别吓我，普瑞德先生。在大法庭巷那会儿，我曾经有过一两次机会和我母亲这样的人打交道。您可以支持我胜过我妈妈。可是如果我出于无知，对妈妈打击得过于猛烈了，那就是你拒绝教导的缘故了。好了，我们先不说这些了。（她搬起椅子，跟以前一样嗖地一声，用力地把椅子又放在吊床附近）


普瑞德：
 （痛下决心）我就一句话，华伦小姐，我必须告诉你。这很难，可是——

（华伦夫人和乔治·科洛夫兹先生到达大门口。华伦夫人约摸四五十岁，看得出来以前很漂亮，她穿着华丽，戴着一顶华丽的帽子，衬衫色泽鲜艳，紧束着胸部，衣袖款式时髦。因一贯受宠而极具威严感。又毫无疑问透着一丝俗气，但总体来说，是一个脾气还算温和且外貌得体的泼辣女子）

（科洛夫兹是个五十岁左右的高个子男人，体型宽阔，衣着样式跟年轻人一样入时。说话有鼻音，嗓音相对他的强壮身体来说略显尖细。下巴尖尖的，胡须刮得很干净，耳朵硕大而扁平，脖子很粗。绅士气派。其实却是最为粗暴的城里男人、运动型男人和乡村男人的结合体）


薇薇：
 他们来了。（他们进入花园，薇薇迎上去）您好吗，妈妈？普瑞德先生已经来了有半个小时了，一直在等您。


华伦夫人：
 哦，普瑞德，你一直在等我，那就是你的不是了，我想你应该知道我会乘3点10分的火车吧。亲爱的薇薇，戴上帽子，不然你会被太阳晒伤的。噢，忘了给你介绍，乔治·科洛夫兹爵士，这是我的女儿薇薇。

（科洛夫兹大步走向薇薇，宫廷礼仪意味浓重。她点点头，但没有要握手的意思）


科洛夫兹：
 我可以荣幸地和我的一位老朋友的女儿——我久仰的一位年轻女士握手吗？


薇薇：
 （上上下下仔细打量他）如果你愿意。（科洛夫兹先生温柔地伸出的手，被薇薇捏了一下，使他忽然睁大了眼睛。然后薇薇转过身对她的妈妈说）你们要进来吗？还是我再去搬几把椅子？（她去门廊取椅子）


华伦夫人：
 喔，乔治，你觉得我女儿怎么样？


科洛夫兹：
 （愁苦地）她的手可真有劲儿啊。普瑞德，你和她握手没有？


普瑞德：
 握了。你的手痛很快就会好的。


科洛夫兹：
 希望如此吧。（薇薇拿了两把椅子上场。他立刻去帮忙）让我来吧。


华伦夫人：
 （傲慢地）亲爱的，让乔治爵士帮你吧。


薇薇：
 （把椅子扔到乔治怀里，并拍了拍手上的灰尘，转向华伦夫人）


年伦夫人：
 （坐在普瑞德的椅子上，自己扇着扇子）我真口渴极了。


薇薇：
 我来倒水。（她走进别墅）

（乔治爵士此时很费劲地打开了一把椅子，放在华伦夫人的左侧。他把另一把椅子搁在草地上，坐下来，神情沮丧、嘴里咬着手杖把儿，蠢蠢的样子。普瑞德，还是焦躁不安，在他们右侧来回地踱步）


华伦夫人：
 （对普瑞德说话，看着科洛夫兹）普瑞德，你看看他。他这人很好笑是吧？三年来，他总是缠着要我把女儿介绍他认识，快把我逼疯了；现在他终于见到薇薇了，又做出这副无精打采、可怜兮兮的样子。（迅速地）来，乔治，坐直，别再咬你的手杖了。（科洛夫兹蔫蔫地照她的话做了）


普瑞德：
 我想，你知道——如果你不介意我这样说的话——我们最好改掉老拿她当小孩子看的毛病。你瞧，她确实已经非常出色了，而且就我的观察来看，恐怕她比我们中的任何人都要成熟。


华伦夫人：
 （非常高兴）乔治，你听听他说的话！比我们都成熟！看来她刚才一直在向你灌输她的重要性啊。


普瑞德：
 可是年轻人对于别人那样看待他们是很敏感的。


华伦夫人：
 是的，我们应该把年轻人的那些无聊的想法都排除掉，很多类似的想法都该改掉。普瑞德你不要管，我和你一样知道应该怎样对待我自己的孩子。（普瑞德沉重地摇摇头，背着手在花园里踱步。华伦夫人装作要笑，却看着他的背影，表现出关切的神情。然后，她对科洛夫兹低声说）他这是怎么了？为什么他这么看待这件事呢？


科洛夫兹：
 （忧郁地）你害怕普瑞德。


华伦夫人：
 什么？我吗？我怕亲爱的老普瑞德先生？嗬，连一只苍蝇也不会怕他的。


科洛夫兹：
 你怕他。


华伦夫人：
 （气愤地）我拜托你少操点心吧，别拿我撒气。不管怎么，我可不怕你。如果你不能表现得谦和一点，你最好回家去。（她站起来，转过身，背对着他，发现自己正和普瑞德面对面）过来，普瑞德，我知道你只是心肠软，你担心我对她太苛刻了。


普瑞德：
 我亲爱的凯蒂，你以为我生气了吗？别那么想，千万别。可你知道我常常会注意到一些你忽略的东西，虽然你从不接受我的建议，但有时候事后你会承认你本该照我的话去做。


华伦夫人：
 好吧，你现在注意到什么了？


普瑞德：
 就一点，薇薇已经长大了。凯蒂，请你一定要尊重她的意见。


华伦夫人：
 （的确吃惊了）尊重！尊重我的女儿！请问，还有什么？


薇薇：
 （出现在别墅门口，对着妈妈喊道）妈妈，您能在喝茶前到我房间来一下吗？


华伦夫人：
 好的，亲爱的。（她宽容地朝严肃的普瑞德大笑，在经过他身边时拍了拍他的面颊）普瑞德，别生气哦。（她跟着薇薇进了别墅）


科洛夫兹：
 （悄悄地）我说，普瑞德。


普瑞德：
 怎么了？


科洛夫兹：
 我有个特别的问题要问你。


普瑞德：
 问吧。（她拿过华伦夫人的椅子，靠着科洛夫兹坐下来）


科洛夫兹：
 这就对了，她们可能从窗户那儿听见我们说话。我问你，凯蒂有没有告诉过你谁是那女孩的父亲？


普瑞德：
 没有。


科洛夫兹：
 你觉得谁可能是她的父亲吗？


普瑞德：
 想不出来。


科洛夫兹：
 （不相信他）当然了，我知道，即使她告诉过你，你也不会对别人讲的。但是，既然我们每天都得面对这丫头，却不知道内情，不是很难受嘛。我们确实不知道该怎么对待她。


普瑞德：
 那有什么关系呢？我们就凭她自己的言行举止来对待她，她爸爸是谁又能怎么样呢？


科洛夫兹：
 （猜疑的样子）这么说，你知道他是谁喽？


普瑞德：
 （有点生气）我刚才说了我不知道，你没听见吗？


科洛夫兹：
 听我说，普瑞德，我请你一定要帮帮我。如果你知道（普瑞德做反对状）——我只是说如果你知道，你至少得让我对她心境平和下来。其实，我对此事很关心。


普瑞德：
 （严厉地）你什么意思？


科洛夫兹：
 哦，别那么紧张。这是一种非常纯洁的感情。就是这事使我困惑。据我所知，可能我就是她的父亲。


普瑞德：
 你！不可能！


科洛夫兹：
 （狡黠地抓住他）你确信我不是吗？


普瑞德：
 我告诉你，我跟你一样对此一无所知。可是，科洛夫兹，不可能的。你跟她一点都不像。


科洛夫兹：
 关于这个嘛，我看她和她妈妈长得也不像啊。我想她也不是你的女儿吧，你说呢？


普瑞德：
 （愤怒地站起来）科洛夫兹，你真是……！


科洛夫兹：
 普瑞德，别急吗。对于两个世俗的男人来说，问这个问题没什么不妥的。


普瑞德：
 （努力地恢复平静，温和且严肃地说）我亲爱的科洛夫兹，你听我说。（他再次坐下）我跟华伦夫人的那种生活一点关系也没有，从来没有。她没跟我讲过这事，当然了，我也没和她谈过这事。你的聪明会使你认为，一个漂亮的女人需要有几个——嗯，几个跟她有那方面关系的朋友。如果她从来都不能脱离美丽外貌对她的影响，那么这份美丽就是一种折磨。可能你和凯蒂的关系比我和她的关系更加神可秘。当然你可以亲口问她那个问题。


科洛夫兹：
 我问过她很多次了。可是她坚决要把这孩子据为己有，甚至根本就不承认她有爸爸。（站立）普瑞德，对这事我真的很难受啊。


普瑞德：
 （也站起来）哦，不管怎样，你的年龄也足够做她的父亲了。对这样一个我们都会尽力保护和帮助的女孩子，我完全同意我们俩都以父辈的身份来对待她的观点，你说呢？


科洛夫兹：
 （咄咄逼人地）说到这，我并不比你老啊。


普瑞德：
 对，你还年轻，亲爱的。可你生下来就老成，我却总像个孩子，我这辈子就没体会过成熟男人的感觉。（他把椅子折上，搬到门廊）


华伦夫人：
 （从别墅里面喊）普—瑞—德！乔—治！喝茶啦！


科洛夫兹：
 （匆忙地）她叫我们呢。（他匆忙进去）

（普瑞德似乎有所预感地摇摇头，跟着科洛夫兹走进去，正遇上一个年轻绅士和他打招呼，这个绅士刚刚出现在公路上，正向大门走来。他相貌英俊、穿着漂亮、聪明伶俐、无所事事，二十出头的样子，嗓音极具魅力）


年轻绅士：
 哈罗，普瑞德！


普瑞德：
 怎么，弗兰克·加得纳！（弗兰克进来，热情地和他握手）你到这来做什么？


弗兰克：
 和我父亲在一起。


普瑞德：
 天主教父吗？


弗兰克：
 他是这里的教区长。我经济不宽裕，所以这个秋天一直跟家人住在一起。七月份发生了危机，教父只得替我偿还债务。结果他却破产了，我也一样。你到这来干什么？你认识这里的人吗？


普瑞德：
 是的，我一天都和华伦小姐在一起。


弗兰克：
 （充满热情地）什么？你认识薇薇？她是不是个开心的姑娘？我在教她用这个射击呢。（放下步枪）我很高兴她认识你——你正是她应该结识的那种人。普瑞德，在这里见到你真的太好了。


普瑞德：
 我是她妈妈的老朋友。华伦夫人带我来认识她女儿的。


弗兰克：
 她的母亲？她在这里吗？


普瑞德：
 是的，她在里面，喝茶呢。


华伦夫人：
 （从里面喊）普—瑞—德！茶点要凉了。


普瑞德：
 （喊到）好的，华伦夫人，马上来，我刚遇到一个朋友。


华伦夫人：
 一个什么？


普瑞德：
 （大声地）一个朋友。


华伦夫人：
 带他进来。


普瑞德：
 好的。（对弗兰克）你能接受这个邀请吗？


弗兰克：
 （怀疑地，但又非常高兴地）是薇薇的母亲吗？


普瑞德：
 是的。


弗兰克：
 天神保佑！真有趣儿啊！你觉得她会喜欢我吗？


普瑞德：
 我保证你会和往常一样特受欢迎的。进来试试看吧！

（走向房子）


弗兰克：
 等一下。（严肃地）我想和你说点知心话。


普瑞德：
 快别说了。又一件傻事，像瑞得希尔的酒吧女招待一样。


弗兰克：
 这可比那严肃多了。你说你是第一次见薇薇吗？


普瑞德：
 是的。


弗兰克：
 （狂热地）那么你根本不了解她是怎样的女孩。那样的性格！那样的理智！还有她的聪明！哦，天哪，普瑞德，我只能跟你说她很聪明。我还需要补充什么吗？——她爱我。


科洛夫兹：
 （把头伸出窗外）我说，普瑞德，你在干吗呢？快过来。


弗兰克：
 哈罗！这家伙看样子都能在赛狗大会上获奖了，对吧？他是谁？


普瑞德：
 他是乔治·科洛夫兹爵士，华伦夫人的老朋友。我想我们最好进去吧。（在走向门廊的路上，他们听到大门口的喊声停下来。转过身，他们看到一位年长的牧师正在往里面张望）


牧师：
 （喊）弗兰克。


弗兰克：
 哈罗！（对普瑞德）是教父。（对牧师）哎，老爸，好的，马上来。（对普瑞德）听着，普瑞德，你还是去喝茶吧。我很快就过去。


普瑞德：
 好的。（他进了别墅）


赛缪尔牧师：
 喂，先生，我可以问一下吗，你这些朋友是谁啊？


弗兰克：
 哦，没关系，老爸。进来吧！


赛缪尔牧师：
 不，先生，我得知道这是谁的花园才能进去。


弗兰克：
 好吧，告诉你，这是华伦小姐家的花园。


赛缪尔牧师：
 自从她回来，我还没在教堂看见过她呢。


弗兰克：
 当然见不到了——她是数学荣誉考试的第三名获得者，多么聪明啊。她比你拿的学位还高呢，凭什么让她去听您讲道啊？


赛缪尔牧师：
 别这么没有礼貌，先生。


弗兰克：
 哦，没关系的，没人听见。进来吧。我要把你介绍给她。老爸，您还记得七月份您给我的建议吗？


赛缪尔牧师：
 （严谨地）我记得。我告诫你要摆脱懒散浮躁的习性，努力开始一番体面的工作，自谋生路，从此不要再依赖我。


弗兰克：
 不对，那是你后来想到的事了。实际上你说的是，既然我没有头脑也没有金钱，不如凭着我的英俊外貌，娶一位财智双全的夫人。哦，瞧瞧吧，华伦小姐就很有智慧，你不可否认。


赛缪尔牧师：
 智慧并不是一切啊。


弗兰克：
 当然不是，还有钱——


赛缪尔牧师：
 （声色俱厉地打断他）我没有考虑钱的问题，先生。我在说更高雅的事情。比如说，社会地位。


弗兰克：
 我对这个根本不在乎。


赛缪尔牧师：
 先生，可是我在乎。


弗兰克：
 嗯，又没有人让你娶她。不管怎样，她拥有剑桥学位，而且似乎想要多少钱就有多少。


赛缪尔牧师：
 （略带幽默意味地）我倒是很怀疑她是否拥有你想要的那么多钱。


弗兰克：
 哦，求求您，我并没有那么过分的欲望。我一向生活得很安静，不酗酒，不经常赌博，也没像您年轻时那样经常过着纸醉金迷的生活。


赛缪尔牧师：
 （声音沉闷地大吼）住口，小子。


弗兰克：
 哼，是你当我正和瑞得希尔的酒吧女做傻事的时候，亲口告诉我的，您曾给一位女子五十英镑，来要回您写给她的信，那时——


赛缪尔牧师：
 （受惊吓似的）嘘——嘘——嘘，弗兰克，看在上帝的份上！（他担心地四周张望。看到附近没人，他集聚了勇气又大吼起来，但脾气收敛了许多）我坦率地跟你讲我的事情是为你好，为了将你从可能终身悔恨的错误中拯救出来，你却妄加利用，这很不合绅士礼仪。从你老爸做的傻事中接受教训吧，先生，别把那事当作你堕落的借口。


弗兰克：
 你听说过威灵顿公爵和他的信件的故事吗？


赛缪尔牧师：
 没有，先生，而且我也不想听。


弗兰克：
 那个“铁公爵”可没有损失五十英镑钱。他没有，他只是写到：“亲爱的珍妮，把信公之于众，见鬼去吧！你亲爱的，威灵顿。”那就是你本该做的事。


赛缪尔牧师：
 （可怜地）弗兰克，我的儿子啊。当我写那些信的时候，我把自己置于她的权柄之中了；当我跟你说那些信件时，从某种程度上来说，我是把自己置于你的控制之下了——抱歉我这样说。我永远也不会忘记她拒绝我时说的话。她说：“知情就是权力，而我决不会出卖我的权力。”那是二十多年以前的事了，她从没有滥用过她的权力，没有给我造成半点儿麻烦。弗兰克，你现在对我比她还要残忍。


弗兰克：
 哦，是的，我敢说是这样。你曾经用过对我说教的方式来向她说教吗？


赛缪尔牧师：
 （被伤害得几乎流下泪）我走了，先生。你是无可救药了。（他转身走向大门）


弗兰克：
 （根本无动于衷地）告诉他们我不回家喝茶了，好吗，老爸？表现好点，行吗？

（他走向别墅，碰到走出来的普瑞德和薇薇）


薇薇：
 （对弗兰克）弗兰克，这是你的爸爸吗？我非常想见见他。


弗兰克：
 当然了。（在他父亲身后喊）老爸，有人叫。（牧师在大门口转身，紧张地摸索着他的帽子。普瑞德穿过花园，走到另一侧，喜洋洋地期待着一番寒暄）爸爸，这是薇薇。


薇薇：
 （走向牧师，握他的手）很高兴在这见到您，加得纳先生。

（对着别墅喊）妈妈，请过来。有人找您。

（华伦夫人出现在门槛处。她认出了牧师，立刻呆住了）


薇薇：
 （继续说）让我来介绍——


华伦夫人：
 （猛扑向赛缪尔牧师）怎么，山姆·加国纳开始做教工了？哦，我绝没想到！山姆，你不认识我们了吗？这是乔治·科洛夫兹，还是原来的样子，只是长大了一倍。你不记得我了吗？


赛缪尔牧师：
 （面红耳赤）我确实——嗯——


华伦夫人：
 您当然记得。嗯，我还保留着您全部的信件呢。我前几天还翻到它们了。


赛缪尔牧师：
 （慌乱不堪地）我想您是维维苏小姐吧。


华伦夫人：
 （迅速地用小声的耳语纠正他）嘘，胡说！您没看见我的女儿在那边吗？
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I held out for civility's sake until the third day; and then I said, plump out, that I couldn't stand any more of it, and went off to Chancery Lane.

出于礼貌，我坚持到了第三天，后来我忍无可忍，直接说我再也忍受不了了，然后回到了大法庭巷。



Of course you do. Why, I have a whole album of your letters still: I came across them only the other day.

您当然记得。嗯，我还保留着您全部的信件呢。我前几天还翻到它们了呢。
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SCENE Ⅱ

The Barthwicks' dining-room the same evening. The Barthwicks are seated at dessert.


Mrs Barthwick
 : John! (a silence broken by the cracking of nuts) John!


Barthwick:
 I wish you'd speak about the nuts they're uneatable. (He puts one in his mouth.)


Mrs Barthwick:
 It's not the season for them. I called on the Holyroods. (Barthwick fills his glass with port.)


Jack:
 Crackers, please, Dad.

(Barthwick passes the crackers. His demeanour is reflective.)


Mrs Barthwick:
 Lady Holyrood has got very stout. I've noticed it coming for along time.


Barthwick:
 (gloomily) Stout? (He takes up the crackers—with transparent airiness.) The Holyroods had some trouble with their servants, hadn't they?


Jack:
 Crackers, please, Dad.


Barthwick:
 (passing the crackers) It got into the papers. The cook, wasn't it?


Mrs Barthwick:
 No, the lady's maid. I was talking it over with Lady Holyrood. The girl used to have her young man to see her.


Barthwick:
 (uneasily) I'm not sure they were wise—


Mrs Barthwick:
 My dear John, what are you talking about? How could there be any alternative? Think of the effect on the other servants!


Barthwick:
 Of course in principle—I wasn't thinking of that.


Jack:
 (maliciously) Crackers, please, Dad.

(Barthwick is compelled to pass the crackers)


Mrs Barthwick:
 Lady Holyrood told me: "I had her up, "she said; "I said to her, 'You'll leave my house at once; I think your conduct disgraceful. I can't tell, I don't know, and I don't wish to know, what you were doing. I send you away on principle; you need not come to me for a character.' And the girl said: 'If you don't give me my notice, my lady, I want a month's wages. I'm perfectly respectable. I've done nothing.'"—Done nothing!


Barthwick:
 H'm!


Mrs Barthwick:
 Servants have too much license. They hang together so terribly you never can tell what they're really thinking; it's as if they were all in a conspiracy
 to keep you in the dark. Even with Marlow, you feel that he never lets you know what's really in his mind. I hate that secretiveness; it destroys all confidence. I feel sometimes I should like to shake him.


Jack:
 Marlow's a most decent chap. It's simply beastly every one knowing your affairs.


Barthwick:
 The less you say about that the better!


Mrs Barthwick:
 It goes all through the lower classes. You can not tell when they are speaking the truth. Today when I was shopping after leaving the Holyroods, one of these unemployed came up and spoke to me. I suppose I only had twenty yards or so to walk to the carnage, but he seemed to spring up in the street.


Barthwick:
 Ah! You must be very careful whom you speak to in these days.


Mrs Barthwick:
 I didn't answer him, of course. But I could see at once that he wasn't telling the truth.


Barthwick:
 (cracking a nut) There's one very good rule—look at their eyes.


Jack:
 Crackers, please, Dad.


Barthwick:
 (passing the crackers) If their eyes are straightforward I sometimes give them six pence. It's against my principles, but it's most difficult to refuse. If you see that they're desperate and dull and shifty-looking, as so many of them are, it's certain to mean drink, or crime, or something unsatisfactory.


Mrs Barthwick:
 This man had dreadful
 eyes. He looked as if he could commit a murder. I've 'ad nothing to eat today, "he said. Just like that.


Barthwick:
 What was William about? He ought to have been waiting.


Jack:
 (raising his wine-glass to his nose) Is this the '63, Dad?

(Barthwick, holding his wine-glass to his eye, lowers it and passes it before his nose.)


Mrs Barthwick:
 I hate people that can't speak the truth
 . (Father and son exchange a look behind their port.) It's just as easy to speak the truth as not. I've always found it easy enough. It makes it impossible to tell what is genuine
 ; one feels as if one were continually being taken in.


Barthwick:
 (sententiously) The lower classes are their own enemies. If they would only trust us, they would get on so much better.


Mrs Barthwick:
 But even then it's so often their own fault. Look at that Mrs Jones this morning.


Barthwick:
 I only want to do what's right in that matter. I had occasion to see Roper this afternoon. I mentioned it to him. He's coming in this evening. It all depends on what the detective says. I've had my doubts. I've been thinking it over.


Mrs Barthwick:
 The woman impressed me most unfavorably. She seemed to have no shame. That affair she was talking about—she and the man when they were young, so immoral! And before you and Jack! I could have put her out of the room!


Barthwick:
 Oh! I don't want to excuse them, but in looking at these matters one must consider—


Mrs Barthwick:
 Perhaps you'll say the man's employer was wrong in dismissing him?


Barthwick:
 Of course not. It's not there that I feel doubt. What I ask myself is—


Jack:
 Port, please, Dad.


Barthwick:
 (circulating the decanter in religious imitation of the rising and setting of the sun) I ask myself whether we are sufficiently careful in making inquiries about people before we engage them, especially as regards moral conduct.


Jack:
 Pass the port, please, Mother!


Mrs Barthwick:
 (passing it) my dear boy, aren't you drinking too much? (Jack fills his glass)


Marlow:
 (entering) Detective Snow to see you, Sir.


Barthwick:
 (uneasily) Ah! Say I'll be with him in a minute.


Mrs Barthwick:
 (without turning) let him come in here, Marlow.

(Snow enters in an overcoat, his bowler hat in hand.)


Barthwick:
 (half-rising) Oh! Good evening!


Snow:
 Good evening, sir; good evening, ma'am. I've called round to report what I've done, rather late; I'm afraid—another case took me away. (He takes the silver box out of his pocket, causing a sensation in the Barthwick family.) This is the identical
 article, I believe.


Barthwick:
 Certainly, certainly.


Snow:
 Havin' your crest and cypher, as you described to me, sir, I'd no hesitation in the matter.


Barthwick:
 Excellent. Will you have a glass of (he glances at the waning port)—er—sherry— (pours out sherry) Jack, just give Mr Snow this.

(Jack rises and gives the glass to Snow; then, lolling in his chair, regards him indolently.)


Snow:
 (drinking off wine and putting down the glass) After seeing you I went round to this woman's lodgings, sir. It's a low neighborhood, and I thought it as well to place a constable below—and not without 'e was wanted, as things turned out.


Barthwick:
 Indeed!


Snow:
 Yes, Sir, I'ad some trouble. I asked her to account for the presence of the article. She could give me no answer, except to deny the theft; so I took her into custody; then her husband came for me, so I was obliged to take him, too, for assault. He was very violent on the way to the station—very violent—threatened you and your son, and altogether he was a handful, I can tell you.


Mrs Barthwick:
 What a ruffian he must be!


Snow:
 Yes, ma'am, a rough customer.


Jack:
 (sipping his mine, bemused) Punch the beggar's head.


Snow:
 Given to drink, as I understand, sir.


Mrs Barthwick:
 It's to be hoped he will get a severe punishment.


Snow:
 The odd thing is, sir, that he persists in sayin' he took the box himself.


Barthwick:
 Took the box himself! (He smiles.) What does he think to gain by that?


Snow:
 He says the young gentleman was intoxicated last night—

(Jack stops the cracking of a nut, and looks at Snow.)

(Barthwick, losing his smile, has put his wine-glass down; there is a silence—Snow, looking from face to face, remarks—took him into the house and gave him whisky; and under the influence of an empty stomach the man says he took the box.)


Mrs Barthwick:
 The impudent wretch!


Barthwick:
 D' you mean that he—er—intends to put this forward tomorrow?


Snow:
 That'll be his line, sir; but whether he's endeavouring to shield his wife, or whether (he looks at Jack) there's something in it, will be for the magistrate to say.


Mrs Barthwick:
 (haughtily) Something in what? I don't understand you. As if my son would bring a man like that into the house!


Barthwick:
 (from the fireplace, with an effort to be calm) My son can speak for himself, no doubt. Well, Jack, what do you say?


Mrs Barthwick:
 (sharply) What does he say? Why, of course, he says the whole story's stuff!


Jack:
 (embarrassed) Well, of course, I—of course, I don't know anything about it.


Mrs Barthwick:
 I should think not, indeed! (to Snow) The man is an audacious ruffian!


Barthwick:
 (suppressing jumps) But in view of my son's saying there's nothing in this—this fable—will it be necessary to proceed against the man under the circumstances?


Snow:
 We shall have to charge him with the assault, sir. It would be as well for your son to come down to the Court. There'll be a remand, no doubt. The queer thing is there was quite a sum of money found on him, and a crimson silk purse. (Barthwick starts; Jack: rises and sits dozen again) I suppose the lady hasn't missed her purse?


Barthwick:
 (hastily) Oh, no! Oh! No!


Jack:
 No!


Mrs Barthwick:
 (dreamily) No! (to Snow) I've been inquiring of the servants. This man does hang about the house. I shall feel much safer if he gets a good long sentence; I do think we ought to be protected against such ruffians.


Barthwick:
 Yes, yes, of course, on principle but in this case we have a number of things to think of. (to Snow) I suppose, as you say, the man must be charged, eh?


Snow:
 No question about that, sir.


Barthwick:
 (staring gloomily at Jack) This prosecution goes very much against the grain with me. I have great sympathy with the poor. In my position I'm bound to recognise the distress there is amongst them. The condition of the people leaves much to be desired. D' you follow me? I wish I could see my way to drop it.


Mrs Barthwick:
 (sharply) John! it's simply not fair to other people. It's putting property at the mercy of any one who likes to take it.


Barthwick:
 (trying to make signs to her aside) I'm not defending him, not at all. I'm trying to look at the matter broadly.


Mrs Barthwick:
 Nonsense, John, there's a time for everything.


Snow:
 (rather sardonically) I might point out, sir, that to withdraw the charge of stealing would not make much difference, because the facts must come out (He looks significantly at Jack) in reference to the assault; and as I said that charge will have to go forward.


Barthwick:
 (hastily) Yes, oh! exactly! It's entirely on the woman's account—entirely a matter of my own private feelings.


Snow:
 If I were you, sir, I should let things take their course. It's not likely there'll be much difficulty. These things are very quick settled.


Barthwick:
 (doubtfully) You think so—you think so?


Jack:
 (rousing himself) I say, what shall I have to swear to?


Snow:
 That's best known to yourself, sir. (retreating to the door) Better employ a solicitor, sir, in case anything should arise. We shall have the butler to prove the loss of the article. You'll excuse me going, I'm rather pressed tonight. The case may come on any time after eleven. Good evening, sir; good evening, ma'am. I shall have to produce the box in court tomorrow, so if you'll excuse me, sir, I may as well take it with me.

(He takes the silver box and leaves them with a little bow.)

(Barthwick makes a move to follow him, then dashing his hands beneath his coat tails, speaks with desperation.)


Barthwick:
 I do wish you'd leave me to manage things myself. You will put your nose into matters you know nothing of. A pretty mess you've made of this!


Mrs Barthwick:
 (coldly) I don't in the least know what you're talking about. If you can't stand up for your rights, I can. I've no patience with your principles, it's such nonsense.


Barthwick:
 Principles! Good Heavens! What have principles to do with it for goodness sake? Don't you know that Jack was drunk last night!


Jack:
 Dad!


Mrs Barthwick:
 (in horror rising) Jack!


Jack:
 Look here, Mother—I had supper. Everybody does. I mean to say—you know what I mean—it's absurd to call it being drunk. At Oxford everybody gets a bit "on" sometimes—


Mrs Barthwick:
 Well, I think it's most dreadful! If that is really what you do at Oxford?


Jack:
 (angrily) Well, why did you send me there? One must do as other fellows do. It's such nonsense, I mean, to call it being drunk. Of course I'm awfully sorry. I've had such a beastly headache all day.


Barthwick:
 Tcha! If you'd only had the common decency to remember what happened when you came in. Then we should know what truth there was in what this fellow says—as it is, it's all the most confounded darkness.


Jack:
 (staring as though at half-formed visions) I just get a—and then—It's gone—


Mrs Barthwick:
 Oh, Jack! Do you mean to say you were so tipsy you can't even remember—


Jack:
 Look here, Mother! Of course I remember I came—I must have come—


Barthwick:
 (unguardedly, and walking up and down) Tcha!—and that infernal purse! Good Heavens! It'll get into the papers. Who on earth could have foreseen a thing like this? Better to have lost a dozen cigarette-boxes, and said nothing about it. (to his wife) It's all your doing. I told you so from the first. I wish to goodness Roper would come!


Mrs Barthwick:
 (sharply) I don't know what you're talking about, John.


Barthwick:
 (turning on her) No, you—you—you don't know anything! (sharply) Where the devil is Roper? If he can see a way out of this he's a better man than I take him for. I defy any one to see a way out of it. I can't.



Jack:
 Look here, don't excite Dad—I can simply say I was too beastly tired, and don't remember anything except that I came in and (in a dying voice) went to bed the same as usual.


Barthwick:
 Went to bed? Who knows where you went—I've lost all confidence. For all I know you slept on the floor.


Jack:
 (indignantly) I didn't, I slept on the—


Barthwick:
 (sitting on the sofa) Who cares where you slept; what does it matter if he mentions the—the—a perfect disgrace?


Mrs Barthwick:
 What? (a silence) I insist on knowing.


Jack:
 Oh! nothing.


Mrs Barthwick:
 Nothing? What do you mean by nothing, Jack? There's your father in such a state about it!


Jack:
 It's only my purse.


Mrs Barthwick:
 Your purse! You know perfectly well you haven't got one.


Jack:
 Well, it was somebody else's—it was all a joke—I didn't want the beastly thing.


Mrs Barthwick:
 Do you mean that you had another person's purse, and that this man took it too?


Barthwick:
 Tcha! Of course he took it too! A man like that Jones will make the most of it. It'll get into the papers.


Mrs Barthwick:
 I don't understand. What on earth is all the fuss about? (bending over Jack, and softly) Jack now, tell me dear! Don't be afraid. What is it? Come!


Jack:
 Oh, don't Mother!


Mrs Barthwick:
 But don't what, dear?


Jack:
 It was pure sport. I don't know how I got the thing. Of course I'd had a bit of a row—I didn't know what I was doing—I was—I was—well, you know—I suppose I must have pulled the bag out of her hand.


Mrs Barthwick:
 Out of her hand? Whose hand? What bag—whose bag?


Jack:
 Oh! I don't know—her bag—it belonged to— (in a desperate and rising voice) a woman.


Mrs Barthwick:
 A woman? Oh! Jack! No!


Jack:
 (jumping up) You would have it. I didn't want to tell you. It's not my fault.

(The door opens and Marlow ushers in a man of middle age, inclined to corpulence, in evening dress. He has a ruddy, thin moustache, and dark, quick-moving little eyes. His eyebrows aye Chinese.)


Marlow:
 Mr Roper, Sir. (He leaves the room.)


Roper:
 (with a quick look round) How do you do?

(But neither Jack nor Mrs Barthwick make a sign.)


Barthwick:
 (hurrying) Thank goodness you've come, Roper. You remember what I told you this afternoon; we've just had the detective here.


Roper:
 Got the box?


Barthwick:
 Yes, yes, but look here—it wasn't the charwoman at all; her drunken loafer of a husband took the things—he says that fellow there (He waves his hand at Jack, who with his shoulder raised, seems trying to ward off a blow) let him into the house last night. Can you imagine such a thing.

(Roper laughs)


Barthwick:
 (with excited emphasis) It's no laughing matter, Roper. I told you about that business of Jack's too—don't you see the brute took both the things—took that infernal purse. It'll get into the papers.


Roper:
 (raising his eyebrows) H'm! The purse! Depravity in high life! What does your son say?


Barthwick:
 He remembers nothing. D—n! Did you ever see such a mess? It'll get into the papers.


Mrs Barthwick:
 (with her hand across hey eyes) Oh! it's not that—

(Barthwick and Roper turn and look at her)


Barthwick:
 It's the idea of that woman—she's just heard— (Roper nods. And Mrs Barthwick, setting her lips, gives a slow look at Jack, and sits down at the table.) What on earth's to be done, Roper? A ruffian like this Jones will make all the capital he can out of that purse.


Mrs Barthwick:
 I don't believe that Jack took that purse.


Barthwick:
 What—when the woman came here for it this morning?


Mrs Barthwick:
 Here? She had the impudence? Why wasn't I told?

(She looks round from face to face—no one answers hey, there is a pause.)


Barthwick:
 (suddenly) What's to be done, Roper?


Roper:
 (quietly to Jack) I suppose you didn't leave your latch-key in the door?


Jack:
 (sullenly) Yes, I did.


Barthwick:
 Good heavens! What next?


Mrs Barthwick:
 I'm certain you never let that man into the house, Jack, it's a wild invention. I'm sure there's not a word of truth in it, Mr Roper.


Roper:
 (very suddenly) Where did you sleep last night?


Jack:
 (promptly) On the sofa, there— (hesitating) —that is—I—


Barthwick:
 On the sofa? D' you mean to say you didn't go to bed?


Jack:
 (sullenly) No.


Barthwick:
 If you don't remember anything, how can you remember that?


Jack:
 Because I woke up there in the morning.


Mrs Barthwick:
 Oh, Jack!


Barthwick:
 Good Gracious!


Jack:
 And Mrs Jones saw me. I wish you wouldn't bait me so.


Roper:
 Do you remember giving any one a drink?


Jack:
 By Jove, I do seem to remember a fellow with—a fellow with (He looks at Roper.) I say, d' you want me—?


Roper:
 (quick as lightning) With a dirty face?


Jack:
 (with illumination) I do—I distinctly remember his—

(Barthwick moves abruptly; Mrs Barthwick looks at Roper angrily, and touches her son's arm.)


Mrs Barthwick:
 You don't remember, it's ridiculous! I don't believe the man was ever here at all.


Barthwick:
 You must speak the truth, if it is the truth. But if you do remember such a dirty business, I shall wash my hands of you altogether.


Jack:
 (glaring at them) Well, what the devil—


Mrs Barthwick:
 Jack!


Jack:
 Well, Mother, I—I don't know what you do want.


Mrs Barthwick:
 We want you to speak the truth and say you never let this low man into the house.


Barthwick:
 Of course if you think that you really gave this man whisky in that disgraceful way, and let him see what you'd been doing, and were in such a disgusting condition that you don't remember a word of it—


Roper:
 (quick) I've no memory myself—never had.


Barthwick:
 (desperately) I don't know what you're to say.


Roper:
 (to Jack) Say nothing at all! Don't put yourself in a false position. The man stole the things or the woman stole the things, you had nothing to do with it. You were asleep on the sofa.


Mrs Barthwick:
 Your leaving the latch-key in the door was quite bad enough, there's no need to mention anything else, (touching his forehead softly) My dear, how hot your head is!


Jack:
 But I want to know what I'm to do. (passionately) I won't be badgered like this.

(Mrs Barthwick recoils from him)


Roper:
 (very quickly) You forget all about it. You were asleep.


Jack:
 Must I go down to the Court tomorrow?


Roper:
 (shaking his head) No.


Barthwick:
 (in a relieved voice) Is that so?


Roper:
 Yes.


Barthwick:
 But you'll go, Roper.


Roper:
 Yes.


Jack:
 (with wan cheerfulness) Thanks, awfully! So long as I don't have to go. (putting his hand up to his head) I think if you'll excuse me—I've had a most beastly day. (He looks from his father to his mother.)


Mrs Barthwick:
 (turning quickly) Goodnight, my boy.


Jack:
 Good-night, Mother.

(He goes out. Mrs Barthwick heaves a sigh. There is a silence.)


Barthwick:
 He gets off too easily. But for my money that woman would have prosecuted him.


Roper:
 You find money useful.


Barthwick:
 I've my doubts whether we ought to hide 'the truth—


Roper:
 There'll be a remand.


Barthwick:
 What! D' you mean he'll have to appear on the remand.


Roper:
 Yes.


Barthwick:
 H'm, I thought you'd be able to—Look here, Roper, you must keep that purse out of the papers.

(Roper fixes his little eyes on him and nods.)


Mrs Barthwick:
 Mr Roper, don't you think the magistrate ought to be told what sort of people these Jones's are; I mean about their immorality before they were married. I don't know if John told you.


Roper:
 Afraid it's not material.


Mrs Barthwick:
 Not material?


Roper:
 Purely private life! May have happened to the magistrate.


Barthwick:
 (with a movement as if to shift a burden) Then you'll take the thing into your hands?


Roper:
 If the gods are kind. (He holds his hand out)


Barthwick:
 (shaking it dubiously) Kind eh? What? You going?


Roper:
 Yes. I've another case, something like yours—most unexpected.

(He bows to Mrs Barthwick, and goes out, followed by Barthwick, talking to the last. Mrs Barthwick at the table bursts into smothered sobs. Barthwick returns.)


Barthwick:
 (to himself) There'll be a scandal!


Mrs Barthwick:
 (disguising her grief at once) I simply can't imagine what Roper means by making a joke of a thing like that!


Barthwick:
 (staring strangely) You! You can't imagine anything! You've no more imagination than a fly!


Mrs Barthwick:
 (angrily) You dare to tell me that I have no imagination.


Barthwick:
 (flustered) I—I'm upset. From beginning to end, the whole thing has been utterly against my principles.


Mrs Barthwick:
 Rubbish! You haven't any! Your principles are nothing in the world but sheer fright!


Barthwick:
 (walking to the window) I've never been frightened in my life. You heard what Roper said. It's enough to upset one when a thing like this happens. Everything one says and does seems to turn in one's mouth—it's—it's uncanny. It's not the sort of thing I've been accustomed to. (As though stifling, he throws the window open. The faint sobbing of a child comes in.) What's that?

(They listen)


Mrs Barthwick:
 (sharply) I can't stand that crying. I must send Marlow to stop it. My nerves are all on edge
 . (She rings the bell.)


Barthwick:
 I'll shut the window; you'll hear nothing. (He shuts the window. There is silence.)


Mrs Barthwick:
 (sharply) That's no good! It's on my nerves. Nothing upsets me like a child's crying. (Marlow comes in) What's that noise of crying, Marlow? It sounds like a child.


Barthwick:
 It is a child. I can see it against the railings.


Marlow:
 (opening the window, and looking out quietly) It's Mrs Jones's little boy, ma'am; he came here after his mother.


Mrs Barthwick:
 (moving quickly to the window) Poor little chap! John, we oughtn't to go on with this!


Barthwick:
 (sitting heavily in a chair) Ah! but it's out of our hands!

(Mrs Barthwick turns her back to the window. There is an expression of distress
 on hey face. She stands motionless, compressing her lips. The crying begins again. Barthwick conveys his ears with his hands, and Marlow shuts the window. The crying ceases)

(The curtain falls)

第二场

当天晚上，巴塞威克家的餐室。巴塞威克一家坐着吃甜点。


巴塞威克夫人：
 约翰！（干果的碎裂声击破了寂静）约翰！


巴塞威克：
 我希望你说，那些干果不能吃。（他放了一个到嘴里）


巴塞威克夫人：
 现在不是季节。我拜访过郝利如德家了。（巴塞威克往酒杯里倒了些波尔图葡萄酒）


杰克：
 干果给我，爸爸。

（巴塞威克递过干果，他的举动带着思考的意味）


巴塞威克夫人：
 郝利如德夫人现在可强硬了，我已经注意了好长一段时间了。


巴塞威克：
 （阴沉的）强硬？（他拿起干果，带着明显的快活劲儿）郝利如德家在仆人问题上遇到了麻烦，不是吗？


杰克：
 干果给我，爸爸。


巴塞威克：
 （递过干果）都上报纸了。厨子，是吧？


巴塞威克夫人：
 不，是夫人的女仆。我和郝利如德夫人谈过这事儿了。那女孩的情人经常来找她。


巴塞威克：
 （不安地）我不确定他们是否明智——


巴塞威克夫人：
 我亲爱的约翰，你在说什么呢？怎么可能还有其他选择呢？想想这对其他仆人的影响吧！


巴塞威克：
 当然这是原则——我不是在想那个。


杰克：
 （蓄意地）干果，爸爸。

（巴塞威克不得不递给他干果）


巴塞威克夫人：
 郝夫人告诉我：“我叫她上楼来，”她说：“我对她说，‘你立刻离开我家；你做了不光彩的事。我不能说，不知道也不想知道你最近都做了什么。我出于原则让你走；你不必为了一个家伙来我这儿。’那女孩说：‘如果没有任何理由的话，夫人，我坚持要一个月的工资。我是个体面的人，没做任何亏心事。’”——没做亏心事？！


巴塞威克：
 哼！


巴塞威克夫人：
 仆人们有太多权限了。他们老是混在一起而你永远不知道他们在想些什么；就好像他们都在搞阴谋诡计就是不让你知道。马洛也一样，感觉他不会让你明白他的心。我恨那种私密，它毁了所有的信任。有时我真想除了他。


杰克：
 马洛是个很体面的家伙。每个人都知道你的事，这真糟透了。


巴塞威克夫人：
 下层阶级都是这样。你简直不知道他们什么时候说真话。我今天离开郝家去购物，一个无业者走上来跟我搭话。我想我和那群行尸走肉该有二十码左右远吧，可他突然当街冒了出来。


巴塞威克：
 啊！这个年头你可要小心和你说话的人呐。


巴塞威克夫人：
 我当然不会理他。但我一眼就看出他没说真话。


巴塞威克：
 （咬干果）有个好办法，看他们的眼睛。


杰克：
 干果，爸爸。


巴塞威克：
 （递干果）如果他们的眼睛坦率直接，我有时会给他们六便士。这违背了我的原则，但有时很难拒绝。如果你看见他们极度渴望，愚笨又躲躲闪闪，大多数人都是这样，这必然意味着酗酒，犯罪、或其他令人不满的事。


巴塞克夫人：
 那男人的眼睛真可怕。看起来他好像要杀人。“我今天没得吃，”他说。就像这样。


巴塞威克：
 威廉在忙什么？他本该在这儿候着。


杰克：
 （举着酒杯凑到鼻前）这是六三年的吗，爸爸？

（巴塞威克，把酒杯抬到眼前，放低，在鼻子前一过）


巴塞威克夫人：
 我恨人们说谎话。（父子俩在酒杯后交换了一个眼神）说真话和说假话一样容易。我总觉得那太容易了。分辨什么是真的几乎不可能了；人总觉得好像不断受骗。


巴塞威克：
 （以醒世格言的语气）下层人的敌人是他们自己。只要他们信任我们，情况就会好得多。


巴塞威克夫人：
 但即使那样也多半是他们自己的错。想想早上那个琼斯太太吧。


巴塞威克：
 我只想在这件事上讨个公道。我下午见了罗珀。我向他提了这事，他晚上来。这事儿全看侦探怎么说。我有我的疑问，我一直在思考这事。


巴塞威克夫人：
 那女人给我的印象非常不好。她好像没有羞耻感。她说的那事——她和那男人年轻时，太不道德了！而且还在你和杰克面前说！我真该把她撵出去！


巴塞威克：
 哦！我不想为他们辩解，但看看这些事，有时必须考虑到——


巴塞威克夫人：
 也许你认为那男人的老板不该解雇他？


巴塞威克：
 当然不是，这不是我的疑问所在。我问我自己的是——


杰克：
 爸爸，请把波尔图递给我。


巴塞威克：
 （将玻璃瓶递过来，模仿太阳的东升西落）我在问自己，我们在雇佣这些人之前，对他们是否进行了足够详细地询问，尤其是在道德行为方面。


杰克：
 请把波尔图给我，妈妈！


巴塞成克夫人：
 （递酒）我的好儿子，你是不是喝得太多了？（杰克给自己倒酒）


马洛：
 （进来）斯诺侦探要见你，先生。


巴塞威克：
 （不安地）啊！告诉他我等会见他。


巴塞威克夫人：
 （一动不动地）让他到这里来，马洛。

（斯诺进来，身着大衣，手里拿着圆顶高帽）


巴塞威克：
 （半起）哦！晚上好！


斯诺：
 晚上好，先生；晚上好，夫人。我前来拜访并汇报我所做的事。恐怕晚了一点——另一个案子耽误了我。（他从口袋里取出银匣子，这在巴塞威克家人中引起了轰动）我想，这是一模一样的物件吧。


巴塞威克：
 不错，当然。


斯诺：
 上面有您的纹章和花押字，正如您所说的，先生。在这件事上我毫不犹豫。


巴塞威克：
 好极了。您要喝一杯（他扫了一眼所剩无几的波尔图）——呃，雪利酒——（倒雪利酒）杰克，把这个拿给斯诺先生。

（杰克站起来，把酒杯递给斯诺；然后，懒散地依靠在椅子上，用困倦的眼神打量着他。）


斯诺：
 （喝完酒，放下玻璃杯）见过您后我就去了那女人的住所，先生。那是个下层人的社区，于是我想最好留一个警察在下面——事实证明，没有他还真不行。


巴塞威克：
 果真如此！


斯诺：
 是的，先生，我还遇到了一些麻烦。我要求她解释这东西的来历。她答不上来，只是否认偷窃；于是我决定拘留她；然后她丈夫找我麻烦，所以我不得不把他也带走，因为他袭警。在到局里的路上他非常暴力——非常、非常暴力——威胁您和您的儿子，总之他可是个大麻烦，这一点我可以告诉您。


巴塞威克夫人：
 他一定是个十足的暴徒。


斯诺：
 是的，夫人，非常粗鲁的家伙。


杰克：
 （吮吸着酒，乐了）揍那乞丐的头。


斯诺：
 依我看，喝酒成性，先生。


巴塞威克夫人：
 我们希望他将受到严厉的惩罚。


斯诺：
 奇怪的是，先生，他坚持说是他自己拿了那匣子。


巴塞威克：
 自己拿了匣子？（他笑了）他认为那样说有什么好处？


斯诺：
 他说您的公子那天晚上喝得烂醉如泥。

（杰克不再咬干果，看着斯诺）

（巴塞威克的笑容消失了，放下了酒杯；然后是寂静——斯诺，看了看大伙，说道，他让他进屋，给他威士忌；然后在肚子空空的情况下，他说他拿了那个匣子）


巴塞威克夫人：
 无耻的暴徒！


巴塞威克：
 你是说他——嗯——明天会提出这个？


斯诺：
 那是他的事，先生；但是他是否会竭力包庇他妻子，或者（他看着杰克）这其中有隐情，那得由执法官说了算。


巴塞威克夫人：
 （傲慢地）有隐情？我真是搞不懂你，难道我的儿子会把那样一个人领到家里来吗？


巴塞威克：
 （从火炉边，竭力保持镇静）毫无疑问，我的儿子可以为自己辩护。喏，杰克，你怎么说？


巴塞威克夫人：
 （尖锐地）他怎么说？理所当然，他说的整个故事都是废话。


杰克：
 （窘迫地）哦，当然，我——当然，我对此一无所知。


巴塞威克夫人：
 我可真没想到！（对斯诺）那暴徒真是胆大妄为！


巴塞威克：
 （忍住没有跳起来）但是依我儿子所说的来看，没有什么——无稽之谈——还有必要对这个人继续追究下去吗？


斯诺：
 我们必须指控他袭警，先生。最好你的儿子也去一趟法院。毫无疑问，会有还押候审。怪事是还在他身上发现—小笔钱，和一个深红色的丝制钱包。（巴塞威克吃了一惊；杰克站起身，然后又坐下）我想夫人没掉钱包吧？


巴塞威克：
 （急切地）哦，没有！哦，没有！


杰克：
 绝对没有！


巴塞威克夫人：
 （恍惚地）没有！（对斯诺）我一直在追问仆人们。这个人常在我家周围转悠。如果判他个长长的刑期，我会觉得安全得多；我认为我们应当被保护，不受这些暴徒的侵犯。


巴塞威克：
 是，是的，当然，原则上是的，但这件事还有许多其他方面要考虑。（对斯诺）我想，如你所说，这个人必须被起诉，嗯？


斯诺：
 这是毫无疑问的，先生。


巴塞威克：
 （阴郁地盯着杰克）这项诉讼违背了我的本性。我对穷人抱有极大的同情心。站在这一立场上，我必然体会得到他们的苦痛。人民的条件亟待提高。你能懂吗？我希望你能理解我为什么要撤诉。


巴塞威克夫人：
 （尖锐地）约翰！这对其他人太不公平了！私人财产将完全被那些觊觎者所摆布。


巴塞威克：
 （试图在一边对她使眼色）我丝毫没有要保护他的意思，我是在全面看待这一问题。


巴塞威克夫人：
 废话，约翰！做事要当其时。


斯诺：
 （相当讥讽的）我必须指出，先生，撤回诉讼并不能改变什么，因为真相总要大白（他意味深长地看着杰克）至于袭警的指控，如我所说，还将继续。


巴塞威克：
 （着急地）正是，哦！完全对！这完全是就那女人而言——完全是我个人的感情。


斯诺：
 如果我是你，先生，我就让事情顺其自然。不会太难的，这些事很快就会解决。


巴塞威克：
 （怀疑地）你这样认为——你真这样认为吗？


杰克：
 （振奋起来）我说，我得向什么发誓吗？


斯诺：
 那你自己最清楚不过了，先生。（退向门口）最好请个律师，先生，以防任何可能发生的状况。我们还要让管家验明失物，所以不得不告辞，今晚我时间有点紧。过了十一点，案子就会来。晚安，先生；晚安，夫人。明天开庭我还要呈交这匣子，所以原谅我，先生，我还是要带走它。

（他稍稍鞠了一躬，带走了匣子）

（巴塞威克起身跟着他，然后在衣服下摆猛地甩手，绝望地说着什么）


巴塞威克：
 我真希望你能让我自己处理事情。你一无所知却要横加干涉。看你把事情弄得一团乱！


巴塞威克夫人：
 （冷漠地）我真不知道你在说什么。如果你不能维护你的权利，我可以！我没有耐心听你的原则，全是废话。


巴塞威克：
 原则！天哪！出于善心，这和原则有什么关系？你根本不知道杰克昨晚喝醉了！


杰克：
 爸爸！


巴塞威克夫人：
 （惊讶地起身）杰克！


杰克：
 听着，妈妈——我吃了晚饭，每个人都是。我想说——你知道我的意思——把那叫醉了真是太荒唐了。在牛津大家时不时都会多喝点——


巴塞威克夫人：
 哦，我想这太可怕了！这就是你在牛津做的？


杰克：
 （生气地）好啊，那你为什么送我去那儿？其他人怎么做你就得跟着。真是荒唐，我是指，这也能叫醉？当然我非常抱歉，今天一整天我都头痛极了。


巴塞威克：
 切！你要是知道礼仪的话，就该记得你进来时发生了什么。这样我们就知道那家伙话里的真相了——而现在，全蒙在鼓里，可恶。


杰克：
 （瞪眼，好像想起点什么）我就是拿了个——然后——不见了——


巴塞威克夫人：
 哦！杰克！你是说你醉成那样，竟什么也不记得——


杰克：
 听着，妈妈！我当然记得，我回来——我一定已经回来——


巴塞威克：
 （毫无防范的，走来走去）切——还有那可恨的钱包！天哪！会上报纸的。谁知道会发生这种事？早知道就是丢一打银匣子也一声不吭了。（对他妻子）都是你做的。从开始我就告诉你。我真希望罗珀能来一趟！


巴塞威克夫人：
 （尖锐地）我真不知道你在说什么，约翰。


巴塞威克：
 （对着她）不知道，你——你——你什么也不知道！（尖锐地）见鬼，罗珀去哪了？他要能找到这事的解决办法，那就是我低估他了。所有人都没有办法，我也一样。


杰克：
 喂，别激动，爸爸——我只要说我实在太累了，什么也记不得，只知道一回来（声音快听不见）就像往常一样睡了。


巴塞威克：
 睡了？谁知道你去了哪里——我再也不信任你了。我知道你睡在地板上。


杰克：
 （义愤地）我没有。我睡在——


巴塞威克：
 （坐在沙发上）谁管你睡在哪儿；这有什么用？如果他提到那——那——？真是丢人现眼！


巴塞威克夫人：
 什么？（沉默）我坚持要知道。


杰克：
 哦。没什么。


巴塞威克夫人：
 没什么？你说没什么是什么意思，杰克？那就是为什么你父亲弄成这样！


杰克：
 只是我的钱包。


巴塞威克夫人：
 你的钱包！你绝对知道你没有钱包。


杰克：
 是这样，是别人的——这是个玩笑——我可不想要那东西。


巴塞威克夫人：
 你是说你拿了别人的钱包，然后这个人也拿了？


巴塞威克：
 切！当然他也拿了！一个琼斯那样的人会对此大做文章的。这事会上报纸的。


巴塞威克夫人：
 我不懂，你们到底急什么？（俯身到杰克身边，温柔地）杰克，现在告诉我，亲爱的！别害怕。怎么了，说！


杰克：
 哦，别，妈妈！


巴塞威克夫人：
 别什么，亲爱的？


杰克：
 只是闹着玩。我不知道我怎么拿到那个。当然我吵了架——我不知道我在做什么——我是——我是——啊，你知道——我—定是从她手里抢了包。


巴塞威克夫人：
 从她手里？谁手里？什么包——谁的包？


杰克：
 哦，我不知道——她的包——它是——（绝望地提高嗓门）一个女人的。


巴塞威克夫人：
 一个女人？哦，杰克！不！


杰克：
 （跳起来）是你要听的。我本不想告诉你。这不是我的错。

（门开了，马洛领进个中年男人，他已开始发福，穿晚礼服。他面色红润，有点八髭须，黑色的，很快转动着小眼睛。眉毛像中国人）


马洛：
 罗珀先生来了。（他退出）


罗珀：
 （迅速向四周扫了一遍）您好！

（但杰克和巴塞威克夫人都无动于衷）


巴塞威克：
 （急忙地）谢天谢地，您来了，罗珀。你记得我下午对你说的吧；侦探刚刚来过了。


罗珀：
 拿到匣子了？


巴塞威克：
 是的，是，但是听着，根本不是那个女仆；是她那酗酒的、游手好闲的丈夫干的——他说那小子（他朝杰克甩起手，杰克一缩肩，好像要躲开那一下）昨晚让他进的屋子。你能想象这样的事吗？

（罗珀笑了）


巴塞威克：
 （激动地强调）这可不是笑的事，罗珀。我也对你说了杰克的事——你该知道那畜生拿了两样东西——那个可恨的钱包。这事儿会上报纸的。


罗珀：
 （挑挑眉头）唔！那钱包！高层生活的堕落！您儿子怎么说的？


巴塞威克：
 他什么都不记得。见鬼！你见过这样的乱局吗？这事会上报纸的。


巴塞威克夫人：
 （手遮在眼前）哦！不是那样——

（巴塞威克和罗珀转身看她）


巴塞威克：
 那是那个女人的想法——她才听说——（罗珀点头，巴塞威克夫人，咬着嘴唇，慢慢地看了杰克一眼，坐在了桌旁）究竟该怎么办，罗珀？像琼斯那样的暴徒会利用钱包的事尽可能地敲诈我们。


巴塞威克夫人：
 我不相信杰克拿了那钱包。


巴塞威克：
 什么——今天早上什么时候那女人来要过钱包？


巴塞威克夫人：
 在这儿？她有脸来？怎么不告诉我？

（她环望四周每个人的脸——没人答话——说话暂停）


巴塞威克：
 （突然地）该怎么办，罗珀？


罗珀：
 （平静地对杰克）我想你没把门闩钥匙留在门上吧？


杰克：
 （阴沉地）是的，我丢在那了。


巴塞威克：
 天哪！下一步干了什么？


巴塞威克夫人：
 我确定你没让那人进来，杰克，这太疯狂了。我确信这里面没有真相，罗珀先生。


罗珀：
 （非常突然地）你昨晚在哪儿睡的？


杰克：
 （很快地）在沙发上，那里——（犹豫着）——那是——我——


巴塞威克：
 在沙发上？你是说你没上床？


杰克：
 （阴郁地）没有。


巴塞威克：
 如果你什么也记不得，你怎么记得那个？


杰克：
 因为我早上醒来时，在那里。


巴塞威克夫人：
 哦。杰克！


巴塞威克：
 上帝啊！


杰克：
 琼斯太太看见我了。我希望你们别这样折磨我。


罗珀：
 你可记得，请谁喝过一杯？


杰克：
 看在上帝的份上，我确实记得一个家伙——一个家伙——（他看着罗珀）我说，你是要我——？


罗珀：
 （闪电般快地）脸很脏？


杰克：
 （得了提示般）我是——我清楚记得他的——

（巴塞威克猛地一动，他的夫人怒气冲冲地看着罗珀，并碰了一下她儿子的胳膊）


巴塞威克夫人：
 你不记得了，这太荒唐了！我根本不相信这个人曾经在这儿。


巴塞威克：
 你必须说出事实，如果它是事实。但如果你真的记得这样一件肮脏的事，我就再也不管你了。


杰克：
 （瞪着他们）好，见鬼去吧——


巴塞威克夫人：
 杰克！


杰克：
 哦，妈妈，我——我不知道你们到底要什么。


巴塞威克夫人：
 我们想要你说实话，另外，再也不要将这个身份低下的人带回家。


巴塞威克：
 当然，如果你真的认为你如此不光彩地给了那男人威士忌，还让他看见你做了什么，而且在那样—个可耻的情景下，你什么也不记得了——


罗珀：
 （很快地）我自己也没记性，从来没有。


巴塞威克：
 （气极地）我不知道你想要说什么。


罗珀：
 （对杰克）什么也别说！别把你自己置于不利的处境。偷东西的男人和女人和你毫无关系。你在沙发上睡着了。


巴塞威克夫人：
 把钥匙留在门上真是糟透了，其他什么事也别提。（轻拂他的前额）我亲爱的，你的头烫极了！


杰克：
 可我想知道该怎么做。（激烈地）我不想被这样兜来兜去。

（巴塞威克夫人离开他）


罗珀：
 （非常快地）把这些都忘了。那会儿你睡着了。


杰克：
 我明天非得去法院吗？


罗珀：
 （摇头）不必。


巴塞威克：
 （如释重负地）真是这样吗？


罗珀：
 是的。


巴塞威克：
 但是你得去，罗珀。


罗珀：
 是的。


杰克：
 （脸色苍白，快乐起来）太谢谢了，只要我不用去。（把手放在头上）我想我该走了，今天太糟了。（他看看爸爸，又看看妈妈）


巴塞威克夫人：
 （很快转身）晚安，孩子。


杰克：
 晚安，妈妈。

（他出去，巴塞威克夫人叹了口气。沉默）


巴塞威克：
 他倒轻松脱身了。要不是我的钱，那女人早就起诉他了。


罗珀：
 钱总是有用的。


巴塞威克：
 我疑惑我们是否该隐瞒事实——


罗珀：
 还是会有还押候审。


巴塞威克：
 什么？你是说他还得出庭！


罗珀：
 是的。


巴塞威克：
 哼，我原以为你能——听着，罗珀，你绝对不能让钱包上报纸。

（罗珀用小眼睛看着他并点了点头）


巴塞威克夫人：
 罗珀先生，你不觉得应当告知执法官琼斯是什么样的人；我是说他们婚前的不道德行为。我不知道是否约翰告诉过你。


罗珀：
 恐怕不是物质方面的。


巴塞威克夫人：
 不是物质方面的？


罗珀：
 纯粹的私生活！执法官自己也可能有这样的事。


巴塞威克：
 （有一刻像是在卸掉重负）这么说你全权负责此事了？


罗珀：
 如果上帝够仁慈的话。（他伸出手）


巴塞威克：
 （怀疑地和他握手）仁慈？什么？你要走？


罗珀：
 是的，还有个案子，和你们的一样，完全料不到。

（他向巴塞威克夫人鞠躬，走出去，巴塞威克随后，跟他说着什么。桌边的巴塞威克夫人抑制不住啜泣，巴塞威克回来）


巴塞威克：
 （自语）将会有一桩丑闻。


巴塞威克夫人：
 （立刻掩饰住悲伤）我真是不能想象罗珀竟拿这种事情开玩笑！


巴塞威克：
 （盯着她，眼神怪异）你！你什么也想象不了！你的想象力还不如一只苍蝇！


巴塞威克夫人：
 （发怒）你竟敢说我没有想象力？！


巴塞威克：
 （激动地）我——我很不安。从头到尾，整件事都违背了我的原则。


巴塞威克夫人：
 废话！你有什么原则！除了害怕，你什么原则也没有！


巴塞威克：
 （走到窗前）我一生从未害怕过。你听见罗珀说的了吧，遇上这事足够令人不安了。一个人说的和做的都是为了他的嘴——这——这真不可思议。不是我所习惯的那种事。（觉得闷，他推开窗，隐约有小孩哭声传入）那是什么？

（他们倾听）


巴塞威克夫人：
 （尖锐地）我受不了那哭声，让马洛去制止他们。我神经要崩溃了。（她按了铃）


巴塞威克：
 我关上窗你就听不见了。（他关窗，安静）


巴塞威克夫人：
 （尖锐地）没用！吵了我神经，没有什么比小孩哭更让我烦。（马洛进来）那是什么噪音，马洛？听起来像孩子。


巴塞威克：
 是个小孩，我看见他在栏杆那儿。


马洛：
 （打开窗，无声地向外看）那是琼斯太太的小儿子，夫人；他来找他妈妈。


巴塞威克夫人：
 （很快走到窗前）可怜的小子！约翰，我们不该再继续了！


巴塞威克：
 （沉沉地坐在椅子上）唉！但现在已失去控制了。

（巴塞威克夫人背对窗户，脸上愁云密布，她站着不动，咬着唇。哭声又起。巴塞威克以手掩耳。于是马洛关窗。哭声停）

（幕落）
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核心单词

conspiracy [kən'spirəsi] n
 . 阴谋；谋叛；共谋

dreadful ['dredful] adj
 . 可怕的，令人恐惧的；令人敬畏的

genuine ['dʒenjuin] adj
 . 真的；非伪造的；名副其实的

identical [ai'dentikəl] adj
 . 同一的，完全相同的

distress [dis'tres] n
 . 悲痛，苦恼，忧伤

名句诵读

I hate people that can't speak the truth.

我恨人们说谎话。



If he can see a way out of this he's a better man than I take him for. I defy any one to see a way out of it. I can't.

他要能找到这事的解决办法，那就是我低估他了。所有人都没有办法，我也一样。



My nerves are all on edge.

我的神经要崩溃了。


The Hairy Apes

毛猿
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剧情博览

在这部戏剧中，主人公扬克是一艘远洋轮船上的司炉，以其身强力壮得到了同伴的敬畏而自豪。但有一次遭到一位有钱女人的侮辱，于是便到处寻找他的社会地位，最后只好与动物园的一只大猩猩结为朋友，结果却死在它的大力拥抱之中。剧本表明在冷酷无情的资本主义社会，像扬克这样的工人只能忍受非人的待遇。要想改变这种状况，只会得到更加悲惨的结局。





Scene Ⅶ


SCENE
 　Nearly a month later. An I. W. W. local near the waterfront, showing the interior of a front room on the ground floor, and the street outside. Moonlight on the narrow street, buildings massed in black shadow. The interior of the room, which is general assembly room, office, and reading room, resembles some dingy settlement boys club. A desk and high stool are in one corner. A table with papers, stacks of pamphlets, chairs about it, is at center. The whole is decidedly
 cheap, banal, commonplace and unmysterious as a room could well be. The secretary is perched on the stool making entries in a large ledger. An eye shade casts his face into shadows. Eight or ten men, longshoremen, iron workers, and the like, are grouped about the table. Two are playing checkers. One is writing a letter. Most of them are smoking pipes. A big signboard is on the wall at the rear, "Industrial Workers of the World—Local No. 57."

(Yank Comes down the street outside. He is dressed as in Scene Five.


Secretary:
 (turning around on his stool) What the devil is that—someone knocking? (shouts) Come in, why don't you?


Yank:
 (blurts out) Hello.


Men:
 Hello.


Yank:
 I tought I'd bumped into de wrong dump.


Secretary:
 Maybe you have. Are you a member?


Yank:
 Naw, not yet. That's what I come for—to join.


Secretary:
 That's easy. What's your job—longshore?


Yank:
 Naw. Fireman—stoker on de liners.


Secretary:
 (with satisfaction) Welcome to our city. Glad to know you people are waking up at last. We haven't got many members in your line.


Yank:
 Naw. They're all dead to de woild.


Secretary:
 Well, you can help to wake 'em. What's your name? I'll make out your card.


Yank:
 (confused) Name? Let me think.


Secretary:
 (sharply) Don't you know your own name?


Yank:
 Sure; but I been just Yank for so long—Bob, that's it—Bob Smith.


Secretary:
 (writing) Robert Smith, (fills out the rest of card) Here you are. Cost you half a dollar.


Yank:
 Is dat all—four bits? Dat's easy, (gives the secretary the money)


Secretary:
 (throwing it in drawer) Thanks. Well, make yourself at home. No introductions needed. There's literature on the table. Take some of those pamphlets with you to distribute aboard ship. They may bring results. Sow the seed, only go about it right. Don't get caught and fired. We got plenty out of work. What we need is men who can hold their jobs—and work for us at the same time.


Yank:
 Sure.


Secretary:
 (looking at him—curiously) What did you knock for? Think we had a coon in uniform to open doors?


Yank:
 Naw. I tought it was locked—and dat yuh'd wanter give me the once-over trou a peep-hole or somep'n to see if I was right.


Secretary:
 (alert and suspicious but with an easy laugh) Think we were running a crap game? That door is never locked. What put that in your nut?


Yank:
 (with a knowing grin, convinced that this is all camouflage, a part of the secrecy) Dis burg is full of bulls, ain't it?


Secretary:
 (sharply) What have the cops got to do with us? We're breaking no laws.


Yank:
 (with a knowing wink) Sure. Youse wouldn't for woilds. Sure. I'm wise to dat.


Secretary:
 You seem to be wise to a lot of stuff none of us knows about.


Yank:
 (with another wink) Aw, dat's aw right, see. (then made a bit resentful by the suspicious glances from all sides) Aw, can it! Youse needn't put me trou de toid degree. Can't youse see I belong? Sure! I'm reg'lar. I'll stick, get me? I'll shoot de works for youse. Dat's why I wanted to join in.


Secretary:
 (breezily, feeling him out) That's the right spirit. Only are you sure you understand what you've joined? It's all plain and above board; still, some guys get a wrong slant on us. (sharply) What's your notion of the purpose of the I. W. W.?


Yank:
 Aw, I know all about it.


Secretary:
 (sarcastically) Well, give us some of your valuable information.


Yank:
 (cunningly) I know enough not to speak outa my toin. (then resentfully again) Aw, say! I'm reg'lar. I'm wise to de game. I know yuh got to watch your step with a stranger. For all youse know, I might be a plain-clothes dick, or somep'n, dat's what yuh're tinkin', huh? Aw, forget it! I belong, see? Ask any guy down to de docks if I don't.


Secretary:
 Who said you didn't?


Yank:
 After I'm 'nitiated, I'II show yuh.


Secretary:
 (astounded) Initiated? There's no initiation.


Yank:
 (disappointed) Ain't there no password—no grip nor nothin'?


Secretary:
 What'd you think this is—the Elks—or the Black Hand?


Yank:
 De Elks, hell! De Black Hand, dey're a lot of yellow backstickin' Ginees. Naw. Dis is a man's gang, ain't it?


Secretary:
 You said it! That's why we stand on our two feet in the open. We got no secrets.


Yank:
 (surprised but admiringly) Yuh mean to say yuh always run wide open—like dis?


Secretary:
 Exactly.


Yank:
 Den yuh sure got your noive wit youse!


Secretary:
 (sharply) Just what was it made you want to join us? Come out with that straight.


Yank:
 Yuh call me? Well, I got noive, too! Here's my hand. Yuh wanter blow tings up, don't yuh? Well, dat's me! I belong!


Secretary:
 (with pretended carelessness) You mean change the unequal conditions of society by legitimate
 direct action—or with dynamite?


Yank:
 Dynamite! Blow it offen de oith—steel-all de cages—all de factories, steamers, buildings, jails—de Steel Trust and all dat makes it go.


Secretary:
 So—that's your idea, eh? And did you have any special job in that line you wanted to propose to us. (He makes a sign to the men, who get up cautiously one by one and group behind Yank.)


Yank:
 (boldly) Sure, I'll come out wit it. I'll show youse I'm one of de gang. Dere's dat millionaire guy, Douglas—


Secretary:
 President of the Steel Trust, you mean? Do you want to assassinate him?


Yank:
 Naw, dat don't get yuh nothin'. I mean blow up de factory, de woiks, where he makes de steel. Dat's what I'm after—to blow up de steel, knock all de steel in de woild up to de moon. Dat'II fix tings! (eagerly, with a touch of bravado) I'll do it by me lonesome! I'll show yuh! Tell me where his woiks is, how to git there, all de dope. Gimme de stuff, de old butter—and watch me do de rest! Watch de smoke and see it move! I don't give a damn if dey nab me—long as it's done! I'll solve life for it—and give 'em de laugh! And I'll write her a letter and tell her de hairy ape done it. Dat'll square tings.


Secretary:
 Very interesting. (He gives a signal. The men, huskies all, throw themselves on Yank and before he knows it they have his legs and arms pinioned. But he is too flabber-gasted to make a struggle, anyway. They feel him over for weapons.)


Man:
 No gat, no knife. Shall we give him what's what and put the boots to him?


Secretary:
 No. He isn't worth the trouble we'd get into. He's too stupid. (He comes closer and laughs mockingly in Yank'S face.) Ho-ho! By God, this is the biggest joke they've put up on us yet. Hey, you Joke! Who sent you—Burns or Pinkerton? No, by God, you're such a bonehead. I'll bet you're in the secret service! Well, you dirty spy, you rotten agent provocator, you can go back and tell whatever skunk is paying you blood-money for betraying your brothers that he's wasting his coin. You couldn't catch a cold. And tell him that all he'll ever get on us, or ever has got, is just his own sneaking plots that he's framed up to put us in jail. We are what our manifesto
 says we are, neither more or less—and we'll give him a copy of that any time he calls. And as for you—Oh, hell, what's the use of talking? You're a brainless ape.


Yank:
 (aroused by the word to fierce but futile struggles) What's dat, yuh Sheeny bum, yuh!


Secretary:
 Throw him out, boys. (In spite of his struggles, this is done with gusto and eclat. Propelled by several parting kicks.)


Yank:
 (bitterly) So dem boids don't tink I belong, neider. Aw, to hell wit 'em! Dey're in de wrong pew—de same old bull—soapboxes and Salvation Army—no guts! Cut out an hour offen de job a day and make me happy! Gimme a dollar more a day and make me happy! Tree square a day, and cauliflowers in de front yard—ekal rights—a woman and kids—a lousey vote—and I'm all fixed for Jesus, huh? Aw, hell! What does dat get yuh? Dis ting's in your inside, but it ain't your belly. Feedin' your face—sinkers and coffee—dat don't touch it. It's way down—at de bottom. Yuh can't grab it, and yuh can't stop it. It moves, and everything moves. It stops and de whole woild stops. Dat's me now—I don't tick, see?—I'm a busted Ingersoll, dat's what. Steel was me, and I owned de woild. Now I ain't steel, and de woild owns me. Aw, hell! I can't see—it's all dark, get me? It's all wrong! (He turns a bitter mocking face up like an ape gibbering at the moon.) Say, youse up dere, Man in de Moon, yuh look so wise, gimme de answer, huh? Slip me de inside dope, de information right from de stable—where do I get off at, huh?


A policeman:
 (who has come up the street in time to hear this last—with grim humor) You'll get off at the station, you boob, if you don't get up out of that and keep movin'.


Yank:
 Sure! Lock me up! Put me in a cage! Dat's de on'y answer yuh know. G'wan, lock me up!


Policeman:
 What you been doin'?


Yank:
 Enuf to gimme life for! I was born, see? Sure, dat's de charge. Write it in de blotter. I was born, get me!


Policeman:
 (jocosely) God pity your old woman! But I've no time for kidding. You're soused. I'd run you in but it's too long a walk to the station. Come on now, get up, or I'll fan your ears with this club. Beat it now! (He hauls Yank to his feet)


Yank:
 (in a vague mocking tone) Say, where do I go from here?


Policeman:
 (giving him a push—with a grin, indifferently) Go to hell.



Scene VIII


Scene:
 Twilight of the next day. The monkey house at the Zoo. On the one cage a sign from which the word "gorilla" stands out. The gigantic animal himself is seen squatting on his haunches on a bench in much the same attitude as Rodin's "Thinker." Yank enters from the left. Immediately a chorus of angry chattering and screeching breaks out. The gorilla turns his eyes but makes no sound or move.


Yank:
 (with a hard, bitter laugh) Welcome to your city, huh? Hail, hail, de gang's all here! Say, yuh're some hard-lookin' guy, ain't yuh? I seen lots of tough nuts dat de gang called gorillas, but yuh're de foist real one I ever seen
 . Some chest yuh got, and shoulders, and dem arms and mits! I bet yuh got a punch in eider fist dat'd knock 'em all silly! Sure, I get yuh. Yuh challenge de whole woild, huh
 ? Yuh got what I was sayin' even if yuh muffed de woids
 . And why wouldn't yuh get me? Ain't we both members of de same club—de Hairy Apes? (They stare at each other—a pause—) So yuh're what she seen when she looked at me, de white-faced tart! I was you to her, get me? On'y outa de cage—broke out—free to moider her, see? Sure! Dat's what she tought. She wasn't wise dat I was in a cage, too—worser than yours—sure—a damn sight—'cause you got some chanct to bust loose—but me—(He grows confused.) Aw, hell! It's all wrong, ain't it? (a pause) I s'pose yuh wanter know what I'm doin' here, huh? I been warmin' a bench down to de Batten—ever since last night. Sure. I seen de sun come up. Dat was pretty, too—all red and pink and green. I was lookin' at de skyscrapers—steel—and all de ships comin' in, sailin' out, all over de oith—and dey was steel, too. De sun was warm, dey wasn't no clouds, and dere was a breeze blowin'. Sure, it was great stuff. I got it aw right—what Paddy said about dat bein'de right dope—on'y I couldn't get in it, see? I couldn't belong in dat. It was over my head. And I kept tinkin'—and den I beat it up here to see what youse was like. And I waited till dey was all gone to git yuh alone. Say, how d'yuh feel sittin' in dat pen all de time, havin' to stand for 'em comin 'and starin'at yuh—de white-faced, skinny tarts and de boobs what marry 'em—makin 'fun of yuh, laughin 'at yuh, gittin' scared of yuh—damn 'em! (The gorilla rattles the bars of his cage and snarls. All the other monkeys set up an angry chattering in the darkness. Yank goes on excitedly.) Sure! Dat's de way it hits me, too. On'y yuh're lucky, see? Yuh don't belong wit 'em and yuh know it. But me, I belong wit 'em—but I don't, see? Dey don't belong wit me, dat's what. Get me? Tinkin' is hard—(He passes one hand across his forehead with a painful gesture. The gorilla growls impatiently. Yank goes on gropingly.) It's dis way, what I'm drivin'at. Youse can sit and dope dream in de past, green woods, de jungle and de rest of it. Den yuh belong and dey don't. Den yuh kin laugh at 'em, see? Yuh're de champ of de woild. But me—I ain't got no past to tink in, nor nothin' dat's coming', on'y what's now—and dat don't belong. Sure, you're de best off! Yuh can't tink, can yuh? Yuh can't talk neider. But I kin make a bluff at talkin' and tinkin'—a'most git away wit it—a'most!—and dat's where de joker comes in. (He laughs.) I ain't on oith and I ain't in heaven, get me? I'm in de middle tryin' to separate 'em, takin' all de woist punches from bot' of 'em. Maybe dat's what dey call hell, huh? But you, yuh're at de bottom. You belong! Sure! Yuh're de on'y one in de woild dat does, yuh lucky stiff! (The gorilla growls proudly.) And dat's why dey gotter put yuh in a cage, see? (The gorilla roars angrily.) Sure! Yuh get me. It beats it when you try to tink it or talk it—it's way down—deep—behind—you'n 'me we feel it. Sure! Bot' members of disclub! (He laughs—then in a savage tone.) What de hell! T' hell wit it! A little action, dat's our meat! Dat belongs! Knock 'em down and keep bustin' 'em till dey croaks yuh wit a gat—wit steel! Sure! Are yuh game? Dey've looked at youse, ain't dey—in a cage? Wanter git even? Wanter wind up like a sport 'stead of croakin' slow in dere? (The gorilla roars an emphatic affirmative. Yank goes on with a sort of furious exaltation
 .) Sure! Yuh're reg'lar! Yuh'll stick to de finish! Me and you, huh? —bot' members of this club! We'll put up one last star bout dat'II knock 'em offen deir seats! Dey'II have to make de cages stronger after we're trou! Pardon from de governor! Step out and shake hands! I'll take yuh for a walk down Fif' Avenoo. We'll knock 'em offen de oith and croak wit de band playin'. Come on, Brother. (The gorilla scrambles gingerly out of his cage. Goes to Yank and stands looking at him. Yank keeps his mocking tone—holds out his hand.) Shake-de secret grip of our order. (Something, the tone of mockery, perhaps, suddenly enrages the animal. With a spring he wraps his huge arms around Yank in a murderous hug. There is a crackling snap of crushed ribs—a gasping cry, still mocking, from Yank.) Hey, I didn't say, kiss me. Say—dey oughter match him—wit Zybszko. He got me, aw right. I'm trou. Even him didn't think I belonged, (then, with sudden passionate despair) Christ, where do I get off at? Where do I fit in? (checking himself as suddenly) Aw, what de hell! No squakin', see! No quittin, get me! Croak wit your boots on! (He grabs hold of the bars of the cage and hauls himself painfully to his feet—looks around him bewilderedly—forces a mocking laugh.) In de cage, huh? Ladies and gents, step forward and take a slant at de one and only—(his voice weakening) —one and original—Hairy Ape from de wilds of—(He slips in a heap on the floor and dies. The monkeys set up a chattering, whimpering wail.

第七幕


场景
 　将近一个月之后。靠近岸边的一个世界产联分部，可以见到底层的一间客厅和外面的街道。月光照在窄窄的街道上，高楼形成大片的黑影。客厅的内部，看上去既是会议厅，办公室又是阅览室，有点类似那些简陋邋遢的少年俱乐部。角落处是一张办公桌和一把高凳子。中间还有张桌子，上面是报纸，一摞摞的宣传小册子，旁边是几把椅子。无疑，整个屋子档次很低，平俗，蹩脚而且毫无新意。秘书高坐在凳子上，在一个大账簿上登记着什么。一个眼罩遮住了他的脸。约八或十个人，有码头工人，钢铁工人等人，都围在那张桌子前。两个人在下跳棋，一个人在写信，大多数人在抽烟斗。一个大招牌挂在后面的墙上，“世界产业工人联合会——第57地方分会”。


扬克：
 （从外面的街道走进来。他穿得和第五场里一样。）


秘书：
 （在他的凳子上转过身）那究竟是什么——有人敲门？

（喊）进来啊，为什么不呢？


扬克：
 （脱口说出）好啊。


大家：
 好啊。


扬克：
 我以为我走错了。


秘书：
 也许是错了。你是会员吗？


扬克：
 不，还不是。那就是我为什么来这儿——我要加入。


秘书：
 那容易。你干哪一行——码头上的？


扬克：
 不是，烧火工——在邮轮上烧火。


秘书：
 （满意地）欢迎来到我们社区。很高兴你们这些人终于醒悟过来了。在你们这行里，我们的会员不多。


扬克：
 嗯。他们对世事全都麻木了。


秘书：
 那你倒可以帮着唤醒他们。你叫什么名字？我给你填张卡片。


扬克：
 （困惑）名字？让我想想。


秘书：
 （尖锐地）你连自己的名字都不知道吗？


扬克：
 当然知道，只是他们叫我扬克太久了——罗伯特，对了——罗伯特·史密斯。


秘书：
 （写）罗伯特·史密斯。（填好卡片的其他项）给你。要交半块钱。


扬克：
 就那么多吗——四个十二分半？那容易。（把钱给了秘书）


秘书：
 （把钱扔到抽屉里）谢谢。好了，随便点，不用我介绍了，桌上有文件。带几本小册子去船上发发，那就有效了。撒下种子，但要做得适当，别被抓住给开除了。我们中失业的人太多了。我们要有工作的人——同时又能替我们工作。


扬克：
 当然。


秘书：
 （看着他——好奇地）你为什么敲门呢？不会认为我们这儿有个穿制服的黑鬼给你开门吧？


扬克：
 那倒没有。我以为门是锁着的——你们会从门孔或其他什么地方先大概看看我是不是对路？


秘书：
 （警觉，怀疑地，但却坦然一笑）以为我们是开赌场啊？门从来都不锁的，你怎会有那种念头呢？


扬克：
 （心知肚明地一笑，确信这是一种伪装，是秘密的一部分）这一带条子多，不是吗？


秘书：
 （尖锐地）条子和我们有什么关系啊？我们又没犯法。


扬克：
 （会心一笑）当然，你们不会的。当然，我很清楚。


秘书：
 好像你知道很多我们自己都不知道的事儿。


扬克：
 （又挤挤眼）啊，好啦，我明白。（然后被四面投来的怀疑目光弄得有点气恼）哦，够了！你们别那样看我。难道你们不明白我顶用吗？当然，我是个牢靠的人。我会坚持，懂吗？我会替你们工作——这就是我要加入的原因。


秘书：
 （一边说笑着，一边试探他）这种精神可嘉。但是你确切知道你加入的是什么吗？这里一切都是明明白白可以拿到台面上的；但是有些家伙还是对我们看走了眼。（尖锐地）你认为世界产联的宗旨是什么？


扬克：
 哦，那个我知道的。


秘书：
 （讽刺地）那么，给我们说说你那些宝贵的消息吧。


扬克：
 （狡黠地）我完全明白说话要懂得避讳。（接着忿忿地）啊，我说，我可是个牢靠的人。我清楚这一套。我也知道和陌生人打交道得小心。也许你们认为，我是个便衣探子或什么的，你们就是那样想的，嗯？啊，算了吧！我顶用，明白吗？去码头上随便问问看我行不行。


秘书：
 谁说你不行的？


扬克：
 等我入了会，让你们瞧瞧。


秘书：
 （惊讶地）入会？这里没有入会仪式。


扬克：
 （失望地）难道没有暗号——没有握手式，什么都没有吗？


秘书：
 你认为这是什么？——麋鹿兄弟会——或者黑手党？


扬克：
 麋鹿兄弟会？见鬼！黑手党，不就是一帮背后捅刀子的意大利佬吗？不是，这是个好汉帮，对吧？


秘书：
 叫你说准了！这就是为什么我们能两条腿站得直，因为我们行事光明磊落，没有秘密。


扬克：
 （惊讶但带有佩服地）你是说所有的事情都光明正大——就像这样。


秘书：
 是的。


扬克：
 那你们可都真是有种的汉子！


秘书：
 （尖锐地）快说你为什么要加入我们吧，实话实说。


扬克：
 你说我吗？好吧，我也有种！我来帮忙的。你们不是要搞爆炸吗，嗯？对，交给我！我顶用！


秘书：
 （假装随随便便地）你是说改变不平等的社会条件用合法的直接行动——还是用炸药？


扬克：
 用炸药啊！把它从地球上炸掉——钢铁——所有的笼子——所有的工厂，汽船，楼房，监狱——那个钢铁托拉斯和所有让它转的东西。


秘书：
 哦——那就是你的想法，嗯？那么，在你那一点上还有什么其他特别的活动，可以提点建议给我们的吗？（对其他人使了个眼色，他们一个接一个小心地站起来，聚拢到扬克身后）


扬克：
 （无畏地）当然，我想出来了。我要让你们看看我也是这帮里的。那个家伙，百万富翁，叫道格拉斯的？


秘书：
 你是说，钢铁托拉斯的总经理？你要行刺他吗？


扬克：
 不，那没什么用。我是说炸掉那些工厂、工程，他们炼钢的那些地方。那就是我想干的——炸掉那些钢铁，把那些钢铁都炸到月球上去。那就解决问题啦！（渴求地，带着点虚张声势）我要一个人自己干！我要叫你们瞧瞧！告诉我他的工厂在哪儿，怎么去，还有所有其他事。给我炸药——别光说漂亮话——接下来就看我吧！看看那黑烟，看看他们飞起来！我才不怕他们抓住我——只要做完这事！我能坐一辈子牢——好好地嘲笑他们。我还要给她写封信，告诉她那是毛猿干的。那就扯平了。


秘书：
 非常有意思。（他发了令。那些人，都是壮汉，全身扑压到扬克身上，在他反应过来之前，已把他的手脚都绑缚上了。然而他是这样地目瞪口呆，以至于未做任何反抗。他们在他全身上下搜武器）


那些人：
 没枪，也没刀。我们要告诉他真相再把他赶走吗？


秘书：
 不，他还不值那些个麻烦。他太蠢了。（他凑近些，对着扬克的脸嘲讽地笑着）嗬——嗬，看在上帝的份上，这可是他们和我们开得最大的玩笑。喂，你这开玩笑的，谁叫你来的——彭斯还是平克顿？不，你是个傻蛋，我敢打赌你是秘密机关的人！哼！你这肮脏的特务，你这坏透了的探子，拿了几个钱就出卖弟兄们，不管是谁让你来的，回去告诉那个混账，这是白费钱。你什么也得不到的。还要告诉他，他想要识破我们或者已经识破我们，只不过是他阴谋诡计想把我们投到监狱里。我们就是我们的宣言所说的，不多不少——什么时候他来，我们都能送他一份。至于你嘛——噢，见鬼！跟你说什么呢？你这没脑子的人猿。


扬克：
 （被那个字眼激怒了，激烈而徒劳地挣扎）你说什么，你这犹太流氓，你！


秘书：
 把他扔出去，小子们。（尽管他在挣扎，他们还是吆喝着、兴致勃勃地把他扔了出去，还被踢了几脚。）


扬克：
 （辛酸地）所以连那些家伙也认为我没用。唉，见他们的鬼去！他们站错了地方——还是那老一套——肥皂箱演说和救世军——没种！一天少工作一个钟头，让我快乐吧！一天多给一块钱，让我快乐吧！一天三餐饭，花菜种前院——权利平等——老婆和孩子——一张倒霉的选票——那我就可以等着见上帝啦，呃？哦，见鬼！那能带给你什么？问题是在你内部。不是你的肚子。喂你的嘴——炸面圈和咖啡——那沾不上边。——它在下面——在底部。你抓不住它，也不能叫它停下。它动，一切都跟着动；它停，世界都停下来。现在那就是我——我不想了。懂吗？——我是败了的殷格索尔，就那么回事。我曾经是钢铁，全世界都是我的。现在我不是了，世界控制了我。嗷，见鬼！我不明白——太黑暗了，懂吗？这一切全错了！（他抬起一张苦苦嘲笑着的脸，像一只对着月亮叽里咕噜说话的人猿）我说，你们那月亮上的，你们看起来倒聪明，告诉我答案吧。呃？把那些内幕消息都告诉我吧——我该从哪儿脱身呐，呃？


警察：
 （从街上走过来，刚好听到这最后一句话——带着无情的幽默）你到警察局脱身吧。你这笨蛋，还不学清醒点儿，赶快离开这儿。


扬克：
 不错，把我锁起来！把我关在笼子里！那就是你们的答案？快，把我关起来吧！


警察：
 你犯了什么事？


扬克：
 足够关一辈子了！我生在这人世，明白吗？没错，那就是罪名。记在你的本子上吧。我活在人世了，懂吗？


警察：
 （开玩笑地）上帝怜悯你母亲吧！但我没时间跟你开玩笑。你醉了。如果不是到局里的路太长，我就把你带走了。快点起来吧，不然我就用这棍子扇你耳光了。快滚吧！（他把扬克拖起来）


扬克：
 （模模糊糊的嘲讽口气）我该上哪儿去呢？


警察：
 （推搡了他一下，咧嘴一笑，冷漠地）到地狱去吧。

第八幕


场景
 　第二天黄昏。动物园的猴房。有个笼子上挂了个牌子，上面写着“大猩猩”。那个庞大的动物蹲在个长凳上，样子就像罗丹的“沉思者”。扬克从左上。顿时爆发出一阵愤怒的咯吱声和尖叫声。大猩猩转过眼睛，但没动弹也没作声。


扬克：
 （带着苦涩刺耳的笑）欢迎来到我们社区，呃？好啊，好啊，这一帮全在这儿呢！我说，你看起来真结实啊，不是吗？我见过许多被称为猩猩的硬汉子，但你是我见到第一个真家伙。你的胸脯，肩膀，那胳臂，那手掌，可真都够棒的！我打赌你一拳就能把他们都打倒！当然，我懂你的意思。你在挑战全世界吗？我说的那些你都有，虽然你不会说话。你怎么会不懂我的话呢？我们不都是同一个俱乐部的吗，毛猿俱乐部？（他们互相看着——顿了顿）她看着我时，你就是她看见的，那个白脸婊子！对她来说，我就是你，懂吗？只是在笼子外面——逃出去的——随便就可以弄死她，懂吗？那就是她的想法。她不知道我也在笼子里——比你还悲惨——当然——那个情形——因为你还有机会逃出去——但我呢——（他糊涂了）嗷，见鬼！这都错了，不是吗？（停顿）你是想知道我在这儿干什么，嗯？从昨晚起，我就在巴特里公园那长凳子上躺着。没错，我看见太阳升起来。那真漂亮——全是红的、粉的、绿的。我看着那摩天楼——钢铁——还有那些出来进去的船，到全世界的——它们也是钢的。阳光暖和极了，没有云却有阵小风。当然，那可真不错。我完全懂了——那些是好酒，派迪是对的——只是那时我没明白过来，懂吗？我也不属于那个地方，它罩在我头顶上。于是我—直想——后来我想到要来看看你是什么样的。我等到他们都走了，来单独找你。我说，你觉得在那里面怎么样，忍受那些人来瞪着眼看着你——那些白脸的，骨瘦如柴的婊子和她们的蠢男人——拿你开心，嘲笑你，又被你吓跑？去他们的！（大猩猩摇晃笼子上的栅栏，嗥叫。其他的猿猴在黑暗中发出愤怒的咯吱声。扬克激动得继续着）对，他们就是那样打击我的。但是你很走运，懂吗？你不和他们一伙的，这你知道。可我呢？我就是他们一伙的——但我进不去，懂吗？他们不让我进去，就是那样，懂吗？思考真累啊——（他用一只手擦擦前额，做了个痛苦的手势。大猩猩不耐烦地嗥叫了一声。扬克思索着，继续说）就是这样，这就是我想说的。你可以坐在这儿，梦想着过去，绿树林呀，丛林还有其他的一切。在那儿你顶用，他们却不。这样你就可以嘲笑他们，明白吗？你就是世界冠军。但我呢——我没有过去，也没有将来，只有现在——但是那不顶用。当然，你是最好的！你不能思想，对吧？你也不能说话。但我可以拿话语和思想吓唬人——几乎就能过关——几乎！——但这也就是开玩笑的地方。（他笑）我不在地球上，也不在天堂，懂吗？我在中间试图要分开它们，却受到两方面最惨烈地攻击。也许这就是他们说的地狱，呃？但你呢，你在最底层，你顶用！当然！你是世界上唯一顶用的，你这走运的家伙！（大猩猩傲慢地嗥叫）那就是他们为什么把你关在笼子里，懂吗？（大猩猩愤怒地咆哮）当然，你懂我意思！你想思考，想说出它时，它就不见了——它在下面——很深——背后的什么地方——我和你能感受到。是的！我们都是这个俱乐部的嘛！（他大笑——然后用野蛮的调子）去他妈的！见鬼去吧！要有点行动，那才是我们要的！那样顶用！把他们打倒，摁住他们直到他们用手枪杀死你——用钢铁！不错！你就是个把戏吗？他们那样看着你，不是吗——在笼子里？想报仇吗？想干的像条汉子而不是慢慢地憋死在那儿吗？（大猩猩发出肯定的吼叫，扬克继续着，怒极而后狂喜）当然！你是个硬汉子！你会坚持到最后！我和你，呃？——这个俱乐部的两个成员，我们大干一场，把他们从位置上打下去！我们出去干完后，他们就不得不把笼子建得更牢了。州长给你特赦！出来吧，咱们握握手！我带你逛逛第五大街。我们把他们扔出地球，让他们在乐队伴奏声中死去。过来，兄弟。（大猩猩谨慎小心地走出来。走到扬克面前。站在那儿看着他。扬克还带着他那嘲讽的腔调——伸出手去）握手——按照我们规定的秘密式。（也许是那嘲讽的腔调突然激怒了大猩猩。它一下子跳起来，用那巨大的手臂抱住扬克，死命一搂。骨骼断裂的喀嚓声——一声喘不过气来的叫喊声，扬克仍带着嘲讽）咳，我可没叫你吻我呀。它可以比得上——祖帕斯科嘞。它干倒我了，不错，我完蛋了。连它也认为我不顶用。（接着，强烈的绝望突然爆发）上帝，我该从哪儿脱身？我到底属于哪里？（猛地克制住自己）啊，见鬼！不能妥协，懂吗？不能退缩，明白吗？死也要穿着靴子光荣地死！（他狠抓住笼子的栏杆，痛苦地拖起身子——迷惑地看着周围——勉强地发出嘲讽的一笑）在笼子里，呃？女士们、先生们，向前走一步，看看这唯一的——（他的声音弱下去）——唯一真正的——野毛猿——（他一下子瘫在地上，死了。猴子们发出吱吱咯咯，低低的哀鸣。）
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核心单词

decidedly [diˈsaididli] adv
 . 确定地；断然地；明确地

grin [grin] v
 . 露齿而笑

legitimate [liˈdʒitimit] adj
 . 正当的，合理的

manifesto [ˌmæniˈfestəu] n
 . 宣言；告示

exaltation [ˌegzɔːlˈteiʃən] n
 . 欣喜；提拔；晋升

名句诵读

I seen lots of tough nuts dat de gang called gorillas, but yuh're de foist real one I ever seen.

我见过许多被称为猩猩的硬汉子，但你是我见到第一个真家伙。



Yuh challenge de whole woild, huh? Yuh got what I was sayin' even if yuh muffed de woids.

你在挑战全世界吗？我说的那些你都有，虽然你不会说话。你怎么会不懂我的话呢？我们不都是同一个俱乐部的吗，毛猿俱乐部？


Beauty and the Beast

美女与野兽

[image: ]


剧情博览

这一切都发生在童话王国里……傲慢的王子受到女巫的惩罚，变成了丑陋凶恶的野兽。他扣留了一位前来搭救父亲的勇敢姑娘，想借助她来解除魔法。在与这位美丽而又善良的姑娘的接触中，他发现自己真心爱上了她，而她却在思念着病重的父亲……野兽作出了痛苦的决定：放她去和父亲团聚，自己则要去面对终生为野兽的悲惨命运……





Narrator:

Once upon a time, in a faraway land, a young prince lived in a shining castle. Although he had everything his heart desired, the prince was spoiled, selfish, and unkind. But then, one winter's night, an old beggar woman came to the castle and offered him a single rose in return for shelter from the bitter cold. Repulsed by her haggard appearance, the prince sneered at the gift and turned the old woman away, but she warned him not to be deceived by appearances, for beauty is found within. And when he dismissed her again, the old woman's ugliness melted away to reveal a beautiful enchantress. The prince tried to apologize, but it was too late, for she had seen that there was no love in his heart, and as punishment, she transformed him into a hideous beast, and placed a powerful spell on the castle, and all who lived there. Ashamed of his monstrous form, the beast concealed himself inside his castle, with a magic mirror as his only window to the outside world. The rose she had offered was truly an enchanted rose, which would bloom until his twenty-first year. If he could learn to love another, and earn her love in return by the time the last petal fell, then the spell would be broken. If not, he would be doomed to remain a beast for all time. As the years passed, he fell into despair, and lost all hope, for who could ever learn to love a beast?




Belle:
 Little town, it's a quiet village. Every day, like the one before little town, full of little people waking up to say…


Townsfolk 1:
 Bonjour!


Townsfolk 2:
 Bonjour!


Townsfolk 3:
 Bonjour!


Townsfolk 4:
 Bonjour!


Townsfolk 5:
 Bonjour!


Belle:
 There goes the baker with his tray like always the same old bread and rolls to sell. Every morning just the same, since the morning that we came to this poor provincial town…


Baker:
 Good morning, Belle!


Belle:
 Morning monsieur!


Baker:
 Where are you off to?


Belle:
 The bookshop! I just finished the most wonderful story, about a beanstalk and an ogre and…


Baker:
 (Ignoring her) That's nice…Marie, the baguettes! Hurry up!


Townsfolk:
 Look there she goes, that girl is strange no question dazed and distracted, can't you tell?


Woman1:
 Never part of any crowd.


Barber:
 Cause her head's up on some cloud.


Townsfolk:
 No denying she's a funny girl, that Belle!


Driver:
 Bonjour!


Woman2:
 Good day!


Driver:
 How is your family?


Woman3:
 Bonjour!


Merchant:
 Good day!


Woman3:
 How is your wife?


Woman4:
 I need six eggs!


Man1:
 That's too expensive!


Belle:
 There must be more than this provincial life!

(Belle enters the bookshop)


Bookseller:
 Ah, Belle!


Belle:
 Good morning. I've come to return the book I borrowed.


Bookseller:
 Finished already?


Belle:
 Oh, I couldn't put it down! Have you got anything new?


Bookseller:
 (laughing) Not since yesterday.


Belle:
 That's all right. I'll borrow… this one.


Bookseller:
 That one? But you've read it twice!


Belle:
 Well it's my favorite! Far off places, daring swordfights, magic spells, a prince in disguise!


Bookseller:
 Well, if you like it all that much, it's yours!


Belle:
 But sir!


Bookseller:
 I insist!


Belle:
 Well thank you. Thank you very much!

(leaves bookshop)


Men:
 (sing) Look there she goes

That girl is so peculiar
 !

I wonder if she's feeling well!

With a dreamy far-off look!

And her nose stuck in a book!

What a puzzle to the rest of us is Belle!


Belle:
 Oh! Isn't this amazing! It's my favorite part because you'll see! Here's where she meets Prince Charming. But she won't discover that it's him 'til chapter three!


Woman:
 Now it's no wonder that her name means 'beauty' Her looks have got no parallel!


Man:
 But behind that fair façade, I'm afraid she's rather odd. Very different from the rest of us…


All:
 She's nothing like the rest of us. Yes different from the rest of us is Belle.


Lefou:
 Wow! You didn't miss a shot, Gaston! You're the greatest hunter in the whole world!


Gaston:
 I know!


Lefou:
 Huh. No beast alive stands a chance against you…and no girl for that matter!


Gaston:
 It's true, Lefou, and I've got my sights set on that one! (pointing to Belle)


Lefou:
 The inventor's daughter?


Gaston:
 She's the one! The lucky girl I'm going to marry.


Lefou:
 But she's—


Gaston:
 The most beautiful girl in town.


Lefou:
 I know—but


Gaston:
 And that makes her the best. And don't I deserve the best?


Lefou:
 Well of course, I mean you do, but I mean…


Gaston:
 Right from the moment when I met her, saw her I said she's gorgeous and I fell. Here in town there's only she who is beautiful as me. So I'm making plans to woo and marry Belle.


Bimbettes:
 Look there he goes, isn't he dreamy. Monsieur Gaston, oh he's so cute. Be still my heart, I'm hardly breathing. He's such a tall, dark, strong and handsome brute.


Belle:
 There must be more than this provincial life!


Gaston:
 Just watch I'm going to make Belle my wife!


All:
 Look there she goes a girl who's strange but special. A most peculiar mademoiselle. It's a pity and a sin. She doesn't quite fit in! but she really is a funny girl.

But she really is a funny girl.

A beauty but a funny girl !

She really is a funny girl! That Belle!

Gaston: Hello, Belle.


Belle:
 Bonjour Gaston. Gaston, may I have my book, please?


Gaston:
 How can you read this? There's no pictures!


Belle:
 Well, some people use their imaginations.


Gaston:
 Belle, it's about time you got your head out of those books and paid attention to more important things…like me! The whole town's talking about it. It's not right for a woman to read—soon she starts getting ideas and thinkings.



Belle:
 Gaston, you are positively primeval.


Gaston:
 Why thank you, Belle. Hey, What do you say say you and me take a walk over to the tavern and take a look at my trophies.


Belle:
 Maybe some other time.


Bimbette:
 What's wrong with her? She's crazy! He's gorgeous!


Belle:
 Please, Gaston. I can't. I have to get home and help my father. Good-bye.


Lefou:
 Ha ha ha, that crazy old loon, he need all the help he can get!


Belle:
 Don't you talk about my father that way!


Gaston:
 Yeah, don't talk about her father that way!


Belle:
 My father's not crazy! He's a genius!


Gaston ＆ Lefou:
 Ha Ha Ha Ha Ha.


Belle:
 Papa?


Maurice:
 How on earth did that happen? Doggone it!


Belle:
 Are you all right, Papa?


Maurice:
 I'm about ready to give up on this hunk of junk!


Belle:
 You always say that.


Maurice:
 I mean it, this time. I'll never get this boneheaded contraption to work.


Belle:
 Yes, you will. And you'll win first prize at the fair tomorrow.


Maurice:
 Hmmmph!


Belle:
 …and become a world famous inventor!


Maurice:
 You really believe that?


Belle:
 I always have.


Maurice:
 Well, what are we waiting for. I'll have this thing fixed in no time. Hand me that dog-legged clencher there… So, did you have a good time in town today?


Belle:
 I got a new book. Papa, do you think I'm odd?


Maurice:
 My daughter? Odd? Where would you get an idea like that?


Belle:
 Oh, I don't know. It's just I'm not sure I fit in here. There's no one I can really talk to.


Maurice:
 What about that Gaston? He's a handsome fellow!


Belle:
 He's handsome all right, and rude and conceited and…Oh Papa, he's not for me!


Maurice:
 Well, don't you worry, cause this invention's going to be the start of a new life for us. I think that's done it. Now, let's give it a try.


Belle:
 It works!


Maurice:
 It does? It does!


Belle:
 You did it! You really did it!


Maurice:
 Hitch up Phillipe, girl. I'm off to the fair!


Belle:
 Good bye, Papa! Good luck!


Maurice:
 Good bye, take care while I'm gone!

旁白:

很久很久以前，在一个遥远而又美丽的城堡里住着一个年轻的王子，虽然他拥有了一切他想要的东西，但这个王子却被宠坏了，他的脾气非常暴躁还很自私。在一个寒冷的夜晚，城堡前来了个又冷又饿的老太婆，想要用她的一朵玫瑰花，去跟这个王子换取一个能栖身的地方，王子拒绝了这个衣衫褴褛的老太婆，对于她的礼物，王子很不屑，并且很残忍地要把她赶走，这个老太婆警告王子不要只看外表，内在才是最美丽的根本。王子不理会，又一次凶狠地把她赶走了。突然这个丑陋的老太婆变成了一个非常美丽的女人。王子赶紧向她道歉，但是已经太迟了，因为她发现王子没有一点儿爱心。为了惩罚王子，她把他变成了一只野兽，并对整个城堡以及里面的人下了咒语。巨大而恐怖的野兽羞于他的外表，终日把自己锁在城堡里。他只有一个魔镜，可以看见外界的情形。那个女人留下的玫瑰变成了魔法花，将在王子二十一岁时绽放，如果在最后一片花瓣凋落之前，王子能够学会爱人，而且也有人爱他，那所有的咒语就会解除。否则，他将终生是一头野兽了。时间一天天过去了，他陷入了失望与绝望之中，因为有谁会去爱一只野兽呢？


贝儿：
 小城中依旧安静如昔，每一天生活从不改变。当人们早晨醒来，都会说……


路人1：
 早安。


路人2：
 早上好。


路人3：
 早上好啊。


路人4：
 早安！


路人5：
 早上好！


贝儿：
 你看那面包师傅叫卖的货，永远是面包和奶油圈。自从我们到这里，在这乡村小城中，日子都一样。


面包师傅：
 早安啊贝儿。


贝儿：
 早安啊先生。


面包师傅：
 你这是去哪啊？


贝儿：
 去书店，我刚看完一本好棒的故事书，是关于杰克豆子的……


面包师傅：
 （没听）那不错啊……玛丽，拿面包，快去！


路人们：
 快看那走过来的奇怪女孩儿，她茫然迷惑的眼神，你看不懂。


路人1：
 从不跟人打交道。


面包师傅：
 因为她心中充满幻想。


路人：
 毫不疑问她是个奇怪的女孩儿，那个贝儿。


司机：
 早安！


路人2：
 好啊！


司机：
 代我问候你的家人。


路人3：
 早安。


商人：
 早安。


路人3：
 代我问候您夫人。


路人4：
 我要6个鸡蛋。


路人1：
 那会非常贵的。


贝儿：
 人们的生活不该就这样。

（贝儿走进书店）


书店老板：
 啊，贝儿。


贝儿：
 早安，我把借的书拿来还给您。


书店老板：
 你都看完了？


贝儿：
 哦，我都舍不得停下来，您这有新书吗？


书店老板：
 （笑）昨天以后没有。


贝儿：
 没关系。我就借……恩，这……本。


书店老板：
 这本？你已经看过两遍了。


贝儿：
 哦，我最喜欢这本，有梦幻城堡、有刺激的打斗、还有魔咒和乔装的王子……


书店老板：
 哦，既然你那么喜欢，这本书就是你的了。


贝儿：
 可是，老板……


书店老板：
 我坚持送给你。


贝儿：
 哦，谢谢您，非常非常感谢。

（离开书店）


路人们：
 （唱）看这个过来的与众不同的孤僻女孩儿，她心中是否有快乐。

整天做着白日梦，一头栽在书堆中，一个令人迷惑而又美丽的女孩贝儿。


贝儿：
 哦，多么令我迷惑，这是我最喜欢的故事，看啊，他们在梦里相遇，但她到第3章才发现她爱的人是王子。


路人：
 难怪每个人都叫她美女贝儿，她的相貌无人能及。


路人：
 她虽然拥有令人羡慕的美貌，但个性古怪又孤僻。


路人们：
 那与众不同的古怪女孩贝儿。

（她和我们不一样）


助手：
 哦，加斯顿，你真是百发百中，你真是世界上最棒的猎人。


加斯顿：
 那是当然。


助手：
 嗯没有一只野兽可以从你手上逃走，就连女人也是啊。


加斯顿：
 那是当然。而且我的目标是那个。（指着贝儿）


助手：
 那个发明家的女儿？


加斯顿：
 没错，她就是我决心要娶的那个幸运女孩。


助手：
 但是，她……


加斯顿：
 是全城最美的女孩。


助手：
 我知道，可是……


加斯顿：
 她是最美的，难道我不够资格要最美的吗？


助手：
 当……当然，当然够资格，可是……


加斯顿：
 当我第一眼见到美女贝儿，她美丽而清纯，我就爱上她了。在这小城里，只有她能配得上我，我会让她成为我的新娘。


路人们（女）：
 快看，是他，向我们走来，不是在做梦吧，令人着迷。我心跳加快、不能呼吸，他高大强壮，俘获我的心。


贝儿：
 人们的生活不该就这样。


加斯顿：
 我要让贝儿成为我的新娘……


路人们：
 你看那过来的与众不同的美女，一个最特别的小姐可惜的是她古怪孤僻。但她确实是个古怪的女孩。她确实是一个古怪的女孩，一个美丽特殊又古怪的女孩贝儿真的是个古怪的女孩！


加斯顿：
 嗨，贝儿。


贝儿：
 加斯顿先生。加斯顿，把我的书还给我好吗？


加斯顿：
 你怎么能看这种书啊，连图片都没有。


贝儿：
 哦，有些人看书是全靠想象的。


加斯顿：
 贝儿，你不该整天钻在书堆里，而应该注意一些重要的事情。……比如说我！全城的人都在议论。女人不应该看太多的书啊，不然她就会有思想、有见解了。


贝儿：
 加斯顿，没想到你思想这么原始！


加斯顿：
 哦，谢谢夸奖，贝儿。我们边走边聊吧，走，去客栈看看我的战利品。


贝儿：
 改天再说吧。


路人们（女）：
 她怎么了？她疯了？他多帅啊！


贝儿：
 抱歉，加斯顿，我没空，我要回去帮我父亲的忙，再见。


助手：
 哈哈哈，那个疯狂的老家伙啊，他需要所有人的帮忙才能完成。


贝儿：
 不准这样说我父亲。


加斯顿：
 对，不准你那样说她父亲。


贝儿：
 我父亲不是疯子，他是个天才发明家！


加斯顿和助手：
 哈哈哈哈。




贝儿：
 爸爸？


爸爸：
 怎么会这样呢？真是的！


贝儿：
 您没事吧，爸爸？


爸爸：
 我决定了，我决定放弃这个废物。


贝儿：
 您总这么说。


爸爸：
 我这次是真的决定了，我再也不碰这个东西了。


贝儿：
 不，您会碰的，而且您明天还会在展览会上得第一。


爸爸：
 哼！


贝儿：
 您会成为一个伟大的发明家的。


爸爸：
 你真的这么认为吗？


贝儿：
 我一直都这么认为。


爸爸：
 好，那我们还等什么？我现在得马上修理，时间来不及了。帮我把工具拿来。对了，今天城里好不好玩啊？


贝儿：
 我又借了一本书回来，爸，您觉得我奇怪吗？


爸爸：
 我女儿？怪？你怎么会有这种想法呢？


贝儿：
 哦，我不知道，我总觉得这里不适合我，没有一个人能跟我谈得来。


爸爸：
 那加斯顿呢？他长得很英俊啊！


贝儿：
 他长得是不错，可是又粗俗又自大，而且……唉……爸爸，他不适合我。


爸爸：
 哦，别急，贝儿，这个发明会给我们带来新的生活，大概可以了，来试一下吧。


贝儿：
 成功了！


爸爸：
 成功了？成功了！


贝儿：
 你做到了，您真的成功了。


爸爸：
 姑娘，把马准备好，我要去展览会。


贝儿：
 再见爸爸，祝您好运。


爸爸：
 再见贝儿，我不在家你要小心点儿啊。
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名句诵读

Belle, it's about time you got your head out of those books and paid attention to more important things…like me! The whole town's talking about it. It's not right for a woman to read—soon she starts getting ideas… and thinking.

贝儿，你不该整天钻在书堆里，而应该注意一些重要的事情。……比如说我！全城的人都在议论你，女人不应该看太多的书啊，不然她就会有思想、有见解了。


Waitting for Godot

等待戈多
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剧情博览

《等待戈多》一剧中，两个主人公在等一个叫戈多的人。他们不知道戈多到底是个什么人，也不知道为什么要等他。不过，他们想既然已经在等待了，就说明这件事情一定是有意义的，所以必须一直等下去，哪怕戈多最终不会来。





Act Ⅰ

A country road. A tree.

Evening.

Estragon, sitting on a low mound, is trying to take off his boot. He pulls at it with both hands, panting. He gives up, exhausted, rests, tries again. As before. Enter Vladimir.


Estragon:
 (giving up again) Nothing to be done.


Vladimir:
 (advancing with short, stiff strides, legs wide apart) I'm beginning to come round to that opinion. All my life I've tried to put it from me, saying Vladimir, be reasonable, you haven't yet tried everything. And I resumed the struggle. (He broods, musing on the struggle. Turning to Estragon.) So there you are again.


Estragon:
 Am I?


Vladimir:
 I'm glad to see you back. I thought you were gone forever.


Estragon:
 Me too.


Vladimir:
 Together again at last! We'll have to celebrate this. But how? (He reflects) Get up till I embrace you.


Estragon:
 (irritably) Not now, not now.


Vladimir:
 (hurt, coldly) May one inquire where His Highness spent the night?


Estragon:
 In a ditch.


Vladimir:
 (admiringly) A ditch! Where?


Estragon:
 (without gesture) Over there.


Vladimir:
 And they didn't beat you?


Estragon:
 Beat me? Certainly they beat me.


Vladimir:
 The same lot as usual?


Estragon:
 The same? I don't know.


Vladimir:
 When I think of it… all these years… but for me…where would you be… (decisively) You'd be nothing more than a little heap of bones at the present minute, no doubt about it.


Estragon:
 And what of it?


Vladimir:
 (gloomily) It's too much for one man. (pause, cheerfully) On the other hand what's the good of losing heart now, that's what I say. We should have thought of it a million years ago.


Estragon:
 Ah stop blathering and help me off with this bloody thing.


Vladimir:
 Hand in hand from the top of the Eiffel Tower, among the first. We were respectable in those days. Now it's too late. They wouldn't even let us up. (Estragon tears at his boot) What are you doing?


Estragon:
 Taking off my boot. Did that never happen to you?


Vladimir:
 Boots must be taken off every day, I'm tired telling you that. Why don't you listen to me?


Estragon:
 (feebly) Help me!


Vladimir:
 It hurts?


Estragon:
 (angrily) Hurts! He wants to know if it hurts!


Vladimir:
 (angrily) No one ever suffers but you. I don't count. I'dlike to hear what you'd say if you had what I have.



Estragon:
 It hurts?


Vladimir:
 (angrily) Hurts! He wants to know if it hurts!


Estragon:
 (pointing) You might button it all the same.


Vladimir:
 (stooping) True. (He buttons his fly.) Never neglect the little things of life.


Estragon:
 What do you expect, you always wait till the last moment.


Vladimir:
 (musingly). The last moment… (He meditates) Hope deferred maketh the something sick, who said that?


Estragon:
 Why don't you help me?


Vladimir:
 Sometimes I feel it coming all the same. Then I go all queer. (He takes off his hat, peers inside it, feels about inside it, shakes it, puts it on again. ) How shall I say? Relieved and at the same time… (He searches for the word)… appalled, (with emphasis)AP-PAllED. (He takes off his hat again, peers inside it) Funny. (He knocks on the crown as though to dislodge a foreign body, peersinto it again, puts it on again.) Nothing to be done. (Estragon with a supreme effort succeeds in pulling off his boot. He peers inside it, feels about inside it, turns it upside down, shakes it, looks on the ground to see if anything has fallen out, finds nothing, feels inside it again, staring sightlessly before him.) Well?


Estragon:
 Nothing.


Vladimir:
 Show me.


Estragon:
 There's nothing to show.


Vladimir:
 Try and put it on again.


Estragon:
 (examining his foot) I'll air it for a bit.


Vladimir:
 There's man all over for you, blaming on his boots the faults of his feet.


Estragon:
 What?


Vladimir:
 Suppose we repented.


Estragon:
 Repented what?


Vladimir:
 Oh … (He reflects.) We wouldn't have to go into the details.


Estragon:
 Our being born?

(Vladimir breaks into a hearty laugh which he immediately stifles, his hand pressed to his pubis, his face contorted.)


Vladimir:
 One daren't even augh any more.


Estragon:
 Dreadful privation.


Vladimir:
 Merely smile. (He smiles suddenly from ear toear, keeps smiling, ceases as suddenly.) It's not the same thing.Nothing to be done, (pause) Gogo.


Estragon:
 (irritably) What is it?


Vladimir:
 Did you ever read the Bible?


Estragon:
 The Bible … (He reflects) I must have taken a look at it.


Vladimir:
 Do you remember the Gospels?


Estragon:
 I remember the maps of the Holy Land. Coloured they were. Very pretty. The Dead Sea was pale blue. The very look of it made me thirsty. That's where we'll go, I used to say, that's where we'll go for our honeymoon. We'll swim. We'll be happy.


Vladimir:
 You should have been a poet.


Estragon:
 I was. (gesture towards his rags) Isn't that obvious? (silence)


Vladimir:
 Where was I… How's your foot?


Estragon:
 Swelling visibly.


Vladimir:
 Ah yes, the two thieves. Do you remember the story?


Estragon:
 No.


Vladimir:
 Shall I tell it to you?


Estragon:
 No.


Vladimir:
 It'll pass the time, (pause) Two thieves, crucified at the same time as our Saviour. One?


Estragon:
 Our what?


Vladimir:
 Our Saviour. Two thieves. One is supposed to have been saved and the other… (He searches for the contrary of saved) …damned.


Estragon:
 Saved from what?


Vladimir:
 Hell.


Estragon:
 I'm going. He does not move.


Vladimir:
 And yet… (pause) … how is it his is not boring you I hope? How is it that of the four Evangelists only one speaks of a thief being saved. The four of them were thereabouts? and only one speaks of a thief being saved, (pause) Come on, Didi, return the ball, can't you, once in a while?


Estragon:
 (with exaggerated enthusiasm) I find this really most extraordinarily interesting.


Vladimir:
 One out of four. Of the other three two don't mention any thieves at all and the third says that both of them abused him.


Estragon:
 Who?


Vladimir:
 What?


Estragon:
 What's all this about? Abused who?


Vladimir:
 The Saviour.


Estragon:
 Why?


Vladimir:
 Because he wouldn't save them.


Estragon:
 From hell?


Vladimir:
 Imbecile! From death.


Estragon:
 I thought you said hell.


Vladimir:
 From death, from death.


Estragon:
 Well what of it?


Vladimir:
 Then the two of them must have been damned.


Estragon:
 And why not?


Vladimir:
 But one of the four says that one of the two was saved.


Estragon:
 Well? They don't agree.


Vladimir:
 But all four were there. And only one speaks of a thief being saved. Why believe him rather than the others?


Estragon:
 Who believes 'him?


Vladimir:
 Everybody. It's the only version they know.


Estragon:
 People are bloody ignorant apes.


Vladimir:
 Pah!


Estragon:
 Charming spot. (He turns, advances to front, halts facing auditorium.) Inspiring prospects. (He turns to Vladimir.) Let's go.


Vladimir:
 We can't.


Estragon:
 Why not?


Vladimir:
 We're waiting for Godot.


Estragon:
 (despairingly) Ah! (pause) You're sure it was here?


Vladimir:
 What?


Estragon:
 That we were to wait.


Vladimir:
 He said by the tree. (They look at the tree.) Do you see any others?


Estragon:
 What is it?


Vladimir:
 I don't know. A willow.


Estragon:
 Where are the leaves?


Vladimir:
 It must be dead.


Estragon:
 No more weeping.


Vladimir:
 Or perhaps it's not the season.


Estragon:
 Looks to me more like a bush.


Vladimir:
 A shrub.


Estragon:
 A bush.


Vladimir:
 A? What are you insinuating? That we've come to the wrong place?


Estragon:
 He should be here.


Vladimir:
 He didn't say for sure he'd come.


Estragon:
 And if he doesn't come?


Vladimir:
 We'll come back tomorrow.


Estragon:
 And then the day after tomorrow.


Vladimir:
 Possibly.


Estragon:
 And so on.


Vladimir:
 The point is?


Estragon:
 Until he comes.


Vladimir:
 You're merciless.


Estragon:
 We came here yesterday.


Vladimir:
 Ah no, there you're mistaken.


Estragon:
 What did we do yesterday?


Vladimir:
 What did we do yesterday?


Estragon:
 Yes.


Vladimir:
 Why… (angrily) Nothing is certain when you're about.


Estragon:
 In my opinion we were here.


Vladimir:
 (looking round) You recognize the place?


Estragon:
 I didn't say that.


Vladimir:
 Well?


Estragon:
 That makes no difference.


Vladimir:
 All the same … that tree … (turning towards auditorium) that bog …


Estragon:
 You're sure it was this evening?


Vladimir:
 What?


Estragon:
 That we were to wait.


Vladimir:
 He said Saturday, (pause) I think.


Estragon:
 You think.


Vladimir:
 I must have made a note of it. (He fumbles in his pockets, bursting with miscellaneous rubbish.)


Estragon:
 (very insidious) But what Saturday? And is it Saturday? Is it not rather Sunday? (pause) Or Monday? (pause) Or Friday?


Vladimir:
 (looking wildly about him, as though the date was inscribed in the landscape) It's not possible!


Estragon:
 Or Thursday?


Vladimir:
 What'll we do?


Estragon:
 If he came yesterday and we weren't here you may be sure he won't come again today.



Vladimir:
 But you say we were here yesterday.


Estragon:
 I may be mistaken. Let's stop talking for a minute, do you mind?


Vladimir:
 (feebly) All right.

(Estragon sits down on the mound. Vladimir paces agitatedly to and fro, halting from time to time to gaze into distance off. Estragon falls asleep. Vladimir halts finally before Estragon.) Gogo! … Gogo! …GOGO! (Estragon wakes with a start. )


Estragon:
 (restored to the horror of his situation). I was asleep! (Despairingly.) Why will you never let me sleep?


Vladimir:
 I felt lonely.


Estragon:
 I had a dream.


Vladimir:
 Don't tell me!


Estragon:
 I dreamt that…


Vladimir:
 Don't tell me!


Estragon:
 (gesture toward the universe) This one is enough for you? (silence) It's not nice of you, Didi. Who am I to tell my private nightmares to if I can't tell them to you?



Vladimir:
 Let them remain private. You know I can't bear that.


Estragon:
 (coldly) There are times when I wonder if it wouldn't be better for us to part.


Vladimir:
 You wouldn't go far.


Estragon:
 That would be too bad, really too bad. (pause)Wouldn't it, Didi, be really too bad?

第一幕

乡村小路。一棵树。

黄昏。

爱斯特拉冈坐在一个小土墩上努力脱靴子。他使劲地扯，直喘气，还是没脱下来。他歇了一会，又继续。像以前一样。这时，弗拉季米尔上场。


爱斯特拉冈：
 （又停下来）没辙了。


弗拉季米尔：
 （僵硬地踩着短步，双腿叉开）我要拿定主意了。一辈子我都在对自己说，理智些，弗拉季米尔，你还有好多事没试过！这不，我又投入战斗了（他陷入沉思，琢磨着自己刚刚说的“战斗”二字转向爱斯特拉冈）又是你。


爱斯特拉冈：
 是我？


弗拉季米尔：
 很高兴你来了。我还以为你不会来了。


爱斯特拉冈：
 我也这么想。


弗拉季米尔：
 最后又在一起了！一定要庆祝一下。但是怎么庆祝呢？（他思忖着）站起来，让我抱抱你。


爱斯特拉冈：
 （生气地）不，现在不。


弗拉季米尔：
 （受到伤害，冷冷地）敢问阁下在哪儿过的夜？


爱斯特拉冈：
 沟里。


弗拉季米尔：
 （崇拜地）沟里！哪儿？


爱斯特拉冈：
 （一动不动）那边。


弗拉季米尔：
 那他们没有打你吗？


爱斯特拉冈：
 打我？当然打了！


弗拉季米尔：
 还是一样厉害吗？


爱斯特拉冈：
 一样的？我不知道。


弗拉季米尔：
 我一想到这个……这些年一直……可对我……你又在哪儿……（肯定地）毫无疑问，你不过就是一小堆骨头，就在眼下。


爱斯特拉冈：
 那又怎么样？


弗拉季米尔：
 （沮丧地）对一个人来说，这太沉重了。（停了一下，高兴地）另一方面，现在灰心有什么用呢，这是我说的。这个问题我们早在几百年前就该考虑了。


爱斯特拉冈：
 别胡扯了，帮我把这可恶的靴子扯下来。


弗拉季米尔：
 当年一起爬上艾菲尔铁塔顶，第一拨啊！那些日子我们多风光啊！现在太晚了，他们都不让上去了。（爱斯特拉冈在拼命地扯靴子）你干什么呢？


爱斯特拉冈：
 脱靴子。你就不脱吗？


弗拉季米尔：
 靴子每天都得脱，这种事我才懒得说。你怎么不听我的？


爱斯特拉冈：
 （筋疲力尽地）帮帮我！


弗拉季米尔：
 疼吗？


爱斯特拉冈：
 （生气地）当然疼！这还用问？


弗拉季米尔：
 （生气地）好像只有你一个人受痛苦，我不是人。我倒想听听如果是你受了我那样的痛苦，你会说些什么。


爱斯特拉冈：
 你也脚疼？


弗拉季米尔：
 （生气地）当然疼！这还用问？


爱斯特拉冈：
 （手指着）那个还是要扣上。


弗拉季米尔：
 （俯身）对。（扣上）不能忽视生活细节。


爱斯特拉冈：
 你在等什么，每次都要等到最后？


弗拉季米尔：
 （琢磨着）最后……（陷入沉思）迟到的希望苦煞人！谁说的来着？


爱斯特拉冈：
 怎么不帮帮我？


弗拉季米尔：
 有时我发现希望来了，又觉得不对头。（他摘下帽子，向里面瞅，在里面摸摸，摇摇，又戴上了）怎么说呢？解脱的同时……（一时语塞）……害怕。（强调）害——怕（他又摘下帽子，往里面瞅）可笑。（他敲敲帽顶，好像要赶走什么异物，又朝里面瞅，再带上）没法了。（爱斯特拉冈用尽力气终于扯下靴子。他往里面瞅，摸摸里面，倒过来，摇了摇，抱着往地上看了看，但没有东西掉下来，又在里面摸了摸，两眼无神地盯着前方）怎么样？


爱斯特拉冈：
 没有。


弗拉季米尔：
 让我看看。


爱斯特拉冈：
 没什么好看的。


弗拉季米尔：
 穿上再试试。


爱斯特拉冈：
 （仔细检查他的脚）让它透会儿气。


弗拉季米尔：
 人就是这样，自己的脚有问题，还怪鞋不好。


爱斯特拉冈：
 呃？


弗拉季米尔：
 我们忏悔吧。


爱斯特拉冈：
 忏悔什么？


弗拉季米尔：
 嗯……（他想了想）没必要说那么具体吧。


爱斯特拉冈：
 我们的出生？

（弗拉季米尔忽然大笑，赶紧又克制住，手按着肚子，面部扭曲。）弗拉季米尔：以后连笑都不敢了。


爱斯特拉冈：
 真是可怕地剥夺！


弗拉季米尔：
 只能微笑。（他突然咧嘴一笑，笑着笑着突然又停住）两码事，没法了。（停顿）戈戈。


爱斯特拉冈：
 （不耐烦地）什么事？


弗拉季米尔：
 你看过《圣经》吗？


爱斯特拉冈：
 《圣经》……（他思索着）肯定看过一两眼。


弗拉季米尔：
 记得“福音书”吗？


爱斯特拉冈：
 我记得圣地地图。彩色的，他们很漂亮。死海是淡蓝色的，见了就叫我口渴。那就是我们要去的，我过去常说，要去那儿过蜜月。我们要游泳，那会很开心。


弗拉季米尔：
 你该是诗人呐。


爱斯特拉冈：
 我过去是！（指着身上的破烂衣服）这还不明显吗？（沉默）


弗拉季米尔：
 我在哪儿……你脚怎样？


爱斯特拉冈：
 肿得好大。


弗拉季米尔：
 啊，对了，那两个小偷。你记得那个故事吗？


爱斯特拉冈：
 不记得了。


弗拉季米尔：
 要我告诉你吗？


爱斯特拉冈：
 不要。


弗拉季米尔：
 这能打发时间。（停顿）两个小偷一起被钉上十字架，就像我们那救世主。一个？


爱斯特拉冈：
 我们那什么？


弗拉季米尔：
 我们那救世主。两个小偷，一个得救了，另一个却……（他在想得救的反义词）进了地狱。


爱斯特拉冈：
 从哪儿救出来的？


弗拉季米尔：
 地狱。


爱斯特拉冈：
 我要走，可脚动不了。


弗拉季米尔：
 但是（停顿）……我想没惹你烦吧？那怎么四个福音书传教士中只有一个说其中一个小偷得救了呢？在场的有四个，只有一个提到一个小偷得救（停顿）好了，狄狄，说点什么不行吗，也给点反应？


爱斯特拉冈：
 （带着夸张的热情）我想这真是太不可思议了，有趣极了！


弗拉季米尔：
 四个中只有一个。还有三个，两个根本没提到小偷，第三个说两个小偷都骂了他。


爱斯特拉冈：
 谁？


弗拉季米尔：
 什么？


爱斯特拉冈：
 到底怎么回事？骂了谁？


弗拉季米尔：
 救世主。


爱斯特拉冈：
 为什么？


弗拉季米尔：
 因为他不救他们。


爱斯特拉冈：
 从地狱？


弗拉季米尔：
 笨蛋！是死亡。


爱斯特拉冈：
 我还以为你说的是地狱呢。


弗拉季米尔：
 是死亡，死亡。


爱斯特拉冈：
 那会怎样呢？


弗拉季米尔：
 他们两个一定得下地狱了。


爱斯特拉冈：
 谁说不是呢！


弗拉季米尔：
 可四个中有一个说两个小偷中有一个得救了。


爱斯特拉冈：
 啊？他们不同意。


弗拉季米尔：
 在场的有四个。只有一个说有一个小偷得救了。为什么要相信，而不相信另外三个呢？


爱斯特拉冈：
 谁相信了他了？


弗拉季米尔：
 人人都相信。他们知道的就是这样。


爱斯特拉冈：
 人只不过是无知的猴子。


弗拉季米尔：
 呸！


爱斯特拉冈：
 迷人的场子！（他转身，向前方走，面对观众停下）前途无量啊！（他转向弗拉季米尔）我们走吧。


弗拉季米尔：
 不行。


爱斯特拉冈：
 为什么？


弗拉季米尔：
 我们在等戈多。


爱斯特拉冈：
 （绝望地）唉！（停顿）你确定是在这里吗？


弗拉季米尔：
 呃？


爱斯特拉冈：
 我们等他的地方。


弗拉季米尔：
 他说在树边。（他们看了看那棵树）你看见其他的了吗？


爱斯特拉冈：
 那是什么？


弗拉季米尔：
 不清楚。一棵柳树。


爱斯特拉冈：
 叶子呢？


弗拉季米尔：
 这树一定死了。


爱斯特拉冈：
 别伤心了。


弗拉季米尔：
 或许是还没到季节。


爱斯特拉冈：
 我看更像一个灌木丛。


弗拉季米尔：
 是一棵灌木。


爱斯特拉冈：
 一个灌木丛。


弗拉季米尔：
 一个？你想说什么？我们来错地方了？


爱斯特拉冈：
 他应该会到。


弗拉季米尔：
 他可没说一定会来。


爱斯特拉冈：
 他要不来呢？


弗拉季米尔：
 那我们明天再过来。


爱斯特拉冈：
 然后是后天。


弗拉季米尔：
 有可能。


爱斯特拉冈：
 这样一直下去。


弗拉季米尔：
 关键是？


爱斯特拉冈：
 直到他来。


弗拉季米尔：
 你真没人情味儿！


爱斯特拉冈：
 我们昨天来的这儿。


弗拉季米尔：
 不，是你弄错了。


爱斯特拉冈：
 我们昨天做了什么了？


弗拉季米尔：
 我们昨天做了什么了？


爱斯特拉冈：
 是啊。


弗拉季米尔：
 为什么……（气冲冲地）你一直在这儿就什么都弄不清楚了。


爱斯特拉冈：
 我想我们是在这儿。


弗拉季米尔：
 （环顾四周）你认出来了？


爱斯特拉冈：
 我没那么说。


弗拉季米尔：
 那？


爱斯特拉冈：
 这没什么区别。


弗拉季米尔：
 一直都这样……那树……（转向观众）那沼泽……


爱斯特拉冈：
 你确定是在黄昏时候吗？


弗拉季米尔：
 什么？


爱斯特拉冈：
 我们非得在黄昏时候等吗？


弗拉季米尔：
 他说星期六，（停顿）我认为。


爱斯特拉冈：
 你认为。


弗拉季米尔：
 我一定记下来了。（他在口袋里摸，里面被各色垃圾撑得满满的）


爱斯特拉冈：
 （阴险地）但是哪个星期六呢？是星期六吗？不是星期天吗？（停顿）或者星期一？（停顿）或者星期五？


弗拉季米尔：
 （狂乱地环顾四面，好像日期就刻在周围）那不可能。


爱斯特拉冈：
 或者是星期四？


弗拉季米尔：
 我们要做什么？


爱斯特拉冈：
 如果他昨天来了而我们不在，那就肯定他今天不会来了。


弗拉季米尔：
 你说昨天我们在啊。


爱斯特拉冈：
 也许我弄错了。我们歇会儿再说，你不介意吧？


弗拉季米尔：
 （虚弱无力）好的。

（爱斯特拉冈坐在土墩上，弗拉季米尔则焦虑不安地来回踱步，时不时停下来凝视远方。爱斯特拉冈睡着了，弗拉季米尔最后停在他面前）戈戈！……戈戈！……戈戈！（爱斯特拉冈从睡梦中惊醒）


爱斯特拉冈：
 （回想起刚刚的惊恐）我刚才睡着了啊。（失魂落魄地）你怎么总不让我睡觉？


弗拉季米尔：
 我一个人孤单。


爱斯特拉冈：
 我做了个梦。


弗拉季米尔：
 别告诉我！


爱斯特拉冈：
 我梦到……


弗拉季米尔：
 别告诉我！


爱斯特拉冈：
 （手指向天空）这个够你吼了吧！（沉默）你太不够意思了，狄狄。像噩梦这样私密的事我不告诉你那告诉谁呀？


弗拉季米尔：
 还是让它们保持私密吧。你知道我受不了那个。


爱斯特拉冈：
 （冷冷地）有时候我想我们还是分开好一点。


弗拉季米尔：
 你走不远的。


爱斯特拉冈：
 真是糟糕，太糟糕了。（停顿）不是吗，狄狄，是不是太糟糕了？





实战提升
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塞缪尔·贝克特（Samuel Beckett），20世纪著名作家。他创作的领域包括戏剧、小说和诗歌，尤以戏剧成就最高。他是荒诞派戏剧的重要代表人物。1969年，他因“以一种新的小说与戏剧的形式，以崇高的艺术表现人类的苦恼”而获得诺贝尔文学奖。

核心单词

embrace [imˈbreis] v
 . 拥抱

contort [kənˈtɔːt] v
 . 扭曲；曲解

crucify [ˈkruːsifai] v
 . 迫害；折磨；诋毁

insinuating [inˈsinjueitiŋ] adj
 . 巴结的；谄媚的

nightmare [ˈnaitmeə(r)] n
 . 恶梦

名词诵读

No one ever suffers but you. I don't count. I'd like to hear what you'd say if you had what I have.

好像只有你一个人受痛苦，我不是人。我倒想听听如果是你受了我那样的痛苦，你会说些什么。



If he came yesterday and we weren't here you may be sure he won't come again today.

如果他昨天来了而我们不在，那就肯定他今天不会来了。



It's not nice of you, Didi. Who am I to tell my private nightmares to if I can't tell them to you?

你太不够意思了，狄狄。像噩梦这样私密的事我不告诉你那告诉谁呀？


Romeo and Juliet

罗密欧与朱丽叶
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剧情博览

维洛那城的蒙塔古和凯普雷特两个家族宿仇很深。但在一次化妆晚会上，蒙塔古家的罗密欧爱上了凯普雷特家的女儿朱丽叶。朱丽叶也爱上了他。他们在神父的帮助下，举行了婚礼。然而，在一次争斗中，罗密欧误伤了凯普雷特夫人的亲戚，因而被放逐他乡。凯普雷特不顾朱丽叶的反对，将其许配给别人。迫于无奈，神父帮她出了一个主意，她喝下了一种能使她昏迷42小时的麻醉药。但罗密欧以为朱丽叶已经死了，他买了毒药，来到墓地，恰巧碰到凯普雷特夫人的那个亲戚，并将他杀死。然后，罗密欧深深地吻着朱丽叶的唇，饮尽毒药而死。等朱丽叶醒来时，罗密欧已死在她的身旁。看到此情景，她毅然追随罗密欧去了。他们的死最终也化解了两个家族的仇恨。





Act Ⅱ

Scene Ⅱ Capulet's orchard

(Enter Romeo)


Romeo:
 He jests at scars that never felt a wound. (Juliet appears above at a window.) But, soft! What light through yonder window breaks? It is the east, and Juliet is the sun. Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon, who is already sick and pale with grief, that thou her maid art far more fair than she: be not her maid, since she is envious; her vestal
 livery is but sick and green and none but fools do wear it; cast it off. It is my lady, O, it is my love! O, that she knew she were! She speaks yet she says nothing: what of that? Her eye discourses; I will answer it. I am too bold, 'tis not to me she speaks: two of the fairest stars in all the heaven, having some business, do entreat her eyes to twinkle in their spheres till they return. What if her eyes were there, they in her head? The brightness of her cheek would shame those stars, as daylight doth a lamp; her eyes in heaven would through the airy region stream so bright that birds would sing and think it were not night. See, how she leans her cheek upon her hand! O, that I were a glove upon that hand, that I might touch that cheek!



Juliet:
 Ay me!


Romeo:
 She speaks: O, speak again, bright angel! For thou art as glorious to this night, being o'er my head as is a winged messenger of heaven unto the white-upturned wondering eyes of mortals that fall back to gaze on him when he bestrides
 the lazy-pacing clouds and sails upon the bosom of the air.


Juliet:
 O, Romeo, Romeo! Wherefore art thou Romeo? Deny thy father and refuse thy name; or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love, and I'll no longer be a Capulet.


Romeo:
 (aside) Shall I hear more, or shall I speak at this?


Juliet:
 'tis but thy name that is my enemy; thou art thyself, though not a Montague. What's Montague? It is nor hand, nor foot, nor arm, nor face, nor any other part belonging to a man. O, be some other name! What's in a name? That which we call a rose by any other name would smell as sweet; so Romeo would, were he not Romeo call'd, retain that dear perfection which he owes without that title. Romeo, doff thy name, and for that name which is no part of thee take all myself.


Romeo:
 I take thee at thy word: call me but love, and I'll be new baptized; henceforth I never will be Romeo.


Juliet:
 What man art thou that thus bescreen'd in night, so stumblest on my counsel?


Romeo:
 By a name I know not how to tell thee who I am: my name, dear saint, is hateful to myself, because it is an enemy to thee；had I it written, I would tear the word.


Juliet:
 My ears have not yet drunk a hundred words of that tongue's utterance, yet I know the sound: art thou not Romeo and a Montague?


Romeo:
 Neither, fair saint, if either thee dislike.


Juliet:
 How camest thou hither, tell me, and wherefore? The orchard walls are high and hard to climb, and the place death, considering who thou art, if any of my kinsmen find thee here.


Romeo:
 With love's light wings did I o'er-perch these walls; for stony limits cannot hold love out, and what love can do that dares love attempt；therefore thy kinsmen are no let to me.


Juliet:
 lf they do see thee, they will murder thee.


Romeo:
 Alack, there lies more peril in thine eye than twenty of their swords: look thou but sweet, and I am proof against their enmity.


Juliet:
 I would not for the world they saw thee here.


Romeo:
 I have night's cloak to hide me from their sight; and but thou love me, let them find me here: my life were better ended by their hate, than death prorogued, wanting of thy love.



Juliet:
 By whose direction found'st thou out this place?


Romeo:
 By love, who first did prompt me to inquire; he lent me counsel and I lent him eyes. I am no pilot; yet, wert thou as far as that vast
 shore wash'd with the farthest sea, I would adventure for such merchandise.


Juliet:
 Thou know'st the mask of night is on my face, else would a maiden blush be paint my cheek for that which thou hast heard me speak to night fain would I dwell on form, fain, fain deny what I have spoke: but farewell compliment! Dost thou love me? I know thou wilt say 'Ay', and will take thy word: yet if thou swear'st, thou mayst prove false; at lovers' perjuries then say, jove laughs. O gentle Romeo, if thou dost love, pronounce it faithfully: or if thou think'st I am too quickly won, I'll frown and be perverse and say thee nay, so thou wilt woo；but else, not for the world. Ln truth, fair Montague, I am too fond, and therefore thou mayst think my 'havior light, but trust me, gentleman, I'll prove more true than those that have more cunning to be strange. I should have been more strange, I must confess, but that thou overheard 'st, ere I was ware, my true love's passion: therefore pardon me, and not impute
 this yielding to light love, which the dark night hath so discovered.


Romeo:
 Lady, by yonder blessed moon I swear that tips with silver all these fruit-tree tops—


Juliet:
 O, swear not by the moon, the inconstant moon, that monthly changes in her circled orb, lest that thy love prove likewise variable.


Romeo:
 what shall I swear by?


Juliet:
 Do not swear at all; or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self, which is the god of my idolatry, and I'll believe thee.


Romeo:
 If my heart's dear love—


Juliet:
 Well, do not swear, although I joy in thee, I have no joy of this contact tonight, it is too rash, too unadvised, too sudden；too like the lightning, which doth cease to be ere one can say 'It lightens.' Sweet, good night! This bud of love, by summer's ripening breath, may prove a beauteous flower when next we meet. Good night, good night! As sweet repose and rest come to thy heart as that within my breast!


Romeo:
 O, wilt thou leave me so unsatisfied?


Juliet:
 What satisfaction canst thou have tonight?


Romeo:
 The exchange of thy love's faithful vow for mine.


Juliet:
 I gave thee mine before thou didst request it: and yet I would it were to give again.


Romeo:
 Wouldst thou withdraw it? For what purpose, love?


Juliet:
 But to be frank, and give it thee again. And yet I wish but for the thing have, my bounty is as boundiess as the sea, my love as deep；the more I give to thee, the more I have, for both are infinite. (Nurse calls within.) I hear some noise within; dear love, adieu! Anon, good nurse! Sweet Montague, be true. Stay but a little, I will come again.

(Exit, above)


Romeo:
 O blessed, blessed night! I am afeard. Being in night, all this is but a dream, too flattering-sweet to be substantial.

(Re-enter Juliet, above)


Juliet:
 Three words, dear Romeo, and good night indeed. If that thy bent of love be honourable, thy purpose marriage, send me word tomorrow, by one that I'll procure
 to come to thee, where and what time thou wilt perform the rite; and all my fortunes at thy foot I'll lay and follow thee my lord throughout the world.


Nurse:
 (within) Madam!


Juliet:
 I come, anon. —But if thou mean'st not well, I do beseech thee—


Nurse:
 (within) Madam!


Juliet:
 By and by, I come—To cease thy suit, and leave me to my grief; tomorrow will I send.


Romeo:
 So thrive my soul—


Juliet:
 A thousand times good night!

(Exit, above)


Romeo:
 A thousand times the worse, to want thy light. Love goes toward love, as schoolboys from their books, but love from love, toward school with heavy looks.

(retiring)

(Reenter Juliet, above)


Juliet:
 Hist! Romeo, hist! O, for a falconer's voice, to lure this tassel-gentle back again! Bondage is hoarse, and may not speak aloud; else would I tear the cave where Echo lies, and make her airy tongue more hoarse than mine, with repetition of my Romeo's name.


Romeo:
 It is my soul that calls upon my name: how silver-sweet sound lover's tongues by night, like softest music to attending ears!


Juliet:
 Romeo!


Romeo:
 My dear?


Juliet:
 At what o'clock tomorrow shall I send to thee?


Romeo:
 At the hour of nine.


Juliet:
 I will not fail: 'tis twenty years till then. I have forgot why I did call thee back.


Romeo:
 Let me stand here till thou remember it.


Juliet:
 I shall forget, to have thee still stand there, remembering how I love thy company.


Romeo:
 And I'll still stay, to have thee still forget, forgetting any other home but this.


Juliet:
 'Tis almost morning; I would have thee gone: and yet no further than a wanton's bird; who lets it hop a little from her hand, like a poor prisoner in his twisted gyves
 , and with a silk thread plucks it back again, so loving-jealous of his liberty.


Romeo:
 I would I were thy bird.


Juliet:
 Sweet, so would I: yet I should kill thee with much cherishing. Good night, good night! Parting is such sweet sorrow, that I shall say good night till it tomorrow.

(Exit above)


Romeo:
 Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy breast! Would I were sleep and peace, so sweet to rest! Hence will I to my ghostly father's cell, his help to crave, and my dear hap to tell.

(Exit)

第二幕

第二场　凯普雷特家的花园

（罗密欧上）


罗密欧：
 从没受过伤的人才会嘲笑别人的伤疤。（朱丽叶出现在上方的窗户旁）但是，小声些，窗口那边透过来的是什么光亮？哦，那是东方，朱丽叶就是太阳！升起来吧，迷人的太阳，驱走那轮满怀忌妒之心的月亮！月儿就因为年轻的姑娘比她漂亮，终日郁郁寡欢，面色惨白。所以不要做她的信徒，因为她有太多的妒意。她给人的贞洁外衣带有病恹恹的绿色，只有傻瓜才穿它，脱了它吧！噢，我的爱人啊，我的爱，多希望你知道我的恋情啊！她张开口，又什么也没说，那有什么关系呢？她的双眼已经透露了她的心事。让我来回答她吧！我太鲁莽了，她不是在对我说话。天空中两颗最美的星星，因事务繁忙无法抽身，请求她的眼睛代为在空中闪烁，直到它们归来。假若她的眼睛化作天上的星星，而星星变为她的眼眸，会是怎样的情形呢？或许正像阳光遮住了灯光一样，她红润俏丽的面颊会使星星羞于闪耀；她的眼睛发出的光辉，将使鸟儿误以为天光放晓而开始放声歌唱。看啊，她双手托腮的模样多么俊俏！哦，真希望我变作她的一只手套，也好去亲近抚摸她的脸！


朱丽叶：
 唉，我！


罗密欧：
 她终于开口了。我的爱人啊，你再多说几句话吧！你就像从天堂飞来的使者，给这夜色增添了无限光明，你驾着浮云在空中昂然驶过，越过我的头际，飞在世人好奇的视线里，我们都惊恐地倒退着脚步仰望你！


朱丽叶：
 噢，罗密欧，罗密欧，为什么你偏偏是罗密欧呢？抛开你的父亲，丢弃你的姓名吧！如果你不愿意这样做，那么只要你发誓你爱我，我便不再做凯普雷特家的人了。


罗密欧：
 （旁白）我应该继续听下去，还是现在就跟她说话？


朱丽叶：
 我仇视的是你的姓氏，而你如果不姓蒙塔古，你还是你自己。哦，拜托你换作别的姓氏好吗？蒙塔古是什么？它既不是手，不是脚，不是胳膊，不是脸庞，也不是人体的任何一部分。名字的意义在哪里？我们所谓的玫瑰，不论把它叫做什么花儿，它都一样芳香；而罗密欧，即使不称其为罗密欧，没有那个世袭的头衔，仍然拥有他完美的个性和身躯。罗密欧，放弃你的名字吧，它不应该属于你，作为补偿，我宁愿把我的身心都给你！


罗密欧：
 我就听信你的话吧。称我为“你的爱人”吧，我就算作是重新受洗了，从此以后我不再叫“罗密欧”了。


朱丽叶：
 你是谁，藏在夜幕下，偷听我的心声？


罗密欧：
 我的名字，我自己也不知道该怎么告诉你。哦，上帝啊，我痛恨我的姓氏，就因为它是你们家的仇敌。如果我把它写下来，我定会把这几个字碎撕万段！


朱丽叶：
 我只听了你几句话，就能辨别出你的声音。你不就是罗密欧，蒙塔古家的人吗？


罗密欧：
 不是，亲爱的姑娘，如果你不喜欢我的名字，我宁愿不是罗密欧。


朱丽叶：
 告诉我，你怎么到这儿来的？你为什么要来？花园的墙高耸难爬，更何况，想想你的身份，你要是被我家的人发现，就会送命的。


罗密欧：
 我借助爱神的薄翼飞越。因为砖墙石壁根本阻隔不住炽热的爱情。如果敢于尝试，爱情就能成功，为此你的家人无法阻拦我。


朱丽叶：
 万一他们发现了你，他们会杀了你的。


罗密欧：
 哎，你的眼神比他们的二十把剑都厉害。只要你能温柔地看着我，我就能抵挡得住敌人的所有武器。


朱丽叶：
 我还是希望你不要被他们看见。


罗密欧：
 有夜幕做我的衣裳，我可以躲过他们的眼睛。但只要你爱我，就让他们找到我吧！与其苟延残喘，在爱欲中接受痛苦的煎熬，还不如让他们出于怨恨结束我的生命。


朱丽叶：
 究竟是谁帮你找到这儿的？


罗密欧：
 是爱情。我对你的爱使我有勇气来问路，它引发我的这个念头，而我借给它一双明亮的眼睛。尽管我不是舵手，但即使你这枚奇珍异宝被冲刷到最遥远的海岸，我还是会冒着生命的危险去追寻你的踪迹。


朱丽叶：
 幸好黑夜替我戴上了一层面纱，否则因为你刚才听到了我说的话，你会发现我满脸的羞愧。我愿意遵守礼法，否认我今晚说过的话。但是，我不期求别人的赞美，只想知道你是否真的爱我。我相信你一定会说“是的”，我也非常相信你。也许你会发誓说爱我，然而，誓言可能变成谎言，因为即使是天神朱庇特，对于情人间的背信弃义，也只是一笑置之，无能为力。噢，温柔的罗密欧啊，假如你真的爱我，就诚恳地告诉我吧。要是你因为得到我的心太容易而不觉得珍惜，我可以皱着眉头、撅起嘴，假装生气地拒绝你，好引起你求爱的兴趣。不然的话，我无论如何也不会将你拒之门外的。英俊的蒙塔古啊，老实说，我实在是太爱你了，痴情得甚至会使你以为我举止轻浮。但请你相信我，先生，迟早有一天你会知道，我比那些惺惺作态、扭扭捏捏的人要坦诚得多。我不得不承认，如果不是你趁我不备听到了我的心里话，我应该表现得冷漠一点儿，矜持一点儿。所以请你原谅我吧，不要以为我生性轻狂才委身求爱，实在是夜色朦胧才泄露了我的秘密。


罗密欧：
 小姐，那轮圣洁的月亮将果树的枝端涂满了银色，我指着它发誓——


朱丽叶：
 哦，不要对着变幻无常的月亮起誓，它每月阴晴圆缺的变化，会不会意味着你的爱不能恒定永固呢？


罗密欧：
 那我凭什么起誓才好呢？


朱丽叶：
 不用发誓了。如果你非要立下誓言不可，不如以你优雅的自身起誓，因为你是我崇拜的偶像，我永远相信你。


罗密欧：
 如果我发自内心浓浓的爱——


朱丽叶：
 停，不要说了。虽然我喜欢你，却不喜欢和你今晚私定终身，这太轻率鲁莽，太出人意料了，就像闪电一样，恐怕还没等人把“闪电”二字说出口，它就马上结束了。亲爱的，晚安吧！这爱情的花蕾，经过夏日的暖风吹拂，在我们下次相见的时候会开出绚烂的花朵。再见，晚安，愿夜晚休憩的甜蜜同时降临在你我二人的心头！


罗密欧：
 啊，你就这样留下我一个人独自伤心吗？


朱丽叶：
 你还有什么不满足的吗？


罗密欧：
 我已发誓永远爱你，你还没有回应我呢！


朱丽叶：
 在你要我发誓之前，我就答应把我的爱给你了。我真希望能重新再爱一次。


罗密欧：
 怎么，你要收回你的诺言吗？为什么，亲爱的？


朱丽叶：
 为了表现得慷慨大方，我愿意再把我的爱给你一次，而我希望得到的只是我已拥有的东西。我的慷慨像大海一样广阔无垠，我的爱像海洋一般深沉，我付出的爱越多，我得到的就越多，因为爱与被爱都是无穷无尽的。（奶妈在屋内呼唤）我听到屋里有人说话了。亲爱的，再见吧！我就来，好奶妈！亲爱的蒙塔古，愿你永远爱我！稍等一下，我马上回来。

（自上方下）


罗密欧：
 啊，多么多么幸福的夜晚啊！我真害怕这是一场梦啊！这幸福来得太美妙了，简直令人难以置信！

（朱丽叶从上方重上）


朱丽叶：
 亲爱的罗密欧，再说几句话，然后我们真的就该告别了。如果你的爱情是出于一片诚心，你爱我是为了将来的婚姻，明天请你派人捎信给我，告诉我在什么时间什么地点我们能举行婚礼，然后我会把我全部命运都托付给你，哪怕你走遍天涯海角，我都无怨无悔地跟随你。


奶妈：
 （在内）小姐！


朱丽叶：
 我来了，马上！——可是如果你没有诚意，那么我请求你——


奶妈：
 （在内）小姐！


朱丽叶：
 我再说一句——我来了——停止求爱，让我独自去悲伤吧。明天我就派人去找你。


罗密欧：
 愿上帝保佑我——


朱丽叶：
 一千次的道别！

（从上方下）


罗密欧：
 我只有一千次的心伤，因为想你在我身旁！和恋人相见，就像学童放学回家一样快乐；和爱人分别，正如背起书包去上学一样感觉在受虐！

（退出）

（朱丽叶从上方重上）


朱丽叶：
 嘘，罗密欧，嘘！真希望我有训鹰者的本领，用特殊的声音招呼我的心上人返回！在受束缚的时候只能低声叫，不能高声喊，否则我的声音闯入回音女神的洞穴，会使她用更加嘶哑的嗓音发出回声，不停地重复“罗密欧”、“罗密欧”。


罗密欧：
 是我的灵魂在呼唤我的名字。在夜晚，情人的召唤像银铃儿一般清脆，比最柔美的音乐还要动听。


朱丽叶：
 罗密欧！


罗密欧：
 亲爱的！


朱丽叶：
 明天几点钟我派人去找你？


罗密欧：
 九点吧。


朱丽叶：
 我一定准时，等那么久才能再见面，好像有二十年那么长。哦，我都忘了为什么叫你回来了。


罗密欧：
 我就站在这儿，直到你想起来为止。


朱丽叶：
 那我更想不起来了，因为你站在这儿，我只会更加留恋你的陪伴。


罗密欧：
 我看我还是留下来吧，让你一直记不起，也让我忘记除了这里以外还有个家。


朱丽叶：
 天都快亮了。你还是走吧，可我就像一个顽皮的女孩儿，放飞她的鸟儿，却不让它离开她的手心儿太远，她给鸟儿的脚上系上镣铐，稍一会儿就用丝线拉它回来，而并不真心给它自由。


罗密欧：
 我情愿做你的爱鸟。


朱丽叶：
 亲爱的，我也愿意，可我太多的溺爱，会使你喘不过气来的。再会吧，晚安！分别是多么甜蜜的悲伤，以致我真想能说“再见”直到天明。

（从上方下）


罗密欧：
 愿睡眠合上你的双眼，愿平静扑入你的胸怀！我祈祷能变成睡眠和平静之鸟儿，永远驻扎在你的心房！现在我要去找我的神父，告诉他我甜美的境遇，也请他给我指点指点迷津。

（下）
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Act Ⅰ

Scene Ⅰ Lady Sneerwell's House

(Lady Sneerwell at her dressing table with Lappet)

(Miss Verjuice drinking chocolate)


Lady Sneerwell:
 The Paragraphs, you say, were all inserted?


Verjuice:
 They were, Madam, and as I copied them myself in a feigned Hand, there can be no suspicion whence they came.


Lady Sneerwell:
 Did you circulate the Report of Lady Brittle's intrigue with Captain Boastall?



Verjuice:
 Madam, by this time Lady Brittle is the talk of half the town, and I doubt not in a week the men will toast her as a demirep
 .


Lady Sneerwell:
 What have you done as to the insinuation as to a certain Baronet's Lady and a certain Cook.


Verjuice:
 That is in as fine a train as your ladyship could wish. I told the story yesterday to my own maid with directions to communicate it directly to my hairdresser. He I am informed has a brother who courts a Milliners' Prentice in pallmall whose mistress has a first cousin whose sister is feme de Chambre to Mrs Clackit—so that in the common course of things it must reach Mrs Clackit's ears within four-and-twenty hours and then, you know, the business is as good as done.


Lady Sneerwell:
 Why, truly, Mrs Clackit has a very pretty talent, a great deal of industry—yet—yes—been tolerably successful in her way. To my knowledge, she has been the cause of breaking off six matches, of three sons being disinherited and four daughters being turned out of doors, of three several elopements, as many close confinements, nine separate maintenances and two divorces. Nay I have more than once traced her causing a tete-a-tete in the town and country magazine—when the parties perhaps had never seen each other's faces before in the course of their lives.


Verjuice:
 She certainly has talents.


Lady Sneerwell:
 But her manner is gross.


Verjuice:
 This very true. She generally designs well, has a free tongue and a bold invention; but her colouring is too dark and her outline often extravagant
 . She wants that delicacy of tint, and mellowness of sneer, which distinguish your Ladyship's Scandal.


Lady Sneerwell:
 Ah! You are partial, Verjuice.


Verjuice:
 Not in the least; everybody allows that lady Sneerwell can do more with a word or a look than many can with the most laboured detail, even when they happen to have a little truth on their side to support it.


Lady Sneerwell:
 Yes, my dear Verjuice. I am no hypocrite to deny the satisfaction I reap from the success of my efforts. Wounded myself, in the early part of my life, by the envenomed tongue of slander, I confess I have since known no pleasure equal to the reducing others to the level of my own injured reputation.


Verjuice:
 Nothing can be more natural. But, my dear lady Sneerwell, there is one affair in which you have lately employed me, wherein, I confess I am at a loss to guess your motives
 .


Lady Sneerwell:
 I conceive you mean with respect to my neighbour, Sir Peter Teazle, and his family—Lappet. And has my conduct in this matter really appeared to you so mysterious?


Verjuice:
 Entirely so.


Lady Sneerwell:
 An old Batchelor as sir Peter was, having taken a young wife from out of the country—as Lady Teazle is—are certainly fair subjects for a little mischievous raillery
 ; but here are two young men, to whom sir Peter has acted as a kind of guardian since their father's death, the eldest possessing the most amiable character and universally well spoken of, the youngest, the most dissipated and extravagant young fellow in the kingdom, without friends or character—the former one an avowed admirer of yours and apparently your favourite, the latter attached to Maria sir Peter's ward, and confessedly beloved by her.


Verjuice:
 Now on the face of these circumstances, it is utterly unaccountable to me, why you, a young widow with no great jointure, should not close with the passion of a man of such character and expectations as Mr Surface; and more so why you should be so uncommonly earnest to destroy the mutual attachment subsisting between his brother Charles and Maria.


Lady Sneerwell:
 Then at once to unravel this mistery. I must inform you that love has no share whatever in the intercourse
 between Mr Surface and me.


Verjuice:
 No!


Lady Sneerwell:
 His real attachment is to Maria, or her fortune; but finding in his brother a favoured rival, He has been obliged to mask his pretensions, and profit by my assistance.


Verjuice:
 Yet still I am more puzzled why you should interest yourself in his success.


Lady Sneerwell:
 Heavens! How dull you are! Cannot you surmise the weakness which I hitherto, thro' shame have concealed even from you? Must I confess that Charles—that Libertine, that extravagant, that bankrupt in fortune and reputation—that he it is for whom I am thus anxious and malicious and to gain whom I would sacrifice everything.


Verjuice:
 Now indeed, your conduct appears consistent and I no longer wonder at your enmity to Maria, but how came you and Mr Surface so confidential?


Lady Sneerwell:
 For our mutual interest—but I have found out him a long time since, altho' he has contrived to deceive everybody beside. I know him to be artful selfish and malicious—while with sir Peter, and indeed with all his acquaintance, he passes for a youthful miracle of prudence—good sense and benevolence.


Verjuice:
 Yes yes—I know sir Peter vows he has not his equal in England; and, above all, He praises him as a man of sentiment.


Lady Sneerwell:
 True and with the assistance of his sentiments and hypocrisy he has brought sir Peter entirely in his interests with respect to Maria and is now I believe attempting to flatter Lady Teazle into the same good opinion towards him—while poor Charles has no friend in the house—though I fear he has a powerful one in Maria's heart, against whom we must direct our schemes.


Servant:
 Mr Surface.


Lady Sneerwell:
 Show him up. He generally calls about this time. I don't wonder at people's giving him to me for a lover.

(Enter Surface)


Surface:
 My dear Lady Sneerwell, how do you do today?


Lady Sneerwell:
 Verjuice has just been arraigning me on our mutual attachment now; but I have informed her of our real views and the purposes for which our geniuses at present cooperate. You know him how useful he has been to us; and believe me, the confidence is not ill-placed.


Surface:
 Madam, it is impossible for me to suspect that a wan of Miss Verjuice's sensibility and discernment—


Lady Sneerwell:
 Well—well—no compliments now; but tell me when you saw your mistress or what is more material to me, your brother.


Surface:
 I have not seen either since I saw you— but I can inform you that they are at present at variance— some of your stories have taken good effect on Maria.


Lady Sneerwell:
 Ah! my dear Surface the merit of this belongs to you. But do your brother's distresses increase?


Surface:
 Every hour. I am told he had another execution in his house yesterday— in short his dissipation and extravagance exceed anything I have ever heard of.


Lady Sneerwell:
 Poor Charles!


Surface:
 True madam— notwithstanding his vices one can't help feeling for him—ah poor Charles! I'm sure I wish it was in my power to be of any essential service to him—for the man who does not share in the distresses of a brother—even though merited by his own misconduct—deserves—


Lady Sneerwell:
 O lud! You are going to be moral, and forget that you are among friends.


Surface:
 Egad, that's true—I'll keep that sentiment till I see sir Peter. However it is certainly a charity
 to rescue Maria from such a libertine who, if he is to be reclaim'd, can be so only by a person of your ladyship's superior accomplishments and understanding.


Verjuice:
 't be a hazardous experiment.


Surface:
 But—Madam—let me caution you to place no more confidence in our friend Snake the Libeller. I have lately detected him in frequent conference with old Rowland (Rowley) who was formerly my father's steward and has never been a friend of mine.


Lady Sneerwell:
 I'm not disappointed in Snake, I never suspected the fellow to have virtue enough to be faithful even to his own villainy. (Enter Maria) Maria my dear, how do you do, what's the matter?


Maria:
 O here is that disagreeable lover of mine, Sir Benjamin Backbite, has just call'd at my guardian's with his odious uncle Crabtree; so I slipt out and ran hither to avoid them.


Lady Sneerwell:
 Is that all?


Verjuice:
 Lady Sneerwell, I'll go and write the letter I mention'd to you.


Surface:
 If my brother Charles had been of the party, madam, perhaps you would not have been so much alarmed.


Lady Sneerwell:
 Nay now— you are severe for I dare swear the truth of the matter is Maria heard you were here; but my dear, what has sir Benjamin done that you should avoid him so?


Maria:
 Oh he has done nothing— but his conversation is a perpetual libel on all his acquaintance.


Surface:
 Aye and the worst of it is there is no advantage in not knowing them, for he'll abuse a stranger just as soon as his best friend—and Crabtree is as bad.


Lady Sneerwell:
 Nay but we should make allowance; Sir Benjamin is a wit and a poet.


Maria:
 For my part, I own, madam, wit loses its respect with me, when I see it in company with malice. What do you think, Mr Surface?


Surface:
 Certainly, Madam, to smile at the jest which plants a thorn on another's breast is to become a principal in the mischief.


Lady Sneerwell:
 Pshaw—there's no possibility of being witty without a little ill nature—the malice of a good thing is the Barb that makes it stick. —What's your opinion, Mr Surface?


Surface:
 Certainly madam—that conversation where the spirit of raillery is suppressed will ever appear tedious and insipid.


Maria:
 Well I'll not debate how far scandal may be allowable—but in a man I am sure it is always contemptible. —We have pride, envy, rivalship, and a thousand motives to depreciate each other—but the male-slanderer must have the cowardice of a woman before he can traduce one.


Lady Sneerwell:
 I wish my cousin Verjuice hadn't left us—he should embrace you.


Surface:
 Ah! she's an old woman and is privileged of course.

(Enter Servant)


Servant:
 Madam, Mrs Candour is below and if your ladyship's at leisure will leave her carriage.


Lady Sneerwell:
 Beg her to walk in. Now, Maria, however here is a character to your taste, for tho' Mrs Candour is a little talkative; everybody allows her to be the best-natured and best sort of woman.


Maria:
 Yes with a very gross affectation of good nature and benevolence, she does more mischief than the direct malice of old Crabtree.


Surface:
 Faith 'tis very true lady Sneerwell. Whenever I hear the current running against the characters of my friends, I never think them in such danger as when Candour undertakes their defence.


Lady Sneerwell:
 Hush here she is—

(Enter Mrs candour)


Mrs Candour:
 My dear Lady sneerwell, how have you been this century? I have never seen you tho' I have heard of you very often.— Mr Surface— the world says scandalous things of you—but indeed it is no matter what the world says, for I think one hears nothing else but scandal.


Surface:
 Just so, indeed, Ma'am.


Mrs Candour:
 Ah Maria child— what is the whole affair off between you and charles? His extravagance; I presume—The town talks of nothing else—


Maria:
 I am very sorry, Ma'am, the town has so little to do.


Mrs Candour:
 True, true, child; but there's no stopping people's tongues. I own I was hurt to hear it—as I indeed was to learn from the same quarter that your guardian, sir peter, and lady Teazle have not agreed lately so well as could be wish'd.


Maria:
 'tis strangely impertinent for people to busy themselves so.


Mrs Candour:
 Very true, child; but what's to be done? People will talk—there's no preventing it—why it was but yesterday I was told that Miss Gadabout had eloped with Sir Filagree. But, Lord! There is no minding what one hears; tho' to be sure I had this from very good authority
 .


Maria:
 Such reports are highly scandalous.


Mrs Candour:
 So they are Child— shameful! Shameful! But the world is so censorious no character escapes. Lord, now! Who would have suspected your friend, Miss Prim, of an indiscretion. Yet such is the ill-nature of people, that they say her uncle stopped her last week just as she was stepping into a post chaise with her dancing-master.


Maria:
 I'll answer for't there are no grounds for the report.


Mrs Candour:
 Oh, no foundation in the world I dare swear; no more probably than for the story circulated last month, of Mrs Festino's affair with Colonel Cassino— tho' to be sure that matter was never rightly clear'd up.


Surface:
 The license of invention some people take is monstrous indeed.


Maria:
 'tis so but in my opinion, those who report such things are equally culpable.


Mrs Candour:
 To be sure they are; tale bearers are as bad as the tale makers—'tis an old observation and a very true one— but what's to be done as I said before—how will you prevent people from talking—today, Mrs Clackitt assured me, Mr and Mrs Honeymoon were at last become mere man and wife—like the rest of their acquaintance— she likewise hinted that a certain widow in the next street had got rid of her dropsy and recovered her shape in a most surprising manner—at the same time Miss Tattle, who was by affirm'd, that Lord Boffalo had discover' d his lady at a house of no extraordinary fame—and that Sir Harry Bouquet and Tom Saunter were to measure swords on a similar provocation, but— Lord! Do you think I would report these things—No, no! Tale bearers as I said before are just as bad as the talemakers.


Surface:
 Ah! Mrs Candour, if everybody had your forbearance and good nature—


Mrs Candour:
 I confess, Mr Surface, I cannot bear to hear people traduced behind their backs, and when ugly circumstances come out against our acquaintances I own I always love to think the best—by the way, I hope 'tis not true that your brother is absolutely ruin'd—


Surface:
 I am afraid his circumstances are very bad indeed, Ma'am—


Mrs Candour:
 Ah! I heard so—but you must tell him to keep up his spirits—everybody almost is in the same way—Lord Spindle, Sir Thomas Splint, Captain Quinze, and Mr Nickit—all up, I hear, within this week; so, if Charles is undone, he'll find half his acquaintance ruin'd too, and that, you know, is a consolation—


Surface:
 Doubtless, Ma'am—a very great one.

(Enter Servant)


Servant:
 Mr Crabtree and Sir Benjamin Backbite.


Lady Sneerwell:
 Oh! Maria, you see your lover pursues you—positively you shan't escape.

(Enter Crabtree and Sir benjamin backbite)


Crabtree:
 Lady Sneerwell, I kiss your hand. Mrs Candour I don't believe you are acquainted with my nephew Sir Benjamin Backbite—Egad, Ma'am, he has a pretty wit—and is a pretty poet too isn't he lady Sneerwell?


Sir Benjamin:
 O fie, uncle!


Crabtree:
 Nay egad it's true— I back him at a rebus or a charade against the best rhymer in the Kingdom—has your ladyship heard the Epigram he wrote last week on Lady Frizzle's feather catching fire? Do Benjamin repeat it— or the charade you made last night extempore at Mrs Drowzie's conversazione? Come now; your first is the name of a fish, your second a great naval commander—and…


Sir Benjamin:
 Dear Uncle—now—prithee—


Crabtree:
 Efaith, Ma'am—'t would surprise you to hear how ready he is at all these things.


Lady Sneerwell:
 I wonder, Sir Benjamin, you never publish anything.


Sir Benjamin:
 To say truth, Ma'am, 'tis very vulgar to print and as my little productions are mostly Satires and Lampoons I find they circulate more by giving copies in confidence to the friends of the parties—however I have some love-elegies, which, when favoured with this lady's smile I mean to give to the public. (pointing to Maria)


Crabtree:
 'Fore Heaven, ma'am, they'll immortalize you—you'll be handed down to posterity, like Petrarch's Laura, or Waller's Sacharissa.


Sir Benjamin:
 Yes madam, I think you will like them— when you shall see in a beautiful quarto page how a neat rivulet of text shall meander thro'a meadow of margin—'fore Gad, they will be the most elegant things of their kind!


Crabtree:
 But ladies, have you heard the news?


Mrs Candour:
 What, sir, do you mean the report of—


Crabtree:
 No ma'am that's not it. —Miss Nicely is going to be married to her own footman.


Mrs Candour:
 Impossible!


Crabtree:
 Ask Sir Benjamin.


Sir Benjamin:
 'tis very true, Ma' am—everything is fixed and the wedding livery bespoke.


Crabtree:
 Yes and they say there were pressing reasons for't.


Mrs Candour:
 It cannot be— and I wonder any one should believe such a story of so prudent a lady as Miss Nicely.


Sir Benjamin:
 O Lud! ma'am, that's the very reason 't was believed at once. She has always been so cautious and so reserved, that everybody was sure there was some reasons for it at bottom.


Lady Sneerwell:
 Yes, a tale of scandal is as fatal to the reputation of a prudent lady of her stamp as a fever is generally to those of the strongest constitutions, but there is a sort of puny sickly reputation, that is always ailing yet will outlive the robuster characters of a hundred prudes.


Sir Benjamin:
 True, Madam, there are valetudinarians in reputation as well as constitution— who being conscious of their weak part, avoid the least breath of air, and supply their want of stamina by care and circumspection—


Mrs Candour:
 Well but this may be all mistake—You know, Sir Benjamin very trifling circumstances often give rise to the most injurious tales.


Crabtree:
 That they do I'll be sworn Ma'am— did you ever hear how Miss Shepherd came to lose her lover and her character last summer at Tunbridge—Sir Benjamin you remember it—


Sir Benjamin:
 O to be sure the most whimsical circumstance—


Lady Sneerwell:
 How was it pray—


Crabtree:
 Why, one evening, at Mrs Ponto's assembly, the conversation happened to turn on the difficulty of breeding Nova-Scotia sheep in this country—says a young lady in company "I have known instances of it—for Miss Letitia shepherd, a first cousin of mine, had a Nova-Scotia Sheep that produced her twins." "What!" cries the old dowager Lady Dundizzy (Who you know is as deaf as a post), "has Miss Letitia Shepherd had twins" —This mistake—as you may imagine, threw the whole company into a fit of laughing. However, 't was the next morning everywhere reported and in a few days believed by the whole town, that Miss Letitia Shepherd had actually been brought to bed of a fine boy and girl—and in less than a week there were people who could name the father, and the farm house where the babies were put out to nurse.


Lady Sneerwell:
 Strange indeed!


Crabtree:
 Matter of fact, I assure you— O Lud! Mr Surface pray is it true that your uncle Sir Oliver is coming home?


Surface:
 Not that I know of indeed Sir.


Crabtree:
 He has been in the East Indies a long time—you can scarcely remember him— I believe— sad comfort on his arrival to hear how your brother has gone on!


Surface:
 Charles has been imprudent sir to be sure; but I hope no busy people have already prejudiced Sir Oliver against him—He may reform.


Sir Benjamin:
 To be sure, he may—for my part I never believed him to be so utterly void of principle as people say—and tho' he has lost all his friends I am told nobody is better spoken of—by the Jews.


Crabtree:
 That's true egad nephew—if the old Jewry was a ward I believe Charles would be an alderman—no man more popular there, 'fore Gad I hear he pays as many annuities as the Irish Tontine and that whenever he's sick they have prayers for the recovery of his health in the synagogue.


Sir Benjamin:
 Yet, no man lives in greater splendour: —they tell me when he entertains his friends—He can sit down to dinner with a dozen of his own securities, have a score tradesmen waiting in the Anti-Chamber, and an officer behind every guest's chair.


Surface:
 This may be entertainment to you Gentlemen but you pay very little regard to the feelings of a brother.


Maria:
 Their malice is intolerable—Lady Sneerwell, I must wish you a good morning—I'm not very well.

(Exit Maria)


Mrs Candour:
 O dear she chang'd colour very much!


Lady Sneerwell:
 Do Mrs Candour follow her. She may want your assistance.


Mrs Candour:
 That I will with all my soul ma'am. —Poor dear girl—who knows—what her situation may be!

(Exit Mrs candour)


Lady Sneerwell:
 'T was nothing but that she could not bear to hear Charles reflected on notwithstanding their difference.


Sir Benjamin:
 The young Lady's penchant is obvious.


Crabtree:
 But Benjamin—you mustn't give up the pursuit for that—follow her and put her into good humour—repeat her some of your verses—come, I'll assist you—


Sir Benjamin:
 Mr Surface I did not mean to hurt you—but depend on't your brother is utterly undone.


Crabtree:
 O Lud! aye—undone—as ever man was—can't raise a guinea.


Sir Benjamin:
 And everything sold—I'm told—that was movable—


Crabtree:
 I was at his house—not a thing left but some empty bottles that were overlooked and the family pictures, which I believe are framed in the wainscot.


Sir Benjamin:
 And I'm very sorry to hear also some bad stories against him.


Crabtree:
 O, he has done many mean things—that's certain!


Sir Benjamin:
 But however as he is your brother—


Crabtree:
 We'll tell you all another opportunity.


Lady Sneerwell:
 Ha! ha! ha! 'tis very hard for them to leave a subject they have not quite run down.


Surface:
 And I believe the abuse was no more acceptable to your ladyship than Maria.


Lady Sneerwell:
 I doubt her affections are farther engaged than we imagin'd but the family are to be here this evening so you may as well dine where you are and we shall have an opportunity of observing farther—in the meantime, I'll go and plot mischief and you shall study sentiments.

第一幕

第一场　史妮薇女士家

（史妮薇女士和女仆拉匹特在她的梳妆台前）

（沃竺思小姐在喝巧克力饮料）


史妮薇女士:
 你把那些段落都加进去了吗？


沃竺思：
 都加进去了，女士。我亲自抄的，笔迹都是模仿的，看到那些段落谁也不会怀疑它们的出处。


史妮薇女士：
 你散播了布丽泰尔小姐跟波斯特尔上尉的绯闻了吗？


沃竺思：
 夫人，现在大半个镇子都在议论布丽泰尔小姐的事了，我相信用不了一个星期，男人们都会为她这个娼妓干杯了。


史妮薇女士：
 你是怎么把那位男爵和那位厨师的事偷偷传出去的？


沃竺思：
 正如夫人您的料想，昨天我把这事和我的女仆说了，也暗示她跟我的理发师交流交流。听说理发师有个兄弟正在追求帕尔莫帽店的一个学徒，那个学徒的女主人有位很近的堂妹，刚好是克拉吉特夫人的女相好。照这样发展下去，用不了二十四小时就会传到克拉吉特太太的耳朵里。那时候，就正如所愿，一切就大功告成了。


史妮薇女士：
 真的，这个克拉吉特夫人真是个了不起的天才啊！干了一大堆的好事，而且，她办的那点事啊，还挺成功的。据我所知，就因为她，六对恋人分手了，三个儿子被剥夺了继承权，四个女儿被逐出家门，三五个私奔了，还有那么几个给关禁闭了，九家维特分居，两家离婚了。不仅如此，我还多次听说她在镇上和《国家杂志》引起对质，可当时双方还都素昧平生。


沃竺思：
 在那些方面，她真是个天才。


史妮薇女士：
 可她太粗俗了。


沃竺思：
 那倒是真的。她通常盘算得很周全，而且快人快语、大胆创新，可是，色泽太晦暗，轮廓往往太夸张。她的线条不够细致，讥讽的手法也欠圆滑。这才显示出夫人您造谣的水平啊。


史妮薇女士：
 哈，沃竺思，这倒是真的。


沃竺思：
 还不止啊。大家都知道，别人即使有事实支持，也得费上九牛二虎之力。而您，史妮薇女士，只需开个口，瞧一眼就行。


史妮薇女士：
 是啊，亲爱的沃竺思，我可不是伪君子，我不否认能从努力中收获成功，我挺满足的。前半生，在诽谤的毒害中自己也受过伤害。我承认，从我名誉被败坏的那时起，就想把别人都糟蹋得跟我一样，没有什么比这更快乐的了。


沃竺思：
 这是最自然不过的了。可是我尊敬的史妮薇女士，您最近找我去办的那件差事，老实说，我实在猜不透你的动机何在？


史妮薇女士：
 你指的是我的邻居——彼德·狄索爵士和他家人，拉匹特吧？这件事上我的表现，让你真的觉得那么神秘？


沃竺思：
 就是的啊。


史妮薇女士：
 像彼德·狄索爵士这样的老光棍，从农村娶回来一个年轻的妻子，就是狄索女士，当然是搞恶作剧、开玩笑的好素材了。但是还有两个年轻人，自从他们父亲去世后，彼德·狄索爵士就担起监护人的角色。老大个性温厚，口碑又那么好；那小的呢，是王国里最浪荡放纵的家伙，既没朋友也没气质。前者公开承认拜倒在您的石榴裙下，也显然是您的意中人。小的黏上了玛丽娅，彼德爵士的护士。大家都知道她爱他。


沃竺思：
 面对这一切，我绝对接受不了，你说你一个没什么遗产的寡妇，为什么就不能热情地靠近像索菲斯先生这样有个性和前途的年轻人呢？更可气的是，为什么你要如此出奇的热心去破坏他弟弟查理和玛丽娅两人之间的感情呢？


史妮薇女士：
 现在马上给你揭晓答案。我必须告诉你：爱是不能分享的，无论我和索菲斯先生如何交往。


沃竺思：
 不会吧！


史妮薇女士：
 他真正爱着的是玛丽娅，或者说是她的财产。可是，当他发现他兄弟是个强劲对手时，只好掩饰企图，靠我的协助。


沃竺思：
 这，我就更糊涂了，你为什么会对他的成功有那么大的兴趣？


史妮薇女士：
 天啊！好笨啊你！现如今你都猜不出我的弱点，多丢人啊！要不我怎么连你都隐瞒啊，非要我承认，查尔斯，那个放荡、奢侈、穷困潦倒、声名狼藉的家伙，就是他搞得我心神不宁、耿耿于怀的，为把他搞到手，我愿意牺牲一切。


沃竺思：
 这么说，你的行为看起来就一致了，我也不再怀疑你对玛丽娅的敌意了。但是你和索菲斯又怎么能如此推心置腹呢？


史妮薇女士：
 为了我们相互的利益啊，我可已经注意他很久了。他这个人狡猾、自私而且恶毒。简单地说，是个满嘴道德的无赖；布彼德爵士和认识他的人竟然以为他是个谨慎、有良知、心肠慈善的青年楷模。


沃竺思：
 是的，是的，我知道彼德爵士曾说：英国找不到像他这样的人。而且，最重要的是，他还自诩是个多愁善感的人。


史妮薇女士：
 真的，在他的多愁善感和伪善的帮助下，他彻底赢得了彼德爵士的欢心和玛丽娅的尊重。我现在相信他又在企图讨好狄索女士对他产生同样的好感。但是，可怜的查尔斯在那家里没有朋友，尽管我害怕他在玛丽娅心中很有分量，我们必须把矛头对准玛丽娅。


仆人：
 索菲斯先生来了。


史妮薇女士：
 请他进来。他通常在这个时候来看我。别人把他当做我的情人，我并不觉得奇怪。

（索菲斯上场）


索菲斯：
 亲爱的史妮薇女士，您今天好吗？


史妮薇女士：
 沃竺思刚刚还拿我们之间的关系说笑呢。不过，我把我们现在合作的真正意图告诉他了。你知道吗，她对我们会很有帮助的，相信我，信任她是不会错的。


索菲斯：
 女士，我不可能怀疑像沃竺思小姐这种人的敏感度和洞察力。


史妮薇女士：
 好啦，好啦，别恭维啦。那告诉我，你看到你情妇怎么样了，要不给我说点更重要的，你兄弟怎么样啊？


索菲斯：
 自从上次跟您分开以后，我没再碰到他们两人中的任何一位。不过，我可以向您报告，他们也没有再见面。现在您的那些故事已经对玛丽娅起作用了。


史妮薇女士：
 哈！亲爱的索菲斯，这都归功于你啊。但是你兄弟的悲痛增加了吗？


索菲斯：
 每时每刻。有人告诉我，昨天他在家里又有所作为了。总之，他的放荡和挥霍真是前所未闻。


史妮薇女士：
 可怜的查尔斯！


索菲斯：
 真的，夫人。尽管他坏，可是人们还是不由得要同情他。咳！可怜的查尔斯！我肯定还是希望在我的能力范围之内，能够给予他必要的帮助，尽管我这人不会分担兄弟的悲痛，尽管他是咎由自取，罪有应得。


史妮薇女士：
 噢，上帝啊！你又开始讲仁义道德了，忘了咱们是一丘之貉了。


索菲斯：
 哎呀，那是。我还是把这份感情留到见了彼德爵士再说吧。把玛丽娅从这样一个花花公子身边拯救出来，的确是件善事。可他如果要改过向善，也只有仰仗女士您这样出众的才华和见识才行。


沃竺思：
 那肯定是一番冒险的经历。


索菲斯：
 但是，女士，我要提醒您一下，不要再把信心放在诽谤者、我们的朋友施奈克身上了。我发现他最近频繁地跟我父亲的老部下老罗利会面。这人可不是我的朋友。


史妮薇女士：
 我不会对施奈克失望的，我从不怀疑这家伙的品德。这甚至足以让他忠诚于他自己的恶行。（玛丽娅上）我亲爱的玛丽娅，你好啊？有什么事吗？


玛丽娅：
 噢，又是那个讨人嫌的情人，本杰明·白克贝特。刚才带着他那讨厌的克莱布特里叔叔去拜见我的监护人了，我就溜出来，跑到这里来避一避。


史妮薇女士：
 就这样吗？


沃竺思：
 史妮薇女士，我要去写刚跟你提过的信了。


索菲斯：
 女士，如果我兄弟能在这里，也许你就不会这么惊惶了。


史妮薇女士：
 现在不用了。你这话太苛刻了，我敢打赌，实际是，玛丽娅听到你在这里啊。亲爱的，本杰明爵士对你做了什么，让你这么回避他？


玛丽娅：
 噢，他也没做啥，就是总说些诽谤熟人的话。


索菲斯：
 是啊，最好是不听，一点儿好处也没有。即便是他最好的朋友都侮辱，何况是陌生人呢，克莱布特里也好不到哪里去。


史妮薇女士：
 不好，不过我们也该宽容些，本杰明爵士很聪明，还是位诗人。


玛丽娅：
 对我来说，作为女人，聪明一旦和怨恨联系在一起，就失去我对它的尊重。你怎么看，索菲斯先生？


索菲斯：
 当然了，女士，对于刺在别人心上的笑话给予附和的微笑，就成了恶意中伤的主谋。


史妮薇女士：
 哼，光有智慧没有个性是不可能的，精妙的阴谋就像倒刺，捅得深，扎挂得也牢。你说呢，索菲斯先生？


索菲斯：
 当然了，女士，话中剔除了挖苦的味道，气氛难免沉闷乏味。


玛丽娅：
 好。我不想讨论造谣到什么程度才可容忍，但是我相信造谣在人身上总是可鄙的。我们有傲慢、嫉妒、抗争、还有上千个理由去贬低对方，但是男性造谣中伤者在造谣生事前，也必定像女人一样的怯懦。


史妮薇女士：
 我希望我堂妹沃竺思没走，她会拥抱你的。


索菲斯：
 啊！她是位老处女，当然也是有特权的。

（仆人上）


仆人：
 夫人，康德尔夫人在下面呢，如果夫人您方便的话，她就下车进来坐一会儿。


史妮薇女士：
 请她进来吧。玛丽娅，这回有对你脾气的了吧？尽管康德尔夫人有点多嘴，大家都认为她是最温厚的那类好女人。


玛丽娅：
 是啊，跟老克莱布特里直白的伤害相比。她貌似的温厚和仁慈的恶意把人伤害得更厉害。


索菲斯：
 坦白地说，真是这样，史妮薇女士，如今我听我朋友说不少人都是这样的个性，当坎朵儿在为他们辩护时，我从没有想到他们是这么危险。


史妮薇女士：
 嘘，她来了——

（康德尔夫人上）


康德尔夫人：
 亲爱的史妮薇女士，好久不见了，尽管经常听人谈起你，你过得怎么样？索菲斯先生，到处都是你的流言蜚语呢，没什么大不了的，因为我觉得我们听到的不外乎是些丑闻。


索菲斯：
 真是如此，夫人。


康德尔夫人：
 啊，玛丽娅，我的孩子。你跟查尔斯到底是怎么回事？我想，镇上人议论的就是他的挥霍无度吧。


玛丽娅：
 真抱歉，夫人，镇子上的人真是吃饱了撑的。


康德尔夫人：
 真的，真是这样，孩子。别人的嘴巴是封不住的。我承认，我是伤透了心了，因为我真的从那里听说你的监护人，彼德爵士和狄索女士最近也处得不如想象得那么和谐。


玛丽娅：
 大家这么爱管闲事，实在岂有此理。


康德尔夫人：
 就是的，孩子。但是又能怎样呢？别人要说，也无法阻止。就在昨天，我怎么听说盖德波特小姐跟菲拉格里·菲勒特爵士私奔了。哎呀！听听就算了，不过这消息的来源确实可靠。


玛丽娅：
 这些消息肯定是流言。


康德尔夫人：
 所以啊，他们就像小孩子一样不讲究。但世人就是这么爱搬弄是非，无人幸免。天哪，谁会怀疑你的朋友——普利姆小姐会有轻浮的举动啊。可是人的本性就是这么坏，他们说上个星期就在她要跟她的跳舞教练乘上马车时，她叔叔拦住了她。


玛丽娅：
 我敢说，这种谣言是毫无根据的。


康德尔夫人：
 噢，我敢说这世界上没有有根据的事。再没有比上个月流传的法斯狄诺夫人跟卡西诺上校的绯闻更离奇的了。这事还有待澄清。


索菲斯：
 有些人肆意造谣，实在可恶。


玛丽娅：
 要我看，那些传播消息的人也该受到谴责。


康德尔夫人：
 是该谴责他们。谣言的传播者跟制造者一样坏。这是一句俗话，也是一句真切的话。可是，就像我早先说的。你怎能避免别人说三道四呢。今天克拉吉特夫人告诉我，哈尼姆恩夫妇，跟他们认识的人一样，终于结为夫妻。她还暗示说，隔街的一位寡妇治好了水肿，用非常惊人的方式恢复了原型。苔特永小姐就在一旁，她证实，鲍费罗阁下发现他的女人在一所没什么名望的房子里。哈利·布克爵士和汤姆·索思特也因受了类似刺激准备去比剑决斗。但是，天哪！我说这些事啊，你们会怎么看我啊，不！不！就像我说过的，谣言的传播者跟制造者一样坏。


索菲斯：
 啊！康德尔夫人，要是每个人都跟您一样自制和善良就好了。


康德尔夫人：
 我承认，索菲斯先生，我无法容忍背后中伤人。要是有人传我熟人的恶言恶语，我总往好处想。顺便说一下，你弟弟非常堕落的话不是真的吧？


索菲斯：
 我担心他的情况可能真的会很糟，夫人。


康德尔夫人：
 啊！我听说是的。可是，你一定要叫他振作起来。每个人的处境几乎都相同，像斯宾德尔阁下、托马斯·斯普林特爵士、奎恩兹上尉，还有尼克特先生都经历过。光这个星期，我就听到了这么多。要是查尔斯垮了，他会发现他有一半熟人也都毁了。要知道，那样会使他心里好受些。


索菲斯：
 毫无疑问，夫人，真是千真万确。

（仆人上）


仆人：
 克莱布特里先生和本杰明·白克贝特爵士来了。


史妮薇女士：
 噢！玛丽娅，看啊，你情人都追到这儿来了。这回你可逃不掉了。

（克莱布特里先生和本杰明·白克贝特爵士上）


克莱布特里：
 史妮薇女士，请允许我吻您的手。康德尔夫人，我看您不认识我侄子本杰明·白克贝特爵士吧。夫人！他非常聪明，是个出色的诗人，对吧，史妮薇女士？


本杰明爵士：
 呸！叔叔！


克莱布特里：
 哎哟，是真的。我曾经在猜画谜，还是写字谜比赛的场合支持他跟全国的押韵高手过招。夫人，您听说上周他以弗莉锁女士的羽饰着火为题写了一首讽刺短诗吗？本杰明重复一遍，要不说说你昨晚在德鲁茨聚会上即兴的手势谜也行。来吧，先来个鱼的名称，再来个伟大的海军总司令，还有……


本杰明爵士：
 亲爱的叔叔，求你了。


克莱布特里：
 的确，夫人，您听到会吃惊的，这方面，他才思敏捷。


史妮薇女士：
 我想本杰明爵士的诗还从没出版过吧？


本杰明爵士：
 说真的，夫人，出版了就俗了。并且，由于拙著大半是针对特定人物而写的讽刺诗和打油诗，我觉得在聚会时私下发给亲朋好友看看，会流传得更广些。不过，我有一些爱情哀歌，如果这位小姐肯报以微笑，我也愿意公诸于众。（朝向玛丽娅）


克莱布特里：
 老天啊，夫人，这会让您永垂不朽的。您会像彼特拉克笔下的劳拉或沃勒笔下的萨卡里莎一样流芳百世的。


本杰明爵士：
 是的，夫人，您会喜欢的。您在精美的四开本上看到，整洁的文字像溪水般顺着沃野的岸缘蜿蜒地潺潺流过。上帝啊，那会是诗歌里最雅致的部分！


克莱布特里：
 可是，女士们，你们知道吗？


康德尔夫人：
 什么，先生，你说的是……


克莱布特里：
 没啥，夫人，也没什么的。奈思丽小姐要下嫁给跟班的事。


康德尔夫人：
 不可能！


克莱布特里：
 你问本杰明爵士。


本杰明爵士：
 是真的，夫人。一切都已定下来了，结婚礼服也订制好了。


克莱布特里：
 是啊，据说还有紧迫的理由呢。


康德尔夫人：
 不会吧，我怀疑谁会相信奈思丽小姐这么谨慎的人会做这种事。


本杰明爵士：
 噢，天啊，夫人，这才是让人立刻就相信的理由。她是那么谨慎、那么保守，所以大家都确定到底还是有理由的。


史妮薇女士：
 哎哟，说真的，瞎编的谣言对她这种谨言慎行的人来说，就如同热病对体格强壮的人一样致命。和一百个假正经的女人相比，有些人的声誉就像体制弱的人，越是生病，越是能抗过精力旺盛、体质健壮的人。


本杰明爵士：
 真是的，夫人，有些人生怕名誉受损就像怕知道自己身体有弱点的人一样，尽量避免风吹草动，而以细心照料来补给所需的活力。


康德尔夫人：
 哦，可是这也许全是错的。本杰明爵士，您可知道：芝麻小事往往变成最具杀伤力的谣言。


克莱布特里：
 我发誓，夫人，是那么回事。您听说过塞博尔德小姐是怎么失去她的情人的吗？她去年夏天在特恩布里奇的什么性格吗？本杰明爵士你还记得吧。


本杰明爵士：
 噢，——那真是一桩最古怪不过的事了。


史妮薇女士：
 请问，是怎么了？


克莱布特里：
 说什么有个晚上在潘桃太太家中聚会的时候，话题凑巧转到国内新英格兰绵羊生产的事。在场的一位年轻女士说：“我知道一些实例，因为我一位堂妹莉缇迪雅·派普小姐养的一头新苏格兰绵羊，一胎生了两头。”“什么”道尔杰·邓迪吉女士失声叫道（你们知道她是个很重听的人）：“派普小姐生了双胞胎？”你们可以想象得到，这种误会当场就引起了哄堂大笑。可是，就在第二天早上，这件事到处传扬；没过几天，全城的人都以为莉缇迪雅。派普小姐真的生了一对漂亮的双胞胎；不到一个星期，就有人叫出了孩子的父亲，还说孩子交给护士寄养在一个农场的房子里。


史妮薇女士：
 太奇妙了！


克莱布特里：
 千真万确，我向你保证。哎哟！索菲斯先生，听说你叔叔奥里弗爵士要回来了，是真的吗？


索菲斯：
 我真的不知道，爵士。


克莱布特里：
 他在东印度群岛很长时间了，你根本不记得他。我相信，要是光听听他弟弟干的那点事，就够他难过的了。


索菲斯：
 查尔斯是鲁莽，真的，不过，我倒希望好管闲事的人不要使奥里弗爵士对他存有偏见。他会改过自新的。


本杰明爵士：
 他真的可以。就我而言，我决不相信他像人们说的那样完全有原则，尽管失去了所有朋友，我听说，犹太人倒是对他颇有好评。


克莱布特里：
 哎呀，侄子，就是那么回事。如果旧犹太区自称一区，我相信查尔斯会当上参议员的，那儿没有人比他更吃得开了。皇天在上！听说他付的年金跟爱尔兰唐缇养老金一样多，所以他一生病，所有的犹太会堂都为他的康复祈祷。


本杰明爵士：
 没人生活得比他更滋润得了。他们告诉我，为了让朋友开心，他可以跟他自己的一打警卫一块吃饭，让二十名商人在众议院恭候，每位客人后面还恭候一位监守员。


索菲斯：
 先生们，对你们来说这是消遣，但你根本没有顾及我兄弟的感受。


玛丽娅：
 他们如此恶言恶语，实在令人难忍——史妮薇夫人，我祝你度过个愉快的上午，我不舒服。（下）


康德尔夫人：
 噢，亲爱的，她脸色变得好难看。


史妮薇女士：
 康德尔夫人跟着她，她可能需要帮助。


康德尔夫人：
 我会尽力的，夫人。可怜的姑娘，谁晓得她的状况会怎样。

（康德尔夫人下）


史妮薇女士：
 她只是不能忍受别人说查尔斯的坏话。


本杰明爵士：
 这位小姐的好恶显然可见。


克莱布特里：
 但是，本杰明，你不能就这么放弃啊，跟上去，讨她高兴。给她朗诵些你的诗句，要不，我帮你。


本杰明爵士：
 索菲斯先生，我没想伤害你，要真靠你弟弟的本事是不行的。


克莱布特里：
 天啊，是的，是不行啊。哪个男人……连个几尼都攒不住啊？


本杰明爵士：
 都卖了，据说全变卖光了。


克莱布特里：
 我在他家看到，除了些没人要的空瓶子和镶在墙上的家族画像，一无所有。


本杰明爵士：
 很遗憾的是，我还听到了一些对他不利的传言。


克莱布特里：
 哦，他干了许多卑鄙的事，那是毋庸置疑的。


本杰明爵士：
 但怎么说也是你弟弟啊。


克莱布特里：
 以后有机会再详谈吧。


史妮薇女士：
 哈！哈！哈！要让他们话没说完就走可真难啊。


索菲斯：
 我相信这些坏话对您和玛丽娅来说都同样不快。


史妮薇女士：
 我相信她比我们想象得还痴情。不过，这家人今晚要来这儿，所以你不妨就在这儿用餐，而我们也有机会进一步观察。与此同时，我要去策划策划，而你，酝酿一下感情。





实战提升

Practising & Exercise

作者介绍

理查德·布林斯莱·谢里丹（Richard Brinsley Sheridan）是18世纪后期英国最有成就的喜剧剧作家，同时也是演说家、政治家。他出生于爱尔兰的都柏林，但从小生活在英国。谢里丹的喜剧冲突尖锐、讽刺辛辣，而且经常穿插生动有趣的情节及令人发笑的场面，对话漂亮俏皮，迄今仍保持着舞台生命力。

核心单词

demirep ['demirep] n
 . 下流女人

extravagant [iks'trævəɡənt] adj
 . 奢侈的；浪费的

motive ['məutiv] n
 . 动机；主旨；目的

intercourse ['intə(ː)kɔːs] n
 . 往来；交往；交际

charity ['tʃæriti] n
 . 慈悲，仁爱

名句诵读

Did you circulate the Report of Lady Brittle's intrigue with Captain Boastall?

你散播了布丽泰尔小姐跟波斯特尔上尉的绯闻了吗？



An old Batchelor as sir Peter was, having taken a young wife from out of the country—as Lady Teazle is—are certainly fair subjects for a little mischievous raillery.

像彼德·狄索爵士这样的老光棍，从农村娶回来一个年轻的妻子，就是狄索女士，当然是搞恶作剧、开玩笑的好素材了。


Major Barbara

芭芭拉少校
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剧情博览

《芭芭拉少校》对军火商人运用血腥手段发财致富的无耻行径进行了尖锐的揭露和批判。剧本描写一个大资本家、大军火商安德谢夫的女儿芭芭拉参加了宗教慈善事业，在救世军里担任了少校的职位并要求她的父亲放弃军火制造，加入救世军以拯救自己的灵魂。但后来，她发现救世军原来是由她父亲这样的资本家出钱兴办的，她的幻想破灭了。





Act Ⅱ

The yard of the West Ham shelter of the Salvation Army is a cold place on a January morning. The building itself, an old warehouse, is newly white washed. Its gabled end projects into the yard in the middle, with a door on the ground floor, and another in the loft above it without any balcony or ladder, but with a pulley rigged over it for hoisting sacks. Those who come from this central gable end into the yard have the gateway leading to the street on their left, with a stone horse-trough just beyond it, and, on the right, a penthouse shielding a table from the weather. There are forms at the table, and on them are seated a man and a woman, both much down on their luck, finishing a meal of bread (one thick slice each, with margarine and golden syrup) and diluted milk.

The man, a workman out of employment, is young, agile, a talker, a poser, sharp enough to be capable of anything in reason except honesty or altruistic considerations of any kind. The woman is a commonplace old bundle of poverty and hard-core humanity. She looks sixty and probably is forty-five. If they were rich people, gloved and muffed and even wrapped up in furs and overcoats, they would be numbed and miserable; for it is a grindingly cold, raw, January day; and a glance at the background of grimy warehouses and leaden sky visible over the whitewashed walls of the yard would drive any idle rich person straight to the Mediterranean. But these two, being no more troubled with visions of the Mediterranean than of the moon, and being compelled to keep more of their clothes in the pawnshop, and less on their persons, in winter than in summer, are not depressed by the cold, rather are they stung into vivacity, to which their meal has just now given an almost jolly turn. The man takes a pull at his mug, and then gets up and moves about the yard with his hands deep in his pockets, occasionally breaking into a stepdance.


The woman:
 Feel better arter your meal, sir?


The man:
 No. Call that a meal! Good enough for you, praps; but wot is it to me, an intelligent workin man.


The woman:
 Workin man! Wot are you?


The man:
 Painter.


The woman:
 (skeptically) Yus, I dessay.


The man:
 Yus, you dessay! I know. Every loafer that can't do nothink calls itsaf a painter. Well, I'm a real painter: grainer, finisher, thirty-eight bob a week when I can get it.


The woman:
 Then why don't you go and get it?


The man:
 I'll tell you why. Fust: I'm intelligent—fffff! it's rotten cold here (He dances a step or two.) yes: intelligent beyond the station o life into which it has pleased the capitalists to call me; and they don't like a man that sees through em. Second, an intelligent bein needs a doo share of appiness, so I drink somethink cruel when I get the chawnce. Third, I stand by my class and do as little as I can so's to leave arf the job for me fellow workers. Fourth, I'm fly enough to know wots inside the law and wots outside it; and inside it I do as the capitalists do: pinch wot I can lay me ands on. In a proper state of society I am sober, industrious and honest: in Rome, so to speak, I do as the Romans do. Wots the consequence? When trade is bad and it's rotten bad just now and the employers az to sack arf their men, they generally start on me.


The woman:
 What's your name?


The man:
 Price. Bronterre O'Brien Price. Usually called Snobby Price, for short.


The woman:
 Snobby's a carpenter, ain't it? You said you was a painter.


Price:
 Not that kind of snob, but the genteel sort
 . I'm too uppish, owing to my intelligence, and my father being a Chartist and a reading, thinking man, a stationer, too. I'm none of your common hewers of wood and drawers of water; and don't you forget it. (He returns to his seat at the table, and takes up his mug.) Wots your name?


The woman:
 Rummy Mitchens, sir.


Price:
 (quaffing the remains of his milk to her) Your elth, Miss Mitchens.


Rummy:
 (correcting him) Missis Mitchens.


Price:
 Wot! Oh Rummy, Rummy! Respectable married woman, Rummy, gittin rescued by the Salvation Army by pretendin to be a bad un. Same old game!


Rummy:
 What am I to do? I can't starve. Them Salvation lasses is dear good girls; but the better you are, the worse they likes to think you were before they rescued you. Why shouldn't they av a bit o credit, poor loves? They're worn to rags by their work. And where would they get the money to rescue us if we was to let on we're no worse than other people? You know what ladies and gentlemen are.


Price:
 Thievin swine! Wish I ad their job, Rummy, all the same. Wot does Rummy stand for? Pet name praps?


Rummy:
 Short for Romola.


Price:
 For wot!?


Rummy:
 Romola. It was out of a new book. Somebody me mother wanted me to grow up like.


Price:
 We're companions in misfortune, Rummy. Both on us got names that nobody cawnt pronounce. Consequently I'm Snobby and you're Rummy because Bill and Sally wasn't good enough for our parents. Such is life!


Rummy:
 Who saved you, Mr. Price? Was it Major Barbara?


Price:
 No: I come here on my own. I'm goin to be Bronterre O' Brien Price, the converted painter. I know wot they like. I'll tell em how I blasphemed
 and gambled and wopped my poor old mother—


Rummy:
 (shocked) Used you to beat your mother?


Price:
 Not likely. She used to beat me. No matter: you come and listen to the converted painter, and you'll hear how she was a pious woman that taught me prayers at her knee, an how I used to come home drunk and drag her out o bed be er snow white airs, an lam into er with the poker.


Rummy:
 That's what's so unfair to us women. Your confessions is just as big lies as ours: you don't tell what you really done no more than us; but you men can tell your lies right out at the meetins and be made much of for it; while the sort o confessions we az to make az to be whispered to one lady at a time. It ain't right, spite of all their piety.


Price:
 Right! Do you spose the Army 'd be allowed if it went and did right? Not much. It combs our air and makes us good little blokes to be robbed and put upon. But I'll play the game as good as any of em. I'll see somebody struck by lightnin, or hear a voice sayin "Snobby Price: where will you spend eternity
 ?" I'll ave a time of it, I tell you.


Rummy:
 You won't be let drink, though.


Price:
 I'll take it out in gorspellin, then. I don't want to drink if I can get fun enough any other way. (Jenny Hill, a pale, overwrought, pretty Salvation lass of 18, comes in through the yard gate, leading Peter Shirley, a half hardened, half worn-out elderly man, weak with hunger.)


Jenny:
 (supporting him) Come! Pluck up. I'll get you something to eat. You'll be all right then.


Price:
 (rising and hurrying officiously to take the old man off Jenny's hands) Poor old man! Cheer up, brother: you'll find rest and peace and appiness ere. Hurry up with the food, miss: e's fair done. (Jenny hurries into the shelter.) Ere, buck up, daddy! she's fetchin y'a thick slice o breadn treacle, an a mug o skyblue. (He seats him at the corner of the table.)


Rummy:
 (gaily) Keep up your old art! Never say die!


Shirley:
 I'm not an old man. I'm ony 46. I'm as good as ever I was. The grey patch come in my hair before I was thirty. All it wants is three pennorth o hair dye: am I to be turned on the streets to starve for it? Holy God! I've worked ten to twelve hours a day since I was thirteen, and paid my way all through; and now am I to be thrown into the gutter and my job given to a young man that can do it no better than me because I've black hair that goes white at the first change?


Price:
 (cheerfully) No good jawrin about it. You're ony a jumped-up, jerked-off, orspittle-turned-out incurable of an ole workin man: who cares about you? Eh? Make the thievin swine give you a meal: they've stole many a one from you. Get a bit o your own back. (Jenny returns with the usual meal.) There you are, brother. Awsk a blessin an tuck that into you.


Shirley:
 (looking at it ravenously but not touching it, and crying like a child) I never took anything before.


Jenny:
 (petting him) Come, come! the Lord sends it to you: he wasn't above taking bread from his friends; and why should you be? Besides, when we find you a job you can pay us for it if you like.


Shirley:
 (eagerly) Yes, yes: that's true. I can pay you back: it's only a loan. (shivering) Oh Lord! oh Lord! (He turns to the table and attacks the meal ravenously.)


Jenny:
 Well, Rummy, are you more comfortable now?


Rummy:
 God bless you, lovey! You've fed my body and saved my soul, haven't you? (Jenny, touched, kisses her.) Sit down and rest a bit: you must be ready to drop.


Jenny:
 I've been going hard since morning. But there's more work than we can do. I mustn't stop.


Rummy:
 Try a prayer for just two minutes. You'll work all the better after.


Jenny:
 (her eyes lighting up) Oh isn't it wonderful how a few minutes prayer revives you! I was quite lightheaded at twelve o' clock, I was so tired; but Major Barbara just sent me to pray for five minutes; and I was able to go on as if I had only just begun, (to Price) Did you have a piece of bread?


Price:
 (with unction) Yes, miss; but I've got the piece that I value more; and that's the peace that passeth hall hannerstennin.


Rummy:
 (fervently) Glory Hallelujah!

(Bill Walker, a rough customer of about 25, appears at the yard gate and looks malevolently at Jenny.)


Jenny:
 That makes me so happy. When you say that, I feel wicked for loitering here. I must get to work again. (She is hurrying to the shelter, when the newcomer moves quickly up to the door and intercepts her. His manner is so threatening that she retreats as he comes at her truculently, driving her do on the yard.)


Bill:
 I know you. You're the one that took away my girl. You're the one that set er agen me. Well, I'm goin to av er out. Not that I care a curse for her or you: see? But I'll let er know; and I'll let you know. I'm goin to give er a doin that'll teach er to cut away from me. Now in with you and tell er to come out afore I come in and kick er out. Tell er Bill Walker wants er. She'll know what that means; and if she keeps me waitin it'll be worse. You stop to jaw back at me; and I'll start on you: d'ye hear? There's your way. In you go. (He takes her by the arm and slings her towards the door of the shelter. She falls on her hand and knee. Rummy helps her up again.)


Price:
 (rising, and venturing irresolutely towards Bill) Easy there, mate. She aint doin you no arm.


Bill:
 Who are you callin mate? (standing over him threateningly) You're goin to stand up for her, are you? Put up your ands.


Rummy:
 (running indignantly to him to scold him) Oh, you great brute— (He instantly savings his left hand back against her face. She screams and reels back to the trough, where she sits down, covering her bruised face with her hands and rocking herself and moaning with pain.)


Jenny:
 (going to her) Oh God forgive you! How could you strike an old woman like that?


Bill:
 (seizing her by the hair so violently that she also screams, and tearing her away from the old woman) You Gawd forgive me again and I'll Gawd forgive you one on the jaw that'll stop you prayin for a week, (holding her and turning fiercely on Price) Av you anything to say agen it? Eh?


Price:
 (intimidated) No, matey: she ain't anything to do with me.


Bill:
 Good job for you! I'd put two meals into you and fight you with one finger after, you starved cur. (to Jenny) Now are you goin to fetch out Mog Habbijam; or am I to knock your face off you and fetch her myself?


Jenny:
 (writhing in his grasp) Oh please someone go in and tell Major Barbara—

(She screams again as he wrenches her head down; and Price and Rummy flee into the shelter.)


Bill:
 You want to go in and tell your Major of men do you?


Jenny:
 Oh please don't drag my hair. Let me go.


Bill:
 Do you or don't you? (She stifles a scream.) Yes or no.


Jenny:
 God give me strength—


Bill:
 (striking her with his fist in the face) Go and shew her that, and tell her if she Wants one like it to come and interfere
 with me. (Jenny, crying with pain, goes into the shed. He goes to the form and addresses the old man.) Here: finish your mess; and get out o my way.


Shirley:
 (springing up and facing him fiercely, with the mug in his hand) You take a liberty with me, and I'll smash you over the face with the mug and cut your eye out. Ain't you satisfied—young whelps like you—with takin the bread out o the mouths of your elders that have brought you up and slaved for you, but you must come shovin and cheekin and bullyininhere, where the bread o charity is sickeninin our stummicks?


Bill:
 (contemptuously, but backing a little) Wot good are you, you old palsy mug? Wot good are you?


Shirley:
 As good as you and better. I'll do a day's work agen you or any fat young soaker of your age. Go and take my job at Horrockses, where I worked for ten year. They want young men there: they can't afford to keep men over forty-five. They're very sorry—give you a character and happy to help you to get anything suited to your years—sure a steady man won't be long out of a job. Well, let em try you. They'll find the differ. What do you know? Not as much as how to beeyave yourself—layin your dirty fist across the mouth of a respectable woman!


Bill:
 Don't provoke me to lay it acrost yours: d'ye hear?


Shirley:
 (with blighting contempt) Yes: you like an old man to hit, don't you, when you've finished with the women. I ain't seen you hit a young one yet.


Bill:
 (stung) You lie, you old soupkitchener, you. There was a young man here. Did I offer to hit him or did I not?


Shirllry:
 Was he starvin or was he not? Was he a man or only a crosseyed thief a loafer? Would you hit my son-in-law's brother?


Bill:
 Who's he?


Shirllry:
 Todger Fairmile o Balls Pond. Him that won ￡20 off the Japanese wrastler at the music hall by standin out 17 minutes 4 seconds agen him.


Bill:
 (sullenly) I'm no music hall wrastler. Can he box?


Shirley:
 Yes: an you can't.


Bill:
 Wot! I can't, can't I? Wot's that you say (threatening him)?


Shirllry:
 (not budging an inch) Will you box Todger Fairmile if I put him on to you? Say the word.


Bill:
 (subsiding with a slouch) I'll stand up to any man alive, if he was ten Todger Fairmiles. But I don't set up to be a perfessional.


Shirley:
 (looking down on him with unfathomable) You box! Slap an old woman with the back o your hand! You hadn't even the sense to hit her where a magistrate couldn't see the mark of it, you silly young lump of conceit and ignorance. Hit a girl in the jaw and ony make her cry! If Todger Fairmile'd done it, she wouldn't a got up inside o ten minutes, no more than you would if he got on to you. Yah! I'd set about you myself if I had a week's feedin in me instead o two months starvation. (He returns to the table to finish his meal.)


Bill:
 (following him and stooping over him to drive the taunt in) You lie! You have the bread and treacle in you that you come here to beg.


Shirley:
 (bursting into tears) Oh God! it's true: I'm only an old pauper on the scrap heap, (furiously) But you'll come to it yourself; and then you'll know. You'll come to it sooner than a teetotaler
 like me, fillin yourself with gin at this hour o the mornin!


Bill:
 I'm no gin drinker, you old liar; but when I want to give my girl a bloomin good idin I like to av a bit o devil in me: see? An here I am, talkin to a rotten old blighter like you sted o givin her wot for. (working himself into a rage) I'm goin in there to fetch her out. (He makes vengefully for the shelter door.)


Shirley:
 You're goin to the station on a stretcher more likely; and they'll take the gin and the devil out of you there when they get you inside. You mind what you're about: the major here is the Earl o Stevenage's granddaughter.


Bill:
 (checked) Garn!


Shirley:
 You'll see.


Bill:
 (his resolution oozing) Well, I ain't done nothin to er.


Shirley:
 Spose she said you did! Who'd believe you?


Bill:
 (very uneasy, skulking back to the corner of the penthouse) Gawd! there's no jastice in this country. To think wot them people can do! I'm as good as er.


Shirley:
 Tell her so. It's just what a fool like you would do.

(Barbara, brisk and businesslike, comes from the shelter with a note book, and addresses herself to Shirley. Bill, cowed, sits down in the corner on a form, and turns his back on them.)


Barbara:
 Good morning.


Shirley:
 (standing up and taking off his hat) Good morning, miss.


Barbara:
 Sit down: make yourself at home. (He hesitates; but she puts a friendly hand on his shoulder and makes him obey.) Now then! Since you've made friends with us, we want to know all about you. Names and addresses and trades.


Shirley:
 Peter Shirley. Fitter. Chucked out two months ago because I was too old.


Barbara:
 (not at all surprised) You'd pass still. Why didn't you dye your hair?


Shirley:
 I did. Me age come out at a coroner's inquest on me daughter.


Barbara:
 Steady?


Shirley:
 Teetotaller. Never out of a job before. Good worker. And sent to the knackers like an old horse!


Barbara:
 No matter: if you did your part God will do his.


Shirley:
 (suddenly stubborn) My religion's no concern of anybody but myself.


Barbara:
 (guessing) I know. Secularist?


Shirley:
 (hotly) Did I offer to deny it?


Barbara:
 Why should you? My own father's a Secularist, I think. Our Father—yours and mine—fulfils himself in many ways; and I daresay he knew what he was about when he made a Secularist of you
 . So buck up, Peter! we can always find a job for a steady man like you. (Shirley, disarmed, touches his hat. She turns from him to Bill.) What's your name?


Bill:
 (insolently) Wot's that to you?


Barbara:
 (calmly making a note) Afraid to give his name. Any trade?


Bill:
 Who's afraid to give his name? (doggedly with a sense of heroically defying the House of Lords in the person of Lord Stevenage) If you want to bring a charge agen me, bring it. (She waits, unruffled.) My name's Bill Walker.


Barbara:
 (as if the name were familiar: trying to remember how) Bill Walker? (recollecting) Oh, I know: you're the man that Jenny Hill was praying for inside just now. (She enters his name in her note book.)


Bill:
 Who's Jenny Hill? And what call has she to pray for me?


Barbara:
 I don't know. Perhaps it was you that cut her lip.


Bill:
 (defiantly) Yes, it was me that cut her lip. I ain't afraid o you.


Barbara:
 How could you be, since you're not afraid of God? You're a brave man, Mr. Walker. It takes some pluck to do our work here; but none of us dare lift our hand against a girl like little Jenny, for fear of her father in heaven.


Bill:
 (sullenly) I want none o your cantin jaw. I suppose you think I come here to beg from you, like this damaged lot here. Not me. I don't want your bread and scrape and catlap. I don't believe in your Gawd, no more than you do yourself.


Barbara:
 (sunnily apologetic and ladylike, as on a new footing with him) Oh, I beg your pardon for putting your name down, Mr. Walker. I didn't understand. I'll strike it out.


Bill:
 (taking this as a slight, and deeply Wounded by it) Eah! You let my name alone. Ain't it good enough to be in your book?


Barbara:
 (considering) Well, you see, there's no use putting down your name unless I can do something for you, is there? What's your trade?


Bill:
 (still smarting) That's no concern o yours.


Barbara:
 Just so. (very businesslike) I'll put you down as (writing) the man who struck poor little Jenny Hillin the mouth.


Bill:
 (rising threateningly) See here. I've ad enough o this.


Barbara:
 (quite sunny and fearless) What did you come to us for?


Bill:
 I come for my girl, see? I come to take her out o this and to break er jawr for her.


Barbara:
 (complacently) You see I was right about your trade. (Bill, on the point of retorting furiously, finds himself, to his great shame and terror, in danger of crying instead. He sits down again suddenly.) What's her name?


Bill:
 (dogged) Er name's Mog Abbijam: that's wot her name is.


Barbara:
 Oh, she's gone to Canning Town, to our barracks there.


Bill:
 (fortified by his resentment of Mog's perfidy) Is she? (vindictively) Then I'm goin to Kennintahn arter her. (He crosses to the gate, hesitates; finally comes back at Barbara.) Are you lyin to me to get shut o me?


Barbara:
 I don't want to get shut of you. I want to keep you here and save your soul. You'd better stay: you're going to have a bad time today, Bill.


Bill:
 Who's goin to give it to me? You, praps.


Barbara:
 Someone you don't believe in. But you'll be glad afterwards.


Bill:
 (slinking off) I'll go to Kennintahn to be out o the reach o your tongue. (suddenly turning on her with intense malice) And if I don't find Mog there, I'll come back and do two years for you, selp me Gawd if I don't!


Barbata:
 (a shade kindlier, if possible) It's no use, Bill. Shes got another bloke.


Bill:
 Wot!


Barbata:
 One of her own converts. He fell in love with her when he saw her with her soul saved, and her face clean, and her hair washed.


Bill:
 (surprised) Wottud she wash it for, the carroty slut? It's red.


Barbata:
 It's quite lovely now, because she wears a new look in her eyes with it. It's a pity you're too late. The new bloke has put your nose out of joint, Bill.


Bill:
 I'll put his nose out o joint for him. Not that I care a curse for her, mind that. But I'll teach her to drop me as if I was dirt. And I' ll teach him to meddle with my Judy. Wots is bleedin name?


Barbara:
 Sergeant Todger Fairmile.


Shirley:
 (rising with grim joy) I'll go with him, miss. I want to see them two meet. I'll take him to the infirmary when it's over.


Bill:
 (to Shirley, with undissembled misgiving) Is that in you was speakin on?


Shirley:
 That's him.


Bill:
 Im that wrastled in the music all?


Shirley:
 The competitions at the National Sportin Club was worth nigh a hundred a year to him. He's gev em up now for religion; so he's a bit fresh for want of the exercise he was accustomed to. He'll be glad to see you. Come along.


Bill:
 Wots is weight?


Shirley:
 Thirteen four. (Bill's last hope expires.)


Barbara:
 Go and talk to him, Bill. He'll convert you.


Shirley:
 He'll convert your head into a mashed potato.


Bill:
 (sullenly) I ain't afraid of him. I ain't afraid of ennybody. But he can lick me. She's done me. (He sits down moodily on the edge of the horse trough.)


Shirley:
 You ain't goin. I thought not. (He resumes his seat.)


Barbara:
 (calling) Jenny!


Jenny:
 (appearing at the shelter door with a plaster on the corner of her mouth) Yes, Major.


Barbara:
 Send Rummy Mitchens out to clear away here.


Jenny:
 I think she's afraid.


Barbara:
 (her resemblance to her mother washing out for a moment) Nonsense! she must do as she's told.


Jenny:
 (calling into the shelter) Rummy: the Major says you must come. (Jenny comes to Barbara, purposely keeping on the side next Bill, lest he should suppose that she shrank from him or bore malice,)


Barbara:
 Poor little Jenny! Are you tired? (looking at the wounded cheek) Does it hurt?


Jenny:
 No: it's all right now. It was nothing.


Barbara:
 (critically) It was as hard as he could hit, I expect. Poor Bill! You don't feel angry with him, do you?


Jenny:
 Oh no, no, no: indeed I don't, Major, bless his poor heart! (Barbara kisses her; and she runs array merrily into the shelter. Bill writhes with an agonizing return of his new and alarming symptoms, but says nothing. Rummy Mitchens comes from the shelter.)


Barbara:
 (going to meet Rummy) Now Rummy, bustle. Take in those mugs and plates to be washed; and throw the crumb sabout for the birds. (Rummy takes the three plates and mugs; but Shirley takes back his mug from her, as there is still some milk left in it. )


Rummy:
 There ain't any crumbs. This ain't a time to waste good bread on birds.


Price:
 (appearing at the shelter door) Gentleman come to seethe shelter, Major. Says he's your father.


Barbara:
 All right. Coming. (Snobby goes back into the shelter, followed by Barbara. )


Rummy:
 (stealing across to Bill and addressing him in a subdued voice, but with intense conviction) I'd av the lor of you, you flat eared pignosed potwalloper, if she'd Let me. You're no gentleman, to hit a lady in the face. (Bill, with greater things moving in him, takes no notice.)


Shirley:
 (following her) Here! In with you and don't get yourself into more troubleby talking.


Rummy:
 (with hauteur) I ain't ad the pleasure o being hintroduced to you, as I can remember. (She goes into the shelterwith the plates. )


Shirley:
 Thats the—


Bill:
 (savagely) Don't you talk to me, d'ye hear. You lea me alone, or I'll do you a mischief. I'm not dirt under your feet, anyway.


Shirley:
 (calmly) Don't you be afeerd. You ain't such prime company that you need expect to be sought after. (He is about to go into the shelter when Barbara comes out, with Undershaft on her right.)


Barbara:
 Oh there you are, Mr. Shirley!(between them) This is my father: I told you he was a Secularist, didn't I? Perhaps you'll be able to comfort one another.


Undershaft:
 (startled) A Secularist!Not the least in the world: on the contrary, a confirmed mystic.


Barbara:
 Sorry, I'm sure. By the way, papa, what is your religion—in case I have to introduce you again?


Undershaft:
 My religion? Well, my dear, I am a Millionaire. That is my religion.


Barbara:
 Then I'm afraid you and Mr. Shirley won't be able to comfort one another after all. You're not a Millionaire, are you, Peter?


Shirley:
 No; and proud of it.


Undershaft:
 (gravely) Poverty, my friend, is not a thing to be proud of.


Shirley:
 (angrily) Who made your millions for you? Me and my like. What's kep us poor? Keepin you rich. I wouldn't have your conscience, not for all your income.


Undershaft:
 I wouldn't have your income, not for all your conscience, Mr. Shirley.(He goes to the penthouse and sits down on a form.)


Barbara:
 (stopping Shirley adroitly as he is about to retort) You wouldn't think he was my father, would you, Peter? Will you go into the shelter and lend the lasses a hand for a while: we're worked off our feet.


Shirley:
 (bitterly) Yes: I'm in their debt for a meal, ain't I?


Barbara:
 Oh, not because you're in their debt; but for love of them, Peter, for love of them. (He cannot understand, and is rather scandalized.) There! don't stare at me. In with you; and give that conscience of yours a holiday.(bustling him into the shelter)


Shirley:
 (as he goes in) Ah! it's a pity you never was trained to use your reason, miss. You'd have been a very taking lecturer on Secularism. (Barbara turns to her father.)


Undershaft:
 Never mind me, my dear. Go about your work; and let me watch it for a while.


Barbara:
 All right.


Undershaft:
 For instance, what's the matter with that outpatient over there?


Barbara:
 (looking at Bill, whose attitude has never changed, and whose expression of brooding wrath has deepened) Oh, we shall cure him in no time. Just watch. (She goes over to Bill and waits. He glances up at her and casts his eyes down again, uneasy, but grimmer than ever.) It would be nice to just stamp on Mog Habbijam's face, wouldn't it, Bill?


Bill:
 (starting up from the trough in consternation) It's a lie: I never said so. (She shakes her head.) Who told you wot was in my mind?


Barbara:
 Only your new friend.


Bill:
 Wot new friend?


Barbara:
 The devil, Bill. When he gets round people they get miserable, just like you.


Bill:
 (with a heartbreaking attempt at devil-may-care cheerfulness) I ain't miserable.

(He sits down again, and stretches his legs in an attempt to seem indifferent.)


Barbara:
 Well, if you're happy, why don't you look happy, as we do?


Bill:
 (his legs curling back in spite of him) I'm appy enough, I tell you. Why don't you lea me alown? Wot av I done to you? I ain't smashed your face, av I?


Barbara:
 (softly: wooing his soul) It's not me that's getting at you, Bill.


Bill:
 Who else is it?


Barbara:
 Somebody that doesn't intend you to smash women's faces, I suppose. Somebody or something that wants to make a man of you.


Bill:
 (blustering) Make a man o me! Ain't I a man? eh? Ain't I a man? Who sez I'm not a man?


Barbara:
 There's a man in you somewhere, I suppose. But why did he let you hit poor little Jenny Hill? That wasn't very manly of him, was it?


Bill:
 (tormented) Av done with it, I tell you. Chack it. I'm sick of your Jenny Ⅲ and er silly little face.


Barbara:
 Then why do you keep thinking about it? Why does it keep coming up against you in your mind? You're not getting converted, are you?


Bill:
 (with conviction) Not me. Not likely. Not arf


Barbara:
 That's right, Bill. Hold out against it. Put out your strength. Don't let's get you cheap. Todger Fairmile said he wrestled for three nights against his Salvation harder than he ever wrestled with the Jap at the music hall. He gave in to the Jap when his arm was going to break. But he didn't give in to his salvation until his heart was going to break. Perhaps you'll escape that. You haven't any heart, have you?


Bill:
 Wot d'ye mean? Wy ain't I got a art the same as ennybody else?


Barbara:
 A man with a heart wouldn't have bashed poor little Jenny's face, would he?


Bill:
 (almost crying) Ow, will you lea me alown? Av I ever offered to meddle with you, that you come naggin and provowkin me lawk this? (He writhes convulsively from his eyes to his toes. )


Barbara:
 (with a steady soothing hand on his arm and a gentle voice that never lets him go) It's your soul that's hurting you, Bill, and not me. We've been through it all ourselves. Come with us, Bill.(He looks wildly round.) To brave manhood on earth and eternal glory in heaven. (He is on the point of breaking down.) Come. (A drum is heard in the shelter; and Bill, with a gasp, escapes from the spell as Barbara turns quickly. Adolphus enters from the shelter with a big drum.) Oh! there you are, Dolly. Let me introduce a new friend of mine, Mr. Bill Walker. This is my bloke, Bill: Mr. Cusins. (Cusins salutes with his drumstick. )


Bill:
 Goin to marry im?


Barbara:
 Yes.


Bill:
 (fervently) Gord elp im! Gawd elp im!


Barbara:
 Why? Do you think he won't be happy with me?


Bill:
 I've only ad to stand it for a mornin: e'll av to stand it fora lifetime.


Cusins:
 That is a frightful reflection, Mr. Walker. But I can't tear myself away from her.


Bill:
 Well, I can. (to Barbara) Eah! Do you know where I'm going to, and wot I'm goin to do?


Barbara:
 Yes: you're going to heaven; and you're coming back here before the week's out to tell me so.


Bill:
 You lie. I'm goin to Kennintahn, to spit in Todger Fairmile's eye. I bashed Jenny Ill's face; and now I'll get me own face bashed and come back and shew it to er. E'll it me ardern liter. That'll make us square, (to Adolphus) Is that fair or is it not?You're a genlmn: you oughter know.


Barbara:
 Two black eyes wont make one white one, Bill.


Bill:
 I didn't ast you. Cawn't you never keep your mahth shut? I ast the genlmn.


Cusins:
 refecfirely Yes: I think you're right, Mr. Walker. Yes: I should do it. It's curious: it's exactly what an ancient Greek would have done.


Barbara:
 But what good will it do?


Cusins:
 Well, it will give Mr. Fairmile some exercise; and it will satisfy Mr. Walker's soul.


Bill:
 Rot ! There ain't no sach a thing as a soul. Ah kin you tell wether I've a soul or not? You never seen it.


Barbara:
 I've seen it hurting you when you went against it.


Bill:
 (with compressed aggravation
 ) If you was my girl and took the word out o me mahth lawk thet, I'd give you suthink you'd feel urtin, so I would, (to Adolphus) You take my tip, mate. Stop er jawr; or you'll die afore your time, (with intense expression.) wore aht: thets wot you'll be: wore aht. (He goes away through the gate.)


Cusins:
 (looking after him) I wonder!


Barbara:
 Dolly! (indignant, is her mother's manner)


Cusins:
 Yes, my dear, it's very wearing to be in love with you. If it lasts, I quite think I shall die young.


Barbara:
 Should you mind?


Cusins:
 Not at all. (He is suddenly softened, and kisses her over the drum, evidently not for the first time, as people cannot kiss over a big drum without practice. Undershaft coughs. )


Barbara:
 It's all right, papa, we've not forgotten you. Dolly: explain the place to papa: I haven't time. (She goes busily into the shelter.) (Undershaft and Adolphus none have the yard to themselves. Undershaft, seated on a form, and still keenly attentive, looks hard at Adolphus. Adolphus looks hard at him.)


Undershaft:
 I fancy you guess something of what is in mymind, Mr. Cusins. (Cusins flourishes his drumsticks as if in the act of beating a lively rataplan, but makes no sound.) Exactly so. But suppose Barbara finds you out!


Cusins:
 You know, I do not admit that I am imposing on Barbara. I am quite genuinely interested in the views of the Salvation Army. The fact is, I am a sort of collector of religions; and the curious thing is that I find I can believe them all. By the way, have you any religion?


Undershaft:
 Yes.


Cusins:
 Anything out of the common?


Undershaft:
 Only that there are two things necessary to Salvation.


Cusins:
 (disappointed, but polite) Ah, the Church Catechism. Charles Lomax also belongs to the Established Church.


Undershaft:
 The two things are—


Cusins:
 Baptism and—


Undershaft:
 No. Money and gunpowder.


Cusins:
 (surprised, but interested) That is the general opinion of our governing classes. The novelty is in hearing any man confess it.


Undershaft:
 Just so.


Cusins:
 Excuse me: is there any place in your religion for honor, justice, truth, love, mercy and so forth?


Undershaft:
 Yes: they are the graces and luxuries of a rich, strong, and safe life.


Cusins:
 Suppose one is forced to choose between them and money or gunpowder?


Undershaft:
 Choose money and gunpowder; for without enough of both you cannot afford the others.


Cusins:
 That is your religion?


Undershaft:
 Yes.

(The cadence of this reply makes a full close in the conversation. Cusins twists his face dubiously and contemplates Undershaft. Undershaft contemplates him.)


Cusins:
 Barbara won't stand that. You will have to choose between your religion and Barbara.


Undershaft:
 So will you, my friend. She will find out that that drum of yours is hollow.


Cusins:
 Father Undershaft: you are mistaken: I ans a sincere Salvationist. You do not understand the Salvation Army. It is the army of joy, of love, of courage: it has banished the fear and remorse and despair of the old hell-ridden evangelical sects: it marches to fight the devil with trumpet and drum, with music and dancing, with banner and palm, as becomes a sally from heaven by its happy garrison. It picks the waster out of the public house and makes a man of him: it finds a worm wriggling in a back kitchen, and lo! A woman! Men and women of rank too, sons and daughters of the Highest. It takes the poor professor of Greek, the most artificial and self-suppressed of human creatures, from his meal of roots, and lets loose the rhapsodist in him; reveals the true worship of Dionysos to him; sends him down the public street drumming dithyrambs. (He plays a thundering flourish on the drum.)


Undershaft:
 You will alarm the shelter.


Cusins:
 Oh, they are accustomed to these sudden ecstasies of piety. However, if the drum worries you— (He pockets the drumsticks; unhooks the drum; and stands it on the ground opposite the gateway. )


Undershaft:
 Thank you.


Cusins:
 You remember what Euripides says about your money and gunpowder?


Undershaft:
 No.


Cusins:
 (declaiming)One and another In money and guns may outpass his brother;

And men in their millions float and flow. And seethe with a million hopes as leaven; And they win their will; or they miss their win; And their hopes are dead or are pined for still; But whoe'er can know. As the long days go. That to live is happy, has found his heaven. My translation, what do you think of it?


Undershaft:
 I think, my friend, that if you wish to know, as the long days go, that to live is happy, you must first acquire money enough for a decent life, and power enough to be your own master.


Cusins:
 You are damnably discouraging. (He resumes his declamation.)Is it so hard a thing to see. That the spirit of God—whate'er it be— The Law that abides and changes not, ages long, The Eternal and Nature-born: these things be strong? What else is Wisdom? What of Man's endeavor, Or God's high grace so lovely and so great? To stand from fear set free? To breathe and wait? To hold a hand uplifted over Fate? And shall not Barbara be loved for ever?


Undershaft:
 Euripides mentions Barbara, does he?


Cusins:
 It is a fair translation. The word means Loveliness.


Undershaft:
 May I ask—as Barbara's father—how much a year she is to be loved for ever on?


Cusins:
 As Barbara's father, that is more your affair than mine. I can feed her by teaching Greek: that is about all.


Undershaft:
 Do you consider it a good match for her?


Cusins:
 (with polite obstinacy) Mr. Undershaft: I am in many ways a weak, timid, ineffectual person; and my health is far from satisfactory. But whenever 1 feel that I must have anything, I get it, sooner or later. I feel that way about Barbara. I don't like marriage: I feel intensely afraid of it; and I don't know what I shall do with Barbara or what she will do with me. But I feel that I and nobody else must marry her. Please regard that as settled. Not that I wish to be arbitrary; but why should I waste your time in discussing what is inevitable?


Undershaft:
 You mean that you will stick at nothing: not even the conversion of the Salvation Army to the worship of Dionysos.


Cusins:
 The business of the Salvation Army is to save, not to wrangle about the name of the pathfinder. Dionysos or another: what does it matter?


Undershaft:
 (rising and approaching him) Professor Cusins: you are a young man after my own heart.


Cusins:
 Mr. Undershaft: you are, as far as I am able to gather, a most infernal old rascal; but …(Undershaft mutely offers his hand. They shake.)


Undershaft:
 (suddenly concentrating himself) And now to business.


Cusins:
 Pardon me. We were discussing religion. Why go back to such an uninteresting and unimportant subject as business?


Undershaft:
 Religion is our business at present, because it is through religion alone that we can win Barbara.


Cusins:
 Have you, too, fallen in love with Barbara?


Undershaft:
 Yes, with a father's love.


Cusins:
 A father's love for a grown-up daughter is the most dangerous of all infatuations. I apologize for mentioning my own pale, coy, mistrustful fancy in the same breath with it.


Undershaft:
 Keep to the point. We have to win her; and we are neither of us Methodists.


Cusins:
 That doesn't matter. The power Barbara wields here—the power that wields Barbara herself—is not Calvinism, not Presbyterianism, not Methodism.


Undershaft:
 Not Greek Paganism either, eh?


Cusins:
 I admit that. Barbara is quite original in her religion.


Undershaft:
 (triumphantly) Aha! Barbara Undershaft would be. Her inspiration comes from within herself.


Cusins:
 How do you suppose it got there?


Undershaft:
 (in towering excitement) It is the Undershaft inheritance. I shall hand on my torch to my daughter. She shall make my converts and preach my gospel—


Cusins:
 What! Money and gunpowder!


Undershaft:
 Yes, money and gunpowder; freedom and power; command of life and command of death.


Cusins:
 (urbanely: trying to bring him dotter to earth) This is extremely interesting, Mr. Undershaft. Of course you know that you are mad.


Undershaft:
 (with redoubled force) And you?


Cusins:
 Oh, mad as a hatter. You are welcome to my secret since I have discovered yours. But I am astonished. Can a madman make cannons?


Undershaft:
 Would anyone else than a madman make them?And now (with surging energy) question for question. Can a sane man translate Euripides?


Cusins:
 No.


Undershaft:
 (seizing him by the shoulder) Can a sane woman make a man of a waster or a woman of a worm?


Cusins:
 (reeling before the storm) Father Colossus—Mammoth Millionaire—


Undershaft:
 (pressing him) Are there two mad people or threein this Salvation shelter today?


Cusins:
 You mean Barbara is as mad as we are!


Undershaft:
 (pushing him lightly off and resuming his equanimity suddenly and completely) Pooh, Professor! Let us call things by their proper names.I am a millionaire; you are a poet; Barbara is a savior of souls. What have we three to do with the common mob of slaves and idolaters?(He sits down again with a shrug of contempt for the mob. )


Cusins:
 Take care!Barbara is in love with the common people. So am I. Have you never felt the romance of that love?


Undershaft:
 (cold and sardonic) Have you ever been in love with Poverty, like St. Francis? Have you ever been in love with Dirt, like St. Simeon? Have you ever been in love with disease and suffering, like our nurses and philanthropists? Such passions are not virtues, but the most unnatural of all the vices. This love of the common people may please an earl's granddaughter and a university professor; but I have been a common man and a poor man; and it has no romance for me. Leave it to the poor to pretend that poverty is a blessing: leave it to the coward to make a religion of his cowardice by preaching humility: we know better than that. We three must stand together above the common people: how else can we help their children to climb up beside us?Barbara must belong to us, not to the Salvation Army.


Cusins:
 Well, I can only say that if you think you will get her away from the Salvation Army by talking to her as you have been talking to me, you don't know Barbara.


Undershaft:
 My friend: I never ask for what I can buy.


Cusins:
 (in a white fury) Do I understand you to imply that you can buy Barbara?


Undershaft:
 No; but I can buy the Salvation Army.


Cusins:
 Quite impossible.


Undershaft:
 You shall see. All religious organizations exist by selling themselves to the rich.


Cusins:
 Not the Army. That is the Church of the poor.


Undershaft:
 All the more reason for buying it.


Cusins:
 I don't think you quite know what the Army does forthe poor.


Undershaft:
 Oh yes I do. It draws their teeth: that is enough for me—as a man of business—


Cusins:
 Nonsense. It makes them sober—


Undershaft:
 I prefer sober workmen. The profits are larger.


Cusins:
 —honest—


Undershaft:
 Honest workmen are the most economical.


Cusins:
 —attached to their homes—


Undershaft:
 So much the better: they will put up with anything sooner than change their shop.


Cusins:
 —happy—


Undershaft:
 An invaluable safeguard against revolution.


Cusins:
 —unselfish—


Undershaft:
 Indifferent to their own interests, which suits me exactly.


Cusins:
 —with their thoughts on heavenly things—


Undershaft:
 (rising) And not on Trade Unionism nor Socialism. Excellent.


Cusins:
 (revolted) You really are an infernal old rascal.


Undershaft:
 (indicating Peter Shirley, who has just come from the shelter and strolled dejectedly down the yard between them) And this is an honest man!


Shirley:
 Yes; and what av I got by it? (he passes on bitterly and sits on the form, in the corner of the penthouse. )(Snobby Price, beaming sanctimoniously, and Jenny Hill, with a tambourine full of coppers, come from the shelter and go to the drum, on which Jenny begins to count the money. )


Undershaft:
 (replying to Shirley) Oh, your employers must have got a good deal by it from first to last.(He sits on the table, With one foot on the side form. Cusins, overwhelmed, sots down on the same form nearer the shelter. Barbara comes from the shelter to the middle of the yard. She is excited and a little overwrought. )


Barbara:
 We've just had a splendid experience meeting at the other gate in Cripps's lane. I've hardly ever seen them so much moved as they were by your confession, Mr. Price.


Price:
 I could almost be glad of my past wickedness if I could believe that it would elp to keep hathers stright.


Barbara:
 So it will, Snobby. How much, Jenny?


Jenny:
 Four and tenpence, Major.


Barbara:
 Oh Snobby, if you had given your poor mother just one more kick, we should hare got the whole five shillings!


Price:
 If she heard you say that, miss, she'd be sorry I didn't. But I'm glad. Oh what a joy it will be to her when she hears I'm saved!


Undershaft:
 Shall I contribute the odd two pence, Barbara? The millionaire's mite, eh? (He takes a couple of pennies from his pocket)


Barbara:
 How did you make that two pence?


Undershaft:
 As usual. By selling cannons, torpedoes, submarines, and my new patent Grand Duke hand grenade.


Barbara:
 Put it back in your pocket. You can't buy your Salvation here for twopence: you must work it out.


Undershaft:
 Is two pence not enough? I can afford a little more, if you press me.


Barbara:
 Two million millions would not be enough. There is bad blood on your hands; and nothing but good blood can cleanse them. Money is no use. Take it away.(She turns to Cusins.) Dolly: you must write another letter for me to the papers. (He makes a wry face.) Yes: I know you dont like it; but it must be done. The starvation this winter is beating us: everybody is unemployed. The General says we must close this shelter if we cant get more money. I force the collections at the meetings until Iam ashamed: don't I, Snobby?


Price:
 It's a fair treat to see you work it, Miss. The way you got them up from three-and-six to four-and-ten with that hymn, penny by penny and verse by verse, was a caution. Not a Cheap Jack on Mile End Waste could touch you at it.


Barbara:
 Yes; but I wish we could do without it. I am getting at last to think more of the collection than of the people's souls. And what are those hatfuls of pence and halfpence? We want thousands! Tens of thousands!Hundreds of thousands! I want to convert people, not to be always begging for the Army in a way I'd die sooner than beg for myself.


Undershaft:
 (in profound irony) Genuine unselfishness is capable of anything, my dear.


Barbara:
 (unsuspectingly, as she turns away to take the money from the drum and put it in a cash bag she carries) Yes, isn't it? (Undershaft looks sardonically at Cusins.)


Cusins:
 (aside to Undershaft) Mephistopheles! Machiavelli!


Barbara:
 (tears coming into her eyes as she ties the bag and pockets it) How are we to feed them? I can't talk religion to a man with bodily hunger in his eyes, (almost breaking down) It's frightful.


Jenny:
 (running to her) Major, dear—


Barbara:
 (rebounding) No, don't comfort me. It will be all right. We shall get the money.


Undershaft:
 How?


Jenny:
 By praying for it, of course. Mrs Baines says she prayed for it last night; and she has never prayed for it in vain: never once.(She goes to the gate and looks out into the street. )


Barbara:
 (who has dried her eyes and regained her composure) By the way, dad, Mrs Baines has come to march with us to our big meeting this afternoon; and she is very anxious to meet you, for some reason or other. Perhaps she'll convert you.


Undershaft:
 I shall be delighted, my dear.


Jenny:
 (at the gate: excitedly) Major!Major! Here's that man back again.


Barbara:
 What man?


Jenny:
 The man that hit me. Oh, I hope he's coming back to join us. (Bill Walker, with frost on his jacket, comes through the gate, his hands deep in his pockets and his chin sunk between his shoulders, like a cleaned-out gambler. He halts between Barbara and the drum. )


Barbara:
 Hullo, Bill! Back already!


Bill:
 (nagging at her) Bin talkin ever sence, av you?


Barbara:
 Pretty nearly well, has Todger paid you out for poor Jenny's jaw?


Bill:
 No he ain't.


Barbara:
 I thought your jacket looked a bit snowy.


Bill:
 So it is snowy. You want to know where the snow come from, don't you?


Barbara:
 Yes.


Bill:
 Well, it come from off the ground in Parkinses Corner in Kennintahn. It got rubbed off be my shoulders: see?


Barbara:
 Pity you didn't rub some off with your knees, Bill!That would have done you a lot of good.


Bill:
 (with sour mirthless humor) I was saving another man's knees at the time. E was kneelin on my ed, so e was.


Barbara:
 Who was kneeling on your head?


Bill:
 Todger was. E was prayin for me: prayin comfortable with me as a carpet. So was Mog. So was the ole bloomin meetin. Mog she sez "O Lord break is stubborn spirit; but don't urt is dear art." That was wot she said. "Don't urt is dear art"! An er bloke—hirteen stun four! —kneelin wiv all is weight on me. Funny, ain't it?


Jenny:
 Oh no. We're so sorry, Mr. Walker.


Barbara:
 (enjoying it frankly) Nonsense!of course it's funny. Served you right, Bill! You must have done something to him first.


Bill:
 (doggedly) I did wot I said I'd do. I spit in is eye. E looks up at the sky and sez, "O that I should be fahnd worthy to be spit upon for the gospel's sake!" e sez; an Mog sez "Glory Allelloolier!"; and then e called me Brother, an dahned me as if I was a kid and e was me mother washin me a Setterda nawt. I adn't just no show wiv im at all. Arf the street prayed; an the tother arf larfed fit to split theirselves. (to Barbara) There! are you settisfawd nah?


Barbara:
 (her eyes dancing) Wish I'd been there, Bill.


Bill:
 Yes: you'd a got in a hextra bit o talk on me, wouldn't you?


Jenny:
 I'm so sorry, Mr. Walker.


Bill:
 (fiercely) Don't you go bein sorry for me: you've no call. Listen ere. I broke your jawr.


Jenny:
 No, it didn't hurt me: indeed it didn't, except for a moment. It was only that I was frightened.


Bill:
 I don't want to be forgive be you, or be ennybody. Wot I did I'll pay for. I tried to get me own jawr broke to settisfaw you—


Jenny:
 (distressed) Oh no—


Bill:
 (impatiently)Tell y'l did: cawn't you listen to wot's bein told you? All I got be it was bein made a sight of in the public street for me pains. Well, if I cawn't settisfaw you one way, I can another. Listen ere! I ad two quid saved a gen the frost; an I've a pahnd of it left. A mate o mine last week ad words with the Judy e's goin to marry. E give er wot for; an e's bin fined fifteen bob. E ad aright to it er because they was goin to be marrid; but I adn't no right to it you; so put anather fawv bob on an call it a pahnd's worth. (He produces a sovereign.) Ere's the money. Take it; and let's av no more o your forgivin an prayin and your Major jawrin me. Let wot I done be done and paid for; and let there be a end of it.


Jenny:
 Oh, I couldn't take it, Mr. Walker. But if you would give a shilling or two to poor Rummy Mitchens! you really did hurt her; and she's old.


Bill:
 (contemptuously) Not likely. I'd give her anather as soon as look at er. Let her av the lawr o me as she threatened! She ain't forgiven me: not mach. Wot I done to er is not on me mawnd— wot she (indicating Barbara) might call on me conscience-no more than stickin a pig. It's this Christian game o yours that I won't av played agen me: this bloomin forgivin an naggin an jawrin that makes a man that sore that in lawf's a burdn to im. I won't av its I tell you; so take your money and stop throwin your silly bashed face hup agen me.


Jenny:
 Major: may I take a little of it for the Army?


Barbara:
 No: the Army is not to be bought. We want your soul, Bill; and we'll take nothing less.


Bill:
 (bitterly) I know. It ain't enough. Me an me few shillins is not good enough for you. You're a earl's grendorter, you are. Nothin less than a underd pahnd for you.


Undershaft:
 Come, Barbara! you could do a great deal of good with a hundred pounds. If you will set this gentleman's mind at ease by taking his pound, I will give the other ninety-nine. (Bill, astounded by such opulence, instinctively touches his cap.)


Barbara:
 Oh, you're too extravagant, papa. Bill offers twenty pieces of silver. All you need offer is the other ten. That will make the standard price to buy anybody who's for sale. I'm not; and the Army's not. (to Bill) You'll never have another quiet moment, Bill, until you come round to us. You can't stand out against your salvation.


Bill:
 (sullenly) I cawn't stend aht agen music-all wrastlers and artful tongued women. I've offered to pay. I can do no more. Take it or leave it. There it is. (He throws the sovereign on the drum, and sits down on the horse-trough. The coin fascinates Snobby Price, who takes an early opportunity of dropping his cap on it) (Mrs Baines comes from the shelter.She is dressed as a Salvation Army Commissioner. She is an earnest looking woman of about 40, with a caressing, urgent voice, and an appealing manner.)


Barbara:
 This is my father, Mrs Baines. (Undershaft comes from the table, taking his hat off with marked civility.) Try what you can do with him. He won't listen to me, because he remembers what a fool I was when I was a baby.(She leaves them together and chats with Jenny. )


Mrs Baines:
 Have you been shewn over the shelter, Mr. Undershaft? You know the work we're doing, of course.


Undershaft:
 (very civilly) The whole nation knows it, Mrs Baines.


Mrs Baines:
 No, sir: the whole nation does not know it, or we should not be crippled as we are for want of money to carry our work through the length and breadth of the land. Let me tell you that there would have been rioting this winter in London but for us.


Undershaft:
 You really think so?


Mrs Baines:
 I know it. I remember 1886, when you rich gentlemen hardened your hearts against the cry of the poor. They broke the windows of your clubs in Pall Mall.


Undershaft:
 (gleaming with approval of their method) And the Mansion House Fund went up next day from thirty thousand pounds to seventy-nine thousand! I remember quite well.


Mrs Baines:
 Well, won't you help me to get at the people? They won't break windows then. Come here, Price. Let me shew you to this gentleman.(Price comes to be inspected.) Do you remember the window breaking?


Price:
 My ole father thought it was the revolution, ma'am.


Mrs Baines:
 Would you break windows now?


Price:
 Oh no ma'am. The windows of eaven av bin opened to me. I know now that the rich man is a sinner like myself.


Rummy:
 (appearing above at the loft door) Snobby Price!


Price:
 Wot is it?


Rummy:
 Your mother's askin for you at the other gate in Crippses Lane. She's heard about your confession. (Price turns pale. )


Mrs Baines:
 Go, Mr. Price; and pray with her.


Jenny:
 You can go through the shelter, Snobby.


Price:
 (to Mrs Baines) I couldn't face her now, ma'am, with all the weight of my sins fresh on me. Tell her she'll find her son at ome, waitin for her in prayer. (He skulks off through the gate, incidentally stealing the sovereign on his way out by picking up his cap from the drum. )


Mrs Baines:
 (with signing eyes) You see how we take the anger and the bitterness against you out of their hearts, Mr. Undershaft.


Undershaft:
 It is certainly most convenient and gratifying to all large employers of labor, Mrs Baines.


Mrs Baines:
 Barbara: Jenny: I have good news: most wonderful news. (Jenny runs to her.) My prayers have been answered. I told you they would, Jenny, didn't I?


Jenny:
 Yes, yes.


Barbara:
 (moving nearer to the drum) Have we got money enough to keep the shelter open?


Mrs Baines:
 I hope we shall have enough to keep an the shelters open. Lord Saxmundham has promised us five thousand pounds—


Barbara:
 Hooray!


Jenny:
 Glory!


Mrs Baines:
 —if—


Barbara:
 "If!" If what?


Mrs Baines:
 —if five other gentlemen will give a thousand each to make it up to ten thousand.


Barbara:
 Who is Lord Saxmundham? I never heard of him.


Undershaft:
 (who has pricked up his ears at the peer's name, and is note watching Barbara curiously) A new creation, my dear. You have heard of Sir Horace Bodger?


Barbara:
 Bodger! Do you mean the distiller? Bodger's whisky!


Undershaft:
 That is the man. He is one of the greatest of our public benefactors. He restored the cathedral at Hakington. They made him a baronet for that. He gave half a million to the funds ofhis party: they made him a baron for that.


Shirley:
 What will they give him for the five thousand?


Undershaft:
 There is nothing left to give him. So the five thousand, I should think, is to save his soul.


Mrs Baines:
 Heaven grant it may!Oh Mr. Undershaft, you have some very rich friends. Can't you help us towards the other five thousand? We are going to hold a great meeting this afternoon at the Assembly Hall in the Mile End Road. If I could only announce that one gentleman had come forward to support Lord Saxmundham, others would follow. Don't you know somebody? couldn't you? wouldn't you?(Her eyes fill with tears.) oh, think of those poor people, Mr. Undershaft: think of how much it means to them, and how little to a great man like you.


Undershaft:
 (sardonically gallant) Mrs Baines: you are irres is tible.Ican't disappoint you; and I can't deny myself the satisfaction of making Bodger pay up. You shall have your five thousand pounds.


Mrs Baines:
 Thank God!


Undershaft:
 You don't thank me?


Mrs Baines:
 Oh sir, don't try to be cynical: don't be ashamed of being a good man. The Lord will bless you abundantly; and our prayers will be like a strong fortification round you all the days of your life, (with a touch of caution) You will let me have the cheque to shew at the meeting, won't you? Jenny: go in and fetch a pen and ink. (Jenny runs to the shelter door.)


Undershaft:
 Do not disturb Miss Hill: I have a fountain pen.(Jenny halts. He sits at the table and writes the cheque. Cusins rises to make more room for him. They all match him silently. )


Bill:
 (cynically, aside to Barbara, his voice and accent horribly debased) Wot prawce Selvytion nah?


Barbara:
 Stop.(Undershaft stops writing, they all turn to her in surprise.) Mrs Baines: are you really going to take this money?


Mrs Baines:
 (astonished) Why not, dear?


Barbara:
 Why not!Do you know what my father is? Have you forgotten that Lord Saxmundham is Bodger the whisky man? Do your emember how we implored the County Council to stop him from writing Bodger's Whisky in letters of fire against the sky; so that the poor drink-ruined creatures on the embankment could not wake up from their snatches of sleep without being reminded of their deadly thirst by that wicked sky sign? Do you know that the worst thing I have had to fight here is not the devil, but Bodger, Bodger, Bodger, with his whisky, his distilleries, and his tied houses? Are you going to make our shelter another tied house for him, and ask me to keep it?


Bill:
 Rotten drinken whisky it is too.


Mrs Baines:
 Dear Barbara: Lord Saxmundham has a soul to be saved like any of us. If heaven has found the way to make a good use of his money, are we to set ourselves up against the answer to our prayers?


Barbara:
 I know he has a soul to be saved. Let him come down here; and I'll do my best to help him to his salvation. But he wants to send his cheque down to buy us, and go on being as wicked asever.


Undershaft:
 (with a reasonableness which Cusins alone perceives to be ironical) My dear Barbara: alcohol is a very necessary article. It heals the sick—


Barbara:
 It does nothing of the sort.


Undershaft:
 Well, it assists the doctor: that is perhaps a less questionable way of putting it. It makes life bearable to millions of people who could not endure their existence if they were quite sober. It enables Parliament to do things at eleven at night that no sane person would do at eleven in the morning. Is it Bodger's fault that this inestimable gift is deplorably abused by less than one percent of the poor? (He turns again to the table; signs the cheque; and crosses it.)


Mrs Baines:
 Barbara: will there be less drinking or more if all those poor souls we are saving come tomorrow and find the doors of our shelters shut in their faces? Lord Saxmundham gives us the money to stop drinking— to take his own business from him.


Cusins:
 (impishly) Pure self-sacrifice on Bodger's part, clearly! Bless dear Bodger!(Barbara almost breaks down as Adolphus, too, fails her.)


Undershaft:
 (tearing out the cheque and pocketing the book as he rises and goes past Cusins to Mrs Baines) I also, Mrs Baines, may claim a little disinterestedness.Think of my business! Think of the widows and orphans! The men and lads torn to pieces with shrapnel and poisoned with lyddite, (Mrs Barnes shrinks; but he goes on remorselyl) the oceans of blood, not one drop of which is shed in a really just cause! the ravaged crops! the peaceful peasants forced, women and men, to till their fields under the fire of opposing armies on pain of starvation!The bad blood of the fierce little cowards at home who egg on others to fight for the gratification of their national vanity!All this makes money for me: I am never richer, never busier than when the papers are full of it. Well, it is your work to preach peace on earth and goodwill to men. (Mrs Baines's face lights up again.) Every convert you make is a vote against war. (Her lips move in prayer. ) Yet I give you this money.


Cusins:
 (mounting the form in an ecstasy of mischief) The millennium will be inaugurated by the unselfishness of Undershaft and Bodger. Oh be joyful!(He takes the drumsticks from his pockets and flourishes them. )


Mrs Baines:
 (taking the cheque) The longer I live the more proof I see that there is an Infinite Goodness that turns everything to the work of salvation sooner or later. Who would have thought that any good could have come out of war and drink?And yet their profits are brought today to the feet of salvation to do its blessed work. (She is affected to tears. )


Jenny:
 (running to Mrs Baines and throning her arms round her) Oh dear!How blessed, how glorious it all is!


Cusins:
 (in a convulsion of irony) Let us seize this unspeakable moment. Let us march to the great meeting at once. Excuse me just an instant.(He rushes into the shelter. Jenny takes her tambourine from the drum head. )


Mrs Baines:
 Mr. Undershaft: have you ever seen a thousand people fall on their knees with one impulse and pray? Come with us to the meeting. Barbara shall tell them that the Army is saved, and saved through you.


Cusins:
 (returning impetuously from the shelter with a flag and a trombone, and coming between Mrs Baines and Undershaft) You shall carry the flag down the first street, Mrs Baines.(He gives her the flag.) Mr. Undershaft is a gifted trombonist: he shall intone an Olympian diapason to the West Ham Salvation March, (aside to Undershaft, as he forces the trombone on him) Blow, Machiavelli, blow.


Undershaft:
 (aside to him, as he takes the trombone) The trumpet in Zion! (Cusins rushes to the drum, which he takes up and puts on. Undershaft continues, aloud) I will do my best. I could vamp a bass if I knew the tune.


Cusins:
 It is a wedding chorus from one of Donizetti's operas; but we have converted it. We convert everything to good here, including Bodger. You remember the chorus. "For thee immense rejoicing—immenso giubilo—immenso giubilo." (with drum obbligato) Rum turn ti turn turn, turn turn ti ta—


Barbara:
 Dolly: you are breaking my heart.


Cusins:
 What is a broken heart more or less here?Dionysos Undershaft has descended. I am possessed.


Mrs Baines:
 Come, Barbara: I must have my dear Major to carry the flag with me.


Jenny:
 Yes, yes, Major darling.


Cusins:
 (snatches the tambourine out of Jenny's hand and mutely offers it to Barbara)


Barbara:
 (coming forward a little as she puts the offer behind her with a shudder, whilst Cusins recklessly tosses the tambourine back to Jenny and goes to the gate) I can't come.


Jenny:
 Not come!


Mrs Baines:
 (with tears in her eyes) Barbara: do you think I am wrong to take the money?


Barbara:
 (impulsively going to her and kissing her) No, no: God help you, dear, you must: you are saving the Army. Go; and may you have a great meeting!


Jenny:
 But am't you coming?


Barbara:
 No. (She begins taking off the silver S brooch from her collar. )


Mrs Baines:
 Barbara: what are you doing?


Jenny:
 Why are you taking your badge off? You can't be going to leave us, Major.


Barbara:
 (quietly) Father: come here.


Undershaft:
 (coming to her) My dear! (seeing that she is going to pin the badge on his collar, he retreats to the penthouse in some alarm. )


Barbara:
 (following him) Don't be frightened.(She pins the badge on and steps back towards the table, sheaving him to the others.) There! It's not much for ￡5000, is it?


Mrs Baines:
 Barbara: if you won't come and pray with us, promise me you will pray for us.


Barbara:
 I can't pray now. Perhaps I shall never pray again.


Mrs Baines:
 Barbara!


Jenny:
 Major!


Barbara:
 (almost delirious) I can't bear any more. Quick march!


Cusins:
 (calling to the procession in the street outside) Off we go. Play up, there! Immensogiubilo.(He gives the time with his drum; and the band strikes up the march, which rapidly becomes more distant as the procession moves briskly away. )


Mrs Baines:
 I must go, dear. You're overworked: you will be all right tomorrow. We'll never lose you. Now Jenny: step out with the old flag. Blood and Fire!(She marches out through the gate with her flag. )


Jenny:
 Glory Hallelujah! (fourishing her tambourine and marching)


Undershaft:
 (to Cusins, as he marches out past him easing the slide of his trombone) "My ducats and my daughter"!


Cusins:
 (following him out) Money and gunpowder!


Barbara:
 Drunkenness and Murder! My God: why hast thou forsaken me? (She sinks on the form with her face buried in her hands. The march passes away into silence. Bill Walker steals across to her. )


Bill:
 (taunting) Wot prawce Selvytion nah?


Shirley:
 Don't you hit her when she's down.


Bill:
 She it me wen aw wiz dahn. Waw shouldn't i git a bit o me own back?


Barbara:
 (raising her head) I didn't take your money, Bill. (She crosses the yard to the gate and turns her back on the two men to hide her face from them. )


Bill:
 (sneering after her) Naow, it warn't enough for you. (turning to the drum, he misses the money) Ellow!If you ain't took it summun else az. Were's it gorn? Blame me if Jenny Ⅲ didn't takeit arter all!


Rummy:
 (screaming at him from the loft) You lie, you dirty blackguard! Snobby Price pinched it off the drum wen e took ap iz cap. I was ap ere all the time an see im do it.


Bill:
 Wot! Stowl maw money! Waw didn't you call thief on him, you silly old mucker you?


Rummy:
 To serve you aht for ittin me acrost the fice. It's cost y'pahnd, that az. (raising a paean of squalid triumph)I done you. I'm even with you. I've ad it aht o y— (Bill snatches up Shirley's mug and hurls it at her. She slams the loft door and vanishes. The mug smashes against the door and falls in fragments. )


Bill:
 (beginning to chuckle) Tell us, ole man, wot o'clock this mornin was it wen im as they call Snobby Prawce was sived?


Barbara:
 (turning to him more composedly, and with unspoiled sweetness) About half past twelve, Bill. And he pinched your pound at a quarter to two. I know. Well, you can't afford to lose it. I'll send it to you.


Bill:
 (his voice and accent suddenly improving) Not if I was to starve for it. I ain't to be bought.


Shirley:
 Ain't you?You'd sell yourself to the devil for a pint o beer; ony there ain't no devil to make the offer.


Bill:
 (unshamed) So I would, mate, and often av, cheerful. But she cawn't buy me. (approaching Barbara) You wanted my soul, did you? Well, you ain't got it.


Barbara:
 I nearly got it, Bill. But we've sold it back to you forten thousand pounds.


Shirley:
 And dear at the money!


Barbara:
 No, Peter: it was worth more than money.


Bill:
 (salvationproof) It's no good: you cawn't get rahnd me nah. I don't blieve in it; and I've seen today that I was right, (going) So long, old soupkitchener! Ta, ta, Major Earl's Grendorter! (turning at the gate) Wot prawce Selvytion nah? Snobby Prawce! Ha! ha!


Barbara:
 (offering her hand) Goodbye, Bill.


Bill:
 (taken aback, half plucks his cap off; then shoves it on again defiantly) Git aht. (Barbara drops her hand, discouraged. He has a twinge of remorse.)But thet's aw rawt, you knaow. Nathink pasnl, Naow mellice. So long, Judy. (He goes.)


Barbara:
 No malice. So long, Bill.


Shirley:
 (shaking his head) You make too much of him, Miss, in your innocence.


Barbara:
 (going to him) Peter: I'm like you now. Cleaned out, and lost my job.


Shirley:
 You've youth an hope. That's two better than me.


Barbara:
 I'll get you a job, Peter. That's hope for you: the youth will have to be enough for me.(She counts her money.)I have just enough left for two teas at Lockharts, a Rowton doss for you, and my tram and bus home.(He frowns and rises with offended pride. She takes his arm.) Don't be proud, Peter: it's sharing between friends. And promise me you'll talk to me and not let me cry. (She draws him towards the gate. )


Shirley:
 Well, I'm not accustomed to talk to the like of you—


Barbara:
 (urgently) Yes, yes: you must talk to me. Tell me about Tom Paine's books and Bradlaugh's lectures. Come along.


Shirley:
 Ah, if you would only read Tom Paine in the proper spirit, Miss! (They go out through the gate together. )

第二幕

西汉姆街救世军收容所的院子里在一月的清晨是个寒冷之地。收容所原来是个旧仓库，最近被刷成了白色。它山墙的一端伸进院子中间，一扇门在一楼，另一扇在上面的阁楼上，没有任何阳台和梯子，而是用一个滑轮固定在上面，以吊起一条条麻袋。从底层门出来走进院子里面的人，左手边是通向大街的大门，门口边上是一个石头马槽，右手边是一个小棚屋，棚屋下面是一张桌子，桌子上刻着赛马的成绩记录，上面坐着一男一女，都是一副落魄的样子。他们正在吃着面包（每人拿着厚厚的一块，上面涂抹着人造黄油和黄黄的糖稀），喝着稀释的牛奶。

那个男人是个失业的工人，年轻灵活，能说会道，装腔作势，头脑敏锐，除了诚实和对他人有好处的事情外他似乎什么都能干。那个女人相貌平平，一副饱经风雨的穷苦相，看似六十岁，事实上可能只有四十五岁。即使他们是富人，裹着貂皮大衣，戴着手套和暖手筒，他们也会被冻得四肢麻木，分外可怜。因为这天是一月里寒冷刺骨的一天。仓库后面一片脏乱，透过刷白的院墙能看到，天空一片灰暗。稍看一眼这些，任何一位懒散的有钱人都会径直到地中海去了。但是这两位，因为冬天典当的衣服比夏天还多，寒冷迫使他们没心思去想地中海。他们没有因为寒冷而感到沮丧，反倒是被寒冷刺激得活泼起来，刚刚吃过的饭让他们变得几乎快活起来。男人推开杯子，站起身，双手插在口袋深处，在院子里到处走动，不时地跺跺脚。


妇人：
 吃过饭好一点儿了吗，先生？


男人：
 没有。那也叫饭啊？对你来说或许还算不错，但对我，一个聪明的工人，这根本就不算什么。


妇人：
 工人！你是做什么的？


男人：
 画家。


妇人：
 （怀疑地）是吗，我说。


男人：
 是的，你没说错！我知道，每个流浪者都自诩为画家。但我是个真正的画家，我画木纹，做最终润饰。有工作的时候，每个星期可以赚到三十八先令。


妇人：
 那你为什么不去找一份工作？


男人：
 我告诉你原因。第一，我太聪明——嘘……！这真冷（他跳了一两步）是的，太聪明了，聪明得资本家不高兴要我，他们不喜欢一个看透他们把戏的人。第二，一个聪明的人需要分享一点快乐，所以我有工作的时候就喝点烈性酒。第三，我站在我的阶级一边，活儿尽可能少干，把机会留给其他工友。第四，我非常机灵，知道什么是法律规定我做的，什么是法律没有规定的。规定我做的，我像资本家做的一样来干活，能捞一把是一把。要是这个世道好的话，我可能是个头脑冷静、勤勤恳恳、老老实实的人，入乡随俗嘛。结果呢？当生意不好了，刚才天气真坏，嗯，老板不得不解雇干活的人，他们一般从我开始。


妇人：
 你的名字叫什么？


男人：
 普赖斯，布隆特·欧布列恩·普赖斯。通常简称为斯诺比·普赖斯。


妇人：
 斯诺比是个木匠，是吗？刚才你说你是个画家。


普赖斯：
 不是势利的那种，是优雅的那种。我太傲慢了，因为我的聪明。我的父亲是一个宪章派，爱读书、爱思考，也是一个文具商。你别忘了，我不是像你一样是个普通的砍树工人和拉水工人。（他走回到桌子边的座位，拿起杯子）你叫什么？


妇人：
 拉米·米庆斯，先生。


普赖斯：
 （把剩下留给她的牛奶一口喝干）为你的健康干杯，米庆斯小姐。


拉米：
 （纠正他的错误）米庆斯夫人。


普赖斯：
 什么？哦，拉米，拉米！尊敬的已婚女人，拉米，被救世军救了，因为假装一个可怜的……一样的老把戏！


拉米：
 我能怎么样呢？我不能饿死。救世军的姑娘们都是好姑娘，但是你表现得好了不行，她们解救你之前，希望你越坏越好。为什么不给她们一些机会好好表现呢？她们天天被工作累得都不行了。如果我们不比其他人糟糕，她们到哪里去弄救我们的钱呢？你知道那些上等人的样子。


普赖斯：
 贪得无厌的猪猡！但愿我有他们那样的工作，拉米。拉米什么意思？也许是宠物名字？


拉米：
 罗牟拉的简称。


普赖斯：
 什么！？


拉米：
 罗牟拉。从一本新书里面来的。我母亲希望我长大了像这个人。


普赖斯：
 拉米，我们是不幸中的伴侣。我俩的名字别人都读不出来。因此，我是斯诺比，你是拉米，因为比尔和萨利对我们的父母来说不够好。这就是生活！


拉米：
 谁救你来的，普赖斯先生？是芭芭拉少校吗？


普赖斯：
 不，是我自己来这里的。我将要成为布隆特·欧布列恩·普赖斯，一个有了新信仰的画家。我知道她们喜欢什么，我得告诉她们我怎样骂人，怎样赌博，怎样打我那可怜的老妈妈……


拉米：
 （震惊地）你经常打你母亲？


普赖斯：
 不太可能。她过去常常打我。不管怎么说，你来听一个有新的信仰的画家说话，你会知到她是一个虔诚的女人，她把我放在她膝盖上教我祈祷，还会知道我过去怎样常常醉醺醺地回家，把她从床上拖到雪地里，把拨火棍子打她。


拉米：
 这对我们女人太不公平了。你们男人忏悔，就像我们撒谎一样。你们事实上都干了些什么，你们不告诉别人。但是你们男人可以在集会上谎话连篇，别人还为你们鼓掌。我们女人呢，没办法只好忏悔时，只能小声地说给一个人听。尽管这些姑娘都很虔诚地做好事，但还是不对劲。


普赖斯：
 对劲！如果什么都对劲了，你以为还允许救世军存在吗？不可能的。军队是来把我们一个个都变成乖乖巧巧的，好被剥削、被蹂躏。可是，他们玩的这套把戏我一样玩得很好。我会看到有人被雷劈，或听到有个声音说：“斯诺比·普赖斯，你将在哪里度过来生？”我告诉你，我忏悔的时候，可高兴了。


拉米：
 但是她们不会让你喝酒。


普赖斯：
 那我就把酒拿出去喝。如果我能通过其他方式得到乐趣，我就不想喝酒了。（珍妮·希尔是一个十八岁的救世军成员，她长得漂亮，但面色苍白，疲劳紧张，从院子大门走进来，扶着彼得·舍尔力，一个身子快要变得僵硬、衣衫褴褛的老人，他身体虚弱，饥饿难耐）


珍妮：
 （扶着他）来，振作点！我给你找点吃的，你一会儿就会好的。


普赖斯：
 （站起来，赶紧殷勤地跑过去，从珍妮手中接过这位老人）可怜的老人家，振作起来吧，兄弟！你很快就会发现这里让人安宁、祥和、快乐。小姐，赶紧去拿吃的吧，他很虚弱。（珍妮赶紧跑进屋子里面）喂，精神一点，老伯。她去给你拿一块厚厚的面包去了，还有一杯牛奶呢。（他扶他坐在桌子的拐角处）


拉米：
 （高兴地）不要这么没精打采的！不要说你会死掉！


舍尔利：
 我还不老，我才四十六岁，不到三十岁这些白头发就爬到我头上了。这些只要花三分钱买点染发剂就可以了，但他们却把我扔到大街上，为这个忍饥挨饿，这至于吗？主啊，我从十三岁起就开始每天十个小时到十二个小时地干活，从那时候开始就自己养活自已，就因为我黑头发变成白头发，就把我扔到污水沟，把我干的活让给一个不如我的年轻人，这至于吗？


普赖斯：
 （兴奋地）抱怨有什么用啊，你也就是一个干活的老头子，现在被人踹开，踢到一边儿去了，谁还管你啊？呃？也该叫那些贪得无厌的猪猡给你点吃的，他们从你那偷走的太多，也该还给你一点儿。（珍妮走回来，端着通常分量的吃的）来了，兄弟，祈祷一下就吃饭吧。


舍尔利：
 （饥肠辘辘地看着饭，但是没有碰，像个孩子般地哭起来）我从来没有白拿过别人的东西。


珍妮：
 （安慰他）吃吧，吃吧！这是主送给你的，他没有拒绝朋友的面包，你为什么要拒绝呢？另外，我们给你找到工作后，你愿意的话，还可以还给我们啊。


舍尔利：
 （迫切地）对，对，是这样。我可以还给你们，这算我欠你们的。（颤抖地）哦，主啊！主啊！（他转身到桌子边，开始狼吞虎咽起来）


珍妮：
 怎样了？拉米，舒服点了吗？


拉米：
 上帝保佑你，亲爱的。你喂饱了我的身体，救了我的灵魂，对不对？（珍妮非常感动，亲吻了她一下）坐下歇歇吧，你会累倒的。


珍妮：
 我从早上就开始忙个不停，但有忙不完的事情，我不能歇着。


拉米：
 祈祷两分钟吧，你会好些的。


珍妮：
 （她的眼睛亮起来）哦，祈祷几分钟特别管用，太奇妙了！十二点的时候，我已经累得头晕目眩，我太累了，但是芭芭拉少校让我去只祈祷了五分钟，我就能像刚一开始那样有劲了。（对普赖斯）你吃过面包了没有？


普赖斯：
 （虔诚地）是的，小姐。但是我的那片面包更为珍贵，它也让我的灵魂得到安宁。


拉米：
 （热诚地）赞美主吧！（比尔·沃克，面容粗俗，二十五岁左右，出现在院子门口，恶狠狠地看着珍妮）


珍妮：
 听了你的话我非常高兴，我觉得在这里闲着就像有罪，我得再去干活了。（她匆忙向收容所走去，沃克快速地向门口走去拦住她。他样子咄咄逼人，步步进逼，她只好往后退个不停）


比尔：
 我认得你，你是那个把老子的姑娘带走的那个娘们儿，就是你让她把老子踹了。哼，我要她给老子出来。不是他妈的老子还喜欢她，明白吗？但老子要她明白，也要你搞清楚，老子要教训教训她，尝尝把老子甩了的后果。听着，把她叫出来，省得老子进去把她一脚给踢出来。告诉她比尔·沃克要她，她会知道老子是什么意思。她要是让老子在这里等的话，她将死得更难看。你要是跟老子讨价还价，老子首先拿你开刀，听到没有？朝这边，滚进去。（他一把抓住她的胳膊，朝收容所的门口用力推去。她跌倒，手和膝盖着地。拉米把她扶起来）


普赖斯：
 （站起身，朝比尔犹豫地贴过去）别这么大火气，伙计。她又没招你惹你。


比尔：
 你叫谁伙计？（威胁地站到他面前）你要帮着她是吧？来啊。


拉米：
 （愤愤地跑到他面前骂他）哎呀，你这个野鬼——（他迅速抽出左手，打在她的脸上。她开始大叫，退回到石马槽上，坐在那里，双手捂着青肿的脸，身子摇来摇去，疼得呻吟不止）


珍妮：
 （朝她走过去）哦，上帝饶恕你吧！你怎能打这样的老太太呢？


比尔：
 （猛地抓住珍妮的头发，她也尖叫起来，并把她从拉米那里拽开）你要是再跟老子说一句上帝饶恕我的话，老子把你的嘴打烂，让你一个星期不得说话。（抓着她，凶狠地对着普赖斯）你有不同意见吗？嗯？


普赖斯：
 （被吓住）没有，伙计，她和我压根儿没关系。


比尔：
 这还差不多！老子把你喂饱两顿饭，打你也只需要一个指头，你这个快饿死的杂种。（朝珍妮）现在，是你去把哈比给老子揪出来，还是等老子把你的脸打烂，自己去揪？


珍妮：
 （在他的紧握下挣扎个不停）哦，求求你们哪位进去告诉芭芭拉少校——

（她又尖叫起来，因为他把她的头往下按；普赖斯和拉米逃到屋子里面）


比尔：
 你想去告诉你们的少校，对不对？


珍妮：
 求求你不要拽我的头发，放开我。


比尔：
 对还是不对？（珍妮忍着没有尖叫）对还是不对？


珍妮：
 上帝啊，给我力量吧——


比尔：
 （用拳头打她的脸）去告诉她吧，她要是也想吃我的拳头，就来找我麻烦吧。（珍妮疼痛不已，哭着走进收容所。他走到长凳子前，对老头子说话）听着，把这里收拾干净。给老子让开。


舍尔利：
 （跳起来，恶狠狠地对着他，手里拿着杯子）你要是跟我过不去，我用杯子把你的脸砸烂，把你的眼珠子挖出来。你们这些小狗日的，爹娘把你们喂养大，教育你们，你们却在这里逞能，打人欺负人。这里是积德的地方，吃着这里的面包，我们心里就过得去吗？


比尔：
 （轻蔑地，但是往后退了点）你算老几，你这个老不死的？你算老几！


舍尔利：
 比你强。你干一天活和我比比，就你这个岁数的胖酒鬼也行吗？你去郝老克工厂干干我的活试试，我在那里可干了十年了。他们那里只要年轻人，他们养不起四十五岁以上的人。他们装出同情的样子——我们给你开一封介绍信，很高兴帮助您找到适合您年龄的工作——确保像您这么结实的人很快就会找到工作的。好啊，你去试试啊。他们很快就发现你差得远。你懂个啥？你连自己在干啥都不知道——居然还伸出你的臭手，打这样一个值得尊敬的女人的嘴！


比尔：
 不要把我惹火了，不然连你也一样揍，听到没有？


舍尔利：
 （带着鄙夷的神情）嗯，打完了女人，又要开始打老头儿了，你真了不起，我怎么没有看到你打一个年轻的试试。


比尔：
 （不安地）你胡说，你这个吃救济饭的老东西。刚才这里不是有一个年轻人吗？我没有敢打他吗？


舍尔利：
 他饿得不行了是不是？他也算一个男人吗？他不过是一个偷鸡摸狗的小混混。你敢和我女婿的哥哥打一架吗？


比尔：
 他是谁？


舍尔利：
 包塘鲍旁德费尔。他在音乐厅胜过那个日本摔跤的。十七分零四秒都没有倒下，结果赢了二十英镑呢。


比尔：
 （闷闷不乐地）我不在那里摔跤。他会拳击吗？


舍尔利：
 当然，你才不行吧！


比尔：
 什么！我不行，我不行吗？你再说一遍（威胁他）？


舍尔利：
 （丝毫不为所动）如果我让你和费尔打一场，你愿不愿意？你说啊。


比尔：
 （垂头丧气）跟谁打我都不怕，十个费尔我也不怕。但我不是专业的。


舍尔利：
 （无比轻蔑地昂首看着他）就你还拳击！你也就会用你的臭手打老太太！打人要让法官一丝也看不出痕迹来，这个你都不懂，你这个自以为了不起的蠢货。你打那个姑娘的下巴，仅仅把她打哭了！如果费尔打了她，她十分钟也站不起来，打你一拳你也爬不起来。没错儿，要是我一个星期吃得饱饱的，而不是饿了两个月，我就和你好好打一架。（他回到桌子旁接着吃饭）


比尔：
 （走到他跟前，弯下腰，以便他将骂声听得更清楚）你撒谎！你跑到这里来要饭，你刚刚才吃过。


舍尔利：
 （突然哭起来）哦，上帝啊！他说得对，我就是个垃圾堆上的老叫花子。（愤怒地）但你也会有这么一天的，到那时候你就知道了。你的那一天很快就来，我不喝酒，不像你是个酒鬼，今早灌了一肚子黄汤。


比尔：
 我才不是个酒鬼，你这个老撒谎精。但我想好好教训一顿我的那个娘们儿，我需要一点东西壮壮胆，明白吗？我在这里干嘛呢？跟你这么一个没用的老笨蛋在费口舌。（他自己越说越生气）老子去把她给揪出来。（他向门口走去，一副复仇的样子）


舍尔利：
 你啊，十有八九横着被抬到警察局去了，你进去后，你的那些黄汤和壮胆的东西都会被倒腾出来。你在这里小心点，这里的少校是史蒂文森伯爵的外孙女。


比尔：
 （傻眼）瞎说！


舍尔利：
 你等着瞧呗。


比尔：
 （他有点发慌了）嗯，我又没有惹她。


舍尔利：
 如果她说你惹了呢？谁相信你啊？


比尔：
 （非常不安地，退到棚屋的角落）天哪，这个国家太不公平了。他们这些人什么都能做得出！我哪里不如她？


舍尔利：
 你跟她当面讲去。只有傻瓜才像你这么做。

（芭芭拉从收容所里面出来，拿着一本笔记本，活泼轻快，一本正经的样子，对舍尔利说话。比尔坐在角落里面的凳子上，背对着他们，一副害怕的样子）


芭芭拉：
 早上好。


舍尔利：
 （站起身来，摘下帽子）早上好，小姐。


芭芭拉：
 坐下，不要客气。（他犹豫不敢坐，但她把手友好地搭在他的肩膀上，使他坐下）从现在开始，咱们是朋友了，我们想了解你的一切。姓名、地址、职业。


舍尔利：
 彼得·舍尔利。装配工。因为太老，两个月前被解雇。


芭芭拉：
 （丝毫不惊讶）看不出来啊。你为何不染发？


舍尔利：
 我的确染了。验尸官询问我女儿情况的时候，我的年龄瞒不住了。


芭芭拉：
 有没有不良嗜好？


舍尔利：
 从不喝酒。干了一辈子从没被解雇过，是一个好工人，现在像一匹老马一样被送到屠马场了！


芭芭拉：
 没关系，如果你做好了你的工作，上帝也会做好他的工作的。


舍尔利：
 （突然固执起来）我只相信我自己。


芭芭拉：
 （猜测的）我明白，世俗论者？


舍尔利：
 （激动的）我否认过吗？


芭芭拉：
 你干嘛要否认呢？我父亲就是一个世俗论者。我们的父亲，我们的主，会通过各种方法来完成他的意愿。我敢肯定地说，他把你变成一个世俗论者，他知道目的是什么。所以，彼得，振作起来吧！我们一定能为你这样一个好工人找到工作的。（舍尔利被说服了，举起帽子敬了个礼。她转身向比尔）你的姓名？


比尔：
 （傲慢无礼地）关你什么事？


芭芭拉：
 （平静地记录）不敢说出姓名。那职业呢？


比尔：
 谁不敢说出姓名？（顽强地，感觉想借助反对史蒂文伯爵家人来公然违抗上议院的样子）你要想告我就告去吧。（她等着，神情自若）本人大名比尔·沃克。


芭芭拉：
 （似乎熟悉这个名字，使劲地在想怎么知道的）比尔·沃克？（回想）哦，我知道了，你就是珍妮·希尔刚才在屋子里面向上帝祈祷的那个人。（她在笔记本上记下名字）


比尔：
 谁是珍妮·希尔？她为什么为我祈祷？


芭芭拉：
 我不知道。也许是因为你把她的嘴唇打破了。


比尔：
 （对抗地）没错，是大爷把她的嘴唇打破了。你，大爷也不怕。


芭芭拉：
 你连上帝都不怕，你怎么会怕我呢？你是一个勇敢的人，沃克先生。来我们这儿工作是需要勇气的，但是我们没有一个人敢打像小珍妮这样的女孩，因为我们害怕她在天上的父亲。


比尔：
 （气愤地）我不相信你们念的什么经，我想你是以为我来这里是为了向你讨口饭吃，像这个无用的废物一样。我才不是呢，我不需要你的面包屑和那些稀稀拉拉的喝的东西。我不相信你那个什么主，你自己其实也不信。


芭芭拉：
 （愉快地表示歉意，表现出贵妇人的样子，似乎和他处于一种新的社会关系）哦，请原谅我把您的名字记下来了，沃克先生。我刚才没有明白怎么回事。我把您名字去掉。


比尔：
 （认为这是一种轻视，并且深深地受到伤害）去你的！不要把我名字去掉，难道留在你本子上有什么不好吗？


芭芭拉：
 （考虑地）嗯，你知道，如果我不能为您做点什么，记下您的名字就没有用的，是吧？您的职业是什么？


比尔：
 （仍然粗鲁地）这不关你的事。


芭芭拉：
 是的。（非常认真地）我把你的职业记为（在写着）打可怜的小珍妮嘴巴的人。


比尔：
 （威胁地站起来）打住，我对你的行为受够了。


芭芭拉：
 （非常快活地，没有一丝惧怕）那您为什么来我们这里？


比尔：
 我来找我的姑娘，明白吗？我来这里是要领她走，并要把她的嘴巴打烂。


芭芭拉：
 （自鸣得意地）你看吧，我说你的职业是打人的，一点也没错吧。（比尔正准备愤怒地反驳，突然发现自己感到无比耻辱和恐惧，差一点儿哭起来。他又突然坐下）她叫什么名字？


比尔：
 （固执的）她的名字叫阿比莫格，这就是她的名字。


芭芭拉：
 哦，她到康宁镇去了，我们的营地在那儿。


比尔：
 （由于憎恨莫格的背叛，又开始凶悍起来）是吗？（报复地）那我去康宁镇找她。（他穿过大门，犹豫了一下，最后走回到芭芭拉身边）你是在骗我，好让我离开这里，是吗？


芭芭拉：
 比尔——我不想你离开这里，我想你留在这里，好让我拯救你的灵魂。你最好留在这，否则，比尔，你今天日子不好过的。


比尔：
 谁敢跟我过去不？或许是你吧。


芭芭拉：
 是一个你不信任的人，但以后你会高兴的。


比尔：
 （打算溜走）我要去康宁镇，避开你那张嘴。（突然将强烈的怨恨发泄到芭芭拉身上）如果我在那里没有找到莫格，我回来跟你算账，跟你没完，如果我找不到，你就见你的主去吧。


芭芭拉：
 （尽可能的更和善了一点）没有的，比尔。她找到另一个小伙子啦。


比尔：
 什么！


芭芭拉：
 是一个自己转变信仰的人。当他看到她的灵魂得救，脸洗得干净，头发也洗过，他便爱上了她。


比尔：
 （惊讶地）她洗头发干什么？她是红头发，跟胡萝卜以似，这个骚货。


芭芭拉：
 现在可好看呢，因为现在她眼睛里面有一种新的神情。可惜啊，你太晚了。她那个新的小伙子把你踹了，比尔。


比尔：
 我要把他给踹了。我他妈的一点儿也不喜欢她了，别忘了。但我要好好教训她，让她看看把我像倒灰一样踢开的下场。我还要教训教训那个臭小子，让他勾搭我的姑娘。那个臭小子叫什么来着？


芭芭拉：
 费尔中土。


舍尔利：
 （非常快乐地站起来）我陪他一起去，小姐。我要看看他俩怎么打架的。打完了之后，我好把他送到医院去。


比尔：
 （带着毫不掩饰的疑虑对舍尔利说）他就是你刚才说的那个？


舍尔利：
 没错，是他。


比尔：
 就是在音乐厅摔跤的人？


舍尔利：
 他一年在国家体育俱乐部的比赛就可以挣到大概一百块钱。他现在洗手不干了，开始相信宗教。他正好又来新鲜劲了，想要练习练习，你去那儿，他一定会很高兴的。走吧。


比尔：
 他身子多重？


舍尔利：
 一百三十四磅。（比尔的最后一丝希望也破灭了）


芭芭拉：
 去和他谈谈吧，比尔。他会改变你的。


舍尔利：
 他会把你的头变成烂土豆泥。


比尔：
 （闷闷不乐）我不怕他。我谁也不怕。但他可能打得过我。她把我害惨了。（他郁闷地坐在石槽边上）


舍尔利：
 你不去了吗？早就料到你不敢去的。（他重新坐下）


芭芭拉：
 （喊人）珍妮！


珍妮：
 （出现在门口，嘴角贴着膏药）在，少校。


芭芭拉：
 让拉米把这里打扫一下。


珍妮：
 我想她不敢来。


芭芭拉：
 （顷刻之间，很像她的母亲）胡说！我命令她，她必须来。


珍妮：
 （向收容所处叫喊）拉米，少校说你必须出来。（珍妮走向芭芭拉，故意靠近比尔这边，以防他以为她害怕或怀恨在心）


芭芭拉：
 可怜的小珍妮！你累了吧？（看着受伤的脸颊）还疼吗？


珍妮：
 不疼了，现在没事了。这没什么。


芭芭拉：
 （批评地）我看他打你时用的劲可够大的。可怜的比尔！你不会生他的气，是吧？


珍妮：
 哦，不会的，不会的，说真的，我不会的，少校，上帝保佑他可怜的灵魂吧！（芭芭拉吻了一下珍妮，珍妮快乐地跑进收容所去了。比尔重新感到一种可怕的征兆，非常痛苦，坐立不安，但沉默不语。拉米从收容所里面走出来）


芭芭拉：
 （向拉米走去）拉米，振作点吧。把这些杯子盘子拿去洗洗，把那些面包屑扔掉喂鸟吧。（拉米拿起三个盘子和杯子，但舍尔利从她的手里拿回他的杯子，因为里面还留着一点牛奶）


拉米：
 没有面包屑。现在不是浪费好吃的面包来喂鸟的时候啊。


普赖斯：
 （出现在收容所门口）少校，有位先生来参观收容所，他说是您父亲。


芭芭拉：
 好吧，马上来。（斯诺比走进收容所，芭芭拉跟在身后）


拉米：
 （溜到比尔面前，压低声音信心十足地对他说）要不是少校不让，我早就把你好揍一顿，你这个扁耳朵猪鼻子的流氓。你打一个有身份的女孩子的脸，真够无耻的。（比尔怒火愈旺，毫不理会）


舍尔利：
 （跟在她身后）好了，进去吧，别跟他说话了，省得又惹麻烦。


拉米：
 （傲慢地）我怎么不记得我认识你呀。（她拿着盘子走进收容所）


舍尔利：
 那是……


比尔：
 （野蛮地）不要和老子说话了，听到没有，别管老子，否则老子跟你不客气了。别把我当做踩在脚下的泥灰。


舍尔利：
 （平静地）你不用害怕。你以为别人盼着找你说话啊。（芭芭拉走出来，安德谢夫在她右边，舍尔利正准备走进收容所）


芭芭拉：
 哦，舍尔利先生，你在这儿！（站在舍尔利和安德谢夫中间）这是我父亲，我跟你说过他是一个世俗论者，是吧？你们或许可以相互谈谈。


安德谢夫：
 （惊讶地）世俗论者！根本就不是，恰恰相反，我是一个地道的神秘主义者。


芭芭拉：
 对不起，顺便问一下，爸爸，你的宗教是什么？万一我不得不再次介绍您呢？


安德谢夫：
 我的宗教？嗯，亲爱的，我是一个百万富翁，这就是我的宗教。


芭芭拉：
 那我担心您和舍尔利先生谈不到一起去了。您不是一个百万富翁，是吧，彼得？


舍尔利：
 不是，而且我非常自豪我不是一个百万富翁。


安德谢夫：
 （严肃地）朋友，贫穷没有什么好自豪的。


舍尔利：
 （生气地）谁让你变得腰缠万贯的？是我和像我一样的人。什么让我们是穷人？让你们成为有钱人？不管你收入多高，我不想要你的良心。


安德谢夫：
 不管你的良心有多好，我不想要你的收入，舍尔利先生。（他朝棚屋走去，坐在石凳子上）


芭芭拉：
 （舍尔利正准备反驳，芭芭拉灵巧地将他制止）您认为他不是我的父亲，是吗，彼得？请到屋子里面去，帮姑娘们一会儿，我们都在忙个不停。


舍尔利：
 （痛苦地）好的，我欠她们一顿饭，对吧？


芭芭拉：
 哦，不是因为您欠她们的。而是因为你爱她们，彼得，因为爱她们。（他不能理解，非常反感）去吧，不要盯着我看。进去吧，让您的良心放个假。（催促他进屋）


舍尔利：
 （他往屋里走时）啊！真遗憾，你没有经过培训来使用逻辑，小姐。否则。你将是一位非常有感染力的世俗论宣讲师。（芭芭拉转向她父亲）


安德谢夫：
 不要担心我，亲爱的。你忙你的事情去吧，让我在这儿看一会儿。


芭芭拉：
 好吧。


安德谢夫：
 瞧，那位门诊病人怎么啦？


芭芭拉：
 （看看比尔，他的态度还没有任何改变，他生了许多怒气，更想要发泄了）哦，我们很快就会治好他的病。看一会儿就知道了。（她朝比尔走去，在一边等着。他有些不自在，但比刚才要更加严肃得多，用眼睛朝她瞥了一下，又低头朝下看着）非要在莫格脸上打上巴掌你才痛快，是吧，比尔？


比尔：
 （惊慌失措地从马槽上跳下来）你说谎；我从来没这样说过。（她摇摇头）谁告诉你我脑子里怎么想的啊？


芭芭拉：
 你刚刚交的那个朋友啊。


比尔：
 什么朋友？


芭芭拉：
 魔鬼啊，比尔。它缠人的时候，人就会变得痛苦，就像你一样。


比尔：
 （内心痛苦不堪，但努力保持兴高采烈的样子）我怎么会痛苦啊。（他重新坐下来，伸出两腿，装出毫不在意的样子）


芭芭拉：
 噢，你要是开心，为什么不像我们一样一副开心的样子呢？


比尔：
 （两腿身不由己地缩回来）我非常高兴啊，我告诉你。你为什么老是烦我？我做什么惹你了？我又没有打你的脸，是不是？


芭芭拉：
 （温柔地，招引他的灵魂）不是我要缠着你，比尔。


比尔：
 那是谁？


芭芭拉：
 我看是一个不想要你以后再打女人脸的人吧，他要让你成为一个男子汉。


比尔：
 （咆哮）让我成为男子汉！我不是男子汉吗？我不是男子汉吗？谁说老子不是男子汉？


芭芭拉：
 你的身体里面有一个男子汉，但是他为什么允许你打可怜的小珍妮呢？他不够男子汉，是吧？


比尔：
 （受折磨的样子）我受够了，我告诉你。别提这事情了，你的小珍妮那张傻兮兮的小脸，我见了就恶心。


芭芭拉：
 那你为什么老是想着这件事情呢？为什么它老是在你脑子里面折腾你呢？你不会自己改变信仰了，是吧？


比尔：
 （肯定地）我才不会呢，绝对不可能。


芭芭拉：
 好吧，比尔。你就这么强撑着吧，使出你的全部力气，不要让自己轻易投降。费尔说他跟救世军抵抗了三个晚上，比他跟那个日本人在音乐厅摔跤要难得多。他向那个日本人投降，是因为他的胳膊受不住了。但是他直到心里受不住了才向救世军屈服的。或许你可以避开这种事情，因为你根本就没有心，是吧？


比尔：
 你什么意思？我为什么和别人不一样，没有心啊？


芭芭拉：
 一个有心的男子汉不会打可怜的小珍妮的脸，是吧？


比尔：
 （几乎要叫起来）哎呀，求求你放过我好不好？我什么时候得罪过你，你这么对我絮絮叨叨，想惹我生气？（他从眼到脚浑身扭动不安）


芭芭拉：
 （将手放在他的胳膊上，语气温和，充满抚慰，使他无法挣脱）是你的灵魂伤害了你，比尔，不是我。我们自己已经经历过了，和我们一起来吧，比尔。（他四下看了看，快疯掉了）为了人间的勇敢，也为了天国里永远的荣耀。（他快要崩溃了）来吧。（屋子里传来击鼓声；芭芭拉迅速转身看，此时，比尔抽了一口气，感觉从芭芭拉的魔掌中逃脱出来）哦！多理，是你啊。我来介绍一下我的这位新朋友，比尔·沃克先生。比尔。这是我的那位，库恩斯先生。（库恩斯举起鼓槌敬礼）


比尔：
 你将嫁给他？


芭芭拉：
 是的。


比尔：
 （热心地）上帝保佑他吧！上帝保佑他吧！


芭芭拉：
 为什么这么说？难道你认为他跟我在一起不幸福吗？


比尔：
 我只需忍受一个早晨，而他要忍受一辈子。


库恩斯：
 你的想法很可怕，沃克先生。但我不能离开她。


比尔：
 嗯，我能离开。（对芭芭拉）听着，你知道我要去哪儿？我要去做什么吗？


芭芭拉：
 知道，你是去天堂，不到一个星期你就会回来，告诉我们这些。


比尔：
 你说谎，我去康宁镇，去朝那个费尔眼睛里吐一口吐沫。我在珍妮脸上打了一拳，现在我要我的脸上也挨一拳，回来让她看看。他打我比我打她要厉害。这样我们就扯平了。（对库恩斯）这公平不公平？你是个绅士，你应该明白的。


芭芭拉：
 两个人的眼睛都打青了就扯平了吗，比尔。


比尔：
 我没有问你。你可不可以把你的嘴闭上？我问这位绅士呢。


库恩斯：
 （思考地）是的，我想你是对的，沃克先生。是的，要是我；我也会这么做的。很有趣，这和古希腊人的做法完全相同。


芭芭拉：
 可是，这有什么好处呢？


库恩斯：
 这个嘛，这能给费尔先生一个锻炼身体的机会啊，同时也让沃克先生的灵魂得到了满足。


比尔：
 少废话！灵魂，从来没有这种东西。那你可以告诉我，我有灵魂吗？你可从来没有见过。


芭芭拉：
 你违背你的灵魂的时候，我看见它在折磨你。


比尔：
 （压抑着自己的怒气）如果你是我的对象，并且拿我说的话来堵我，我就会狠揍你一顿，让你感觉到我的厉害。（对库恩斯）伙计，听我一句，别让她这么唠叨个没完，否则你活不了多久。（言辞更强烈）折腾死，这就是你的下场，把你折腾死。（沃克穿过大门走出去了）


库恩斯：
 （看着沃克的背影）没准啊！


芭芭拉：
 多理！（非常气愤地，很像她的母亲）


库恩斯：
 我在，亲爱的。爱你真不容易啊。如果这样继续下去的话，很可能我会英年早逝的。


芭芭拉：
 后悔了吗？


库恩斯：
 一点儿也不。（他突然温柔了起来，在鼓上亲吻她。这显然不是头一回，因为如果没有练习过，隔着鼓，人是无法亲吻的。安德谢夫咳嗽一下）


芭芭拉：
 别担心，爸爸，我们没忘记您啦。多理，给爸爸介绍一下这个地方，我没有空。（她匆忙走进屋子里面去了）（院子里面只有安德谢夫和库恩斯两个人。安德谢夫坐在板凳上，仍然密切地观察着周围。他思忖着库恩斯，库恩斯也在琢磨着他）


安德谢夫：
 库恩斯先生，我想你猜到我在想什么。（库恩斯挥舞起鼓槌，似乎要击鼓，但是又没有发出任何声音）的确如此。但是，要是芭芭拉看破了你的目的，你怎么办？


库恩斯：
 您要知道，我不承认我是在欺骗芭芭拉。我对救世军的想法抱有真诚的兴趣。事实上，我是一个各种宗教的收藏家，有意思的是，我对所有的宗教都相信。顺便问一下，您相信宗教吗？


安德谢夫：
 是的。


库恩斯：
 有什么不一样的地方？


安德谢夫：
 只有一条，那就是要得救的话，只有两件东西。


库恩斯：
 （失望的，但还是有礼貌的）啊，教堂里面的一问一答。查尔斯·罗马克斯也属于教堂里的信徒。


安德谢夫：
 这两件东西是……


库恩斯：
 洗礼——


安德谢夫：
 不，金钱和火药。


库恩斯：
 （惊讶不已，但饶有兴致）这是我们统治阶级的普通观点。不过听人对此供认不讳，还是很新鲜的事。


安德谢夫：
 的确如此。


库恩斯：
 抱歉，您的宗教里面，留有荣誉、正义、真理、和仁爱这些东西吗？


安德谢夫：
 当然，它们可以给富足安全、强大有力的生活增添雅趣和奢侈。


库恩斯：
 如果要是在两者之间，非得做个选择，您选择金钱还是火药呢？


安德谢夫：
 两个都选，因为如果没有足够的金钱和火药，其他的你什么也买不起。


库恩斯：
 这就是您的宗教？


安德谢夫：
 没错。（安德谢夫这样回答的腔调使得谈话停止下来。库恩斯满脸疑虑地思忖着安德谢夫，安德谢夫也在琢磨着库恩斯）


库恩斯：
 芭芭拉不会容忍您的宗教的。您必须在宗教和芭芭拉之间作出选择。


安德谢夫：
 你也是。朋友。她会发现。你的大鼓里面是空的。


库恩斯：
 安德谢夫大人，您错了。我是一个真诚的救世军。您并不了解救世军，它是一支充满快乐、仁爱和勇气的军队。它把那些老的教会所宣扬的恐惧、忏悔和对地狱的绝望都统统去掉，它勇往直前，吹着喇叭打着鼓，唱歌跳舞，摇着旗帜和棕榈叶，和魔鬼斗争，它是一支传播天堂里面快乐的卫戍部队。它在酒馆里面挑出一个废物，把他变成一个男子汉；它能把一个围着灶台转的可怜虫变成一个真正的女人！那些有身份的男人女人们，都成为了上帝的儿女。它把一个可怜的希腊文教授从它草根阶层的生活中解救出来，他本来是人类最矫揉造作、最自我压抑的人，现在也可以在他大脑里自由地狂想。它还让他崇拜酒神狄厄尼索斯，让他在大街上的众人面前漂亮地打鼓。（他在鼓上敲出雷鸣般的声音）


安德谢夫：
 你会把屋子里的人吓着的。


库恩斯：
 哦，他们已经习惯了这种对宗教的虔诚和狂热。但是，如果鼓声让您不安（他把鼓槌放进口袋里，从身上解下鼓，将鼓正对着门道放在地上）


安德谢夫：
 谢谢。


库恩斯：
 你记得希腊的悲剧诗人欧里庇得斯是如何评论您的金钱和火药的吗？


安德谢夫：
 不知道。


库恩斯：
 （高声朗诵）

金钱和武器，

难容亲兄弟。

尘世众生漂，

梦想多如毛。

输赢人不同，

圆破梦各异。

岁月悠万古，

生者即幸福。

天下谁人知，

知者享天年。

我的翻译，您认为如何？


安德谢夫：
 朋友，我想如果你希望知道，岁月悠万古，生者即幸福，你必须获得足够多的金钱，才能过上体面的生活，只有拥有足够的权力，才可以做你自己的主人。


库恩斯：
 该死，你说的话真叫人气馁。（继续高声朗诵）

天意水恒在，

道义千古存。

试问俗世人，

此意难知晓？

上天最伟大，

除此无智功。

欲无烦恼扰，

等待不用急。

命运握手中，

永爱芭芭拉。


安德谢夫：
 欧里庇得斯提到过芭芭拉吗？


库恩斯：
 这样翻译没有什么不妥，芭芭拉就是活泼可爱的意思。


安德谢夫：
 作为芭芭拉的父亲，我可以问问她永远被爱着，一年可以有多少钱来生活？


库恩斯：
 作为芭芭拉的父亲，您更适合回答这个问题。我可以靠教授希腊文来养活她，这是我所能做到的一切了。


安德谢夫：
 你认为你和她很般配吗？


库恩斯：
 （礼貌但又倔犟的）安德谢夫先生，从许多方面来说，我是一个软弱、胆怯、没有什么出息的人。另外，我的健康状况也远非让人满意。但是，不管什么时候，当我感到我必须得到什么东西，我就肯定会得到，这只是个早晚的问题。对芭芭拉，我有这种感觉。我不喜欢结婚，我非常害伯婚姻。我不知道对芭芭拉我该怎么办，我也不知道她会把我怎么办。但是，我感到只有我必须娶她为妻，其他任何人都不可以。这是铁板钉钉子的事情，请您尊重这一点。不是我独断专行，而是我不想浪费您宝贵的时间，来讨论不可避免要发生的事情。


安德谢夫：
 你的意思是什么也阻挡不了你，哪怕是要把救世军改变成对酒神的崇拜。


库恩斯：
 救世军的工作是拯救世界，而不是为了谁是指路人而争论不已。酒神还是另外一个神，这重要吗？


安德谢夫：
 （站起来向库恩斯走过去）库恩斯教授，你是一个符合我心意的年轻人。


库恩斯：
 安德谢夫先生，就我现在所知道的，你是一个恶魔，一个老坏蛋。但是，出于我……（安德谢夫默不作声地伸出手，他们的手握在一起）


安德谢夫：
 （突然精神集中起来）现在谈谈正事吧。


库恩斯：
 抱歉。我们正在讨论宗教呢，为什么回到那些无聊又不重要的所谓正经事上去呢？


安德谢夫：
 宗教是目前我们的正经事，因为只有通过宗教我们才可以赢得芭芭拉。


库恩斯：
 您也爱上了芭芭拉吗？


安德谢夫：
 是的，一个父亲的爱。


库恩斯：
 父亲对已经长大成人的女儿的爱，是所有糊涂的事物中最危险的东西。很抱歉，我提到了我的苍白无力的、怯生生的、缺乏信任的感情。


安德谢夫：
 回到正题吧。我们必须把她赢回来，我们两个都不是卫理公会派教徒。


库恩斯：
 这没有关系。芭芭拉在这里有支配的权力——也是支配芭芭拉自己的权力——不是来自于加尔文教派，不是来自于长老会教派，也不是来自于卫理公会教派。


安德谢夫：
 也不是希腊的异教，对吧？


库恩斯：
 我承认如此。芭芭拉的宗教信仰是她自己创造的。


安德谢夫：
 （胜利地）啊哈！这样芭芭拉才配姓安德谢夫。她的灵感来自于她自己的内心。


库恩斯：
 您认为这种灵感是怎么跑到她心里去的呢？


安德谢夫：
 （极度兴奋）这是安德谢夫家族祖传的。我将把我的火炬传给我的女儿。她将要帮我改变众生信仰，传播我的福音——


库恩斯：
 什么！金钱和火药！


安德谢夫：
 不错，金钱和火药、自由和权势。生杀予夺的大权。


库恩斯：
 （不失文雅地，想把他拉回现实）这真是有趣极了，安德谢夫先生。您当然知道您这是在说疯话。


安德谢夫：
 （带着双重肯定）那你呢？


库恩斯：
 噢，我也疯得厉害。我既然发现了您的秘密，也就不向您隐瞒我的了。但让我惊讶的是，一个疯人能造大炮吗？


安德谢夫：
 除了疯人，还有谁能呢？现在（愈发来劲地），我也问问你，人要是不疯，能翻译欧里庇得斯吗？


库恩斯：
 不能。


安德谢夫：
 （抓住他的肩膀）一个姑娘要是不疯，能教浪子回头，能把毛虫变成良妇吗？


库恩斯：
 （在这突如其来的暴风雨前晕头转向）了不起的老爷子——亿万富豪——


安德谢夫：
 （步步紧逼）那今天救世军的收容所里是有两个疯子呢，还是三个？


库恩斯：
 你是说芭芭拉和我们一样疯？


安德谢夫：
 （轻轻推开他，突然完全恢复了平静）哼！教授！还是让我们还事情原貌吧。我是有钱人，你是诗人，而芭芭拉是救人灵魂的。我们三个和这群奴隶和盲从者有什么相干？（他又坐下，耸耸肩，以示对这群人的鄙视）


库恩斯：
 小心说话，芭芭拉爱上了这群平民，我也是。你从来没感受到过这种爱带来的激情吗？


安德谢夫：
 （冷淡而讽刺地）你爱上过贫穷吗，就像圣弗朗西斯？你爱上过肮脏吗，就像圣西蒙？或者你爱上过疾病和苦难吗，就像我们的护士和慈善家们？这种激情不是什么美德，而是一切罪恶中最悖于常情的。爱平民，这也许会叫一位伯爵大人的外孙女儿和一位大学教授高兴；但我呢，当过平民，也做过穷人，这却引不起我什么激情。管穷困叫享受，那是穷人们的事；把卑躬屈膝变成宗教信仰，那是胆小鬼的事；我们比他们清楚多了。我们三个一定要站在一起，踩在平民头上，不然的话，我们还怎么叫他们的子孙跟着我们一起爬？芭芭拉是我们的，不是救世军的。


库恩斯：
 那么，我只能说，如果想拿您对我说的这一套去劝服芭芭拉脱离救世军，那您就太不了解您女儿了。


安德谢夫：
 朋友，我可绝不向人要花钱就能买到的东西。


库恩斯：
 （气得脸颊发白）那你就是说你可以收买芭芭拉了？


安德谢夫：
 不是。我要收买的是救世军。


库恩斯：
 根本办不到。


安德谢夫：
 你该看得出来，哪一个宗教团体不是靠把自己卖给富人而存活的？


库恩斯：
 救世军不会。这是穷人的教会。


安德谢夫：
 那更有理由买下它来了。


库恩斯：
 我想您还不大明白救世军是怎么帮助穷人的。


安德谢夫：
 哦，我当然知道。它削弱穷人的斗志：这对我，一个商人，可就足够了。


库恩斯：
 胡说！那是教他们更清醒——


安德谢夫：
 我喜欢清醒的工人。能给我赚更多的钱。


库恩斯：
 还有忠实——


安德谢夫：
 用忠实的工人最经济划算了。


库恩斯：
 教他们顾家——


安德谢夫：
 那再好不过。他们会忍受一切也不换工作。


库恩斯：
 教他们快乐——


安德谢夫：
 那是扼杀革命的无价之宝啊。


库恩斯：
 教他们不求私利——


安德谢夫：
 不计较他们自己的利益，正合我意。


库恩斯：
 教他们向往天堂的一切——


安德谢夫：
 （起身）而不去想什么工会组织和社会主义。简直完美。


库恩斯：
 （反感）您真不愧是老奸巨滑，恶中之恶。


安德谢夫：
 （指着舍尔利。他正从屋子里出来，沮丧地在院子里踱步，从两人中间过）这是个老实人！


舍尔利：
 那是不错，可我得着什么好了？（他悲愤地走过去，坐在棚屋一角的凳子上）（“势利鬼”普赖斯假装虔诚，和珍妮·希尔端着个装满铜钱的小手鼓一同从屋子里出来到了大鼓边。珍妮把钱倒在大鼓上，开始查点）


安德谢夫：
 （答着舍尔利的话）哦，就你这老实劲儿，你的雇主也从头到尾得了不少好处了。（他坐在桌子上，一脚蹬在旁边的凳子上。库恩斯茫然无措，坐在同一条凳子靠屋那一头。芭芭拉从屋里来到院中央，兴奋中带着疲倦）


芭芭拉：
 我们刚在克里普斯胡同后门那儿开过会，效果好极了。你的忏悔感人之深是我很少见到的，普赖斯先生。


普赖斯：
 要是我先前做的那些恶事儿真能帮助别人从良，我甚至都要庆幸了。


芭芭拉：
 可不是嘛，势利鬼。珍妮，多少啊？


珍妮：
 差两便士就五先令了，少校。


芭芭拉：
 哦，势利鬼，要是你当初多踢你那可怜的妈妈一脚，我们今天就能凑整整五先令了。


普赖斯：
 要是她听到你的话，小姐，她会遗憾我没这么做。但我高兴极了。哦，要是她知道我得救了，该会多高兴啊！


安德谢夫：
 要我把那两便士补上吗，芭芭拉？大富豪一点儿小意思呢？（他从口袋里摸出几个小便士来）


芭芭拉：
 你怎么赚到那两便士的？


安德谢夫：
 老样子。卖大炮、水雷、潜水艇，还有我最近得到的“大公爵”牌手榴弹的专卖权。


芭芭拉：
 把它们放回口袋吧。你想在这儿花两便士买个救赎，那可不成。必须用实际行动做到。


安德谢夫：
 两便土不够吗？我还能再多付一点，如果你真要的话。


芭芭拉：
 两万万也不够。您手上沾着肮脏的血渍，只有诚心善意才能洗刷。钱是没有用的。拿走吧（她转向库恩斯）多理，你还得再替我给几家报纸写封信。（库恩斯蹙眉）我知道你不乐意写，但是非写不可。今年冬天的饥荒打垮我们了：人人都失业了。将军说如果再捐不到钱，收容所就得关门。在集会上我强迫他们捐钱，弄得自己都不好意思了。是不是，势利鬼？


普赖斯：
 是你那股工作劲头打动他们的，小姐。从三先令六便士到四先令十便士那会儿，圣歌一句一句地唱，铜板一个一个地来，真是过瘾。那些个做小买卖的可比您差远啦。


芭芭拉：
 是啊，但我们要是不必这么干就好了。我现在反倒更关心捐款而不是拯救人们的灵魂了。那一帽子一帽子的便士，算什么？我们需要成千的！上万的！几十万的！我要的是人们的皈依，而不是总为救世军讨饭。要是为我自己的话，真还不如死了好。


安德谢夫：
 （带着意味深长的讽刺）真正的无私是什么事都可以做的，亲爱的。


芭芭拉：
 （并未怀疑这是讽刺。她走过去把钱从大鼓上拿到随身带的钱袋里）一点不错。（安德谢夫带着讥讽看看库恩斯）


库恩斯：
 （私下对安德谢夫）您真是靡非斯特！是马基雅弗利！


芭芭拉：
 （两眼含泪把钱袋扎紧放进衣袋）我们可怎么养活他们？我不能跟一个饿得两眼发昏的人谈宗教啊。（几近崩溃）真是可怕。


珍妮：
 （跑过去）少校，亲爱的——


芭芭拉：
 （又鼓足劲头）不，不必安慰我。会好的。我们会弄到钱的。


安德谢夫：
 怎么个弄法？


珍妮：
 当然是通过祈祷了。贝恩斯太太说她昨晚做祷告了，她的祈求没有一回不灵的。（她走到门口朝大街上望）


芭芭拉：
 （擦干眼泪又恢复到镇静）顺便告诉您，爸爸，贝恩斯太太来了，下午会跟我们一起开大会；由于某种原因，她非常想见见您。也许她认为能劝服您吧。


安德谢夫：
 我也乐意见见她，亲爱的。


珍妮：
 （在门口，激动地）少校！少校！那个人又来了。


芭芭拉：
 哪个人？


珍妮：
 打我的那个人。哦，我希望他是回来加入我们的。（比尔·沃克走进门来，外衣上沾着霜，两手深深地插在口袋里，低着头好像下巴埋在两肩里，像输得精光的赌徒。他停在芭芭拉和大鼓之间）


芭芭拉：
 嗨，比尔！都回来啦！


比尔：
 （指着她）你一直唠叨到现在，是吧？


芭芭拉：
 差不多。那么，你打珍妮嘴巴，费尔给她报仇了吗？


比尔：
 没有。


芭芭拉：
 我刚才见你身上沾了雪呢。


比尔：
 是有点雪。你想知道这雪是从哪来吗？


芭芭拉：
 是啊。


比尔：
 这是康宁镇派克塞斯角地上的雪。蹭了一点儿到肩膀上。明白吗？


芭芭拉：
 可惜你没蹭一点儿到膝盖上，比尔！那对你大有好处。


比尔：
 （闷闷不乐，勉强开玩笑）我那样是省下了另一个人的膝盖。他跪在我脑袋上了。就是那样。


芭芭拉：
 谁跪在你脑袋上了？


比尔：
 费尔。他为我祈祷：图舒服就拿我当了垫子。莫格也为我祈祷，还有开会的那伙儿人。莫格说：“哦，主啊，打垮他那股横劲儿；宽恕他那颗好心肠吧。”她就是这么说的，“宽恕他的好心肠吧。”她那个汉子——一百八十六磅啊！——就那么整个儿压在我身上。可笑吧，是不是？


珍妮：
 哦，不。我们很抱歉，沃克先生。


芭芭拉：
 （明显觉得带劲儿）胡说！当然可笑。你这是自找的，比尔！一定是你先招惹人家的。


比尔：
 （固执地）我就按先前说的那样做的。我对着他眼睛啐了一口。他抬头看看天说，“哦。为了福音书的缘故。我是值得上给人家啐一口了！”莫格接着说：“一切荣耀归于圣主！”然后他叫我兄弟，跟着就把我撂倒，好像我是个小孩而他是我妈妈，就像礼拜六晚上给我洗澡那样。我一点儿还手的力气都没有。街上的人一半祈祷，另一半肚皮都笑破了。（对芭芭拉）这样，你总算痛快了吧？


芭芭拉：
 （眼睛里闪着光芒）我要在那儿就好了，比尔。


比尔：
 是啊，那样你又多个额外的机会说我了，对不对？


珍妮：
 我很抱歉，沃克先生。


比尔：
 （狠狠地）别可怜我，没这个必要。听着，我可是打烂了你的嘴。


珍妮：
 不，那没伤到我，确实没有，就疼了一小会儿。我是被你吓着了。


比尔：
 我不要你原谅我，不要任何人原谅。一人做事一人当。为了补偿你，我就想找个人打烂我的嘴——


珍妮：
 （难过地）哦，别——


比尔：
 （不耐烦地）我告诉你，你就不能先好好听着？我弄到现在不过是在大街上出了个洋相。好，这样不能给你出气，我还有办法。听着！为防霜冻我攒了两个英镑，现在只剩一个了。上个星期我一个伙计和他那未婚妻吵起来。他揍了她；结果被罚了十五个先令。他有权力打她因为他们就要结婚了，但是我没有权力打你，所以我再掏五个先令，凑成一个金镑给你。（他拿出一镑金币）这是钱，拿着，别再跟我说什么宽恕啊，祷告啊，还有你的少校别再数落我。我打也打了，赔也赔了，这事儿完了。


珍妮：
 哦，我不能要，沃克先生。但如果你能拿一两个先令给可怜的拉米·米庆斯就太好了！你确实伤害了她，她上年纪了。


比尔：
 （轻蔑地）这不大可能。我要再看见她还得揍她。谁叫她威胁要去告我！她并没有原谅我，没原谅多少。我打了她心里也没什么难过——就像她（指芭芭拉）说的我的良心——只不过像宰头猪。你们玩的这套基督教的把戏可别和我耍，什么该死的宽恕，啰里啰唆，唠唠叨叨，令人叫苦不迭，好像活着反倒成了负担。我说我可不吃这一套，所以把你的钱拿走，别再拿你那破脸傻傻地对着我了。


珍妮：
 少校，我可以收下一点儿给救世军吗？


芭芭拉：
 不，救世军是不能被收买的。我们要的是你的灵魂，比尔，其他什么都不行。


比尔：
 （辛辣地）我知道。这还不够。我和我这点儿钱对你算什么？你是伯爵大人的外孙女，错不了。一百金镑以下你怎么会看上眼？


安德谢夫：
 好了，芭芭拉！你能用一百镑做很多好事。如果你收下这位先生的钱能叫他良心过得去。我愿意出另外九十九镑。（比尔为这种豪举打动，不由地向他举手致礼）


芭芭拉：
 哦，您太奢侈了，爸爸。比尔肯出二十个银元，您再出十个就够收买任何人的标准价了。但对我不行，救世军也不行。（对着比尔）你不会安宁的，比尔，除非你加入我们。你的灵魂要被救赎，这是你挡不住的。


比尔：
 （阴郁地）我挡不住音乐堂里摔跤的——还有那些环舌的女人。我已经主动赔偿了。这可是极限。随你们收不收，钱放这儿了。（他把金镑丢到鼓上，然后坐在马槽上。那金币让势利鬼普赖斯神魂颠倒，他赶快瞅了个机会把帽子扣在上面）（贝恩斯太太从屋里出来。她穿着救世军专员的制服，年纪在四十左右，面容诚恳真挚，嗓音亲切而急迫，举止有感人的力量）


芭芭拉：
 这是我父亲，贝恩斯太太。（安德谢夫从桌子那边走过来，脱帽致意彬彬有札）您看看能做点什么。我的话他不听，因为他总忘不了我很小的时候是个傻瓜。（她留下他们，和珍妮聊天去了）


贝恩斯太太：
 你参观过收容所了吗，安德谢夫先生？当然你是知道我们的工作的。


安德谢夫：
 （非常客气地）全世界都知道，贝恩斯太太。


贝恩斯太太：
 不，先生，他们不知道，否则我们就不会因为缺钱而处处举步维艰了。我告诉你吧，要不是有我们，今年冬天伦敦早就该发生暴动了。


安德谢夫：
 你真的这么认为？


贝恩斯太太：
 我是知道的。我记得1886年，你们这些富人硬着心肠对穷人置之不理。他们砸碎了你们在派尔大街俱乐部的窗户。


安德谢夫：
 （对他们的方法似有嘉许之意）第二天，伦敦市长官邸的房屋救济金就从三万镑涨到七万九千镑！我记得很清楚。


贝恩斯太太：
 那么，您能不能帮我救救穷人呢？那样他们就不会再砸你们的窗户了。过来，普赖斯。来给这位先生看看（普赖斯过来受检查）你还记得砸窗事件吗？


普赖斯：
 我那老父亲认为那是革命，夫人。


贝恩斯太太：
 现在你还想砸窗子吗？


普赖斯：
 哦，不了，夫人。天堂的窗户已经为我敞开了。我现在知道阔人也和我一样，都是犯了罪的人。


拉米：
 （在阁楼门那儿出现）势利鬼普赖斯！


普赖斯：
 什么事？


拉米：
 你妈妈在克里普斯胡同口那儿要见你。她听说你忏悔的事儿了。（普赖斯面色苍白）


贝恩斯太太：
 去吧，普赖斯，和她一起祈祷。


珍妮：
 就从屋子穿过去吧，势利鬼。


普赖斯：
 （对贝恩斯太太）我现在实在没脸见她，夫人，深重的罪孽压着我呢。告诉她她儿子回家了，在家祷告等着她呢。（他偷偷闪到前门，经过大鼓时赶着取帽子的当口，把那一镑金币偷走了）


贝恩斯太太：
 （眼里带着话）您现在明白我们是怎么消除穷人对你们的愤恨了吧，安德谢夫先生。


安德谢夫：
 这对所有大雇主来说肯定是再方便不过了，他们会感激你的，贝恩斯太太。


贝恩斯太太：
 芭芭拉，珍妮，我有好消息，最好的消息。（珍妮跑到她身边）我祷告的事儿上帝答应了。我告诉你他们会的，珍妮，不是吗？


珍妮：
 是，是。


芭芭拉：
 （靠近大鼓一点）我们有钱来维持这个收容所了，对吗？


贝恩斯太太：
 我希望能有钱来维持所有的收容所。萨斯满德汉姆男爵答应捐五千镑——


芭芭拉：
 万岁！


珍妮：
 光荣！


贝恩斯太太：
 如果——


芭芭拉：
 “如果”，如果什么？


贝恩斯太太：
 如果有另外五位先生愿意每人出一千镑，这样凑成一万才行。


芭芭拉：
 萨斯满德汉姆男爵是谁？我从没听说过他。


安德谢夫：
 （侧耳听到这位新贵的名字，于是好奇地注视着芭芭拉）是新近册封的，亲爱的。你听说过贺瑞斯·鲍杰尔吧？


芭芭拉：
 鲍杰尔！你是指那个造酒的吗？鲍杰尔的威士忌！


安德谢夫：
 对了，就是他！他是数一数二的公益事业赞助人。他重修了哈金顿教堂，他们就封了他副男爵。他另出了五百万给他的党，这不，他就是男爵了。


舍尔利：
 这回再捐五千又该封什么呢？


安德谢夫：
 没什么封的了。所以这五千，我想，应当是为了拯救他的灵魂。


贝恩斯太太：
 上帝保佑，但愿如此！哦，安德谢夫先生，您可有些很阔气的朋友。能否帮我们解决一下这另外的五千元的问题？今天下午我们要在一里路的大会议厅举行盛大集会。如果我能宣布已经有一位先生出来响应萨斯满德汉姆男爵了，其他人就会跟着来的。您认识什么热心人吗？能帮帮我们吗？可以吗？（眼里含泪）哦，想想那些穷人们吧，安德谢夫先生，想想这些对他们来说是多么重要，而对像您这样的大人物来说，这又是多么微不足道。


安德谢夫：
 （仗义，又带着讥讽）贝恩斯太太，您真是不可抗拒啊。我不能叫您失望，而且我也不想放过这个叫鲍杰尔破费的机会。我出五千镑。


贝恩斯太太：
 感谢上帝！


安德谢夫：
 你就不谢谢我吗？


贝恩斯太太：
 哦，先生，别这样冷嘲热讽，也别以为做善人很丢脸。主会赐你无限的福音；而我们的祷告会紧紧地护佑着你，保你今生今世平安。（有些不放心）您能把支票开给我，下午叫大家看看吗？珍妮，进去拿钢笔和墨水来。（珍妮向屋里跑去）


安德谢夫：
 不必麻烦希尔小姐了，我有自来水笔。（珍妮停下。他坐在桌边填支票。库恩斯站起来给他让位。大伙儿都默默望着他）


比尔：
 （私下对芭芭拉冷言相讥，但语音语调可怕地低落下来）这回救赎可卖上大价钱了啊？


芭芭拉：
 住手。（安德谢夫停下，他们都惊讶地看着她）贝恩斯太太，您真的打算收这笔钱？


贝恩斯太太：
 （惊讶地）为什么不呢，亲爱的？


芭芭拉：
 为什么不！？您知道我父亲是干什么的吗？您忘了萨斯满德汉姆男爵就是那个做威士忌的鲍杰尔吗？难道您忘了他拿火光组成“鲍杰尔的威士忌”几个大字升到天空，为的是叫河岸边那些可怜的醉鬼一觉醒来看见那恶毒的招牌，就又想去喝他那毒药，而我们又是怎样恳求地方议会禁止他这样做广告的吗？您不知道我在这里斗争的最大敌人不是魔鬼，而是鲍杰尔，鲍杰尔，鲍杰尔，他的威士忌，他的那些造酒厂和代销店？您不是打算要把我们的收容所变成他的另一个代销店，而让我来看管着吧？


比尔：
 那也是一喝就醉的破烂威士忌。


贝恩斯太太：
 亲爱的芭芭拉，和我们每个人一样，萨满德汉姆男爵也是一个等待被拯救的灵魂。如果上帝想了个法子教他把钱用到正道上来，我们为什么还要拒绝祷告得来的恩典呢？


芭芭拉：
 我知道他的灵魂也要被拯救。让他到这来啊，我一定竭尽全力帮他救赎自己。但他要的是花一张支票收买下我们，然后还像以前一样作恶。


安德谢夫：
 似乎言之成理，（只有库恩斯知道他在挖苦人）我亲爱的芭芭拉，酒是不能少的东西。它能治病——


芭芭拉：
 没那档子事。


安德谢夫：
 那么，这样说总合适些了吧，它帮着大夫治病。没有了酒，千百万人清醒过来就无法忍受生活了。它让国会在晚上十一点干出的事儿，正常人早上十一点都干不来。可悲地是百分之一的穷人滥用了这一无价之宝，这怪得了鲍杰尔吗？（他回到桌子，签了支票，划上了钩）


贝恩斯太太：
 芭芭拉，如果我们正在救济的这些穷人明天来一看，发现所有救济所的门都关了，你说会有更少的人喝酒呢，还是更多？萨斯满德汉姆男爵给我们钱是使人们戒酒——哪怕自己做不成生意。


库恩斯：
 （顽皮地）完全是鲍杰尔的自我牺牲，显而易见！上帝保佑亲爱的鲍杰尔！（库恩斯也这样令她失望，芭芭拉几乎要崩溃）


安德谢夫：
 （撕下支票并将票本装进口袋。然后站起身从库恩斯身旁经过，走向贝恩斯太太）我这样做也可以说是不顾私利的，贝恩斯太太。想想我做的生意，想想那些寡妇孤儿！想想那些男人，小伙子们给榴散弹炸得血肉横飞，再加上细菌弹中毒，（贝恩斯太太不禁畏缩，但他带着愧色继续）鲜血流成海洋，却没有一滴是为了正义的事业！地里糟蹋掉的粮食！农民们本来平安无事，如今却忍饥挨饿还要在敌军的炮火下耕田种地！再看看国内那群嚣张的懦夫，可恨的是为了满足他们的民族自尊心却叫别人当炮灰！这一切却叫我赚钱，报纸上充斥这些消息的时候就是我最来钱，最忙碌的时候。然而，你们的工作却是宣扬世界太平人人和睦。（贝恩斯太太脸上又高兴起来）你们多劝一个人信教，就多一个人反对战争。（她嘴唇翕动，小声祷告）然而我还是要把钱给你。


库恩斯：
 （以一种恶作剧的狂欢态登上板凳）这个新千年就要以安德谢夫和鲍杰尔两位先生的大公无私开始了。来，让我们庆祝！（他从衣袋里掏出鼓槌，舞弄了一番）


贝恩斯太太：
 （接过支票）我活得岁数越大，就越有理由相信迟早会有一个至善的力量拯救世间的一切。谁能想到打仗的和造酒的也会做好事呢？他们赚来的钱如今也用来拯救，用来做神圣的事业。（她感动得流泪）


珍妮：
 （跑到贝恩斯太太面前双手搂住她）哦，亲爱的！这一切太幸福，太光荣了！


库恩斯：
 （讥讽地，跟着起哄）让我们抓住这无以言表的时刻。让我们立刻向会场进发。对不起，我一会儿就来。（他跑进屋里，珍妮从大鼓上拿过她的小手鼓）


贝恩斯太太：
 安德谢夫先生，您见过上千的人带着一个念头跪下来祷告吗？请您同我们一起去开会吧。芭芭拉会告诉他们，救世军在您的关照下得救了。


库恩斯：
 （急匆匆地从屋里出来，拿着一面大旗和一个长喇叭。他来到贝恩斯太太和安德谢夫中间）您打大旗走第一道街吧，贝恩斯太太（他把旗子递给她），安德谢夫先生是天才长号手，他一定能把我们的《西海姆救世军进行曲》吹得像奥林匹亚圣曲一样。（对安德谢夫私语，一边把长喇叭塞到他手里）吹吧，马基雅弗利，吹吧。


安德谢夫：
 （一边接过长喇叭，一边对他私语）简直是犹太人会师锡安山！（库恩斯跑到鼓边，拿起来挂上。安德谢夫接着大声说）我会尽力的。如果知道调子，我还能即兴编个低音部。


库恩斯：
 调子用的是唐尼塞提歌剧里的一段婚礼进行曲，但我改编过了。在这儿我们把什么都变成好的，包括鲍杰尔。您记得那个合唱曲吧？“为了你无限欢欣——欢歌笑语——欢歌笑语。”（带着必不可少的鼓声）蹦踏踢踏踏，踏踏踢哒——


芭芭拉：
 多理，你把我的心伤透了。


库恩斯：
 伤心在这儿算是什么？酒神安德谢夫下凡来。我着魔了。


贝恩斯太太：
 好了，芭芭拉，我还得请亲爱的少校您和我一起举大旗呢。


珍妮：
 是，是，我们亲爱的少校。


库恩斯：
 （从珍妮手中抢过小手鼓，默然地递给芭芭拉）


芭芭拉：
 （把手鼓往后一撂，打了个冷战，一边向前走了几步，这时库恩斯慌忙把手鼓掷给芭芭拉，向门口走去）我不能去。


珍妮：
 不能去！？


贝恩斯太太：
 （眼里含泪）芭芭拉，你还是觉得我不该收这钱吗？


芭芭拉：
 （不由地走到她面前，吻她）不，不！愿上帝保佑你，亲爱的，您一定得收下，您拯救了救世军。去吧，我希望大会成功！


珍妮：
 但是您去吗？


芭芭拉：
 不去。（她从制服上摘下“救”字银领章）


贝恩斯太太：
 芭芭拉你这是干什么？


珍妮：
 您摘下领章干什么？您不能离开我们，少校。


芭芭拉：
 （平静地）爸爸请您过来。


安德谢夫：
 （走到她近前）亲爱的！（意识到芭芭拉是要把“救”字领章别在他的领子上，他慌忙往棚子里退去）


芭芭拉：
 （跟着他）您别害怕。（她别上了领章，退回到桌旁，让大家看看他）看着啊，五千镑买这个可不是大数目啊，对吗？


贝恩斯太太：
 芭芭拉，如果你不想来和我们一起祷告，答应我你会为我们祈祷。


芭芭拉：
 我现在不能祷告。也许我再也不会祷告了。


贝恩斯太太：
 芭芭拉！


珍妮：
 少校！


芭芭拉：
 （几近疯狂地）我再也受不了了，你们快走吧！


库恩斯：
 （对着街外边的游行队伍）咱们走吧。吹打起来，来！“欢——歌——笑——语”。（他用鼓打起拍子，乐队奏起进行曲。队伍很快走远了，乐声渐息）


贝恩斯太太：
 我必须走了，亲爱的。你是太累了。明天就会好的。我们永远不会失去你。来，珍妮，扛起这老旗出发吧。“血与火”！（她打起旗子出了门）


珍妮：
 一切荣耀归于上帝！（打起小手鼓前进）


安德谢夫：
 （一边走一边抽滑着喇叭管，对库恩斯）“我的金子，我的女儿！”


库恩斯：
 （跟着他出来）金钱和火药！


芭芭拉：
 酗酒和谋杀！我的主啊，为何你要舍弃我？（她坐在凳子上，脸埋在两手中间。队伍走远一切归于沉寂。比尔·沃克悄悄来到她身边）


比尔：
 （嘲弄地）救灵魂又卖上大价钱了，呃？


舍尔利：
 你就别趁人之危了。


比尔：
 她不也趁人之危了？！为什么我不能以牙还牙？


芭芭拉：
 （抬起头）我没拿你的钱，比尔。（她穿过院子走到门口，背对着他们不让他们瞧见自己的脸）


比尔：
 （跟在背后讥笑她）哦，那是因为你嫌少。（对着鼓，没看见金币）怪了！你要没拿就是别人拿了。钱怎么不见了？归根到底还是珍妮·希尔拿了，保准不错！


拉米：
 （从阁楼口对着他尖叫）撒谎，你这混账流氓！是“势利鬼”普赖斯拿帽子的时候顺手捏走的。我一直在这儿没动，亲眼见他做的。


比尔：
 什么？偷我的钱！你为什么不喊捉贼。你这老不死的无赖？


拉米：
 为报你打我耳光的仇。打人花了你一金镑啊，小子。（为这不光彩的胜利唱起了凯歌）我也治了你，扯平了。我报仇雪恨了——（比尔抄起舍尔利的杯子就向她砸去。她好在带上门没影了。杯子碰在门板上，碎片落了一地）


比尔：
 （开始吃吃地笑）你说说啊，老头子，那个“势利鬼”普赖斯今早几时被救的灵魂啊？


芭芭拉：
 （回过头对着他，更加镇定，一样地亲切）大概是十二点半的样子，比尔。他是两点差一刻偷走你那镑钱的。我明白，你丢不起那一镑钱。我一会儿给你还上。


比尔：
 （音调声音突然提高）我饿死也不要你钱。我是收买不来的。


舍尔利：
 是吗？一品脱啤酒你就把自己卖给魔鬼了，可惜魔鬼还不愿出这个价要你。


比尔：
 （不以为耻）我会的，伙计，而且是乐乐呵呵地。但是她收买不了啊。（凑近芭芭拉）你不是要我的灵魂吗，呃？那你可得不到。


芭芭拉：
 我差一点儿就得到了，比尔。可是我们为了一万英镑又卖国给你啦。


舍尔利：
 哦，那价可真是贵了！


芭芭拉：
 不，彼得，灵魂比钱贵重。


比尔：
 （怎么也不信救赎这一套）没用的，你这回可圈不住我了。我不信，今天亲眼见了更证明我没错。（走）再见，老要饭的！谢谢啦，伯爵的外孙女儿。（在门口回过头）救世军干什么来着？救“势利鬼”的！哈哈！哈哈！


芭芭拉：
 （伸出手来）再见，比尔。


比尔：
 （吃了一惊，帽子脱下一半，又对抗似地按在头上）少来这套。（芭芭拉放下手，沮丧万分。他突然觉着良心刺痛）但是那没什么，你要知道。咱俩无冤无仇。再见，姑娘。（他走下）


芭芭拉：
 无冤无仇。再见，比尔。


舍尔利：
 （摇摇头）你太看重他了，小姐，因为你的天真。


芭芭拉：
 （走向他）彼得，现在我们一样了。一无所有，工作也丢了。


舍尔利：
 你有青春和希望。这两样比我强。


芭芭拉：
 我要给你找个工作，彼得。那就是你的希望，而我只要青春就够了。（她数自己的钱）正好够我俩上洛克哈特喝点茶，你住罗敦店栈，两张电车票回家。（他皱皱眉，带着受伤的自尊站起身来。她抓住他的手臂）别清高了，彼得，这是朋友间的分享。答应和我聊聊，别叫我哭。（她拉着他向门口走）


舍尔利：
 但是，我不习惯谈话，和你们这种人——


芭芭拉：
 （急切地）是，是，你一定得和我谈。告诉我汤姆·潘恩的书，还有布拉德劳夫的演讲。走吧。


舍尔利：
 啊，只要你能以合适的态度来读汤姆·潘恩，小姐！（他们一齐出门）





实战提升

Practising & Exercise

作者介绍

乔治·萧伯纳（George Bernard Shaw），爱尔兰剧作家，1925年因为作品具有理想主义和人道主义而获诺贝尔文学奖，是英国现代杰出的现实主义戏剧作家，是世界著名的擅长幽默与讽刺的语言大师。

核心单词

blaspheme [blæsˈfiːm] v
 . 亵渎（神祗）；咒骂；辱骂

eternity [i(ː)ˈtəːniti] n
 . 永远，永恒；不朽

interfere [ˌintəˈfiə] v
 . 妨碍；冲突；抵触

teetotaler [tiːˈtəutələ(r)] n
 . 绝对禁酒者，禁酒主义者

aggravation [ˌæɡrəˈveiʃən] n
 . 加重，加剧，恶化

名句诵读

Not that kind of snob, but the genteel sort.

不是那种势利的人，而是优雅的那种。



Why should you? My own father's a Secularist, I think. Our Father—yours and mine—fulfils himself in many ways; and I daresay he knew what he was about when he made a Secularist of you.

你干嘛要否认呢？我父亲就是一个世俗论者。我们的父亲，我们的主，会通过各种方法来完成他的意愿。我敢肯定地说，他把你变成一个世俗论者，他知道目的是什么。


Cats

猫

[image: ]


剧情博览

《猫》是英国作曲家安德鲁·洛伊德·韦伯（Andrew Lloyd Webber）根据T·S·艾略特（T.S.Eliot）的诗集《老负鼠讲讲世上的猫》谱曲的音乐歌舞剧。《猫》中的角色：“领袖猫”，猫族中的首领，充满智慧和经验，他必须出席一年一度的猫会，并最后决定哪一只猫能够升天获得重生；“迷人猫”，剧中成熟女性的代表，全剧舞会高潮时，她是领舞者，在青蓝色调的光线下，唯有她的红色皮毛洋溢着温暖；“魅力猫”，年轻时是猫族中最美丽的一个，厌倦了猫族的生活到外面闯荡，尝尽了世态炎凉，再回到猫族时已丑陋无比——她的样子最像人类，长发披肩，身穿黑色晚礼服，脚蹬一双高跟鞋。一曲《回忆》平息了所有猫儿对她的敌意，唤起了对她的深切同情和怜悯。还有“富贵猫”、“保姆猫”、“剧院猫”、“摇滚猫”、“犯罪猫”、“迷人猫”、“英雄猫”、“超人猫”、“魔术猫”等。这群五花八门、各不相同并被拟人化了的猫儿组成了猫的大千世界。在舞会上，它们各显身手，载歌载舞，上演了一出荡气回肠的“人间悲喜剧”，诉说着爱与宽容的主题。





Prologue

JELLICLE SONGS FOR JELLICLE CATS


Munkustrap:
 Are you blind when you're born?



Demeter:
 Can you see in the dark?


Gus:
 Dare you look at a king?


Skimbleshanks:
 Would you sit on his throne?


Rum tum tugger:
 Can you say of your bite？

That it's worse than your bark?


Alonzo:
 Are you cock of the walk？


Grizabella:
 When you're walking alone?


All:
 Because Jellicles are Jellicles do

Jellicles do and Jellicles would

Jellicles would and Jellicles can

Jellicles can and Jellices do


Jellylorum:
 Would you fall on your head?

Do you land on your feet?


Coricopat:
 Are you tense when you sense?

There's a storm in the air.


Sillabub:
 Can you find your way blind?

When you're lost in the street?


Old Deuteronomy:
 Do you know how to go to the heaviside layer?


All:
 Because Jellicles can and Jellicles do

Jellicles do and Jellicles can

Jellicles can and Jellicles do

Jellicles do and Jellicles can

Jellicles can and Jellicles do


Coricopat:
 Can you ride on broomstick to places far distant?


Jennyanydots:
 Familiar with candle.


Mungojerre ＆ Rumpleteazer:
 With book and with bell?


Bombaluyrina:
 Were you whittington's friend?


Mr Mistoffelees:
 The Pied Piper's assistant?


Plato ＆ Munkustrap:
 Have you been an alumnus of heaven or hell?


Tumblebrutus:
 Are you mean like a minx?



Victoria:
 Are you lean like a lynx?


Pouncival:
 Are you keen to be seen when you're smelling a rat?


Cassandra:
 Were you there when the pharaohs
 ?

Commissioned the Sphinx?


All:
 If you were and you are

You're a Jellicle cat!

Jellicle songs for Jellicle cats

Jellicle songs for Jellicle cats

Jellicle songs for Jellicle cats

Jellicle songs for Jellicle cats

Jellicle songs for Jellicle cats



We can dive through the air

Like a flying trapeze

We can turn double somersaults bounce on a tire



We can run up a wall

We can swing through the trees

We can balance on bars

We can walk on a wire



Jellicles can and Jellicles do

Jellicles can and Jellicles do

Jellicles can and Jellicles do

Jellicles can and Jellicles do



Jellicle songs for Jellicle cats

Jellicle songs for Jellicle cats

Jellicle songs for Jellicle cats

Jellicle songs for Jellicle cats



Can you sing at the same time

In more than one key?

Duets by Rossini and waltzes by strauss?



And can you (as cats do)begin with a 'C'

That always triumphantly
 brings down the house?



Jellicle cats are queen of the nights

Singing at astronomical heights

Handling pieces from the 'Messiah'

Hallelujah, angelical choir



Jellicle cats are queen of the nights

Singing at astronomical heights

Handling pieces from the 'Messiah'

Hallelujah, angelical choir



The mystical divinity

Of unashamed felinity

Round the cathedral rang 'Vivat'

Life to the everlasting cat!

Feline, fearless, faithful and true

To others who do—what



Jellicle do and Jellicle can

Jellicle can and Jellicle do

Jellicle cats sing Jellicle chants

Jellicle old and Jellicle new

Jellicle song and Jellicle dance

Jellicle songs for Jellicle cats

Jellicle songs for Jellicle cats

Jellicle songs for Jellicle cats

Jellicle songs for Jellicle cats



Practical cats, dramatical cats

Pragmatical cats, fanatical cats

Oratorial cats, Delphic-Oracle cats

Skeptical cats, Dyspeptical cats

Romantical cats, Pedantical cats

Critical cats, parasitical cats


Allegorical
 cats, metaphorical cats

Statistical cats and mystical cats

Political cats, hypocritical cats

Clerical cats, hysterical cats

Cynical cats, rabbinical cats



Jellicle songs for Jellicle cats

Jellicle songs for Jellicle cats

Jellicle songs for Jellicle cats

Jellicle songs for Jellicle cats

Jellicle songs for Jellicle cats




Gus:
 There's a man over there

With a look of surprise

As much as to say

Weel now, how about that?




Munkustrap:
 Do I actually see with my own very eyes

A man who's not heard of a Jellicle cat?

What's a Jellicle cat?


All:
 What's a Jellicle cat?

What's a Jellicle cat?



THE NAMING OF CATS


All:
 The naming of cats is a difficult matter

It isn't just one of your holiday games

You may think at first I'm as mad as a hatter

When I tell you a cat must have three different names



First of all, there's the name that the family use daily

Such as Peter, Augustus, Alonzo or James

Such as Victor or Jonathan, George or Bill Bailey

All of them are sensible, everyday names



There are fancier names if you think they sound sweeter

Some for the gentlemen, some for the dames

Such as Plato, ADMETUS, ELECTRA, Demeter

But all of them sensible, everyday names



But I tell you a cat needs a name that's particular

A name that's peculiar and more dignified

Else how can he keep up his tail perpendicular?

Or spread out his whiskers or cherish his pride?



Of names of this kind, I can give you a quorum

Such as Munkustrap, Quaxo or Coricopat

Such ad Bombalurina, or else Jellylorum

Names that never belong to more than one cat



But above and beyond there's still one name left over

And that is the name that you will never guess

The name that no human research can discover

But the cat himself knows and will never confess



When you notice a cat in profound meditation

The reason, I tell you, is always the same

His mind is engaged in rapt contemplation

Of the thought, of the thought, of the thought of his name

His ineffable, effable, effanineffable

Deep and inscrutable singular name

Name name name name name name…



THE INVITATION TO THE JELLICLE Ball


Mr Mistoffelees:
 Jellicle cats come out tonight

Jellicle cats come one come all

The Jellicle moon is shining bright

Jellicle come to the Jellicle ball

Jellicle cats come out tonight

Jellicle come to the Jellicle ball


All:
 Jellicle cats come out tonight

Jellicle cats come one come all

The Jellicle moon is shining bright

Jellicle come to the Jellicle ball

Jellicle cats come out tonight

Jellicle cats come one come all

The Jellicle moon is shining bright

Jellicle come to the Jellicle ball


Munkustrap:
 Jellicle cats meet once a year

At the Jellicle ball where we all rejoice



And the Jellicle leader will soon appear

And make what is known as the Jellicle choice

When Old Deuteronomy just before dawn



Through a silence you feel you could cut with a knife

Announces the cat who can now be reborn

And come back to different Jellicle life

For waiting up there is the heaviside layer

Full of wonders one Jellicle only will see



And Jellicle ask because Jellicle dare

Who will it be?

Who will it be?



THE OLD GUMBIE CAT


Munkustrap:
 I have a gumbie cat in mind

her name is Jennyanydots

Her coat is of the tabby kind

With tiger stripes and leopard spots

All day she sits beneath the stair

Or on the steps or on the mat

She sits and sits and sits and sits

And that's what makes a gumbie cat

That's what makes a gumbie cat!




Demeter ＆ Jellylorum ＆ Bombalurina:
 But…

When the day's hustle and bustle is done

Then the gumbie cat's work is but hardly begun

And when all the family's in bed and asleep

She tucks up her skirts to the basement to creep

She is deeply concerned with the ways of the mice

(Gumbie) Jennyanydots:
 Their behavior's not good and their

manners not nice


Trio:
 So when she has got them lined up on the matting

She teaches them


Gumbie:
 Music crocheting and tatting


Munkustrap:
 I have a gumbie cat in mind

Her name is Jennyanydots

The curtain cord she likes to wind

And tie it into sailor knots

She site upon the windowsill

Or anything that's smooth and flat

She sits and sits and sits and sits

And that's what makes a gumbie cat

That's what makes a gumbie cat


Trio:
 But…

When the day's hustle and bustle is done

Then the gumbie cat's work is but hardly begun

She thinks that the cockroaches


Gumbie:
 Need employment


Trio:
 To prevent them from


Gumbie:
 Idle and wanton destroyment


Trio:
 So she's formed form that lot of disorderly louts

A troop of well disciplined helpful boy scouts

(Gumbie) Jennyanydots:
 With a purpose in life and a good deed to

do…


Trio:
 And she's even created a beetles tattoo!


All:
 For she's a jolly good fellow!

(Gumbie) Jennyanydots:
 Thank you my dears!

The Rum Tum Tugger


All:
 The Rum Tum Tugger is a curious cat


Tugger:
 If you offer me pheasant, I'd rather have grouse

If you put me in a house, I would much prefer a flat

If you put me in a flat, I word rather have a house

If you set me on a mouse, then I only want a rat

If you set me on a rat, then I'd rather chase a mouse


All:
 The Rum Tum Tugger is a curious cat


Tugger:
 And there isn't any need for me to shout it


All:
 For he will do as he do do


Tugger:
 And there's nothing doing about it!


Munkustrap ＆ Alonzo ＆ Mistoffelees:
 The Rum Tum Tugger is a


terrible
 bore


Tugger:
 When you let me in, then I want to go out

I'm always on the wrong side of every door

And as soon as I'm at home, then I'd like to get about

I like to lie in the bureau drawer

And I make such a fuss if I can't get out


All:
 The Rum Tum Tugger is a curious cat


Tugger:
 And there isn't any use fou you to doubt it


All:
 For he will do as he do do


Tugger:
 And there's no doing anything about it!


Bombalurina:
 The Rum Tum Tugger is a curious beast


Tugger:
 My disobliging ways are a matter of habit

If you offer me fish, then I always want a feast

When there isn't any fish, then I won't eat rabbit

If you offer me cream, then I sniff and sneer

For I only like what I find for myself

So you'll catch me in it right up to my ears

If you put it away on the larder shelf


All:
 The Rum Tum Tugger is artful and knowing

The Rum Tum Tugger


Tugger:
 Doesn't care for a cuddle

But I'll leap upon your lap in the middle

Of your sewing

For there's nothing I enjoy like a horrible muddle!


All:
 The Rum Tum Tugger is a curious cat…

The Rum Tum Tugger doesn't care for a cuddle

The Rum Tum Tugger is a curious cat…


Tugger:
 And there isn't any need for me to spout it

All; For he will do as he do do


Tugger:
 And there's no doing anything abou-ou-out it!



GRIZABELLA THE GLAMOUR CAT


Grizabella:
 Remark the cat

Who hesitates toward you

In the light of the door

Which opens on her like a grin



You see the border of her coat

Is torn and stained with sand

And you see the corner of her eye

Twist like a crooked pin




Demeter:
 She haunted many a low resort

Near the grimy road of Tottenham court



She flitted about the no man's land

From "The rising sun" to "The friend at hand"

And the postman sighed as he scratched his head

"You'd really had thought she ought to be dead"

And who would ever suppose that that

Was Grizabella the Glamour cat


Bombalurina:
 Grizabella, the Glamour Cat


Bombalurina ＆ Demeter:
 Grizabella the Glamour cat


All:
 Who'd have ever supposed that that

Was Grizabella, the Glamour Cat

序幕

杰利克歌，为杰利克猫


蒙克斯崔普：
 你一生下来就睁不开眼吗？


迪米特：
 你能在黑暗中看清楚吗？


格斯：
 你敢注视国王吗？


史金波旋克斯：
 你会坐他的王位吗？


若腾塔格：
 你的撕咬力比你的吠声差

你还会谈论它吗？


阿隆佐，格里泽贝拉：
 当你独自漫步时

还是那么趾高气扬吗？


全体：
 因为杰利克是杰利克行

杰利克行 杰利克会

杰利克会 杰利克能

杰利克能 杰利克行


詹丽若姆：
 当你头朝下跌落

你能双脚着地吗？


克里克帕特：
 当你在空气中感觉到风暴来临

你会紧张吗？


斯巴拉布：
 当你迷失街头

你能不经指引找到归路吗？


老杜特洛诺米：
 你知道如何直达云霄吗？


全体：
 因为杰利克能 杰利克行

杰利克行 杰利克能

杰利克能 杰利克行

杰利克行 杰利克能

杰利克能 杰利克行


克里克帕特：
 你能骑着扫帚去远方吗？


詹尼点点：
 熟悉蜡烛


蒙哥杰利和蓝蓓蒂泽：
 书和铃铛吗？


邦马露娜：
 你是惠廷顿的朋友吗？


米斯托邦弗里斯先生：
 是花衣吹笛手的助理吗？


帕拉图和蒙克斯崔普：
 你曾在地狱里呆过吗？


腾布勒布鲁图斯：
 你脾气坏得像轻佻少女吗？


维克多利亚：
 你瘦小轻盈像只山猫吗？


庞斯沃尔：
 当闻到老鼠的味道你急于现身吗？


卡桑德拉：
 法老下令建造狮身人面像时

你在那儿吗？


全体：
 如果你全部肯定你就是杰利克猫！

杰利克歌为杰利克唱

杰利克歌为杰利克唱

杰利克歌为杰利克唱

杰利克歌为杰利克唱

杰利克歌为杰利克唱



我们腾空而起

就像飞翔的秋千

我们能在轮胎上连续地翻筋斗

我们能跳上墙

我们能在树枝上摇荡

我们能在棍子上平衡

我们能在钢丝上行走



杰利克能 杰利克行

杰利克能 杰利克行

杰利克能 杰利克行

杰利克能 杰利克行



杰利克歌为杰利克唱

杰利克歌为杰利克唱

杰利克歌为杰利克唱

杰利克歌为杰利克唱



你能同时唱出几个调吗？

既有罗西尼的二重唱

也有施特劳斯的华尔兹？



你能像猫一样以C音开始

总是博得满堂彩吗？



杰利克猫是夜之后

歌声直达天际

唱着弥赛亚中的哈利路亚

还有天使合唱

杰利克猫是夜之后

歌声直达天际

唱着弥赛亚中的哈利路亚

还有天使合唱



傲然猫族的

奥秘神威

在大教堂四周回响“万岁”

猫族长命百岁

他无惧无畏

对任何猫都忠诚而真实



杰利克行 杰利克能

杰利克能 杰利克行

杰利克歌为杰利克唱

杰利克老歌与杰利克新调

杰利克歌 杰利克舞

杰利克歌为杰利克唱

杰利克歌为杰利克唱

杰利克歌为杰利克唱

杰利克歌为杰利克唱



务实的猫 生动的猫

实际的猫 狂热的猫

雄辩的猫 闪烁的猫

多疑的猫 忧郁的猫

浪漫的猫 迂腐的猫

挑剔的猫 寄生的猫

讽喻的猫 隐喻的猫

算计的猫 神秘的猫

政治的猫 虚伪的猫

布道的猫 神经的猫

愤世的猫 教条的猫



杰利克歌为杰利克唱

杰利克歌为杰利克唱

杰利克歌为杰利克唱

杰利克歌为杰利克唱

杰利克歌为杰利克唱




格斯：
 有个人在那里

带着惊讶的表情

就像在说：

那么，又怎样呢？


蒙克斯崔普：
 我是否亲眼见到

一个没有听说过杰利克猫的人？

杰利克猫是什么？


全体：
 杰利克猫是什么？

杰利克猫是什么？



猫的命名


全体：
 为猫取名是一件难事

这可不是一场假日游戏

当我告诉你一只猫必须有三个名字

你可能认为我精神有病



第一是日常居家的名字

比如：彼得／奥古斯塔斯／阿隆佐／詹姆斯

比如：维克多／乔纳坦／乔治／比尔·贝利

这都是日常合理的名字



还有花哨些的名字 或许你觉得更好听

有些属于绅士 有些属于淑女

比如：柏拉图／艾德米塔斯／伊列克特拉／迪米特

但都只是日常合理的名字



而我要告诉你 猫还需要一个特别的名字

一个奇特而且更加尊贵的名字

不然它怎能翘着高高的尾巴

展开长长的胡须而且傲气十足呢？



像这样的名字我能给你一大串

像蒙克斯崔普 奎佐或克里克帕特

还有邦巴露娜 或是詹丽若姆

一个名字只对应一只猫



但除此之外还有一个名字

那是你永远猜不到的名字

那是人类无法发现的名字

那是猫自己知道却永不会说的名字



当你看到猫陷入沉思

我告诉你原因只有一个

他正投入地思索着、思索着、思索着他的名字

他那难以言说，有时说得出，有是又说不出的

高深莫测，非同一般的名字

名字、名字、名字、名……




杰利克舞会的邀请



米斯托弗里斯先生：
 杰利克猫今夜现身

出现一只出现全部

杰利克月皎洁明亮

杰利克猫来到杰利克舞会

杰利克猫今夜现身

杰利克猫来到杰利克舞会


全体：
 杰利克猫今夜现身

出现一只出现全部

杰利克月皎洁明亮

杰利克猫来到杰利克舞会

杰利克猫今夜现身

出现一只出现全部

杰利克月皎洁明亮

杰利克猫来到杰利克舞会


蒙克斯崔普：
 杰利克猫一年聚一次

在杰利克舞会上尽情欢乐



杰利克领袖就要出现

在黎明破晓之前

老杜特洛诺米将做出杰利克选择



在小刀都可以划破的寂静中

他将宣布谁可重生

去过另一种杰利克生活

因为那里是神奇的天堂

只有一只杰利克猫能有幸目睹



杰利克问，因为杰利克敢

会是谁呢？

会是谁呢？




老甘比猫



蒙克斯崔普：
 我心中有只甘比猫

她的名字叫詹尼点点

她的皮毛是斑猫型

带有虎纹与豹斑

她整天坐在楼梯下

或是阶梯和地席上

她坐啊、坐啊、坐啊

坐成了一只甘比猫

坐成了一只甘比猫


迪米特，詹丽若姆，邦巴露娜：
 但……

白天的忙碌过去之时

甘比猫的工作才开始

当家人都已入睡

她塞好裙子在地下室游荡

她最关心老鼠的行动


（甘比猫）詹尼点点：
 它们行为不佳 而且没有礼貌


（三人组）：
 于是她让它们在地席上排成队

还教它们


甘比猫：
 音乐、针织和梭织


蒙克斯崔普：
 我心中有只甘比猫

她名字叫詹尼点点

她喜好缠卷这窗帘绳索

把拉绳绑成水手结

她坐在窗台上

或是柔滑平坦的东西上

她坐啊、坐啊、坐啊

坐成了一只甘比猫

坐成了一只甘比猫


（三人组）：
 但……

白天忙碌过去之时

甘比猫的工作才开始

她认为蟑螂


甘比猫：
 需要工作


（三人组）：
 免得他们因为


甘比猫：
 无事可干而恣意破坏


（三人组）：
 她把那群不守秩序的家伙

组成了一支有纪律，乐于助人


（甘比猫）詹尼点点：
 有生活目标和做好事的童子军


（三人组）：
 她甚至创作了一首甲壳虫归营号！


全体：
 她真是个可爱的好家伙！


（甘比猫）詹尼点点：
 谢谢了，亲爱的各位！




摇滚猫若腾塔格



全体：
 若腾塔格是只古怪的猫


塔格：
 如果你给我吃野鸡，我宁愿吃松鸡

如果你让我住洋房，我更喜欢住公寓

而你让我住公寓，我倒喜欢住洋房

你要我抓小老鼠，我就抓大老鼠

你要我抓大老鼠，我就抓小老鼠


全体：
 若腾塔格是只古怪的猫


塔格：
 这不需要我多讲


全体：
 因为他一贯我行我素


塔格：
 对他真是无可奈何


蒙克斯崔普，阿隆佐，米斯托弗里斯：
 若腾塔格是个惹人生厌的家伙


塔格：
 你让我进去，我就要出去

门里门外我总不在地方

一旦回到家，我就想四处晃荡

我喜欢躺在衣柜抽屉

若出不去就要大吵大闹


全体：
 若腾塔格是只古怪的猫


塔格：
 你们根本用不着去怀疑


全体：
 因为他一贯我行我素


塔格：
 对他真是无可奈何


邦巴露娜：
 若腾塔格是只古怪的畜生


塔格：
 冒犯他人已成我的习惯

若你给我鱼吃，那我就要一桌酒席

要是没有鱼吃，那连兔子我也不吃

若你给我奶油，我只闻一下就冷笑



因为我只喜欢自己找到的东西

如果你把它放在储藏架上

你会发现我在上面尽情品尝


全体：
 若腾塔格既狡猾又博学

若腾塔格


塔格：
 不喜欢搂搂抱抱

但我会在你缝衣服时

跳进你怀里

因为我就喜欢把事情搅得一团糟


全体：
 若腾塔格是只古怪的猫

若腾塔格不喜欢搂搂抱抱

若腾塔格是只古怪的猫


塔格：
 我没必要为此喋喋不休


全体：
 因为他一贯我行我素


塔格：
 而且对此我也无啊无啊无可奈何！




格里泽贝拉——娇艳的猫



格里泽贝拉：
 注意这只猫

她向着你踌躇不前

门微笑般向她开启

门上的灯光洒向她的身躯



看她外套边角

被撕破并沾满了沙

你看她眼角

歪曲得就像回形针


迪米特：
 她出没在托敦汉短巷周围的许多肮脏地段



她流浪在无人地区

从“如日中天”沦落到“四处乞讨”

而邮差抓抓头叹口气

“你一定曾想过她早该死去”

而有谁会想到

那就是当年娇艳的格里泽贝拉


邦巴露娜：
 格里泽贝拉，娇艳的猫


邦巴露娜，迪米特：
 格里泽贝拉，娇艳的猫


全体：
 谁又会想到

那就是当年的娇艳猫格里泽贝拉





实战提升

Practising & Exercise

作者介绍

《猫》的歌词由特拉维·拿恩（Trevor Nunn）改编，安德鲁·洛伊·韦伯谱曲。它的故事来自T·S·艾略特（T. S. Eliot）在1939年出版的诗集《老负鼠讲讲世上的猫》（Old Pussom's Book of Practical Cats）。

核心单词

pharaoh [ˈfærəu] n
 . 法老

triumphantly [traiˈʌmfəntli] adv
 . 耀武扬威地；得意扬扬地

allegorical [ˌæliˈɡɔrikl] adj
 . 比喻的，寓意的

quorum [ˈkwɔːrəm] n
 . 法定最低人数；被选出来的一群

chase [tʃeis] v
 . 追逐；追捕；追踪

terrible [ˈterəbl] adj
 . 可怕的，吓人的，可怖的

名句诵读

Are you blind when you're born？

你一生下来就睁不开眼吗？



Are you mean like a minx？

你脾气坏得像轻佻少女吗？
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