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When the World was Young

当世界还年轻的时候





I




第一节






He was a very quiet, self-possessed sort of man, sitting a moment on top of the wall to sound the damp darkness for warnings of the dangers it might conceal. But the plummet of his hearing brought nothing to him save the moaning of wind through invisible trees and the rustling of leaves on swaying branches. A heavy fog drifted and drove before the wind, and though he could not see this fog, the wet of it blew upon his face, and the wall on which he sat was wet.

他是那种很安静很镇定的人，在墙头上坐一会儿，聆听潮湿夜色中潜藏的危险的征兆。但他的听力陡然下降，他几乎什么都听不到，只听见风吹过看不见的树木发出的萧萧声和树枝晃动时叶子发出的沙沙声。被风驱赶着的浓雾弥漫开来，他虽然看不到这雾，但它的湿气吹到了他的脸上，而且他坐着的墙头也是湿的。




Without noise he had climbed to the top of the wall from the outside, and without noise he dropped to the ground on the inside. From his pocket he drew an electric night-stick, but he did not use it. Dark as the way was, he was not anxious for light. Carrying the night-stick in his hand, his finger on the button, he advanced through the darkness.

他悄无声息地从外侧爬上墙头，然后又跳到内侧的地上，仍旧没弄出一点声响。他从兜里摸出一根手电筒，却并没有用它。路很黑，但他并不急于照亮它。他手里握着手电筒，手指放在按钮上，在黑暗中前进。




The ground was velvety and springy to his feet, being carpeted with dead pine-needles and leaves and mold which evidently had been undisturbed for years. Leaves and branches brushed against his body, but so dark was it that he could not avoid them. Soon he walked with his hand stretched out gropingly before him, and more than once the hand fetched up against the solid trunks of massive trees. All about him he knew were these trees; he sensed the loom of them everywhere; and he experienced a strange feeling of microscopic smallness in the midst of great bulks leaning toward him to crush him. Beyond, he knew, was the house, and he expected to find some trail or winding path that would lead easily to it.

地上软绵绵的，踩上去很有弹性，到处都是枯萎的松针、树叶和菌类，很明显已经多年没有人和动物来过了。叶子和树枝擦过他的身体，可是因为天太黑了，所以他也躲不开它们。不久，他便把手伸在前面摸索着走，接着，他那伸出的手不止一次地碰到大树坚固的树干。他知道自己身边全是这种树，也感觉到它们在各个角落若隐若现，而且他有一种奇怪的感觉，自己似乎很渺小，周围巨大的树木都在向他倾斜，像是要压扁他。他知道远处就是那座房子，他希望能找到一条轻松通向它的小径或是蜿蜒小路。




Once, he found himself trapped. On every side he groped against trees and branches, or blundered into thickets of underbrush, until there seemed no way out. Then he turned on his light, circumspectly, directing its rays to the ground at his feet. Slowly and carefully he moved it about him, the white brightness showing in sharp detail all the obstacles to his progress. He saw, an opening between huge-trunked trees, and advanced through it, putting out the light and treading on dry footing as yet protected from the drip of the fog by the dense foliage overhead. His sense of direction was good, and he knew he was going toward the house.

有一次，他发现自己被困住了。无论他往哪个方向走，要么是摸到树枝和树干，要么就撞上灌木矮丛，直到似乎无路可循。接着他打开灯，谨慎地照亮脚下的地面。他缓慢地、小心地移动着手电，照亮自己的周围，这束白光照亮了他前进路上所有的障碍，分毫毕现。他看见巨大的树干中有个洞，然后就穿了过去，然后关上手电筒，踩在干干的路面上。由于那路面上方全是浓密的树叶，因而没有被雾水打湿，表面是干的。他的方向感很强，他知道自己正朝房子的方向走去。




And then the thing happened—the thing unthinkable and unexpected. His descending foot came down upon something that was soft and alive, and that arose with a snort under the weight of his body. He sprang clear, and crouched for another spring, anywhere, tense and expectant, keyed for the onslaught of the unknown. He waited a moment, wondering what manner of animal it was that had arisen from under his foot and that now made no sound nor movement and that must be crouching and waiting just as tensely and expectantly as he. The strain became unbearable. Holding the night-stick before him, he pressed the button, saw, and screamed aloud in terror. He was prepared for anything, from a frightened calf or fawn to a belligerent lion, but he was not prepared for what he saw. In that instant his tiny searchlight, sharp and white, had shown him what a thousand years would not enable him to forget—a man, huge and blond, yellow-haired and yellow-bearded, naked except for soft-tanned moccasins and what seemed a goat-skin about his middle. Arms and legs were bare, as were his shoulders and most of his chest. The skin was smooth and hairless, but browned by sun and wind, while under it heavy muscles were knotted like fat snakes. Still, this alone, unexpected as it well was, was not what had made the man scream out. What had caused his terror was the unspeakable ferocity of the face, the wild-animal glare of the blue eyes scarcely dazzled by the light, the pine-needles matted and clinging in the beard and hair, and the whole formidable body crouched and in the act of springing at him. Practically in the instant he saw all this, and while his scream still rang, the thing leaped, he flung his night-stick full at it, and threw himself to the ground. He felt its feet and shins strike against his ribs, and he bounded up and away while the thing itself hurled onward in a heavy crashing fall into the underbrush.

接着就发生了那件事——出人意料、不敢想象。正下落的脚踩在一个软软的活物上，在他的重压下那东西哼了一声。他跳到了别处，蹲在一边准备再跳到别的地方，紧张地等待着不明物的袭击。他等了一会儿，琢磨着是什么动物从他的脚下爬起来，现在却悄无声息，没有一点动静了。它肯定也正蹲在那里等着，和他一样紧张而又期待。这种紧张的气氛变得令人难以忍受。他把手电筒举在身前，按了下按钮，看了过去，接着就恐惧地大声尖叫起来。他做好心理准备去面对各种动物，从受惊的小牛、小鹿到凶猛的狮子，可是对自己看到的这个东西一点心理准备都没有。在那一瞬间，他那小小的探照光，强烈而明亮，向他展示了一个他一千年都不会忘记的——人，巨大的体型，白皙的皮肤，黄色的头发，黄色的胡子，光着身子，只穿一双软面棕色鹿皮鞋，还有一件山羊皮似的东西挂在他的腰部。他的胳膊和腿是光着的，肩膀和大部分胸膛也是。他的皮肤光滑无毛，但因为风吹日晒而呈棕色，皮肤下面是打结的健壮的肌肉，就如同一条条肥蛇。只有这些，虽然出乎意料，但不足以让那个男人尖叫。让他害怕的是它脸上露出不可名状的凶残，蓝眼睛里闪着野兽般的光芒，在灯光的照射下并不显得晕眩，胡子和头发上缠粘着松树针，巨大的身体蹲在那里，正准备跳向他。实际上，在他看见这一切，还在尖叫的那一瞬，那东西就跳了过来，他把手电筒朝它砸了过去，自己则跌倒在地上。他感觉那个东西的双脚和胫骨撞到了他的肋骨，接着他跳起来然后又躲到一边去，而那时那东西猛地跳起又重重掉进矮树丛里。




As the noise of the fall ceased, the man stopped and on hands and knees waited. He could hear the thing moving about, searching for him, and he was afraid to advertise his location by attempting further flight. He knew that inevitably he would crackle the underbrush and be pursued. Once he drew out his revolver, then changed his mind. He had recovered his composure and hoped to get away without noise. Several times he heard the thing beating up the thickets for him, and there were moments when it, too, remained still and listened. This gave an idea to the man. One of his hands was resting on a chunk of dead wood. Carefully, first feeling about him in the darkness to know that the full swing of his arm was clear, he raised the chunk of wood and threw it. It was not a large piece, and it went far, landing noisily in a bush. He heard the thing bound into the bush, and at the same time himself crawled steadily away. And on hands and knees, slowly and cautiously, he crawled on, till his knees were wet on the soggy mold, When he listened he heard naught but the moaning wind and the drip-drip of the fog from the branches. Never abating his caution, he stood erect and went on to the stone wall, over which he climbed and dropped down to the road outside.

跌落的响声消失后，那男人停下来，伏在地上等着。他能听到那东西走来走去地搜寻他，便不敢乱动害怕暴露自己的位置。他知道他自己不免会压着那灌木丛，然后又被它追逐。他曾掏出左轮手枪，不过又改变了主意。他镇定了下来，希望能够悄无声息地逃脱。有几次他听到那东西拍打着灌木丛找他，有时候它也会停下来听听动静。这让他想到了一个主意。他的一只手正放在一块死木头上。他先仔细地在黑暗中摸索确认有抡动胳膊的空间，接着就举起木头扔了出去。木头并不大，所以滚得很远，落进灌木丛时还发出很大的声响。他听到那东西跳进灌木丛，与此同时，就稳稳地爬走了。他手脚并用地小心翼翼地慢慢向前爬行，直到膝盖被湿透的菌类弄湿。当他想听听动静的时候，只能听得到风的呜咽声和雾水从树枝滴落的声音。他一点也没有放松警惕，笔直地站着，然后朝石墙走去，从墙上翻了过去，然后落在外侧的公路上。




Feeling his way in a clump of bushes, he drew out a bicycle and prepared to mount. He was in the act of driving the gear around with his foot for the purpose of getting the opposite pedal in position, when he heard the thud of a heavy body that landed lightly and evidently on its feet. He did not wait for more, but ran, with hands on the handles of his bicycle, until he was able to vault astride the saddle, catch the pedals, and start a spurt. Behind he could hear the quick thud-thud of feet on the dust of the road, but he drew away from it and lost it. Unfortunately, he had started away from the direction of town and was heading higher up into the hills. He knew that on this particular road there were no cross roads. The only way back was past that terror, and he could not steel himself to face it. At the end of half an hour, finding himself on an ever increasing grade, he dismounted. For still greater safety, leaving the wheel by the roadside, he climbed through a fence into what he decided was a hillside pasture, spread a newspaper on the ground, and sat down.

他在一片灌木丛里摸来摸去，拽出一辆自行车，准备骑上去。正当他用脚转动齿轮，想把另一个脚蹬调整到合适的位置时，他听到砰的一声，很明显是一个笨重的身体轻盈落地的声音。他等都没等，立刻跑了起来，双手抓住车把，直到他能够跨上车座，踩住脚蹬，开始冲刺。他能够听到身后土路上咚咚咚快速的脚步声，可他躲开并甩掉了它。不幸的是，他开始朝着远离城镇的方向骑去，还冲着地势更高的山区骑去。他知道，在这条路上没什么交叉路。唯一能够回去的路径必须要经过那个可怕的怪物，可他没有决心去面对它。半小时后，他发现自己正在一条越来越陡的斜坡上，于是就下车了。为了更安全，他把车丢在路边，爬过篱笆来到一个他以为是沿山牧场的地方，然后把一张报纸铺在地上，坐了下来。




"Gosh!" he said aloud, mopping the sweat and fog from his face.

“天啊！”他大叫了一声，抹着脸上的汗水和雾水。




And "Gosh!" he said once again, while rolling a cigarette and as he pondered the problem of getting back.

“天啊！”他又说了一遍，一边卷了支烟，一边思考着怎么回去。




But he made no attempt to go back. He was resolved not to face that road in the dark, and with head bowed on knees, he dozed, waiting for daylight.

可他没打算往回走。他下定决心不在黑暗中走那段路，他蜷起腿把头靠在膝盖上打盹，等着天亮。




How long afterward he did not know, he was awakened by the yapping bark of a young coyote. As he looked about and located it on the brow of the hill behind him, he noted the change that had come over the face of the night. The fog was gone; the stars and moon were out; even the wind had died down. It had transformed into a balmy California summer night. He tried to doze again, but the yap of the coyote disturbed him. Half asleep, he heard a wild and eery chant. Looking about him, he noticed that the coyote had ceased its noise and was running away along the crest of the hill, and behind it, in full pursuit, no longer chanting, ran the naked creature he had encountered in the garden. It was a young coyote, and it was being overtaken when the chase passed from view. The man trembled as with a chill as he started to his feet, clambered over the fence, and mounted his wheel. But it was his chance and he knew it. The terror was no longer between him and Mill Valley.

不知道过了多久，他被一只小郊狼汪汪的叫声吵醒了。他向四周望了望，在身后的山崖上发现了那只郊狼，他还注意到了夜色的变化。雾散了，月亮和星星都出来了，连风也漫漫停了。加利福尼亚的这个夏夜变得格外宜人。他试着继续打个盹，可郊狼的叫声干扰着他。在他半睡半醒的时候，他听到了狂野又恐怖的唱歌声。他环顾四周，发现郊狼已经不叫了，那会儿正沿着山脊逃跑，在它后面，是他在花园里碰到的那个赤裸的动物，它已经不唱歌了，正全力追赶着那只郊狼。那是只小郊狼，当它就要被追上的时候，他们从他的视野中消失了。那男人如受寒一样发着抖，他开始跑起来，接着从篱笆上爬过去，骑上了他的车子。他知道这是他的机会。那个吓人的怪物不再夹在他和米尔山谷之间了。




He sped at a breakneck rate down the hill, but in the turn at the bottom, in the deep shadows, he encountered a chuck-hole and pitched headlong over the handle bar.

他飞快地骑车下山，可就在山底拐弯处浓密的树荫下，他遇到一处坑洼，并头向前从车把上方摔了出去。




"It's sure not my night," he muttered, as he examined the broken fork of the machine.

“我今晚运气真不好。”他咕哝着，一边检查车子上摔坏的前叉。




Shouldering the useless wheel, he trudged on. In time he came to the stone wall, and, half disbelieving his experience, he sought in the road for tracks, and found them—moccasin tracks, large ones, deep-bitten into the dust at the toes. It was while bending over them, examining, that again he heard the eery chant. He had seen the thing pursue the coyote, and he knew he had no chance on a straight run. He did not attempt it, contenting himself with hiding in the shadows on the off side of the road.

他扛着坏了的车子，艰难地往前走。最后，他来到了石墙边，对自己的遭遇半信半疑，于是在路上寻找痕迹，然后就找到了它们——鹿皮鞋印，非常大，脚趾处的泥土是深陷的。就在他弯腰去观察鞋印的时候，他又听到那可怕的唱歌声。他看过那东西追逐郊狼的场面，知道自己直接跑是逃不掉的。他根本没有试图逃跑，只是躲在公路外侧的阴暗处。




And again he saw the thing that was like a naked man, running swiftly and lightly and singing as it ran. Opposite him it paused, and his heart stood still. But instead of coming toward his hiding-place, it leaped into the air, caught the branch of a roadside tree, and swung swiftly upward, from limb to limb, like an ape. It swung across the wall, and a dozen feet above the top, into the branches of another tree, and dropped out of sight to the ground. The man waited a few wondering minutes, then started on.

接着，他又看到那个像裸体男人一样的东西，轻盈快速地跑着，边跑边唱着歌。然后，它在他的对面停了下来，他的心跳都停止了。可是它没有朝他的藏身处走去，而是跳到空中，抓住路边树上的树枝，像只猩猩一样从一根树枝快速地向上摆动到另一根树枝。它摇摆着跃过那座石墙，比墙顶还高了十二英尺，抓到另一棵树的树枝上，然后跳到地上，不见了。那男人疑惑地等了几分钟，然后动身离开了。





II




第二节






Dave Slotter leaned belligerently against the desk that barred the way to the private office of James Ward, senior partner of the firm of Ward, Knowles & Co.. Dave was angry. Every one in the outer office had looked him over suspiciously, and the man who faced him was excessively suspicious.

戴夫·斯洛特挑衅地靠在阻拦他去詹姆斯·沃德先生私人办公室的桌子上。詹姆斯·沃德是沃德诺尔斯公司的高级合伙人之类的。戴夫生气了。外面办公室的每个人都怀疑地打量着他，正对着他的那个人更是一副怀疑的表情。




"You just tell Mr. Ward it's important," he urged.

“你就告诉沃德先生这件事很重要。”他敦促道。




"I tell you he is dictating and cannot be disturbed," was the answer. "Come to-morrow.”

“我告诉你他正在作指示，不能被打扰，”只有这样的答复，“明天再来吧。”




"To-morrow will be too late. You just trot along and tell Mr.Ward it's a matter of life and death.”

“明天就太晚了。你就快点去告诉沃德先生这是生死攸关的事。”




The secretary hesitated and Dave seized the advantage.

秘书犹豫起来，戴夫抓住这个有利条件。




"You just tell him I was across the bay in Mill Valley last night, and that I want to put him wise to something."

“你只要告诉他我昨晚穿过了米尔山谷的凹地，现在有点事想告诉他。”




"What name?" was the query.

“名字？”对方问道。




"Never mind the name. He don't know me.”

“名字并不重要。他不认识我。”




When Dave was shown into the private office, he was still in the belligerent frame of mind, but when he saw a large fair man whirl in a revolving chair from dictating to a stenographer to face him, Dave's demeanor abruptly changed. He did not know why it changed, and he was secretly angry with himself.

当戴夫被引进私人办公室的时候，他的精神还处于战斗状态；可当他看到一个高大的白人坐在转椅上，从向速记员作口述转向他的时候，他的态度突然变了。他不知道自己为什么会变，还暗暗地生自己的生气。




"You are Mr. Ward?"Dave asked with a fatuousness that still further irritated him. He had never intended it at all.

“您是沃德先生？”戴夫的问话带着一丝愚蠢，这让他自己更生气了。他从没打算过要这么做。




"Yes," came the answer.

“是的。”这是回答。




"And who are you?"

“那你是？”




"Harry Bancroft," Dave lied. "You don't know me, and my name don't matter.”

“哈里·班克罗夫特,”戴夫撒了个谎，“您不认识我，我的名字也不重要。”




"You sent in word that you were in Mill Valley last night?"

“你捎话说你昨晚在米尔山谷？”




"You live there, don't you?”Dave countered, looking suspiciously at the stenographer.

“您住在那儿，对吗？”戴夫反问道，怀疑地望着记录员。




"Yes. What do you mean to see me about? I am very busy."

“是的。你要见我是有何指教？我很忙的。”




"I'd like to see you alone, sir.”

“我想单独和您谈谈，先生。”




Mr. Ward gave him a quick, penetrating look, hesitated, then made up his mind.

沃德先生快速而锐利地看了他一眼，犹豫了一下，然后做了决定。




"That will do for a few minutes, Miss Potter."

“几分钟就好，波特小姐。”




The girl arose, gathered her notes together, and passed out. Dave looked at Mr. James Ward wonderingly, until that gentleman broke his train of inchoate thought.

那女孩站起身，收拾好她的笔记，出去了。戴夫怪异地望着詹姆斯·沃德先生，直到那位绅士打断了他刚开始的思绪。




"Well?"

“怎么回事？”




"I was over in Mill Valley last night," Dave began confusedly.

“我昨晚穿过米尔山谷。”戴夫困惑地开始讲述。




"I've heard that before. What do you want?”

“我已经听过这句了。你想干什么？”




And Dave proceeded in the face of a growing conviction that was unbelievable. "I was at your house, or in the grounds, I mean."

戴夫走上前，脸上的表情越来越坚定，让人难以置信。“我就在你家附近，我是说，或者说在你家的院子里。”




"What were you doing there?"

“你在那儿干什么？”




"I came to break in," Dave answered in all frankness.

“我本打算闯进去。”戴夫十分坦率地说。




"I heard you lived all alone with a Chinaman for cook, and it looked good to me. Only I didn't break in. Something happened that prevented. That's why I'm here. I come to warn you. I found a wild man loose in your grounds—a regular devil. He could pull a guy like me to pieces. He gave me the run of my life. He don't wear any clothes to speak of, he climbs trees like a monkey, and he runs like a deer. I saw him chasing a coyote, and the last I saw of it, by God, he was gaining on it.”

“我听说您一直独居，家里只有一个中国厨师，这对我来说很有利。可是我没闯进去。发生了点事阻止我没能进去。这就是我来这儿的原因。我是来提醒您的。我看见一个野人在您家院子随意出入——一个十足的魔鬼。他能把像我这样的人撕成碎片。他逼得我拼命地跑。值得一提的是，他没穿衣服，爬起树来就像只猴子，跑起来像只鹿。我还看见他在追赶一只郊狼，我最后一次看见他的时候，上帝啊，他就快追赶上那只郊狼了。”




Dave paused and looked for the effect that would follow his words. But no effect came. James Ward was quietly curious, and that was all.

戴夫停了一下，想看看他的话会产生什么效果。可什么效果都没有。詹姆斯·沃德安静而好奇地听着，仅此而已。




"Very remarkable, very remarkable," he murmured. "A wild man, you say. Why have you come to tell me?"

“很特别，很特别。”他嘟囔着。“野人，你是这么说的吧。那你为什么跑来告诉我？”




"To warn you of your danger. I'm something of a hard proposition myself, but I don't believe in killing people …that is, unnecessarily. I realized that you was in danger. I thought I'd warn you. Honest, that's the game. Of course, if you wanted to give me anything for my trouble, I'd take it. That was in my mind, too. But I don't care whether you give me anything or not. I've warned you anyway, and done my duty.”Mr. Ward meditated and drummed on the surface of his desk. Dave noticed they were large, powerful hands, withal well-cared for despite their dark sunburn. Also, he noted what had already caught his eye before—a tiny strip of flesh-colored courtplaster on the forehead over one eye. And still the thought that forced itself into his mind was unbelievable.

“提醒您要小心。我自认自己并不那么好对付，可我不主张杀人……那是没有必要的。我觉得您处在危险之中。我认为自己应该提醒你。说实在的，那是赌博。当然，如果你想为我的麻烦补偿点什么，我也接受。我也这么想过。可是我不介意你是否送我东西。不管怎么样，我都会来提醒你的，完成我的义务。”沃德先生思考着，用手敲着桌面。戴夫注意到他的手很大，很有力，虽然晒黑了点可保养得很好。他又注意到刚才就吸引他眼球的东西——一只眼睛上方的额头上贴着一小条肉色的薄橡皮膏。强行进入他大脑中的想法仍然令人觉得不可思议。




Mr. Ward took a wallet from his inside coat pocket, drew out a greenback, and passed it to Dave, who noted as he pocketed it that it was for twenty dollars.

沃德先生从衣服里面的口袋里掏出钱包，抽出一张美元，递给了戴夫。戴夫把钱装进兜里时注意到那是20美元。




"Thank you," said Mr. Ward, indicating that the interview was at an end.

“谢谢。”沃德先生说，暗示谈话已经结束了。




"I shall have the matter investigated. A wild man running loose IS dangerous."

“我会派人调查这事的。一个野人到处跑动确实很危险。”




But so quiet a man was Mr. Ward, that Dave's courage returned. Besides, a new theory had suggested itself. The wild man was evidently Mr. Ward's brother, a lunatic privately confined. Dave had heard of such things. Perhaps Mr. Ward wanted it kept quiet. That was why he had given him the twenty dollars.

可是沃德先生太安静了，以至于戴夫又恢复了勇气。还有就是，一个新的推测浮现在脑海里。那个野人显然是沃德先生的兄弟，一个被秘密看管的疯子。戴夫听说过类似的事情。或许沃德先生想息事宁人。这就是他为什么给了他20美元。




"Say," Dave began, "now I come to think of it that wild man looked a lot like you—”

“喂，”戴夫开始了，“我现在开始觉得那个野人长得很像你——”




That was as far as Dave got, for at that moment he witnessed a transformation and found himself gazing into the same unspeakably ferocious blue eyes of the night before, at the same clutching talon-like hands, and at the same formidable bulk in the act of springing upon him. But this time Dave had no night-stick to throw, and he was caught by the biceps of both arms in a grip so terrific that it made him groan with pain. He saw the large white teeth exposed, for all the world as a dog's about to bite. Mr. Ward's beard brushed his face as the teeth went in for the grip on his throat. But the bite was not given. Instead, Dave felt the other's body stiffen as with an iron restraint, and then he was flung aside, without effort but with such force that only the wall stopped his momentum and dropped him gasping to the floor.

戴夫就说了这么多，因为在那一瞬间，他目睹了一个转变，他发现自己又看到了和前晚一样的那双无法形容的凶残的蓝眼睛，又看到那双紧握着的爪子似的手，和那个正要跳到他身上的强大身躯。可这次戴夫没有手电筒可以扔，他被两只胳膊紧紧地握住，力量之大使得他痛苦地呻吟起来。他看到对方露出大大的白牙，完全就像一条要撕咬的狗。沃德先生准备咬他的喉咙时，他的胡须擦着戴夫的脸。可是他没咬。相反，戴夫感到对方的身体僵硬得像用钢铁撑住一般，接着他被毫不费力地摔在一边，对方用力非常大，只有墙壁才能够阻挡戴夫的冲力，接着戴夫掉在了地上，大口喘息着。




"What do you mean by coming here and trying to blackmail me?"Mr. Ward was snarling at him. "Here, give me back that money."

“你来这儿敲诈我，是什么意思？”沃德先生冲着他咆哮，“来，把钱还给我。”




Dave passed the bill back without a word.

戴夫一言不发地把钱给了他。




"I thought you came here with good intentions. I know you now. Let me see and hear no more of you, or I'll put you in prison where you belong. Do you understand?”

“我以为你来这儿是出于好意。现在我看清你了。什么都别说了，也别再让我看见你，否则我会把你扔进监狱。明白了吗？”




"Yes, sir," Dave gasped.

“明白了，先生。”戴夫喘着气。




"Then go."

“出去。”




And Dave went, without further word, both his biceps aching intolerably from the bruise of that tremendous grip. As his hand rested on the door knob, he was stopped.

戴夫什么话也没说就出来了，双臂因为那用力的一抓，起了淤青、疼痛难忍。当他把手放在门把手上时，他被拦住了。




"You were lucky," Mr. Ward was saying, and Dave noted that his face and eyes were cruel and gloating and proud.

“你很幸运。”沃德先生说道，戴夫注意到他的脸和眼睛一副残忍、满足、骄傲的神情。




"You were lucky. Had I wanted, I could have torn your muscles out of your arms and thrown them in the waste basket there."

“你很幸运。如果我想，我早就把你的肌肉从胳膊里拉出来，扔进那儿的垃圾桶里了。”




"Yes, sir," said Dave; and absolute conviction vibrated in his voice.

“是的，先生。”戴夫用坚信不疑的声音回答道。




He opened the door and passed out. The secretary looked at him interrogatively.

他打开门出去了。秘书疑惑地望着他。




"Gosh!" was all Dave vouchsafed, and with this utterance passed out of the offices and the story.

“天啊！”戴夫只说了这一句，说完就离开办公室，从这个故事里消失了。





III




第三节






James G. Ward was forty years of age, a successful business man, and very unhappy. For forty years he had vainly tried to solve a problem that was really himself and that with increasing years became more and more a woeful affliction. In himself he was two men, and, chronologically speaking, these men were several thousand years or so apart. He had studied the question of dual personality probably more profoundly than any half dozen of the leading specialists in that intricate and mysterious psychological field. In himself he was a different case from any that had been recorded. Even the most fanciful flights of the fiction-writers had not quite hit upon him. He was not a Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, nor was he like the unfortunate young man in Kipling's "Greatest Story in the World."His two personalities were so mixed that they were practically aware of themselves and of each other all the time.

四十岁的詹姆斯·G. 沃德是一位成功的商人，却过得非常不快乐。四十年来，他一直试图解决一个问题，那就是他自己，但却是徒劳；随着时间的增长，这个问题越来越痛苦地折磨着他。他有双重人格，而且按年代来说，这两个人大约相距几千年之久。对于双重人格这个问题，他曾很深入地研究过；在这个复杂而神秘的心理学领域，他的研究比六位领先专家中任何一位都要深入得多。他本身就与以往记录的任何案例都不同。即使是最有想象力的科幻作家也没能想出他这样的人。他不是双面怪人，也与基普林《世上最伟大的故事》中那个不幸的年轻人不一样。他的两种人格紧密地交织在一起，实际上双方一直都知道自己和对方的存在。




His other self he had located as a savage and a barbarian living under the primitive conditions of several thousand years before. But which self was he, and which was the other, he could never tell. For he was both selves, and both selves all the time. Very rarely indeed did it happen that one self did not know what the other was doing. Another thing was that he had no visions nor memories of the past in which that early self had lived. That early self lived in the present; but while it lived in the present, it was under the compulsion to live the way of life that must have been in that distant past.

他把他的另一个自我界定为生活在几千年前原始状态中的野人。可是他永远分辨不清哪个是他自己，哪个是对方。因为两个都是他，而且一直都是。实际上，一个自我很少会不知道另一个在做什么。另外，对于远古的那个自我生活过的往昔，他既没有想象过也没有任何记忆。那个远古的自我生活在现代，可虽然生活在现代，它却被迫过着属于遥远过去的那种生活。




In his childhood he had been a problem to his father and mother, and to the family doctors, though never had they come within a thousand miles of hitting upon the clue to his erratic conduct. Thus, they could not understand his excessive somnolence in the forenoon, nor his excessive activity at night. When they found him wandering along the hallways at night, or climbing over giddy roofs, or running in the hills, they decided he was a somnambulist. In reality he was wide-eyed awake and merely under the night-roaming compulsion of his early self. Questioned by an obtuse medico, he once told the truth and suffered the ignominy of having the revelation contemptuously labeled and dismissed as "dreams."

他在童年时代就是父母和家庭医生们的难题，但是对于他的古怪行为，他们却一点线索都没有发现。因此，他们不能理解为什么他在上午那么嗜睡，在晚上却过度活跃。当他们在夜晚发现他沿着走廊游荡，爬上令人晕眩的屋顶，或是在山间奔跑时，他们就认定他是一个梦游者。实际上，他的眼睛睁得大大的，很清醒，他只是出于远古自我的夜游强迫才出来游荡的。有一次，在一位蠢钝的医生的询问下，他曾说出实情，却受到了羞辱，它吐露的秘密被轻蔑地归类为“做梦”，不予考虑。




The point was, that as twilight and evening came on he became wakeful. The four walls of a room were an irk and a restraint. He heard a thousand voices whispering to him through the darkness. The night called to him, for he was, for that period of the twenty-four hours, essentially a night-prowler. But nobody understood, and never again did he attempt to explain. They classified him as a sleep-walker and took precautions accordingly—precautions that very often were futile. As his childhood advanced, he grew more cunning, so that the major portion of all his nights were spent in the open at realizing his other self. As a result, he slept in the forenoons. Morning studies and schools were impossible, and it was discovered that only in the afternoons, under private teachers, could he be taught anything. Thus was his modern self educated and developed.

问题在于是，黄昏和夜晚来临的时候，他就变得清醒。房屋的四面墙成为了烦恼和束缚。他听到上千个声音透过黑暗向他低语。夜晚在召唤他，因为在二十四小时中的那个时段，他实质上是个夜巡者。可是没人明白，他也再也没有尝试过去向别人解释。他们把他归为梦游者，并采取相应的预防措施——那些预防措施经常不起作用。随着他慢慢长大，他变得更加狡猾，以至夜晚的大部分时间他都是在旷野中度过，体味另一个自我。结果，他只能在上午睡觉。他没法在早上学习和上课，大家还发现在下午的时候，在私人教师的辅导下，他能学会任何东西。他那个现代的自我就是这样接受教育、成长发展的。




But a problem, as a child, he ever remained. He was known as a little demon, of insensate cruelty and viciousness. The family medicos privately adjudged him a mental monstrosity and degenerate. Such few boy companions as he had, hailed him as a wonder, though they were all afraid of him. He could outclimb, outswim, outrun, outdevil any of them; while none dared fight with him. He was too terribly strong, madly furious.

可童年的他一直是个麻烦。他被称为小魔鬼，冷血、残忍、邪恶。家庭医生们私下认为他的大脑畸形退化。他的男同伴很少，虽然他们都怕他，可还是称赞他是个奇才。他比他们中的任何人都爬得高、游得快、跑得猛，也比他们都邪恶，因而没有人敢和他打架。他壮得吓人、极其暴躁。




When nine years of age he ran away to the hills, where he flourished, night-prowling, for seven weeks before he was discovered and brought home. The marvel was how he had managed to subsist and keep in condition during that time. They did not know, and he never told them, of the rabbits he had killed, of the quail, young and old, he had captured and devoured, of the farmers' chicken-roosts he had raided, nor of the cave-lair he had made and carpeted with dry leaves and grasses and in which he had slept in warmth and comfort through the forenoons of many days.

他九岁的时候跑到山里，在那里开心地生活、夜游了七个礼拜，直到被人发现并被人送回了家。让人惊讶的是，在那段时间里他是如何生存下来、健康无恙的。他们不知道，他也从不提起，他杀过兔子，抓过也吃过大大小小的鹌鹑，还袭击过农夫的鸡舍，他还挖过坑，在里面盖上干草和干树叶，自己舒舒服服、暖暖和和地度过了许多个上午。




At college he was notorious for his sleepiness and stupidity during the morning lectures and for his brilliance in the afternoon. By collateral reading and by borrowing the notebook of his fellow students he managed to scrape through the detestable morning courses, while his afternoon courses were triumphs. In football he proved a giant and a terror, and, in almost every form of track athletics, save for strange Berserker rages that were sometimes displayed, he could be depended upon to win. But his fellows were afraid to box with him, and he signalized his last wrestling bout by sinking his teeth into the shoulder of his opponent.

上大学时，他以上午上课昏昏欲睡、反应迟钝而出名，同时又以下午的聪明伶俐而闻名。通过阅读课外的书籍和借阅同学的笔记，他勉强地通过了上午可恶的课程，而他下午的课程就是大获全胜。在足球场上，他证明自己是个巨大而可怕的人，而在几乎所有的田径比赛中，除了外地的狂暴武士可以偶尔展示一下之外，他都会获胜。可他的同伴们害怕和他打拳击，而他最后一次摔跤是以牙齿咬进对手肩膀而告终的。




After college, his father, in despair, sent him among the cow-punchers of a Wyoming ranch. Three months later the doughty cowmen confessed he was too much for them and telegraphed his father to come and take the wild man away. Also, when the father arrived to take him away, the cowmen allowed that they would vastly prefer chumming with howling cannibals, gibbering lunatics, cavorting gorillas, grizzly bears, and man-eating tigers than with this particular Young college product with hair parted in the middle.

大学毕业后，他父亲绝望地把他送到怀俄明州牧场的牛仔们中去。三个月后，勇敢的牧场主们承认他们受不了他了，然后发电报给他父亲，请他来把这个野蛮人带走。另外，当他父亲来带他走时，牧场主们声称他们宁愿和咆哮的食人族、胡言乱语的疯子、跳跃的大猩猩、灰熊和吃人的老虎住在一起，也不愿和这位奇怪的头发中分的年轻大学生在一起。




There was one exception to the lack of memory of the life of his early self, and that was language. By some quirk of atavism, a certain portion of that early self's language had come down to him as a racial memory. In moments of happiness, exaltation, or battle, he was prone to burst out in wild barbaric songs or chants. It was by this means that he located in time and space that strayed half of him who should have been dead and dust for thousands of years. He sang, once, and deliberately, several of the ancient chants in the presence of Professor Wertz, who gave courses in old Saxon and who was a philologist of repute and passion. At the first one, the professor pricked up his ears and demanded to know what mongrel tongue or hog-German it was. When the second chant was rendered, the professor was highly excited. James Ward then concluded the performance by giving a song that always irresistibly rushed to his lips when he was engaged in fierce struggling or fighting. Then it was that Professor Wertz proclaimed it no hog-German, but early German, or early Teuton, of a date that must far precede anything that had ever been discovered and handed down by the scholars. So early was it that it was beyond him; yet it was filled with haunting reminiscences of word-forms he knew and which his trained intuition told him were true and real. He demanded the source of the songs, and asked to borrow the precious book that contained them. Also, he demanded to know why young Ward had always posed as being profoundly ignorant of the German language. And Ward could neither explain his ignorance nor lend the book. Whereupon, after pleadings and entreaties that extended through weeks, Professor Wert took a dislike to the young man, believed him a liar, and classified him as a man of monstrous selfishness for not giving him a glimpse of this wonderful screed that was older than the oldest any philologist had ever known or dreamed.

他对远古自我的生活没有任何记忆，只有一点例外，就是语言。通过某种古怪的返祖现象，那个远古自我的一部分语言作为种族记忆保留了下来。在幸福、欣喜或是战斗的时候，他就会破口而出一些原始的歌曲或是圣歌。这样一来，他查出了迷失的那一半所处的时代和地点，而那一半早在几千年前就应该已经死去化为尘土。有一次，他故意在沃茨教授面前，唱了几首古老的圣歌。这位教古萨克森语的教授，是一位有名望的充满激情的语言学家。教授竖起耳朵听完第一首后，询问这是哪种混杂语言或是混合德语。在他唱第二首的时候，教授变得极为兴奋。接着詹姆斯·沃德以一首歌结束了他的表演，他总是在进行猛烈地打斗或是搏斗时不由自主地唱出这首歌。接着沃茨教授声明这不是混合德语，而是古德语或是古日耳曼语，它所处的年代比学者至今发现的和流传下来的任何东西都要久远。它所处的年代太久远了，超出了教授的能力；然而它里面充满了教授认识的、印象深刻的构词形式，他训练有素的直觉告诉他这一切都是真实的。教授询问歌曲的来源，并请求借阅那本包含这些歌曲的宝书。他还问道，为什么年轻的沃德总是装出一副对德语一无所知的样子。然而沃德既无法解释自己的无知也没法借书给他。因此，在几个礼拜的苦苦哀求之后，沃茨教授对这个年轻人十分厌恶，认为他是个骗子并把他归类为极其自私的人，因为他都不肯让自己看一眼那篇不可思议的文章，那文章比任何语言学家所知道和梦想过的最古老的文章还要古老。




But little good did it do this much-mixed young man to know that half of him was late American and the other half early Teuton. Nevertheless, the late American in him was no weakling, and he (if he were a he and had a shred of existence outside of these two) compelled an adjustment or compromise between his one self that was a nightprowling savage that kept his other self sleepy of mornings, and that other self that was cultured and refined and that wanted to be normal and live and love and prosecute business like other people. The afternoons and early evenings he gave to the one, the nights to the other; the forenoons and parts of the nights were devoted to sleep for the twain. But in the mornings he slept in bed like a civilized man. In the night time he slept like a wild animal, as he had slept Dave Slotter stepped on him in the woods.

但知道自己一半是现代美国人，另一半是早期日耳曼人，对这个双重人格的年轻人来说没有什么好处。不管怎样，他的现代美国人那半并不虚弱，并且他（如果他是他自己，且还能分身在这两个自己之外的话）强迫两者相互协调妥协，一个是夜巡的野蛮人，使得他另一个自我在上午困倦不已，另一个是有文化有教养、想和别人一样生活、恋爱、经商的人。他把下午和黄昏交给一个自己，夜晚交给另一个，而上午和晚上的部分时间则用于两者的休息。但是早上，他就像个文明人一样在床上睡。晚上的时候，他却像个野兽一样睡觉，就如同那次他在树林里睡觉的时候，戴夫·斯洛特踩到了他身上。




Persuading his father to advance the capital, he went into business and keen and successful business he made of it, devoting his afternoons whole-souled to it, while his partner devoted the mornings. The early evenings he spent socially, but, as the hour grew to nine or ten, an irresistible restlessness overcame him and he disappeared from the haunts of men until the next afternoon. Friends and acquaintances thought that he spent much of his time in sport. And they were right, though they never would have dreamed of the nature of the sport, even if they had seen him running coyotes in night-chases over the hills of Mill Valley. Neither were the schooner captains believed when they reported seeing, on cold winter mornings, a man swimming in the tide-rips of Raccoon Straits or in the swift currents between Goat island and Angel Island miles from shore.

在他成功说服父亲预垫资金之后，他开始经商，做得很精明也很成功。他把整个下午的精力都投入其中，而他的合伙人则负责上午的生意。他把傍晚的时间用于社交，可到了九点或十点钟的时候，一种无法忍受的不安就会战胜他，他会在热闹的地方消失，直到第二天下午才会出现。他的朋友们和认识他的人都以为，他把大部分的时间都花在了运动上。他们是对的，尽管他们做梦都不会想到他运动的本质，就算他们曾经在夜晚看到过他在米尔山谷的山间追逐郊狼。就算纵帆船的船长们说，在冬天寒冷的早晨，他们看到一个男人在拉孔海峡的叠浪中或是在戈特岛和安琪儿岛间离岸数英里的激流中游泳，人们也不会相信。




In the bungalow at Mill Valley he lived alone, save for Lee Sing, the Chinese cook and factotum, who knew much about the strangeness of his master, who was paid well for saying nothing, and who never did say anything. After the satisfaction of his nights, a morning's sleep, and a breakfast of Lee Sing's, James Ward crossed the bay to San Francisco on a midday ferryboat and went to the club and on to his office, as normal and conventional a man of business as could be found in the city. But as the evening lengthened, the night called to him. There came a quickening of all his perceptions and a restlessness. His hearing was suddenly acute; the myriad night-noises told him a luring and familiar story; and, if alone, he would begin to pace up and down the narrow room like any caged animal from the wild.

在米尔山谷的小平房里，他独自生活，除了一位中国厨师兼管家李星。李星很了解他主人古怪的行为，为了不让他说出去，沃德先生支付了很高的薪水，而他也从来没有和别人说过什么。詹姆斯·沃德满意地度过了他的夜晚，美美地睡了一个上午、吃完李星做的早饭之后，中午乘渡轮穿过海湾到达圣弗朗西斯科，然后去俱乐部，再去办公室，和城市里常见的普通生意人没什么两样。可当夜越来越深的时候，夜晚就会召唤他。这时他所有的知觉都加速了，随之而来的还有焦躁不安。他的听力突然变得很敏锐，夜晚的各种声音给他讲述一个诱人而又熟悉的故事，如果他是一个人，他就会像所有被关起来的野兽那样开始在狭窄的屋子里跳上跳下。




Once, he ventured to fall in love. He never permitted himself that diversion again. He was afraid. And for many a day the young lady, scared at least out of a portion of her young ladyhood, bore on her arms and shoulders and wrists divers black-and-blue bruises—tokens of caresses which he had bestowed in all fond gentleness but too late at night. There was the mistake. Had he ventured love-making in the afternoon, all would have been well, for it would have been as the quiet gentleman that he would have made love—but at night it was the uncouth, wife-stealing savage of the dark German forests. Out of his wisdom, he decided that afternoon love-making could be prosecuted successfully; but out of the same wisdom he was convinced that marriage as would prove a ghastly failure. He found it appalling to imagine being married and encountering his wife after dark.

他曾经冒险去谈恋爱。可他再也不会让自己为这种事分心了。他已经害怕了。那位年轻的女士很害怕，至少有一部分原因是她年轻贵妇的身份，很多天里她的胳膊上、肩膀上和手腕上都是各种青一块紫一块的伤痕——这是爱抚的标记，都是拜他深情的温柔所赐，可是那个时候夜太深了。问题就在这里。如果他曾经尝试在下午做爱，一切都会好多了，因为那时他是个安静的绅士，也就能成功做爱了——可在晚上，他是个在德国黑暗树林里笨拙地偷情的野蛮人。由于他很聪明，他觉得下午做爱会很成功，可同样因为他很聪明，他确信结婚将会是一场惨败。他想象自己已经结婚并在晚上面对他的妻子，这让他觉得很可怕。




So he had eschewed all love-making, regulated his dual life, cleaned up a million in business, fought shy of match-making mamas and bright-eyed and eager young ladies of various ages, met Lilian Gersdale and made it a rigid observance never to see her later than eight o'clock in the evening, run of nights after his coyotes, and slept in forest lairs—and through it all had kept his secret safe save Lee Sing …and now, Dave Slotter. It was the latter's discovery of both his selves that frightened him. In spite of the counter fright he had given the burglar, the latter might talk. And even if he did not, sooner or later he would be found out by some one else.

所以他远离所有的性生活，让自己的双重生活变得有规律，做生意的时候大捞了一百万，躲开媒婆们和各个年龄段热情急切的姑娘们，与莉莲·格斯戴尔约会，并定下严格的规矩，绝不在晚上八点以后见她，每夜追逐他的郊狼，睡在丛林中的兽穴里——以这样的方式来保护他的秘密，不让李星以外的人知道……而现在，又多了一个戴夫·斯洛特。戴夫发现了他有两个自我，这让沃德很害怕。尽管他已经吓唬过这个夜贼，可这个夜贼还是可能会说出去。即使他不这么做，别人迟早也会发现的。




Thus it was that James Ward made a fresh and heroic effort to control the Teutonic barbarian that was half of him. So well did he make it a point to see Lilian in the afternoons, that the time came when she accepted him for better or worse, and when he prayed privily and fervently that it was not for worse. During this period no prize-fighter ever trained more harshly and faithfully for a contest than he trained to subdue the wild savage in him. Among other things, he strove to exhaust himself during the day, so that sleep would render him deaf to the call of the night. He took a vacation from the office and went on long hunting trips, following the deer through the most inaccessible and rugged country he could find—and always in the daytime. Night found him indoors and tired. At home he installed a score of exercise machines, and where other men might go through a particular movement ten times, he went hundreds. Also, as a compromise, he built a sleeping porch on the second story. Here he at least breathed the blessed night air. Double screens prevented him from escaping into the woods, and each night Lee Sing locked him in and each morning let him out.

因此詹姆斯·沃德做了一次全新的英雄般的努力，来控制他的那半野蛮的日耳曼人。他努力做到每天下午都去看望莉莲，并且做得很好，从而到了谈婚论嫁的时候，此时他热诚地暗自祈祷事情不会变坏。在这段时间里，他靠训练来征服那个野蛮的自己，任何一个希望得奖的参赛者都没有他训练得那么刻苦认真。此外，他白天努力让自己变得筋疲力尽，这样，晚上他就会困倦得听不到夜晚的召唤。他离开办公室去度假，踏上漫长的狩猎旅途，他在能找到的最崎岖最难走的乡间追逐小鹿——通常是在白天。晚上他则呆在家里，浑身疲惫。他在家里安装了二十件运动器材，一项运动别人或许做十次，他会做数百次。另外，他还在二楼建了个睡觉用的长廊作为折中。至少，在这里他能幸福地呼吸到他夜晚的空气。为了防止他逃进树林，他安了两层隔板，而且每晚李星都会把他锁起来，早晨再把他放出来。




The time came, in the month of August, when he engaged additional servants to assist Lee Sing and dared a house party in his Mill Valley bungalow. Lilian, her mother and brother, and half a dozen mutual friends, were the guests. For two days and nights all went well. And on the third night, playing bridge till eleven o'clock, he had reason to be proud of himself. His restlessness fully hid, but as luck would have it, Lilian Gersdale was his opponent on his right. She was a frail delicate flower of a woman, and in his night-mood her very frailty incensed him. Not that he loved her less, but that he felt almost irresistibly impelled to reach out and paw and maul her. Especially was this true when she was engaged in playing a winning hand against him.

八月时，那个时刻来临了，他多雇了几个佣人来帮助李星，鼓起勇气在米尔山谷的小平房里举办了一次连续数日家庭宴会。客人有莉莲、莉莲的母亲和弟弟，还有六位大家互相都认识的朋友。两天两夜，一切都相安无事。第三天晚上的时候，他打桥牌一直打到十一点，他很有理由为自己感到骄傲。他把所有的不安都掩饰起来了，可凑巧的是，莉莲·格斯戴尔作为对手就坐在他右边。她就像一朵纤弱娇嫩的花，而对于夜晚的他来说，她的娇弱刺激着他。不是他爱她爱得少，而是他几乎难以压制想要伸手抓她、打她的冲动。尤其她是他的对手，而且就要获胜了，便更是如此。




He had one of the deer-hounds brought in and, when it seemed he must fly to pieces with the tension, a caressing hand laid on the animal brought him relief. These contacts with the hairy coat gave him instant easement and enabled him to play out the evening. Nor did anyone guess the while terrible struggle their host was making, the while he laughed so carelessly and played so keenly and deliberately.

他放进来一只逐鹿犬，他似乎紧张得想把它撕成碎片，这个时候，他用手抚摸它的身体，这让他放松了下来。和毛茸茸的皮毛接触让他立刻放松下来，就这样他打了整晚的牌。没有人能猜得出主人正经历的可怕斗争，他笑得如此心不在焉，同时却玩得如此专注沉着。




When they separated for the night, he saw to it that he parted from Lilian in the presence of the others. Once on his sleeping porch and safely locked in, he doubled and tripled and even quadrupled his exercises until, exhausted, he lay down on the couch to woo sleep and to ponder two problems that especially troubled him. One was this matter of exercise. It was a paradox. The more he exercised in this excessive fashion, the stronger he became. While it was true that he thus quite tired out his night-running Teutonic self, it seemed that he was merely setting back the fatal day when his strength would be too much for him and overpower him, and then it would be a strength more terrible than he had yet known. The other problem was that of his marriage and of the stratagems he must employ in order to avoid his wife after dark. And thus, fruitlessly pondering, he fell asleep.

在大家分别的时候，他刻意要当着别人的面和莉莲分开。他一回到睡廊被安全地锁起来后，他就把运动量加到两倍、三倍，甚至四倍，直到精疲力尽，然后他躺在沙发上试图睡觉并思考两个特别折磨他的问题。其中之一就是运动的问题。这是个矛盾。他越这样过度运动，他就越强壮。的确，在夜晚奔跑的日耳曼那半，被他搞得很疲惫，他似乎仅仅是在推迟致命的那一天的到来，那时他的力量会强大到压倒他自己，那力量将比他知道的大很多。另一个问题是他的婚姻，还有入夜后，他该采用什么策略才能躲开妻子。他就这样毫无结果地思考着，然后睡着了。




Now, where the huge grizzly bear came from that night was long a mystery, while the people of the Springs Brothers' Circus, showing at Sausalito, searched long and vainly for "Big Ben, the Biggest Grizzly in Captivity."But Big Ben escaped, and, out of the mazes of half a thousand bungalows and country estates, selected the grounds of James J. Ward for visitation. The self first Mr. Ward knew was when he found him on his feet, quivering and tense, a surge of battle in his breast and on his lips the old war-chant. From without came a wild baying and bellowing of the hounds. And sharp as a knife-thrust through the pandemonium came the agony of a stricken dog—his dog, he knew.

如今，那晚的大灰熊来自哪里，早已成为一个谜。斯普林斯兄弟马戏团的成员出现在索萨利托，来寻找“大笨，被囚禁的最大的灰熊”，可是找了很长时间都找不到。大笨逃跑了。但在像迷宫一般的五百座平房和乡村别墅中，他选择拜访詹姆斯·沃德的院子。沃德先生第一次发现自己的另一半时，他站在那里紧张地颤抖着，胸膛涌动着战斗的情绪，嘴里唱着古老的战歌。从外面传来猎犬疯狂的吠叫声和怒吼声。一只狗被袭击了，痛苦的叫声就像一把刀一般刷地穿过闹哄哄的院子——他知道，那是他的狗。




Not stopping for slippers, pajama-clad, he burst through the door Lee Sing had so carefully locked, and sped down the stairs and out into the night. As his naked feet struck the graveled driveway, he stopped abruptly, reached under the steps to a hiding-place he knew well, and pulled forth a huge knotty club—his old companion on many a mad night adventure on the hills. The frantic hullabaloo of the dogs was coming nearer, and, swinging the club, he sprang straight into the thickets to meet it.

他没停下来穿拖鞋和睡衣，直接从李星仔细锁好的那道门冲了出去，飞速奔下楼梯，没入到夜色中。就在他的光脚碰到碎石车道时，他突然停了下来，从台阶下那个熟悉的隐蔽处拉出一根巨大的多节棒——那是他的老朋友，曾陪伴他度过无数个在山间疯狂冒险的夜晚。猎狗们疯狂的喧叫声越来越近了，他挥舞着大棒，直接跳进灌木丛里去迎战那个不明物。




The aroused household assembled on the wide veranda. Somebody turned on the electric lights, but they could see nothing but one another's frightened faces. Beyond the brightly illuminated driveway the trees formed a wall of impenetrable blackness. Yet somewhere in that blackness a terrible struggle was going on. There was an infernal outcry of animals, a great snarling and growling, the sound of blows being struck and a smashing and crashing of underbrush by heavy bodies.

被吵醒的住户们聚集在宽敞的阳台上。有人打开了灯，可除了他人惊慌的面孔，他们什么也看不到。在被照得通亮的车道的那一边，树木形成了一堵不可穿透的黑暗之墙。然而在那片黑暗中的某个地方，正在进行着一场可怕的厮杀。只听到动物惨烈的叫声、巨大的咆哮声和狂吠声、撞击声、沉重的身体压倒林下灌丛发出的哗啦声和撞击声。




The tide of battle swept out from among the trees and upon the driveway just beneath the onlookers. Then they saw. Mrs. Gersdale cried out and clung fainting to her son. Lilian, clutching the railing so spasmodically that a bruising hurt was left in her finger-ends for days, gazed horror-stricken at a yellow-haired, wild-eyed giant whom she recognized as the man who was to be her husband. He was swinging a great club, and fighting furiously and calmly with a shaggy monster that was bigger than any bear she had ever seen. One rip of the beast's claws had dragged away Ward's pajama-coat and streaked his flesh with blood.

打斗的浪潮从树阴下横扫出来，出现在旁观者们正下方的车道上。那时，他们什么都看到了。格斯戴尔夫人大叫起来，抓着她的儿子昏了过去。莉莲痉挛一般地握住栏杆，以至后来好多天她的手指尖上都留有淤青；她战栗地盯着一个黄毛大眼的巨人，认出那人就是她未来的丈夫。他正挥舞着一根巨大的棒子，冷静而凶猛地和一个毛发蓬乱的怪物打斗，那怪物比她见过的所有的熊都要大。那个野兽用爪子一把就撕走了沃德的睡衣，还在他身上留下一道道血口子。




While most of Lilian Gersdale's fright was for the man beloved, there was a large portion of it due to the man himself. Never had she dreamed so formidable and magnificent a savage lurked under the starched shirt and conventional garb of her betrothed. And never had she had any conception of how a man battled. Such a battle was certainly not modern; nor was she there beholding a modern man, though she did not know it. For this was not Mr. James J. Ward, the San Francisco business man, but one, unnamed and unknown, a crude, rude savage creature who, by some freak of chance, lived again after thrice a thousand years.

可莉莲·格斯戴尔大部分的恐惧来自于她深爱的那个男人，而大部分是由于他本人。她做梦都没有想到，在她未婚夫硬挺的衬衫和传统的西服下潜伏着一个如此巨大可怕的野人。至于男人是如何打斗的，她也完全没有概念。这种打斗显然不是现代的模式，可她在那里看到的并没有现代人，虽然连她自己也没意识到。因为这不是詹姆斯·J. 沃德先生，圣弗朗西斯科的那个商人，而是一个无名、陌生、残忍、粗鲁的野人，由于某个奇怪的机会，三生三世轮回几千年后又重生。




The hounds, ever maintaining their mad uproar, circled about the fight, or dashed in and out, distracting the bear. When the animal turned to meet such flanking assaults, the man leaped in and the club came down. Angered afresh by every such blow, the bear would rush, and the man, leaping and skipping, avoiding the dogs, went backwards or circled to one side or the other. Whereupon the dogs, taking advantage of the opening, would again spring in and draw the animal's wrath to them.

猎狗们依然疯狂地大叫着，团团围住打斗现场，或是冲进冲出去分散熊的注意力。就在那动物转身对付这些侧面袭击的时候，那个男人跳了进去，举着大棒打了下去。熊被这样一次次的袭击惹怒了，乱冲起来，那男人边跑边跳，避开猎狗，向后跑或是往这边或那边绕圈。于是，猎狗们借助空地的优势再次扑向灰熊，这把那只熊激怒了。




The end came suddenly. Whirling, the grizzly caught a hound with a wide sweeping cuff that sent the brute, its ribs caved in and its back broken, hurtling twenty feet. Then the human brute went mad. A foaming rage flecked the lips that parted with a wild inarticulate cry, as it sprang in, swung the club mightily in both hands, and brought it down full on the head of the uprearing grizzly. Not even the skull of a grizzly could withstand the crushing force of such a blow, and the animal went down to meet the worrying of the hounds. And through their scurrying leaped the man, squarely upon the body, where, in the white electric light, resting on his club, he chanted a triumph in an unknown tongue—a song so ancient that Professor Wertz would have given ten years of his life for it.

结局来得很突然。那只熊转着身体，挥舞着用来押送它的大手铐，抓住了一条猎狗，狗的肋骨凹了进去，后背也受伤了，然后被扔出二十英尺。那个野蛮人愤怒极了。他愤怒地疯狂地叫喊着，声音含混不清，它扑上去的时候，双手奋力挥舞大棒，整个敲在正在起身的灰熊头上。即使是灰熊的头颅也根本禁不起这毁灭性的一击，接着它就倒在了慌乱的猎狗中。那男人跃过乱跑的猎狗，直接站在灰熊的尸体上，在白炽灯的照射下，他倚着大棒休息，唱着没人懂的胜利之歌——这首歌非常古老，沃茨教授愿意用十年的生命来换它。




His guests rushed to possess him and acclaim him, but James Ward, suddenly looking out of the eyes of the early Teuton, saw the fair frail Twentieth Century girl he loved, and felt something snap in his brain. He staggered weakly toward her, dropped the club, and nearly fell. Something had gone wrong with him. Inside his brain was an intolerable agony. It seemed as if the soul of him were flying asunder. Following the excited gaze of the others, he glanced back and saw the carcass of the bear. The sight filled him with fear. He uttered a cry and would have fled, had they not restrained him and led him into the bungalow.

他的看客们冲过来，围住他为他喝彩，可是詹姆斯·沃德突然透过古日耳曼人的双眼，看到那个脆弱的、他深爱着的20世纪的白人女子，接着大脑里的什么东西突然断了。他软弱无力地向他蹒跚走去，扔掉棍子，几乎就倒下了。他的身体有点不对劲。大脑疼痛难忍。好像他的灵魂要四处分散。他朝别人兴奋的眼神注视的方向望了一眼，看到那只熊的尸体。那场面让他害怕。他大叫一声，要不是他们抓着他，把他送进了小平房里，他早跑掉了。




James J. Ward is still at the head of the firm of Ward, Knowles & Co. But he no longer lives in the country; nor does he run of nights after the coyotes under the moon. The early Teuton in him died the night of the Mill Valley fight with the bear. James J. Ward is now wholly James J. Ward, and he shares no part of his being with any vagabond anachronism from the younger world. And so wholly is James J. Ward modern, that he knows in all its bitter fullness the curse of civilized fear. He is now afraid of the dark, and night in the forest is to him a thing of abysmal terror. His city house is of the spick and span order, and he evinces a great interest in burglarproof devices. His home is a tangle of electric wires, and after bed-time a guest can scarcely breathe without setting off an alarm. Also, he had invented a combination keyless door-lock that travelers may carry in their vest pockets and apply immediately and successfully under all circumstances. But his wife does not deem him a coward. She knows better. And, like any hero, he is content to rest on his laurels. His bravery is never questioned by those friends who are aware of the Mill Valley episode.

詹姆斯·J. 沃德依然是沃德诺尔斯公司的领导。可他不再在乡下住了,晚上他也不会在夜晚追逐郊狼了。那晚在米尔山谷和熊搏斗完之后，他身体里的古日耳曼人就死去了。詹姆斯·J. 沃德现在是完整的詹姆斯·J. 沃德，他不再与来自远古时期、时空交错的流浪汉共用一个身体。现代版的詹姆斯·J. 沃德很完整，因此他也完全痛苦地体会到了文明社会的恐惧的魔咒。他现在害怕黑暗，他对夜晚的森林也是极度恐惧。他在市区的房子干净有序，他对防盗设施也很感兴趣。他的房间里布满了电线，一过睡觉时间，客人们几乎就连呼吸，都会触动警报。另外，他还发明了一种不用钥匙的门锁，旅行者们可以将其装在他们背心上的口袋里，这种锁可以在任何情况下即刻使用。可他妻子并不认为他是胆小鬼。她比别人更了解他。而他也同别的英雄一样，满足于自己已经取得的桂冠。了解米尔谷打斗的那些朋友们从不怀疑他的勇气。








The Eternity of Forms

形体的永恒




A strange life has come to an end in the death of Mr. Sedley Crayden, of Crayden Hill.

随着克雷顿山上的塞德利·克雷顿先生的死，一个离奇的生命走到了尽头。




Mild, harmless, he was the victim of a strange delusion that kept him pinned, night and day, in his chair for the last two years of his life. The mysterious death, or, rather, disappearance, of his elder brother, James Crayden, seems to have preyed upon his mind, for it was shortly after that event that his delusion began to manifest itself.

在他生命的最后两年里，他温和无害地呆在自己的座椅里，日夜承受着一种奇怪的幻觉的折磨。他哥哥詹姆斯·克雷顿诡异的死亡，确切地说，是失踪，似乎一直折磨着他，因为那场事故发生不久，他的幻觉就开始显现。




Mr. Crayden never vouchsafed any explanation of his strange conduct. There was nothing the matter with him physically; and, mentally, the alienists found him normal in every way save for his one remarkable idiosyncrasy. His remaining in his chair was purely voluntary, an act of his own will. And now he is dead, and the mystery remains unsolved.

克雷顿先生从未为他匪夷所思的行为解释过什么。他的身体没问题，而在精神方面，精神医生发现除了他那引人注意的怪癖之外，其他各方面都正常。呆在椅子上是他完全自愿的、遵从个人意志的一种行为。现在他离世了，这个谜还是没解开。




—Extract from the Newton Courier-Times.

——摘自《牛顿通讯时报》




Briefly, I was Mr. Sedley Crayden's confidential servant and valet for the last eight months of his life. During that time he wrote a great deal in a manuscript that he kept always beside him, except when he drowsed or slept, at which times he invariably locked it in a desk drawer close to his hand.

简单地说，我是塞德利·克雷顿先生的心腹仆人，在他生前的最后八个月里贴身照顾他。那段时间里他写了大量手稿，一直随身携带，除了打瞌睡或熟睡的时候，他总是把它锁在触手可及的书桌抽屉里。




I was curious to read what the old gentleman wrote, but he was too cautious and cunning. I never got a peep at the manuscript. If he were engaged upon it when I attended on him, he covered the top sheet with a large blotter. It was I who found him dead in his chair, and it was then that I took the liberty of abstracting the manuscript. I was very curious to read it, and I have no excuses to offer.

我很想读读这位老先生写的东西，但是他太谨慎太狡猾了。这些文件我连瞥都没能瞥上一眼。要是我服侍他的时候他在写东西，他就会用一本大大的记事薄压着最上面一页。是我发现他死在自己的椅子上的，就在那时，我擅自选读了这份手稿。毫无原因的，我就是很好奇地想读。




After retaining it in my secret possession for several years, and after ascertaining that Mr. Crayden left no surviving relatives, I have decided to make the nature of the manuscript known. It is very long, and I have omitted nearly all of it, giving only the more lucid fragments. It bears all the earmarks of a disordered mind, and various experiences are repeated over and over, while much is so vague and incoherent as to defy comprehension. Nevertheless, from reading it myself, I venture to predict that if an excavation is made in the main basement, somewhere in the vicinity of the foundation of the great chimney, a collection of bones will be found which should very closely resemble those which James Crayden once clothed in mortal flesh.

偷偷收藏了几年后，在确认了克雷顿先生没有健在的亲戚后，我决定让手稿的本质大白天下。它很长，我几乎省略了所有内容，只留下了那些比较明晰的片段。这部手稿带有神经错乱者的全部特征，许多事被一而再再而三地重复，很多都含糊不清，语无伦次，难以理解。然而，亲自读了以后，我敢推断，如果在主地下室，就在大烟囱的地基附近挖掘，就可以找到一堆与詹姆斯·克雷顿先生血肉包裹的骨骼极其相近的白骨。




—Statement of Rudolph Heckler.

——鲁道夫·赫克勒的陈述




Here follows the excerpts from the manuscript, made and arranged by Rudolph Heckler:

下面是鲁道夫·赫克勒摘选并整理的手稿选录：




I never killed my brother. Let this be my first word and my last. Why should I kill him? We lived together in unbroken harmony for twenty years. We were old men, and the fires and tempers of youth had long since burned out. We never disagreed even over the most trivial things. Never was there such amity as ours. We were scholars. We cared nothing for the outside world. Our companionship and our books were all-satisfying. Never were there such talks as we held. Many a night we have sat up till two and three in the morning, conversing, weighing opinions and judgments, referring to authorities—in short, we lived at high and friendly intellectual altitudes.

我绝未杀害我哥哥。我自始至终坚持这一点。我为什么要杀他？我们在一起非常和睦地过了二十年。我们老了，年轻时的火气和脾性早就消磨殆尽了。我们从未起过争端，哪怕在鸡毛蒜皮的小事上。不会有比我们更亲密的了。我们是学者。外界的事我们一概不关心。有彼此的相伴和书本，我们就很知足了。我们之间的谈话独一无二。许多个夜里我们坐着直到两三点，促膝谈心，斟酌观点、决策，谈论时局。总之，我们的精神高度契合，充满友爱。




He disappeared. I suffered a great shock. Why should he have disappeared? Where could he have gone? It was very strange. I was stunned. They say I was very sick for weeks. It was brain fever. This was caused by his inexplicable disappearance. It was at the beginning of the experience I hope here to relate, that he disappeared.

他失踪了。我受了很大刺激。他为什么不见了？他会去哪儿呢？太奇怪了。我很震惊。他们说我大病了几周。是脑膜炎。这是他那难以解释的失踪造成的。一开始我希望这场病与他的失踪有关。




How I have endeavoured to find him. I am not an excessively rich man, yet have I offered continually increasing rewards. I have advertised in all the papers, and sought the aid of all the detective bureaus. At the present moment, the rewards I have out aggregate over fifty thousand dollars.

为了找他我付出了多少努力啊。我不是个十分有钱的人，但允诺的酬金却持续上涨。我在所有的报纸上登告示，还找了所有的侦探事务所寻求帮助。目前我许诺支付的酬金一共有五万多美元了。




They say he was murdered. They also say murder will out. Then I say, why does not his murder come out? Who did it? Where is he? Where is Jim? My Jim?

他们说他被谋杀了。他们还说罪行终将败露。我就问，为什么他的谋杀案还没有破？谁干的？他在哪？吉姆在哪？我的吉姆呢？




We were so happy together. He had a remarkable mind, a most remarkable mind, so firmly founded, so widely informed, so rigidly logical, that it was not at all strange that we agreed in all things. Dissension was unknown between us. Jim was the most truthful man I have ever met. In this, too, we were similar, as we were similar in our intellectual honesty. We never sacrificed truth to make a point. We had no points to make, we so thoroughly agreed. It is absurd to think that we could disagree on anything under the sun.

我们在一起是如此快乐。他思维出众，极其出众，基础扎实，见多识广，逻辑严谨，所以我们事事见解一致，这一点儿也不奇怪。我们之间没有分歧。吉姆是我见过的最真诚的人。在这方面我们也很相像，就像我们在求知上的态度都很诚实一样。我们从不会为证明自己的观点而背叛事实。我们没有观点需要证明，我们完全一致。认为我们会对普天下的任何一件事情意见不一，这种想法太荒谬了。




I wish he would come back. Why did he go? Who can ever explain it? I am lonely now, and depressed with grave forebodings—frightened by terrors that are of the mind and that put at naught all that my mind has ever conceived. Form is mutable. This is the last word of positive science. The dead do not come back. This is incontrovertible. The dead are dead, and that is the end of it, and of them. And yet I have had experiences here—here, in this very room, at this very desk, that—But wait. Let me put it down in black and white, in words simple and unmistakable. Let me ask some questions. Who mislays my pen? That is what I desire to know. Who uses up my ink so rapidly? Not I. And yet the ink goes.

我希望他能够回来。他为什么走了？谁能够解释？现在我很孤单，因严重的不祥预感而抑郁——被脑子里的恐惧和将我想象的一切化为乌有的恐惧所惊扰。形体是会变的。这是实证科学的定论。逝者不再来。这是无可争议的。死的死去了，这就是结局，也是所有人的结局。可是我在这里已经经历过了，就是这里，就在这间房间里，这张桌子旁——但是等等。让我用白纸黑字写下来吧，用简单的、不会引起误解的话。让我问几个问题。谁把我的笔乱放了？我很想知道。谁这么快就用完了我的墨水？不是我。但是墨水用掉了。




The answer to these questions would settle all the enigmas of the universe. I know the answer. I am not a fool. And some day, if I am plagued too desperately, I shall give the answer myself. I shall give the name of him who mislays my pen and uses up my ink. It is so silly to think that I could use such a quantity of ink. The servant lies. I know.

这些问题的答案足以解开世界上所有的谜。我知道答案。我不是傻子。总有一天，如果我受折磨到绝望了，就会自己公布答案。我会说出放错了我的笔、用光了我墨水的那个人的名字。认为我能用掉这么多的墨水，这想法太愚蠢了。仆人撒谎了。我知道。




I have got me a fountain pen. I have always disliked the device, but my old stub had to go. I burned it in the fireplace. The ink I keep under lock and key. I shall see if I cannot put a stop to these lies that are being written about me. And I have other plans. It is not true that I have recanted. I still believe that I live in a mechanical universe. It has not been proved otherwise to me, for all that I have peered over his shoulder and read his malicious statement to the contrary. He gives me credit for no less than average stupidity. He thinks I think he is real. How silly. I know he is a brain-figment, nothing more.

我给自己买了支钢笔。我一直都不喜欢这种东西，但是我的旧蘸水笔已经没有了。我把它扔进壁炉里烧掉了。我妥善地保管着墨水。我要看看自己能不能制止住那些关于我的谎言。我还有别的办法。我并未公开认错。我仍旧相信自己生活在一个机械的宇宙之中。还没有事情证明和我的看法相左，因为我从他肩头看过去，读到了他与之相反的恶毒观点。他认为我是只个普通的傻子。他认为我觉得他真的存在。多傻。我知道他只是虚构的，仅此而已。




There are such things as hallucinations. Even as I looked over his shoulder and read, I knew that this was such a thing. If I were only well it would be interesting. All my life I have wanted to experience such phenomena. And now it has come to me. I shall make the most of it. What is imagination? It can make something where there is nothing. How can anything be something where there is nothing? How can anything be something and nothing at the same time? I leave it for the metaphysicians to ponder. I know better. No scholastics for me. This is a real world, and everything in it is real. What is not real, is not. Therefore he is not. Yet he tries to fool me into believing that he is...when all the time I know he has no existence outside of my own brain cells.

有些东西，就是幻觉。即便我从他的肩头看过去，读他写的东西时，我也知道那是幻觉。如果我一切都好，那就有意思了．我一生都在盼望着经历这种事。现在它来了。我要充分利用它。想象是什么？它能够无中生有。怎么能够无中生有呢？怎么能同时把东西变出来又变没呢？我把这个问题留给玄学家们去思考。我对此更了解。对我来说不存在经院哲学。这是个真实的世界，里面的每一个事物都是真实的。不真实的事物是不存在的。因此他不存在。然而他想骗我，相信他真的存在……我却一直都清楚他只存在于我的脑细胞里，在此之外只是虚无。




I saw him to-day, seated at the desk, writing. It gave me quite a shock, because I had thought he was quite dispelled. Nevertheless, on looking steadily, I found that he was not there—the old familiar trick of the brain. I have dwelt too long on what has happened. I am becoming morbid, and my old indigestion is hinting and muttering. I shall take exercise. Each day I shall walk for two hours.

今天我看到他坐在桌旁写东西。这场景吓了我一跳，因为我以为他已经被赶走了。然而死死盯了一会后，我发现他并不在那里——只是我的脑子玩的老把戏。我总是想着已经发生的事情。我变得越来越病态，消化不良的老毛病也开始隐隐发作，暗自侵扰。我该锻炼身体了。每天应该散步两小时。




It is impossible. I cannot exercise. Each time I return from my walk, he is sitting in my chair at the desk. It grows more difficult to drive him away. It is my chair. Upon this I insist. It was his, but he is dead and it is no longer his. How one can be befooled by the phantoms of his own imagining! There is nothing real in this apparition. I know it. I am firmly grounded with my fifty years of study. The dead are dead.

不可能。我不能锻炼。每次我散步回来，他都坐在桌旁我的椅子上。赶走他了越来越难了。那是我的椅子。我坚持这点。它曾经属于他，但是他死了，它就不再是他的了。一个人怎么能被自己想象出的幻象愚弄呢！这个幻影是不真实的。我知道。我有自己五十年的研究做有力的支撑。死了就是死了。




And yet, explain one thing. To-day, before going for my walk, I carefully put the fountain pen in my pocket before leaving the room. I remember it distinctly. I looked at the clock at the time. It was twenty minutes past ten. Yet on my return there was the pen lying on the desk. Some one had been using it. There was very little ink left. I wish he would not write so much. It is disconcerting.

然而，有一件事要解释。今天在离开房间去散步前，我小心地把钢笔放进了口袋。我记得很清楚。那时我看了看钟。那时是十点二十分。然而，我回去的时候，钢笔却在桌子上。有人用过它。墨水所剩无几。我希望他没写那么多东西。这实在是让人心绪不定。




There was one thing upon which Jim and I were not quite agreed. He believed in the eternity of the forms of things. Therefore, entered in immediately the consequent belief in immortality, and all the other notions of the metaphysical philosophers. I had little patience with him in this. Painstakingly I have traced to him the evolution of his belief in the eternity of forms, showing him how it has arisen out of his early infatuation with logic and mathematics. Of course, from that warped, squinting, abstract view-point, it is very easy to believe in the eternity of forms.

有一件事我和吉姆看法不一致。他相信事物的形体是永恒的。因此，他很快就接受了由此推出的不灭论和其他玄学派哲学家的观点。我对他这点很不能忍受。我曾费心地追查过他信仰形体不灭论的发展过程，展示给他看这种信仰是怎样从他早期对逻辑和数学的迷恋中衍生出来的。从那种歪曲的、偏离正确方向、又抽象的观点来看，当然很容易就会相信形体不灭。




I laughed at the unseen world. Only the real was real, I contended, and what one did not perceive, was not, could not be. I believed in a mechanical universe. Chemistry and physics explained everything. "Can no being be?" he demanded in reply. I said that his question was but the major promise of a fallacious Christian Science syllogism. Oh, believe me, I know my logic, too. But he was very stubborn. I never had any patience with philosophic idealists.

我嘲笑看不到的世界。我的看法是，只有客观存在的才是真实的，不可感知的就不存在，不可能存在。我相信宇宙是机械的。化学和物理足以解释一切。“有不存在的东西吗？”他反问我。我说他的问题只不过是基督教科学派三段论谬误的主题。噢，相信我，我也清楚自己的逻辑。但是他太顽固。我对哲学的唯心主义者从来就没什么耐心。




Once, I made to him my confession of faith. It was simple, brief, unanswerable. Even as I write it now I know that it is unanswerable. Here it is. I told him: "I assert, with Hobbes, that it is impossible to separate thought from matter that thinks. I assert, with Bacon, that all human understanding arises from the world of sensations. I assert, with Locke, that all human ideas are due to the functions of the senses. I assert, with Kant, the mechanical origin of the universe, and that creation is a natural and historical process. I assert, with Laplace, that there is no need of the hypothesis of a creator. And, finally, I assert, because of all the foregoing, that form is ephemeral. Form passes. Therefore we pass."

有一次我向他声明了我的信仰。我的信仰简明扼要，不可辩驳。即使是现在我把它写下来，我也知道那是不可辩驳的。就是这样。我对他说：“我以霍布斯的理论断言，思想与可以思想的物质不可分离。我以培根的理论断言，人类的所有认知都来自于感官世界。我以洛克的理论断言，人类的所有思想都是因为感官的功能。我以康德的理论断言，宇宙的机械起源及其产生是一个自然、历史的过程。我以拉普拉斯的观点断言，假定造物主的存在是没有必要的。最后我断言，由以上观点可以得知，形体是短暂的。形体会消失。因此我们会消失。”




I repeat, it was unanswerable. Yet did he answer with Paley's notorious fallacy of the watch. Also, he talked about radium, and all but asserted that the very existence of matter had been exploded by these later-day laboratory researches. It was childish. I had not dreamed he could be so immature.

我再说一遍，那是不可辩驳的。然而他用佩利那臭名昭著的钟表理论来反驳我。他还提到镭，就差列举出所有近年来实验研究中发现的物质的存在了。太孩子气了。我做梦也没想到他会如此幼稚。




How could one argue with such a man? I then asserted the reasonableness of all that is. To this he agreed, reserving, however, one exception. He looked at me, as he said it, in a way I could not mistake. The inference was obvious. That he should be guilty of so cheap a quip in the midst of a serious discussion, astounded me.

谁能跟这样的人争论下去？我随后宣称了所有理由的合理之处。这点他同意了，却保留了一个例外。他看着我，用我绝不可能误解的方式说出来。这个推论不言而喻。我很震惊在这么严肃的讨论之中，他居然会为这么低俗的一句俏皮话负疚。




The eternity of forms. It is ridiculous. Yet is there a strange magic in the words. If it be true, then has he not ceased to exist. Then does he exist. This is impossible.

形体不灭。太荒谬了。然而这句话却有着奇怪的魔力。如果真是这样，他消失了吗？他存在过吗？这是不可能的。




I have ceased exercising. As long as I remain in the room, the hallucination does not bother me. But when I return to the room after an absence, he is always there, sitting at the desk, writing. Yet I dare not confide in a physician. I must fight this out by myself.

我停止了锻炼。只要呆在房间里，我就不会被幻觉打扰。但是只要我离开一会儿再回来，他就会在那里，坐在桌旁写东西。然而我不敢向精神医生吐露心事。我一定要自己克服它。




He grows more importunate. To-day, consulting a book on the shelf, I turned and found him again in the chair. This is the first time he has dared do this in my presence. Nevertheless, by looking at him steadily and sternly for several minutes, I compelled him to vanish. This proves my contention. He does not exist. If he were an eternal form I could not make him vanish by a mere effort of my will.

他变本加厉地纠缠我。今天我在书架上查了本书，转身就发现他又坐在椅子上。这是他第一次敢在我在场的时候这样做。然而，我死死地、严厉地盯住他几分钟，就迫使他消失了。这证明了我的主张。他不存在。如果他的形体是永恒的，我就不可能仅凭自己的意志力使他消失。




This is getting damnable. To-day I gazed at him for an entire hour before I could make him leave. Yet it is so simple. What I see is a memory picture. For twenty years I was accustomed to seeing him there at the desk. The present phenomenon is merely a recrudescence of that memory picture—a picture which was impressed countless times on my consciousness.

情况越来越糟。今天我盯了他整整一个小时，才能使他离开。然而那是如此简单。我看到的只是回忆的画面。二十年来我已经习惯于看到他坐在桌旁。眼前的现象只是记忆画面的再现——印在我意识里无数次的画面。




I gave up to-day. He exhausted me, and still he would not go. I sat and watched him hour after hour. He takes no notice of me, but continually writes. I know what he writes, for I read it over his shoulder. It is not true. He is taking an unfair advantage.

今天我放弃了。我被他弄得精疲力尽，他还是不肯离开。我坐在那里，一个小时接一个小时地盯着他。他根本就没注意我，只是一直写下去。我知道他在写什么，因为我越过他的肩头看到过。那不是真的。他占据的优势对我太不公平了。




Query: He is a product of my consciousness; is it possible, then, that entities may be created by consciousness?

疑问：他只是我意识的产物，那么意识是不是能够创造实体呢？




We did not quarrel. To this day I do not know how it happened. Let me tell you. Then you will see. We sat up late that never-to-be-forgotten last night of his existence. It was the old, old discussion—the eternity of forms. How many hours and how many nights we had consumed over it!

我们没有争吵。直到今天我也不清楚一切是怎么发生的。让我告诉你。你就会明白。他生前最后那个令我永生不忘的晚上，我们熬到很晚。还是那个老得不能再老的话题——形体不灭。我们为此花费了多少小时多少夜晚啊！




On this night he had been particularly irritating, and all my nerves were screaming. He had been maintaining that the human soul was itself a form, an eternal form, and that the light within his brain would go on forever and always. I took up the poker.

这个晚上他特别烦人，我的神经都在尖叫。他坚持人类灵魂自身就是一种存在，不灭的存在，他的思想之光将永生不灭地延续下去。我拿起了拨火棒。




"Suppose," I said, "I should strike you dead with this?"

“假如，”我说，“我用这个把你打死呢？”




"I would go on," he answered.

“我会继续存在。”他答道。




"As a conscious entity?" I demanded.

“作为一个有意识的实体？”我问道。




"Yes, as a conscious entity," was his reply. "I should go on, from plane to plane of higher existence, remembering my earth-life, you, this very argument—ay, and continuing the argument with you.”

“是的，作为一个有意识的实体，”他答道。“我会继续存在，游荡在更高等存在所在的星球之间，记得尘世的生活、你和这场争论。嗯，我将继续和你争论下去。”




It was only argument [bookmark: back-note-The Eternity of Forms-1]
 
1

 . I swear it was only argument. I never lifted a hand. How could I? He was my brother, my elder brother, Jim.

那只是场争论[1]。我发誓那只是争论而已。我从没举起过手。我怎么会呢？他是我的兄弟，我的哥哥，吉姆。




I cannot remember. I was very exasperated. He had always been so obstinate in this metaphysical belief of his. The next I knew, he was lying on the hearth. Blood was running. It was terrible. He did not speak. He did not move. He must have fallen in a fit and struck his head. I noticed there was blood on the poker. In falling he must have struck upon it with his head. And yet I fail to see how this can be, for I held it in my hand all the time. I was still holding it in my hand as I looked at it.

我记不清了。我那时十分恼怒。他总是这样固执于这个形而上学信仰。我记得的下一个场景就是他躺在壁炉边。鲜血横流。太可怕了。他一言不发。一动不动。他一定是晕过去了，撞到了头。我注意到拨火棒上有血。一定是他倒下的时侯头撞到了上面。然而我弄不明白这是怎么发生的，因为我一直把它握在手里。就在我看它的时候还握着它。




It is an hallucination. That is a conclusion of common sense. I have watched the growth of it. At first it was only in the dimmest light that I could see him sitting in the chair. But as the time passed, and the hallucination, by repetition, strengthened, he was able to appear in the chair under the strongest lights. That is the explanation. It is quite satisfactory.

那是幻觉。根据常识可以得出这样的结论。我看着它愈演愈烈。一开始，我只能在最昏暗的光线里看到他坐在椅子上。但是随着时间流逝，幻觉在一遍遍的重现中强化了，他都能在最强烈的光中出现在椅子上。如上就是解释。相当令人满意。




I shall never forget the first time I saw it. I had dined alone downstairs. I never drink wine, so that what happened was eminently normal. It was in the summer twilight that I returned to the study. I glanced at the desk. There he was, sitting. So natural was it, that before I knew I cried out "Jim!"Then I remembered all that had happened. Of course it was an hallucination. I knew that. I took the poker and went over to it. He did not move nor vanish. The poker cleaved through the non-existent substance of the thing and struck the back of the chair. Fabric of fancy, that is all it was. The mark is there on the chair now where the poker struck. I pause from my writing and turn and look at it—press the tips of my fingers into the indentation.

我永远都不会忘记我第一次看到它的时候。我独自在楼下吃饭。我从不喝酒，因此发生的一切极为正常。我在夏日的暮光里回到书房。我瞥了一眼桌子。他就在那里，坐着。一切是如此自然，我在没意识到之前就大声喊出“吉姆！”随后我想起了发生的一切。那当然是幻觉。我知道。我提起拨火棒朝它走过去。他没动也没消失。拨火棒劈过这个不存在的物质，打在了椅背上。这都是幻象构造的。拨火棒击打的痕迹现在还留在椅子上。我停止写作，转过身看着它，把指尖压进凹痕之中。




He did continue the argument. I stole up to-day and looked over his shoulder. He was writing the history of our discussion. It was the same old nonsense about the eternity of forms. But as I continued to read, he wrote down the practical test I had made with the poker. Now this is unfair and untrue. I made no test. In falling he struck his head on the poker.

他的确在继续争论。我今天偷偷地走近，从他肩头看过去。他在记录我们的争论。记录的仍旧是以前形不灭的废话。但是当我接着读下去的时候，他写下了我用拨火棒在他身上进行的实际的试验。这是不公平、虚假的。我没有做什么试验。他是倒下的时候头撞在拨火棒上的。




Some day, somebody will find and read what he writes. This will be terrible. I am suspicious of the servant, who is always peeping and peering, trying to see what I write. I must do something. Every servant I have had is curious about what I write.

有一天，有人会发现并读到他写的东西。那将会很可怕。我怀疑那个仆人，他总是鬼鬼祟祟地想仔细看我写的东西。我得采取点措施。我的每个仆人都很好奇我写了什么。




Fabric of fancy. That is all it is. There is no Jim who sits in the chair. I know that. Last night, when the house was asleep, I went down into the cellar and looked carefully at the soil around the chimney. It was untampered with. The dead do not rise up.

幻想的构造。这就是它的面貌。坐在椅子上的吉姆不存在。我知道的。昨天夜里，当房间里沉寂下来的时候，我下到地窖里，仔细察看烟囱附近的泥土。没有被动过。尸体没有出来。




Yesterday morning, when I entered the study, there he was in the chair. When I had dispelled him, I sat in the chair myself all day. I had my meals brought to me. And thus I escaped the sight of him for many hours, for he appears only in the chair. I was weary, but I sat late, until eleven o'clock. Yet, when I stood up to go to bed, I looked around, and there he was. He had slipped into the chair on the instant. Being only fabric of fancy, all day he had resided in my brain. The moment it was unoccupied, he took up his residence in the chair. Are these his boasted higher planes of existence—his brother's brain and a chair? After all, was he not right? Has his eternal form become so attenuated as to be an hallucination? Are hallucinations real entities? Why not? There is food for thought here. Some day I shall come to a conclusion upon it.

昨天早上走进书房的时候，他就在椅子上。我把他赶走后，自己在椅子上坐了一整天。我让仆人把饭端到面前。因此几个小时里，我都避过看到他的情景，因为他在椅子上出现。我很累，但是我坐到很晚，直到十一点。然而，当我站起来去睡觉的时候环顾四周，他又出现在那里。他立刻就溜到了椅子上。只是幻想的织造，他整天都盘踞在我的脑子里。一旦椅子空出来，他就占据在椅子上。这些就是他所吹嘘的高等存在所在的星球吗——他弟弟的脑子和一把椅子？然而，他错了吗？他永恒的形体弱化到只是个幻影了吗？幻影是真实存在的实体吗？为什么不？有精神食粮。总有一天我会自己得出问题的结论。




He was very much disturbed to-day. He could not write, for I had made the servant carry the pen out of the room in his pocket But neither could I write.

他今天很烦躁不安。他没法写东西，因为我让仆人把笔装进口袋带出了房间，但是我也没法写东西。




The servant never sees him. This is strange. Have I developed a keener sight for the unseen? Or rather does it not prove the phantom to be what it is—a product of my own morbid consciousness?

仆人从未看到过他。很奇怪。我的目光越发敏锐，能看到别人看不见的东西了吗？更确切地说，这不能证明幽灵是这样的吗——难道是我自己病态意识的产物？




He has stolen my pen again. Hallucinations cannot steal pens. This is unanswerable. And yet I cannot keep the pen always out of the room. I want to write myself.

他又偷走了我的笔。幻觉是不可能偷笔的。这是不可辩驳的。然而我不能总把笔放在房间外面。我自己也要写字。




I have had three different servants since my trouble came upon me, and not one has seen him. Is the verdict of their senses right? And is that of mine wrong? Nevertheless, the ink goes too rapidly. I fill my pen more often than is necessary. And furthermore, only to-day I found my pen out of order. I did not break it.

自从我碰上这个麻烦事，已经换了三个仆人，没有一个看到过他。他们的感觉判断是对的吗？还是我的感觉错了？不管怎么说，墨水用得太快了。我更加频繁地灌墨水。而且，只有今天我发现笔的位置不对了。我没有动过它。




I have spoken to him many times, but he never answers. I sat and watched him all morning. Frequently he looked at me, and it was patent that he knew me.

我对他说过很多次话，但他从不搭腔。我坐着看了他一个早上。他老是看着我，很明显他认得我。




By striking the side of my head violently with the heel of my hand, I can shake the vision of him out of my eyes. Then I can get into the chair; but I have learned that I must move very quickly in order to accomplish this. Often he fools me and is back again before I can sit down.

我用掌根狠狠地击打我的脑侧，这样就能把他的幻象抖出我的视线。然后我就可以坐到椅子上，但是我已经知道要动作迅速才能成功。他经常愚弄我，在我还没能坐下的时候再度出现。




It is getting unbearable. He is a jack-in-the-box the way he pops into the chair. He does not assume form slowly. He pops. That is the only way to describe it. I cannot stand looking at him much more. That way lies madness, for it compels me almost to believe in the reality of what I know is not. Besides, hallucinations do not pop.

事情越来越无法忍受了。他像玩偶盒弹出的小人一样突然出现在椅子上。他不是慢慢呈现外形的。他一下子冒出来。这是描述那情景的唯一方式。我无法忍受再看到他。这样让我发疯，因为它几乎要逼我相信，我知道的事实并不是真的。另外，幻觉不会一下子冒出来。




Thank God he only manifests himself in the chair. As long as I occupy the chair I am quit of him.

谢天谢地他只出现在椅子上。只要我占据了椅子，就能摆脱他。




My device for dislodging him from the chair by striking my head, is failing. I have to hit much more violently, and I do not succeed perhaps more than once in a dozen trials. My head is quite sore where I have so repeatedly struck it. I must use the other hand.

我那敲头把他逐出椅子的方法正在失效。我不得不更用力地敲打，数十次才可能成功一次。我头上被不断敲击的地方很痛。我得换只手了。




My brother was right. There is an unseen world. Do I not see it? Am I not cursed with the seeing of it all the time? Call it a thought, an idea, anything you will, still it is there. It is unescapable. Thoughts are entities. We create with every act of thinking. I have created this phantom that sits in my chair and uses my ink. Because I have created him is no reason that he is any the less real. He is an idea; he is an entity: ergo, ideas are entities, and an entity is a reality.

我哥哥是对的。看不到的世界是存在的。我没有看到吗？我不是一直受着看到它的苦吗？叫它想象，想法，随便你叫它什么，它都在那里。这是无法逃避的。思想就是实体。我们用每一个想法来创造。我创造出了这个坐在我的椅子上，用我的墨水的幽灵。他是我创造的，并不意味他不真实。他是一个想法，一个实体。因此，想法即实体，而实体就是真实存在。




Query: If a man, with the whole historical process behind him, can create an entity, a real thing, then is not the hypothesis of a Creator made substantial? If the stuff of life can create, then it is fair to assume that there can be a He who created the stuff of life. It is merely a difference of degree. I have not yet made a mountain nor a solar system, but I have made a something that sits in my chair. This being so, may I not some day be able to make a mountain or a solar system?

疑问：如果一个人，带着他经历过的一切，能够创造出实体，真实的事物，那关于造物主的假说不就被证实了吗？如果有生命的物质能创造，那么假设存在一个能造出有生命物质的人也是合理的。只是程度不同而已。我还没造出一座山或是太阳系，但是我造出了坐在我椅子上的东西。如果是这样，是不是有一天我就能造出山或者太阳系呢？




All his days, down to to-day, man has lived in a maze. He has never seen the light. I am convinced that I am beginning to see the light—not as my brother saw it, by stumbling upon it accidentally, but deliberately and rationally. My brother is dead. He has ceased. There is no doubt about it, for I have made another journey down into the cellar to see. The ground was untouched. I broke it myself to make sure, and I saw what made me sure. My brother has ceased, yet have I recreated him. This is not my old brother, yet it is something as nearly resembling him as I could fashion it. I am unlike other men. I am a god. I have created.

整个人类史，直至今日，人类都活在一个迷宫之中。没人看到过光。我相信自己将看到光了——不是像我哥哥那样偶然发现才看到的，而是有意地、理智地看到。我哥哥死了。他的生命停止了。这点毫无疑问，因为我又去地窖查看过一次。地面没有被动过。我挖开土来确认，我看到了能让我确定的东西。我哥哥不在了，而我又造出了他。这不是我哥哥，而是我能造出的与我哥哥最相近的东西。我跟别人不一样。我是个神。我创造过。




Whenever I leave the room to go to bed, I look back, and there is my brother sitting in the chair. And then I cannot sleep because of thinking of him sitting through all the long night-hours. And in the morning, when I open the study door, there he is, and I know he has sat there the night long.

无论我何时离开房间去睡觉，我回过头，总能看到哥哥坐在椅子上。然后，我就因为想到他要坐着熬过漫漫长夜而无法入睡。早上，我一推开书房的门，他就在那里，我知道他在那坐了一夜。




I am becoming desperate from lack of sleep. I wish I could confide in a physician.

睡眠不足使我变得绝望。我希望能向一个精神医生吐露心事。




Blessed sleep! I have won to it at last. Let me tell you. Last night I was so worn that I found myself dozing in my chair. I rang for the servant and ordered him to bring blankets. I slept. All night was he banished from my thoughts as he was banished from my chair. I shall remain in it all day. It is a wonderful relief.

上帝保佑我睡着！我最终熬过去了。听我说。昨夜我太累了，坐在椅子上打盹。我摇铃叫来仆人，让他把毯子拿给我。我睡着了。这一整夜，他被逐出了我的椅子，他也就被逐出了我的思想。我要整天保持这种状态。那是个美好的解脱。




It is uncomfortable to sleep in a chair. But it is more uncomfortable to lie in bed, hour after hour, and not sleep, and to know that he is sitting there in the cold darkness.

在椅子上睡觉并不舒服。但是想着他坐在寒冷的夜里，我一小时又一小时地躺在床上却难以入眠，这滋味更痛苦。




It is no use. I shall never be able to sleep in a bed again. I have tried it now, numerous times, and every such night is a horror. If I could but only persuade him to go to bed! But no. He sits there, and sits there—I know he does—while I stare and stare up into the blackness and think and think, continually think, of him sitting there. I wish I had never heard of the eternity of forms.

没用的。我将永远都不能再睡在床上了。我现在就试过了，试过无数次，每个这样的夜晚都让我恐惧。要是我能说服他去睡觉就好了！但是我不能。他坐在那里，就坐在那里——我知道他在那里——当我抬头凝视黑暗，想来想去，总是想着他就坐在那里。我希望自己从没听说过形体不灭的说法。




The servants think I am crazy. That is but to be expected, and it is why I have never called in a physician.

仆人们认为我疯了。那只是将来的预测，因此我从来不请精神医生。




I am resolved. Henceforth this hallucination ceases. From now on I shall remain in the chair. I shall never leave it. I shall remain in it night and day and always.

我下定决心了。从今往后幻觉就会停止。从现在起我就呆在椅子上。我永远都不会离开它。我会日日夜夜永远呆在椅子上。




I have succeeded. For two weeks I have not seen him. Nor shall I ever see him again. I have at last attained the equanimity of mind necessary for philosophic thought. I wrote a complete chapter to-day.

我成功了。我已经有两周没看到他了。我再也不会看到他了。我终于得到了哲学思考所必需的镇定。今天我写了整整一章。




It is very wearisome, sitting in a chair. The weeks pass, the months come and go, the seasons change, the servants replace each other, while I remain. I only remain. It is a strange life I lead, but at least I am at peace.

坐在椅子上很累。周复一周地过去了，月份轮回，季节交替，仆人相互轮换，而我一直是老样子。只有我还是老样子。我过着奇怪的生活，但是最起码我很平静。




He comes no more. There is no eternity of forms. I have proved it. For nearly two years now, I have remained in this chair, and I have not seen him once. True, I was severely tried for a time. But it is clear that what I thought I saw was merely hallucination. He never was. Yet I do not leave the chair. I am afraid to leave the chair.

他再没出现。形体并不永恒。我证明了这一点。到现在快两年了，我一直呆在这张椅子上，再也没见过他。真的，我的确严格地试过一次。但是我很清楚，我认为自己看到的东西只是幻觉。他从未存在。但我没有离开椅子。我害怕离开椅子。
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 (Forcible—ha! ha!—comment of Rudolph Heckler on margin.)
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The Enemy of All the World

世界公敌




It was Silas Bannerman who finally ran down that scientific wizard and arch-enemy of mankind, Emil Gluck. Gluck's confession, before he went to the electric chair, threw much light upon the series of mysterious events, many apparently unrelated, that so perturbed the world between the years 1933 and 1941. It was not until that remarkable document was made public that the world dreamed of there being any connection between the assassination of the King and Queen of Portugal and the murders of the New York City police officers. While the deeds of Emil Gluck were all that was abominable, we cannot but feel, to a certain extent, pity for the unfortunate, malformed, and maltreated genius. This side of his story has never been told before, and from his confession and from the great mass of evidence and the documents and records of the time we are able to construct a fairly accurate portrait of him, and to discern the factors and pressures that moulded him into the human monster he became and that drove him onward and downward along the fearful path he trod.

最终是赛拉斯·班纳曼制服了埃米尔·格卢克这个科学奇才，人类头号大敌。格卢克坐上电椅前的供词，解开了一系列神秘事件的疑团。这些事件发生在1933年到1941年间，看似毫不相关，却扰乱了世界。在这份引人关注的档案公布之前，所有人做梦也不会想到，葡萄牙国王与王后遇刺和纽约城的谋杀警官案有什么关联。虽然埃米尔·格卢克的所作所为令人憎恶，我们却忍不住多少为这么一个不幸的、被扭曲、被虐待的天才扼腕叹息。从来没有人讲过关于他的这些故事，根据他的招供和当时大量的证据、文档和记录，我们可以勾勒出一幅他的相当真实的画像，并清楚地看到是什么因素和压力将他变成这样一个人间怪物，并驱使他沿着走过的那条恐怖的路一直走下去，越陷越深。




Emil Gluck was born in Syracuse, New York, in 1895. His father, Josephus Gluck, was a special policeman and night watchman, who, in the year 1900, died suddenly of pneumonia. The mother, a pretty, fragile creature, who, before her marriage, had been a milliner, grieved herself to death over the loss of her husband. This sensitiveness of the mother was the heritage that in the boy became morbid and horrible.

1895年，埃米尔·格卢克在纽约城的锡拉丘兹出生。他的父亲约瑟夫斯·格卢克是个特警兼守夜人，1900年突然患肺炎去世了。他的母亲是个漂亮而脆弱的人，结婚前是做女帽的，因为失去丈夫而悲伤过度，也随他而去了。母亲的敏感遗传给了儿子，并在他身上演变成了病态和恐怖的状态。




In 1901, the boy, Emil, then six years of age, went to live with his aunt, Mrs. Ann Bartell. She was his mother's sister, but in her breast was no kindly feeling for the sensitive, shrinking boy. Ann Bartell was a vain, shallow, and heartless woman. Also, she was cursed with poverty and burdened with a husband who was a lazy, erratic ne'er-do-well. Young Emil Gluck was not wanted, and Ann Bartell could be trusted to impress this fact sufficiently upon him. As an illustration of the treatment he received in that early, formative period, the following instance is given.

1901年，当时六岁的小男孩埃米尔搬去和他的姨妈安·巴特尔同住。她是他母亲的妹妹，但是她心里对这个敏感、畏缩的小男孩没什么好感。安·巴特尔是个虚荣肤浅、无情无义的女人。同时，她受贫困之苦，还被她那又懒又怪、一事无成的丈夫拖累。小埃米尔·格卢克不受欢迎，我们可以相信安·巴特尔能够让他充分认识到这一点。下面的例子可以说明他在早年成长时期曾遭受过什么。




When he had been living in the Bartell home a little more than a year, he broke his leg. He sustained the injury through playing on the forbidden roof—as all boys have done and will continue to do to the end of time. The leg was broken in two places between the knee and thigh. Emil, helped by his frightened playmates, managed to drag himself to the front sidewalk, where he fainted. The children of the neighbourhood were afraid of the hard-featured shrew who presided over the Bartell house; but, summoning their resolution, they rang the bell and told Ann Bartell of the accident. She did not even look at the little lad who lay stricken on the sidewalk, but slammed the door and went back to her wash-tub. The time passed. A drizzle came on, and Emil Gluck, out of his faint, lay sobbing in the rain. The leg should have been set immediately. As it was, the inflammation rose rapidly and made a nasty case of it. At the end of two hours, the indignant women of the neighbourhood protested to Ann Bartell. This time she came out and looked at the lad. Also she kicked him in the side as he lay helpless at her feet, and she hysterically disowned him. He was not her child, she said, and recommended that the ambulance be called to take him to the city receiving hospital. Then she went back into the house.

他在巴特尔家住了一年多一点的时候,就摔断了腿。他到不允许去的屋顶上玩耍，因此受了伤——仿佛所有的小男孩都曾这样做过，也会永远继续下去。他的腿断了两处，在膝盖和大腿之间。在他那些受惊的玩伴的帮助下，埃米尔设法拖着身子到了屋前的人行道，在那里晕了过去。住在附近的孩子们害怕巴特尔家那个当家的、面目凶恶的悍妇，但是他们下定决心后，按了门铃，告诉安·巴特尔这个意外。她甚至连都没看那个躺在人行道上受了伤的孩子，而是砰地关上门回到洗衣盆那里。时间过去了。天上飘起了毛毛雨，埃米尔·格卢克从昏迷中醒了过来，躺在雨中啜泣。这时候应该立即固定断腿。事实上，炎症很快出现了，事情变得严重了。两个小时后，隔壁的女人愤怒了，向安·巴特尔抗议。这次她出来看了看小男孩。她还从侧面踢了这个躺在她脚下的无助的小男孩，歇斯底里地要与他断绝关系。她说他不是她的孩子，还建议叫救护车来把他带到收诊的医院。然后她又进了屋。




It was a woman, Elizabeth Shepstone, who came along, learned the situation, and had the boy placed on a shutter. It was she who called the doctor, and who, brushing aside Ann Bartell, had the boy carried into the house. When the doctor arrived, Ann Bartell promptly warned him that she would not pay him for his services. For two months the little Emil lay in bed, the first month on his back without once being turned over; and he lay neglected and alone, save for the occasional visits of the unremunerated and over-worked physician. He had no toys, nothing with which to beguile the long and tedious hours. No kind word was spoken to him, no soothing hand laid upon his brow, no single touch or act of loving tenderness—naught but the reproaches and harshness of Ann Bartell, and the continually reiterated information that he was not wanted. And it can well be understood, in such environment, how there was generated in the lonely, neglected boy much of the bitterness and hostility for his kind that later was to express itself in deeds so frightful as to terrify the world.

一个叫伊莉莎白·谢普斯通的女人过来了解了情况后，把男孩放到了一块活动遮板上。她还叫了医生，并不顾安·巴特尔的反应把男孩搬进了屋里。医生一赶到，安·巴特尔就立即警告他说自己不会付钱给他。小埃米尔卧床两个月，头一个月里一次身都没有翻过。他孤独地躺在那里，没人照看，除了义务加班的医生偶尔来看看他。他没有玩具，没有任何东西来消磨这漫长而枯燥的时间。没人对他说过一句好听的话，也没有人把手放在额头上安慰他，没有抚摸或者一个充满爱的温柔的表示——都没有，有的只是安·巴特尔的严厉指责，她无休止地重复说小埃米尔一点也不受欢迎。这样就能很好地理解，在这种环境中，那个孤独的、被人无视的小男孩心里是怎样滋生出那么多对人类的怨恨和敌意的，并且，在以后的岁月里，这些都以如此可怕的行为被发泄了出来，震惊了世界。




It would seem strange that, from the hands of Ann Bartell, Emil Gluck should have received a college education; but the explanation is simple. Her ne'er-do-well husband, deserting her, made a strike in the Nevada goldfields, and returned to her a many-times millionaire. Ann Bartell hated the boy, and immediately she sent him to the Farristown Academy, a hundred miles away. Shy and sensitive, a lonely and misunderstood little soul, he was more lonely than ever at Farristown. He never came home, at vacation, and holidays, as the other boys did. Instead, he wandered about the deserted buildings and grounds, befriended and misunderstood by the servants and gardeners, reading much, it is remembered, spending his days in the fields or before the fire-place with his nose poked always in the pages of some book. It was at this time that he over-used his eyes and was compelled to take up the wearing of glasses, which same were so prominent in the photographs of him published in the newspapers in 1941.

似乎有些奇怪，落在安·巴特尔手里的埃米尔·格卢克竟能接受大学教育，但是理由很简单。她那一事无成的丈夫抛弃了她，在内华达金矿区发了笔横财，回到她面前时已经是个亿万富翁了。安·巴特尔讨厌这个男孩，立即把他送到一百英里开外的法里斯镇学院。在法里斯镇，这个腼腆敏感、孤独而又备受误解的小家伙比以前还要孤独。假期和节日的时候，他从不像别的孩子一样回家。相反，他在那些废弃了的建筑和场地里游逛，被仆人和花匠们当作朋友，或者被他们误解。大家记得他读了很多书，他在田野里或者壁炉前度过那些时光，鼻子总是戳到某本书的书页上。就是在那个时候，他用眼过度，不得不戴上眼镜，因此他登在1941年的报纸上的相片才如此显眼。




He was a remarkable student. Application such as his would have taken him far; but he did not need application. A glance at a text meant mastery for him. The result was that he did an immense amount of collateral reading and acquired more in half a year than did the average student in half-a-dozen years. In 1909, barely fourteen years of age, he was ready—"more than ready" the headmaster of the academy said—to enter Yale or Harvard. His juvenility prevented him from entering those universities, and so, in 1909, we find him a freshman at historic Bowdoin College. In 1913 he graduated with highest honours, and immediately afterward followed Professor Bradlough to Berkeley, California. The one friend that Emil Gluck discovered in all his life was Professor Bradlough. The latter's weak lungs had led him to exchange Maine for California, the removal being facilitated by the offer of a professorship in the State University. Throughout the year 1914, Emil Gluck resided in Berkeley and took special scientific courses. Toward the end of that year two deaths changed his prospects and his relations with life. The death of Professor Bradlough took from him the one friend he was ever to know, and the death of Ann Bartell left him penniless. Hating the unfortunate lad to the last, she cut him off with one hundred dollars.

他是一个很突出的学生。若是勤奋的话，他可以走得更远，但他根本用不着勤奋。只要看一眼课本，他就全掌握了。结果就是他读了许多其他方面的书，半年里学到的东西比一般学生六年里能学到的还多。1909年，年仅14岁的他已经合乎——用学院院长的话说是“超出”——耶鲁或者哈佛的入学标准了。由于年幼，他没能进入那些大学，因此在1909年，他成为了历史悠久的鲍登学院的一名新生。1913年，他以最优异的成绩毕业，并立即跟着布拉德洛教授去了加利福尼亚的伯克利。埃米尔·格卢克一生之中发现的唯一一位朋友就是布拉德洛教授。教授的肺不好，因此他要从加利福尼亚搬到缅因去，当地州立大学的一纸教授聘书给他提供了不少便利。整个1914年，埃米尔·格卢克都住在伯克利，上专门的科学课程。那年年底，两个人的死改变了他的前途，也改变了他和人生的关系。布拉德洛教授的死带走了他认识的唯一一位朋友，而安·巴特尔的死则使他身无分文。她至死都厌恶着这个不幸的孩子，用一百美元割断了与他的关系。




The following year, at twenty years of age, Emil Gluck was enrolled as an instructor of chemistry in the University of California. Here the years passed quietly; he faithfully performed the drudgery that brought him his salary, and, a student always, he took half-a-dozen degrees. He was, among other things, a Doctor of Sociology, of Philosophy, and of Science, though he was known to the world, in later days, only as Professor Gluck.

第二年，20岁的埃米尔·格卢克被招进加利福尼亚大学做一名化学讲师。时光静静地流逝，他尽职尽责地做这份能拿到薪水的苦差事，同时也一直当个学生，拿到了六个学位。虽然后来他只是以格卢克教授的身份为世人所知，但他有着多重身份，是社会学博士、哲学博士，还是科学博士。




He was twenty-seven years old when he first sprang into prominence in the newspapers through the publication of his book, Sex and Progress. The book remains today a milestone in the history and philosophy of marriage. It is a heavy tome of over seven hundred pages, painfully careful and accurate, and startlingly original. It was a book for scientists, and not one calculated to make a stir. But Gluck, in the last chapter, using barely three lines for it, mentioned the hypothetical desirability of trial marriages. At once the newspapers seized these three lines, "played them up yellow," as the slang was in those days, and set the whole world laughing at Emil Gluck, the bespectacled young professor of twenty-seven. Photographers snapped him, he was besieged by reporters, women's clubs throughout the land passed resolutions condemning him and his immoral theories; and on the floor of the California Assembly, while discussing the state appropriation to the University, a motion demanding the expulsion of Gluck was made under threat of withholding the appropriation—of course, none of his persecutors had read the book; the twisted newspaper version of only three lines of it was enough for them. Here began Emil Gluck's hatred for newspaper men. By them his serious and intrinsically valuable work of six years had been made a laughing-stock and a notoriety. To his dying day, and to their everlasting regret, he never forgave them.

27岁时，因为《性与进步》一书的出版，他登上了各大报纸，一举成名。这本书至今仍是婚姻史和婚姻观方面的一部里程碑式著作。那是一本七百多页的大部头，极为细致准确，内容新颖得让人目瞪口呆。那是一本为科学家而作的书，并不是在算计着制造轩然大波。但是格卢克在最后一章只写了三行字，提到了试验婚姻假定的可取之处。报纸立刻抓住了这三行字，就像那时的一句俚语所说的那样，“用夸张失实的手法大肆宣传”，使得整个世界都在笑话埃米尔·格卢克，这个戴着眼镜的27岁年轻教授。摄影师狂拍他，记者对他围追堵截，全国的女性俱乐部都决定谴责他和他的不道德理论。在加利福尼亚大会上，谈到州政府对大学的拨款时，全体与会者都拿撤回拨款作威胁，要求开除格卢克——当然，在迫害他的人中，根本没有一个读过他的书，对他们来说，报纸对仅仅三行字的歪曲的解读已经足够了。埃米尔·格卢克从此与报社结怨。是他们，把他花了六年时间创作的严肃且本质上非常有价值的作品变成了笑柄，让它臭名昭著。他们永恒的忏悔没有用，他至死也没有原谅他们。




It was the newspapers that were responsible for the next disaster that befell him. For the five years following the publication of his book he had remained silent, and silence for a lonely man is not good. One can conjecture sympathetically the awful solitude of Emil Gluck in that populous University; for he was without friends and without sympathy. His only recourse was books, and he went on reading and studying enormously. But in 1927 he accepted an invitation to appear before the Human Interest Society of Emeryville. He did not trust himself to speak, and as we write we have before us a copy of his learned paper. It is sober, scholarly, and scientific, and, it must also be added, conservative. But in one place he dealt with, and I quote his words, "the industrial and social revolution that is taking place in society."A reporter present seized upon the word "revolution," divorced it from the text, and wrote a garbled account that made Emil Gluck appear an anarchist. At once, "Professor Gluck, anarchist," flamed over the wires and was appropriately "featured" in all the newspapers in the land.

报纸要对接下来降临在他身上的灾难负责。在那本书出版之后的五年里，他一直保持沉默。然而，沉默对于一个孤独的人来说，并非好事。我们可以怀着同情心推测一下埃米尔在那所人数众多的大学里所承受的极大孤独，因为他既没有朋友，也得不到同情。他只能依靠书本，于是他继续读书，大量学习。但是1927年，他接到了一封请柬，请他出席爱莫利维尔人类兴趣协会的活动。他并不相信自己的口头表达能力，我们在写这篇文章的时候，面前就摆着一份他的学术论文。这篇论文笔触清醒，学术水平高，论述科学，但是不得不提到的是，思想保守。但是他论及了一个地方，我引用他的原话就是，“在社会上产生的工业和社会改革”。一个在场的记者抓住了“改革”一词，将它从整段话中剥离出来，写了一篇曲解原意的报道，使得埃米尔·格卢克看起来是以个无政府主义者。一时间，人们对“格卢克教授是无政府主义者”反应热烈，全国的报纸都适时地对此做了特别报道。




He had attempted to reply to the previous newspaper attack, but now he remained silent. Bitterness had already corroded his soul. The University faculty appealed to him to defend himself, but he sullenly declined, even refusing to enter in defence a copy of his paper to save himself from expulsion. He refused to resign, and was discharged from the University faculty. It must be added that political pressure had been put upon the University Regents and the President.

他曾试图回应先前的报纸上的攻击，但是现在他保持沉默。怨恨已经侵蚀了他的灵魂。大学的教职人员希望他为自己辩护，但他闷闷不乐地拒绝了，他甚至拒绝参加一篇论文的答辩，尽管这样他就不用被开除了。他拒绝辞职，所以被学院开除了。必须补充说明的是，大学的校务委员和校长都承受着政治压力。




Persecuted, maligned, and misunderstood, the forlorn and lonely man made no attempt at retaliation. All his life he had been sinned against, and all his life he had sinned against no one. But his cup of bitterness was not yet full to overflowing. Having lost his position, and being without any income, he had to find work. His first place was at the Union Iron Works, in San Francisco, where he proved a most able draughtsman. It was here that he obtained his firsthand knowledge of battleships and their construction. But the reporters discovered him and featured him in his new vocation. He immediately resigned and found another place; but after the reporters had driven him away from half-a-dozen positions, he steeled himself to brazen out the newspaper persecution. This occurred when he started his electroplating establishment—in Oakland, on Telegraph Avenue. It was a small shop, employing three men and two boys. Gluck himself worked long hours. Night after night, as Policeman Carew testified on the stand, he did not leave the shop till one and two in the morning. It was during this period that he perfected the improved ignition device for gas-engines, the royalties from which ultimately made him wealthy.

遭受着迫害、诽谤和误解，这个孤独寂寞的人并未试图报复。他一辈子都承受着别人对他的冒犯，却从未冒犯过别人。但是他的怨恨还没有满到要溢出来的地步。他失去了工作，也没有任何收入，只得去找事做。他的第一份工是在旧金山的联邦钢铁厂，在那里的表现说明他是一个很有能力的制图员。就是在那里，他得到了关于战舰的第一手资料，了解了它们的构造。但是记者发现了他，并为他有了新工作而专门作报道。他立刻辞职，另找了一处，但是在记者一而再再而三地把他赶出六个职位之后，他坚强起来，厚着脸皮死不承认报纸对他的迫害。那是在他自己创办了一家位于奥克兰电报大道的电镀商店之后的事了。那是间小商店，雇了三个男人和两个男童。格卢克自己长时间地工作。夜复一夜，就如警察卡鲁在法院作证时说的，直到凌晨一两点，他才离开商店。就在那段时间里，他完善了汽油引擎的改良点火装置，由此得到专利权使用费，最终成为了富翁。




He started his electroplating establishment early in the spring of 1928, and it was in the same year that he formed the disastrous love attachment for Irene Tackley. Now it is not to be imagined that an extraordinary creature such as Emil Gluck could be any other than an extraordinary lover. In addition to his genius, his loneliness, and his morbidness, it must be taken into consideration that he knew nothing about women. Whatever tides of desire flooded his being, he was unschooled in the conventional expression of them; while his excessive timidity was bound to make his love-making unusual. Irene Tackley was a rather pretty young woman, but shallow and light-headed. At the time she worked in a small candy store across the street from Gluck's shop. He used to come in and drink ice-cream sodas and lemon-squashes, and stare at her. It seems the girl did not care for him, and merely played with him. He was "queer," she said; and at another time she called him a crank when describing how he sat at the counter and peered at her through his spectacles, blushing and stammering when she took notice of him, and often leaving the shop in precipitate confusion.

他在1928年早春开办了这家电镀商店，也就在那一年，他不幸地爱上了艾琳·塔克利。现在难以想象，埃米尔·格卢克这样非凡的人就是无法成为一个非凡的情人。除了他的天分、孤僻和敏感，我们必须考虑到，他对女人一无所知。无论欲望的潮水如何在他心里澎湃，他对惯常的表达方式一窍不通，而他过分的羞怯注定了他的求爱之路不同寻常。艾琳·塔克利是个相当漂亮的姑娘，但是肤浅而轻浮。当时她在一家小糖果店上班，从格卢克的店里出来，穿过街道就是。他常常走进店里，要些冰激凌苏打水和柠檬汁，边喝边盯着她看。看起来这个女孩对他并不在意，只是在耍他。她说他很“古怪”。还有一次，她描述他的时候就叫他怪人，她说他坐在柜台边透过眼镜盯着她，而她注意到他时，他脸红口吃，突然局促不安地离开了小店。




Gluck made her the most amazing presents—a silver tea-service, a diamond ring, a set of furs, opera-glasses, a ponderous History of the World in many volumes, and a motor-cycle all silver-plated in his own shop. Enters now the girl's lover, putting his foot down, showing great anger, compelling her to return Gluck's strange assortment of presents. This man, William Sherbourne, was a gross and stolid creature, a heavy-jawed man of the working class who had become a successful building-contractor in a small way. Gluck did not understand. He tried to get an explanation, attempting to speak with the girl when she went home from work in the evening. She complained to Sherbourne, and one night he gave Gluck a beating. It was a very severe beating, for it is on the records of the Red Cross Emergency Hospital that Gluck was treated there that night and was unable to leave the hospital for a week.

格卢克送给她最令人惊叹的礼物——一套银质茶具，一只钻石戒指，一套皮衣，一副剧院望远镜，一套沉重的多卷本《世界史》，还有一辆在他自己的店里全身镀了银的摩托车。现在这姑娘的情人上场了，他坚决反对她收下礼物，十分恼火，逼着她把格卢克各种奇异的礼物送回去。这个男人，威廉·舍伯恩，是个粗俗、冷淡、长着厚下巴的男人，工人出身，后来成了一个成功的小建筑承包商。格卢克弄不明白。他想弄明白，就试图在这姑娘晚上下班回家的路上和她谈谈。她向舍伯恩抱怨，于是一天夜里，他揍了格卢克一顿。他下手很重，因为从红十字急救医院的记录来看，那晚格卢克就是在那里就诊的，而且不得不在医院住了一个星期。




Still Gluck did not understand. He continued to seek an explanation from the girl. In fear of Sherbourne, he applied to the Chief of Police for permission to carry a revolver, which permission was refused, the newspapers as usual playing it up sensationally. Then came the murder of Irene Tackley, six days before her contemplated marriage with Sherbourne. It was on a Saturday night. She had worked late in the candy store, departing after eleven o'clock with her week's wages in her purse. She rode on a San Pablo Avenue surface car to Thirty-fourth Street, where she alighted and started to walk the three blocks to her home. That was the last seen of her alive. Next morning she was found, strangled, in a vacant lot.

格卢克还是不明白。他继续从女孩那里寻求解释。由于害怕舍伯恩，他向警察局长提出申请，想随身携带左轮手枪。申请被驳回，报纸像往常一样对此大肆渲染。然后艾琳·塔克利就被杀害了，就在她和舍伯恩的婚期的前六天。那是个星期六的晚上。她在糖果店工作得很晚，十一点时带着一周的薪水离开。她乘圣巴勃罗大道上的一辆路面车辆，在第三十四大街下车，开始走三个街区回家。这是别人最后一次见到活着的她。第二天早上有人发现她被扼死在一处空地上。




Emil Gluck was immediately arrested. Nothing that he could do could save him. He was convicted, not merely on circumstantial evidence, but on evidence "cooked up" by the Oakland police. There is no discussion but that a large portion of the evidence was manufactured. The testimony of Captain Shehan was the sheerest perjury, it being proved long afterward that on the night in question he had not only not been in the vicinity of the murder, but that he had been out of the city in a resort on the San Leandro Road. The unfortunate Gluck received life imprisonment in San Quentin, while the newspapers and the public held that it was a miscarriage of justice—that the death penalty should have been visited upon him.

警察立刻逮捕了埃米尔·格卢克。他怎么做都救不了自己。他被指控了，不仅仅是基于特定条件下的证据，还基于奥克兰警署“捏造”的证据。没有讨论，但是许多证据就被制造出来了。希恩上尉的证词是十足的伪证，很久以后有人证明，案发当晚他不仅不在案发现场附近，甚至都不在城里，而是在圣莱安德罗路的度假胜地。不幸的格卢克被判处终身监禁，关在圣金廷，然而报纸和公众认为这是个误判——他应该被判死刑。




Gluck entered San Quentin prison on April 17, 1929. He was then thirty-four years of age. And for three years and a half, much of the time in solitary confinement, he was left to meditate upon the injustice of man. It was during that period that his bitterness corroded home and he became a hater of all his kind. Three other things he did during the same period: he wrote his famous treatise, Human Morals, his remarkable brochure, The Criminal Sane, and he worked out his awful and monstrous scheme of revenge. It was an episode that had occurred in his electroplating establishment that suggested to him his unique weapon of revenge. As stated in his confession, he worked every detail out theoretically during his imprisonment, and was able, on his release, immediately to embark on his career of vengeance.

格卢克在1929年的4月17号进了圣金廷监狱。那时他34岁。被囚禁的那三年半的孤独岁月里，他大部分时间都只能花在思考人类的不公上面。就在那段时间里，他彻底被怨恨吞噬，变成了一个愤世者。同一时期他还做了其他三件事：他写了著名的专著——《人类道德》，写了他著名的小册子——《清醒的罪犯》，并制定了他那可怖而变态的复仇计划。发生在他电镀店里的小插曲让他有了关于独一无二的复仇武器的灵感。就像他在供词里说到的那样，他在服刑期间就在理论上谋划好了每个细节，释放后就立即着手自己的复仇事业。




His release was sensational. Also it was miserably and criminally delayed by the soulless legal red tape then in vogue. On the night of February 1, 1932, Tim Haswell, a hold-up man, was shot during an attempted robbery by a citizen of Piedmont Heights. Tim Haswell lingered three days, during which time he not only confessed to the murder of Irene Tackley, but furnished conclusive proofs of the same. Bert Danniker, a convict dying of consumption in Folsom Prison, was implicated as accessory, and his confession followed. It is inconceivable to us of to-day—the bungling, dilatory processes of justice a generation ago. Emil Gluck was proved in February to be an innocent man, yet he was not released until the following October. For eight months, a greatly wronged man, he was compelled to undergo his unmerited punishment. This was not conducive to sweetness and light, and we can well imagine how he ate his soul with bitterness during those dreary eight months.

他被释放这件事轰动一时。可悲可叹的是，当时的法律中空洞的官样文章盛行，于是他的释放期延迟了。1932年2月1号晚上，蒂姆·哈斯韦尔试图抢劫时，被一位皮德蒙特高原的居民射中。蒂姆·哈斯韦尔磨蹭了三天，三天里他不仅招出了艾琳·塔克利的谋杀案，还提供了该案的确凿证据。伯特·丹尼克是福尔瑟姆监狱里一名得了肺病、垂死挣扎的罪犯，他是这个案件的同谋，他的供词随即呈上。对今天的我们来说，一代人以前执法过程的拙劣与拖拉是难以想象的。埃米尔·格卢克二月就洗清了罪名，然而直到十月才被释放。八个月里，一个蒙受了巨大冤屈的人被迫经历非法的惩罚。这不会带来甜蜜和光明，我们可以想象那阴郁的八个月里，他是如何就着怨恨吞下自己的灵魂的。




He came back to the world in the fall of 1932, as usual a "feature" topic in all the newspapers. The papers, instead of expressing heartfelt regret, continued their old sensational persecution. One paper did more—the San Francisco Intelligencer. John Hartwell, its editor, elaborated an ingenious theory that got around the confessions of the two criminals and went to show that Gluck was responsible, after all, for the murder of Irene Tackley. Hartwell died. And Sherbourne died too, while Policeman Phillipps was shot in the leg and discharged from the Oakland police force.

他于1932年秋天重返社会，所有的报纸像往常一样作了专门的报道。报纸并未表达出衷心的歉意，而是继续进行以往那种耸人听闻的迫害。一家报纸做得更过分——登了题为《旧金山情报员》的文章。围绕两名罪犯的供词，编辑约翰·哈特韦尔精心炮制了一个巧妙的推测，然后说明无论如何格卢克对艾琳·塔克利的死都负有责任。哈特韦尔死了。舍伯恩也死了，而警察菲利普斯被枪打中了腿，并被奥克兰警方解雇。




The murder of Hartwell was long a mystery. He was alone in his editorial office at the time. The reports of the revolver were heard by the office boy, who rushed in to find Hartwell expiring in his chair. What puzzled the police was the fact, not merely that he had been shot with his own revolver, but that the revolver had been exploded in the drawer of his desk. The bullets had torn through the front of the drawer and entered his body. The police scouted the theory of suicide, murder was dismissed as absurd, and the blame was thrown upon the Eureka Smokeless Cartridge Company. Spontaneous explosion was the police explanation, and the chemists of the cartridge company were well bullied at the inquest. But what the police did not know was that across the street, in the Mercer Building, Room 633, rented by Emil Gluck, had been occupied by Emil Gluck at the very moment Hartwell's revolver so mysteriously exploded.

很久以来哈特韦尔的死都是个谜。当时他一人呆在编辑办公室里。办公室里打杂的男孩听到枪响冲进去，发现哈特韦尔死在他的椅子上。警察想不通的是，他是被自己的左轮手枪打死的，而这把枪却是在他的抽屉里发射子弹的。子弹穿过抽屉前挡板，射进了他的身体。警察不相信自杀的说法，又因为觉得荒谬而排除了他杀。于是，罪责就落到了尤里卡无烟火药公司的头上。警方的解释是枪支走火。火药公司的药剂师们在审讯过程中备受欺凌。但警察不知道的是，埃米尔·格卢克租下了街对面的布商大厦633室，哈特韦尔的左轮手枪神秘走火时，埃米尔·格卢克就在里面。




At the time, no connection was made between Hartwell's death and the death of William Sherbourne. Sherbourne had continued to live in the home he had built for Irene Tackley, and one morning in January, 1933, he was found dead. Suicide was the verdict of the coroner's inquest, for he had been shot by his own revolver. The curious thing that happened that night was the shooting of Policeman Phillipps on the sidewalk in front of Sherbourne's house. The policeman crawled to a police telephone on the corner and rang up for an ambulance. He claimed that some one had shot him from behind in the leg. The leg in question was so badly shattered by three ‘38 calibre bullets that amputation was necessary. But when the police discovered that the damage had been done by his own revolver, a great laugh went up, and he was charged with having been drunk. In spite of his denial of having touched a drop, and of his persistent assertion that the revolver had been in his hip pocket and that he had not laid a finger to it, he was discharged from the force. Emil Gluck's confession, six years later, cleared the unfortunate policeman of disgrace, and he is alive to-day and in good health, the recipient of a handsome pension from the city.

当时，没人想到哈特韦尔的死和威廉姆·舍伯恩的死有什么关系。舍伯恩一直住在他为艾琳·塔克利建造的房子里，1933年2月的一个早上，有人发现他死了。验尸官裁定他是死于自杀，因为他死在自己的左轮手枪下。那晚发生的怪事是，警察菲利普斯在舍伯恩屋前的人行道上中枪。这个警察爬到街角的报警电话那里，叫来一辆救护车。他声称，有人从背后开枪射中了他的腿。被射中的那条腿被三发38口径的子弹严重伤害，不得不截掉。但是当警察发现打伤他的是他自己的左轮手枪的时候，他们哄然大笑，而他被控醉酒。不管他如何否认，说自己滴酒未沾，也不管他如何坚持说自己的手枪放在裤子后袋里，他碰都没碰过，他还是被警队除名了。六年后，埃米尔·格卢克的供词洗清了这名倒霉的警察所蒙受的屈辱，他拿着城里给的丰厚抚恤金，至今仍健康地活着。




Emil Gluck, having disposed of his immediate enemies, now sought a wider field, though his enmity for newspaper men and for the police remained always active. The royalties on his ignition device for gasolene-engines had mounted up while he lay in prison, and year by year the earning power of his invention increased. He was independent, able to travel wherever he willed over the earth and to glut his monstrous appetite for revenge. He had become a monomaniac and an anarchist—not a philosophic anarchist, merely, but a violent anarchist. Perhaps the word is misused, and he is better described as a nihilist, or an annihilist. It is known that he affiliated with none of the groups of terrorists. He operated wholly alone, but he created a thousandfold more terror and achieved a thousandfold more destruction than all the terrorist groups added together.

解决了最直接的仇人之后，埃米尔·格卢克扩大了他的范围，不过他心里对报社人员和警察的恨意依旧强烈。在他服刑期间，他改进的汽油引擎点火装置的使用费上涨了，年复一年，他的发明所挣的钱越来越多。他不受约束，可以随意到地球上的任何一个地方去满足他畸形的报复欲。他变成了一个偏执狂，一个无政府主义者——不仅是哲学意义上的那种，而是一个狂热的无政府主义者。也许这么说并不恰当，最好说他是个虚无主义者，或者说是一个破坏分子。人尽皆知，他和任何恐怖组织都没有关系。他完全是单独行动，但是他所制造的恐慌和损失却是所有恐怖组织所做的总和的千倍还要多。




He signalized his departure from California by blowing up Fort Mason. In his confession he spoke of it as a little experiment—he was merely trying his hand. For eight years he wandered over the earth, a mysterious terror, destroying property to the tune of hundreds of millions of dollars, and destroying countless lives. One good result of his awful deeds was the destruction he wrought among the terrorists themselves. Every time he did anything the terrorists in the vicinity were gathered in by the police dragnet, and many of them were executed. Seventeen were executed at Rome alone, following the assassination of the Italian King.

他用炸掉曼森堡的方式表明他离开加利福尼亚了。在他的供词里，他说那只是个小实验——他只是在试身手而已。他这个神秘的恐怖分子，满世界游荡了八年，毁坏了数亿美元的财产，也掳去了不计其数的生命。他的恶行带来了一个善果，就是他给恐怖分子带来的破坏。每次他一犯事，附近的恐怖分子就会被法网捕获，许多都被处决了。意大利国王遇刺后，仅在罗马就有17人被处决。




Perhaps the most world-amazing achievement of his was the assassination of the King and Queen of Portugal. It was their wedding day. All possible precautions had been taken against the terrorists, and the way from the cathedral, through Lisbon's streets, was double-banked with troops, while a squad of two hundred mounted troopers surrounded the carriage. Suddenly the amazing thing happened. The automatic rifles of the troopers began to go off, as well as the rifles, in the immediate vicinity, of the double-banked infantry. In the excitement the muzzles of the exploding rifles were turned in all directions. The slaughter was terrible—horses, troops, spectators, and the King and Queen, were riddled with bullets. To complicate the affair, in different parts of the crowd behind the foot-soldiers, two terrorists had bombs explode on their persons. These bombs they had intended to throw if they got the opportunity. But who was to know this? The frightful havoc wrought by the bursting bombs but added to the confusion; it was considered part of the general attack.

他所做的最震惊世人的事可能要数行刺葡萄牙国王和王后了。那天是他们的婚期。大家做了所有能做的准备来防范恐怖分子，从教堂到里斯本的街道两边，守着双排士兵，马车周围则是由两百骑兵组成的护卫队。突然，不可思议的事发生了。骑兵的自动步枪开始走火，紧邻着的两排步兵的枪也走火了。混乱之中走火的枪支到处乱射。那是一场可怕的屠杀——马匹、部队、围观者，还有国王、王后，身上全是打穿的孔。更糟的是，步兵身后的人群中，两个处在不同位置的恐怖分子身上的炸弹爆炸了。那是他们本打算趁机扔出去的炸弹。但又有谁会知道这些呢？炸弹爆炸引起的可怕骚乱只能让人更糊涂，大家都认为那只是整场袭击的一部分。




One puzzling thing that could not be explained away was the conduct of the troopers with their exploding rifles. It seemed impossible that they should be in the plot, yet there were the hundreds their flying bullets had slain, including the King and Queen. On the other hand, more baffling than ever was the fact that seventy percent of the troopers themselves had been killed or wounded. Some explained this on the ground that the loyal foot-soldiers, witnessing the attack on the royal carriage, had opened fire on the traitors. Yet not one bit of evidence to verify this could be drawn from the survivors, though many were put to the torture. They contended stubbornly that they had not discharged their rifles at all, but that their rifles had discharged themselves. They were laughed at by the chemists, who held that, while it was just barely probable that a single cartridge, charged with the new smokeless powder, might spontaneously explode, it was beyond all probability and possibility for all the cartridges in a given area, so charged, spontaneously to explode. And so, in the end, no explanation of the amazing occurrence was reached. The general opinion of the rest of the world was that the whole affair was a blind panic of the feverish Latins, precipitated, it was true, by the bursting of two terrorist bombs; and in this connection was recalled the laughable encounter of long years before between the Russian fleet and the English fishing boats.

但有一件事解释不通，那就是枪支走火时骑兵们的行为。看起来他们不可能早有预谋，然而就是他们的飞弹杀了包括国王和王后在内的数百人。另一方面，更让人百思不得其解的是，有七成的骑兵或死或伤。有人这样来解释：忠诚的步兵发现有人袭击皇家马车，就向叛徒开了火。然而，即使大部分幸存者都被动了刑，还是不能从他们的证词中找到一丁点儿证据支持这个结论。他们坚持说自己根本没有开枪，是枪自己走火的。药剂师嘲笑他们，认为单独一支弹药筒装进了新的无烟火药时才可能立刻走火，而在一个特定区域里，所有的枪支都这样装进了火药，它们都立刻走火的几率为零，根本就不可能。因此，关于这件不可思议的事最终也没得出什么结论。其他人普遍认为这只是狂热的拉丁人的盲目恐慌，而事实上，起因是两个恐怖分子的炸弹突然爆炸。他们还由此回想起了多年前俄国舰队和英国渔船之间的可笑遭遇。




And Emil Gluck chuckled and went his way. He knew. But how was the world to know? He had stumbled upon the secret in his old electroplating shop on Telegraph Avenue in the city of Oakland. It happened, at that time, that a wireless telegraph station was established by the Thurston Power Company close to his shop. In a short time his electroplating vat was put out of order. The vat-wiring had many bad joints, and, on investigation, Gluck discovered minute welds at the joints in the wiring. These, by lowering the resistance, had caused an excessive current to pass through the solution, "boiling" it and spoiling the work. But what had caused the welds? was the question in Gluck's mind. His reasoning was simple. Before the establishment of the wireless station, the vat had worked well. Not until after the establishment of the wireless station had the vat been ruined. Therefore the wireless station had been the cause. But how? He quickly answered the question. If an electric discharge was capable of operating a coherer across three thousand miles of ocean, then, certainly, the electric discharges from the wireless station four hundred feet away could produce coherer effects on the bad joints in the vat-wiring.

埃米尔·格卢克窃笑着，继续着自己的路。他知道是怎么一回事。但是世人怎么会知道呢？他在自己那间位于奥克兰电报大道上的老电镀店里偶然发现了这个秘密。事发时，瑟斯顿电力公司在他的商店附近建了一家无线电报站。很快他的电镀原料池就出了故障。原料池的线路有很多接头坏掉了，格卢克在调查中发现电线接头处有微小的焊接点。这些焊接点降低了电阻，使得多余的电流通过溶液，把它“煮沸”，破坏了电镀工作。但是这些焊接点是怎么来的呢？格卢克在考虑这个问题。他的推论很简单。无线电报站建成前，电镀原料很正常。而电报站建成，原料就出了问题。因此问题出在无线电报站上。但是怎么发生的呢？他很快就找到了答案。如果通过放电可以操纵隔了三千英里洋面的粉末检波器，那么自然地，通过粉末检波器效应，四百英尺远的无线电报站的放电也可以影响原料池线路的坏接头了。




Gluck thought no more about it at the time. He merely re-wired his vat and went on electroplating. But afterwards, in prison, he remembered the incident, and like a flash there came into his mind the full significance of it. He saw in it the silent, secret weapon with which to revenge himself on the world. His great discovery, which died with him, was control over the direction and scope of the electric discharge. At the time, this was the unsolved problem of wireless telegraphy—as it still is to-day—but Emil Gluck, in his prison cell, mastered it. And, when he was released, he applied it. It was fairly simple, given the directing power that was his, to introduce a spark into the powder-magazines of a fort, a battleship, or a revolver. And not alone could he thus explode powder at a distance, but he could ignite conflagrations. The great Boston fire was started by him—quite by accident, however, as he stated in his confession, adding that it was a pleasing accident and that he had never had any reason to regret it.

当时格卢克并没有再想太多。他只是换了电线，继续进行电镀的工作。但是后来在监狱里的时候，他想起了这件事。刹那间，他想出了这件事的最重要的意义。他把它变成了自己报复世界的无声秘密武器。这个跟他一起进了坟墓的伟大发现就是对放电方向和范围的操控。当时，这是无线电报的未解难题——至今都是——但是格卢克在他的囚室里解决了它。而且，他一被释放就运用了它。如果他能够瞄准方向，那么，给一座堡垒、一艘战舰或者一支手枪的弹药匣里引上火花就相当简单了。而且他不仅可以遥控火药爆炸，还可以引发大火灾。波士顿大火就是他引发的——然而，就像他在供词中说到的那样，的确是出于偶然，他还说对于那场令他愉快的意外，他永远都没有理由后悔。




It was Emil Gluck that caused the terrible German-American War, with the loss of 800,000 lives and the consumption of almost incalculable treasure. It will be remembered that in 1939, because of the Pickard incident, strained relations existed between the two countries. Germany, though aggrieved, was not anxious for war, and, as a peace token, sent the Crown Prince and seven battleships on a friendly visit to the United States. On the night of February 15, the seven warships lay at anchor in the Hudson opposite New York City. And on that night Emil Gluck, alone, with all his apparatus on board, was out in a launch. This launch, it was afterwards proved, was bought by him from the Ross Turner Company, while much of the apparatus he used that night had been purchased from the Columbia Electric Works. But this was not known at the time. All that was known was that the seven battleships blew up, one after another, at regular four-minute intervals. Ninety percent of the crews and officers, along with the Crown Prince, perished. Many years before, the American battleship Maine had been blown up in the harbour of Havana, and war with Spain had immediately followed—though there has always existed a reasonable doubt as to whether the explosion was due to conspiracy or accident. But accident could not explain the blowing up of the seven battleships on the Hudson at four-minute intervals. Germany believed that it had been done by a submarine, and immediately declared war. It was six months after Gluck's confession that she returned the Philippines and Hawaii to the United States.

那场可怕的德美之战也是埃米尔·格卢克引起的，战争中八十万人丧命，消耗了几乎难以估量的财富。人们会记得1939年，因为皮卡德事件，德美两国关系变得十分紧张。德国尽管不满，但并不急于发动战争，而且为了表示友好，德国皇储带着七艘战舰来到美国进行友好访问。2月15号的夜晚，七艘战舰停泊在纽约城对面的哈得孙湾。就在那一晚，埃米尔·格卢克独自一人，带着工具、驾着游艇出海了。事后证明，那艘游艇是他在罗斯特纳公司买的，而他那晚使用的许多工具都购于哥伦比亚电力工厂。但是当时没人知道。大家只知道七艘战舰每隔四分钟就一艘接一艘地爆炸。90%的船员和官员，包括皇储在内，都死掉了。很多年前，美国战舰“缅因”在哈瓦那港口被炸，随后美国就与西班牙打起了仗——不过一直存在合理的猜测，即爆炸是出于阴谋还是出于偶然。但是偶然一说不能解释哈得孙港口那七艘战舰每隔四分钟就有一艘爆炸的事。德国人认为是潜水艇做的，并且立即宣战。在格卢克认罪六个月后，德国把菲律宾群岛和夏威夷还给了美国。




In the meanwhile Emil Gluck, the malevolent wizard and arch-hater, travelled his whirlwind path of destruction. He left no traces. Scientifically thorough, he always cleaned up after himself. His method was to rent a room or a house, and secretly to install his apparatus—which apparatus, by the way, he so perfected and simplified that it occupied little space. After he had accomplished his purpose he carefully removed the apparatus. He bade fair to live out a long life of horrible crime.

与此同时，埃米尔·格卢克，这个恶毒的巫师、极端的愤世者，还在他旋风般的破坏之路上游荡。他没有留下一丝痕迹。他总是十分科学地彻底清除掉作案的痕迹。他的办法是租间房间或房子，悄悄地把设备放进去——顺便说一下，经他改善、简化了的设备几乎不占地方。达成目的之后，他就小心地转移设备。他犯下可怕的大罪也有望能长久地活下去。




The epidemic of shooting of New York City policemen was a remarkable affair. It became one of the horror mysteries of the time. In two short weeks over a hundred policemen were shot in the legs by their own revolvers. Inspector Jones did not solve the mystery, but it was his idea that finally outwitted Gluck. On his recommendation the policemen ceased carrying revolvers, and no more accidental shootings occurred.

大面积爆发的纽约警察枪击案是个非常事件。那成为当时的恐怖谜案之一。短短两个星期之内，两百多名警察被自己的左轮手枪击中腿部。琼斯探员没有解开这个谜题，但最终是他的想法制服了格卢克。在他的建议下，警察不再佩带枪支，也就没再出现突发的枪击事件。




It was in the early spring of 1940 that Gluck destroyed the Mare Island navy-yard. From a room in Vallejo he sent his electric discharges across the Vallejo Straits to Mare Island. He first played his flashes on the battleship Maryland. She lay at the dock of one of the mine-magazines. On her forward deck, on a huge temporary platform of timbers, were disposed over a hundred mines. These mines were for the defence of the Golden Gate. Any one of these mines was capable of destroying a dozen battleships, and there were over a hundred mines. The destruction was terrific, but it was only Gluck's overture. He played his flashes down the Mare Island shore, blowing up five torpedo boats, the torpedo station, and the great magazine at the eastern end of the island. Returning westward again, and scooping in occasional isolated magazines on the high ground back from the shore, he blew up three cruisers and the battleships Oregon, Delaware, New Hampshire, and Florida—the latter had just gone into dry-dock, and the magnificent dry-dock was destroyed along with her.

1940年早春，格卢克摧毁了马雷岛的海军驻地。他从瓦列霍的一个房间里向马雷岛释放电波，电波穿过瓦列霍海峡。他首先在马里兰战舰上运行了他的电波信号。这艘战舰停靠在水雷炸药库旁边的一个码头上。战舰的前甲板，一个临时用木材搭建的巨大平台上放着上百枚水雷。这些水雷是用来保卫金门的。任何一枚水雷都足以摧毁十几艘战舰，而那里有一百多枚。破坏十分严重，但那只是格卢克的前奏。他在马雷岛海岸上运用了电波，炸毁了五艘鱼雷艇，还有鱼雷基地和该岛东端的大炸药库。然后他又回到西边，从海岸往后搜索高地上偶尔落单的炸药库，炸掉了三艘巡洋舰和“俄勒冈”战舰、“特拉华”战舰、“新罕布什尔”战舰和“弗罗里达”战舰——最后那艘刚驶入干船坞，就和宏伟的干船坞一起被炸毁了。




It was a frightful catastrophe, and a shiver of horror passed through the land. But it was nothing to what was to follow. In the late fall of that year Emil Gluck made a clean sweep of the Atlantic seaboard from Maine to Florida. Nothing escaped. Forts, mines, coast defences of all sorts, torpedo stations, magazines—everything went up. Three months afterward, in midwinter, he smote the north shore of the Mediterranean from Gibraltar to Greece in the same stupefying manner. A wail went up from the nations. It was clear that human agency was behind all this destruction, and it was equally clear, through Emil Gluck's impartiality, that the destruction was not the work of any particular nation. One thing was patent, namely, that whoever was the human behind it all, that human was a menace to the world. No nation was safe. There was no defence against this unknown and all-powerful foe. Warfare was futile—nay, not merely futile but itself the very essence of the peril. For a twelve-month the manufacture of powder ceased, and all soldiers and sailors were withdrawn from all fortifications and war vessels. And even a world-disarmament was seriously considered at the Convention of the Powers, held at The Hague at that time.

那是场恐怖的灾难，全国上下都因恐怖而震颤。但是与后面发生的事情相比，这还不算什么。那年的深秋，埃米尔·格卢克彻底扫荡了缅因到佛罗里达的大西洋沿海地区。无一幸免。堡垒、水雷、各种沿海防御工事、鱼雷艇基地和炸药库——一切都被炸毁了。三个月后的仲冬，他以同样惊人的方式重击了从直布罗陀到希腊的地中海北岸。各国上下哀号遍野。很明显这些破坏是人为的，埃米尔·格卢克的攻击没有特别的针对性，这也使得人们可以很明显看出，这些破坏并不是来自某一个国家。有一点很显然，那就是，无论幕后黑手是谁，他都是全世界的威胁。没有一个国家能够幸免。对这个未知的、全能的仇敌，大家都无力防卫。战争是徒劳的——不，不仅徒劳，而且它本身正是危险的本质。12个月里，火药制造停工了，所有防御工事的士兵和所有军用船舶上的海员都撤回了。当时在海牙召开的军事大会甚至认真考虑在世界范围内裁军。




And then Silas Bannerman, a secret service agent of the United States, leaped into world-fame by arresting Emil Gluck. At first Bannerman was laughed at, but he had prepared his case well, and in a few weeks the most sceptical were convinced of Emil Gluck's guilt. The one thing, however, that Silas Bannerman never succeeded in explaining, even to his own satisfaction, was how first he came to connect Gluck with the atrocious crimes. It is true, Bannerman was in Vallejo, on secret government business, at the time of the destruction of Mare Island; and it is true that on the streets of Vallejo Emil Gluck was pointed out to him as a queer crank; but no impression was made at the time. It was not until afterward, when on a vacation in the Rocky Mountains and when reading the first published reports of the destruction along the Atlantic Coast, that suddenly Bannerman thought of Emil Gluck. And on the instant there flashed into his mind the connection between Gluck and the destruction. It was only an hypothesis, but it was sufficient. The great thing was the conception of the hypothesis, in itself an act of unconscious cerebration—a thing as unaccountable as the flashing, for instance, into Newton's mind of the principle of gravitation.

接着美国秘密情报局的一名探员，赛拉斯·班纳曼，因抓捕埃米尔·格卢克而立刻举世闻名。一开始大家都嘲笑班纳曼，但是他对这个案子准备很充分，短短几星期之内，最怀疑的人也相信了埃米尔·格卢克的罪行。然而有一件事赛拉斯·班纳曼给出的解释却不能服众，甚至连他自己都说服不了，那就是他一开始是怎样把格卢克和这一系列残暴罪行联系起来的。的确，马雷岛爆炸事件发生时，班纳曼正在瓦列霍处理政府秘密案件，也曾有人在瓦列霍大街上把埃米尔·格卢克当成不正常的怪人指给他看，但是当时他并未留意。直到后来在落基山上休假，读到有关大西洋沿海遭到破坏的第一手报道时，班纳曼才突然想到埃米尔·格卢克。他立刻就把格卢克和这些破坏活动联系了起来。那只是个假设，但是已经足够了。壮举就在于这个假设，它本身只是大脑的无意识活动——就像突然在牛顿脑海中闪现的万有引力定律一样难以解释。




The rest was easy. Where was Gluck at the time of the destruction along the Atlantic sea-board? was the question that formed in Bannerman's mind. By his own request he was put upon the case. In no time he ascertained that Gluck had himself been up and down the Atlantic Coast in the late fall of 1940. Also he ascertained that Gluck had been in New York City during the epidemic of the shooting of police officers. Where was Gluck now? was Bannerman's next query. And, as if in answer, came the wholesale destruction along the Mediterranean. Gluck had sailed for Europe a month before—Bannerman knew that. It was not necessary for Bannerman to go to Europe. By means of cable messages and the co-operation of the European secret services, he traced Gluck's course along the Mediterranean and found that in every instance it coincided with the blowing up of coast defences and ships. Also, he learned that Gluck had just sailed on the Green Star liner Plutonic for the United States.

剩下的事情就简单了。班纳曼想到的问题是，大西洋沿海地区出事的时候格卢克在哪里。他主动要求调查这个案子。他立刻就确定，1940年深秋时格卢克本人就在大西洋海岸来回走动。他也确定了，警察枪击案件大爆发的时候格卢克就在纽约市。班纳曼想到的下一个问题就是，格卢克现在在哪里。而此时，仿佛是回应他的问题，大规模袭击事件在地中海沿岸发生了。格卢克一个月前乘船去了欧洲——班纳曼清楚这件事。班纳曼不必亲自赶去欧洲。借助于电报和欧洲秘密情报局的合作，他跟踪到格卢克在地中海一带的行程，发现他的行踪和海岸防御工事及船只的遇袭时间完全匹配。他也了解到，格卢克刚刚乘绿星航线的“冥王号”返回美国。




The case was complete in Bannerman's mind, though in the interval of waiting he worked up the details. In this he was ably assisted by George Brown, an operator employed by the Wood's System of Wireless Telegraphy. When the Plutonic arrived off Sandy Hook she was boarded by Bannerman from a Government tug, and Emil Gluck was made a prisoner. The trial and the confession followed. In the confession Gluck professed regret only for one thing, namely, that he had taken his time. As he said, had he dreamed that he was ever to be discovered he would have worked more rapidly and accomplished a thousand times the destruction he did. His secret died with him, though it is now known that the French Government managed to get access to him and offered him a billion francs for his invention wherewith he was able to direct and closely to confine electric discharges. "What!" was Gluck's reply— "to sell to you that which would enable you to enslave and maltreat suffering Humanity?"And though the war departments of the nations have continued to experiment in their secret laboratories, they have so far failed to light upon the slightest trace of the secret. Emil Gluck was executed on December 4, 1941, and so died, at the age of forty-six, one of the world's most unfortunate geniuses, a man of tremendous intellect, but whose mighty powers, instead of making toward good, were so twisted and warped that he became the most amazing of criminals.

关于案子，班纳曼已经成竹在胸，尽管细节是他在等待的间隙中弄清楚的。伍德无线电报系统的操作员乔治·布朗在细节方面为他提供了不少帮助。当“冥王号”驶离桑迪胡克时，班纳曼就乘政府拖船搭上了“冥王号”，埃米尔·格卢克被捕了。随之而来的是审判和供词。供词里，格卢克只对一件事表示后悔，那就是他没有抓紧时间。如他所说，如果他想到自己会被抓住，他的动作会更加迅速，会完成上千倍的破坏。他的秘密和他一起进了坟墓，虽然现在我们知道法国政府曾接触过他，并许诺用十亿法郎来交换他的发明——这一发明让他得以指挥并几乎控制了放电过程。“什么！”格卢克答道——“把这个能让你奴役、摧残受苦的人类的东西卖给你？”虽然各国的陆军部都在他们的秘密实验室里继续试验，但目前为止他们还没能得到揭开这个秘密的一丁点儿线索。1941年12月4号，埃米尔·格卢克被处决了，时年46岁。这个世界上最不幸的天才之一，拥有无穷智慧，却用他强大的力量来作恶而不是造福人类，他是如此扭曲、反常，成为了世界上最让人惊奇的罪犯。




—Culled from Mr. A. G. Burnside's "Eccentricitics of Crime," by kind permission of the publishers, Messrs.Holiday and Whitsund.

——选自A.G.伯恩赛德先生的《诡案集》，由出版商韩礼德先生和惠特萨德先生授权。








The Benefit of the Doubt

疑犯从宽





I




一






Carter Watson, a current magazine under his arm, strolled slowly along, gazing about him curiously. Twenty years had elapsed since he had been on this particular street, and the changes were great and stupefying. This Western city of three hundred thousand souls had contained but thirty thousand, when, as a boy, he had been wont to ramble along its streets. In those days the street he was now on had been a quiet residence street in the respectable workingclass quarter. On this late afternoon he found that it had been submerged by a vast and vicious tenderloin. Chinese and Japanese shops and dens abounded, all confusedly intermingled with low white resorts and boozing dens. This quiet street of his youth had become the toughest quarter of the city.

卡特·沃森胳膊下夹着一本当期的杂志，一路慢慢踱着，同时好奇地四处张望。从他上次走过这条街算起，都过去二十多年了；这里变化极大，令人咋舌。这个现在有三十万人口的西部城市当年只有三万人，那时他还只是个孩子，常常在各条街上闲逛。他现在所在的这条街，当时是个安静的住宅区，周围都住着令人尊敬的劳工阶层家庭。这天傍晚，他发现这条街已经淹没在一大片肮脏的奢靡场所之下了。到处都是中国人和日本人开的店，还有脏乱的人家，跟下等白人娱乐场和酒馆混杂在一起。他幼年时那条安静的街道，已经变成全城最可怕的地区了。




He looked at his watch. It was half-past five. It was the slack time of the day in such a region, as he well knew, yet he was curious to see. In all his score of years of wandering and studying social conditions over the world, he had carried with him the memory of his old town as a sweet and wholesome place. The metamorphosis he now beheld was startling. He certainly must continue his stroll and glimpse the infamy to which his town had descended.

他看了看表。时间是五点半。他非常清楚，这是这个地区一天中最冷清的时候，不过他很好奇，还是想瞧一瞧。二十年来，他四处游历，研究世界各地人间百态，而在他的记忆里，他的故乡是个亲切可爱、身心皆宜的地方。他所看到的变化还真是令人吃惊。他打定主意接着走下去，看一看他的故乡堕落到了何等地步。




Another thing: Carter Watson had a keen social and civic consciousness. Independently wealthy, he had been loath to dissipate his energies in the pink teas and freak dinners of society, while actresses, race-horses, and kindred diversions had left him cold. He had the ethical bee in his bonnet and was a reformer of no mean pretension, though his work had been mainly in the line of contributions to the heavier reviews and quarterlies and to the publication over his name of brightly, cleverly written books on the working classes and the slum-dwellers. Among the twenty-seven to his credit occurred titles such as, "If Christ Came to New Orleans," "The Worked-out Worker," "Tenement Reform in Berlin," "The Rural Slums of England," "The people of the East Side," "Reform Versus Revolution," "The University Settlement as a Hot Bed of Radicalism' and "The Cave Man of Civilization."

还有一件事：卡特·沃森有非常强烈的社会和公民意识。他很富有，不用依靠别人；他厌恶把精力浪费在午后茶会和怪诞的宴饮上的社交生活，对女演员、赛马和其他的消遣也没什么兴趣。他热衷于研究道德问题，自命为改革家，虽然他的工作主要是给一些比较严肃的评论杂志和季刊写稿，以他的名字出版一些明智、敏锐的关于工人阶级和贫民窟居民的专著。他所写的二十七部著作冠以这样一些标题：《如果基督来到新奥尔良》、《筋疲力尽的工人》、《柏林的出租屋改革》、《英格兰的农村贫民区》、《东区的人民》、《改革还是革命》、《大学区——激进主义的温床》，以及《文明社会中的穴居人》等等。




But Carter Watson was neither morbid nor fanatic. He did not lose his head over the horrors he encountered, studied, and exposed. No hair brained enthusiasm branded him. His humor saved him, as did his wide experience and his con. conservative philosophic temperament. Nor did he have any patience with lightning change reform theories. As he saw it, society would grow better only through the painfully slow and arduously painful processes of evolution. There were no short cuts, no sudden regenerations. The betterment of mankind must be worked out in agony and misery just as all past social betterments had been worked out.

但是，卡特·沃森并不病态，也不狂热。当他遇到可怕的现象，进行研究和揭露时，他并不会失去理智。他身上找不出丝毫容易激动的特征。这得益于他的幽默感、广泛的阅历和保守的哲学家气质。对闪电式改革理论他可没有耐心听下去。在他看来，社会只有经过极其缓慢和极其痛苦的演化过程，才能变好。没有捷径，也没有突然出现的重生。人类的改良只能在痛苦和悲哀中完成，如同过去一切社会改良的历程一样。




But on this late summer afternoon, Carter Watson was curious. As he moved along he paused before a gaudy drinking place. The sign above read, "The Vendome."There were two entrances. One evidently led to the bar. This he did not explore. The other was a narrow hallway. Passing through this he found himself in a huge room, filled with chair-encircled tables and quite deserted. In the dim light he made out a piano in the distance. Making a mental note that he would come back some time and study the class of persons that must sit and drink at those multitudinous tables, he proceeded to circumnavigate the room.

但在这个夏日的傍晚，卡特·沃森感到很好奇。他走着走着，在一家艳俗的酒吧门前停下了。头顶的招牌上写着：“凡登酒吧”。入口有两个。一个明显是进这家酒吧的。这条路他没有走。另一个是一条狭窄的过道。走过过道，他走进了一间很大的屋子，里面摆着很多用椅子围起来的桌子，但是明显无人光顾。借着昏暗的灯光，他看到远远地放着一架钢琴。他心里想着以后还要再来一次，研究一下坐在这么多桌子旁边喝酒的人都是些什么阶级，然后就在屋子里兜了一圈。




Now, at the rear, a short hallway led off to a small kitchen, and here, at a table, alone, sat Patsy Horan, proprietor of the Vendome, consuming a hasty supper ere the evening rush of business. Also, Patsy Horan was angry with the world. He had got out of the wrong side of bed that morning, and nothing had gone right all day. Had his barkeepers been asked, they would have described his mental condition as a grouch. But Carter Watson did not know this. As he passed the little hallway, Patsy Horan's sullen eyes lighted on the magazine he carried under his arm. Patsy did not know Carter Watson, nor did he know that what he carried under his arm was a magazine. Patsy, out of the depths of his grouch, decided that this stranger was one of those pests who marred and scarred the walls of his back rooms by tacking up or pasting up advertisements. The color on the front cover of the magazine convinced him that it was such an advertisement. Thus the trouble began. Knife and fork in hand, Patsy leaped for Carter Watson.

屋子的后面有一条很短的过道，通往一个小厨房。厨房里，凡登酒吧的老板帕茨·霍兰，正独自坐在一张桌子旁，在晚上的生意还没有忙起来前，匆匆吃着晚饭。帕齐·霍兰今天逮谁跟谁生气。他一早上起来就心情欠佳，一天之中事事都不如意。要是有人问他酒吧里的伙计，他们一定会说老板在闹脾气。但是卡特·沃森并不知道这些。当他走过那个小小的过道的时候，帕齐·霍兰那双怒气冲冲的眼睛一下子就看到了他夹着的那本杂志。帕齐·霍兰并不认识卡特·沃森，他也并不知道沃森夹着的是一本杂志。帕齐窝着一肚子火气，认定这个陌生人是那种到处张贴广告，把他后房的墙上弄得乌七八糟的人。杂志封面的颜色更使他确定这就是那种花花绿绿的广告。于是，麻烦开始了。帕茨手里拿着刀叉，朝卡特·沃森扑了过去。




"Out wid yeh!"Patsy bellowed. "I know yer game!"

“给我滚开！”帕齐大喊大叫，“我知道你要干嘛！”




Carter Watson was startled. The man had come upon him like the eruption of a jack-in-the-box.

卡特·华森吓了一跳。这个冲过来的人就像掀开盖子就会蹦出来的玩偶。




"A defacin' me walls," cried Patsy, at the same time emitting a string of vivid and vile, rather than virile, epithets of opprobrium.

“又来弄脏我的墙。”帕齐喊道，同时吐出一连串生动、肮脏、毫不阳刚的咒骂。




"If I have given any offense I did not mean to—”

“如果鄙人有所冒犯，绝非故意……”




But that was as far as the visitor got. Patsy interrupted.

这位来客只能说到这里了，因为帕齐打断了他。




"Get out wid yeh; yeh talk too much wid yer mouth," quoted Patsy, emphasizing his remarks with flourishes of the knife and fork.

“给我滚开，你他妈怎么那么多话。”帕齐说着，挥舞着刀叉来增强他骂人的声势。




Carter Watson caught a quick vision of that eating-fork inserted uncomfortably between his ribs, knew that it would be rash to talk further with his mouth, and promptly turned to go. The sight of his meekly retreating back must have further enraged Patsy Horan, for that worthy, dropping the table implements, sprang upon him.

卡特·沃森脑中闪过一幅图景，好像那把叉子已经怪不舒服地插进了他的肋骨。他知道这种情况下莽夫才会再说下去，于是马上转身准备离开。他软弱的退却看来是更加激怒了帕齐·霍兰，因为这位有头有脸的人物丢下了刀叉，一下跳到他面前。




Patsy weighed one hundred and eighty pounds. So did Watson. In this they were equal. But Patsy was a rushing, rough-and-tumble saloon-fighter, while Watson was a boxer. In this the latter had the advantage, for Patsy came in wide open, swinging his right in a perilous sweep. All Watson had to do was to straight-left him and escape. But Watson had another advantage. His boxing, and his experience in the slums and ghettos of the world, had taught him restraint.

帕齐有一百八十磅重。沃森也差不多。体重上两人旗鼓相当。但是帕齐是一个鲁莽好斗、习惯乱战的酒店打手，而沃森是一位拳击手。在技术上，沃森占优，因为帕齐暴露着正面要害就冲了过来，只顾着抡起右拳狠命打来。沃森只要从左面给他一记直拳，就可以脱身。不过，沃森还有一个占优的地方。他的拳术、他探访各地贫民窟的经验都告诉他要克制。




He pivoted on his feet, and, instead of striking, ducked the other's swinging blow and went into a clinch. But Patsy, charging like a bull, had the momentum of his rush, while Watson, whirling to meet him, had no momentum. As a result, the pair of them went down, with all their three hundred and sixty pounds of weight, in a long crashing fall, Watson underneath. He lay with his head touching the rear wall of the large room. The street was a hundred and fifty feet away, and he did some quick thinking. His first thought was to avoid trouble. He had no wish to get into the papers of this, his childhood town, where many of his relatives and family friends still lived.

他没有挥拳，只是踮步一闪，躲过对方的拳头，跟对方扭在一起。但是像公牛一样扑过来的帕齐有一股冲力，而侧身制住他的沃森没有冲力。结果，这两个加起来三百六十磅的人轰然倒地，沃森给压在下面。他躺在地上，脑袋顶着这个大房间的后墙。街道远在一百五十英尺开外，他迅速地想了想。他首先想到的是避免麻烦。他可不希望自己的名字登在报纸上，这里是他童年的故乡，很多亲戚和故旧还住在这里。




So it was that he locked his arms around the man on top of him, held him close, and waited for the help to come that must come in response to the crash of the fall. The help came—that is, six men ran in from the bar and formed about in a semi-circle.

因此，他扣紧双臂，把压在他身上的人牢牢抱住，等着解救的人来——他们摔倒的声音很响，一定有人会循声而来的。解救的人真的来了——从酒吧里出来六个人，在他们面前围成一个半圆。




"Take him off, fellows," Watson said. "I haven't struck him, and I don't want any fight.”

“把他拉开，伙计们。”沃森说，“我没有打他，我也不想打架。”




But the semi-circle remained silent. Watson held on and waited. Patsy, after various vain efforts to inflict damage, made an overture.

但是那半个圆圈里没人吭声。沃森就继续抱着，等着。帕齐想尽办法都没法弄伤他，就做了个提议。




"Leggo o' me an' I'll get off o' yeh," said he.

“放开我，我就放你离开。”他说。




Watson let go, but when Patsy scrambled to his feet he stood over his recumbent foe, ready to strike.

沃森放开了他，但是帕齐一挣扎着站起来，就居高临下地站到他躺着的对手面前，准备再打。




"Get up," Patsy commanded.

“起来！”帕齐命令道。




His voice was stern and implacable, like the voice of God calling to judgment, and Watson knew there was no mercy there.

他的声音严厉、凶恶，就像上帝唤人前去接受审判的口气一样。沃森知道，他是不会手下留情的。




"Stand back and I'll get up," he countered.

“你往后站，我就起来。”他反抗道。




"If yer a gentleman, get up," quoth Patsy, his pale blue eyes aflame with wrath, his fist ready for a crushing blow.

“你要是个爷们儿，就站起来。”帕齐说道，他浅蓝的眼睛里简直要喷出怒火来，拳头随时准备送出死命的一击。




At the same moment he drew his foot back to kick the other in the face. Watson blocked the kick with his crossed arms and sprang to his feet so quickly that he was in a clinch with his antagonist before the latter could strike. Holding him, Watson spoke to the onlookers:

就在这时，他一收脚，朝沃森脸上踢了过来。沃森交叉双臂，挡住了这一脚，然后极其迅速地跳了起来，趁对方还没来得及出拳的时候，就又扭住了他。沃森抱住帕齐，对围观的人说：




"Take him away from me, fellows. You see I am not striking him. I don't want to fight. I want to get out of here.”

“把他拉开，伙计们。你们都看见了，我并没有打他。我不想打架。我要离开这儿。”




The circle did not move nor speak. Its silence was ominous and sent a chill to Watson's heart.

那一圈人既不动弹，也不说话。这样的沉默可不是什么好兆头，沃森的心感到一阵凉意。




Patsy made an effort to throw him, which culminated in his putting Patsy on his back. Tearing loose from him, Watson sprang to his feet and made for the door. But the circle of men was interposed a wall. He noticed the white, pasty faces, the kind that never see the sun, and knew that the men who barred his way were the nightprowlers and preying beasts of the city jungle. By them he was thrust back upon the pursuing, bull-rushing Patsy.

帕齐试图甩翻沃森，反被沃森弄得仰面朝天摔到地上。摆脱了帕齐，沃森立即跳起来，向门口奔去。但是那圈人像墙一样横在他面前。他看到那些脸都苍白不堪，是从来都见不着太阳的那种脸色；他知道，挡住他去路的，都是些在这片城市丛林中偷鸡摸狗、为非作歹之辈。他们把沃森推回了像公牛一样追打过来的帕齐面前。




Again it was a clinch, in which, in momentary safety, Watson appealed to the gang. And again his words fell on deaf ears. Then it was that he knew of many similar knew fear. For he had known of many similar situations, in low dens like this, when solitary men were man-handled, their ribs and features caved in, themselves beaten and kicked to death. And he knew, further, that if he were to escape he must neither strike his assailant nor any of the men who opposed him.

他又跟帕齐扭打在一起了；在尚不至于挨揍的短暂间隙，沃森再次恳求那帮人。再一次，没有人搭理他。这时他感到有点害怕。他听说过许多类似的情形，许多单枪匹马的人在这种龌龊地方被围殴，弄得伤筋断骨、面目全非，甚至死于这些人的拳脚之下。他还知道，如果他想逃出去，他既不能打袭击他的人，也不能对这些挡出他的人动手。




Yet in him was righteous indignation. Under no circumstances could seven to one be fair. Also, he was angry, and there stirred in him the fighting beast that is in all men. But he remembered his wife and children, his unfinished book, the ten thousand rolling acres of the up-country ranch he loved so well. He even saw in flashing visions the blue of the sky, the golden sun pouring down on his flower-spangled meadows, the lazy cattle knee-deep in the brooks, and the flash of trout in the riffles. Life was good-too good for him to risk it for a moment's sway of the beast. In short, Carter Watson was cool and scared.

不过他胸中充满着正义的愤慨。在任何情况下，以七对一都是不公平的。他也发怒了，心中激荡起人人都会有的打斗的野性。但他想起了妻儿，想起了他未完成的书稿，想起了他心爱的位于高地上的那一万英亩平整的大农场。他的眼前闪现出蔚蓝的天空，金色的阳光洒在他那片花团锦簇的草地上，懒洋洋的牛群站在齐膝深的小河中，鳟鱼在涟漪间穿梭。生活很美好——简直太美好了，他不能只为一时的野性冲动，拿这么美好的生活来冒险。总之，沃森非常冷静，也很害怕。




His opponent, locked by his masterly clinch, was striving to throw him. Again Watson put him on the floor, broke away, and was thrust back by the pasty-faced circle to duck Patsy's swinging right and effect another clinch. This happened many times. And Watson grew even cooler, while the baffled Patsy, unable to inflict punishment, raged wildly and more wildly. He took to batting with his head in the clinches. The first time, he landed his forehead flush on Watson's nose. After that, the latter, in the clinches, buried his face in Patsy's breast. But the enraged Patsy batted on, striking his own eye and nose and cheek on the top of the other's head. The more he was thus injured, the more and the harder did Patsy bat.

他的对手被他巧妙地抱住，正竭力想要扳倒他。沃森再次把他摔倒在地，想夺路而逃，又再次被那些脸色苍白的人推回来。他躲过帕齐右手的重拳，再次跟他扭打在一起。这样反反复复了好多遍。沃森愈发冷静，而帕茨总是打不到他，白费气力，更加火冒三丈。扭在一起的时候，他就用头去撞。第一次，他拿额角撞到了沃森的鼻子。此后，每次扭到一起的时候，沃森就把脸贴到帕茨的胸口上。但是怒火中烧的帕齐还是接着撞，拿眼睛、鼻子和脸撞沃森的头顶。帕齐受的伤越重，他撞得越急、越狠。




This one-sided contest continued for twelve or fifteen minutes. Watson never struck a blow, and strove only to escape. Sometimes, in the free moments, circling about among the tables as he tried to win the door, the pasty-faced men gripped his coat-tails and flung him back at the swinging right of the on-rushing Patsy. Time upon time, and times without end, he clinched and put Patsy on his back, each time first whirling him around and putting him down in the direction of the door and gaining toward that goal by the length of the fall.

这场一厢情愿的打斗持续了十二到十五分钟。沃森一直没有动拳头，只想努力脱身。有时候两人散开来，沃森就在桌子之间躲闪，试图冲到门口，那些脸色苍白的人就抓住他的大衣下摆，将他扔回去，挨帕齐挥舞过来的拳头。沃森没完没了地一次又一次和帕齐扭在一起，然后将他摔个仰面朝天；每一次，他都将帕茨转一个向，朝着门口的方向扔出去，靠着他一次次倒地来一点一点打通道路。




In the end, hatless, disheveled, with streaming nose and one eye closed, Watson won to the sidewalk and into the arms of a policeman.

最终，丢了帽子、披头散发、鼻血长流、一只眼睛已经睁不开的沃森终于逃到了人行道上，撞进一个警察的怀里。




"Arrest that man," Watson panted.

“逮捕那个人。”沃森气喘吁吁地说。




"Hello, Patsy," said the policeman. "What's the mix-up?”

“嗨，帕齐，”警察问道，“出了什么乱子？”




"Hello, Charley," was the answer. "This guy comes in—”

“嗨，查理，”帕齐回答道，“这家伙一进来就……”




"Arrest that man, officer," Watson repeated.

“警官，请逮捕那个人。”沃森又说了一遍。




"G'wan! Beat it!" said Patsy.

“走开！滚蛋！”帕齐吼道。




"Beat it!" added the policeman. "If you don't, I'll pull you in.”

“滚蛋！”警察加了一句，“你要不走，我就逮你了。”




"Not unless you arrest that man. He has committed a violent and unprovoked assault on me."

“除非你逮捕那个人。他无故对我进行暴力攻击。”




"Is it so, Patsy?" was the officer's query.

“是这样吗，帕齐？”警察问道。




"Nah. Lemme tell you, Charley, an' I got the witnesses to prove it, so help me God. I was settin' in me kitchen eatin' a bowl of soup, when this guy comes in an' gets gay wid me. I never seen him in me born days before. He was drunk—”

“才不是。查理，我来告诉你怎么回事，上帝保佑，我有证人可以作证。我正在厨房里喝汤，这个家伙就闯进来跟我胡搅蛮缠。我打生下来起就没见过他。他喝醉了……”




"Look at me, officer," protested the indignant sociologist. "Am I drunk?"

“看看我，警官。”愤怒的社会学家抗议道，“我像是喝醉了吗？”




The officer looked at him with sullen, menacing eyes and nodded to Patsy to continue.

警察用恼怒、威胁的眼神看了他一眼，然后冲帕齐点点头，示意他说下去。




"This guy gets gay wid me. 'I'm Tim McGrath,' says he, 'an' I can do the like to you,' says he. 'Put up yer hands.'I smiles, an' wid that, biff biff, he lands me twice an' spills me soup. Look at me eye. I'm fair murdered.”

“这个家伙跟我胡闹。他说：‘我是蒂姆·麦格拉思。’他还说，‘我爱把你怎样就怎样。’‘举起手来。’我笑了笑，他就砰砰两拳砸过来，打翻了我的汤。看看我的眼睛。我差点给他弄死了。”




"What are you going to do, officer?"Watson demanded.

“你打算怎么办，警官？”沃森质问道。




"Go on, beat it," was the answer, "or I'll pull you sure.”

“还是那句话，滚蛋。”这就是警察的回答，“要不然我就把你逮起来。”




The civic righteousness of Carter Watson flamed up.

卡特·沃森的公民正义感爆发了。




"Mr. Officer, I protest—”

“警官先生，我要抗议……”




But at that moment the policeman grabbed his arm with a savage jerk that nearly overthrew him.

就在这时侯，警察粗暴地一把抓住他的胳膊，差一点把他摔倒在地。




"Come on, you're pulled.”

“走，你被捕了。”




"Arrest him, too," Watson demanded.

“你得把他也抓起来。”沃森要求道。




"Nix on that play," was the reply.

“没那事儿。”这就是回答。




"What did you assault him for, him a peacefully eatin' his soup?”

“他好好地喝汤，你过去打他是要干什么呀？”





II




二






Carter Watson was genuinely angry. Not only had he been wantonly assaulted, badly battered, and arrested, but the morning papers without exception came out with lurid accounts of his drunken brawl with the proprietor of the notorious Vendome. Not one accurate or truthful line was published. Patsy Horan and his satellites described the battle in detail. The one incontestable thing was that Carter Watson had been drunk. Thrice he had been thrown out of the place and into the gutter, and thrice he had come back, breathing blood and fire and announcing that he was going to clean out the place. "EMINENT SOCIOLOGIST JAGGED AND JUGGED," was the first head-line he read, on the front page, accompanied by a large portrait of himself. Other headlines were: "CARTER WATSON ASPIRED TO CHAMPIONSHIP HONORS"; "CARTER WATSON GETS HIS"; "NOTED SOCIOLOGIST ATTEMPTS TO CLEAN OUT A TENDERLOIN CAFE"; and "CARTER WATSON KNOCKED OUT BY PATSY HORAN IN THREE ROUNDS."

卡特·沃森是真的愤怒了。这不仅仅是因为他遭到肆意袭击，伤得不轻，还被抓了起来，而且因为所有晨报无一例外炮制出耸人听闻的报导，说他喝醉了，跟臭名远扬的凡登酒吧的老板打了一架。登出来的报道一句准确真实的话都没有。帕齐·霍兰和他的同党绘声绘色地描述了这次斗殴的经过。卡特·沃森当时喝醉了，这成了无可置疑的事实。他三次被扔出去，扔到路边的阴沟里，又三次跑回来，怒气冲冲地宣称要将这个地方夷为平地。“著名社会学家贪杯蹲大牢！”这是他看到的第一个头条新闻，消息就在第一版上，还附有一张他的大幅肖像。其他的标题有：“卡特·沃森一心要拿打人锦标”、“卡特·沃森罪有应得”、“著名社会学家意欲捣毁一家夜店”，以及“卡特·沃森被帕齐·霍兰三次击倒”。




At the police court, next morning, under bail, appeared Carter Watson to answer the complaint of the People Versus Carter Watson, for the latter's assault and battery on one Patsy Horan. But first, the Prosecuting Attorney, who was paid to prosecute all offenders against the People, drew him aside and talked with him privately.

第二天早上，保释期间的卡特·沃森出现在治安法庭，就人民对他的起诉进行答辩，因为他袭击和殴打了一名叫帕齐·霍兰的人民。但是一开始，那位受雇起诉所有跟人民为敌的作奸犯科者的检察官，却将他拉到一边，私下谈起话来。




"Why not let it drop!" said the Prosecuting Attorney. "I tell you what you do, Mr. Watson: Shake hands with Mr. Horan and make it up, and we'll drop the case right here. A word to the Judge, and the case against you will be dismissed.”

“私了一下不就结了！”检察官说，“沃森先生，我来教你怎么做：跟霍兰先生握个手，讲个和，我们现在就能把案子了结了。我只消跟法官打声招呼，对你的指控就可以撤销。”




"But I don't want it dismissed," was the answer. "Your office being what it is, you should be prosecuting me instead of asking me to make up with this—this fellow.”

“但是我并不想撤销。”这就是沃森的答复。“你既然担当此职，就应该起诉我，而不是让我跟这个——这个人讲和。”




"Oh, I'll prosecute you all right," retorted the Prosecuting Attorney.

“好吧，我会起诉你的。”检察官回答说。




"Also you will have to prosecute this Patsy Horan," Watson advised; "for I shall now have him arrested for assault and battery."

“同时，你也得起诉帕齐·霍兰。”沃森提出，“他涉嫌袭击和殴打，我要求将其逮捕。”




"You'd better shake and make up," the Prosecuting Attorney repeated, and this time there was almost a threat in his voice.

“你还是握个手，讲和的好。”检察官重复了一遍，这一次，他的声音里几乎有威胁的意味了。




The trials of both men were set for a week later, on the same morning, in Police Judge Witberg's court.

两个案子定于一周以后，在同一天早晨，在治安法官维特伯格的法庭内进行审判。




"You have no chance," Watson was told by an old friend of his boyhood, the retired manager of the biggest paper in the city. "Everybody knows you were beaten up by this man. His reputation is most unsavory. But it won't help you in the least. Both cases will be dismissed. This will be because you are you. Any ordinary man would be convicted.”

“你没有机会赢。”沃森的一位发小朋友告诉他，这位朋友退休前是这座城市最大报馆的经理。“人人都知道你给他揍了一顿。他的名声都臭到家了。不过这一点都帮不了你。两个案子都会撤销的。这还是因为你大小是个人物。换作普通人，怕是还要定罪呢。”




"But I do not understand," objected the perplexed sociologist. "Without warning I was attacked by this man; and badly beaten. I did not strike a blow. I—”

“但我就是不明白。”困惑不已的社会学家反驳说，“这人毫无征兆地就打了我，打得还不轻，而我根本就没有动手。我……”




"That has nothing to do with it," the other cut him off.

“跟这半点关系都没有。”朋友打断了他的话。




"Then what is there that has anything to do with it?"

“那什么才是有关系的呢？”




"I'll tell you. You are now up against the local police and political machine. Who are you? You are not even a legal resident in this town. You live up in the country. You haven't a vote of your own here. Much less do you swing any votes. This dive proprietor swings a string of votes in his precincts—a mighty long string.”

“我来告诉你吧。你现在对阵的是本地的警察和政治机器。你是谁？你连本市一个合法居民都算不上。你是在乡下长大的。你手里一张选票都没有。更谈不上影响选票了。那个龌龊老板在他那个区倒可以操纵选票——好大一长串选票。”




"Do you mean to tell me that this Judge Witberg will violate the sacredness of his office and oath by letting this brute off?"Watson demanded.

“你是想说维特伯格法官会违反他神圣的职责和誓言，把那个禽兽放掉？”沃森质问道。




"Watch him," was the grim reply. "Oh, he'll do it nicely enough. He will give an extra-legal, extra-judicial decision, abounding in every word in the dictionary that stands for fairness and right.”

“瞧着吧，”朋友冷冷地回答，“唔，他会处理得很漂亮的。他会作出非常合法、非常公正的判决，而且满嘴蹦出的都是字典里代表公平和正义的字眼。”




"But there are the newspapers," Watson cried.

“但是还有报纸啊。”沃森喊起来了。




"They are not fighting the administration at present. They'll give it to you hard. You see what they have already done to you.”

“报纸不会跟掌权的人作对。他们会让你哭笑不得。他们怎么对你的，你已经领教过了。”




"Then these snips of boys on the police detail won't write the truth?”

“那些去警察局采新闻的小伙子们就不会写点真实情况吗？”




"They will write something so near like the truth that the public will believe it. They write their stories under instruction, you know. They have their orders to twist and color, and there won't be much left of you when they get done. Better drop the whole thing right now. You are in bad.”

“他们会写得跟真的似的，让公众都相信。他们是在授意之下写报道的，你明白这一点。他们奉命歪曲事实、添油加醋，等到他们写完了登报，你就没有翻身的机会了。最好是现在就把事情了结了。你现在情况很麻烦。”




"But the trials are set."

“但是已经确定要开庭审理了。”




"Give the word and they'll drop them now. A man can't fight a machine unless he has a machine behind him.”

“打个招呼，他们就会把案子了结了。一个人不能跟一整部机器作对，除非他身后有另一部机器撑腰。”





III




三






But Carter Watson was stubborn. He was convinced that the machine would beat him, but all his days he had sought social experience, and this was certainly something new.

但是卡特·沃森很固执。他并不怀疑这部政治机器会打倒他，不过他一生都在寻求社会经验，这次体验的确很新鲜。




The morning of the trial the Prosecuting Attorney made another attempt to patch up the affair.

开审的那天早上，检察官又一次试图调解。




"If you feel that way, I should like to get a lawyer to prosecute the case," said Watson.

“如果你非要调解，我就要请律师来起诉了。”沃森说。




"No, you don't," said the Prosecuting Attorney. "I am paid by the People to prosecute, and prosecute I will. But let me tell you. You have no chance. We shall lump both cases into one, and you watch out."

“不用，别请了。”检察官说，“人民给我工资，让我提出公诉，我当然要做了。不过我告诉你。你没有胜算。我们会把两案并作一案，你瞧着吧。”




Judge Witberg looked good to Watson. A fairly young man, short, comfortably stout, smooth-shaven and with an intelligent face, he seemed a very nice man indeed. This good impression was added to by the smiling lips and the wrinkles of laughter in the corners of his black eyes. Looking at him and studying him, Watson felt almost sure that his old friend's prognostication was wrong.

维特伯格法官给沃森的印象不错。他年轻还轻，个头不高，略微显胖；胡子刮得干干净净，一脸聪明的样子——看上去确实是个很不错的人。他嘴唇含笑，笑起来黑眼睛的眼角上就堆出皱纹，这些都加深了沃森对他的好印象。沃森看着他，研究着他，十拿九稳地认为老朋友的推测是错的。




But Watson was soon to learn. Patsy Horan and two of his satellites testified to a most colossal aggregation of perjuries. Watson could not have believed it possible without having experienced it. They denied the existence of the other four men. And of the two that testified, one claimed to have been in the kitchen, a witness to Watson's unprovoked assault on Patsy, while the other, remaining in the bar, had witnessed Watson's second and third rushes into the place as he attempted to annihilate the unoffending Patsy. The vile language ascribed to Watson was so voluminously and unspeakably vile, that he felt they were injuring their own case. It was so impossible that he should utter such things. But when they described the brutal blows he had rained on poor Patsy's face, and the chair he demolished when he vainly attempted to kick Patsy, Watson waxed secretly hilarious and at the same time sad. The trial was a farce, but such lowness of life was depressing to contemplate when he considered the long upward climb humanity must make.

不过，沃森不久就吃到了教训。帕齐·霍兰和两个同党作了一大堆伪证。如果不是亲身经历，沃森简直不能相信居然还有这种事。他们否认还有其他四个人在场。两个作证的家伙，一个宣称他当时在厨房里，亲眼看见沃森无故殴打帕齐，而另一个则声称他呆在酒吧里，目睹了沃森第二次和第三次冲过去要打死并无过错的帕齐。他们嘴里的污言秽语滔滔不绝、不堪入耳，说是沃森所说，这让他觉得他们简直是在自露马脚，因为沃森绝不可能说出这样的话来。他们又形容沃森把凶狠的拳头雨点般地砸向可怜的帕齐，想去踢帕齐，没有踢到，倒是踢坏了一把椅子；这时侯，沃森暗自觉得越来越好笑，同时也觉得很悲哀。这种审判简直就是闹剧。他想到人类还要经过漫长的路才能到达高尚，而生命却是如此卑劣，实在是令人沮丧。




Watson could not recognize himself, nor could his worst enemy have recognized him, in the swashbuckling, rough-housing picture that was painted of him. But, as in all cases of complicated perjury, rifts and contradictions in the various stories appeared. The Judge somehow failed to notice them, while the Prosecuting Attorney and Patsy's attorney shied off from them gracefully. Watson had not bothered to get a lawyer for himself, and he was now glad that he had not.

他们把沃森说成恃强凌弱、无事生非的无赖，沃森本人都快认不出那就是自己了，他最深仇大恨的对头也应该认不出来了。但是，跟所有作复杂的伪证的情况一样，他们编造的故事里有很多破绽和相互矛盾的地方。法官却没有发现，检察官和帕齐的律师也是置若罔闻。沃森没有费事给自己请一名律师，现在他倒很高兴，幸好没请。




Still, he retained a semblance of faith in Judge Witberg when he went himself on the stand and started to tell his story.

当他站上证人席，讲述事件经过的时候，他仍然对维特伯格法官抱有一点信心。




"I was strolling casually along the street, your Honor," Watson began, but was interrupted by the Judge.

“法官大人，我当时正在街上随意闲逛。”沃森刚开口，就被法官打断了。




"We are not here to consider your previous actions," bellowed Judge Witberg. "Who struck the first blow?"

“我们在此不是要考虑你之前的行为。”维特伯格法官冲他喊道。“谁先动的手？”




"Your Honor," Watson pleaded, "I have no witnesses of the actual fray, and the truth of my story can only be brought out by telling the story fully—”

“法官大人，”沃森辩称，“关于斗殴的实情，我没有证人，我只有原原本本讲完事件的经过，才能说明真相……”




Again he was interrupted.

他又一次被打断了。




"We do not care to publish any magazines here," Judge Witberg roared, looking at him so fiercely and malevolently that Watson could scarcely bring himself to believe that this was same man he had studied a few minutes previously.

“我们可不想在这儿出本杂志。”维特伯格法官吼起来了，恶狠狠地看着沃森；沃森简直不敢相信，这就是他几分钟之前仔细研究过的人。




"Who struck the first blow?"Patsy's attorney asked.

“谁先动的手？”帕齐的律师问道。




The Prosecuting Attorney interposed, demanding to know which of the two cases lumped together was, and by what right Patsy's lawyer, at that stage of the proceedings, should take the witness. Patsy's attorney fought back. Judge Witberg interfered, professing no knowledge of any two cases being lumped together. All this had to be explained. Battle royal raged, terminating in both attorneys apologizing to the Court and to each other. And so it went, and to Watson it had the seeming of a group of pickpockets ruffling and bustling an honest man as they took his purse. The machine was working, that was all.

这时侯检察官又插进来了，要求知道审理的是并案处理的两件案子中的哪一件，帕齐的律师有什么权利在诉讼的这个阶段要求质证。帕齐的律师就为自己的行为辩护。维特伯格法官来干预了，声称他对并案处理并不知情。这些都需要解释清楚。一场激烈的争论开始了，最终，被告律师和检察官都向法庭道歉，然后向对方道歉，争论才算平息。审理又继续进行了。这在沃森看来，就像一群扒手偷走了一个老实人的钱包，反而冲他大吵大嚷一样。这部政治机器正在运转，就是这么回事。




"Why did you enter this place of unsavory reputations?" was asked him.

“你为什么要走到这个名声欠佳的地方去？”法官问道。




"It has been my custom for many years, as a student of economics and sociology, to acquaint myself—”

“这是我多年来的习惯；我是学经济学和社会学的，总要让自己见识见识……”




But this was as far as Watson got.

可是，沃森的话只能说到这儿了。




"We want none of your ologies here," snarled Judge Witberg. "It is a plain question. Answer it plainly. Is it true or not true that you were drunk? That is the gist of the question."

“我们不想在这儿听你讲这个学、那个学。”维特伯格法官咆哮起来，“问题很简单。你就直截了当地回答。你喝醉了，这是真的还是假的？这就是我要问的重点。”




When Watson attempted to tell how Patsy had injured his face in his attempts to bat with his head, Watson was openly scouted and flouted, and Judge Witberg again took him in hand.

当沃森试图陈述帕齐怎样用头来撞他，反而弄伤了自己的脸的时候，他们毫不掩饰地开始奚落沃森，而维特伯格法官觉得又抓住了他的把柄。




"Are you aware of the solemnity of the oath you took to testify to nothing but the truth on this witness stand?" the Judge demanded. "This is a fairy story you are telling. It is not reasonable that a man would so injure himself, and continue to injure himself, by striking the soft and sensitive parts of his face against your head. You are a sensible man. It is unreasonable, is it not?"

“你在证人席上宣过誓，你所说的全部属实，绝无虚假；宣誓是非常严肃的事，你明白吗？”法官质问道，“你讲的简直是天方夜谭。拿自己脸上娇嫩的部位撞你的头，一个人居然会以这样的方式伤害自己，并且连续伤害自己，这不合情理。你是个明事理的人。这事不合情理，对吧？”




"Men are unreasonable when they are angry," Watson answered meekly.

“人发起怒来，是不通情理的。”沃森还是很温和地答道。




Then it was that Judge Witberg was deeply outraged and righteously wrathful.

此话深深地激怒了维特伯格法官，也引起了他的义愤。




"What right have you to say that?" he cried. "It is gratuitous. It has no bearing on the case. You are here as a witness, sir, of events that have transpired. The Court does not wish to hear any expressions of opinion from you at all."

“你有什么权利这样说？”他大喊起来，“毫无必要。跟这个案子毫无关系。先生，你只是证人，证明发生的事件。本庭不想听你表达任何意见。”




"I but answered your question, your Honor," Watson protested humbly.

“我只是在回答你的问题，法官大人。”沃森谦恭地抗议道。




"You did nothing of the sort," was the next blast. "And let me warn you, sir, let me warn you, that you are laying yourself liable to contempt by such insolence. And I will have you know that we know how to observe the law and the rules of courtesy down here in this little courtroom. I am ashamed of you."

“你根本就没有回答。”法官又吼起来了，“我要警告你，先生，我要警告你，你这样倨傲，可能背上藐视法庭的罪名。我得让你知道，在这个小小的法庭里面，我们懂得怎样去遵守法律，遵循礼节。我为你感到羞耻。”




And, while the next punctilious legal wrangle between the attorneys interrupted his tale of what happened in the Vendome, Carter Watson, without bitterness, amused and at the same time sad, saw rise before him the machine, large and small, that dominated his country, the unpunished and shameless grafts of a thousand cities perpetrated by the spidery and vermin-like creatures of the machines. Here it was before him, a courtroom and a judge, bowed down in subservience by the machine to a dive-keeper who swung a string of votes. Petty and sordid as it was, it was one face of the many-faced machine that loomed colossally, in every city and state, in a thousand guises overshadowing the land.

卡特·沃森对凡登酒吧所发生的事件进行的供述，又被被告律师和检察官在法律问题上钻牛角尖的争论打断了。对此，沃森一点也不怨恨。他觉得好笑，又很难过；他眼前浮现出统治着这个国家的大大小小的政治机器，以及这些机器中蜘蛛一样的寄生虫们在一千座城市里干着的那些不受惩处的无耻勾当。现在，这样的机器和勾当就在他面前；一个法庭、一名法官，在政治机器旁边对着一个影响着一串选票的下等酒吧老板躬身迎逢。虽然只是件很小的丑事，但也是这部多面的政治机器的其中一面，它盘踞在每个城市、每个州，以一千种形态控制着这个国家。




A familiar phrase rang in his ears: "It is to laugh."At the height of the wrangle, he giggled, once, aloud, and earned a sullen frown from Judge Witberg. Worse, a myriad times, he decided, were these bullying lawyers and this bullying judge then the bucko mates in first quality hell-ships, who not only did their own bullying but protected themselves as well. These petty rapscallions, on the other hand, sought protection behind the majesty of the law. They struck, but no one was permitted to strike back, for behind them were the prison cells and the clubs of the stupid policemen—paid and professional fighters and beaters-up of men. Yet he was not bitter. The grossness and the sliminess of it was forgotten in the simple grotesqueness of it, and he had the saving sense of humor.

一句熟悉的成语在他耳畔响起：“付之一笑”。他们争论得最激烈的时候，沃森有一次笑出了声，使得维特伯格法官愤怒地皱起了眉头。他觉得，这些欺压人的律师和这名欺压人的法官，比最欺凌船员的地狱船上凶暴的大副们还要坏无数倍，那些大副虽然恃强凌弱，面对反抗也得保护自己。而这些小恶棍则利用法律的威严来保护自己。他们打人，但是不许任何人还手，因为他们后面有监狱和愚蠢警察的警棍给他们撑腰——警察不过是拿着工资的职业打手。不过，他没有怨恨。光是看到他们有多么可笑，就足以令他忘怀他们的粗鄙和虚伪，他仅剩的恐怕就是这点幽默感了。




Nevertheless, hectored and heckled though he was, he managed in the end to give a simple, straightforward version of the affair, and, despite a belligerent cross-examination, his story was not shaken in any particular. Quite different it was from the perjuries that had shouted aloud from the perjuries of Patsy and his two witnesses.

虽然受到多次威吓和诘问，他最终还是将事件简单直白地讲了一遍，即便面对凶险的交叉询问，他的话也没有露出任何破绽。这跟帕齐和他的两个证人靠嘶喊作出的伪证有着极大的差别。




Both Patsy's attorney and the Prosecuting Attorney rested their cases, letting everything go before the Court without argument. Watson protested against this, but was silenced when the Prosecuting Attorney told him that Public Prosecutor and knew his business.

帕齐的律师和检察官都偃旗息鼓了，不再辩论，只等着法庭作出判决。沃森对这种做法提出了抗议，但是检察官说，他是公诉人，知道自己应该做什么，沃森也不得不噤声了。




"Patrick Horan has testified that he was in danger of his life and that he was compelled to defend himself," Judge Witberg's verdict began. "Mr. Watson has testified to the same thing. Each has sworn that the other struck the first blow; each has sworn that the other made an unprovoked assault on him. It is an axiom of the law that the defendant should be given the benefit of the doubt. A very reasonable doubt exists. Therefore, in the case of the People Versus Carter Watson the benefit of the doubt is given to said Carter Watson and he is herewith ordered discharged from custody. The same reasoning applies to the case of the People Versus Patrick Horan. He is given the benefit of the doubt and discharged from custody. My recommendation is that both defendants shake hands and make up."

“帕特里克·霍兰供认，他当时生命面临威胁，被迫进行自卫。”维特伯格法官开始宣读判决，“沃森先生供述的事由相同。两人都咬定是对方先动手，都咬定对方无故殴打自己。根据法律公理，被告应享有疑犯从宽的权利。合理怀疑是存在的。因此，就人民诉卡特·沃森一案，被告卡特·沃森享有疑犯从宽的权利，本庭宣布，自此免除羁押。就人民诉帕特里克·霍兰一案，同理适用。他享有疑犯从宽的权利，自此免除羁押。本庭建议，两位被告握手言和。”




In the afternoon papers the first headline that caught Watson's eye was: "CARTER WATSON ACQUITTED."In the second paper it was: "CARTER WATSON ESCAPES A FINE."But what capped everything was the one beginning: "CARTER WATSON A GOOD FELLOW."In the text he read how Judge Witberg had advised both fighters to shake hands, which they promptly did. Further, he read:

在下午出的报纸上，沃森最先读到的头条是：“卡特·沃森获释”。另一份报纸则是：“卡特·沃森逃脱了罚金处分”。最绝的是这家的标题：“卡特·沃森，好家伙”。在正文里他看到维特伯格法官如何建议两个打架的人握手言和，两人也马上照办了。接下去，他还看到：




“'Let's have a nip on it,' said Patsy Horan.

“‘咱们为这事儿喝一杯去。’帕齐·霍兰说。




“'Sure,' said Carter Watson.

“‘没问题。’卡特·沃森说。




"And, arm in arm, they ambled for the nearest saloon."

“于是，他们手挽着手，信步走进最近的一家酒吧。”





IV




四






Now, from the whole adventure, Watson carried away no bitterness. It was a social experience of a new order, and it led to the writing of another book, which he entitled, "POLICE COURT PROCEDURE: A Tentative Analysis.”

经历过这么一场凶险，现在沃森倒没有心怀怨恨。这是一种新的社会阅历，他借此完成了一部新书，书名为《治安法庭诉讼程序之初步分析》。




One summer morning a year later, on his ranch, he left his horse and himself clambered on through a miniature canyon to inspect some rock ferns he had planted the previous winter. Emerging from the upper end of the canyon, he came out on one of his flower-spangled meadows, a delightful isolated spot, screened from the world by low hills and clumps of trees. And here he found a man, evidently on a stroll from the summer hotel down at the little town a mile away. They met face to face and the recognition was mutual. It was Judge Witberg. Also, it was a clear case of trespass, for Watson had trespass signs upon his boundaries, though he never enforced them.

一年之后，一个夏日的早晨，沃森在自家的农场里下了马，独自爬上一个小小的山谷，去看看他去年冬天种下的石蕨。爬上山谷的高端，他来到了一片花团锦簇的草地上，这是一个令人愉快的僻静之处，四周低矮的山丘和树丛把这里跟外界分隔开来。他发现那儿有个人，明显是从一英里外的小镇上那家避暑旅馆一路散步走过来的。他们打了个照面，彼此都认出了对方。这个人就是维特伯格法官。这种行为明显是非法侵入，因为沃森在农场边界上立上了“不得擅闯”的警示牌，不过他对这种事情从来没有认真追究过。




Judge Witberg held out his hand, which Watson refused to see.

维特伯格法官伸出了手，但沃森就当没看见。




"Politics is a dirty trade, isn't it, Judge?" he remarked. "Oh, yes, I see your hand, but I don't care to take it. The papers said I shook hands with Patsy Horan after the trial. You know I did not, but let me tell you that I'd a thousand times rather shake hands with him and his vile following of curs, than with you.”

“政治是个肮脏的行业，对吧，法官阁下？”他说道，“是，我看见你的手了，但我不愿意跟你握手。判决之后报上说我跟帕齐·霍兰握手了。你知道我没有，不过，我想告诉你的是，我宁愿跟他和他那帮狗杂种握一千次手，也不愿意跟你握。”




Judge Witberg was painfully flustered, and as he hemmed and hawed and essayed to speak, Watson, looking at him, was struck by a sudden whim, and he determined on a grim and facetious antic.

维特伯格法官搓手搓脚、甚是难堪；正当他哼哼唧唧，搜肠刮肚地想说点什么的时候，沃森看着他，突然心生一计，决定狠狠地戏耍他一次。




"I should scarcely expect any animus from a man of your acquirements and knowledge of the world," the Judge was saying.

“我无法想象，像你这样博学多闻、世事洞明的人，会跟我结怨。”法官说道。




"Animus?" Watson replied. "Certainly not. I haven't such a thing in my nature. And to prove it, let me show you something curious, something you have never seen before.”Casting about him, Watson picked up a rough stone the size of his fist. "See this. Watch me."

“结怨？”沃森答道，“当然不会。我本性里没有怨恨。要证明我不怨你，让你见识一下一件怪事，你以前肯定没遇见过。”沃森四下里看了看，捡起一块粗糙的拳头大小的石块。“看见这个了吧。再瞧我。”




So saying, Carter Watson tapped himself a sharp blow on the cheek. The stone laid the flesh open to the bone and the blood spurted forth.

说着，卡特·沃森拿石块朝自己的脸上猛地砸去。他脸上被石块划得皮开肉绽，骨头都露了出来，鲜血喷涌而出。




"The stone was too sharp," he announced to the astounded police judge, who thought he had gone mad.

“石头有点太锋利了。”他对万分惊愕的法官说，法官以为他疯了，




"I must bruise it a trifle. There is nothing like being realistic in such matters."

“我得搞点瘀伤。这种事情，就要做得逼真才行。”




Whereupon Carter Watson found a smooth stone and with it pounded his cheek nicely several times.

于是，卡特·沃森又找了块平滑的石头，拿在手里，往脸上结结实实地捶了几下。




"Ah," he cooed. "That will turn beautifully green and black in a few hours. It will be most convincing."

“哦，”他嘀咕着说，“过几个小时，这儿就会变成青黑色，太妙了。这可是最有说服力的东西。”




"You are insane," Judge Witberg quavered.

“你疯了。”维特伯格法官颤声说。




"Don't use such vile language to me," said Watson. "You see my bruised and bleeding face? You did that, with that right hand of yours. You hit me twice—biff, biff. It is a brutal and unprovoked assault. I am in danger of my life. I must protect myself.”

“别拿这种粗鄙的话来说我。”沃森说，“你看见这张脸没？又青又肿，还流血了。这是你干的，你拿右手打的。你砰砰就给了我两拳。太野蛮了，无故打人。我的生命受到了威胁。我必须保护自己。”




Judge Witberg backed away in alarm before the menacing fists of the other.

看见对方气势汹汹地亮出两个拳头，维特伯格法官惊慌失措地往后退缩。




"If you strike me I'll have you arrested," Judge Witberg threatened.

“你要是打我，我就叫人把你抓起来。”维特伯格法官威胁道。




"That is what I told Patsy," was the answer. "And do you know what he did when I told him that?"

“我就是这么跟帕齐说的。”沃森回答道，“我说了这句话之后他是怎么做的，你知道吗？”




"No."

“不知道。”




"That!"

“就是这样！”




And at the same moment Watson's right fist landed flush on Judge Witberg's nose, putting that legal gentleman over on his back on the grass.

话音未落，沃森的右拳已经打在了维特伯格法官的鼻子上，打得这位律界人士仰面摔倒在草地上。




"Get up!" commanded Watson. "If you are a gentleman, get up—that's what Patsy told me, you know.”

“起来！”沃森命令道，“你要是个爷们儿，就站起来——你知道，这也是帕齐对我说的。”




Judge Witberg declined to rise, and was dragged to his feet by the coat-collar, only to have one eye blacked and be put on his back again. After that it was a red Indian massacre. Judge Witberg was humanely and scientifically beaten up. His checks were boxed, his cars cuffed, and his face was rubbed in the turf. And all the time Watson exposited the way Patsy Horan had done it. Occasionally, and very carefully, the facetious sociologist administered a real bruising blow. Once, dragging the poor Judge to his feet, he deliberately bumped his own nose on the gentleman's head. The nose promptly bled.

维特伯格法官不肯起来，沃森就抓住他的衣领，把他拽了起来，然后打青他的一只眼睛，把他再一次摔倒在地。接下来简直是一场对红印第安人的屠杀。维特伯格法官挨了一顿人道而科学的殴打。他的脸上挨了拳头，耳朵上挨了巴掌，脸被按在草地上搓来搓去。自始至终，沃森都是在把帕齐·霍兰所做的施加到法官身上。有的时候，这位恶作剧的社会学家才会很有分寸地真正赏他一记重拳。有一次，他把可怜的法官拽起来后，故意用自己的鼻子去撞法官的头。他的鼻子马上就流血了。




"See that!" cried Watson, stepping back and deftly shedding his blood all down his own shirt front. "You did it. With your fist you did it. It is awful. I am fair murdered. I must again defend myself."

“看见了没？”沃森喊着，往后退了一步，娴熟地让鼻血洒在衬衫的前襟上。“你干的。是你拿拳头打的。太可怕了。我差点被打死。我还得再自卫一次。”




And once more Judge Witberg impacted his features on a fist and was sent to grass.

于是，维特伯格法官的脸上又挨了一拳，他被打倒在草地上。




"I will have you arrested," he sobbed as he lay.

“我要让人把你抓起来。”他躺在地上，哭哭啼啼地说。




"That's what Patsy said.”

“帕齐也是这么说的。”




"A brutal—sniff, sniff,—and unprovoked—sniff, sniff-assault.”

“真野蛮。”他不断抽着鼻子说，“无缘无故，就打人。”




"That's what Patsy said.”

“帕齐也是这么说的。”




"I will surely have you arrested."

“我一定会让人抓你的。”




"Speaking slangily, not if I can beat you to it."

“别说得那么文，我可以抢个先，让人先抓你。”




And with that, Carter Watson departed down the canyon, mounted his horse, and rode to town.

说了这话，卡特·沃森走下山谷，跨上马背，骑到镇上去了。




An hour later, as Judge Witberg limped up the grounds to his hotel, he was arrested by a village constable on a charge of assault and battery preferred by Carter Watson.

一个小时之后，当维特伯格法官一瘸一拐地回到旅馆的时候，村里的一名巡警把他逮捕了，因为卡特·沃森指控他袭击殴打。
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"Your Honor," Watson said next day to the village Justice, a well to do farmer and graduate, thirty years before, from a cow college, "since this Sol Witberg has seen fit to charge me with battery, following upon my charge of battery against him, I would suggest that both cases be lumped together. The testimony and the facts are the same in both cases."

“法官大人，”第二天，沃森对村里的审判官说，这位审判员是个富有的农场主，三十年前从一个乡村大学毕业，“既然这位索尔·维特伯格在我控告他殴打我之后，认为应该控告我殴打他，我建议两案作并案处理。两案的证词和口供是一样的。”




To this the Justice agreed, and the double case proceeded. Watson, as prosecuting witness, first took the stand and told his story.

审判官同意了，于是两案进行并案审理。沃森作为控方证人，首先走上证人席陈述证言。




"I was picking flowers," he testified. "Picking flowers on my own land, never dreaming of danger. Suddenly this man rushed upon me from behind the trees. 'I am the Dodo,' he says, 'and I can do you to a frazzle. Put up your hands.'I smiled, but with that, biff, biff, he struck me, knocking me down and spilling my flowers. The language he used was frightful. It was an unprovoked and brutal assault. Look at my cheek. Look at my nose—I could not understand it. He must have been drunk. Before I recovered from my surprise he had administered this beating. I was in danger of my life and was compelled to defend himself. That is all, Your Honor, though I must say, in conclusion, that I cannot get over my perplexity. Why did he say he was the Dodo? Why did he so wantonly attack me?”

“我当时正在采花，”他开始说证词，“在我自己的土地上采花，做梦都想不到会有危险降临。突然，这个人从树后面钻出来冲到我面前。‘我是嘟嘟，’他说，‘我要砸烂你。举起手来。’我只是笑了笑，结果他说完，砰砰给我两拳，把我打倒在地，我的花撒得满地都是。他说的话可真是吓人。这完全是野蛮、无缘无故的攻击。瞧瞧我的脸。瞧瞧我的鼻子——我简直想不明白。他一定是喝醉了。我真是吃惊，还没回过神来，他就这样对我实施了殴打。我的生命受到了威胁，于是我被迫进行自卫。事情就是这样，法官大人。最后，我还得说，我还是没有搞明白。为什么他说他叫嘟嘟？为什么他无缘无故地打我？”




And thus was Sol Witberg given a liberal education in the art of perjury. Often, from his high seat, he had listened indulgently to police court perjuries in cooked-up cases; but for the first time perjury was directed against him, and he no longer sat above the court, with the bailiffs, the Policemen's clubs, and the prison cells behind him.

就这样，索尔·维特伯格接受了一堂关于伪证技巧的大开眼界的课。他审理那些瞎编乱造的案子的时候，常常坐在治安法庭高高的法官席上，任由底下的证人信口胡诌；现在假口供头一次落到了他的头上，而且他也不再高坐法庭之上，没有法警、警棍和监狱在后面为他撑腰。




"Your Honor," he cried, "never have I heard such a pack of lies told by so bare-faced a liar—!”

“法官大人，”他喊道，“我从来没听过这么一堆谎话，说谎的人简直没脸没皮……”




Watson here sprang to his feet.

沃森马上跳了起来。




"Your Honor, I protest. It is for your Honor to decide truth or falsehood. The witness is on the stand to testify to actual events that have transpired. His personal opinion upon things in general, and upon me, has no bearing on the case whatever."

“法官大人，我抗议。是真相还是谎言只能由法官大人来裁决。证人站在证人席上，只能就发生的真实情况作证。他个人的意见，无论是对一般事情，还是对我本人，都与本案没有关系。”




The Justice scratched his head and waxed phlegmatically indignant.

审判官挠了挠头，脸上渐渐显出一股冷冷的义愤。




"The point is well taken," he decided. "I am surprised at you, Mr. Witberg, claiming to be a judge and skilled in the practice of the law, and yet being guilty of such unlawyerlike conduct. Your manner, sir, and your methods, remind me of a shyster. This is a simple case of assault and battery. We are here to determine who struck the first blow, and we are not interested in your estimates of Mr. Watson's personal character. Proceed with your story.”

“这一点说得对。”他裁决道，“我很吃惊，维特伯格先生，你这样一个自称法官、熟谙法律事务的人，居然如此行为不端，干出这样的事。先生，你的所作所为在我看来就像一个讼棍。这是一桩简单的袭击殴打案。我们现在要确定是谁先动的手，我们才不想听你对沃森先生个人品行的意见。你接着作证。”




Sol Witberg would have bitten his bruised and swollen lip in chagrin, had it not hurt so much. But he contained himself and told a simple, straightforward, truthful story.

要是他那片淤青而肿胀的嘴唇不是疼得那么厉害的话，索尔·维特伯格会气得咬住嘴唇不放的。他还是克制了一下，把事情的经过简单、直接、如实地讲了一遍。




"Your Honor," Watson said, "I would suggest that you ask him what he was doing on my premises."

“法官大人，”沃森说，“我想请你问他一下，他当时在我的田地上做什么。”




"A very good question. What were you doing, sir, on Mr. Watson's premises?”

“这个问题问得很好。先生，你当时在沃森先生的田地里干什么呢？”




"I did not know they were his premises."

“我并不知道那是他的产业。”




"It was a trespass, your Honor," Watson cried. "The warnings are posted conspicuously."

“法官大人，这是非法侵入，”沃森喊道，“我的警示牌都放在显眼的位置。”




"I saw no warnings," said Sol Witberg.

“我没看到警示牌。”索尔·维特伯格说。




"I have seen them myself," snapped the Justice. "They are very conspicuous. And I would warn you, sir, that if you palter with the truth in such little matters you may darken your more important statements with suspicion. Why did you strike Mr. Watson?"

“我亲眼见过，”审判官厉声说道，“警示牌很显眼。先生，我要警告你，如果你在这些小事上也不据实陈述的话，你那更重要的口供就值得怀疑了。为什么你要殴打沃森先生？”




"Your Honor, as I have testified, I did not strike a blow."

“法官大人，我已经声明过，我没有打过他一下。”




The Justice looked at Carter Watson's bruised and swollen visage, and turned to glare at Sol Witberg.

审判官看了一眼卡特·沃森淤青而肿胀的脸，转过头来瞪着索尔·维特伯格。




"Look at that man's cheek!" he thundered. "If you did not strike a blow how comes it that he is so disfigured and injured?"

“看看他的脸！”他大声喊道，“如果你一下都没有打他，他怎么会变得口歪鼻斜、伤痕累累呢？”




"As I testified—”

“我已经申明过……”




"Be careful," the Justice warned.

“你要当心了。”审判官警告说。




"I will be careful, sir. I will say nothing but the truth. He struck himself with a rock. He struck himself with two different rocks."

“我会当心，先生。我所说的全部属实，绝无虚假。他拿了一块石头打了他自己。他拿两块不同的石头打了他自己。”




"Does it stand to reason that a man, any man not a lunatic, would so injure himself, and continue to injure himself, by striking the soft and sensitive parts of his face with a stone?" Carter Watson demanded.

“这样合情理吗？一个人，只要不是精神错乱，会用石头砸自己脸上娇嫩的部位，会这样自残，而且连续自残吗？”卡特·沃森质问道。




"It sounds like a fairy story," was the Justice's comment.

“简直是天方夜谭。”审判官评论说。




"Mr. Witberg, had you been drinking?"

“维特伯格先生，当时你是不是喝过酒？”




"No, sir."

“没有，先生。”




"Do you never drink?"

“你从不喝酒？”




"On occasion."

“有时会。”




The Justice meditated on this answer with an air of astute profundity.

审判官沉思起来，脸上现出老谋深算的样子。




Watson took advantage of the opportunity to wink at Sol Witberg, but that much-abused gentleman saw nothing humorous in the situation.

沃森利用这个机会，向索尔·维特伯格眨了眨眼睛，但这位挨了一顿暴打的绅士看不出这种情形下有什么可笑的地方。




"A very peculiar case, a very peculiar case," the Justice announced, as he began his verdict. "The evidence of the two parties is flatly contradictory. There are no witnesses outside the two principals. Each claims the other committed the assault, and I have no legal way of determining the truth. But I have my private opinion, Mr. Witberg, and I would recommend that henceforth you keep off of Mr. Watson's premises and keep away from this section of the country—”

“奇怪的案子，真是一桩奇怪的案子。”在给出裁决之前，审判官说，“双方的证词完全矛盾。当事人之外又没有其他的目击证人。双方都宣称对方动手打人，而我也没有法律途径判明真相。不过我倒有一个私下的意见，维特伯格先生，我建议你以后不要再踏入沃森先生的田地，也不要到这一带来了……”




"This is an outrage!"Sol Witberg blurted out.

“真是岂有此理！”索尔·维特伯格不禁脱口而出。




"Sit down, sir!" was the Justice's thundered command. "If you interrupt the Court in this manner again, I shall fine you for contempt. And I warn you I shall fine you heavily—you, a judge yourself, who should be conversant with the courtesy and dignity of courts. I shall now give my verdict:

“坐下，先生！”审判官高声命令道，“如果你再以这种方式扰乱本庭的话，我将以藐视法庭的罪名判处你罚金。我警告你，我会判处很重的罚金——你本人也是法官，应该很熟悉庭上的礼仪和尊严。现在我宣判：




"It is a rule of law that the defendant shall be given the benefit of the doubt. As I have said, and I repeat, there is no legal way for me to determine who struck the first blow. Therefore, and much to my regret,"—here he paused and glared at Sol Witberg—"in each of these cases I am compelled to give the defendant the benefit of the doubt. Gentlemen, you are both dismissed."

按照法律原则，被告享有疑犯从宽的权利。刚才已经说过，现在重复一遍。我没有法律途径判明谁先动手。因此，很遗憾，”说到这里，他停顿了一下，瞪了索尔·维特伯格一眼，“两案的被告均依据疑犯从宽原则处理。先生们，你们两人获得释放了。”




"Let us have a nip on it," Watson said to Witberg, as they left the courtroom; but that outraged person refused to lock arms and amble to the nearest saloon.

“咱们为这场官司去喝一杯吧。”离开法庭的时候，沃森对维特伯格说。但是那个怒不可遏的人却不肯同他手挽着手，信步走进最近的酒吧去。








Told in the Drooling Ward

流口水病房的故事




Me? I'm not a drooler. I'm the assistant. I don't know what Miss Jones or Miss Kelsey could do without me. There are fifty-five low-grade droolers in this ward, and how could they ever all be fed if I wasn't around? I like to feed droolers. They don't make trouble. They can't. Something's wrong with most of their legs and arms, and they can't talk. They're very low-grade. I can walk, and talk, and do things. You must be careful with the droolers and not feed them too fast. Then they choke. Miss Jones says I'm an expert. When a new nurse comes I show her how to do it. It's funny watching a new nurse try to feed them. She goes at it so slow and careful that supper time would be around before she finished shoving down their breakfast. Then I show her, because I'm an expert. Dr. Dalrymple says I am, and he ought to know. A drooler can eat twice as fast if you know how to make him.

我？我不是个嘴角总流着口水的弱智。我是个助手。我不知道如果没有我，琼斯小姐或是凯尔茜小姐该怎么办。这个病房里有五十五个低级的流着口水的弱智，如果我不在，他们怎能全都吃饱了饭呢？我喜欢喂他们吃饭。他们不闹事捣乱。他们没有这个能力。他们大部分人的腿和胳膊都有毛病，而且他们不能说话。他们是非常低级的人。我能走路、能说话，还能做事。照顾这些弱智的时候你一定要小心，给他们喂食的时候不能太快。要不他们就会噎住。琼斯小姐说我是个专家。只要有新来的护士，我就会向她演示该怎么做。看新来的护士设法喂他们吃饭十分有趣。她喂得很慢、很小心，以至于到吃晚饭的时候，她还没把早饭给他们灌下去。然后我开始做示范，因为我是个专家。达尔林普尔医生说我是个专家，他应该最清楚不过了。只要掌握了正确的方法，你能让这些弱智吃得比平常快一倍。




My name's Tom. I'm twenty-eight years old. Everybody knows me in the institution. This is an institution, you know. It belongs to the State of California and is run by politics. I know. I've been here a long time. Everybody trusts me. I run errands all over the place, when I'm not busy with the droolers. I like droolers. It makes me think how lucky I am that I ain't a drooler.

我叫汤姆，今年二十八岁。这个机构里的每个人都认识我。你要知道，这是个社会公共机构。这个机构从属于加利福尼亚州，而且是以政治利益为经营目的的。我明白。我在这里呆了很久。每个人都信任我。在我不用忙着应付这些弱智的时候，就在这里四处跑跑腿。我喜欢流口水病人。这让我明白自己不是嘴角流着口水的弱智有多么幸运。




I like it here in the Home. I don't like the outside. I know. I've been around a bit, and run away, and adopted. Me for the Home, and for the drooling ward best of all. I don't look like a drooler, do I? You can tell the difference soon as you look at me. I'm an assistant, expert assistant. That's going some for a feeb. Feeb? Oh, that's feeble-minded. I thought you knew. We're all feebs in here.

我喜欢呆在“家”。我不喜欢外面的世界。我明白。我之前在这里呆过一段时间，也逃跑过，也被人收养过。我为“家”，为弱智病房，全心全意。我看起来不像流口水的弱智，是吧？你一看到我就知道有什么区别了。我是个助手，专业助手。对于一个弱智来说，这已经很了不得了。弱智？哦，就是智力低下的家伙。我以为你知道呢。我们在这里的都是弱智。




But I'm a high-grade feeb. Dr. Dalrymple says I'm too smart to be in the Home, but I never let on. It's a pretty good place. And don't throw fits like lots of the feebs. You see that house up there through the trees. The high-grade epilecs all live in it by themselves. They're stuck up because they ain't just ordinary feebs. They call it the club house, and they say they're just as good as anybody outside, only they're sick. I don't like them much. They laugh at me, when they ain't busy throwing fits. But I don't care. I never have to be scared about falling down and busting my head. Sometimes they run around in circles trying to find a place to sit down quick, only they don't. Low-grade epilecs are disgusting, and high-grade epilecs put on airs. I'm glad I ain't an epilec. There ain't anything to them. They just talk big, that's all.

但我是个高级的弱智。达尔林普尔医生说我很聪明，不应该呆在“家”，但我从没把这点泄露出去过。这是个相当不错的地方。而且不像很多弱智那样抽风。你透过这些树可以看见上面那栋房子。高级的弱智病人被单独安置在那里。他们都很高傲，因为他们不是一般的弱智。他们管那栋房子叫俱乐部会所，他们称自己和外边的人一样正常，他们只是生病而已。我不怎么喜欢他们。他们不抽风的时候就笑话我。不过，我不在乎。我永远也不需要害怕会跌倒、会摔破自己的脑袋。有时候，他们围成一圈转着跑，想很快找到一个坐的地方，可他们就是不坐。低级的病人倒人胃口，而高级的病人装腔作势。我很高兴自己不是个病人。他们不值一提。他们只会说大话，仅此而已。




Miss Kelsey says I talk too much. But I talk sense, and that's more than the other feebs do. Dr. Dalrymple says I have the gift of language. I know it. You ought to hear me talk when I'm by myself, or when I've got a drooler to listen. Sometimes I think I'd like to be a politician, only it's too much trouble. They're all great talkers; that's how they hold their jobs.

凯尔茜小姐说我话太多了。但我讲得合情合理，比其他的弱智强多了。达尔林普尔医生说我有语言天赋。我知道的。你应该听听我独自一人，或是只有一个弱智听众时的言语。有时候我觉得自己想做个政治家，就是太麻烦了。他们都擅于长篇大论，而这就是他们保住职位的法宝。




Nobody's crazy in this institution. They're just feeble in their minds. Let me tell you something funny. There's about a dozen high-grade girls that set the tables in the big dining room. Sometimes when they're done ahead of time, they all sit down in chairs in a circle and talk. I sneak up to the door and listen, and I nearly die to keep from laughing. Do you want to know what they talk? It's like this. They don't say a word for a long time. And then one says, "Thank God I'm not feeble-minded.”And all the rest nod their heads and look pleased. And then nobody says anything for a time. After which the next girl in the circle says, "Thank God I'm not feeble-minded," and they nod their heads all over again. And it goes on around the circle, and they never say anything else. Now they're real feebs, ain't they? I leave it to you. I'm not that kind of a feeb, thank God.

这个机构里没有疯子。他们只是智力低下。让我告诉你一些有趣的事。这里大约有十二个智力较为高级的女孩在宽敞的餐厅里摆餐具。有时她们提前干完了活，就会都坐在椅子上，围成一圈聊天。我悄悄到门边偷听，花了九牛二虎之力才憋住了笑声。你想知道她们都谈了些什么吗？是这样的。她们好长时间都不吐一个字。然后一个人说：“感谢上帝，我不是弱智。”于是，其他人都点点头，看起来心满意足的样子。接下来的一段时间，没有人开口说话。然后，这圈子里的另一个女孩说：“感谢上帝，我不是弱智。”然后其他人又都点点头。这一圈人就这样一个一个重复着，没有人说其他的内容。如今她们成了真正的弱智，不是吗？你自己判断吧。我可没弱智到那个程度，感谢上帝。




Sometimes I don't think I'm a feeb at all. I play in the band and read music. We're all supposed to be feebs in the band except the leader. He's crazy. We know it, but we never talk about it except amongst ourselves. His job is politics, too, and we don't want him to lose it. I play the drum. They can't get along without me in this institution. I was sick once, so I know. It's a wonder the drooling ward didn't break down while I was in hospital.

有时我觉得自己根本就不是弱智。我在乐队里演奏，还识乐谱。在这个乐队里，所有的人都应该是弱智，除了乐队指挥。他是个疯子。我们都知道，但我们不说，除非是私下里讨论。他的工作也是政治，我们不希望他失业。我是打鼓手。这个机构没有我就无法运转。我以前生过一次病，所以我知道。我住院期间这间弱智病房没有塌掉，真是个奇迹。




I could get out of here if I wanted to. I'm not so feeble as some might think. But I don't let on. I have too good a time. Besides, everything would run down if I went away. I'm afraid some time they'll find out I'm not a feeb and send me out into the world to earn my own living. I know the world, and I don't like it. The Home is fine enough for me.

我如果想离开这里就能离开。我没有某些人想得那么无能。但我没有和别人说。我在这里过得太畅快了。再说，我要是跑了，一切都得垮掉。我担心某天他们发现我不是个弱智的时候，会把我送到外边，让我自谋生路。我了解外边的世界，我并不喜欢。对我来说，“家”已经相当不错了。




You see how I grin sometimes. I can't help that. But I can put it on a lot. I'm not bad, though. I look at myself in the glass. My mouth is funny, I know that, and it lops down, and my teeth are bad. You can tell a feeb anywhere by looking at his mouth and teeth. But that doesn't prove I'm a feeb. It's just because I'm lucky that I look like one.

你看我会时不时地咧嘴笑。我情不自禁。但我可以假装咧嘴使劲笑。虽然我并不坏。我看着玻璃中的自己。我的嘴长得很滑稽，这我自己知道，而且还往下垂，我的牙齿也不好。无论在哪里，光看一个人的嘴和牙齿你就能知道他是不是弱智。但那并不能证明我就是个弱智。只是我很幸运，我看起来像个弱智。




I know a lot. If I told you all I know, you'd be surprised. But when I don't want to know, or when they want me to do something I don't want to do, I just let my mouth lop down and laugh and make foolish noises. I watch the foolish noises made by the low-grades, and I can fool anybody. And I know a lot of foolish noises. Miss Kelsey called me a fool the other day. She was very angry, and that was where I fooled her.

我知道得多了。如果我告诉你我知道的一切，你一定会大吃一惊。可是在我不想知道，或者是不愿做他们让我做的事情的时候，我就把嘴往下耷拉，哈哈大笑，制造愚蠢的噪音。我观察过低等弱智发出怪声的样子，我能骗过所有人。而且我能制造出各种各样的怪叫。有一天凯尔茜小姐骂我是傻子。她那时生气极了，我就是在那时愚弄她的。




Miss Kelsey asked me once why I don't write a book about feebs. I was telling her what was the matter with little Albert. He's a drooler, you know, and I can always tell the way he twists his left eye what's the matter with him. So I was explaining it to Miss Kelsey, and, because she didn't know, it made her mad. But some day, mebbe, I'll write that book. Only it's so much trouble. Besides, I'd sooner talk.

有一回凯尔茜小姐问我为什么不写一本关于弱智的书。我当时正和她说着小艾伯特的情况。你知道，他是个嘴角总流着口水的弱智，我总能从他眨巴左眼的方式看出他有什么毛病。所以我就给凯尔茜小姐是怎么回事，可就因为她自己不知道，她发火了。不过有一天，也许啊，我会写那么一本书。就是写书太麻烦了。再者，我宁愿用嘴说。




Do you know what a micro is? It's the kind with the little heads no bigger than your fist. They're usually droolers, and they live a long time. The hydros don't drool. They have the big heads, and they're smarter. But they never grow up. They always die. I never look at one without thinking he's going to die. Sometimes, when I'm feeling lazy, or the nurse is mad at me, I wish I was a drooler with nothing to do and somebody to feed me. But I guess I'd sooner talk and be what I am.

你知道“小头”是什么吗？就是那种脑袋比拳头还小的人。他们通常都是总流着口水，而且他们活得比较久。大头不会总流口水。他们脑袋很大，而且他们更聪明。但他们无法长大成人。他们总是会夭亡。我每次看到这样的人都会想，他就要死了。有时，我心神倦怠，或是护士正生我的气，我就希望自己也是个弱智，什么都不用做，还有人给我喂饭吃。但我觉得自己还是宁愿能说话，做我自己。




Only yesterday Doctor Dalrymple said to me, "Tom," he said, "just don't know what I'd do without you.”And he ought to know, seeing as he's had the bossing of a thousand feebs for going on two years. Dr. Whatcomb was before him. They get appointed, you know. It's politics. I've seen a whole lot of doctors here in my time. I was here before any of them. I've been in this institution twenty-five years. No, I've got no complaints. The institution couldn't be run better.

昨天达尔林普尔医生才刚对我说：“汤姆，”他说道，“真不知道如果没有你，我该怎么办。”他应该知道的，毕竟他对一千个弱智发号施令已经有两年了。他之前的是沃特库姆医生。他们是被任命的，你知道。这是政治。我在这里见过许多许多的医生。我比他们任何一个来得都早。我在这个机构呆了二十五年了。不，我没有怨言。这个机构运作得不能再好了。




It's a snap to be a high-grade feeb. Just look at Doctor Dalrymple. He has troubles. He holds his job by politics. You bet we high-graders talk politics. We know all about it, and it's bad. An institution like this oughtn't to be run on politics. Look at Doctor Dalrymple. He's been here two years and learned a lot. Then politics will come along and throw him out and send a new doctor who don't know anything about feebs.

当个高级的弱智是小菜一碟。看看达尔林普尔医生吧。他有很多麻烦。他用政治手段保住了工作。没错，我们这些高级的弱智谈论政治。我们了解政治的方方面面，政治糟糕透了。这样一个机构本不该靠政治运营。看看达尔林普尔医生。他在这里两年了，学会了很多。然后政治就开始发挥作用了，把他弄了出去，又派了一个对弱智病人一无所知的新医生来。




I've been acquainted with just thousands of nurses in my time. Some of them are nice. But they come and go. Most of the women get married. Sometimes I think I'd like to get married. I spoke to Dr. Whatcomb about it once, but he told me he was very sorry, because feebs ain't allowed to get married. I've been in love. She was a nurse. I won't tell you her name. She had blue eyes, and yellow hair, and a kind voice, and she liked me. She told me so. And she always told me to be a good boy. And I was, too, until afterward, and then I ran away. You see, she went off and got married, and she didn't tell me about it.

我在这里认识了成千上万个护士。他们中有的人不错。但是他们来了又走。大部分女护士都结了婚。有时候我觉得自己想要结婚。我跟沃特库姆医生说过一次，但他说自己非常抱歉，因为弱智是不允许结婚的。我曾经恋爱过。她是个护士。我不会告诉你她的名字的。她长着一双蓝色的眼睛，金黄的头发，说话很温柔，而且她喜欢我。她是这么和我说的。她还总是告诉我要做个乖男孩。而且我确实是个乖男孩，直到后来，我逃跑了。你瞧，她走了，然后结婚了，都没有告诉我。




I guess being married ain't what it's cracked up to be. Dr. Anglin and his wife used to fight. I've seen them. And once I heard her call him a feeb. Now nobody has a right to call anybody a feeb that ain't. Dr. Anglin got awful mad when she called him that. But he didn't last long. Politics drove him out, and Doctor Mandeville came. He didn't have a wife. I heard him talking one time with the engineer. The engineer and his wife fought like cats and dogs, and that day Doctor Mandeville told him he was damn glad he wasn't tied to no petticoats. A petticoat is a skirt. I knew what he meant, if I was a feeb. But never let on. You hear lots when you don't let on.

我认为结婚不像人们吹捧得那么好。安格林医生和他的妻子过去常常吵架。我曾经看见他们争吵。而且有一次，我听见她骂他是弱智。听着，没有人有权利管不是弱智的人叫弱智。她那么叫他的时候，安格林医生非常生气。但是他并没有呆多久。政治把他赶了出去，曼德维尔医生就来了。他没有妻子。有一次，我听见他跟工程师交谈。工程师和他的妻子吵得鸡犬不宁，于是那天曼德维尔医生告诉他，自己很开心没有被女人的衬裙拴住。衬裙就是一种裙子。就算我是个弱智，我也明白他的意思。但是不能泄露这点。只要你不说出去，就能听到更多。




I've seen a lot in my time. Once I was adopted, and went away on the railroad over forty miles to live with a man named Peter Bopp and his wife. They had a ranch. Doctor Anglin said I was strong and bright, and I said I was, too. That was because I wanted to be adopted. And Peter Bopp said he'd give me a good home, and the lawyers fixed up the papers.

我在这里已经看到许多事情了。有一次我被收养了，我坐着火车去了一个四十英里外的地方，和一个叫彼得·博普的男人和他的老婆一起生活。他们有个大农场。安格林医生说我既强壮又聪明，我也是这么说的。那是因为我想被收养。彼得·博普说他愿意给我一个温馨的家，而律师办妥了相关文件。




But I soon made up my mind that a ranch was no place for me. Mrs. Bopp was scared to death of me and wouldn't let me sleep in the house. They fixed up the woodshed and made me sleep there. I had to get up at four o'clock and feed the horses, and milk cows, and carry the milk to the neighbours. They called it chores, but it kept me going all day. I chopped wood, and cleaned chicken houses, and weeded vegetables, and did most everything on the place. I never had any fun. I hadn't no time.

但我很快就拿定主意，农场不是我的栖身之所。博普太太被我吓得要死，不让我在屋子里睡觉。他们修理了柴房，让我睡在那里。我必须四点起床喂马、挤牛奶，然后把牛奶送到邻居家里。他们管这个叫零工杂务，但我却会忙活一整天。我劈木柴，然后清理鸡舍，给蔬菜除草，几乎做了农场上所有的事。我过得一点都不快活。我没有一点闲暇。




Let me tell you one thing. I'd sooner feed mush and milk to feebs than milk cows with the frost on the ground. Mrs. Bopp was scared to let me play with her children. And I was scared, too. They used to make faces at me when nobody was looking, and call me "Looney."Everybody called me Looney Tom. And the other boys in the neighbourhood threw rocks at me. You never see anything like that in the Home here. The feebs are better behaved.

让我告诉你一件事。比起在结霜的地上挤牛奶，我更愿意给弱智喂玉米粥和牛奶。博普太太害怕让我跟她的孩子们玩。而且我也害怕。四下无人的时候，他们常常冲我做鬼脸，骂我是“疯子”。每个人都叫我疯子汤姆。街坊四邻的其他男孩子都冲我扔石头。在“家”你不会看到那样的景象。弱智们更守规矩。




Mrs. Bopp used to pinch me and pull my hair when she thought I was too slow, and I only made foolish noises and went slower. She said I'd be the death of her some day. I left the boards off the old well in the pasture, and the pretty new calf fell in and got drowned. Then Peter Bopp said he was going to give me a licking. He did, too. He took a strap halter and went at me. It was awful. I'd never had a licking in my life. They don't do such things in the Home, which is why I say the Home is the place for me. I know the law, and I knew he had no right to lick me with a strap halter. That was being cruel, and the guardianship papers said he mustn't be cruel. I didn't say anything. I just waited, which shows you what kind of a feeb I am. I waited a long time, and got slower, and made more foolish noises; but he wouldn't send me back to the Home, which was what I wanted. But one day, it was the first of the month, Mrs. Brown gave me three dollars, which was for her milk bill with Peter Bopp. That was in the morning. When I brought the milk in the evening I was to bring back the receipt. But I didn't. I just walked down to the station, bought a ticket like any one, and rode on the train back to the Home. That's the kind of a feeb I am.

博普太太嫌我动作慢时，常常会掐我，还扯我的头发，而我只是弄出愚蠢的噪音，然后做得更慢。她说哪天她会死在我的手里。我没把牧场上那口老井的木板盖盖上，然后一只小牛犊掉进井里淹死了。然后，彼得·博普说他要抽我一顿。他也这么做了。他拿起一条缰头皮带就冲着我来了。太可怕了。我这辈子从没挨过鞭子。他们在“家”不会这样做，这就是我为什么说“家”才是适合我的地方。我懂法律，我知道他没有权利用缰头皮带鞭打我。那是很残忍的，监护人文件上说他不能残忍地对待被监护人。我什么都没说。我只是等着，从这里你就能看出我是个什么样的弱智。我等了很久，做事更慢了，而且还制造出更多愚蠢的噪音；但他都不肯放我回“家”，那才是我想要的。不过一天，正好是那个月的第一天，布朗太太给了我三美金，是她付给彼得·博普的牛奶钱。那会儿是早上。等晚上拿回牛奶时，我应该把收据一起带回来。但我没有。我只是往市中心的车站走去，和其他人一样买了张票，然后上了回“家”的火车。我就是这样的弱智。




Doctor Anglin was gone then, and Doctor Mandeville had his place. I walked right into his office. He didn't know me. "Hello," he said, "this ain't visiting day.”"I ain't a visitor," I said. "I'm Tom. I belong here.”Then he whistled and showed he was surprised. I told him all about it, and showed him the marks of the strap halter, and he got madder and madder all the time and said he'd attend to Mr. Peter Bopp's case.

那时安格林医生已经离开，曼德维尔接替了他的职位。我径直走进了他的办公室。他不认识我。“你好，”他说，“今天不是接待日。”“我不是来拜访的，”我说，“我是汤姆。我属于这里。”然后他发出嘘声，表现出大吃一惊的样子。我告诉了他一切，给他看了缰绳皮带留下的伤痕，于是他越来越愤怒，说他会处理彼得·博普德这档子事的。




And mebbe you think some of them little droolers weren't glad to see me.

也许你觉得有些流着口水的小弱智不高兴见到我。




I walked right into the ward. There was a new nurse feeding little Albert. "Hold on," I said. "That ain't the way. Don't you see how he's twisting that left eye? Let me show you.”Mebbe she thought I was a new doctor, for she just gave me the spoon, and I guess I filled little Albert up with the most comfortable meal he'd had since I went away. Droolers ain't bad when you understand them. I heard Miss Jones tell Miss Kelsey once that I had an amazing gift in handling droolers.

我径直走进病房。有个新来的护士正在喂艾伯特吃饭。“等一等，”我说，“不应该这么喂。你看不见他是怎么眨巴左眼的么？让我来给你做个示范。”也许她以为我是新来的医生，因为她马上就把勺子给我了。我喂饱了小艾伯特，我猜这是我离开之后，小艾伯特吃的最舒服的一顿饭。只要你了解了这些弱智，你就会发现他们并不坏。有一次，我听见琼斯小姐跟凯尔茜小姐说，我在应付总流口水的弱智病人方面，有惊人的天赋。




Some day, mebbe, I'm going to talk with Doctor Dalrymple and get him to give me a declaration that I ain't a feeb. Then I'll get him to make me a real assistant in the drooling ward, with forty dollars a month and my board. And then I'll marry Miss Jones and live right on here. And if she won't have me, I'll marry Miss Kelsey or some other nurse. There's lots of them that want to get married. And I won't care if my wife gets mad and calls me a feeb. What's the good? And I guess when one's learned to put up with droolers a wife won't be much worse.

有一天，也许我会和达尔林普尔医生谈谈，让他宣布我不是弱智。然后我会让他使我成为一个弱智病房里的真正的助手，每个月四十美金，还提供食宿。然后我会娶琼斯小姐，在这里继续生活。如果她不肯嫁给我，我就娶凯尔茜小姐，或者其他的哪个护士。这里有好多想结婚的护士呢。如果我的妻子发火的时候骂我弱智，我是不会在意的。在意有什么用？我料想，一个人要是学会了忍受弱智病人，忍受一个妻子不会难到哪里去吧。




I didn't tell you about when I ran away. I hadn't no idea of such a thing, and it was Charley and Joe who put me up to it. They're high-grade epilecs, you know. I'd been up to Doctor Wilson's office with a message, and was going back to the drooling ward, when I saw Charley and Joe hiding around the corner of the gymnasium and making motions to me. I went over to them.

我还没有告诉你，我逃跑时的事。我从来没想过要逃跑，这件事完全是查利和乔唆我的。你知道，他们是高级的弱智病人。那会儿，我去楼上给威尔逊医生的办公室稍了个口信，在我正打算回弱智病房的时候，看见查利和乔躲在健身房的角落里，向我做手势。我向他们走过去。




"Hello," Joe said. "How's droolers?”

“你好，”乔说，“那些总流口水的病人情况怎么样？”




"Fine," I said. "Had any fits lately?"

“挺好的，”我说，“最近抽风了吗？”




That made them mad, and I was going on, when Joe said, "We're running away. Come on.”

他们听了很生气，在我正要继续说话的时候，乔说，“我们要逃跑。一起走吧。”




"What for?" I said.

“为什么？”我说。




"We're going up over the top of the mountain," Joe said.

“我们要爬到山顶上去。”乔说。




"And find a gold mine," said Charley. "We don't have fits any more. We're cured.”

“然后发现一个金矿，”查利说，“我们就不会再抽风了。我们就会痊癒。”




"All right," I said. And we sneaked around back of the gymnasium and in among the trees. Mebbe we walked along about ten minutes, when I stopped.

“好吧。”我说。我们蹑手蹑脚地绕到健身房的后面，进入了树林。也许走了大概十分钟的时候，我停下了。




"What's the matter?" said Joe.

“怎么了？”乔说。




"Wait," I said. "I got to go back."

“等一下，”我说，“我得回去。”




"What for?" said Joe.

“为什么？”乔说。




And I said, "To get little Albert."

我回答道：“去把小艾伯特带上。”




And they said I couldn't, and got mad. But I didn't care. I knew they'd wait. You see, I've been here twenty-five years, and I know the back trails that lead up the mountain, and Charley and Joe didn't know those trails. That's why they wanted me to come.

他们说我不能这么做，还生气了。但我不在乎。我知道他们会等我的。你看，我在这里呆了二十五年了，我知道背面通向山的小路，而查利和乔却不知道。这就是他们想和我一起逃的原因。




So I went back and got little Albert. He can't walk, or talk, or do anything except drool, and I had to carry him in my arms. We went on past the last hayfield, which was as far as I'd ever gone. Then the woods and brush got so thick, and me not finding any more trail, we followed the cow-path down to a big creek and crawled through the fence which showed where the Home land stopped.

于是我回去带上了小艾伯特。他不能走路，不能说话，除了流口水之外什么都不会做，我只能把他抱在怀里。我们继续前行，经过了最后一片干草地，那是我去过最远的地方。之后，树木和灌木丛变得十分茂密，我也找不到任何小径，我们就顺着牛的足迹往下来到了一条小河边，然后翻过了“家”土地尽头的栅栏。




We climbed up the big hill on the other side of the creek. It was all big trees, and no brush, but it was so steep and slippery with dead leaves we could hardly walk. By and by we came to a real bad place. It was forty feet across, and if you slipped you'd fall a thousand feet, or mebbe a hundred. Anyway, you wouldn't fall—just slide. I went across first, carrying little Albert. Joe came next. But Charley got scared right in the middle and sat down.

我们爬上河对面的大山。山上全是大树，没有灌木丛，但山上落满了枯叶，又陡又滑，我们几乎寸步难行。不久我们就来到了一个真正糟糕的地方。那个地方只有四十英尺宽，一不小心就会摔到一千英尺以下，亦或是一百英尺以下。但是无论如何，你不会直接摔下去——只是滑下去罢了。我带着小艾伯特第一个过去的。紧接着是乔。但查利刚走了一半就害怕得坐了下来。




"I'm going to have a fit," he said.

“我要抽风了。”他说。




"No, you're not," said Joe. "Because if you was you wouldn't 'a’ sat down. You take all your fits standing.”

“不，你不会的，”乔说，“因为如果你要抽风的话，你就不会坐下来了。你一直都是站着抽风的。”




"This is a different kind of a fit," said Charley, beginning to cry.

“这次抽风不一样。”查利说着说着就开始哭了起来。




He shook and shook, but just because he wanted to he couldn't scare up the least kind of a fit.

他不停地抖动着自己的身体，但正因为他想要把自己吓得抽风，他一点也抽不起来。




Joe got mad and used awful language. But that didn't help none. So I talked soft and kind to Charley. That's the way to handle feebs. If you get mad, they get worse. I know. I'm that way myself. That's why I was almost the death of Mrs. Bopp. She got mad. It was getting along in the afternoon, and I knew we had to be on our way, so I said to Joe:

乔急了，张口就骂。但一点作用也没有。于是我用柔和亲切的声调劝说查利。这才是对待弱智的办法。如果你发火，他们的情况只会更糟。我知道。我自己就是那样的。这就是为什么博普太太几乎要被我气死了。因为她对我发脾气。就快到下午了，我知道我们得继续上路了，所以我对乔说：




"Here, stop your cussing and hold Albert. I'll go back and get him.”

“过来，别骂了，抱着艾伯特。我过去把他带过来。”




And I did, too; but he was so scared and dizzy he crawled along on hands and knees while I helped him. When I got him across and took Albert back in my arms, I heard somebody laugh and looked down. And there was a man and woman on horseback looking up at us. He had a gun on his saddle, and it was her who was laughing.

我也确实带他过来了；但他害怕极了，头晕眼花的，在我的帮助下，他才手脚并用地爬了过来。我把他弄过来之后，又抱起了艾伯特，这时我听见有人大笑，于是就朝下看。一对男女坐在马背上抬头看我们。那个男人的马鞍上别着把枪，而哈哈大笑的是那个女人。




"Who in hell's that?" said Joe, getting scared. "Somebody to catch us?"

“到底是谁？”乔有些惊慌地问，“有人来抓我们？”




"Shut up your cussing," I said to him. "That is the man who owns this ranch and writes books."

“闭上你的臭嘴。”我对他说，“那个男人是这片农场的主人，他还写书。”




"How do you do, Mr. Endicott," I said down to him.

“你好啊，恩迪科特先生。”我往下冲着他说。




"Hello," he said. "What are you doing here?"

“你好，”他说，“你们在这干什么呢？”




"We're running away," I said.

“我们在逃跑。”我说。




And he said, "Good luck. But be sure and get back before dark."

于是他说：“祝你好运，但一定要在天黑之前回去。”




"But this is a real running away," I said.

“但我们这次真的要逃跑。”我说。




And then both he and his wife laughed.

接着，他和他的妻子大笑起来。




"All right," he said. "Good luck just the same. But watch out the bears and mountain lions don't get you when it gets dark.”

“好吧，”他说，“还是祝你们好运。但天黑的时候小心狗熊和美洲狮，别让它们捉住你们。”




Then they rode away laughing, pleasant like; but I wished he hadn't said that about the bears and mountain lions.

然后他们大笑着骑马离开了，很开心的样子；但我想他要是没说狗熊和美洲狮的事就好了。




After we got around the hill, I found a trail, and we went much faster. Charley didn't have any more signs of fits, and began laughing and talking about gold mines. The trouble was with little Albert. He was almost as big as me. You see, all the time I'd been calling him little Albert, he'd been growing up. He was so heavy I couldn't keep up with Joe and Charley. I was all out of breath. So I told them they'd have to take turns in carrying him, which they said they wouldn't. Then I said I'd leave them and they'd get lost, and the mountain lions and bears would eat them. Charley looked like he was going to have a fit right there, and Joe said, "Give him to me."And after that we carried him in turn.

转过这座山之后，我们发现了一条小路，于是我们加快了脚步。查利不再有要抽风的迹象，却开始笑着谈论金矿。麻烦的是小艾伯特。他的个头几乎跟我一样大。你看，一直以来我都叫他小艾伯特，但他在慢慢长大。他太沉了，我都跟不上乔和查利了。我当时上气不接下气。因此我告诉他们必须轮流背他，他们却说他们不愿意。于是我说如果我把他们丢下，他们就会迷路，美洲狮和狗熊就会吃掉他们。查利看起来当场就要抽风了，而乔说：“把他给我吧。”之后，我们就开始轮流背小艾伯特。




We kept right on up that mountain. I don't think there was any gold mine, but we might 'a’ got to the top and found it, if we hadn't lost the trail, and if it hadn't got dark, and if little Albert hadn't tired us all out carrying him. Lots of feebs are scared of the dark, and Joe said he was going to have a fit right there. Only he didn't. I never saw such an unlucky boy. He never could throw a fit when he wanted to. Some of the feebs can throw fits as quick as a wink.

我们接着向上爬。我觉得这里没有什么金矿，但是如果当时我们没有迷路，天没有黑，也没有因为小艾伯特而累得精疲力尽的话，我们也许已经到达了山顶，找到了金矿。许多弱智都怕黑，乔说他要在那里抽风了。只不过他并没有抽风。我从来没见过这么不幸的男孩。他想抽风的时候从来没有抽过风。有的弱智一眨眼的工夫就能抽好几次风。




By and by it got real black, and we were hungry, and we didn't have no fire. You see, they don't let feebs carry matches, and all we could do was just shiver. And we'd never thought about being hungry. You see, feebs always have their food ready for them, and that's why it's better to be a feeb than earning your living in the world.

不久天就黑了，我们也饿了，但我们没有火。你看，他们不让弱智带火柴，我们所能做的只是发抖。我们从来没有考虑到会挨饿。你看，弱智总是吃现成的饭菜，这就是为什么当个弱智比靠自己维持生计要好。




And worse than everything was the quiet. There was only one thing worse, and it was the noises. There was all kinds of noises every once in a while, with quiet spells in between. I reckon they were rabbits, but they made noises in the brush like wild animals—you know, rustle rustle, thump, bump, crackle crackle, just like that. First Charley got a fit, a real one, and Joe threw a terrible one. I don't mind fits in the Home with everybody around. But out in the woods on a dark night is different. You listen to me, and never go hunting gold mines with epilecs, even if they are high-grade.

最糟糕的事情，就是安静。而有一件比这还糟的事，那就是声音。每安静一会儿就会响起各种各样的声响。我觉得是兔子的声音，但灌木丛里发出的响动却像是野兽——你知道，沙沙声，砰砰声，撞击声，劈啪声，诸如此类。先是查利抽了次风，这次是真的，然后是乔，他抽得很厉害。在“家”的时候，大家都在一起，我不介意有人抽风。但是漆黑的夜里，身处树林中就不一样了。你听我说，不要跟弱智病人一起去找金矿，即使他们是高级病人。




I never had such an awful night. When Joe and Charley weren't throwing fits they were making believe, and in the darkness the shivers from the cold which I couldn't see seemed like fits, too. And I shivered so hard I thought I was getting fits myself. And little Albert, with nothing to eat, just drooled and drooled. I never seen him as bad as that before. Why, he twisted that left eye of his until it ought to have dropped out. I couldn't see it, but I could tell from the movements he made. And Joe just lay and cussed and cussed, and Charley cried and wished he was back in the Home.

这是我度过的最可怕的一夜。乔和查利不抽风时，他们就假装抽风，在黑暗中我看不清楚，冷得发抖在我看来也像是在抽风。我也抖得厉害，我甚至以为自己也抽风了。小艾伯特没有东西吃，只是不停地流口水。我从没见过他的情况那么糟糕。哎呀，他那只左眼被眨巴得都要掉出来了。我看不见，但我能从他的动作看出来。乔只是躺在地上骂呀骂的，而查利则哭着希望回到“家”去。




We didn't die, and next morning we went right back the way we'd come. And little Albert got awful heavy. Doctor Wilson was mad as could be, and said I was the worst feeb in the institution, along with Joe and Charley. But Miss Striker, who was a nurse in the drooling ward then, just put her arms around me and cried, she was that happy I'd got back. I thought right there that mebbe I'd marry her. But only a month afterward she got married to the plumber that came up from the city to fix the gutter-pipes of the new hospital. And little Albert never twisted his eye for two days, it was that tired.

我们没有死，第二天早上沿着原路返回了。小艾伯特沉得不得了。威尔逊医生恼怒得不得了，说我、乔还有查利是这个机构里最坏的弱智。但那时弱智病房的护士斯特赖克小姐只是抱着我大哭。我回来了她是那么高兴。就在那时我想也许我会娶她。但是仅仅一个月过后，她就嫁给了从市里过来修理新医院排水沟的水管工。小艾伯特有两天都没眨巴他的左眼，他的眼睛太累了。




Next time I run away I'm going right over that mountain. But I ain't going to take epilecs along. They ain't never cured, and when they get scared or excited they throw fits to beat the band. But I'll take little Albert. Somehow I can't get along without him. And, anyway, I ain't going to run away. The drooling ward's a better snap than gold mines, and I hear there's a new nurse coming. Besides, little Albert's bigger than I am now, and I could never carry him over a mountain. And he's growing bigger every day. It's astonishing.

下一次逃跑，我要直接翻过那座山。但我不会和弱智病人同行了。他们无可救药，只要一害怕或是一兴奋就会猛烈地抽搐。但我会带着小艾伯特一起走。不知道为什么，我离开他就无法生活。不管怎样，我不准备逃走了。弱智病房比金矿要好，而且我听说有一个新护士要来。另外，小艾伯特现在比我的个头还要大，我不能抱着他翻山越岭了。他每一天都在长大。这真让人惊讶。








Good-Bye, Jack！

再见，杰克！




Hawaii is a queer place. Everything socially is what I may call topsy-turvy. Not but what things are correct. They are almost too much so. But still things are sort of upside down. The most ultra-exclusive set there is the "Missionary Crowd."It comes with rather a shock to learn that in Hawaii the obscure martyrdom-seeking missionary sits at the head of the table of the moneyed aristocracy. But it is true. The humble New Englanders who came out in the third decade of the nineteenth century, came for the lofty purpose of teaching the kanakas the true religion, the worship of the one only genuine and undeniable God. So well did they succeed in this, and also in civilizing the kanaka, that by the second or third generation he was practically extinct. This being the fruit of the seed of the Gospel, the fruit of the seed of the missionaries (the sons and the grandsons) was the possession of the islands themselves,—of the land, the ports, the town sites, and the sugar plantations: The missionary who came to give the bread of life remained to gobble up the whole heathen feast.

夏威夷是一个奇怪的地方。社会上所有的事情都可以说是颠倒的。尽管有些事情是正确的。它们几乎是太正确了。但是事情还是有点混乱。那里有一群极其独特的人——“传教帮”。在夏威夷，那些无名的、寻求苦难的传教士竟成了富有的贵族的贵宾，这让人相当震惊。但这是真的。那些谦卑的新英格兰人在19世纪30年代来到这里，为了一个崇高的目的，即向夏威夷土人传播真正的宗教并教他们膜拜唯一真实且无可否认的上帝。他们在这方面做得很成功，也成功教化了夏威夷土人。而夏威夷土人到第二代或第三代时，实际上已经灭绝了。这作为福音的种子结出的果实，作为那些传教士（以及他们的儿子和孙子）播种收获的果实，归那些岛屿本身所有——也属于土地、港口、城镇，以及甘蔗种植园：那前来送生命食粮的传道士留了下来，很快吞噬了全部异教徒。




But that is not the Hawaiian queerness I started out to tell. Only one cannot speak of things Hawaiian without mentioning the missionaries. There is Jack Kersdale, the man I wanted to tell about; he came of missionary stock. That is, on his grandmother's side. His grandfather was old Benjamin Kersdale, a Yankee trader, who got his start for a million in the old days by selling cheap whiskey and square-face gin. There's another queer thing. The old missionaries and old traders were mortal enemies. You see, their interests conflicted. But their children made it up by intermarrying and dividing the island between them.

但是那并不是我开始说到的夏威夷的奇怪之处。只是谁提到夏威夷都免不了会涉及那些传道士。杰克·克斯代尔，就是我想谈论的人物，他出生在一个传教士家族。那是从他奶奶那边算的。他的爷爷老本杰明·克斯代尔，是美国北方的一个商人，过去靠贩卖廉价的威士忌酒和方瓶杜松子酒起家，挣了一百万美元。还有另外一件奇怪的事。那些老传道士和老商人是死对头。你知道的，他们有利益冲突。但是他们的子孙通过联姻和双方共同分割这个岛屿的方式化解了矛盾。




Life in Hawaii is a song. That's the way Stoddard put it in his "Hawaii Noi":—

夏威夷的生活就像一首歌。正如斯托达德在他的“夏威夷之歌”中描绘的一样——




"Thy life is music—Fate the notes prolong! Each isle a stanza, and the whole a song.”

“你的生活如歌——命运的音符延长！每一个小岛是一节诗，整片土地是一首歌。”




And he was right. Flesh is golden there. The native women are sun-ripe Junos, the native men bronzed Apollos. They sing, and dance, and all are flower-bejewelled and flower-crowned. And, outside the rigid "Missionary Crowd," the white men yield to the climate and the sun, and no matter how busy they may be, are prone to dance and sing and wear flowers behind their ears and in their hair. Jack Kersdale was one of these fellows. He was one of the busiest men I ever met. He was a several-times millionaire. He was a sugar-king, a coffee planter, a rubber pioneer, a cattle rancher, and a promoter of three out of every four new enterprises launched in the islands. He was a society man, a club man, a yachtsman, a bachelor, and withal as handsome a man as was ever doted upon by mammas with marriageable daughters. Incidentally, he had finished his education at Yale, and his head was crammed fuller with vital statistics and scholarly information concerning Hawaii Nei than any other islander I ever encountered. He turned off an immense amount of work, and he sang and danced and put flowers in his hair as immensely as any of the idlers.

他是对的。那里的人是金色的。土著女人是金黄色的朱诺，土著男人是古铜色的阿波罗。他们唱歌，跳舞，全都以花为饰，以花为冠。而且，除了那些顽固的“传教帮”，其他的白人顺从气候和太阳，而且无论有多忙，他们都喜欢唱歌跳舞，还在耳后和头发上戴上鲜花。杰克·克斯代尔就是这群人中的一个。他是我见过的最忙碌的人之一。他比百万富翁还要富有几倍。他是甘蔗大王、咖啡种植主、橡胶先驱、牧场主，岛上启动的新兴产业中的四分之三都是他倡导的。他是一个社交人物，爱去俱乐部，拥有游艇，是个单身，此外还是个深受有适婚女儿的妈妈们喜爱的美男子。顺便提一下，他毕业于耶鲁大学，脑子里装满了有关夏威夷的极其重要的数据和渊博的知识，在这方面懂得比我所见过的岛上其他任何一个人都要多。他放下无穷无尽的工作，也像游手好闲的人一样唱歌跳舞，还把鲜花插在头发上。




He had grit, and had fought two duels—both, political—when he was no more than a raw youth essaying his first adventures in politics. In fact, he played a most creditable and courageous part in the last revolution, when the native dynasty was overthrown; and he could not have been over sixteen at the time. I am pointing out that he was no coward, in order that you may appreciate what happens later on. I've seen him in the breaking yard at the Haleakala Ranch, conquering a four-year-old brute that for two years had defied the pick of Von Tempsky's cow-boys. And I must tell of one other thing. It was down in Kona,—or up, rather, for the Kona people scorn to live at less than a thousand feet elevation. We were all on the lanai of Doctor Goodhue's bungalow. I was talking with Dottie Fairchild when it happened. A big centipede—it was seven inches, for we measured it afterwards—fell from the rafters overhead squarely into her coiffure. I confess, the hideousness of it paralysed me. I couldn't move. My mind refused to work. There, within two feet of me, the ugly venomous devil was writhing in her hair. It threatened at any moment to fall down upon her exposed shoulders—we had just come out from dinner.

他有勇气，还进行过两次决斗——两次都是政治方面的——那时他还只是一个初涉政坛的毛头小子。实际上，他在上一次革命中表现得非常可靠和勇敢，那次革命推翻了当地的王朝，而他那时应该还不到十六岁。我之所以指出他并不懦弱，是为了让你可以充分理解后来发生的事。我见到过他在哈莱阿卡拉大牧场的修理厂制服了一个四岁大的强壮牲畜，它两年来一直不让贵族坦普斯基的牧童牵。而且我必须要讲述另外一件事。那是在科纳的低处——或者相反，是在高处，因为科纳人不屑于住在低于一千英尺海拔的地方。我们都在古德休医生小屋的门廊处。事情发生时我正和多蒂·费尔柴尔德说话。一条大蜈蚣——有七英寸长，我们事后测量过——从头上方的椽子上落下来并直接掉进她的头发里。我承认，丑陋的蜈蚣把我吓得不知所措了。我动不了了。我的大脑也不转了。就在那里，在离我不到两英尺的地方，那条丑陋的毒蜈蚣正在她的头发里剧烈扭动。它随时都有可能掉到她袒露的肩膀上——我们刚吃完饭出来。




"What is it?" she asked, starting to raise her hand to her head.

“那是什么？”她问道，开始把手伸向自己的头。




"Don't!" I cried. "Don't!”

“不要！”我喊道。“不要！”




"But what is it?" she insisted, growing frightened by the fright she read in my eyes and on my stammering lips.

“可那是什么啊？”她坚持问道，她从我惊恐的眼神和吞吐的话语中看出了恐惧，变得越来越害怕。




My exclamation attracted Kersdale's attention. He glanced our way carelessly, but in that glance took in everything. He came over to us, but without haste.

我的惊叫引起了克斯代尔的注意。他漫不经心地向我们这边瞥了一眼，但是这一眼让他看明白了一切。他朝我们走来，但却不慌不忙。




"Please don't move, Dottie," he said quietly.

“请不要动，多蒂。”他轻声说道。




He never hesitated, nor did he hurry and make a bungle of it.

他做事从不犹豫不决，也不慌里慌张地把事情弄得一团糟。




"Allow me," he said.

“让我来帮你。”他说道。




And with one hand he caught her scarf and drew it tightly around her shoulders so that the centipede could not fall inside her bodice. With the other hand—the right—he reached into her hair, caught the repulsive abomination as near as he was able by the nape of the neck, and held it tightly between thumb and forefinger as he withdrew it from her hair. It was as horrible and heroic a sight as man could wish to see. It made my flesh crawl. The centipede, seven inches of squirming legs, writhed and twisted and dashed itself about his hand, the body twining around the fingers and the legs digging into the skin and scratching as the beast endeavoured to free itself. It bit him twice—I saw it—though he assured the ladies that he was not harmed as he dropped it upon the walk and stamped it into the gravel. But I saw him in the surgery five minutes afterwards, with Doctor Goodhue scarifying the wounds and injecting permanganate of potash. The next morning Kersdale's arm was as big as a barrel, and it was three weeks before the swelling went down.

他一只手拿着多蒂的围巾，把它紧绕在她的肩膀上，这样蜈蚣就不会落到她的紧身胸衣里了。他的另一只手——右手——伸进多蒂的头发里，在接近她脖子后颈处抓住了令人讨厌的蜈蚣，然后他用拇指和食指紧紧抓着它，将它从她的头发里拿了出来。这一幕可怕却又英勇的场景正是人们希望看到的。它使我感觉心惊肉跳。那条蜈蚣七英寸长，扭动着腿，它的身体在他手中不停地扭动翻滚，还猛撞着他的手，它就像希望获得自由的野兽一样，把身体缠绕在他的手指上，把腿刺进他的皮肤里，还胡乱抓着。蜈蚣咬了他两次——我看见了——尽管他把它丢在路上、踩死在碎石中时还让女士们放心，说自己没有被伤到。但是事后五分钟我在诊所看到了他，古德休医生正在为他切开伤口，往里面注射高锰酸钾。第二天早上，克斯代尔的胳膊像桶一样粗，三个星期后才消肿。




All of which has nothing to do with my story, but which I could not avoid giving in order to show that Jack Kersdale was anything but a coward. It was the cleanest exhibition of grit I have ever seen. He never turned a hair. The smile never left his lips. And he dived with thumb and forefinger into Dottie Fairchild's hair as gaily as if it had been a box of salted almonds. Yet that was the man I was destined to see stricken with a fear a thousand times more hideous even than the fear that was mine when I saw that writhing abomination in Dottie Fairchild's hair, dangling over her eyes and the trap of her bodice.

这一切都和我的故事无关，但是我不能省略这些，为的是证明杰克·克斯代尔绝对不是个懦夫。这是我见过的对勇气最清楚的展示。他从不慌里慌张。他总是微笑着。他把拇指和食指伸到多蒂·费尔柴尔德的头发里时是那么愉快，仿佛那是一盒咸味杏仁似的。然而我注定要看到这个人被恐惧击中，那种恐惧比我在多蒂·费尔柴尔德头上看到那只扭动着身子并在她眼睛和紧身胸衣上方晃来晃去的蜈蚣时的恐惧还要严重一千倍。




I was interested in leprosy, and upon that, as upon every other island subject, Kersdale had encyclopedic knowledge. In fact, leprosy was one of his hobbies. He was an ardent defender of the settlement at Molokai, where all the island lepers were segregated. There was much talk and feeling among the natives, fanned by the demagogues, concerning the cruelties of Molokai, where men and women, not alone banished from friends and family, were compelled to live in perpetual imprisonment until they died. There were no reprieves, no commutations of sentences. "Abandon hope" was written over the portal of Molokai.

我对麻风病感兴趣，而克斯代尔在这个方面就像岛上任何其他的话题一样，有着渊博的知识。实际上，麻风病是他的爱好之一。他强烈支持到莫洛凯岛定居，岛上所有的麻风病人都被隔离到那里。在煽动者的煽动之下，当地人对此事有很多交流和感受，担心莫洛凯岛那里会很残酷。那里的男人和女人不仅被从亲朋好友身边赶走，还不得不被永生监禁直至死亡。那里没有死刑撤销令，也没有减刑。“放弃希望”几个字写在了莫洛凯岛的入口。




"I tell you they are happy there," Kersdale insisted. "And they are infinitely better off than their friends and relatives outside who have nothing the matter with them. The horrors of Molokai are all poppycock. I can take you through any hospital or any slum in any of the great cities of the world and show you a thousand times worse horrors. The living death! The creatures that once were men! Bosh! You ought to see those living deaths racing horses on the Fourth of July. Some of them own boats. One has a gasoline launch. They have nothing to do but have a good time. Food, shelter, clothes, medical attendance, everything, is theirs. They are the wards of the Territory. They have a much finer climate than Honolulu, and the scenery is magnificent. I shouldn't mind going down there myself for the rest of my days. It is a lovely spot.”

“我跟你说，他们在那里很快乐，”克斯代尔坚持这样认为，“他们的境况比他们那些不在莫洛凯岛的身体健康的亲朋好友要好得多。说莫洛凯岛恐怖的，全是在胡说八道。我可以带着你去看看世界上任何一个大城市中的任何一家医院或者贫民窟，那里要比莫洛凯岛令你恐怖一千倍。那些生不如死的人！那些曾经还是人类的生物！胡说！你应该看看那些活死人在七月四号赛马的情形。他们中有些人拥有船。有个人还有油汽艇。他们除了好好享受生活外就没有什么事情可做了。食物、住所、衣服、医务护理，他们什么都有。他们是这片领土的守护者。他们那里的气候比火奴鲁鲁的还要好，而且风景壮丽秀美。我并不介意去那里度过余生。那是一个好地方。”




So Kersdale on the joyous leper. He was not afraid of leprosy. He said so himself, and that there wasn't one chance in a million for him or any other white man to catch it, though he confessed afterward that one of his school chums, Alfred Starter, had contracted it, gone to Molokai, and there died.

所以克斯代尔认为那些麻风病人是快乐的。他不害怕麻风病。这是他自己说的，还说对于他或者任何一个白人来说患上麻风病的几率不到百万分之一，尽管他事后也承认他的一位老校友艾尔弗雷德·斯塔特感染了麻风病，去了莫洛凯岛，并死在了那里。




"You know, in the old days," Kersdale explained, "there was no certain test for leprosy. Anything unusual or abnormal was sufficient to send a fellow to Molokai. The result was that dozens were sent there who were no more lepers than you or I. But they don't make that mistake now. The Board of Health tests are infallible. The funny thing is that when the test was discovered they immediately went down to Molokai and applied it, and they found a number who were not lepers. These were immediately deported. Happy to get away? They wailed harder at leaving the settlement than when they left Honolulu to go to it. Some refused to leave, and really had to be forced out. One of them even married a leper woman in the last stages and then wrote pathetic letters to the Board of Health, protesting against his expulsion on the ground that no one was so well able as he to take care of his poor old wife.”

“你知道的，在以前，”克斯代尔解释道，“麻风病是没有确定的检测方法的。任何不寻常或者不正常的症状都足以使一个人被送到莫洛凯岛。这导致许多跟你我一样没得麻风病的人被送到了那里。但是现在他们不会犯这样的错误了。健康委员会的检测绝对可靠。有趣的是他们一发现这个检测方法就立即到莫洛凯岛应用它了，结果他们发现许多人并没有患麻风病。这些人被立即驱逐了。他们高兴离开吗？他们离开那个拓居地时比他们从火奴鲁鲁离开去岛上的时候哭得还厉害。有些人拒绝离开，但他们真的必须被赶走。其中有一个人最后甚至和一个患麻风病的女人结了婚，然后给健康委员会写了一封令人同情的信，抗议自己被驱逐出这片土地，因为没有人能像他一样把他可怜又年迈的妻子照顾得这么好了。”




"What is this infallible test?"I demanded.

“那个可靠的检验是什么啊？”我询问道。




"The bacteriological test. There is no getting away from it. Doctor Hervey—he's our expert, you know—was the first man to apply it here. He is a wizard. He knows more about leprosy than any living man, and if a cure is ever discovered, he'll be that discoverer. As for the test, it is very simple. They have succeeded in isolating the bacillus leprae and studying it. They know it now when they see it. All they do is to snip a bit of skin from the suspect and subject it to the bacteriological test. A man without any visible symptoms may be chock full of the leprosy bacilli.”

“是细菌检验。它就没有出错的时候。赫维医生——他是我们的专家，你知道的——是第一个把它应用到这里的人。他是一个奇才。他比任何一个活着的人都了解麻风病，如果有朝一日有人发现了医治的方法，那肯定就是他发现的。至于那个测验，那很简单。他们已经成功分离并研究了麻风病菌。现在他们见到它就能认出来。他们所做的就是从疑似病人身上剪下一小点皮肤，对其进行细菌检验。一个没有任何明显症状的人的身上可能满是麻风病菌。”




"Then you or I, for all we know," I suggested, "may be full of it now."

“我们都知道，此时的你和我，”我表示道，“可能现在满身都是麻风病菌呢。”




Kersdale shrugged his shoulders and laughed.

克斯代尔耸了耸肩，笑了。




"Who can say? It takes seven years for it to incubate. If you have any doubts go and see Doctor Hervey. He'll just snip out a piece of your skin and let you know in a jiffy.”

“谁说的好呢？麻风病要七年的时间才能逐渐形成。如果有任何疑问你可以去找赫维医生问一下。他只要剪下一点你的皮肤，马上就能让你知道答案。”




Later on he introduced me to Dr. Hervey, who loaded me down with Board of Health reports and pamphlets on the subject, and took me out to Kalihi, the Honolulu receiving station, where suspects were examined and confirmed lepers were held for deportation to Molokai. These deportations occurred about once a month, when, the last good-byes said, the lepers were marched on board the little steamer, the Noeau, and carried down to the settlement.

后来他把我介绍给了赫维医生，赫维医生给我看了一大堆健康委员会的报告和有关那个主题的小册子，还带我去了火奴鲁鲁的接收站卡利，疑似病人都在那里接受检查，而确诊的麻风病人被留下来驱逐到莫洛凯岛去。这样的驱逐大约每月一次，说完最后的再见之后，麻风病人被强行带到一艘叫诺伊厄号的小汽船上，被载到拓居地去。




One afternoon, writing letters at the club, Jack Kersdale dropped in on me.

一天下午，我正在俱乐部里写信，杰克·克斯代尔顺道来拜访我。




"Just the man I want to see," was his greeting. "I'll show you the saddest aspect of the whole situation—the lepers wailing as they depart for Molokai. The Noeau will be taking them on board in a few minutes. But let me warn you not to let your feelings be harrowed. Real as their grief is, they'd wail a whole sight harder a year hence if the Board of Health tried to take them away from Molokai. We've just time for a whiskey and soda. I've a carriage outside. It won't take us five minutes to get down to the wharf.”

“我正找你呢，”他对我打招呼道，“我让你看看整个事件中最令人痛心的一面——麻风病人离开这里去莫洛凯岛时都在大声痛哭。几分钟后他们就要登上诺伊厄号了。但是我要提醒你，不要觉得难过。他们真的是很悲伤，但一年以后如果健康委员会试图把他们从莫洛凯岛带走，他们会哭得更加厉害。我们的时间还够喝杯加苏打水的威士忌酒。我有一辆马车在外面。我们五分钟都用不了就能到码头了。”




To the wharf we drove. Some forty sad wretches, amid their mats, blankets, and luggage of various sorts, were squatting on the stringer piece. The Noeau had just arrived and was making fast to a lighter that lay between her and the wharf. A Mr. McVeigh, the superintendent of the settlement, was overseeing the embarkation, and to him I was introduced, also to Dr. Georges, one of the Board of Health physicians whom I had already met at Kalihi. The lepers were a woebegone lot. The faces of the majority were hideous—too horrible for me to describe. But here and there I noticed fairly good-looking persons, with no apparent signs of the fell disease upon them. One, I noticed, a little white girl, not more than twelve, with blue eyes and golden hair. One cheek, however, showed the leprous bloat. On my remarking on the sadness of her alien situation among the brown-skinned afflicted ones, Doctor Georges replied:—

我们的马车朝码头驶去。大约有四十来个悲伤的可怜虫，正蹲坐在纵桁上，周围都是他们的垫子、毛毯和各种行李。诺伊厄号刚到岸，正在码头和船之间绑上一个驳船。那块拓居地的负责人是一位叫麦克维的先生，他正监管着那些人搭船，克斯代尔把我介绍给他，还把我介绍给乔治斯医生，我在卡利的健康委员会曾经见过他。麻风病人都很愁眉苦脸的。大部分人的脸都很丑陋——可怕得让我难以形容。但到处都可以看见相当好看的人，他们身上没有明显的疾病降临的迹象。我注意到一个白人小女孩，不过十二岁，长着蓝色的眼睛和金黄的头发。然而，她的一侧脸颊却因麻风病而肿胀。我谈到，在一群棕色皮肤的麻风病人中间，这个小女孩是一个异类，这真是件悲哀的事，这时乔治斯医生回答道——




"Oh, I don't know. It's a happy day in her life. She comes from Kauai. Her father is a brute. And now that she has developed the disease she is going to join her mother at the settlement. Her mother was sent down three years ago—a very bad case.”

“哦，我不了解。在她的生命中今天是个值得高兴的日子。她来自考爱岛。她的爸爸是个没有人性的家伙。而既然她得了这个病，她就可以到拓居地和她的妈妈团聚了。她的妈妈三年前被送到那里——是一个很严重的病例。”




"You can't always tell from appearances," Mr. McVeigh explained. "That man there, that big chap, who looks the pink of condition, with nothing the matter with him, I happen to know has a perforating ulcer in his foot and another in his shoulder-blade. Then there are others—there, see that girl's hand, the one who is smoking the cigarette. See her twisted fingers. That's the anaesthetic form. It attacks the nerves. You could cut her fingers off with a dull knife, or rub them off on a nutmeg-grater, and she would not experience the slightest sensation.”

“你不能总是从表象上看，”麦克维先生解释道，“那边的那个人，那个高大的小伙子，他看起来身体状况很好，似乎没有什么病，但是我碰巧知道他脚上有一块穿透的溃疡，肩胛骨上也有一块。然后还有别的人——在那边，看到那个女孩的手了吧，就是正在抽烟的那个女孩。看到她扭曲的手指了吧。那是服麻醉剂的表现，已经侵害到神经了。你可以用一把钝刀把她的手指切掉，或用肉豆蔻磨碎器把它磨去，她不会有一丁点儿感觉。”




"Yes, but that fine-looking woman, there," I persisted; "surely, surely, there can't be anything the matter with her. She is too glorious and gorgeous altogether.”

“是啊，但是那个漂亮女人，在那边，”我执意问道，“她肯定没有问题吧，绝对是，绝对的。她是那么的美丽而迷人。”




"A sad case," Mr. McVeigh answered over his shoulder, already turning away to walk down the wharf with Kersdale.

“很不幸的一例。”麦克维转过头答道，他已经和克斯代尔一起转身离开，向码头走去了。




She was a beautiful woman, and she was pure Polynesian. From my meagre knowledge of the race and its types I could not but conclude that she had descended from old chief stock. She could not have been more than twenty-three or four. Her lines and proportions were magnificent, and she was just beginning to show the amplitude of the women of her race.

她是个漂亮的女人，而且是纯正的波利尼西亚人。以我对这个民族及其特征的粗略了解，我不得不推测出她是部落首领的后裔。她年龄不超过二十三或二十四岁。她的线条和比例都是那么完美，而且她才刚刚开始展现出她的民族的女人所具有的魅力。




"It was a blow to all of us," Dr. Georges volunteered. "She gave herself up voluntarily, too. No one suspected. But somehow she had contracted the disease. It broke us all up, I assure you. We've kept it out of the papers, though. Nobody but us and her family knows what has become of her. In fact, if you were to ask any man in Honolulu, he'd tell you it was his impression that she was somewhere in Europe. It was at her request that we've been so quiet about it. Poor girl, she has a lot of pride.”

“我们都为此感到震惊，”乔治斯医生主动说，“她也是自愿报上病情来的。没有人怀疑过她。但是她不知怎么感染了麻风病。我们大家都惊呆了，我向你保证。可是，我们没有把她记录在案。除了我们和她的家人，再没有人知道她发生了什么。实际上，如果你问火奴鲁鲁的任何一个人，他都会告诉你在他的印象中她去了欧洲的某个地方。是她请求我们对此事保密的。可怜的女孩，她的自尊心很强。”




"But who is she?"I asked. "Certainly, from the way you talk about her, she must be somebody."

“但是她是谁啊？”我问道，“当然，从你谈论她的方式来推断，她肯定是个人物。”




"Did you ever hear of Lucy Mokunui?" he asked.

“你听说过露西·莫库纽伊吗？”他问道。




"Lucy Mokunui?"I repeated, haunted by some familiar association. I shook my head. "It seems to me I've heard the name, but I've forgotten it.”

“露西·莫库纽伊？”我重复道，隐约中有些熟悉的记忆。我摇了摇头。“我好像听过这个名字，但是记不清了。”




"Never heard of Lucy Mokunui! The Hawaiian nightingale! I beg your pardon. Of course you are a malahini, {1} and could not be expected to know. Well, Lucy Mokunui was the best beloved of Honolulu—of all Hawaii, for that matter.”

“从没听说过露西·莫库纽伊！　那个夏威夷的夜莺！拜托。当然你是马拉海尼人，{1}也不指望你知道。好吧，露西·莫库纽伊以前在火奴鲁鲁深受喜爱——甚至整个夏威夷都喜爱她。”




"You say WAS," I interrupted.

“你是说以前深受喜爱。”我插嘴道。




"And I mean it. She is finished."He shrugged his shoulders pityingly. "A dozen haoles—I beg your pardon, white men—have lost their hearts to her at one time or another. And I'm not counting in the ruck. The dozen I refer to were haoles of position and prominence.”

“我就是那个意思。现在她完了。”他遗憾地耸了耸肩。“十几个外族白种人——不好意思，是白人——前前后后爱上了她。而且我还没有算上那些普通人。我提到的那些白人都是有地位有威望的。”




"She could have married the son of the Chief Justice if she'd wanted to. You think she's beautiful, eh? But you should hear her sing. Finest native woman singer in Hawaii Nei. Her throat is pure silver and melted sunshine. We adored her. She toured America first with the Royal Hawaiian Band. After that she made two more trips on her own—concert work.”

“如果她愿意的话，她本可以嫁给大法官的儿子。你觉得她很漂亮，是吧？但是你该听听她唱歌。她是夏威夷本土最好的女歌手。她的嗓音就像纯银，又像融化了的太阳光。我们都爱慕她。她第一次到美国巡回演出是和夏威夷皇家乐队一起去的。之后她又自己去了两次——都是演唱会的事。”




"Oh!"I cried. "I remember now. I heard her two years ago at the Boston Symphony. So that is she. I recognize her now."

“啊！”我惊叹道，“我现在想起来了。我两年前在波士顿交响乐会上听过她唱歌。这么说来那是她啊。我现在认出她了。”




I was oppressed by a heavy sadness. Life was a futile thing at best. A short two years and this magnificent creature, at the summit of her magnificent success, was one of the leper squad awaiting deportation to Molokai. Henley's lines came into my mind:—

我被一种沉重的悲伤感压迫着。人生充其量只是一场空。短短两年时间，就让这个处在巨大成功顶峰的尤物沦为了一个麻风病人，等待被驱逐到莫洛凯岛。亨利的诗句涌上我的心头——




"The poor old tramp explains his poor old ulcers;Life is, I think, a blunder and a shame."

“那可怜的老流浪汉解释着他那糟糕的持续很久的溃疡；生活，我认为，就是一个错误，一种耻辱。”




I recoiled from my own future. If this awful fate fell to Lucy Mokunui, what might my lot not be?—or anybody's lot? I was thoroughly aware that in life we are in the midst of death—but to be in the midst of living death, to die and not be dead, to be one of that draft of creatures that once were men, aye, and women, like Lucy Mokunui, the epitome of all Polynesian charms, an artist as well, and well beloved of men—. I am afraid I must have betrayed my perturbation, for Doctor Georges hastened to assure me that they were very happy down in the settlement.

想到自己的未来，我畏缩了。既然这样的厄运降临到露西·莫库纽伊的身上，那么我的命运如何不会不幸呢？别人的呢？我彻底明白了我们就生活在死亡之中——生活在将死以及未死的行尸走肉之中，也将成为那一群曾经为人的生物中的一员，例如露西·莫库纽伊，她曾是波利尼西亚人魅力的典范，也曾是一个艺术家，深受人们的喜爱。我恐怕自己一定是流露出了不安的情绪，所以乔治斯医生才赶紧向我保证他们在拓居地都非常开心。




It was all too inconceivably monstrous. I could not bear to look at her. A short distance away, behind a stretched rope guarded by a policeman, were the lepers' relatives and friends. They were not allowed to come near. There were no last embraces, no kisses of farewell. They called back and forth to one another—last messages, last words of love, last reiterated instructions. And those behind the rope looked with terrible intensity. It was the last time they would behold the faces of their loved ones, for they were the living dead, being carted away in the funeral ship to the graveyard of Molokai.

这太荒谬了，令人难以相信。我都不忍看她。一小段距离之外，一个警察守卫在一条拉紧的绳索边，麻风病人们的亲戚朋友站在绳索后面。他们不允许靠近。没有最后的拥抱，也没有吻别。他们来回呼唤着彼此——这是最后的讯息，是最后表达爱的话语，也是最后反复的叮嘱。绳索后面的人们都全神贯注地看着。这是他们最后一次见到他们所爱的人了，因为那些人是活死人，要被送葬的船带往他们的墓地莫洛凯岛去。




Doctor Georges gave the command, and the unhappy wretches dragged themselves to their feet and under their burdens of luggage began to stagger across the lighter and aboard the steamer. It was the funeral procession. At once the wailing started from those behind the rope. It was blood-curdling; it was heart-rending. I never heard such woe, and I hope never to again. Kersdale and McVeigh were still at the other end of the wharf, talking earnestly—politics, of course, for both were head-over-heels in that particular game. When Lucy Mokunui passed me, I stole a look at her. She WAS beautiful. She was beautiful by our standards, as well—one of those rare blossoms that occur but once in generations. And she, of all women, was doomed to Molokai. She straight on board, and aft on the open deck where the lepers huddled by the rail, wailing now, to their dear ones on shore.

乔治斯医生一声令下，那些悲伤的可怜人费劲地站起身来背起沉重的行李蹒跚着走过驳船登上汽船。那是送葬的队伍。顷刻间绳索后面的人们开始痛哭。那哭声令人毛骨悚然，令人心碎。我从没有听过这样的哀号，但愿以后也不会再听到了。克斯代尔和麦克维仍然在码头的另一头，他们郑重其事地聊着——当然，谈的是政治，因为他们两个都极其迷恋这个特别的游戏。当露西·莫库纽伊从我身边走过的时候，我偷偷看了她一眼。她过去真的很漂亮。按照我们的标准，她很漂亮，而且——她是几代人里才能出现一朵的那种奇葩。而在所有女人当中，竟是她注定要去莫洛凯岛。她径直走上船，走到船尾的空甲板上，麻风病人们聚集在栏杆处，正在朝着他们岸上的至亲大声痛哭。




The lines were cast off, and the Noeau began to move away from the wharf. The wailing increased. Such grief and despair! I was just resolving that never again would I be a witness to the sailing of the Noeau, when McVeigh and Kersdale returned. The latter's eyes were sparkling, and his lips could not quite hide the smile of delight that was his. Evidently the politics they had talked had been satisfactory. The rope had been flung aside, and the lamenting relatives now crowded the stringer piece on either side of us.

绳索被解开，诺伊厄号开始驶离码头。哭声渐大，如此悲痛和绝望！我正下定决心再也不要亲眼目睹诺伊厄号启航，这时麦克维和克斯代尔回来了。克斯代尔的眼睛闪着光，嘴上也掩不住愉快的微笑。显然他们对刚才所谈论的政治话题很满意。绳索被扔到一边，悲伤的亲人们现在都聚集到我们两旁的纵桁边上。




"That's her mother," Doctor Georges whispered, indicating an old woman next to me, who was rocking back and forth and gazing at the steamer rail out of tear-blinded eyes. I noticed that Lucy Mokunui was also wailing. She stopped abruptly and gazed at Kersdale. Then she stretched forth her arms in that adorable, sensuous way that Olga Nethersole has of embracing an audience. And with arms outspread, she cried:

“那是她的母亲。”乔治斯医生指着站在我旁边的一个老妇人轻声说道，她来回轻轻摇晃着，并注视着汽船，直到她那被泪水模糊的双眼再也看不到那船。我注意到露西·莫库纽伊也在痛哭。她突然停住哭泣，注视着克斯代尔。然后她用一种可爱又优美的方式伸出双臂，奥尔佳·内瑟索尔就是用这种方式拥抱观众的。她张开双臂，喊道：




"Good-bye, Jack! Good-bye!”

“再见了，杰克！再见！”




He heard the cry, and looked. Never was a man overtaken by more crushing fear. He reeled on the stringer piece, his face went white to the roots of his hair, and he seemed to shrink and wither away inside his clothes. He threw up his hands and groaned, "My God! My God!"Then he controlled himself by a great effort.

他听到了呼喊声，看了看。从来没有人遭遇过比这更具毁灭性的恐惧。他在纵桁上站不稳，脸色变得煞白，一直白到头发根，他就像在衣服里萎缩干枯了一样。他举起双手呻吟道：“我的天啊！我的天啊！”然后他使了很大的力气控制住了自己。




"Good-bye, Lucy! Good-bye!" he called.

“再见了，露西！再见！”他喊道。




And he stood there on the wharf, waving his hands to her till the Noeau was clear away and the faces lining her after-rail were vague and indistinct.

他站在码头那里，一直朝她挥着手直到诺伊厄号完全消失，在她身后的栏杆旁排列着的人们的脸庞变得模糊不清。




"I thought you knew," said McVeigh, who had been regarding him curiously. "You, of all men, should have known. I thought that was why you were here."

“我以为你知道呢，”麦克维说道，他一直好奇地注视着克斯代尔。“所有人中，你应该知道的啊。我以为你是因为这个才来的呢。”




"I know now," Kersdale answered with immense gravity. "Where's the carriage?”

“我现在才知道，”克斯代尔十分严肃地说，“马车在哪里？”




He walked rapidly—half-ran—to it. I had to half-run myself to keep up with him.

他很快地——小跑着——朝它走去。我自己也必须小跑着才能赶得上他。




"Drive to Doctor Hervey's," he told the driver. "Drive as fast as you can."

“到赫维医生那里去，”他告诉马夫道，“能开多快就开多快。”




He sank down in a seat, panting and gasping. The pallor of his face had increased. His lips were compressed and the sweat was standing out on his forehead and upper lip. He seemed in some horrible agony.

他瘫坐在座位上，气喘吁吁。他的脸色更加苍白了。他的双唇紧闭，额头和上嘴唇上都渗出了汗。他好像处在某种可怕的痛苦中。




"For God's sake, Martin, make those horses go!" he broke out suddenly. "Lay the whip into them!—do you hear?—lay the whip into them!”

“看在上帝的份上，马丁，让那些马快点跑！”他突然叫道，“用鞭子抽它们！你听见了吗？用鞭子抽它们！”




"They'll break, sir," the driver remonstrated.

“它们会累坏的，先生。”马车夫抗议道。




"Let them break," Kersdale answered. "I'll pay your fine and square you with the police. Put it to them. That's right. Faster! Faster!”

“那就让它们累坏吧，”克斯代尔回答道，“我会好好赏你并且给你付罚款。鞭打它们吧。那就对了。再快点！再快点！”




"And I never knew, I never knew," he muttered, sinking back in the seat and with trembling hands wiping the sweat away.

“我以前竟不知道，从不知道。”他嘀咕着，跌坐回座位上，用颤抖的双手擦去汗珠。




The carriage was bouncing, swaying and lurching around corners at such a wild pace as to make conversation impossible. Besides, there was nothing to say. But I could hear him muttering over and over, "And I never knew. I never knew."

马车在急转弯处颠簸起伏，摇摇晃晃而且东倒西歪，速度飞快，让人都不能交谈了。再说了，也没有什么可说的。但是我可以听到他一遍一遍地嘀咕道，“我以前竟不知道。我以前竟不知道。”
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