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书前语

最近一个时期，我又为青年朋友们编了一本英语读物——英美随笔作品译粹，现由译文出版社以英汉对照本的形式刊出，目的在对有志于进一步提高英语修养的学习者有所帮助。读物采取对照本的理由很简单，读书界尤其是外语界对出版机构有此要求。不少读者是非常重视双语对照本的；他们衷心希望能更多地见到一些这类读物；他们认为这种编排方法——一种类似双语比较式的编排方法，对一个人学习外国语特别有益。原因就在于，这种读本可以为其学习者提供一个在最近距离内对某一语言就其彼此各个方面的现象进行实地比较和有效观察的最理想的条件与场所，因而这种读本的利用必将对其外语的提高起到极大的促进作用。译者本人是同意这一看法的，因而遂有上书的编选。

译者以前也出过几种这类读物，但因过去印数不多，且时间过久，市面上早已购求不到，致令一些索书者徒劳往返。但愿这部小书的出版能稍稍弥补这方面的不足吧。


译者识于国庆60周年前夕
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1 Dreamthorp①


Alexander Smith

It matters not to relate how or when I became a denizen②
 of Dreamthorp；it will be sufficient to say I am not a native born，but that I came to reside in it a good while ago now. The several towns and villages in which，in my time，I have pitched a tent did not please for one obscure reason or another；this one was too large，t'other too small：but when on a summer evening，about the hour of eight，I first beheld Dreamthorp，with its westward-looking windows painted by sunset，its children playing in the single straggling street，the mothers knitting at the open doors，the fathers standing about in long white blouses，chatting or smoking；the great tower of the ruined castle rising high into the rosy air，with a whole troop of swallows — by distance made as small as gnats — skimming about its rents and fissures：— when I beheld all this，I felt instinctively that my knapsack might be taken off my shoulders，that my tired feet might roam no more，that at last，on the planet，I had found a home. From that evening I have dwelt here，and the only journey I am like now to make is a very inconsiderable one，so far at least as distance is concerned，from the house in which I live to the graveyard beside the ruined castle. There，with the former inhabitants of the place，I trust to sleep quietly enough，and nature will draw over our heads her coverlet of green sod，and tenderly tuck us in，as a mother her sleeping ones，so that no sound from the world shall ever reach us，and no sorrow trouble us any more.

The village stands far inland；and the streams that trot through the soft green valleys all about have as little knowledge of the sea，as the three-years'-old child of the storms and passions of manhood. The surrounding country is smooth and green，full of undulations；and pleasant country roads strike through it in every direction，bound for distant towns and villages，yet in no hurry to reach them③
 . On these roads the lark in summer is continually heard；nests are plentiful in the hedges and dry ditches；and on the grassy banks，and at the foot of the bowed dikes，the blue-eyed speed-well smiles its benison④
 on the passing wayfarer. On these roads you may walk for a year and encounter nothing more remarkable than the country cart，troops of tawny children from the woods，laden with primroses，and，at long intervals — for people in this district live to a ripe old age — a black funeral creeping in from some remote hamlet；and to this last the people reverently doff their hats⑤
 and stand aside. Death does not walk about here often，but when he does he receives as much respect as the squire himself. Everything round one is unhurried，quiet，moss-grown，and orderly. Season follows in the track of season，and one year can hardly be distinguished from another. Time should be measured here by the silent dial rather than by the ticking clock，or by the chimes of the church.

Dreamthorp can boast of a respectable antiquity，and in it the trade of the builder is unknown. Ever since I remember not a single stone has been laid on the top of another. The castle，inhabited now by jackdaws and starlings，is old；the chapel，which adjoins it，is older still；and the lake，behind both，and in which their shadows sleep，is，I suppose，as old as Adam. A fountain in the market-place，all mouths and faces and curious arabesques⑥
 — as dry，however，as the castle moat — has a tradition connected with it；and a great noble riding through the street one day，several hundred years ago，was shot from a window by a man whom he had injured. The death of this noble is the chief link which connects the place with authentic history. The houses are old，and remote dates may yet be deciphered on the stones above the doors；the apple-trees are mossed and ancient；countless generations of sparrows have bred in the thatched roofs，and thereon have chirped out their lives. In every room of the place men have been born — men have died. On Dreamthorp centuries have fallen and have left no more trace than have last winter's snowflakes.

This commonplace sequence and flowing on of life is immeasurably affecting. That winter morning when Charles lost his head⑦
 in front of the banqueting-hall of his own palace，the icicles hung from the eaves of the houses here，and the clown kicked the snowballs from his clouted shoon⑧
 ，and thought but of his supper when，at three o'clock，the red sun set in his purple mist. On that Sunday in June when Waterloo was going on⑨
 ，the gossips，after morning service，stood on the country roads discussing agricultural prospects，without the slightest suspicion that the day passing over their heads would be a famous one in the calendar. Battles have been fought，kings have died，history has transacted itself⑩
 ，— but，all unheeding，Dreamthorp has watched apple-trees redden and wheat ripen，and smoked its pipe and quaffed its mug of beer and rejoiced over its new-born children，and with proper solemnity carried its dead to the churchyard.⑪
 As I gaze on the village of my adoption，I think of many things very far removed and seem to get closer to them. The last setting sun that Shakespeare saw reddened the windows here，and struck warmly on the faces of the hinds⑫
 coming home from the fields. The mighty storm that raged while Cromwell⑬
 lay a-dying made all the oak-woods groan round about here and tore the thatch from the very roofs I gaze upon. When I think on this，I can almost，so to speak，lay my hand on Shakespeare and on Cromwell. These poor walls were contemporaries of both，and I find something affecting in the thought. The mere soil is，of course，far older than either，but it
 does not touch one in the same way. A wall is the creation of a human hand，the soil is not.






【注释】


① 此篇出自作者1863年出版的一部同名散文集。Dreamthorp中的thorp为village一词的古旧用语。

② denizen：naturalized foreigner，foreigner这里作外地人解。

③ in no hurry to reach them：对道路的拟人化，很妙。

④ smiles its benison：benison，古语，意同benediction。

⑤ doff their hats：doff，古语，=take off。

⑥ arabesques：decorations with intertwined leaves in the style of the Arabs。

⑦ Charles lost his hat：指Charles Ⅰ（1600—1649），英国国王，与国会作战失败后，被国会判处绞刑，行刑处即在王宫宴会厅窗外。

⑧ clouted shoon：patched shoes，shoon为古语。

⑨ when Waterloo was going on：滑铁卢战役发生于1815年6月18日。英普联军在惠灵顿公爵指挥下，仅半天时间即将拿破仑军队击溃（此次决战开始时间为午前11时半）。

⑩ Battles have fought ... transacted itself：简练的典范。

⑪ carried its dead to the churchyard：文章至此已至少七八次提到了“死”字，洵为不吉之兆。

⑫ the faces of the hinds：hinds，farm workmen。

⑬ Cromwell：即Oliver Cromwell （1599—1658），曾捕杀查理第一之议会派领袖、清教铁骑军统帅、新政府首脑与护国公（Lord Protector）。





这个梦屯并非实有其地，而只不过是作者想象中的一种寄托，一个imaginary land，有类我们的《桃花源记》。但一个人放着我们周围五光十色的繁华世界与热闹人生不去描写而把观察的目标完全集注到一个想象中的幻境上去，而且是在那么年轻的时候（按作者刊出此书时才不过三十二三岁），更何况仅仅在其中的这第一篇的这么不太长的一段中，便已经成了“死”字常不离口，便已经是在那里去寻觅其最终的归宿，并企盼从此而远离尘嚣，诀别人生！这实在未免有些不太好理解；也或许这背后自有其一番隐秘的伤心事情与一切不够顺遂的苦衷苦况。文中他仿佛已隐约预感到他的来日恐怕不太多了，而果不其然，三四年后他便死了。另外文中的那股凄恻的情调或许还另有来源，未尝不可追踪到从17世纪起便早已有之，而迨到18世纪末叶更屡见于文坛的那种以对生死宿命等问题为冥思默想题材的伤感派文艺潮流，而墓地诗的泛滥即是其一。这种流风遗绪，再结合其个人身世，是不可能不对他起些作用的。话拉回来。细按其文，某种悲剧式的美之外，一点纯朴慰人的气息还是能感得到的，再有不乏一定的清新淡雅的格调与诗意，只是属于那较素净的，因为他自己就是一名诗人，虽说成就不伟。有趣的是，Smith的这本书竟在上个世纪20年代时得到过郁达夫的注意，并在他的一篇谈散文的文章中提出说，这岂非即是我们的公安、竟陵派的东西吗？只是英国当日的这类作者远不会有我们那时的人数那么众多。试问郁达夫的这话是什么意思呢？显然郁认为Smith也具有当日（明万历年间）三袁式的“清新隽逸”与钟、谭式的“幽深孤峭”，再有前者的重视感悟性灵和后者的强调语须自出，等等。这些，只要我们能静下心来慢慢细读，或许也都能品尝到一些。但是如果粗粗一看便断言它太简单幼稚，那就不是真能欣赏文学了。译者写这段话的用意也正在此。


梦屯

亚历山大·史密斯

关于我是如何和何时成为梦屯的一名居民的，这事说来其实并不重要；或许一两句交代也就够了，这即是，一则我原非此地出生，二则我之来此卜居已是若干年前的事。过去我曾一度在其地搭篷支帐匆匆暂住过的一些乡镇村屯，往往会因为某种说不清的原因，比如不是彼地过大就是此处过小等等，而全都不合我意。但是当某个夏日的黄昏，时间已是八点，我生平第一次见到这个梦屯时——当我见到那些西晒的窗户全给落照的余晖染成金黄，村里的儿童正在当地仅有的一条弯曲的街道上嬉戏玩耍，孩儿们的妈妈全都在敞着门的台阶前忙着编织，他们的爹爹正个个一身雪白宽松的长罩衫，三五成群地在吸烟聚谈；那废旧城堡里的巨大塔楼仍高高耸入那蔷薇色的云天，而周围成群成群的燕子，这些从我这里望去，已细如蚊蚋，此刻正从那裂缝罅隙之间穿来穿去，上下翻飞——当我欣然目睹到这一切时，我不待人言而天然感到，我肩上的背包可以取了下来，疲惫的双脚可以歇了下来，这样息肩歇脚之后，我终于，在这个星球之上，寻到了我的归宿之地。于是自那天夜晚起，我便留了下来，以此为家。而今后如若再有什么新的行程，那只会是下述这一段微不足道的路途，至少纯以距离言，确系如此，也即是从我的寓居直至那废旧城堡旁的墓地。在那里，我深信我定会与此地的先人们一道安谧睡去，而大自然也必将以她的翠绿草泥为床罩而把我们的头颅覆盖起来，正像一位母亲那样给她入睡的孩子盖好被单，这样世上的喧嚣就会在耳边停止絮聒，外界的苦恼也就不再前来扰民。

此村地居岛国深处，因而那里淙淙于其美丽翠谷间的众多溪流根本不解大海为何物，正如一个三岁孩子不懂得成年人的狂热与盛怒。这里周遭地势虽然起伏不一，颇形崎岖，但却芳草遍地，温蒨怡人，其间可爱的村路小径，辐辏四射，伸向远近不少乡镇，但又似乎并不急于抵达。在这里入夏以后你常能一路听到云雀的鸣唱；鸟巢也极多，树篱周围与干涸沟边到处都是；在那青青的河畔，弯弯的渠底，一种长着蓝眼睛、俗名吉祥草的小花会向着那些往来过客微笑着祝福。在这些道路上，你尽可以走上一年也见不到什么太壮观的，所能见到的无非是一些乡下货车，从树林里跑出来的成群儿童，晒得黑黄黄的，手持樱草而归，或者，每隔比较长的一段时间——因此地居民都能活到相当高的寿数——从远处某个小村悄悄冒出来一支出殡行列，见到这个，路人都会毕恭毕敬地取下帽来，让出道路。死亡在此地并不经常露面，但何时他真的到来时，所受到的尊重也绝不亚于当地乡绅。在这里，一个人周围的一切都不慌不忙，安安静静，都长满着苔藓，但却又都有条不紊。在这里，寒温之代谢，岁时之更迭，都格外分明，因而一年与另一年也就区别有限。时光在此地的计算，默不作声的日晷或许比那滴答的座钟挂钟或教堂里轰鸣的排钟来得更为可靠。

梦屯最能以之自诩的便是它的年久而位尊。在这地方，建筑这一行业便从来没人说起过。自我住进该村以来，我就不记得有人在此动过一砖一瓦。那城堡，如今早已成了寒鸦与欧椋鸟之家，自然相当古老；那村中的教堂，地与城堡相毗邻，就更其古老；而那一泓湖水，位于两者的后面，也是其倒影的憩息之所，就可能更古老堙远到生民之初的亚当年代。村中集市里的一处喷泉（那上面满是嘴脸，怪不可言，而且全属阿拉伯的缀满花叶式样，也早像城堡周围的壕沟那样干涸无水），其背后倒还有个传说——数百年前的某月某日，当某位显赫贵族正骑马街头之际，突被来自某窗口的一箭射毙，而射箭者则系曾蒙受其害的人。这个事件可能即是此村与正史相连接的唯一一环。这里的屋舍全都有些年代，其门框上楣石的年代则可追溯到更远；园中的苹果树上也都因年久而滋满苔藓；檐下的麻雀也是一代一代，吱喳出巢。此地家家户户里的人全都是生于斯——死于斯；生死不离这里。在梦屯，千龄兮万代过去了，但从未留下过比去冬残雪更多的痕迹。

生命的这种不绝的往下延续与向前流淌的平庸情景其实至为感人。正当查理王在他自己的王宫宴会厅前亡其首级的那个隆冬清晨，这里家家的屋檐下正是悬满着冰柱树挂，村夫们正用那钉着铁掌的粗笨厚鞋踢打着雪球，心里想的只是下一顿饭，而就在这午后三时，天上的红日已化为暝濛的紫霭一片。正当六月的一个星期天滑铁卢大战即将展开之际，一些村民早礼拜归来，还在路边谈论庄稼的年成，这些人哪里会晓得，他们头顶上过去的那一天原来竟是人们日历上非同小可的重大的一天。多少战役烟消火灭了，多少国王陨落下世了，历史上盈满着事件——但对这一切，梦屯这里却全然不闻不知，其所关心者，只是果红麦熟，有烟有酒，如何为他们新生之儿道喜祝贺和一切端肃如仪地将死者的灵柩舁往墓地。当我此刻凝神谛视着眼前这个我认作自己的第二故乡的村庄时，入我胸臆的万千思绪竟是与此地那么的迂远而渺不相涉，却又似乎是与它近在咫尺，息息相关。莎士比亚所看到的最后一个落日，也曾把这里的窗户映得通红，也曾把正从地里回来的村民的面庞照得暖洋洋的。而当克伦威尔弥留之际，恰值天上狂飙大作，这场特大的风暴也曾把这里的橡木林刮得悲啼哀号，惨不忍闻，并把我眼前的许多屋顶给粗暴掀翻。当我想到这些时，我简直仿佛能够，我真的不妨这么说，把我的一双手安抚在莎士比亚与克伦威尔的头颅之上。这些可怜的墙壁实则即是它们的同代之物，而且觉得我的这种想法也自有它的几分动人之处。仅仅我脚下的这些泥土便当然会比他们两位都更古老，但它在一个人心中的感受却会不全相同。一道墙壁只不过是人手的产物，可泥土却不然。


2 Æs Triplex①


Robert Louis Stevenson

The changes wrought by death are in themselves so sharp and final，and so terrible and melancholy in their consequences，that the thing stands alone in man's experience，and has no parallel upon earth. It outdoes all other accidents because it is the last of them.Sometimes it leaps suddenly upon its victims，like a thug；sometimes it lays a regular siege and creeps upon their citadel during a score of years.And when the business is done，there is sore havoc made in other people's lives，and a pin knocked out by which many subsidiary friendships hung together.There are empty chairs，solitary walks，and single beds at night. Again，in taking away our friends，death does not take them away utterly，but leaves behind a mocking，tragical，and soon intolerable residue，which must be hurriedly concealed.Hence a whole chapter of sights and customs striking to the mind，from the pyramids of Egypt to the gibbets and dule trees②
 of mediæval Europe.The poorest persons have a bit of pageant going towards the tomb；memorial stones are set up over the least memorable；and，in order to preserve some show of respect for what remains of our old loves and friendships，we must accompany it with much grimly ludicrous ceremonial，and the hired undertaker parades before the door. All this，and much more of the same sort，accompanied by the eloquence of poets，has gone a great way to put humanity in error；nay，in many philosophies the error has been embodied and laid down with every circumstance of logic；although in real life the bustle and swiftness，in leaving people little time to think，have not left them time enough to go dangerously wrong in practice.

As a matter of fact，although few things are spoken of with more fearful whisperings than this prospect of death，few have less influence on conduct under healthy circumstances. We have all heard of cities in South America built upon the side of fiery mountains，and how，even in this tremendous neighborhood，the inhabitants are not a jot more impressed by the solemnity of mortal conditions than if they were delving gardens in the greenest corner of England. There are serenades and suppers and much gallantry among the myrtles overhead；and meanwhile the foundation shudders underfoot，the bowels of the mountain growl，and at any moment living ruin may leap sky-high into the moonlight，and tumble man and his merry-making in the dust. In the eyes of very young people，and very dull old ones，③
 there is something indescribably reckless and desperate in such a picture. It seems not credible that respectable married people，with umbrellas，should find appetite for a bit of supper within quite a long distance of a fiery mountain；ordinary life begins to smell of high-handed debauch when it is carried on so close to a catastrophe；and even cheese and salad，it seems，could hardly be relished in such circumstances without something like a defiance of the Creator. It should be a place for nobody but hermits dwelling in prayer and maceration，or mere born-devils drowning care in a perpetual carouse.

And yet，when one comes to think upon it calmly，the situation of these South American citizens forms only a very pale figure for the state of ordinary mankind. This world itself，travelling blindly and swiftly in over-crowded space，among a million other worlds travelling blindly and swiftly in contrary directions，may very well come by a knock that would set it into explosion like a penny squib. And what，pathologically looked at，is the human body with all its organs，but a mere bagful of petards？The least of these is as dangerous to the whole economy④
 as the ship's powder-magazine to the ship；and with every breath we breathe，and every meal we eat，we are putting one or more of them in peril. If we clung as devotedly as some philosophers pretend we do to the abstract idea of life，or were half as frightened as they make out we are，for the subversive accident that ends it all，the trumpets might sound by the hour and no one would follow them into battle — the blue-peter might fly at the truck⑤
 ，but who would climb into a sea-going ship？⑥
 Think （if these philosophers were right）with what a preparation of spirit we should affront the daily peril of the dinner-table；a deadlier spot than any battle-field in history，where the far greater proportion of our ancestors have miserably left their bones！What woman would ever be lured into marriage，so much more dangerous than the wildest sea？And what would it be to grow old？For，after a certain distance，every step we take in life we find the ice growing thinner below our feet，and all around us and behind us we see our contemporaries going through. By the time a man gets well into the seventies，his continued existence is a mere miracle；and when he lays his old bones in bed for the night，there is an overwhelming probability that he will never see the day. Do the old men mind it，as a matter of fact？Why，no. They were never merrier；they have their grog at night，and tell the raciest stories；they hear of the death of people about their own age，or even younger，not as if it was a grisly warning，but with a simple childlike pleasure at having outlived some one else；and when a draught might puff them out like a guttering candle，or a bit of a stumble shatter them like so much glass，their old hearts keep sound and unaffrighted，and they go on，bubbling with laughter，through years of man's age compared to which the valley at Balaclava⑦
 was as safe and peaceful as a village cricket-green on Sunday. It may fairly be questioned （if we look to the peril only）whether it was a much more daring feat for Curtius⑧
 to plunge into the gulf，than for any old gentleman of ninety to doff his clothes and clamber into bed.

Indeed，it is a memorable subject for consideration，with what unconcern and gaiety mankind pricks on along the Valley of the Shadow of Death⑨
 . The whole way is one wilderness of snares，and the end of it，for those who fear the last pinch，is irrevocable ruin. And yet we go spinning through it all，like a party for the Derby⑩
 . Perhaps the reader remembers one of the humorous devices of the deified Caligula⑪
 ：how he encouraged a vast concourse of holiday-makers on to his bridge over Baiæ bay⑫
 ；and when they were in the height of their enjoyment，turned loose the Prætorian guards among the company，and had them tossed into the sea. This is no bad miniature of the dealings of nature with the transitory race of man. Only，what a chequered picnic we have of it，even while it lasts！and into what great waters，not to be crossed by any swimmer，God's pale Prætorian throws us over in the end！

We live the time that a match flickers；we pop the cork of a ginger-beer bottle，and the earthquake swallows us on the instant. Is it not odd，is it not incon-gruous，is it not，in the highest sense of human speech，incredible，that we should think so highly of the ginger-beer，and regard so little the devouring earth-quake？The love of Life and the fear of Death are two famous phrases that grow harder to understand the more we think about them. It is a well-known fact that an immense proportion of boat accidents would never happen if people held the sheet⑬
 in their hands instead of making it fast；and yet，unless it be some martinet⑭
 of a professional mariner or some landsman⑮
 with shattered nerves，every one of God's creatures makes it fast. A strange instance of man's unconcern and brazen boldness in the face of death！

We confound ourselves with metaphysical phrases，which we import into daily talk with noble inappropriateness. We have no idea of what death is，apart from its circumstances and some of its consequences to others；and although we have some experience of living there is not a man on earth who has flown so high into abstraction as to have any practical guess at the meaning of the word life
 . All literature，from Job and Omar Khayyám to Thomas Carlyle or Walt Whitman⑯
 ，is but an attempt to look upon the human state with such largeness of view as shall enable us to rise from the consideration of living to the Definition of Life. And our sages give us about the best satisfaction in their power when they say that it is a vapor，or a show，or made out of the same stuff with dreams⑰
 . Philosophy，in its more rigid sense，has been at the same work for ages；and after a myriad bald heads have wagged over the problem，and piles of words have been heaped one upon another into dry and cloudy volumes without end，philosophy has the honor of laying before us，with modest pride，her contribution towards the subject：that life is a Permanent Possibility of Sensation. Truly a fine result！A man may very well love beef，or hunting，or a woman；but surely，surely，not a Permanent Possibility of Sensation！He may be afraid of a precipice，or a dentist，or a large enemy with a club，or even an undertaker's man；but not certainly of abstract death. We may trick with the word life in its dozen senses until we are weary of tricking；we may argue in terms of all the philosophies on earth，but one fact remains true throughout — that we do not love life，in the sense that we are greatly preoccupied about its conservation；that we do not，properly speaking，love life at all，but living. Into the views of the least careful there will enter some degree of providence；no man's eyes are fixed entirely on the passing hour；but although we have some anticipation of good health，good weather，wine，active employment，love，and self-approval，the sum of these anticipations does not amount to anything like a general view of life's possibilities and issues；nor are those who cherish them most vividly at all the most scrupulous of their personal safety. To be deeply interested in the accidents of our existence，to enjoy keenly the mixed texture of human experience，rather leads a man to disregard precautions，and risk his neck against a straw. For surely the love of living is stronger in an Alpine climber roping over a peril，or a hunter riding merrily at a stiff fence，than in a creature who lives upon a diet and walks a measured distance in the interest of his constitution.

There is a great deal of very vile nonsense talked upon both sides of the matter：tearing divines reducing life to the dimensions of a mere funeral procession，so short as to be hardly decent，and melancholy unbelievers yearning for the tomb as if it were a world too far away. Both sides must feel a little ashamed of their performances now and again when they draw in their chairs to dinner. Indeed，a good meal and a bottle of wine is an answer to most standard works upon the question. When a man's heart warms to his viands，he forgets a great deal of sophistry，and soars into a rosy zone of contemplation. Death may be knocking at the door，like the Commander's statue⑱
 ；we have something else in hand⑲
 ，thank God，and let him knock. Passing bells are ringing all the world over. All the world over，and every hour，some one is parting company with all his aches and ecstasies. For us also the trap is laid. But we are so fond of life that we have no leisure to entertain the terror of death. It is a honeymoon with us all through，and none of the longest. Small blame to us if we give our whole hearts to this glowing bride of curs，to the appetites，to honor，to the hungry curiosity of the mind，to the pleasure of the eyes in nature，and the pride of our own nimble bodies.

We all of us appreciate the sensations；but as for caring about the Permanence of the Possibility，a man's head is generally very bald，and his senses very dull，before he comes to that. Whether we regard life as a lane leading to a dead wall — a mere bag's end，as the French say — or whether we think of it as a vestibule or gymnasium，where we wait our turn and prepare our faculties for some more noble destiny；whether we thunder in a pulpit，or pule in little atheistic poetry-books，about its vanity and brevity；whether we look justly for years of health and vigor，or are about to mount into a Bath-chair⑳
 ，as a step towards the hearse；in each and all of these views and situations there is but one conclusion possible：that a man should stop his ears against paralysing terror，and run the race that is set before him with a single mind. No one surely could have recoiled with more heartache and terror from the thought of death than our respected lexicographer㉑
 ；and yet we know how little it affected his conduct，how wisely and boldly he walked，and in what a fresh and lively vein he spoke of life. Already an old man，he ventured on his Highland㉒
 tour；and his heart，bound with triple brass㉓
 ，did not recoil before twenty-seven individual cups of tea㉔
 . As courage and intelligence are the two qualities best worth a good man's cultivation，so it is the first part of intelligence to recognize our precarious estate in life，and the first part of courage to be not at all abashed before the fact. A frank and somewhat headlong carriage，not looking too anxiously before，not dallying in maudlin regret over the past，stamps the man who is well armored for this world.

And not only well armored for himself，but a good friend and a good citizen to boot. We do not go to cowards for tender dealing；there is nothing so cruel as panic；the man who has least fear for his own carcass，has most time to consider others. That eminent chemist who took his walks abroad in tin shoes，and subsisted wholly upon tepid milk，had all his work cut out for him in considerate dealings with his own digestion. So soon as prudence has begun to grow up in the brain，like a dismal fungus，it finds its first expression in a paralysis of generous acts. The victim begins to shrink spiritually；he develops a fancy for parlors with a regulated temperature，and takes his morality on the principle of tin shoes and tepid milk. The care of one important body or soul becomes so engrossing，that all the noises of the outer world begin to come thin and faint into the parlor with the regulated temperature；and the tin shoes go equably forward over blood and rain. To be otherwise is to ossify；and the scruple-monger ends by standing stockstill. Now the man who has his heart on his sleeve，and a good whirling weathercock of a brain，who reckons his life as a thing to be dashingly used and cheerfully hazarded，makes a very different acquaintance of the world，keeps all his pulses going true and fast，and gathers impetus as he runs，until，if he be running towards anything better than wildfire，he may shoot up and become a constellation in the end. Lord，look after his health，Lord，have a care of his soul，says he；and he has at㉕
 the key of the position，and smashes through incongruity and peril towards his aim. Death is on all sides of him with pointed batteries，as he is on all sides of all of us；unfortunate surprises gird him round；mim-mouthed friends and relations hold up their hands in quite a little elegiacal synod about his path：and what cares he for all this？Being a true lover of living，a fellow with something pushing and spontaneous in his inside，he must，like any other soldier，in any other stirring，deadly warfare，push on at his best pace until he touch the goal. “A peerage or Westminster Abbey！” cried Nelson㉖
 in his bright，boyish，heroic manner. These are great incentives；not for any of these，but for the plain satisfaction of living，of being about their business in some sort or other，do the brave，serviceable men of every nation tread down the nettle danger，and pass flyingly over all the stumbling-blocks of prudence. Think of the heroism of Johnson，think of that superb indifference to mortal limitation that set him upon his dictionary，and carried him through triumphantly until the end！Who，if he were wisely considerate of things at large，would ever embark upon any work much more considerable than a half-penny post-card？Who would project a serial novel，after Thackeray and Dickens had each fallen in mid-course？Who would find heart enough to begin to live，if he dallied with the consideration of death？

And，after all，what sorry and pitiful quibbling㉗
 all this is！To forego all the issues of living in a parlor with a regulated temperature — as if that were not to die a hundred times over，and for ten years at a stretch！As if it were not to die in one's own lifetime，and without even the sad immunities of death！As if it were not to die，and yet be the patient spectators of our own pitiable change！The Permanent Possibility is preserved，but the sensations carefully held at arm's length，as if one kept a photographic plate in a dark chamber. It is better to lose health like a spendthrift than to waste it like a miser. It is better to live and be done with it，than to die daily in the sick-room. By all means begin your folio；even if the doctor does not give you a year，even if he hesitates about a month，make one brave push and see what can be accomplished in a week. It is not only in finished undertakings that we ought to honor useful labor. A spirit goes out of the man who means execution，which outlives the most untimely ending. All who have meant good work with their whole hearts，have done good work，although they may die before they have the time to sign it. Every heart that has beat strong and cheerfully has left a hopeful impulse behind it in the world，and bettered the tradition of mankind. And even if death catch people，like an open pitfall，and in mid-career，laying out vast projects㉘
 ，and planning monstrous foundations，flushed with hope，and their mouths full of boastful language，they should be at once tripped up and silenced㉙
 ：is there not something brave and spirited in such a termination？and does not life go down with a better grace，foaming in full body over a precipice，than miserably straggling to an end in sandy deltas？When the Greeks made their fine saying that those whom the gods love die young，I cannot help believing they had this sort of death also in their eye㉚
 . For surely，at whatever age it overtake the man，this is to die young. Death has not been suffered to take so much as an illusion from his heart. In the hot-fit of life，a-tiptoe on the highest point of being，he passes at a bound on to the other side. The noise of the mallet and chisel㉛
 is scarcely quenched，the trumpets are hardly done blowing，when，trailing with him clouds of glory，this happy-starred，full-blooded spirit shoots into the spiritual land.㉜







【注释】


① Æs Triplex（拉丁文），意为三重（或层）黄铜（triple brass），但因此词曾被用以修饰过铠甲，而取得三重（黄）铜甲的意思，甚至被简化译成这里的“三重甲”。此词典出古罗马诗人贺拉修（Horace）的《颂歌》（Odes
 ）1章3节，大意为古罗马的某创始人曾用橡木与黄铜像铠甲那样地护住心脏而大胆出没于惊涛骇浪之中。揆此文作者用此拉丁语之本意，可能在强调对生命的热爱即是战胜对死亡之恐惧的最有力的手段。或者说，积极、乐观、无畏即是抵制甚至战胜死亡的三重铜甲。

② dule trees：这里拙译作“刑架”。dule，即柏树，墓地所植，欧洲中世纪时常用作吊死人的刑具（a tree as a gallows）。

③ In the eyes ... dull old ones：作者所以这么说是因为他认为那些中年人早已对危险等麻木不仁。

④ economy：人的机体（constitution）。

⑤ the blue-peter，the truck等：the blue-peter，启航时挂出的蓝色旗；the truck，旗（桅）杆顶端穿绳索的小木冠；fly at，这里fly at除有其一般的意义（在……上飘动）外，另具恼怒、斥责、攻击等含意。

⑥ 自If we clung至a sea-going ship？一段：这几个句子的意思较为复杂，现说明如下：1. 所声称与所断言几句的基本意思是，人们对抽象人生的热爱既不像某些哲学家所声称的那么虔诚，对死亡的恐惧也不如另一些哲学家所断言的那么厉害，因而到头来在确有灾难发生时（仅饮食呼吸也可致人死命！），他们也必将迟迟不会有所作为；2. 在形象的使用上，作者在这里的做法是复杂的——这即是，将一般灾难与圣经上的世界末日浩劫混搅在一起；将为响应正义的呼唤而有所作为与为跟随末日的号角而出战混搅在一起；又将士兵的听令于号角而进行出征与响应末日号角的召唤混搅在一起（而其实圣经上也就根本无此描写——而只提到一切人出来聆听上帝的最后审判），最后又将为国出征与为正义而战混搅在一起，因而在理解上确实会发生一定的麻烦！但即使是这样，译者认为，仍将不致妨碍对全篇大意的一个总的把握；3. 这里面的一切“动作”都只是纯想象性的、譬喻性的，而非实际上发生过的。

⑦ Balaclava：地名，位于东南欧克里米亚半岛，1854年克里米亚战争时英俄双方曾激战于此。

⑧ Curtius：罗马传说中英雄。据说罗马市中心曾出现断裂处，有预言说，唯有英雄人物跳入，裂口方能重合，Curtius乃毅然投入，裂缝果然重合，终于给该市重新带来安宁。

⑨ the Valley of the Shadow of Death：意为extreme affliction，特指人死前弥留之际的痛苦；在本文中作者仅是泛用其意，不仅限于前述之有限时刻。这个语句出自《圣经·诗篇》23首。

⑩ the Derby：每年在英国中部德比市的Epsom downs镇照例举行之赛马会。

⑪ the deified Caligula：罗马十二帝中之第三帝，在位期间37—41 A. D. 。他是有名的罗马暴君，性乖张狂妄至于疯癫程度，生前即为自己立生祠，着民众礼拜，并自封为神，卒为部下所杀。

⑫ Baiæ bay：即意大利那不勒斯海湾。

⑬ the sheet：帆脚索。过去帆船时代船帆底部用以变化其张力与位置的绳索。

⑭ martinet：军纪官。

⑮ landsman：non-sailor。未出过海的人或对海上航行外行的人。

⑯ Job，Omar Khayyám，Thomas Carlyle，Walt Whitman：Job，约伯，圣经中人物，一生灾难重重，茹苦含辛而仍对上帝忠坚不贰的宗教领袖，旧约中有《约伯书》一卷记载其事。Omar Khayyám，峩默·卡耶姆（1048—1122），波斯诗人、数学家与天文学家，所著《鲁拜集》为世界名著。Thomas Carlyle （1795—1881），英国作家、历史学家。Walt Whitman （1819—1892），美国诗人，《草叶集》作者。

⑰ vapor，show，same stuff with dreams：vapor见《新约·雅各书》4章14节。show见《旧约·传道书》中的一些章节。same stuff with dreams见莎士比亚《暴风雨》4幕1场。

⑱ the Commander's statue：一军人雕像的故事出自西班牙中世纪民间传说，较完整地载录于法国大喜剧作家莫里哀的《唐璜》。大致内容为：剧中主人公唐璜为传统故事中的风流贵族，罪孽恶少，平日奸骗少女的无数勾当且不说，另外还不敬神。一日过某广场，对其中一军人雕像复有嘲弄行为，戏请雕像去其家赴宴。当夜，雕像果然前往叩其门，致使唐璜惊悸而死。

⑲ We have something else in hand：这里的something else指的是——爱生、勇敢、乐观、积极、向上等等，而有了这些，一个人也就不怕死神的叩门。

⑳ Bath-chair：巴斯疗养院所用的一种轮椅。巴斯为英国西南部一城市名，其地以温泉著名，为疗养与避寒胜地。

㉑ our respected lexicographer：即英国18世纪大文豪与辞典家Samuel Johnson。

㉒ Highland：指苏格兰。

㉓ bound with triple brass，这是此词第一次（也是唯一的一次）在本文中出现。关于这点请参阅前面第一条注释，不另注。

㉔ twenty-seven individual cups of tea：二十七杯茶水似不难理解，无非指一天之中去的地方极多，致出现敬茶的杯数与次数也均极多！这里值得稍注意的是individual这个词，所以译文这里出现的是——“那一杯杯的…”的译法。

㉕ and he has at：have at，意为attack；即在向着…进攻，对…发起进攻。

㉖ “A peerage or Westminster Abbey！” cried Nelson：这句话是英国海军统帅纳尔逊在与法军在尼罗河上作战前一日与其部下军官们讲的，说话时纳尔逊还仅是子爵。事见英诗人罗伯特·骚塞所著《纳尔逊传》第五章。

㉗ quibbling：作者指他上面所写文字，显属自嘲性语言。

㉘ And even if death catch people，... laying out vast projects ...：这里句子的关键是catch people laying，它的结构是catch+代词（宾格）+动词原型+ing（甚至可再加这个动词原型的很长的宾语，如本句），而它的意思则是，“你肯定抓不到我会干……”。这个结构甚至可简化至“catch me！”，意为“no fear of my doing that”。一般来说，只有知道并记住这个，这类英文句子才能得到正确理解。但这里的复杂性在于，作者Stevenson此处竟故意实用其字面意思
 ！并且在laying后又用了那么长的宾语，这样便容易把人头脑搅糊涂。

㉙ they should be at once tripped up and silenced：这里有两点该注意：（1）they前应读入and therefore；（2）这一小段话的口吻仍是“死亡”或死神的。

㉚ had this sort of ... in their eye：即拙译中的“自指”的意思。

㉛ the mallet and chisel：指下葬前钉棺木时所用的工具。

㉜ 全文的这最后一大段的确是从各个方面讲都十分奇特和不平凡的一个段落：它是奇语警句连续不断精彩迭出纷呈的文字，是豪情胜慨雄心壮志毫不掩饰的文字，是思想感情异常激动的文字，同时更是自涉最多的自我写照，极其生动而形象地预示了自己的未来；它是自白、自述、自况、自喻，也是自期、自许、自是、自雄（“顾盼自雄”中的那个自雄），但这一切让人读来却并无丝毫夸张造作的感觉，原因是这一切都是据其生平实况而写成，字字句句都是真实不假的血泪所写成。在作者全部的十六七年的写作生涯当中，疾苦病痛甚至缠绵病榻的时间即占了不下十三四年，这样的艰苦写作经历在整个文学史上也是罕见的。





19世纪后期，英国散文进入了它的低潮，质量呈现颓势，文风上也往往欠佳，不是写得过于累赘臃肿，缺乏剪裁意识，就是太嫌简单平直，忽略形式自觉。正是针对这种倒退，Stevenson作了力矫其失的努力，目的在使形式的重要性重新得到人们的认识，并以其具体实践为英语的写作树立了榜样，至少在散文方面使之具有更多的艺术性与形式美，这些在上述的那个末段中可说得到了最典型的体现。另外在表现手段上也显得更繁复多样，新奇丰富了。


死生之际（原名“三重甲”）

罗伯特·路易斯·史蒂文森

死亡所带给人的变化是无可挽回的，其性质是那么尖损和绝情，其后果又是那么可怖和可悲，因此这事在人的全部经历中确实最为独特，堪称世上无双。其它事故不幸都不能与之相比，原因是，这是带了结性的。它的到来也各式各样：有的突如其来，仿佛匪徒袭身，令人猝不及防，有的则会拖延相当时日，类似攻城拔寨，数年始下。不过一旦这事结束，其家属必将给弄得焦头烂额，惨不忍睹；友情之衣的挂钉既已拔掉，一切也就因为无从附丽而云消星散。于是，空座荒径孤枕独眠等也自是意料中事。不仅如此，死亡在收人时还不干脆利落，一次取净，而总是要给你留下点残余，留下点既恼人又伤心而且很快就变得难耐的东西，非得迅速把它除掉不行。这时一幅幅惊心动魄的惨景异象，远自古埃及的金字塔，下迄欧洲中世纪时的种种绞台刑架等就会不绝浮现眼前。另外连最不上讲究的穷汉临到出殡时也会搞点排场铺张；最不值得纪念的平庸角色也会在他的坟头享有块纪念墓碑；而且为了对我们的亡友旧爱所留下的这唯一遗物在悼念上有所表示，我们还必须不顾一切亲去执绋送葬，把那全套陈旧礼俗谨守奉行到可笑的地步，比如让殡仪馆人员从家门口列队出发即是其一。所有这一切，乃至诸如此类的更多荒唐，再辅之以文人笔下的种种谀墓滥调，遂使人类的乖谬可笑益发不可收拾；不仅如此，这种透顶荒唐还进一步在哲学书里被论证得具体翔实，逻辑严明，好像煞有介事似的；但现实生活的奔波忙碌毕竟不容人去更多细想，因而也就往往还来不及在行动上去铸成太大的错误。

实际的情况是，虽说死的前景这类事情在提起来时最容易让人着怕，也最不敢高声议论，但换个安生环境，人的行动却又绝少受到“它”的多大影响。我们都听说过，南美洲那里有不少城镇就是沿着火山边上建起的，而且还听说，处此非常地带，当地居民照样能够安居乐业，对那凛乎可怖的环境没有丝毫感觉，其欢快心情几不亚于英国的美丽郊野农民。于是就在这头顶桃金娘木，处处情歌软语、酒酣耳热的一片欢笑声中，人们脚下的整个地基却都颤动摇晃起来，山脉的经络窾窍全都咆哮吼叫起来，而且不定哪一阵子，便将一声轰鸣，连屋带人，齐飞上天，将那作乐人群及其筵席，永远埋在地下。在两种人的眼里，那太年轻的和太老迈的，这幅图景看起来实在有股难以言说的鲁莽不顾命的味道。很难想象，一对体面夫妇，那种一出门便雨伞刻不离身的规矩人家，竟然能有胃口安享这里的酒宴，尽管这里和火山口还有着相当一段距离。这种时候即使最平淡的日常生活也会沾染上几分穷奢极侈的色彩，如果它和那灾祸区近在咫尺；甚至连天天离不开的乳酪色拉这时也会食之无味，除非是故意做给造物者看，和他较劲。这里本来就不适人居，只除了两类人：一是那终生沉浸在诵经斋戒的高僧隐士，二是那些不分昼夜只知以酒消愁的天生浪荡家伙。

然而当我们静下来细想一下的话，上面南美公民的这种情况比起人类的普遍处境却又将显得微不足道。我们的这座宇宙，由于它本身便时时刻刻盲目而飞速地运行在与其它亿万个同类情形但是其运行方向相反的别的宇宙共处的一个过度拥挤的有限空间，这样一旦发生碰撞，它就会像只爆竹那样，咝的一下，烟消火灭。再比如，人的躯体及其全部器官，如果从病理学的角度观之，除了一满口袋危险炸药，又能是什么呢？其中的一星半点对人的整个机体的威胁之大丝毫也不亚于一艘船上的火药库对于该艘舰船；甚至连我们平日的一呼一吸一饮一酌的这类细事都难保不曾把我们的某一或更多器官推向危险境地。假如我们确实就是像一些哲人所声称的那样，对生命这一抽象概念那么奉若神明，假如我们就是像一些哲人所断言的那样，对那行将结束一切的那种突变真的几乎怕得要死，那么当那号角已经满天齐鸣，怎么还不见有人闻声而投入战斗——君不见，启航的蓝旌早已猎猎桅顶，难道仍然没人肯登舟出海？试想一下吧（如其上述哲学家们所言不妄），我们又该以何等的一副思想准备抖擞精神去迎战这个每天都在的餐桌危险，这个比历史上任何一个战场都更可怕的致命死地，因为我们相当一部分先人的骸骨就都曾抛弃在那里！另外照此说法，世上还会再有女人甘心被诱骗到婚姻殿堂，一个比怒海狂澜还更险恶的地方？再有一个人如果一天天老了又当如何？因为，明摆着的事实，在经过相当一段路程之后，我们在人生之路每多走一步，我们都将发现我们脚下的冰层就变得更薄，而走在我们周围和后面的同龄人已经陆续走了进去。等到一个人已经完全活过了七十而还在活着，这本身就是十足的奇迹一桩，而当他将那一把老骨头拖上床铺之后，极有可能他明早就再见不着天日。那么这些老人心里不在意吗？并不，一点也不。说实在的，他们真是过得不能再快活了。他们会照旧每晚聚集到一起，喝上一通掺水的烈酒，讲上一阵乡土味最足的笑话；他们还会听到某个同龄者或更小些的人的死讯，这时他们不但不把它当成不吉利的警示，反而会十分天真地心头窃喜，深幸自己再次活过了某个别人；而当一阵小风也会使这支淌满蜡滴的残烛奄忽熄灭，轻微的一跤也会把这副脆弱的骨骼摔个散架，这时这么一颗衰老的心脏还会安然无恙，毫无畏惧之感，而且还会在一个人的有生之年，欢声笑语不断地活了下去，因而相比之下，那巴拉克拉瓦谷地也就算得上个安全平静地方，跟一个星期天的野外板球场也差不许多。说实在，如果单就危险一点而论，当年柯蒂乌斯猛投地缝的壮举是否便比一个九秩老翁脱衣上床的行动更要英勇果敢到如何地步，这事也还大大值得人去寻思。

的确，这是一个值得认真玩味的大问题：人类在沿着死神阴影之谷向前驱驰的时候往往是何等一副无牵无挂的快活心情。其实整个这一条路都是榛莽塞途，陷阱重重，而其终点，对那些深惧这最后一步的人，更是那永劫不复的彻底毁灭。但我们呢却将一个不剩地匆匆飞奔其地，仿佛一群群前去德比的欢乐观众。或许看客们还记得那位已被封神的卡里古拉的超级趣闻：他曾诱骗那众多假日游客齐集巴亚海湾上的一座桥梁上面，而正当这些人个个玩得兴高采烈、热闹得不可开交之际，猛然间，但见伏兵四起，一哄而前，把那批游客悉数抛进海里。其实这正是上天虐人（这个短命族类）的一幅绝妙的缩影。所不同的是，我们所享用的这顿野餐，至少在未撤下去之前，竟是何等的丰盛多样，再有我们所终将被（上帝的面容惨淡的禁卫军士兵）丢进去的那个海洋又是多么的更加广阔无边，根本不容你游到对岸！

我们的一生也就像火柴的一亮；我们砰的一声打开了啤酒瓶子，但就在这一瞬间我们已经被地震吞噬。这难道不是太奇怪了吗，太不相称了吗，也太让人难以置信了吗（按人的语言所可能具有的最充分的意义来说），如果我们对一瓶啤酒竟是这么重视，而对那吞噬人的地震反倒不当回事？对人生的热爱与对死亡的惧怕这一对无人不知的话语现在反而变得越想越不明白了。一件尽人皆知的情况是，水上的绝大部分航难都是完全可以避免得了的，如果船上的人能亲手把握着那帆脚索而不是把它拴死在什么上头；可事实上呢，除了真正水手出身的“军纪官”或者早被吓破了胆的“旱鸭子”，我们上帝的每个子民恐怕都只会把它一拴了事。这实在是在死亡面前太满不在乎和好充硬汉了！

我们常好用一些玄学名词把自己搅得乱糟糟的，这些引入到日常谈话，冠冕堂皇，但却不是地方。我们其实并不真懂得死是什么，除了它的一些细节以及它对别人的某些后果影响；再有，虽说我们对生活（living）还稍有几分经验，但世上还没有哪个人能在抽象功夫上飞跃到那样的高度，以致能对生命
 （life）这个词的意义作出一点稍切实际的窥测。人类的全部文学，从老约伯到卡耶姆，从卡莱尔到惠特曼，无非是想对人的状况的观察能尽量从大处着眼，以便帮助我们将对生活（living）的思虑上升到对生命（life）的界定。我们的古圣先贤也都是竭尽其所能向我们提出了他们最满意的答案，比如说人生是雨雾，是演戏，是用和梦同样的材料制成的，等等。至于哲学，那更严格意义上的哲学，更是多少世代以来便一直没有中断过这项工作；于是乎，就在这个问题曾被那无数的光秃头脑摇来晃去地研究了千回万遍之后，在计数不清的文字被连篇累牍无止无休地写进了堆积如山的枯燥糊涂卷帙之后，哲学终于能够不无得色地将其在这个问题上的研究成果漂漂亮亮地捧献在我们面前：生命是<bd>感觉的永恒的可能性</bd>。了不起的研究成果啊！只是谁会喜爱上它？一个人可以非常喜爱牛肉，或喜爱打猎，或喜爱上个女人，但却肯定不会，完全不会，喜爱上那个感觉的永恒的可能性！他可以惧怕悬崖峭壁，惧怕牙科医生，惧怕一个手持棍棒的大个仇人，甚至一名殡仪馆的人员，但却绝对不会惧怕那抽象的死亡。我们还会对生命这个词在其一连串的意义上大耍文字游戏，直到最后我们也要腻味了；我们也尽可以把世上的哲学全都拉来给我们的辩论帮腔助阵，只是有一件事实却始终不容改变——我们并不热爱生命，就其人人都特别关心的那个词义维护
 生命这点而言；或者更确切地说，我们都完全不热爱生命，而只热爱生活。即使那最不把生命当回事的人的看法当中也难免会有几分审慎的因素，另外也不会有人把他的一双目光完全盯住在他的死期。不过虽说我们对好多事物都有着一份好的期盼，比如好身体、好天气、好酒类、好职务、好姻缘乃至好的自我评语，等等，但这一切期盼全加起来也还远远抵不上人生的全部可能性及其问题的一个哪怕很简略的概观；另方面也未必那些对上述一切特别萦心系念的人便对他们一己的安危特别牵肠挂肚。对于我们生存环境中的种种意外变故时刻深切关注，对于人生经历这个繁富结构的一腔浓烈兴趣反而会使一个人不顾安全措施，奋其孤勇，以冒不测。说起对生活的热爱，那种长索一条便要在阿尔卑斯山间绳渡而过的勇士，或者高高兴兴驱车直上栅栏陡壁的猎手，如若比起连走路吃饭也要计程定量，以免引起违和欠安的那些善于养生的人士，真不知要强胜十倍百倍。

在这个问题上，下述两方面人士所发的不少议论都可谓是卑琐无聊之极：那些惯爱传播否定性言论的神学家最好把人的一生还原成一条送葬之路这么一个简单过程，短暂到太不近情理；另一方偏好宣扬悲观论调的不敬神者又常把坟墓认作人的追求目标，仿佛那个世界竟辽远得遥遥无期。但是不拘哪一方面，当他们拉近椅子准备进餐时，难道不该不时地为他自己平日的那番表现感到有几分赧颜！说实在，一顿美餐、一瓶好酒完全是对在这个问题上的最标准的著作的一个最有力的回击。当人的一颗心被他的佳肴美酒熏得暖洋洋的时候，他的全套诡辩早已忘得一干二净，一腔思绪也不觉飘飘乎至那美艳如花的迷人境界。说不定死神也许此刻已经前来叩门，恰如一位军人的那尊雕像所曾做过的那样；可我们的手里，感谢上帝，却还另有他物，因而也就有恃无恐，所以那门就凭他敲去好了。天上的丧钟正在满世价地敲着。满世价地和每时每刻地都会有人正同他的熟人作最后告别，带着全部病况或喜庆向人告别。对于你我当然也是同样，那圈套已经设下了。但我们对生的眷恋竟是如此强烈，因而对死之恐惧也就无暇多顾。生命在我们来说始终就是一次蜜月，而且为期不长；所以说如果我们把自己的全部心灵赶紧去献给我们的那位光彩照人的可爱新娘，去献给名声荣誉、兴味爱好、那渴望求知的好奇心智和能够放眼自然的无穷机趣以及对自己的灵活肢体的一番踌躇满志的心情；请问我们这样去做又有何不对！

我们对上面提到的感觉（sensations）一事倒也颇表赞赏，但论到要对可能性的永恒性产生多大的好感，那恐怕就非得等一个人的头发全都掉光，知觉也变得十分迟钝的时候，才办得到。不管我们把生命看作是一条最后只能碰壁的死巷——或者如法国人所说的那样，一只走不出去的口袋，不管把它想成一间接待大厅，还是一座体育场馆，以便人们可以在此或者坐以待时，轮流碰运，或者加紧锻炼，以迎大任；不管我们在有关人生的虚幻或短暂等问题上是在教堂的布道坛上如何声色俱厉地呜呼喊叫它一番，还是在一些不虔敬的小诗卷中嘟囔埋怨上几句；也不管我们是如何奢望不高只求岁岁平安健康；还是已将坐上巴斯轮椅只待下步就是那柩车；但是且不管这每一种乃至这一切的见解与处境各自为何，那结论只可能是一条：堵住你的耳朵，以免被那骇人的喧嚣乱了方寸，然后便沿着那条已设下的跑道一心一意地向前冲吧。说到一想起死亡便马上会引起心惊肉跳畏缩情绪这件事来，恐怕我们所敬仰的大辞典家比我们谁都更厉害；可我们知道这类顾虑却很少影响到他的具体行动，很少限制了他的聪明作为与矫健步伐，而且在谈论起人生这类话题时他的一副语调又是何等的清新活泼。已经是迟暮之年，他还是踏上了他高地之旅的途程；他的一颗心，在三重铜甲的护卫下，并不曾被那一杯杯（而且某日竟多达二十七杯）的茶水所吓退。既然智与勇乃是一名有识之士最值得培养的两种品质，因此智的第一宗要义便是对人世间个人际遇的无常具有相当的认识，而勇的第一宗要义便是明知一切如此而丝毫不为所惧。一具坦率的襟怀，一副稍嫌冒失的气度，对未来的一切既不顾虑多端，对过去的种种也不悲切过度，这样的一个人便可谓是武装齐备，能够登上这个世界的途程。

而且不仅是一个能防身自卫的武备精良的战士，他还将是一位公众的益友、社会的良民。我们从不到一个怯懦者那里去乞讨慈悲，胆小怕事只会使人的手段更加残酷；只有那种对他自己的一条贱命全不在意的人才有可能空出时间来为他人想想。一位一度颇有名气的药剂专家，出门走路必需马口铁鞋，日常进食只饮低温牛奶，他每天的工作量必须充分斟酌他肠胃的消化情况而定。一旦审慎稳重像阴暗的霉菌那样在一个人的头脑里萌生滋长起来，这时它的第一反应便是麻痹不仁，一切慷慨举动绝迹。这名罹病的人就会在精神上开始呈现萎缩；他逐渐追求起客厅里受调控的恒温，而这时他道德上的标准也即是那铁鞋与温奶的标准。当一个人对他自己的这副值钱的身心的护持珍摄达到了这样一种全神贯注不容分心的程度，这时外面世界的全部喧嚣就会变得越来越稀薄微弱，完全进入不了这个受调控的恒温客厅，而那双马口铁鞋无论遇到的是雨是血都会直蹚过去，面不改色。不走正道就是在使自己僵化；而一个顾虑的散播者到头来只会是原地不动，一事无成。但是如果一个人在思想上能够以诚待人坦率直爽，在头脑上又能迅捷无比随机应变，如果他竟能对他自己的生命作如下看法，即敢于贸然对之利用而不问成败，欣然拿去冒险而不顾死活，这时他就会对他身边的世界别有一番新解，就会使他的周身脉搏迅疾健旺，而且愈跑愈快，直到后来，只要不是窜进一片野火，终有一天他会蓦地腾空而起，化为天上星宿。主啊，照顾照顾他的身体吧，主啊，关心关心他的灵魂吧——他会这么祈祷道；而此刻他正对准那要路津发起猛攻，正在冲击着一切樊篱桎梏艰难险阻，向着他的目的地火速进军。死亡正戈矛相向，四面八方把他团团围住（正像他也正时时刻刻不离我们的周围），种种危机险象环生迭起，将他紧紧困住；他的那些不大则声的亲友也正徘徊屏营在衢路之侧，满怀悲恻地窃窃私议，深感对他无可奈何：可是他呢，他对这一切又何尝有过半点担忧？由于他是一个对生活具有真正热爱的人，一个内心之中充满着闯劲和活力的人，因此他将会像任何一名别的军人那样和在任何一场别的惊心动魄的殊死战役中那样，以其高速，跑完全程，不达目的，绝不休止。“要么公侯，要么大寺！”这便是纳尔逊当年那种稚气不改的豪迈坦率！这当然是过高的奢求了，非常人所敢想望；其实一般人所追求的不过是能过上个平常生活，能正常从事他的一行一业，而只是为了这个，而不是多高的要求，每个国家里的勇敢实干的人们才把那一切蒺藜芒刺等危险之物坚决踩在脚下，才把那碍人前进的谨小慎微迅速跨越抛弃。请想想约翰逊的那番豪情壮慨吧，想想他在编纂大辞典工作上的那副非凡的超脱气派吧，亦即明知一生的时间几乎不够但却锲而不舍终于胜利完成的那种精神！试问一个人如果过于精明，对一切考虑得过于复杂，难道他还肯干一件比寄个明信片更复杂一点的事吗？谁还敢再尝试什么系列小说，如果说连萨克雷、狄更斯都曾在这上面败下阵来？谁还能找到信心勇气再生活下去，如果这个人满脑子里转悠的只是死亡、死亡？

可说到头来，上面的一通絮絮置辩、哓哓不休又将会是何等的脆弱和无力啊！只把一切生活的问题全丢弃在一间有着恒温的客厅——好像那还不是已经死去过百回千回，而且一死就是十年！好像那还不是在一个人的有生之年就已死去，甚至连那免死的悲惨待遇都还享受不到！好像那还不是一边儿在死，一边儿还在自充其可怜变化的一名耐心的观察人员！不错，<bd>永恒的可能性</bd>被保存了下来，但那些感觉却被丢得远远，仿佛一张底片被藏在暗室，给浪费掉了。说到浪费，一个人的健康宁可被败家子拿去胡浪费掉也不能让守财奴去死守着它而空耗掉。一个人努力去活而被累死也比在病房里天天等死要强得多。所以说，无论如何开始你的那部大著吧，即使医生已明告了你再活不过一年，甚至连一个月都不保险；且别说这些，只管向前来个猛冲吧，然后看看一周之内你竟能完成多少。我们对有益劳动的尊重不应只限于那已完成的制作。一个意在完成某项事业的人，其精神已经从他身上焕发出来，这样即使赍志而没，也必浩气长存。一个矢志留下良好业绩的人便已经留下了这个，尽管过早的逝世使他未暇对之正式签署。每一颗跳动得强有力而欢快的心脏都会在他身后留下一股兴冲冲的驱动力，足以完善人类的原有传统。即使死亡就像个公开的陷阱那样，抓走人的时间就在他们的事业中途，而罪名也无非是，他们的设计搞得过大，地基打得过深，希望抱得过奢和满口的语言辞令夸张过甚，因而必须立即拿下，以息邪说而正视听，云云。但试问这样一个结局当中就再没有半点令人为之感愤怵惕激昂奋发的高贵品质了吗？难道说那投海跳崖惊涛四溅气干云天的英烈壮举就不比匍匐至一沙嘴汀渚而卒不免一死的龌龊情况更高出许多了吗？古希腊人有句隽语：神爱的人早夭；我听到这话时总不免认为，这实亦即是说这话的人的自指。其实，不论在什么年纪死亡把人攫走，他都可以说是早夭。可死亡从来便从人心中弄不走半点欺诓的幻象。正当生命烈如火炽之时，翘首企足于存在峰巅的他，只需凌霄一跃，便已登上了另一世界。当那槌头錾子的杂音还未从耳根消净，喇叭号角的咽鸣尚在嘹亮飘空，正是当此时刻，伴着身后片片的耀目祥云，这个吉星高照、意气非凡的精魂早已光焰一道，风驰电掣般地驶入了那缥缈仙乡。


3 Impressions and Comments （Ⅰ）①


Henry Havelock Ellis

1）Two Styles of Writing

There seem to be two extreme and opposed styles of writing：the liquid style that flows and the bronze or marmoreal②
 style that is moulded or carved. Thus there is in English the style of Jeremy Taylor and Newman and Ruskin，and there is the style of Bacon and Landor and Pater③
 ，the lyrically-impetuous men and the artistically-deliberate men.

One may even say that a whole language may fall into one or the other of these two groups，according to the temper of the people which created it. There is the Greek tongue，for instance，and there is the Latin tongue. Greek is the embodiment of the fluent speech that runs or soars，the speech of a people which could not help giving winged feet to its god of art. Latin is the embodiment of the weighty and consecrated speech which is hammered and pressed and polished into the shape of its perfection，as the ethically-minded Romans believed that the soul also should be wrought. Virgil④
 said that he licked his poems into shape as a she-bear licks her cubs，and Horace⑤
 ，the other supreme literary artist of Rome，compared the writing of poems to working in bronze. No Greek could have said these things. Whether Plato or Aristophanes⑥
 or even Thucydides⑦
 ，the Greek's feet touched the earth，touched it lovingly，though it might only be with the pressure of a toe，but there were always wings to his feet，he was always the embodiment of all that he symbolised in Hermes⑧
 . The speech of the Greek flies，but the speech of the Roman sinks. The Roman's word in art，as in life，was still⑨
 gravitas
 ⑩
 ，and he contrived to infuse a shade of contempt into the word levis
 ⑪
 . With the inspired Greek we rise，with the inspired Roman we sink. With the Greek poet，it may be any poet of the Anthology⑫
 ，I am uplifted，I am touched by the breath of rapture. But if it is a Latin poet — Lucretius⑬
 or Catullus⑭
 ，the quintessential Latin poets — I am hit by something pungent and poignant （they are really the same word，one notes，and that a Latin word）which pierces the flesh and sinks into the heart.

One resents the narrow and defective intelligence of the spirit⑮
 embodied in Latin，its indifference to Nature，its refusal to hallow the freedom and beauty and gaiety of things，its ever-recurring foretaste of Christianity⑯
 . But one must not refuse to recognise the superb and eternal morality of that spirit，whether in language or in life. It consecrates struggle，the conquest of brute matter，the perpetual and patient effort after perfection. So Rome is an everlasting challenge to the soul of Man，and the very stones of its city the mightiest of inspirations.

2）The Delight of Mirrors

Is not a certain aloofness essential to our vision of the Heaven of Art⑰
 ？

As I write I glance up from time to time at the open door of a schoolhouse，and am aware of a dim harmony of soft，rich，deep color and atmosphere framed by the doorway and momentarily falling into a balanced composition，purified of details by obscurity，the semblance of a Velasquez⑱
 . Doors and windows and gateways vouchsafe to us perpetually the vision of a beauty apparently remote from the sphere of our sorrow，and the impression of a room as we gaze into it from without through the window is more beautiful than when we move within it. Every picture，the creation of the artist's eye and hand，is a vision seen through a window.

It is the delight of mirrors that they give something of the same impression as I receive from the schoolhouse doorway. In music-halls⑲
 ，and restaurants，and other places where large mirrors hang on the walls，we may constantly be entranced by the lovely and shifting pictures of the commonplace things which they chance to frame. In the atmosphere of mirrors there always seems to be a depth and tone which eludes us in the actual direct vision. Mirrors cut off sections of the commonplace real world and hold them aloof from us in a sphere of beauty. From the days of the Greeks and Etruscans⑳
 to the days of Henri de Regnier㉑
 a peculiar suggestion of æsthetic loveliness has thus always adhered to the mirror. The most miraculous of pictures created by man，“Las Meninas，”㉒
 resembles nothing so much as the vision momentarily floated on a mirror. In this world we see “as in a glass darkly，” said St. Paul，and he might have added that in so seeing we see more and more beautifully than we can ever hope to see “face to face.”㉓


There is sometimes even more deliciously the same kind of lovely attraction in the reflection of lakes and canals，and languid rivers and the pools of fountains. Here reality is mirrored so faintly and tremulously，so brokenly，so as it seems evanescently，that the simplest things may be purged and refined into suggestions of exquisite beauty. Again and again some scene of scarcely more than commonplace charm seen from some bridge at Thetford㉔
 ，or by some canal at Delft㉕
 ，some pond in Moscow — imprints itself on the memory for ever，because one chances to see it under the accident of fit circumstance reflected in the water.

Still more mysterious，still more elusive，still more remote are the glorious visions of the external world which we may catch in a polished copper bowl，as in crystals and jewels and the human eye. Well might Böhme㉖
 among the polished pots of his kitchen receive intimation of the secret light of the Universe.

In a certain sense there is more in the tremulously faint and far reflection of a thing than there is in the thing itself. The dog who preferred the reflection of his bone in the water to the bone itself，though from a practical point of view he made a lamentable mistake，was æsthetically justified. No “orb，” as Tennyson㉗
 said，is a “perfect star” while we walk therein. Aloofness is essential to the Beatific Vision㉘
 . If we entered its portals Heaven would no longer be Heaven.






【注释】


① Impressions and Comments
 （Ⅰ），系作者1914年出版的一本杂文集［此后尚有其（Ⅱ）、（Ⅲ）两集］。

② marmoreal：marble（大理石；云石）一词的形容词。

③ Jeremy Taylor等六人：此六人均为17至19世纪间英国散文作家，其生平与著作特点都不难从一般英国文学史中得其梗概，故此处不详注。有兴趣者亦可参阅拙译《英国散文精选》中有关篇章的注释（仅Landor除外，译者未选译过他的作品）。再有这种分类，也只是个大概说法，且系作者一己之见，未必十分惬当或全面，读者在这点上似无需过于认真。不过这种提法也自有其一定的新意。

④ Virgil：（70—19 B. C.）罗马诗人，代表作《伊尼亚得》12卷，为歌颂其国家之史诗，此外其《牧歌》亦有名。

⑤ Horace：（65—8 B. C.）罗马诗人，因Virgil之举荐而蜚声远近，平生著作甚夥。

⑥ Aristophanes：（440—380 B. C.）希腊喜剧诗人，剧作中讽刺性极强。

⑦ Thucydides：（460？—400？B. C.）希腊历史学家，兼以文名著称。

⑧ Hermes：希腊神话中的商神，兼任宙斯与诸神的传信使。

⑨ still：这里用其旧义，作always解。

⑩ gravitas
 ：拉丁语，意为重量；沉重。

⑪ levis
 ：拉丁语，意为轻；轻飘。

⑫ the Anthology：公元1世纪时编订的古希腊短诗总集，所收录概不下两三千篇，诗作者达数百人。

⑬ Lucretius：（99—55 B. C.）罗马哲理诗人，所作长篇诗《物性论》极有名。

⑭ Catullus：（87？—54 B. C.）罗马诗人，以善于抒情著名。

⑮ intelligence of the spirit：请注意拙译将此极不好翻译的词语在译文中作了带合并性的表达，以缓解理解上的困难。

⑯ its ever-recurring foretaste：从这话不难看出，这位极具近代意识的作者Ellis对西方基督教的一定的看法（不满的看法）。

⑰ our vision of ...：vision一词在本文中曾出现过六七次，而此词在译文中也出现过多种译法，看来vision也属于无法译的词语之一。

⑱ a Velasquez：一幅Velasquez的画作。Velasquez（1599？—1660），西班牙著名画家，曾任宫廷画师，画风沉静严肃，委婉含蓄而有风致。

⑲ music-halls：此词在美国为音乐厅，但在英国则仅指杂耍剧场；在本文中则显系指的后者。

⑳ Etruscans：曾于公元前5世纪生活于意大利Etruria地区的民众，亦即Etruscans（伊图利亚人）。

㉑ Henri de Regnier：（1864— ）法国诗人与小说家，作品以堂皇而富含蓄的风格著称。

㉒ “Las Meninas”：西班牙语，在英语里作“The Maids of Honor”（《侍女图》），为Velasquez的杰作之一。

㉓ “as in a glass”，said St. Paul ...至句末：关于St. Paul，见《说闲》一文篇中注。“as in a glass”与“face to face”见《新约·哥林多前书》8章11—12节（I Corinthians [image: ]
 ，11-12），那话是，“When I was a child，I spake as a child，I understood as a child，I thought as a child：But when I became a man I put away childish things. For now we see through a glass，darkly；but then face to face：...”

㉔ Thetford：英国城镇名，地傍Little Ouse（河名），距离Cambridge近百里。

㉕ Delft：荷兰南部海牙市附近的城镇名。

㉖ Böhme：（1575—1624）日耳曼一名著名的theosophist与mystic（通灵术士与神秘主义者），亦即号称或自谓通过冥思默想等手法而能通神灵得天启的半仙式人物。

㉗ Tennyson：即Alfred Tennyson （1809—1892），英国大诗人，曾被任桂冠诗人，封男爵。

㉘ Beatific Vision：a glimpse of the glory of Heaven。





这两则随笔都写得很有情致与诗意，而且富于智慧，属于这位心理学大家的一点闲笔剩墨。这位作者除心理学方面的成就外，又是希、罗文学的专家与西欧古今文化思想的研究者，其代表作The Dance of Life
 可说是近代文化史研究方面的一部classic，书中泛论了欧洲古今文化思想的特征与发展变迁，语言也相当不错，具有一定的文学价值（甚至即是文学作品）。


杂评二则

亨利·哈夫洛克·埃利斯

1）两种风格

看来这世上就存在着两种各趋一端和相互对立的不同的写作风格：那行云流水般的液体性风格与浇铸镌刻般的金石质风格。因此在英国文学中遂一方面出现过杰雷米·泰勒、纽曼与罗斯金的风格，而另一方面又出现过培根、兰多尔与裴德的风格，既有过在抒情上炽烈激切的作者，也有过在艺术上刻意求工的作者。

以上的话，甚至可适用于一个国家的整体语言，它们无一不曾依据其创制者的各自民族气质而分别隶属于这两大类型中之一或另一。举例来说，世上既会有希腊语这样的语言，也会有拉丁语这样的语言。希腊语是那种能疾走能高飞的流利语言的化身，是其使用的民族不能不把那带翼的双脚赠予其艺术之神的那样一种语言。拉丁语则是那种更厚重更圣洁的语言的化身，这种语言总是要百般锤炼，反复琢磨，以期达到其完美的型范，正如伦理观念极强的罗马人的那种高尚痴念，甚至认为连人的灵魂也得重铸。维吉尔就说过，他每将其诗作吮舐至成形，恰如一只母狼之舔吻其幼崽，而贺拉斯，罗马之另一位文坛宗匠，也曾把作诗比作雕刻铜器。没有一个希腊人会讲出这种话。柏拉图也好，亚里斯多芬也好，甚至休斯底得斯也好，希腊人的一双脚也是触摸着大地的，深情地触摸着它，虽说也常只是那足尖的轻轻一触，但他的脚下却总是带翼生风的，总是他所图示化了的赫尔墨斯的全部形象的一个化身。希腊人的语言是飞升的，但罗马人的语言则是下沉的。罗马人在艺术上所用的词语，也正如在生活上那样，总是难免显得gravitas
 （沉重），而罗马人也就曾有意地把一定的轻蔑贬义输入进那个levis
 （轻）里去。遇到天才的希腊人，我们将随着他而飞升，遇到天才的罗马人，我们会跟着他而下沉。遇到希腊诗人，不拘那部《总集》中的任何一位，我们都会因深受那里气息的感染而意境大进，而神魂激越。但是如果是一名拉丁诗人——卢克里修斯或卡图鲁斯，这类典型拉丁诗人——那我就会仿佛突受一击，那pungent（尖锐的）和poignant（痛楚的）的一击（而其实pungent与poignant原是一词，而且都是从拉丁文里来的），并进而穿身入体，直逼心脏。

人们往往会对下述情形多所不满：即体现于拉丁语的总的精神中所代表着的那种狭隘的与有缺陷的智力；那种对自然、对美和对欢乐从未焕发出过热情与崇敬表示的冷漠态度；那种时时刻刻都在预兆着基督教之将至的不吉忧虑。但是我们却不可以因此而拒不承认这种精神中的卓越而永恒的道德品性，不论在语言中还是在生活中。这种精神也懂得尊重许多东西：对各类事物的斗争、对野性的自然力的征服、对一切完美的持续不懈的追求。因此罗马乃是对人的灵魂的一场永不止息的挑战，它的城头墙基的每方石块都包孕着它的最强有力的启示。

2）镜之乐

一定的间隔感不正是在帮助我们对艺术的天空的领略上不可缺少的吗？

就在我此刻动笔写作的时候，我往往会抬起头来，对一间敞着门的教室投以一瞥，于是登时察觉到仿佛是由那柔和馥郁的色泽与气氛所汇成的一种朦胧的和谐之美，它以其门廊为框架，瞬间片刻地落成一篇协调佳构，并正因其模糊而一切琐屑尽除，其结果俨然瓦拉斯喀兹的名画一帧。室门、窗户与入口处等永远能够向我们提供一种只能见诸于人的憧憬之中而又显属潇洒出尘远离忧患的美。我们对一间屋舍所形成的印象，如果是得自从它窗外的眺望，是会比我们走了进去所见到的更美妙得多。每件画作，那来自一名画师的眼与手的共同创制，正是透过一只窗口所能窥见的世上幻象。

镜子所带给人的乐趣正是那个教室门廊所带给我的那种乐趣。在杂耍场、在旅店餐馆以及其它场所，墙壁上经常张悬着巨型镜面，这时我们往往会给偶尔被圈进那框框里的许多本来平常之极但此刻却已被幻成变动不定的可爱图景所深深迷住。在这镜子的气氛中，似乎总有一种深邃与色调是我们面对面去观看一件东西时所见不到的；它已从我们的身边逸去。镜子从那凡庸现实的世界中截取去了若干横断面，然后在一个美的领域里向我们遥遥展示。远自古希腊人与伊图利亚人时代和近至我们同时代的亨利·德·瑞克尼埃之流，人们常有一个特别提法，即总爱把某种温馨之美说成是镜子所带来的。在人手所曾达到的画艺极致，和那再神奇不过的《侍女图》里，其妙处唯有那镜心所偶尔泛出的某一瞬间光景稍能得其仿佛。在这个世界上我们观看事物正犹如“镜中之窥物，多有不真切处”，圣保罗便曾这么说过，但此处他实应再补充上一句，即这么看时我们却往往能见出更多更多的美，远非“面对面”观看时所可想望。

有的时候甚至更加悦人得多的这类可爱魅力也常见之于湖泊、运河、潺湲的溪流与山泉下的池塘等的回光倒影之中。在这里上述实在之物竟被这些潋滟的镜面映衬得如此的隐约，如此的飘忽，如此的破破碎碎，如此的几乎是再难驻留，因而连最简单的事物也会经此一番荡涤而杂质去净，结果给人留下一种罕见之美。往往会有这种情形，一些平时很不入眼的普通景色——如果从泰特福的某个桥头居高观之，从戴尔弗的某处运河中流或莫斯科的什么池塘边隔水远眺——这时映入眼帘的印象却会令人永久难忘，原因是，我们只是在那波光掩映的某个情与境会的微妙瞬间而有幸凑巧见着它的。

更加诡谲莫测、更加摇曳不定、更加杳渺邈远的还有我们对外部世界的种种辉煌憧憬，而这些或许即是得之于区区一具锃亮的铜钵，正如也有可能得自某个晶体、宝石甚至人眼的瞳孔。所以那位镇日忙碌于他灶间坛坛罐罐周围的勃姆当然也就完全不愁会迎入那宇宙之光所携来的诡秘天启。

在某种意义上，一件事物的反光倒影往往是那么摇漾多姿，依稀而澹远，结果比那被映物的本身还更耐人寻味。一只对水里照见的骨头比它嘴里叼着的骨头表现出更多的喜爱的狗，虽然从实用的观点来说犯了不小的错误，但在美学上却是大有道理的。没有一个星球，正如丁尼逊说过的，是一个完美的星球，如果我们一旦走进那里面去。间隔感正是通向天上景象的途径。但如果我们真的步入天堂的大门，天堂也就不再会是天堂。


4 On Laughter①


Hilaire Belloc

I read the other day in a quotation from the letters of Lord Chesterfield②
 （I trust and hope it was from the letters）a phrase about laughter which stuck in my memory and which，therefore，I cannot give you word for word，for the memory transforms all things；and that is its proper province，seeing that Memory is the creator of legend and the maker of happiness for men，causing as she does all things to pass into a golden mist.

Well，then，as I was saying，the phrase was somewhat to this effect，‘Audible laughter is unworthy of a gentleman，for the sound of it is unpleasant and the contortion of the features ridiculous.’ I will not deceive you. I did not read this in the book itself，I saw it in a newspaper. I will not boast. But，on the other hand，I will not be hypocritically humble and pretend that I have not read the Letters of Lord Chesterfield，for I have. I bought a second-hand copy at a bookstall in an English seaport town a year ago. I took it out to sea with me：there I read the letters in the bunk of my little boat，and very good I found them. Lord Chesterfield seems to have been one of those men who worked like a carpenter to a mark. He did not bother himself with general ideas like Vauvenargues③
 ，or that pasty-faced Marcus Aurelius④
 . No，he said to himself，‘What ought I to do for this unfortunate son of mine⑤
 in his peculiar position — what advice ought I to give？’ And he gave it （in my judgment）very well and directly.

Read him on clothes in particular；he is first-rate. I recommend every illegitimate son of a very rich and pompous father to read those letters. They are of value to us all；even to those of us who are of the base，legitimate middle classes.

Well，then，that is what Lord Chesterfield said about laughing. Perhaps he himself sometimes laughed；but he did not want his illegitimate son to laugh，and that was just as well. If I choose to laugh quite loudly or ‘audibly’ （as his Lordship would have said），both at⑥
 Lord Chesterfield and his son，that is my business；but I warn you that I shall continue to do so，not only at Lord Chesterfield and his son，but at a good many other things：because，however much I may dislike the noise made by the laughter of others，I have no objection whatever to my own；when I perceive that this in its turn cause annoyance to third parties I remain indifferent. As for the contortion of the features，I answer，what were features made for？It is by their contortion in a greater or lesser degree that we convey emotion from soul to soul；a very noble part for any mere material things⑦
 to play，and I hope the features are proud of it. Schoolboys are told that Hobbes⑧
 said，‘Laughter is a sudden glory.’ （I hope he did — I'am not looking it up，for the weather has turned fine again，and I am in no mood for research.）Schoolboys being told this，think it is nonsense and means nothing. They are quite right. There is a better definition of laughter which I will now give you without looking up any book. I make it up entirely out of my own head for the advantage of my fellow-beings. Note it carefully；indeed，you will do well to write it down. Genuine laughter is the physical effect produced in the rational being by what suddenly strikes his immortal soul as being damned funny. This is a first-rate definition.

Observe its admirable qualities. First of all it is circular，as all definitions should be，for the word ‘funny’ is a begging of the question⑨
 ；and since all definitions must ultimately go back to postulates which cannot be proved or themselves defined，why not begin at the beginning and make your indefinable definition at once⑩
 ？I see no harm in it. After all，is it what the lawyers do when they say that ‘a reasonable rate of interest’ is deemed to be ‘a rate of interest not unreasonable under the circumstances.’ Or，again，‘reasonable care’ is the care which any reasonable man will take — and so on. But apart from its being circular this definition pleases me because its various parts are so beautifully adjusted.

Thus，consider the word ‘sudden，’ the only one in which I overlap with Hobbes. We do not laugh out loud at a joke which we have known all our lives，however good it is. We chuckle or snigger — we do not laugh. If an old gentleman slips getting out of a bus and falls down on the road，we laugh heartily. If another does the same thing five minutes later，you do not laugh so much. The third time you might even take the trouble to pick the old gentleman up and be kind to him. The fourth time the accident would seem tragic.⑪


Again，you may read in the accounts of political speeches ‘loud laughter，’ but never （save in our humbugging daily papers）do you really get
 loud laughter from the politician's stage-army⑫
 ，unless the politician has made a more conspicuous fool of himself than usual. I have heard loud laughter at politicians in my time，but never at their jokes⑬
 ，which are always carefully prepared.

I remember hearing it once in the House of Commons itself⑭
 — genuine，spontaneous，loud laughter. It was when a ‘Distinguished Statesman’⑮
 — for so he would have called himself — was attempting to pronounce⑯
 the word ‘abominable.’ It was after dinner，and the atmosphere of the House of Commons is like nothing on earth⑰
 . I do not mean that it is worse than anything on earth，although certainly as I remember it，it was worse than any other I had known. I mean that it has a secret of its own for reducing vitality⑱
 . Well，anyhow，this great man tried that word ‘abominable’ from several points of the compass⑲
 — now he tried ‘Abominable，’ then ‘Abdominable，’ ‘Anonbibubble，’ and anon⑳
 ‘Andobimoddle.’ At the end he looked up，cleared his throat，and said in the most distinct resonant fashion，separating each syllable，‘Abom-in-able.’ But by that time he had forgotten what it was that he had called abominable. It was all very distressing，and I hope does not happen to-day. I am talking of the bad old times㉑
 of my early middle age，when the Houses of Commons had something ridiculous and degraded about it.

But why all this insufficient rambling stuff about laughter，which I ought to have begun by compressing，as it deserves to be compressed？It is the greatest gift a man can have. Loud，happy，repeated and unrestrained laughter will never disturb a soul approaching damnation. It is not even to be found in the unhappy of this world. I except，of course，what is called forced laughter，such as the rich foolishly indulge in. As for laughter on the stage，I blame none for producing it. They have to earn their living. It is about as much like real laughter as the synthetic or imperial burgundies are like a stuff called Vosne；which，if you have not drunk it，why then you should.

I go back to my definition — laughter is provoked not only by
 what is sudden，but also in
 what is rational. I should very much like to hear the laughter of an angel，or even （if I were sufficiently armoured for that experience）the laughter of a demon. This I know，that animals do not laugh；a remark made some years before me by Rabelais㉒
 ，himself no mean laugher and provoker of laughter㉓
 . Holy Writ㉔
 ，which is，on common admission，a second sort of Authority，and after its own fashion invaluable，says that dogs grin. They do. The same is true of foxes，for I have seen them do it. But no animal laughs，not even the hyena. I was in my twenty-fourth year when I went to the Zoo㉕
 specially to hear whether the hyena could really laugh or not，and I spent a good deal of money which I could then ill afford，going again and again to Regent's Park㉖
 until I got an opportunity. I found the hyena's effort was not a laugh at all，so that the old story about his ‘being confined behind iron bars，separated from his loving mate，deprived of the use of tobacco and the daily papers，yet laugh he does，and it is greatly to his credit，’ falls to the ground㉗
 . The hyena's noise is a sort of violent objurgation or syncopated complaint㉘
 ，nothing so noble as a roar，but too proud to be a whine. Nor does the jackass laugh；it is but a proverb㉙
 . The woodpecker comes nearest to it，and that is why he is called a yaffle㉚
 ；but he is not really laughing，he is only doing what all birds do，acting inanely without thinking，making the only noise he knows how to make，like a baby. Inanimate things，however，do laugh — waterfalls，skies under certain conditions，and，as we all know，the sea；of at any rate the Black Sea，which when you look at it westward from high enough up on the Caucasus is said to laugh ‘innumerably.’㉛


I would continue upon this subject of laughter，which is indeed，inexhaustible （as in the species — mocking，sardonic，plaintive，imitative，sad，mean — offensive，childish，hearty，pleasant，friendly，gentlemanly，caddish and the rest of them），did I not discover by the number of the pages whereupon this immortal fragment㉜
 is inscribed that I have reached my limit. Take it and be glad.






【注释】


① On Laughter：此文出自作者的散文集A Conversation with an Angel
 （1928）。

② the letters of Lord Chesterfield：Lord Chesterfield （1694—1773）全名Philip Dormer Stanhope Chesterfield，英国政界名人、伯爵，曾任英国政府高官、驻外使节与爱尔兰副总督，平生以好和文士结交与赞助学术著闻，其《致子书》日后几成了一部名著。这里提到的letters即指此书。Chesterfield自1730年起便很重视这写信的事，几乎以日必一书的速度写过大批这类书信，所用文字，英语而外，尚兼用法语与拉丁语，内容则主要为社交知识与礼貌修养等，而信之接收者则仅为其独子（私生子）Stanhope一人，而当他最初收此信时，也只有七岁。这些信Chesterfield生前并未发表过。1774年，亦即伯爵去世一年后，其子亦死去。其孀妇第一次公开了这批信件后，舆论大哗，因这批书信虽写得那么郑重其事，但收信人在一开始时也仅为一七岁之童，这岂非天大笑话，因而伯爵（至少在起初若干年内）写这些信时的真实动机自然受到外界怀疑。不过单以文章论，这部《致子书》还是写得很不错的，其精练整饬足堪为行文之典范，故亦为世所重。顺便补充一句，这位伯爵也正是曾经受到过约翰逊博士那封有名书信讽刺挖苦的对象。

③ Vauvenargues：（1715—1747）法国著名伦理学著作家，逝世时年仅三十二岁。

④ Marcus Aurelius：（121—180）罗马皇帝，为斯多葛派哲学重要代表，所著《沉思录》（Meditations
 ）极有名。

⑤ this unfortunate son of mine：所以这样说是因为Stanhope不仅为其独子，而且还是他的私生子，而私生子在当时是没有社会地位的。

⑥ If I choose to laugh ...，both at ...：注意这个at虽被一些句子成分与laugh隔开，但仍为laugh at这一短语，亦即意为嘲笑，而不是在什么方面去笑，另外下面的几个at情况相同。

⑦ any mere material things：人的脸面、面皮（features）当然属于物质性东西。

⑧ Hobbes：即Thomas Hobbes （1588—1677），英国哲学家，所著之国家论（书名《利维坦》）极有名。

⑨ is a begging of the question：beg the question是将尚待证明的假设认作肯定了的事实去坚持；没有根据地去武断主张。

⑩ and make your indefinable definitions at once：这段话的大致意思是，既然定义中所用以去界定某些事物的词语本身就首先需要被去界定，因而遂不免终于形成若干所谓的带循环性的东西，那么既然非下定义不可，那又何必不从一开始起就把某一你已拟好了的定义直接拿出来就是，而不必过于大绕弯子才最后来定下你那实际上根本定不出来的定义？但试问Belloc的这话对吗？译者对此是拿不准的，读者请自己去判断吧。

⑪ Thus，consider ... the accident would seem tragic：这一段所谈的看法译者本人并不完全赞同。有兴趣者可参阅拙作《为幽默进一解》中的有关部分（见于拙译《利考克精华录》中的译者序，中国社会出版社，2004）。

⑫ the politician's stage-army：这里的army一词实应为armo（u）ry，意为军械库或整套武备，因此拙译此处便翻成“那些政界人士的全部行头、浑身解数”。

⑬ I have heard loud laughter at politicians ...，but never at their jokes：请注意这里的两个at意思上的不同：前一个意为“嘲笑”；后一个为“因…而发笑”。

⑭ in the House of Commons itself：这里使用了“itself”有“就连the House of Commons那样的高级场所都免不了会有什么什么”的含义。

⑮ a ‘Distinguished Statesman’：Distinguished与Statesman这两个词在这里可说都带有贬义，下面紧接的for so he would have called himself一语便更可证明。

⑯ was attempting to pronounce：was attempting的使用又属带有贬义。

⑰ is like nothing on earth：意为“世上不能再糟的了”（属委婉语）。

⑱ reducing vitality：带滑稽意味的语言。

⑲ this great man tried ... from the compass：意味同上一句。

⑳ and anon ...：anon，意为soon，presently（古旧语）。

㉑ the bad old times：系对the good old times（美好的往日）一语的戏仿。

㉒ Rabelais：即François Rabelais （1483—1553），法国人文主义作家，常被尊为滑稽始祖，所著《巨人传》为气势磅礴、诙谐透顶的讽刺文学巨制。

㉓ himself no mean laugher and provoker of laughter：这里的laugher是善于发笑的人；laughter则用于其一般意义——笑或笑声。

㉔ Holy Writ：The Bible
 《圣经》的别名。

㉕ the Zoo：zoo为zoological garden （动物园）之口语用法，但the Zoo则专指伦敦之Regent's Park （伦敦公园兼动物园）。

㉖ Regent's Park：见前注。

㉗ so that the old story about ...，falls to the ground：纯系一派胡言，很可能即是出于Belloc自己的杜撰？！其目的当然只是在逗人开心。

㉘ syncopated complaint：syncopated，切分音的；具切分音节奏的，为音乐用语。

㉙ it is but a proverb：proverb这里不作谚语、箴言、格言讲，而是意为传说、传闻，甚至胡说。

㉚ yaffle：woodpecker的一种方言用法，带形声性意味。

㉛ ‘innmerably’：显然这个多音节词具有一定的“造声”（sound-making）作用（译者自造之语）。

㉜ this immortal fragment：作者这句自夸语当然也是意在幽默。





Belloc是译者特别爱读的作家之一。今此篇译竟，有两点感想想借此一说。一是他最好在文中引入闲文；二是他的幽默带有某种自然天成的特点。现在先说这前一点。什么叫引入闲文？引入闲文就是放着正文不说，而先去扯些别的，而于是便开始出题，离题，走题，跑题，于是便东拉西扯，旁出斜逸，忘了正途，行不由径（不是其旧义的径），或者说是出于好奇或逐新而去别谋新篇，另辟蹊径，其结果势将下笔千言，离题万里，大大违背了作文章程与修辞原理（比如coherence），但正是因为如此，才出现了精彩、热闹、生气、活跃、新鲜、趣味、兴致、读头，一句话，出现了艺术，尽管，严格地讲，这一切其本身就是违反艺术的规律的。可事情就是这么怪的：低级的违反是错误，高级的不遵守反而成了艺术！而这样下去，正文闲文，闲文正文，就越来越搅混到一起了，达到谁也分不清的地步，这里再重复一次，的确是好奇或逐新惹出了这么多的闲文，而它的趣味与艺术性也恰在于此。Belloc的文章正是这样。你再读一遍，看看那里面竟有多少闲文！这是一。其二是，他的幽默的那种自然天成的特点。这一点也与上面的闲文有关——正如闲文是在题材、主题、内容与写法上的某种偏离，幽默也是一种偏离，而在思想、观察、看法、认识等等方面呈露出来。纯粹的正规、传统、虔敬、平庸的思想是不出幽默的。幽默的出现，其本身就带着几分的欠正常与不正经。因而幽默不幽默，说到底，首先便是一个思维的性质与思想的方法的问题，是看事情时动不动脑筋的问题。所以，几乎是一条铁律，甚至金律，不动脑筋的人便没有幽默，而只有用脑的人才有，只有能独立思考，独立观察的人能用自己的眼睛去看事情的人才有，而一个其幽默的质量高，数量多，比例大，范围广，频度更经常的人，他的幽默便成了习惯性的，仿佛天然生成一般，而且到了这种程度，他就怎么写都幽默，只要写便幽默，并不想幽默和并不去追求幽默而仍然会幽默。而Belloc便正是这样的人和属于这种情形。他的幽默是轻松的和不太费力的——译者这么认为。


论笑声

希莱尔·贝洛克

前些日子我从柴斯菲尔德勋爵书信的一则引语里读到了一句有关笑的看法（我认为并但愿那话便是从其书信中来的），读罢那句话便留在了我的记忆之中，而且也正因为这样，我也就无法再一字不差地把那原话重复给你；记忆是要使一切变形走样的，这个便正属于它的职权范围，原因是，记忆历来便是世上传闻的编制者与人间喜事的造福人。其踪迹所至，一切都顿将被化为金光灿灿的迷蒙一片。

现回过来接上前面的话茬儿，那话的大意是，“发笑而弄出声来，实为上流人士所不取，理由为，这种声音之外扬听来既不悦耳，面部之扭曲又复令人失态。”这里我不打算骗你。那句话我并非是从那本书里直接读到的，而只是从报纸上看来的。这事我不想吹嘘。但是，另一方面，我倒也不必故作谦虚，说我从来就未读过这位勋爵大人的尺牍，因为我确实读过。一年之前我就曾在我国滨海某个港市的一家旧书店里买到过一本。我带它去了海上，在铺位上读了一过，发现内容写得不坏。柴斯菲尔德看来似乎属于这样一类人物，其动笔有如木匠之干活，眼前总有一绳墨标尺。在这事上他从不务虚，不像那天不永年的沃温那格或面乏血色的奥里乌斯那样，过多纠缠于一般性的概念。不，他对他自家提出过要求：“我又能为我这个不幸的儿子，设身处地地，做点什么有益的事，什么中肯的劝告？”然后便作出了如下的训谕，而这些（在不佞看来）都可谓话不虚说，皆有所指。

他谈论衣着的那篇特别值得一读，那的确是一流作品，上好文章。我愿竭诚推荐给每位稍欠合法身份的富家子弟（他们照例各自都拥有一名十分阔绰而虚夸的父辈），俾令其读后从中受益。其实，它对我们人人全都有用；甚至包括我们当中那部分虽无地位但尚合法的中产阶级分子。

好了，柴斯菲尔德勋爵关于笑的一番见解即俱如上述。很可能有时候他自己也会笑的，但他却不准其私生子也去笑，而这倒也并无什么不是。如果我也想相当高声地或出声地
 笑（勋爵大人准会那么讲的），不仅笑他本人，而且也包括他的哲嗣，那完全是我一己的私事，他人无权干预；实则我愿预告诸君，我未来还是会继续这么做的，即不仅会继续笑他们爵爷父子，而且还将包括大量别的事物：原因是，虽然我可能对其他人发笑时所弄出来的声音相当反感，我对我自己这么弄出来的声音却一点也不讨厌；而当我发现我这么弄出来的声音又辗转而给其他第三者们造成不快时，我也会佯为不知，只当没事。至于说到面部的扭曲，对此我的回答是，人长着这张面皮又是干什么的？如其说，全凭着它的或大或小的不同程度的扭曲，方能做到人与人之间的神魂传递，情感交融；一副物质家具而能产生如此之神奇效用，难道它的作用还不够高尚吗？怕是它连得意还得意不过来呢。孩童上学期间一般都听到过霍布士的一句名言：“笑是一种突然的光荣。”（但愿他曾这么讲过——我不想去查了，因此刻天已放晴，不适合再去做研究。）孩子们听到这句话后，会看不出半点意义，只当它是胡扯。而其实，这句话是有道理的。但下面这条关于笑的定义比那个还好，这个我将奉送给你，也不需要我去查寻什么。它完全是靠我自己的头脑想出来的，以期对吾国吾民有所裨益。因此请给予密切注意；其实最好就动笔把它记录下来。真正的笑乃是一个具有理性的人的身上所产生的一种躯体反应，而造成的原因则是其不朽灵魂突然认定某物为要命的滑稽。这个无疑是一条一流的定义。

请注意这条定义的众多优点长处。首先，它是循环的，正如一切定义都不免会是如此，因这里的“滑稽”一词本身便是有待证明的；但既然一切定义最终都不免要返回到其本身便无法被证实或其本身尚有待进一步的界定的若干假定，那么何不索性便从其开端来开其端，而立即做出你的那不可界定的界定？我看这也没有什么不可以的。充其量，这也不过是在重复着某些律师之所为，当他们讲“一项合理的利率”亦即是被理解为“在某种情形下一项并非不合理的利率”。再比如，“合理的关注”亦即任何一位合乎理性的人所将会做出的那种关注——如此等等。但是除了这一循环性特点外，这条定义还是令我满意的，因其各个部分都被协调得相当漂亮。

请再注意其中的“突然”一词，这是我与霍布士之间出现的唯一重叠处。我们从来都不对我们多少年来早就听到过的老笑话笑出声来。我们最多呵呵或哼哼一下——但并不笑。如果一位老先生一下汽车就一个擦滑，跌倒在地，我们都会笑欢了的。但如果五分钟后另一个又出现了这种情形，你就不会怎么笑了。第三次时你甚至会走下车来把他扶起，再安慰上他两句。第四次时，那可就是悲剧了。

另外我们有时会在有关政治演讲的报导中读到过“大笑”的字样，但是你可曾从（除了从我们那些惯好造假哄人的日报上）那些政界人士的全部行头、浑身解数当中找到过半点这类东西吗——除非是他们当众出丑的程度过于超逾恒常？我当年倒是确曾听到过对政坛人物的很大的笑声，但却是只对那活人而非对其笑话——那笑话都是他们事先经过精心准备，故意来逗人笑的。

记得我就是在下议院那里亲自听到过一次——那种真正不假的、完全发诸自然的开怀纵声大笑。那是当一位“显赫的政治家”——肯定他会这么自居自命的——在念叨“深恶痛绝”这个词儿的工夫。更具体的时间为午餐之后，而那时下议院里的空气是世界上哪里都无法比的。我的意思并非是想说它比世界上的什么地方都糟，虽然据我记忆所及，它确实比我所知道的一些别的地方要糟。我是想说，那里仿佛有一种它特有的诡秘，足以使人元气大亏。好了，不管如何解释吧，那位伟人确实将这个词儿挨牌地做了个全方位的实验——于是乎遂始而深恶［è］痛绝，继而深恶［é］疼绝，三而深不恶［è］疼绝，四而深恶［wù］不痛绝。到了最后，他把面孔一扬，喉咙一清，以其最清楚最响亮的发音方式，咬住牙根，终于一板一眼地高声迸出了：深—恶［wù］—痛—绝，完全成功。但到了这时，他所咒骂的那个深恶痛绝到底指的是什么，却早已记不得了。这的确是够惨的，但愿今天不再发生。当然上面的话说的是我中年时期那段不佳的旧时代，因彼时的下议院出现了点儿可笑丢人的尴尬事原是免不了的。

读者至此也或许要说，关于笑这东西，为什么要折腾出这么一大串既无关联又欠充实的胡诌呢，这些岂非是从一开始时便应大加删削，难道不该这么删削吗？但是请别忘记，这个笑可是人所能具有的最高天赋了。高声的、快活的、连续的和纵情的放声大笑，对于一个已经一条腿沉沦入地狱的灵魂是不会打破他的宁静的。即使在这个阳间的不幸者中这种扰民例子也还未见到过。当然我这里是把所谓的假笑除外的，那种富人惯好搞的愚蠢把戏。至于舞台上的笑声，我对其制造者倒从无反对之意。他们是要靠它挣饭吃呢。这种笑与真笑的区别实亦即一些冒牌的或特许（出产）的勃艮第酒之于一种名叫Vosne的那种酒之间的区别；怎么这种酒没喝过吗？那倒该去尝尝。

现在再回到我的那个定义——笑不仅被激起的条件是突然的，它所发生的地方也必须是有理性的。我实在非常渴望能听到一名天使的笑声，甚至（如其我的武备器械达到相当的水平的话）一个魔鬼的这种表现。但至少有一点我是清楚的，那即是，动物从不会笑；这句话是在我之前的拉伯雷他说的，而他本人不仅是天字第一号的会笑的人，而且也是最会逗人笑的人。其次，便要数那部“圣书”了，这部经典，据世人公认，则是另一最高权威，而且曾以其特有之宝贵方式宣称犬类会露齿嘻嘻的。而它们确系如此。这话同样适用于狐狸，这事我便亲眼见到过。但是笑，动物却不会，甚至连那鬣狗也不会。我自己二十四岁时就曾专门到动物园去做过调查，以便弄清这种狗是否真的会笑，并为此而浪费了不少我本来花不起的费用多次前往摄政公园去伺机观看，而最后总算不负苦心，给我盼到了一次机会。但结果发现，“那行子”的此种表现其实根本便不是笑。因此下面的那套传说旧闻，亦即“虽身陷铁栅之中，不唯被迫与其爱侣隔离，抑且不准其每日吸烟读报，然而却笑声不断，宴如也，并以此而得此雅名，云云”，至此也就不攻自破。其实这鬣狗的叫声只不过是一种暴躁难听的呜呜汪汪或被“切分了”的嘟嘟囔囔，论崇高，怎比得上吼叫，论音响，却又稍微强于嘀咕。再有那公驴也不会笑；说它会笑，只是误传。不过啄木鸟的叫声倒还与笑稍稍沾边，此其所以被呼为“雅夫尔”欤？但其实它也不能算是会笑，它只不过是在干着其它一切众禽鸟之所为，任性而动，毫无思想，只知发出那唯一它会发的声音，跟个婴儿也差不多。至于那许多的无生命事物，它们反倒是会笑的——瀑布、江流、某些特殊的天气，以及我们都知道的海洋，至少那黑海，那个海，当你高踞于高加索之山巅，朝西而俯视过去，据说便能发现，它会笑得“无止无休”的。

我很想把笑这个题目继续发挥下去，因此中足资发掘之内容确属无限（即以其品种而论，便有嘲弄的、挖苦的、哀怨的、戏仿的、悲伤的、卑鄙的、冒犯的、幼稚的、热烈的、愉快的、友谊的、温柔敦厚的、有欠体面的，等等，不及备载），如若不是因为发现，这个经我署名的不杇之未竟篇的篇幅业已达至其栏目极限，故即此为止，勿更多求，可也。


5 On Thinking①


Hilaire Belloc

Canon Dimnet of Cambrai②
 lately wrote a little book upon the Art of Thinking. He wrote it，I believe，in the English tongue；but whether it be a translation or from his own pen （which is the more likely，for he writes English like an Englishman），it is a book without the mark of a foreign origin；and perhaps he chose English for his medium on the consideration that thinking had often been condemned during the last century and even lately in the English tongue as a solvent③
 of judgment and instinctive power. I desire to take the title of this book for a text④
 ，and to affirm that the business of Thinking has been somewhat under-estimated⑤
 of late：I desire to proclaim its modest value：to urge its use （in moderation，of course），and to say，even though I must say it timidly⑥
 ，a word in its favour. Come，let us take up the unpopular side，play the devil's advocate⑦
 ，and write a cautious brief in defence of this half-forgotten exercise，Thinking.

It was said some months ago by a witty Englishman⑧
 ，in praise of his own people，on returning from some foreign conference or other，that there was written up in flaming red letters upon the cliffs of Dover⑨
 ，for all returning men to read⑩
 ：

Thou shalt not Think⑪
 . Thought is the foe of action. Therefore by Thinking men and nations perish.

It is a precept which has been repeated in various forms a thousand times. I doubt its soundness. It still seems to me that Thinking must have some good about it，and that those who decry Thinking are misled by an abuse of terms：an ambiguity. For the word “thinking” is used of musing，as when we say of a man run over by a motor car that he was plunged in thought：and it is used of doubt，as when one says：“I don't think the earth is flat：I know it”；it is used of vain illusion，as of Algernon⑫
 ，who thought himself the hell of a fellow⑬
 ，but it should more properly be used of discernment，so that by thought we see clearly the consequence of things，and by intelligence decide affairs and reach success in conclusions⑭
 .

I have noticed not infrequently upon my rambles through this world that men （my brethren and similars）would order animals about：great strong animals，such as horned beeves，fierce dogs，and nervous horses：and that they were able so to do （it seemed to me）was due to their superior power of Thought. Observing this result，I have ever felt a certain anxiety lest，if we give up Thinking altogether，we may not become the prey of other nations more exercised in the practice.

Then，also，I have noticed that fame （which we all desire）is not unattached to this art of Thinking. Of close and clear thinkers there occur to me — Euclid，Descartes，Aquinas，even Cicero，and no one can say that they will be easily forgotten. Newton，by the way，should be added，and Locke，and John Stuart Mill⑮
 ；three prominent men who seemed to have rebelled against the patriotic order emblazoned on the cliffs of Dover.

But，talking of patriotism，there have been other rebels. For instance，not only was political economy founded here in England，where we are told no man should be allowed to Think，but the inferences and deductions of geology as well；for beginnings of Geology are English. Then there is the whole science and practice of the Law，wherein I admit men will continually protest they prefer good honest sense to thinking，but wherein also I notice there is quite a lot of Thinking done，sometimes a little too finely.

Then there are all those of the delicate profession，if I may use that term. I mean，the careers in which men advance by a certain light dexterity in appreciation of others and by the laying of subtle plans.⑯
 Such are promoters，share-shufflers，big business men，money dealers，sharpers，those of the three-card trick and the great army of snatchers and lifters. Which of them would survive if he did not think — rapidly，clearly，and continually？

When，therefore，I hear the phrase that what is of importance to mortals is character，not intellect，I am so moved that I fall into verse — a thing habitual with versifiers when their emotions are stirred — and on this very matter have I composed a short epic，the first lines of which I will now humbly put before you，reminding you，however，that they are copyright，and reserving the sequel that I may sell it again later：





I knew a man who used to say

（Not once，but twenty times a day）

That in the turmoil and the strife —

His very phrase — of human life，

The thing of ultimate effect

Was character not intellect.

He therefore was at constant pains

To atrophy his puny brains，

And registered success in this

Beyond the dreams of avarice.





The epic goes on to describe his career，how，when he had become completely imbecile，he was selected for the highest posts in the land，and died — for even such men must die at last — saturated with glory，rolling in money and a model for all of us⑰
 .

But this poem，I must warn you，was by way of satire，or something the opposite of what it plainly states. It was malicious. It was not to be taken literally，for within my own great soul I knew well that some measure of intellect was essential，even to public life，let alone to the running of a whelk stall⑱
 .

I fancy that those who decry the ancient and honorable practice of Thinking are mixing it up with two things very different，which are called Deduction from Insufficient Premises，and Deduction from False Premises：or perhaps they are mixing it up with Argufying⑲
 — which of all the detestable habits of man is perhaps the most intolerable — unless，indeed，it be set to work upon matters wholly undiscoverable⑳
 ，wherein it is a very tolerable pastime. Indeed，you may note that men in their cups㉑
 generally talk metaphysics. And this，let me tell you，is not particularly true of the over-educated，but of all men whatsoever. It was but the other day I heard two men，with no pretence to any excess of culture，shouting at each other in the bar of an inn close against the shores of the Southern Sea，and one of them kept on saying，“How d'you know that what you saw was Bill's ketch，anyhow？” And the other kept on replying，“Why，it stands to reason that if I saw the thing it was there.” Wherein was developed all the quarrel of Kant and the sceptics with the peripatetics㉒
 ，and of sophists with common sense from the beginning of time；also the dear little fuss about phenomena㉓
 .

And as for Thinking interfering with action，that is using one word in two senses. It is not Thinking that interferes with action；Thinking decides action. It is hesitation in Thought that interferes with action，it is paralysis in Thought that interferes with action，like that weariness of mind wherein a tune goes on buzzing in one's head. The man who keeps on saying，“Shall I？Shall I not？” is not Thinking，he is cutting the nerve of Thought. And even if Thinking have no practical value （though I stoutly maintain it has），at the least it is an absorbing exercise，bridging over those empty moments when we have neither scandal to talk against our neighbors，nor money to filch from them，nor vapid books to read.

Therefore do I think that I shall continue to think；and whether you think I think right in so thinking I care not，for I think so.






【注释】


① On Thinking：此文出自作者的散文集A Conversation with a Cat
 （1931）中的第一篇，此标题的玩笑意味十分明显。

② Canon Dimnet of Cambrai：20世纪前期法国著名作家，Cambrai为作者的出生地（城镇名）。

③ solvent：溶剂；溶媒。这里特指有削弱甚至破坏作用的事物。

④ text：论据；议题；讨论的根由。

⑤ under-estimated：至于“被谁（by whom）？”，则大可无需深究。

⑥ 从modest value至in moderation，of course再至say it timidly当然都是在故意幽默，仿佛做点好事乃是某种亵渎冒犯行径，必须事先讨饶告罪求情乞谅似的。“足欲行而趑趄，口欲言而嗫嚅”。当然这一番唯谨唯慎诚惶诚恐之状全都是装的。

⑦ play the devil's advocate：为魔鬼辩护；充当魔鬼的辩护士角色。这个词语的通常意思本指站在魔鬼一边来诬陷好人好事（因魔鬼天然地会把恶人恶行说成好人好事或者相反）。本文作者这里则反其意而用之，意为替这个普遍受贬的思想在这里说几句好话。

⑧ a witty Englishman：指的谁？本文作者这里既已将其真名隐去，译者当然就更加无力查清其为谁何。

⑨ in flaming red letters upon the cliffs of Dover：首先关于发光的红字，这当然绝非事实，而只是出于上述那个聪明英国人的主观想象。其次关于cliffs of Dover，指英国东南部有名港市Dover的海滩边的悬崖峭壁。

⑩ for all returning men to read：凡从英法海峡经由Dover登陆英国的归国英人都将能看到那里悬崖峭壁上的上述“文字”。

⑪ Thou shalt not Think：完全仿《圣经》上“十诫”的语言。另外thou shalt为古旧语，等于you shall，属命令语。

⑫ Algernon：指英国19世纪后期诗人Swinburne，其全名为Charles Algernon Swinburne。

⑬ the hell of a fellow：俚语，意为a very excellent fellow。这里乃系作者对这位名诗人的讽刺或贬抑。Swinburne平日自恃其文才出众，诗作极夥，颇曾有过老子天下第一的流露，因而出现满招损的情形。

⑭ 从so that by thought起至in conclusions：这个句子颇能代表作者的简练文风。

⑮ 自Euclid起至后的John Stuart Mill：这里一共七位，后三位皆为英人。按七人皆属鼎鼎大名的世界第一流人物，故无需一一注出。其中仅Aquinas可能不大为我们中国读者熟悉，这里需提一下。Aquinas在基督教中通称St. Thomas Aquinas （1227—1274），意大利人，素有“圣人”之目，当日声誉几不亚于亚里士多德。平生著述极多，思力宏伟精密，为中世纪繁琐哲学成就的杰出代表。但这里他被抬出作为人类思想能力的代表人（之一），可能主要因为作者Belloc系天主教徒。

⑯ I mean，the careers至此句末：作者用语简练之另一例。

⑰ and a model for all of us：这首打油诗不免令人想起苏东坡的那首《咏子诗》，诗云：人家养子望聪明，我被聪明误一生，但愿该儿愚且鲁，糊糊涂涂到公卿。

⑱ let alone to the running of a whelk stall：请注意这里的讽刺。这个短语前面的even to public life中的“even”已经是讽刺含意十足；这里再加上“let alone （to）...”更是贬抑到了极点，仿佛居官为政所需的头脑尚不及摆个小摊！

⑲ Argufying：即arguing，纯属幽默用法。

⑳ matters wholly undiscoverable：这里译者的理解为特指下列一些可能永世都难以解决的问题，比如先有鸡还是先有蛋？先有男人还是先有女人？先有老人还是先有孩子？等等。

㉑ men in their cups：drunken men；drunkards.

㉒ peripatetics：指古希腊大哲学家亚里士多德的门徒们。汉译通常作“逍遥派”，因为当年这位大哲人在其lyceum（学园）内讲学时常采取散步方式，而这时其弟子们每不离其左右，故这些人遂被称为逍遥派。

㉓ fuss about phenomena：appearances，亦即关于reality与appearance之争论。





Belloc此文触及到的问题极多，但由于种种关系，敢于放开多谈的地方却较有限，几乎处处予人以这样一种感觉，即一切都不便太多深入，而只能点到为止，亦即总以不致涉入争端为妙。这种欲谈又止心事重重的迹象是明显的。但这事放在一个本来极有勇气的人的身上，似乎便颇觉可怪。不过这可能也很平常，而为人所难免。至于说到他的轻快的一面，则诙谐俏皮，遒劲冷隽乃至机敏多智等等，都是不可及的，读来确实令人歆羡仰慕不已。


思想小议

希莱尔·贝洛克

加农·笛耐最近写了一本小书，书名《思想的艺术》。我以为他这本书是用英语写的；但姑不论这本书仅是一部译文抑或即是他的原作（这后者似乎更其可能，因为他笔下的英文实与英人无别），此书都可谓语言上不露破绽；也或许他之所以决定以英文作为其表达工具主要基于这样一层考虑，即在他看来思想一事在近一个世纪以来，甚至直到最近，一向在英国语言中被贬斥为一种不利于人的判断本领与先天能力的有害液剂。下面我拟欲即以该书之标题作为此文之张本，并将于此着重指出，思想这事多年以来确曾受到相当之低估。我有心宣扬一下它的卑微价值，强调一下它的实际用途（当然不容言过其实），而且还要，虽说在进言时务必小心翼翼，为它作一赞词。好的，就让我们姑且站立到不受欢迎的一边，充当起那魔鬼辩护士角色，并为这早已快被人遗忘之活动——思想——的一番维护，而写下这篇审慎的辩词吧。

据一位聪明的英国人讲——按这话是他几个月前自欧陆某个会议或集会归来后，于一次赞誉其国人的场合下讲的——在多弗海滩的峭壁上，曾见到有红色书写的烜赫巨字，以供一切归国人士之公览，其辞为：





不可以思。思乃行之敌。是故民众邦国恒亡于思。





这一训诫早已是被人千万遍反复重弹过的老调了，只不过变了变花样而已。我很怀疑这话真有多大道理。在我看来，思想毕竟还是有着它的一些用处的，而那些对之大肆诋毁的人显系受了滥用名词之误导；这里涉及到词的歧义问题。思想一词可以被用来指沉思，例如当我们讲，某某丧命汽车轮下是因他陷于“思想”，这里思想实指沉思。也可以被用来指怀疑，例如当有人讲，“我想地球不是平的，这点我清楚，”这里想字实为怀疑。也可以被用来指代虚荣性的错觉，例如阿尔杰农即有这种情形；他就曾把他自己想成是天下无双，这里的想亦即指这种错觉。但思想一词实应更多地按其本义——慎识明辨（discernment）来进行使用，这样，我们便能够通过思想而弄清事物的发展情况，凭借智力而对任务做出正确决定，致使事业卒抵于成，等等。

在我漫游各地浪迹天涯的途程中，我曾屡屡见到有不少人（我的同胞或其他侪辈）特好役使牲畜；而且是那大而强者，例如带角犛牛、凶猛獒犬、暴躁劣马等；而他们之所以能做到这点（在我看来）主要即系由于他们更高超的思想能力。见到这事，我实不免有时心生隐忧，心想果真我们竟弃圣绝智，完全丢掉了思想，又安知来日我们不会也沦为被其他族类豢养奴畜的命运，如其彼国之人更娴熟于此道。

再者，我还注意到，名望一事（这个我们可能全都想要）似乎也与思想的艺术不无相当的关系。关于那些缜密与透辟的思想家，此刻我能想起的计有——欧几里得、笛卡儿、阿奎那斯乃至西塞罗，而这些大家谁也不致认为会被人轻易忘掉的。牛顿，顺便说一句，也应当加进去，再有就是洛克与约翰·斯图亚特·穆勒；这三位伟人似乎便都曾对铭刻于多弗峭壁上的那道爱国训令有过叛逆行为。

但是说起爱国主义，这方面的叛国分子倒还不难再列举一些。举例来说，不仅政治经济学这门学问即曾创建于英国，而这里我们早就知道是不准人去思想的，而且地质学里面的不少推论与推演也是如此；而地质科学谁都知道也曾肇始于英人。再有，法学的全套理论及其实践也属于同样情形；在这方面我承认确有不少人士一直不断提出，他们更重视的仍是常识而非思想，不过我也同时观察到，思想因素在这里面所占取的分量也颇为可观，甚至过嫌精细了。

再往下轮到的相当一大批人士便应当说是属于我所谓的微妙
 职业了，如果我能被允许这么用词的话。我的意思是指这么一类行道，其从业者之出路前途全凭的是在待人方面的一套轻捷手法与巧妙设计。属于这方面者计有：各类促销人、股票倒卖人、大企业主、高利贷者、狡诈赌棍、纸牌吃钱者以及成批成批的人贩子与小绺毛贼，等等等等。请问这类人员又有几个能混得下去，如果他们就不用脑子去想——而且不又快又清楚和又不停地去想？

不过当我听到了那句格言，即一个人最重要的乃是其性格而非智力的时候，我曾是那样地深受感动而不觉陷入吟咏——按此种沉湎情形在诗家们遇到类似的激动之时实亦往往有之——并著成了不很长的史诗一篇，其开篇数行现即厚颜捧献于诸君面前，以博一粲，不过有二事仍不得不一提，一为此披露部分尚享有版权，二为其余诗行恕不能全刊，以利另行求售。诗云：





一位熟人平日最好向人指点

（不是一遍，而是一天一二十遍）

在人生的——如按他的原话来说——

各种骚动以及无数斗争场合，

那个起到最终极的巨大作用

却是一个人的性格而非聪明。

职是之故他遂竭尽全部心血

努力将其有限聪明概行扑灭，

于是从此财源滚滚官运亨通，

远胜一切痴心妄想贪婪美梦。





史诗接着历叙了他光荣的一生，记述他是如何自彻底变成白痴之后，便一路仕途顺遂，直至最后身居枢要，位列公卿，而及其殁日——惜哉如此一位贵人竟也难免一死——又备极哀荣，财富盈室，足堪为吾人之雅范楷模，云云。

当然这篇诗，此处不容我不掬诚相告，实系一件讽刺之作，或者说是正言若反，意在言外。其用意实极恶毒。故读者切不可以过于当真。因实则以我这样的博大襟怀又焉能不知，一定程度之聪明即使是对从政做官也属不可全无，更不消说对摆个小摊儿卖卖油螺了。

我觉着那些对这一古老而尊贵的行为——用脑想事——竟然多所诋毁的人实际上是将它和另外两个非常不同的东西混为一谈了：即所谓的不足前提下的推论与谬误前提下的推论；不过也或许是那跟它被错混在一起的东西不是别的，而正是辩论——这东西在人的全部恶习当中可是最令人难耐的一种了，除非是它被用在那些纯属无法弄明白的事物上面，如果是那样，倒还不失为一种差强人意的不坏消遣。的确，我们都会看到一些喝多了的人往往最好谈玄。而这事，容我指出，还不仅仅限于一些学问特大的人，而是不少的人全都如此。说起来并没多久，我就听到过两个人面对面的一场争论，地点在南太平洋某个岛上的一家濒海客店的酒吧里面，而这两个人倒也并不以什么学问家自居。只见其中一人总是不停地在质问其对方这么句话，“你又是何由而得知你所见到的那个东西就是比尔的那个帆船？”而对方也总是不停地在重复他的那句回答，“怎么，如果我看到了那东西在那儿而说它在那儿，那就是合乎理性的。”或许自古以来所有一切康德和怀疑派与那些逍遥派之争也好，诡辩派与常识派之争也好，无不导源于上述的酒徒那里；同样，有关现象的全部琐细纠纷也都无不是如此。

至于说思想会妨碍行动，这便是把一个词用在了它的两项词义上了；并非是思想妨碍行动，思想只会决定行动。而是思想上的犹豫不决妨碍了行动，而是思想上的麻痹瘫痪妨碍了行动，正像心智衰竭的时候，一个曲调会在人的头脑里嗡嗡个不停。当一个人在反复不断地念叨着“我该？我不该？”的时候，他已不能说是在思想，而只是在切割思想的神经。即使说思想没有什么实际价值（尽管我则力主其有），最起码它也不失为一项很迷人的游戏，尽可以帮助我们去打发掉一些时光，如果这期间我们一没有谣言能给邻居去造，二没有钱财可从他们那里去偷，三又没有什么乏味之书可供阅读。

因此之故，我常想，我还是要继续想下去的；至于你想（认为）我这么想到底是想得对与不对，这我倒并不在意，反正我就是这么想的。


6 On Conversations in Trains

Hilaire Belloc

I might have added in this list I have just made of the advantages of railways，that railways let one mix with one's fellow-men and hear their continual conversation. Now，if you will think of it，railways are the only institutions that give us that advantage. In other places we avoid all save those who resemble us，and many men become in middle-age like cabinet ministers，quite ignorant of their fellow-citizens. But in trains，if one travels much，one hears every kind of man talking to every other，and one perceives all England.

It is on this account that I have always been at pains to note what I heard in this way，especially the least expected，most startling，and therefore most revealing dialogues，and as soon as I could to write them down，for in this way one can grow to know men.

Thus I have somewhere preserved a hot discussion among some miners in Derbyshire （voters，good people，voters，remember）①
 whether the United States were bound to us as a colony “like Egypt”②
 . And I once heard also a debate as to whether the word were Horǐzon or Horīzon；this ended in a fight，and the Horǐzon man pushed the Horīzon man out at Skipton，and wouldn't let him get into the carriage again.③


Then，again，I once heard two frightfully rich men near Birmingham arguing why England was the richest and the Happiest Country in the world. Neither of these men was a gentleman④
 ，but they argued politely though firmly，for they differed profoundly⑤
 . One of them，who was almost too rich to walk，said it was because we minded our own affairs，and respected property and were law-abiding. This （he said）was the cause of our prosperity and of the futile envy with which foreigners regarded the homes of our working men. Not so the other：he
 thought that it was the Plain English sense of Duty that did the trick⑥
 ；he showed how this was ingrained in us and appeared in our Schoolboys and our Police：he contrasted it with Ireland，and he asked what else had made our Criminal Trials the model of the world？All this also I wrote down.

Then also once on a long ride （yes，“ride”. Why not？）⑦
 through Lincolnshire I heard two men of the smaller commercial or salaried kind at issue. The first，who had a rather peevish face，was looking gloomily out of the window and was saying，“Denmark has it⑧
 ：Greece has it — why shouldn't we have it？Eh？America has it and so has Germany — why shouldn't we have it？”Then，after a pause，he added，“Even France has it — why haven't we got it？” He spoke as though⑨
 he wouldn't stand it much longer，and as though France were the last straw.

The other man was excitable and had an enormous newspaper in his hand，and he answered in a high voice，“'Cause we're too sensible，that's why！'Cause we know what we're about we do.”

The other man said，“Ho！Do we？”

The second man answered，“Yes；we do. What made England？”

“Gord，”⑩
 said the first man.

This brought the second man up all standing and nearly carried away his fore-bob-stay⑪
 . He answered slowly：

“Well ... yes ... in a manner of speaking. But what I meant to say was like this，that what made England was Free Trade！” Here he slapped one hand on to the other with a noise like that of a pistol，and added heavily，“And what's more，I can prove it.”

The first man，who was now entrenched in his position，said again，“Ho！Can you？” — and sneered.

The second man then proved it，getting more and more excited. When he had done，all the first man did was to say，“You talk foolishness.”

Then there was a long silence：very strained. At last the Free Trader⑫
 pulled out a pipe and filled it at leisure，with a light sort of womanish tobacco，and just as he struck a match the Protectionist⑬
 shouted out，“No you don't！This ain't a smoking compartment. I object！” The Free Trader said，“Oh，that's how it is，is it？” The Protectionist answered in a lower voice and surly，“Yes，that's how.”

They sat avoiding each other's eyes till we got to Grantham. I had no idea that feeling could run so high，yet neither of them had a real grip on the Theory of International Exchange.

· · · · ·

But by far the most extraordinary conversation，and perhaps the most illuminating I ever heard，was in a train going to the West Country and stopping first at Swindon.

It passed between two men who sat in corners facing each other.

The one was stout，tall，and dressed in a tweed suit. He had a gold watch-chain with a little ornament on it representing a pair of compasses and a square. His beard was brown and soft. His eyes were very sodden. When he got in he first wrapped a rug round and round his legs，then he took off his top-hat and put on a cloth cap，then he sat down.

The other also wore a tweed suit and was also stout，but he was not so tall. His watch-chain also was of gold （but of a different pattern，paler，and with no ornament hung on it）. His eyes also were sodden. He had no rug. He also took off his hat，but put no cap upon his head. I noticed that he was rather bald，and in the middle of his baldness was a kind of little knob. For the purposes of this record，therefore，I shall give him the name “Bald”，while I shall call the other man “Cap”.

I have forgotten，by the way，to tell you that Bald had a very large nose，at the end of which a great number of little veins had congested and turned quite blue.

CAP （shuts up Levy's paper
 ，“The Daily Telegraph
 ”，and opens Harmsworth's
 ⑭
 “Daily Mail
 ”. Shuts that up and looks fixedly at
 BALD）：I ask your pardon ... but isn't your name Binder？

BALD （his eyes still quite sodden
 ）：That is my name. Binder's my name. （He coughs to show breeding
 .）Why （his eyes getting a trifle less sodden
 ），if you aren't Mr. Mowle！Well，Mr. Mowle，sir，how are you？

CAP （with some dignity
 ）：Very well，thank you，Mr. Binder. How's Mrs. Binder and the kids？All blooming⑮
 ？

BALD：Why，yes，thank you，Mr. Mowle，but Mrs. Binder still has those attacks （shaking his head
 ）. Abdominal （continuing to shake his head
 ）. Gastric. Something cruel.

CAP：They do suffer cruel⑯
 ，as you say，do women，Mr. Binder （shaking his head too
 — but more slightly
 ）. This indigestion — ah！

BALD （more brightly
 ）：Not married yet，Mr. Mowle？

CAP （contentedly and rather stolidly
 ）：No，Mr. Binder. Nor not inclined to neither⑰
 . （Draws a great breath
 .）I'm a single man，Mr. Binder，and intend so to adhere. （A pause to think
 .）That's what I call （a further pause to get the right phrase
 ）“single blessedness”⑱
 . Yes （another deep breath
 ），I find life worth living，Mr. Binder.

BALD （with great cunning
 ）：That depends upon the liver⑲
 . （Roars with laughter
 .）

CAP （laughing a good deal too，but not so much as
 BALD）：Ar！That was young Cobbler's joke in times gone by.

BALD （politely
 ）：Ever see young Cobbler⑳
 now，Mr. Mowle？

CAP （with importance
 ）：Why，yes，Mr. Binder；I met him at the Thersites' Lodge㉑
 down Brixham way — only the other day. Wonderful brilliant he was ... well，there ... （his tone changes
 ）he was sitting next to me — （thoughtfully
 ）— as might be here — （putting Harmsworth's paper down to represent Young Cobbler
 ）— and here like，would be Lord Haltingtowres㉒
 .

BALD （his manner suddenly becoming very serious
 ）：He's a fine man，he is！One of those men I respect.

CAP （with still greater seriousness
 ）：You may say that，Mr. Binder. No respecter of persons㉓
 — talks to me or you or any of them just the same.

BALD （vaguely
 ）：Yes，they're a fine lot. （Suddenly
 ）：So's Charlie Beresford㉔
 ！

CAP （with more enthusiasm than be had yet shown
 ）：I say ditto to that，Mr. Binder！（Thinking for a few moments of the characteristics of Lord Charles Beresford
 .）It's pluck㉕
 — that's what it is — regular British pluck. （Grimly
 ）：That's the kind of man — no favouritism.

BALD：Ar！It's a case of “Well done，Condor
 ！”㉖


CAP：Ar！You're right there，Mr. Binder.

BALD （suddenly pulling a large flask out of his pocket and speaking very rapidly
 ）：Well，here's yours，Mr. Mowle. （He drinks out of it a quantity of neat whisky，and having drunk it，rubs the top of his flask with his sleeve and hands it over politely to
 CAP.）

CAP （having drunk a lot of neat whisky，also rubbed his sleeve over it，screwed on the little top and giving that long gasp which the occasion demands
 ）：Yes，you're right there — “Well done，Condor
 .”

At this point the train began to go slowly，and just as it stopped at the station I heard CAP begin again，asking BALD on what occasion and for what services Lord Charles Beresford had been given his title.

Full of the marvels of this conversation，I got out，went into the waiting-room and wrote it all down. I think I have it accurately word for word.

But there happened to me what always happens after all literary effort；the enthusiasm vanished，the common day was before me. I went out to do my work in the place and to meet quite ordinary people and to forget，perhaps （so strong is Time），the fantastic beings in the train. In a word，to quote Mr. Binyon's㉗
 admirable lines：

The world whose wrong

Mocks holy beauty and our desire returned.㉘







【注释】


① （voters，good people，voters ，remember）：行文至此，突然涉入闲文，故意幽默一下，借以自嘲，也兼用以嘲人。所以这么来说主要是因为本文作者曾两度做过M. P. （国会议员），而身为M. P.，这些选民矿工可是不能对之缺了礼貌或不予重视的，因而不仅对之加以恭维，而且还再提醒（自己？）一句——voters，remember。办事说话不可一刻忘记自己的政治利益呀！

② “like Egypt”：显然矿工们并不晓得美国自1776年早已独立；至于埃及，1922年时也已独立。

③ 关于Horǐzon or Horīzon一段：这段有关发音的纠纷不免令人想起我们过去的一则笑话：以前有两个人因为太行山一词的读音发生争执，即应当念taihangshan还是daxingshan，诉之于一塾师，并事先约定，输者须赔银五两。塾师一口判定——daxingshan！主张daxingshan者高高兴兴携银而去。输者向塾师诉苦道，明明应是Taihangshan，为何先生反判我为输，致令那“行子”（读hángzi——〈方〉称不喜欢的人或东西——译者）发此邪财？塾师答曰：横竖你买他个一辈子daxingshan，又有何不值？

④ Neither of these men was a gentleman：可见作者著此文时（20世纪20年代），gentleman的观念在一般人的心目中还很牢固。这里的gentleman条件当然不再包括有较高进项这一项——二人均系富人，而可能主要指，从风度气派言谈举止乃至由此而显现出的知识教养等，似均不太入流，故有此语。

⑤ differed profoundly：profoundly这一有分量的词的使用这里显有幽默意味，大有不可开交，不共戴天的神气。

⑥ did the trick：do the trick，俚语，意为accomplish one's purpose。

⑦ on a long ride （yes，“ride”. Why not？）：这里当然也是幽默语。明明只是在坐着，（尽管是坐在火车里）却硬要说是在“奔驰”，这本身当然也就有点滑稽，但这里的幽默还不全在此，而更主要在，这话是对“这就是……，为什么不？”这一常被过多滥用了的话语（陈词滥调）的一种谑仿。再有，这又是通过闲文（因正文中并无一丝可资幽默的地方）去发展
 幽默的一例（参见上面voters，good people ...一语）。

⑧ Denmark has it，以及以若干个has it：这个“it”指的什么？读下去将自明。

⑨ He spoke as though ...：这里的as though以及下面的as though引入了两个比喻，属于纯主观和想象性的东西，兼有一定的幽默意味，而这个也正是文学的魅力所在；离开了它文学也就失去了它的趣味。

⑩ “Gord”：显然在说God时中间加入了一个“r”，但译文对此无办法，只能译成“上—上—帝嘛”。

⑪ fore-bob-stay：亦作bob-stay，航行用语，意为船的前支索，或作倾斜桅支索。按词典的解释是，a rope or chain for tying down a bow-sprit （第一斜桅；牙樯）to keep the ship from bobbing （以防船只上下跳动）。

⑫ Free Trader：主张自由贸易的人，自由贸易主义者。

⑬ Protectionist：保护（贸易）主义者。自free trader与protectionist两词一出现，上文的has it中的it的意思便明白了，指的是对进口税率的保护性政策和措施（关于protective tariffs的问题）。

⑭ Levy's paper ... Harmsworth's ...：这两个人名均为其后面报刊的出版人。

⑮ all blooming：blooming，俚语，原义utter，complete，发展为very well。

⑯ They do suffer cruel：do，加强语气词，这里使用它纯系为了加强话语的虚伪性。紧接着的“do women”也是如此（另外还是不通的话）。其实文中的大量用语也都是如此，不暇一一加以指出。

⑰ Nor not inclined to neither：nor not与neither的连用不仅是十足的非正规英语，而且是完全莫名其妙的浑话一句。

⑱ single blessedness：这样一个简单的cliché还得费这么大的劲才寻找出来，说话人的程度与教养也就可想而知。

⑲ That depends upon the liver：liver这里指person who lives in a specified way（例如clean，loose or fast liver ——洁净正派或者放纵淫荡的人）。文中Bald的意思当然只指这后者（loose，fast）。

⑳ Cobbler：当年英国喜剧演员。

㉑ Thersites' Lodge：伦敦剧院名。

㉒ Lord Haltingtowres：疑为虚拟人物。

㉓ No respecter of persons：系从成语respect of persons而来，persons这里作大人物讲，所谓respect of persons意即have partiality only for the great & c.，只对大人物尊重；眼里只有大人物、名人、权贵等（含义，势利眼）。respecter意为敬重者，尊敬者，例如，be no respecter of persons，不能只尊重有权有势的人（即不做他们的尊重者），亦即对人要一视同仁。

㉔ Charlie Beresford：虚拟人物。

㉕ pluck：口语词，意为courage。

㉖ Ar，It's a case of “Well done，Condor
 ！”：Ar，即ah。“此案断得不错，法官先生！”Condor，西班牙语，为南美洲产的一种秃鹰，后常转意为法官（因法官多为秃头者）。

㉗ Mr. Binyon：20世纪初期英国诗人，世界一战期间所作一些讴歌英国的诗作颇有名。

㉘ The world whose wrong ...：这句诗的主要结构为The world and our desire returned。





这是一篇极为成功的有趣作品，通篇的一个总的特点，在译者看来，主要是：通过对话写人的虚伪；因而文中人物所讲的话语几乎可说是无一字一词一句一段不虚假，不荒唐，不造作，不浮夸，不陈腐，不愚蠢，不是在说谎和在骗人……尤其那最后一节，更达到了荒谬绝伦的地步，而一切却又来得那么轻松自然和毫不费力，所以也就真是虚伪成性了，但又一丝也不自觉！英国幽默作家P. G. Wodehouse曾称誉此文作者Belloc为“a writer of great charm and enormous versatility”（姑勉强译作——一位风情无限、文路特广的作家）。读此文后，定会感到信然，另外此篇也是英国式的幽默的一个绝佳的范例。


列车上的交谈

希莱尔·贝洛克

我或许应当在我刚刚制作的一份关于乘坐火车的益处的表格上再补入一项内容，即火车能使人有机会和他的同胞增多接触，并听到他们的连贯谈话。如果你把这事细想一下，火车还真是能为我们提供这种便利的有限场所之一。在其它环境下，我们是会避开人众的，除了和自己一模一样的人，再有不少人一到中年便会俨然一副内阁大臣的派头，早已认不得他的同胞国人了。但是在列车上，特别是如果你常出来坐坐车，一个人就能听到各类的人同各类别的人所作的各种交谈，并从而观看到整个英国。

正是因为这个缘故，我才往往不辞辛苦，把我以这种方式听到的种种，特别是那最意想不到的、最令人吃惊的因而也就是那最具启发性的交谈对话，全都有闻必录，一一记下，并一有工夫再将它整理成文，而正是凭借此法，我辈才渐能识人。

举例来说，个人收藏里就保留有一件有关一次激辩的记录，发言者皆为德比郡矿工（全是投票人啊，全是好人，是投票人，别忘记）；所辩论的问题是，美利坚合众国是否仍以其殖民地一员的身份隶属于我们，“就像埃及那样”。我听到的又一场辩论则是有关发音的问题：地平线一词是应该念成地平∨线，还是地平线？但后来动口变成了动手，结果那个主张地平∨线的人竟把那个地平线的人（趁某小站停车之际）给推下车去，再不许他上来。

再比如，我还听到过两位富得怕人的乘客间的一次争辩（当车行至伯明翰附近），内容系关于何以英格兰是全世界最富裕和最快乐的国家。按说这两位先生都算不上是什么绅士，但是他们的辩论还是彬彬有礼的，虽说相当坚决，因为彼此分歧确实不同一般。其中一位（按此公已富得快走不动路）提出，这是因为我们只求把自家的事务管好，再有便是尊重财产与遵守法律。这个，在他看来，正是我们所以会如此繁荣昌盛的原因，但同时也是招致外人妒忌（虽说无用）的来由，他们就是用这种目光来看待我们这个劳动者的家园的。可另外那位不是这个看法：他
 认为，那“最顶事儿的鬼东西”就是一个责字——那再平常不过的英式意识；他跟着讲了一通这玩艺儿是怎么深入了骨髓，又怎么从那里冒了出来，不管是学童是警察；接着又拿这点与爱尔兰作了对比，然后问道：不是这个难道还是什么别的使得我国的刑事审讯成为举世楷模？所有这些我也全都记录了下来。

再有，在一次经由林肯郡的长途奔驰当中（不错，就是“奔驰”。为什么不是？），我又见着了两个可能属于小业主或工薪阶层的人在犯着冲突。其中一位，一脸乖戾之气，正神情抑郁地望着窗外，一边口中讲道，“丹麦有了那个。希腊有了那个——为什么我们就不该有那个？请问？美国有了那个，同样德国也有了——为什么我们就不该有？”接着，稍停之后，又补充道，“甚至连法国也有了那个——为什么我们就还没有？”听他的口气，他仿佛是一刻再也容忍不下去了，另外仿佛法国已成了他的最后一根救命稻草。

那另一位也是一个火暴性子，此刻手中正捏着一份特大报纸。他高声回答道，“就因为我们太有头脑了，就为这个！就因为我们明白我们在干的什么，我们明白。”

先说话的那个又发话了，“嚄！我们明白？”

后说话的那个回答道，“不错；我们明白。请问是什么造就了今天的英国？”

“上—上—帝嘛，”先说话的人说道。

这个词儿把那另一个人一下子就[image: ]
 了起来，但因动作过猛，险些儿没来个大头沉，使他栽跌出去，正仿佛船的前支索突被掀翻，船头猛地一沉那样。但接着他慢悠悠回答道：

“是的……这话也不能说不对……就某种意义而言。但我要说的意思是，造就了英国的其实是自由贸易
 ！”说着，他把一只手往那另一只手上啪地一砸，就像放了一枪似的，然后严肃沉重地补充道，“再有呢，我能够证明这点。”

那第一位发言人，此刻正严阵以待，回答他道，“嚄！你能够？”——他笑开了。

那第二位发言人开始了他的论证，而且越说越更激动。当他论证完毕，那第一位发言人的全部反应就是这么一句，“你这是在说浑话。”

接着是长时间的无话，气氛颇形紧张。最后那自由贸易者掏出一只烟斗，不慌不忙地装上了一种女人抽的淡味烟叶，而正当他划火柴时，那位（贸易）保护主义者大叫道，“你不准吸烟！这不是吸烟车厢。我反对！”那自由贸易者说道，“喔，原来是这么回事，是吧？”保护主义者回答的声音这时稍小了点儿，但也还是够不客气的，“不错，正是这样。”

他们两个就这么呆呆坐着，谁也再不看谁一眼，直至我们抵达葛兰坦姆。我万没想到不满情绪竟然高涨到如此程度，可说实在，双方对那国际证券理论又真正懂得多少。

*　*　*　*　*

但是我所听到过的一次特别不同寻常的，而且也或许即是最具启发性的谈话则是在我乘车前往西乡的途中；那第一站是斯温顿。

谈话发生在两个男人中间，其座位各据车厢一角，正面对面。

其中一位体胖而高，穿着一身花呢服装；金表链上缀有细小饰物如圆规矩尺之类；胡须柔软，作棕色；两眼肿泡泡的。他刚一上车便用毛毯把腰腿裹了又裹，接着脱下高顶礼帽，换上布料便帽，这才安然就坐。

那另一位穿着与前一位相同，同样体胖，只是个头稍逊。他的表链也是金的，但形状不同，颜色稍淡，另外也无饰物。眼睛也是那肿泡呆滞类的。他没带旅行毯。他取下帽子，但没有再戴什么。我注意到他已完全歇顶，那中间好像还有个小肉瘤子。兹为行文之便，我姑将其命名为“秃头”，而管那另一位就叫“帽子”。

这里顺便补充一个细节，我忘记了告诉你这秃头的鼻子特别大，其顶端不少毛细管似有充血现象，且已变青。

帽子：（合上赖威的《每日电讯》，打开哈姆斯沃斯的《每日邮报》。然后又合上了它，定睛注视了一下秃头
 ）恕我冒昧……请问尊姓大名是否就叫拜德？

秃头：（这时目光仍较呆滞
 ）是我的名字。我就叫拜德。（微咳一下，以示教养。
 ）真的（眼里稍来了点精神
 ），您就是毛勒先生！哎呀，毛勒先生，尊敬的阁下，您可好哇！

帽子：（很有身份地
 ）很好，谢谢，拜德先生。拜德太太以及阖家上下都好吧，挺红火的？

秃头：都好都好，谢谢，毛勒先生。只是我内人的那些老毛病总是不断发作（连连摇头
 ）。那腹部的（继续摇头
 ）。胃部的。受了罪了。

帽子：她们的确是受尽罪了，诚如您所指出的，妇女受尽罪了，拜德先生（说着也摇起头来——只是摇得轻点儿
 ）。这种胃弱毛病——不得了的！

秃头：（眼睛开始放光
 ）怎么还没结亲吗，毛勒先生？

帽子：（不无得色却又深沉不露地
 ）还没有，拜德先生。不过也就不一定非结或非不结。（这时深吸一口气道
 ）我目前还是一人独居，拜德先生，而且也还有心这么长期坚持下去。（稍停，以想想要说什么。
 ）这正是我所谓的（又停了一下，以找到那确切辞语
 ）“独身之福”。真的（又深吸一口气
 ），我发现，人生还是大有活头的，拜德先生。

秃头：（登时心领神会，一脸狡黠
 ）那就全看这“个中人”是怎么一个活法了。（纵声大笑开了。
 ）

帽子：（也笑了个开怀，仅仅稍逊于秃头
 ）哈！那不正是过去那年轻的考不勒的那句笑话。

秃头：（又恢复起礼貌来
 ）现在又见着了考不勒了，毛勒先生？

帽子：（又端起了架子
 ）啊，不错，拜德先生；又是在布里克汉姆路的瑟塞蒂斯剧场见着过他——就是前几天的事。还是那么聪明透顶……您瞧，那儿……（这时他口气一变
 ）他就坐在我的身边——（若有所思地
 ）——就仿佛在这儿——（说时一边拿起哈姆斯沃斯的报纸去代表那年轻考不勒
 ）——另外，在这儿就好比，就是，赫廷托理斯勋爵。

秃头：（顿时神色变得十分庄重
 ）那可是一位高尚人士，绝对没错！一位我十分敬佩的人。

帽子：（那神色庄重得就更加厉害
 ）你这种评价当然无误，拜德先生。不过，不能眼睛里只有名人吧——讲起话来，不论对我，对您，对任何人，都该是一视同仁吧。

秃头：（含混其词地
 ）不错，全是上流人物。（突然冒出似的
 ）再有，不该漏掉查理·布莱斯福德！

帽子：（顿时热情之高，为前所未见
 ）对您的所言实应给予以十足的首肯，拜德先生！（稍事沉吟，以把握准查尔斯·勃莱斯福德勋爵的性格特征。
 ）那是胆识啊——就是这个——标准的英国式的胆识。（严峻地
 ）这种品质他可谓当之无愧——绝无徇情偏袒之事。

秃头：哈！这一论断，下得得当。法官大人！

帽子：哈！先生所言极是，拜德先生。

秃头：（猛不丁地从袋里掏出一个大瓶子来，而且语速大大加快
 ）请用一些，毛勒先生。（他自己首先把那纯威士忌喝了一大口，然后用袖口把瓶嘴抹抹，便恭恭敬敬递到帽子手里。
 ）

帽子：（喝了不少以后，也用袖口在瓶嘴抹抹，拧好盖子，而且按常规做法，深深舒了口气
 ）一点不错，先生所言极是——“论断得当，法官大人。”

这工夫，列车开始减速；就在车已到站停了下来的时候，我听到帽子又向秃头询问起有关查尔斯·勃莱斯福德的受封场合及其根据，等等。

带着这满耳朵的宝贵东西，我一下车就直奔候车室，好把这一切全录了下来。我认为我记得一点不差，字字准确。

但不快的事马上来了，而且每次动笔之后都会如此；一腔兴致早已消失，面临我的只有平淡。出站后去哪里？去那老地方干活，去会见那些平庸的人众，也包括去忘掉（时间的力量有多强大）火车上的那些荒唐家伙。一句话，此意正好借用宾雍先生的下列妙语来表达：

这个浊世（它的谬误正是对美与圣洁的嘲弄）及其俗念再度返回。


7 The Fire①


Max Beerbohm

If I were “seeing over” a house，and found in every room an iron cage let into the wall，and were told by the caretaker that these cages were for me to keep lions in，I think I should open my eyes rather wide. Yet nothing seems to me more natural than a fire in the grate.

Doubtless，when I began to walk，one of my first excursions was to the fender，that I might gaze more nearly at the live thing roaring and raging behind it；and I dare say I dimly wondered by what blessed dispensation this creature was allowed in a domain so peaceful as my nursery. I do not think I ever needed to be warned against scaling the fender. I knew by instinct that the creature within it was dangerous — fiercer still than the cat which had once strayed into the room and scratched me for my advances. As I grew older，I ceased to wonder at the creature's presence and learned to call it “the fire，” quite lightly②
 . There are so many queer things in the world that we have no time to go on wondering at the queerness of the things we see habitually. We are lucky when by some chance we see again，for a fleeting moment，this thing or that as we saw it when it first came within our ken. We are in the habit of saying that “first impressions are best，” and that we must approach every question “with an open mind”；but we shirk the logical conclusion that we were wiser in our infancy than we are now. “Make yourself even③
 as a little child，” we often say，but recommending the process on moral rather than on intellectual grounds，and inwardly preening④
 ourselves all the while on having “put away childish things，” as though clarity of vision were not one of them.

I look around the room I am writing in — a pleasant room，and my own，yet how irresponsive，how smug and lifeless！The pattern of the wall-paper blamelessly repeats itself from wainscot to cornice；and the pictures are immobile and changeless within their glazed frames — faint，flat mimicries of life. The chairs and tables are just as their carpenter fashioned them，and stand with stiff obedience just where they have been posted. On one side of the room，encased in coverings of cloth and leather，are myriads of words，which to some people，but not to me，are a fair substitute for human company. All around me，in fact，are the products of modern civilisation. But in the whole room there are but three things living：myself，my dog，and the fire in my grate. And of these lives the third is very much the most intensely vivid. My dog is descended，doubtless，from prehistoric wolves；but you could hardly decipher his pedigree on his mild，domesticated face. My dog is as tame as his master （in whose veins flows the blood of the old cavemen）. But time has not tamed fire. Fire is as wild a thing as when Prometheus snatched it from the empyrean⑤
 . Fire in my grate is as fierce and terrible a thing as when it was lit by my ancestors，night after night，at the mouths of their caves，to scare away the ancestors of my dog. And my dog regards it with the old wonder and misgiving. Even in his sleep he opens ever and again one eye to see that we are in no danger. And the fire glowers and roars through its bars at him with the scorn that a wild beast must needs have for a tame one. “You are free，” it rages，“and yet you do not spring at that man's throat and tear him limb from limb and make a meal of him！” and，gazing at me，it licks its red lips；and I，laughing good-humouredly，rise and give the monster a shovelful of its proper food，which it leaps at and noisily devours.

Fire is the only one of the elements that inspires awe. We breathe air，tread earth，bathe in water. Fire alone we approach with deference. And it is the only one of the elements that is always alert，always good to watch. We do not see the air we breathe — except sometimes in London⑥
 ，and who shall say that the sight is pleasant？We do not see the earth revolving；and the trees and other vegetables that are put forth by it come up so slowly that there is no fun in watching them. One is apt to lose patience with the good earth，and to hanker for a sight of those multitudinous fires⑦
 whereover it is，after all，but a thin and comparatively recent crust. Water，when we get it in the form of a river，is pleasant to watch for a minute or so，after which period the regularity of its movement becomes as tedious as stagnation. It is only a whole seaful of water that can rival fire in variety and in loveliness. But even the spectacle of sea at its very best — say in an Atlantic storm — is less thrilling than the spectacle of one building ablaze. And for the rest，the sea has its hours of dullness and monotony，even when it is not wholly calm. Whereas in the grate even a quite little fire never ceases to be amusing and inspiring until you let it out. As much fire as would correspond with a handful of earth or a tumblerful of water is yet a joy to the eyes，and a lively suggestion of grandeur. The other elements，even as presented in huge samples，impress us as less august than fire. Fire alone，according to the legend，was brought down from heaven：the rest were here from the dim outset. When we call a thing earthly we impute cloddishness；by “watery” we imply insipidness；“airy” is for something trivial. “Fiery” has always a noble significance. It denotes such things as faith，courage，genius. Earth lies heavy，and air is void，and water flows down；but flames aspire，flying back towards the heaven they came from. They typify for us the spirit of man，as apart from aught that is gross in him. They are the symbol of purity，of triumph over corruption. Water，air，earth，can all harbour corruption；but where flames are，or have been，there is innocence. Our love of fire comes partly，doubtless，from our natural love of destruction for destruction's sake. Fire is savage，and so，even after all these centuries，are we，at heart. Our civilisation is but as the aforesaid crust that encloses the old planetary flames. To destroy is still the strongest instinct of our nature. Nature is still “red in tooth and claw，” though she has begun to make fine flourishes with tooth-brush and nail-scissors. Even the mild god on my hearth-rug has been known to behave like a wolf to his own species. Scratch his master and you will find the caveman⑧
 . But the scratch must be a sharp one：I am thickly veneered⑨
 . Outwardly，I am as gentle as you，gentle reader. And one reason for our delight in fire is that there is no humbug about flames：they are frankly，primævally savage. But this is not，I am glad to say，the sole reason. We have a sense of good and evil. I do not pretend that it carries us very far. It is but the tooth-brush and nail-scissors that we flourish. Our innate instincts，not this acquired sense，are what the world really hinges on. But this acquired sense is an integral part of our minds. And we revere fire because we have come to regard it as especially the foe of evil — as a means for destroying weeds，not flowers；a destroyer of wicked cities，not of good ones.

The idea of hell，as inculcated in the books given to me when I was a child，never really frightened me at all. I conceived the possibility of a hell in which were eternal flames to destroy every one who had not been good. But a hell whose flames were eternally impotent to destroy these people，a hell where evil was to go on writhing yet thriving for ever and ever，seemed to me，even at that age，too patently absurd to be appalling. Nor indeed do I think that to the more credulous children in England can the idea of eternal burning have ever been quite so forbidding as their nurses meant it to be. Credulity is but a form of incaution. I，as I have said，never had any wish to play with fire；but most English children are strongly attracted，and are much less afraid of fire than of the dark. Eternal darkness，with a biting eastwind，were to the English fancy a far more fearful prospect than eternal flames. The notion of these flames arose in Italy，where heat is no luxury，and shadows are lurked in，and breezes prayed for. In England the sun，even at its strongest，is a weak vessel⑩
 . True we grumble whenever its radiance is a trifle less watery than usual. But that is precisely because we are a people whose nature the sun has not mellowed — a dour people，like all northerners，ever ready to make the worst of things. Inwardly，we love the sun，and long for it to come nearer to us，and to come more often. And it is partly because this craving is unsatisfied that we cower so fondly over our open hearths⑪
 . Our fires are makeshifts for sunshine. Autumn after autumn，“We see the swallows gathering in the sky，and in the osier-isle we hear their noise，” and our hearts sink. Happy，selfish little birds，gathering so lightly to fly whither we cannot follow you，will you not，this once，forgo the lands of your desire？“Shall not the grief of the old time follow？” Do winter⑫
 with us，this once！We will strew all England，every morning，with bread-crumbs for you，will you but stay and help us to play at summer！⑬
 But the delicate cruel rogues pay no heed to us，skimming sharplier than ever in pursuit of gnats，as the hour draws near for their long flight over gnatless seas.

Only one swallow have I ever known to relent. It had built its nest under the eaves of a cottage that belonged to a friend of mine，a man who loved birds. He had a power of making birds trust him. They would come at his call，circling round him，perching on his shoulders，eating from his hand. One of the swallows would come too，from his nest under the eaves. As the summer wore on，he grew quite tame. And when summer waned，and the other swallows flew away，this one lingered，day after day，fluttering dubiously over the threshold of the cottage. Presently，as the air grew chilly，he built a new nest for himself，under the mantel-piece in my friend's study. And every morning，so soon as the fire burned brightly，he would flutter down to perch on the fender and bask in the light and warmth of the coals. But after a few weeks he began to ail；possibly because the study was a small one，and he could not get in it the exercise that he needed；more probably because of the draughts. My friend's wife，who was very clever with her needle，made for the swallow a little jacket of red flannel，and sought to divert his mind by teaching him to perform a few simple tricks. For a while he seemed to regain his spirits. But presently he moped more than ever，crouching nearer than ever to the fire，and sidelong，blinking dim weak reproaches at his disappointed master and mistress. One swallow，as the adage truly says，does not make a summer. So this one's mistress hurriedly made for him a little overcoat of sealskin，wearing which，in a muffled cage，he was personally conducted by his master straight through to Sicily⑭
 . There he was nursed back to health，and liberated on a sunny plain. He never returned to his English home⑮
 ；but the nest he built under the mantelpiece is still preserved，in case he should come at last.

When the sun's rays slant down upon your grate，then the fire blanches and blenches，cowers，crumbles，and collapses⑯
 . It cannot compete with its archetype. It cannot suffice a sunsteeped swallow，or ripen a plum，or parch the carpet. Yet，in its modest way，it is to your room what the sun is to the world；and where，during the greater part of the year，would you be without it？I do not wonder that the poor，when they have to choose between fuel and food，choose fuel. Food nourishes the body；but fuel，warming the body，warms the soul too. I do not wonder that the hearth has been regarded from time immemorial as the centre，and used as the symbol，of the home. I like the social tradition that we must not poke a fire in a friend's drawing-room unless our friendship dates back full seven years. It rests evidently，this tradition，on the sentiment that a fire is a thing sacred to the members of the household in which it burns⑰
 . I daresay the fender has a meaning，as well as a use，and is as the rail round an altar⑱
 . In “The New Utopia”⑲
 these hearths will all have been rased，of course，as demoralising relics of an age when people went in for privacy and were not always thinking exclusively about the State. Such heat as may be needed to prevent us from catching colds （whereby our vitality would be lowered，and our usefulness to the State impaired）will be supplied through hot-water pipes （white-enamelled），the supply being strictly regulated from the municipal water-works. Or has Mr. Wells arranged that the sun shall always be shining on us？⑳
 I have mislaid my copy of the book. Anyhow，fires and hearths will have to go. Let us make the most of them while we may.

Personally，though I appreciate the radiance of a family fire，I give preference to a fire that burns for myself alone. And dearest of all to me is a fire that burns thus in the house of another. I find an inalienable magic in my bedroom fire when I am staying with friends；and it is at bed-time that the spell is strongest. “Good night，” says my host，shaking my hand warmly on the threshold；“you've everything you want？” “Everything，” I assure him；“good night.” “Good night.” “Good night，” and I close my door，close my eyes，heave a long sign，open my eyes，draw the armchair close to the fire （my fire），sink down，and am at peace，with nothing to mar my happiness except the feeling that it is too good to be true.

At such moments I never see in my fire any likeness to a wild beast. It roars me as gently as a sucking dove，and is as kind and cordial as my host and hostess and the other people in the house. And yet I do not have to say anything to it，I do not have to make myself agreeable to it. It lavishes its warmth on me，asking nothing in return. For fifteen mortal hours or so，with few and brief intervals，I have been making myself agreeable，saying the right thing，asking the apt question，exhibiting the proper shade of mild or acute surprise，smiling the appropriate smile or laughing just so long and just so loud as the occasion seemed to demand. If I were naturally a brilliant and copious talker，I suppose that to stay in another's house would be no strain on me. I should be able to impose myself on my host and hostess and their guests without any effort，and at the end of the day retire quite unfatigued，pleasantly flushed with the effect of my own magnetism. Alas，there is no question of my imposing myself. I can repay hospitality only by strict attention to the humble，arduous process of making myself agreeable. When I go up to dress for dinner，I have always a strong impulse to go to bed and sleep off my fatigue；and it is only by exerting all my will-power that I can array myself for the final labours：to wit，making myself agreeable to some man or woman for a minute or two before dinner，to two women during dinner，to men after dinner，then again to women in the drawing-room，and then once more to men in the smoking-room. It is a dog's life. But one has to have suffered before one gets the full savour out of joy. And I do not grumble at the price I have to pay for the sensation of basking，at length，in solitude and the glow of my own fireside.

Too tired to undress，too tired to think，I am more than content to watch the noble and everchanging pageant of the fire. The finest part of this spectacle is surely when the flames sink，and gradually the red-gold caverns are revealed，gorgeous，mysterious，with inmost recesses of white heat. It is often thus that my fire welcomes me when the long day's task is done. After I have gazed long into its depths，I close my eyes to rest them，opening them again，with a start，whenever a coal shifts its place，or some belated little tongue of flame spurts forth with a hiss. ... Vaguely I liken myself to the watchman one sees by night in London，wherever a road is up，huddled half-awake in his tiny cabin of wood，with a cresset of live coal before him. ... I have come down in the world，and am a night-watchman，and I find the life as pleasant as I had always thought it must be，except when I let the fire out，and awake shivering. ... Shivering I awake，in the twilight of dawn. Ashes，white and grey，some rusty cinders，a crag or so of coal，are all that is left over from last night's splendor. Grey is the lawn beneath my window，and little ghosts of rabbits are nibbling and hobbling there. But anon the east will be red，and，ere I wake，the sky will be blue，and the grass quite green again，and my fire will have arisen from its ashes，a cackling and comfortable phœnix㉑
 .






【注释】


① The Fire：这里the的用法，与the sun，the moon，the earth中的the相同，即都有唯一的与独尊的意味。

② quite lightly：有并不太当它回事的含意。

③ Make yourself even ...：even这里=exactly。

④ preening：等于说像禽鸟那样，用嘴把羽毛上的不洁之物全都舔掉揩净；系形象性用法。

⑤ the empyrean：九重天或最高天，为上帝与列仙所居住之火域（sphere of fire）。

⑥ except sometimes in London：可见彼时，亦即作者著此文时（1909）的伦敦空气污染依然严重。当然今日早已不再如此。

⑦ multitudinous fires：意为各种各样的火，语见莎士比亚《麦克佩斯》2幕2场。为了仿效这种多音节的生动表达，拙译在这里也做了相应的追摩，可参阅。

⑧ Scratch his master and you will find the caveman：此语系从成语Scratch a Russiom，and you（'ll）find a Tartar套用来的，意为文明只是一层薄薄的外皮，其内里仍透着野蛮，故用指一抓即将露相。

⑨ I am thickly veneered：veneer意为饰面、护板，用以保护墙壁、道路等，引申为掩盖真相的虚饰外貌。这里用作动词，等于说他自己被假相保护得很厚（protected or covered with a thick coating of falsehood，pretension，etc.）。

⑩ a weak vessel：vessel原意为器皿，但这里则系用其引申意义，而可被解释成“person viewed as divine instrument or material”（据P.O.D.解释），亦即是说某个人（或物）因被看作是上帝的容器而成为其意旨的执行工具或用料，因而此引申意义似仍不脱出其器皿之本义。

⑪ our open hearths：open一词系与今天其热源已不露在我们眼前的暖气设备等相区别而言。

⑫ Do winter with us：winter在此用作动词，作过冬解。

⑬ help us to play at summer！：关于这段话的意思，请参阅拙译有关部分；另需指出的是作者在此所流露的幽默。

⑭ Sicily：即意大利的西西里（岛），那里的气温当然比伦敦高多了。

⑮ He never returned to his English home：读到这里，使译者记起了他幼时读过的一句古语：燕子归来寻旧垒。只可惜再想不起其出处（经查，此句出自北宋词人阮逸女之《浣溪沙》。——编者附注）。另外English home一语在拙译中便干脆译成了“旧垒”。

⑯ then the fire blanches and blenches，cowers，crumbles and collapses：请注意这里的两对
 头韵（alliteration），甚至第一对中的头韵加脚韵，再甚至它的“胸
 或腰
 韵”（blan
 ches与blen
 ches）——当然这后者纯系出于译者的“捏造”，学术界中是没有这话的。不过从这里也可看出，一个国家在修辞行文上的审美意识与传统习惯对后人的长期而顽强的影响。

⑰ that a fire is a thing sacred to ... it burns：此句请参考拙译——谁家的火对于谁家的人都会是圣物一件。这个译文我以为至少证明了三件事：1. 汉语的简练；2. 汉语的精致；3. 汉语的干净利落。

⑱ as the rail round an altar：这个rail当然不是什么轨道，钢轨，而是一种围栏或栏杆，为耶教教堂里祭台前的常见之物，其样式文字不好描写，有兴趣者前往其处一见即知。

⑲ “The New Utopia”：英政治家谟尔（Sir Thomas More）曾于16世纪初出版过一部小说Uptopia
 （《乌托邦》），内容写大西洋上某一名叫乌托邦岛屿上的故事，借以宣扬其公平合理幸福美满之社会理想，并成为人类社会主义思想发展史上的重要文献之一。1905年英国小说家与社会研究家韦尔斯（H.G. Wells）也发表了一部以旨在研究如何重建人类社会为题材的小说作品，名叫A Modern Utopia
 。

⑳ Or has Mr. Wells arranged ... shining on us？：这话当然是对韦尔斯的一番壮谟鸿猷的一记讽刺。而韦尔斯也的确自年轻时起便够得上一位关心民生、胸怀世界，一向以重建社会与改造人类为己任的了不起的大文学家。

㉑ a crackling and comfortable phœnix：从来亚欧各地便流行过不少有关凤凰或不死鸟、长生鸟的美丽传说。阿拉伯童话中即记载有这种鸟活至一定年月便将自投于燔祭的柴堆之上，浴火而后重生；埃及的传说中亦大体如此，即大约每五百年此鸟便飞赴该国，于祭坛上自焚之后，会焕发得更加美艳而年轻。





此文译毕，颇生过一些感慨。心想当年乔治文坛上的这位无人不知的名士，不仅在世界文学史上完全上不了榜，就是在其本土亦仅为一个“小家”（a minor one）。他在文学上确实是作品不多，成就有限，且文路亦窄，主要限于散文一途。但在这个较狭小的领域内，他却享有着特殊优势，不仅十分当行出色，而且几可谓无敌手。在这方面，无论论灵活性，论想象力，论气势与表现才能，他都可说是达到了超绝
 程度；尤其难得的是情致韵味的丰富，似乎总有着一种难以名状的馨香芳馥味道盈溢其间。以此文论，其前半部分写得聪明之极，精彩迭出，后面的几段（比如与燕子有关的几段）又那么饶有诗意，而最末一段更是美不可言！了解了这个，读者是会先睹为快的。


火呀

麦克斯·毕尔勃姆

假如我也去“视察”某座住宅，于是发现那里的每个房间均有铁笼一只嵌进墙壁里面，而且按看房人对我的汇报，说这些乃系供我在那里头养狮子的，我想我听到后定会惊得双目圆睁。但是如果只是为了取暖用的，那我就完全放心没事了。

毫无疑问，当我小时候一开始学步时，我最早去过的一处地方可能就是那壁炉的围栏，那里我能就近观看到那个活的东西在铁栏的后边又呼又叫；而且我敢说，我已经开始有几分怀疑，这是谁的命令，竟容许这种怪物侵入到我们孩子的平静房间。我觉得我可能并不曾需要有人来警告我说，围栏可不能爬。我天生会懂得，那里头的怪物是不太好惹的——它比一只猫要凶猛得多，而这家伙有一回就溜进过我的房间，我想跟它亲热，结果让它抓了。再大一些，我对房间里有这怪物也就见怪不怪，知道管它叫“火”，也就是了。世界上古怪的事物太多了，我们要对天天见惯了的这些怪玩艺儿全都见怪就怪确实还真来不及。我们如果能够，哪怕是一小会儿工夫，再有机会能对那些初次映入我们眼帘的东西细视它几眼，已应算得上足够有眼福的了。我们习惯上总好讲，“那第一印象是最佳印象”，以及对待什么问题都得“敞开胸怀”；但这话的必然结论就会是，我们小时候比现在聪明，而这个我们却又不想承认。“要把你自己完全变得跟个孩子一样”是我们的另一句口头禅，但劝人这么干的根据却并非是理性的而是伦理的，而且在大舔其自家羽毛的工夫，其内心的真实思想乃是“尽量去掉一切带孩子气的东西”，这么一来，视觉清明又算不得儿童的一项优点了。

我朝我此刻正在写作于其间的这间房子扫视了一眼——一个很不错的房间，而且也就是我自家的房间，可一切又是多么地不可信靠，多么地徒有其表和毫无生气！那些糊墙的花纸，从靠下的护板到上半部的墙身，全是没挑的千篇一律的图案；上面的画儿都是不能动和不能变的，永远被钉死在玻璃框里——人生的微弱、呆板的摹拟物。桌椅木器也还是木匠师傅们的原来造型，而且放到哪里就是哪里，极具服从的美德。在墙壁的一面还可看到由皮面布料等制成的悬挂物一具，上面印满大量文字，而这个，对一些人（当然不是对我），据说即是人世交往的一幅示意图。实际上，这周围的种种无一不是现代文明的产物。所以在整个这间屋子里只有三件东西算是活的：我自己、我的狗和我围栏后面的火。而这三件活的东西里又要属那第三件最活跃了。我的那条狗无疑是从史前的狼传下来的；但是它的家谱世系从它那副如此温驯可亲的面孔上恐怕已追踪不出多大道理。我的狗在温顺方面是比得上它的主人的（在后者的身上仍然流淌着那古昔穴居人的血液）。但是时光却迄今未能把火驯服。火还完全是普罗米修斯当年从九重高天上盗下来时的那副桀骜不驯的神气。火在我围栏里的一副狰狞凶相和当年我的祖先们每夜每夜在洞口熊熊点燃着它以吓退我的狗的祖先，那情景完全是一样的。我那狗今天望着它时还是它祖先的那副惊异疑虑眼神。甚至在它的睡梦中它仍会不时睁开一只眼睛，以防周围有何危险。而那火呢，此刻正透过围栏，对它怒目相向，大肆讥讪，而这个正是一头凶猛野兽对一只温顺动物的必有之事。“你是自由了，”那火咆哮道，“可你已经不再敢一见着谁就一口咬住他的喉咙，把他连肉带骨一块块撕扯下来，然后便美美饱餐一顿！”说着，它又望了望我，把它的血红嘴唇舔了又舔；而我呢，一脸善意笑容，马上起身把那妖魔的正常食料，满满甩给了它一铲子，见此，它一下便蹿起多高，噼噼啪啪吞了下去。

火是世上几大要素里唯一使人产生敬畏的东西。我们天天都在呼吸空气，踩踏土地和沐浴在水里。但是唯独对火会有尊重之感。而且是几大要素中唯一时时都最活跃和时时都最值得一观的。我们都看不见我们呼吸的空气——除非有时候在伦敦，而谁又会说那景象看起来很美？我们也看不见那大地在旋转；至于从那里所生出来的树木啊、蔬菜啊，它们长得又太慢了，观看起来没多大意思。我们是很容易对这片大地失去耐心的（因为说到底，它也不过是薄薄的一层，而且要论年代也属资历较浅的后成的壳壳儿），而是一心只想去寻求（只要有处可寻求）那熠熠煜煜煌煌烨烨的烈焰了。最后说到水，当它以河流的形式出现在我们面前时，稍稍看上几眼也还小有可观，只是工夫不能太长，长了以后，流来流去总是它那一套，就会跟一潭死水无异，了无情趣可言了。只有当水汇聚到浩瀚如海的时候才能在繁复与风情上与火相比。但即使是那最壮观的海景——比如大西洋上的风暴大作之际——比起一栋大厦失火时冲天延烧的局面也还没有那么动人心魄。至于其它时刻，大海也经常是单调乏味的，即使它还不是完全风平浪静。然而在围栏里，就是一点小火也会是非常有趣的，足以动人遐思，除非你把它弄熄灭了。数量仅仅相当于一小撮土、一小杯水那么多的一把火，在人的眼睛里仍然会是乐事一桩，无异宏伟的一个生动象征。其它几种要素，即使成批成堆地摆在面前，在雄伟壮观方面，似乎终稍逊一筹。四种要素当中唯有那火，照传说所言，才是从天上搬运来的；其它几种的出身便都较寒微了。当我们以其各自的形容词形式描写事物时，“earthly”（土的）往往意味着呆笨；“watery”（水的）意味着乏味；“airy”（气的）意味着轻飘不实，但“fiery”（火的）却总是带着一种高贵的含义。它所指的事物也主要是像信仰、勇毅、天才一类的概念。土是沉甸甸的，气是空荡荡的，水呢只知往低处流，但唯有火焰却胸怀大志，一心向上，总是要登高升空，飞回它所自来的天上。它是我们人的精神最典型的代表，而与其中的任何卑下粗鄙之物有别。它乃是光洁纯净的象征，是对腐朽窳败的胜利。水、气与土全都有可能藏污纳垢；但是火焰之所在，或它之所经，那里肯定会是光洁一片，纯净无瑕。我们对火的热爱，很可能部分来自对为破坏而破坏的天然的热爱。火是野蛮的，而我们呢，在内心当中，即使在经历了这么多世纪之后，也还是如此。我们的文明也只不过是前面提到的那个壳壳儿所包裹住的古旧天上星火。破坏仍然是我们天性里最强烈的本能。天性还是她那“锋牙锐爪沾满血污”的角色，虽说早已学会了全套文明粉饰，懂得要弄起牙刷子指甲刀。甚至连我炉前地毯上的那个老实灶神，据说当年也绝非是什么善类，颇曾对其同胞凶狠如狼。抓抓他的主人，你就会发现他是野人一个。只是需要注意，要抓的话，下手要狠：因我这层遮丑外皮就有城墙来厚。从外表上看，我与各位也是一样的文雅，我文雅的读者们。我们喜爱火的原因之一即是，火焰从不对我们弄虚作假；它干干脆脆，从它八百辈老祖宗那会儿起就很野蛮。不过这还不全是（而这点倒还让我言之欣慰）那唯一的原因。我们毕竟还是有点儿是非之心的。我说这话倒也并非是想过甚其词，说它将多了不起。充其量它也不过是些牙刷子指甲刀的把戏。是我们骨子里的天性，而非这些学来的意识，才是我们这个森罗世界之所系。我们所以对火敬重主要是因为我们已慢慢懂得把它视作邪恶的敌人——视作对下列事物的消灭手段，比如用来对付毒草（而不是鲜花），对付罪恶的城镇（而非善良的城镇）。

地狱的概念，虽说打我一小就从送给我看的书里灌输了进来，其实一点也没有使我真正害怕过。我曾对地狱做过如下的设想，即那里的永恒的烈火是否有可能把世上历来一切的坏人都付诸一炬。但是地狱里一个对坏人长期都无能为力的火焰，一个使罪恶在那里头倒也不断折腾折腾但结果却变得越来越更兴旺发达、得意好活。这样的一个火焰，即使在我当时那个年岁，也会觉得显然不是如何可怕，而是太可笑了。另外我也不太相信，对一些说什么就信什么的英国孩子来说，永恒的烈火那东西就一直会像那些阿姨说的似的那么邪乎。其实，轻信有时也就等于不信，拿人家的话当耳旁风。说到我自己，正如上文所言，我可是从来就没有过去玩火的想法；虽说不少英国儿童常常抵不住这种诱惑；另外他们对黑暗的惧怕往往更甚于火。永恒的黑暗，再配上那刺骨的东风，这种景象在英国人的想象里是要比那永恒的火焰更加可怕得多。烈火这种概念原是从意大利那边儿兴起来的，那地方热太多了，人不希罕；可阴影却是悄悄弄进来的，凉风也只是虔心祈求来的。在英国这里，日头即使最毒时，也只算得是微弱的天惠。不错，我们也会抱怨的，什么时候它的光照有点水汽儿过于不足。但是这也正好说明我们这个民族的天性尚未给太阳完全雅化驯服——仍是一个蛮子，跟所有的北方民族那样，总是容易把好事弄坏。其实内心当中，我们还是热爱太阳的，总是渴望它来时离得我们更近一些，来的次数也更多一些。也多少是因为这种祈求未能得到充分满足，所以我们总是那么喜欢眷恋在这种“敞露的”壁炉周围。我们是把炉火当太阳的。多少个秋天，“我们都会看到燕子群集长空，在那满是杞柳的汀渚上听到它们的呢喃”，这时我们的心就会咯噔一沉。快乐、自私的小鸟啊，这么轻快地聚集到一处，然后便展翅飞翔到那我们无法跟踪你们前往的地方。但是请问你们能不能，至少这回，放弃掉你们那心愿的地方？“过去岁月的旧怨能不能便不再随你们前去？”请留下来和我们一起过冬吧，至少这回！我们将把整个英国全境每天早上撒满专供君用的面包屑屑，如果你们真肯留了下来，明年夏天各类赛事开始时，也好帮助我们顶一把手！只可惜这些难伺候的狠心家伙根本便不理我们这一套，而只管上下翻飞去拼命捕食蚊蚋，因为它们明白，长途飞行的日子将近，而那时海洋上面是再没有蚊蚋可捕食的。

我平生仅对一只燕子动过一点怜惜之情。这只燕子曾在我的一名友人的屋檐下筑过巢。这位友人是个爱鸟的人。他有本领取得鸟对他的信任。他一招呼，鸟儿就飞了过来，围着他团团打转，在他肩上休息，从他手里啄食等等。其中有一只燕子也是这样，一唤就来，从房檐下它的巢里飞来。随着夏日的消逝，它变得更通人性了。到了夏去秋来，其它燕子都飞走后，这一只却迟迟未去，留了下来，日复一日地在房门前飞来飞去，仿佛有什么心事似的。不久天气转凉，它又给它自己搭了一个新窝，就在我友人书室的壁炉下边。每天前晌，炉火一着得旺时，它就会飞了过来，落在围栏上头，沐浴在炭火的光热之中。但几周以后，它生起病来，这或许是因为那书房地方太小，提供不了它活动所需的足够空间；但更其可能的是因为穿堂风的关系。我朋友的妻子在针线上很有一手，竟用红色法兰绒给这燕子缝了一件小衣裳，还教它做了些本事，以哄它开心。所以有一阵子，它又慢慢精神了起来。可时间不长，它又陷入了前所未有的苦闷之中，蹲得离炉子越来越近，歪着身子便对它那无可奈何的男女主人不停地眨起眼来，似在表露其微弱不满。诚如那谚语中所言，一燕是不成夏的。见状，这只燕子的女主人赶紧用海豹皮给它缝制了一件小大衣，穿上这个，又放进了一只有罩的笼子，它竟被它的男主人亲自远送至西西里。在那里，经过一番调养，它又恢复了健康，于是就在那阳光充足的土地上给放飞了。它再没有飞回过它在英国的“旧垒”。但它在壁炉台下搭的那个窝却一直还给它留着，因为万一它真回来了哪。

当冬日阳光斜射在你的炉栅上时，你那炉炭火就会顿时面色惨白，恹无生气，畏缩崩溃，彻底垮掉。它是无法与它的原型争高低的。它甚至满足不了一只浴满晴光的燕子，催不熟枝头上的梅子，烘不干弄湿了的地毯。然而按它卑微有限的能力，它对你一室的作用也正相当于阳光对全世界的作用；而你自己，就一年的一大半时间来说，离开了它，又将何处栖身呢？所以我并不奇怪，当一个穷人被迫在食料与燃料二者间作一选择时，他会选择燃料。食料当然能养活人的肉体；但燃料，在温暖他肉体的同时，也在温暖他的灵魂。我也决不奇怪，为什么自远古以来炉火便一直被视为和被用为家庭的中心与象征。我很喜欢我们的那个习俗，不在朋友家的客厅里拨弄人家的炉火，除非是这份交情的时间长了，前后不下七年。这个传统显然基于这样一种情感，即谁家的火对于谁家的人都会是圣物一件。我敢断言，围栏不仅有其实际用途，也还有它的文化意义，正如教堂里祭台前面的栏杆那样。当然在《新乌托邦》里，这些炉火肯定会全部都在废除之列的，它们所代表的乃是那个旧时代的有害遗物，它败坏道德，只将人的兴趣导向如何去搞家庭隐私，而不是把人的思想正确地集注到国家大事上来。至于那种为了例如防止着凉感冒（因为果然染上了这病，由于精力锐减，我们对国家的贡献岂不大为受损）而必不可少的热量，则将通过暖气管道供应（全属雪白搪瓷），而这种供应必将由市政水利公司严格管制。也或许威尔斯先生另有其妙法，能保证那日头时时刻刻都照得着我们？可惜我那本书一时找不见了。不管怎么说吧，这火和炉子肯定是要保不住了。因此上，得享受时且享受吧。

就我个人来说，虽然我也欣赏一般家庭壁炉里的火光，但我更喜爱的却是那专为我一个人而燃烧着的炉火。而尤其可贵的是这么一炉炭火是在一个别人的家里。我发现，当我在一个友人的家里做客时，这个火具有一种令人难以割舍的魅力；而这魅力在夜晚入睡时就会更加势不可当。“晚安，”我的男主人在门口握着我的手道；“需要的东西全都有了？”“全都有了，”我让他放心；“晚安。”“晚安。”“晚安，”说着我合上了门，闭上了眼睛，舒了一口长气，又睁开了眼睛，把扶手椅拉到了炉火边（我的炉火边），坐了下来，安享到了平静，而从此百无可虑，或许唯一稍感不安的便是，这样的幸福可能是真的吗！

在这种时刻，我眼里的这个炉火就会一点儿也不再像是什么凶恶的野兽了。它对我的汹汹咆哮已经化为一只雏鸽似的娓娓依人，它对我的感情，对我的殷勤，正和我的男女主人以及家里的其他人没有两样。可我对此呢也只消领受，无需表示，以取悦于对方。它把温煦向我作了慷慨赠予而不图任何回报。长达十五个要命的钟头以来，当然这中间也偶有少量与短暂的间歇不算，我一直在不停地干着的正是这种取悦于人的勾当；说该说的话，问应问的事，所表示的惊奇的温度与强度要各得其宜，发出的该是微笑还是大笑，各需多长和各应多响，这一切也全视其具体场合环境而定。假如我天生就有着一副精彩动听口若悬河的谈话本领，在朋友家去做做客当然不会是多大负担。我不费吹灰之力就能把我的男女主人乃至他们的客人一个不剩地通通生俘活虏过来，结果一天下来得胜告退之际，人无倦意，面有红光，深深为着自己的无穷魅力而不胜欣慰。只可惜这种驾驭人的本领我不具备。要想回报人家的盛情我只能严格遵守取悦于人的谦卑艰苦的礼貌程序。每当我已起身着装准备赴宴之际，这时我真是大有心思再回到床上去睡个好觉，以彻底解乏；而只是纯凭我的全部意志力量才使我终于能够毅然束装就道，勉付时艰：这也即是说，怎么在饭前去讨好一些男或女人几分钟，怎么在吃饭期间去讨好两位女人，在饭后去讨好男人，然后又怎么在客厅里去讨好女人。又怎么再一次在吸烟室里去讨好男人。这不是人过的日子。但是一个人先得受下这罪，才能苦尽甘来，享到那福。所以要想最终能够在这样的幽静与光辉之中安享到一个人他自己的这种炉边沐浴之乐，对这点代价我还能再说什么呢！

太疲倦了。既懒得脱衣去睡觉，又不想费神去思考，这时最惬意的一件事便是坐在那里去看火景，那宏伟壮观瞬息万变的火景。这景观中最精彩的一幕当然即是在它的炭火塌陷下来的那一刻，于是渐渐地那里金黄般的穴窟全都绽露出来，辉煌而恢诡，那最深邃隐处的炽热的白烬竟在我的面前泄尽其“春光”。这炉火就常是这么迎接我的，当着这长日的任务已毕。在我把一双目光凝注在它的深处很久之后，我也闭闭眼睛，休息一会，很快又会，吃惊似的，重又睁开，如果一块炭火突然跌了下来，或者那股火舌终于又哧哧地喷出了新的苗子……矇眬之中，我把我自己比作了我们在伦敦夜间常会碰见的那种更夫，一般多在路的高处，睡眼惺忪地缩蜷在他的木头小屋门口，前面放着一盏内有炭火的篝灯……我在这个世上跌落了下来，我也成了一名守街的了，而且我发现我的生活正像我一向把它理想化了的那样，的确是很不错的，除非是我那火给弄熄灭了，于是也就会给冻醒了，打着哆嗦地……给冻醒了，打着哆嗦地，在天刚蒙蒙亮的时刻。炉灰，又白又灰的炉灰，带铁锈的炉渣，几块碎炭，这就是昨晚一夜辉煌的凄凉结局。我窗下的草坪灰蒙蒙的，那些鬼兔子已经在那底下乱跑开了，吃开草了。不用多久，东方就要泛白，待我醒来，见到的又会是绿草蓝天，而我的火呢，定会跟那翙翙锵锵的凤凰似的，从其死灰之上，再番重获新生！


8 William and Mary

Max Beerbohm

Memories，like olives，are an acquired taste.①
 William and Mary （I give them the Christian names that were indeed theirs — the joint title by which their friends always referred to them）were for some years an interest in my life，and had a hold on my affection. But a time came when，though I had known and liked them too well ever to forget them，I gave them but a few thoughts now and then. How，being dead，could they keep their place in the mind of a young man surrounded with large and constantly renewed consignments of the living？As one grows older，the charm of novelty wears off. One finds that there is no such thing as novelty — or，at any rate，that one has lost the faculty for perceiving it. One sees every newcomer not as something strange and special，but as a ticketed specimen of this or that very familiar genus. The world has ceased to be remarkable；and one tends to think more and more often of the days when it was so very remarkable indeed.

I suppose that had I been thirty years older when first I knew him，William would have seemed to me little worthier of attention than a penny-halfpenny postage-stamp seems to-day. Yet，no；William really had some oddities that would have caught even an oldster's eye②
 . In himself he was commonplace enough （as I，coeval though I was with him，soon saw）. But in details of surface he was unusual. In them he happened to be rather ahead of his time. He was a Socialist，for example. In 1890 there was only one other Socialist in Oxford，and he not at all an undergraduate，but a retired chimney-sweep，named Hines，who made speeches，to which nobody，except perhaps William，listened，near the Martyrs' Memorial. And William wore a flannel shirt，and rode a bicycle — very strange habits in those days，and very horrible. He was said to be （though he was short-sighted and wore glasses）a first-rate ‘back’ at football；but，as football was a thing frowned on by the rowing men，and coldly ignored by the bloods，his talent for it did not help him：he was one of the principal pariahs③
 of our College；and it was rather in a spirit of bravado，and to show how sure of myself I was，that I began，in my second year，to cultivate his acquaintance.

We had little in common. I could not think Political Economy ‘the most exciting thing in the world，’ as he used to call it. Nor could I without yawning listen to more than a few lines of Mr. William Morris's interminable smooth Icelandic Sagas④
 ，which my friend，pious young Socialist that he was，thought ‘glorious.’⑤
 He had begun to write an Icelandic Saga himself，and had already achieved some hundreds of verses. None of these pleased him，though to me they seemed very like his master's. I can see him now，standing on his hearth-rug，holding his MS. close to his short-sighted eyes，declaiming the verses and trying，with many angular gestures of his left hand，to animate them — a tall，broad，raw-boned fellow，with long brown hair flung back from his forehead，and a very shabby suit of clothes. Because of his clothes and his socialism，and his habit of offering beer to a guest，I had at first supposed him quite poor；and I was surprised when he told me that he had from his guardian （his parents being dead）an allowance of ￡350，and that when he came of age he would have an income of ￡400. ‘All out of dividends，’ he would groan⑥
 . I would hint that Mr. Hines and similar zealots might disembarrass him of this load，if he asked them nicely. ‘No，’ he would say quite seriously，‘I can't do that，’ and would read out passages from ‘Fabian Essays’⑦
 to show that in the present anarchical conditions only mischief could result from sporadic dispersal of rent. ‘Ten，twelve years hence —’ he would muse more hopefully. ‘But by that time，’ I would say，‘You'll probably be married，and your wife mightn't quite —，’⑧
 whereat he would hotly repeat what he had said many times：that he would never marry. Marriage was an anti-social anachronism. I think its survival was in some part due to the machinations of Capital⑨
 . Anyway，it was doomed. Temporary civil contracts between men and women would be the rule ‘ten，twelve years hence’；pending which time the lot of any man who had civil sense must be celibacy，tempered perhaps with free love.

Long before that time was up，nevertheless，William married. One afternoon in the spring of '95 I happened to meet him at a corner of Trafalgar Square⑩
 . I wondered at the immense cordiality of his greeting；for our friendship，such as it was，had waned in our two final years at Oxford. ‘You look very flourishing，and，’ I said，‘you're wearing a new suit！’ ‘I'm married，’ he replied，obviously without a twinge of conscience. He told me he had been married just a month. He declared that to be married was the most splendid thing in all the world；but he weakened the force of this generalization by adding that there never was any one like his wife. ‘You must see her，’ he said；and his impatience to show her proudly off to some one was so evident，and so touching，that I could but accept his invitation to go and stay with them for two or three days — ‘why not next week？’ They had taken and furnished ‘a sort of cottage’ in —— shire，and this was their home. He had ‘run up for the day，on business — journalism’ and was now on his way to Charing Cross. ‘I know you'll like my wife，’ he said at parting. ‘She's — well，she's glorious.’

As this was the epithet⑪
 he had erst applied to ‘Beowulf’⑫
 and to ‘Sigurd the Volsung’⑬
 it raised no high hopes. And indeed，as I was soon to find，he had again misused it. There was nothing glorious about his bride. Some people might even have not thought her pretty. I myself did not，in the flash of first sight. Neat，insignificant，pleasing，was what she appeared to me，rather than pretty，and far rather than glorious. In an age of fringes，her brow was severely bare. She looked ‘practical.’ But an instant later，when she smiled，I saw that she was pretty，too. And presently I thought her delightful. William had met me in a ‘governess cart，’ and we went to see him unharness the pony. He did this in a fumbling，experimental way，confusing the reins with the traces，and profiting so little by his wife's directions that she began to laugh. And her laugh was a lovely thing；quite a small sound，but exquisitely clear and gay，coming in a sequence of notes that neither rose nor fell，that were quite even；a trill of notes，and then another，and another，as though she were pulling repeatedly a little silver bell. ... As I describe it，perhaps the sound may be imagined irritating. I can only say it was enchanting.

I wished she would go on laughing；but she ceased，she darted forward and （William standing obediently aside，and I helping unhelpfully）unharnessed the pony herself，and led it into its small stable. Decidedly，she was ‘practical，’ but — I was prepared now to be lenient to any quality she might have.

Had she been feckless⑭
 ，no doubt I should have forgiven her that，too；but I might have enjoyed my visit less than I did，and might have been less pleased to go often again. I had expected to ‘rough it’ under William's roof. But everything thereunder，within the limits of a strict Arcadian⑮
 simplicity，was well-ordered. I was touched，when I went to my bedroom，by the precision with which the very small maid had unpacked and disposed my things. And I wondered where my hostess had got the lore she had so evidently imparted. Certainly not from William. Perhaps （it only now strikes me）from a handbook. For Mary was great at handbooks. She had handbooks about gardening，and others about poultry，and one about ‘the stable，’ and others on cognate themes. From these she had filled up the gaps left in her education by her father，who was a widower and either a doctor or a solicitor — I forget which — in one of the smallest towns of an adjoining county. And I daresay she may have had，somewhere hidden away，a manual for young hostesses. If so，it must have been a good one. But to say this is to belittle Mary's powers of intuition. It was they，sharpened by her adoration of William，and by her intensity for everything around him，that made her so efficient a housewife.

If she possessed a manual for young househunters，it was assuredly not by the light of this that she had chosen the home they were installed in. The ‘sort of cottage’ had been vacant for many years — an unpromising and ineligible object，a mile away from a village，and three miles away from a railway station. The main part of it was an actual cottage，of seventeenth-century workmanship；but a little stuccoed wing had been added to each side of it，in 1850 or thereabouts，by an eccentric old gentleman who at that time chose to make it his home. He had added also the small stable，a dairy，and other appanages. For these，and for garden，there was plenty of room，as he had purchased and enclosed half an acre of the surrounding land. Those two stuccoed，very Victorian wings of his，each with a sash-window above and a French window below，consorted queerly with the old red brick and latticed panes. And the long wooden veranda that he had invoked did not unify the trinity. But one didn't want it to. The wrongness had a character all its own. The wrongness was right — at any rate after Mary had hit on it for William. As a spinster，she would，I think，have been happiest in a trim modern villa. But it was a belief of hers that she had married a man of strange genius. She had married him for himself，not for his genius；but this added grace in him was a thing to be reckoned with，ever so much；a thing she must coddle to the utmost in a proper setting. She was a year older than he （though，being so small and slight，she looked several years younger），and in her devotion the maternal instinct played a great part. William，as I have already conveyed to you，was not greatly gifted. Mary's instinct，in this matter，was at fault. But endearingly，rightly at fault. And，as William was
 outwardly odd，wasn't it well that his home should be so，too？On the inside，comfort was what Mary always aimed at for him，and achieved.

The ground floor had all been made one room，into which you stepped straight from the open air. Quite a long big room （or so it seemed，from the lowness of the ceiling）；well-freshened in its antiquity，with rush-mats here and there on the irregular red-tiles，and very white whitewash on the plaster between the rafters. This was the dining-room，drawing-room，and general focus throughout the day，and was called simply the Room. William had a ‘den’ on the ground floor of the left wing；and there，in the mornings，he used to write a great deal. Mary had no special place of her own：her place was wherever her duties needed her. William wrote reviews of books for the Daily
 ——. He did also creative work. The vein of poetry in him had worked itself out — or rather，it expressed itself for him in Mary. For technical purposes the influence of Ibsen⑯
 had superseded that of Morris. At the time of my first visit，he was writing an extraordinarily gloomy play about an extraordinarily unhappy marriage. In subsequent seasons （Ibsen's disc having been somehow eclipsed for him by George Gissing's⑰
 ）he was usually writing novels in which everyone — or do I exaggerate？— had made a disastrous match⑱
 . I think Mary's belief in his genius had made him less diffident than he was at Oxford. He was always emerging from his den，with fresh pages of MS.，into the Room. ‘You don't mind？’⑲
 he would say，waving his pages，and then would shout ‘Mary！’ She was always promptly forthcoming — sometimes from the direction of the kitchen，in a white apron，sometimes from the garden，in a blue one. She never looked at him while he read. To do so would have been lacking in respect for his work. It was on this that she must concentrate her whole mind，privileged auditor that she was. She sat looking straight before her，with her lips slightly compressed，and one hand beneath her chin. I used to wonder that there had been that first moment when I did not think her pretty. Her eyes were of a very light hazel，seeming all the lighter because her hair was of so dark a brown；and they were beautifully set in a face of that ‘pinched oval’ kind which is rather rare in England. Mary as listener would have atoned to me for any defects there may have been in dear old William's work. Nevertheless，I sometimes wished this work had some comic relief in it. Publishers，I believe，shared this wish；hence the eternal absence of William's name from among their announcements. For Mary's sake，and his，I should have liked him to be ‘successful.’ But at any rate he didn't need money. He didn't need，in addition to what he had，what he made by his journalism. And as for success — well，didn't Mary think him a genius？And wasn't he Mary's husband？The main reason why I wished for light passages in what he read to us was that they would have been cues for Mary's laugh. This was a thing always new to me. I never tired of that little bell-like euphony；those funny little lucid and level trills.

There was no stint of that charm when William was not reading to us. Mary was in no awe of him，apart from his work，and in no awe at all of me：she used to laugh at us both，for one thing and another — just the same laugh as I had first heard when William tried to unharness the pony. I cultivated in myself whatever amused her in me；I drew out whatever amused her in William；I never let slip any of the things that amused her in herself.⑳
 ‘Chaff’ is a great bond；and I should have enjoyed our bouts of it even without Mary's own special obbligato
 . She used to call me （for I was very urban in those days）the Gentleman from London. I used to call her the Brave Little Woman. Whatever either of us said or did could be twisted easily into relation to those two titles；and our bouts，to which William listened with a puzzled，benevolent smile，used to cease only because Mary regarded me as a possible purveyor of what William，she was sure，wanted and needed，down there in the country，alone with her：intellectual conversation，after his work. She often，I think，invented duties in garden or kitchen so that he should have this stimulus，or luxury，without hindrance. But when William was alone with me it was about her that he liked to talk，and that I myself liked to talk too. He was very sound on the subject of Mary；and so was I. And if，when I was alone with Mary，I seemed to be sounder than I was on the subject of William's wonderfulness㉑
 ，who shall blame me？

Had Mary been a mother，William's wonderfulness would have been less greatly important. But he was her child as well as her lover. And I think，though I do not know，she believed herself content that this should always be，if so it were destined. It was not destined so. On the first night of a visit I paid them in April，1899，William，when we were alone，told me news. I had been vaguely conscious，throughout the evening，of some change；conscious that Mary had grown gayer，and less gay㉒
 — somehow different，somehow remote. William said that her child would be born in September，if all went well. ‘She's immensely happy，’ he told me. I realized that she was indeed happier than ever. ... ‘And of course it would be a wonderful thing，for both of us，’ he said presently，‘to have a son — or a daughter.’ I asked him which he would rather it were，a son or a daughter. ‘Oh，either，’ he answered wearily. It was evident that he had misgivings and fears. I tried to reason him out of them. He did not，I am thankful to say，ever let Mary suspect them. She had no misgivings. But it was destined that her child should live only for an hour，and that she should die in bearing it.

I had stayed again at the cottage in July，for some days. At the end of that month I had gone to France，as was my custom，and a week later had written to Mary. It was William that answered this letter，telling me of Mary's death and burial. I returned to England next day. William and I wrote to each other several times. He had not left his home. He stayed there，‘trying，’ as he said in a grotesque and heartrending phrase，‘to finish a novel.’ I saw him in the following January. He wrote to me from the Charing Cross Hotel，asking me to lunch with him there. After our first greetings，there was a silence. He wanted to talk of — what he could not talk of. We stared helplessly at each other，and then，in the English way，talked of things at large. England was engaged in the Boer War㉓
 . William was the sort of man whom one would have expected to be violently Pro-Boer. I was surprised at his fervor for the stronger side. He told me he had tried to enlist，but had been rejected on account of his eyesight. But there was，he said，a good chance of his being sent out，almost immediately，as one of the Daily
 ——'s special correspondents. ‘And then，’ he exclaimed，‘I shall see something of it.’ I had a presentiment that he would not return，and a belief that he did not want to return. He did not return. Special correspondents were not so carefully shepherded in that war as they have since been. They were more at liberty to take risks on behalf of the journals to which they were accredited. William was killed a few weeks after he had landed at Cape Town㉔
 .

And there came，as I have said，a time when I did not think of William and Mary often；and then a time when I did more often think of them. And especially much did my mind hark back to them in the late autumn of last year；for on the way to the place I was staying at I had passed the little railway station，whose name had always linked itself for me with the names of those two friends. There were but four intervening stations. It was not a difficult pilgrimage that I made some days later — back towards the past，for that past's sake and honor. I had thought I should not remember the way，the three miles of way，from the station to the cottage；but I found myself remembering it perfectly，without a glance at the fingerposts. Rain had been falling heavily，driving the late leaves off the trees；and everything looked rather sodden and misty，though the sun was now shining. I had known this landscape only in spring，summer，early autumn. Mary had held to a theory that at other seasons I could not be acclimatized. But there were groups of trees that I knew，even without their leaves；and farmhouses and small stone bridges that had not at all changed. Only what mattered was changed. Only what mattered was gone. Would what I had come to see be there still？In comparison with what it had held，it was not much. But I wished to see it，melancholy spectacle though it must be for me if it were extant，and worse than melancholy if it held something new. I began to be sure it had been demolished，built over. At the corner of the lane that had led to it，I was almost minded to explore no further，to turn back. But I went on，and suddenly I was at the four-barred iron gate，that I remembered，between the laurels. It was rusty，and fastened with a rusty padlock，and beyond it there was grass where a winding ‘drive’ had been. From the lane the cottage never had been visible，even when these laurels were lower and sparser than they were now. Was the cottage still standing？Presently，I climbed over the gate，and walked through the long grass，and — yes，there was Mary's cottage；still there；William's and Mary's cottage. Trite enough，I have no doubt，were the thoughts that possessed me as I stood gazing. There is nothing new to be thought about the evanescence of human things；but there is always much to be felt about it by one who encounters in his maturity some such intimate instance and reminder as confronted me，in that cold sunshine，across that small wilderness of long rank wet grass and weeds.

Incredibly woebegone and lonesome the house would have looked even to one for whom it contained no memories；all the more because in its utter dereliction it looked so durable. Some of the stucco had fallen off the walls of the two wings；thick flakes of it lay on the discolored roof of the veranda，and thick flakes of it could be seen lying in the grass below. Otherwise，there were few signs of actual decay. The sash-window and the French window of each wing were shuttered，and，from where I was standing，the cream-colored paint of those shutters behind the glass looked almost fresh. The latticed windows between had all been boarded up from within. The house was not to be let perish soon.

I did not want to go nearer to it；yet I did go nearer，step by step，across the wilderness，right up to the edge of the veranda itself，and within a yard of the front door.

I stood looking at that door. I had never noticed it in the old days，for then it had always stood open. But it asserted itself now，master of the threshold.

It was a narrow door — narrow even for its height，which did not exceed mine by more than two inches or so；a door that even when it was freshly painted must have looked mean. How much meaner now，with its paint all faded and mottled，cracked and blistered！It had no knocker，not even a slit for letters. All that it had was a large-ish key-hole. On this my eyes rested；and presently I moved to it，stooped down to it，peered through it. I had a glimpse of — darkness impenetrable.

Strange it seemed to me，as I stood back，that there the Room was，the remembered Room itself，separated from me by nothing but this unremembered door ... and a quarter of a century，yes. I saw it all，in my mind's eye，just as it had been：the way the sunlight came into it through this same doorway and through the lattices of these same four windows；the way the little bit of a staircase came down into it，so crookedly yet so confidently；and how uneven the tiled floor was，and how low the rafters were，and how littered the whole place was with books brought in from his den by William，and how bright with flowers brought in by Mary from her garden. The rafters，the stairs，the tiles，were still existing changeless in despite of cobwebs and dust and darkness，all quite changeless on the other side of the door，so near to me. I wondered how I should feel if by some enchantment the door slowly turned on its hinges，letting in light. I should not enter，I felt，not even look，so much must I hate to see those inner things lasting when all that had given to them a meaning was gone from them，taken away from them，finally. And yet，why blame them for their survival？And how know that nothing
 of the past㉕
 ever came to them，revisiting，hovering？Something — sometimes — perhaps？One knew so little. How not be tender to what，as it seemed to me，perhaps the dead loved？

So strong in me now was the wish to see again all those things，to touch them and，as it were，commune with them，and so queerly may the mind be wrought upon in a solitude among memories，that there were moments when I almost expected that the door would obey my will. I was recalled to a clearer sense of reality by something which I had not before noticed. In the door-post to the right was a small knob of rusty iron — mocking reminder that to gain admission to a house one does not ‘will’ the door：one rings the bell — unless it is rusty and has quite obviously no one to answer it；in which case one goes away. Yet I did not go away. The movement that I made，in despite of myself，was towards the knob itself. But，I hesitated，suppose I did what I half meant to do，and there were no sound. That would be ghastly. And surely there would
 be no sound. And if sound there were，wouldn't that be worse still？My hand drew back，wavered，suddenly closed on the knob. I heard the scrape of the wire — and then，from somewhere within the heart of the shut house，a tinkle.

It had been the weakest，the puniest of noises. It had been no more than is a fledgling's first attempt at a twitter. But I was not judging it by its volume. Deafening peals from steeples had meant less to me than that one single note breaking the silence — in there. In there，in the dark，the bell that had answered me was still quivering，I supposed，on its wire. But there was no one to answer it
 ，no footstep to come hither from those recesses，making prints in the dust. Well，I
 could answer it；and again my hand closed on the knob，unhesitatingly this time，pulling further. That was my answer；and the rejoinder to it was more than I had thought to hear — a whole quick sequence of notes，faint but clear，playful，yet poignantly sad，like a trill of laughter echoing out of the past，or even merely out of this neighboring darkness. It was so like something I had known，so recognizable and oh，recognizing，that I was lost in wonder.

And long must I have remained standing at that door，for I heard the sound often，often. I must have rung again and again，tenaciously，vehemently，in my folly.






【注释】


① Memories，like olives，are an acquired taste：起句隽永，但这句话拿给直译派译家，也许会译成：回忆，像橄榄，是一种习得的品味。而且这样来译，别的优点且先不说，至少在简练上，必将绝对不逊于其原文。

② would have caught even an oldster's eye：an oldster的观察能力当然最差劲了，故云。

③ pariahs：pariah，指过去印度的最低层或全无社会地位的人（of low or no caste）。

④ Mr. William Morris's interminable smooth Icelandic sagas：Mr. William Morris （1834—1896），英国诗人、美术工艺家与空想社会主义者。这里用了Mr.，说明Beerbohm著此文时Morris还活着（亦即此文最晚作于1896年前）。Icelandic Sagas，欧洲的冰岛过去有许多民族英雄传说，从而构成中世纪以来世界民间文学的一部分。这里的冰岛传说指的是Morris用英雄双韵体诗所著成的这类传说的一种带通俗性的浅易重写，语句流畅但篇幅较大，故这里有interminable smooth的形容（当然也是贬语），具体作品有Sigurd the Volsung
 （1876）。

⑤ thought “glorious”：splendid，excellent （but oft. ironical）。

⑥ “All out of dividends，” he would groan：得了钱还要groan ，说明了他的反资产阶级意识。

⑦ “Fabian Essays”：1884年创建于伦敦的一个温和派社会主义团体，其主张为社会主义社会之建成不可采用斗争与革命方式而只能以教育感化之渐进性手段，方能成功。其会员曾包括Thomas Davidson，H.G. Wells，Bernard Shaw，Sidney Webb等名流。该会主要出版物The Fabian Essays
 ，始刊行于1889年。至于Fabian一词的来源，一般稍大的辞典均会予以解释，故这里不注。

⑧ and your wife mightn't quite —，’：显然指agree，approve等意。

⑨ I think ... Capital：这句话显然不再是William的话，而只是本文作者的话。

⑩ Trafalgar Square：伦敦有名广场，场中有纳尔逊纪念碑。

⑪ the epithet：指上文一再出现过的那个形容词——glorious。

⑫ Beowulf：创制于公元8世纪之英国史诗及诗中之主人公名。

⑬ Sigurd the Volsung：Sigurd，北欧或冰岛传说中的英雄，Volsung为此英雄之出生地。这里的Siguard the Volsung则特指William Morris所作之近代版冰岛传说史诗。参见上面William Morris条注释。

⑭ Had she been feckless：feckless，苏格兰语，意为缺乏办法、主意；无助、无奈、无效。

⑮ Arcadian：来自地名Arcadia或Arcady，见《说闲》篇中注。

⑯ the influence of Ibsen：Ibsen（1828—1906），挪威大戏剧家，所作各类社会问题剧影响近代剧坛极大。

⑰ George Gissing：（1857—1903）英国小说家，以善写社会底层生活及其阴暗面著名。

⑱ made a disastrous match：请参阅拙译中的相关译语。

⑲ “You don't mind？”：不完全句，mind后显然应接looking at my Ms.或listening to me或my reading of the story ...等。

⑳ I cultivated等三句：当然都是作者的一连串的妙句！不过也仿佛人生（至少是作者的人生）的目的、作用或意义也就全在如何博得这位美人的一笑！这一段的前前后后正是此文最热闹也是最有趣的一节：一个天真憨直而命蹇，一个痴情忠贞而福薄；前者誉妻成癖（在一切问题上），后者敬夫如神（至少在写作这方面），均离不开一个呆字或痴字，而作者本人搅在这里面，却又未免有情（甚至是一往情深），岂不同样是够痴的！不过同样是痴，三人之间毕竟还有一些差别。William确实是痴，Mary则痴之外而慧，而作者更主要是其黠（或善谑），这三者在这里确也对比鲜明，相映成趣。再有，这篇文章的长处，除善写平凡外，当然首先在一个“情”字，但写情而又不致成为凄凄切切，不曾坠入sentimental，则主要靠的是作者的一番幽默与机智，在这两方面，本文作者显然是特别不缺乏的。

㉑ William's wonderfulness：显然作者这里是为了“讨好”Mary。

㉒ Mary had grown gayer and less gay：俏皮语，过于gray（快活，活跃）则非真的gay了。

㉓ Boer War：1899—1902年间英国与南非的布尔人间发生的一场战争，并将其击败（按Boer为南非荷兰殖民者之后裔）。

㉔ Cape Town：南非联邦共和国首都。

㉕ And how know that nothing of the past ...：the past，逝者，已死的人。





此文写了作者年轻时两个旧朋友，一对都只活了小半生的早殇的可怜夫妇。他们本都是平凡人，其事迹就更平凡，但写平凡而写到了这种程度，便不能再说是平凡而是变得很神奇，而是跨进了文学的殿堂。


威廉与玛丽

麦克斯·毕尔勃姆

人心中的往事，正像口里的橄榄，久而方有回甘。下面要说的威廉与玛丽（这里先容我交代一句，我现在报出的名字确系其真名——他们的友人说起他们时也就是这两个名字一起提的）就有这种情形，他们在过去若干年月里曾引起过我的一定兴趣，甚至相当好感。但是后来慢慢变得——虽说毕竟一番友谊情分俱在，不可能完全忘怀——只是偶尔之间才会又稍稍想起他们。但既然如今他们久已不在人世，何以他们仍能在一名生活的重担和新添的杂务不断加剧的年轻人的心上继续保留着这么一个位置？按说一个人的年龄大了，新奇的魅力也就小了。这时人们定会发现，世上也就没有什么新奇——至少是有了也看不出来。我们已不再把每一个新到来的人看成是如何的新奇和独特，而只不过是诸如此类的某个常见品种中一件上过标签的样品。整个世界已经不再神奇；于是人们的种种怀旧情绪也就不禁油然而生，一心认定那些往昔的世代该是多么的了不起啊。

我常想，如果我当初认识威廉时要再大上三十年，他对我的吸引力也不会比今天的一张半便士的邮票更大多少。可是又不尽然；威廉身上还的确有着他一些怪癖的东西，因而甚至连上了些岁数的人都能注意得到。就他自身而言，他当然只是个平庸之辈（这点，虽说我也不过是他那个年岁，可也逃不过我的眼睛）。但是在外观的某些细节方面，他却又可谓是与众不同。在这类事上他还真的走在了时代的前面。仅举一例，他就曾是一名社会主义者。1890年的时候，整个牛津那里，除他而外，也就只有另一个人是这种主义者了，而那个人还不是什么学生，而只是个退了休的扫烟囱人。此人名叫赫那斯，而当他作起讲演时（地在烈士纪念碑附近），前去听讲的除了威廉之外恐怕不会再有别人了。而威廉平时总是穿着件法兰绒短衫，还好骑自行车——这在当时人的眼里不仅怪气，简直是太不成样。据人们讲（尽管他视力不佳而且还戴眼镜），他还是足球场上的一名一流的“二道”；但由于足球这玩艺儿向来便受着皮艇划手们的蔑视与一些纨袴子弟的冷眼，他的这项本领并不曾把他的地位抬高多少：他依旧是我们学院里的主要贱民一名。所以纯粹为了显示一下我的胆大妄为的精神和自己的那种不避流俗的自制本领，我才决定（在我的大二期间）和他也来往来往。

其实我们之间也就没有多少共同语言。我就无法认为政治经济学便是“世界上最迷人的东西”，正像他常好说的那样。另外也不可能一听人念起威廉·莫理斯的诗来（那无止无休、光润平滑的《冰岛传说》诗行，而且哪怕只是几行）而不马上打起呵欠，而我的这个友人，虔诚的青年社会主义者一位，却认为是“了不起的”。他本人便也曾动笔写过他自己的冰岛传说史诗，且已得句盖不下数百行云云。可这些却都不中他意，虽说在我看来倒还颇有几分其师的笔意。我此刻仿佛仍能看到他的朗诵，直挺挺往炉边地毯上一站，一手把诗稿托到眼睛跟前，便高声朗读开来，同时另一只手不断打着生硬手势，以便给诗句增添点生气——能看到这么一个身高肩宽、骨节冒出的青年，一头棕色长发甩在脑后，一身穿戴相当寒碜。由于他的衣着，还有他的社会主义，再加上请客时只请啤酒等，起初我只把他看成是穷汉一个，因而当他后来告诉我他的经济情况时，我还吃过一惊，即他能每年从他的监护人手里（因双亲已亡故）得到350镑的进项，成年以后还将增至400。“而这还只是利息，”他会痛苦地呻吟道。听了这话，我就会建议道，或许赫那斯先生或这类狂热分子能解除他的这项重负，如果他能好好求求他们。“不行，”他会相当严肃地讲道，“这事我不能干，”说着，他会从那些“费边论文”中念出几段，藉以说明在当前这种毫无秩序的情况下，岁入年金的胡乱分散只能导致灾难。“或许十年、十二年之后，就会——”他不无希望地沉吟道。“可到了那时候，”我会提出道，“你恐怕已经有了家室了，而你的夫人也许并不太会——，”听到这话，他会激动万分地又重复起他已不知讲过了多少遍的誓言来：他永远不会结婚。婚姻乃是一种反社会的过时行为。我以为它之所以残存至今在相当程度上是受着资本
 的操纵。不管怎么说，这也是命中注定，不得不如此的。男人与女人之间的相当一段岁月的世上盟约乃是“十年、十二年之后”的一条必然规律；而在此时刻到来之前，任何一个稍具社会意识的男人都只可能是一种独身生涯，当然也许偶用“自由恋”调剂一下。

可是在那段时间还远远未曾结束之前，威廉便已经娶下老婆了。1895年的一个春天下午我竟在特拉法加广场的一个角落遇见了他。一见之下他的那份热情洋溢简直把我给闹蒙了，因为我们间的那点有限友谊在我们牛津的最后两年里已经快消磨光了。“你交了好运了吧，瞧瞧你穿的，”我接着道，“一顺儿的新！”“我结婚了，”他回答说，说时竟略无愧色。他告诉我说他结了婚刚一个月。他又宣称，结婚这事实在是整个这个
 世界上最美妙的了；他跟着又补了一句，世界上从来没有哪个女人能比得上他的老婆；这么一来，那前一句话的力量可就快叫这后一句给抵消了。“你一定得见见她，”他催促道，而他渴求将她向外人大大展示一番的心情是那样地迫不及待和恳切动人，我也就无法不答应前去住上几天——“下周不就行嘛？”他们已经在——郡弄下了和装修了一处“简单住房”，还在那里安了家。他近来每天都“外出去跑事务——跑新闻”；他现在正要去吉灵十字街。“我敢说你一定会喜欢上她的，”分手时他继续道。“她真是——真是了不起的。”

既然这个词儿他以前在形容《贝奥武夫》和《沃尔松的西格尔》的时候就曾用过，这就不会使人期望过高了的。而这次，我不久便发现，同属用词不当。他的新娘并没有什么太了不起的地方。一些人甚至根本没有认为她美。我就没有这么认为过，在我初见的那一瞬间。整洁、平实、可亲，是她给我的全部印象，但却不是美，当然就更不是了不起。在那“刘海”盛行的年代，她的前额未免太光秃了。她看上去倒像个“闹事务的”。但不久她笑起来时，我倒觉着她还是美的。又过了会儿，我还认为她挺招人。威廉是驾了一辆“保育员车”去接我的，然后我和他妻子便去看他卸那马驹。这事他干起来毛手毛脚的，只是约摸着来，挽索缰绳老是给搅到一起，他老婆指导了半天也归无用，她于是笑开了。而那一笑又有多美；声音不大，但却那么清亮欢快，沁人心扉，宛如一连串的音符似的，而又无升无降，相当平稳；实际上是一串串的颤音，一串完了，又是一串，又是……，仿佛她是连续地在拉一只小小的银铃……看了我的描写，这声音也许会被你认为并不舒服。可我只能说它实在是太迷人了。

我真希望她会这么笑了下去；可她止住了笑，一个箭步便蹿了上去（此刻威廉已乖乖站开，而我呢也就想帮而没帮上忙），自己动手把那马驹卸下车来，牵进一个小厩棚里去。果真不假，她是个“闹事务的”。而且到了这会儿，我已经是——任她会是什么情形，我也决计不会再挑眼了。

如果她不是这么“没挑儿”，当然我也会照样原谅她的；不过那样一来此行就不会过得那么愉快，而往后我也就不一定去得非常勤了。我原本准备在威廉的屋檐下“吃回苦头”的。没想到，这里的一切，在这个有限的农村条件下，居然安排得这么井井有条。当我走进我的房间时，我确实深受感动，一名小女用人竟把我的行李衣物料理摆放得那么细细致致。我不禁纳闷，女主人的这一大套学问（而且不显然已经教给了女用人吗）可是从哪儿弄到手的？肯定不会是威廉的传授。也或许（而这个也是我才想到的）是得之于某种手册。因为我听说玛丽是挺能读手册的。她就有园艺方面的手册，还有关于家禽的，关于“马厩”的，以及诸如此类的有关问题的。从这些书里她学到了不少她父亲无法教给她的东西，而说起她父亲，老鳏夫一个，曾经干过医生或讼师——这已记不清了——在邻郡的某一小镇。而且我敢说，很有可能她在什么地方还掖藏着一本年轻主妇手册。果真如此，那可是宝书一册，太珍贵了。但是专提这个未免太贬低玛丽的全副天赋之才了。其实，正是凭借她的这全副天赋之才，再益之以辅之以她对威廉的崇拜和对威廉周围的一切的那份强烈的关注，方才造就了她这名干练的主妇。

如果说她手头还真有那么一本青年择居者手册，那也绝非是凭的这个她才挑中了他们目前的这个住处。这所“简单住宅”好多年来便一直空着——既不起眼又不中人意，离村头一英里多远，离火车站么就快三英里了。这住宅的主体部分还真是个可以住人的居室，属十七世纪建筑风格；但两旁不高的灰墁式的边房便是后来的补建物了，大约迟至十九世纪中叶；其房主为一名古怪的老先生，曾一度卜居此地。他另外还增修了马厩、奶房与其它附属房间，甚至更扩大了一些地盘，于是不论这里，还有那花园，占地都挺宽敞的，因为他又从周围购进并入了半英亩多地。他的那两座十足维多利亚式的灰墁边房，每间都上有框格窗下有落地长窗，看上去与那原来的旧红砖墙与花格玻璃窗并不协调。另外他所闹起来的长长的木制游廊也都使这三方面难以取得一致。但问题是，人们也就不指望它们太统一。这不对劲自有它不对劲的妙处。这不对劲正是非常对劲——至少在玛丽为威廉相中了它之后。想当初她还是个老处女时，我觉得她肯定会认为只有住进一座现代化的漂亮别墅方才称心如意。但是她的一条不变的信念便是，她嫁给了一名少有的天才。当然她还是因为他这个人才嫁的他，而不是因为他的天才；但人的条件再配上这个就更是锦上添花，又岂容有半点忽视？他只能在一个理想的环境中由她去精心培育才是。实际上她比威廉还大一岁（虽说由于娇小纤细，她显得更年轻许多），而且在对他的关怀上颇有几分母爱意味。其实正如我已透给你的，威廉的一副才具不是太大。在这件事上玛丽的直觉实际上是错了。但却错得可爱，错得正确。而且，既然威廉在外观上颇形古怪，那么他住的房子也是如此岂不更好？不过外观归外观，房间内部的舒适却是玛丽为他威廉而设定的不二奋斗目标，而这点她达到了。

房子的底层就是一个整间，从这里将毫无遮拦地直通外面院落。一个真够不小的长条房间（可能由于屋顶偏低而更显其大）；旧貌之中而颇焕新颜，在那不规则的红瓦之上到处铺着小块蒲席，椽木间的灰泥上面则涂成一色粉白。这一大间作何用呢——餐室、会客室以及用作家人聚聚面的起坐间，所以也就干脆简称为“屋子”。威廉在这底层左翼的边房还另有一个“窝”；每日午前常在那里写上一大通。玛丽没有她自己的专门房间：哪里有活儿需要她干哪里就是她的房间。威廉常为某某日报撰写些书评。同时也搞点创造性的写作。他身上的那股诗才已有告乏之势——或不妨说是，已另寻了出路，主要体现在了他对玛丽的一腔柔情上面。另外从写作的技巧方面讲，易卜生的影响也已取代了莫理斯。在我的第一次访问期间，他正在写戏，一出关于一桩特别不幸的婚姻的特别阴暗的戏。但在后来的日子里他又写起小说（这时易卜生的光华在他心目中似已为乔治·吉辛所掩），而他笔下的男女几乎个个——不知此话有无夸大？——全都误结连理，错配婚姻，成了灾难。我以为，玛丽对威廉天才的仰慕的确使他不再像过去在牛津时那么缺乏自信。你看他总是一下子便从他那小窝钻了出来，带着刚出手的东西就进了那“屋子”。“你不介意——？”总是他那句话，晃晃手里的文稿，接着就唤起“玛丽！”而玛丽也总是一唤就到——有时是从厨房跑来的，罩着件白围裙，有时是从园子跑来的，罩着蓝围裙。她听他念稿子时从不盯着他看，认为那是对他作品的不敬。正是这作品才是她全神贯注的对象，既然有幸充当了这名特殊听者。她只是目光朝前平视，两唇微微收拢，同时一手托腮。我总是在琢磨，是否初见的一瞬间我曾认为她并不美。她的眼睛作浅褐色，但一头深暗棕发使它显得更浅；而这头俊发映衬出的脸型则是鸭梨式的，收口特俏，这在英国女人中殊不多见。现翻回前面，有了玛丽来做听者，这位威廉老兄大作中的任何缺陷也必大大得到了补救。尽管如此，我还是不免认为，他的作品中如偶有一些喜剧成分调剂一下该有多好。我敢肯定，出版商也会有此看法；因此之故，威廉的大名在出书预告中便从来未出现过。为了玛丽之故，也为了他，我当然巴不得他能“成名”。不过，他倒也不缺钱花，除已有的，再加上他的新闻收入所得。至于成名么——不是玛丽已经把他视作天才了吗？而他不也已经是玛丽的亲爱夫君了吗？其实我盼望他念的东西里能有点轻松片段的根本原因主要是想借机会去博得玛丽的一笑。那一笑，小银铃般的美妙音色，那些怪好玩的透彻清亮、微细而平和的颤袅，我是会百听而不厌的。

这种风情魅力，在威廉不给我们念东西的时候，是从来都不缺乏的。玛丽平时对威廉并无敬畏之感（只除非关于他的写作），而对我就更加一点没有：相反的，她倒常常笑话我们两个，也不管因为什么——那笑法正是我当初听到她笑威廉卸马驹时的那种。于是，只要我自己身上有哪些地方让她觉着好笑，我就会拼命去发展那些东西；只要我从威廉身上弄出些什么类似的东西，我也会继续这么去办；而什么时候连她也发现了她自身的这种可笑的东西，这时我就更要抓住机会，决不放过。“胡调”是最能维系住人心的伟大情结：这方面的一往一来我向来是耽之不倦的，即使是没有玛丽的特殊恩准。她惯常赐给我的封号是（因我当年确实是城里人的气味儿太重）伦敦绅士
 ，而我则封她为小美人儿
 。这时候，不论我也不论她的一言一行无不可以生拉硬拽地同这两大封号扯上关系；而我们间的那些你来我往的胡调（对此，威廉往往只是不甚其解然似的但却是善意地一笑置之）只是在下述的情形下才会停停，这即是当玛丽发现（这点她敢肯定）我有可能成为威廉之所求与所需的提供者，（而这发现）就在我们在野外之时，就在我们单独在一起之时：亦即（在威廉工作之余）我们间的“带思想性的交谈”当中。她往往，我认为，故意在花园或厨房里“制造”出一些事端来，以便他能从中找到一点新的刺激或曰额外享受而不致影响到其写作。每当威廉与我单独在一起时，他最爱谈起的话题便始终离不开玛丽，而这个我也同样爱谈。他在玛丽这个话题上往往能言之有物；而我呢当然也是如此。但如果当我与玛丽单独在一起时我对威廉的那种“了不起”更能振振有词的话，请问谁又好怪我呢？

假如玛丽就是威廉的母亲，她对威廉的这种了不起的认识也就会全然无足轻重了。但问题是，这里是儿子再加丈夫。而在我看来，虽说对此我也拿不很准，她或许会认为，如果情形就是永远这么下去，她也就心满意足了，如果命中就是如此。无如
 命中并非是如此。就在1899年4月我去看他们的头一天夜晚，当威廉和我单独在一起时，威廉告诉了我玛丽的近况。本来整个夜晚我都一直微微察觉到了某种变化；察觉到了玛丽变得有些过于活跃而非真的活跃——稍呈异样和稍显疏远。威廉跟我说，如果一切顺利，孩子将在九月出生。“她是高兴极了，”他对我说。我也看得出来她比以往都更高兴……“当然，这事对我们两人都会是特大喜讯一桩，”接着又对我讲，“能够有个儿子——或是女儿。”我问他道他更愿要个男孩还是女孩。“啊，什么都行吧，”他回答时不太耐烦。看得出来他是心存顾虑疑惧的。我说了些话，尽量让他想得开些。不过幸好他不曾让玛丽看出他的心思。玛丽可是心中无顾虑的。但是天不留人，结果她产下的孩子只活了不过一个时辰，而她自己也竟亡命于产蓐之中。

七月间我再度去了他们家一次，又在那里逗留数日。月底我按往年习惯去了法国，并于一周之后致函玛丽。没想到回信者竟是威廉，信中通知了我玛丽的死讯及其埋葬的事。接信后我次日即返回英国。此后我们又通过几次信。他没有马上离开那里。他守在了原地，意思是想要，他以一种古怪而痛心的语言写道，“完成一部小说”。来年一月我又见着了他。他从吉星旅馆写信给我，邀我前去与他共进午餐。几句寒暄叙过，便再无话说。他想谈谈——他又有何不可谈的。我俩完全不知所措，而只能面面相觑，并接着，按照英国人的做法，随便闲扯开了。彼时英国正在打那场布尔战争，而威廉这种人本来一定会是个激烈的亲布尔派的。使我吃惊的是，他竟袒护起那强者的一方。他跟我讲，他曾去报名入伍，但因视力关系遭到拒绝。但他仍有一条妙法，他讲，可以使他被送出去，而且还马上即能成行，那就是以《每日电讯》特派记者的身份前去，“那时，”他大声道，“我就能对之作番观察了。”此时我已预感到他不一定能再回来了，甚至便认定他就没打算再回来。果然他也就没再回来。一名特派记者在那场战争中所可能受到的保护实较有限，与日后颇有不同，尽管（以其报刊代表的身份）前往火线去冒险采访的自由更为充分一些。几周之后消息传来，威廉已在他所开赴的开普敦市阵亡。

前面讲过，曾经有过一段时期我对威廉与玛丽已不大想了；但接着又有一段时期我反而对他们想得极多。尤其在去年晚秋时节我的一颗心总是不断地又返回到他们身上；因为就在我前往去寄宿的一处地方的行程中间，须经一个小站，而那个站名总会将我的那两个友人与我联在一起。这中间只隔着四站地。于是几天之后，一次（不很艰苦的）跋涉又开始了——返回到那往昔，为那往昔而往昔，也为了荣誉而往昔。我原以为我可能已记不得路了，那三英里多路，从车站到他们庄园；没想到我竟记得一清二楚，连路标也没瞟一眼。秋雨连绵，一直下得很大，把枝上仅有的残叶也快洗劫一空，入眼尽是一派湿淋迷蒙景象，虽然此刻天已放晴。这里的景色我只熟悉其春夏，最多早秋一段。玛丽便曾坚持认为，过了这段，我是会适应不来的。但这里的一片片林木对我倒并不陌生，脱了叶子也能认得，还有许多田庄农舍与矮小石桥，这些也都不曾变样。但那对我最重要的却变了样了。对我最重要的却见不着了。使我想要前来一看的还再见得着吗？与这里所曾拥有过的东西相比，肯定已经所剩无几。但我还是要去看它的，而且果真那里的一切仍在，那副景象真将会够凄惨的，但如果一切也就全成了新的了，那岂不比凄惨还更糟糕。我开始觉着，这里肯定早就给拆掉重盖了。就在引向那里的那条小径的转角处，我已几乎决心不再向前而转身返回了。但我还是往前走去，而突然间我已来在了一个有四条横杠的铁栅栏前，而这道栅栏，我分明记得，周围尽是月桂。这栅栏早已锈了，上面的挂锁也是这样。再往里去，只是一带荒草，而过去曾是一条弯曲小径。从小径那里，那座小屋向来是望不见的，即使当年月桂树没有这么高大茂密。这个屋舍还在吗？很快，我爬过这道铁门，越过这片草地，结果——不错，就是玛丽的那个小屋；还在那里；威廉与玛丽的那个小屋。平凡透了，我并不怀疑，当想起我伫立凝视时占据着我头脑里的思想。说到思想——有关人事的易逝无常等，虽说我已全然思无可思以及思无新思，但论及感受，我却还是真的感有所感甚至感不胜感；特别是遇上我这样一个人，一个已届其中年的人，一个在旧地重游时那里的一草一木都将勾起其回忆的人，而且又是在这样的一个凄苦的寒阳之下，一片片湿漉的荒芜蔓草之间。

眼前这个宅子又会是何等地令人伤心惨目寂寞荒凉，即使对于那些其中并无一物可以引起他的半点回忆怀念的人；这点之所以格外会是如此还另因为，在这全然一片废弃破败之中它又像是那么完整无损。有些墙皮已从两侧的边房脱落了下来；成片成片的这类泥灰落在了游廊褪了色的顶篷甚至下头的草地上面。但是除此之外，也还未出现多大的衰败迹象。两个边房的框格窗与落地窗全都紧闭，而从我的站立处望去，玻璃后面百叶窗窗板上的米黄色涂料看上去还有几分新鲜。那中间的花格窗户全都用木板自内钉住。看来这座屋舍也还不是被完全丢弃不管，由其沦为废墟。

我原不想太走近了；可我还是走近了，一步步的，迈过草地，一直走近游廊的边上，结果离那房门也就一码来远。

我停下步来望着房门。这房门我过去没注意过它，因那时门常开着。可如今它摆出了它自己的身份——整个门槛之主嘛。

这是一道狭窄的门，即使就其高度来说也仍嫌过窄，因这门就比我高不到两个英寸左右。所以即使它刚油漆好时也瞧着有点寒碜，更何况现在已呈现出脱漆、褪色、裂缝、气泡！它甚至连个敲门的门环儿也没有，连个投信的信口儿也没有。它只有个钥匙窟窿，这个倒还大些。见着这个，我的眼睛盯上它了；接着，我步子挪了过去，身子弓了下去，眯缝着眼望了进去。我望见了什么？——望不透的黢黑一片。

太奇怪了——立起身来，向后退退，一边心想——那里居然还有那所房子，我记忆里的那所房子，现在却被我记忆中所无的那扇房门给分隔开……而且一分就是整整四分之一个世纪。我一下就全看到了，在我心灵的眼睛中，一切都宛如当年：那阳光是怎么就从这门里，就透过这几扇窗棂而照射了进来；那一小段楼梯是怎么三转两转就转了下来，挺弯曲的但也挺顺利的；那脚下的砖地是怎么的凹凸不平，头顶的椽子又是怎么的低矮不堪，那整个地方是怎么被威廉从他的小窝里带进来的一摞摞的书籍给乱得不成样子，但同时又被玛丽从花园里所携入的可爱鲜花而给装饰得美不可言。椽子、楼梯、地砖，还全都在，还全都没有变化，当然蛛网、尘土、黑暗不算；一切还全都没有改变，就在那房门的另一端，离我是这么近。我真说不清我将会是什么一种感受，如果突然神迹发生，那扇门竟不启而自开，顿时变得阳光满室。那时我将不会进去的，我觉着，甚至连看都不会去再看一眼；我肯定会见不得这种景象——那里面的东西全都长留了下来，但那曾经赋予它们以意义的人却全都离此而去，全都被弄得离此而去，永远地离此而去。可话说回来，我们又有何理由，只因其留存不灭，便去责备它们？而且又如何得知，那逝者的身上便不曾有什么东西曾经去过那里，曾经去作过访问——而且是盘旋而来？某种东西——某些时刻——也未可知？对此我们都可说绝少了解。何以我们便不能对那些什物稍稍心存忠厚，因为它们，我觉着，说不定还恰是那逝者所钟爱的？

再去见见，再去摸摸，甚至再去仿佛是勾通勾通那些东西——这种愿望此刻在我已经变得如此强烈，另外人的心灵在盈满往事的寂静之中往往会给弄得那么想入非非，这时我真的是一阵阵在大发痴想，那扇门能否会听我命令，为我打开。一件小事（这个我以前从没注意到过）把我又重新拉回到清醒的现实。右边门柱上竟还有个拉手，虽然已锈得厉害——这事仿佛在（带讽刺地）提醒我说：要进门么，又发那家子弘愿；拉一下门铃，不就结了！——除非是一，门铃锈得拉不成了；二，拉了也绝没人接。果真如此，也只能是一走了之。可我没走开。我做出的动作（按此时也就由不得我自己了）就是去捏捏那拉手。可又犯开了犹豫，万一这么三心二意地想去拉拉，而结果没声怎好？那可是太可怕了。其实它很可能是没声的。不过真的出声，那岂非更不得了？我的手缩了回来，迟疑了一下，又猛地捏住了它。我听到了那铁丝的嚓嚓声——接着，从这座紧闭的屋舍的心脏的不知什么地方，传来了一声——丁东。

那声响真是微弱极了，细小极了，比一只刚刚学着啁啾的幼雏的鸣叫也大不许多。但我此刻关心的并非是它的音量。发自教堂拱顶上震耳欲聋的阵阵轰鸣对我来说也比不上这打破岑寂的孤零一声——就在那里。就在那里，就在那黑暗中，那回应了我的铃铛，仍然，我认为，在那铁丝上颤动着。但是那里却没有谁去答理它，没有脚步从什么旮旯里窜出，沾满灰尘去迎接它。好吧，我是能答理它的；说着又拽住了那拉手，这一次毫不犹豫，便拉了下去。这就是我的答复；但它的回应可是大出意料——一长串接续不断的快速音符，它微弱而清晰，谐谑之中而又出奇地伤痛，宛如颤袅袅的笑声从那往昔，甚至即是从那周遭的黑暗，反射回来了。它和我以前熟悉的那声音太相像了，我完全认得出来，而且，唉，认着认着，我早已是“惊”不自胜了。

我肯定会在那道门前呆立了很久很久；我耳边便一直丁东丁东个没停。可见我也就一直没停止过拉那东西——不顾性命地，不知死活地，在我的那番疯疯癫癫之中。


9 Leisure While You Wait①


Samuel McChord Crothers

Much has been written in praise of leisure. Leisurely writing and leisurely reading have been commended as good for the soul's health. The mind should not always be on the stretch，but there should be intervals in which we should do no manner of work；at least any that is imposed upon us. The intellect should have leisure to refresh itself at the fountain head. It should not be made a wheezy pump to lift water from a half-filled cistern. There should be a sense of effortless abundance.

To all this we agree，but there is one consideration that causes pain. The cultivation of leisure seems to take a great deal of time.

“The wisdom of the learned man，” says the son of Sirach②
 ，“comes by the opportunity of leisure，and he that has little business shall be wise.” He then turns to those who do not belong to the leisure class，and quenches their aspirations after wisdom. It is a luxury that is beyond their station in life.

“How can he get wisdom that holds the plough and glories in the goad，that drives oxen and is occupied in their labors，and whose talk is bullocks？So is every carpenter and work master that labors day and night. The smith also，sitting by the anvil and considering the iron work and fighting with the heat of the furnace.” In no better plight is “the potter sitting at his work，and turning the wheel with his feet，and his eyes look still upon the pattern of the thing that he makes.”

All these busy people，he says，are necessary. Without them the city cannot be inhabited. “They maintain the state of the world and their desire is in the work of their hands.” “They are very useful，very indispensable，but they have not leisure to grow wise. Their minds cannot ripen properly.” “They cannot declare justice and judgment，and they shall not be found where parables are spoken.”③


This is so，④
 but it is not the whole story. Skilled artisans are not the only persons who suffer from the lack of the opportunities of leisure. The intellectual classes，as their interests become highly specialized，find it difficult to give their minds free play. One who aims at what is called “productive scholarship” has not the time to sit at ease “where parables are spoken.” The parable must be cut short. If only he who has little business shall be wise，then there is small hope for the University Professor. Wherein does the potter，turning the wheel with his foot while his eyes look still upon the pattern of the thing that he makes，differ from the harassed candidate for a Ph.D. degree，as he looks at the pattern of the thesis that he makes？Wherein does a society of scholars whose tasks are set by an efficiency expert differ from any other well-organized body of industrialists？It is hard to evade the consequences of all work and no play.

It is our habit to think of everything in terms of big business，and yet there are times when we rebel against the creed that the whole duty of man is to keep busy. Surely we were not born to spend our lives in involuntary servitude. It must be right now and then to do as we please. But how can we find time for such laudable truancies？That is what causes anxious thought.

There is a letter of Cornelius Fronto to his pupil，Marcus Aurelius Antoninus⑤
 ，which takes up this matter from the standpoint of health. The young Emperor's conscience was a taskmaster demanding continual toil. Fronto reminds him that it is possible for one with the best intentions to destroy his own powers for usefulness by overstrain.

“What do circumstances demand of you？Not study，not toil，not duties. What bow is forever strung？”

He suggests to him that the very best service he could render to the Roman Empire would be that he should get into such a state of mind that after each day's work he would be sure of a good night's sleep. He urges him not to look upon his duties with a prolonged stare. “Learn to wink.” It was good advice for the serious Stoic⑥
 . “Remember your father，that god-like man who excelled others in continence and righteousness，yet he knew how to relax. He baited a hook and laughed at buffoons.”

Then Fronto put his good advice in the form of an apologue⑦
 . In the beginning，Father Jove⑧
 divided man's life into two parts and gave equal value to both. The day he assigned to work，the night to rest. But he did not think of creating sleep，for he took it for granted that every one would be wise enough to rest while awake.

But little by little business began to encroach on the time allotted to rest，and both gods and men fell into the bad habit of turning night into day. First Neptune⑨
 complained of fatigue. The waves，he said，were so restless that he was kept busy all the time in the attempt to control them and to keep them from encroaching on the shore.

Pluto⑩
 reported that Hades⑪
 was so crowded and disturbed that he had no leisure for his own meditations. “He had a watchdog to terrify any shades that tried to escape. It had three throats for barking，three gaping jaws，and three sets of terrible teeth；still he was so anxious over what might happen that he could get no rest.”

“Then Jupiter questioned the other gods and found that they were turning night into day. So Jupiter created Sleep，and set him in charge of the night.” There must be a time when men might “forget the whirling of chariots and the thunder of steeds.”⑫
 Fronto advises Marcus to learn to sleep till such time as he can learn to rest during his waking hours.

The reply of Marcus Aurelius to this advice is written in the tone of the tired business man：

“To my master Fronto，greeting
 .

“I have just received your letter，which I will enjoy presently. But for the moment I have duties hanging over me that cannot be begged off. Meanwhile，I am very busy.”

Then by way of postscript he adds：“After dictating the above，I read the letter while the others were dining. I shall read it often，that I may know how to rest. But you know how exacting duty is.”

That notion that leisure is a luxury forbidden to people who work with their hands or brains，is denied by those who hold that it is a state of mind，not dependent on particular circumstances. It is possible to cultivate this state of mind，and it doesn't take so much time as some people suppose. Saint Paul⑬
 ，writing to the Thessalonians⑭
 ，says，“Study to be quiet.” This is a mental exercise much to be commended to Americans. But Paul looked upon it as quite compatible with one's ordinary activities. His exhortation to restfulness is followed by a commendation of the industrial virtues. “Study to be quiet，and to do your own business，and to work with your own hands.”

People who complain of the high cost of leisure at the present time are apt to look back with futile regret to some golden age which has forever passed. How restful to have lived in the days of Charles Lamb⑮
 ，when one could browse among old books and enjoy his own thoughts without looking at the clock！

But one has doubts as he reads a letter of Lamb to his friend Wordsworth⑯
 . It would indicate that leisure was not always had for the asking，even by one so capable of appreciating it：

“My dear W
 .⑰
 ：I have scarce time or quiet to explain my present situation，how unquiet and distracted it is，owing to the absence of some of my compeers，and to the deficient state of payments in the E.I.H.⑱
 owing to bad piece speculations⑲
 in the calico market！”

He is compelled to work nights in order to catch up with the accumulation of business. “The nature of my work，too，puzzling and hurrying，has so shaken my spirits that my sleep is nothing but a succession of dreams of business I cannot do，of assistants that give me no assistance，of terrible responsibilities. ... I see no prospect of a quiet day，or hour even，till this week and the next are past.”

That sounds very familiar⑳
 . But in parentheses Lamb lets us into a secret that relieves the situation. He says，“（I write this㉑
 to W.W. Esq.㉒
 ，Collector of Stamp Duties for the conjoint Northern Counties，not W.W. Poet㉓
 .）” While the clerk at India House and the collector of stamps for the “conjoint Northern Counties” were complaining of being overworked，the author of the Excursion
 and the author of the Essays of Elia
 ㉔
 were not greatly affected. They were prepared to enjoy bits of time which were not devoted to business purposes. Wordsworth，indeed，succeeded in getting a good deal of time for his own uses，but Lamb had to do his meditating on London streets. So one may see a beauty-loving railway section hand cultivating his little flower garden on “the right of way.”㉕
 The company doesn't mind，and it gives him a real pleasure.

Speaking of the right of way reminds me that the word “leisure” is derived from the Latin，licere
 ，to be permitted，and is connected with our word “license.” It implies that we are permitted to do something for our own pleasure in time not needed for strictly utilitarian uses. We are allowed to cultivate the right of way，so long as these adornments do not interfere with the passage of the trains. So Sir Thomas Browne㉖
 found time in hours not taken up by his medical practice to jot down some thoughts that had pleased him. He says of his book that it was something that “I had at leisurable hours composed.” These leisurable hours do not always come in large pieces. Leisure is often more highly valued when it must be taken in installments.

The number of these leisurable hours that any one has at his disposal is limited，and their distribution throughout a lifetime is often beyond the control of the individual. William Penn's㉗
 Fruits of Solitude
 was the result of a season of forced retirement. But Penn was a very wealthy man，and，besides，was a Quaker㉘
 . He may be looked upon as a plutocrat in the way of leisure. Most of us must get our solitude in broken lots.

Yet it is remarkable how many opportunities for leisure one can find if he is on the lookout for them. We are told that even an atom is more roomy than one would imagine. An electron moves about in its vast spaces like a lonely planet. And one can get a good deal of aloneness in a minute. Our thoughts need not be hurried or crowded if each is allowed to take its moment when it comes. There are fragments of time that come from broken engagements. There are periods of salutary waiting；waiting for street cars，and dentists，and committees whose chairmen have been delayed by other committees. There are moments in the busiest day when through no fault of our own we are left accidentally alone. There may not be time in these chance intervals for the choicer fruits of solitude to ripen，but there is at least time for some mushroom growths. The punctual man has many such moments for solitary musing while he is waiting for the unpunctual man.

The mind in its own place and in itself can create a driven feeling㉙
 in the Vale of Arcady㉚
 . And where is there more calm repose than in the mind of the officer at Fifth Avenue and Forty-Second Street㉛
 ，as he deliberately moves his hands，like Moses at the Red Sea㉜
 ，dividing the waves of traffic that the hurried people may pass in safety？

To take advantage of these fleeting opportunities，one must have a quick control over his own mind. He must not only be able to start his mental machinery，but he must be able to stop it when it is moving to no purpose. This is the more difficult matter. Many persons keep their minds revolving ceaselessly on one subject for the same reason that the driver of a temperamental automobile lets his engine run while the car stops. He is afraid that if it gets cool he can't crank it again. A reliable self-starter would save a great deal of wear and tear.

I cannot include under the pleasant name of “leisure” those activities that are carried on systematically after business hours. Very soon they become things that must be done. There are misers of time who clutch at each spare moment and put it to usury. They expect some definite return from their investment. All mental activities which are closely articulated and planned in advance should be classed under the head of “overtime work.” In our moments of true leisure the unexpected happens，or，if nothing happens，we do not care. We do that which is unprofitable because it pleases us. We read a book because it happens to be near us and it looks inviting. It is a case where propinquity is everything. The latchstring of the mind is out㉝
 . We entertain random thoughts and are occasionally surprised to find that we have entertained wisdom unawares㉞
 . Our attitude is like that of Elizabeth's great minister，Lord Burleigh㉟
 ，who at the end of a day's work would fling his robe of office on the floor and say，“Lie there，my Lord Treasurer，till I call for you in the morning.” In a healthy mind there is an interim between one duty and another. This prevents them from wearing each other out. These intervals of soothing carelessness，if not unduly prolonged，are very restorative. Lord Burleigh in the morning resumed his robe of office with zest，because he had been able to throw it off so lightly.

That leisure is compatible with a good deal of work I learned as a child from my Aunt Frances. She was the wife of the village physician. She had twelve children and lived in a large，rambling house which was not planned for saving steps. Yet she was never in a hurry. A peculiar institution㊱
 of Aunt Frances's house was the “as-you.”㊲
 It saved no end of worry. When anything was lost，my aunt would say placidly，“You'll probably find it on the as-you”；and so we usually did.

The as-you was a broad landing on the stairs that led from the basement kitchen to the living-room. Usually the members of the family had their hands full when they went upstairs. In such cases they were apt to leave something in the landing with the full assurance that it would be there for them when they made the next trip. The remark that you would find a household article，“as you go up，” or “as you go down，” had been，at last，contracted into a place-name.

I think that every well-ordered mind ought to have an as-you. It is not like an attic where you put decrepit pieces of furniture which you think you will use again，but which you never do.

There are duties which you lay down temporarily because you have your hands too full. You don't want to put them aside where you will forget them. You want to put them where you can pick them up again without too much trouble. There they lie in plain view. You have a feeling that you have carried them as far as you are able today. As you come that way tomorrow it will be a pleasure to take them up again. In the meantime they are quite safe on the as-you.






【注释】


① 这个标题来自美国某些店铺窗口上的一种招贴性语言，表示某项吃食或服务供应迅速，顾客只需稍候即来（到、好、成、有等）。

② says the son of Sirach：这里的一些引语均来自某些旧约中的一篇Ecclesiasticus
 （《教会书》），这篇经文在今天的新旧教会里通行的圣经中均拒加收入，而只见于早期希腊语所译的旧约文本中。至于the son of Sirach，则据称为此篇经文的作者（属古昔部族首领或先知一类人物）。

③ where parables are spoken：parable，具有道德说教性的比喻、寓言或短小故事，为东西方宗教讲道时最好采用的通俗形式，比如耶稣的许多讲道即往往是以这种parable的形式进行的，所以这里的where parables are spoken即等于说where sermons are read，spoken or given。

④ This is so：从这里起，引文暂时停止，而主要为本文作者自己的议论。

⑤ Marcus Aurelius Antoninus：通常作Marcus Aurelius，Aurelius为姓氏名，Antonius乃其父的名字（在位期间161—180 A.D.），公元2世纪罗马皇帝，勤政好学，御下宽仁，宗斯多葛派（Stoic）哲学，所著《沉思录》（Meditations
 ）流传至今，极有名。

⑥ the serious Stoic：公元前4世纪创立于雅典的一个哲学学派（Stoics），其说重实行，克己禁欲，不讲苦乐，后传至罗马，影响极大。

⑦ apologue：moral fable or parable。

⑧ Father Jove：罗马诸神之主，另称Jupiter，在希腊语中则作Zeus。

⑨ Neptune：海神。

⑩ Pluto：冥王，司阴间之神。

⑪ Hades：即冥王Pluto所管辖之下界（lower world），为已逝者魂灵之所居地。

⑫ There must be a time when ...：意即人们总不能昼夜受扰不休。至于chariots与steeds乃是同一回事，均指太阳神赫里俄斯的儿子Phaёthon（法厄同）驾驶灵车神骏周行太空的事。

⑬ Saint Paul：圣保罗（？—67？A.D.），犹太出生之罗马人，耶稣弟子，公认为基督教之真正建立者。圣保罗原名Saul（扫罗），初不信耶稣，任罗马税吏时颇曾虐杀其信徒，后受感动，改奉耶教，全身心致力于其宣传，并为此而遍走地中海各地布道，直至殉教为止。

⑭ the Thessalonians：即Thessaloniki地区之居民。公元初期希腊北部马其顿一海港Salonika的旧名曾为Thessaloniki，其词尾iki成为ian，则成为其居民。经圣保罗的传道，其地有一部分居民曾皈依为耶稣信徒。今《新约》中有两封书翰即为圣保罗致此地居民的信。这里引语出自此第一封信的4章11节。

⑮⑯ Lamb与Wordsworth：对学英语的人，这两个名字当然完全不需要注。但对其他专业的人仍不妨稍提示一句：Lamb，19世纪初期著名散文作者；Wordsworth为这时期的英国著名诗人。

⑰ My dear W.：W是Wordsworth的缩写。

⑱ E.I.H.：即East India House（东印度公司），总部在伦敦，为英人未灭亡印度之前的侵略机构，始建于16世纪，1858年印度亡于英后撤销。Lamb自年轻起曾在此做财务近20年。

⑲ piece speculations：每匹纺织品在市场的实际销售价格。

⑳ That sounds very familiar：familiar在这里的确切意思是，某一题材、内容、事项等，对某些人或方面，是熟悉的，正常的或不陌生的。

㉑ “（I write this ...）”：这即是上面提到的那圆括号里的话。

㉒ W.W. Esq.，Collector ...：W.W. 即William Wordsworth，上面提到的Wordsworth的全名；Esq.，Esquire（先生的敬称、尊称）一词的缩写；Collector of Stamp Duties为（收）税官；for the conjoint Northern Counties，北方诸郡之收税官，或北方联郡之……，所谓北方联（诸）郡，指英格兰西北部的湖区Cumberland，Westmorland与Lancashire等三郡。Lamb致Wordsworth信时，Wordsworth正在Cumberland任收税官。

㉓ W.W. Poet：即诗人之W.W.而非税官之W.W.。这当然是Lamb的玩笑，因这个税官与诗人实系一人。

㉔ the author of the Excursion
 and the author of the Essays of Elia：Excursion
 （《漫游》）为Wordsworth之长篇诗作；Essays of Elia
 （《伊利亚随笔》）为Lamb的散文作品。

㉕ “the right of way”：亦作a right of way，right-of-way，在意思上也有多种解释——1. （穿过他人土地的）通行权；2. （私人土地上的）公用道路；3. （道路、铁路的）用地权、筑路权；4. （公路上的）优先行驶权，等等。这里显系泛用其第3种意义——筑路权。

㉖ Sir Thomas Browne：见The Art of the Essayist篇中注。

㉗ William Penn：（1644—1718）英国教友会（Quaker）领袖，当日美洲宾夕法尼亚地区的开发者。

㉘ Quaker：教友会，基督教之一派，为英国宗教界领袖George Fox于1650年前后所创建，正式名称为Society of Friends，但日后更流行的叫法则是the Quaker （Quaker的来源据说系因为Fox曾饬令其教徒于听到经文上“The Lord”一词时需quake一下），此派的特点为无固定经文，不设僧侣，另外废除一切繁琐之教义礼节等，再有反对一切形式之暴力（包括战争）与崇尚恬静和平。

㉙ driven feeling：hurried feeling。

㉚ the Vale of Arcady：Vale为Valley一词的诗语（poet. for valley）；Arcady为Arcadia一词的诗语。Arcadia为古希腊一林木蓊郁的幽美地区，在西方人心中常有人间仙境、世外桃源甚至神仙世界等的美妙联想。

㉛ Fifth Avenue and Forty-Second Street：美国纽约市最繁华热闹的两条街道。

㉜ Moses at the Red Sea：摩西，希伯来人民族领袖，为公元前14世纪前半期人。初希伯来人以大饥徙埃及，备受虐待，后由摩西率之返回巴勒斯坦，路经红海时，无法渡越。摩西伸出巨手，将海水分开，人众遂成功过海返乡。事见《圣经·出埃及记》14章21—25节。

㉝ The latchstring of the mind is out：一种旧日洋锁，闩住之后，需将其上一插官向门内扳下，这时从门外便打不开，但如不这样做而听任此插官留在上面，门外人便能一扳就开。这里比喻，心灵之锁也是这样，它是可以在内部不加防备的情况下由外部打开的。latchstring ... is out即是指人进门后没把那插官扳下而留给了以后进入者自由去开启。

㉞ entertained wisdom unawares：这里系对《圣经》上一处用语的仿制——entertain angels unawares。“不可忘记用心接待客旅；因为也有接待客旅的，不知不觉就接待了天使。”见通行本华文圣经新约中的《希伯来书》13章2—3节。

㉟ Lord Burleigh：（1520—1598）全名William Cecil Burleigh，子爵，曾任伊丽莎白女王（一世）政务咨询官与财务大臣等职。

㊱ A peculiar institution：institution这里属口语用法，实即等同于thing，object或practise。

㊲ the “as-you”：读下文自明。





这篇文章您读后的感觉如何？也有可能便是杂乱、散漫、零碎、琐屑，而首先便是一个乱字。这点使我记起了我年轻时的一件小事。一次，我在留声机上放舒伯特的Ave Maria
 （《圣母颂》），歌唱者是一位英国的女次高音歌唱家。这时来了一位家父的朋友（他自称是爱听西洋音乐的），听后他的看法是：这曲子太杂乱。我听了，很不以为然。为什么呢？很可能是因为这曲子的旋律较复杂造成的。同样，这篇文章也是如此；内容稍较复杂。其实呢，情况并不是这样。这篇文章是并不乱的。它可以说是杂而不乱，散而不漫，零而不碎，甚至也不真琐屑。当然它太长倒是真的，而太长了读的人是会失掉耐性的，也会读了后面忘了前头，于是而感觉“乱”。但这只是错觉，而并非真的是这样。说来奇怪，这篇谈闲的文章也需要一位有闲情的人去读，忙人是读不懂也读不下去的。另外这篇东西的作者也太博学了，引证也太多了，而引证的东西我国人又太不熟悉，所以也就难怪。据说，《蓝色多瑙河》最初面世时也出现过类似情形——太乱（最初是合唱曲形式），后来改编成了器乐曲，结果大获成功。（当然这里除了旋律复杂外，又加入了文字的因素，而文字听不懂是会令人迷惑的，但器乐便无此问题。）总之，复杂的东西多读或多听上几遍，头绪就会被理清楚的，而感觉也就会好了起来。


说闲（原名：闲暇，稍候就来）

塞缪尔·麦考德·克罗瑟斯

历来赞美闲暇之文章多矣。悠闲的阅读、悠闲的写作都屡受人的称道，认为对灵魂之安康有益。人的一副心智固不可以总是使之处于紧张的状态，而是有些时刻需要松弛下来，一事不做；至少不办公差公务。人的一颗头脑也必须得空儿到那思想源头去好好清爽汲引一番，而这事还不能变成一桩苦役，仿佛是从一处不满的蓄水池里花费了偌大气力方才打得出一点水来。这里贵乎能做到毫不吃力而又其来不绝。

对这些话我们无不欣然乐从，但有一桩却不免思想起来令人犯难。这即是，闲暇之获致往往需要耗费巨量的时间。

“有学问的人的智慧，”希拉之子说道，“来自他的闲暇时刻；一个没有事务羁身的人将有智慧。”接着他话锋转向到那些不属于有闲阶级的人，并断了他们追逐智慧的渴求。闲暇乃是一种奢侈品，并非他们那种社会地位的人所可想望。

“这样的人又如何能获得智慧呢，如果他只是整天手把锄犁，只知以策马驱牛为荣，全然无法从其劳动之中挣脱出来，而且一开口便是他的牲畜阉牛？同样那些昼夜不闲的木匠工头也是如此。那些金属匠人也不例外，时刻守候在铁砧之旁，不是操心那加热的制品，就是炉火的温度。”比这些情形也强不了许多的还有“那陶工，这种人家具跟前一呆，双脚一刻不停地在蹬那旋盘，双眼也一刻不离那器皿的模样”。

所有这些忙碌的人，他承认，都是少不了的。离了他们，城里的人便活不下去。“邦国四方实赖其维系，然而其一心念念不忘者，手中之活计而已。”“他们极其有用，极其必需，只是从无闲暇变得聪明。其心智亦无法发育成熟。”“他们没有本领扶正抑邪，判案断狱；此外，讲道的场所也从来见不着他们。”

话讲得不错，只是还不够全面。其实，受环境影响而丧失其闲暇机会者并不仅限于技工匠人。知识阶层亦然。随着其关注对象之日益高度专门化，其心智也同样无法自由地去驰骋。而那些倾其心智于所谓的“生产性学术”的人是找不到时间能安心地去坐在“讲道的场所”的。即便能去，那讲道的时间也得大大缩短。如其说只有事情不忙的人才能变得聪明，那么我们的大学教授们必将全部无望。但试问那个做器皿的陶工与一名给弄得疲惫不堪的念博士的人——一个是脚不离其旋盘眼不离其器皿的模样，一个是眼不离其即将出手的论文的模样——这两种人的区别又何在呢？一大帮由一名干练的专家所组织领导和下达任务去完成的知识人员与一个组织精良的企业者集团，这两者的不同又在哪里？看来那种只能用功不许玩耍的不幸局面恐怕什么时候也避免不了。

我们今天似乎已习惯于从大企业的角度来看问题，可有些时候我们也会对人生的全部职责只在不停干活的这一霸道信条而大生其反感。很显然我们绝非是生到这世上就是一辈子专为别人去干苦役的。偶尔干点我们想干的事也不该便算出格。只是这种该受赞美的“逃学”时间又将如何去寻找？这可是要煞费一番心血了。

下面是康乃里乌斯·弗郎图写给他的学生马古斯·奥里留斯的一封劝诫信。信对闲暇这个问题是从保健的角度提出的。说起这位幼主，他胸中的一副观念实无异一名严厉监工，只知逼着他宵旰为劳，永无止息。弗郎图在信里提醒他说，一位君王，虽其用心至为可钦，终不免因过度之紧张劳累而有伤圣明。

“今天下之所望于陛下者何也？必非苦读也，必非劬劳也，必非尽职尽责也。敢问世上亦有永张而弗弛之弓乎？”

他进言道，幼主对其罗马帝国所能作出之至高贡献即在其能善自珍摄将养，心平气和，以保证每晚均能有安稳之睡眠。他劝诫说，不可以对公务过于凝注不放。“须学会打盹儿。”这对一名严肃的斯多葛派人实不失为一则忠告。“太上皇之懿范尤不可忘。论及其克己功夫、仁义行径，真乃超凡轶众，无异天神，然而又张而能弛，忙中有闲，垂钓之趣，俳优之乐，他圣上均不排斥。”

接着的劝谕弗郎图采取了寓言故事的方式进行。话说天地之初，宙甫大神曾将人的生活均分为两个部分，并令其同等重要。那白天他规定为工作期间，夜晚则用以休息。但他并未发明睡眠，因他觉得，每个人自然会懂得到时候去休息，睁着眼睛去休息。

然而时隔不久，日益繁多的事务开始侵入到原本只该用于休息的时间，于是诸神与人全都陷入了把夜当昼的恶习。首先尼普顿便抱怨起疲劳来。那大海，他说，是那么一刻也不休息，不停扬波，早已把他弄得昼夜都忙碌不堪，才能控制住它，不使浸漫沿岸。

普路托也奏禀道，他的黑得斯那里也已人满为患，乱成一团，结果忙得他再无片刻暇晷来从事思考。“不错他豢养有看门獒犬一头，足以吓退任何恶鬼游魂，以防逃逸；这狗有三条喉咙用以吠叫，三副颌颚用以摄物，三套利齿用以噬人；但他终因唯恐发生意外而昼夜惴惴不安。”

“得奏，朱庇特即广询其他神祇，始知彼等固无一不夜以继日，阴阳混乱。朱乃创造出睡神一尊，责令专司黑夜。”肯定这中间应有一段时间，人们可以“忘却战车之飞驰，群骏之轰鸣”。弗郎图继续进谏道，幼主尚需精娴睡眠之技巧，以期白昼期间仍能得暇休息，云云。

马古斯·奥里留斯对上述谏议的复信则纯然是一副疲惫之实业主的口吻。

“吾师弗郎图尊前大安：大札惠收，容当研习受教。唯此刻公务如山，无可逭免。朕正忙也。”

接着又在再启中补充道：“口述复信后，兹趁臣下用餐之际，已拜读师训，今后仍将常读，以学会休息。师亦知公务之缠人乎！”

那种认为闲暇乃是一种奢侈物而非劳力或劳心之人所可想望的僵死观念，曾遭到过不少人的反对，这些人强调，闲暇其实来自一种心境，而并非依赖于某一具体环境。因而我们完全有可能培育出这样一种心境，而且这种培育并不像人们所担心的那样，需要过多的时间。圣保罗于其《致帖撒罗尼书》中，即曾规劝过那里的人去“学会安静”。这里顺便插一句，这种心智活动特别值得向今天的美国人推荐一番。在圣保罗看来，这事与一个人的日常事务完全可以并行而不悖。他的劝静之教诲又继之以劝业之勗勉，其提法为，“要学会安静，并要学会一切必亲手操持，亲自办理。”

那些抱怨如今闲适之代价实未免过高的人，往往会不胜怅惘地深慨于往昔的那种黄金岁月之一去而不复返。如果能再活在查尔斯·兰姆的年代，又将会过得多么闲适惬意，那时只需一头扎进古书堆里去而大得其妙悟之乐，连那壁上的挂钟也不屑一顾！

但是当一个人读到兰姆致其友人华兹华斯的一封信时便不免会对此大生怀疑，因信将表明，闲暇在他也并非总是想要就有，即使是他这位最解闲趣的人。

“W君如晤：此刻我可说既无暇亦无心向你诉说一下我目前的苦况，我确已心神不宁，乱作一团，而造成原因，既由于我的某些伙伴之离去，又与东印之欠薪不无关系，而欠薪则又与白布市场销售价格之欠佳摆脱不开！”

因此他不得不夜晚加班加点，拼命赶活，以办那堆积如山之业务。“我所从事之工作，其本身即带有捉弄与追命性质，已将我彻底拖垮，弄得睡不成觉，即使偶尔睡着，也会恶梦不断，似仍在工作：业务之做不来也，助手而不助我也，负担之过于可怕也……恐非待本周乃至下周过去，必将无一日之安宁，无一刻之安宁也。”

这类话在兰姆亦属屡见不鲜。不过在下面的括弧里兰姆却又透露了一桩足以缓解这种紧张情况的秘密。他讲道，“（我的这封信乃是写给W.W.先生，亦即北联郡之收税官，而非写给W.W.诗人。）”信的大意为，方当东印之职员与“北联郡”之税官正大怨其工作之过于沉重之际，《漫游》之作者与《伊利亚随笔》之作者此刻又未过于受其影响。他们正准备充分享受其工作之外的片断宝贵时光。实际上华兹华斯已从其公务当中挤出相当之时间以供其自用，而兰姆的许多奇思妙悟则得之于伦敦的闹市之中。这情形恰与当日一名热爱美的路段长相似，因为他便根据“路权”在铁道附近处建过一小型花园。铁道公司并不干预此事，而他也就从中深得其乐。

说到“路权”这事，使我联想起“leisure”一词的拉丁语语源——licere
 ，原义为“被允许”，因而与我们的“license”一词有关。这即是说，我们往往会被允许去做一些我们认以为是乐趣的事只要并不占用纯属公务的时间。我们会被允许去种植一些不超出路权范围的东西，只要这些装饰物并不影响列车的运行。正是这样，托马斯·布朗爵士遂于其行医之余挤时间来记录一些曾使他感到乐趣的事物。他对其作品的说法是，“每每得之于我的余暇。”一般来说，这些闲暇时刻往往不会大片大片到来。但这种小量分批而来的闲暇反会为人弥加珍视。

这种可以听凭每个人自行支配的闲暇时刻往往为数有限，至于纵贯人的一生，这类时刻在其分配上的丰啬多寡更非具体个人所得控制。威廉·潘的《幽寂之果实》便是他在一段被迫退役期间的产物。但潘却是一位家道极为殷实的人，而且又属教友会那派。甚至连在闲暇的占有上也称得起是富豪一位。我们比不了他，而只能零星片段地偶尔得点这类时刻。

然而令人惊奇的是，我们却又能发现那么多的闲暇机会，只要我们肯去认真寻找。我们便听说过，即使一个极小极小的原子里面，其中的空间也会大得难以想象。一个电子完全会像一个孤零的行星那样遨游于浩瀚的太空中间。同样一个人也不愁在短暂的片刻之间获得不少不受干扰的宁静。我们的思想也绝非是越快越多便越好，而贵在当它们到来时能够留住。未能按时赴会的违约做法往往给人带来一点零碎时间。再者还有一些可称得上是正常的等待时刻：等上车、等治牙、等开会——会议的主席副主席尚未从另一会那里赶到。再有，在一些本来最繁忙不过的日子里却由于非我们自身的原因而突然被陷于无所事事的状态，因而也就来了闲暇。当然这类不期而遇的片刻尚不足以结成幽寂之嘉实硕果，但至少可以收上一点美味菌类。在开会上，按时到会的人往往能从那些不守时刻的人那里赢得不少可供冥思的时光。

即使身居阿加底亚幽谷，人的一颗心灵于其原处，在其自身，也照旧可以熙熙攘攘，有如闹市。然而论及安详，谁又比得上第五街与四十二街汇口处一名指挥警官的那颗心灵，当他正从容不迫地挥动着其膀臂，宛如当年摩西在红海时那样，分开那车辆的洪流，以便来往行人得以安全通行？

要想充分利用好这些稍纵即逝的机会，一个人必须对自己的一颗心具有快速的控制能力。他必须不仅能开动其心智机器，而且能够及时让它停下，如果再空转下去已无意义。而能停比能开更难。不少人往往听任他的心智在某一个问题上长期转动不休，正好像一名司机听任他那已经停下来的汽车上的发动机（显系出了毛病）继续嘟嘟。他担心一旦引擎冷却下来，便再打不着火。实际上一具良好的自动启动器完全可以避免大量损耗。

我无法把那些下班之后还在系统进行的工作统统归入“闲暇”这一美名之下。恐怕不用多久一些随意的事就会变得不那么随意了。在时间上同样有吝啬鬼这种人，他们会把一分一秒的空当全都抓来去放高利。他们是要从这笔投资中收回高额利息的。凡是事先就设计周密步骤明确的智力活动都只能纳入“加班劳动”这个名目。在我们那些真正的闲暇时刻当中也会有意想不到的成绩发生，但如果没有，我们也并不在意。我们干那不赢利的事情只是因为干着高兴。我们读一本书是因为刚好它在手边，而且挺吸引人。在这类事上，机缘正是一切。这时心灵之锁尽可由门外开启。我们在心中接纳了一些零星思想，但却有时吃惊地发现我们竟无意中接纳了智慧。我们的态度倒活像那伊丽莎白时的有名朝臣，布尔雷勋爵，据说这位贵人每于一日事毕，立将其官服置之于地，然后叫道，“好好睡你的大觉吧，我的财政大臣，明早再相烦渎。”在一副健全的心灵中，一桩事务与另一桩之间总该有个间隔，庶不致二者交相作用，将人拖垮。这种一事不问的惬意间隔，只要不是时间过长，总对康复身心有益。布尔雷勋爵之所以能来日清晨兴致勃勃地重新罩上官服，正因他头天晚上能那么轻松地将它甩掉。

闲暇可以同大量的活计并不矛盾这个道理我是小时候从我的弗朗西斯姑姑那里学到的。姑姑嫁给了一名乡村医生。她有十二个孩子，所住的房子又大又绕弯弯，肯定设计时没考虑省点腿脚。可她走路办事从来不慌不忙。姑母家有个怪章法，叫做“哪会儿你”。这可省去了说不尽的麻烦。什么时候有哪件东西你找不见了，姑母总会心平气和地说，“你很可能会在哪会儿你那里找见的”；而结果我们也就常常真的找见了。

这个哪会儿你在哪儿呢？它是一处宽阔的楼梯平台，是从地下室厨房到起居室的必经之地。平时家里人上楼时常是手里拿的东西太多，这时他们就好把某件东西先撂在这平台上，而且完全相信下次再来的时候它跑不掉。于是，一件日用品你总会找见的，哪会儿在你上楼或下楼的时候这么句话最后竟给压缩成一个地名了。

我以为每一个明白人的头脑里都该有一块哪会儿你。这地方跟你平日放旧家具的顶楼还有所不同，因为顶楼那里你的东西放是放了，却再用不着。

往往有一些事务你不能不暂时放放，因为你的手里已经满得拿不过来。但你又不想把它们随手一撂，那可会到时候真想不起来了。你想把这些放到一处你随时可以再捡起来的地方。它们呆的地方特别清楚醒目。你觉着你今天已经把它们拿到你力所能及的最远处了。明天哪会儿你再路过这里把它们重捡起时定将是一件乐事。而同时它们留在“哪会儿你”那里又将非常安全，万无一失。


10 Authorship①


Arthur Christopher Benson

I have been sometimes consulted by young aspirants in literature as to the best mode of embarking upon the profession of letters；and if my inquirer has confessed that he will be obliged to earn his living，I have always replied，dully but faithfully，that the best way to realize his ambition is to enter some other profession without delay. Writing is indeed the most delightful thing in the world，if one has not to depend upon it for a livelihood；and the truth is that，if a man has the real literary gift，there are very few professions which do not afford a margin of time sufficient for him to indulge what is the happiest and simplest of hobbies. Sometimes the early impulse has not root，and withers；but if，after a time，a man finds that his heart is entirely in his writing，and if he feels that he may without imprudence give himself to the practice of the beloved art，then he may formally adopt it as a profession. But he must not hope for much monetary reward. A successful writer of plays may make a fortune，a novelist or a journalist of the first rank may earn a handsome income；but to achieve conspicuous mundane success②
 in literature，a certain degree of good fortune is almost more important than genius，or even than talent③
 . Ability④
 by itself，even literary ability of a high order，is not sufficient；it is necessary to have a vogue⑤
 ，to create or satisfy a special demand，to hit the taste of the age. But the writer of belles-lettres
 ，the literary writer pure and simple，can hardly hope to earn a living wages，unless he is content to do，and indeed fortunate enough to obtain，a good deal of hackwork as well. He must be ready to write reviews and introductions；to pour out occasional articles，to compile，to edit，to select；and the chances are that if his livelihood depends upon his labour，he will have little of the tranquillity，the serenity，the leisure，upon the enjoyment of which⑥
 the quality of the best work depends. John Addington Symonds⑦
 makes a calculation，in one of his published letters，to the effect that his entire earnings for the years in which he had been employed in writing his history of the Italian Renaissance，had been at the rate of about ￡100 a year，from which probably nearly half had to be subtracted for inevitable incidental expense，such as books and travelling. The conclusion is that unless a man has private resources，or a sufficiently robust constitution to be able to carry on his literary work side by side with his professional work，he can hardly afford to turn his attention to belles-lettres
 .

Nowadays literature has become a rather fashionable pursuit than otherwise⑧
 . Times have changed since Gray⑨
 refused to accept money for his publications，and gave it to be understood that he was an eccentric gentleman who wrote solely for his own amusement，since the inheritor⑩
 of Rokeby⑪
 found among the family portraits of the magnates that adorned his walls a picture of the novelist Richardson⑫
 ，and was at the pains of adding a ribbon and a star，in order to turn it into a portrait of Sir Robert Walpole⑬
 ，that he might free his gallery from such degrading associations.

But now a social personage is hardly ashamed of writing a book，of travels，perhaps，or even of literary appreciations，so long as it is untainted by erudition⑭
 ；he is not averse to⑮
 publishing a volume of mild lyrics，or a piece of simple fiction，just to show how easy it is，and what he could do，if only，as Charles Lamb said，he had the mind.⑯
 It adds a pleasant touch of charming originality to a great lady if she can bring out a little book.⑰
 Such compositions are indubitably books；they generally have a title-page，an emotional dedication，an ultramodest preface，followed by a certain number of pages of undeniable⑱
 print. It is common enough too，at a big dinner-party，to meet three or four people，without the least professional dinginess⑲
 ，who have written books. Mr. Winston Churchill said the other day，with much humour，that he could not reckon himself a professional author because he had only written five books — the same number as Moses.⑳
 And I am far from decrying㉑
 the pleasant labours of these amateurs. The writing of such books as I have described has been a real amusement to the author，not entailing any particular strain；the sweet pride of authorship enlarges one's sympathies，and gives an agreeable glow to life. No inconvenient rivalry results.㉒
 The little volumes just flutter into the sunshine，like gauzy flies from some tiny cocoon，and spread their slender wings very gracefully in the sun.

I would not，then，like some austere critics，forbid such leisurely writers as I have described to indulge in the pleasant diversion of writing books. There are reviewers who think it a sacred duty to hunt and chase these amiable and well-meaning amateurs out of the field，as though they had trespassed upon some sacred enclosure. I do not think that it is necessary or even kind to do this. I would rather regard literature as a kind of Tom Tiddler's ground㉓
 ，where there is gold as well as silver to be picked up. Amateurs tend，it is true，rather to scatter gold and silver in the field of literature than to acquire it；and I had just as soon，after all，that they should lavish their superfluous wealth there，to be picked up by honest publishers，as they should lavish it in other regions of unnecessary expenditure. It is not a crime，when all is said，to write or even to print an inferior book；I would indeed go further，and say that writing in any shape is at worst a harmless diversion；and I see no reason why people should be discouraged from such diversion，any more than that they should be discouraged from practising music，or making sketches in water-colour，because they only attain a low standard of execution in such pursuits. Indeed，I think that hours devoted to the production of inferior literature，by persons of leisure，are quite as well bestowed as hours spent in golfing and motoring；to engage in the task of writing a book implies a certain sympathy with intellectual things；and I am disposed to applaud and encourage anything which increases intellectual appreciation in our country at the present time. There is not too much of it abroad㉔
 ，and I care very little how it is acquired，if only it is acquired. The only way in which these amateurs can be tiresome is if they insist upon reading their compositions aloud in a domestic circle or if they request one to read a published book and give them a candid opinion㉕
 . I once stayed with a worthy country gentleman who，evening after evening，after we had returned from shooting，insisted on reading aloud in the smoking-room，with solemn zest，the novel on which he was engaged. It was heavy work！The shooting was good，but I am not sure that it was not dearly purchased at the price. The plot of the book was intricate，the characters numerous；and I found it almost impossible to keep the dramatis person
 œ apart. But I did not grudge my friend the pleasure he took in his composition；I only grudged the time I was obliged to spend in listening to it. The novel was not worth writing from the point of view of its intrinsic merits；but it gave my old friend an occupation；he was never bored；he flew back to his book whenever he had an hour to spare. It saved him from dulness and ennui
 ；it gave him，I doubt not，many a glowing hour of secret joy；it was an unmixed benefit to himself and his family that he had this indoors resource；it entailed no expense；it was simply the cheapest and most harmless hobby that it is possible to conceive.

It is characteristic of our nation to feel an imperative need for occupation.㉖
 I suppose that there is no nation in the world which has so little capacity for doing nothing gracefully，and enjoying it，as the English. This characteristic is part of our strength，because it testifies to a certain child-like vitality. We are impatient，restless，unsatisfied. We cannot be happy unless we have a definite end in view. The result of this temperament is to be seen at the present time in the enormous and consuming passion for athletic exercise in the open air. We are not an intellectual nation，and we must do something；we are wealthy and secure，and in default of regular work，we have got to organize our hours of leisure on the supposition that we have something to do. I have little doubt that if we became a more intellectual nation the change would be signalized by an immense output of inferior books，because we have not the student temperament，the gift of absorbing literature. We have a deep instinct for publicity. If we are athletically gifted，we must display our athletic prowess in public. If we have thoughts of our own，we must have a hearing；we look upon meditation，contemplation，conversation，the arts of leisurely living，as a waste of time；we are above all things practical.

But I would pass on to consider the case of more serious writers；and I would begin by making a personal confession. My own occupations are mainly literary；and I would say frankly there seems to me to be no pleasure comparable to the pleasure of writing. To find a congenial subject，and to express that subject as lucidly，as sincerely，as frankly as possible，appears to me to be the most delightful occupation in the world. Nature is full of exquisite sights and sounds，day by day；the stage of the world is crowded with interesting and fascinating personalities，rich in contrasts，in characteristics，in humour，in pathos. We are surrounded，the moment we pass outside of the complex material phenomena which surround us，by all kinds of wonderful secrets and incomprehensible mysteries. What is this strange pageant that unrolls itself before us from hour to hour？this panorama of night and day，sun and moon，summer and winter，joy and sorrow，life and death？We have all of us，like Jack Horner㉗
 ，our slice of pie to eat. Which of us does not know the delighted complacency with which we pull out the plums？The poet is silent of the moment when the plate is empty，when nothing is left but the stones；but that is no less impressive an experience.

The wonderful thing to me is，not that there is so much desire in the world to express our little portion of the joy，the grief，the mystery of it all，but that there is so little. I wish with all my heart that there was more instinct for personal expression；Edward Fitz Gerald㉘
 said that he wished we had more lives of obscure person；one wants to know what other people are thinking and feeling about it all；what joys they anticipate，what fears they sustain，how they regard the end and cessation of life and perception，which waits for us all. The worst of it is that people are often so modest；they think that their own experience is so dull，so unromantic，so uninteresting. It is an entire mistake. If the dullest person in the world would only put down sincerely what he or she thought about his or her life，about work and love，religion and emotion，it would be fascinating document. My only sorrow is that the amateurs of whom I have spoken above will not do this；they rather turn to external and impersonal impressions，relate definite things，what they see on their travels，for instance，describing to indulge in the melancholy labour of translation，or employ customary，familiar forms，such as the novel or the play. If only they would write diaries and publish them；compose imaginary letters；let one inside the house of self instead of keeping one wandering in the park！The real interest of literature is the apprehending of other points of view；one spends an immense time in what is called society，in the pursuit of other people's views㉙
 ；but what a very little grain results from an intolerable deal of chaff！And all because people are conventional and not simple-minded；because they will not say what they think；indeed they will not as a rule try to find out what they do think，but prefer to traffic with the conventional counters. Yet what a refreshment it is to meet with a perfectly sincere person，who makes you feel that you are in real contact with a human being！This is what we ought to aim at in writing：at a perfectly sincere presentment of our thoughts. We cannot，of course，all of us hope to have views upon art，upon theology，upon politics，upon education，because we may not have any experience in these subjects；but we have all of us experience in life，in nature㉚
 ，in emotion，in religion；and to express what we feel，as sincerely as we can，is certainly useful to ourselves，because it clears our view，leads us not to confuse hopes with certainties，enables us to disentangle what we really believe from what we conventionally adopt.

Of course this cannot be done all at once；when we first begin to write，we find how difficult it is to keep the thread of our thoughts；we keep turning out of the main road to explore attractive by-paths；we cannot arrange our ideas. All writers who produce original work pass through a stage in which they are conscious of a throng of kindred notions，all more or less bearing on the central thoughts，but the movements of which they cannot wholly control. Their thoughts are like a turbulent crowd，and one's business is to drill them into and ordered regiment. A writer has to pass through a certain apprenticeship；and the cure for this natural vagueness is to choose small precise subjects，to say all that we have in our minds about them，and to stop when we have finished；not to aim at fine writing㉛
 ，but at definiteness and clearness.

I suppose people arrive at their end in different ways；but my own belief is that，in writing，one cannot do much by correction. I believe that the best way to arrive at lucidity is by incessant practice；we must be content to abandon and sacrifice faulty manuscripts altogether；we ought not to fret over them and rewrite them㉜
 . The two things that I have found to be of infinite service to myself in learning to write prose，have been keeping a full diary，and writing poetry. The habit of diarizing is easily acquired，and as soon as it becomes habitual，the day is no more complete without it than it is complete without a cold bath and regular meals. People say that they have not time to keep a diary；but they would never say that they had not time to take a bath or to have their meals. A diary need not be a dreary chronicle of one's movements；it should aim rather at giving a salient account of some particular episode，a walk，a book，a conversation. It is a practice which brings its own reward in many ways；it is a singularly delightful thing to look at old diaries，to see how one was occupied，say，ten years ago；what one was reading，the people one was meeting，one's earlier point of view. And then，further，as I have said，it has the immense advantage of developing style；the subjects are ready to hand；and one may learn，by diarizing，the art of sincere and frank expression.

And then there is the practice of writing poetry；there are certain years in the life of most people with a literary temperament，when poetry seems the most natural and desirable mode of self-expression. This impulse should be freely yielded to. The poetry need not be very good；I have no illusions，for instance，as to the merits of my own；but it gives one a copious vocabulary，it teaches the art of poise，of cadence，of choice in words，of picturesqueness. There comes a time when one abandons poetry，or is abandoned by it；and，after all，prose is the most real and natural form of expression. There arrives，in the case of one who has practised poetical expression diligently，a wonderful sense of freedom，of expansiveness，of delight，when he begins to use what has been material for poetry for the purposes of prose. Poetical expression is strictly conditioned by length of stanzas，dignity of vocabulary，and the painful exigencies of rhyme㉝
 . How good are the days when one has escaped from all that tyranny，when one can say the things that stir the emotion，freely and liberally，in flowing phrases，without being brought to a stop by the severe fences of poetical form！The melody，the cadence，the rise and fall of the sentence，antithesis，contrast，mellifluous energy — these are the joys of prose；but there is nothing like the writing of verse to make them easy and instinctive.㉞


A word may be said about style. Stevenson㉟
 said that he arrived at flexibility of style by frank and unashamed imitation of other writers；he played，as he said，“the sedulous ape” to great authors.㊱
 This system has its merits，but it also has its dangers. A sensitive literary temperament is apt to catch，to repeat，to perpetuate the charming mannerisms of great writers. I have sometimes had to write critical monographs on the work of great stylists. It is a perilous business！If for several months one studies the work of a contagious and delicate writer，critically and appreciatively，one is apt to shape one's sentences with a dangerous resemblance to the cadences of the author whom one is supposed to be criticising. More than once，when my monograph has been completed，I have felt that it might almost have been written by the author under examination；and there is no merit in that. I am sure that one should not aim at practising a particular style. The one aim㊲
 should be to present the matter as clearly，as vigorously，as forcibly as one can；if one does this sincerely，one's own personality will make the style；and thus I feel that people whose aim is to write vigorously should abstain from even reading authors whose style affects them strongly. Stevenson himself dared not read Livy㊳
 ；Pater㊴
 confessed that he could not afford to read Stevenson；he added，that he did not consider his own style better than the style of Stevenson — rather the reverse — but he had his own theory，his own method of expression，deliberately adopted and diligently pursued. He therefore carefully refrained from reading an author whom he felt unconsciously compelled to imitate. The question of style，then，is one which a writer who desires originality should leave altogether alone. It must emerge of itself，or it is sure to lack distinctiveness. I saw once a curious instance of this. I knew a diligent writer，whose hasty and unconsidered writings were forcible，lively，and lucid，penetrated by his own poetical and incisive personality；but he set no store by these writings，and if they were ever praised in his presence，he said that he was ashamed of them for being so rough. This man devoted many years to the composition of a great literary work. He took infinite pains with it；he concentrated whole sentences into epithets；he hammered and chiselled his phrases；he was for ever retouching and rewriting. But when the book at last appeared it was a complete disappointment. The thing was really unintelligible；it had no motion，no space about it；the reader had to devote heart-breaking thought to the exploration of paragraph，and was as a rule only rewarded by finding that it was a simple thought，expressed with profound obscurity；whereas the object of the writer ought to be to express a profound and difficult thought clearly and lucidly. The only piece of literary advice that I have ever found to be of real and abiding use，is the advice I once heard given by Professor Seeley to a youthful essayist，who had involved a simple subject in mazes of irrelevant intricacy. “Don't be afraid，” said the Professor，“of letting the bones show.” That is the secret：a piece of literary art must not be merely dry bones；the skeleton must be overlaid with delicate flesh and appropriate muscle；but the structure must be there，and it must be visible.

The perfection of lucid writing，which one sees in books such as Newman's Apologia
 or Ruskin's Praeterita
 ㊵
 ，seems to resemble a crystal stream，which flows limpidly and deliciously over its pebbly bed；the very shape of the channel is revealed；there are transparent glassy water-breaks over the pale gravel；but though the very stream has a beauty of its own，a beauty of liquid curve and delicate murmur，its chief beauty is in the exquisite transfiguring effect which it has over the shingle，the vegetation that glimmers and sways beneath the surface. How dry，how commonplace the pebbles on the edge look！How stiff and ruinous the plants from which the water has receded！But seen through the hyaline medium，what coolness，what romance，what secret and remote mystery，lingers over the tiny pebbles，the little reefs of rock，the ribbons of weed，that poise so delicately in the gliding stream！What a vision of unimagined peace，of cool refreshment，of gentle tranquillity，it all gives！

Thus it is with the transfiguring power of art，of style. The objects by themselves，in the commonplace light，in the dreary air，are trivial and unromantic enough；one can hold them in one's hand，one seems to have seen them a hundred times before；but，plunged beneath that clear and fresh medium，they have a unity，a softness，a sweetness which seem the result of a magical spell，an incommunicable influence；they bring all heaven before the eyes；they whisper the secrets of a region which is veritably there，which we can discern and enjoy，but the charm of which we can neither analyze nor explain；we can only confess its existence with a grateful heart. One who devotes himself to writing should find，then，his chief joy in the practice of his art，not in the rewards of it；publication has its merits，because it entails upon one the labour of perfecting the book as far as possible；if one wrote without publication in view，one would be tempted to shirk the final labour of the file；one would leave sentences incomplete，paragraphs unfinished；and then，too，imperfect as reviews often are，it is wholesome as well as interesting to see the impression that one's work makes on others. If one's work is generally contemned，it is bracing to know that one fails in one's appeal，that one cannot amuse and interest readers. High literature has often met at first with unmerited neglect and even obloquy；but to incur neglect and obloquy is not in itself a proof that one's standard is high and one's taste fastidious. Moreover，if one has done one's best，and expressed sincerely what one feels and believes，one sometimes has the true and rare pleasure of eliciting a grateful letter from an unknown person，who has derived pleasure，perhaps even encouragement，from a book. These are some of the pleasant rewards of writing，and though one should not write with one's eye on the rewards，yet they may be accepted with a sober gratitude.

Of course there will come moods of discouragement to all authors，when they will ask themselves，as even Tennyson confesses that he was tempted to do，what，after all，it amounts to？The author must beware of rating his own possibilities too high. In looking back at one's own life，in trying to trace what are the things that have had a deep and permanent influence on one's character，how rarely is it possible to point to a particular book，and say，“That book gave me the message I most needed，made me take the right turn，gave me the requisite bias，the momentous impulse？” We tend to want to do things on too large a scale，to affect great masses of people，to influence numerous hearts. An author should be more than content if he finds he has made a difference to a handful of people，or given innocent pleasure to a small company. Only to those whose heart is high，whose patience is inexhaustible，whose vigour is great，whose emotion is passionate，is it given to make a deep mark upon the age；㊶
 and there is needed too the magical charm of personality，overflowing in “thoughts that breathe and words that burn.” But we can all take a hand in the great game；and if the leading parts are denied us，if we are told off to sit among a row of supers，drinking and whispering on a bench，while the great characters soliloquize，let us be sure that we drain our empty cup with zest，and do our whispering with intentness；not striving to divert attention to ourselves，but contributing with all our might to the naturalness，the effectiveness of the scene.






【注释】


① Authorship：著作（述）业；写作行业；笔墨生涯。此文来自其散文集From a College Window
 （《学府一窗》）。

② conspicuous mundane success：mundane，世间的、尘世的、世俗的，甚至实际平庸的。请注意此处所微含的贬义（此词一般便常用作heavenly，spiritual的对立词，而与worldly接近，其贬义甚至更超过worldly）。

③ than genius，or even than talent：genius，天才；talent，才能。

④ ability：泛指一般才能，没有高低之分，不像talent与genius那样含有等级、区别的含义。

⑤ to have a vogue：have在这里作“去兴起，去发动起”解。

⑥ the enjoyment of which：which的obj.是前面的tranqwillity，serenity与leisure。

⑦ John Addington Symonds：（1840—1893）英国诗人、作家与学者，代表作为《意大利文艺复兴》两巨册。

⑧ a ... pursuit than otherwise：than otherwise的使用是想强调“确确实实的是，绝无问题的是……”，因它的基本意思便是“只是……，而不是别的”。

⑨ since Gray：指Thomas Gray （1716—1777），英国诗人，《乡间墓铭》这首名诗的作者。

⑩ since the inheritor ...：请注意这里第二个since ...是与上面since Gray相平行的成分，均为其前面的Times have changed的状语。

⑪ Rokeby：18世纪时一著名财阀。

⑫ Richardson：即Samuel Richardson （1689—1761），英国书信体言情小说家。

⑬ Sir Robert Walpole：（1676—1745）英国政治家，曾任首相。

⑭ so long as it is untainted by erudition：请注意此处的讽刺与幽默意味，仿佛erudition竟如坏事一般，而实则这些政要权贵根本便与erudition全然无缘无干！

⑮ he is not averse to：这话也具讽刺意味，仿佛作诗、写小说等也均不是高级事物。

⑯ if only ... he had the mind：同样有这种意味，大有对他这种人物（或者财大气粗，或者骄气炙人）来说什么也难他不倒的意思。

⑰ ... can bring out a little book：也是反话。

⑱ 这里的几个副词或形容词如indubitably，generally，undeniable全带嘲讽意味。

⑲ without the least professional dinginess：同样也是反话。

⑳ Mr. Winston Churchill ... the same number as Moses：这里同样是对这位首相大人的暗讽，即讽刺他竟敢开口便将他自己与摩西相提并论（未免稍不自量）！其实丘吉尔在说此话后又写过许多本书，绝不止那五本。但他所以作此比较是因为《圣经》中的前五书（即《创世记》、《出埃及记》、《利未记》、《民数记》、《申命记》）传说上即说是摩西写的。

㉑ And I am far from decrying：这种假撇清的话实也是一种玩笑。他早把这些写书的把戏嘲讽够了，而现又假装说他并不反对，岂不滑稽！

㉒ No inconvenient rivalry results：从这里直到后面很长一大段，这种嘲讽语气一直没有太断，不过这里也应稍作一区别，即务须将富人权贵的写书与一般平常人的写书分别开来；对这后一部分人的这类活动本文作者倒真的不仅并无反感，而且还颇有几分赞成。

㉓ Tom Tiddler's ground：原为一种儿童游戏，划地为界，跳过某些线条的可被认为拾到不同数量的金银；于是从此进一步引申为，可以令人从中发财致富的宝地。

㉔ There is not too much of it abroad：abroad在这里不作“在国外或到国外”讲，而是意为“普遍、到处”。

㉕ and give them a candid opinion：只是这话谁又敢说！如此去要求一位客人岂非强人所难。

㉖ It is characteristic of our nation to ...：从这里开始的一段对作者本民族的自我批评很有趣味；实际上如果有更多的民族中的人士能有这种勇气和雅量，国际间的气氛肯定会更融洽许多。

㉗ Jack Horner：号手杰克，格林童话中人物，曾在林中一次仙人们的宴会上有幸分到一角蛋糕。

㉘ Edward Fitz Gerald：亦常拼作Fitz. Gerald或Fitzgerald （1809—1883）英国诗人与古波斯诗人Omar Khayyám （？—1123？）的Rub
 áiy
 át
 （通译《鲁拜集》或《四行诗集》）的英译者。由于译文的特妙，此译诗已久被视为英国文学的一部分。

㉙ in the pursuit of other people's views：这话与前面一句“The real interest of literature is the apprehending of other points of view”看似重复，甚至矛盾，而实则并不如此，因为前者说的是增加对他人的理解与同情，而后者反对的是人云亦云，摭拾他人牙慧，所以意思并不重复或矛盾。

㉚ in nature：这里nature指大自然，自然界，郊野或户外生活、情况等。

㉛ fine writing：今天一般为贬义词，特指所谓优美漂亮的矫揉造作的写作。

㉜ rewrite them：这里特指在原来规模样式等基本不变的情况下
 的改写，因此这话同其前一句强调的一切推倒重来（abandon and sacrifice faulty manuscripts）的意思实则不同，因而也就不为重复。

㉝ the painful exigencies of rhyme：此段话直译起来，大致应当是——脚韵（方面）的痛苦紧迫要求，或那痛苦的押韵紧迫要求。大凡作过点诗的人大概都有过这种体会，即遇到某一行的末尾必须与其上一行的末尾进行押韵时，其急迫性、紧张性与无可回避性等都有时会令人感到是十分痛苦的事。

㉞ but there is nothing like ... easy and instinctive：此句可能比较难解，请读者参阅后面拙译的有关部分。

㉟ Stevenson：关于这位作家，请参阅本书中《死生之际》一文的有关部分。

㊱ he played ... “the sedulous ape” to great authors：“the sedulous ape”一语见于Stevenson一篇自述其学写作的文章，是历来最常为人引用的一个短语，意为像猿猴那样辛辛苦苦地模仿人类。

㊲ The one aim：意为“可以奉以为目标的只有……”；“只有……可以当作目标来遵循”。

㊳ dared not read Livy：Livy为罗马史家Titus Livius这个姓氏的英语拼法。他生于59 B.C.—17 A.D.，曾著《罗马史》142卷，今尚存35卷。其文体被认为晓畅生动，特长于描写与叙事，但有为行文的流利而不顾事实的缺点。译者对其著作并未读过，故对文中这句话的真意也并不能说理解；或许史氏不敢读他即是因为上述那个“缺点”，但更可能的是因为他两人的文体过于相似之故。

㊴ Pater：他的名字已在本书中多次出现过，不再注。

㊵ Newman's Apologia
 or Ruskin's Praeterita
 ：Newman即Henry Newman （1801—1890），以其曾任过天主教的大主教，故也常被称为Cardinal Newman，文章以晓畅灵动精确优美著名。Ruskin即John Ruskin （1819—1900），也是一位特别以其文体著称的散文大师，突出的长处为色调繁富、用字神奇，描绘生动与音韵优美。

㊶ Only to those ... is it given to make，etc：这句话的实际结构是“to make ... is only given to ...”，只有对什么什么样的人才有会被（时代？上天？读者？批评家？）授予以留名后世的可能或条件。





作者Bensen正是不少的人，甚至一些作家所歆羡仰慕的那种所谓“学者型作家”的典型，而他笔下的情形也正是我们期望从他那里看到的那样：雍容博洽、优雅隽美、流畅清新和闲适自在的好文章、好语言。其文体似乎是一种居中性的东西，在正式文论与一般闲谈之间，但仍是文章，是作文而不是说话，因而也就仍将会不时地舞弄一下笔墨，焕放出一些文采，甚至灵感来时流溢出连串成段的华美语句，精彩得几如散文诗一般！但整体而言还是比较朴素实在的，不失为仁者之言（其言蔼和）。他在为文上一贯便是主忠信，重笃实，崇尚修辞立诚的原则的。另外在此文的格调上他也是不务高深和不涉玄虚，有点卑之无甚高论的意味，但全都是真切实用的金玉良言：比如作家不可轻易去做，但既做之后，也只能踏踏实实，尽力而为，不应过于高自期许，而要安于现有状况与有限成绩，甚至要甘居末位，等等，这一切今天读来仍是对我们大有教益的。


写作谈

亚瑟·克里斯托夫·本生

一些有志于文学的青年曾有时向我讨教过如何方能顺利跻入到作家这一高贵行列；如果讨教者坦然承认，他之有此想法主要系迫于生计，那么这时我就会老实平淡地奉劝他，最好还是及早另寻出路，以免就错行业，误了前程。写作诚然是世上最惬意的一种快事，只要其从事者并不靠它为生；另外有个道理也一点不假，这便是，假如一个人真有文才，那么他的这项极可爱而单纯的癖嗜在几乎所有的行业中都不愁觅到相当的余暇来得到满足。也或许这最初的动念其实缺乏根基，因而也就很快萎缩消失；但是如果经历一段时间以后而仍然对写作这事念念不忘，并且自信对其所耽爱的艺术的一番献身并非造次冒失之举，那他就理应正式择此为业。只是有一条，他决不可以在进项上抱望过奢。一位写戏能手当然可能发上笔财，一名一流小说家或报人也不难挣得可观收入，但是要想凭文学而取得轰动效应，名利双收，那就远远不仅是个天才，甚至不仅是人才的问题，而是得靠撞大运了。才气本身，甚至绝高的才气本身，往往都不济事；那就得去兴起一股时尚潮流，开创或迎合一种特殊需求和碰对某个时代的口味。但是一名美文
 ，亦即那所谓的纯文学的作者，是会挣不够他的衣食的，除非是他肯拉下脸来，心甘情愿再去接承大量的杂活（而且也还有幸能揽到的话）。他思想上必须准备好经常分神去写写书评引言；不断抛出一些应景文字；去干一些编审校选的活计。其结果是，如果他的活命之资便离不开这些苦役，那么想去制成高级作品所必不可少的种种平和、恬静以及闲适等等，他此刻也必将所剩无几。约翰·亚丁顿·西蒙斯曾作过一项统计（见于其一封已出版的尺牍），大意为，在他撰写意大利文艺复兴史的期间，他的平均年收入也不过百镑之谱，而其中将近半数尚需用以支付诸如购书出行等临时必要费用。从上面的话不难得出的一条结论便是，除非一个人另有某种生活来源，或者他的体质特强，除其文学胜业之外尚有余力兼干杂活，他便没有可能倾其全力于所谓的纯文学之制作。

然而时至今日，文学早已变成一种颇为时髦的行径而非复昔比。葛雷当年出书曾拒收稿费，仿佛意在示人，身为上流社会一狷介之士，偶有述作不过是聊以自娱而已。财阀拉克比之后人，曾于其家族墙壁上的众位大亨图像之间寻到小说家理查德之肖像一帧，并有意捧赠于罗伯特·沃波耳勋爵，但苦于无计在像上添一星章绶带而大为犯愁，盖非如此不足以使此贵人之画廊免去此类不雅收藏。以上二事表明，如今时代确实已经变了。

现如今，一位社会名流已不再以写书为耻，或许其中游记居多，甚至写点赏析文章也常有之，只要所写不曾坠入大掉书袋之恶障即可；他并不反对出上一卷文雅小诗，或者一篇简单故事，而这也无非在于表明，写书这事原来又有何难，再有，又有何事他不能为，只要，诚如兰姆所说，他有心染指就行。出书这事若发生在一位贵妇人的身上，那就更是锦上添花，说明风采而外，头脑也非一般。而所写之书，也都绝无问题，全都俨乎书也；它们一般都有扉页（占到一页），都有献辞（且都情溢乎词），都有序言（措词更属恭谨谦逊之极），都有见诸油墨之无可怀疑的内容（亦均由若干印页所组成）。另外一件相当习见的现象即是，一次大型宴会上每每便能遇到好几位写过书的人士，但却无一丝专业作家之寒酸气。就在前不久，温斯顿·丘吉尔先生便十分风趣地讲道，他还不敢以一名专业作家自居，理由是，他仅仅写过五本书——恰为当年摩西之数。我说这话，决非是要对这些业余作者的可爱劳作有所贬损。这些书的写作，正如我前面所说，既无需乎大增其劳神之苦，又足以深得其自娱之乐；这样其染笔濡墨之余的一番踌躇自得，不仅将扩大一个人的同情范围，而且还会给他的生涯平添一笔光彩。更何况此事万不致招来对手冤家。于是乎这些小小卷册，遂称心快意地翱翔于晴光之下，仿佛刚刚挣脱出茧的蝴蝶，奋其美妙的翅翼与翩跹的舞姿于那可爱的蓝天。

职是之故，我一不模仿某些严峻批评家之所为，去禁止上述作家耽溺于愉快之写书雅趣，二不效尤一些书评者的做法，仿佛将此等可爱善意的业余作者驱逐出境便是其不贰神圣职责，而罪名则是其擅入文学圣域。因此种行事既无必要，也不仁义。我倒宁愿将文学视作童话中汤姆·提都的宝地，在那里，一锹下去，满是金银。诚然不假，业余者在文学这一领地之所为主要实为散宝而非聚宝，而我对此事的态度则是，如其非说糜费，则将其盈余之财富虚置于此地，并继而为诚恳之出版家所采走拾去，实较上述人士将此类财富之浪抛于他处，或许更为有益。因为，不管道理讲到哪儿去，写出乃至刊出一本劣书总不能便构成一桩罪行；我甚至要进一步宣称，一部东西不管写成何种模样，至不济也只能算是一种并无危害的娱乐排遣；因而我找不出任何理由去反对这种娱乐排遣，正如反对人去练练曲子或画画水彩，只是因为所表现出之技艺水平不高。其实，我以为费些时光去制作一些质量不高的文学，也未必便比玩汽车与打高尔夫球更不值得，反正都不过是些有闲阶级的玩艺儿；而肯沉下心来去著书一部其本身便意味着对知识学问的一定的好感同情；其实我对任何有助于促进智力活动之举措，尤其是在此时此际的我们这个国家，都巴不得为之去高声喝彩大加欢呼，因此种情形尚远未蔚成风气。不过对如何方能获致这点我倒也不甚关心，只需有此便比没有为好。只一件，这些业余作者也是会非常令人头疼的，如若他们硬要在其家中聚会时当众朗读其个人作品，或者硬要他人毕读其书以拿出其真实看法。一次我在一位可敬的乡绅之家做客期间，便有过这种经历。这即是，一连几个晚上打猎归来，总要在其吸烟室中听其郑重其事的作品朗读，内容为其尚未脱稿的一部小说。这个任务可真不轻！当然那大白天的打猎是有趣的，只是我拿不准这乐趣的换得是否也有些代价过高。此书的情节倒也是满复杂的，书中人物尤堪称众多，众多到其中的谁和谁经常纠缠不清。写书会给我的友人带来乐趣这点我当然决无意见，但花费这么多的时间去听这个却不免让人可惜。说实话，这本小说是值不得去写的，如果单从其自身价值考虑；但却给我的友人带来事做；他可谓乐此不疲，一有工夫便扑到那上面去。这使他不致沉沉闷闷，空虚无聊；我决不怀疑，这事肯定给他带来不少精彩时刻，而使之私衷窃喜；另外足不出户而能得此享受，这对他本人对他家人都不能不说是十足的福分一桩；更何况它并不耗费资财，像这样几乎完全不需破费而能大得其乐的无害癖好，世上也真还不多。

我们这个民族的一大习性特征即是无论何时总得急急忙忙找点事做。一事不做而仍能怡然居之，而欣然乐之，我以为普天之下大概唯有英人最乏此本领。但从另方面讲，这一不足又适成为我们的一大长处，因为它恰好证明我们还盈满童年般的蓬勃朝气。我们仿佛总是汲汲遑遑，迫不及待，不能安生与不能满足。我们是决计快活不起来的，除非眼前有一明确目标需待完成。这种脾性的表现之一即是呈露在野外场地上的那种巨量与耗人的体育竞技热情。我们不是一个以智力见称的民族，我们需要的是有事可做；我们倒也国家富裕，环境安定，于是正规工作一旦完毕，我们便不得不把我们的闲暇时间安排利用起来，以资证明，我们并非无所事事。我毫不怀疑，果真我们这个民族也变得智力更加见长一些，那时节其外部标帜之一必将是低劣书籍之巨量出笼，而原因则是，我们这个民族，以天性言，本来便是一不好学，二不能文。至于自我宣扬，我们的根性深处倒颇有这个东西。如其说我们在体育上尚有几分天赋，那么当众自炫其能势将成为吾人之必需。而一旦我们也有了些个人心得，我们也必立即组织一批听众；我们惯好把默想冥思以及与人交谈等闲居生涯中的这类雅趣一概视作某种浪费。我们实在是，别的且先不提，太实际了。

下面我即将转向那些更为正式的作者；并为此而拟欲以我个人之披露作为开场而引起下文。我的事业主要是在文学方面，而且将毫不掩饰，对我来说，写作之乐远非其它乐趣可比。寻找好一个适合自己的题材，然后便对此题材给予之以尽可能圆满之发挥，于诚于信于畅达全过得去，这个在我看来，实在是世上的头等快事。自然界每日每天是何等的音响繁富，色彩缤纷；世界的大舞台上又盈满着有趣迷人的角色，而且是那般的对比鲜明，个性突出，亦庄亦谐，有喜有忧。而我的周围左右，只需我们稍稍挣脱出困扰着我们的种种物质羁绊，又将会冒出多少计数不清的惊人内幕与难解隐秘。好了，请问这个无时无刻不展现在我们眼前的这番盛大的谲诡行列，这种昼夜轮番，日月盈昃，寒暑代谢，喜乐变化，乃至生死交替，等等，并由此一切而汇成的这幅全般图景，其背后实质又是什么？我们所有的人全都像号角手杰克那样，能分到那块大蛋糕的一角。我们谁不知道，当我们从那里摘出梅子吃时会多得意？一名诗人遇到那盘子里的东西全被吃光，而只剩下果核时，他是会沉默片刻的；但就经历来讲，这也未必便全不动人。

对我来说，那令人惊异的东西并非是世上想要表达我们这类悲喜隐衷的一腔区区之忱竟然是如此其大，而是恰恰相反，这种念头可说相当贫乏。我真巴不得这种渴求自我表达的冲动能来得更充沛一些。诗人费兹吉拉德即曾发过奇想，说他希望我们能多有着几个化身，原因是我们非常想知道其他人对世上万物都有什么想法，哪些感受，有何喜事可盼，有何畏惧担心，另外对人人难免的生命结束与感觉终止又都抱持着什么态度。不幸的是，人们在这件事上未免过于谦虚；他们总以为他们自己的那点经历实在太不精彩，太不壮观和太平淡无奇。这其实根本不对。如果世界上所谓最乏趣的人肯于把他或她的生活感受、工作看法、爱情体验，乃至心底的情感波澜，对宗教的一番见解，全都和盘托出，如实写下，那定将成为罕见的趣史，世上的奇书。只可惜我上文说到的那些业余作者执意不肯这么去做。他们往往是舍近而求远，放着这些宝贵的东西不去理会，而过多地把注意力盯住在外界事物与他人感受上面，只准备写那更具体的，比如他们旅游期间的一些见闻，而在其描写中，不是一味沉溺于那可悲的“翻译”手法，便是只知采用一些习见不鲜的写作套式，比如小说剧本等等。但是如果他们肯弃此而写点日记并将其刊出，而编点虚构书信，那效果又会有多好；这定将是步履不出一己之堂庑，也会强似足迹踏遍室外的园林！文学中最有意思的事即是在如何捕捉到与己不同的看法见解。人们往往把过多的时光耗费在所谓的社交当中，在追逐他人的现成思想当中；但是甩掉这巨量的麦穗糠秕，真正的谷子又将剩得几粒！而所以会造成如此结果全是因为我们太世俗化了，思想也太不单纯了，因为我们不肯把自己的思想老实说出；说实在，我们一般都不肯努力去弄清楚自己的真实想法，而只满足于在与人交际时去打些惯用筹码。正是因为这样，所以当你偶尔遇到一个真正十分坦诚的人，因而使你感到你此刻在面对的是一个具有十足人性的人，这时你会感到何等的欣慰！这个即是我们在文学上应当特别致力的东西：我们的思想的真正诚实无欺的表述。当然我们不能奢望在一切问题上，比如文学、神学、政治、教育等，都拿得出自己的一套见解，因为我们在这些方面缺乏足够的经验，但是说到生活、乡野、情感、宗教等等，我们还是大有感受的，而把这些书写出来，并尽量做到一个诚字，这对我们自己肯定是会有裨益的，原因是，它将是对自己思想的一番清理，它将使我们不致把空想当成现实，另外也帮助我们区分清楚，什么是我们的真正信仰与什么只是在奉行故事。

当然这一切决非是可以一蹴而就的。当我们一开始练习写作时，我们都常感到，想要把一条思路一直维持到底会有多难；这时我们惯常会远离正路不走而去另辟什么迷人的邪径；我们往往不会组织安排自己的思想。一切能拿得出有独到之处的产品的作家大概都经历过这样一个阶段，这时大批大批相互类似的意念往往会纷至沓来，一齐涌入，这一切都或多或少与其主旨有关，但其各自的动向却全然超出其驾驭能力。他们的思想正仿佛一夥乱纷纷的乌合之众，而此刻的要务即是如何将此蚩蚩群氓训练成一支纪律严明的队伍。一名作家是要经历这样一个见习阶段的；医治这一势所难免的浮泛空疏之弊的良方即是首先选好一些小而明确的题目，然后就有关的意思，罄其所知，全部说出，并意尽笔止；所追求的目标也不在文章的如何华丽漂亮，而在其意思的具体与明晰。

我想人们最后达到其目的的途径会是多种多样的，但在写作上我却认为，想靠修改来取得进步的做法未必十分奏效。要想做到笔下通顺最好的办法实莫过于不断练习；我们必须对那不中意的稿子毅然割爱，坚决舍弃；光是对之发呆犯愁或小修小补都将无济于事。我发现，在我学习作文之时，有两件事对我可说帮助巨大，这就是记日记与学作诗。记日记的习惯最容易养成，而一旦这事形成习惯，一天不记日记就会觉着一天缺了什么，正像缺了正常进食与洗冷水浴那样。人们常说他们找不到时间去记日记，但从没听说他们找不到时间去吃饭洗澡。记日记完全无必要记成一条条枯燥的起居注；它只需要对其中较有意义的事项著上几笔，比如一次散步、一部作品、一段谈话。这种活动所可能携来的回报会是说不尽的；翻读过去日记会是一件非常独特的乐趣，这时你会看到，比如十年之前，你都在忙些什么，读些什么，接触哪些人，以及当年你的某些看法。不仅如此，它还会，如我上文所说，对你文笔的提高大有好处；因此类材料便近在眼前，唾手可得。另外记日记还能帮助我们学会如何在表达上做到诚信。

其次，是关于学写诗歌的问题。几乎所有具有文学气质的人，在他们生涯的一定岁月当中总好把写诗作为他们自我表达的一种最自然与最爱用的方式。这种渴求应当尽量予以满足。至于所作质量倒不一定非得如何佳妙才行。比如我对自己这方面的成绩便从不抱幻想。这事的好处在于它能扩大你的词汇，能教给你平衡之德，节奏之妙，选词之秘与状摹之艺术。总有一天，你会抛弃诗歌，或曰被诗歌所抛弃，因为毕竟散文才是人们的最自然也最真实的表达形式。而对一个曾在诗的写作上面用功极勤的人，一旦他把一向用之写诗的东西现在改用散文来表达，这时必将欣逢到一种异常奇妙的自由之感，开阔之感与喜悦之感。诗歌的表达从来便少有舒畅可言，总是处处要受着章节的长短、词语的庄谐与脚韵的严酷要求等痛苦束缚。试想当一个人一旦可以逃出这一切的虐政淫威，当他可以把有感于心的东西能够自由自在地述说出来，尽情尽性，畅所欲言，所用形式又纵横如意，不致被诗歌的严格樊篱处处阻住，试想这时节一个人又该有多畅快！那音调、那节奏、那抑扬之起伏、正反之交替、对仗之巧妙与辞旨之华美——全是散文的风韵所在；但这一切如若事先并无作诗的功夫，怕也不会便不学而能，轻易到来的。

风格问题这里也需一说。史蒂文森曾说，他的一副灵活文笔之取得主要来自对其他作家的公然无忌的模拟；他对一些伟大作家颇曾亦步亦趋，有如“猿之学人”。这种做法当然有其相当长处，但也不是没有其一定危险。一名敏感的人往往会把一些大家的某种迷人的矫揉造作也一并学到手里，并因一再重复而再甩脱不掉。我过去就曾对某些风格大师的作品写过一些批评专论。这实在是件危险行当！如其说我们要对一感染性强的精妙作家的作品进行某种批评性或鉴赏性的研究，而且一干就是数月，这样我们就很容易在下笔时无形中也带上了我们自谓正在研究的这位作家的要命腔调。而且不止一次，当上述专文完稿时，我总觉着这篇东西看来倒更像是脱手于我所研究的那位作者他本人自己；但结果弄成这样，也就成绩不美了。因此之故，我常认为，要学别人也不可以专学一家。其实称得起写作上的唯一的目标无非是，尽量将所写的东西写得清晰明白，生动有力；而这点如能老实做到，一个人的性格便将帮助他形成他的风格；正是因为这样，我历来主张，一名志在高水平写作的人甚至应当在阅读上力避那些可能对他影响较大的作者。史蒂文森就不敢阅读李维；斐德也曾声称，他读不得史蒂文森，跟着又补了一句，他倒并非认为，他自己的风格便比史的高明——而是恰恰相反——只是他自有他自己的一套行文章法，他自己的运笔技巧，这些他都是持之有故，黾勉奉行的。因此他总是有意避免去阅读某一作家，如若此人的风格他有可能不自觉地去加以模仿。所以对于一名希望在笔意墨态上创出新风的作者来说，风格这个问题还是以少谈为妙。风格必须它自己涌现才行，否则定将缺乏其独特个性。这个堪称奇特的情况我自己便见过一例。我曾认识一名很勤奋的作者，他那下笔匆匆、不假思索的东西往往雄健有力，生动而流畅，其间还经常流贯着某种诗意与斩截个性；但他却不重视这些，而且如果有人当面对此颇加赞许，他的回答却会是他对自己作品的粗糙而深感抱愧。此人曾倾其多年心力于一部文学巨制。在这事上他可谓是殚思竭虑，历尽辛苦。每个长句都要压缩成精练短词，言简意赅；每个短词都要精雕细刻，千锤百炼；润色与改写更是贯穿于其整个作品的全过程。但是当这部大著最终刊出时，却成了一部彻头彻尾的失败之作。全书令人感到晦涩费解，难以卒读；既欠流畅，又不舒展；读者耗尽心血仍理不出其段落，这样唯一的收获便是，晦涩玄奥的外装下不过是一些简单的思想而已——以艰深文其浅易；而一名作者的职务却正相反，只应将艰深难解的东西化为浅易明白。我见过的一条最有永恒价值的劝告便是西里教授曾经说给一名青年散文作者的那句金玉良言（此人所犯的毛病正是好使简单的东西陷入一团毫不相干的迷雾之中）。“不必害怕，”教授讲道，“让你的作品露出骨头。”这的确是个秘诀：当然一件文学艺术品也不应只是干骨头一把；骨骼之外也还得做到丰肌细肤，协调匀称；但其构架却不可无，而且必须隐约可见。

无愧乎晓畅之冠的写作（这点在纽曼的《辩护辞》与罗斯金的《回忆录》中均不难找到），则恰似一道晶莹潺湲的水流，整个河床以及水下的细砂卵石、纹理碎波，历历可见；虽然河流本身自有它无限的美，曲波潋滟，咽呜动听，但其主要迷人之处却更在其对闪耀于河底的卵石与摇曳于周遭的荇菜的一番神奇的点化作用。本来仅仅这里的细砺碎石又有何可观！河水退后的岸边水草杂卉也岂非是无聊乏味之极！但经此晶光焕彩般的一道著色，一切却都恍如着魔似的，这时荡漾于清流浅底的无数卵石的纹理、岩穴的暗礁、水芹的翠带，又将给人带来何等的清冽，何等的浪漫与何等的神秘，那么隐约而邈远！而这幅以难以想象的安宁、爽肌怡人的清凉与无比温存的静谧所织成的世外幻境——这又全是它，这种点化之功，带给我们的。

同理，这种点化感染作用之在艺术，之在风格，也都是如此。有好些事物，单凭它们自身，而且处在普通的光照之下或阴郁的气氛之中，往往会平凡得不值一提，说不上半点神奇；这些可以随手拈来，毫不当意，实际上因为见得过多早就不再新鲜；但是一旦置之于上述那种清新爽目的环境中，它们便将取得一种一致，一种温柔，一种妩媚，而这些，只有魔法的蛊惑、天启的恢诡，方克臻此；它们会把整个天国赫然带到我们的眼前，把某个灵境的奥秘传来我们的耳边，而这个缥缈仙乡却分明便在那里，信而不诬，既能窥见，也能领会，只是其一番魅力却将永远分析不来，难为譬说；对此我们之所能为不过是，公认其存在之事实与聊表我感谢之热忱，如斯而已。正唯这样，因而说到写作之乐与利，一名致力于文笔生涯者必将发现，他的主要乐趣便在这门技艺的操持本身（挥笔摛藻，点窜涂染），而不在其些许若干之回报；当然出版这事也自有其众多长处，因为出版会要求其写书者使一本书尽量做到精益求精，力臻完善；如果一个人写作时并未存心刊出，那么他也就很容易不太想吃出书前的那番切磋琢磨之苦，结果一个句子没有写全也就算了，一段东西还差一些也就算了；再有，书评一事也确有其必要，虽说一般常不完美，但借此而能看到自己的作品给他人留下的印象，总不失为一件既有趣又有益的事。如果一个人的作品总是遭到贬抑，这也会是一种鞭策，表明你目前尚且意不得遂，未被接受，读者也还未能从中获得欣喜乐趣。高质量的作品一起初时每每有倍受冷落横遭恶语之事；但仅仅遭受冷落与恶语本身并不足以证明一个人的标准便是如何高超，或者他的品味便如何考究。再有，如果一个人已经竭心尽力，将一己之感受与信念真诚无欺地表达出来，他有时也会从某个陌生人那里收到一封感谢信件这类罕有的真正快乐，因那位人士便从他的大作中汲取到某种乐趣甚至鼓舞。这个也应列入到写作所可能换回的酬答之一吧。当然一个人写作的时候不应只是一心图报，不过一旦真的到来时，倒也尽可于心感之余，坦然受之无愧。

当然所有的作家都难免会有其情绪低落的时刻，这时他们禁不住要反问一下自己，这点甚至于连丁尼逊都不否认曾经是这样，即在这么千辛万苦之后，又一定便有多高成就，多大意义？一名作家切忌对自己的种种期许过高。当一个人在回首往事，力求寻索出曾经对自己性格的形成产生过深远的影响时，又有几次能把这一切都简单归功到某一本书，然后宣布：“正是此书才传授给了我最急需的福音，才帮助我完成了最正确的转向，才提供了我极必需的侧重、最巨大的动力？”我们总是太好大喜功，办起事来规模力求其大，影响的声势力求其盛，感染的心灵也力求其繁夥众庶。其实一名作者能在很有限的一些人众的目光中被看成有几分奇特，或仅能给极少数人带来一点天真的乐趣，已经是莫大欣慰，不负平生了。因为只有那心志高远、毅力无穷、气势超迈、热情炽烈的人物方有可能在一个时代留下其深刻印记；甚至还不止此，他还必须具有着魔法般的性格魅力，周身上下流溢着“能呼吸的思想与能燃烧的语言。”不过我们还是能够在这盘伟大的棋局中凑一把手的。但如果那些主角当中轮不到我们，如果我们被通知不得擅入那主要席位，不得与那些最顶尖的人物坐到一起饮酒唠叨，那时我们仍然应当面对残杯而怡然自得，与人寒暄而兴致不减；尤要者，不必妄图把人们的注意力集注到我们自己的身上，而是应当更识大体，于是为了整个场面的和谐自然、得体如仪而稍输绵薄，敢效微躯。


11 The Art of the Essayist①


Arthur Christopher Benson

There is a pleasant story of an itinerant sign-painter who in going his rounds came to a village inn upon whose sign-board he had had his eye for some months and had watched with increasing hope and delight its rapid progress to blurred and faded dimness. To his horror he found a brand-new varnished sign. He surveyed it with disgust，and said to the inn-keeper，who stood nervously by hoping for a professional compliment，“This looks as if someone had been doing it himself.”

That sentence holds within it the key of the whole mystery of essay-writing. An essay is a thing which someone does himself；and the point of the essay is not the subject，for any subject will suffice，but the charm of personality. It must concern itself with something “jolly，” as the school boys say，something smelt，heard，seen，preceived，invented，thought；but the essential thing is that the writer shall have formed his own impression，and that it shall have taken shape in his own mind；and the charm of the essay depends upon the charm of the mind that has conceived and recorded the impression. It will be seen，then，that the essay need not concern itself with anything definite；it need not have an intellectual or a philosophical or a religious or a humorous motive；but equally none of these subjects are ruled out. The only thing necessary is that the thing or the thought should be vividly apprehended，enjoyed，felt to be beautiful，and expressed with a certain gusto②
 . It need conform to no particular rules. All literature answers to something in life，some habitual form of human expression. The stage imitates life，calling in the services of the eye and ear；there is a narrative of a teller of tales or the minstrel；the song，the letter，the talk — all forms of human expression and communication have their anti-types in literature③
 . The essay is the reverie，the frame of mind in which a man says，in words of the old song，“Says I④
 to myself，says I.”

It is generally supposed that Montaigne⑤
 is the first writer who wrote what may technically be called essays. His pieces are partly autobiographical，partly speculative，and to a great extent ethical. But the roots of his writing lie far back in literary history. He owed a great part of his inspiration to Cicero⑥
 ，who treated of abstract topics in a conversational way with a romantic background；and this he owed to Plato⑦
 ，whose dialogues undoubtedly contain the germ of both the novel and the essay. Plato is in truth far more the forerunner of the novelist than of the philosopher. He made a background of life，he peopled his scenes with bright boys and amiable elders — oh that all scenes were so peopled！— and he discussed ethical and speculative problems of life and character with vital rather than with a philosophical interest. Plato's dialogues would be essays but for the fact that they have a dramatic colouring，while the essence of the essay is soliloquy. But in the writings of Cicero，such as De Senectute
 ⑧
 ，the dramatic interest is but slight，and the whole thing approaches far more nearly to the essay than to the novel. Probably Cicero supplied to his readers the function both of the essayist and the preacher，and fed the needs of so-called thoughtful readers by dallying，in a fashion which it is hardly unjust to call twaddling⑨
 ，with familiar ethical problems of conduct and character. The charm of Montaigne is the charm of personality — frankness，gusto，acute observation，lively acquaintance with men and manners. He is ashamed of recording nothing that interested him⑩
 ；and a certain discreet shamelessness must always be the characteristic of the essayist，for the essence of his art is to say what has pleased him without too prudently considering whether it is worthy of the attention of the well-informed mind.

I doubt if the English temperament is wholly favourable to the development of the essayist. In the first place，an Anglo-Saxon likes doing things better than thinking about them；and in his memories，he is apt to recall how a thing was done rather than why it was done. In the next place，we are naturally rather prudent and secretive；we say that a man must not wear his heart upon his sleeve，and that is just what the essayist must do. We have a horror of giving ourselves away，and we like to keep ourselves to ourselves. “The Englishman's home is his castle，” says another proverb. But the essayist must not have a castle，or if he does，both the grounds and the living-rooms must be open to the inspection of the public.

Lord Brougham⑪
 ，who revelled in advertisement⑫
 ，used to allow his house to be seen by visitors，and the butler had orders that if a party came to see the house，Lord Brougham was to be informed of the fact. He used to hurry to the library and take up a book，in order that the tourists might nudge each other and say in whispers，“There is the Lord Chancellor.”⑬
 That is the right frame of mind for the essayist. He may enjoy privacy，but he is no less delighted that people should see him enjoying it⑭
 .

The essay has taken various forms in England. Sir Thomas Browne⑮
 ，in such books as Religio Medici
 and Urn-Burial
 ，wrote essays of an elaborate rhetorical style，the long fine sentences winding themselves out in delicate weft-like trails of smoke on a still air，hanging in translucent veils. Addison，in the Spectator
 ，treated with delicate humor of life and its problems，and created what was practically a new form in the essay of emotional sentiment evoked by solemn scenes and fine associations. Charles Lamb treated romantically the homeliest stuff of life，and showed how the simplest and commonest experiences were rich in emotion and humor. The beauty and dignity of common life were his theme. De Quincey wrote what may be called impassioned autobiography，and brought to his task a magical control of long-drawn and musical cadence. And then we come to such a writer as Pater，who used the essay for the expression of exquisite artistic sensation. These are only a few instances of the way in which the essay has been used in English literature. But the essence is throughout the same；it is personal impression，evoked by something strange or beautiful or curious or interesting or amusing. It has thus a good deal in common with the art of the lyrical poet and the writer of sonnets，but it has all the freedom of prose，its more extended range，its use of less strictly poetical effects，such as humor in particular. Humor is alien⑯
 to poetical effect，because poetry demands a certain sacredness and solemnity of mood. The poet is emotional in a reverential way；he is thrilled，he loves，he worships，he sorrows；but it is all essentially grave，because he wishes to recognise the sublime and uplifted elements of life；he wishes to free himself from all discordant，absurd，fantastic，undignified contrasts，as he would extrude laughter and chatter and comfortable ease from some stately act of ceremonial worship. It is quite true that the essayist has a full right to such a mood if he chooses；and such essays as Pater's are all conceived in a sort of rapture of holiness，in a region from which all that is common and homely is carefully fenced out. But the essayist may have a larger range，and the strength of a writer like Charles Lamb is that he condescends to use the very commonest materials，and transfigures the simplest experiences with a fairy-like delicacy and a romantic glow. A poet who has far more in common with the range of the essayist is Robert Browning⑰
 ，and there are many of his poems，though perhaps not the best，where his frank amassing of grotesque detail，his desire to include rather than exclude the homelier sorts of emotion，his robust and not very humorous humor，make him an impressionist rather than a lyrist. As literature develops，the distinction between poetry and prose will no doubt become harder to maintain. Coleridge⑱
 said in a very fruitful maxim：“The opposite of poetry is not prose but science；the opposite of prose is not poetry but verse.” That is to say，poetry has as its object the kindling of emotion，and science is its opposite，because science is the dispassionate statement of fact；but prose can equally be used as a vehicle for the kindling of emotion，and therefore may be in its essence poetical：but when it is a technical description of a certain kind of structure its opposite is verse — that is to say，language arranged in metrical and rhythmical form. We shall probably come to think that the essayist is more of a poet than the writer of epics，and that the divisions of literature will tend to be on the one hand the art of clear and logical statement，and on the other the art of emotional and imaginative expression.

We must remember in all this that the nomenclature of literature，the attempt to classify the forms of literary expression，is a confusing and a bewildering thing unless it is used merely for convenience. It is the merest pedantry to say that literature must conform to established usages and types. The essence of it is that it is a large force flowing in any channel that it can，⑲
 and the classification of art is a mere classification of channels. What lies behind all art is the principle of wonder and of arrested attention. It need not be only the sense of beauty；it may be the sense of fitness，of strangeness，of completeness，of effective effort. The amazement of the savage at the sight of a civilized town is not the sense of beauty，it is the sense of force，of mysterious resources，of incredible products，of things unintelligibly and even magically made；and then too there is the instinct for perceiving all that is grotesque，absurd，amusing，and jocose，which one sees in children at the sight of the parrot's crafty and solemn eye and his exaggerated imitation of human speech，at the unusual dress and demeanour of the clown，at the grotesque simulation by the gnarled and contorted tree of something human or reptile. And then，too，there is the strange property in human beings which makes disaster amusing，if its effects are not prejudicial to oneself；that sense which makes the waiter on the pantomime stage，who falls headlong with a tray of crockery，an object to provoke the loudest and most spontaneous mirth of which the ordinary human being is capable. The moralist who would be sympathetically shocked at the rueful abrasions of the waiter，or mournful over the waste of human skill and endeavor involved in the breakage，would be felt by all human beings to have something priggish in his composition and to be too good，as they say，to live.

It is with these rudimentary inexplicable emotions that the essayist may concern himself，even though the poet may be forbidden to do so；and the appeal of the essayist to the world at large will depend upon the extent to which he experiences some common emotion，sees it in all its bearings，catches the salient features of the scene，and records it in vivid and impressive speech.

The essayist is therefore to a certain extent bound to be a spectator of life；he must be like the man in Browning's fine poem “How It Strikes a Contemporary，” who walked about，took note of everything，looked at the new house building，poked his stick into the mortar.





He stood and watched the cobbler at his trade，

The man who slices lemons into drink，

The coffee-roaster's brazier，and the boys

That volunteer to help him turn its winch；

He glanced o'er books on stalls with half an eye，

And fly-leaf ballads on the vendor's string，

And broad-edge bold-print posters by the wall；

He took such cognizance of men and things！

If any beat a horse，you felt he saw —

If any cursed a woman，he took note，

Yet stared at nobody — they stared at him，

And found less to their pleasure than surprise，

He seemed to know them，and expect as much.





This is the essayist's material；he may choose the scene，he may select the sort of life he is interested in，whether it is the street or the countryside or the sea-beach or the picture-gallery；but once there，wherever he may be，he must devote himself to seeing and realizing and getting it all by heart. The writer must not be too much interested in the action and conduct of life. If he is a politician，or a soldier，or an emperor，or a plough-boy，or a thief，and is absorbed in what he is doing，with a vital anxiety to make profit or position or influence out of it；if he hates his opponents and rewards his friends；if he condemns，despises，disapproves，he at once forfeits sympathy and largeness of view. He must believe with all his might in the interest of what he enjoys，to the extent at all events of believing it worth recording and representing，but he must not believe too solemnly or urgently in the importance and necessity of any one sort of business or occupation. The eminent banker，the social reformer，the forensic pleader，the fanatic，the crank，the puritan — these are not the stuff out of which the essayist is made⑳
 ；he may have ethical preferences，but he must not indulge in moral indignation㉑
 ，he must be essentially tolerant，and he must discern quality rather than solidity. He must be concerned with the pageant of life，as it weaves itself with a moving tapestry of scenes and figures rather than with the aims and purposes of life. He must，in fact，be preoccupied with things as they appear，rather than with their significance or their ethical example.

I have little doubt in my own mind that the charm of the familiar essayist depends upon his power of giving the sense of a good-humored，gracious and reasonable personality and establishing a sort of pleasant friendship with the reader. One does not go to an essayist with a desire for information，or with an expectation of finding a clear statement of a complicated subject；that is not the mood in which one takes up a volume of essays. What one rather expects to find is a companionable treatment of that vast mass of little problems and floating ideas which are aroused and evoked by our passage through the world，our daily employments，our leisure hours，our amusements and diversions，and above all by our relations with other people — all the unexpected，inconsistent，various，simple stuff of life；the essayist ought to be able to import a certain beauty and order into it，to delineate，let us say，the vague emotions aroused in solitude or in company by the sight of scenery，the aspect of towns，the impressions of art and books，the interplay of human qualities and characteristics，the half-formed hopes and desires and fears and joys that form so large a part of our daily thoughts. The essayist ought to be able to indicate a case or a problem that is apt to occur in ordinary life and suggest the theory of it，to guess what it is that makes our moods resolute or fitful，why we act consistently or inconsistently，what it is that repels or attracts us in our dealings with other people，what our private fancies are. The good essayist is the man who makes a reader say：“Well，I have often thought all those things，but I never discerned before any connection between them，nor got so far as to put them into words.” And thus the essayist must have a great and far-reaching curiosity；he must be interested rather than displeased by the differences of human beings and by their varied theories. He must recognize the fact that most people's convictions are not the result of reason，but a mass of associations，traditions，things half-understood，phrases，examples，loyalties，whims. He must care more about the inconsistency of humanity than about its dignity；and he must study more what people actually do think about than what they ought to think about. He must not be ashamed of human weaknesses or shocked by them，and still less disgusted by them；but at the same time he must keep in mind the flashes of fine idealism，the passionate visions，the irresponsible humors，the salient peculiarities，that shoot like sunrays through the dull cloudiness of so many human minds，and make one realize that humanity is at once above itself and in itself，and that we are greater than we know；for the interest of the world to the ardent student of it is that we most of us seem to have got hold of something that is bigger than we quite know how to deal with；something remote and far off，which we have seen in a distant vision，which we cannot always remember or keep clear in our minds. The supreme fact of human nature is its duality，its tendency to pull different ways，the tug-of-war between Devil and Baker㉒
 which lies inside our restless brains. And the confessed aim of the essayist is to make people interested in life and in themselves and in the part they can take in life；and he does that best if he convinces men and women that life is a fine sort of game，in which they can take a hand；and that every existence，however refined or restricted，is full of outlets and pulsing channels，and that the interest and joy of it is not confined to the politician or the millionaire，but is pretty fairly distributed，so long as one has time to attend to it，and is not preoccupied in some concrete aim or vulgar ambition.

Because the great secret which the true essayist whispers in our ears is that the worth of experience is not measured by what is called success，but rather resides in a fulness of life，that success tends rather to obscure and to diminish experience，and that we may miss the point of life by being too important，and that the end of it all is the degree in which we give rather than receive.

The poet perhaps is the man who sees the greatness of life best，because he lives most in its beauty and fineness. But my point is that the essayist is really a lesser kind of poet，working in simpler and humbler materials，more in the glow of life perhaps than in the glory of it，and not finding anything common or unclean㉓
 .

The essayist is the opposite of the romancer，because his one and continuous aim is to keep the homely materials in view；to face actual conditions，not to fly from them. We think meanly of life if we believe that it has no sublime moments；but we think sentimentally of it if we believe that it has nothing but sublime moments. The essayist wants to hold the balance；and if he is apt to neglect the sublimities of life，it is because he is apt to think that they can take care of themselves；and that if there is the joy of adventure，the thrill of the start in the fresh air of the morning，the rapture of ardent companionship，the gladness of the arrival，yet there must be long spaces in between，when the pilgrim jogs steadily along，and seems to come no nearer to the spire on the horizon or to the shining enbanked cloudland of the West. He has nothing then but his own thoughts to help him，unless he is alert to see what is happening in hedgerow and copse，and the work of the essayist is to make something rich and strange of those seemingly monotonous spaces，those lengths of level road.

Is，then，the Essay in literature a thing which simply stands outside classification，like argon among the elements，of which the only thing which can be predicated is that it is there？Or like Justice in Plato's Republic㉔
 ，a thing which the talkers set out to define，and which ends by being the one thing left in a state when the definable qualities are taken away？No，it is not that. It is rather like what is called an organ prelude，a little piece with a theme，not very strict perhaps in form，but which can be fancifully treated，modulated from，and colored at will. It is a little criticism of life at some one point clearly enough defined.

We may follow any mood，we may look at life in fifty different ways — the only thing we must not do is to despise or deride，out of ignorance or prejudice，the influences which affect others；because the essence of all experience is that we should preceive something which we do not begin by knowing，and learn that life has a fulness and a richness in all sorts of diverse ways which we do not at first even dream of suspecting.

The essayist，then，is in his particular fashion an interpreter of life，a critic of life. He does not see life as the historian，or as the philosopher，or as the poet，or as the novelist，and yet he has a touch of all these. He is not concerned with discovering a theory of it all，or fitting the various parts of it into each other. He works rather on what is called the analytic method，observing，recording，interpreting，just as things strike him，and letting his fancy play over their beauty and significance；the end of it all being this：that he is deeply concerned with the charm and quality of things，and desires to put it all in the clearest and gentlest light，so that at least he may make others love life a little better，and prepare them for its infinite variety and alike for its joyful and mournful surprises.






【注释】


① 此文最初是作为一本散文艺术的论集的序言而刊出的，刊出后因广为人所传诵转载而成为一篇名文。文章长处极多，读后不难自见（论集的原名为Types and Times in the Essay
 ，所收论文为多人所作，Benson仅为其作此长篇序言而已）。

② with a certain gusto：gusto此处乃用其旧意，taste；artistic style。

③ anti-types in literature：anti-type实即目前更常用之prototype（原型）。anti在这里并不具有“反”或“非”等含意。

④ Says I ...：英国古歌谣中的套语；其中的says I的用法是常见的，不算语法错误。

⑤ Montaigne：（1533—1592）法国文学家，所著《小品集》为欧洲近代小品文的滥觞，影响巨大。

⑥ Cicero：（106—43 B.C.）古罗马著名文学家、演说家、政治家与哲学家，平生著述极夥。

⑦ Plato：此名几不需注，这里只提一句：仅其对话作品（dialogues）即多达四十余部。

⑧ De Senectute：（拉丁语）《论老年》，为Cicero长篇文章之一。

⑨ to call twaddling：twaddling，prattling；talking nonsense.

⑩ He is ashamed of ... interested him：= He is not ashamed of recording anything that interested him.

⑪ Lord Brougham：（1778—1868）英国19世纪前期政治家、学者与著作家。

⑫ who revelled in advertisement：意即以self-advertising为乐的人，因而这里本来完全可以译为：那位最喜沽名钓誉
 的人。但译者这里并没有那样去译，而是译成“那位最喜落人句好话的人”。原因是，本文作者虽然也在开他玩笑（揭他的这个短儿），但对这位爵爷却并无半点恶意，所以译者也就必须尊重原作者的这种态度与口吻。

⑬ “There is the Lord Chancellor.”：人们在赞美他时用了Chancellor，说明他当年官职肯定已达到内阁大臣或大法官（常兼任上议院议长）的高位。另外值得注意的是，这并非是一个普通的陈述句，而是一个感叹句——其中的一番景仰歆羡之情，溢于言表！

⑭ should see him enjoying it：自本段Lord Brougham起至enjoying it止这一整段实在是非常成功的幽默妙文。That is the right frame of mind ...更是令人料想不到的有趣笔触，当然也是不可多得的阅读享受！

⑮ Sir Thomas Browne ...：Browne与以下几位作家现分别简注如下。Sir Thomas Browne （1605—1682），英国17世纪杰出散文作家，文章的音乐性与文学意味较强。Joseph Addison （1672—1719），英国18世纪初期散文作家，《旁观报》主编。Charles Lamb（1775—1834），英国19世纪前期的著名小品文作家，代表作为《伊里亚随笔》。Thomas De Quincey （1785—1850），英国19世纪前期散文作家。Walter Pater （1839—1894），英国19世纪后期文艺评论家，唯美主义思潮领袖人物。

⑯ Humour is alien：其实诗歌中也并非绝对不存在幽默甚至抵制和排斥幽默的因素，特别是在一些叙事性诗歌之中，但在多数抒情诗中则确系如此，而本文作者这里主要谈的是抒情性的诗作。

⑰ Robert Browning：（1812—1889）英国19世纪后期著名诗人。诗作宏富，气势磅礴，尤善写人性格。

⑱ Coleridge：（1772—1834）英国19世纪初期浪漫主义诗人与文坛领袖。

⑲ in any channel that it can：读至此，真是大有千岩竞秀，万壑争流之意味。

⑳ the stuff out of which the essay is made：the essay前须读入familiar或informal一词，因essay原有两种：formal essay与informal essay。

㉑ must not indulge in moral indignation：事实上，Carlyle，Ruskin，Emerson等人便经常陷入这种道德义愤，而他们也都仍然不失为大散文家。

㉒ between Devil and Baker：等于说between good and evil。

㉓ and not finding anything common or unclean：common or unclean一语见《新约·使徒行传》10章27至30节中，那话是，“God showed me，” said Peter，“that I should not call any man common or unclean.”通行的《圣经》中译本作：“神已经指示我，无论什么人我都不可看作俗而不洁净的。”

㉔ Or like Justice in Plato's Republic，... when the definable qualities are taken away？：这句话较为费解，现试为说明如下——通常我们去界定一物，即是要去排除与之似乎有关的一系列其它物；这样排除来排除去，除这里正义这个有待界定因而不可排除的东西外，其它一切用以去界定它的众多事物，在一一被其它“定义”否定掉而因此被逐一全部排除净尽之后，这时这个城邦（雅典）里面当然就只剩下正义这一个单独的事物了——于是下定义这事也就彻底失败。





以上二例（包括前面提到的“氩元素”）意在表明，或是飘忽或流动不定得难以捉摸把握（如氩元素），或是错综复杂得无法对之界定（如正义）。

整个这篇文章的表述除了处处浸透着智慧与学殖外，确实是警策精审之极，美不可言。属于那种能够给人带来阳光与希望的好作品。它无疑是英国近代散文的一篇杰作，也是他个人作品中的最好篇什。


散文作者的艺术

亚瑟·克里斯托夫·本生

一则趣闻：有个走乡串镇四处揽活的招牌师傅，一天走着走着，又转到了一个村边客店的门前，这家店门上的招牌他已见过好多个月了，但见到它这么快就变得模糊不真，不禁心头暗喜，只巴不得哪天就能再揽上这项活计。让他大吃一惊的是，一块崭新的油漆招牌已经张挂出来。他瞟了一眼，心下好生腻味，转过身来对那店家道（这时店主人正紧张地站立一旁，只等待这位行家的一句恭维），“这倒像是那某某人他自家干的。”

一语中的；散文写作的奥秘诀窍就全在这里面。一篇散文也正是那某某人他自家干的；而散文的命脉并不在文章的题材（因任何题材都无不可），而在其作者的魅力。它所关心的必须是那种“挺开心的”（学童口头语），必须是那种嗅得到，听得见，看得着，抓得住，想得出来和编造得巧妙的东西；但这其中首要的一点是，其作者必须能够对之形成他自己的观感看法，而此观感看法又必须形成于他自己的那副心灵；而一篇散文之是否可爱动人，主要取决于孕育和登录这一感观看法的那副心灵是否也是这样。从这里不难看出，散文关注的重点并非是什么具体内容；并非是某种明确动机；不论思想的、哲学的、宗教的，甚至只是谐谑的，但同样这一切方面也均不排除。唯一紧要的是，这里面的事物或思想必须是，其捕捉生动，其喜爱强烈，其印象优美，其表达饶有辞彩。这倒不一定非得符合某条某项规则不可。一切文学都不外乎是生活的需求及其表达习惯的某种反响回应。比如那舞台吧，便是借助于形象音响而做出的一种人生模拟；那叙事体裁便是说书人说唱者所留下的故事轶闻；再比如人们的歌谣、书信、演讲谈话，等等——这一切思想表达与情感传递也无一不可在文学上找到其生活原型。至于说到散文，那往往是人的一段遐想，一种心境，这时它所要表现的，正是古民谣里常见的那句话：“我跟我自己讲了，我讲了。”

一般认为，蒙田乃是开创了我们今天所谓的散文这一写作体式的文学鼻祖。他的文章也不拘一格，其中一些带有自传性质，另一些带有思辨性质，而属于伦理方面的则居多数。但这些作品的根源却可以直溯至文学史上的久远年代。他在灵感上拜受西塞罗之惠赐极多——西塞罗对许多抽象问题的处理极具特色，在表达上是谈话式的，在背景设置上是传奇式的；而这些则西氏又得益于柏拉图，而柏的那些对话本身便毫无疑问孕育了日后小说与散文的雏形。说实在，柏拉图主要是位小说家的先驱，而不太是哲学家的先驱。他处处以生活为背景，并在其间广设人众，既有不少聪明的年轻人，又有一些和蔼的老者——真的几乎他的所有场景都曾是那么人员众多，少长咸集！——而他在讨论人生与性格这些伦理的与思辨的问题时，其兴趣似更在生活而不在哲学。他的许多对话本来篇篇都可以称为散文，如若不是因为其戏剧色彩过浓，而散文的本质则是独白。但在西塞罗的作品中，例如《论老年》，戏剧味道则很有限，因而其作品的总的情调似更趋近于散文而不类小说。或许西塞罗之于其读者的作用则是散文家与说教者兼而有之；所接承的对象为所谓的有头脑之读者，所叙述的内容为行为性格这类习见的伦理问题，而所处理的方式则即使称之为带戏耍性的闲扯可能也不为过。而蒙田的魅力却全是性格的魅力——坦率的胸襟、浓厚的兴味、敏锐的观察、对人生世相的生动的体验，等等。他从不曾因为录下了使他感兴趣的东西而感到羞耻；而一定程度的适当无耻恰恰是一名散文作者的典型特征，因为这门艺术的要点即在老实说出那曾使他自己高兴的事物而无需乎过于焦虑他笔下的东西值不值得那些有识者之一顾。

我常怀疑，英国人的性情脾气是否对散文作者的发展特别有利。首先，一名盎格鲁-撒克逊人往往喜欢遇事有所作为而不大喜欢思考一下这些事物与作为；因而在回想中只记得某事完成的过程方式而非其缘由起因。第二，我们的天性便偏于稳重和悄密；我们常好讲，一个人不可以把一颗心露出他的袖口，但露出袖口却恰恰是一名散文作者之所当为。我们最大的恐惧便是自泄其秘，于是而天天守着自己，不与他人往来。有一则格言说的也是这个，“一名英人之家也即是他的城堡。”但是一名散文作者却不能也有他的城堡，而如果非有的话，至少那庭院、起坐间等必须对外开放，任人进去观瞧。

由此而想起了布鲁姆勋爵，那位最喜落人句好话的政治家，他平日便惯常允许其访客自由进宅参观。他的管家早就得令，但有成批客人前来造访，必须立即禀报上来，这时他会立即潜入书房，抓上本书，便读起来，以便那些访客好捅下周围的人，悄声赞美道，“瞧瞧人家爵爷大人（又有多好学）！”这个，正是一名散文作者的正常心态。他也可能喜爱独处，但他同样喜爱别人能观看到他的这种喜爱。

散文在英国曾出现过多种不同的形式。托马斯·布朗爵士在其诸如《医生的宗教》、《骨灰瓮》中所写的许多散文大都属于一种高度铺张的繁缛体，那些精细绵长的语句，蜿蜒曲折，续续而来，其蛛网游丝般的绰约情致，如烟似霭，久久聚留凝静的碧空不散，恍若帷张天半。那艾迪逊，于其《旁观者》中，在对待人生及其种种问题上面，则以一副微妙的幽默笔调出之，于是几可谓在散文中开创了一种新的体式，即将隆重场面与高雅集会所引起之联想收入进一种饶具情思的可喜表达。查尔斯·兰姆的文章惯对生活中最微不足道的凡庸琐细作浪漫处理，从而表明那些最简单最俗陋的事件经历当中往往饱富感情和充满幽默。这样俗鄙生活的美与庄严便成了他的写作主题。德·昆西的写作则不妨称之为一种饱蘸情感的自叙性文章，其要务是如何施展其文字幻术，以保证笔下的语句绵长委曲，音韵悠扬。再往下便是像斐德这样的作家，这时散文在他已是自述其精妙的艺术感受的一种工具。以上情形不过是英国散文具体写法的有限几例而已。但其本质则自始至终并无不同；全部属于个人印象的著录，尽管引起的来源会是多种多样，或庄或谐，或怪或异，或美或奇，不一而足。因而在这点上又与抒情诗乃至商籁体作者们的艺术颇不无其共同之处，其区别仅在于，散文享有着那非韵文体的充分自由，享有着更其广阔的表达领域，享有着较少受到音韵效果束缚的权利，幽默作品的写作即是其中的一个著例。幽默与诗意每每格格不入，原因是诗所要求者乃是相当的庄严圣洁与端肃情调。一位诗人的感情乃是虔敬恭谨式的；他可以爱，可以敬，可以悲，可以思，甚至可以激越入神，但却始终不离一个端字，原因是他的大志宏愿便是去辨认出人生中的崇高超凡因素，便是使其自身远离一切乖谬、荒唐、欠庄严与不和谐的反面事物，正如他会把有碍于某一神圣祭典之庄重礼仪的一切轻佻东西比如说笑聊天舒适悠闲等全都赶出门去那样。不错，散文作者也完全有权利可以采用这种情调，如果他必欲如此；实际上斐德的许多文章，其孕育制作，便是一种优入圣域的神魂飞越，其境地，便是一切平庸凡俗全被廓清荡尽的罕见净土。但散文作者所可能享用的领域却更广阔得多，而一位比如查尔斯·兰姆这类的作者的过人之处即在他能降尊纡贵，大胆采用许多再凡庸不过的题材，并对这一切最简单的经历投畀以仙境般的精妙描绘与传奇式的光辉。诗人当中，那最能在占地广阔方面与散文作者相比并的再无过于罗伯特·勃朗宁；他在许多诗作里面（虽说未必都是他的最好作品）便往往公然无忌地堆集大量怪异细节，不知检点地急于纳入而不是排除凡庸情感，再加上他的那种粗犷与不很幽默的幽默，遂使得这名诗人成为一位著录大家而非抒情妙手。随着文学的进步发展，诗与散文的界限也变得愈来愈不好坚持。柯勒律治在他的一则意蕴丰富的警句中便曾讲过：“诗的对立物并非是散文而是科学；散文的对立物也并非是诗而是韵文。”这即是说，诗的目的在于点燃情感，而科学则正好相反，原因是科学乃是对事实的不带情感的叙述；但散文却同样可以用以载情，那么这时它的本质便应是诗的：但是当散文成为对某一结构的一种技术性的描述，这时它的对立物便是韵文——也即是说，一种按照韵律规则与节奏形式所组成的语言表达。很有可能我们会渐渐认为，散文的作者要比史诗的作者更像一名诗人，而文学的划分也终将不出两个大类，即一方面是清晰与逻辑的叙事艺术，而另一方面则是情感与想象的表现艺术。

在这方面我们切不可忘记，文学上的命名一事，亦即对文学表现形式的分门别类做法，往往会弄得纠缠不清，徒乱人意，除非我们使用这些的目的只是为了叙说方便。至于那种认为文学必须符合于某某固定方式与类型的看法则更属迂腐之见。这里不可不知的一点是，文学乃是一股绝大的势力，它是会选渠择道
 ，恣意奔流的，因而对文艺的分类实亦即对这些渠道的分类。一切文艺背后的一条总的原则即是，能够造成惊奇与引起着迷。这倒不一定非是美的感觉不可；它也尽可以是——妥帖感、奇异感、完整感、成效感。未开化的土人在初次见到一座文明城镇时的那番惊异便首先不是美的感觉而更多的是力量的庞巨感、手法的神秘莫测感、制品的难以置信感、事物的产生出现的无法理解感甚至其魔法幻术感；不仅如此，那里面还本能地带有着准备看你荒唐，看你蠢相，看你糊涂，看你笑话的那种得意心理，这种情形正和不少儿童看事情的方法相同，比如当他们看到鹦鹉的那双又刁滑又严肃的眼睛和它学人说话的那种装腔作势的样子；当看到一名小丑的奇装异服和古怪举止；或看到一株歪扭蟠曲满是疙瘩瘤子的怪树长得竟像个活人或长虫，这工夫，一番笑声是会少不了的。再有，人的身上就有着一种奇怪的品性，能将灾难变成玩笑，只要那不利不是危及到他本人。正是这种意识才会使人编造得出下面这种哑剧，这时，只见台上的一名堂倌，一个跟头便栽在了他的一盘子陶瓷上面，这时定会弄得个满室哄堂，笑翻了天。但如若有哪位有德之人，一方面竟因那名侍者擦伤碰破的皮肉之苦而深怜痛惜，另一方面又大为这次杯盘的无谓损失与人力的严重浪费而长吁短叹起来，那么肯定谁也会笑话此人未免头脑过于迂腐，而如此浊世也太委屈此等大善人了。

以上这许多难为譬说的本初基始性的念头思绪正是一名散文作者不可不关心的平生要务，虽说其行事适为诗家之禁忌；而一名散文作者所诉诸的天地之广狭往往取决于他对一些人所同具的情感的体验之深切程度，取决于他是否能参透个中多方面的关系，捕捉到其情景的鲜明特点，并能以生动有力之语言表而出之。

正因为这种缘故，散文作者势不能不在相当程度上成为一名人生的旁观者；他不能不成为下述勃朗宁的这首佳作《一名同时人的观感记闻》中的那种角色，而此人的特点正是平时无处不去，有闻必录；哪里盖起了新房他必过去看看，用手杖去探探它的墙皮……





他会停下脚步，看看鞋匠怎么干活，

看看某人怎么把些柠檬切片泡茶，

看看咖啡师的烘焙用的火炉以及

儿童怎么义务帮他摇那家具曲柄，

他又怎么用他眼角余光溜溜书摊，

望望那摊贩的成串成串活页歌谣，

或者墙边街角的毛边的粗体招贴，

这一切的人生世相他都看在眼里！

如果有谁打了马匹，你准瞒不过他——

如果有谁骂了女人，他也记在心上，

他不盯着看人——可人们却盯着看他，

结果发现，除了古怪，也没多大意思。

好像他也了解他们，对人不存奢望。





这就是散文作者的材料。当然着笔的场景他可以自己选择，可以拣他感兴趣的生活去写，不管是街道、乡村、海滨、画廊；但是一旦身临其境，那么不论是观光领会，他必须将其弄清摸透，熟烂于胸。这时这名作者特需关注的并非生活中的实际行动及其守则；假设他在思想上便成了别人，成了政客、军人、帝王、农夫甚至盗贼，而且完全陷进到那里面去，于是一心思谋的只是如何赚钱捞官和变得有权有势；假设他只知一味对人攻击责备轻蔑非难，他马上就会失去怜悯同情和宽宏大量。他必须对他自己所欣赏的事物之大有趣味这点始终信心不坠，至少坚信这事值得他亲自出马去进行著录，进行表述，但又不可以对一行一业之如何特别重要或值钱等这类偏见执迷过深或趋鹜过甚。银行巨头也罢，社会改革家也罢，公堂上的辩护士、一切狂狷之辈、怪癖之徒以及清教者流等等也罢——上述人士恐怕都不是散文作者的理想人选。当然在做人信条上他可以有所侧重，但却不该在道德是非问题上过于义愤填膺，不能自拔；他必须把宽容精神提到首位；并把优异精良看得更重于稳固坚实。他关注的重点似应是人生的全般展示，这时但见其中的景象人物正以灿如锦缎般的华美被编织进一幅幅流动的帷幕之上，而不只限于人生的目的与意义。实际上他所应当全神贯注的事物更该是它们的自然涌现，而不只是其思想意义或伦理范例。

我个人从不怀疑，一名散文作者的魅力主要取决于这样一些因素，即他是否有能力使其读者相信，他有着一副善良文雅与通情达理的性格，并因此而乐意与他们建立一种友谊关系。人们并不到一名散文作者那里去找资料，或者期望他能对某一复杂问题给予一番明确叙述；人们并不是出于这种心情去读散文的。一个人拿起一卷散文时所期望找到的至少是对那浩如烟海的无数细小问题与流动思想的一番友善亲切的处理，而这些又肇因起源于我们在世上的经历、我们的日常工作、闲暇时间、娱乐与消遣等等，尤其与他人之间的交往——总之那一切意想不到的、前后矛盾的各式各样简单生活素材；而一名散文作者就应当有本领赋予这种种以一定的美与秩序，有本领对下列诸事作出一番勾勒描绘，比如说吧，对那许多不论当一人独处还是与人结伴之时，由于对周围景物、城貌市容、书画感受、人与人之间的异质与特点的相互交流等等这一切见后所引发唤起的种种模糊情绪，以及几乎天天都快挤占满了我们头脑的那许许多多若明若暗的希冀、欲念、疑惧、喜悦。一名散文作者还应有能力对日常生活中容易产生的某一情况或问题给个提示，指出其背后的道理原因，能够帮助猜猜是什么曾使我们的情绪经常变得忽冷忽热，何以我们的行动有时便会前后矛盾，在与人交往上那些吸引或排斥我们的因素各是什么，再有我们内心深处的一些梦幻臆想又究属哪类。一位优秀的散文作者就是那种能使其读者发出如下感慨的人：“不错，这类事情倒也不止一次在我脑子里转过，但从没有看出它们间还有什么关系，更不必说动笔把它们写出来了。”所以说，一名散文作者的那份好奇心必须是大而且远，无所不包和无所不至；遇到人们意见不合或说法各异的时候只应是一腔兴味而不是满腹牢骚。他必须明白这样一个事实，即不少人的所谓信念并非都是推理的结果，而只不过是个大杂凑——瞎胡联想、过去传统、一知半解的东西、现成话头、零星例证、忠君思想、古怪念头。他更该关心的首先是人的出尔反尔前后不一而不是他的尊严；他更该研究的是实际上人们都在想些什么而不是他们都该想些什么。他不可以因为人的这种种弱点而感到羞愧不安，不可以被这些惊着吓着，尤其不可以让它们败坏了自己胃口；但他同时又一刻也不可忽略（并经常谨记在心）那些高尚理想的偶一闪耀、灼热感人的憧憬、飘忽而至的情调、醒豁招人的特点，这一切仿佛可爱的阳光那样，正透过那万千平庸心灵的重重云翳阴霾而突然焕发出来，因而顿使人憬悟到原来人类既是它的自身而又高出于它的自身，而我们也都比我们认识到的自己（实际的我们）更为伟大。这个世界的迷人之处，对于矢志于它的潜心研究者来说，正是这样一种情况，我们中的大多数人似乎都曾抓到过某些其巨大远远超出于我们绵薄之力所能应付的东西，而这些，超轶而邈远，虽然在远方某个幻象中也偶曾一见，但既未能长留记忆之中，而且印象相当模糊。人性的一个头等重大情况即是它的双重性，它的那种总是两头去拉的倾向，亦即魔鬼与面包师之间的那场拔河比赛，而比赛场地就在我们自己这颗永远也安生不下来的头脑之中。而散文作者的公开目的就是，一使人们对人生感兴趣，二使他们对他们自己感兴趣，三使他们对自己在人生中所能担当起的那部分事务感兴趣。而如果他能使每个普通男女都认识到，人生乃是一场挺不错的游戏，因而人人可以参加进去；再有每个人的一生，不管是多么高贵讲究还是局促有限，都充满着发展出路与供输渠道，而人生的兴味乐趣并非只是少数政客与豪富的专利，而是被相当均匀地分布于广大人群中间，只要你有工夫参加进去，另外也决非只是被包揽局限于某些具体目标与俗鄙野心——如果这位散文作者能做到这些，定可谓是功德圆满，成绩斐然了。

上面所以那么来说主要是因为，一位真正的散文作者在我们耳边所絮絮透出的重大玄机恰恰是，人的一桩作为的价值的大小高低往往不能以所谓的成败而论，而主要在此人的生活是否充实饱满，再有成功倒反而会遮蔽或削弱这种作为的价值，再有一个人如果权势地位过大过重也会迷失人生的方向；最后说到底，人生的最终目的仍在一个人供献的大小而不在他索取的多少。

诗人也许最能看到人生的伟大，原因是他便更多地生活在人生的美与优雅之中。但是我这里需要指明的一点是，散文作者其实也是诗人，只不过地位稍逊而已。其不同处在于：散文作者手中的材料更为单纯普通一些；所沐浴到的更多的是人生的光照而非其荣耀；另外，从不把任何事物视为粗俗不洁。

散文作者与传奇作者正好处境相反，原因是，这前者的一贯目标与不变宗旨便是始终不使那些日常平凡的事物脱离人的视线；便是去迎接面对一切实际情况，而不是逃避它们。如果我们认为人生就没有一点光辉的时刻，那就未免把人生看得太没价值了，但是如果我们认为人生便全都是光辉的时刻，那又犯了过于感情用事的毛病。散文作者想要在这二者之间保持一个平衡。如果说他往往对人生当中的许多辉煌的事物多所忽略，那是因为他认为这些不愁得不到重视；如果说世上不乏振奋人心的事物，比如冒险奇遇的喜悦、清晨出发前的激动、一路上良朋相伴的快乐以及抵达后的满怀欣喜，那么这中间也还存在着漫长的时刻，这期间一名旅行者早已蹭蹬颠踬，历尽辛苦，但仍然离那隐约天端的楼台宫阙或耀目西方的云间仙境相去很远很远。这时鼓舞他继续前行的唯一动力便是他的未泯的一念，除非是他心思活跃，善于观察，宿莽灌丛，到处都能找到乐趣。而一名散文作者的要务即在于能够化凡庸为神奇，将那一切看似单调乏味的浩浩远空和漫漫长路变得更加有趣一些。

照这么说，文学中的散文岂不成了那种全然无法对之进行分类的古怪东西，正像化学元素中的氩那样，于是对它的唯一可能的表述便是世上确有这么一种物质存在？或者好像柏拉图的《共和国》里的正义
 那样，一开始时，发言的人全都纷纷对它进行了界定，但临到最后，正义竟成了这个城邦中唯一剩下的一件东西，当所有用以对它进行界定的大量品性全都被排除净尽之后？不，散文并不是这种情况。它倒更仿佛是一阙管风琴的序曲之类，一篇带有着一个主题的短小乐章，形式上也不十分严格，而且可以对之进行随想性的处理、变调演奏与恣意点染。它往往是对某一范围相当明确的某点某处的一则细小的人生批评。

我们尽可以乘兴而行和任情而动，我们尽可以对人生换上它五十种不同的看法——但是唯一不可以做的即是，无论出于无知抑或偏见，不可以对影响或左右其他人的一些作用力量有轻蔑表示或嘲弄作法，原因是，一切经历的本质特征即在于，我们必须能从其中弄明白一些东西，而这些，我们在一开始时是会有所不知的，再有还一定得认识到，生活之丰盛之富赡往往表现为多种多样的复杂形式，而我们起初对这一切是会连做梦也梦想不到的。

所以，散文作者正是以其特有的方式充当了一名人生的阐释人，人生的批评家。在这方面，他看事情的方法每每不同于一般的史学家、哲学家、诗人或小说家，但同时又与上述人士全都不无其几分相似。他的任务并不是要去发现人生的什么重大原理，或者如何将人生的各个部分相互捏合一处。他所遵循的方法实亦即是那所谓的分析法，重在将其印象所得进行一些观察著录与解释工作，并对其意义与美听任自己的遐想在其中恣意游乐一番；其结果所得，但觉入眼盈怀的尽是人间天上的千般旖旎、万种风情，因而巴不得能将这一切以尽可能清明温和的笔调表达出来，这样至少可以使人们对生活平添几分热爱，再有对人世间的无限纷纭繁富，对那有惊有喜有乐有悲的人生万象更多有点思想准备。


12 A Fellow-traveler

Alfred George Gardiner

I do not know which of us got into the carriage first. Indeed I did not know he was in the carriage at all for some time. It was the last train from London to a Midland town①
 — a stopping train②
 ，an infinitely leisurely train，one of those trains which give you an understanding of eternity. It was tolerably full when it started，but as we stopped at the suburban stations the travelers alighted in ones and twos，and by the time we had left the outer ring of London behind I was alone — or，rather，I thought I was alone.

There is a pleasant sense of freedom about being alone in a carriage that is jolting noisily through the night. It is liberty and unrestraint in a very agreeable form. You can do anything you like. You can talk to yourself as loud as you please and no one will hear you. You can have that argument out with Jones③
 and roll him triumphantly in the dust without fear of a counterstroke. You can stand on your head and no one will see you. You can sing，or dance a two-step④
 ，or practise a golf stroke，or play marbles on the floor without let or hindrance⑤
 . You can open the window or shut it without provoking a protest. You can open both windows or shut both. Indeed，you can go on opening them and shutting them as a sort of festival of freedom. You can have any corner you choose and try all of them in turn. You can lie at full length on the cushions and enjoy the luxury of breaking the regulations and possibly the heart of D. O. R. A. herself⑥
 . Only D. O. R. A. will not know that her heart is broken. You have escaped even D. O. R. A.

On this night I did not do any of these things. They did not happen to occur to me. What I did was much more ordinary. When the last of my fellow-passengers had gone I put down my paper，stretched my arms and my legs，stood up and looked out of the window on the calm summer night through which I was journeying，noting the pale reminiscence of day that still lingered in the northern sky；crossed the carriage and looked out of the other window；sat down，and began to read again. It was then that I became aware of my fellow-traveler. He came and sat on my nose. ... He was one of those wingy，nippy，intrepid insects that we call，vaguely，mosquitoes. I flicked him off my nose，and he made a tour of the compartment，investigated its three dimensions，visited each window，fluttered round the light，decided that there was nothing so interesting as that large animal in the corner，came and had a look at my neck.

I flicked him off again. He skipped away，took another jaunt round the compartment，returned，and seated himself impudently on the back of my hand. It is enough，I said；magnanimity has its limits. Twice you have been warned that I am some one in particular，that my august person resents the tickling impertinences of strangers. I assume the black cap⑦
 . I condemn you to death. Justice demands it，and the court awards it⑧
 . The counts against you are many⑨
 . You are a vagrant；you are a public nuisance；you are traveling without a ticket；you have no meat coupon⑩
 . For these and many other misdemeanours you are about to die. I struck a swift，lethal blow with my right hand⑪
 . He dodged the attack with an insolent ease that humiliated me. My personal vanity was aroused. I lunged at him with my hand，with my paper；I jumped on the seat and pursued him round the lamp；I adopted tactics of feline cunning，waiting till he had alighted，approaching with a horrible stealthiness，striking with a sudden and terrible swiftness.

It was all in vain. He played with me，openly and ostentatiously，like a skilful matador finessing round an infuriated bull. It was obvious that he was enjoying himself，that it was for this that he had disturbed my repose. He wanted a little sport，and what sport like being chased by this huge，lumbering windmill of a creature，who tasted so good and seemed so helpless and so stupid？I began to enter into the spirit of the fellow. He was no longer a mere insect. He was developing into a personality，an intelligence that challenged the possession of this compartment with me on equal terms. I felt my heart warming towards him and the sense of superiority fading. How could I feel superior to a creature who was so manifestly my master in the only competition in which we had ever engaged？Why not be magnanimous again？Magnanimity and mercy were the noblest attributes of man. In the exercise of these high qualities I could recover my prestige. At present I was a ridiculous figure，a thing for laughter and derision. By being merciful I could reassert the moral dignity of man and go back to my corner with honor. I withdraw the sentence of death，I said，returning to my seat. I cannot kill you，but I can reprieve you. I do it.

I took up my paper and he came and sat on it. Foolish fellow，I said，you have delivered yourself into my hands. I have but to give this respectable weekly organ of opinion a smack on both covers and you are a corpse，neatly sandwiched between an article on “Peace Traps” and another on “The Modesty of Mr. Hughes.” But I shall not do it. I have reprieved you，and I will satisfy you that when this large animal says a thing he means it. Moreover，I no longer desire to kill you. Through knowing you better I have come to feel — shall I say？— a sort of affection for you. I fancy that St. Francis⑫
 would have called you “little brother.” I cannot go so far as that in Christian charity and civility. But I recognize a more distant relationship. Fortune has made us fellow-travelers on this summer night. I have interested you and you have entertained me. The obligation is mutual and it is founded on the fundamental fact that we are fellow-mortals. The miracle of life is ours in common and its mystery too. I suppose you don't know anything about your journey：I'm not sure that I know much about mine. We are really，when you come to think of it，a good deal alike — just apparitions that are and then are not，coming out of the night into the lighted carriage，fluttering about the lamp for a while and going out into the night again. Perhaps. ...

“Going on to-night，sir？” said a voice at the window. It was a friendly porter giving me a hint that this was my station. I thanked him and said I must have been dozing. And seizing my hat and stick I went out into the cool summer night. As I closed the door of the compartment I saw my fellow-traveler fluttering round the lamp. ...






【注释】


① a Midland town：一座（英国）中部城镇。

② stopping train：即慢车。

③ Jones：人名，这里只是泛指某一个人，而非专指一个名叫Jones的人。

④ dance a two-step：two-step，二步舞，以别于其它三步的（华尔兹或圆舞）、四步的（狐步舞）或六步的（探戈舞），等等。

⑤ without let or hindrance：固定习语，意为无阻碍地。let与hindrance这里为重复语，并不表示相反的意义，因let在这里系用其古义——妨碍；阻碍。

⑥ breaking the regulations and possibly the heart of D.O.R.A. herself：这里当然是一个文字游戏与玩笑。D.O.R.A.，这几个缩写字母所代表的“Defense of the Realm Act”（“王国保卫法案”）为英国在第一次大战期间颁布的一项临时性治安管理条例。此条例在口头使用时常被读成Dora ［[image: ]
 ］，恰与一女人姓名相同。另外违反条例与伤人的心的这个动词同为break （break regulation与break heart），于是便产生出这个玩笑，这一点在我们的译语中则无法办到。

⑦ the black cap：法官的帽子通常为黑色，故云。

⑧ the court awards it：此语来自莎剧《威尼斯商人》4幕1场。这里award不是它的通常意义“授予（奖品）”，而是“判刑；将……判与”。

⑨ The counts against you are many：count这里是名词，意为（被指控或控告的）罪行；罪状。

⑩ meat coupon：第一次欧战期间英国在实施供给制度时所发给国民的肉券。

⑪ a swift，lethal blow with my right hand：lethal，拉丁语源的词，即通常的deadly（致命的）。请注意这一段中充满着一系列的大词（big or grandiose words），以制造幽默效果。另外my right hand也是一语双关。

⑫ St. Francis：（1182—1226）意大利高僧，历来以其高风亮节著称，为圣方济各会派的创建人。其教义以贞洁、顺从与安贫为宗旨，有民吾同胞，物吾与也（民胞物与）的思想。此会派（Order）日后富裕后，曾成为奖掖赞助学术的一支重要力量。





文章读后没有什么宏议高论可发挥，它只不过是一篇可供人消遣的游戏文字（a toy-essay），但从技巧上说写得不坏。


旅伴

阿尔弗雷德·乔治·加德纳

我也闹不清我们是谁先上的车。事实上有相当一段时间我就根本没看见车上有谁。这车已是从伦敦开往中部某个城镇的最后一趟车了——一趟慢车，一趟什么时候也是那么磨磨蹭蹭的车，一趟特别能教给你懂得什么叫没完没了这样的车。车刚开时，倒也是满满的，但路经郊区各站之后，乘客已三三两两，下去不少，而等到后来已经开出了伦敦的最外环时，全车就只剩下我这个人了——至少我觉着就剩下我这个人了。

一个人一趟车地在黑夜里向前颠颠颠颠，这时他的自由感确实会好极了。这不正是自由自在无拘无束的绝妙形式。你可以想干什么就干什么。你可以放开嗓门儿跟你自家说话，声音再高也不怕人听见。你可以在和某某的那场辩论中大获全胜，然后把他拖到地上，滚上他一通，也不怕他反击。你可以做个倒立，也不会有人看见。你可以唱上个歌，跳上个“两步”，做上个打高尔夫的姿势或在地上打打弹子，而丝毫不受干涉阻碍。你不会因为关门关窗而引起反对。你可以把两窗全开或两窗全关。真的你可以把它们开了再关，关了再开，以过足那自由的瘾。你可以那四个角座个个都要，挨牌去各坐上一回。你可以连头带脚全身都躺在那些坐垫上面，而大得其违规之乐，不仅犯了一般之规，而且也伤了“多拉”之心
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 。只是多拉尚不知其心已被[汝]伤而已。你甚至连多拉也逃脱掉了。

但是今天晚上我却没有做这类事，我没想起来去做这些。我所做的相当平常一般。当我的最后一个旅伴走掉之后，我放下报纸，伸了伸胳臂腿脚，站起身来，向窗外望了望，看到了我车行所经的那个宁静夏夜，辨认出了白昼的一缕暗淡回忆此刻依然隐隐于那北方的天边；我在车厢里走了走，又从其它窗户向外望了望；然后便又坐下，再次读起报来。就在这工夫，我觉察出我那旅伴来了。他跑了过来，一下便坐在了我的鼻子上。他属于那有翅膀的、机灵的、什么也不怕的一类昆虫，通常也辨不清是哪种哪类，就统称之为蚊子吧。我把他赶走了。只见他遂即绕行了包厢一周，把它从上到下全都考察了一遍，又查访了每个窗户，围绕顶灯巡视了几圈，然而觉着这里的一切再没有比窝在车犄角的那个大块头更有趣的了，于是再次回来，想要探望一下我的脖子。

我又对他做了驱赶。他跑掉了，再次轻松愉快地绕行车厢一周，然后就又飞了回来，居然大模大样地在我的手背上落了座。这可是太过分了，我宣布道；宽宏大量是有限度的。你已经两次被告知说，我可决非一般等闲之辈，我的庄严身份固不容许陌生者给我带来发痒的无状恶行。我此刻即著上法冠，判你死刑。正义要求此事，法庭判了此事。你的罪状罄竹难书。你这个居无定所的无业游民；社会人群的公敌祸害；你这个乘车没票、吃肉无号的无赖家伙。就冲这些乃至更多数不清的大恶小罪，你今天是死定了。说着我伸出右臂（亦即那正义之臂）又快又猛地给了他致命一击。但他却满不在乎地轻轻一躲便避开了，结果弄得我挺没面子。我的虚荣心受到了刺激。我用手，用报纸对他连连猛砸；我跳上了座位，围着顶灯追了一圈；我改用了猫一般的阴柔战术，要等他落了下来这才出其不意，悄悄猛扑，打得突然，攻得神速。

可一切均告无效。他是在戏弄我，公然无忌地，招摇炫耀地，那情形正仿佛一名斗牛士之于一头公牛，只需对之略施小技，便能使它气得发狂。显然他是在拿我取乐，而正是这个，打乱了我的平静。他要找点乐子，可什么乐子又比得上被这个风车般的庞然大物的一通驱赶追逐更加过瘾的呢，何况他的味道又那么香，又那么没有本事，没有头脑？好了，从此刻起，我开始进入了这个家伙的精神里去。他已经不再仅仅是个昆虫。他已经渐渐发展成了一个有个性、有智慧的生命，正与我在平等的条件下争取共享这间包厢。我感觉我的一颗心开始对他变暖，对他的优越感也逐渐冷却下来。我又如何能自以为比人强呢，既然才一交手便在头一个回合败下阵来？为何不再次宽宏大量一番呢？宽宏大量，还有慈悲心肠，从来就是做人的最高品德。在这些高贵品德的实施中我失去的威信将能得到恢复。但照目前情形，我只不过是个遭奚落的角色，受嘲笑的对象。如若慈悲为怀，我定能重树人的尊严，体体面面再回到我的座位上去。于是在回归原座的时候我宣布了死刑的解除。我不准备置你于死地，而将对你施行缓免。我要这么来做。

我重又拿起报纸。他跑了过来，落在报上。傻瓜一个，我念叨着，你这可是把自己交到我手里了。我只需把这份周报（久享盛誉的舆论名刊）的两边啪地一合，你就是尸体一具，死死夹在两篇宏文中间（一面印着《和平之陷阱》，另一面是《休君的谦虚》）。可我不会这么做事的。我已缓免了你，而且会让你满意地知道，这个庞然大物向来就是说一不二的。再说呢，我已无意再要你性命。通过对你进一步的了解，我已逐渐对你——明说了吧——心生好感。我想如果是当年的圣弗朗西斯，他没准儿会唤你“小兄弟”的。我做不到他的那份慈爱与多礼。可我总还跟你扯上了一丝关系。是命运使你和我成了这个夏夜的同车旅伴。我曾使你感到兴趣，而你也让我乐了一回。彼此的关系是互惠的，而且是建立在这样一个基本情况之上，即是我们都只有有限的生涯。生命之奇迹原是你我之所同具，其神秘亦复如此。我敢断言，你对你的旅程其实很少了解，而我呢对自己的这方面也同样茫然。因而当你把这事略想一下就会发现，其实我们的相似之处还是颇不少呢——即同为天地间的一种幻象，刚还在世，便已亡逸，才从黑暗里窜入明亮的车厢，在灯前扑打上一阵，便又再次消失于夜空。也或许……

“今儿夜里还再走吗？”一个声音在窗外问道。这是那友好的列车员在提醒自己已经到站了。道了声谢，抱歉说我可能迷糊着了。我抓起帽子手杖，又消失在那清凉的夏夜之中。关厢门时我瞥见我的那旅伴还在绕着顶灯扑腾……
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 见前面有关的注释——译者


13 Bed-books and Night-lights①


Henry Major Tomlinson

The rain flashed across the midnight window with a myriad feet. There was a groan in outer darkness，the voice of all nameless dreads②
 . The nervous candle-flame shuddered by my bedside. The groaning rose to a shriek，and the little flame jumped in a panic，and nearly left its white column. Out of the corners of the room swarmed the released shadows. Black spectres danced in ecstasy over my bed. I love fresh air，but I cannot allow it to slay the shining and delicate body of my little friend the candle-flame，the comrade who ventures with me into the solitudes beyond midnight. I shut the window.

They talk of the candle-power of an electric bulb. What do they mean？It cannot have the faintest glimmer of the real power of my candle. It would be as right to express，in the same inverted and foolish comparison③
 ，the worth of “those delicate sisters，the Pleiades.”④
 That pinch of star dust，the Pleiades，exquisitely remote in deepest night，in the profound where light all but fails，has not the power of a sulphur match；yet，still apprehensive to the mind though tremulous on the limit of vision，and sometimes even vanishing，it brings into distinction those distant and difficult hints — hidden far behind all our verified thoughts — which we rarely properly view.⑤
 I should like to know of any great arc-lamp which could do that. So the starlike candle for me. No other light follows so intimately an author's most ghostly suggestion. We sit，the candle and I，in the midst of the shades we are conquering，and sometimes look up from the lucent page to contemplate the dark hosts of the enemy with a smile before they overwhelm us；as they will，of course. Like me，the candle is mortal；it will burn out.

As the bed-book itself should be a sort of night-light，⑥
 to assist its illumination，coarse lamps are useless. They would douse the book. The light for such a book must accord with it. It must be，like the book，a limited，personal，mellow，and companionable glow；the solitary taper besides the only worshipper in a sanctuary. That is why nothing can compare with the intimacy of candle-light for a bed-book. It is a living heart，bright and warm in central night，burning for us alone，holding the gaunt and towering shadows at bay. There the monstrous spectres stand in our midnight room，the advance guard of the darkness of the world，held off by our valiant little glim，but ready to flood instantly and founder us in original gloom.

The wind moans without；ancient evils are at large⑦
 and wandering in torment. The rain shrieks across the window. For a moment，for just a moment，the sentinel candle is shaken，and burns blue with terror. The shadows leap out instantly. The little flame recovers，and merely looks at its foe the darkness，and back to its own place goes the old enemy of light and man. The candle for me，tiny，mortal，warm，and brave，a golden lily on a silver stem！

“Almost any book does for a bed-book，” a woman once said to me. I nearly replied in a hurry that almost any woman would do for a wife；but that is not the way to bring people to conviction of sin.⑧
 Her idea was that the bed-book is soporific，and for that reason she even advocated the reading of political speeches. That would be a dissolute act. Certainly you would go to sleep；but in what a frame of mind！You would enter into sleep with your eyes shut. It would be like dying，not only unshriven，but in the act of guilt⑨
 .

What book shall it shine upon？Think of Plato，or Dante，or Tolstoy，or a Blue Book for such an occasion！They will not do — they are no good to me. I am not writing about you. I know those men I have named are transcendent，the greater lights. But I am bound to confess at times they bore me. Though their feet are clay and on earth，just as ours，their stellar brows are sometimes dim in remote clouds. For my part，they are too big for bed-fellows. I cannot see myself，carrying my feeble and restricted glim，following （in pyjamas）the statuesque figure of the Florentine⑩
 where it stalks，aloof in its garb of austere pity，the sonorous deeps of Hades⑪
 . Hades！Not for me；not after midnight！Let those go who like it.

As for the Russian⑫
 ，vast and disquieting，I refuse to leave all，including the blankets and the pillow，to follow him into the gelid tranquillity of the upper air，where even the colours are prismatic spicules of ice，to brood upon the erratic orbit of the poor mud-ball below called earth. I know it is my world also；but I cannot help that. It is too late，after a busy day，and at that hour，to begin overtime on fashioning a new and better planet⑬
 out of cosmic dust. By breakfast-time，nothing useful would have been accomplished. We should all be where we were the night before. The job is far too long，once the pillow is nicely set.

For the truth is，there are times when we are too weary to remain attentive and thankful under the improving eye，kindly but severe，of the seers⑭
 . There are times when we do not wish to be any better than we are. We do not wish to be elevated and improved. At midnight，away with such books！As for the literary pundits，the high priests of the Temple of Letters，it is interesting and helpful occasionally for an acolyte to swinge them a good hard one with an incense-burner，and cut and run，for a change，to something outside the rubrics.⑮
 Midnight is the time when one can recall，with ribald delight，the names of all the Great Works which every gentleman ought to have read，but which some of us have not. For there is almost as much clotted nonsense⑯
 written about literature as there is about theology.

There are few books which go with midnight，solitude，and a candle. It is much easier to say what does not please us then than what is exactly right. The book must be，anyhow，something benedictory by a sinning fellow-man. Cleverness would be repellent at such an hour. Cleverness，anyhow，is the level of mediocrity to-day；we are all too infernally clever. The first witty and perverse paradox blows out the candle.⑰
 Only the sick in mind crave cleverness，as a morbid body turns to drink. The late candle throws its beams a great distance；and its rays make transparent much that seemed massy and important. The mind at rest beside that light，when the house is asleep，and the consequential affairs of the urgent world have diminished to their right proportions because we see them distantly from another and a more tranquil place in the heaven where duty，honour，witty arguments，controversial logic on great questions，appear such as will leave hardly a trace of fossil in the indurated mud which presently will cover them — the mind then certainly smiles at cleverness.

For though at that hour the body may be dog-tired，the mind is white and lucid，like that of a man from whom a fever has abated. It is bare of illusions. It has a sharp focus，small and starlike，as a clear and lonely flame left burning by the altar of a shrine from which all have gone but one⑱
 . A book which approaches that light in the privacy of that place must come，as it were，with honest and open pages.

I like Heine then，though.⑲
 His mockery of the grave and great，in those sentences which are as brave as pennants in a breeze，is comfortable and sedative. One's own secret and awkward convictions，never expressed because not lawful and because it is hard to get words to bear them lightly，seem then to be heard aloud in the mild，easy，and confident diction of an immortal whose voice has the blitheness of one who has watched，amused and irreverent，the high gods in eager and secret debate on the best way to keep the gilt and trappings on the body of the evil they have created⑳
 .

That first-rate explorer，Gulliver，is also fine in the light of the intimate candle. Have you read lately again his Voyage to the Houyhnhnms㉑
 ？Try it alone again it quiet. Swift knew all about our contemporary troubles. He has got it all down. Why was he called a misanthrope？Reading that last voyage of Gulliver in the select intimacy of midnight I am forced to wonder，not at Swift's hatred of mankind，not at his satire of his fellows，not at the strange and terrible nature of this genius who thought that much of us，but how it is that after such a wise and sorrowful revealing of the things we insist on doing，and our reasons for doing them，and what happens after we have done them，men do not change.㉒
 It does seem impossible that society could remain unaltered，after the surprise its appearance should have caused it as it saw its face in that ruthless mirror㉓
 . We point instead to the face that Swift lost his mind in the end㉔
 . Well，that is not a matter of surprise.

Such books，and France's Isle of Penguins
 ㉕
 ，are not disturbing as bed-books. They resolve one's agitated and outraged soul，relieving it with some free expression for the accusing and questioning thoughts engendered by the day's affairs. But they do not rest immediately to hand㉖
 in the book-shelf by the bed. They depend on the kind of day one has had.㉗
 Sterne is closer.㉘
 One would rather be transported as far as possible from all the disturbances of earth's envelop of clouds，and Tristram Shandy
 is sure to be found in the sun㉙
 .

But best of all books for midnight are travel books. Once I was lost every night for months with Doughty㉚
 in the Arabia Deserta
 . He is a craggy author. A long course of the ordinary facile stuff，such as one gets in the Press every day，thinking it is English，sends one thoughtless and headlong among the better herbs and stark boulders of Doughty's burning and spacious expanse；only to get bewildered，and the shins broken，and a great fatigue at first，in a strange land of fierce sun，hunger，glittering spar，ancient Plutonic rock，and very Adam himself. But once you are acclimatized，and know the language — it takes time — there is no more London after dark㉛
 ，till，a wanderer returned from a forgotten land，you emerge from the interior of Arabia on the Red Sea coast again，feeling as though you had lost touch with the world you used to know. And if that doesn't mean good writing I know of no other test.

Because once there was a father whose habit it was to read with his boys nightly some chapters of the Bible — and cordially they hated that habit of his — I have that Book too；though I fear I have it for no reason that he，the rigid old faithful，would be pleased to hear about. He thought of the future when he read the Bible；I read it for the past. The familiar names，the familiar rhythm of its words，its wonderful well-remembered stories of things long past — like that of Esther㉜
 ，one of the best in English — the eloquent anger of the prophets㉝
 for the people then who looked as though they were alive，but were really dead at heart，all is solace and home to me. And now I think of it，it is our home and solace that we want in a bed-book㉞
 .






【注释】


① Bed-books and Night-lights：出自其自传性故事Old Junk
 （《旧舢板》）。

② all nameless dreads：各种恐怖；各种可怕事物。

③ in the same inverted and foolish comparison：意为，在下面那个颠倒的和愚蠢的这类（the same）比喻里。这里inverted的原意为“使用了引号的”（指“those ... the pleiades”），但这个inverted同时又有颠倒了的意思，故可说一语双关；至于这里的foolish，则有“可能是foolish或被人认为是foolish”的含义。

④ the worth of “those delicate sisters，the Pleiades”：pleiades，天文上的昴（宿）星团，由七星组成。

⑤ That pinch ... we rarely properly view：这一段稍复杂，但其主要意思是，这些星辰虽然因为距离遥远，其光亮几乎不易为人的肉眼所看到，但它们背后的深刻启示（hints）却仍能让人的心灵感受得到。

⑥ As the bed-book itself should be a sort of night-light：此语非常新颖奇特——书也是灯。

⑦ ancient evils are at large：ancient，久已过去的，现已不见的。at large：现不在押的；逍遥法外的。

⑧ but that is not the way to bring people to conviction of sin：这话不过是“不容易使人认识到其错误”这一情况的一种夸大性的说法。

⑨ the act of guilt：指上面所说的“a dissolute act”。这当然是种滑稽的话。

⑩ the Florentine：那位佛罗伦萨人。Florentine为Florence（意大利的城市）一词的形容词或表示是那里的人（这时仍为名词）。但丁为该地或该国的人，故云。

⑪ Hades：地狱的另一别名。

⑫ the Russian：当然指托尔斯泰。

⑬ fashioning a new and better planet：大意为按托氏的理念或设想去重新设计一个新世界。按托氏晚年的一些小说和著述中每有这类重建一新宇宙的思想。

⑭ the seers：能看到天示天启的先知们。

⑮ for an acolyte to swinge them ... with an incense-burner ... and cut and run ... outside the rubrics：这里有几个词需要特别说明一下：1）acolyte，辅祭，祭司的助手。为何这里不用priest（祭司，神甫，主教皆可），而只用acolyte，这本身即带有小看的意思，意为对待这批老朽，又何须亲劳那些神长的大驾，只要派去个副手也就足可以了。2）to swinge them with an incense-burner：按耶教祭祀礼节，行祭时须对神敲打香炉以示尊敬。耶教的香炉与佛教所用的香炉不同，它不是安放在佛案之上的，而是把它（香炉）用链子提在手里，靠用链子与香炉相碰撞而使香烟散溢出来，也可说是用香炉不断地去敲打链子，所以叫swinge（敲；敲打）；当然这同时也是一种摇动（swing），因此这两个词（swinge与swing）在此的意义很近。译者这里不译作敲，而只译作摇，因对我国读者来说，摇比敲更好理解，而且在用词上也更自然。3）cut and run，一般作“急忙逃走，匆匆离去”解。这话中所以还带一cut是因为此话的原意为“砍断锚索，立即开船逃跑”，故云。4）for a change，to something outside the rubrics，这里的这个to是上接那change的（change to）；outside the ...，= which is，will be，outside ...；the rubrics，西欧过去古书，尤其是经典中第一行的第一个词的开头字母例用红色（或谓红字），称为rubric，因而此词遂被引申而指教会中的祈祷书与经典。

⑯ clotted nonsense：等于说utter absurdity，一派胡言乱语。

⑰ The first ... paradox blows out the candle：这里显然属于其譬喻性用法（used figuratively）。

⑱ all have gone but one：but one =except one （flame）。

⑲ I like Heine then，though：then，所以；though，虽然说。这句话的意思是想说，因为Heine的作品“come with honest and open pages”，所以
 我爱读他的书，虽然说
 （或尽管）他的书里也有我上述提到的过于聪明的缺点。至于说到Heine（1797—1856），德国诗人与散文作家，他首先是以其诗作享誉德国与欧陆的。他有一部分诗作写得相当精练，具有珠圆玉润般的完美，这些又因一大批音乐家的谱曲（舒伯特、舒曼、李斯特、弗朗兹等）更使其诗名远播异域。但本篇提到的却主要是他的散文；这些多达一千余页，更是他的精华所在，尤其是因为在这里面德国与欧洲当日的时代精神、社会问题、文坛状况与思想潮流等均曾得到过大量与集中反映，因而使Heine成为与歌德一道和继他之后欧陆的思想与文化的主要代表与中心人物。

⑳ to keep the gilt and trappings on the body of the evil they have created：gilt and trappings，镀金外表与炫耀装饰；the body of the evil，罪恶的躯体；to keep ... on ...，使……能在……上面保持得住；they have created，他们（列仙们）所曾创造（制）的。这几个部分合起来，意思即是，他们曾针对他们所创制之罪孽躯体的种种掩盖文饰之道（办法）而发生过一场秘密激辩，而这个，那位谈论起来其气昂扬的Heine似乎曾列席听到过。从以上的句子中不难看到一个问题，西方在耶教影响下，似乎总对人的肉体有不佳看法，认为是万恶之源（可能是从人有原罪的思想来的），因而如何对它（肉体）的可能危害千方百计地杜渐防微，至少是巧妙地多方遮掩一番，常是他们的一贯思想。

㉑ his Voyage to the Houyhnhnms：即《马国记行》（Houyhnhnms为马国的国名，曾被译为慧涅姆之国），为英国18世纪作家Swift（斯威夫特）在1726年出版的唯一一部小说的第四部分；在这个国家里马被描写为有头脑、有理性的聪明动物，而人形兽yahoo（亚胡）则是受马统治的一种丑恶、贪婪的低下卑劣动物，可谓集天下之恶于其一身的恶棍坏蛋。

㉒ I am forced to wonder not at ...，but how it is that ... men do not change：这一小段话的意思是，可怪的并不在于……，或在于……，或在于……，而主要是在于，如何在什么什么被这么惨痛揭露之后，而我们人类居然死性不改
 ，这却是怎么搞的？

㉓ in that ruthless mirror：指Swift这部游记，特别是他的这最后一记。

㉔ Swift lost his mind in the end：Swift晚年曾变成疯人。

㉕ France's Isle of Penguins
 ：France，即Anatole France （1844—1924），法国小说家。作品以纯净简洁与优美幽默著称，同时也是尖锐的社会批评家。他的寓言故事性的《企鹅岛》即是一部对法国社会乃至人类文明的讽刺作品，文笔极其轻快幽默。

㉖ But they do not rest ... to hand：并非唾手可得；不是轻易便能找到。

㉗ They depend on the kind of day one has had：意为这类书是否合人的胃口与一个人近来的心情关系极大——过于活得轻松愉快，脑子里从不思考的人不一定能欣赏这类书籍（指Swift与France那种讽刺性强的作品）。

㉘ Sterne is closer：Sterne即Laurence Sterne （1713—1768），英国小说家，《商地传》为其代表作。这部长达九卷的大书是一部在结构上最松散、内容最怪诞、题材最零乱但幽默与趣味性却又极强的罕见奇书，曾一直为一小部分人所喜爱，故至今其传不绝。

㉙ and Tristram Shandy
 is sure to be found in the sun：当然只可能是在英国的“太阳底下都能找见”。比较一下这种说法：“凡有井水处，即能歌柳词”（宋朝叶梦得对柳永的赞美）。

㉚ Doughty，肯定是英国作家，但其生平乡里等均不详。

㉛ there is no more London after dark：关于这一句的意思，请参阅拙译中有关部分。

㉜ Esther：圣经旧约中的一部书名《以斯帖记》，内容记古代波斯王的一名犹太籍宠妃以斯帖的事迹。当时朝中一名宰相曾有屠尽境内一切犹太人的计划，以斯帖闻知后，奋其智勇，终于挫败了这场阴谋，致使其同胞得以保全下来。故事充满惊险因素，是圣经中最有文学意味的篇章之一。

㉝ the prophets：特指圣经旧约中的那批先知们；这些人的书，从《以赛亚书》起至《玛拉基书》止，共17部书，占旧约很大一个部分。内容全系宣扬神命、训世布道的文字，其中咒骂申斥其信徒听众的话语自然是少不了的。

㉞ it is our home and solace ... in a bed book：文章的结尾（语）极佳，余韵悠然。





Tomlinson这个名字，译者最早是在徐志摩一篇纪念曼殊菲儿（即英国小说家Catherine Mansfield一名的徐氏译法）的文章里见到的。在描写曼殊菲儿的美时，徐引过Tomlinson的一小段话，而这些话也写得很美（记得徐的译文使用的还是文言）。Tomlinson这个名字后来还在Swinnerton的The Georgian Literary Scene
 里见到过；此外也读过他的一本游记（The Seas and Hills
 ）和几个零篇，读后印象不错。Tomlinson当然不是什么大家，也远远谈不上有何重要，作品传世的机会更属微乎其微，但其中个别篇章，即如本篇，却不能说就没有这种可能，甚至可说是应该的。他的东西有很多长处：有内容、有见解、有感受、有思想、有质量，还有一定的诗味和文采，一句话，是质地坚实，言之有物的；不像有些（有许多许多）散文那样，写得非常空洞虚浮，轻轻飘飘，而且乏味。读后让人感到的只会是疲倦无聊。就拿这篇说吧，几乎便是一篇通体完美的小杰作。文章可分两个部分：写灯的那一部分更优美得像篇散文诗，形象化的程度与想象的成分都极高；写书的部分，不论写不适合的书，还是合适的书那些段，都可说写得句句精神，段段精彩，质量之高几乎一段赛似一段，能使人读而大悦。一名读者如从青年时起便有幸较多地接触到有这样质量与高度的作品，他将来自己动起笔来，所写的东西也会是拿得出手的。


枕边书与床头灯

亨利·梅杰·汤姆林森

密雨斜侵在午夜的玻璃窗上，大有千军万马骤至之势。远处黑暗里传来一声呻吟，那一切无名的恐怖的声音。床边惶惶不安的烛焰不禁颤抖起来。呻吟发展成了呼啸，小小的焰苗受惊似的一跃而起，几乎跌脱了它的雪白蜡柱。屋角逃逸出的阴影一时全都麇集一处。无数黑色魅影此刻正欣喜若狂地乱舞在我的床头。我是喜欢新鲜空气的，可我不能让我那小友烛光（这位行将伴我度过午夜岑寂的同志）的光荧而纤细的玉体弱质去冒此不测。我闭上了窗户。

人们常好讲一个灯泡是多少多少支烛光。这话是什么意思？其实那灯泡连我这蜡烛的真正光能的一丝丝也比不上。这话的正确性对下述情形也同样适用，如果把这不够明智的比较继续进行下去，藉以表出
 “那些缥渺的七姊妹亦即昴宿星团”的真价值。那一撮撮星尘，那个昴宿星团，那微细要眇般地闪烁在遥遥的深夜、迢迢的远空，几乎迢遥到不见光处，那一缕微光怕是连一根含硫火柴的亮儿也比不上；这个，由于心灵仍能感应得到，尽管仅仅屏营于视野的暗陬，甚至便全然逸去，却能够把那些最邈远而艰难的暗示——深深潜藏于我们一切实实在在的思想的背后——而这些我们从来便难得正视一眼的，是的，它（昴宿的微光）却能够把这一切（暗示）都煌煌烨烨赫然毕呈在我们的面前。我倒极其渴望那了不起的弧光灯也能做到这个。但这星光般的蜡烛却能为我办到。没有任何一种亮光能像烛光那样悄悄地跟踪着一名作家的那些最恢诡的妙语而毫不显得生硬唐突。我们，烛光与我，往往便坐在我们正要去降服的那憧憧魔影的中间，而且会不时地从我们那光洁的书页上抬起头来，以微笑的姿态去凝注一下我们面前的这个鬼魅大军（在其尚未把我们吞没之前）；因为它肯定会要这么做的。正和我一样，这根蜡也难免一死；它是会燃烧光的。

既然一个人的枕边书本身便也可说是一种床头灯，以助其照明，粗俗的灯光便都不合我用。它们只会毁了书的光明。这种书的灯必须与这样的书相互协和一致才好。这种灯，正像一本书那样，所放之光必须是一种有限的、醇厚的、带着个人印记的和堪能与人为伴的光照，是一座幽静庙堂里一名孤零香客的唯一的一支清炯的蜡炬。因此之故，以亲密言，照耀枕边书的任何光亮也都比不上一支蜡烛。它是一颗怔忡活跃的心，照耀着与温暖着我们于寂寥的中宵，而且专为着我们而荧荧不息，以把那些嶙峋而庞巨的魅影制服之于角隅，但这类硕大无朋的鬼物，这个黑暗世界的先驱，并未从我们的斗室离去，而只是被我们这英勇的小小光焰暂时击退威逼在那里，只待时机一到，便定将重新反扑过来，立即使我们陷入灭顶之灾，并投置于原先无边的幽冥之中。

外面的风在呜咽着；一切久已殁去的妖魔鬼怪又都跑了出来，悲苦万状地在到处游荡。雨骤风狂，声啸窗边。一刹那间，也仅是一刹那间，这名光明守卫动摇了一下，面色发青，似有惧色。它忽地跃下玉柱。紧跟着这奄奄一息的光焰又恢复正常。这时对那仇敌黑暗只不过微微一瞥，已足以使这光明与人之宿敌乖乖缩回到其屋角旧窝。这支护卫着我的蜡烛啊，一个纤细、温馨、勇敢的生命，一朵银白香茎上的金色百合！

“但凡是本书就能充当你的枕边书的，”一位妇女有一次就跟我这么说过。我差点儿没马上回她一句，照您所说，或许是个女的就能娶回家来拜堂成亲吧；当然这种回话的方式是不能帮助一个人认识他的荒唐的。其实她的意思也无非是想说，这种书是应当能起到催眠作用的，而为了这样，她甚至认为念念政治演说都行。这可是道德上的犯罪啊！当然这么一来你睡是睡得着了；可你那份心情还能提吗？那你就得死死闭紧眼睛去睡了。请问这和一个人死到临头还未做忏悔，甚至就在这“犯事”的行为中而当场毙命，又有什么两样？

那么这种光亮应照耀的是些什么书呢？柏拉图？但丁？托尔斯泰？还是一本蓝皮书什么的？他们的书都不行——对我都不合适。当然我讲这话并不代表读者诸君。我清楚我上面并列的那些姓氏都是些超群的人物，显赫的神明。但我却无需讳言，他们有时也会令我生厌。虽然他们也只生着一副泥脚，也同样只活在这个尘世当中，但是他们的那具星座般的高颡却往往隐约于遥远的云天。至少对我来说，他们那伟岸的躯体便绝对不适合做同床伴侣。我无法想象，我将如何携带着我这点虚弱而有限的微光去追踪（而且是身穿寝衣）那位雕像般的庞硕佛罗伦萨伟人，方当他正一袭玄服，满怀大悲，踽踽踯躅于那声闻于外、喧嚣如雷的黑得斯的深渊。那黑得斯啊！不，我不要这个；午夜后更不要。谁爱要就谁去吧。

至于那位俄罗斯人嘛，那么巨大而令人不安，我也绝对不想抛掉一切（包括这毛毯枕头）去追随他至那凛冽高天下的寂静雪原，那里连色泽都会是棱镜般的冰柱树挂所折射出的雪彩霜华，并对逸出了轨道的这个号称为地球的小小泥丸去作一番艰苦思考。我知道这也是我的世界；可这太超出乎我的能力。再说，时间上也太晚了，在一天紧张的工作之后，而且已经是夜半时分，还要加班加点，从那收罗回来的宇宙灰里再铸造出一个更为崭新与完美的星球。我敢说，到明天一早开饭前，是任什么也干不出来的。一旦枕头放好，这项任务也就吹啦。

这背后的道理就在于，往往有这样的一些时刻，我们因为疲劳过度，是会聆听不下去和感谢不过来这些先知者在其既慈祥又严厉的一副极富开导性的眼神下所施予的训诲的。这种时候我就会故步自封，不思进取；就会不听人劝，不想提高。所以当此夜半中宵，快把那些高文典册全请走吧。至于文学界里的那些名师宿儒，或曰艺术圣殿上的神长高僧，只需偶尔去上一名“辅祭”，把那具香炉对准他们烟云缭绕地大摇特摇上一通，然后便，为了舒口长气，甩掉祭袍经文，一跑老远，这也就满够意思和对得起他们了。请问深更半夜又何时也？这岂非正是一个人得以，幸灾乐祸般地，在脑子里挨牌数落一通那批在理论上每位大人先生都不可不读但实际上却从来便未碰过的皇皇巨著。其实文学方面的瞎胡评论也并不比神学那里会少多少。

真正能够与午夜，与幽寂和与烛光相协调的书籍本来也就寥寥无几。在这事上说哪些不够合适反倒比说哪些更合人意要容易得多。至少说，这种书应当是一名有罪者身边的那类带点祈福性的东西。在这种时分，聪明机巧是会讨人嫌的。其实聪明机巧在今天来说只不过是平庸水平；我们已经是个个都聪明得要命了。一句怪话妙语刚一出口便有使室内烛灭之虞。只有那心智上的弱者才会去追求聪明，正如体躯上的病态才会沉迷于曲糵。深夜的蜡烛会把它的光束送到远远；它的光芒将能把许多看似浑厚凝重的东西变得清明透彻起来。一颗有此光明为伴的心灵是会安息下来的，而此时整个院落都在沉睡，这个紧张世界的一切有待完成的杂事冗务也都已退缩至其恰当的分寸，其原因为，我们此刻对这些的观照乃是来之于那迢递的天廷的高处的，其地湛然宁静一片，而那里的种种，诸如责任、荣誉乃至对一些重大问题的各类妙论与巧辩，等等，都将在这带顽土梗埌之上几乎留不下一丝痕迹，甚至还会迅即被此土埌所覆盖湮没——而心灵小觑聪明的原因也即在此。

因为，虽说在此时刻一个人的躯体早已疲惫不堪，他的一颗心灵却会是聪颖异常，清明无比，恰似一个人烧刚退后的那种神志。这时他的眼前没有一丝蔽障。其焦点锐利集中，小巧晶莹，仿佛一座祭台上全部烛灭之后残留下的一点颎颎香火。一部差堪与此暗陬之圣火相比拟的书籍便是它多少得带有一些坦诚无欺的忠实篇页。

所以，我还是喜读海涅。他对那些庄矜之辈、傲岸者流的一番嬉笑嘲弄，而所用之语句又复爽劲之至，有如疾风中之猎猎旌旗，读来实在令人感到心旷神怡，无比快慰。一个人的内心深处每每有其说不明道不出的积悃苦况，而这些，或懔于刑法而未敢倾诉，或拙于文笔而难以言宣，但此刻却忽然听到这一切以一种从容不迫的声调，准确自信之词语而被公开宣扬播腾于仿佛一位神明之口，而其声则盎盎然，恍若曾有资格厕身于天廷之重大会议者，因而联想到其时彼固曾以一副不胜其滑稽之不恭态度，与闻过天上列仙就其所创制之罪孽躯体的种种掩盖文饰之道而发生的一场秘密激辩云。

那部一流的探险作品，《迦利佛游记》，当然也是亲密蜡烛的光照下的头等妙物。你近来又再次读过那部分《马国纪行》吗？不妨于无人时静下心来读读。斯威夫特对我们今天的种种麻烦可谓是了如指掌。这一切他都曾表而出之，见诸其书。为什么他会被人说成是一个仇视人类的人？在难得的夜半幽寂中重读此书的最后一记，我实在不由自已地大生惊异，因为那可怪者并不在斯氏对人类之仇视，不在其对侪辈国人之讽刺，甚至不在其天才的那种异常和骇人——竟对我们人类的评价如此低下，而是在于，经此一番聪明绝顶但也伤人要命的大曝露之后（对我们种种执意不改之所作所为，对这种所作所为之辩解理由，乃至对这种所作所为所产生之全部恶果），是的，在经此一切之后，而人类居然会原样不改
 ，这可又是如何闹的？按说嘛，社会就这么着一直保持其原样不动也似乎不太可能，特别是在当它（人类社会）把自己的一副面孔拿到那具铁面无私的镜面之前，并在这一照之下因凶相毕露而几乎吓着！不过我这里要指给人看的却是另一副面孔——斯氏最后是怎么亡其心智的。而这个，可决不是什么吃惊不吃惊的问题。

这类的书，以及法朗士的《企鹅岛》，当作枕边书来读读并不扰人。这些书会使一颗愤激不平、受屈遭损的心灵平静下来；对于那些日间事务所引起的种种怪罪念头和不解困惑也将不失为一剂助人发散发散的绝妙解药。只是这类书籍也并非是床头书柜里随手便可以抓到的东西。再说呢，（要充分欣赏这类的书）也与一个人近来的心情很有关系。斯特恩会和我们更近乎些的。一个人不是总爱被运送到很远很远的地方去吗，也好远离尘嚣，摆脱云翳，而《商地传》就太阳底下都能找见。

但是夜晚的最好读物还是游记。过去我就曾一连好几个月每晚沉迷在一本道提写的《阿拉伯大沙漠》里面。他还是一个挺难啃的作者。他写的是些什么呢？长长一连串平淡之极的东西，和天天在报端见到的也没什么两样，但考虑到它总是出之于我国人的手笔，所以也就不动脑筋地一头扎进了道提的那个广阔无垠、炎燠炙人、偶有佳卉但却遍地砾石的旷野里去，其结果呢，只会被弄得头晕目眩，脚伤骨折，而一起初时，更是疲劳得要死，而举目一望，尽是一片怪异地域，头顶炎天，饥渴难耐，怪石耀眼，巨岩骇人，便连道提他本人，也是活生生一副亚当的当年模样。不过当你一旦服了这方水土，熟悉了他那语言——这当然要费点时间——这时你便不至于天刚一黑就总是伦敦伦敦……而到了最后，作为一名从一个久被遗忘了的地方归来的天涯羁旅，你便会从那浩瀚的阿拉伯的腹地，再度露面在红海的岸边，而于是大生隔世的感喟，恍若你已与原来的旧环境暌违很久了。如果这个还不算是好文章，那我就不知道什么才能算了。

正是因为过去有过这样一名老父，他的一宗习惯便是每晚给他的孩子们读上几章圣经——而他们也对这习惯恨得要命——所以我至今身边还带着这部圣书；虽然我要这书的一番道理，却是他，那位生硬的老虔诚信徒，所不乐意听的。他读圣经是在想着将来；而我读这书只是为了过去。那些熟悉的人物姓氏，熟悉的词语节奏，那些至今还烂熟于胸的远古的神奇故事——比如《以斯帖记》这类英语文学中的无上珍品——再比如那些先知对其当年的听众所发出的滔滔不绝的怒斥咒詈，而这些人表面上仿佛仍很活跃而实际上其内里早已心如死灰，所有这一切，对我来说，即是慰藉，即是归宿。现在想想，我所求之于一本枕边书的也正是这种归宿和这点慰藉。


14 The Master①


Henry Major Tomlinson

This master of a ship I remember first as a slim lad，with a shy smile，and hands that were lonely beyond his outgrown reefer jacket②
 . His cap was always too small for him，and the soiled frontal badge of his line③
 became a colored button beyond his forelock. He used to come home occasionally — and it was always when we were on the point of forgetting him altogether. He came with a huge bolster in a cab，as though out of the past and nowhere. There is a tradition，a book tradition，that the boy apprenticed to the sea acquires saucy eyes，and a self-reliance always ready to dare to that bleak extreme the very thought of which horrifies those who are lawful and cautious. They know better who live where the ships are. He used to bring his young shipmates to see us，and they were like himself. Their eyes were downcast. They showed no self-reliance. Their shyness and politeness，when the occasion was quite simple，were absurdly incommensurate even with modesty. Their sisters，not nearly so polite，used to mock them.

As our own shy lad④
 was never with us for long，his departure being as abrupt and unannounced as his appearance，we could willingly endure him⑤
 . But he was extraneous to the household. He had the impeding nature of a new and superfluous piece of furniture which is in the way，yet never knows it，and placidly stays where it is，in its wooden manner，till it is placed elsewhere.⑥
 There was a morning when，as he was leaving the house，I noticed to my astonishment that he had grown taller than myself. How had that happened？And where？I had followed him to the door that morning because，looking down at his cap which he was nervously handling，he had told me he was going then to an examination. About a week later he announced，in a casual way，that he had got his master's ticket⑦
 . After the first shock of surprise，caused by the fact that this information was an unexpected warning of our advance in years，we were amused，⑧
 and we congratulated him. Naturally he had got his certificate as master mariner⑨
 . Why not？Nearly all the mates we knew got it，sooner or later. That was bound to come. But very soon after that he gave us a genuine surprise，and made us anxious. He informed us，as casually，that he had been appointed master to a ship；a very different matter from merely possessing the licence to command.

We were even alarmed. This was serious. He could not do it. He was not the man to make a command for anything. A fellow who，not so long ago，used to walk a mile with a telegram because he had not the strength of character⑩
 to face the lady clerk in the post office round the corner⑪
 ，was hardly the man to overawe a crowd of hard characters gathered by chance from Tower Hill⑫
 ，socialize them，and direct them successfully in subduing the conflicting elements of a difficult enterprise. Not he. But we said nothing to discourage him.

Of course，he was a delightful fellow. He often amused us，and he did hot always know why.⑬
 He was frank，he was gentle，but that large vacancy，the sea，where he had spent most of his young life，had made him — well，slow. You know what I mean. He was curiously innocent of those dangers of great cities which are nothing to us because we know they are there. Yet he was always on the alert for thieves and parasites. I think he enjoyed his belief in their crafty omnipresence ashore. Proud of his alert and knowing intelligence，he would relate a long story⑭
 of the way he had not only frustrated an artful shark⑮
 ，but had enjoyed the process in perfect safety. That we，who rarely went out in London，never had such adventures，did not strike him as worth a thought or two. He never paused in his merriment to consider the strange fact that to him，alone of our household，such wayside adventures fell. With a shrewd air he would inform us that he was about to put the savings of a voyage into an advertised trap⑯
 which a country parson would have stepped over without a second contemptuous glance.

He took his ship away. The affair was not discussed at home，though each of us gave it some private despondency. We followed him silently，apprehensively，through the reports in the Shipping Gazette
 . He made point after point safely — St. Vincent，Gibralter，Suez，Aden — after him we went across to Colombo，Singapore，and at length we learned that he was safe at Batavia⑰
 . He had got that steamer out all right. He got her home again，too. After his first adventure as master he made voyage after voyage with no more excitement in them than you would find in Sunday walks in a suburb. It was plain luck；or else navigation and seamanship were greatly overrated arts.

A day came when he invited me to go with him part of his voyage. I could leave the ship at Bordeaux⑱
 . I went. You must remember that we had never seen his ship. And there he was，walking with me to the dock from a Welsh railway station，a man in a cheap macintosh，with an umbrella I will not describe，and he was carrying a brown paper parcel. He was appropriately crowned with a bowler hat several sizes too small for him. Glancing up at his profile，I actually wondered whether the turmoil was now going on in his mind over that confession which now he was bound to make：that he was not the master of a ship，and never had been.

There she was，a bulky modern freighter，full of derricks and time-saving appliances，and her funnel lording it over the neighborhood. The man with the parcel under his arm led me up the gangway. I was not yet convinced. I was，indeed，less sure than ever that he could be master of this huge community of engines and men. He did not accord with it.

We were no sooner on deck than a man in uniform，grey-haired，with a seamed and resolute face，which anyone would have recognized at once as a sailor's，approached us. He was introduced as the chief officer⑲
 . He had a tale of woe：trouble with the dockmaster，with the stevedores，with the cargo，with many things. He did not appear to know what to do with them. He was asking this boy of ours.

The skipper⑳
 began to speak. At that moment I was gazing at the funnel，trying to decipher a monogram upon it；but I heard a new voice，rapid and incisive，sure of its subject，resolving doubts，and making the crooked straight. It was the man with the brown paper parcel. It was still under his arm — in fact，the parcel contained pink pyjamas，and there was hardly enough paper. The respect of the mate was not lessened by this.

The skipper went to gaze down a hatchway. He walked to the other side of the ship，and inspected something there. Conned her length，called up in a friendly but authoritative way to an engineer standing by an amidship rail above. He came back to the mate，and with an easy precision directed his will on others，through his deputy，up to the time of sailing. He beckoned to me，who also，apparently，was under his august orders，and turned，as though perfectly aware that in this place I should follow him meekly，in all obedience.

Our steamer moved out at midnight，in a drive of wind and rain. There were bewildering and unrelated lights about us. Peremptory challenges were shouted to us from nowhere. Sirens blared out of dark voids. And there was the skipper on the bridge，the lad who caused us amusement at home，with this confusion in the dark about him，and an immense insentient mass moving with him at his will：and he had his hands in his pockets，and turned to tell me what a cold night it was. The pier-head searchlight showed his face，alert，serene，with his brows knitted in a little frown，and his underlip projecting as the sign of the pride of those who look direct into the eyes of an opponent，and care not at all. In my berth that night I searched for a moral for this narrative，but went to sleep before I found it.






【注释】


① The Master：master，（英国商船的）船长。

② reefer jacket：reefer，水手、海员穿的那种带双排扣的（上衣）。

③ badge of his line：这里为一种表示配戴者身份地位及其所属部门连队等的帽章；line意为行业与编制。

④ As our own shy lad：our own一词透露此害羞少年与此文作者的家中有亲戚关系，故云。按作者Tomlinson有一brother-in-law（小舅）曾任一商船船长，而Tomlinson青年时即曾随此亲戚去过南美巴西等地。至于这里所以不译成大舅而译成小舅，根据之一便是此文第二段中的“had grown taller than myself”一语——这表明此水手原来比作者小；另外的根据则是整篇文字的口气——总是处处把他当孩子看。

⑤ endure him：原来此船长年轻时在作者的家中只是个可以被容忍的对象！

⑥ 从He had the impeding nature至placed elsewhere：描写极为生动，活泼而不落套。

⑦ got ... ticket：ticket这里不是一般的票或船票，而是商船船长的执照；许可证。

⑧ we were amused：were amused这里有因此事（获得执照事）过于“荒唐”而感到可笑的含意。

⑨ master mariner：＝ master （of a ship）。

⑩ the strength of character：即通常我们说的胆子；勇气。

⑪ ... round the corner：此事因作者于文中并未详细去说，当然读时也就会不甚明了，但他胆子不大一点则不致看不出来。

⑫ Tower Hill：伦敦一行政区名（a district in London），多为水手与贫民所居。

⑬ He often amused us，and he did not always know why：He amused us = He was absurd。至于not know why则意为不自知其荒唐或可笑之所在。关于amuse一词的意思，请参阅上面已出现过的那句“we were amused”。

⑭ would relate a long story of ...：请注意这里long一词所暗含的贬意。

⑮ an artful shark：这里shark当然是指人。

⑯ an advertised trap：报上登的意在骗人的假广告；广告骗局。

⑰ St. Vincent，Gibralter，Suez，Aden，... Colombo，Singapore，Batavia：St. Vincent这里疑为法国的圣布里厄之误，因St. Vincent地在西印度群岛，不是这条航线之所经。其余各地名一般均不陌生，便无需注了，只最后Batavia一地似需略提一下，它即是今天常见的雅加答，地在爪哇岛西北，为印尼共和国首都。

⑱ Bordeaux：法国西部港市，以酿酒业著闻于世。

⑲ the chief officer：即下面说到的那名大副（mate）。

⑳ the skipper：即the master（商船船长）。





这篇极其生动活泼而细腻的出色性格刻画，在描写这名船长的冷静、沉着、含蓄乃至其精明干练等特点时，同时也就将英国人的一般民族性格非常成功地揭示了出来，但船长比起他的同胞们来似乎具有着更多的英人脾性与气味，因而无疑是英国人的典型代表。有趣的是写他的这位作者也是一个英国人，他写了英国人眼中的英国人。


船长

亨利·梅杰·汤姆林森

船长在我最初的记忆里还是一个瘦小青年，笑时面带羞涩，一双手因为冒出那小了的双排扣夹克袖口太多而显得怪孤零的。帽子也常太小，帽前那枚具代号性的帽章也因污渍简直成了额头上的一颗黑扣子。他在我们家是位稀客——总是在人家早把他忘光了的时候才又露露面。他来时总是手持旧日马车上的那种大垫枕一只，好像他不是从现在的什么地方，而是从过去的哪里哪里，突然跑出来的。照传统说法，书本上的传统说法，一个入了航海这个行当的小家伙会生出一对非常冒失的鬼眼，一副什么也敢面对的自信，任你什么海角天涯荒凉世界全不放在眼里，而这个那些奉公守法的老实人是连想也不敢想的。再有那些以船为家的人总比我们见识广些吧。我们这个小伙子倒也常把他的船友带到家里来做客，个个都跟他差不许多。眼皮全搭拉着，半点自信也瞧不出来。他们的那份害羞和多礼，碰到值不得那样的时候，就更加荒谬得不是地方，甚至和一般的谦虚也不搭边。这些人的姊妹们可没那么多礼，平日早把他们耍笑够了。

由于我们这个害羞的少年亲戚每次来了都工夫不大就又悄悄走了（正像他来时那样并不事先通知我们），我们倒也挺能将就他的。但他显然不是那种能居家过日子的人。他仿佛是一件新到来的多余家具，放在那里，挺碍事的，可它自己并不知道，只晓得往那里悄静一待，活像段呆木头，直到最后让人搬走了事。一天早上，当他走出家门时，我吃惊地发现，他已经比我高了。这可是怎么发生的？在哪儿发生的？那天早上我是一直把他送出门去的，因为（眼睛盯着自己手里挺不自然地拎着的那顶小帽）他跟我说他要去参加一次考试。大约一周之后，他向我宣布说（当然也只是他的那种顺便一说）他弄到船长的执照了。一阵吃惊过去之后（所以吃惊是因为这一消息岂不同时也是警告，我们都已不再年轻），我们都觉着挺滑稽的，而且也都向他表示了祝贺。当然他已经获得了当一名商船船长的资格证书。为什么不呢？不是我们认识的几乎每个大副或助手都拿到了它吗？——迟早都会拿到。它当然会到手的。但没隔多久他又带来了一个消息，这一回可是把我们真惊着了，也犯开了愁了。他通知我们说，还是他那种漫不经心的口气，他已经被任命为某条船的船长。这可是与仅仅拥有一张可以去指挥什么的证书完全是两回事了。

我们甚至是给吓着了。这可不是闹着玩的。他干不了这个。他不是那种能够发号施令的人。这样的一个人（这就是不久前的事），一个常常手里攥着一份电报，一转就转得老远老远也不敢进门，只是因为缺乏胆量去面对拐角处邮局里的一名女职员——这样的一个人是降服不住从塔山那里临时拼凑起来的一群亡命徒的，是驯化不了他们的，更不必说带领他们去办成这么一桩难事，这里面需待平息的冲突因素可太多了。他不是这种材料。不过我们还是只字没说，以免使他泄气。

当然，他这个人挺有意思。他常常是太可笑了，但不一定都闹得清为什么惹人笑话。他很坦率，也很善良，只可惜那巨大的空旷，那海洋，那个他自幼大部分时光便生活于其间的地方，却不免把他弄得——照实说吧，有点呆了。你明白我的意思吧。他对大都市里的那百般险恶竟然会完全茫无所知，而这些对我们已不新奇，因为我们清楚那是免不了的。不过在防偷防揩油这类细节上他倒是挺懂得加小心的。我觉着，他甚至颇以他对他们在陆地上的这种无孔不入的情况的敏感而自鸣得意。带着这种无所不知不晓的味道，他会给你讲上一个挺不短的故事，他是如何如何把一头狡猾的大鲨鱼给挫败了的，而且还十分安全地欣赏了这一过程。至于我们么，我们天天就住在伦敦这里，怎么就不常遇上这类事件，这个并没使他想到值得去动动脑筋。他在兴冲冲的讲述当中，从来便没有停下来想想，为什么在这么一大家子人里，这些路边怪事偏偏只落到他一个人的头上。他还会，一脸刁滑神气，告诉你说，他险些就把一笔航行积蓄叫报上的一家公司给骗了去，而这类事就连一名乡村牧师也会不屑一顾。

他带着船走了。家中对此事没议论过，虽说暗地里都很不舒心。我们只是不做声地，心怀恐惧地，从《航运报》的报道上对他做了跟踪。他倒是一站一站全过去了——圣文森、直布罗陀、苏伊士、亚丁——我们又跟着他过了哥伦坡、新加坡，最后并得知他已安抵巴达维亚。他把那艘货轮成功带到了。接着又返航归来。自他首次以船长身份做了这种冒险之后，他又一次次地不知做了多少次航行，而这时他的出海已再激不起什么新鲜感觉，就跟星期天的郊外散步一样平淡无奇。看来水上跑跑船凭的也就是那么一股子运气，未必都像航海学驾船术里吹嘘的那么神奇。

一天他忽然请我登舟伴他一程。我可以坐到波尔多下来。我应邀去了。你一定记得我们还没有见过他那条船。他出现了，于是从一个叫威尔士车站的地方一道步行去了船坞。这时他身上一件简陋的雨衣，手里那把雨伞就更没说头了，另外还带着一个棕色纸包。他头上规矩不差地顶着一顶硬礼帽，只是尺码小了几号。见了这副形象，我真的犯开嘀咕了，心想，此刻他的心中是否正在酝酿着一场风暴，即是他不得不向我讲出实话的这份尴尬看来是逃不脱了：他并不是什么船长，而且从来就不是。

船见着了，一艘庞大的现代货轮，上面全是摇臂吊杆以及各种节约时间的器械装置，那大烟囱更是八面威风，瞧着怕人。那位腋下夹包的人带我上了舷梯。直到这会儿，我心里还没信服。说实在，我此刻比以前更没谱了，他会是这么一大套巨大机器群体与复杂人员的主子！他配不上这个。

上了甲板刚刚一阵儿，已经有位人士向我们走了过来。此人身着制服，鬓已灰白，生着一张皱纹道道、沉着坚毅、明眼人一望而知其为一名老水员的那种面孔。经人介绍，此人就是本船的总管。他像是有道不完的苦水：他与船坞长有矛盾，与装卸工有矛盾，与所运的货有矛盾，与桩桩件件的事物都有矛盾。他好像完全不知道这一切都该怎么去办。他正在一件件向我们这个年轻人讨指示。

听罢，这船长发了话了。本来我的眼睛正盯着那烟囱，想弄清上面一个文字图案的意思；这时耳朵里突然传来了一个从没听见过的声音：所用语言，迅疾斩截，所谈问题，清楚准确，答疑解惑，矫枉纠偏，全都头头是道。而这一切就出自这位携带棕色纸包的人之口。此刻纸包还在他腋下夹着——其实那里面包的就是一件粉红色的睡衣，纸皮也小得快包不住了。可身边的那名大副并未因此而对他稍有失敬。

船长走过去向舱口下望了望。接着他去了船的另一端，对那里做了些检查。量了量什么的尺寸，又以一种友好而带权威性的口气，对立在上面船中部扶手边的一名工程师高声打了下招呼。说着又返回到那大副那里，简单明了地向他传下了开船前他对水手的指示。他还向我招了招手（而此刻的我，显然早已是一名说一不二的听喝角色），然后便转身去了，仿佛他心里十分清楚，身处目前这种环境，我也只能一切乖乖听命于他，固不容有丝毫抗旨不遵的行为。

午夜，风雨交加之中，轮船起航了。四周散乱不定的闪烁光影简直令人头晕目眩。如雷贯耳般的汹汹挑战也不知来自何方。塞壬似的警笛正吼叫自幽冥深处。而我们的船长此刻正在那驾驶台上，那个在家里只会招来笑声的年轻人，周围是那么的漆黑一片，混沌莫名，半点也不由人，但他脚下那庞硕无朋的冥顽物质却又甘听驱遣，随其意志滚滚而前。而他呢，双手往衣袋里一插，正掉转过脸来，跟我搭讪上一句，今晚天气多冷啊。码头外端的探照灯光打在他脸上，映出了一副迅捷沉着的面孔，眉头紧蹙，下唇微凸，正是那种傲气逼人的象征；这种人能直逼其对手的目光，全然不把他当成回事。那天夜里我在铺位上直想给这篇文章找出个道理或寓意什么的，可没等想出来，人已经呼呼睡着了。


15 Why a Classic is a Classic①


Arnold Bennett

The large majority of our fellow-citizens care as much about literature as they care about aeroplanes or the program of the Legislature. They do not ignore it；they are not quite indifferent to it. But their interest in it is faint and perfunctory；or，if their interest happens to be violent，it is spasmodic. Ask the two hundred thousand②
 persons whose enthusiasm made the vogue of a popular novel ten years ago what they think of that novel now，and you will gather that they have utterly forgotten it，and that they would no more dream of reading it again than of reading Bishop Stubb's Select Charters
 ③
 . Probably if they did read it again they would not enjoy it — not because the said novel is a whit worse now than it was ten years ago；not because their taste has improved — but because they have not had sufficient practice to be able to rely on their taste as a means of permanent pleasure. They simply don't know from one day to the next what will please them.

In the face of this one may ask：Why does the great and universal fame of classical authors continue？The answer is that the fame of classical authors is entirely independent of the majority. Do you suppose that if the fame of Shakespeare depended on the man in the street it would survive a fortnight？The fame of classical authors is originally made，and it is maintained，by a passionate few. Even when a first-class author has enjoyed immense success during his lifetime，the majority have never appreciated him so sincerely as they have appreciated second-rate men. He has always been reënforced by the ardor of the passionate few. And in the case of an author who has emerged into glory after his death，the happy sequel has been due solely to the obstinate perseverance of the few. They could not leave him alone；they would not. They kept on savoring him，and talking about him，and buying him，and they generally behaved with such eager zeal，and they were so authoritative and sure of themselves，that at last the majority grew accustomed to the sound of his name and placidly agreed to the proposition that he was a genius；the majority really did not care very much either way.

And it is by the passionate few that the renown of genius is kept alive from one generation to another. These few are always at work. They are always rediscovering genius. Their curiosity and enthusiasm are exhaustless，so that there is little chance of genius being ignored. And，moreover，they are always working either for or against the verdicts of the majority. The majority can make a reputation，but it is too careless to maintain it. If，by accident，the passionate few agree with the majority in a particular instance，they will frequently remind the majority that such and such a reputation has been made，and the majority will idly concur：“Ah，yes. By the way，we must not forget that such and such a reputation exists.” Without that persistent memory-jogging the reputation would quickly fall into the oblivion which is death. The passionate few only have their way by reason of the fact that they are genuinely interested in literature，that literature matters to them. They conquer by their obstinacy alone，by their eternal repetition of the same statements. Do you suppose they could prove to the man in the street that Shakespeare was a great artist？The said man would not even understand the terms they employed. But when he is told ten thousand times，and generation after generation，that Shakespeare was a great artist，the said man believes — not by reasons，but by faith. And he，too，repeats that Shakespeare was a great artist，and he buys the complete works of Shakespeare and puts them on his shelves，and he goes to see the marvelous stage effects which accompany King Lear or Hamlet
 ，and comes back religiously convinced that Shakespeare was a great artist. All because the passionate few could not keep their admiration of Shakespeare to themselves. This is not cynicism；but truth，And it is important that those who wish to form their literary taste should grasp it.

What causes the passionate few to make such a fuss about literature？There can be only one reply. They find a keen and lasting pleasure in literature. They enjoy literature as some men enjoy beer. The recurrence of this pleasure naturally keeps their interest in literature very much alive. They are forever making new researches，forever practicing on themselves. They learn to understand themselves. They learn to know what they want. Their taste becomes surer and surer as their experience lengthens. They do not enjoy today what will seem tedious to them tomorrow. When they find a book tedious，no amount of popular clatter will persuade them that it is pleasurable；and when they find it pleasurable no chill silence of the street-crowds will affect their conviction that the book is good and permanent. They have faith in themselves. What are the qualities in a book which give keen and lasting pleasure to the passionate few？This is a question so difficult that it has never yet been completely answered. You may talk lightly about④
 truth，insight，knowledge，wisdom，humor，and beauty. But these comfortable words do not really carry you very far，for each of them has to be defined，especially the first and last. It is all very well for Keats in his airy manner to assert that beauty is truth，truth beauty，and that that is all he knows or needs to know. ⑤
 I，for one⑥
 ，need to know a lot more. And I never shall know.⑦
 Nobody，not even Hazlitt⑧
 or Sainte-Beuve⑨
 ，has ever finally explained why he thought a book beautiful. I take the first fine lines that come to hand —





The woods of Arcady⑩
 are dead，

And over is their antique joy —





and I say that those lines are beautiful because they give me pleasure. But why？No answer！I only know that the passionate few will broadly agree with⑪
 me in deriving this mysterious pleasure from these lines. I am only convinced that the liveliness of our pleasure in those and many other lines by the same author will ultimately cause the majority to believe，by faith，that W. B. Yeats⑫
 is a genius. The one reassuring aspect of the literary affair is that the passionate few are passionate about the same things. A continuance of interest does，in actual practice⑬
 ，lead ultimately to the same judgments. There is only the difference in width of interest. Some of the passionate few lack catholicity，or，rather，the whole of their interest is confined to one narrow channel；they have none left over. These men help specially to vitalize the reputations of the narrower geniuses，such as Crashaw⑭
 . But their active predilections⑮
 never contradict the general verdict of the passionate few；rather they reënforce it.

A classic is a work which gives pleasure to the minority which is intensely and permanently intersted in literature. It lives on because the minority，eager to renew the sensation of pleasure，is eternally curious and is therefore engaged in an eternal process of rediscovery. A classic does not survive for any ethical reason. It does not survive because it conforms to certain canons，or because neglect would not kill it. It survives because it is a source of pleasure，and because the passionate few can no more neglect it than a bee can neglect a flower. The passionate few do not read “the right things” because they are right.⑯
 That is to put the cart before the horse. “The right things” are the right things solely because the passionate few like
 reading them.⑰
 Hence — and I now arrive at my point — the one primary essential to literary taste is a hot interest in literature. If you have that，all the rest will come. It matters nothing that at present you fail to find pleasure in certain classics. The driving impulse of your interest will force you to acquire experience，and experience will teach you the use of the means of pleasure. You do not know the secret ways of yourself；that is all.⑱
 A continuance of interest must inevitably bring you to the keenest joys. But，of course，experience may be acquired judiciously or injudiciously，just as Putney may be reached via
 Walham Green or via
 St. Petersburg⑲
 .






【注释】


① Why a Classic is a Classic：这是Arnold Bennet的一篇常被转载的名文，出自他的Literary Taste
 — How to Form It
 （《文学鉴赏及其培养》）（1909），属于他为青年们所写的“袖珍哲学”之一。译者今天所以重译此百年前的东西乃是因为他的几乎毕生体验都告诉他，Bennet文中所谈的种种确为真理。

② two hundred thousand：这个数字（20万册的销售量）一般可以使一部书走红。在欧美社会一部书销售量达到十万册者即被称为a best-seller（畅销书）。

③ Bishop Stubb's Select Charters
 ：Bishop Stubb为19世纪末英国一位主教与历史学家。

④ You may talk lightly about ...：lightly这里意为轻松地；带随便说说味道的；不认真严肃地等。

⑤ It is all very well for Keats ... beauty is truth，truth beauty ... to know.：这里有两点待说明—— 1. It is all very well ... 这个结构。这是一种反语（irony），表面赞成，实则反对，而且这只是一个意思的上半句；其下半句一般用but连接，但也常有另起一句的（如本文的I，for one，...等）。2. 关于Keats的那两句诗，见于其Ode on a Grecian Urn
 的最末两句——

“Beauty is truth，truth beauty，” — that is all

Ye know on earth，and all ye need to know.

这里作者的引文只是其大致意思（人称上也有所改变），而其表面
 意思也并不难懂，故此处也就不再多注。

⑥ I，for one，need to know ...：for one，表示举自己为例以说明某一情况，例如，I，for one，do not know （亦可作I for one do not know）——译文：比如我（吧）就不知道。

⑦ And I never shall know：意思比I shall never know强。事实上never在这种句子中就总是放在前面，例如you never can tell （而不作You can never tell）。

⑧ Hazlitt：Lamb同时代的大散文家与文艺批评家，思想敏锐，学识渊博。

⑨ Sainte-Beuve：（1804—1869）法国19世纪最负盛誉的文学批评家，一生著述极夥，其《日曜讲话》及其续编尤有名。顺便说一句，圣佩甫也有过一篇论经典著作的名文；如找到的话，可与Bennett此文并读。

⑩ The woods of Arcady ...：关于Arcady一词，请见Leisure while you Wait
 篇中注。但这两句诗却使译者记起我国另外的两个名句——“兰亭已矣，梓泽丘墟。”

⑪ will broadly agree with：broadly意为大体上、基本上，而不一定在所有细节上。

⑫ W.B. Yeats：即William Bwtler Yeats （1865—1939），用英语写作的爱尔兰诗人，爱尔兰民族文学的倡导者，1923年获诺贝尔文学奖。

⑬ in actual practice：这话显系指撰文、著书、评论、宣传等活动。

⑭ Crashaw：即Richard Crashaw （1613？—1649），英国宗教诗人。

⑮ But their active predilections：请注意这里active一词的拙译——“见诸油墨”。私下里的偏好，哪怕再正确、再强烈，如不公开发表出来，又有何用？又有谁会知道？

⑯ The passionate few do not read ... because ...：在这类句子中，否定词在汉语译文中一般均须后置。因而这句话的汉译便应是——

这少数人士去阅读……并非是因为……，而不应是

这少数人士并不去阅读……因为……，这也正如下面这句——

I don't think he is right，其译文便应是——

我认为他不对，而不应是

我不认为他对。

⑰ “The right things” are the right things ... like
 reading them：某些书是否为the right things不在一般人认为它们该不该读，而在有识之士的爱不爱读。这话当然也尚有其它含义，比如文学书之该不该读，并不单在其内容与思想，而另在其表达与艺术。

⑱ The driving impulse ... that is all：这几句的表达似稍嫌笼统简略，如能较为详尽肯定会效果更好。

⑲ Putney等：Putney与Walham皆为英国城镇名。St. Petersburg即俄罗斯之圣彼得堡。





这位曾荣膺过英国文坛“四大家”（the Big Four
 
[1]

 ）之一称号的英国小说家与散文家，也曾是那个时代英国大学生们最爱读的一位作家。在小说写作的派路上与比他稍早的法国小说家左拉似乎颇有一些类似之处，只是这名英国人的笔下更轻快一些和具有着更多的幽默，至少是dry humour。他在多年任编辑与撰作小说的期间还写过不少带通俗性的东西，比如How to Spend Twenty-four Hours
 与Literary Taste
 — How to Form It
 等。这里的这篇文章即出于那后者。不管其观点正确与否（译者个人是赞同的），也不论其所谈为何物，他的笔下总有一种极为轻快与流畅的长处，能将所写的东西表现得十分完美周到，清楚易解，风格上也较讲究，所用语言又很地道。尤为可贵的是他具有着那种善抓本质与深入浅出的本领。另外写作态度的冷静清醒也属于他的特长之一。




 [1]
 其他三位为Wells，Galsworth与Shaw。


经典之所以为经典的原因

安诺德·贝奈特

我们的绝大多数同胞对文学的关注程度与他们对天上的飞机或某个立法机构的一项提案的关注程度其实也不相上下。他们倒也不是不理睬文学；或是对它一点也不上心。但是他们在这方面的兴趣却是微弱的，是走过场的；如其说这种兴趣偶尔也会很强烈，那也只是一阵子的事儿。如果你想对十年前曾使一部通俗小说走红的那二十万人的一番热情作点了解，问问今天他们对此书又是什么一种看法，八成你会猜到，他们早已把这书忘了，他们再也打不起兴趣去重读读它，正如再重读读司特巴主教的《优选特许证》。即使他们真的拾起来重读，他们也未见得会再喜欢它——这倒并非是因为上述这本小说今天已比它十年前有了丝毫的不如；也不是因为他们今天的鉴赏能力提高了——而只不过是因为，那种单凭一己的口味眼力以形成某一终生爱好的实际经验，在他们来说，却仍嫌不足。他们可说是从来也没闹明白过，到底哪些东西才适合他们自己的口味。

面对上述情形一个人难免要问：一些经典作家的举世盛名又是因为什么而能这样经久不衰？那么答案便是，这些经典作家的大名与那广大人群其实并不相干。你想想看，莎士比亚的大名能维持到半月二十天吗，如果只凭普通人的好恶？世上的经典作家，其起初之成名，其日后之经久，其实都只是少数热爱者的功劳。即使一位在其生前即曾享有过盛名的一流大家，他能受到多数人赏识的程度也每每逊于不少二流作者。他们能够历久不衰主要是因为得到过少数钟爱者的屡屡强调。至于一名直至死后方才变得显赫的作者，其幸运之结局更全凭的是那些少数人毫不松劲的顽强坚持。他们是不能丢下他不管的；这个他们就做不到。他们总是不断地给他添味加料，不断地对他评说谈论，不断地购买其书，而且这么做时总是那么热情洋溢，总是那么坚信不疑，而且他们本身又是那么带权威性，这样时间长了，大多数人也就慢慢记住了他这个人的姓氏，默默接受了他是位天才的这一提法；大多数人对他的成名与否其实毫无所谓。

正是凭借着这少数热情人士一名才俊的声望才得以一代代地传播下去。这少数人一刻也没有停止过他们的工作。他们总是在努力去重新发现天才。他们的好奇心之甚与兴头之高都是无穷尽的；因此之故，天才而被埋没的情况也便究属有限。不仅如此，他们还会对多数人所作出的判断发表其赞同或否定的意见。不错，多数人可以帮助人建立起一个名声，但对如何使这名声保持下去这点却并不关心。如果这少数人在某一特殊情况下凑巧与那大多数人正好一致，他们也得经常提醒那少数人说，那某位某位的名声业已建立……而这时那多数人也定会无关痛痒地回应道，“不错不错。所以顺便说一句，我们也就不该忘记确有这么个名声。”离开这种反复不绝的招呼提醒，一段名声也就会迅被遗忘，而从此沉沦不起，亦即死亡。这少数热情人士所以能够愿望得遂不是因为别的，而正是因为他们对文学真有兴趣，因为文学对于他们不是可有可无。他们能够大行其志凭的也只是那么一股顽强精神，能把那同一句话重复上它千遍万遍。你认为他们能使一般人相信莎士比亚是个大艺术家吗？怕的是这些人连他们使用的名词也听不懂。但是当这些人千万次地，一代又一代地被告知说莎士比亚是个大艺术家，这些人最后也就相信了——不是凭的理智，而是凭的信仰。而他们自己也都开始重复起这句话来，莎氏是个大艺术家。他们不仅购回其全集，置之书架之上，而且亲赴剧场去观赏领略一番《李尔王》或《哈姆雷特》上演时的那种神奇的舞台效果，这样看毕归来，完全像敬神般地深深信服了莎士比亚这位大艺术家。出现上述情况的一个根本原因就是这少数热情人士无法把对莎氏的一番心得体会只留给自家受用，而希望与人共享。以上的话并非有意刻薄，而是情况确实如此。要紧的是那些希望培养起文学兴趣的人能够三复斯言，真正领会了这点。

请问是什么使得这少数热情人士在文学上这么辛苦忙乱？答案只可能是一个。这就是他们在文学那里找到了一种强烈而持久的乐趣。他们之爱好文学正好像有些人之爱好啤酒。这种乐趣的循环往复自然会使他们在文学上的兴趣经常处于非常活跃的状态。他们总是不断地在进行着新的钻研，不断地在他们自己的身上做着实验。他们总是在设法理解他们自己。他们总是在弄清他们自己的要求。他们的品鉴能力也将随着其经验之增多而变得日益准确可靠。他们不会出现那种今天喜明天弃的情形。当他们发现一本书是乏味时，社会上的群众再怎么吹捧也不会使他相信这本书是有趣的；反之他们觉得它是有趣时，上述人们再怎么对它冷淡也动摇不了他们对此书的价值与经久性的信心。他们对自己是有着充分的自信的。至于说，是一部书里的哪些品质曾给那少数热情人士带来强烈而持久的乐趣？这个问题可就太不好说明了，因而迄今尚未有过圆满答案。你在你的文章或谈话中可以动不动就提起真理、妙悟、学问、智慧、幽默与美。但是这些舒服的字眼其实并帮不了你多大的忙，原因是它们自身就个个有待进一步的解释与确切化，特别是那第一个与第末个。济慈当年尽可以以其轻飘的姿态强调说美就是真和真就是美，而且这就是他唯一知道的和需要知道的。不管别人如何，起码我自己就还需要知道更多更多
 的东西。可我却总是知道不了。从来便没有一个人，连赫兹里特或圣佩甫也不例外，能够真正解释清楚为什么他认为某一部书写得很美。现随手举出一篇佳作的头两行为例——





The woods of Arcady are dead，

And over is their antique joy —

（亚迦底的蓊郁早已无存，

昔年欢乐如今也成绝响——）





这里我讲了，这些诗行写得很美，原因是它们给我带来了愉快。但是怎么就带来了？回答不来。我只知道那少数热情人士也将大体上同我一样，能从那些诗行里获得这种神秘的乐趣。我只坚信我们对这位作者的这两行诗乃至更多的诗的这一番鲜活的乐趣最终总能使那多数人相信——全凭信仰，W·B·叶芝是位天才。文学上一件特别令人欣慰的事便是，那少数热心人士所热心的往往会是那同一的东西。这种兴趣的持续不断，在其实际操作上，终必导致非常相同的看法。其不同处只在其兴趣之广狭而已。有些少数热情人士稍欠宽博，或者，换句话说，他们的全部兴趣仅仅局限于其褊狭的一隅；但在这方面他们却做到了发掘净尽，无一遗漏。这类人对如何使一些偏才，比如克拉萧之流，得以重见天日的这种善举往往有着其特殊的作用。但是他们这种见诸油墨的个人偏好，一般来说，并不与那些少数热情人士的判断相抵牾；而只会有所增强，相得益彰。

一部经典之作正是那种可以给少数人士带来乐趣的优秀作品，而这些人也就真把文学当成回事，兴味浓烈，终生不渝。一部这样的作品所以能生存下去，主要是因为，这少数人，出于屡屡要求更新其乐趣感之殷切愿望，总是好奇之心不断，因而也就会不断处于一种进行重新发现的过程之中。一部经典并非是由于任何伦理的原因方才能够生存下去。它之能够生存下去并非是因为它符合于某种法规教义，或是冷落忽视竟未致其死命。它没有死掉是因为它能源源不绝地为人提供乐趣，再有便是因为那少数热情人士已离不开它，正如蜜蜂离不开鲜花那样。这少数热情人士去阅读那些“正确的东西”并非是因为它们是正确的。这可就是本末倒置了。“正确的东西”是正确的东西只是因为那少数热情人士喜欢
 阅读它们。因此之故——而此刻也就进入了我此文的中心——构成文学趣味的第一要素即是对文学的一腔热爱。如果你有了这个，其它一切都将随之而来。你可能目前还未能从某些经典中找到应有的乐趣，但这并不打紧。你兴趣里的那种冲动力定会迫使你取得经验，而经验又将教会你如何使用好乐趣这一手段。你其实并不了解你自己的那些诡秘招数；问题就在这里。一副持续不衰的兴趣终必使你能获得那最强烈的喜悦。不过，当然啦，经验的取得也自有其得法与不得法之不同，这就好比是，普特尼这个地方，你可以经由
 瓦尔汉姆坪而抵达，也可以经由
 圣彼得堡而抵达。

16 Preface to The Story of the World's Literature
 ①


John Macy

The purpose of this book is to give an account of the books of the world that are of greatest importance to living people. What is important is a question，or a multitude of questions，which the individual must，if he can，answer for himself，and it is at the same time a matter which has been determined by the general consensus of opinion. But not absolutely determined；for importance is a relative term，and general opinions are vague abstractions difficult to define. A mere list of the names of authors and books，each one significant to a considerable number of readers，would constitute a catalogue of much greater bulk than this volume. Therefore in our review many books of real value are omitted and many others are only mentioned. Every reader will miss some of his favorites and will find their places occupied by authors whom he does not so highly esteem. This is as it should be and will，I hope，stimulate those differences of opinion which contribute to the consensus of opinion and which give to the discussion of literature and the other arts much of its interest and pleasure.

In this book the selection，the proportion，the final judgment as to what to include and what to leave out are mine；and the result is necessarily limited and shaded in emphasis by②
 personal enthusiasms and deficiencies of knowledge and appreciation. I can give only a one-man view of a vast subject. My most learned critic③
 says with some justice：“What you have actually written is not The Story of Literature
 ，but Casual Observations on a Few Writers I Happen to Have Read
 .”I confidently reply that I have been guided not only by other books，the master critics and the routine historians④
 ，but by the wise counsels of learned friends⑤
 . I have to thank especially Dr. Ludwig Lewisohn，Dr. Antonio Calitri，Professor A. H. Rice，Mr. Ernest Boyd，Dr. A. J. Barnouw，Dr. Hendrik Van Loon，Mr. Pitts Sanborn，Mr. Howard Irving Young，Mr. Thomas R. Smith，Mr. Manuel Komroff，Mr. Hugo Knudsen，who have set me right at many points and have helped me to solve，so far as I have solved it，the main problem of what our survey should include. Dr. Lewisohn is almost wholly responsible for the two chapters，XL and XLI，on German literature.

Since this book is addressed to readers of English，relatively more space is devoted to English and American literature than would be warranted from the point of view of an Olympian or a visitor from Mars who should comprehend dispassionately the total thought of our planet. By the same token⑥
 we have ignored entire national literatures of unquestionable richness. A Roumanian，a Pole，an Hungarian，a Finn，for example，may justly dismiss this book forthwith by saying：“You have not even a short chapter on the literature of my country which contains this，and this，and this man of genius，and yet you pretend to be telling some sort of story about the literature of the world！” The answer is that some national literatures seem not to have become a part of the corporate literature of Europe⑦
 but have remained shut off within national and linguistic boundaries. Such isolation can persistently confine a writer of genius who ought to be universally known，our ignorance of whom is our loss. I have talked with Poles whose enthusiasm for their national literature，ancient and modern，makes one believe in its greatness，but apparently the translators have opened the door for us only a crack，and so far as I can discover the only Polish novelist of broad European reputation is Henri Sienkiewicz⑧
 . An American scholar born in Hungary tells me that the only countryman of his who is clearly visible in our prospect is Jókai. Here is Riedl's History of Hungarian Literature
 ，a fairly fat book sketching the thought of a nation，and not one of the hundred names-is known to me，or，I dare say，to many of my American or English readers.

I cite these examples not as a judgment of Polish and Hungarian literature — that would be absurd！— but as illustrations of the interesting fact that in crowded Europe people who have fraternized and fought with each other for centuries may still remain intellectual strangers. Or the acquaintance may be one-sided. An educated Hungarian knows French literature as a matter of course；an educated Frenchman need not know a word of Hungarian or a single book written by an Hungarian. It is not necessary for admirers of the Danish critic，Georg Brandes⑨
 ，to know Danish；it is necessary for him to know English，French，German，Italian. The dominant languages have imposed their literatures on our Babel world. And it may be the very richness of those dominant literatures⑩
 which has shouldered into obscurity work of supreme merit in other literatures. Yet as a rule the supreme thing will in time burst the limits of nationality and language and become the common property of mankind. This is not to say，however，that there are not many fine works which should be better known than they are both at home and abroad.

If our survey cannot pretend to completeness but omits whole nations，whole periods and important individuals in the nations and periods discussed，it does aim at，and I hope arrives at，a kind of organic unity and continuity. The contours of the sketch，which are imperfectly filled in，are coherent and give an impression of the total landscape. Our vision is rapid and fleeting，as from an airplane. We see the salient features，the outstanding peaks. But we do not stop to measure them or to dwell on their ample slopes. We linger for fifteen minutes over Shakespeare，who cannot be comprehended in less than fifteen years — or fifty.

It may be that Shakespeare did not devote every waking hour of fifteen or fifty years to the works of Shakespeare and other works in which he may have been interested. Certainly the ordinary reader has other things to read than Shakespeare and other things to do than read. The most omnivorous student devouring books for many years will become intimate with only a few thousand and will acquire a skimming acquaintance with a few thousand more.

Scores of people are required to keep up the catalogues of the great treasuries of books like the British Museum and the New York Public Library which contain two million volumes. But these printed multitudes need not disturb our peace of mind. Books overlap and duplicate and plagiarize honestly or dishonestly. So that a very few thousand volumes do contain the essential wisdom of the world. And that admirable and enviable person，the well-read man，the man who has “read everything，” is a humanly possible person. In order to be “well read” it is not necessary to have labored through all the acknowledged classics. It is enough to have dug into a few of them and blandly to ignore the rest. One of the most sensitive and highly literate men I know does not happen to have read Dante，and he has no intention of trying to read him. Why should he，if he does not feel like it，or if the accidents of reading happen not to have turned his eyes and fingers to the works of the greatest poet？He knows other poets，and they are enough. The solemn notion cherished by Matthew Arnold⑪
 ，Schopenhauer⑫
 ，and other immensely learned men，who were endowed with humor and good sense，that there is some kind of moral obligation to spend one's days and nights with only the good and the great seems to me practical nonsense and a violation of the finer values of literature. Let us read broadly or narrowly according to the needs of our individual natures and let literary authority go hang itself on the lamp post in front of the Public Library. That way of putting it may be too strong，but it expresses a conviction which has been strengthened by many months of study in preparing this book，and by years of reading before I thought of writing such a book. It is not intelligent to read too much. Let us not become what Alexander Pope⑬
 neatly characterized：





The bookful，blockhead ignorantly read，

With loads of learned lumber in his head.





And there is this to consider：if you spend all your reading time frowning over the great classics，what becomes of those books which are not among the tremendous immortals but are your intimate companions，less than great but dearer perhaps than the great？Sometimes the volume that we carry in our coat pocket is not the work of an overwhelming major poet，but a little book by a minor poet — I have been bothered all my life to determine which are major and which are minor poets. And what shall we do with the odd books for which we care so much？To save Alice in Wonderland
 ⑭
 and The Bab Ballads
 ⑮
 ，I would gladly throw overboard a good deal of very important literature. The little craft are lovelier than the great liners；or at least they have a loveliness in a small style which the liner cannot run down.

With little books or big books it is possible to be at home if you paddle your own canoe，look out for the great swells which may swamp you，and if you cultivate a kind of impudent curiosity about literature. Not to take it too hard，yet not to take it with silly irresponsibility. Literature from Mother Goose
 to Hamlet
 is the story of human life. It may be a tale told by an idiot full of sound and fury signifying nothing⑯
 . But it is the only story we know，the only story the human being can be interested in；and some of its lesser chapters are the most wise and amusing. So there are small books which are great friends and great books which remain remote strangers or intolerable bores. Since we are trying to lay out a more or less rational course through literature and must make our survey conform to the natural outlines，we shall not be heretical or eccentric too far beyond reason. Yet I venture to suggest two or three radical but not at all original suspicions about literature. One is that the real treasure often lies in a small casket. Another：that if you do not happen to like this or that great man you can let him pass and be better off for not having your intellectual bones broken. Still another is that because there are too many books for any sane person to bother his head about there are enough for any sane person to read with laughing delight or with the sad interest of intellectual curiosity. The art of reading is one of the fine arts. It is not so great，so creative as one of the seven arts⑰
 . To write a good page is of course harder than to read it. And yet there exists the receptive creator without whom all art is dead. He is the person who sees the picture，who hears the symphony，who reads the book. It is to the reader of books that this book is addressed.


Hastings-on-Hudson



Christmas，1924.







【注释】


① Preface to The Story of the World's Literature
 ：这是此书作者于1925年出版于美国的一本名为《世界文学史话》的文学史性质的普及读物。全书共四十九章，每章均有参考书目若干，书后又有详细索引，因而又是带有一定学术性的通俗书。

② shaded in emphasis by ...：在强调侧重方面受到……的荫蔽、遮掩、降格、减价等。

③ My most learned critic：这里单数的critic（批评家、评论家）所指的并非是某一单个的人，而是一种类名词，代表着这一类的人，因而是形单意复。

④ the master critics and the routine historians：意为权威批评家（文论家）与正规史学家。

⑤ wise counsels of learned friends：counsel这里作advice解。

⑥ by the same token：出于（由于）同样的原因或理由。

⑦ the corporate literature of Europe：corporate，adj
 .，这里意为of the nature of an organie whole made up by ... （……组成的一个带有有机整体性的）；这话更简单些说即是，整个、整个的。

⑧ Henri Sienkiewicz：（1846—1916）波兰小说家，代表作为历史小说Quo Vadis
 （《你往何处去》）。

⑨ Georg Brandes：（1842—1927）丹麦享誉全欧的著名文学批评家，代表作为《十九世纪欧洲文学主潮》。

⑩ those dominant literatures：dominant一词在与文学或语言相连用时，现通译为强势（的）文学或语言。

⑪ Matthew Arnold：（1822—1888）英国著名诗人、散文家与批评家。

⑫ Schopenhauer：（1788—1860）德国哲学家，所著《悲观论集》极有名。

⑬ Alexander Pope：（1688—1744）英国著名诗人。

⑭ Alice in Wonderland
 ：（1832—1898）英国数学家兼作家Charles Lutwidge Dodgson以笔名Lewis Carroll所发表之童话故事。

⑮ The Bab Ballads
 ：这里Bab为Babylon之缩写。这篇东西为英国15世纪时无名氏所作之儿歌，内容为有关古代巴比伦王国的故事性歌谣，在当年极有名。

⑯ a tale told by an idiot ... nothing：此话是麦克佩斯在其副官Seyton向他报告说麦的夫人已死后，麦自己说的。见莎剧《麦克佩斯》5幕5场。

⑰ the seven arts：按古希腊人的说法，这七大艺术指的是：诗歌、剧作、音乐、舞蹈、雕刻、建筑与演说术。但也有将其中的诗歌与剧作归为一类的，而把修辞学也算在内的。





作于1924年年底的这篇序言（距五四新文化运动也不过几年），到今已将近一个世纪。从序言中我们不难看出，我国的几千年文学文化在当日这位有学识的欧美人眼中，竟完全是一片空白！

正如小泉八云（Lafcadio Hearn）曾是英国文学（国外或对外）的普及者，约翰·梅西则是世界文学的普及者；虽然梅西眼中的世界文学也仅是欧洲文学，甚至仅是欧洲文学中的几个大国的文学，甚至更多地是英美文学。所以从这点上说，称此书为欧洲文学史话，最多是西方文学史话，或者更名副其实。

序言回答了以下三个问题：一、此书作者写此书的资格与权威性问题；二、此书在包罗范围方面的代表性问题；以及三、经典著作与一般著作的关系问题。但其中更主要的则是第二个问题，而实质则是——欧洲文学是否即是世界文学？甚至是，欧洲文学中的英美文学又是世界文学中的最主要的部分，是其主潮主流？

对这个“结论”，本书的作者并不否认或回避，而是干脆坦言，情况即是如此。而其它国家的文学如也想要进入这个主潮或主流，则有两项标准必须满足：一是这种文学必须能达到现有欧洲文学的水平；二是必须更多地被翻译过来，直到最后能得到欧洲人的普遍承认。这难了！

我们这里也不必再难为这位作者了——他当年的认识也只能达到这个高度；换句话说，这个现象的复杂性实在太超出了他的理解极限。所以在解释说明上当然也就难望有何突破。这是就此文的思想而言；但如以文章论，这篇序言还是写得相当不坏的，很有文学意味和读头。另外他对某些文学现象的解说也是做得较正确的——比如对“唯经典论”的批评，这些读了仍将令人非常受益。


《世界文学史话》自序

约翰·梅西

本书的目的在于向人们提供一部有关世界上最具重大意义的文学典籍的简明读物。但何为重大意义，则是一个乃至众多个某一具体人氏所必须（如其具备此项能力）自己回答的问题，但同时又往往为外界的一般共同看法所决定。当然这种决定并非是绝对的；原因是重要性一词也仅具相对意义，而一般的看法又属难以界定的模糊抽象概念。仅仅把众多作品的著者与书名一一开列出来（其中每位作者都将各对相当一部分的读者极具意义），便将是一部由其长无极的目录所组成的庞巨卷册，远非本编所可比拟。因此之故，在我们的今番检阅中，不少颇具价值的书籍只能忍痛割爱，其它不少则概行从略。每位读者都会在这里找不见他心爱的某些作者，而发现忝居其位的倒是他们对之素乏敬意的写家。但我相信，这种情形本是从来乃至今后都很难避免的，不过这必将激励不同意见的更充分的发表，从而对那共同看法的最终形成起到其助益作用，另外也势必给文学乃至各类艺术的讨论平添无尽的兴味与乐趣。

在本书中，筛选问题、比例问题，乃至何者须去何者须留等等的最终裁决，都曾由我自己作出；但囿于个人好恶，蔽于见闻知识乃至受制于鉴赏水平，其结果出现局限较大与轻重失当等情形，亦属意料中事。所以题目虽大，这里所提出的也只能是我的一己之见。我的那些博学的批评家的话不无一定的道理：“你所写的其实不算一部文学史话，至多不过是对偶所读过的有限作家的一些零星杂感而已。”对此，我的回答倒也坦然，即我不仅广受各类书史文论的多方引导，而且颇得不止一位博洽友人之高明指点。这里需加鸣谢者计有：路德维希·刘易松博士、安东尼奥·卡里特利博士、A·H·赖斯教授、厄内斯特·鲍伊德先生、A·J·巴努伍博士、亨利·房龙博士、匹兹·散保恩先生、霍华德·欧文·杨先生、托马斯·R·史密斯先生、曼纽·克姆洛夫先生、雨果·诺德逊先生，等等。以上诸氏不仅对书稿中种种谬误之处，匡其不逮，多所纠正，而且帮助我（就我能力之所及）最终解决此书所应包罗之主要问题。刘易松博士更对其中的两章，亦即讲德国文学的第40与41章，几乎可负全责。

这本书是为英语读者而写的，因而英美文学所占去的篇幅相对地会更大一些，这点如从一位奥林匹克的神灵，或者一位火星上的来客的角度观之，定将立见其不妥，因为他们势必要对这个寰宇的全体思想作一不带偏私的审视的。与此相类似的一个情况是，我们又会对某些民族的整批整批文学多所忽略，而这些却无疑具有着极大的丰富性。一位罗马尼亚人、波兰人、匈牙利人、芬兰人见到此书后，必定会理所当然地对之鄙夷不屑：“贵书当中对我国的如此如彼之某一另一天才，竟无一章一节之简单论列，而居然自谓这便是整个世界文学的一部史话！”对此，可能作出的回答便是，某些民族文学迄今尚未融入欧洲文学，并化为其共同体的一部分，而被封闭于民族与语言的畛域之外。这种隔离势将使某一早应为举世公认的天才竟长期不为人所知，而这种无知亦即损失。我曾与一些波兰人氏做过交谈，他们对其古今文学之一番热情确足以使人相信其业绩之伟大；只可惜翻译家为我们所打开的门限也仅为一点缝隙，而据我管见所及，波兰小说家中之享有全欧声誉者亦仅亨利·显克微支一人而已。一位出生于匈牙利的美籍学者一次对我讲道，其同胞中已显然进入我们视域的作家也只有茹凯。这里便是里杜尔所编的《匈牙利文学史》，一本不薄的书，其中历叙了该国的文学大势，但书中百余位作家的姓氏我却一个也不曾听说过，而且我敢说，对我的美英读者大概也莫不如此。

我列举以上情况决非是要据此而对波兰与匈牙利文学作一判断——那可将会荒谬绝伦！——而只不过想借此说明一个有趣现象，即在这片人烟稠密的欧陆上面，人们和睦往来或兵革相向虽说已逾千百年之久，然而在知识造诣方面却仍然彼此极乏了解，无异陌路。即便稍有了解，这种熟稔习谙亦多带单方面性质。一名有教养的匈牙利人之必通法国文学乃是当然的事，但一名有教养的法国人却无需懂得一个字的匈牙利语或读懂一部匈牙利人的书。丹麦大批评家乔治·勃兰底斯之国外仰慕者并不需要懂丹麦文，但勃氏本人却不可不通英、法、德、意等诸国语言。居统治地位的一些语言已把他们的文学强加之于我们这个巴比世界。很有可能那些以其极大丰富性而占据优势的文学已将他国中的一些绝世佳构排挤向边隅而使之隐没不彰。不过，一般而言，果为绝世佳构必终将冲破国界之樊篱而成为人类之共同财富。然而这话决不否认，毕竟仍有相当一部分佳制其在本国与域外之名声完全应当更加广为人知才是。

如其说此番总览尚未能做到应有之周全完备，而曾于整民族整时代，至少某民族某时代中的某些重要人物有所遗漏，那么著者但愿，其着眼点仍是，而其结果亦仍将是，某种有机之融会与贯通。另盼此描绘之轮廓，虽说其间种种细节尚未充分补入，仍能做到首尾一致、衔接有序，而予人以一个全貌式的景观。我们的目光乃是疾迅快捷、瞬息不停的，有如自飞机上之俯视。我们所关心的首先是名山大川、险峰绝[image: ]
 。我们从不会停留下来丈量一下这里那里，或在某个广阔的坡面上稍事勾留。我们在莎翁的头顶上也仅盘旋十五分钟，而其实真的要弄懂他，十五年甚至五十年都只怕是不太够的。

话说回来，即使是莎氏本人也不可能把他的十五年更不必说五十年里的每天时光全都花费在自观其书以及他感兴趣的其它书籍里面。显然一般读者不仅需要阅读莎士比亚，而且还得阅读别的，不仅需要读书，而且还得做别的事。即使是一名于书无所不窥的嗜书学人，积若干年之苦读功夫，最后所能熟悉者也不过数千卷册，略知皮毛者再加一倍，也就到极限了。

大英博物馆与纽约公共图书馆等这类馆藏逾二百万册的庞大机构都需要大量人员才能使其图书编目迄今从未中断。但是这种浩瀚的印刷物却无需引起我们精神的丝毫不安。需知书籍虽夥，但其中重叠互出、剽窃因袭的部分也复不少（包括自觉与不自觉的）。因此几千卷册已足以将全球之精华概行囊括其中。而那最为人仰慕艳羡不置的人，亦即那据云“博极天下群籍”的淹贯之士，倒也实为可能和确有其人。其实要想做到“无所不读”，也并不需要对所有的公认之典籍真的一书不漏。一般只需对其中若干给予以相当之钻研，其余则尽可坦然置之，不多过问。我所熟悉的一位颖慧非凡的卓越文士便不曾读过但丁，甚至表示将来也无意于此。其实他又何必非读不可呢，如果他并不喜爱此书，或者其读书环境不曾使他有机会接触到这位世间最称伟大的诗人。别的诗人他不是也了解些吗，这也就尽够了。曾被马修·安诺德与叔本华乃至不少大有学识的人氏所奉以为金科玉律的一个神圣观念（按说这些人通常也均不乏幽默感与常识）即是，将一己之日日夜夜完全用于研诵那最优秀与最伟大的作品乃无异是一个人道义上之某种责任云云的这一种高调，此类话在我听来，实在是全无道理的妄说烂言与对文学之精妙价值的粗暴践踏。一个人尽可以随其性之所近去读他要读的书，并广狭由之，而让那所谓权威在公共图书馆门前的灯柱上去吊死吧！这话或许讲得过于尖损刻薄，但这也是我为准备此稿，为撰写此书而长年累月辛勤苦读后所达到的一种觉醒憬悟。过多读书实为不智之举。但愿我辈不致沦为浦柏笔下的那种角色，其诗句是——

书痴呆头笨脑没命阅读，

装进之货原来全是废物。

而且还有下面一事不容人不考虑：这即是，如果一个人的读书时间全给那些伤脑筋的伟大经典的讽诵咿唔占去，那他哪还有工夫再去看点别的书籍？那些书决不属于伟大行列，但却是你的亲密伙伴，不够伟大，但却更为可爱。有时候我们口袋里的那本诗集不一定都是些主要诗家的宏大巨制，而只不过是某个小诗人的一本薄薄卷册——其实我一生当中便常因诗人主次大小的排序而困惑不已。再有我们对自己喜之不尽的一些闲书又将如何处理？为了营救《爱丽思漫游奇境记》与《巴比伦之歌》，我每每宁可舍掉不少更为重要得多的典籍而不顾。一只河面小艇会比一艘海上巨轮更加可爱；至少说，其轻巧灵便的程度便常为更庞大的航船所不及。

好了，不管小书大书，你都可以对之应付裕如，只要你能自驾其舟，能练就一副独立鼓楫操舟的本领，能辨得出风势浪情而不为巨波所吞噬，以及能在自己身上培养出一种对文学的无畏胆识与好奇心理。在这事上也要防止走极端，既不可以操持过甚，又不可以漫不经心。我们的文学，从《鹅妈妈》到《哈姆雷特》，里面讲的全是人的故事。它甚至可以是一个傻子讲的故事，充满着浮躁喧嚣，而毫无意义。可我们头脑里的故事也就是这样，人们能感兴趣的故事也就不外这一类东西，而再没别的，再有，其中一些较次要的篇章反而特别聪明有趣。正因为这样，一些小书常能成为我们的好友，而一些大书倒会长期如生客一般，不为人喜。既然此书毕竟是一本旨在略示门径的正常著述，而天然国界又不可以不遵，故其发言立论便不徒以险仄怪异为尚。可是我还不免要在此抛出三两句有关文学的过激言论（虽说未敢便自许为自创新解）。其一是，真正的宝物往往即储藏在不起眼的小匣子里面。其二是，如果你对某一如此如彼的大人物不感兴趣，那就完全不妨避开这位贵人，以免你智力上的筋骨受损。再一个是，虽说对一神志清明之人来讲，世上的书籍早已汗牛充栋，多到令人无法卒读，但是可供这样的人去发点笑声，得点乐趣，见点新鲜和长点见识的这类图书，还是不愁觅不到一些的。读书的艺术也是一门高雅的艺术。当然论到伟大，论到创造性，它不及那七大艺术中的任何一门。写一页像样的东西当然比仅仅去读读它要难得多。然而一批接受性的创造者之分明存在却是一个事实，离了他们，一切艺术都要灭绝。他们呢便是那些去看看画的人，去听听交响乐的人和去读读书的人。正是为着上述读读书的人，而有本书之作。


17 Sunday Before the War①


A. Clutton-Brock

On Sunday，in a remote valley in the West of England，where the people are few and scattered and placid，there was no more sign among them than among the quiet hills of the anxiety that holds the world. They had no news and seemed to want none. The postmaster②
 had been ordered to stay all day in his little post-office，and that was something unusual that interested them，but only because it affected the postmaster.

It rained in the morning，but the afternoon was clear and glorious and shining，with all the distances revealed far into the heart of Wales③
 and to the high ridges of the Welsh mountains. The cottages of that valley are not gathered into villages，but two or three together or lonely among their fruittrees on the hillside；and the cottagers，who are always courteous and friendly，said a word or two as one went by，but just what they would have said on any other day and without any question about the war. Indeed，they seemed to know，or to wish to know，as little about that as the earth itself，which，beautiful there at any time，seemed that afternoon to wear an extreme and pathetic beauty. The country，more than any other in England，has the secret of peace. It is not wild，though it looks into the wildness of Wales；but all its cultivation，its orchards and hopyards and fields of golden wheat，seem to have the beauty of time upon them，as if men there had long lived happily upon the earth with no desire for change nor fear of decay. It is not the sad beauty of a past cut off from the present，but a mellowness that the present inherits from the past；and in the mellowness all the hillside seems a garden to the spacious farmhouses and the little cottages；each led up to by its own narrow，flowery lane④
 . There the meadows are all lawns with the lustrous green of spring even in August，and often over-shadowed by old fruit-trees — cherry，or apple，or pear；and on Sunday after the rain there was an April glory and freshness added to the quiet of the later summer.

Nowhere and never in the world can there have been a deeper peace；and the bells from the little red church down by the river seemed to be the music of it，as the song of birds is the music of spring. There one saw how beautiful the life of man can be，and how men by the innocent labours of many generations can give to the earth a beauty it has never known in its wildness. And all this peace，one knew，was threatened；and the threat came into one's mind as if it were a soundless message from over the great eastward plain；and with it the beauty seemed unsubstantial and strange，as if it were sinking away into the past，as if it were only a memory of childhood.

So it is always when the mind is troubled among happy things，and then one almost wishes they could share one's troubles and become more real with it. It seemed on that Sunday that a golden age had lasted till yesterday，and that the earth had still to learn the news of its ending. And this change had come，not by the will of God，not even by the will of man，but because some few men far away were afraid to be open and generous with each other. There was a power in their hands so great that it frightened them. There was a spring that they knew they must not touch，and，like mischievous and nervous children，they had touched it at last，and now all the world was to suffer for their mischief.

So the next morning one saw a reservist in his uniform saying goodbye to his wife and children at his cottage-gate and then walking up the hill that leads out of the valley with a cheerful smile still on his face. There was the first open sign of trouble，a very little one，and he made the least of it⑤
 ；and，after all，this valley is very far from any possible war，and its harvest and its vintage of perry and cider will surely be gathered in peace.

But what happiness can there be in that peace，or what security in the mind of man，when the madness of war is let loose in so many other valleys？Here there is a beauty inherited from the past，and added to the earth by man's will；but the men here are of the same nature and subject to⑥
 the same madness as those who are gathering to fight on the frontiers. We are all men with the same power of making and destroying，with the same divine foresight mocked by the same animal blindness. We ourselves may not be in fault to-day，but it is human beings in no way different from us who are doing what we abhor and they abhor even while they do it. There is a fate，coming from the beast in our own past，that the present man in us has not yet mastered，and for the moment that fate seems a malignity in the nature of the universe that mocks us even in the beauty of these lonely hills. But it is not so，for we are not separate and indifferent like the beast；and if one nation for the moment forgets our common humanity and its future，then another must take over that sacred charge and guard it without hatred or fear until the madness is passed. May that be our task now，so that we may wage war only for the future peace of the world and with the lasting courage that needs no stimulant of hate.






【注释】


① the War：指第一次世界大战（1914—1918）。

② The postmaster：此词根据实际情形在此篇的译文中仅译作“村邮递员”。

③ Wales：通译威尔士，英国地区名，地在该国中西部一半岛上，首府为Cardiff。

④ each led up to by ... lane：each这里分别指其前面的farmhouses与cottages；led up to by ...，系被其后面的flowery lane所指引而去的（lead up to为一固定习语，有“把……引入至”，“导致”，“渐渐引入某一话题”等意，当然此处系用于被动形式）。

⑤ and he made the least of it：it指前面的trouble。

⑥ and subject to：subject前省去一“are”。





此文披露后曾被收入于牛津出版社之Selected Modern Essays
 以及数不清的各类选集与教科书中，而立即成为广为传诵的一篇名文。这篇文章的长处是多方面的：叙事简练、笔墨干净、词采斐然、情思优美，其中不乏丽句；典型地体现了英人行文一贯的冷静含蓄特点与温柔敦厚的文雅风度，尤其是文中偏后部分对其国家的一番歌颂更会深得其国人之喜爱。但缺点恐怕也不是没有：对战争起因的故作无知与含糊其辞；对战争贩子和灾难制造者的极度宽容与尽量开脱以及对其罪行的轻描淡写与多方掩盖，等等。这后者似乎也是不应看不到的。


战前的星期天

A·克鲁顿-布洛克

星期天到来时，英国西部那带地广人稀的远山谷地里的居民，正像周围寂静的群山，对这已经密布于全球上空的战争阴云，不曾有过半点反应。他们既无消息，也好像就无需乎此。村邮递员得令全天守候在他的小小办公室内，这或许即是唯一使他们稍感异常的事，而这事也就不出那邮递员。

前晌有雨，但过午天即放晴，空气澄鲜，艳阳高照，视觉绝佳，远处威尔士的溪壑隈隩，遥岑翠微，一时尽收眼底。那谷地里的草舍茅屋，稀疏得尚不成村落，三三两两，甚至孤房一栋，依稀掩映于山坡果树中间，而那里的村民，惯以友善多礼著称，见面总免不了几句寒暄，此时也与往日无异，但却无一语讯及战事。说实在，他们对这事的了解，甚至只是想了解的愿望，与他们脚下的大地，也没有什么两样，而这里的大地，虽然天天都是这样的美，但那个下午却好像尤其美得出奇，美得其中透着哀愁。这里的村野，仿佛比英国其他别处，更独得其和平之秘。它一点也不荒芜，但却能远远延伸到威尔士的那些未开发的地域；这里的一切作物，它的果园、麻场以及金黄麦地似乎无不具有着时光所赋予的一种悠久之美，也或许因为他们世世代代便熙熙和和于斯土之上，既无意于变迁，也无畏乎败落。它所具有的不是那种今与昔全被隔断的不无遗憾的美，而是醇厚圆熟，它的今天乃是自其往昔继承而来，在这种气氛中，一切山坳坡面对那些宽敞住宅、小巧田舍直无异园林处处，风光无限，而且曲径通宅、花蹊入户。这里的牧地全是草坪；八月时节，青葱翠绿，依然春光明艳，其上不乏多年果木，蟠曲郁集，浓荫翳日，结满樱桃苹果黄梨之类；而在雨后的这个星期天，虽然丰缛葱茏的盛夏已过，宁静之中又平添了某种四月般的阳春烟景与无尽清新。

世上可能再找不到也从来便没有过这么深邃的和平；河边小教堂里传来的钟鸣便是那和平的音乐，正仿佛那些啼鸟的鸣叫便是春天的音乐。在那里我们不难看到人的生活可以变得多美，人们淳朴的世代劳作可以给这大地披上一种何等迷人的风韵，这在它的榛莽蛮荒年代是见不到的。但所有这种和平，我们知道，现已受到威胁，而威胁即来自那遥远的东方；它之进入人心仿佛一则悄无声息的噩耗；但随着它的潜入，一切上述的美都波谲云诡般地顿时变得虚幻不实，恍若已从眼前逸去，遁入往昔，仅成了幼年时的一种回忆。

所以正是当人的一颗心灵在幸福中突遭不幸的时候，他才会产生祸福与共的想法，而在认识上变得更为真实。这个星期天给人的感觉是，人的黄金时代截止至昨夜业已不复存在；这个大地所需得知的只是它自己的死期命相。而这种变故的到来，并非出自上帝的意旨，甚至不是出自人的愿望，而只是由于远方某些少数人的胆小怯懦，不敢开诚布公，宽厚待人。目前一股庞大势力正掌握在他们手里，但因其威力过大致使他们自己也为之惶惧不已。那里面有一根发条他们也明知不能轻易去碰，但是正像惯好搞恶作剧的儿童那样，他们最后还是那么做了，其结果全世界都跟着遭殃。

正是因为这样，第二天一早便看到一名后备役军人正一副军装在他的宅院门前在向其妻子儿女道别，然后便走向山坡，离去谷地，脸边仍挂着一丝笑容。这该是这不幸的第一个、公开的迹象了吧，它绝不显眼，而且也正是他有意使之如此。将来这里会出现流血厮杀的可能性毕竟微乎其微，收获季节到来时，无论大田庄稼还是酿酒果品，如苹果酒梨之类，仍将在没有硝烟的环境下，五谷丰登，安全入仓。

但是这样的和平又会有何幸福可言，或者说人的心里又能有什么安全感，当这丧心病狂的战争疯魔已被听任其漫山遍野地恣意逞凶肆虐，荼毒生灵？这里的大地的确存在着一种自其往昔继承过来的美，并因人的意志的浇灌而使其美倍增，但这里的人却与那些现已结集起来即刻开赴前线的人，不仅在性情上，而且在对此疯狂的着魔程度上，也无任何不同。我们全都是人，全都同样既能建设，又能破坏；全都同样具有着神灵般的聪明智慧、先见预感与禽兽似的浑浑噩噩、冥顽不灵——而这真是天大的讽刺。或许我们自己今天尚无什么不是，但是那些在各个方面都与我们并无不同的人却正在犯下不仅我们，就连他们自己，也都对之深恶痛绝的滔天罪行，甚至就在他们这么干时都是这么一种感觉。世上本来就有着这样一种厄运（而其根源仍肇始于人的原有兽性），对此我们今天的人尚无能为力，而此刻仿佛正在化为宇宙天心的一股邪恶势力，对于风物旖旎妍美如许的寂寂群山也要大加嘲弄一番。但这又不该是如此的，因为人之为人毕竟与那散漫无知的禽兽有别。如其说某一国家竟一时忘记了这个共同的人类与未来，这时另一个国家便有义务把这一神圣责任接管过来，无怨无畏地将它保卫下去，直到疯狂敛迹为止。这或许即是我们当今的责任所在，而我们之应敌迎战纯系出于对来日世界和平的考虑，并但愿此豪情壮慨不坠；其驱动力亦即在此，而于仇恨无与也。


18 Fear

Robert Lynd

I am afraid of so many things that I ought not to have been surprised，on taking rooms in a little cottage in Buckinghamshire①
 ，to find myself living in terror of the landlady. I was afraid to be late for breakfast，afraid to be late for lunch，afraid to be late for tea，afraid to be late for supper — she resolutely refused to cook me a hot dinner — and a little nervous even of being late going to bed. I do not think she meant to frighten me，for she was an honest，Christian woman，but she liked having her own way. She even compelled me to eat what she liked. In a sense，she always allowed me to choose，but I always found that in the end I had to choose exactly what she had chosen that I should choose. “What about lunch to-d'y，sir？” she would say to me，lingering in the doorway，a large，dark，smiling，intimidating figure，after she had put the breakfast on the table. I weighed the rival charms of various delicacies in my mind，almost tasting them as my thoughts lingered on them. Then，as my wants are of the simplest and I wished to give the woman no trouble，I would suggest tentatively：“What about a roast chicken and apple tart？” Her eyes with the dark rings under them would be quite expressionless as her massive head began to shake on her massive shoulders with a faint wobble of doubt. “I've got a mice bit of cold'am，” she would say meditatively，fixing me with her eyes and turning up the corners of her mouth in a joyless smile. As I did not really care much，I said：“Good！Cold ham and apple tart will do splendidly.” Again her face lengthened，and the massive head once more began to shake from side to side with a faint wobble on her massive shoulders. “I'm afryde I can't do pystry②
 ，” she said mournfully. “Got no time，” she explained，dwelling on the last word with emphasis and raising her voice as she uttered it. And then she would add，with a sickly smile③
 of reproach at me for forgetting what I ought to have been old enough to remember：“There are only twenty-four hours in a d'y，y'know.” “Oh，well，” I would say，a little shamefacedly，“make whatever gives the least trouble.” She became almost winning at that④
 . “Wot do you s'y to a little stewed rhubarb？” she would entice me，her hand still on the handle of the door. “Splendid！” I told her. “That's right，” she said，nodding as if in approbation of a child that had been naughty and was now good；“stewed rhubarb and shype⑤
 .” Now，though not particularly fastidious about food，I can honestly say that I almost hate blancmange，so that I said to her hurriedly：“Oh，don't trouble about the shape.⑥
 Stewed rhubarb will do splendidly.” She became almost genial under the sacrifices I was making，one by one，to her convenience，but she absolutely refused to accept this one. “Oh，you shall 'ave your shype，” she told me，wagging her head jocularly as she disappeared through the doorway. And I did.⑦


One of the great disadvantages of being a coward is that one is constantly having to eat things that one does not wish to eat. One is not free from this necessity even at home，if one happens to be afraid of the servants. I remember，during the War，being very much afraid of a cook who was at once so brawny and so mysterious that we suspected her of being a deserter from the army disguising himself as a woman. One thing was certain：she was not a cook.At least，she did not know how to make soup. She did not know how much salt to put in；she did not know how much pepper to put in. And，as a result，each of us was confronted at table with a bowl of hot and greasy water，which first scalded the lips，then prickled the tongue，and，finally （so lavish had she been with the pepper），scorched the throat，so that at the end of the first spoonful everybody was breathing like a dog on a hot day⑧
 . Now，it is easy enough for one person to get out of eating soup. All you have to do is to explain that you have been forbidden soup by the doctor. A cook cannot consider that an insult，and she may even sympathize with you as an invalid. This soup was so bad，however，that even our guests （of whom there were two present）seemed unwilling to go on with it，and it would obviously have been impossible to persuade the cook that a large number of men，women，and children，under forty，were all such dyspeptics as to have been forbidden soup by their doctors. To make such a pretence would have been hardly less insulting than to ring for the housemaid and tell her to take the stuff away. This being so，there was no alternative but to dispose of the soup in some manner other than by eating it. Luckily，there was a second scullery in the house，and，though in order to reach it one had to go along a passage which would be visible to watchful eyes in the kitchen，there was a faint hope that the cook might not be looking. See us，then，one by one，guests，children，and all，tiptoeing along the passage，trembling in fear of demon eyes，each carrying a little bowl of soup，pouring it as quietly as possible down the sink，and hurrying furtively and feverishly back to our places at the table. How happy we felt when we were all safely in our seats again，our empty bowls before us，without having suffered a single casualty！To have outwitted the cook and the housemaid in this fashion seemed at the moment the supreme triumph of our lives. When the next course arrived，though I have no doubt it was as vilely cooked as the first one，we were so hilarious as a result of the success of our stratagem that we ate it as though it had been ambrosia. Fortunately，after a few days，the cook had stolen so many things that she decamped，leaving as little as she could but a memory of prodigal pepper behind her. Even to-day，when I think of her，I find myself gasping gently.

It is one thing，however，to make away with a bowl of soup in one's own house and quite another thing to make away with a blancmange in lodgings. I thought at first of opening the window and throwing the blancmange into a thick bush. I would have given it to the birds if I had been sure they would eat it. Then I considered the possibilities of the fire. If I could only have been certain that blancmange was one of those things that burn quickly！I pictured to myself，however，the little flat，white dome of blancmange still slowly sizzling on the top of the logs when the landlady came into the room to clear the things away，and I had not the courage to face the situation. Even if I were to beat it with the poker，I knew that I could not beat it so as to make it look like anything but blancmange. “Why，wot'ave you been doing to the fire？” the landlady would have said；and I am not one of those silver-tongued people who could have charmed her into believing that the blancmange had got there by accident. You may wonder why I did not wrap it in a piece of paper and throw it into a field later in the afternoon，but，though such a course is possible — and has even，I believe，been taken with rabbit and with suet pudding — it seems to me alien to the spirit of blancmange. If I were to put a parcel of this kind in my pocket，I should be sure to forget it. In the end，I braced myself to the inevitable. I ate the blancmange. It was even worse than I had feared；but it was not so bad as offending the landlady. After that I tried to avoid any recurrence of “shape” by standing out against all invitations to “choose” any kind of stewed fruit for any of my meals. My landlady might try to allure me with，“Wot would you s'y，sir，to a few stewed pru-ins⑨
 ？” but，guessing that they would be served with “shape，” I assured her warmly that all I wanted was biscuits and cheese.

By an evil chance I fell a victim to the landlady's wiles again one day when，as we held our usual after-breakfast conversation，I happened to remark that I supposed she was kept fairly busy all the year round. “Oh，yes，” she said，taking up the bacon dish，“I'm gen'rally pretty full⑩
 .” She nodded sagely. “People know where they'll be comfortable，” she assured me；“they soon find out where they can get good food — good food and good，plyne cooking⑪
 ，” she added，without even shadow of a smile. She lowered her voice to a confidential tone and a brightness came into her face. “I tell you wot some of'em like，” she said — “a nice boiled suet pudding with a little nice treacle. Wy，you 'aven't 'ad it yet，I don't think！⑫
 No. Just fancy！Wy，wot can
 I have been thinking about？I tell you wot，⑬
 sir，you shall 'ave a little treat⑭
 to-d'y. Yes，you shall 'ave it — a nice little boiled pudding with some nice treacle.” It was in vain that I protested that I was a man of few needs and besought her not to give herself unnecessary trouble.“No trouble at all，” she assured me；“and，if it is，well，once in a w'y，wot does it matter？Life's myde up of troubles，” she added；and，as she swept out of the room，I could hear her murmuring，mechanically，“Yes，you shall 'ave it.” And I did. When it appeared⑮
 I confess I once more looked longingly at the fire，but again the thought that either the smell or the sizzle of a slab of burning pudding would betray me to the landlady frightened me. I was so demoralized by this time，indeed，that I should have felt guilty even if I had done the thing up into a parcel⑯
 and taken it away to hide it in the woods. I had no will，though plenty of wish，left. Therefore，I ate a slice of the pudding，and congratulated the landlady on her cooking. “That's right，” she said，as if commending a child for swallowing a dose of medicine；“you shall 'ave it agyne.” And I did.

Now it is a curious fact，worth the notice of psychologists，that if I went back to that neighbourhood again，I should go back to the same landlady，simply because I should be too great a coward to go anywhere else. I dare not pass her door if I stayed at a rival lodging-house. I should be afraid that she might be looking out of a window or standing at the gate，thinking things she was too civilized to say. And this fear of landladies，I believe，is not at all uncommon. I have known men who were very uncomfortable in their lodgins but who went on living in them because they had not the courage to give notice⑰
 . When I was a boy⑱
 ，I knew and old gentleman who used to say the most ferocious things about his landlady behind her back，but who was all smiles and obeisance as soon as she came into the room. He was in the tea-trade and had a square beard and scandal-seeking eyes and walked with his toes turned out so far that his feet progressed sideways in the fashion to which Charlie Chaplin has since accustomed us. I used to meet him at “high tea⑲
 ，” for he lodgeo in the same house and had his meals at the same table as a medical student who was a great friend of mine. The old gentleman used to sit at the head of the table，and as soon as the landlady had disappeared would denounce her because of the draught⑳
 that came in under the door and swept round his ankles. He declared that he would leave if she did not have this remedied. Then he would pour himself out a cup of tea，and，after the first sip，would begin muttering an ever-increasing stream of blasphemies. “If I have told that woman the right way to make tea once，” he declared，wrathfully，“I've told her a hundred times. You can't make good tea without first rinsing the pot with hot water. She knows that as well as I do，but she won't do it. I sometimes wonder whether she's only a lazy slut or whether she does it to annoy me.” He angrily dipped his spoon into the cup and removed several floating tea-leaves. “I don't like either to hear or to make use of strong language，Mr. Lynd，” he said，with the hairs of his eyebrows bristling，“but that woman's a bitch.” She came into the room at that moment with a butter-knife she had forgotten. The old man's aspect changed in an instant to a smirk of greeting. “I was just looking for the butter-knife，Mrs. Triggs，” he would say to her，with a nervous snigger；“thank you very much.” Then，when she had left the room，he would cock an eye at us，half in fear and half in hope，and say：“Do you think，did she hear what I said？” Even if she had heard him，however，I do not think she would have turned him out — she despised him too much to care what he said. I have never heard greater contempt in a woman's voice than on one occasion，when the medical student suggested that Mr. Brown might one day marry and leave her. “And who under God，” said she，as though the suggestion were that of a lunatic，“would marry him
 ？”

Poor man，I used rather to despise him myself. Since then，however，I have lived in lodgings in Buckinghamshire，and，looking back on him，I love him as a brother㉑
 .






【注释】


① Buckinghamshire：亦常简称Buckingham，英国中南部一郡名。

② pystry：即pastry的方音化念法。

③ sickly smile：苦笑。

④ She became almost winning at that：winning，由于自信而露出的喜色，亦即几乎（变得）喜形于色。

⑤ and shype：shype实即soup的方音读法。

⑥ don't trouble about the shape：同样，这里shape即soup，文中的客人（实即作者Lynd）所以不用soup而仍用那shape（虽已比shype正确了一些），主要是出于对说话人（女房东）的尊重。西俗，别人说话时某个音发错了，或使用了个地方音，人们再次碰到这个词儿时，往往会沿用这个不很正确的念法，而并不立即加以改正，以便维护对方的面子。

⑦ And I did：I did have （the soup）.

⑧ breathing like a dog on a hot day：有趣的是，英语里就有dog days的说法，即指一年中最热的一些日子，故此词亦通译为“伏天”。

⑨ a few stewed pru-ins：pru-ins，即pudding一词的方言性念法。

⑩ “I'm gen'rally pretty full.”：to be pretty full意为日程或工作排得满满的，没有一点闲空儿。

⑪ good，plyne cooking：这里plyne即plain，意为实在的、便宜的。

⑫ I don't think：俗话中加重语气的词语，并无多少具体明确的意思。

⑬ I tell you wot：wot当然即是what；I tell you what，加重语或强调语，本身无意义。

⑭ you shall 'ave a little treat：我要请请你；我要招待你。

⑮ When it appeared：when the boiled pudding and treacle appeared.

⑯ done the thing up into a parcel：把……捆好，放进包里。

⑰ to give notice：事先通知（对方），例如解雇、离职、退房等等。

⑱ When I was a boy：boy不一定都指小孩子，而常指二十来岁甚至二十多岁的小伙子、年轻人，文中即是这样。

⑲ “high tea”：一种正规的午后茶（下午五时），这时往往有冷肉果点等。

⑳ draught：门窗、门道缝隙处钻进的贼风。

㉑ I love him as a brother：这句话汉译时显然不宜直译为——“我把他当成个兄弟那样去爱”。文中明明说过，作者二十来岁时那茶商已是个老人，那么怎好和他去称兄道弟！因此译文中对此便另作了处理，所以说，年虽不相若，貌也不相似，却仍不妨有些同病相怜。为什么呢？因为都是在房东那里受够了罪或气的。





这篇译文是本集中最后完成的一篇（很可能也即是我今生的最后一篇了），今译注既毕，忽有一种想法，想借此一说。假如我今生的散文翻译全部为人忘光，没准这一篇还有可能孑然独存，较长地留在人们的记忆之中。为何这么说呢？这倒并非是这篇译得如何如何的好，而主要是因为这篇原作实在写得太妙了，太精彩了和太惹人喜爱了，因此也就有了传世的价值和可能性。什么样的作品最有可能传世呢？通俗性强而又艺术性高的
 ，而此篇可说正好二者兼备，此外，有时还另有一项标准，那即是，其主题具有较高的永恒性，而这点本篇也同样具有，所以（再加上它的极大的自然与流畅性，那用笔如舌的特点）也就好处全了。怎么说有永恒性呢？一个善良的单身汉而长年受尽房东恶仆的窝囊气，这是会世世代代广泛得到人们的同情的，所以说是有永恒性。一篇文章而具有了如此众多的优点长处，哪还再发愁什么呢？

以上的评价我这里掬诚捧献给了此文作者，至于文中的种种细微妙处，也就恕不多作说明了。

此文出自作者的散文集The Blue Lion
 。


怕

罗伯特·林德

我生性怯懦，是个什么也怕的人。所以当我在白金汉郡一所小宅院里租到间寄宿房，并将从此而惴惴于一名女房东的鼻息之下时，我也就不该感到有何可怪的了。我怕的事情多了：怕早饭去晚了，怕午饭去晚了，怕午后茶去晚了，怕晚饭去晚了——她是横下了一条心，决不给我一顿热饭吃的——甚至连晚上睡觉也担心不敢太晚了。我倒并没有认为，她是存心想让我怕她，她其实是个挺诚实信主的好女人，她只不过是喜欢自行其是罢了。她甚至硬要我去吃她爱吃的。在某种意义上，她倒也允许我自己去挑选，但我不止一次发现，挑来选去，到最后我还是得去挑选那个她已为我挑选好了的东西。“那中午饭打算吃点什么？”她会这么来问我的，当她已把早饭放在桌上，这么个黢黑、带笑、好怕人的大块头当门一站的时候。顿时我在头脑里把各色佳肴作了一番掂量，而且仿佛已遍尝了天下百味。可我的需求向来便非常简单，而我又不想给这位大娘多添麻烦，所以我就会怯生生地提上一句：“那就来个烧鸡加苹果馅饼如何？”这时她那巨大的头颅就会在那副宽肩膀上扑棱开了，眼底黑圈道道的一张面孔上登时没了笑容而只有了难色。“可我已备好了一点冷火腿肉，”她会心思满腹地盯着我道，嘴角直往上翘，然后惨然一笑。我本来对吃食也就毫无所谓，于是回答她说：“好么！冷火腿加苹果馅饼也就够好的了。”她的脸又拉长了，大脑袋再次在那宽肩上轻轻地左摇右摆了起来。“糕饼这玩艺儿我恐怕是弄不来了，”她悲惨地回答道。“没有时间，”她解释道，这后一个词儿她是有着重的，说时慢吞吞地而且提高了嗓门儿。跟着她会再补上一句，苦笑之中似在责备我，照我这年纪不该忘记一件我本不至于忘记的事：“你可晓得，一天也只有二十四个小时呀。”“好的好的，”我会这么回答，一脸抹不开的样子，“只要不太费事就行。”听到这话，她简直变得笑逐颜开起来。“那就尝尝炖大黄，咋说？”她会这么向我抛出诱饵，说时还握着房门拉手。“好极了！”我又说了句。“这就对了，”说时频频点头，仿佛在表扬一个一向不太听话的孩子现在又变好了；“那就炖大黄和喝汤。”但问题来了。虽说我对饮食从不特别挑剔，可我必须讲老实话，我对牛奶冻这类东西一直就吃不服的，所以就赶紧补上了句：“千万可别再麻烦弄什么汤了。只炖大黄一样，就已经够好的了。”她此刻的态度已经变得相当和颜悦色了，大概考虑到为了不给她添麻烦，我已经对她的条件逐一做了这么多的让步，可这一项她说什么也不能答应。“不，汤还是不能让你喝不到的，”说着带滑稽相地摇了摇头，便从门道消失了。于是汤嘛还得照喝。

甘当懦夫的一个最大的不便即是你得不停地去咽下许多你难以下咽的东西。这种命运即使你留在家里也会逃脱不掉的，如果你碰巧又是个怕用人的人。我还记得，就在大战期间，我就对一名厨娘这么怕过，而且是怕得有道理的；她实在是太健壮了，也太让人琢磨不透了，所以我们全都疑心，她没准儿就是一名逃兵，男扮女装跑回来的。但有一点是可以肯定的：她不是当厨子的。至少，她不懂得怎么做汤。她不懂得该往那里头放多少盐；她不懂得该往那里放多少胡椒。这一下，麻烦可就来了，各个桌前全都是一盆盆又热又油腻的咸水，它一烫嘴唇，二辣舌头，三么（她的胡椒面儿的用量也太大了）烧你嗓子，就这么着，一两勺下肚之后，一个个都喘起气来，就跟大伏天里的狗儿似的。好了，如果只是一人用餐，想不喝这汤倒也不难，跟那厨娘解释一下，就说医生不准你喝汤也就是了。厨娘不致认为这就是在污辱她，她反而会同情起你这病夫。这汤的确是太不行了，所以就连我们的客人（当时桌上有两位）也都看得出是喝不下去，可是要使这做汤的人相信，这么一大桌子的男男女女还有孩子，而且年龄都还不到四十，竟然个个全因胃弱而被医生禁止喝汤，这话恐怕也讲不出口。要找这种借口，那还不如干脆摇铃把那女人唤来把这东西全都端走，反正是污辱定了。事情闹成这样，解决之道也只能是，只要能不喝，用什么办法把它处理掉了都成。多亏的是，家里还有一处倒脏东西的地方。虽说要去那里得先经过一段过道，这时也不是没有可能给厨房里眼睛尖的人察觉，但也或许厨子会不注意，这就仍有一线希望。请看吧，我们是怎么一个个，不管主人客人孩子，全都蹑手蹑脚，冒着被鬼眼发觉的危险，一人手里一小盆汤，大气不敢出地穿过通道，把那东西轻轻倒进水槽，然后又偷偷摸摸，紧张得快虚脱了般的，火速返回饭厅原座。当我们已安全返回，人人面前一只空盘，查点人数而居然无一伤亡！这又是何等的快乐啊。以此等方式而骗过了厨娘和女用人，实在是我们的一生当中的最大胜利。所以等下一道菜上来时，虽然我明知它和前一次一样糟糕，但胜利的狂喜还没过去，我们全都胃口大开，吃起来无异琼浆玉液。足堪庆幸的是，没过几天，这厨娘竟席卷了大批财物，自己跑掉了，而她给人留下的回忆委实不多，胡椒的用量大得惊人罢了。时至今日，一想起她来，我还不免舌咋不下，有点觉后怕似的。

话说回来，在自己家门里倒掉盆汤是一回事，在寄住的地方倒掉盆奶冻可就会是另一回事了。起初我也想过，能不能打开窗户把它倒进灌木丛里算了。当然我也可以用来喂鸟，只是闹不清鸟吃不吃。接着我又考虑了用火来烧的办法。可我不能肯定那奶冻是否见火就着，能很快烧掉。我在头脑里设想了一下这个情景：劈柴堆上一层雪白的奶冻还在火里哧哧嗞嗞地作响，可巧这工夫女房东正好进来清理房间，碰上这种局面我可是完全应付不了的。即使我用了火钳子帮我快点把它烧掉，这奶冻恐怕还是要露馅儿的。“喂喂，你弄那火干什么？”女房东是会问我的；而我又决非是那种花言巧语的人，能有本事哄得她相信，那奶冻落在火里，纯属偶然事件，而与我自己无干。你也许会纳闷，我为什么不可以用张纸把它包起，下午丢到野外不就行了。这办法行当然行——而且我以前对些兔肉或板油布丁也就这么处理过——可我总觉着这种行径与奶冻的原旨似有不符。但如果卷巴卷巴塞进衣袋里，到时候我还是会忘记扔掉的。最后，在命运面前，我鼓足了全部勇气。我把它吞下去了。这事比我担心的还更可怕；但总比冒犯了房东太太要强一些。自这以后，我尽量避免这类“汤”的重现，办法便是，凡是遇到请我对我的哪顿餐饭的那种炖水果加以“选择”时，我都将拼死抵制，一概谢绝。房东太太会用这类话引诱我去吃的，比如“来点煮水果怎么说，先生？”可猜到了这又是就着“汤”吃，我热情地一再嘱咐她说，我只要饼干奶酪，别的就全不要了。

也是时机不对，我再一次陷入了房东太太的圈套。一天，在早饭后的例行谈话中，我无意中冒出了句，我想她一年到头都给弄得挺忙。“正是这样，”她回答道，一边拿起熏肉碟子，“我一般都是事情排得满满的。”她郑重其事地点了点头。“谁都不傻，他们知道在哪儿能过得舒服，”她再次让我相信；“不用多久他们就看出了在哪儿能吃到好饭——找到又好又实惠的厨艺，”她补充道，一本正经的样子。接着压低声音，仿佛在透给你什么私房话，同时脸上泛出了光彩。“有些人喜好什么，这我也不用瞒你了，”她告了我——“一种精致的板油布丁，外加一小碟中吃的糖浆。真的，我敢说这东西你还一直没吃过？不行啊。你想想看吧！真的，我怎么就没想起这个来？我跟你说吧，今天我就让你有机会享受享受。对的，我保证你准能吃上——一盘精致的油煎布丁就上等糖浆来吃。”对此我不是没有一再反对，声明我这个人需求非常单纯，甚至求她千万别给她自己增加不必要的麻烦，但没有生效。“一点都不是麻烦，”她说服我道；“再说呢，就算是，好么，那也不过偶尔一回，又算得什么？人生就是一堆堆的麻烦，”她补充道；而且就在她大模大样地离开房间时，我还能听到她那机械般的嘟囔，“放心吧，你准能吃到的。”而我也就真的又吃到了。所以等这道美味又端上来时，我实话跟您说吧，我那求助的目光又没少往壁炉那边去瞄，但一想到烧布丁时的那股油烟味和哧剌声必然会把我的恶行暴露给房东太太，我就又给吓住了。一个人的情绪已低沉到了如此地步，这时即使是想打个包把它藏到密林深处，也将脱不掉那负罪之感。我现在早已是，杂念虽在，壮志消磨。因此我就马上吃了一块，并对房东的手艺夸奖了一番。“这就对了，”她道，仿佛在表扬一个孩子肯吃药了；“你还能再吃到的。”而我也确实再吃到了。

现在假设，如果将来我再住到那一带去（按此等怪象确为一名心理学家的极好研究题目），我肯定还会住到这名房东太太之家的，而理由呢没有别的，我这名胆小鬼实在是太伟大了，其它别的地方还是不屑于去的。假如我住了邻家，我定将不敢再过其门。我将担心的是，谁能保险她不会在窗头门前看见，那时她一肚子里全会是讲出来就太不文明的东西了。而这种对房东太太的恐惧，窃以为，还绝非是个别孤立的现象。据我所知，有不少人在他们的寄寓地方就过得非常不够舒心，可还要这么居住下去，只是因为他们没有勇气去退房间。年轻时候，我就见过这么一位老先生，他平时可没少讲过他那女房东的坏话（在她背后），而且用词儿恶毒刻薄极了，可什么时候她一走进屋来，他马上又会变得满面堆笑，一副卑躬屈膝的样子。他是个贩茶的，生着一对包打听的鬼眼（特好搜寻丑闻）和一嘴络腮胡子，走起路来，足趾曲张，脚往外撇，一歪一拐的，就是查理·卓别林已让我们看惯了的那路走法。我常在那“正式茶点”上遇见过他，因为他也正和我的一个要好的医科学生同吃同住在一个人家里。这老先生在餐桌上是坐上座的。只要那女人刚一转身出门，他的攻击就开始了，说那房门底下怎么漏风，打他踝骨。他发了话，她再不修门，他就搬走。说着给他自家满上杯茶，呷了一口，滔滔不绝的一连串的骂人的话就又来了。“我没告诉过那女人该怎么沏茶吗？”说时简直是怒不可遏，“我告诉过她一百遍了。你要沏壶好茶，先得用开水把那壶里冲净。这个她也不是真不明白，她只是不想费事。我有时也就真是弄不明白，她是天生就懒呢，还是在故意气我。”说着，他把那调羹怒气冲冲地往杯里使劲一砸，又拣出了几个漂在浮头的叶子。“我是不爱听人说，也自己不说脏字脏话的，林德先生，”他道，说时眼睫毛都奓起来了，“可那女人就是个贱货。”话音还没落，那女人已进了屋啦，带来了她刚才忘记带来的切黄油的刀。这老家伙的面孔刷地一下就全变了，登时回嗔作喜，笑嘻嘻地迎了上去。“我刚才还在寻这刀子呢，特里格斯太太，”他紧紧张张，似笑非笑地说；“这真是太感谢了。”她走了以后，他又翘起一只眼睛，半带惧怕半存侥幸地问我们道：“你们觉得呢，她刚才听见了我说的没有？”其实这本是无需虑的；即使她听见了，她也不会撵他出去——她连他这个人都不当回事，他几句话又算得什么。我从来没有从一个女人的话音里听到过比下面这句更厉害的轻蔑小看了。情况是这样的。一次那名医科学生向她提了一句，布朗先生有可能哪天就要结婚，不再在这里住了。“我的天呀，”她闻言马上回了一句，口气活像是听到了疯话，“世上还有人会嫁给他
 ？”

可怜的人哪，就连我自己也从没高看过他。不过自那以后，我还是在白金汉郡那里住了多年寄寓房的。此刻回想起他来，我倒真有点儿和他同病相怜了。


19 How I Learned to Write （Ⅰ）

William Somerset Maugham

As it is，①
 I have had to teach myself. I have looked at the stories I wrote when I was very young in order to discover what natural aptitude I had，my original stock-in-trade，before I developed it by taking thought②
 . The manner had a superciliousness that perhaps my years excused and an irascibility that was a defect of nature；but I am speaking now only of the way in which I expressed myself. It seems to me that I had a natural lucidity and a knack for writing easy dialogue.

When Henry Arthur Jones③
 ，then a well-known playwright，read my first novel，he told a friend that in due course I should be one of the most successful dramatists of the day. I suppose he saw in it directness and an effective way of presenting a scene that suggested a sense of the theatre. My language was commonplace，my vocabulary limited，my grammar shaky and my phrases hackneyed. But to write was an instinct that seemed as natural to me as to breathe，and I did not stop to consider if I wrote well or badly. It was not till some years later that it dawned upon me that it was a delicate art that must be painfully acquired. The discovery was forced upon me by the difficulty I found in getting my meaning down on paper. I wrote dialogue fluently，but when it came to a page of description I found myself entangled in all sorts of quandaries. I would struggle for a couple of hours over two or three sentences that I could in no way manage to straighten out. I made up my mind to teach myself how to write. Unfortunately I had no one to help me. I made many mistakes. If I had had someone to guide me like the charming don④
 of whom I spoke just now I might have been saved much time. Such a one might have told me that such gifts as I had lay in one direction and that they must be cultivated in that direction；it was useless to try to do something for which I had no aptitude. But at that time a florid prose was admired. Richness of texture was sought by means of a jewelled phrase and sentences stiff with exotic epithets；the ideal was a brocade so heavy with gold that it stood up by itself. The intelligent young read Walter Pater⑤
 with enthusiasm. My common sense suggested to me that it was anaemic stuff；behind those elaborate，gracious periods⑥
 I was conscious of a tired，wan personality. I was young，lusty and energetic；I wanted fresh air，action，violence and I found it hard to breathe that dead，heavily scented atmosphere and sit in those hushed rooms in which it was indecorous to speak above a whisper. But I would not listen to my common sense. I persuaded myself that this was the height of culture and turned a scornful shoulder on the outside world where men shouted and swore，played the fool，wenched and got drunk. I read Intentions
 ⑦
 and The Picture of Dorian Gray
 .⑧
 I was intoxicated by the colour and rareness of the fantastic words that thickly stud the pages of Salome
 ⑨
 . Shocked by the poverty of my own vocabulary，I went to the British Museum with pencil and paper and noted down the names of curious jewels，the Byzantine hues of old enamels，the sensual feel of textiles，and made elaborate sentences to bring them in. Fortunately I could never find an opportunity to use them and they lie there yet in an old note-book ready for anyone who has a mind to write nonsense. It was generally thought then that The Authorized Version of the Bible
 ⑩
 was the greatest piece of prose that the English language has produced. I read it diligently，especially The Song of Solomon
 ⑪
 ，jotting down for future use turns of phrase that struck me and making lists of unusual or beautiful words. I studied Jeremy Taylor's Holy Dying
 ⑫
 . In order to assimilate his style I copied out passages and then tried to write them down from memory.

The first fruit of this labour was a little book about Andalusia called The Land of the Blessed Virgin
 . I had occasion to read parts of it the other day. I know Andalusia⑬
 a great deal better now than I knew it then，and I have changed my mind about a good many things of which I wrote. Since it has continued in America to have a small sale it occurred to me that it might be worth while to revise it. I soon saw that this was impossible. The book was written by someone I have completely forgotten. It bored me to distraction. But what I am concerned with is the prose，for it was as an exercise in style that I wrote it. It is wistful，allusive and elaborate. It has neither ease nor spontaneity. It smells of hot-house plants and Sunday dinner like the air in the greenhouse that leads out of the dining-room of a big house in Bayswater⑭
 . There are a great many melodious adjectives. The vocabulary is sentimental. It does not remind one of an Italian brocade，with its rich pattern of gold，but of a curtain material designed by Burne-Jones⑮
 and reproduced by Morris⑯
 . （to be continued）






【注释】


① As it is：实际上；事实上。

② taking thought：take thought，担心；顾虑。例如take thought for the morrow，为未来打算；未雨绸缪。这个短语在句中的具体意思是，在我认真考虑一下该如何发展我的才能之前，我得先查查我的天赋，我的货底。

③ Henry Arthur Jones：亨利·亚瑟·琼斯（1851—1929），英国著名剧作家。

④ don：这里作名人名流解，亦即指上文所提到的琼斯。

⑤ Walter Pater：华尔特·斐德（1839—1894），英国文艺批评家，唯美主义思潮的领袖人物。所作文章以浓郁繁缛、文笔考究著称。

⑥ periods：period在语法与修辞上指一种结构匀称、组织周密的复杂句子，常用于较正式或庄重的场合，尤盛行于19、18世纪之前。

⑦ Intentions
 ：英国唯美主义作家王尔德（1856—1900）一本文论集的名称，其中包括论文四篇，是他唯美主义的美学与文艺观点的较集中的阐述。

⑧ The Picture of Dorian Gray
 ：王尔德的一部象征性长篇小说。按《意向》与《道连格雷的画像》二书均以文笔华美著称。

⑨ Salome
 ：王尔德的一部仿圣经体的短剧，通译《莎乐美》。

⑩ The Authorized Version of the Bible
 ：《钦定英文圣经》，1611年英王詹姆斯一世核定的一个英译圣经文本，译文具有较高的文学价值。

⑪ The Song of Solomon
 ：《雅歌》，圣经归约中篇名，相传为以色列王所罗门所作，故亦称《所罗门之歌》，内容多为咏爱情者，词采华丽浓艳，为世界文学中爱情诗的不朽杰作。

⑫ Jeremy Taylor's Holy Dying
 ：杰雷米·泰勒（1613—1661），17世纪英国著名主教与散文家，所作文字以音韵悠扬、色泽华美著称。《神圣之死》著于1651年顷，是继他的《神圣之生》之后的另一部劝善喻世的伦理著作。

⑬ Andalucsia：西班牙地区名，旧曰为它的一个行省。

⑭ Bayswater：加拿大小镇名，地在该国东南部乔治亚湾北岸，属于较寒冷地带。

⑮ Burne-Jones：伯尼-琼斯（1833—1898），伯尼-琼斯为双姓，英国画家，其画一般着色素淡、含义幽远，另外他在玻璃染色上也颇有贡献。

⑯ Morris：即威廉·莫理斯（1834—1896），英国诗人兼美术家，曾与友人罗塞蒂、伯尼-琼斯等组织美术商社，提倡家庭日用品美术化与美术工艺化，在美国文艺与美术界极有影响。译者按文中最后一句话的大意为，作者认为他摹拟“华缛体”的结果是他自己的文章富丽堂皇的气象不足，而造作人为的痕迹有余。


学写作（上）

威廉·索莫塞特·毛姆

根据当时情形，我只有自己来教自己写作。我重读了我较早时期所写的一些故事，希望在查清我的特长以及货底之后，更好地发展我这方面的才能。我发现我的文风里颇有一股傲慢之气，虽然出于少作，尚属有情可原；另外还有一种忿激之情，这就来自我性情上的偏颇了；不过我现在要谈的主要是关于我的行文风格问题。看来我的真正长处是笔下自然顺畅和善写轻松对话。

当名剧作家亨利·亚瑟·琼斯读了我的第一部小说后，他曾对一位友人说过，我将来很有可能成为剧坛上最享盛名的作家之一。我想他一定是在那里面看到了我的简劲直捷的笔调以及那善于从场景之中引出戏来的有力手法。那时我的情形是，语言平庸，词汇贫乏，语法不稳，用字陈腐。但是写作在我却仿佛是一种天性，正如呼吸那么自然，因而我也就只管一路写去，很少考虑过写得好与不好。只是若干年后我才渐渐悟出，写作乃是一门精巧的艺术，必须花费巨大辛苦才能学好。这一发现实在是在吃尽了有意思表达不出的苦头之后才得出的。我写起对话来流利轻松，但是一遇上大段的描述文字，我立即发现我自己陷入窘境，脱身不得。我往往为了两三句话的表达而艰苦奋战上几个小时，但依旧写不通顺。因而我立志要自己来教会自己写作。但是苦于得不到别人帮助，我也就常犯错误。如果我有幸而能得到上述那位迷人的大师的指点，我一定会少浪费许多时间。这样一位先生完全会向我指出，我的这点才具主要是在某个方面，因而也就必须在那方面去进行培养；相反地，明知自己不长于彼而勉强为之，必然不易成功。那时期华缛体正是文坛的时尚。人们竟以华丽词句与异域用语编缀成堂皇的篇章；其所趋鹜的乃是一种金碧辉煌的五色锦缎，浓郁厚重得几乎可以直立不倒。知识界的青年正以极大热情耽读着华尔特·斐德。我的常识告诉我说，那实际上是一种害着贫血症的东西；就在那繁复优雅的长句的背后，我往往可以窥见一个苍白憔悴的人物。我那时还正年轻，朝气蓬勃，精力旺盛；我需要的乃是新鲜空气、行动与狂热，那陈死凝重的浓香简直使我透不过气来，而讲话声音稍稍高点便要被视作犯忌的阅览房间也使我坐不下去。但是我却不肯去听常识的忠告。我硬要自己相信，这个才是文化的极致，而对那充满着喧嚣、咒骂、笑闹、酗酒的外部世界则冷漠视之，不胜鄙夷。我阅读了《意向》与《道连格雷的画像》。我对那色彩绚烂、精妙动人、奇词怪字镶满篇页的《莎乐美》更是心醉不已。痛感到自己的词汇贫乏，我遂携上纸笔前往大英博物馆去广为搜罗，将那里的种种珠宝玉器、奇物珍玩，古拜占庭的搪瓷彩釉，丝毛织品的佚丽淫冶，一一按其款识名目悉数记录下来，甚至编成整段文句，蓄以备用。但是幸而我从未找到机会来使用它们，这些东西至今仍保存在一个旧笔记本里面，将来或可供人制作荒唐文字使用。《钦定英文圣经》素有散文之冠冕的美称，被誉为是英国语言迄今所产生的最宏伟的巨制。对此我读得最勤，尤其是其中的《雅歌》，我读时不断将使我心醉的一些词语摘录下来，以备来日之需，并将那里的种种奇特词句与美丽辞藻制成栏目。我还研读了杰雷米·泰勒的《神圣之死》。为了学他的文笔，我曾将其中的某些段落特意誊出，然后对之进行默写。

这一番辛苦的初步成果便是一本描写安达露西亚的小书的问世，题名为《贞女之乡》。前几天我曾得暇将其中若干部分重读了一过。今天我对该地的知识已远比那时多了，对其中的一些内容也早有不同看法。但由于这书在美国至今仍小有销路，因而曾有对之重加修订的念头。不过我很快看到这事已经没有可能。这书的原作者在我早已不留丝毫印象。这书本身便使我不胜厌烦。但是我这里想要说的主要是书的文字，因为它实在是我自己在风格上面的一次尝试。它读起来朦胧隐晦，艰辛吃力。既不自然，也不清新。它给人以温室植物与假日盛宴之感，仿佛贝斯华特某个邸宅暖房中的一股湿热气流透过餐室而逸出到外面。那里悦耳动听的形容词颇不缺乏。词汇也充满着多情的色调。它予人的感觉是，它甚至赶不上一匹金碧辉煌的意大利锦缎，而不过像一幅由伯尼-琼斯所设计并由莫理斯所复制的那种帘幕。（待续）


20 How I Learned to Write （Ⅱ）

William Somerset Maugham

I do not know whether it was a subconscious feeling that this sort of writing was contrary to my bent or a naturally methodical cast of mind that led me then to turn my attention to the writers of Augustan Period①
 . The prose of Swift②
 enchanted me. I made up my mind that this was the perfect way to write and I started to work on him in the same way as I had done with Jeremy Taylor. I chose The Tale of a Tub
 ③
 . It is said that when the Dean④
 re-read it in his old age he cried：“What genius I had then！” To my mind his genius was better shown in other works. It is a tiresome allegory and the irony is facile. But the style is admirable. I cannot imagine that English can be better written. Here are no flowery periods，fantastic turns of phrase of high-flown images. It is a civilized prose，natural，discreet and pointed. There is no attempt to surprise by an extravagant vocabulary. It looks as though Swift made do with the first word that came to hand，but since he had an acute and logical brain it was always the right one，and he put it in the right place. The strength and balance of his sentences are due to an exquisite taste. As I had done before，I copied passages and then tried to write them out again from memory. I tried altering words or the order in which they were set. I found that the only possible words were those Swift had used and that the order in which he had placed them was the only possible order. It is an impeccable prose.

But perfection had one grave defect：it is apt to be dull. Swift's prose is like a French canal，bordered with poplars，that runs through a gracious and undulating country. Its tranquil charm fills you with satisfaction，but it neither excites the emotions nor stimulates the imagination. You go on and on and presently you are a trifle bored. So，much as you may admire Swift's wonderful lucidity，his terseness，his naturalness，his lack of affectation，you find your attention wandering after a while unless his matter peculiarly interests you. I think if I had my time over again I would give to the prose of Dryden⑤
 the close study I gave to that of Swift. I did not come across it till I had lost the inclination to take so much pains. The prose of Dryden is delicious. It has not the perfection of Swift nor the easy elegance of Addison⑥
 ，but it has a spring-time gaiety，a conversational ease，a blithe spontaneousness that are enchanting. Dryden was a very good poet，but it is not the general opinion that he had a lyrical quality；it is strange that it is just this that sings in his softly sparkling prose. Prose had never been written in England like that before；it has seldom been written like that since. Dryden flourished at a happy moment. He had in his bones the sonorous periods and the baroque⑦
 massiveness of Jacobean⑧
 language and under the influence of the nimble and well-bred felicity that he learnt from the French he turned it into an instrument that was fit not only for solemn themes but also to express the light thought of the passing moment. He was the first of the rococo⑨
 artists. If Swift reminds you of a French canal Dryden recalls an English river winding its cheerful way round hills，through quietly busy towns and by nestling villages，pausing now in a noble reach and then running powerfully through a woodland country. It is alive，varied，windswept；and it has the pleasant open-air smell of England.

The work I did was certainly very good for me. I began to write better；I did not write well. I wrote stiffly and self-consciously. I tried to get a pattern into my sentences，but did not see that the pattern was evident. I took care how I placed my words，but did not reflect that an order that was natural at the beginning of the eighteenth century was most unnatural at the beginning of ours. My attempt to write in the manner of Swift made it impossible for me to achieve the effect of inevitable rightness that was just what I so much admired in him. I then wrote a number of plays and ceased to occupy myself with anything but dialogue. It was not till five years had passed that I set out again to write a novel. By then I no longer had any ambition to be a stylist；I put aside all thought of fine writing. I wanted to write without any frills of language，in as bare and unaffected a manner as I could. I had so much to say that I could afford to waste no words. I wanted merely to set down the facts. I began with the impossible aim of using no adjectives at all. I thought that if you could find the exact term，a qualifying epithet could be dispensed with. As I saw it in my mind's eye my book would have the appearance of an immensely long telegram in which for economy's sake you had left out every word that was not necessary to make the sense clear. My impression is that it is written at least more naturally than anything I had written before；but I am sure that it is often slipshod and I dare say there are in it a good many mistakes in grammar.

Since then I have written many other books；and though ceasing my methodical study of the old masters （for though the spirit is willing，the flesh is weak⑩
 ），I have continued with increasing assiduity to try to write better.






【注释】


① Augustan Period：罗马当奥古斯都在位时（27 B.C.—14 A.D.），文学昌盛，作家辈出，尤以形式完美与趣味精雅著闻，史称拉丁文之黄金时代。其后即以之称一国文学的纯正娴雅臻于高级境界之时代。例如英国女王安时期与法国路易十四时期，皆蒙此称。这里指英国女王安统治时期（1702—1714）；也可更扩大些指17世纪末至18世纪中期，即1690至1745年间。

② Swift：斯威夫特（1667—1745），英国18世纪杰出的讽刺文学作者与著名的散文大家。

③ The Tale of a Tub
 ：斯威夫特早期一部讽刺作品，著于1696年顷，内容借一老者彼德及其三子的故事，以寓言形式讽刺了当日的天主教、国教与清教。

④ the Dean：指斯威夫特。斯威夫特晚年曾任爱尔兰大主教，故称教长。

⑤ Dryden：即约翰·戴登（1631—1700），英国17世纪后半叶最著名的诗人、剧作家与文坛领袖，兼长文学批评与散文写作。

⑥ Addison：即约瑟夫·艾狄生（1672—1719），英国18世纪初期有名的散文作家。

⑦ baroque：一种以花样繁复、浓色重彩、装饰华丽等著称的艺术形式与风格，最初来源于建筑，其后影响至美术、音乐与文学各部门，盛行于欧洲16世纪中叶至18世纪中叶。

⑧ Jacobean：指英王詹姆斯一世时期（1603—1625）的形式、特点等。按雅可宾为詹姆斯一词的拉丁化形式，这是莎士比亚与培根的时代，也是有名的《钦定英文圣经》翻译与问世的时代，其时的文风以堂皇宏伟为重。

⑨ rococo：巴洛克艺术后期的一种流派，兴起于法国，较之其前期的巴洛克艺术更加趋于绮靡与纤巧。

⑩ the spirit ... weak：“你们心灵固然愿意，肉体却软弱了。”这是耶稣在训诫彼得时所说的话，见《新约·马可福音》14章38节。





毛姆文学创作中的一个特大优点是他的作品的表达艺术的极其成功与完美。英国20世纪前半叶的英国作家当中，语言非常优秀的作者几乎多至不胜枚举，而且一般多以清浅自然为其特长，但在这么一大批文字写得相当不错的文士当中，能够写成这样而同时又兼具艺术魅力，因而能吸引人津津不倦地阅读下去的作者里面，敝见以为毛姆的文笔实在可谓冠绝群伦——他的语言是特别吸引人的。其原因，我们仅从前面这篇文章中便不难看出，他在写作艺术与技巧上确实是下过大功夫的，故而有此。他不仅从过去的作家中学到过很多东西，而且还对词典家与文法、修辞家Fowler昆仲的著作（例如《现代英语习语用法辞典》与《国王的英语》等书）做过一番精钻细研，而这事不少作家往往是不屑为的。不错，他在英国近代文学中的地位近些年来确有不断下降的趋势，声名亦似乎不大如昔，但我们这里主要谈的是他的语言，而在这方面即使是在将来，恐怕评论家也不会有多大异词的。另外其散文的特色与优点为何，因己见于文中他的自评，这里便不再缕叙。一句话，他的散文写得极佳；其实他的大量长短篇小说，甚至他的许多剧作本身，也都可说是很好的散文，尽管这方面的专集（散文专集）不是太多。本篇则是选自他40年代初的A Writer's Note-book
 。最后再重复一句，毛姆是应当被视作一位出色的stylist来看待的，他就是20世纪的斯威夫特与戴登。


学写作（下）

威廉·索莫塞特·毛姆

不知是由于觉得这类东西不合自己脾胃的模糊意识，抑或由于我那天生富于条理的逻辑头脑，我终于弃此而将注意力转向到奥古斯都时代的作者。斯威夫特的文章使我着起迷来。我认识到这才是最好的文章写法，于是便像我过去研读杰雷米·泰勒那样，开始在斯威夫特的著作上下起功夫。我选了他的《桶的故事》作范本。据说当这位教长晚年重读起他的这部少作时，曾慨叹道：“我那时是何等富有天才啊！”在我看来，他的天才则更多地表现在他的其它书里。这本书里的寓言不免枯燥，那讽刺也有点肤浅，但它的文字却是再妙不过。我不禁认为，英文能写成这样，实已到了无以复加的地步。一切辞藻富丽的长句，奇特怪异的词语，乃至浮夸张扬的意象等等，在这里都绝不见其踪迹。这是一种成熟雅正的文字，其特点是自然，持重与凌厉。这里也没有那种以奇字险句求胜的惊人之笔。看来斯威夫特在他动笔之际往往满足于那第一次涌现出来的词语，但由于他生得一副敏锐与逻辑的头脑，那第一次涌现的词语也即是那恰当的词语，而又放在恰当的地方。它的文句的力量与平稳主要得自他那精熟的修养。我于是又像过去那样将其中许多段落抄出，然后再凭着记忆对它们进行默写。我还对原作中的词句及其整个语序结构试作更易，但我发现，变来变去，那最合适的词语还是斯威夫特用过的词语，那最合适的顺序也正是他安排的顺序。它实在是无懈可击的完美文字。

但是完美本身就隐含着它的一大缺陷：它容易变得乏味。斯威夫特的文章有如一条白杨夹岸的法国运河，缓缓流泻在一片熙和温厚然而起伏不大的旷野之上。它那幽细的风光使你充溢着恬适之感，但却既激不起你的热情，也引不动你的想象。你顺着文章一路读去，但不久已经微感厌倦。所以，尽管你对斯威夫特的惊人的流畅、简洁、自然乃至他的毫无矫揉造作等等如何喜之不尽，你却将发现你的注意力不久会出现涣散现象，除非那题材特别使你感到兴趣。我常想，如果盛年可再，我一定要将我在斯威夫特身上所下的功夫用到戴登的文章里去。但我接触戴登文章则来得较晚，只是在我已不太肯用功以后才开始的。戴登的文章是太可爱了。论文字的完美，他不如斯威夫特，论温文娴雅，也不及艾狄生，但他的文字却有着一种春天般的欢快，一种明白如话的顺畅，一种活泼生动的清新自然，读来着实迷人。戴登是一位很不错的诗人，虽然一般认为他诗中的抒情成分并不浓厚；但说来奇怪，恰恰是这个使他那精彩而又不太外露的文章读起来那么优美。英国散文在他之前从没有臻于这种胜境；在他之后也很少有人能做到这样。戴登可谓生得正逢其时。他不仅将雅可宾语言的堂皇词句及其巴洛克式的坚致厚重深深融入他的风骨之中，另方面又将他所沉浸于其中的机敏轻捷与雍容娴熟的法国文风学到手里，然后经过一番熔铸，炼就出来一副绝妙的语言工具，不仅适用于隆重场面的重大题材，也适用于表达日常生活的瞬息情思。他乃是洛可可艺术家中的第一位大师。如果说斯威夫特使你联想到的是一道法国的人工运河，戴登所唤起的则是一条英国的天然河流，欣然快活地蜿蜒迂曲于山峦之间，闹市之侧与孤村之旁，时而地势高亢，水缓流平，时而越野穿林，波澜壮阔。它生气蓬勃，变幻多端，有如天风之卷地而来；同时又处处散发着英国可爱郊野的芳馥气息。

我所下的这番功夫当然对我大有益处。我开始写得好了一些；但还不能算好。我仍然写得生硬吃力和不够自然。我总是力图使自己的句子具有某种格调，而殊不知那格调就在我的句子里面。我总是尽量注意怎样把自己的词句安排妥帖，而不曾想过一种在十八世纪初期被认为很自然的语序到了二十世纪初期就会显得极不自然。我想按着斯威夫特的格调来写的一切努力并未使我能达到我在他身上所最艳羡不置的那种天然妥帖。接着我写了几个剧本，其间除了对话而外，再未涉及其它体裁。只是五年过后，我才又奋力写了一本小说。但这时我已不再有做一名文章家的任何奢望；我彻底抛弃了想写漂亮文字的想法。我开始寻求一种不假丝毫雕饰的语言，以尽可能质朴无华的方式来写。我胸中要说的话是如此之多，使我不暇在文字上浪费笔墨。我所要求的只是写出事实。我给自己提出了一个近乎不太可能的目标，即是在写作上完全不使用形容词。我觉得如果你能找到那个确切的词，修饰性的词语即可省去不用。我曾把我自己所要写的书在心底里想象成一份其长无比的巨型电报，这时出于节约原则，其中任何无助于说清内容的词语概在删削之列。我个人的印象是，这样写出来的东西至少比过去写的要更自然一些；当然其中仍不乏潦草地方，另外语法上的谬误也在所难免。

在这以后，我还另写过不少作品；尽管这时我已中止了对过去大师们的系统学习（因为在这事上我确实有些心有余而力不足），我却仍然更加勤奋地把文章写好。



















补　　编



21 Artists and Critics①


Oscar Wilde

ERNEST②
 ：But may it not be that the poet is the best judge of poetry，and the painter of painting. Each art must appeal primarily to the artist who works in it. His judgment will surely be the most valuable.

GILBERT：The appeal of all art is simply to the artistic temperament. Art does not address herself to the specialist. Her claim is that she is universal，and that in all her manifestations she is one. Indeed，so far from its being true that the artist is the best judge of other people's work at all，and can hardly，in fact，judge of his own. That very concentration of vision③
 that makes a man an artist，limits by its sheer intensity his faculty of fine appreciation. The energy of creation hurries him blindly on to his own goal. The wheels of his chariot raise the dust as a cloud around him. The gods④
 are hidden from each other. They can recognise their worshippers. That is all⑤
 .

ERNEST：You say that a great artist cannot recognise the beauty of work different from his own.

GILBERT：It is impossible for him to do so. Wordsworth saw in Endymion
 merely a pretty piece of Paganism⑥
 ，and Shelley，with his dislike of actuality，was deaf to Wordsworth's message⑦
 ，being repelled by its form⑧
 ，and Byron，that great passionate human incomplete creature⑨
 ，could appreciate neither the poet of the cloud nor the poet of the lake，⑩
 and the wonder of Keats was hidden from him.⑪
 The realism of Euripides⑫
 was hateful to Sophokles⑬
 . Those droppings of warm tears had no music for him. Milton，with his sense of the grand style，could not understand the method of Shakespeare⑭
 ，any more than could Sir Joshua⑮
 the method of Gainsborough⑯
 . Bad artists always admire each other's work. They call it being large-minded and free from prejudice. But a truly great artist cannot conceive of life being shown，or beauty fashioned，under any conditions other than those that he has selected. Creation employs all its critical faculty within its own sphere. It may not use it in the sphere that belongs to others. It is exactly because a man cannot do a thing that he is proper judge of it⑰
 .

ERNEST：Do you really mean that？

GILBERT：Yes，for creation limits，while contemplation widens，the vision.

ERNEST：Certainly：each art has its grammar and its materials. There is no mystery about either，and the incompetent can always be correct. But，while the laws upon which Art rests may be fixed and certain，to find their true realisation they must be touched by the imagination into such beauty that they will seem an exception，each one of them. Technique is really personality. That is the reason why the artist cannot teach it，why the pupil cannot learn it，and why the aesthetic critic can understand it. To the great poet，there is only one method of music — his own. To the great painter，there is only one manner of painting — that which he himself employs. The aesthetic critic，and the aesthetic critic alone，can appreciate all forms and modes. It is to him that Art makes her appeal.






【注释】


① Artists and Critics：这个标题是译者加的。这段对话译自作者的一部文集Intentions
 （《意向》）中的Critic as an Artist
 （《批评家即艺术家》）。原文系用对话体著成，这里所译仅为其中一小段。

② ERNEST：这个名字与下面的GILBERT是作者这篇对话录中的两名对话者的名字，当然都是虚拟性的人物，但Gilbert则显然代表王尔德自己。

③ That very concentration of vision：vision这个词是一个典型的不可译之词，原因是：（1）它所包含的意思过多；（2）意义上的兼有性过多；（3）意义上的变动性过大；（4）在许多方面汉语中缺乏确切的对应词，等等。这里不拟具体一一注出，建议读者可利用双解辞典自己认真研究一番。

④ The gods：这里所谓的gods不是真的指什么神，而是指那些文坛上的大人物、大名人。

⑤ That is all：从The wheels of his chariot起至That is all这一小段是其前面一句意思——视线眼界的过于集中及其过大强度影响了艺术家鉴赏他人作品的能力——的形象化表述。三笔两笔便勾出这一图景充分显示出作者的文才。

⑥ Wordsworth saw in Endymion
 ... Paganism：1. Wordsworth，见前Leisure
 篇中注；2. Endymion
 ，英国诗人济慈1818年所写的长诗名。此诗根据希腊神话中牧人爱底弥雍追求月神的故事以象征作者对美、对爱情与对一切理想事物的憧憬与渴慕。3. Paganism，异教的思想、事物、认识等。在华滋华斯的眼中，济慈此作缺乏宗教的意识与虔敬的情绪，故云。

⑦ Wordsworth's message：亦即在Wordsworth的心目中，天下任何最平凡普通的事物，自然界的一草一木，都能从其中窥见造物者的意旨和真善美的妙谛。

⑧ repelled by its form：its form指华滋华斯的诗作所经常采用的那种过于自由散漫与缺乏形式美的体式体裁。

⑨ human incomplete creature：在作者看来，Byron显然在性格或个性上具有某种偏激固执乖张任性等不全面的地方。

⑩ neither the poet of the cloud nor the poet of the lake：这里the poet of the cloud实即指Shelley（包括与Shelley相近的诗人Howitt和他的夫人），因Shelley曾写过To the Cloud
 ，且其诗作比较空灵与缥缈；而the poet of the lake则指Wordsworth，Coleridge甚至Southey。关于这点请参阅前面Leisure
 篇中注。

⑪ the wonder of Keats was hidden from him：Keats的作品有时有一种颇为神奇的美，比如他的《夜莺歌》、《希腊古瓶颂》、《无情的美人》等等，而这些竟不太为Byron欣赏。

⑫ Euripides：（485？—406）古希腊三大悲剧家之一，作品语言自然、口语化程度较高，写实主义成分明显，《托洛伊妇女》为其代表作。

⑬ Sophokles，亦作Sophocles，见Racine篇中注。

⑭ the method of Shakespeare：相比于Milton而言，Shakespeare的语言与风格当然要通俗得多，另外愈是后来其中的写实主义成分与散文化的比例愈多愈大，这些当然不尽合Milton的口味。

⑮ Sir Joshua：即Sir Joshua Reynolds （1723—1792），英国画家，尤以肖像画著名，曾任皇家美术院院长。

⑯ Gainsborough：即Thomas Gainsborough （1727—1788），与Reynolds齐名之英国画家，亦以肖像画著名。这里之所以说Reynolds对他的画法不理解，主要因为二人的派路不同；前者属学院派画师，人物的置景多在幽雅环境；后者则为村野派，多以乡间为背景。其次，前者作画，典雅精致，工整细腻；后者则笔意粗放，著色奇特。因此二人在理解上遂产生一定的距离。

⑰ proper judge of it：这当然是一则paradox。





如前所说，以上这节对话来自其《意向》，这是王尔德的一部美学著作，他的唯美主义主张尽在其中。他的许多主要论点虽往往不够正确（例如他坚决主张艺术应与真善脱离，与社会、人生与道德脱离，甚至认为在艺术上，除美以外，再无任何其它标准，等等），但在个别看法上倒也不能一概斥之为完全错误，即如在本文中所表达的一些见解，这些有时甚至是很正确的。这里译者选译他的这个片断也还是一半从文体角度出发的。他的语言精练优美之极，尤为难能可贵的是，以这样简易的口语体裁而能将非常复杂的美学道理说得这么轻松易懂，这也属于他的过人之处。


艺术家与批评家

奥斯卡·王尔德


欧内斯特
 但难道不是诗人才最善论诗，画家最善评画吗？每门艺术必然对从事此道的人最具感染力量。因此他们的评论也就是最值得一听的吧？


吉尔伯特
 一切艺术只是对具有艺术气质的人才起作用。艺术的对象并不是专门家。艺术的诉诸对象乃是人类全体，因而它的表现虽殊，其道则一。所以艺术家最善于评论艺术这话便完全站不住脚，其实越是大家，便越评判不了他人的作品，甚至连他自己的东西也评判不了。那种将一个人变成艺术家的视线高度集中（但正由于它太聚精会神），往往使他的精妙审辨能力受到限制。他的一腔创造热情只会把他盲目地推向自己的目标。这时但见其轮蹄滚滚，尘埃蔽天，于是这些神祇也就都彼此隐去，谁也见不着谁。能辨认出的只是他们下界的膜拜者。如此而已。


欧内斯特
 你的意思是说，伟大的艺术家对和他们不同的作品中的妙处往往看不出来。


吉尔伯特
 这事他们也就无法办到。在华滋华斯的眼中，《爱底弥雍》不过是篇写得还不坏的异教玩艺儿，而雪莱，由于不爱太实在的写法，对华滋华斯的妙谛便领略不来，对其所用形式，也极反感；至于拜伦，那位了不起的热情而又偏颇的家伙，更是“云中派”与“湖畔派”全不入眼，济慈的妙处他也视而不见。欧里庇得斯的写实笔法就不为索福克勒斯所喜。那些热泪盈盈的诗句在他听来并不悠扬。崇尚雄浑格调的弥尔顿不能理解莎士比亚的创作方法，这也正如约书亚·雷纳德爵士不能理解根斯博罗那样。不高明的艺术家才总是能够互相赏识，而美其名曰胸襟博大，不存偏见。但真正伟大的艺术家却很难想象，生活的展示或美的镕铸可以离开他选择的意境而获得成功。创造总是将它的全部批判力用之于它自己的领域的。它不会把这个用在别人的领域。恰恰是因为一个人干不了某件事情，他也就最有资格去评判它。


欧内斯特
 你真的是这么认为？


吉尔伯特
 真的是这样。这是因为创造限制眼界视野，思考却扩大它。


欧内斯特
 但是那技巧呢？显然每门艺术都各有它独特的技巧吧？


吉尔伯特
 当然不错，每门艺术都各有它的表达规则与具体材料。在这些方面并无什么神秘可言，而一些才力不济的人反而往往来得正确。但是艺术所赖以形成的种种法则虽然可能是固定的和不变的，不过想要使这些得到真正体现，却不能不凭借想象来把它们熔铸成十分神奇的东西，这样一旦告成，这些法则也就不再像法则，而各个成了例外。技巧实际上即是个性。这正是为什么艺术家教不了它，学的人学不会它，但美学批评家却能理解它。对于大诗人说，天下只有一种音律——他的那种。对于大画家说，天下也只有一种画法——他的运笔之法。美学批评家，而且也只有美学批评家，才能理解赏识一切形态，一切方式。正是在他面前艺术方才展示出它的魅力。


22 Homeopathic Education①


George Bernard Shaw

In truth，mankind cannot be saved②
 from without，by schoolmasters③
 or any other sort of masters；it can only be lamed and enslaved by them. It is said that if you wash a cat it will never again wash itself. This may or may not be true；what is certain is that if you teach a man anything he will never learn it；and if you cure him of a disease he will be unable to cure himself the next time it attacks him. Therefore，if yon want to see a cat clean，you throw a bucket of mud over it，when it will immediately take extraordinary pains to lick the mud off，and finally be cleaner than it was before. In the same way doctors who are up-to-date④
 （say .00005 percent of all the registered practitioners，and 20 percent of the unregistered ones）⑤
 ，when they want to rid you of a disease or a symptom，inoculate you with that disease or give you a drug that produces that symptom，in order to provoke you to resist it as the mud provokes the cat to wash itself.

Now an acute person will ask me why，if this be so，our false education does not provoke our scholars to find out the truth My answer is that it sometimes does. Voltaire⑥
 was a pupil of the Jesuits⑦
 ；Samuel Butler⑧
 was the pupil of a hopelessly conventional and erroneous country parson. But then Voltaire was Voltaire，and Butler was Butler：that is，their minds were so abnormally strong that they could throw off the doses of poison that paralyse ordinary minds. When the doctors inoculate you and the homeopathists dose you，they give you an infinitesimally attenuated dose. If they gave you the virus at full strength it would overcome your resistance and produce its direct effect. The doses of false doctrine given at public schools and universities are so big that they overwhelm the resistance that a tiny dose would provoke. The normal student is corrupted beyond redemption，and will drive the genius who resists out of the country if he can. Byron and Shelley had to fly to Italy，whilst Castlereagh⑨
 and Eldon⑩
 ruled the roost at home. Rousseau⑪
 was hunted from frontier to frontier；Karl Marx starved in exile in a Soho⑫
 lodging；Ruskin's⑬
 articles were refused by the magazines （he was too rich to be otherwise persecuted）；whilst mindless forgotten nonentities governed the land；sent men to the prison of the gallows for blasphemy and sedition （meaning the truth about Church and State）：and sedulously stored up the social disease and corruption which explode from time to time in gigantic boils that have to be lanced by a million bayonets⑭
 . This is the result of allopathic education. Homeopathic education has not yet been officially tried，and would obviously be a delicate matter if it were. A body of schoolmasters inciting their pupils to infinitesimal peccadilloes with the object of provoking them to exclaim，“Get thee behind me，Satan，”⑮
 or telling them white lies⑯
 about history for the sake of being contradicted，insulted，and refuted，would certainly do less harm than our present educational allopaths do；but then⑰
 nobody will advocate homeopathic education. Allopathy has produced the poisonous illusion that it enlightens instead of darkening. The suggestion may，however，explain why，whilst most people's minds succumb to inculcation and environment，a few react vigorously：honest and decent people coming from thievish slums，and sceptics and realists⑱
 from country parsonages.






【注释】


① Homeopathic education：这种教育方法一词来自医学上的顺势疗法（Homeopathy）。这种疗法首创于17世纪末叶德国外科医生S. Hahnemann （1755—1843），其理论根据为，某些疾病可以使用对其患者所染有的那种毒素的微量成分加以注射或服用的做法来进行治疗，目的在增强其感染体自身的抗病机能以收到痊愈效果（实即一种所谓的以毒攻毒式的疗法，因此而谓之顺势）。其对立词则为Allopathy（对抗疗法），亦即一般通用的开药方法，这时所开药物的药性与患者的病情在类别与作用上则会截然不同或相反，亦即以抑止消除或驱散其原有病痛的做法去治疗某一疾病。

② can not be saved：save（救；拯救）一词在西方（尤其在耶教信众中）往往有其特殊的文化含义，而这点原则源于其原罪概念（original sin），即认为人类天生即带有原罪，因而只能通过不断的祈祷行善等才能获得补赎（redemption）。

③ schoolmasters：塾师；特指小学教师。这个词在过去西方的语用上向来是微有贬义的（类似我国过去常说的三家村里的塾师，冬烘，等等）。

④ who are up-to-date：这里不单用doctors或modern或present-daydoctors等词，而偏偏用了这样一个后位的定语从句，也含有一定的贬义，有所谓的或号称的等含义。

⑤ （say，.00005% ... unregistered ones）：这里当然是萧式的惊人的夸张和刺耳的偏激。萧本人未进过高校（甚至中学也未读齐全），因而也就难免会有这种不正确的认识。

⑥ Voltaire：（1694—1778）法国大革命前的启蒙思想家与文豪，作品以讽刺诙谐著称，一生对教会的攻击可谓不遗余力，其作品向被耶教列为禁书。代表作有《老实人》与《天真汉》等。

⑦ the Jesuits：西方罗马天主教的一个著名会派（order），始创于公元1534年，因此派中人向与官府勾结，多行不义，在西方不少人心目中往往留有伪善者、阴谋家的不佳联想。这点从以下一事也可得到证明：辜鸿铭在其英语著作《春秋大义》中竟将“孔子作春秋而乱臣贼子惧”一语中的“乱臣贼子”译为“the Jesuits”！（虽不妥当，但却符合一部分西方读者的心理）

⑧ Samuel Butler：（1835—1902）英国小说家，作品以善于对教育与宗教等进行揭露与讽刺著称，代表作为《众生之道》。

⑨ Castlereagh：（1769—1822）曾任伦敦市长。

⑩ Eldon：19世纪初期曾任内务大臣。

⑪ Rousseau：（1712—1778）法国大革命前的自由思想家，浪漫文学之始祖，代表作有《民约论》、《爱弥儿》、《忏悔录》等。

⑫ Soho：地区名，位于伦敦中部。

⑬ Ruskin：即John Ruskin （1819—1900），英国文艺评论家与散文家，代表作有《现代画家》等。

⑭ a million bayonets：这段话充分显示出萧式语言之犀利。

⑮ ‘Get thee behind me，Satan’：这句话不作“撒旦，你站到我的身后吧”解，而是“你滚开吧，撒旦”。语出《新约·马太福音》第四章，是耶稣对撒旦恶魔的斥责的话（Satan曾在耶稣在旷野斋戒四十天后感到饥饿时，用种种许愿的伎俩向他大施诱惑，致被耶稣严词喝退）。

⑯ white lies：单数则为（a）white lie，意为harmless lie，无恶意的谎言。

⑰ but then：不作“但是那时”或“但是接着或以后”解，而是意为but on the other hand。

⑱ sceptics and realists：西方哲学上的怀疑论者与唯实论者。





这篇文章来自作者的长剧《百岁人》（Back to Mathuselah
 ，1920年）的那篇长序中的一节。


顺势疗法教育

萧伯纳

事实是，人是无法凭藉他人从其外部得救的，不管是自己的师傅还是别的什么师傅：你只会被这批人弄成残废，变成奴隶。据有人讲，如果你给你的猫洗上回澡，那只猫以后就不再自己洗了。这事是否真是这样，我不敢说，但有一点却是不假的，那就是，如果你教了一个人什么东西，以后他就不再自己学了；还有如果你给谁治了什么病，下次病再来时他自己也就再治不了啦。正因为这样，所以你要想看到猫干净时，就该泼它一桶泥浆，这时你瞧吧，它会立刻豁出命去浑身上下地舔个没完，其结果出落得比原先还洁净了。同理，那些新派的医生（亦即是全部有证行医者中的.00005％与无证行医者中的20％），在他们给你医治某一疾病或征候时，不是用那种病的疫苗给你接种，就是开给你什么药物，使你产生那种症状，目的无非是要刺激起你自身的抵御功能，道理与刺激那猫去舔净它自己没有两样。

听到这里，精明人士也许要发话了，问道：既然情况如此，那么何以我们的虚伪教育就没能刺激起我们的学人去找寻真理。我的回答是，找寻真理的事倒也偶尔有之。伏尔泰当年就曾授业于耶稣会；而塞缪尔·巴特勒的业师，一名乡村牧师，就更别提有多守旧和有多荒谬了。可伏尔泰毕竟是伏尔泰，巴特勒也毕竟是巴特勒：也即是说，他们的心智之健旺竟是如此的非比寻常，所以才能把那毒素甩脱得一干二净，这种情形若遇上一般人早就给彻底毁了。其实当医生给你作预防注射或顺势疗法专家给你开药物时，他们给你的剂量实在是微乎其微的。果真把这东西给你开足时，那你肯定会再也抵敌不住而一命呜呼了。然而大中学里灌输给你的伪说谬论的剂量竟是如此之大，完全超出于普通小剂量所能刺激起的抵抗能力。一般学生当然会给毁得不可救药，而且更转而把（只须能够做到）敢于反抗的天才也赶出国门。所以拜伦与雪莱当年不得不出走意大利，而卡斯特里与艾尔顿之流却在其本国称王称霸。卢骚曾屡屡辗转于多国边境，以避追捕；马克思也只得流亡至苏合的寓所，过着食不果腹的日子；罗斯金的文章各杂志社一律拒收（他太富有了，没有别的手段可以治他）；而一些毫无头脑、谁也记不得的无名鼠辈却在那里执掌起国柄；动不动便把人投入大牢或送上绞架，罪名则为亵渎神明，煽动叛乱（按：应读作揭露了教会与国家的丑闻），而且还要把社会上的腐败污垢不遗余力地全部收罗起来，但这些疮疤痈疖却不时溃烂迸裂开来，那脓包淤血之大之严重，怕是你调集来一百万柄刺刀也挑不净的。这个便是对抗疗法教育所造成的恶果。顺势疗法教育迄今还未经官方正式试行过，而且即使真的试行起来也显然绝非易事。现在假设，如果有那么一批教师故意唆使自己的学生去犯点小错，以便逼得他们最后叫喊出“滚你的吧，撒旦”，或者在某桩史实上扯个小谎，以便引起对此作点反对、驳斥和咒骂什么的，这种做法肯定会比我们目前的这些对抗疗法教育家的成效要好许多；只可惜无人肯去提倡顺势疗法教育。对抗疗法教育一向给人这样一种错觉，仿佛它极具启迪心智与扫除蒙昧的良好作用。这种认识虽未必对，却不失为对下述情况的一个注脚，这即是，何以当大多数人的心志往往已被这套胡乱灌输与不良环境弄得一蹶不振时，毕竟有少数人会起来激烈抗争：忠义诚笃之士有时也曾出自贼窝匪窟，而一些无神论者与唯实论者正是在乡村牧师宅院里教出来的。


23 Racine

Giles Lytton Strachey

Racine's①
 character was a complex one；he was at once a brilliant and caustic man of the world，a profound scholar，a sensitive and emotional poet. He was extremely combative，quarrelling both with the veteran Corneille②
 and with the friend who had first helped him towards success — Moliere③
 ；and he gave vent to his antipathies in some very vigorous and cutting prose prefaces as well as in some verse epigrams which are among the most venomous in the language④
 . Besides this，he was an assiduous courtier，and he also found the time，among these various avocations，for carrying on at least two passionate love-affairs. At the age of thirty-eight⑤
 ，after two years labour，he completed the work in which his genius shows itself in its consummate form — the great tragedy of Ph
 èdre
 ⑥
 . The play contains one of the most finished and beautiful，and at the same time one of the most overwhelming studies of passion in the literature of the world. The tremendous role of Phedre — which，as the final touchstone of great acting，holds the same place on the French stage as that of Hamlet on the English — dominates the piece⑦
 ，rising in intensity as act follows act，and “horror on horror's head accumulates.” Here，too，Racine has poured out all the wealth of his poetic powers. He has performed the last miracle⑧
 ，and infused into the ordered ease of the Alexandrine⑨
 a strange sense of brooding mystery and indefinable terror and the awful approaches of fate. The splendour of the verse reaches its height in the fourth act，when the ruined queen，at the culmination of her passion，her remorse，and her despair，sees in a vision Hell opening to receive her，and the appalling shade⑩
 of her father Minos⑪
 dispensing his unutterable doom⑫
 . The creator of this magnificent passage，in which the imaginative grandeur of the loftiest poetry and the supreme force of dramatic emotion are mingled in a perfect whole，has a right to walk beside Sophocles⑬
 in the high places of eternity.






【注释】


① Racine：全名Jean Baptiste Racine （1639—1699），法国古典主义最重要的诗人与宫廷剧作家之一，善写心理是他的特长，代表作有《费得儿》、《昂朵玛格》等。

② the veteran Corneille：Corneille全名Pierre Corneille （1606—1684），法国古典宫廷剧的奠基人，作品众多，情文并茂，气魄宏伟，代表作有《熙德》、《贺拉西》、《西拿》、《波利厄克特》等。这里所以说the veteran Corneille，是因为高比拉长一辈，在文坛上的成名也早。

③ Molière：（1622—1673）法国古典主义喜剧家，作品众多，并常登台上演己作，代表作有《伪君子》、《悭吝人》等。

④ in the language：in the French
 language.

⑤ at the age of thirty-eight：亦即1677年，这一年他的悲剧《费得儿》著成。

⑥ Ph
 èdre
 ：拉辛的著名悲剧《费得儿》，故事情节取自希腊悲剧家欧里庇得斯的Hippolytus
 。雅典王后费得儿与国王岱赛结婚后，爱上他的儿子西波里得斯，但后来发现这个王子所爱的是阿丽西，不禁由妒生恨，首先暗害了阿，继又假手岱赛，杀掉王子，最后因受刺激过甚，自己也自杀。

⑦ dominates the piece：the piece，指《费得儿》这出戏。

⑧ The last miracle：一出戏能被人写得好到这种程度，在此文作者Strachey看来，便已几乎不再是人的所作而简直成了神的所为，亦即是“奇迹”！但既然如此，它也就不易再多得了，故云the last。请参阅拙译对此短语的处理。

⑨ the ordered ease of the Alexandrine：Alexandrine，亚历山大体诗，一种抑扬格六音步的诗行所组成的诗（iambic hexameter）。所以得此名称是因为古法语中曾有一些诗歌即用这种诗格歌颂过古希腊王亚历山大。这种诗格（行）是诗歌中音节或字数最长或最多的一种；因而操作起来，不仅困难复杂，吃力费劲，而且容易造成迂缓迟滞、笨拙沉闷的不佳效果。但这种情形在拉辛的手下却变得仿佛举重若轻，十分轻快自然。这里的ordered ease可理解为well-fully-controlled facility。

⑩ the appalling shade：shade即ghost，鬼；鬼魂。

⑪ her father Minos：据希腊神话，Minos原为克里特岛国王，死后做了阴间法官。

⑫ dispensing his unutterable doom：dispense，意为deal out；distribute。这里等于说giving his doom to her。

⑬ Sophocles：（496？—406 B.C.）古希腊三大悲剧家之一，代表作有《俄狄普斯王》、《安提戈尼》等。这里本文作者所以不提其他希腊悲剧家而单提他，主要是因为Sophocles的剧作特别以其结构谨严、剧情完美著称。





这段文章出自Strachey的The Landmarks in French Literature
 （《法国文学里程碑》），可说是一部袖珍版的法国文学简史。作者除了是有名的传记家外，也是法国文学的爱好者与研究家，全书文字精练，表达异常优美，其本身便是一部文学作品。另外需要指出的一点是，Strachey的那种“debunking”（揭穿性）倾向在此文中也有所流露，开头的几行即全为这类写法。


拉辛

詹理斯·李顿·斯特拉彻

拉辛的性格复杂：他既是那种精明而尖损的世路俗客，又是一位渊雅博洽的学者，多情善感的诗人。他好攻击人是出了名的，不仅与文坛名宿高乃依有过纠纷，也和一起初助他成名的旧友莫里哀颇多龃龉；并好倾其积忿宿怨于他那锋芒凌厉的剧本序文之中，那语言最称刻毒不过的短诗之中。他还是一名热衷趋奉的廷臣，同时忙里偷闲，至少两番有过艳遇。三十八岁那年，他终于积二载之努力，著成了那出伟大悲剧《费得儿》——在这里他的天才获得了最卓越的表现。它不愧是世界文学中写恋情的一篇最精妙、最优美，也最震撼人心的杰作。其中费得儿这个重头角色——按这角色竟成了考验有无演压轴大戏本领的试金石，其在法国剧坛上的地位殊不亚于哈姆雷特之在英国舞台——更是统摄全剧首尾的中心，于是那激烈真是一幕紧似一幕，“恐怖一阵胜过一阵”。同样在这里拉辛倾注了他的全部诗才。他创制出了这不可再得的奇迹，竟在这严整迂徐的亚历山大体中，将那隐伏的诡秘、无名的恐怖以及厄运的节节进逼等可惊可愕之状，概行融入无遗。辞章之美在第四幕里确实达到了无以复加的地步，其时这位身心俱疲的王后，于其极度狂热、悔恨与绝望之际，恍惚中竟惊见地狱在开门匆匆收她，父王冥诺斯的可怕亡灵在隐隐咒她。在这里，那高妙诗行的思力想象之宏伟与剧情的气势之健劲，真可谓是淋漓尽致，浑然一体，因而写出这段壮丽诗行的人确有资格与索福克勒斯在文艺的圣殿上并肩比高，同其不朽。


24 Walpole

Frank Swinnerton

When Walpole①
 began to write novels he was deeply impressed by the work of Hawthorne②
 and Henry James③
 . He still owes more to those two writers than to any others. Henry James was his friend，and to some extent his tutor；and there can be no doubt that for Walpole James's （and Hawthorne's）sense of the supernatural had a constant fascination. Although，as I have said，he was impulsive and generous and earnest，he was also very emotional. You can detect this，if you look for it in his early work；for instance in Mr Perrin and Mr Traill
 ，where the writing has all the time a quiver of excitement. It is in such a book as the Portrait of a Man with Red Hair
 . It occurs from time to time in other books，such as The Green Mirror
 . Walpole is not a simple character.

He is less simple than any other writer I know. His cheerfulness and good nature，which are perfectly natural to him，his impulsive friendliness，his wish to establish sincere relationships with those whom he likes，are enmeshed with many，reserves and distrusts，with shrewdness and good sense④
 and another trait which I vaguely decipher as a power to shut his mind to unacceptable aspects of life. He is capable of⑤
 great loyalty，ardent championship，candour，and at the same time bottomless suspicion，evasiveness，and deep trouble of spirit. The cheerfulness is warrantably genuine；the morbidness is just as genuine；it is an essential characteristic of his work；in which there is a strain of terror as well as much jovial power to interest and amuse. He looks happy，his manner is always full of bonhomie
 ⑥
 ，he can be teased — and is⑦
 ，although perhaps he now relishes it less than he did；he laughs readily and plunges into a room with massive energy；he talks well and with humour as well as good humour⑧
 ；he is extremely likeable；if one did not know him，and did not knew his work，one would suppose him the most ingenuous soul in the world. The strange thing is that one would be right as well as profoundly wrong⑨
 .

When he was young，Walpole thought the society of other writers⑩
 the most delightful society of all. He wanted to write well，and he wanted to be liked. Accordingly，when his third novel，Mr Perrin and Mr
 . Traill，brought him to the notice of those watching for new talent，he was as happy as a young man could be. The book，that highly charged tale⑪
 of schoolmasters who hate one another，was for a number of years Walpole's most admired novel. It remains，although plainly immature；one of his most interesting. When，subsequently，he wrote Forlitude
 with its emphasis upon the need for courage in life，he had an even wider popularity than before；and while The Duchess of Wrexe
 had a less hearty welcome from some of his admirers it was well enough received to show that he had established his reputation.






【注释】


① Walpole：即Hugh Walpole （1884—1941），英国小说家，代表作为Fortitude
 （《坚毅》）。

② Hawthorne：即Nathaniel Hawthorne （1804—1864），美国小说家与散文家，代表作为The Scarlet Letter
 （《红字》）。

③ Henry James：（1843—1916）美国小说家，中年后长期旅居英国，小说以心理分析见长，代表作有The Portrait of a Lady
 （《某妇人肖像》）、Daisy Miller
 （《戴滋·弥勒》）等。

④ good sense：即practical sense，对实际事务的天然敏感与把握意识。

⑤ He is capable of：to be capable of的后面既可接好的、正面的品质，也可接不好的、反面的品质，例如本句。

⑥ bonhomie
 ：法语词；名词；语义为good+man；泛指good nature；pleasant，affable manner，amiability等。

⑦ he can be teased — and is：他能接受或忍受别人（对他）的嘲弄、耍笑等。而且也就（曾）是这么被人嘲弄、耍笑；and is = and is teased。

⑧ and with humour as well as good humour：=as well as （with）good humour。good humour并非是“好幽默”，而是“好脾气”（good temper），其反义词则是ill humour（坏脾气）。

⑨ one would be right as well as profoundly wrong：as well as一词这里曾连续出现了三次，但由于这三次中的意思并不完全相同，这里有必要对这个词的意义与用法稍加说明如下：

首先，as well as的前面和后面的两部分在分量上常常不是相等的，而是有轻重的，即有所侧重。

其次，一般而言，as well as的前面部分是强调的，也即是较重的，例如在前面的两句中，a strain of terror是强调的，后面power to interest and amuse则是已知的；又如with humour是强调的，后面（with）good humour是已知的。

其次，所以从位置上讲，强调的（未知的）多放在前面；而已知的则常后置。

其次，但这又不是绝对的，本句的情形则刚好相反。在这句中，后面的则又是强调的，其前面的right只是虚说一下。所以这里的唯一办法即是要从意思上去判断。

最后，如果在汉译时使用了“不但……，而且……”，那么一般可将已知部分前置，强调部分放后。亦即是说，只按英文语序写成“××”和（与）“××”是不妥的。

⑩ the society of other writers：这里的society不作社会讲，而是交往；来往或交际。下同。

⑪ that highly charged tale：charge，装子弹，装火药；充电。highly charged意为被装了许多子弹的，或火药味极浓的。





从上面所写不难看出，休·沃波耳的为人在本文作者的心目中是评价不太高的，甚至可说十分不佳，但骂人而不带脏字是此文的长处。这一点，在与沃波耳同时的另一位作家毛姆那里就露骨到无以复加的地步。他被毛姆以Aloy的化名在其Cakes and Ale
 （《笔花钗影录》，拙译）里给奚落挖苦得简直不成人形，足见沃未必是一名德艺双馨的作家。作为一篇人物刻画，这篇东西是写得很不错的。此文出自作者的代表作The Georgian Literary Scene
 （《英国乔治文坛》）。


沃波耳

弗兰克·斯文纳顿

沃波耳起初写小说时受霍桑与亨利·詹姆士的影响极深。他至今得益于此二人的地方仍远过于其他人。亨利·詹姆士与他的关系本来就在师友之间；詹姆士（与霍桑）的那种善写灵异事物的意识很可能对他始终魅力不衰。虽然上文说过，他的性格不乏其率直、大度与严肃的一面，他也是一位好动感情的人。这点你如看得细心，自不难从他的早期作品中找到，比如《贝林先生与徒尔先生》，在那里一种激越之情始终溢乎字里行间。《红发人肖像》也是如此。其他一些书比如《绿镜》也多有这种情形。看来沃波耳的性格并不单纯。

其实他比我认识的哪个作家也不单纯。一方面是他的那副仿佛来之于天然的快活性情，温顺脾气，那种爽直心急的友善态度，以及喜欢上谁便立即与之订交的殷切愿望，而另一方面又是顾虑多端，疑忌满腹，精明实际以及一种我一时也无以名之而姑称之为对阴暗面的“闭眼不看”的本领吧；这两方面在这个人的身上往往交织一处，难解难分。忠心耿耿、急公好义、坦率实诚，都是他之所长，但同时猜疑无度、趋避过甚与平和心境的严重缺乏等，在他也并非罕见。他的一派欣欣之气的确一本至诚，他的那病态心理也同样不假，这点实际上已构成他作品的一大特征，于是伴随着他那善于给人带来嬉笑乐趣的极大谐才，又会是一股令人生怖的阴暗潜流。他从来都是乐呵呵的，举止也总是那么和蔼可亲，他甚至可以任你开他的玩笑——而且确实是如此，虽说今天他已未必像过去那么不当事了；笑在他是来得太方便了，他会兴冲冲地一头闯进你的家门；他又健谈，不仅谈得高兴，而且谈得好玩；他实在是太招人了；如果你原先不认得他，也没读过他的东西，你准会认为他实在是天底下头号老实人了。但可怪的是，没准十有八九你会是大错特错的。

年轻时候，沃波耳常把和其他作家们的交往视为头等乐事。他渴望写得出色，渴望得人赏识。因此，当他的第三本小说《贝林先生与徒尔先生》受到关心文坛新秀的人士的瞩目时，他的那番快意心情恐怕是只有少年得志的人才会有的。那本以教师间互相攻击为题材的火药味极浓的故事多年来一直是他最受人称道的小说。尽管书中的稚气显未脱净，它仍然是他最饶有兴味的一本。紧接着他的那部旨在强调勇气在人生的重大意义的《坚毅》撰成后，他受欢迎的范围就更宽了；所以当《莱克斯女公爵》从其某些仰慕者那里得到的回响不如前此热烈时，一般的反应尚称不恶；这事也足以表明，沃波耳的名声确已建立无疑。


25 Books and Readers

F.A. Pritchard

A book that has been treasured many years and read again and again is not merely a book written by somebody or other①
 so many years ago②
 . It is part of oneself，incorporated and inseparable；and after one has spent some time in reading new books there is a wonderful friendliness about the faded and familiar pages of an old book. The reader opens it at random and sees a marked passage③
 that brings the past to life again. He knows without turning what he will find on the next page，and yet there is a distinct pleasure in looking to see that④
 nothing has been changed. Added to all these pleasures，there is，as Mr. Birrell⑤
 observes，the more prosaic consideration⑥
 that ‘dead authors are amazingly cheap’⑦
 .

The desire to follow familiar paths is，of course，a feeling that becomes intensified as one grows older. In the days of youth，on the contrary，tradition is all to make⑧
 . The adventurous spirit is strong，and novelty has an irresistible appeal by no means pleasant to the elders. Dr. Arnold⑨
 was greatly disturbed by the popularity of The Pickwick Papers
 ⑩
 with the boys at Rugby⑪
 ，and not so long ago⑫
 a conscientious headmistress expressed herself as grieved to find her pupils taking with avidity to⑬
 the stories of W.W. Jacobs⑭
 . But youth will be served，and all the fulminations of elder folk avail but little. Pickwick
 has now achieved the position of a classic appointed to be read in schools，and the stories of Mr. Jacobs，if not yet in that position of undoubted honour，will soon be regarded as wholly acceptable reading for the classroom.

There is no finality in any such choice. The writer of today using the familiar idiom of current speech，conversant with the topics that are now attracting attention，and himself exercised by⑮
 all our own anxieties for the morrow⑯
 ，has a clear advantage over the craftsman⑰
 of an earlier day，who could foresee few of our particular difficulties and to whom much of our speech would be unintelligible⑱
 . We turn naturally to the contemporary writer，because we gather from his work that he is afflicted with the same troubles as ourselves. His heroes and heroines appear to understand our position. No adjustments and no qualifications have to be made.⑲
 He will not speak of the pound sterling⑳
 as if it were a small fortune㉑
 ，nor will he talk of flying as a synonym for the unattainable. He will not offend our modern sense of the fitness of things㉒
 by using exploded astronomical theories㉓
 ，nor will he talk confidently of matter as something indestructible㉔
 . His characters㉕
 will speak after the manner that we have grown to regard as customary，and he will not weary us with lengthy descriptions of scenes that are now quite familiar，unless he is so sure of his public㉖
 that he can demand half a guinea for a verbally inflated half-crown's worth㉗
 .






【注释】


① somebody or other：请比较单一个somebody。加上了or other，便产生了“不拘或不管是某某”的更笼统或不确切的含义（=so-and-so）。

② so many years ago：请比较没有so的many years ago。加上了so，便产生了更笼统或更不确定的含义。与此相类似的还有so much。so many，so much表示的都是a number or an amount not actually specified。

③ a marked passage：一段其中做过记号的文字。这里的marked显然应读作［mɑ:kid］，而不是［mɑ:kt］。

④ a ... pleasure in looking to see that ...：这里不说in seeing that ...，而用了looking to see，有竟然（居然）找见
 了的含义。

⑤ Mr. Birrell：即Augustine Birrell （1850—1934），英国传记家与散文家。从这个名字前面的“Mr.”可看出，这篇Books and Readers
 的写作虽不知其年月，但至迟也会在1934年之前，原因为如F.A. Pritchard著此文时Birrell已经故世，则再引Birrell的名字时其前面便不能再冠以Mr.。（再参阅下面Mr. Jacobs注，可知此文甚至更著于1927年以前。）

⑥ the more prosaic consideration：等于说The more practical
 consideration。

⑦ ‘dead authors ... cheap’：这当然即是上面所引的Birrell的话。至于为何特别价宜，当然是因为不需再付稿酬（royalties），尤其是在著者逝世已过50年之后。

⑧ tradition is all to make：等于说a new tradition is all that there is （necessary）to make。

⑨ Dr. Arnold：这里的Arnold不是指作为诗人、散文家与批评家的Matthew Arnold （1822—1888），而是指作为教育家与历史学家的Thomas Arnold （1795—1842），是Matthew的父亲。

⑩ The Pickwick Papers
 ：Dickens （1821—1870）最早的成名也是成功之作，分别于1836至1837年出齐。在这里Dickens的各种文学才能，尤其是他的幽默，得到了淋漓尽致的发挥。

⑪ Rugby：这里指英国中部Rugby市的一所有名公学（public school），上面提到的Dr. Arnold曾任过该校校长。

⑫ not so long ago：so在这里起强调作用，意为即在某一事发生的前不久
 。

⑬ taking with avidity to：take to，固定习语，意为“喜爱上了；习惯于，沉溺于……”。

⑭ W.W. Jacobs：即William Wymark Jacobs （1863—1927），英国短篇小说家。

⑮ and himself exercised by：他本人便遭受着……的折磨，＝perplexed by。

⑯ our ... anxieties for the morrow：原为莎剧Hamlet
 中语，后又为Shelley用于其To the Skylark
 中。

⑰ craftsman：即writer的改换说法。

⑱ to whom ... unintelligible：这段话严格地讲并不太合乎情理，因为一般来说，我们的话前人或古人当然有可能不懂；但问题不是古人懂不懂我们（这话无丝毫意义），而是我们读得懂与否古人的东西。

⑲ No adjustments and no qualifications have to be made：这里第一个名词adjustments很好理解，不需说明；第二个名词qualifications便稍复杂，有必要说一两句。这个词的动词形式为qualify，意为“modify；limit；make weaker or less absolute”，亦即是要对……加以缓和，减轻；加以限制；用现在的话说，即是稍稍低调一些；再换句话说，说话稍有分寸，稍留余地，以防把话说死说绝。拙译此处译为“解释”其实并不准确，而只是权且如此，因为译成别的（比如修饰、限制等）都会不太自然和易解。

⑳ the pound sterling：其实即是一个英镑，加上sterling意为明确其为英币一镑。

㉑ a small fortune：这里属于肯定意义，即一笔小财，一笔相当的数目。从这里不难看出，英国到了20世纪20年代时，英镑早已较前大大贬值。

㉒ our modern sense of the fitness of things：这话极不好译，直译可作，我们现代人对客观事物的正常状态的感觉。

㉓ exploded astronomical theories：exploded，指已经过了时的。

㉔ talk confidently of matter as something indestructible：这句话的意思是，即使对于毫无疑问的物质不灭定律，现代人在谈到它时也仍然会留有余地，不把话讲得过于肯定自信。换言之，现代人的思维与谈话都会是有弹性的。

㉕ His characters：他书中（所写）的人物。

㉖ his public：his reading public；his readers。

㉗ can demand half a guinea for a verbally inflated half-crown's worth：1. demand A for B，以B来索取（要求）A；2. verbally inflated（靠）文字表达上的膨胀；（靠）把词语句子加多拉长；3. guinea，英旧币21先令，那么half a guinea便应是10.5个先令；crown：旧币5先令，half-crown便应是2.5个先令。总起来看，这话的意思即是，凭借拉长加多词语句子的做法，本来仅值2.5个先令的货物却可以卖到10.5个先令的价钱。


书与读者

F·A·普里查德

一本珍藏多年而又反复阅读过多遍的书便已经不仅仅是某位作者某些年前的某部旧作。它早已与我们的身心结为一体，从此再不可分；因而我们在翻阅了一阵新书之后，一部旧书的那些泛黄篇页每每会带来一种异样的亲切之感。随便打开翻翻，我们都会看到那里的许多记号，于是过去的种种又会宛然目前。这时不必翻篇，也会知道那下一页是些什么，另外看到那里一切都不曾变样，也会别有一番乐趣。其实那乐趣还不止此，这里还有一桩更实际的好处，那即是，正如毕尔先生所说，“死者之书一般都特别便宜”。

显然，这种好走熟路的心理往往会随着一个人的年齿之增而俱增。人在少年，情形恰恰相反，创新才是一切。那时进取之心最盛，新奇事物具有其不可抵御的诱惑力，而这些，年长者并不感兴趣。安诺德当年即曾因《匹克威克外传》在路各比公学中的广为传诵而极感不安，而前不久一位责任心强的女校长也因学生们贪读威·威·雅各布斯的小说而深表忧虑。但年轻人的需求总得给予满足，老一辈的申斥诃责终归无济于事。《外传》如今业已取得经典的地位，成了校中的指定读物，而雅各布斯的小说即使目前尚未获得那种荣耀，相信不久也会完全被课堂接受。

看来书的选择向来便难有定论可言。今天的作家使用的是人人皆知的通用语言，非常熟悉引人关注的各类话题，而作者本人又同我们一样经受着对来日种种忧虑的煎熬，因而比起早期的作家自然享有着明显的优势，这后者对我们的许多困难是无由预见的，另外我们的不少话语他们也会相当隔膜。我们会很自然地转向当代作家，因为从这些作品里我们将看出作者自己也正经受着我们同样的折磨。他书里的男女主人公们也似乎更能理解我们的处境。其间不存在任何需要调节和解释的问题。这样的作者不会把一个英镑再说成是相当一笔数目，也不会将空中飞行认作是不可企及的同义词。他不会一开口便与我们现代人的正常观念格格不入，把一些早就过了时的天文学理论重又翻检出来，也不会在谈到物质的不灭性时那么过度自信。他的人物将会按照我们所习以为常的方式讲话，另外他也不会对一些人们早已熟知的景物在描写起来时絮絮不休，让人厌烦，除非他对他的读者把握十足，只需文章拖长，三分货色也能卖得十成价钱。


26 A Translator Is Differently Situated①


John Stuart Blackie

The poet who publishes an original work，or the painter who exhibits the product of his own brush，does well，in the general case，to spare himself the trouble of any sort of introductory exposition or explanation；for the public are apt to look upon all such preambles as a sort of forestalling of their own critical rights：besides that a good work of art contains within itself all that is necessary to unfold its own story to an intelligent spectator. A translator，however，is differently situated. In interposing himself between the original author and the public，he occupies the position of an optical artist，who，when he presents to the infirm human eye the instrument that is to enable it to scan the path of the stars，is bound，not merely to guarantee the beauty，but to explain to the intelligent spectator the principle，and to make intelligible the reality of the spectacle. Or，as all similes limp，we may say that a translator stands to the public in the position of the old Colchian sorceress②
 ，who having cut a live body in pieces，and submitted it to a new fermentation in a magic pot，engaged to produce it again re-invigorated in all its completeness. The spectators of such a process have a right to know，not only that something — it may be a very beautiful and a very attractive thing — has come out of the cauldron，but also that the identical thing put in has come out without transmutation or transformation. And if there has been transmutation or transformation to any extent，they are entitled to know how far.

Now，with regard to poetical translation③
 ，I honestly confess that I consider the reproduction，according to the German idea of a FACSIMILE in all respects corresponding to the original，an impossible problem. In the alembic of the translator's mind it is not merely that the original elements of the organic whole，being disintegrated，are to be restored，but the elements out of which the restoration is to be made，are altogether different；as if a man should be required to make a counterpart to a silk yesture with cotton twist，or to copy a glowing Venus of Titian④
 in chalk. The reproduction，in such a case，can never be perfect；the copy may be something like — very like — the original，but it is not the same；it may be better in some points，and in some points worse. Just so in language. It is impossible sometimes to translate from one language into another. Greek，for instance，is a language so redundant with rich efflorescence，so tumid with luxuriant growth and overgrowth of all kinds，that our temperate language，unless it allow itself to run into sheer madness，must often refuse to follow it. Like a practised posture-maker of expert ballet-dancer，the old Hellenic dialect⑤
 can caper gracefully through movements that，if attempted，would twist our English tongue into distortion or dislocation. Æschylus⑥
 ，in particular，was famous，even amongst the Greeks，for the fearless，masculine licence with which he handled the most flexible of all languages. This licence⑦
 I profess to follow only where I can do so intelligibly and gracefully. The reader must not expect to find，in the guise of the English language，an image of Æschylus in every minute verbal feature，such as its gigantic outline has been sketched by Aristophanes⑧
 .






【注释】


① 此文标题是译者自己加的，取自文中现成用语，它出自英人布莱基的《埃斯库罗斯戏剧集》英译本序言，这里所译仅为此序言的开篇一小部分。

② the old Colchian sorceress：那古昔Colchis地方的女巫。Colchian为Colchis的形容词，Colchis地在Medea，位于古波斯的西北部，为臣服于波斯的一个独立国，继为亚历山大征服，后又隶属罗马。其地除以生产纺织品驰名外，特以其巫术著称。

③ poetical translation：这里所以用poetical一词是因为西方的戏剧，除19世纪以后的散文剧外，历来都是诗剧，即剧中语言大都以诗句写成，古希腊的悲剧、喜剧当然更是如此，因此一名戏剧家当然也就是一名诗人，其剧作也即是诗作，是诗歌。

④ Titian：（1477—1576）意大利著名绘画大师，作品之色彩结构意象等均臻绝妙，美不可言。

⑤ the old Hellenic dialect：古代的希腊虽然从今天的眼光看不算是多大的国家，但其中各地的方言却仍很不少；当然方言无论如何众多，总会有一两种方言居于优势，成为其普通话或国语。这里所说的dialect显指Attica的方言，亦即当日雅典城邦的语言（Attica为古希腊的雅典城邦的首府）。至于Hellenic为Greek一语的替换说法；在地域、文化、历史、语言等方面，Hellenic（及其相关形式）往往兼有其古希腊的含义，但涉及到人种时，又常特指现代的希腊人（a Hellene）。

⑥ Æschylus：（525—456 B.C.）古希腊悲剧之祖，也是其三大悲剧家中最早的一位，曾参加希腊对外的多次战役，此外著作等身，所作剧本不下70余种（今仅存7部），其诗风以宏伟雄健著称，据云在对希腊语潜能的发挥与调动上均已达到其极点。

⑦ This licence：特指诗歌写作上的破格、拗句、灵活运用与自由处理，当然也泛指文艺创作方面的各类违章例外情形。

⑧ its gigantic outline ... Aristophanes：这里的outline指的是Æschylus成为其后人Aristophanes （440—380 B.C.），希腊之大喜剧家，在其《蛙》一剧中所攻击的对象之一，因而构成了一幅讽刺漫画，而受攻击之弱点有三：一是太好自诩其能（能文能武，写了那么多的剧作）；二是太好自伐其功（他曾参加过希腊的多次对外战役）；三是太好自吹其祖宗（其光荣的高贵出身），而他的整个人则被描写成一名浅薄虚夸、庸俗粗暴的丑角。至于那另一对象则是悲剧家欧里庇得斯，而原因又是因为他的民主政治思想及其修辞嗜好，而这些都是Aristophanes最见不得的，而且他还是这次讽刺的重点，尽管那Æschylus也颇吃几鞭，不能轻饶。这出《蛙》出台时，三位悲剧家都已下世，于是世上便再无悲剧家了，因而《蛙》的作者遂以酒神的身份名义，下到阴间去再召回一个这样的亡灵，但因名额只有一个，Æschylus又与Euripedes对此荣誉争吵不休（结果前者获胜）。至于gigantic一词的使用则有濡染其大笔，肆意嘲弄之意。





按在这段序文当中，关于译事之难以及译者所居之地位与处境等问题，均有一定的涉及，足供翻译理论家之有趣参考，这里不多论。


翻译者的处境有所不同

约翰·斯图亚特·布莱基

一般而言，一位诗家自刊其诗，或者一位画师公展其画，都无需费心亲为这事撰写任何导论序言，以资说明；果然如此，反会被认为是堵塞言路，限制了他人的批评之权，况且一部佳作必将展示出其种种内在长处，不愁得不到识者的明鉴。但是说到译家，那情况便有许多不同。作为原文作者与译文读者的中间人，他所居处的地位实在和一名望远镜师颇为类似，因而当他将一副仪器帮助视力有限的肉眼去巡视满天星斗的运行时，他就不仅得保证那景观的壮丽，解说其原理，还得对所观看到的实况一一详为指出。或者再换个比方来说（尽管一切譬喻都难免在意思上不够周全），一名译者在读者的眼中又酷似考尔基斯那地方的女巫，她们既能将一些活人大切八块，投诸魔缶之中，以进行新的烹煎熬煮，复能凭借妖术将其拼成人形，活灵活现地原般再造出来。作为此番景象的目击者们自然有权弄清楚，首先确有某人某物从那巨镬之中重新出来，且其形貌体态极为妍美动人；复次，那重出者与进入者又确为同一事物，不曾出现任何变形走样。而且万一出现某种歧异，那程度到底为如何，自然又免不了几句交代。

至于说到诗歌体的翻译，我将老实承认，如果按照德国人的仿真观念，既为复制就得与其原物在一切方面绝对一样，那么这事便没有可能。原因是，在翻译者心灵的坩埚之中，问题实在极为复杂，不仅原来有机体中的各个部件在拆散之后须待一一合并复原，而且那崭新生命所将赖以铸成的各种素材又会情形迥异，这里面的困难真将不下于要求人用棉纱去纺出丝绸的质地，或用白垩涂出提香画中维纳斯的光彩。在这种情形下，复制总不可能完美无瑕；它可以宛肖甚至酷似原作，但毕竟不会完全一样，不是在某些方面胜似原作，就是在另一些方面逊于前者。这在语言里也是如此。有时一种语言中的东西就译不成另一种语言。举例来说，希腊语即具有着一种繁缛浮夸、触处生花似的特质，每每予人以枝条纷披、丛簇恣肆的葱茏丰腴之感，而我国语言则比较稳健平和，如果不想弄成笑话，有些地方便不宜一概模仿。正如氍毹之上的舞技步法之不易追摩，古希腊方言里的某些俊俏词语，其间的一番婀娜曼妙之姿，绰约宛转之态，如若全都依样照搬过来，势必会把英语弄得失调错位，面目全非。尤其是埃斯库罗斯，即使在希腊人中也是在用语的灵活性上最以其豪放不羁见称，而他所操持的希腊语本身又是一切语言中最灵活的。遇到这种不拘常规的地方，讲老实话，我也只能在不致误解和不伤雅正的情形下斟酌行事。因此本书的读者切不可抱望过奢，以为既是译本，便必须使埃斯库罗斯的形象在词语的每个细节上全都做到毫发不差，有如当年阿里斯托芬对他的那种大笔勾勒。


27 Appreciation and Criticism①


James Reeves

We should not be afraid of cultivating the critical sense. We often hear the warning that criticism destroys enjoyment. Some who like bad poetry would prefer to be left unenlightened②
 . So too would lovers of good poetry. I have often heard it said that to analyse a sonnet by Shakespeare or an ode of Keats③
 destroys it. But I have never met anyone whose real enjoyment of a good poem has been spoilt by criticism. Those who object to the criticism of art may be lazyminded，or they may be afraid of losing something which they do not wholly possess. For the love of any work of art is not really secure if it will not stand up to questioning. If a person tells you that he considers worthless a book or a poem which you like，do not refuse to hear him. Let him tell you why he thinks nothing of it；then ask him what he does
 admire，and why. For if a critic attacks merely for the sake of destruction，you can be sure that there is something wrong with his standards；if on the other hand he can show you that what you like is bad and that to like it may be hindering you from appreciating something better，then he is worth listening to. In the end，the only thing that can destroy a taste for the bad is the appreciation of the good. Constructive criticism is more valuable than destructive.

So do not think of the critical sense as something destructive，something that is going to crush the bloom of your enjoyment. The bloom on an aesthetic sensation is not so easily destroyed as that on a peach or a butterfly. The critical sense is not a carping，hair-splitting faculty；it is the faculty of seeing，at least in part why we enjoy something a great deal，and something else more，and something else less. It is an insight，partly instinctive and partly trained，into the mind and art of the writer，which shows us what he is trying to do and how he does it. It gives us pleasure in the ways in which words are put together. It cannot create enjoyment；no critic can make you like something that is temperamentally abhorrent to you. No critic has ever made me like Byron or Scott④
 ，and it would be as insincere in me to pretend I thought as much of them as did their first enthusiasts，as to pretend there are not readers as intelligent as I who enjoy them immensely⑤
 . But criticism can help us to realize why we like something，and this increases our liking；it can give us a sense of community with sensitive minds by showing that we are not alone in our liking；it can encourage us to try authors whom we have hitherto avoided；it can enrich and stimulate that continuous intercourse between our own personality and that of others⑥
 ，as expressed in literature⑦
 ，which gives to our reading the sense of discovery and excitement without which it is the mere passing of time. Literature helps us to understand life，and criticism helps us to understand literature.






【注释】


① 此文的标题是译者加的。关于这两个词的使用，则有单数形式与复数形式之分：抽象使用时，即如此标题这样，则只用各自的单数形式即可；但具体使用时，比如教师问其学生，对某某讲话或文章有无什么看法，则appreciation仍作单数，但criticism则应成为criticisms，亦即成了复数——“Any appreciation or criticisms
 ？”。再比如商店欢迎其顾客作批评时也会说——“We invite your criticisms
 ”。

② would prefer to be left unenlightened：意即甘愿被听任其处于蒙昧不开化的状态。

③ a sonnet by Shakespeare or an ode of Keats：这里的by与of在意义上并无实质性的区别，但在意味上却略有不同；前者by表示的是莎氏所撰或他笔下的那种sonnet，而of则是想说Keats的那种颂歌（Keats的颂歌有其许多独到的特点，仅句式与脚韵方面即精致考究之极，且多为其“自度曲”（自己首次独创的新体裁格式），尽管这种Odes自古希、罗时代即已有之）。

④ Byron or Scott：这里使译者想起了德国大文豪Goethe（歌德）对他二人的看法：爱慕与钦佩之极。歌德曾劝其国人努力学好英文，以便将来能读英文原本的拜伦。对于司各脱，歌德也曾给予过绝高的评价，称其小说作品写得人物活泼，栩栩如生，具有着极大的趣味性与可读性。

⑤ who enjoy them immensely：请注意这里的who所代表的并非是它“紧跟前”的那个“I”而是更前面的“readers”，因此我们在理解时完全可以（在想象上）将“as intelligent as I”用括号把它们括起来，这样readers便可以与who直接相连结（而不致引起误解）了。

⑥ and that of others：that这里代表personality。

⑦ as expressed in literature：请注意这里的as是关系代词，（等于说asis，或近于which is）而非副词。





此篇出自本文作者的The Critical Sense
 一书。


鉴赏与批评

詹姆斯·里夫士

我们不应当惧怕培养批评意识。我们经常听到这样一种警告，批评会破坏欣赏。一些爱读坏诗的人宁可这么糊涂下去，也不愿接受点启发教益。就连一些能读好诗的人也常是如此。常听人讲，去分析一首莎士比亚的十四行诗或是济慈的什么颂歌就会毁掉了它。但是我却从未见到过这种情形，一个人对某篇好诗的喜爱曾被批评闹坏。很有可能，这些不赞成对艺术进行批评的人是因为思想懒惰，也或许是担心怕失去些什么（而这些他们其实并不太具有）。因为，就对一件艺术品的喜爱来说，凡是经不住追询的喜爱都算不得什么真正的喜爱。所以如果有谁认为你所喜爱的某部书或某篇诗价值不高，一定不要不听听人家的说法。你可以请他谈谈为什么他对那件作品不太高看；其次，他所特别佩服的又是哪些，以及所以然的道理。如果一名批评家攻击某部作品只是为了去毁掉它，那么可以肯定他的批评标准就有问题；但是如果他能证明你喜爱的东西的确不佳，因而喜爱上它就会影响你去欣赏更优秀的作品，那么他的话就值得一听。因为，说到底，只有懂得了欣赏那好的，才能不再想要那次的。建设性的批评总比破坏性的批评更有价值。

所以千万不要把批评意识看成是某种带破坏性的事物，仿佛一有了它就会摧折了你的鉴赏之花。你那株审美之树上绽放出的花朵并不像桃花或蝶翼那么娇嫩，一捻就碎。批评意识并不以吹毛求疵、繁琐分析为其能事；它乃是一种辨识本领，能够告诉我们（尽管未必完整）何以我们对某部作品便颇为激赏，对另一部会更加如此，而对第三部则程度较差。它是一种洞察能力，而这点又半由天生，半由学力，可以抉幽发微，直透原作者的心灵及其艺术，从而将其创作意图与方法揭示出来，另外还因为能点出其属词连句之妙而给我们带来乐趣。只是批评不一定就能造成喜爱；批评家无法使你去爱上那些与你的天性非常抵牾的东西。批评家就从来不曾使我爱上过拜伦或司各脱。如果现在硬要说我对他们的喜爱竟赶得上当年他们最初的崇拜者们的那份狂热，这话就是言不由衷，这也正像我说，世上从来就没有读者（和我一样聪明的读者）特别欣赏过他们一样的不是实话。但是批评却能帮助我们弄清何以我们会爱上某个作品，并因而增强了这种爱好；它还能使我们与别的一些善感心灵得到沟通；因为它告诉了我们有此同好者并不乏人；它还能鼓励我们去接触一些我们一向望而却步的作家，它还能增强促进我们自己性格与见诸文学的他人性格之间的不断交流，从而使我们在阅读上获得某种发现之乐与兴奋之感，而缺乏这些，阅读也不过是在打发时光罢了。文学帮助我们理解人生，批评则帮助我们理解文学。


28 Pleasure

Bertrand Russell

Every man who has acquired some unusual skill enjoys exercising it until it has become a matter of course①
 ，or until he can no longer improve himself. This motive to activity begins in early childhood：a boy who can stand on his head becomes reluctant to stand on his feet②
 . A great deal of work gives the same pleasure that is to be derived from games of skill. The work of a lawyer or a politician must contain in a more delectable form③
 a great deal of the same pleasure that is to be derived from playing bridge. Here of course there is not only the exercise of skill but the outwitting of a skilled opponent. Even where this competitive element is absent，however，the performance of difficult feats is agreeable. A man who can do stunts in an aeroplane finds the pleasure so great that for the sake of it he is willing to risk his life. I imagine that an able surgeon，in spite of the painful circumstances in which his work is done，derives satisfaction from the exquisite precision of his operations. The same kind of pleasure，though in a less intense form，is to be derived from a great deal of work of a humbler kind④
 . All skilled work can be pleasurable，provided the skill required is either variable or capable of indefinite improvement. If these conditions are absent，it will cease to be interesting when a man has acquired his maximum skill. A man who runs three-mile races will cease to find pleasure in this occupation when he passes the age at which he can beat his own previous record. Fortunately there is a very considerable amount of work in which new circumstances call for new skill and a man can go on improving，at any rate until he has reached middle age. In some kinds of skilled work，such as politics，for example，it seems that men are at their best between sixty and seventy，the reason being that in such occupations a wide experience of other men is essential⑤
 . For this reason successful politicians are apt to be happier at the age of seventy than any other men of equal age⑥
 . Their only competitors in this respect are the men who are the heads of big businesses.






【注释】


① a matter of course：event that excites no surprise；a thing to be expected as a natural or logical occurrence in the course of events，亦即理所当然的事，不再引起人的惊奇的事，或者说熟练得不成问题了。

② becomes reluctant to stand on his feet：这段话的意思不可被理解得太死（can't be taken too literally），仿佛天下还真有这种（不可能的）事那样，而只不过是在说，这个孩子练功的瘾头很大而已。

③ must contain in a more delectable form：delectable，adj
 .意为delightful，但这里不用delightful或其它类似字眼而用了这个拉丁语味很强的delectable，则有使之有古意和谐谑语（arch. & joc.）的味道。再有must contain这两个词的连用也显属带有微讽或讥刺的语言。

④ work of a humbler kind：意即在性质上稍显低微或平凡的工作。

⑤ a wide experience of other men is essential：译者总认为，此文的后几句话
 都带点儿刺。

⑥ than any other men of equal age：这里other一词似不仅指一般的其他人，而是特指（政界以外的）其它行业中的从事或退休人员。





此文乍一看时似乎非常简单明了，一点也不难懂，但翻译起来却会令人感到并不那么容易着手，尤其是很不容易把它译好，甚至屡经修改而仍难使人满意或效果还不够理想。什么原因呢？大致有三：一是文中平行性或类似性的表达语句较多，译出后效果容易一般化或太单调；二是pleasure一词（此文的中心词）及其相关的词语的使用率过高，译语容易显得重复，但若过多加以变化时不是词汇本身不足就会是人为的痕迹过大，又将不够现成自然；三是原文大都为短句组成，在句型上稍欠变化，于是译文也陷入这同一困难。以上的话不知读者以为然否？不妨亲自动手再试译一下。


乐趣

贝特兰·罗素

一个学得某种奇艺绝技的人总是好将这项技艺操练个不停，非到熟而又熟，再难提高，便歇不下来。这种好动的愿望早在人的童年即已开始：一个孩子一旦学会用手倒立便总是做个没完。我们的不少工作都能给人带来一些技巧性的比赛项目所具有的乐趣。一名律师或政客的事务定会以其更加惬意的方式享有着桥牌桌上特有的大量乐趣。在这里不仅有技巧可以发挥，而且有强敌需待角胜。即使竞技的因素并不存在，惊险或高难的动作技术的操作本身便是一种愉快。一个能用飞机表演特技的人完全会给这种乐趣迷住，以致为此而粉身碎骨，也将在所不惜。我常想，一位高明的外科医生，尽管工作条件艰苦，仍能从他那毫厘不爽的精湛操刀技术之中获得满足。其它许多稍平凡的工作也都在一定程度上具有这种乐趣。一切技术活儿都会是有趣的，只要所需要的熟巧不是完全一成不变或者再无发展前途。如其是那样，一旦穷其诀窍之后，就会兴味大减。一名中长跑运动员如果过了破自己纪录之年，他也就失去对这项活动的兴趣。幸而世上还有不少工作其中新的环境往往要求新的技术，因而从事人员仍能继续提高，至少在中年之前还能如此。在某些需要“熟巧”的工作中，例如政治即是其一，其从事者则以六十至七十岁时最为理想，而理由则为，这类行业的首要一项便是人事方面的广泛阅历。正唯这样，一些成功的政界人士在他们七秩高龄之时的一番快意心情每每是其它行业中同年岁人所无法比的。在这方面或许唯有少数商界巨头才是他们的对手。


29 Affection

Bertrand Russell

The best type of affection is reciprocally life-giving；each receives affection with joy and gives it without effort，and each finds the whole world more interesting in consequence of the existence of this reciprocal happiness. There is，however，another kind，by no means uncommon，in which one person sucks the vitality of the other，one receives what the other gives，but gives almost nothing in return. Some very vital people belong to this blood-sucking type. They extract the vitality from one victim after another，but while they prosper and grow interesting，those upon whom they live grow pale and dim and dull. Such people use others as means to their own ends，and never consider them as ends in themselves.①
 Fundamentally they are not interested in those whom for the moment they think they love；they are interested only in the stimulus to their own activities，perhaps of a quite impersonal sort②
 . Evidently this springs from some defect in their nature，but it is one not altogether easy either to diagnose or to cure. It is a characteristic frequently associated with great ambition，and is rooted，I should say，in an unduly one-sided view of what makes human happiness. Affection in the sense of a genuine reciprocal interest of two persons in each other，not solely as means to each other's good，but rather as a combination having a common good，is one of the most important elements of real happiness，③
 and the man whose ego is so enclosed within steel walls that this enlargement of it is impossible misses the best that life has to offer，however successful he may be in his career. Ambition，which excludes affection from its purview is generally the result of some kind of anger or hatred against the human race，produced by unhappiness in youth，by injustices in later life，or by any of the causes which lead to persecution mama. A too-powerful ego is a prison from which a man must escape if he is to enjoy the world to the full. A capacity for genuine affection is one of the marks of the man who has escaped from this prison of self. To receive affection is by no means enough；affection which is received should liberate the affection which is to be given，and only where both exist in equal measure does affection achieve its best possibilities.






【注释】


① Such people ... as ends in themselves：把他人当成目的还是当成手段这类话长期以来讲得很多，但最初谁先讲出来的，当然已非常难以查考。但是下面的这段话应能算得上是一个较早的权威，这话是：





Now，I say，man and，in general，every rational being exists as an end in himself and not merely as a means to be arbitrarily used by this or that will.

（这里，我以为，一个人，乃至更广而言之，每一有理性的生命，其存在本身即是目的，而不仅仅是此意志或彼意志所得强为利用的一种手段。）





以上这段引文出自德国哲学家康德（Immanuel Kant）的Foundations of Metaphysics of Ethics
 （《道德形而上学基础》），至于这段汉译则为译者所做。

② perhaps of a quite impersonal sort：意为在这类吸血鬼的眼中，其恋人或妻子对他的爱情，只会被看成一种对其事业或活动的刺激物
 ，其中人
 的成分或因素往往非常稀薄微弱。

③ Affection in the sense of ... elements of real happiness：这一段类似一条affection的定义似的语句显然是一段很完美的经典式的表述，无异道出了爱的三昧。





罗素的散文作品一般都是写得相当清明而透辟，精彩和优美的，除了它们的明显的益智作用与启迪功效之外，也给我们提供了如何写好论说文的极佳范例。但就散文阅读而讲，它们的条理层次的高度讲求，特别是其理性之美与逻辑之魅力，更是其文章读者的一种不可抵御的永恒性的艺术享受，并由此而证明，抽象性思维（其中少有想象、幻想等可言）也可以同形象性思维一样，写成非常动人甚至诱人迷人的好文字；所以他那本非文学的写作也就成了文学作品了。


爱

贝特兰·罗素

理想的爱总是互以生命相许的；每一方得到爱时满怀欣喜，给予爱时毫不困难，每一方都由于这种幸福的交融而感到天地万物喜庆欢乐，更加可爱。不过世上也另有一种所谓的爱，而且还并非罕见，这即是其中一方只是在榨取另一方的生命精力；人家给他的，他接受了，该回报的，他却没有。一些精力特别旺盛的人往往便属于这种吸血类型。他们把别人挨个地一一吸尽榨光，他们成了显赫精彩的人物；但他们赖以生存的那些受榨取者却变得恹无生气，黯淡无光。这种人只是把别人当成达到他个人目的的手段，而从不认为人家本身即是目的。实际上他们对一时之间自以为爱上了的人并不真感兴趣；他们感兴趣的只是这事给他们行动带来的活力，其中人的成分可能不大。显然这来源于他们天性中的某种缺陷，但这个病却既不好诊，也不好治。它往往是特大野心的一个习见特征，而其病根我以为则来自对何为人间幸福这事存在着极为偏颇的看法。一对情侣如能真正两情相悦，不把对方视作遂行各自利益的某种手段，而把双方看成具有共同幸福的亲密姻缘，这样的爱才是真正幸福的一项最重要的内容，而一个人如果因为自我意识遭受禁锢过深，以致再无法超越开脱，必将失去人生赠给他的最好礼物，不管他在事业上成就多大。人的野心竟大到连爱也给摈斥在视线之外时，那实在是非同小可，是对整个人类怀恨带忿，有了仇了，而造成的根源，则或因幼年不幸，或因后来遭受不公，或因其它理由，终于导致虐待狂的发生。过强的自我好比一座监狱；谁如果想充分领略人生之乐，就必须从那里面挣脱出来。一个能真诚爱人的人至少可以表明他已经逃出了自我的牢笼。仅仅能接受爱还是很不够的；接受之后还必须能再释放出爱来给人，而且也只有在授与受的两方都大体相当时，爱的最高境界才会到来。


30 Why We Hate Insects

Robert Lynd

When we think of the sufferings of human beings and animals at the hands — if that is the right word — of insects①
 ，we feel that it is pardonable enough to make faces at creatures so inconsiderate. But what strikes one as remarkable is that the insects that do man most harm are not those that horrify him most. A lady who will sit bravely while a wasp hangs in the air and inspects first her right and then her left temple will run a mile②
 from a harmless spider. Another will remain collected （though murderous）③
 in presence of a horsefly，but will shudder at the sight of a moth that is innocent of blood. Our fears④
 ，it is evident，do not march in all respects with our sense of physical danger⑤
 . There are insects that make us feel that we are in the presence of the uncanny. Many of us have this feeling about moths. Moths are the ghosts of the insect world. It may be the manner in which they flutter in unheralded⑥
 out of the night that terrifies us. They seem to tap against our lighted windows as though the outer darkness had a message for us. And their persistence helps to terrify. They are more troublesome than a subject nation. They are more importunate that the importunate widow. But they are most terrifying of all if one suddenly sees their eyes blazing crimson as they catch the light⑦
 . One thinks of nocturnal rites in an African forest temple and of terrible jewels blazing in the head of an evil goddess — jewels to be stolen，we realize，by a foolish white man，thereafter to be the object of a vendetta⑧
 in a sensational novel⑨
 . One feels that one's hair would be justified in standing on end，only that hair does not do such things. The sight of a moth's eye is，I fancy，a rare one for most people. It is a sight one can no more forget than a house on fire.






【注释】


① at the hands ... of insects：at the hand（s）of ...，在……的手下（里），在这里当然是句滑稽话，因为昆虫是只有爪而没手，所以就来了破折号里的那句话if that is the right word，这个word当然指的是hands。

② run a mile：显然是夸张语，不可认真对待。

③ （though murderous）：murderous，蓄意、图谋或有可能去murder （bent on or capable of murder）。这里它只指的是这位女士，而非那马蝇。

④ Our fears：请比较苏轼的《黠鼠赋》中的几个句子——“人能碎千金之璧，不能无失声于破釜，能搏猛虎不能无变色于蜂虿，此不一之患也。”（最后一句的意思是“麻烦的事是，人们畏惧事物的原因或方式是不一致的”。——译者）也即是说，人的畏惧有时是没有什么道理的：可怕（或该怕）的不怕；不可怕（或不该怕）的反倒会怕！

⑤ physical danger：physical一词有多种含义，可以是物质的；人（身）体的与自然界的；这里显指其第二义——人（身）体的。

⑥ flutter in unheralded：unheralded，未经（门房或用人等）通报而进入的。

⑦ catch the light：不是抓住灯光，而是着了灯亮。

⑧ vendetta：原指或多指家族间的宿怨世仇，但也泛指一般性的这类仇恨纠纷。

⑨ sensational novel：亦即a thrriller或a story of horror（恐怖小说），而非指那能激起强烈情绪的小说。以上一段话，特别是自we realize之后，显然具有一定的微讽意味，意思是这类恐怖小说写起来大概都不外是这么一种套路格式。


为什么我们讨厌昆虫

罗伯特·林德

每当我们想到人和牲畜在昆虫的“手”下——如其这么说也不为无当的话——所遭的那份罪时，那么对这种无情的东西有点不满也应该说并不过分。让人惊奇的是，昆虫里那最伤人的却不一定是那最吓人的。一位女士也许会听任黄蜂在她的额头鬓角左右盘旋而端坐那里，毫不胆怯，但一只无害的蜘蛛可会把她吓得直跑。另一位会面对马蝇而不动声色（尽管暗藏杀机），但见着一只不吸人血的飞蛾却能给吓得发抖。看来，我们的恐惧感与实际的危险性并不一定处处相符。有些昆虫还能使我们产生遭逢不祥的感觉。不少人对飞蛾就是这样。它简直是昆虫世界里的鬼怪。或许是它的那飞法——那黑夜里头突如其来地拍扇扑棱——有点邪乎，非常吓人，仿佛外边夜神着其前来叩窗，报送凶讯。那股子纠缠劲儿就更叫人着怕。它们比一个平复了的属国还不太平，比一个多事的寡妇还更多事。而它一着灯亮，两眼骤放红光，那就更可怕了。那情景活像是非洲森林深夜的可怕庙祭，女妖头上的那块瘆人的宝石——这个，我们明白，必将为一愚蠢的白人所窃去，于是日后成为一部恐怖小说里的追杀捉捕对象。想到这里我们真不免有毛发倒竖之感，虽说此事不会发生。飞蛾的眼对谁也不寻常。好比着了火的房子，见后终生难忘。


31 The Rise of Semantics①


Stephen Ulmann


General semantics
 ②
 has its roots in the linguistic preoccupations of contemporary philosophy. It has certain affinities with the work of thinkers like Russell and Whitehead③
 and with the various currents of Logical Positivism，including the “philosophical semantics” practised by Morris and Carnap，within the framework of a general theory of signs④
 . Some of the excesses of its American branch have，however，been denounced as “messianic” by academic philosophy⑤
 .

The movement arose out of two main sources，one British，the other American （with a Polish background）⑥
 . The British school，which did not style itself “semantics”，came into being with Ogden and Richards' Meaning of Meaning
 ⑦
 ，but these authors themselves had been inspired by the enthusiastic — and at the time rather isolated — campaign of Lady Welby for a better language medium. The story，past and future，is told by H.G. Wells⑧
 ，in a passage of The Shape of Things to Come
 ：

“An interesting and valuable group of investigators，whose work still goes on，appeared first in a rudimentary form in the nineteenth century. The leader of this group was a certain Lady Welby （1837-1912），who was frankly considered by most of her contemporaries as an unintelligible bore. She corresponded copiously with all who would attend to her；harping perpetually on the idea that language could be made more exactly expressive，that there should be a ‘Science of Significs’. C.K. Ogden and a fellow Fellow of Magdalene College⑨
 ，I.A. Richards （1893-1947），were among the few who took her seriously⑩
 . These two produced a book，The Meaning of Meaning
 ，in 1923，which counts as one of the earliest attempts to improve the language mechanism. Basic English was a by-product of these enquiries.⑪
 The new Science was practically unendowed，it attracted few workers，and it was lost sight of during the decades of disaster. It was revived only in the early twenty-first century.”⑫


Seventeen years have elapsed since this forecast，and it is already abundantly clear that it was unduly pessimistic. In the very year when Wells' book appeared，Count Korzybski brought out in America the first edition of his magnum opus
 ⑬
 ，Science and Sanity
 . A synthesis between the two trends was achieved in Stuart Chase's lucid and intransigent book，The Tyranny of Words
 （1938），which brought Ogden-Richards' and Korzybski's somewhat forbidding books⑭
 within the reach of the intelligent layman，and was probably the most influential single factor in the popularisation of the movement. Since then，many able writers have explored the relevance of the new doctrine to fields as wide apart as science，law and literature；successful and well-attended congresses have been held in the United States；finally，a magazine was launched under the cryptic title Etc
 . — one of Korzybski's practical suggestions is the lavish use of etc
 .-s to show that a statement is deliberately incomplete⑮
 . By establishing itself as a characteristic feature in the intellectual panorama of our age，general semantics has become involved in controversies. It has been attacked in the Soviet Union⑯
 ，and in the United States itself，Kenneth Burke and others have begun the “debunking” of “debunking”⑰
 . It has also had to suffer from the less desirable effects of popularity⑱
 ：witness A.W. Read's⑲
 story of the strip-tease artist who applied to a semanticist⑳
 for a more reputable name. She was given a mysterious Greek term，ecdysiast
 ㉑
 ，which proved a great success.






【注释】


① The Rise of Semantics：本篇译自英国语言学者Stephen Ulmann的一本带一定通俗性的语言学著作Words
 的第二章（The Shortcomings of words
 ）的开头几段。至于本文的标题则是译者自己起的。

② General Semantics：普通语义学，亦即语义学中偏于基础与原理这部分的语义学，以别于更专门或以其某些特殊方面的更深入的研究为重点的各类具体语义学。

③ the work of ... Russell and Whitehead：主要指他二人合创的数理逻辑与新实证主义等论文与著作。

④ within the framework of a general theory of signs：一般认为，现当代的符号学（semiotic）通常包括三个分支，即句法学、语用学与语义学（syntactics，pragmatics，semantics），故云。

⑤ denounced as “messianic” by academic philosophy：messianic为Messiah（通译弥赛亚，犹太人期盼中的救世主，这个词在后来的耶教中实即为耶稣的同义词）一词的形容词形式；这个词（名词或形容词）有时也以小写形式出现，这时则泛指一般的救星，或救星的。M（m）essianic意为救世主的（般的），或以救世主自居的。至于所以会落此不是，主要是因为，在语言学、语义学（也正如在许许多多别的文理科学中那样）里面，过左或过激的派别或思潮每每有过于夸大本学科作用的倾向，以致把语言文字与语义等的重要性描写成足以决定战争和平、国际争端甚至人类前途命运的头等大事与关键因素，因而这些学说的提出者、奉行者乃至仅仅是追逐者，其肩上的重任与使命也便会大得吓人，大有一言而可以定乾坤的味道，因而也就难免会被一些较正统的哲学家视为太不自量！

⑥ （with a Polish background）：美国著名语义学者Alfred Korzybski （1879—1950）原籍波兰，故云。

⑦ Ogden and Richard's Meaning of Meaning
 ：Ogden即C（harles）K（ay）Ogden （1889—1957），英国教育家与语言学家，Basic English的创建者。至于“基本英语”，则为该氏所设计的一种由简入繁的英语学习程序法，其词汇量控制于850以内，并由其合作者编写了大量的世界文学名著的基本英语丛书，曾在全球影响极大，但收效如何，则恐怕未尽符合其原创制人的理想。Richards即I（vor）A（rmstrong）Richards （1893—1947），英国长期居美之语言学者与文学批评家，20世纪30年代初曾短期任教于清华大学，其代表作除文中提到的合著Meaning of Meaning
 外，主要为Principles of Literary Criticism
 。其实，meaning of meaning即是语义学的主旨要义与基本研究内容。

⑧ H.G. Wells：此人的名声之大似已无需再注，这里需要一提的是，他的这本The Shape of Things to Come
 及其有关事项，译者曾遍寻不得，也只能暂付阙如。

⑨ a fellow Fellow of Magdalene College：Magdalene College，英国剑桥大学的一个学院；Fellow，大学的研究员；fellow同事，在一起工作的；a fellow Fellow，这两词在一起连用，当然有滑稽意味。

⑩ took her seriously：对她（的见解、观点或态度等）非常重视。

⑪ Basic English was a by-product of these enquiries：Basic English，已见上面注，至于these enquires，指语义学方面的研究。

⑫ revived only in the early twenty-first century：就是指的我们的今天，请别忘记上文The story，past and future ...中的future一词。另外这里有一条本文作者Stephen Ulmann的自注（脚注）：Also quotated by Mr. H.R. Walpole in his book Semantics
 。

⑬ magnum opus
 ：（拉丁词语）巨著，杰作。

⑭ somewhat forbidding books：多少有些号称难读的书；艰深难解，令人望而却步的书。

⑮ a statement is deliberately incomplete：这里a statement不可被理解过死，而是泛指一般的言论，而不是只限于某一或个别的一项（条）言论。说话作文而故意存心不把话说全写透，这在古今中外便例来是如此——可说都有只说“三分话”的传统。

⑯ attacked in the Soviet Union：据本文译者的回忆，他自己在20世纪50年代即曾读过一两篇这方面的文章，其主要意思大致是：语义学是欧美御用学者为其本国的资产阶级或国际帝国主义的剥削侵略政策妄图掩饰遮盖、服务效力的假学术与伪科学。

⑰ the “debunking” of “debunking”：debunk，原为美国口语词，但久已成为英语的正式表达，意为揭穿（真相、虚伪、假冒、伪善、掩盖物，等等）。这里的两个debunking，指的是文中提到的美国人Kenneth Burk等人对当日的一些好作debunking行为（比如对许多语言现象的传统解释说明等）的人们或著作的debunking ——换句话说，即是对好作debunking的语义学者们的debunking。至于这两个词都被加上了引号，则是此文作者想赋予之以“所谓的”的含义。

⑱ the less desirable effects of popularity：可见，流行了也有流行了的不利或麻烦。

⑲ A.W. Read：英国当日一著名评论家与小说作者。

⑳ a semanticist：一位颇有几分语义学倾向的学者或作者，实即指H.L. Mencken （1880—1956），美国的著名评论家与语言学者，代表作为《偏见》与《美国语言》。

㉑ ecdysiast
 ：杜撰之希腊语词，原意为ecdysis （脱皮）+ast（从业者），完全相当于英语中的strip-teaser。





译者虽译和注了此文，实则力不胜任。但所以仍然为之，主要是因为觉得这位语言学家的文章，一有点文学味道，二有些小品文或散文随笔的意思，三文笔极其明白与简练。以上三点，在许多学者的笔下一般是找不到的。


语义学的兴起

史蒂芬·乌尔曼

普通语义学的产生来自当代哲学中语言方面的深入研究。在符号学一般原理的框架内，语义学与罗素和怀特海等思想家的著述以及逻辑实证主义的各个流派，包括莫理斯与卡耐皮所推行的“哲理语义学”，都有着相当关系。然而其美国派方面的某些过激主张则遭到正统学院哲学的诟病，被讥为“妄以救世主自居”（“messianic”）。

语义运动的主要来源有二，一为英国，另一为美国（虽然兼有其波兰背景）。英国一派以奥格登与理查兹合著之《意义之意义》一书的出版为其肇始，尽管其著者并未用“语义学”一词以相标榜，但上书二作者则确曾受到当日一位名叫威尔拜夫人所倡导的一个激烈而又孤立的运动（争取精良的语言工具运动）的极大启发。关于此事之始末及其前景，赫·乔·威尔斯于其《未来事物之形态》一书中曾有过如下描写：

“十九世纪末，一批有趣才隽曾以其初步研究所得而首发其端，现此项工作仍在继续。领导人为一名唤威尔拜夫人之女性（1837—1912），此人在其同代人的心目中曾被直斥为一不知所云之絮聒人物。但对乐听其意见者，却颇多书信往来；而其反复申说之主张则为，如何增进语言之确切的表现力这项工作仍然大有可为，以及‘符号之科学’确有其建立之必要。查·凯·奥格登及其摩德林学院另一位研究员同事爱·阿·理查兹（1893—1947），即为少数深信其说的人。二氏于1923年合力刊出一书，取名《意义之意义》，一般被认作致力于语言机制之改进的滥觞之作。至于‘基本英语’，仅为其研究之一项附产品而已。但此新科学既绝少蒙获资助，复难邀得他人合作，其后灾祸连年，便更无人闻问，其议遂寝。二十一世纪开始之后，方才会有人重寻坠绪，赓续斯事。”

此项预卜颁出，已是十七个年头过去。事实充分表明，上面的话实在未免过于悲观。因为就在威氏此书发表的同年，考兹布斯基伯爵便已在美国首次刊出其力作《科学与清醒》，继而另一部综括二派主张之著述又假斯图亚特·柴斯的清通健劲之笔而接踵问世——《词的专制》（1938）。至此，奥、理与考氏书中奥衍繁难之内容始为一般读书人所理解，这点或许也即是此运动得以推广的唯一原因。自此以后，不少有才能的作者便将这一新学说的意义广泛应用到科学、法律与文学等门类迥异的学科里去，另外有关学会曾一再在美召开，而且座无虚席，大获成功；最后一份以《等等》这一怪词命名的语义杂志也酝酿出世——其得名来自考氏的一条实际性建议，即“等等”一词最宜多用，因人类一些词语本来便是故意使之说不齐全的。普通语义学既已成为当今知识全景中的重要一景，也就难免会被扯入种种争端。首先语义学在苏联便遭到过攻击，即使在美国本土，凯尼斯·伯克等人也对它展开过所谓的“揭穿”之“揭穿”。另外语义学的盛行也给它自身招来某些不便。关于这点，请参阅阿·华·理德小说里的一节轶闻。书中讲一名脱衣舞女因嫌脱衣一词不雅而求某语义学者为她另取一美名，结果讨得一个颇为奥妙的希腊语词——ecdysiast
 ！殊不料此词竟不胫而走。


本书作者简介

Alexander Smith （1830—1867），英国一早夭诗人与散文家，但以后者更为擅长，其散文较富诗味，笔致萧疏澹远，是以情胜的清浅文字。

Robert Louis Stevenson （1850—1894），英国后期浪漫主义作者，一位文笔极优美的小说家，但似更长于散文，其作品设想奇肆，波澜无限，句法亦变幻多端，笔触所及，皆有可读之处，并有一定之深度。

Henry Havelock Ellis （1859—1939），英国著名心理学与文化研究家；初学医，后转入心理学，对性心理钻研尤深，所著《性心理研究》七大卷颇著闻于世；另对文化有研究，其《生之舞蹈》即系对以希、罗为主的西方文化的出色阐释，此外个人文笔亦佳，有名散文家之誉。

Hilaire Belloc （1870—1953），英国著名文人，父原为法人，（母英人）三十一岁后改入英籍；在信仰上为罗马天主教。他是一位才情出众的多方面作家，几遍涉一切文学品种，且兼长史学，但以散文写作成就最著。其特长为文思活跃，机敏灵动，犀利老练，而特富谐趣。

Max Beerbohm （1872—1956），英国漫画家、评论家与散文家，是一位生来特别适合于写散文的作者，作品蕴藉灵秀，温文颖慧，其绵密可爱几乎并世无两。晚年移居美国，改行从事广播事业。

Samuel McChord Crothers （1857—1927），美国著名散文作家，职业为牧师（长老会），平生以博学与多智著闻。

Arthur Christopher Benson （1862—1925），英国学者、传记家与散文作者，尤以善作日记著名（仅这方面即曾留世500余万字！）。

Alfred George Gardiner （1865—1946），英国著名记者、散文家与传记作者，有文集多卷行世。

Henry Major Tomlinson （1873—1958），英国著名的游记作家与散文家，1912年出版的第一部书The Sea and the Jungle
 （《大海与森林》）是他的代表作，内容记叙了他乘船自伦敦出发，经大西洋，而后从巴西之亚马逊河入海口处上溯该河2，000英里的水上记闻。他文风的特点为，长于记叙与观察，另外语言美并富于思想。

Arnold Bennet （1867—1931），英国20世纪前期著名小说家与散文作者，作品以结构坚致、语言自然与擅长心理描写著称，代表作为《老妇谭》与《五城故事》等。

John Macy，美国20世纪前半期美国文化研究专家与世界文学知识普及家；前者以其The American Spirit
 为代表，后者以其The Story of the World's Literature
 为代表。

A. Clutton-Brock （1868—1924），英国作家与文艺评论家。

Robert Lynd （1897—1949），英国散文家，一生所写散文数量极巨，题材广泛，细大不捐，发掘细微而语言流畅自然，素有用笔如舌之美誉。

William Somerset Mangham （1874—1965），英国著名小说家、戏剧家、评论家与散文作者，他写过多部长篇小说，短篇小说尤多，所作剧本也极有名，代表作为Of Human Bondage
 （《人间罗网》）。他的作品在英国以及全球销量长期高居英国近当代作家之冠。


补编中作者简介

Oscar Wilde （1854—1900），出生于爱尔兰的著名英国作家，19世纪末唯美主义的倡导人，作品不多而特富于精品，小说《道连格雷的画像》与剧作《莎乐美》是他的美学思想的集中表现；各类作品中以轻喜剧为最著名，代表作为《认真的重要》。

George Bernard Shaw （1856—1950），出生于爱尔兰之英国戏剧家、评论家与费边派社会主义者，另外对音乐较有造诣。各种作品当中，他以在剧作的成就为最高，数量亦巨，凡51部。但以哪些为最好或代表作却迄无定论。他的散文成就亦大，犀利爽快，气势酣畅，而且极富机智与幽默。1926年荣获诺贝尔文学奖。

Giles Lytton Strachey （1880—1932），英国著名传记作者与散文家，在文学上的成就主要有两点：一为文章写得极为漂亮，在近代英国散文中堪称典范；在叙事方面也生动无比，有类小说。二为传记（主要为英、法两国人物）写作上极有特色，揭露倾向特强，尤好拆穿当代名流假象。其名作为The Eminent Victorians
 （《维多利亚朝名人》）。另外他对法国文学也较有研究。

Frank Swinnerton （1884—1982），英国著名文人，评论家、小说与散文作者，代表作为The Georgian Literary Scene
 （《英国乔治时代文坛》）。

F.A. Pritchard，英国20世纪前期的文人与散文作者。

John Stuart Blackie （1809—1895），英国著名古希腊文学研究学者，曾英译古希腊悲剧家埃斯库罗斯剧作多种。

James Reeves （1909—1978），英国诗人、作家与评论家。

Bertrand Russel （1872—1970），20世纪英国哲学家、数理逻辑家、散文作家与社会活动家，是一位享有世界声誉的英国学界名人。他一生勤奋不休，著作等身，晚年曾荣获诺贝尔文学奖。他的散文晓畅条达而别具文采，为说理文的极佳典范。

Stephen Ulmann （1914—1976），匈牙利著名语言学家，一生大部分时间在英国度过，语义学的早期研究者。


译后记

翻译这本小书期间，颇曾生过一些感想，亦可谓稍有所得。今译事既毕，乃得暇将此类杂感略记其一二，聊以备忘，兼可供译界同仁参考之用，其内容如下：

多年以来，特别是最近一个时期，我个人在翻译某些经典作品的同时，以及在阅读他人译文的过程当中，一个经常使我深感困惑因而也就不时会引起我思考的问题即是：何以某些原来相当不错甚至非常精彩的作品往往会在经过一道翻译之后便变得不再那么喜人，那么可爱，便会出现流于平庸一般、枯燥乏味的情形，以致让人难以卒读？总之，一切出现了异样，有些变质走味。其表现当然会是多方面的——气格下坠、成色降低、效果减弱、印象变浅、内容失真、意念转晦、色泽趋暗、美感流丧、趣味冲淡、神情涣散、元气亏损，仿佛亡其魂魄似的，另外在晓畅自然轻快惬意等方面也都呈露出不同程度的褪色。至于原文中的一些本来就十分微妙和极难传达好的品质，比如其诗意、谐趣与美就变得更加稀薄有限，不太好辨认了。但冷静下来细检一下其原文，又应当说在多数情况下还是做得大致不差的，甚至相当“准确”，可这又是怎么闹的？长期频繁的接触使我终于渐渐悟出了其中的一点道理：问题恐怕还是出在译者对风格的把握上。而其核心或实质则又可能来自风格当中的某种东西，一个我一时也无以名之而姑暂称之为“诱人的品性”（an inviting quality）吧？这肯定是个很飘忽的东西，有点玄而又玄的味道。但也未必就是完全不可捉摸。我以为，这个至少可以包括如下一些品质：比如语言上的可读性、明晰性、清新性；意念上的形象性、易解性；表达上的优胜性、完美性；色调词采上的鲜明性；记忆上的黏着性（译文中的许多词语见后即易于成诵，历久不忘）；词汇与句法上的确切性、丰盛性与富于变化性；以及在语际关系或语境的对待上对诸多因素的种种巧妙处理，比如关照、呼应、接承、铺垫、映衬、熨帖、烘托、渲染、分合、聚散、补救、回护、弥缝、设伏、收拢、衔挂、附着等等；在遣词觅句上的有效的间错配置，比如主次、正反、轻重、曲直、深浅、浓淡、疏密、明暗、虚实、详略、抑扬、隐显等等；再有，笔态语气上的通体流贯性及其它。其实，翻译与写作在性质上原是一个道理：要想能译好，必先能写好，这很可能即是一条“不易之论”。好了，一个译品如果既能在对原文的理解上做到正确无误，表达上通顺自然，而又能兼具上述的许多优点长处，便无疑业已达到上面我所提出的那种“诱人的品性”的要求，便有可能产生出令人看得下去的优秀制作，拿得出无愧于其原作的成功佳译，便能在质量上有望致干枯于丰腴，变孱弱为劲健，化平庸一般而成精彩神奇，从而呈现出一派满眼芳菲、葱茏可喜的绝妙胜境，重新在译坛上放一异彩，便能在效果上出现，在译者堪能引以自慰，在读者定将感到惊异喜悦的那种值得庆幸的崭新气象与大好局面。这个，即是我所谓的诱人的品性。易言之，一篇（部）classic也就理应在译文上再次和同样地（使之）成为一篇（部）classic。

从以上所谈，不难看出，诱人的品性对我们做好翻译这事有多重要。正是凭借着它，才会使一篇（部）译品能够受人喜爱，才会被人不厌其烦或不顾不畏其纷繁复杂而仍能津津有味地耽读下去并从中而深得其乐，因而在这里数量和长短往往不是问题，重要的是这种品性的多寡与有无，是它的含量的厚薄丰啬，亦即是在质不在量。有了它，我们笔下的东西便能生气勃勃，熠熠生辉，如果写诗的话，一些语句便有可能会燃烧起来，歌唱和飞舞起来，容易被人记得和为人传诵；译文译诗，同样也是如此。有了这个，任它什么废铜烂铁或顽石，也都将经过一番熔铸雕镌而变成美玉精金，何况所译的东西其本身即是佳品。而一个人译文质量的高下也往往正是在这种品性（诱人的品性）含量的多寡与有无上而得到其正确的判断。
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