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第一卷 生命的秘密The Secret Of Life

穷其一生，我们也难以解开生命的秘密。事实上，生命的秘密就在每一个人的手里。珍惜每一分、每一秒、不让时光虚度，以有限的生命追求无限的美好理想。生命的秘密——就是追求的过程。


The Secret Of Life生命的秘密

As the Lord God was creating the world he called upon his archangels. The Lord asked his archangels to help him decide where to put the Secret of Life.

"Bury it in the ground," one angel replied.

"Put it on the bottom of the sea," said another.

"Hide it in the mountains," another suggested.

The Lord replied, "If I see to do any of those, only a few will find the Secret of Life. The Secret of Life must be accessible to EVERY-ONE!"

One angel replied, "I know: put it in each man's heart. Nobody will think to look there."

"Yes!" said the Lord. "Within each one's heart."

And so it was——The SECRET OF LIFE lies within all of us.

上帝创造世界的时候召来了他的天使长们，请他们帮助决定应该把生命的秘密放在哪里。

“把它埋在地下。”一个天使答道。


“把它放到海底。”另一个说道。

“把它藏在山里。”又一个天使建议。

上帝回答说：“如果我照你们说的方法做的话，那么这个世界上只有一小部分人能找到它。而我希望每个人都有可能找到生命的秘密！”

一个天使答道：“我知道了，把它放在每个人的心里。没有哪个人会想到它被放在那儿。”

“对啊！”上帝非常赞同，“放在每个人的心里。”

于是真的——生命的秘密就在我们每个人的心里。


Joy In The Journey生命重在过程

If you have ever been discouraged because of failure, please read on.

For often, achieving what you set out to do is not the important thing. Let me explain.

Two brothers decided to dig a deep hole behind their house. As they were working, a couple of older boys stopped by to watch.

"What are you doing?" asked one of the visitors.

"We plan to dig a hole all the way through the earth!" one of the brothers volunteered excitedly.

The older boys began to laugh, telling the younger ones that digging a hole all the way through the earth was impossible.

After a long silence, one of the diggers picked up a jar full of spiders, worms and a wide assortment of insects. He removed the lid and showed the wonderful contents to the scoffing visitors.

Then he said quietly and confidently, "Even if we don't dig all the way through the earth, look what we found along the way!"


Their goal was far too ambitious, but it did cause them to dig. And that is what a goal is for-to cause us to move in the direction we have chosen; in other words, to set us to digging!

如果你曾因失败沮丧过，请继续读下去。

完成你经常开始要做的事可不是大事，让我娓娓道来。

有兄弟俩人决定在他们房子后面挖一个深洞。就在他们不停挖洞时，几个年龄大点的男孩在附近停下来观看。

“你们在做什么？”其中一个问道。

“我们计划挖一个洞，一直穿过地球到达另一端！”兄弟俩中的一个兴奋地抢先说道。

这些大男孩开始大笑，告诉这两个兄弟挖洞穿过地球是不可能的。

长长的沉寂之后，其中一个挖掘者从洞里拿出一个装满蜘蛛、蠕虫和各种各样昆虫的罐子，他打开盖子把这些奇妙的东西展示给那些嘲讽者看。

然后他平静而又自信地说：“即使我们挖不到地球另一端，但看看我们途中发现的东西！”

他们的目标是太过于雄心勃勃了，但确实鼓励他们去做了。而这就是目标之所在——使我们朝着我们所选择的方向前进，换句话说，就是让我们去挖掘！


But not every goal will be fully achieved. Not every job will end successfully. Not every relationship will endure. Not every hope will come to pass. Not every love will last. Not every endeavor will be completed. Not every dream will be realized.

But when you fall short of your aim, perhaps you can say,"Yes, but look at what I found along the way! Look at the wonderful things which have come into my life because I tried to do something!"

It is in the digging that life is lived. And I believe it is joy in the journey, in the end, that truly matters.

但不是每一个目标都会完全实现，也不是每一样工作都能够最终成功；不是每一种关系都能够持久，也不是每一丝希望都能够达成；不是每一次爱都能够天长地久，不是每一次努力都会硕果累累，也不是每一个梦想都能够实现。

但当你没有达到目标时，也许你可以说：“是的，但看看我们途中所发现的东西！看看这些因为我尽力去做而走进我生活的美妙东西！”

生命正是在挖掘的过程中才具有活力。而且我相信到最后真正要紧的还是过程中的乐趣。


Focus On The Joy为快乐而做

It's the Holiday Season—a new year is just around the corner! I'll bet you're already thinking about how you'd like next year to be a little different than the last, right?

But instead of thinking of performance, and efficiency, and control, I'd like you to take this opportunity to think about how many things in your daily life that you do "just for the joy of it"?

What I'm talking about here is value-based happiness (as opposed to temporary happiness).

又到假期了——新的一年就要来临了！我相信你一定考虑了来年如何比今年多些变化，对否？

不过，你不要考虑什么业绩、效率以及管理，我建议你趁此机会想一想，在日常生活中有多少事情你是“为了快乐才去做”的呢？

我在这儿所谈的是基于价值的幸福（与暂时的幸福相反）。


Value-based happiness refers to the general feeling of well being that you experience when you are doing what you perceive to be meaningful—when it's something that's important to you.

When you love what you do, you naturally become more efficient. When you do things for the joy of It, you'll rise above problems, and move easier through life.

Value-based happiness is a by product from living a life Focused on the Joy. It is the by product of doing things not for what you get in return, not because you "should" or "haveto", but because you want to, because they are a part of your highest goals, and what you value.

Value-based happiness comes from looking at things with your heart, not just your eyes.

You create value-based happiness by Focusing on the Joy of life, instead of constantly looking for the next new thing that might make you feel better about yourself, about your life.

So how do you Focus on the Joy?

Throw out your ideas about control, effectiveness, and goals. (Yes, they are important, but let's just try something different, ok?)

Instead—

Focus on Learning. Instead of making a goal to achieve more in your job, decide instead to read and learn how to do one new thing each week.

Focus on Time. Schedule your time to include what's important to you, like reading time, or exercise time, or family time, or learning time.


Focus on the Why. Instead of just forcing yourself to mop the kitchen floor, tap into the higher goal that mopping the kitchen floor supports (having a clean and healthy home).

基于价值的幸福是指，当你做自己认为有意义的事情时——在你看来很重要的事情——所体验到的普遍幸福感。

如果你喜欢自己做的事情，你自然会干得更有效率。如果你从所做的事情中得到快乐，你就会超越于问题，使生活变得更加容易。

基于价值的幸福是为了快乐而生活所带来的出乎意料的结果，是你做事情不图回报的结果。不是因为你“应该做”或者“必须做”，而是因为你想做，因为它们是你的最高目标的一部分，你珍惜它。

基于价值的幸福来自你看待事物的心灵，而不仅来自你的眼睛。

你通过注重生活的快乐而创造了基于价值的幸福，而不是总在寻找下一个能使自己或者你的生活感觉更好的目标。

那么，如何注重生活中的欢乐呢？

把你的有关管理、效率和目标等观念统统抛到一边。（它们的确重要，不过，让我们尝试一下别的，好吗？）

相反——

注重学习。不要为自己的工作定一个目标，以取得更多的成绩，而是下决心每周读书或者学会做一件新的事情。

注重时间。把一些重要的事情安排到你的日程中，例如读书时间、锻炼时间、与家人团聚的时间，或者学习时间。

注重原因。不要强迫自己去拖厨房的地板，选择更高的目标（拥有一个清洁健康的家庭）。


How does that feel? Not bad, huh! If you focus on the pleasure that a desire gives you, you'll find it easier to put in the work that it takes. (One author gives the example of giving blood—while the experience itself may be less than pleasant, the joy comes in knowing "why" you're doing it).

And I absolutely guarantee that you will achieve more, maintain your efforts, and have a much better journey along the way.

Over the next 12 months, instead of focusing on the effort, FOCUS ON THE JOY. Focus on the people and things that are most important to you. Focus on the pleasure you get out of moving towards your goals. Focus on the process of creating something, not what results you expect.

Invest in yourself more than you ever thought was allowed. Not only will you reap rewards, but those around you will benefit more than you ever believed.

你觉得怎么样？不错吧？哈哈！如果你注重自己所期望的欢乐，你会发现深入工作中很容易。（一位作家举了献血的例子——体验本身可能不是那么有趣，快乐源于清楚自己这么做的原因）。

我绝对敢保证你会得到更多，继续努力，你会拥有更好的经历。

来年的12个月，不要只注重苦干了，要注重欢乐。注重对你来说最重要的人和事物。注重你在取得目标的过程中所得到的欢乐。注重创造事物的过程，而不是你期望得到的结果。

赋予自己比所期望的更多，不但你能收到回报，而且超出你的想象，连你周围的人也会受益。


Four Seasons Of A Tree树木的四季

Don't judge a life by one difficult season.

There was a man who had four sons. He wanted his sons to learn to not judge things too quickly. So he sent them each on a quest, in turn, to go and look at a pear tree that was a great distance away.

The first son went in the winter, the second in the spring, the third in summer, and the youngest son in the fall.

When they had all gone and come back, he called them together to describe what they had seen.

不要只在某人某段艰难的岁月里去判断他的一生。

从前，一个父亲有4个儿子。他希望儿子们能学会凡事勿匆下结论，于是轮番派遣他们到很远的地方去寻一棵梨树。

大儿子是冬天去的，二儿子春天启程，老三去时已是炎热的夏季，老么于金秋时节踏上了征程。

待他们全都寻树归来以后，父亲把他们叫到一起，听他们各自描述自己的所见。


The first son said that the tree was ugly, bent, and twisted. The second son said no - it was covered with green buds and full of promise.

The third son disagreed, he said it was laden with blossoms that smelled so sweet and looked so beautiful, it was the most graceful thing he had ever seen.

The last son disagreed with all of them; he said it was ripe and drooping with fruit, full of life and fulfillment.

The man then explained to his sons that they were all right, because they had each seen but one season in the tree's life.

He told them that you cannot judge a tree, or a person, by only one season, and that the essence of who they are - and the pleasure, joy, and love that come from that life - can only be measured at the end, when all the seasons are up.

If you give up when it's winter, you will miss the promise of your spring, the beauty of your summer, fulfillment of your fall. Don't let the pain of one season destroy the joy of all the rest.

大儿子数落说大树枝弯干斜，很难看。二儿子连忙否认，说树上发满嫩绿的新芽，生机盎然。

老三不同意了，树上明明开满鲜花，吐露芬芳，漂亮极了。

他们的说法实在让老么哑然，枝头上坠满的难道不是累累果实，在彰显生机与收获吗？

父亲解释说，儿子们的说法都没错，因为他们看到的是大树一年四个季节里的不同情景。


他告诉儿子们说，不能以一季来判断树，更不能以一时来判断人，因为人之本质——源自他们喜、乐、爱的根本——只有在其生之了结时，才可盖棺论定。

倘若你在冬季就已放弃，那无疑会错过春季的生机、夏季的美丽和秋季的收益。勿为一季的痛苦而破坏了所有的欢乐。


Nothing To Sell And Nothing To Buy不卖也不买

It has been said that everyone lives by selling something. In the light of this statement, teachers live by selling knowledge, philosophers by selling wisdom and priests by selling spiritual comfort. Though it may be possible to measure the value of material good in terms of money, it is extremely difficult to estimate the true value of the services which people perform for us. There are times when we would willingly give everything we possess to save our lives, yet we might grudge paying a surgeon a high fee for offering us precisely this service. The conditions of society are such that skills have to be paid for in the same way that goods are paid for at a shop. Everyone has something to sell.

Tramps seem to be the only exception to this general rule. Beggars almost sell themselves as human being to arouse the pity of passers-by. But real tramps are not beggars. They have nothing to sell and require nothing from others. In seeking independence, they do not sacrifice their human dignity.


据说每个人都靠出售某种东西来维持生活。根据这种说法，教师靠卖知识为生，哲学家靠卖智慧为生，牧师靠卖精神安慰为生。虽然物质产品的价值可以用金钱来衡量，但要估算别人为我们所提供的服务的价值却是极其困难的。有时，我们为了挽救生命，愿意付出我们所占有的一切。但就在外科大夫给我们提供了这种服务后，我们却可能为所支付的昂贵的费用而抱怨。社会上的情况就是如此，技术是必须付钱去买的，就像在商店里要花钱买商品一样。人人都有东西可以出售。

在这条普遍的规律前面，好像只有流浪汉是个例外，乞丐出售的几乎是他本人，以引起过路人的怜悯。但真正的流浪汉并不是乞丐。他们既不出售任何东西，也不需要从别人那儿得到任何东西，在追求独立自由的同时，他们并不牺牲为人的尊严。


A tramp may ask you for money, but he will never ask you to feel sorry for him. He has deliberately chosen to lead the life he leads and is fully aware of the consequences. He may never be sure where the next meal is coming from, but his is free from the thousands of anxieties which afflict other people. His few material possessions make it possible for him to move from place to place with ease. By having to sleep in the open, he gets far closer to the world of nature than most of us ever do. He may hunt, beg, or stead occasionally to keep himself alive; he may even, in times of real need, do a little work; but he will never sacrifice his freedom. We often speak of my even, in times of real need, do a little work; but he will never sacrifice his freedom. We often speak of tramps with contempt and put them in the same class as beggars, but how many of us can honestly say that we have not felt a little envious of their simple way of life and their freedom from care?

游浪汉可能会向你讨钱，但他从来不要你可怜他。他是故意在选择过那种生活的，并完全清楚以这种方式生活的后果。他可能从不知道下顿饭有无着落，但他不像有人那样被千万桩愁事所折磨。他几乎没有什么财产，这使他能够轻松自如地在各地奔波。由于被迫在露天睡觉，他比我们中许多人都离大自然近得多。为了生存，他可能会去打猎、乞讨，偶尔偷上一两回；确实需要的时候，他甚至可能干一点儿活，但他决不会牺牲自由。说起流浪汉，我们常常带有轻蔑并把他们与乞丐归为一类。但是，我们中有多少人能够坦率地说我们对流浪汉的简朴生活与无忧无虑的境况不感到有些羡慕呢？


Never Give Up Hope永不放弃希望

Life doesn't always give us the joys we want. We don't always get our hopes and dreams, and we don't always get our own way. But don't give up hope, because you can make a difference one situation and one person at a time.

Look for the beauty around you--in nature, in others, in yourself--and believe in the love of friends, family, and humankind. You can find love in a smile or a helping hand, in a thoughtful gesture or a kind word. It is all around, if you just look for it.

生活并非总是如你所愿。希望有时会落空，梦想有时会破灭，我们不能一切随心所愿。但别放弃希望，因为事物并非一成不变；不同时间，不同场合，你会呈现不同的面貌。

处处留心你身边的美丽：自然中的美，他人的美，你自己的美。请相信，美来自朋友、家庭乃至全人类的融融爱意。一个微笑，一双援助之手，一个关心的举止，一句友善的话语，无不传达着爱。如果你有心去寻找，爱无所不在。


Give love, for in giving it you will find the power in life along with the joy, happiness, patience and understanding. Believe in the goodness of others and remember that anger and depression can be countered by love and hope. Even when you feel as though there isn't a lot you can do to change unhappiness or problems, you can always do a little--and a little at a time eventually makes a big difference.

Hope is always available to us. When we feel defeated, we need only take a deep breath and say, "Yes," and hope will reappear.

奉献爱心吧，从中你会发现生活的力量，感受生活带来的幸福快乐，学会忍耐和理解。相信人性本善。记住，爱心和希望能化解一切愤怒和沮丧。哪怕生活中挥之不去的不快和困难将你重重包围，让你力不从心，但你仍可以尽力而为。累积点滴努力，最终你将扭转乾坤。

希望一直就在我们身边。当我们遇到挫折时，请深呼一口气并对自己说：“我可以做到！”希望就会重现。


Happiness May Be Just A Phone Call幸福只是打一个电话

The telephone rang and I reached to answer it.

"Hi, Steve," said the voice on the other end. "I just wanted to see how you're getting along."

I had not heard from my old friend for many months. It was good to talk to him. I wondered why hadn't we kept in touch better.

Toward the end of the conversation, he said, "If you need me in any way, I'll be happy to help out." And he meant it！

电话铃响了，我伸手去接。

“嗨，史蒂夫，”电话那头有个声音说。“我只是想看看你过得怎么样。”

我已经有好几个月没有收到老朋友的消息了。跟他说话的感觉真好。我不知道我们为什么没有经常联系。

谈话快结束的时候，他说：“只要你需要我，我都会很高兴地伸出援手的。”他是真心诚意的。


That call came at just the right time, as they so often do. I needed those words of encouragement. I hung up the phone, feeling a satisfying lump1 of warmth in my chest.

And that day I relearned something important about life: life is primarily about people—not plans and schedules, not todo lists and a million tasks left undone—it's about people.

To love and to know that we are loved is the greatest happiness of existence. And happiness seems to be something that is in short supply for too many of us! My friend reminded me that it is never enough just to love; we must also express it. What good are our affectionate feelings toward others if we don't find ways to let them know?

George William Childs put it like this: "Do not keep the alabaster box of your love and friendship sealed up until your friends are dead. Fill their lives with sweetness. Speak approving, cheering words while their ears can hear them and while their hearts can be thrilled and made happier. The kind things you mean to say when they are gone, say before they go."

Happiness may be just a phone call.

像往常一样，那个电话来得正是时候。我需要那些鼓励的话语。我挂上电话，心里热乎乎的，觉得很满足。

那天，我重新认识了生活中某些重要的东西：生活首先是关于人的——不是计划，也不是进度，不是要做的事情清单以及待做的无数的任务——它是关于人的。

去爱、知道自己被爱着是存在的最伟大的幸福。幸福似乎就是供不应求的某种东西！我的朋友提醒我，光有爱是绝对不够的。我们还
 得表达出来。如果没有办法让他们知道，那么我们对他们怀有一腔爱意又有什么用呢？

乔治·威廉·蔡尔德曾这样形容道：“如果你爱你的朋友们，就勇敢地说出来，不要在他们离开你的时候才后悔你曾经吝惜过你的爱和友谊。让他们的生活因有你的爱而变得甜蜜。在他们欢欣雀跃时，说出你的赞扬和鼓励，不要等友人离去时才追悔莫及。”

幸福——也许只是打一个电话。


Hold More Merciful Than Angry仁慈比恼怒更持久

I had always wanted to settle down in my hometown. A house became available across the street from my childhood home, but I was apprehensive about the realtor, our former neighbor, Mrs Knight.

My brother, Guy, and I could never contain our baseball playing to our own property. But we were careful to stay clear of Mrs Knight's yard. Her husband had suffered several strokes and whenever he fell out of his wheelchair or bed, Mrs Knight called us over to help her lift him. Besides that, she kept to herself, and her gardening.

One day Guy threw my brand-new baseball right in Mrs Knight’s flowers! I tiptoed into her yard only to have her burst onto the porch. "What are you doing?" she demanded. I mumbled something, turned tail and ran.

My guilt came back to me while Mrs Knight showed me the house for sale. Afterward, she invited me over for lemonade. I politely obliged, hoping she wouldn't reminisce about the
 time I ruined her flowers.

In her kitchen, she opened a drawer and pulled out an aged baseball. "I found this in my flower bed years ago," she said,"When I needed strength I looked at it and remembered the boys who had always been there for my husband and me." She tossed me the ball，"I always know what a comfort you were."

I keep that ball on my bookshelf. And it is a reminder that kindness outlives.

我一直想在家乡安居。在我儿时的家所在街道的对面有一所房子正在转让，但我害怕房主——我们以前的邻居，奈特夫人。

我和哥哥盖伊打棒球从来不可能不超出我们自己家的小院，但我们很小心地不让球侵入奈特夫人家的院子。她丈夫中风好几次了，不管什么时候，只要他从轮椅或者从床上跌下来，奈特夫人都会喊我们过去帮她扶起他。除此之外，其他事情她都自己做，包括打理花园。

一天，盖伊将我那个崭新的棒球不偏不倚正好扔到奈特夫人的花丛里去了！我蹑手蹑脚地走进她家院子，但还是被她发现了。她冲到走廊上，问道：“你在干什么？”我嘟哝着转身而逃。

当奈特夫人带我看待售的房子时，内疚感又涌上心头。后来，她邀请我过去喝柠檬水。我礼貌地去了，心里暗暗地希望她不会想起我毁坏她花草的事。

在她家的厨房里，她打开一个抽屉，拿出一个陈旧的棒球。“这是我多年前在花床里找到的，”她说，“当我需要力量时，我就看看它，想想那两个总是过来帮我和我丈夫的小男孩。”她把棒球扔给我，“我一直知道你们俩是多么令人安慰。”

我把那个棒球放在书架上。它让我记得仁慈比恼怒更持久。


A Cab Traveling计程车之行

Twenty years ago, I drove a cab for a living. It was a cowboy's life, a life for someone who wanted no boss. Because I drove at night, my cab became a moving confessional. Passengers climbed in, sat behind me and told me about their lives, though I didn't know their names at all. I met people whose lives amazed me, ennobled me, made me laugh and weep. But none touched me more than a woman I picked up late one August night.

I was responding to a call from a small brick house in a quiet part of town. I thought I was being sent to pick up some partiers, or someone who had just had a fight with a lover, or a worker heading to an early shift at some factory for the industrial part of town. When I arrived at 2:30 a.m., the building was dark except for a single light in a ground floor window.

Under such circumstances, many drivers would just honk once or twice, wait a minute, then drive away. But I had seen too many poor people. They depended on taxis as their only means of transportation. Unless a situation smelled of danger, I
 always went to the door. This passenger might be someone who needs my help, I reasoned to myself. So I walked to the door and knocked.

二十年前，我以开出租车为生。那是种牛仔式的生活，是不想有老板管的人过的生活。因为我是晚上开车，我的车就成了移动的忏悔室。乘客坐上来，坐在我后面，跟我说着他们的生活，虽然我压根不知道他们是谁。在我遇到的这些人中，有些人的生活让我觉得惊奇，有的让我心生敬意，有的让我笑，有的让我哭。但最打动我的是一个在8月的深夜里坐我车的老太太。

那天，有人从镇上僻静地区的一座砖房预约了我的车。我想应该是一些开派对的人，或是哪个跟爱人吵了一架的人，或是去镇上工业区的工厂轮早班的工人叫我去接他们。当我夜里2点半到达那里时，房子是漆黑的，只有一楼的窗户那儿亮着一盏灯。

在这种情形下，很多司机只是远远地鸣两声喇叭，等上一小会儿，如果没人答应就把车开走了。但我见过很多穷人，出租车是他们惟一可依赖的交通工具。除非我觉得危险，我总是走到门前。乘客也许需要我的帮助，我这样说服自己。于是我向房子走去，敲了敲门。


"Just a minute," answered a weak, elderly voice. I could hear something being dragged across the floor. After a long pause, the door opened. A small woman in her 80s stood before me. She was wearing a print dress and a hat with a veil, like somebody out of a 1940s movie. By her side was a small nylon suitcase. The house looked as if no one had lived in it for years. All the furniture was covered with sheets. There were even no clocks on the walls. In the corner was a box filled with photos and glassware.

"Would you carry my bag out to the car?" she said. I took the suitcase to the cab, and then returned to help the woman. She took my arm and we walked slowly toward the curb. She kept thanking me for my kindness."It's nothing," I told her."I just try to treat my passengers the way I would want my mother treated".

"Oh, you're such good boy," she said. When we got in the cab, she gave me an address, and then asked,“Can you drive through downtown?"

"It's not the shortest way," I answered quickly. "Oh, I don't mind," she said. "I'm in no hurry. I'm on my way to a hospice." I looked in the rearview mirror. Her eyes were glistening. "I don't have any family left," she continued. "The doctor says I don't have very long."

I quietly reached over and shut off the meter. "What route would you like me to take?" I asked. For the next two hours, we drove through the city. She showed me the building where she had once worked as an elevator operator. We drove through the neighborhood where she and her husband had lived when
 they were newlyweds. She had me pull up in front of a furniture factory that had once been a ballroom where she had gone dancing as a girl. Sometimes she'd ask me to slow in front of a particular building or corner and would sit staring into the darkness, saying nothing.

“等一会儿，”一个年老的、虚弱的声音回答道。我听见什么东西在地板上拖着走。等了好长一会儿，门开了。一个瘦小的80多岁的老太太站在我面前。她穿着印花裙子，戴着有面纱的帽子，就像是某个从20世纪40年代的电影中走出来的人物。她身边是一个尼龙的手提包。这个房子像很多年没人住过一样。所有的家具都被被单罩着。墙上连个钟都没有，角落的箱子里装满了照片和玻璃器皿。

“可以帮我把包提到车上吗？”她说。我把手提包提到出租车上，接着回去帮她。她搭着我的手，我们慢慢地走向街边。她不停地感谢我的好心。“没什么，”我告诉她，“我希望我母亲得到怎样的待遇，我就怎样对待我的乘客。”

“噢，你真是个好孩子，”她说。我们坐进车里，她给了我一个地址，接着问，“你能从市区里走吗？”

“这不是最近的路，”我迅速回答道。“哦，我不介意，”她说，“我不着急，我这是去救济院。”我从后视镜中看过去，她眼中闪着泪光。“我没有任何家人，”她继续说，“医生说我的日子不长了。”

我静静地伸出手，把里程表关了。“你想走哪条路线？”我问。在下面的两个钟头里，我们开着车穿过城市。她指给我看她曾做电梯操作员的那座大楼。我们穿过她和她丈夫新婚时住的地方。她让我在一个家具厂门前停下，那曾是个舞厅，她年轻时在那儿跳过舞。有时她会让我在某个特别的建筑或角落那儿减速，她坐在黑暗中，凝视着它们，一语不发。


As the sun was rising from the horizon, she suddenly said,"I'm tired. Let's go now." We drove in silence to the address she had given me. It was a low building, with a driveway that passed under a portico. Two men came out to the cab as soon as we stopped. They were eager and intent, watching her every move. They must have been expecting her. I opened the trunk and took the small suitcase to the door. The woman was already seated in a wheelchair.

"How much do I owe you?" she asked, reaching into her purse.

"Nothing," I said.

"You have to make a living," she answered.

"There are other passengers," I responded. Almost without thinking, I bent and gave her a hug. She held onto me tightly.

"You gave an old woman a little moment of joy," she said."Thank you." I held her hand, and then walked into the dim morning light. Behind me, a door shut. It was the sound of the closing of a life. I didn't pick up any more passengers that shift. I drove aimlessly, lost in thought.

For the rest of that day, I could hardly talk. What if that woman had gotten an angry driver, or one who was impatient? What if I had refused to take the run, or had honked once, then driven away? On a quick review, I don't think that I have done anything more important in my life.

当太阳从地平线上升起时，她突然说，“我累了，我们走吧。”我们静静地向她给的地址开去。那是个低矮的楼房，它的车道是从门廊
 下面穿过去的。我们刚停下来，有两个人向车走来。他们急切而热心地看着她走过每一步。他们一定在等她。我打开后备箱，把小包拿到门那儿，老太太已经坐在轮椅上了。

“我该给你多少钱？”她问，伸手去拿她的钱包。

“不要钱，”我回答。

“你得生活，”她说。

“还有其他的乘客，”我答道。我不假思索地弯下身子和她拥抱。她紧紧地抱着我。

“你让一个老太婆有了片刻的快乐，”她说，“谢谢！”我握了握她的手，接着向那清晨微弱的阳光中走去。在我的身后，一扇门关上了。这是一个生命被关上的声音。那个轮班中我没再载其他乘客。我漫无目的地开着车，陷入沉思。

在那天剩下的时光里，我几乎没有与人交谈。如果那位老太太遇见一位生气的或没耐心的司机，如果我拒绝出车，或只远远地鸣一声喇叭就开走？迅速地回忆一下，我认为这是我一生中做过的最重要的事情。


Kindness Of Strangers陌生的巴士司机

When I enrolled in a university course three years ago, I was surprised at how lonely a place it could be. Overcoming my shyness, I shared friendly smiles with potential friends. One such university friend invited me over to her place for a dinner party. I was thrilled, and after checking the details, I gladly accepted.

Not really knowing how long the bus ride should be, I alighted when I saw the landmarks specified by my friend's hand-drawn map. It was dark, so it was not until I got close enough to the street signs that I started to panic. None of the streets was shown on the map. I was standing on a busy road with cars zooming past and not a soul in sight. I had no idea when the next bus would come. So when a bus came by, I eagerly boarded it.

I told the bus driver where I intended to go and he said that I had caught the wrong bus, but let me stay on. After he had finished his scheduled bus route he offered to help me out. I gratefully showed him my little hand-drawn map but its simplicity did not help matters much. He finally dropped me at
 a main road to catch a different bus and was apologetic that he could not help me more.

三年前，当我到大学报到时，惊讶地发现学校所在的位置太偏僻了。克服了自己害羞的性格，我与未来可能成为朋友的同学们相对而笑。他们中的一个人邀请我到她家去参加晚餐派对。我有点紧张，但在问清楚了具体情况之后，我愉快地接受了邀请。

我并不清楚巴士要开多远才到，在发现朋友手绘地图上标示的地标时我下了车。天很黑，所以直到我贴近了路标看清楚时，才感到不寒而栗——这并不是朋友手绘地图上的那些街道！我站在巴士道上了，各种汽车飞驰而过，街上看不到一个人。我不知道下一班巴士什么时候到。所以，当下一班巴士终于到达时，我快步上了车。

我告诉巴士司机我要去的地方，他说我搭错车了，但是却让我留在车上。在完成了运行路线后，他提出要帮我找到目的地。我感激地拿出了那张手绘地图，不过手绘地图过于简单，并没有帮上多大忙。最后，他把我带到了一条主路上去乘另一辆巴士，并表示很抱歉他帮不了我。


After a few minutes of walking, I noticed a bus pull up beside me. It was the same bus driver. He explained that he could not leave me stranded and really wanted to help me out. He sent out a call and someone radioed back, saying the bus I was to catch was about ten minutes away. I made it to the dinner party, although over an hour late.

I am forever grateful for the concern this bus driver had for me. His act of kindness had an impact on my night but more importantly, he left an imprint on my heart.

我走了几分钟，注意到一辆巴士在我旁边停了下来。还是那个司机！他说他不能让我束手无策，他很想帮到我。于是他拨了一个电话，有人回拨了回来，说我应该搭乘的那辆巴士距离该处有10分钟的路途。最后我如约赴宴，虽然还是晚了一个小时。

我对这位巴士司机对我的关心永远心存感激。他的善举对我那晚的经历颇具影响，不过更为重要的是，他在我的心中留下了烙印。



第二卷 生活充满选择 Life Is All About Choices

就像鸟儿选择天空，花朵选择阳光，河流选择大海一样，在我们的生活里，也充满了选择。不过，请记住，在我们选择之前，千万不要被眼前的缤纷所迷惑，因此而错失最美好的东西。用心灵去选择，生活才能抵达幸福的彼岸。


Life Is All About Choices生活充满选择

Michael is the kind of guy you love to hate. He is always in a good mood and always has something positive to say. When someone would ask him how he was doing, he would reply, "If I were any better, I'd be twins!" He was a natural motivator.

If an employee was having a bad day, Michael was there telling the employee how to look on the positive side of the situation. Seeing this style really made me curious, so one day I went up to Michael and asked him, "I don' t get it. You can' t be positive all the time. How do you do it?"

Michael replied, "each morning I wake up and say to myself 'Mike, you have two choices today. You can choose to be in a good mood or you can choose to be in a bad mood.' I choose to be in a good mood. Each time something bad happens, I can choose to be a victim or choose to learn from it. I choose to learn from it. Every time someone comes to me complaining I can choose to accept their complaining or I can point out the positive side of life. I choose the positive side of life."

"Yeah, right. It isn't that easy." I protested.


"Yes it is," Michael said. "Life is all about choices.When you cut away all the junk, every situation is a choice.You choose how you react to situations. You choose how people will affect your mood.You choose to be in a good mood or bad mood. The bottom line is: It's your choice how you live life." I reflected on what Michael said.

迈克尔是那种你真想恨一恨的家伙，他总是乐呵呵的，总是说些积极上进的话。如果有人问他近况如何，他会这样回答：“如果我还能再好，我就成双胞胎了！”他生来就会让人积极进取。

如果哪位雇员哪一天过得很糟糕，迈克尔会告诉他如何看待问题的积极一面。他的这种方式着实让我好奇，所以有一天我找到迈克尔问：“我真弄不明白。你怎么能总是那样积极乐观？你是如何做到这一点的？”

迈克尔回答说，“每天早晨醒来时我对自己说，‘迈克，今天你有两种选择。你可以选择心情愉快，你也可以选择心情恶劣。’我选择心情愉快。每次什么不愉快的事情发生时，我可以选择成为一个牺牲品，也可以选择从中吸取教训。我选择从中吸取教训。每次有什么人找我来抱怨，我可以选择接受他们的抱怨，也可以选择向他指出生活的积极面。我选择指出生活的积极面。”

“是的，不错。可并不那么容易呀。”我表示异议。

“其实很容易，”迈克尔说。“生活就是选择。从每一事物剔除一切枝节后剩下的都是一种选择。你选择如何应付生活中的种种情形。你选择他人会怎样影响你的情绪。你选择是心情愉快还是心情恶劣。说到底：如何生活是你自己的选择。”我琢磨着迈克尔的这席话。


Soon thereafter, I left the big enterprise that I had worked in for years to start my own business. We lost touch, but I often though about him when I made a choice about life instead of reacting to it. Several years later, I heard Michael was involved in a serious accident, falling off 60 feet from a communications tower.

After l8 hours of surgery, and weeks of intensive care, Michael was released from the hospital with rods placed in his back. I saw Michael about six months after the accident. When I asked him how he was, he replied, "If I were any better, I'd be twins. Wanna see my scars?" I declined to see his wounds, but did ask him what had gone through his mind as the accident took place.

"The first thing that went through my mind was the well being of my soon-to-born daughter," Michael replied. "Then, as I lay on the ground, remembered I had two choices: I could choose to live or I could choose to die. I chose to live.""Weren't you scared? Did you lose consciousness?" I asked. Michael continued,"... the paramedics were great. They kept telling me I was going to be fine. But when they wheeled me into the operation room and I saw the expressions on the faces of the doctors and nurses, I got really scared. In their eyes, l read 'He's a dead man.' I knew I needed to take action.""What did you do?" I asked. "Well, there was a big burly nurse shouting questions at me" said Michael. "She asked me if I was allergic to anything.'Yes,' I said. The doctors and nurses stopped working as they waited for my reply. I took a deep breath and yelled",'Gravity'" Over their laughter, I told
 them, 'I'm choosing to live. Operate on me as if I am alive, not dead'." Michael lived, thanks to the skill of his doctors, but also because of his amazing attitude. I 1eamed from him that every day we have a choice to live fully. Attitude is everything.

那以后不久，我离开了工作数年的大企业去创建自己的公司。我们失去了联系，但当我对生活做出一种选择而非对它做出反应时，我时常想起迈克尔。几年之后，我听说迈克尔遭遇一场恶性事故，从一座通讯大楼的60英尺高处掉了下来。

在经历了18个小时的手术和数周的精心护理之后，迈克尔出院了，背部装有金属杆。大约事故半年之后，我见到了迈克尔。当我问他怎么样时，他回答，“如果我还能再好，我就成双胞胎了。想看看我的伤疤吗？”我拒绝看他的伤痕，但的确问了他事故发生时他是怎么想的。

“我首先想到的是我那即将出世的女儿的幸福生活，”迈克尔答道。“当时我躺在地上，我记起我有两种选择：我可以选择活着，也可以选择死。我选择了活。”“你难道不害怕吗？你失去知觉了吗？”我问。迈克尔接着说，“……那些护理人员棒极了。他们不停地告诉我我会好的。但当他们把我推进手术室，我看到医生和护士脸上的表情时，我真是吓坏了。在他们的眼里，我读出了‘他是个死人。’我知道我应该采取行动。”“你采取了什么行动？”我问道。“有一位人高马大的护士大声冲我问问题，”迈克尔说。“她问我是否对什么过敏。‘是的，’我说。医生和护士都停下手中的活儿等我回答。我深吸一口气大声说出，‘万有引力。’他们的笑声未了，我告诉他们，‘我选择活着。把我当活人而不是死人来做手术。’”迈克尔活了下来，这要感谢他那些医生的高明医术，但也要归功于他那令人赞叹的态度。我从他那里学到了我们每天都有机会充实地活着，关键是态度。


The Praying Hands祈祷之手

The true story behind a well-known piece of art:

Back in the fifteenth century, in a tiny village near Nuremberg, lived a family with eighteen children. Eighteen! In order merely to keep food on the table for this mob, the father and head of the household, a goldsmith by profession, worked almost eighteen hours a day at his trade and any other paying chore he could find in the neighborhood. Despite their seemingly hopeless condition, two of Albrecht Durer the Elder's children had a dream. They both wanted to pursue their talent for art, but they knew full well that their father would never be financially able to send either of them to Nuremberg to study at the Academy.

After many long discussions at night in their crowded bed, the two boys finally worked out a pact. They would toss a coin. The loser would go down into the nearby mines and, with his earnings, support his brother while he attended the academy. Then, when that brother who won the toss completed his studies, in four years, he would support the other
 brother at the academy, either with sales of his artwork or, if necessary, also by laboring the mines.

They tossed a coin on a Sunday morning after church. Albrecht Durer won the toss and went off to Nuremberg. Albert went down into the dangerous mines and, for the next four years, financed his brother, whose work at the academy was almost an immediate sensation. Albrecht's etchings, his woodcuts, and his oils were far better than those of most of his professors, and by the time he graduated, he was beginning to earn considerable fees for his commissioned works.

这幅画的背后有一则真实的故事。

十五世纪时，在德国的一个小村庄里，住了一个有十八个孩子的家庭。父亲是一名冶金匠，为了维持一家生计，他每天工作十八个小时。生活尽管窘迫逼人，然而这个家庭其中两个孩子却有一个同样的梦想。他们两人都希望可以发展自己在艺术方面的天份。不过他们也了解，父亲无法在经济上供他们俩到纽伦堡艺术学院读书。

晚上，两兄弟在床上经过多次讨论后，得出结论：以掷铜板决定──胜者到艺术学院读书，败者则到附近的矿场工作赚钱；四年后，在矿场工作的那一个再到艺术学院读书，由学成毕业那一个赚钱支持。如果需要，可能也要到矿场工作。

星期日早上做完礼拜，他们掷了铜板，结果，弟弟Albrecht Durer胜出，去了纽伦堡艺术学院。哥哥Albert则去了危险的矿场工作，四年来一直为弟弟提供经济支持。Albrecht在艺术学院表现很突出，他的蚀刻画、木刻画、油画简直比教授的还要好。到毕业时，他的作品已经能赚不少钱了。


When the young artist returned to his village, the Durer family held a festive dinner on their lawn to celebrate Albrecht's triumphant homecoming. After a long and memorable meal, punctuated with music and laughter, Albrecht rose from his honored position at the head of the table to drink a toast to his beloved brother for the years of sacrifice that had enabled Albrecht to fulfill his ambition. His closing words were, "And now, Albert, blessed brother of mine, now it is your turn. Now you can go to Nuremberg to pursue your dream, and I will take care of you."

All heads turned in eager expectation to the far end of the table where Albert sat, tears streaming down his pale face, shaking his lowered head from side to side while he sobbed and repeated, over and over, "No ...no ...no ...no."

Finally, Albert rose and wiped the tears from his cheeks. He glanced down the long table at the faces he loved, and then, holding his hands close to his right cheek, he said softly,"No, brother. I cannot go to Nuremberg. It is too late for me. Look... look what four years in the mines has done to my hands! The bones in every finger have been smashed at least once, and lately I have been suffering from arthritis so badly in my right hand that I cannot even hold a glass to return your toast, much less make delicate lines on parchment or canvas with a pen or a brush. No, brother...for me it is too late."

More than 450 years have passed. By now, Albrecht Durer's hundreds of masterful portraits, pen and silver-point sketches, watercolors, charcoals, woodcuts, and copper engravings hang in every great museum, but the odds are great that you, like
 most people, are familiar with only one of Albrecht Durer's works. More than merely being familiar with it, you very well may have a reproduction hanging in your home or office.

在这位年轻的艺术家返回家乡的那一天，家人为他准备了盛宴，庆祝他学成归来。当漫长而难忘的宴席快要结束时，伴随着音乐和笑声，亚尔伯起身答谢敬爱的哥哥几年来对他的支持，他说：“现在轮到你了，亲爱的哥哥，我会全力支持你到纽伦堡艺术学院攻读，实现你的梦想！”

所有的目光都急切地转移到桌子的另一端，坐在那里的Albert双泪直流，只见他垂下头，边摇头边重复说着：“不……不……”

终于，Albert站了起来他，擦干脸颊上的泪水，看了看长桌两边他所爱的亲友们的脸，把双手移近右脸颊，说：“不，弟弟，我上不了纽伦堡艺术学院了。太迟了。看看我的双手──四年来在矿场工作，毁了我的手，关节动弹不得，现在我的手连举杯为你庆贺也不可能，何况是挥动画笔或雕刻刀呢？不，弟弟……已经太迟了……”

四百五十多年过去了，Albrecht Durer有成千上百部的杰作流传下来，他的速写、素描、水彩画、木刻、铜刻等可以在世界各地博物馆找到；然而，大多数人最为熟悉的，却是其中的一件作品。也许，你的家里或者办公室里就悬挂着一件它的复制品。


One day, to pay homage to Albert for all that he had sacrificed, Albrecht Durer painstakingly drew his brother's abused hands with palms together and thin fingers stretched skyward. He called his powerful drawing simply "Hands," but the entire world almost immediately opened their hearts to his great masterpiece and renamed his tribute of love "The Praying Hands."

The next time you see a copy of that touching creation, take a second look. Let it be your reminder, if you still need one, that no one -no one ever makes it alone!

为了补偿哥哥所做的牺牲，表达对哥哥的敬意，一天，Albrecht Durer下了很大的工夫把哥哥合起的粗糙的双手刻了下来。他把这幅伟大的作品简单地称为“双手”，然而，全世界的人都立刻敞开心扉，瞻仰这幅杰作，把这幅爱的作品重新命名为“祈祷之手”。

下次当你看到这幅感人的作品，仔细看一下。如果你也需要这么一幅画，就让它成为你的提醒，没有──它是世上独一无二的事物。


The Power Of Love爱的力量

A guard came to the prison shoe shop where Jimmy Valentine was working and took him to the prison office. There the warden handed Jimmy his pardon, which had been signed that morning by the governor. He took it quietly; he was too tired to show excitement. He had been in prison nearly ten months and he had been sentenced to four years. True, he had expected to stay only about three months, at the longest. He had a lot of friends and he had been sure they would help him.

"Now, Valentine," said the warden，"You'll go out in the morning. Make a man of yourself. You're not a bad fellow really. Stop breaking open safes and be honest."

看守来到基米·范林丁正在干活的监狱制鞋间，将他带到监狱办公室。到了那里，监狱长将一张赦免书递给基米，这是今天早上州长签署的。基米默默地接过去，对此他没有流露出任何的激动。他早已腻烦，他在狱中呆了将近10个月，而判他的是4年徒刑。说真的，他本来打算最多呆3个月的。他有好多朋友，他相信他们一定会为他想办法的。

“范林丁，”监狱长说，“明天早上你就可以出狱了，要活出个人样来。其实你这人并不坏。再不要撬保险柜了。做一个诚实的人。”


"Me?" said Jimmy, in surprise. "Why, I've never broken open a safe in my life."

"Oh, no," laughed the warden. "Of course not. And what about that Springfield job? Do you mean to say you didn't take part in it?"

"Me?" said Jimmy still more surprised. "Why, warden, I've never been to Springfield in my life!"

"Take him back," the warden said to the guard smiling,"and give him some clothes. Unlock him at seven in the morning and let him come to me. Better think over my advice, Valentine."

At a quarter past seven the next morning Jimmy stood in the warden's office. He wore a badly-fitting ready-made suit and the cheap shoes that the state gives to prisoners, when they are set free. The clerk handed him a railroad ticket and the five-dollar bill with which he was supposed to start a new, honest life. The warden gave him a cigar, and they shook hands. Valentine, 9762, was registered on the books "Pardoned by Governor," and Mr. James Valentine walked out into the sunshine.

Disregarding the song of the birds, the green trees, and the smell of the flowers, Jimmy went straight to a restaurant. There he ordered a roast chicken and a bottle of white wine and a better cigar than the one the warden had given him. Then he walked slowly to the railroad station. He put a quarter into the hat of a blind man sitting by the door, and took a train. Three hours later he arrived at his native town, went directly to the cafe of his old friend Mike Dolan and shook
 hands with Mike, who was alone behind the counter. "Sorry we couldn't make it sooner, Jimmy, my boy," said Mike. "It wasn't so easy this time and we had a lot of trouble. Are you all right?"

“我？”基米吃惊地说，“你说什么？我可从来没有撬过保险柜呀。”

“啊，没有，”监狱长笑道，“当然没有。可是，春田事件该怎么说呢？你是说你没有参与那件事吗？”

“我？”基米更吃惊了。“怎么，监狱长，我可从来没有去过春田呀！”

“把他带回去，”监狱长对看守笑道，“给他一些衣服，明天早上7点给他开锁后让他到我这里来。最好还是把我的劝告想一下，范林丁。”

第二天早上7点15分，基米站在了监狱长的办公室。他穿着一套很不合身的现成衣服和一双廉价的鞋子。这些是在释放犯人时发给他们的。一名职员递给他一张火车票和5美元。拿着这些钱，从此就可以开始诚实的新的人生了。监狱长递给他一支雪茄。他们握了握手。范林丁，9762号，已经登记在“州长赦免册”中。于是，詹姆斯·范林便走到了阳光下。

基米没有理会鸟鸣、绿树和花香，径直向饭店走去。到了那里，他要了一份烧鸡、一瓶葡萄酒和一支比监狱长给他的要好的雪茄，随后慢慢地踱向了火车站。他向坐在门边的盲人的帽中丢了2角5分钱。3个小时之后，他来到了自己的家乡，直奔他的好友迈克·杜兰开的咖啡馆而去，跟独自站在柜台后面的迈克握了握手。“很抱歉我们没有早些办成，基米，我的孩子，”迈克说，“这次可真不容易，我们费了不少周折。你一切都好吧？”


"Fine," said Jimmy. "Have you got my key?"

He took his key and went upstairs, unlocking the door of his room. Everything was just as he had left it. There on the floor was still the collar-button that had been torn from the shirt of Ben Price—the well known detective—when Price had come to arrest him. Jimmy removed a panel in the wall and dragged out a dust-covered suitcase. He opened it and looked fondly at the finest set of burglar's tools in the East. It was a complete set, made of special steel. The set consisted of various tools of the latest design. He had invented two or three of them himself, and was very proud of them. Over nine hundred dollars they had cost him! They had been made at X., a place where they make such things for the profession.

In half an hour Jimmy went downstairs and walked through the cafe. He was now dressed in an elegant new suit, and carried his cleaned suitcase in his hand. "What are you going to do next? To break another safe?" asked Mike Dolan smiling cheerfully.

"I don't understand. I'm representing the New York Amalgamated Biscuit Company."

This statement delighted Mike to such an extent that he gave Jimmy a seltzer-and-milk on the spot. Jimmy never touched "hard" drinks.

“很好，”基米说，“你没拿我的钥匙吧？”

他拿了钥匙就上了楼，打开他房间的门。一切都和他离开时一样。地板上那颗领扣还在，这是那个著名侦探本·普莱斯逮捕他时，
 从他的衬衫上撤掉的。基米移开墙壁上的一块嵌板，取出一只积满灰尘的手提箱。他将它打开之后，爱惜地瞧着那套在东部最出色的盗窃工具。这是完整的一套，是用特种钢制成的，包括各种最新式的工具，其中两三件还是他自己发明的，对此他感到非常自豪。他为这套工具花费了900多美元。这是在某地制作的，那个地方以制造这种东西而闻名。

半小时后，基米下了楼，穿过咖啡馆，现在他穿上一套新颖雅致的衣服，手里提着擦拭一新的手提箱。“下一步准备做什么呢？撬开另一个保险柜吧？”迈克·杜兰笑道。

“我不懂你的意思，我是纽约联合陶器公司的代表。”

这一番话把迈克逗乐了，他为此马上递给基米一杯矿泉牛奶。基米是从来不碰烈性饮料的。


A week after the release of Valentine, 9762, there was a new safe-burglary in Richmond, Indiana. Only eight hundred dollars were stolen. Two weeks after that another safe was opened and fifteen hundred dollars disappeared; securities and silver were untouched. That began to interest the detectives. A few days later the Jefferson City Bank was robbed and banknotes amounting to five thousand dollars were taken. The losses were now so high that it was time for so well known a detective as Ben Price to begin investigation. When all the cases were compared, a striking similarity in the methods of burglaries was noticed. Ben Price investigated the scenes of the robberies and was heard to say.

"That's all Jimmy Valentine's work. He's resumed business. He's got the only tools that can open any safe without leaving the slightest trace. Yes, it is Mr. Valentine."

Ben Price knew Jimmy's habits. He had learned them while investigating the Springfield case.

One afternoon Jimmy Valentine and his suitcase climbed out of a train in Elmore, a little town in Arkansas. Jimmy, looking like a student who had just come home from college, walked out of the station and went toward the hotel.

A young lady crossed the street, passed him at the corner and entered a door over which was the sigh "The Elmore Bank". Jimmy Valentine looked into her eyes, forgot what he was, and became another man. She lowered her eyes and blushed slightly. Young men of Jimmy's style and looks were scarce in Elmore.

Jimmy called a boy that was standing on the steps of the
 bank as if he were one of the stockholders, and began to ask him questions about the town, giving him dimes from time to time. By and by the young lady came out, passed Jimmy again, pretending not to see him, and went on her way.

在9762号范林丁释放一周之后，印第安那州的里士满又发生了一起保险柜被盗事件。只有区区800美元。两星期后，一家保险柜再次被盗，1500美元不翼而飞，证券和银器纹丝未动。这开始引起了侦探的注意。又过了几天，杰弗逊市银行被盗，被窃走了5000美元。现在损失的数目越来越大，因此该由本·普莱斯这样大名鼎鼎的侦探来着手侦查。在比较了所有的案件之后，普莱斯侦探发现盗窃手法如出一辙。本·普莱斯调查了这些盗窃案的现场。尔后，人们听他说道：

“这都是基米·范林丁干的。他又重操旧业了。他有非常出色的工具，可以打开任何保险柜而又不留下任何蛛丝马迹。是的，这是范林丁干的。”

本·普莱斯对基米的恶习了如指掌。当他在侦查春田案件时就掌握了所有这一切。

一天下午，基米·范林丁带着他的手提箱在阿肯色州的一个名叫爱尔摩的小镇下了火车。基米看上去就像一个刚从学校回家的大学生。他出了车站，向旅馆走去。

这时，正好有一位年轻小姐穿过马路，在拐角处和他擦身而过，走进了写有“爱尔摩银行”的大门。基米·范林丁凝视着她的眼睛，忘乎所以，像换了一个人似的。她双眼低垂，脸色羞红。在爱尔摩，像基米这样风度翩翩的年轻人还是不多见的。

基米将站在银行台阶上的一个男孩叫了进来，活像一个股东似的，向他了解该镇的情况，不时给他几个一角的银币。过了一会儿，那个小姐走了出来，又从基米的身边走过，假装没有看见他的样子，只顾走自己的路。


"Isn't that young lady Miss Polly Simpson?" asked Jimmy slyly.

"No," said the boy. "She's Annabel Adams. Her father owns this bank. What have you come to Elmore for? Is that a gold watch-chain? I'm going to get a bulldog. Have you got any more dimes?"

Jimmy went to the planters' Hotel, registered as Ralph D. Spencer, and engaged a room. He leaned on the desk and declared his intentions to the clerk. He said he had come to Elmore to start business. How was the shoe business now in the town? He had thought of the shoe business. Was it worthwhile opening a shoe-store? The clerk was impressed by the clothes and manner of Jimmy and he was ready to give the young man any information he desired.

Yes, it was worthwhile investing money in the shoe business, he thought. There wasn't a shoe-store in the place. The drygoods and general stores sold them. Business in all lines was fairly good.

"I hope, Mr. Spencer, you'll decide to stay in Elmore. You'll find it a pleasant town to live in, and the people are very nice," continued the clerk.

Mr. Spencer said that he would stop in the town for a few days and consider the situation.

The clerk wanted to call the boy to carry up the suitcase, but Mr. Spencer said that he needn't do it. He would carry his suitcase himself; it was rather heavy. Mr. Ralph Spencer, the phoenix that arose from Jimmy Valentine's ashes—ashes left by the flame of a sudden attack of love—remained in Elmore
 and prospered. He opened a shoe-store and made large profits. In all other respects he was also a success.

“这不是波丽·辛普森小姐吗？”基米神情闪烁地问道。

“不是，”那个男孩说，“她是安娜贝尔·亚当斯。她的父亲是这家银行的老板。你到爱尔摩来做什么？你这是金表链吗？我想买一条哈巴狗。你还有银币吗？”

基米来到了普兰特旅馆登记时签的是拉尔夫·D·斯宾塞，他在那里租赁了一个房间。他靠着桌子向店员说明了来意。他说他是来爱尔摩做生意的。这镇上鞋子生意怎么样。他想做鞋子的生意。开一家鞋店划得来吗？基米的衣着和举止使店员感到这人来头不小，因此很乐意为这个年轻人提供他所需要的情况。

他想，不错。投资经营鞋子是划得来的。这地方没有鞋店。鞋子只在布店和百货商店有售。各行各业的买卖都相当不错。

“我希望，斯宾塞先生，你能决定在爱尔摩居住。你会发现住在这个小镇是非常令人愉快的。这里的人都很好，”店员继续说道。

斯宾塞先生说，他想在这镇上呆一段时间，看看情况。

店员想叫手下人搬手提箱。斯宾塞先生说不需要，他自己会提。手提箱是相当沉的。拉尔夫·斯宾塞先生，这只由基米·范林丁的灰烬中再生的凤凰——灰烬是由突然袭来的爱情之火燃成的——在爱尔摩定居下来了，并且取得了成功。他开了一家鞋店，获利甚丰，在其它方面也都一帆风顺。


He was popular with many important people and had many friends. And he accompanied the wish of his heart. He met Miss Annabel Adams, and fell more and more deeply in love with her.

In a year the situation of Mr. Ralph Spencer was this: he had won the respect of most of the inhabitants of the place, his shoe-store was prospering, and he and Annabel were to be married in two weeks. Mr. Adams, Annabel's father, who was a typical country banker, approved of Spencer. Annabel herself was very proud of her fiancé. In fact her pride almost equaled her affection. Jimmy was as much at home in the family of Mr. Adams and that of Annabel's married sister as if he were already a member.

One day Jimmy sat down in his room and wrote this letter which he sent to the address of one his old friends:

Dear Old Chap：

I want you to be at Brown's Cafe, in Little Rock, next Wednesday night at nine o'clock. I want you to do something for me. And, also, I want to make you a present of my tools. I know you'll be glad to get them—you couldn't get such a set for a thousand dollars. Say, Billy, I gave up the old business—a year ago. I've got a nice store. I'm making an honest living, and in two weeks I'm going to marry the finest girl on earth. It's the only life, Billy, the straight one. I wouldn't' touch a dollar of another man's money now for a million. After I get married I'm going to sell my store and go west, where there won't be so much danger of meeting people who knew me before. I tell you, Billy, she's an angel. She believes in me and
 I would never do another crooked thing for the whole world. Do come to Brown's, for I must see you. I'll bring the tools with me.

他在众多重要人物中名声鹊起，也结交了不少朋友。他在努力实现自己的心愿。他和安娜贝尔·亚当斯小姐相识，而且越来越深地坠入了情网。

在一年的时间里，拉尔夫?·斯宾塞先生达到了这样一种境况：他赢得了本地大多数居民的尊敬；他的鞋店生意兴隆；他和安娜贝尔也将于两周内喜结良缘。亚当斯先生，安娜贝尔的父亲，这位典型的地方银行家，也对斯宾塞非常满意。安娜贝尔对自己的未婚也很自豪。实际上，她的自豪几乎和她的爱情不相上下。基米在亚当斯先生的家里以及在安娜贝尔已经出嫁的姐姐那里，都感到像在自己家里一般无拘无束。

一天，基米坐在他的房里，给一个好友写了这样一封信：

亲爱的老伙计：

下周三晚上9点，希望你到小石城波浪咖啡馆来。我有事相托。同时，我将把我的工具送给你。我知道，你得到它们会很高兴的——你花1000美元也买不到这一套东西。听我说，比利。我已经在一年前金盆洗手。我开了一家非常出色的商店。我现在过的是正直清白的生活，两周内我要和世界上最好的姑娘结婚。这才是真正的生活，比利，这才是正直的人生。现在我已经对别人的东西秋毫不犯。结婚后，我打算将店卖掉，移居西部，在那里可以更安全些，不致碰到那些知道我过去底细的人。我对你说，比利，她真是一个天使。她信任我，而我无论如何也不能再走邪路了。务必到波浪咖啡馆来。我必须见你。我将随身带来那些工具。


Your old friend,

Jimmy.

On the Monday night after Jimmy wrote this letter, Ben Price, the detective, arrived in Elmore. He walked about the town quietly until he found out what he wanted to know. From the drugstore across the street from Spencer's shoe-store he got a good look at Ralph D. Spencer.

你的好友

基米

星期一晚上，也正是在基米写完这封信之后，本·普莱斯侦探来到了爱尔摩。他悄悄地走遍了整个镇子，直到他搞清了他想要知道的种种情况。他从斯宾塞鞋店对面马路的一家杂货店中，详细地观察了拉尔夫·斯宾塞的一举一动。


Lady, Are You Rich?太太，您富有吗?

They huddled inside the storm door—two children in ragged outgrown coats.

"Any old papers, lady?"

I was busy. I wanted to say no—until I looked down at their feet. Thin little sandals, sopped with sleet.

"Come in and I'll make you a cup of hot cocoa."

他们蜷缩着相互偎依在我家的挡风门栋里——两个衣衫褴褛的孩子，他们的衣服小得不能再小了。

“太太，请问您有旧报纸吗?”

当时，我正忙着，本来想对他们说没有，但当我看到他们脚上只穿着一双被冰雪浸湿得再单薄不过的便鞋时，我再也说不出口了。

“进屋来吧，我来给你们煮一杯热可可茶。”


There was no conversation. Their soggy sandals left marks upon the hearthstone. I served them cocoa and toast with jam to fortify against the chill outside. Then I went back to the kitchen and started again on my household budget.

The silence in the front room struck through to me. I looked in. The girl held the empty cup in her hands, looking at it. The boy asked in a flat voice," Lady...are you rich?"

"Am I rich? Mercy, no!" I looked at my shabby slipcovers. The girl put her cup back in its saucer--carefully.

"Your cups match your saucers."

Her voice was old, with a hunger that was not of the stomach. They left then, holding their bundles of papers against the wind. They hadn't said thank you. They didn't need to. They had done more than that. Plain blue pottery cups and saucers. But they matched.

I tested the potatoes and stirred the gravy. Potatoes and brown gravy, a roof over our heads, my man with a good steady job—these things matched, too.

I moved the chairs back from the fire and tidied the living room. The muddy prints of small sandals were still wet upon my hearth. I let them be. I want them there in case I ever forget again how very rich I am.

默默地他们跟我进了屋，炉边他们浸湿的便鞋留下了一串脚印。我给他们端上可可茶和果酱面包，我想这能帮助他们抵御外面的风寒。然后我回到了厨房，像往常一样，为了明天的生活而精打细算。

前屋里没有一点声音，这让我感到很奇怪。我向屋里望去，小女
 孩手里正端着那个已经喝完了的茶杯，认真地凝视着，“太太——您富有吗？”男孩子语气平缓地问道。

“我富有吗？”我看了看沙发上那寒酸的装饰布，回答说，“天哪，我可算不上。”这时，那个小女孩非常小心地把杯子放回到茶碟里。

“您的杯子和茶碟非常相配。”

她说话的声音听起来不像是个孩子，带着一种对食物以外的东西的渴望。然后，他们抱着旧报纸，顶着风雪离开了。他们甚至没有说一声“谢谢”，是的，他们根本没有必要说，实际上他们所做的比道谢更重要。非常平常的一对兰色陶瓷杯碟，但它们确实很相配。

我查看了一下锅里煮着的土豆然后又搅拌了几下肉汁。有土豆和棕色肉汤可以吃，有房子可以住，我的丈夫有一份很好很稳定的工作——这一切的一切同样也很匹配。

我把椅子从炉边向后拉开些，然后把起居室整理干净。地面上留下的泥脚印还没干。是的，我想让它们留在那里，提醒我不要忘了我是多么的富有。


Summer Gift夏日的礼物

One hot and humid day, I decided to mow our extremely hilly lawn. It was threatening to turn into a jungle.

After several false starts, I got our ancient lawn mower going. Struggling to push the machine uphill, I grumbled under my breath.

At the top of a rise, I looked up to see my 12-year-old son standing there, a smile on his face and a glass of ice water in his hand. "Here, Mom," he said，"have a drink. Want me to rest you? Dad lets me mow on the flat places."

I accepted the ice water and went to sit in the shade of a tall tree. As I sipped my drink, I watched John Thomas. He didn't seem to be following the normal mowing pattern. And he kept grinning at me as he worked. What's he doing that makes him so happy? I thought to myself.

After a while, he stopped mowing. "Hey, Mom, could you come over here?"

I stood up grumpily. As I walked across the lawn, I noticed that he'd missed a sizable spot. "John, you didn't..."
 The irritable words faded. For the spot I thought he'd neglected had been carefully and meticulously mowed into the shape of a heart.

"Like it, Mom?" he asked with a big smile. "Now I'll finish the job."

一个炎热而潮湿的夏日，我打算修剪那凸凹不平的草地。因为它眼看着就要变成丛林了。

几次启动失败后，我最后终于把我们那台古董割草机发动起来了。我一边奋力推着它爬上草坡，一边气喘吁吁地埋怨着活儿太累。

在一个小草坡上，我抬起头看见我那12岁的儿子正站在那里。他脸上挂着一丝微笑，手里拿着一个装满冰水的玻璃杯。“给您，妈妈，”他说，“喝点水吧。想让我替换您休息一下吗？爸爸让我割那些平坦地方的草。”

我接过冰水，走到一棵大树底下去乘凉。我一边喝着冰水，一边注视着约翰·托马斯。他似乎没有遵循正常割草的模式。他在干活的时候一直在咧着嘴冲我笑。难道他喜欢干这活儿？我在心里暗暗地想着。

过了一会儿，他停了下来，“嗨，妈妈，您能过来一下吗？”

我烦燥地站起来。当我穿过草地向他走去时，我注意到他漏掉了相当大一片草没有割。“约翰，你没有……”带着怒气的话渐渐弱了下去。因为我原以为被他漏割的那块草地已经被他仔细地修割成一个心形图案。

“喜欢吗，妈妈？”他脸上洋溢着一个灿烂的微笑。“现在，我要把这活儿干完。”


My First Job我的第一份工作

Both my parents came from towns in Mexico. I was born in El Paso, Texas, and when I was four, my family moved to a housing project in East Los Angeles.

Even though we struggled to make ends meet, my parents stressed to me and my four brothers and sisters how fortunate we were to live in a great country with limitless opportunities. They imbued1 in us the concepts of family, faith and patriotism.

I got my first real job when I was ten. My dad, Benjamin, injured his back working in a cardboard-box factory and was retrained as a hairstylist. He rent ed space in a little strip mall and gave his shop the fancy name of Mr Ben's Coiffure.

The owner of the shopping center gave Dad a discount on his rent for cleaning the parking lot three nights a week, which meant getting up at 3 a.m. To pick up trash, Dad used a little machine that looked like a lawn mower. Mom and I emptied garbage cans and picked up litter by hand. It took two to three hours to clean the lot. I'd sleep in the car on the way home.

I did this for two years, but the lessons I learned have lasted a lifetime. I acquired discipline and a strong work ethic,
 and learned at an early age the importance of bal ancing life's competing interests—in my case, school, homework and a job. This really helped during my senior year of high school, when I worked 40 hours a week flip ping burgers at a fast-food joint while taking a full load of college-prep courses.

我的父母都来自墨西哥的小镇。我出生于得克萨斯州的埃尔帕索城。我四岁时，全家搬到了东洛杉矶的一处低收入住宅区。

尽管我们当时要做到收支平衡都很困难，但父母仍对我和四个兄弟姐妹强调说，能在这样一个充满无限机遇的国家里落户，我们是多么幸运啊！他们潜移默化地给我们注入了家庭、忠诚和爱国主义观念。

十岁的时候，我得到了人生第一份正式的工作。我的爸爸，本杰明，在卡纸制盒厂工作时背部受伤。经过再培训，他成了一名发型师。他在一个规模不大的单排商业区租下了一个摊位并给他的店面取了个有趣的名字“本先生的发型”。

商业中心的老板给爸爸的租金打了个折扣，但条件是一周打扫三个晚上的停车场，这也就是说凌晨三点就要起床干活。爸爸用一个看起来像除草机的小机器来捡拾垃圾，而我和妈妈把垃圾从桶里倒出来后就直接用手捡。打扫这个停车场要用两三个小时。回家的路上，我总是在车里就睡着了。

这份工作我干了两年，但我从中学到的东西却受用终生。我学会了自律并具备了良好的职业道德，从小我就懂得了平衡生活中各种利益冲突的重要性——对我而言，就是上学、作业和工作。这些东西在我高二那年真是很有用处。那时，我在一家合资快餐店制作那糟糕透顶的汉堡包，一周要工作四十个小时，同时还要肩负着沉重的大学预科课程。


The hard work paid off. I attended the U.S. Military Academy and went on to receive graduate degrees in law and business from Harvard. Later, I joined a big Los Angeles law firm and was elected to the California state assembly. In these jobs and in everything else I've done, I have never forgotten those days in the parking lot. The experience taught me that there is dignity in all work and that if people are working to provide for themselves and their families that is something we should honor.

艰辛的工作终见回报。我考进了美国军事学院，接着又获得了哈佛大学的法律和商业学士学位。后来，我进入了洛杉矶一家著名的律师事务所，后又被选入加州议会。在做这些工作和其他所有事的过程中，我从未忘记过在停车场辛勤工作的日子。那段经历使我懂得工作无贵贱, 只要是自食其力来供养自己和家人就是值得我们敬佩的。


77 Cents 77美分

I live in Albuquerque, New Mexico, and there are some homeless people in the downtown, especially the University area. I used to give a lot of money to the homeless, feeling sorry for their misfortune. But as time passed, I fell into avictim to many of the cir cum stances of a home less person. After I was divorced from my husband, I became a single mom with no home, a huge debt, and hardly any income. As a result, I became very mean and stopped giving to the people on the side of the road.

我住在新墨西哥州的爱伯克奇城。而市中心则住着很多无家可归的人，尤其是高校区。过去，我很同情这些人的悲惨遭遇，常常会给他们很多钱。但后来我自己也成为他们其中的一员。我与丈夫离婚后，成了一位单身母亲。我无家可归，欠了一大笔债，而且还几乎没有任何收入来源。所以，我也就开始变得吝啬，不再给路边的乞讨者任何钱。


Through my working hard, things started to change for me. I be came responsible enough to have a home with a back yard for my daughter, and plenty of food, and I started to pull myself out of debt. One day we saw a homeless person with the sign "Will work for food." I passed by. My daughter commented,"Mommy, you used to always give to those people in need. But now..." I replied，"Honey, they just use that money for alcohol or other bad things." She didn't respond1. But when I said that, I didn't feel right.

Three days later, I was driving to pick up my daughter from school. A man was standing on the corner with the appearance of worries，and suddenly something deep inside me said, "Just help the guy." So I rolled down my window, and he ran over with enthusiasm. He said, "D'ind lady, I only need 77 cents." I reached into my pocket and found that I didn't take my purse. And then I embarrassedly spread out my hands to show that I was in no position to help him. But when he turned away, I called to him, "Wait a moment!" I found in my ashtray there sat three quarters and two pennies. Oddly enough, it was the very 77 cents.

My skin was prickling as I saw this. I scooped it up and gave it to him. He burst out with joy and tears in his eyes,"Wow, you just made it possible for me to see my mom for Christmas! Thank you so much! I haven't visited my mother for three years. The bus is leaving in 20 minutes! I have to go now."

It was the moment that I'll never forget. I think that man won't forget it either, but I was the one who got the best gift
 in life——GIVING. It also strikes me that nothing is a coincidence, and every giving has meaning, although it is the humble 77 cents.

经过我的努力，生活开始有了好转。我已有足够的能力给女儿买带有后院的房子，为她提供充足的食物，而且我也渐渐地从债海中挣脱出来。一天，我看到一个无家可归的人，他拿着一个牌子，上面写着“请帮帮我，给我些食物。”我若无其事地从他身边走了过去，女儿却突然感叹道：“妈咪，过去你总是帮助需要帮助的人，可现在……”我回答道：“亲爱的宝贝，他们只会拿着乞讨来的钱去买酒喝或干其他坏事情。”虽然女儿没有回答，但我还是感觉到了这样说不太好。

三天后，我开车去学校接女儿。我看到角落里站着一名男子，一脸焦急的表情。突然，我心中响起了这样一个声音“帮帮他吧！”我摇下车窗，他满脸欣喜地飞奔过来说：“善良的女士，我只需77美分。”我把手伸进口袋，才发现忘了带钱包，我不好意思地摊开双手，以示无奈。但当他正要转身离开时，我叫住了他，“等等！”我发现我时常放零钱的烟灰缸里躺着三张25美分的纸币和两分钱，真巧，不多不少，刚好77美分。

当我看到这77美分时，我的皮肤有股刺痛感，我迅速地将这77美分递给了他。他高兴得手舞足蹈，并且眼睛里闪烁着感激的泪花。“哇，您让我终于可以在圣诞节回家看母亲了！太谢谢您了，我已经有三年没回家看她了。巴士车20分钟后就要开了，我不得不走了。”

这个时刻，我将记忆犹新。我想那位男子也会永远记得，而我却有幸得到了人生最好的礼物——给予。我恍然悟到：那些看似巧合的事绝非巧合，任何给予都会有意义，哪怕只是少得可怜的77美分。


Deliberate Design Of Two天生“一对”

A gray African goose stood at the rear of my father's truck, staring into the wide chrome bumper—completely engrossed with the image he saw there. The goose preened, cocking his outstretched neck from side to side, occasionally flapping his wings to punctuate his conversation of clucks and honks. It was an interesting and amusing sight.

When I noticed that the goose was still there nearly four hours later, I thought it was odd. So I asked my father about it.

"Dad," I said. "that old gray goose has been standing behind your truck all day. Do you have any idea why？"

"Oh, sure," he answered without hesitation.“That's Grady. He lost his "missus" a year ago, and he's lonely without her. For nearly a month he searched the farmstead for her every day. Then one day, as he passed the shiny bumper, he caught sight of his reflection in it. I guess he thinks he's found her. So every day he comes to be with her."

Each and every morning, the geese wait impatiently at the door of their protective shed for my father to free them so they
 can roam the farmstead. When Grady is turned to loose, he departs from the others, preferring instead to be with "his missus." On a full waddle, he rushes to wherever my father's truck is parked and stares into the truck's shiny silver bumper and exuberantly cackles away, perhaps filling her in on the events that transpired while they were apart.

一只灰色的非洲鹅站在我父亲的货车后面，目不转睛地凝视着车尾宽大的镀铬保险杠——它完全被它所见到的景象吸引住了。对着保险杠，灰鹅精心地整理着自己的羽毛，竖起长长的脖子扭来扭去，大声咯咯地叫着，还不时地拍拍自己的翅膀。这个场景既有趣又滑稽。

将近四个小时过后，当我见到那只鹅还站在保险杠那里的时候，我开始觉得它有些奇怪了。于是，我询问父亲是怎么回事。

“爸爸，”我说，“那只老灰鹅在你的货车后面站了一整天了。你知道是什么原因吗？”

“噢，没什么。”父亲毫不迟疑地回答道，“它叫格拉迪。一年前它的‘老伴’去世了，它觉得很孤单。当时将近有一个月，它每天都在农场周围到处寻找它的老伴，直到有一天，它经过那条闪闪发光的保险杠，从中见到了它自己的倒影。我猜，它是认为自己找到老伴了，所以每天都来陪她。”

每天早上，鹅群都会不耐烦地等在鹅棚的门口，等我父亲开门放它们出去，然后在农场四周漫步。而格拉迪每次获得自由以后，就会离开鹅群——它更愿意和它的“老伴”呆在一起。无论我父亲的货车停在哪里，它总会摇摇摆摆地冲过去，凝视着货车银光闪闪的保险杠，兴高采烈地咯咯叫着，也许它是在向它的老伴讲述它们分别之后发生的事情。


"Isn't it a bit strange that Grady stays at the bumper all day long" I asked.

"Not if that's where he thinks his companion is," my father replied. "He's devoted to her."

I was intrigued by the apparent affection this goose had once shared with his mate, an affection so strong he was determined to hang on to some semblance of it after her parting.

"Dad," I asked with genuine curiosity. "Why do you think that goose would go to such lengths？"

"No mystery to it," he said matter-of-factly. "Everything in nature is a deliberate design of two. It's natural to want a companion. Union, having someone to share your days with, being concerned with someone other than yourself, gives reason to life. And most all of us seek a mate even after painful loss and heartbreak in that quest."

His words struck me and reminded me that in our greatest joys and sorrows, we generally reach out for the person with whom we are closest to share the experience. And it's this sharing that exponentially heightens the experience. When my daughter was born, as overjoyed as I felt, the experience was incomplete until I saw the joy in her father's eyes. This past week my daughter came to visit me with some flowers. When I swooned at the beauty of the flowers and her gesture of giving them to me, her eyes lit up and a beautiful ear-to-ear smile appeared. Buying the flowers for me had elicited her joy, but seeing my happiness in receiving them had made her joy complete.

My father paused, looked toward the sky and summed it up with his words, "A sunset watched with your mother is much
 more beautiful than one I see without her."

Later that day, Grady was still attending to his lover in the bumper.

“格拉迪一整天都呆在保险杠那里，不是有点奇怪吗？”我问道。

“如果它相信它的老伴在那里，那就不足为怪了，”我父亲回答道，“它对它的老伴一往情深。”

很显然，这只鹅与它的伴侣感情深厚，它们的爱是如此强烈以至它在老伴逝世之后，还依然牢牢地记着老伴的某些样貌特征。这一切激起了我浓厚的兴趣。

“爸爸，”我怀着真诚的好奇心问道，“你为什么认为鹅的感情可以持续这么久呢？”

“这没什么好奇怪的，”父亲语气平淡地说，“大自然里每一件事物都注定了是成双成对的。渴望一个伴侣是一切有生命的事物的天性。结合、跟另一个人分享你的生活、关心自己以外的他人，正是这些赋予我们生活的意义。在追求这些的过程中，即使会经历痛苦的失落和心碎，我们绝大多数人也仍然会寻找一个伴侣。”

父亲的话触动了我，让我想起：无论是巨大的欢乐还是悲伤，我们一般都会与身边最亲近的人分享我们的经历，而这种分享又会极大地丰富我们的经历。我女儿出生的时候，我欣喜若狂，但是这种经历是不完整的，直到我在她父亲的眼里看到了同样的喜悦。上周，我女儿带了一些花来看望我。当我陶醉于鲜花的美丽和她递花给我的动作时，她的眼睛一下子就闪亮起来，脸上绽放出美丽的笑容。给我买花为她带来了欢乐，但是我收到花时的喜悦，让她的欢乐得以完满。

父亲停顿了一下，抬头看了看天，然后总结道：“和你妈妈一起看日落，会比我一个人看的时候要美丽得多。”

那天晚些的时候，格拉迪仍然站在保险杠旁陪伴着它的“老伴”。


When I asked my elder brother who stopped at the farm to visit me what he thought about the goose's behavior. He said,"It's been my experience that many species in the animal kingdom seek union and mourn its loss. In a paired union, the loss of a mate can be so great that, like people, heart-broken with grief over the partner's death, the other partner even lose his will to live sometimes. Old Grady didn't come to that conclusion. He set about finding his companion."

But eventually Grady did come to that conclusion. Ten months after my visit home, my parents traded the old truck in for a car, a vehicle more conducive to spending time together taking drives in comfort.

"Dad," I asked. "what does Grady think of the bumper on the new car？"

"Oh," he replied sadly. "The bumper on the new car is painted fiberglass. It doesn't shine. Without the shiny bumper, Grady lost his missus once again. He spent nearly a week looking for her all over the farm, but to no avail. He nearly drove us crazy with his honking and calling out to her. Having mourned for several days, Grady died just eight days after we traded in the truck."

I was shocked with tears in my eyes.

The bonds of sharing—perhaps interwoven into all souls—sweeten life's joys, ease the bitterness of its losses and color the beauty of sunsets shared.


正巧我哥哥路过农场顺便来看望我，于是我问他对这只鹅的行为有什么看法。他说：“我知道动物王国里的许多物种都会寻找伴侣，并因失去伴侣而悲伤。在一对一的结合中，失去另一半的悲伤是如此地强烈，就像人类一样，因为丧偶而悲伤心碎的那一位甚至有时会失去生存的意志。还好老格拉迪并没有走上那条路，它设法找回自己的伴侣。”

然而，格拉迪最终还是走上了那条路。在我那次探亲后又过了十个月，我父母把那辆老货车卖掉了，换了一辆更方便他们一起舒服地出行的小汽车。

“爸爸，”我问道，“格拉迪怎么看那辆新车的保险杠呢？”

“噢，”父亲难过地回答道，“新车的保险杠上涂了一层玻璃纤维，不能发光。没有了那个闪闪发光的保险杠，格拉迪又一次失去了它的‘老伴’。它花了将近一周的时间在农场里到处寻找老伴，但是找不到。它不停地高声呼唤着它的老伴，让我们听着都快疯了。它伤心了好些天，就在我们卖掉货车后的第八天，格拉迪死了。”

我当场就惊呆了，泪水模糊了我的双眼。

每个人的心里都存在着分享的情结，它让人生的快乐更甜蜜，让失意的痛苦得到安抚，让共赏的夕阳更加绚丽。


Appreciate What You Have知足者常乐

People who are satisfied appreciate what they have in life and don't worry about how it compares to what others have. Valuing what you have over what you do not or cannot have leads to greater happiness.

Four-year-old Alice runs to the Christmas tree and sees wonderful presents beneath it. No doubt she has received fewer presents than some of her friends, and probably she has not received some of the things she most wanted. But at that moment, she doesn't stop to think why aren't there more presents or to wonder what she may have asked for that she didn't get. Instead, she marvels at the treasures before her.

When we think about our lives, too often we think about what we don't have and what we didn't get. But such a focus denies us pleasure. You wouldn't sit next to the Christmas tree and remind Alice that there were presents she didn't receive. Why remind yourself of the things in life you don't have when you could remind yourself of what you do have?

People who have the most are only as likely to be happy as those who have the least. People who like what they have,
 however, are twice as likely to be happy as those who actually have the most.

知足的人对生活中所拥有的一切总是心怀感激，他们不会因为与人攀比而烦恼。珍惜自己所拥有的东西甚过于自己没有的或不能拥有的东西，将会给你带来更大的快乐。

四岁的爱丽丝跑到圣诞树前，看到树下有许多极棒的礼物。当然，她收到的礼物比她的一些小伙伴们要少，而且也许她并没得到她最想要的一些东西。但是此刻，她想到的并不是这里为什么没有更多的礼物，或者自己还能得到什么未曾拥有的东西。相反，她正惊异于眼前这些美妙的宝贝们。

我们在思考生活时，往往总在考虑自己并未得到的东西。但是这种专注会让我们失去很多快乐。你不会坐在圣诞树旁提醒爱丽丝有些礼物她没有收到。当你能让自己想起眼前所拥有的东西时，为什么又要提醒自己去考虑那些不曾拥有的东西呢？

最富有的人也许与最贫穷的人一样快乐。而知足的人却可能比最富有的人加倍快乐。


Larry's Change拉里的变化

Larry and Jo Ann was an ordinary couple. They lived in an ordinary house on an ordinary street. Like any other ordinary couple, they struggled to make ends meet and to do the right things for their children.

They were ordinary in yet another way—they had their squabbles. Much of their conversation concerned what was wrong in their marriage and who was to blame. Until one day when a most extraordinary event took place.

"You know, Jo Ann, I've got a magic chest of drawers. Every time I open them, they're full of socks and underwear," Larry said."I want to thank you for filling them all these years."

Jo Ann stared at her husband over the top of her glasses."What do you want, Larry?"

"Nothing. I just want you to know I appreciate those magic drawers."

This wasn't the first time Larry had done some thing odd, so Jo Ann pushed the incident out of her mind until a few days later.


"Jo Ann, thank you for recording so many correct check numbers in the ledger this month. You put down the right numbers 15 out of 16 times. That's a record."

Disbelieving what she had heard, Jo Ann looked up from her mending. "Larry, you're always complaining about my recording the wrong check numbers. Why stop now?"

拉里和乔·安是一对平凡的夫妇，住在一条平常街上一座不起眼的住宅里。和其他普通的夫妇一样，他们努力地维持生计，贴补孩子们的开销。

和其他夫妇一样，他们也免不了吵嘴，争吵的话题不外乎两点：他们的婚姻生活什么地方出了错？这是谁之过？直到有一天发生了件异乎寻常的事。

“乔·安，我有个神奇的五斗柜，每次打开抽屉时里面满是内衣和袜子。” 拉里说道：“感谢你这么多年来为我料理这些东西。”

乔·安透过眼镜框的上沿瞪着丈夫：“你想说什么，拉里？”

“没什么，我只是想告诉你，我很喜欢那些奇妙的抽屉。”

这也不是拉里头一次做些怪事，几天后，乔·安就把这件事忘得一干二净了。

“乔·安，感谢你这个月账簿上的支票号记录得如此准确。16次中有15次都是正确的，以前可从来没有过。”

乔·安停下手中的针线活儿，抬起头，不敢相信自己听到的话。“拉里，你可是一直抱怨我记错支票号码，现在怎么不啦？”


"No reason. I just wanted you to know I appreciate the effort you're making."

Jo Ann shook her head and went back to her mending."What's got into him?" she mumbled to herself.

Nevertheless, the next day when Jo Ann wrote a check at the grocery store, she glanced at her checkbook to confirm that she had put down the right check number. "Why do I suddenly care about those dumb check numbers?" she asked herself.

She tried to disregard the incident, but Larry's strange behavior intensified.

"Jo Ann, that was a great dinner," he said one evening. "I appreciate all your effort. Why, in the past 15 years I'm bet you're fixed over 14,000 meals for me and the kids." Then"Gee, Jo Ann, the house looks spiffy. You're really worked hard to get it looking so good." And even "Thanks, Jo Ann, for just being you. I really enjoy your company."

Jo Ann was growing worried. "Where's the sarcasm, the criticism?" she wondered

Her fears that something peculiar was happening to her husband were confirmed by 16-year-old Shelly, who complained,"Dad's gone bonkers, Mom. He just told me I looked nice. With all this makeup and these sloppy clothes, he still said it. That's not Dad, Mom. What's wrong with him?"

Whatever was wrong, Larry didn't get over it. Day in and day out he continued focusing on the positive.

Over the weeks, Jo Ann grew more accustomed to her mate's unusual behavior and occasionally even gave him a grudging "Thank you." She prided herself on taking it all in
 stride, until one day something so peculiar happened, she became completely discombobulated:

“没什么，我只想告诉你，我很感谢你所做的努力。”

乔·安摇了摇头，又忙起了针线活儿。“他这是怎么啦？”她咕哝着。

不过，乔·安第二天在杂货店填写支票时，她瞅了瞅自己的支票簿，以确认所记的数字准确无误。“我怎么突然关心起不能言语的数字呢？”她在心里问自己。

乔·安不想理会这件事，可拉里的古怪行为却日甚一日。

“乔·安，这顿饭不错呀！”一天晚上，拉里说，“感谢你所做的这一切努力。天啊，我敢说这15年来你为我和孩子们做了14000多顿饭。”他接着又说：“嘿，乔·安，这屋子整理得真好看，实在是你辛辛苦苦让屋子变得这么漂亮的。”甚至还说：“谢谢你，乔·安，正是有你为伴，我才真正快乐起来。”

乔·安开始担心起来。“他的那些挖苦和批评跑哪里去啦？”她觉得纳闷。

她所担心的丈夫的奇怪表现同样也被16岁的女儿雪莉证实。她说：“妈，我爸发疯啦！他一个劲儿地夸我漂亮；就是这样的打扮，这样的衣着不整，他还是夸我。我爸以前可不是这样的，妈，他到底怎么啦？”

不管有什么事情做错，拉里都没有恢复以前的作风，他还是天天加以肯定。

几个星期以来，乔·安对丈夫不寻常的举止也习以为常了，偶尔甚至勉强说声“谢谢”，她为能从容应对而自豪。直到有一天发生件特别的事，她完全懵了。


"I want you to take a break," Larry said."I am going to do the dishes. So please take your hands off that frying pan and leave the kitchen." (Long, long pause.) "Thank you, Larry. Thank you very much!"

Jo Ann's step was now a little lighter, her self-confidence higher and once in a while she hummed. She didn't seem to have as many blue moods anymore. "I rather like Larry's new behavior," she thought.

That would be the end of the story except one day another most extraordinary event took place. This time it was Jo Ann who spoke.

"Larry," she said，"I want to thank you for going to work and providing for us all these years. I don't think I've ever told you how much I appreciate it."

Larry has never revealed the reason for his dramatic change of behavior no matter how hard Jo Ann has pushed for an answer, and so it will likely remain one of life's mysteries. But it's one Jo Ann is thankful to live with.

“我想让你休息一下，” 拉里说，“我来做饭洗碗。所以，请放下煎锅，离开厨房。”（长长的沉默）“谢谢你，拉里，非常感谢！”

此刻，乔·安的脚步变得轻快起来，她的自信心高涨，还不时地低声哼唱。她以往的诸多不快一扫而光。“我倒是喜欢拉里的新变化。”她心里想。

故事到此并未结束。有一天，又一件特别的事发生了，这次发生在乔·安的身上。

“拉里，”她说，“感谢你这些年来的辛苦奔波、养家糊口，我想
 我还从未对你说过我对此是多么感激。”

不管乔·安如何逼他开口，拉里始终没有说出他的行为发生戏剧性变化的原因，或许这将是个一辈子的不解之谜。不过，乔·安很高兴能继续这样生活下去，并为此充满感激之情。



第三卷 拥有今天 Today Is All We Have

或许你曾在昨天遭遇到苦难；或许未来的旅程布满了风雨，但不要因此而退缩，因为你手里握住的，是真实的今天。拥有今天，把握现在的每一刻，你才能打造好你的命运之船。拥有今天，你的生命旅程必将灿烂。


Today Is All We Have拥有今天

Remember today that you are alive.

Sometimes we tend to forget that you have a purpose that is all your own, no one else is you. You have dreams and hopes and desires. Listen to your heart for a while.

Remember today all the blessings you have: There's beauty in every direction you look, enjoy the abundance that is already yours, the world is a wonderful place and you're here.

Remember today that you get what you give: Your world is a mirror of your inner self, love will be yours when you give it away.

Remember today that life is creation: As long as you live you can always contribute your own special voice.

记住今天你拥有的生命！

有时我们似乎会忘记我们自己独有的生活目标，我们会忘记自我。每个人都有梦想，希望和愿望。有时去倾听一下你内心的召唤。

记住今天你拥有所有的祝福：美存在于你所注视过的每个角落，享受你内心已有的充实，这是一个美丽的世界，你生活在这里。


记住今天你因奉献而有所得：你的世界是你内心的一面镜子，当你给予爱时，你才拥有爱。

记住今天生活就是去创造：只要你拥有生命，你可以永远奉献你那一份力量。


Water In The Cup杯中之水

A group of working adults got together to visit their University lecturer. The lecturer was happy to see them, and conversation soon turned into complaints about stress in work and life.

The lecturer just smiled and went to the kitchen to get an assortment of cups—some porcelain, some in plastic, some in glass, some plain looking and some looked rather expensive and exquisite. The lecturer offered his former students the cups to get drinks for themselves.

When all the students had a cup in hand with water, the lecturer spoke，"If you noticed, all the nice looking, expensive cups were taken up, leaving behind the plain and cheap ones. While it is normal that you only want the best for yourselves, that is the source of your problems and stress. What all of you wanted was water, not the cup, but we unconsciously went for the better cups."

Just like in life, if Life is Water, then the jobs, money and position in society are the cups. They are just tools to hold Life, but the quality of Life doesn't change. If we only con-
 centrate on the cup, we won't have time to enjoy the water in it.

一群上班族一同去拜访他们的大学老师。老师看到他们很开心，但不久学生们就满腹牢骚地抱怨工作和生活中的压力了。

老师只是笑笑，然后到厨房取来各式各样的杯子——瓷杯、塑料杯、玻璃杯等等，有些外表平平，有些看起来精致名贵。老师将这些杯子递给他以前的这帮学生，让他们自己倒水喝。

当学生们人手一杯水时，老师便发话了：“不知你们发现没有，所有好看的、昂贵的杯子都被拿走了，剩下的是一些普通的和便宜的杯子。大家都想为自己得到最好的，这属人之常情，不过这也是你们出现问题和压力的根源所在。其实你们真正需要的是水，不是杯子，但我们都情不自禁地拿更好的杯子。”

生活也是如此，如果“生活”是“水”，那么工作、金钱和社会地位都只是杯子。这些只是用来盛“水”的工具，而实际上“生活”的本质并未改变。如果我们只将注意力放在杯子上，那就没有时间来享受杯里的水了。


Genius At Work天才在工作

Henry ford didn't always pay attention in school. one day，he and a friend took a watch apart. angry and upset, the teacher told him both to stay after school. their punishment was to stay until they had fixed the watch. but the teacher did not know young ford's genius. in ten minutes, this mechanical wizard had repaired the watch and was on this way home.

Ford was always interested in how things worked. he once plugged up the spout of a teapot and placed it on the fire. then he waited to see what would happen. the water boiled and, of course, turned to steam. since the steam had no way to escape, the teapot exploded. the explosion cracked a mirror and broke a window. Many Years later，The young inventor was badly scalded.

Ford's curiosity and tinkering were paid off. he dreamed of a horseless carriage.when he built one, the world of transportation was changed forever.


亨利·福特在学校里常常心不在焉。有一天，他和一个小朋友把一块手表拆开了。老师很生气，让他们放学后留下来，把表修好才能回家。当时这位老师并不知道小福特的天才。只用了十分钟，这位机械奇才就把手表修好，走在回家的路上了。

福特对各种东西的工作原理总是很感兴趣。曾有一次，他把茶壶嘴用东西堵住，然后把茶壶放在火炉上。他便站在一边等候着会出现什么情况。当然，水开后变成了水蒸气。因为水蒸气无处逸出，茶壶便爆炸了，因而打碎了一面镜子和一扇窗户。这个小发明家也被严重地烫伤了。

多年后，福特的好奇心和他的动手能力使他得到了回报。他曾经梦想着去制造一辆无马行进的车。他造成了一辆这样的车后，运输界发生了永久性的变化。


Principles Are Lighthouses正确的原则犹如灯塔

It was a dark and stormy night. The officer on the bridge came to the captain and said，"Captain, Captain, there is a light in our sea lane and they won't move."

"What do you mean they won't move? Tell them to move. Tell them starboard right now."

The signal was sent out，"Starboard, starboard, "The signal comes back，"Starboard yourself."

"I can't believe this. What's going on here? Let them know who I am." The signal sent out，"this is the mighty Missouri, starboard." The signal comes back,"This is the lighthouse."

My friends, correct principles are 1ighthouses, they do not move. They are nature laws. We can't break them. We can only break ourselves against them. We might as well learn them, accommodate them, utilize them and be grateful for them. Then it enlarges us and emancipates us and empowers us.

TS.Eliot once said something I think is appropriate as we come to the conclusion of our visit together. He said，"we are never cease from striving, and the end of all of our striving
 wi1l be to arrive where we began and to know the place for the first time."

那是个漆黑的、狂风暴雨的夜晚，大副从驾驶室出来走向船长说：“船长，船长，我们的海道上有灯光，而且他们不愿移开。”

“他们不愿移开是什么意思? 叫他们移开。告诉他们立即右偏。”

信号发了出去：“右偏，右偏。”发回来的信号说：“你自己右偏。”

“我就不信。这是怎么了？让他们知道我是谁。”信号发出去：“这里是密苏里巨轮，请右偏。”信号发了回来：“这里是灯塔。”

朋友们，正确的原则犹如灯塔，他们不会移动。它们是自然法则。我们打破不了。我们要么让自己与它们相悖，要么去学习它们、调整它们、利用它们，并感激它们。然后我们自己得以发展，得以解放，得到使用这些原则的能力。

TS-爱略特曾说过一句话，我认为很适合用来做此行的结束语。他说：”我们将永不放弃奋斗，经过全力以赴的奋斗后，我们将到达出发之地，并重新认识这个地方。”


We're Just Beginning一切刚开始

"We are reading the first verse of the first chapter of a book whose pages are infinite..."

I do not know who wrote those words, but I have always liked them as a reminder that the future can be anything we want to make it. We can take the mysterious, hazy future and carve out of it anything that we can imagine, just as a sculptor carves a statue from a shapeless stone.

We are all in the position of the farmer. If we plant a good seed, we reap a good harvest. If our seed is poor and full of weeds, we reap a useless crop. If we plant nothing at all, we harvest nothing at all.

I want the future to be better than the past. I don't want it contaminated by the mistakes and errors with which history is filled. We should all be concerned about the future because that is where we will spend the remainder of our lives.

The past is gone and static. Nothing we can do will change it. The future is before us and dynamic. Everything we do will affect it. Each day brings with it new frontiers, in our homes and in our business, if we only recognize them. We are just at
 the beginning of the progress in every field of human endeavor.

“我们正在读一本书的第一章第一行，这本书的页数是无限的……”

我不知道是谁写的，可我很喜欢这句话，它提醒我们未来是由自己创造的。我们可以把神秘、不可知的未来塑造成我们想象中的任何模样，犹如雕刻家将未成形的石头刻成雕像。

我们每个人都像是农夫。撒下良种将有丰收，播下劣种或生满野草便将毁去收成。没有耕耘则会一无所获。

我希望未来比过去更加美好，希望未来不会沾染历史的错误与过失。我们都应举目向前，因我们的余生要用未来书写。

往昔已逝，静如止水；我们无法再作改变。而前方的未来正生机勃勃；我们所做的每一件事都将会影响着它。只要我们认识到这些，无论是在家中还是在工作上，每天我们的面前都会展现出新的天地。在人类致力开拓的每一片领域上，我们正站在进步的起跑点。


Love: The One Creative Force爱：能够创造奇迹的力量

A college professor had his sociology class go into the Baltimore slums to get case histories of 200 young boys. They were asked to write an evaluation of each boy's future. In every case the students wrote," He hasn't got a chance." Twenty-five years later another sociology professor came across the earlier study. He had his students follow up on the project to see what had happened to these boys.

With the exception of 20 boys who had moved away or died, the students learned that 176 of the remaining 180 had achieved more than ordinary success as lawyers, doctors and businessmen.

The professor was astounded and decided to pursue the matter further. Fortunately, all men were in the area and he was able to ask each one," How do you account for your success?" In each case the reply came with feeling," There was a teacher."

The teacher was still alive, so he sought her out and asked the old but still alert lady what magic formula she had used to pull these boys out of the slums into successful achievement.


The teacher's eyes sparkled and her lips broke into a gentle smile."It's really very simple," she said."I loved those boys."

一个大学教授在上社会学课的时候，让他的学生去巴尔的摩贫民窟找200个男孩的历史记录，并且要求写出对每个男孩未来的评估。对每个孩子，学生都这样评价着：“他这辈子完了。”25年以后另外一个社会学教授发现了这个早期的研究，并让他的学生继续探究这个研究，看看这些男孩到底怎么样了。

这些男孩中除了已经去世或者迁居的20位以外，学生发现，剩下的180人中有176人都获得了比普通人更大的成就，他们中有律师，医生，还有商人。

教授大吃一惊并决定进一步地探究下去。幸运的是，这些长成人的孩子还都在这个地区，因此教授有机会挨个去问他们：“你是如何获得你的这些成就的？”很让人感动的是，他们的回答如出一辙：“因为我有一位好老师。”

这个老师还健在。教授找到这位年迈但仍不失机警的妇人，问她到底有什么魔法能让这些贫民窟的孩子都获得如此成就。

这位老师眼里闪耀着光芒，她的嘴唇露出一抹温柔微笑，“很简单，”她说，“因为我爱这些孩子。”


Out Of Fear走出恐惧

As a child, I was afraid of everything：escalators, heights and New Orleans cockroaches. At the age of 8 I even became afraid of getting Halloween candy. Normally on October 31, my twin brother and I would step out of our house and rush to every home with in a three-block radius1. Most of the houses were only a step or two off the ground. Easy.

That year, when we approached one of the bigger houses——a house known to have the best candy but with 10 tall cement steps leading to the front door——my fear of heights stopped me cold. My brother was already up the stairs, while I stood frozen at the bottom.

I told myself I might stumble in the dark and drop my bag of treats. I might crash to the concrete below. I might tear my homemade fairy costume. I wanted the candy, but there was no way I was going up those stairs to get it.

I lost more than candy. I lost my confidence.

The fear of stepping out took me along the safe, no-risk route through high school, nursing school and into a secure hospital job. After six years in nursing, unsatisfied with the career choice I had made, I woke up to a different kind of fear:
 The fear of becoming like the other no-risk nurses——tired, burned out and old before their time. I faced a decision: step out into the unknown or spend the rest of my life at the bottom of those steps, never tasting the best candy.

小时候，我对一切都心存恐惧，比如电梯和新奥尔良蟑螂；另外，我还恐高。在我八岁时，我甚至害怕在万圣节前夜去讨各家为我们小孩准备的糖果（在万圣节，孩子们会玩挨家讨糖吃的游戏）。每年的10月31日，我和我的双胞胎哥哥会走出家门冲进三个街区范围内的每户人家。大部分人家的房子离地都不到两步高，很容易上去拿到糖果。

那一年，我和哥哥来到一个较大的房子。听说，这间房子里有最好的糖果。但是，要进入这间房子，必须先爬上由10级高高的混凝土台阶。因为恐高，我看着台阶不知所措。当我还像木偶一样站在房子下面发呆时，哥哥早已爬上了楼梯。

我对自己说，我可能会在黑暗中绊倒，将袋子里已有的糖果洒满一地；我可能会一不小心撞到混凝土墙壁上；我还可能弄坏家人为我缝的漂亮衣服。我想要糖果，但是让我爬那么高的楼梯去拿我可不愿意。

那一刻，我失去的不仅仅是糖果，也丢掉了自信。

对走出去的恐惧让我一直平平坦坦，也从无冒险地行走于我的人生道路。高中毕业后，我去了护士学校，然后在医院做了一名护士，一份很安稳的工作。这一切都是那么的平淡无奇与水到渠成。做了六年的护士后，我开始不满足于自己曾经的职业选择，我在另一种恐惧中惊醒。我害怕我和其他很多护士一样，过着波澜不惊的生活，然后在身心疲惫中慢慢老去。我面临一个抉择：要么走出去进入一个未知的世界，要么保持现有的生活状态，永远也不爬上台阶去品尝最好的“糖果”。


I wanted to start a consulting business advising at torneys on medical-related cases. I settled for reading business books instead. Then I thought back to the worst thing that ever happened to me: my mom dying at age 48 of breast cancer. Compared with that, how bad could a business failure be So, with only $100 in my savings account, I nurse consultant. I phoned the first lawer to introduce my consulting service in my lawful consulting identity. To my horror he answered the phone. About to hang up, I thought: If he was wearing a hospital gown with his backside showing, I would have no problem introducing myself. I sputtered out some thing unintelligible, and he be came my first client.

Climbing the stairs of business hasn't been easy. Once I lost my biggest client. The old fears returned, but I'd tasted the candy, and the memory of my mom put me right back on those stairs.

Success is not about the achievement. Every time I step out into the unknown, win or lose, I succeed. I might break a leg or invest in a losing business idea, but I won't end up at my 90th birth day with nothing more than stale white cake and regrets.

Bad things can happen when we step out, but I believe worse things happen to our souls when we don't.

我想开一家医疗法律顾问公司，专门为受理有关医疗案件的律师提供咨询。我开始看创业方面的书籍。那时，我想到了我这一生到现在为止发生的最悲惨的事情，那就是我的母亲在48岁时因乳腺癌离
 我而去。与这比起来，一次创业失败又算得了什么。因此，我以仅有的100美元存款作为资本，开始了创业历程。我打电话给第一个律师，以一名合法护理咨询师的身份，向他推荐我的咨询服务。他接了电话，可我的内心一片空白。就在他要挂电话的那一刻，我突然想：如果他穿着白大褂，背对着我，我会毫无困难地向他介绍我自己。顷刻间，我滔滔不绝地说了很多现在想来都莫名其妙的话，就这样，他也莫名其妙地成了我的第一个客户。

攀登创业的“楼梯”并不是件容易的事。有一次，我失掉了我最大的客户，曾经的恐惧又朝我袭来，我想到了放弃，但是我已经尝到了创业的“糖果”，关于我母亲的记忆又让我回到了登上创业顶峰的“楼梯”。

成功不以成就来衡量。每次我进入一个未知的世界，不管是胜利还是失败，我都成功了。我可能会摔断一条腿，也可能是投资了一个必赔的领域，但我都不会让自己在90岁生日时，发现自己除了遗憾，一无所有。

当我们走出平淡的生活时，可能会有糟糕的事情等在前方，但我仍然坚信，如果我们不走出去，将会有更糟糕的事情发生在我们心里。


Traces Of Life生命的痕迹

My teammates on the United States Disabled Ski Team used to tease me about the size of my chest, joking that my greatest handicap wasn't my missing leg but my missing cleavage1. Little did they know how true that would become.

This past year, I found out that for the second time in my life I had cancer, this time in both breasts. I had bilateral mastectomies. When I heard I'd need the surgery, I didn't think it would be a big deal. I even told my friends playfully,"I"ll keep you abreast of the situation." After all, I had lost my leg to my first go-round with cancer at age 12, and then gone on to be come a world-champion ski racer. All of us on the Disabled Ski Team were missing one set of body parts or another. I saw that a man in a wheelchair can be utterly sexy. That a woman who has no hands can appear not to be missing anything. That wholeness has nothing to do with missing parts and everything to do with spirit. Yet although I knew this, I was surprised to discover how difficult it was to adjust to my new scars. When they brought me back to consciousness after the surgery, I started to sob and hyperventilate. Suddenly I
 found that I didn't want to face the loss of more of my body. I didn't want chemotherapy again. I didn't want to be brave and tough and put on a perpetual smiling face. I didn't ever want to wake up again... My breathing grew so shaky that the anesthesiologist gave me oxygen and then, thankfully, put me back to sleep.

美国残障滑雪队的队友们过去常常拿我的胸形打趣，取笑说我最大的生理缺陷不是少了一条腿，而是没有乳沟。她们无从知晓那将成为怎样千真万确的事实。

去年，我一生中第二次发现自己罹患癌症，这次是在双侧乳房。我接受了双乳切除术。当我听说自己需要动手术时，本来并未大惊小怪。我甚至和朋友们开玩笑说：“我会让你们及时了解最新动态的。”毕竟，在12岁那年与癌症的第一次较量中我失去了一条腿，后来仍继续前行成为了世界滑雪冠军。在残障滑雪队里，每个人都失去了身体的某个部分。我知道坐轮椅的男人可以魅力十足，没有双手的女人可以看上去健全。健全与残缺的肢体毫无关系，只与精神息息相关。尽管明白这一点，我却惊讶地发现要适应我的新伤痕是多么困难。手术后，当我被他们唤醒恢复知觉后，我便开始啜泣以致要强加呼吸。突然间，我发觉自己不愿再面对更多的身体缺失，我不想再化疗，我不想勇敢坚强，永远摆出一张笑脸，我甚至不想再醒来 ……我的呼吸变得很不稳定，麻醉师不得不给我吸氧，接着，谢天谢地，我又睡着了。


When I was doing hill sprints to pre pare for my ski racing, my heart and lungs and leg muscles were all on fire——I'd often be hit by the sensation that there were no resources left in side me with which to keep going. Then I'd think about the races ahead——my dream of pushing my potential as far as it could go, the sat is faction of breaking through my own barriers——and that would get me through the sprints. The same tenacity10 that served me so well in ski racing helped me survive my second bout with cancer.

After the mastectomies, I knew that one way to get myself going would be to start exercising again, so I head ed for the local pool. In the com munal shower, I found my self noticing other women's breasts for the first time in my life. Suddenly and for the first time, after all these years of missing a leg, I felt acutely self-conscious.

I decided it was time to confront myself. That night at home, I took off all my clothes and had a long look at the wom an in the mirror. She was androgynous. Take my face——without makeup, it was a cute young boy's face. My shoulder muscles, arms and hands were powerful and muscular from the crutches. I had no breasts; instead, there were two prominent scars on my chest. I had a sexy flat stomach, a bubble butt and a well-developed thigh from years of ski racing. My right leg ended in an other long scar just above the knee. I discovered that I liked my androgynous body. It fit my personality——my aggressive male side that loves getting dressed in a helmet, arm guards and shin protectors to do battle with the slalom gates, and my gentle female side that longs to have children one
 day and wants to dress up in a beautiful silk dress, and go out to dinner with a lover...

当我进行冲山训练以迎战滑雪赛时，我的心肺和腿肌燃烧着活力——我经常被这样的感觉侵袭，我已没有余力再支撑下去了。但之后我会想到未来的比赛——把自身潜力推向极致的梦想以及突破自身障碍后的满足——这些将支撑我把冲山训练坚持到底。在滑雪比赛中令我受益匪浅的执著精神同样帮助我在与癌症的第二轮较量中挺了过来。

双乳切除术后，我清楚使自己振作起来的方法就是重新开始锻炼。于是我前往本地的游泳池。在公共淋浴间，我发觉自己生平第一次注意起别人的乳房。猛然间，经过这么多年失去一条腿后，我头一遭感到自惭形秽。

我想，该是正视自我的时候了。那晚，我在家里脱得一丝不挂，久久凝视着镜中这个趋于中性的女人。看这张脸——不施粉脂，如英俊小生的脸；肩膀肌肉发达，手臂因使用拐杖而变得强壮有力；乳房没有了，胸前只有两道显眼的伤疤；性感扁平的小腹，得意的翘臀和多年滑雪练就的发达的大腿；右腿在膝盖上方以另一道长长的疤痕结束。我发觉我喜欢自己的中性身体。它符合我的性格——雄心勃勃的男性的一面喜欢戴着头盔、护肘和护胫在障碍滑雪的旗门间奋力穿梭，而温柔的女性的一面渴望有一天生儿育女，梦想穿上美丽的绸缎礼服和爱人外出就餐……


I found that the scars on my chest and my leg were a big deal. They were my marks of life. All of us are scarred by life; it's just that some of those scars show more clearly than others. Our scars do matter. They tell us that we have lived, that we haven't hidden from life. When we see our scars plainly, we can find in them, as I did that day, our own unique beauty.

我发现，我胸部和腿上的伤疤至关重要。那是我生命的痕迹。每个人都会被生活烙上印记，只不过有些更显而易见而已。伤疤并非无关紧要。它表明我们经历过，我们没有逃避生活。当我们用一颗坦然的心去面对它时，我们会发现它独特的美，就像我那天一样。


Thank You For A Good Job谢谢你完美的工作

Many years ago, when I was fresh out of school working in Denver, I was driving to my parents' home in Missouri for Christmas. I stopped at a gas station about 50 miles from Oklahoma City, where I was planning to stop and visit a friend. I pumped the tank full, stood in line at the cash register, and said hello to an older couple who were also paying for gas.

I took off, but had gone only a few miles when black smoke poured from my exhaust pipe. I pulled over and wondered what I should do.

许多年前，当我刚走出校门在丹佛工作的时候，有一次我驱车去密苏里州的父母家过圣诞节。我在距离俄克拉荷马州加油站50英里的地方停了下来，计划去拜访一位朋友。我将油箱加满，排队站在收银机前，主动向一对也在付油款的老年夫妇问好。

我发动汽车离去，但没走几英里远，浓烟便从我汽车的排气管中冒了出来。我把车开到路边，开始考虑下一步该怎么办。


A car pulled up behind me. It was the couple I had spoken to at the gas station. They said they would take me to my friend's. We chatted on the way into the city, and when I got out of the car, the husband gave me his business card.

I wrote him and his wife a thank-you note for rescuing me. Soon afterward, I received a Christmas package from them. Their note that came with it said that helping me had made their holidays meaningful.

Years later, I drove through a foggy morning to a conference in a nearby town. In late afternoon I returned to my car and found that I'd left the lights on all day, and the battery was dead. Then I noticed that the Friendly Ford dealership was right next door. I walked over and found two sales men relaxing in a showroom devoid of customers.

"Just how friendly is Friendly Ford" "I asked and explained my trouble.

They quickly drove a pickup truck to my car, attached jumper cables, and started my car. They would accept no payment, so when I got home, I wrote them a note to say thanks.

I received a letter back from one of the salesmen. No one had ever taken the time to write him and say thank you, and it meant a lot, he said.

Another few years had passed when a friend's husband died. Pat had been a well-respected doctor at a big hospital, and hundreds of cards were sent to the family. Among them was a sympathy card from a plumber who had once worked at their house. He wrote that when Pat had paid the bill, he
 wrote on the invoice，"Thank you for a good job."

"Thank you"——the two powerful words. They're easy to say and mean so much.

一辆车紧接着我的车停了下来。是我在加油站里打过招呼的那两位老年夫妇。他们说会把我送到朋友家。在去城里的路上我们交谈着，当我走下车时，那位老年男士递给我一张他的商业名片。

后来我写了一封信对他们给予我的帮助表示感谢。不久我收到他们寄来的圣诞包裹。包裹中有张便条，上面写着：“为你提供帮助让我们的假日生活变得更有意义。”

很多年过去了，一天早上，我开车去附近一个城镇开会。傍晚的时候我回到车旁，发现车灯亮了一天，蓄电池已经没电了。但是很快我发现“伏特经销处”就在隔壁。我走过去发现店里没有顾客，只有两个销售人员在展示厅里说话。

“不知你们伏特公司能否帮我一下？”我边问边解释了我的困境。

他们很快开着一辆轻便小货车来到我的汽车旁，接上跳线电缆，然后发动我的汽车。他们没有收取任何报酬，当我回到家后，我写信向他们表示感谢。

我收到了一位销售人员的回信。他说，没有人曾经花费时间写信给他向他表示感谢，而我的感谢信对他来说意味深长。

几年后，一个朋友的丈夫帕特去世。他曾经是一家大医院中一位德高望重的医生，此时家里收到数百张卡片。卡片中有一张上面充满同情的话语，是曾经在他家干过活的一位水管工寄来的。他提到帕特付账单时在发票上写道：“谢谢你完美的工作。”

“谢谢”——这是两个很有分量的字。它们虽然很容易说出口，但却意味深长。


The Leader领导者

A teacher assigned her 8th-graders to pick a leader and write an essay. Most kids wrote about famous people, but a student named Julius titled his paper "Benny: The Man on the Bus."

"I've been taking a public bus to school for years," he wrote. "Most passengers were going to work and almost no one ever talked to anyone else."

"About a year ago, an elderly man got on the bus and said loudly to the driver，'Good morning!' Most people looked up annoyed and the bus driver just grunted1."

"The next day the man got on at the same stop and again he said loudly，'Good morning!' to the driver. By the fifth day, the driver greeted the man with a cheerful 'Good morning!' and the man said loudly, 'My name is Benny. What's yours?' The driver said his name was Ralph."

"That was the first time any of us heard the driver's name and soon people began to talk to each other and say hello to Ralph and Benny. After about a month, Benny extended his cheerful 'Good morning!' to the whole bus. Within a few days his 'Good morning!' was returned by a whole bunch of 'Good mornings' and the entire bus seemed to be friendlier."

"If a leader is someone who makes something happen,
 Benny was our leader in friendliness."

"A month ago, Benny didn't get on the bus. Some of us thought he died and no one knew what to do. The bus got awful quiet again. So I started to act like Benny and say，"Good morning!" to every one and they cheered up again. I guess I'm now the leader."

一位老师给她八年级的学生们出了一个作文题：我心目中的领导者。大多数孩子写的都是名人，但一名叫尤利斯的学生的文章标题却是“本尼：公共汽车上的那位老人”。

“几年来，我一直坐公共汽车上学，”他这样写道，“大多数乘客都是赶去上班，彼此之间几乎从不说话。”

“大约在一年前，一位老人上了车，他大声地对司机说了一句‘早上好！’。不少人用反感的眼神瞅着他，就连司机也不满地嘀咕着。

“第二天，老人在同一站上了车，他又大声地向司机说了声‘早上好！’到了第五天，司机竟也愉快地问候了他一句 ‘早上好！’老人大声说：‘我叫本尼。你叫什么？’司机回答说他叫拉尔夫。”

“那是我们所有人第一次听到司机的名字。此后不久，车上的人们就开始彼此交谈并跟拉尔夫和本尼打招呼了。大概过了一个月左右，本尼快乐的‘早上好！’的问候感染了整个车厢。几天后，他那句‘早上好！’就得到了所有人的回应，整辆车上的气氛似乎也更友好和睦了。”

“如果领导者是指那些促使事情发生的人，那么本尼就是使我们深受感染的友善的领导者。”

“一个月前，本尼不再乘车了。乘客当中有人猜他死了，谁也不知道该为此做些什么。车里又恢复了可怕的寂静。所以我开始像本尼那样和所有人说‘早上好！’，于是他们又都振奋起来了。我想现在我就是领导者。”


Who Packing Your Parachute?谁为你的降落伞打包？

Charles Plumb, a U.S. Naval Academy graduate, was a jet fighter pilot in Vietnam. After 75 combat missions, his plane was destroyed by a surface-to-air missile.He was captured and spent six years in a Communist prison.

One day, when Plumb and his wife were sitting in a restaurant, a man at another table came up and said,"You're Plumb! You flew jet fighters in Vietnam from the aircraft carrier Kitty Hawk. You were shot down!"

"How in the world did you know that?" asked Plumb.

"I packed your parachute," the man replied."I guess it worked!" Plumb assured him，"It sure did—if your chute hadn't worked, I wouldn't be here today."

Plumb couldn't sleep that night, thinking about that man. Plumb said," I kept wondering what he might have looked like in a Navy uniform. I wondered how many times I might have passed him on the Kitty Hawk. I wondered how many times I might have seen him and not even said good morning, how are you or anything because, you see, I was a fighter pilot and he was just a sailor."


Plumb thought of the many hours the sailor had spent on a long wooden table in the bowels of the ship carefully weaving the shrouds and folding the silks of each chute, holding in his hands each time the fate of someone he didn't know.

毕业于美国海军军官学校的查尔斯·普拉姆，在越战期间是一名喷气式战机飞行员。在完成75次作战任务后，他的飞机被地空导弹击落。他被抓获并在北越监狱待了六年。

有一天，当普拉姆和他的妻子在一家餐馆用餐时，另一张桌子的一个人走过来对他说：“你是普拉姆吧？在越南的时候你在小鹰号上驾驶喷气战机。后来你被击落了！”

“你到底是怎么知道这些的？”普拉姆吃惊地问。

“你的降落伞就是我打的包，”那个人回答，“我想你的降落伞没出问题吧！”普拉姆肯定地告诉他：“一点问题也没有，不然，今天我也不可能在这儿了。”

那个晚上普拉姆辗转反侧。他说：“我不停地想他穿海军制服时的样子。我很想知道在小鹰号上我有多少次经过他的身旁。我很想知道有多少次我可能看到过他却从没对他说一句早上好之类的问候。如果说到原因，你看，仅仅因为我是飞行员而他是水手。”

普拉姆想那个水手不知道花了多少时间待在航母深处的某张长木桌旁， 在那儿他认真仔细地编织吊伞索并为每个降落伞打包。在他手里的每个降落伞都影响着那些与他素未相识的人的生命。


Everyday we may make it through in safety. But when the day ends, most person will think what they obtained or what they lost. Maybe we can change our minds: Today we can lay on our comfortable bed just because other's help and we never know who he is.

每一天，每一个人都可能平安度过。然而，一天结束后，许多人会斤斤计较于得失，或许我们可以换个角度想一想：今天我们又能舒适地躺在自己的床上，是不是因为有什么人帮过我，而我却对此一无所知？


Learning To Listen学会聆听

We all know what it's like to get that phone call in the middle of the night. This night was no different. Jerking up to the ringing summons, I focused on the red, illuminated numbers of my clock. It was midnight and panicky thoughts filled my sleep-dazed mind as grabbed the receiver.

"Hello?" My heart pounded and I gripped the phone tighter."Mum?" The voice answered. I could hardly hear the whisper over the static. But my thoughts immediately went to my daughter. When the desperate sound of a young crying voice became clear on the line, I grabbed for my husband and squeezed his wrist.

我们都知道在半夜时分听到电话铃响是什么感觉，那一夜并不例外。我从睡梦中被电话铃惊醒，猛然坐起来，定睛看了看时钟上发光的红色数字。已经是午夜了，我抓起电话听筒，睡思昏沉的脑子里充满了可怕的猜测。

“喂？”我的心“怦怦”地跳个不停，把电话抓得更紧了。“妈妈？”那边传来一个声音。由于有电流干扰声，我几乎听不见对方细小的声音，但我立刻想到了我的女儿。当电话那头那绝望而稚气的哭声逐渐清晰起来的时候，我一把抓住了丈夫，紧紧地捏住他的手腕。


"Mum, I know it's late. But don't...don't say anything until I finish. And before you ask, yes I've been drinking. I nearly ran off the road a few miles back and…" I drew in a sharp, shallow breath, and released my husband. Sleep stillfogged my mind, and I attempted to fight back the panic. Something wasn't right.

"...and I got so scared. I want to come home. I know running away was wrong and you've been worried sick. I should have called you days ago but I was afraid, afraid ..."

Sobs of deep-felt emotion flowed from the receiver and poured into my heart. Immediately I pictured my daughter's face in my mind, and my fogged senses seemed to clear，"I think..."

"No! Please let me finish! Please!" She pleaded in desperation. I paused and tried to think what to say. Before I could go on, she continued. "Mum. I know I shouldn't be drinking now... but I'm scared, Mum. So scared!"

The voice broke again, and I bit into my lip, feeling my own eyes fill with moisture. I looked up at my husband, who sat silently mouthing，"Who is it?"

I shook my head and when I didn't answer, he jumped up and left the room, returning seconds later with a portable phone held to his ear. She must have heard the click in the line because she asked，"Are you still there? Please don't hang up on me! I need you. I feel so alone."

I clutched the phone and stared at my husband, seeking guidance. "I'm here, I wouldn't hang up," I said.


“妈妈，我知道现在已经很晚了，可是别……别说话，先听我说完。不用你问，我自己招了吧，没错，我喝了点酒。在刚过去的那几英里（1英里约等于1600米）路段上我差点冲出了公路而且……”我急遽地吸了一口气，松开了丈夫。此刻，我仍有几分睡意，我努力克服恐惧。事情有些不对劲儿。

“……我很害怕，我想回家。我知道离家出走是不对的，害你这么担心。我应该几天前就给你打电话的，但是我害怕，我真的很害怕……”

充满悲伤的啜泣声从电话的另一头传过来，撞击着我的心。我的脑海里立刻浮现出女儿的样子。那一刻，我似乎清醒了，“我想……”

“不！请听我说完！求你了！”她声嘶力竭地恳求道。我停下不讲，想着该说些什么才好。还没等我开口，她又继续说道：“妈妈，我知道我不应该喝酒……可是我害怕，妈妈！我非常害怕！”

她刚说完，声音就中断了。我咬着嘴唇，感到自己的双眼湿润了。我抬头看着丈夫，他静静地坐在那里，用唇语问我：“是谁啊？”

我摇了摇头，没有回答。丈夫起身离开房间，但很快就回来了，耳朵贴在手提式的电话分机上。电话那头的她肯定是听到了这边的一些声响，她问道：“你还在听吗？请别挂断电话！我需要你。我好孤独！”

我紧紧抓住听筒，凝视着丈夫，想得到他的指点。“我一直在听呢，我不会挂断电话的，”我说。


"I should have told you, mum. When we talk, you just keep telling me what I should do. You read all those pamphlets on how to talk to kids. You don't listen to me. You never let me tell you how I feel. It is as if my feelings aren't important. Because you're my mother you think you have all the answers. But sometimes I don't need answers. I just want someone to listen."

I wallowed the lump in my throat and stared at the howto-talk-to-your-kids pamphlets scattered on my nightstand."I'm listening," I whispered.

"You know, back there on the road after I got the car under control, I saw this phone booth and it was as if I could hear you preaching to me about how people shouldn't drink and drive. So I called a taxi. I want to come home."

"That's good honey," I said, relief filling my chest.

"But you know, I think I can drive now."

"No!" I snapped. My muscles stiffened and I tightened the clasp on my husband's hand. "Please, wait for the taxi. Don't hang up on me until the taxi gets there."

"I just want to come home, Mum."

"I know. But do this for your Mum. Wait for the taxi, please."

I listened to the silence in fear. When I didn't hear her answer, I bit into my lip and closed my eyes."There's the taxi now." Only when I heard someone in the background asking about a Yellow Cab did I feel my tension easing.

"I'm coming home, Mum." There was a click, and the phone went silent. Moving from the bed, tears forming in my
 eyes, I walked out into the hall and went to stand in my 16-year-old daughter's room. My husband came from behind and wrapped his arms around me.

“我早就应该和你说了，妈妈。当我们交谈的时候，你只是不停地告诉我应该做什么。你把关于如何同孩子交谈的小册子都看遍了，就是不肯听我说。你从来不让我说出自己的感受，似乎我的感受根本就不重要。因为你是我妈妈，你认为你理所当然地知道所有问题的答案。但是，有时候我不是要答案，我只想有个人听我说话。”

我如鲠在喉，凝视着面前散放在床头柜上各式各样的关于如何和孩子交谈的小册子。“我在听着呢，”我低声回答。

“你知道吗，刚才在半路上，我把车子控制住以后，看见了这个电话亭，似乎又听到你在告诫我说，不应该酒后驾驶。所以，我叫了一辆出租车。我想回家。”

“太好了，宝贝，”我说，我有一种如释重负的感觉。

“可是，我想我现在可以开车了。”

“不行！”我急促地说。我全身的肌肉一下子绷紧了，我紧紧地握住丈夫的手。“好好等待出租车过来吧。车到以前不要挂断电话。”

“我只想回家，妈妈。”

“我知道。可是，为了妈妈，坐出租车回家，好吗？在那里等出租车吧。”

我惶恐不安地感知着那边的静默。当我听不到她的回答时，我咬紧了嘴唇，闭上眼睛。“出租车来了。”当我听到电话那头有个声音在跟出租车司机说着什么的时候，我紧张的情绪才舒缓下来。

“我现在回家了，妈妈。”电话“咔哒”一声挂掉了。我起身下床，眼里噙着泪水。我穿过客厅，走进了16岁女儿的房间。丈夫从后面跟上来，伸开双臂抱紧了我。


I wiped the tears from my cheeks."We have to learn to listen," I said to him. He studied me for a second, and then asked，"Do you think she'll ever know she dialed the wrong number?"

I looked at our sleeping daughter, then back at him."Maybe it wasn't such a wrong number."

"Mum, Dad, what are you doing?" The muffled voice came from under the covers. I walked over to my daughter, who now sat up staring into the darkness. "We're practicing," I answered. "Practicing what?" she mumbled and laid back on the mattress. "Listening," I whispered and brushed a hand over her cheek.

我抹去滑落到脸颊上的泪水。“我们得学会聆听，”我对丈夫说。他端详了我一会儿，然后问道：“你说她以后会意识到自己拨错了电话号码吗？”

我看了看正在熟睡的女儿，然后转头看着他。“也许不能说她拨错了。”

“妈妈、爸爸，你们在干什么？”女儿从被子底下发出微弱的声音。我走近女儿，她坐起身来，努力在黑暗中睁开睡眼。“我们在练习，”我回答说。“练习什么呢？”她一边喃喃地说，一边躺下继续睡。“聆听。”我轻轻抚摸着她的脸颊，小声回答道。


Marble Trader弹珠交易

During the waning years of the Depression in a small southeastern Idaho community, I used to stop by Brother Miller's roadside stand for farm-fresh produce as the season made it available. Food and money were still extremely scarce and bartering was used extensively.

One particular day Brother Miller was bagging some early potatoes for me. I noticed a small boy, delicate of bone and feature, ragged but clean, hungrily appraising a basket of freshly picked green peas. I paid for my potatoes but was also drawn to the display of fresh green peas.

在经济萎缩的大萧条期间，我住在美国东南部爱达荷州的一个小社区，经常到路边“米勒大哥”的摊子上买一些时鲜的农产品。那个年代食物和金钱的交易很匮乏，实物交换很盛行。

有一天，“米勒大哥”正为我装一袋早熟的马铃薯，我留意到一个小男孩，他有着细巧的骨架和精致的五官，身上的衣服破旧但很干净。他如饥似渴地玩赏着一篮新采摘下来的绿豌豆。我付了马铃薯的钱，同时也挨近那些展示着的新鲜绿豌豆。


I am a pushover for creamed peas and new potatoes. Pondering the peas, I couldn't help overhearing the conversation between Brother Miller and the ragged boy next to me.

"Hello Barry, how are you today?"

"Hello, Mr Miller. Fine, thank you. Jus admiring the peas...sure look good."

"They are good, Barry. How's your Ma?"

"Fine. stronger all a time."

"Good. Anything I can help you with?"

"No, Sir. Just admiring the peas."

"Would you like to take some home?"

"No, Sir. Got nothing to pay for I'am...?"

"Well, what have you to trade me for some of those peas？"

"WeIl I got is my prize marble here."

"Is that right Let me see it."

"Here' it is. She's a dandy."

"I can see that. Hmmmm, only thing is this one is blue and I sort of go for red. Do you have a red one like this at home?"

"Not' Zackley...but, almost."

"Tell you what. Take this sack of peas home with you and next trip this way let me look at that red marble."

"Sure will. Thanks, Mr. Miller."


奶油豌豆和新鲜的马铃薯一向对我有吸引力。我一边考虑着要不要买豌豆，一边却又在情不自禁地窃听米勒大哥和我身旁那个衣着破旧的男孩之间的对话。

“你好啊，巴里。今天过得好吗？”

“你好，米勒先生。我很好，谢谢。我在欣赏这些豌豆呢，它们看上去真不赖。”

“可新鲜啦。巴里，你妈妈好吗？”

“她很好。身体一天比一天强。”

“太好了。想要点什么吗？”

“不了，先生，谢谢。我只想欣赏一下这些豌豆。”

“想带一些回家吗？”

“不了，先生。我没有钱。”

“那你有没有什么东西拿来和我换些豌豆呢？”

“我身上只有一颗很棒的弹珠。”

“真的吗？让我看看。”

“给，它可是很好的。”

“我看得出来。嗯……只可惜它是蓝色的，我倒是有点想要颗红色的。你家里有一颗像这样的红色弹珠吗？”

“不是十足的红色，但非常接近。”

“这样吧，你先带上这一袋豌豆回家，下次过来的时候让我看看你说的那颗红色的弹珠。”

“一定。谢谢你，米勒先生。”


Mrs. Miller, who had been standing nearby, came over to help me. With a smile she said: "There are two other boys like him in our community. All three are in very poor circumstances. Jim just loves to bargain with them for peas, apples, tomatoes or whatever. When they come back with their red marbles, and they always do, he decides he doesn't like red after all and he sends them home with a bag of produce for a green marble or an orange one, perhaps."

I left the stand, smiling to myself, impressed with this man. A short time later I moved to Utah but I never forgot the story of this man, the boys and their bartering.

Several years went by each more rapid than the previous one. Just recently I had occasion to visit some old friends in that Idaho community and while I was there learned that Mr. Miller had died.

They were having his viewing that evening and knowing my friends wanted to go, I agreed to accompany them. Upon our arrival at the mortuary we fell into line to meet the relatives of the deceased and to offer whatever words of comfort we could.

Ahead of us in line were three young men. One was in an army uniform and the other two wore nice haircuts, dark suits and white shirts...very professional looking.

They approached Mrs. Miller, standing smiling and composed, by her husband's casket. Each of the young men hugged her, kissed her on the cheek, spoke briefly with her and moved on to the casket.

Her misty light blue eyes followed them as, one by one,
 each young man stopped briefly and placed his own warm hand over the cold pale hand in the casket. Each left the mortuary, awkwardly wiping his eyes.

站在一旁的米勒太太过来帮我的忙。她笑着说：“我们社区里还有两个像他那样的男孩子。他们三个都家境贫寒。吉姆喜欢拿豌豆、苹果、西红柿或者其它别的东西来和他们交换一些东西。当他们带着红色的弹珠过来——他们是从来不爽约的——米勒就会跟他们说他其实并不喜欢红色的弹珠，然后给他们一袋农产品带回家，让他们下次带绿色或橙色的弹珠过来。”

我离开了他们的摊子，暗自欣然，这个男人给我留下了深刻的印象。不久以后，我搬到了犹他州，但我从没忘记这个男人和这些男孩交换实物的故事。

岁月匆匆，转眼几年过去了。最近，我正好有机会拜访住在爱达荷州社区里的一些老朋友。当我到达时，听说米勒先生刚去世了。

社区里的居民准备在当晚去见他最后一面。我知道我的朋友都想去，因此决定和他们一同前往。我们一到达太平间就排起了队，见了死者的亲属，尽量安慰他们。

排在我们前面的是三个年轻人。其中一个穿着陆军服，另外两个留着好看的发型，穿着白衬衫和黑色的套装……一派专业人士的打扮。

他们走近米勒太太，在她丈夫的棺材前微笑而平静地站着。每个青年都拥抱了米勒太太，吻了吻她的脸颊，简单地和她谈了几句，然后走向米勒先生的棺材。

她一直用蓝色的迷蒙泪眼注视着他们。那三个青年挨个在棺材旁边短暂停留，用温暖的手摸了摸棺材里米勒先生冰冷而苍白的手。他们笨拙地擦拭着眼睛，相继离开了太平间。


Our turn came to meet Mrs. Miller. I told her who I was and mentioned the story she had told me about the marbles. Eyes glistening she took my hand and led me to the casket.

"Those three young men that just left were the boys I told you about. They just told me how they appreciated the things Jim 'traded' hem. Now, at last, when Jim could not change his mind about color or size...they came to pay their debt."

"We'vd not a great deal of the wealth of this world," she confided，"but, right now, Jim would consider himself the richest man in Idaho."

With loving gentleness she lifted the lifeless fingers of her deceased husband. Resting underneath were three, magnificently shiny, red marbles.

轮到我们和米勒太太相见了。我告诉她我是谁，并提起她告诉过我的有关弹珠的故事。她眼泛泪光，把我领到棺材前面。

“刚才离开的那三个年轻人就是我当年提到的男孩子。他们刚才告诉我，他们当年是多么感激吉姆跟他们‘交换’的那些食物。现在，吉姆终于再也不能改口说他想要别的颜色、别的尺寸了……他们是来偿还感情债的。”

“我们从来不富有，”米勒太太说，“但倘若吉姆在世，他现在会认为自己是爱达荷州最富有的人。”

她温柔而充满爱意地托起死去的丈夫那毫无生气的手指。在手指下面，放着三颗流光异彩的红色弹珠。



第四卷 成长的过程The Course Of Growing Up

没有人可以拒绝成长。成长的过程并不可怕，一朵花要经历风雨的洗礼，才可以结出甘甜的果实；一株树要历劫霜刀雪剑，最终才成为参天栋梁。成长是痛苦的，但没有痛苦，就不会成就非凡的人生。


The Course Of Growing Up成长的过程

The drugstore was beginning to close for the night. Young Alfred Higgins, who worked in the store was putting on his coat, getting ready to go home. On his way out, he passed Mr. Carr, the little gray-haired man who owned the store. Mr. Carr looked up at Alfred as he passed, and said in a very soft voice,"Just one moment, Alfred. One moment before you go." Mr. Carr spoke so quietly that he worried Alfred.

"What is it, Mr. Carr？"

"Maybe, you' d be good enough to take a few things out of your pockets and leave them here before you go.” said Mr. Carr.

"What--What things? What are you talking about?"

"You've got a compact and a lipstick and at least two tubes of toothpaste in your pockets, Alfred,"

"What do you mean?" Alfred answered.

"Do you think I' m crazy?" his face got red.

Mr. Carr kept looking at Alfred coldly. Alfred did not know what to say, and tried to keep his eyes from meeting the eyes of his boss. After a few moments, he put his hand into his
 pockets and took out the things he had stolen.

"Petty thieving, eh, Alfred.” said Mr. Carr. "And maybe you'd be good enough to tell me how long this has been going on."

"This is the first time I ever took anything."

天晚了，杂货店即将打烊，在店里工作的年轻的艾尔弗雷德·希金斯穿上大衣准备回家。出门时，他碰上了店主卡尔先生。卡尔先生是个小个子，头发灰白。当艾尔弗雷德经过时卡尔先生抬头看着他，然后低声说：“等一下，艾尔弗雷德。等一下再走。”卡尔先生的声音那么低沉，使艾尔弗雷德不禁紧张起来。

“什么事，卡尔先生？”

“你也许在走之前会把兜里的东西拿出来，放在这儿。”卡尔先生说。

“什么——什么东西？你在说些什么呀？”

“你拿了一个粉盒，一支口红还有至少两管牙膏在你衣兜里，艾尔弗雷德。”

“你这是什么意思？”艾尔弗雷德回答。

“你以为我疯了吗？”他的脸红了。

卡尔先生冷冷地直盯着艾尔弗雷德。艾尔弗雷德一时语塞，努力避开老板的目光、过了一会儿，他把手伸进口袋，把偷的东西拿了出来。

“小偷小摸，是吧，艾尔弗雷德？”卡尔先生发话了。“也许你能老实告诉我这种事已持续多久了？”

“这是我头一次从店里拿东西。”


Mr. Carr was quick to answer, "So now you think you'll tell me a lie, eh? What kind of fool I look like, huh? I don't know what goes on in my own store, eh? I tell you, you've been doing this for a long time." Mr. Carr had a strange smile on his face. "I don' t like to call the police," he said, "but maybe I should call your father, and let him know I'm going to have you put in jail."

"My father is not home.He is a printer.He works nights."

"Who is at home?" Carr asked.

"My mother, I think."

Mr. Carr started to go to the phone. Alfred's fear made him raise his voice. He wanted to show he was afraid of nobody. He acted this way every time he got into trouble. This had happened many times since he left school. At such times he always spoke in a loud voice, as he did tonight. "Just a minute," he said to Mr. Carr. "You don' t have to get anybody else into this. You don't have to tell her." Alfred tried to sound big, but deep down he was like a child. He hoped that someone at home would come quickly to save him. But Mr. Carr was already talking to his mother. He told her to come to the store in a hurry.

Alfred thought his mother would come, rushing in, eyes burning with anger. Maybe she would be crying and would push him away when he tried to explain to her. She would make him feel so small. Yet, he wanted her to come quickly before Mr. Carr called in a policeman. Alfred and Mr. Carr waited, but said nothing. At last they heard someone at the closed door. Mr. Carr opened it and said, "Come in, Mrs.
 Higgins. "His face was harsh and serious.

Alfred's mother came in with a friendly smile on her face and put out her hand to Mr. Carr, said politely, "I' m Mrs. Higgins, Alfred's mother."

卡尔先生当即反驳道：“你想骗我，嗯？看看我究竟有多傻，嗯？我会不知道我自己店里发生的事情，嗯？我告诉你，你这种行为已经持续很长一段时间了。”卡尔先生脸上露出了怪异的笑。“我不想叫警察，”他说，“但我也许应该给你父亲打个电话，让他知道我得把你送到监狱里去。”

“我父亲不在家。他是个印刷工，上夜班。”

“那么谁在家？”卡尔问道。

“我想，我母亲大概在吧。”

卡尔先生准备去打电话。因为恐惧，艾尔弗雷德提高了音量。他想以此显示他谁也不怕。每当他碰上麻烦时，他都这么做。自从他离开学校后他经常闯祸。每次遇到这种情况，他就拉大嗓门说话，今晚也不例外。“稍等一下，”他对卡尔先生说，“你没必要把别人扯进来。你没必要告诉她。”艾尔弗雷德说话时努力想使自己显得像个大人，可内心里他却像个孩子。他希望家里很快有人来救他。这时卡尔先生已在和他的母亲通话了。他让她赶紧到店里来。

艾尔弗雷德想像着他母亲来时一定是急急忙忙，满眼怒火。她也许还会哭着一把将他推开，不容他分辩。她会让他觉得非常渺小。尽管如此，他还是希望她能在卡尔先生叫来警察之前尽快赶来。艾尔弗雷德和卡尔先生都等着，谁也不吭声。他们终于听到有人敲紧闭的房门。卡尔先生打开门说：“请进，希金斯太太。”他的脸绷得紧紧的，非常严肃。

艾尔弗雷德的母亲脸上挂着友好的微笑走了进来，并向卡尔先生伸出手，很有礼貌地说：“我是希金斯夫人，艾尔弗雷德的母亲。”


Mr. Carr was surprised at the way she came in. She was very calm, quiet and friendly. "Is Alfred in trouble?" Mrs. Higgins asked.

"He is. He has been taking things from the store--little things, like toothpaste and lipsticks, things he can easily sell,"Mrs. Higgns looked at her son and said sadly."Is it so, Alfred?"

"Yes."

"Why have you been doing it?" she asked.

"I've been spending money, I believe.”

"On what?"

"On going around with the boys, I guess.” said Alfred.

Higgins put out her hand and touched Mr. Carr's arm with great gentleness, as if she knew just how he felt. She spoke as if she did not want to cause him any more trouble. She said, "If you will just listen to me before doing anything?" Her voice was cool and she turned her head away as if she had said too much already. Then she looked again at Mr. Carr with a pleasant smile and asked, "What do you want to do, Mr. Carr?"

"I was going to get a cop. That is what I should do--call the police."

她进来时的举止完全出乎卡尔先生所料。她镇定自若，心平气和且很友好。“艾尔弗雷德闯祸了吗？”希金斯夫人问道。

“是的。他不断从店里偷拿东西——一些牙膏以及口红之类的小东西，他可以很容易地将这些东西卖掉。” 希金斯夫人看了看儿子，
 哀伤地说：“是这样吗，艾尔弗雷德？”

“是的。”

“你为什么要这么做？”她问道。

“我钱花得太多，我想。”

“花在什么上？”

“我想是和朋友们一起出去，”艾尔弗雷德说。

希金斯夫人伸出手极其轻柔地碰了碰卡尔先生的胳膊，似乎她知道他是怎么想的。她说话的口吻似乎表明她不想再给他添更多的麻烦。她说：“在您采取任何行动之前，能否听我说句话？”她的声音很冷静，接着她把头扭到一边，似乎她已说得太多。之后她又把目光移回到卡尔先生的脸上，带着一脸和气的笑容问道：“您打算怎么办，卡尔先生？”

“我要叫警察。这也是我应该做的——叫警察。”


My Greatest Olympic Prize我最珍贵的奥林匹克奖

It was the summer of 1936. The Olympic Games were being held in Berlin. Because Adolf Hitler childishly insisted that his performers were members of a "master race," nationalistic feelings were at an all-time high.

I wasn't too worried about all this. I'd trained, sweated and disciplined myself for six years, with the Games in mind. While I was going over on the boat, all I could think about was taking home one or two of those gold medals. I had my eyes especially on the running broad jump. A year before, as a sophomore at the Ohio State, I'd set the world's record of 26 feet 8 1/4 inches. Nearly everyone expected me to win this event.

I was in for a surprise. When the time came for the broadjump trials, I was startled to see a tall boy hitting the pit at almost 26 feet on his practice leaps! He turned out to be a German named Luz Long. I was told that Hitler hoped to win the jump with him.

I guessed that if Long won, it would add some new support to the Nazis' "master race" (Aryansuperiority) theory. After
 all, I am a Negro. Angry about Hitler's ways, I determined to go out there and really show Der Fuhrer and his master race who was superior and who wasn't.

1936年夏天。奥林匹克运动会在柏林举行。由于阿道夫·希特勒幼稚地坚持他的选手是“优等民族”的成员，民族主义情绪空前高涨。

我对这一切并不太担心。六年来，我心里想着这次奥运会，一直在坚持刻苦训练，从严要求自己。我乘船来时，就一心想带一两块金牌回家。我特别想在急行跳远项目上夺取金牌。一年前，我在俄亥俄州上大学二年级时，就创下了26英尺81/4英寸的世界纪录。几乎所有的人都认为我会赢得这项赛事。

然而，事情出乎我的意料。到了急行跳远预选赛时，我吃惊地看见一个高个儿小伙子试跳时就落在了沙坑将近26英尺的地方！原来他是个德国人，名叫卢茨·隆格。有人告诉我，希特勒就希望靠他来获得跳远冠军。

我心想，如果隆格获胜，那势必给纳粹的“优等民族“（雅利安人优异）论调增加新的佐证。毕竟，我是个黑人。我很气愤希特勒的那一套，决心显一显身手，着实让“元首大人”和他的优等民族看看谁优谁劣。


An angry athlete is an athlete who will make mistakes, as any coach will tell you. I was no exception. On the first of my three qualifying jumps, I leaped from several inches beyond the takeoff board for a foul. On the second jump, I fouled even worse. "Did I come 3,000 miles for this?" I thought bitterly."To foul out of the trials and make a fool of myself?"

Walking a few yards from the pit, I kicked disgustedly at the dirt. Suddenly I felt a hand on my shoulder. I turned to look into the friendly blue eyes of the tall German broad jumper. He had easily qualified for the finals on his first attempt. He offered me a firm handshake.

"Jesse Owens, I'm Luz Long. I don't think we've met." He spoke English well, though with a German twist to it.

"Glad to meet you," I said. Then, trying to hide my nervousness, I added, "How are you?"

"I'm fine. The question is: How are you?"

"What do you mean?" I asked.

"Something must be eating you," he said--proud the way foreigners are when they've mastered a bit of American slang."You should be able to qualify with your eyes closed."

"Believe me, I know it," I told him--and it felt good to say that to someone.


任何一个教练员都会对你说。运动员一生气就会犯错误。我也不例外。预赛三跳中的第一跳，我踏过起跳板几英寸犯了规。第二跳时，则犯规更严重。“难道我从3000英里外跑到这儿就为了这个结局？”我痛苦地想道，“为了在预赛里就犯规出局丢自己的丑吗？”我从沙坑里走出几码远，气愤地踢着沙土。忽然，我感到有一只手搭在我的肩膀上。我转过脸去，瞧见了那个高个子德国跳远运动员一双友好的蓝眼睛。他头一跳就轻松地取得了决赛资格。他主动用力地握了握我的手。“杰西·欧文斯，我叫卢茨·隆格。我想我们以前没见过面。”他英语说得不错，尽管带一点德国味儿。

“认识你很高兴，”我说。随后，我竭力想掩饰自己的不安，便又说道：“你怎么样？”

“我很好。问题是：你怎么样？”

“你的意思是？”我问道。

“一定有什么困扰着你，”他说——显得很得意，外国人掌握了一点美国俚语都会这样。“你就是闭着眼睛也能进入决赛。”

“相信我，这我知道，”我对他说——能跟别人说这话，心里觉得好受些。


For the next few minutes we talked together. I didn't tell Long what was "eating" me, but he seemed to understand my anger, and he took pains to reassure me. Although he'd been schooled in the Nazi youth movement, he didn't believe in the Aryan-supremacy business any more than I did. We laughed over the fact that he really looked the part, though. An inch taller than I, he had a lean, muscular frame, clear blue eyes, blond hair and a strikingly handsome face. Finally, seeing that I had calmed down somewhat, he pointed to the take-off board."Look," he said. "Why don't you draw a line a few inches behind the board and aim at making your take-off from there? You'll be sure not to foul, and you certainly ought to jump far enough to qualify. What does it matter if you're not first in the trials? Tomorrow is what counts."

Suddenly all the tension seemed to leave my body as the truth of what he said hit me. Confidently, I drew a line a full foot behind the hoard and proceeded to jump from there. I qualified with almost a foot to spare.

That night I walked over to Luz Long's room in the Olympic village to thank him. I knew that if it hadn't been for him I probably wouldn't be jumping in the finals the following day. We sat and talked for two hours--about track and field, ourselves, the world situation, a dozen other things.

When I finally got up to leave, we both knew that a real friendship had been formed. Luz would go out to the field the next day trying to beat me if he could. But I knew that he wanted me to do my best--even if that meant my winning.


然后我们交谈了一会。我没有告诉隆格是什么在“困扰”我，但他却好像知道我心里有气，便竭力安慰我。他尽管接受了纳粹青年运动的教育，却一点也不比我更相信雅利安人优异那一套。不过，他看起来倒确实像个优等民族的人，我俩不由得笑起来了。他比我高一英寸，身材修长，肌肉结实，蓝蓝的眼睛，金黄的头发，还长着一张异常英俊的面孔。后来，他见我有些平静了，便用手指向踏板。“看，”他说。“你为什么不在踏板后面几英寸的地方划一道线，然后就从那儿起跳呢？你肯定不会犯规，而且足可以跳进决赛。预赛得不到第一又有什么关系呢？明天的才算数。”

我领悟了他话中的道理，浑身的紧张顿时消失了。我满怀自信，在踏板后方整整一英尺的地方划了一道线，然后就从那儿起跳。我通过了预赛，超出资格标准近一英尺。

那天晚上，我到奥运村卢茨·隆格的房间去道谢。我知道，要不是多亏了他，我很可能参加不成第二天的决赛。我们坐着谈了两个钟头——谈田径运动，谈我们自己，谈国际局势，以及许多其他事情。

最后我起身告辞时，我们都发觉彼此己经建立了真正的友谊。卢茨第二天上场要尽力战胜我。可我也知道，他想让我竭尽全力——哪怕那会意味着我取胜。


As it turned out, Luz broke his own past record. In doing so, he pushed me on to a peak performance. I remember that at the instant I landed from my final jump--the one which set the Olympic record of 26 feet 5 1/16 inches--he was at my side, congratulating me. Despite the fact that Hitler glared at us from the stands not a hundred yards away, Luz shook my hand had--and it wasn't a fake "smile with a broken heart" sort of grip, either.

All the gold medals and cups I have wouldn't make a plating on the 24-carat friendship I felt for Luz Long at the moment. I realized then that Luz was just what Pierre de Coubertin, founder of the modern Games, must have had in his mind when he said, "The important thing in the Olympic Games is not winning but taking part. The essential thing in life is not conquering but fighting well."

结果，卢茨打破了他自己以前的纪录。这样一来，他也促使我发挥到了最佳竞技状态。我记得我最后一跳着地那一瞬间——那一刻我创造了26英尺51/16英寸的奥运会纪录——他来到我旁边，向我祝贺。尽管希特勒就在不足一百码以外的看台上瞪着我们，卢茨紧紧握着我的手——而且还不是“内心沮丧、强颜为笑”的那种虚情假意的握手。

我当时对卢茨·隆格感受到的是24K纯金般的友谊，我所获得的所有金牌、所有金杯都不足以构成这纯金友情的一个镀层。我这时才意识到，现代奥运会创始人皮埃尔·德·顾拜旦当年心里正是想着卢茨这样的运动员，才这样说道：“奥运会重在参与而不在取胜。生命的关键在于干得出色而不在于征服。”


Easter In Jackson杰克逊的复活节

The pounding rain began in the middle of the night. The people of Jackson, Ohio awoke to the sound then went back to sleep. The next day the rain continued, and the water began to rise. Statistics said Jackson floods once every one hundred years, but no one believed this would be the flood of the century. People were evacuated from their homes to higher ground, leaving everything behind. Buildings in the low－lying areas were immersed in water. People watched as dogs, cats, cows and other animals were swept away. Cars and trucks were carried miles from their homes. The people felt helpless as they watched Mother Nature show her power.

半夜时分，下起了瓢泼大雨。俄亥俄州杰克逊的人们被雨声惊醒，但很快地又进入了梦乡。第二天，雨未停，水开始上涨了。据统计，杰克逊每100年发一次水灾，但谁也没有想到这次大雨导致了这场世纪之灾。人们顾不上携带财物，匆匆从家里撤离，逃向高地。洼地里的建筑浸泡在水中。人们眼睁睁地看着狗、猫、牛和其他动物被大水冲走，连汽车和卡车也被冲到离家几英里外的地方。看着老天爷发威，人们束手无策。


Susan returned to her sixth－grade student－teaching experience the following Monday. She told the story to her students and showed them pictures from the newspaper. Her inspired and compassionate students took action. They stopped raising money for their trip to Camp Kern and began raising money for the flood victims. They sold lollipops, wrote letters to the community asking for donations and collected their own money. Even first－graders donated money. Mountains of clothes，furniture and food piled up. Susan's class made Easter baskets from shoe－boxes and filled them with candy and toys as well as toothpaste，soap，toothbrushes and shampoo.

She and I loaded her mom's black Chevy Beretta to the ceiling with the Easter baskets. On the trip there，I wondered what I would see；I couldn't imagine losing almost everything. Dusk was beginning to set in，and I felt nervous when we arrived. My stomach dropped when I saw some houses reduced to the railroad ties that had been their foundation. The smell of river water permeated the air. No carpet，furniture，plumbing or appliances remained. Knowing that only days ago this had been someone's home pained my heart. How many children had grown up here？What kind of memories lingered？Would the house ever be rebuilt？The monster flood had dulled its roar and retreated，but its impact would be long－lasting.

We drove from house to house，knocking on doors，ready to begin our mission. I was filled with trepidation. Would families who had been devastated by floodwater want an Easter basket？The gesture was beginning to seem useless. "Hello，I'm Susan Moore，and this is my friend，Allison. My sixth－
 graders at Pennyroyal Elementary made Easter baskets for you when they heard about the flooding because they wanted to help."

苏珊在接下来的周一回到她在六年级的教学实习中。她给学生讲了这件事，并给他们看报纸上的照片，这些富有同情心的学生得到了鼓舞，立即采取行动。他们停止了为坎普克恩之旅筹资，而开始为洪水的受难者募集。他们去卖棒棒糖，写信给社区寻求捐助，还捐出了自己的积蓄。甚至一年级学生也参与了捐助活动。衣服、家具和食品堆得像小山一样。苏珊班里的同学们还用鞋盒子做成复活节礼筐，里面装上糖果、玩具、牙膏、肥皂、牙刷和洗发液等。

我和苏珊把她妈妈的黑色贝里塔车装满了复活节礼筐。在去那里的途中，我思忖着将会看到什么：我想象不到几乎失去一切的景象。夜幕开始降临了，到达的时候，我感到有些紧张。原来盖在铁路路基上的房屋被大水冲走，又露出了路基。看到这种情况，我的心情陡然沉重起来。空气中河水的味道弥漫。毛毯、家具、管道或器具都荡然无存。一想到几天前这还是某人的家时，我就感到心痛。在这儿曾有多少孩子长大成人？会留下什么样的记忆？这房子会重修吗？洪魔已无力咆哮，开始撤退，但他的影响将持续下去。

我们驱车挨门逐户拜访，一家一家地敲门，准备开始我们的任务。我心中有些忧虑。这些被洪水毁坏了的家庭会接收复活节礼筐吗？这些举措显得有些苍白无力了。“你好，我是苏珊·摩尔，这是我的朋友艾利逊。我们潘尼罗耶小学六年级的学生听说这儿发了洪水，特意为您制作了复活节礼筐，因为他们想提供帮助。”


Their faces lit up as they opened their gifts. As we entered one home，a husband and wife were crouched over their floor with hammer and nails. When he opened the box，he began to cry. "I can't believe those kids did this. Let me give you some money for their school. "As I glanced at what was left of his home，I could not believe his generous spirit. He eventually conceded to write a thank－you note instead. One woman ran out to find us after opening her box，tears rolling down her face. "I collected bunny rabbits，and I lost them all in the flood. There was a small pink rabbit in my box. I can start my collection again. Thank you. "The burly man standing next to her also had tears in his eyes.

My heart was warmed as I played the small role of messenger in this tribute to the good in the human spirit. So often we hear of the shortcomings of our youth，but these youngsters answered a cry for help and gave proof that generosity and love prevail.

人们打开礼物时都露出欣喜之情。我们走入一户人家，丈夫和妻子正蹲伏在地上，手里拿着锤子和钉子。丈夫打开盒子后，哭了起来。“我真不敢相信这些孩子会这样做。让我拿些钱带给他们学校。”我扫视了一下室内，大水过后，家中财产所剩无几，他的慷慨之举，令人难以置信。经我们劝说，他最终同意不再捐钱，只写了一封感谢信表达他的谢意。一位妇女在打开盒子后连忙追了出来，脸上流着泪：“我收集了许多小兔子，但在洪水中全丢了。你们送我的盒子里有一只小粉兔，我又可以开始收集了。谢谢你们！”站在她身边那个魁伟的男人眼里也含着泪


此次，我不过是尽人性之善的使者，微不足道，但能尽微薄之力倍感温謦。经常听到人们指责我们这代年轻人的缺点，但正是这些年轻人在天灾之时，回应了人们的求助，证实了人世间充满了慷慨和爱心。


Three Peach Stones三颗核桃

Observe a child; any one will do. You will see that not a day passes in which he does not find something or other to make him happy, though he may be in tears the next moment. Then look at a man; any one of us will do. You will notice that weeks and months can pass in which day is greeted with nothing more than resignation, and endure with every polite indifference. Indeed, most men are as miserable as sinners, though they are too bored to sin-perhaps their sin is their indifference. But it is true that they so seldom smile that when they do we do not recognize their face, so distorted is it from the fixed mask we take for granted. And even then a man can not smile like a child, for a child smiles with his eyes, whereas a man smiles with his lips alone. It is not a smile; but a grin; something to do with humor, but little to do with happiness. And then, as anyone can see, there is a point (but who can define that point?) when a man becomes an old man, and then he will smile again.

It would seem that happiness is something to do with simplicity, and that it is the ability to extract pleasure form the
 simplest things-such as a peach stone, for instance.

It is obvious that it is nothing to do with success. For Sir Henry Stewart was certainly successful. It is twenty years ago since he came down to our village from London , and bought a couple of old cottages, which he had knocked into one. He used his house as weekend refuge. He was a barrister. And the village followed his brilliant career with something almost amounting to paternal pride.

仔细观察一个小孩，随便哪个小孩都行，你会发现，他每天都会发现一两件令他快乐的事情，尽管过一会儿他可能会哭哭啼啼。再看看一个大人，我们中间任何人都行。你会发现，一周复一周，一月又一月，他总是以无可奈何的心情迎接新的一天的到来，以温文尔雅、满不在乎的心情忍受这一天的消逝。确实，大多数人都跟罪人一样苦恼难受，尽管他们太百无聊赖，连罪恶都不犯——也许他们的冷漠就是他们的罪孽。真的，他们难得一笑。如果他们偶尔笑了，我们会认不出他们的容貌，他们的脸会扭曲走样，不再是我们习以为常的固定不变的面具。即使在笑的时候，大人也不会像小孩儿那样，小孩儿用眼睛表示笑意，大人只用嘴唇。这实际上不是笑，只是咧列嘴；表示一种心情，但跟快乐无关。然而，人人都能发现，人到了一定地步（但又有谁能解释这是什么地步呢？），成了老人，他又会笑了。

看起来，幸福同纯真的赤子之心有关系，幸福是一种能从最简单的事物里——譬如说，核桃——汲取快乐的能力。

幸福显然同成功毫不相干。因为亨利·斯图亚特爵士当然是个十分成功的人。20年前，他从伦敦来到我们的村子，买了好几座旧房屋，推倒后建了一所大房子。他把这所房子当作度周末的场所。他是位律师。我们村里的人带着一种几近父辈的骄傲心情追随他那辉煌的业绩。


I remember some ten years ago when he was made a King's Counsel, Amos and I, seeing him get off the London train, went to congratulate him. We grinned with pleasure; he merely looked as miserable as though he'd received a penal sentence. It was the same when he was knighted; he never smiled a bit, he didn't even bother to celebrate with a round of drinks at the "Blue Fox". He took his success as a child does his medicine. And not one of his achievements brought even a ghost of a smile to his tired eyes.

I asked him one day, soon after he'd retired to potter about his garden, what is was like to achieve all one's ambitions. He looked down at his roses and went on watering them. Then he said "The only value in achieving one's ambition is that you then realize that they are not worth achieving." Quickly he moved the conversation on to a more practical level, and within a moment we were back to a safe discussion on the weather. That was two years ago.

I recall this incident, for yesterday, I was passing his house, and had drawn up my cart just outside his garden wall. I had pulled in from the road for no other reason than to let a bus pass me. As I set there filling my pipe, I suddenly heard a shout of sheer joy come from the other side of the wall.

I peered over. There stood Sir Henry doing nothing less than a tribal war dance of sheer unashamed ecstasy. Even when he observed my bewildered face staring over the wall he did not seem put out or embarrassed, but shouted for me to climb over.

"Come and see, Jan. Look! I have done it at last! I have done it at last!"


There he was, holding a small box of earth in his hand. I observed three tiny shoots out of it.

"And there were only three!" he said, his eyes laughing to heaven.

我记得，大约十年前他被任命为王室法律顾问，阿莫斯和我看见他走下伦敦开来的火车便上前去表示祝贺。我们高兴地笑着；而他的表情却跟接到判刑通知书一样悲惨。他受封当爵士时也是如此，他没有一丝笑容，他甚至不屑于在蓝狐狸酒馆请我们大家喝杯酒。他对待成功就像小孩吃药一样，任何一项成就都未能使他疲惫的眼睛里露出一丝笑意。

他退休以后可以在花园里随便走走，干些轻松的闲活。有一天，我问他一个问题：一个人实现了一切雄心壮志是什么滋味？他低头看这玫瑰花，浇他的水。过了一会儿，他说：“实现雄心壮志的唯一价值是你发现他们都不值得追求。”他立刻改变话题讨论有实际意义的事情，我们很快谈论起万无一失的天气问题。这是两年前的事。

我想起这件事情，因为昨天我经过他的家，把我的大车停在他花园的院墙外边。我从大路把车赶到他花园外边是为了给一辆公共汽车让路。我坐在车上装烟斗时忽然听见院墙里面传来一声欣喜欲狂的欢呼。

我向墙内张望。里面是亨利爵士，他欢蹦乱跳像在跳部落出征的舞蹈，表现出毫无顾忌的真正的快乐。他发现了我在墙头张望的迷惑不解的面孔，他似乎毫不生气，也不感到窘迫，而是大声呼喊叫我爬过墙去。

“快来看，杰。看呀！我终于成功了！我终于成功了！”

他站在那里，手里拿着一小盒土。我发现土里有三颗小芽。

“就只有这三颗！”他眉开眼笑地说。


"Three what?" I asked.

"Peach stones", he replied. "I've always wanted to make peach stones grow, even since I was a child, when I used to take them home after a party, or as a man after a banquet. And I used to plant them, and then forgot where I planted them. But now at last I have done it, and, what's more, I had only three stones, and there you are, one, two, three shoots," he counted.

And Sir Henry ran off, calling for his wife to come and see his achievement-his achievement of simplicity.

“三个什么东西？”我问。

“核桃。”他回答道，“我一直想种核桃，从小就想，当时我参加晚会后老是把核桃带回家，后来长大成人参加宴会后也这样。我以前常常种核桃，可是过后就忘了我种在什么地方。现在，我总算成功了。还有，我只有三个核桃。你瞧，一、二、三颗芽。”他数着说。

亨利爵士跑了起来，叫他的妻子来看他的成功之作——他的单纯纯朴的成功之作。


Catch Of A Lifetime一生的收获

He was 11 years old and went fishing every chance he got from the dock at his family's cabin on an island in the middle of a New Hampshire lake.

On the day before the bass season opened, he and his father were fishing early in the evening, catching sunfish and perch with worms. Then he tied on a small silver lure and practiced casting. The lure struck the water and caused colored ripples in the sunset, then silver ripples as the moon rose over the lake.

他11岁那时，只要一有机会，就会到他家在新汉普郡湖心岛上的小屋的码头上钓鱼。

鲈鱼季节开放的前一天晚上，他和父亲早早开始垂钓，用小虫作饵钓太阳鱼和鲈鱼。他系上鱼饵，练习如何抛线。鱼钩击在水面，在夕阳中漾起一片金色的涟漪，夜晚月亮升出湖面时，涟漪就成了银色。


When his peapole doubled over, he knew something huge was on the other end. His father watched with admiration as the boy skillfully worked the fish alongside the dock.

Finally, he very gingerly lifted the exhausted fish from the water. It was the largest one he had ever seen, but it was a bass.

The boy and his father looked at the handsome fish, gills playing back and forth in the moonlight. The father lit a match and looked at his watch. It was 10 P.M.——two hours before the season opened. He looked at the fish, then at the boy.

"You'll have to put it back, son," he said.

"Dad!" cried the boy.

"There will be other fish," said his father.

"Not as big as this one," cried the boy.

He looked around the lake. No other fishermen or boats were anywhere around in the moonlight. He looked again at his father. Even though no one had seen them, nor could anyone ever know what time he caught the fish, the boy could tell by the clarity of his father's voice that the decision was not negotiable. He slowly worked the hook out of the lip of the huge bass and lowered it into the black water.

The creature swished its powerful body and disappeared. The boy suspected that he would never again see such a great fish.

That was 34 years ago. Today, the boy is a successful architect in New York City. His father's cabin is still there on the island in the middle of the lake. He takes his own son and daughters fishing from the same dock.


And he was right. He has never again caught such a magnificent fish as the one he landed that night long ago. But he does see that same fish-again and again-every time he comes up against a question of ethics.

当鱼杆向下弯的时候，他知道线的另一端一定钓到了一条大鱼。父亲看着他技巧纯熟地在码头边沿和鱼周旋，眼神充满赞赏。

最后他小心翼翼地将筋疲力尽的鱼提出水面。这是他所见过的最大的一条，还是一条鲈鱼。

男孩和他父亲看着这条漂亮的鱼，它的鱼鳃在月光下一张一翕。父亲点燃一根火柴，看了看表。十点了——离开禁还有两个小时。他看了看鱼，又看了看男孩。

“你得把它放回去，孩子，”他说道。

“爸爸！”男孩叫道。

“还有其他的鱼嘛，”父亲说道。

“但没这么大，”男孩叫道。

他环视了一遍湖。月光下附近没有其他的渔民或船只。他又看了看他父亲。从父亲不可动摇的语气中，他知道这个决定没有商量余地，即使没有人看到他们，更无从得知他们何时钓到了鱼。他慢慢地将鱼钩从大鲈鱼的唇上取下，然后蹲下将鱼放回水中。

鱼儿摆动着它强健的身躯，消失在水中。男孩想，他可能再也看不到这么大的鱼了。

那是34年前的事了。现在，男孩是纽约的一个成功的建筑师。他父亲的小屋依然在湖心岛上，他带着自己的儿女仍然在同一个码头上钓鱼。

他猜得没错。自那次以后，他再也没有见过那么大的鱼了。但每次他面临道德难题而举棋不定的时候，他的眼前总是浮现出那条鱼。


For, as his father taught him, ethics are simple matters of right and wrong. It is only the practice of ethics that is difficult. Do we do right when no one is looking? Do we refuse to cut corners to get the design in on time? Or refuse to trade stocks based on information that we know we aren't supposed to have?

We would if we were taught to put the fish back when we were young. For we would have learned the truth. The decision to do right lives fresh and fragrant in our memory. It is a story we will proudly tell our friends and grandchildren. Not about how we had a chance to beat the system and took it, but about how we did the right thing and were forever strengthened.

他父亲曾告诉他，道德即是简单的对和错的问题，但要付诸行动却很难。在没人瞧见的时候，我们是否仍始终如一，一丝不苟？为了将图纸及时送到，我们是不是也会抄近路？或者在明知道不可以的情况下，仍将公司股份卖掉？

在我们还小的时候，如果有人要我们把鱼放回去，我们会这样做，因为我们还在学习真理。正确的决定在我们的记忆里变得深刻而清晰。这个故事我们可以骄傲地讲给朋友和子孙们听，不是关于如何攻击和战胜某种体制，而是如何做正确的决定，从而变得无比坚强。


Hearts On Glasses眼里有心

Cody started life weighing 24 ounces.

Due to extreme prematurity, our son had eye surgery to prevent blindness. As a result of the surgery, he lost peripheral vision in his right eye. And his near sightedness would mean glasses and close monitoring by an ophthalmologist for the rest of his life.

Such a small price to pay, in our opinion, compared to the alternative.

科迪出生时仅仅24盎司。

因为是极度早产，我们的儿子做了眼部手术以防止失明。手术结果是，他失去了右眼的周边视觉。右眼近视就意味着他终身都需要戴眼镜，终身都需要有眼科专家的密切监察。

相对于失明，我们认为这点代价实在是微不足道。


Cody wore glasses with great pride, making it abundantly clear to his little brothers that Mommy and Daddy also wore glasses, and wasn't it a shame that they didn't have any themselves. This usually prompted a round of begging from his siblings that it was only fair they get glasses, too.

Then kindergarten happened.

One day, a couple of kids at recess derailed Cody's bright outlook on having glasses in his possession. One boy said, your glasses look stupid, Cody. Another kid yanked them off his face and bent them.

Cody was a timid, small child. Seeing tears well up in his eyes, as he recounted the event, wrung our hearts dry.

Just recently though, something changed his outlook.

It was the morning of Valentine's Day. I shut off the alarm and groped around in the dark until I found my glasses. I donned them and without turning on the light, blindly made my way to the bathroom. I flipped the bathroom switch, and there I discovered why it was extra dark in my bedroom.

My husband, Stephen, had placed two red heart stickers on my glasses. And plastered all over the mismatched antique mirrors above our bathroom basins were the same stickers.

"VALENTINE," my husband had scrawled on one mirror,"I LOVE YOU THIS MUCH!"

In one mirror was drawn a stick arm with a hand pointing west. And in the other mirror was the same thing pointing east. I was chuckling under my breath, so as not to wake the rest of the household, while staring at my reflection.

I penned my response in the mirror, "Thanks to you,
 sweetie, I've got hearts in my eyes!"

While dressing Cody for school, he whispered, "Mom?"

科迪极为骄傲地戴上了眼镜，那种骄傲劲让他的弟弟们一眼就能看出：爸爸、妈妈都戴眼镜，而他们却不戴，简直有点不像话。于是弟弟们时常轮番恳求也要戴眼镜，否则不公平嘛。

转眼该上幼儿园了。

有一天课间休息时，两个小男孩彻底摧毁了科迪对戴眼镜所抱有的自豪感。一个男孩说，科迪，你的眼镜看上去好蠢。而另一个竟猛地把科迪的眼镜摘下，把它弄弯。

科迪个头小，生性腼腆。他回家跟我们说起这件事时，眼泪直在眼睛里打转转，我们的心里好难受。

但就在最近，有件事改变了他对眼镜的看法。

那是情人节的早晨。闹钟一响，我赶紧按住，然后在黑暗中摸索着找到我的眼镜。我戴上眼镜，没有开灯，摸黑走进卫生间。轻轻按下卫生间的电灯开关，我才明白过来为什么卧室是那样出奇地黑暗。

我先生斯蒂芬，在我的眼镜片上分别贴了两个红色心形贴画。而在我们卫生间盥洗池上方那些大小不一的古董镜子上也都贴满了红心。

“我的爱，我这么地爱你！”我先生在一面镜子上潦草地写道。

在一面镜子上画有一只伸直的胳膊，手指向西边。而另一面镜子上也画有一只伸直的胳膊，手指向东边。瞅着镜中的自己，我使劲忍住不笑出声来，怕弄醒丈夫和孩子。

我也在镜子上写下了我的回复：“谢谢你，亲爱的。我的眼里满是心！”

在给科迪穿衣服准备去学校时，他低声说：“妈妈？”


"Yes, big boy?" I whispered back.

"You got hearts on your glasses."

"Yes, I sure do."

"You're funny, Mom," he said, his eyes sparkling. We both climbed into the cab of the pickup truck, where other hearts ambushed us. Stuck to the steering wheel was a heart. Another one was on the rearview mirror, on my truck key, on the stick shift, and on my wallet. All compliments of my heart from happy husband.

I peeled the hearts from my glasses and handed them to Cody. He stuck them carefully on his own glasses and smiled the whole way to school.

I parked in front of his school.

"Get your book bag, sweetie," I said.

"Mom, can I wear my hearts to class?"

I debated it for a moment. Pulling a "stunt" like this could go either way. But the pleading in his eyes sealed it for me. How could I deny him what may turn out to be a fun opportunity?

"I don't see why not, big boy."

I placed two hearts on my own glasses, and together we entered his school, hand in hand, parting the crowd in the hallway on our way to his classroom.

"Ha! Look at Cody Oliver! He's got hearts on his glasses!" one observer called out.

"Oh, look at Cody! How cute!"shouted another, pointing and giggling.

Cody smiled shyly, gripping my hand for dear life.


“嗯，我的大男孩？”我低声应和。

“你眼镜上有红心。”

“没错，有啊。”

“你真有意思，妈妈，”他说了句，眼里放着光芒。我们俩钻进小货车的驾驶室里，又有好多心将我们包围。方向盘上贴有红心，后视镜上有一个，钥匙上有一个，换档杆上有一个，我的皮夹上还有一个。我那不知忧愁为何物的老公真是大献殷勤。

我把那两颗心从我的眼镜上揭下，递给科迪。他小心翼翼地把它们贴到自己的眼镜片上，去学校的一路上他都是笑眯眯的。

我在校门口停下来。

“拿上你的书包，宝贝，”我说。

“妈妈，我能戴着红心上学吗？”

我心里斗争了一会儿。如此当众“表演”可能一鸣惊人，也可能一败涂地。但是科迪眼里流露出的恳求让我不再犹豫。我怎能剥夺有可能让他开心的一个大好机会呢？

“我看没有什么不可以的，小伙子。”

我又把两个红心贴在我自己的镜片上，然后我们一起走进学校，手拉着手，穿过走廊中的人群，朝他的教室走去。

“哈！快看科迪-奥利弗。他眼镜上有红心！”一个人看见了，嚷了起来。

“啊，看科迪！多酷呀！”另一个发现者也嚷着，指着我们咯咯地笑。

科迪腼腆地微笑着，紧紧地抓住我的手。


When we arrived at the doorway, classmates gathered around my little guy, while I saw him trying to shake off the biggest grin I'd ever seen on his face.

"That's neat! Hearts on your glasses!"

"Cody, can I try them on?"

One little girl tugged at my sleeve. "Mrs. Oliver?"

"Yes?"

"I wish I had glasses."

I knew then without a doubt that Cody's outlook was back on track.

Just by having hearts in his eyes.

当我们来到教室门口时，同学们围住科迪，而我看到他在努力克制他的笑容，那是我在他脸上看见过的最开心的笑容。

“真有意思！眼镜上有心！”

“科迪，让我戴一下好吗？”

一个小姑娘扯了扯我的衣袖。“您是奥利弗太太？”

“是啊。你有什么事？”

“我要是戴眼镜就好了。”

就在那时，我一点也不再怀疑，科迪又重新拾回了他的自信。

很简单，就是让眼里有心。


You Look Beautiful你看起来真漂亮

I never thought that I understood her. She always seemed so far away from me. I loved her, of course. We shared mutual love from the day I was born. I came into this world with a bashed head and deformed features because of the hard labor my mother had gone through. Family members and friends wrinkled their noses at the disfigured baby I was. They all commented on how much I looked like a beat-up football player. But no, not her. Nana thought I was beautiful. Her eyes twinkled with splendor and happiness at the ugly baby in her arms. Her first granddaughter. Beautiful, she said.

我以为我从来就不了解她。她仿佛离我很遥远。当然，我爱她。从我出生那天起我们就爱护彼此。因为母亲难产，我生下来便头部受伤，面貌丑陋。家人和朋友对我这个畸形婴儿不屑一顾，他们都评论说我看起来多么像一个蓬头垢面的足球运动员。但是，她没有。祖母认为我很漂亮。看着怀中丑陋的婴儿她的眼睛变得光彩夺目，幸福万分。这是她第一个孙女啊，真漂亮，她说。


Before final exams in my junior year of high school, she died. Seven years ago, her doctors diagnosed Nana with Alzheimer's disease. Seven years ago, our family became experts on this disease as, slowly, we lost her.

She always spoke in fragmented sentences. As the years passed, the words she spoke became fewer and fewer, until finally she said nothing at all. We were lucky to get one occasional word out of her. It was then our family knew she was near the end.

About a week or so before she died, she lost the abilities for her body to function at all, and the doctors decided to move her to a hospice. A hospice. Where those who entered would never come out.

I told my parents I wanted to see her. I had to see her. My uncontrollable curiosity had taken a step above my gut-wrenching fear.

My mother brought me to the hospice two days after my request. My grandfather and two of my aunts were there as well, but all hung back in the hallway as I entered Nana's room. She was sitting in a big, fluffy chair next to her bed, slouched over, eyes shut, mouth numbly hanging open. The morphine was keeping her asleep. My eyes darted around the room at the windows, the flowers, and the way Nana looked. I was struggling very hard to take it all in, knowing that this would be the last time I ever saw her alive.

I slowly sat down across from her. I took her left hand and held it in mine, brushing a stray lock of golden hair away from her face. I just sat and stared, motionless, in front of her,
 unable to feel anything. I opened my mouth to speak but nothing came out. I could not get over how awful she looked sitting there, helpless.

在我高一期末考试之前，她去世了。七年前，她的医生就诊断出奶奶患了早老性痴呆症；七年前，我们家就成为这种疾病的专家，然而，逐渐地，我们还是失去了她。

她说话的时候总是断断续续。一年年过去了，她说的话也越来越少，直到最后一个字也说不出了。偶尔能听到她说出一个字我们就觉得运气很好了。那时我们家才意识到她的一生走到终点了。

她去世前一个星期，身体就完全不能自理了，医生们决定把她送到收容所。收容所，进到那里面的人没有活着出来的。

我告诉父母我想去看她。我必须见到她。我抑制不住的好奇心战胜了压抑勇气的恐惧。

在我请求两天之后妈妈带我去了收容所。祖父和两个姑姑也去了那里，但当我走进奶奶的房间里，他们都在走廊里止步了。祖母坐在一个靠近她床的松软的大椅子里，无精打采地坐着，闭着眼睛，嘴巴麻木地张开着。吗啡使她处于睡眠状态。我的眼神快速地移动在窗户、花卉以及祖母看人的方式上。我艰难地接受着这一切，心里明白这将是我最后一次见到祖母了。

我慢慢地在她对面坐下来，拿起她的左手，握在我的手心里，拂去她脸上一缕零散的金发。我就坐在她面前，一动不动地看着她，没有任何感觉。我张了张嘴，却什么也没有说。我无法接受她坐在那里的糟糕情形，那么无助。


Then it happened. Her little hand wrapped around mine tighter and tighter. Her voice began what sounded like a soft howl. She seemed to be crying in pain. And then, she spoke.

"Jessica," Plain as day. My name. Mine. Out of 4 children, 2 son-in-laws, 1 daughter-in-law, and 6 grandchildren, she knew it was me.

At that moment, it was like someone was showing a family filmstrip in my head. I saw Nana at my baptizing. I saw her at my fourteen dance recitals. I saw her bringing me roses and beaming with pride. I saw her tap dancing on our kitchen floor. I saw her pointing at her own wrinkled cheeks and telling me that it was from her that I inherited my big dimples. I saw her playing games with us grandkids while the other adults ate Thanksgiving dinner. I saw her sitting with me in my living room at Christmas time admiring our brightly decorated tree.

I then looked at her as she was...and I cried.

I knew she would never see my final senior dance recital. I knew she would never see me cheer for another football game. I knew she would never sit with me and admire our Christmas tree again. I knew she would never see me go off to my senior prom. I knew she would never see me graduate high school or college or see me get married. And I knew she would never be there the day my first child was born. This made tear after tear roll down my face. But above all, I cried because I finally knew how she had felt the day I had been born. She had looked through what she saw on the outside and looked to the inside and saw ... a life.


I slowly released her hand from mine and brushed away the tears staining her cheeks, and mine. I stood, leaned over, and kissed her.

"You look beautiful."

And with one long last look, I turned and left the hospice.

接着，她的小手把我的手抓得越来越紧。她开始说话，听起来好似轻柔的呼叫。她好像要痛苦地哭起来。然后，她说话了：“杰西卡，”清晰明白。我的名字，是在叫我！在四个孩子、两个女婿、一个儿媳、六个孙子中，她认出是我了。

那一刻，就好像有人在我脑子里放映家庭电影一样。我看到祖母为我洗礼；我看到她出现在我十四岁那年的独舞表演上；我看到她满脸自豪地带给我玫瑰；我看到她在厨房的地板上跳踢踏舞；我看到她指着自己布满皱纹的脸颊告诉我说我的大酒窝就是从她那里继承的；我看到在其他大人都在吃感恩节晚餐时她在跟孙儿孙女们玩游戏。我看到在圣诞节时她和我坐在我的卧室里赞美我们装饰明亮的圣诞树。

现在我看着她，就像以前她看我一样……我哭了。

我知道她再也看不到我最后的毕业独舞表演了；我知道她再也看不到我为另一场足球赛欢呼了；我知道她再也不会和我坐在一起欣赏圣诞树了；我知道她再也不会去参加我的毕业舞会了；我知道她再也看不到我高中毕业、大学毕业，也看不到我结婚了；我知道她再也看不到我第一个孩子出世了。想到此，我的眼泪不停地顺着脸颊流下来。 然而我之所以哭泣，主要是因为我终于明白我出生那天她的感受了。她仔细地看了外部更注意到了内部，她看到的是一个小生命。

我慢慢地放开了她的手，擦了擦弄脏她脸颊以及我的脸颊的泪水。然后我站起来，弯下身子亲了亲她。

“你看起来真漂亮。”

最后久久地凝视了她一眼，我转身离开了收容所。


Beautiful Ice Rink美丽的冰场

It was a January evening on our farm in rural Saskatchewan. Snow banks piled high against the house, faintly glowing in the moonlight. Time to tuck in my nine-year-old son, Ryan. He was just speaking to himself as I stepped into his room. "I hope I can have my own ice rink." And for almost two months, he kept repeating the same words.

Like most boys in Canada, Ryan loved to play hockey, but the closest rink was 24 miles away. There was no way he could play. I didn't blame him for wanting a rink of his own, but I worried his heart would be broken as his hope failed him in the end. Ice rinks don't just appear out of thin air.

What could we do? "Our well doesn't have enough water to make a rink," my husband, Ken, told me, shaking his head sadly. "Besides, we don't have the equipment to build one." Like Ryan, I could only hope the legend would happen. Please don't disappoint him.

The weeks went by and Ryan continued dreaming the day would draw in. Meanwhile, the weather warmed up, unusual for that time of year. We enjoyed spending time outside, mak-
 ing snowmen. But gradually the snow banks melted and flooded our yard. I looked outside one day to find our garden had turned into a muddy pool.

那是我们在萨斯喀彻温乡下的农场，一月的一个寒夜。雪积得很厚，都顶到了房门前，在月光下散发出朦胧的亮光。是该让我九岁的儿子莱恩上床睡觉的时候了。当我走进他的房间时，他正在自言自语：“我希望我能有一个属于我自己的冰场。”几乎两个月以来，他总是一遍又一遍地重复着同样的话。

像加拿大大多数的男孩一样，莱恩很喜欢玩冰上曲棍球，但离这里最近的冰场也在24英里以外。他没办法在这里进行自己喜爱的运动。我没有因为他想要一个冰场而责怪他，不过，我真的很担心：如果到最后他的希望破灭了，他可能会非常伤心。要知道，根本不会凭空冒出来一个冰场。

我们能做点什么呢？“我们家井里所有的水也不够做一个冰场啊，”丈夫肯无奈地摇了摇头，对我说道，“而且，我们也没有做冰场的一切设备。”我现在所能做的一切，也只有和莱恩一样——希望奇迹可以发生。请不要让他失望。

几个星期过去了，莱恩仍梦想着这一天的到来。在这期间，天气竟然渐渐暖和了起来，这在一年中的这个时候可真是有点不寻常。我们在户外堆雪人，大家都过得特别开心。但是，雪堆渐渐地融化了，弄得我们的院子里到处都是水。一天，我向窗外望去，发现我们的院子竟然已经变成了一个“泥塘”。


That night a cold front moved in. The wind howled. We tucked ourselves beneath our quilts. The next morning I was still groggy when Ryan came running to me. "Mom，come look!" he shouted. He grabbed my arm and pulled me outside.

There, in the garden, the pool of water had frozen solid overnight—the perfect size of an ice rink. The only time in the 28 years that we've lived here it ever happened. Finally, Ryan's dream came true.

那一夜，一股冷空气随风潜入。冷风呼啸而过。我们都蜷缩在自己的被窝里。第二天一大早，我还头昏眼花呢，莱恩就跑进我的房间大喊：“妈妈，快看！”他拽着我的胳膊把我拉到院子里。

在那里，就在我们的花园里，那一“池”水经过一整夜已经被冻得结结实实的——这简直就是一个完美的冰场啊。这是我们住在这里28年以来唯一发生过的一次奇迹。莱恩的梦想最终实现了。


Thank You For Listening洗耳恭听

My parents in-laws had just returned from a harrowing drive back to New York City after wintering in Florida. "The first time the car broke down we were somewhere in North Carolina," my mother-in-law told me over the phone. "We had it fixed, and then it stalled again in Delaware. But the worst was on the Verrazano Bridge during rush hour. It seemed as if we'd never get home."

"That sounds horrible," I said, ready to launch into my own horror story — a car that conked out at 9:30 p.m. in a deserted mall parking lot.

我的公婆在佛罗里达过完冬后驱车返回纽约城，整段行程让人无比苦恼。“我们在北卡罗莱纳州时汽车第一次抛锚了，”婆婆在电话中告诉我：“我们把它修好了，可在特拉华又坏了。最糟的是，到了维罗泽诺大桥行车高峰期时段车又坏了，看来我们似乎永远也到不了家了。”

“听起来太可怕了，”我答道，同时也准备把自己可怕的故事告诉她——晚上9：30在一个废弃的商业区停车场，我的车也坏了。


But someone knocked at her door, so she had to say goodbye. "Thank you for listening," she added，"but thank you most of all for not telling me your worst car story."

My cheeks burning, I hung up. In the days ahead I found myself thinking about the wisdom of her parting words.

I can't count the number of times I've begun to complain—about a fight with my son, a professional disappointment or even car problems—only to have my friend cut me off with,"The same thing just happened to me."

Suddenly we're talking about her ungrateful kid, her lousy boss, her leaky fuel line... And I'm left nodding my head in all the right places, wondering if we haven't all come down with a bad case of emotional attention deficit disorder.

It's easy to see how this version of empathy— "I know just how you feel and I can prove it" —gets confused with the real thing. Nothing's more natural than trying to soothe an overwrought friend with assurances that she's not alone.

But calamities resemble one another only from afar; up close they're as unique as fingerprints. Your friend's husband may have been downsized out of a job, just like your own, but no two families have identical bank accounts, severance packages or backup plans.

Saying "I feel your pain" also can be a prelude to offering advice: "Here's what I did, and here's what you should do." But when a car trip takes three times as long as it should, or your child runs a high fever in the middle of the night, do you really want to hear how your friend coped with a similar situation?


可此时，她那里恰好有人敲门，于是不得不与我道别。“感谢你的倾听，”她补充说：“不过最感谢的还是你没有把你那糟糕的汽车故事告诉我。”

我脸颊发烫，挂了电话。随后几天，我一直在想她那句充满智慧的告别语。

我记不清有多少次当我开始抱怨与儿子的争吵，抱怨职场中的挫折，甚至抱怨汽车的毛病时，朋友却打断我并插言道：“这种事我也有过。”

突然间，我们谈起了她不知好歹的孩子、令人厌烦的上司、漏油的燃料管……而我只有在一旁适时地点头赞同，真想知道是否我们都会患上严重的精神注意力缺乏紊乱症。

很容易看出，这种“我了解你的感受，我也有过”式同情语与真实事件发生了混淆。安慰一个过度紧张的朋友，最自然的办法是向她保证她并非孤立无援。

然而粗略看来，灾难都千篇一律；细细琢磨，它们却如指纹一样各有特征。你朋友的丈夫与你的丈夫同样可能失业，但没有哪两个家庭的银行存款、失业解雇费或预备计划是相同的。

在给别人建议，告诉他们“我是这么做的，你也应该这么做”时，多用这样的开头：“我知道你的感受”。但当你某次开车的时间比平常多两倍或者你的孩子在深夜发高烧时，难道你真想听你的朋友是如何处理这类情况吗？


What we all hope for when we're feeling low or agitated or wildly happy is to find a friend who sounds as if he has all the time in the world to listen. This ability to be with someone in her pain or happiness is the cornerstone of genuine empathy.

Fortunately, empathy is eminently easy to learn. Ever since the conversation with my mother-in-law, for example, I've squelched my impulse to interrupt a friend when she confides in me. I'm learning to follow the other person's lead, paying attention to body language, facial expressions, tone of voice and what's left unsaid.

I'm also more likely to recognize and appreciate empathy when I'm the beneficiary. The other day I called a friend to complain that I was feeling nervous and couldn't concentrate."Want to tell me about it?" she offered. So I rambled on for a while.

Finally, I thanked her for listening, and asked how she was feeling. "We can talk about me tomorrow," she said. Now that's empathy.

We don't always want answers or advice. Sometimes we just want company.

当我们情绪低落、心情焦虑或欣喜若狂时，都希望能够找一位朋友——似乎他能把所有的时间都用来听我们说。当一个人痛苦或幸福时你能陪伴在他身边则是真正感同身受的基础。

幸运的是，同情很容易学会。比如，自从我与婆婆在电话上交谈之后，当朋友向我倾吐秘密时，我会克制住打断她说话的冲动。我慢慢地学会让说话者处于主导地位，并注意其姿态语言、面部表情、说
 话语气及言下之意。

当我成为一个受益者时，我更可能对这种感同身受加以认可和赞赏。几天前，我打电话给朋友抱怨说自己感到紧张，注意力不能集中。她说道：“跟我说说，好吗？”于是我们闲聊了一会儿。

最后，我感谢她的倾听，并问她情况怎样。“我的事明天再说吧。”她说。这才是感同身受。

我们并非总想得到别人的答案或建议；有时候我们只想有人做伴。


Learning About Saving Face挽回面子的艺术

As a child, I was in the public library every Saturday. And every week, I checked out the same book, year after year. Up I would walk, put that dog-eared book in the return slot, and stand very still until Ruth Setzer, one of the librarians, checked it in. Without a word, she would extend her arm to me, with my treasure at the end of it. I would run back to the children's section until Mama was ready to go. Then I would check it out again and take it back home, where it obviously belonged.

One Saturday, Mrs. Barnett, the head librarian, summoned me to the circulation desk, a formidable walnut fortress. The other librarians gathered around as she handed me a package. "Now," she said sweetly, handing me my own copy of the book，"we hope you might leave the library's Adventures of Pippi Longstocking? here so other children might read it."

When I turned 15, Mrs. Barnett offered me a job working at the circulation desk, that great ship I had hovered in front of every Saturday for years. Ecstatic to be among all those
 books, I can still hear the sound of the book-cart wheels as I rolled through the stacks, lost in that magical world.

One morning that quiet magic was shattered when an irate woman slammed shut a card catalog drawer and stomped to the desk.

小时候，我每周六都呆在公共图书馆里看书。每一周我都会借出同一本书，年复一年，周而复始。我会走上前去，把那本书角都卷起来的书放到还书口，然后静静地站着等，直到露丝·塞茨尔——图书管理员之一，把书检查、收回，一言不发地再伸手把书递给我。我会跑回儿童区，直到妈妈打算离开。然后我再把那本书借出带回家，很明显我的家才是真正属于它的地方。

有一个周六，图书馆馆长巴尼特女士把我叫到借书台，庄严的胡桃木制成的借书台像一座堡垒。她递给我一个包裹时，其他图书管理员也围拢了过来。“好吧，”她一边温柔地说着话，一边把真正属于我的书递给我，“我们希望你能把图书馆的《长袜子皮皮历险记》留给其他孩子，让他们也能读。”

我15岁时，巴尼特女士给了我一个在图书馆借书台工作的机会，也就是我多年以来每个周六都流连忘返的地方。身居书的海洋之中令我狂喜不已，我依旧能听到自己推着手推车走过一堆堆书时车轮发出的声音，我深深地沉醉于那个神秘的世界。

一天上午，那神秘世界的寂静被一个气呼呼的女子用力关卡片抽屉的声音和跺脚声打破了，她冲到了借书台前。


"I cannot believe," she fairly hissed，"that this library doesn't have any books about psychology! It's an outrage! How dare you call yourselves a library." Being the only one at the helm at that moment, it was up to me to respond.

Timidly, I did. "I know I've shelved psychology books before," I began.

"Really?" she interrupted，"there's none in the card catalog. Zero! Ridiculous! Aren't there any grown-ups who work here?"

"They are in a meeting right now," I whispered, scared."But I'll help if I can."

She stomped back to the card catalog, with me trailing meekly behind as Pippi never would have. "Where were you looking?" I asked.

"Well, young lady, where on earth do you think I was looking?" she answered as she flung open a card drawer.

The drawer she had opened was the "S" drawer.

"Well," I answered quietly，"perhaps we should try the alternate spelling." And I gently moved her to the "P" drawer.

It was a moment of real clarity for me: Helping her save face and retain her dignity as a human being was important, even though (and perhaps especially because) she had been berating me.

Decades later, I was in line at Giant Foods watching a woman buy eight items, including a package of the cheapest, fattiest meat imaginable. As the cashier rang up her items, the woman asked repeatedly for the subtotal, digging into her change purse and realizing as the meat made its journey up the conveyer belt that she could never afford it. She lacked $1.07,
 and with the saddest eyes I had ever seen, told the cashier to put it back.

“我简直不敢相信，”她生气地低声说，“这个图书馆居然没有关于心理学的图书！太可恶了！你们居然敢叫图书馆！”由于我是当时惟一当班的人，我得说点什么。

我有点胆怯地开始说道：“我知道我曾经放过心理学的书籍。”

“是吗？”她打断了我，“卡片上一本也没有。没有！太可笑了！这里难道没有成年人上班吗？”

“他们都在开会，”我小声地说，心里很害怕，“不过可以的话我很乐意帮忙。”

她跺着脚回到卡片柜，我温顺地跟在她身后，就像“皮皮”从来都不曾做过那样。“你在哪里找的？”我问。

“嗯，小姑娘，你觉得我在哪里找的呢？”她一边说一边猛地拉开了一个卡片抽屉。

她拉开的那个是“S” 抽屉。

“嗯，”我悄悄地说，“也许我们应该试试不同的拼写。”然后我轻轻地把她领到了“P”抽屉旁。

那个时刻我真正明白了，帮助她挽回面子维持尊严非常重要，甚至(也许特别因为)在她斥责过我以后。

几十年过去了，我站在Giant Foods商店的收银台旁等着付钱，看到一个妇女买了8件物品，包括一包你所能想象到的最便宜的肥肉。当收银员计费时，妇女一边不停地问总计多少钱，一边在她的零钱包里摸索着，当那块肉到了收款台前的传送带上，她意识到她无论如何都买不起。她还差1.07美元，她告诉收银员把肉放回去，那一刻我看到了世界上最悲伤的眼睛。


I couldn't bear it. "Excuse me, madam," I said as I bent down between my cart and the chewing gum display. "You must have dropped this." As I handed her a $5 bill from my own pocket, pretending I had found it on the floor, she refused it at first.

"Oh, no," she said quietly，"it can't be mine."

"Well, it's not mine either, so it's your lucky day!" I replied, extending my hand.

In that moment, I realized that my learning about saving face had started years before in that library. Rather than enforce their rule about how many consecutive weeks a book could be checked out, the librarians had helped me save face by giving me my own copy of "Pippi Longstocking." And while standing in that grocery store line, I recognized that saving face is an important concept.

Helping someone save face involves giving them a way to exit the situation with their dignity intact. It involves creativity, patience, and sometimes looking the other way. And it puts the impulse on giving, where it should be.

我看不下去了。“打扰一下，女士，”我一边说，一边在我的手推车和口香糖货架之间弯下腰去。“一定是你掉的钱。”我把从自己口袋里掏出的5美元递给她，假装是从地上捡到的。她马上拒绝了。

“噢，不是的，”她轻声说，“不是我的。”

“好吧，不过也不是我的，所以你今天很幸运！”我回答道，把钱递了过去。

在那一刻，我认识到挽回别人面子的知识是多年以前从图书馆学
 到的。他们没有强调他们的规矩是一本书最多可以续借多少周，却通过送给我一本《长袜子皮皮》帮助我挽回了面子。当我站在食品店排队付款时，我认识到挽回面子是一个重要的概念。

帮助别人挽回面子，意味着给他们一条路子摆脱困境，同时使他们尊严无损。这需要创造力、耐心，有时还需要另辟蹊径。此外，它以“给予”为驱动力，这也正是它的意义所在。



第五卷 人生物语A Lesson In Life

每个人都有自己的故事，或喜或悲，或快乐或忧伤。请不要抱怨生活的多变，以平常之习去体味生活的所有馈赠吧！在你的故事里添上精彩的一幕，你会发现，生命的舞台上，你就是自己的主角。


A Lesson In Life人生物语

Sometimes people come into your life and you know right away that they were meant to be there, they serve some sort of purpose, to teach you a lesson or help figure out who you are or who you want to become. You never know who these people may be - your roommate, neighbor, professor, long lost friend, lover or even a complete stranger who, when you lock eyes with them, you know that very moment that they will affect your life in some profound way.

And sometimes things happen to you and at the time they may seem horrible, painful and unfair, but in reflection you realize that without overcoming those obstacles, you would have never realized your potential, strength, will power or heart. Everything happens for a reason. Nothing happens by chance or by means of good or bad luck. Illness, injury, love, lost moments of true greatness and sheer stupidity - all occur to test the limits of your soul. Without these small tests, if they be events, illnesses or relationships, life would be like a smoothly paved, straight, flat road to nowhere. Safe and comfortable but
 dull and utterly pointless.

The people you meet who affect your life and the successes and downfalls you experience-they are the ones who create who you are. Even the bad experiences can be learned from. Those lessons are the hardest and probably the most important ones.

有时，一些人一闯入你的生活你便知道他们本就想这么做，其中有着一定的目的——或给你一个教训，或帮助你明白你是谁或你要成为谁。你永远也不知道这些人会是谁，是你的舍友、邻居、教授、久违的朋友、爱人，甚或是一个完全的陌生人。当你与他们四目相对，你便知道他们会以某种深远的方式影响你的生活。

有时，一些事情发生了，它们看上去是那么可怕、痛苦和不公；但细想一下你就会明白，如果没有去努力克服这些难题，你将永远也不会知道自己的潜能、力量、意志力和内心。任何事情的发生都是有原因的，没有一件事是偶然发生的或是因了某种好运或厄运发生的。疾病、伤害、爱、真正的伟大的消逝和完全的愚蠢——所有这一切的发生都是对你的精神极限的考验。不管这考验是一些事件、疾病或是某种关系，没有了它们，生活都将只剩下阳光大道，安稳、舒适，但却单调、没有意义，不会通往任何地方。

你遇到的那些影响你的生活的人和你所经历的成功或失败，都会让你看清自己。即使是不好的经历，也能让你从中得到教训。这些教训是最严酷的，但也可能是最重要的。


If someone hurts you, betrays you or breaks your heart, forgive them for they have helped you learn about trust and the importance of being cautious to whom you open your heart to. If someone loves you, love them back unconditionally, not only because they love you, but because they are teaching you to love and opening your heart and eyes to things you would have never seen or felt without them.

Make every day count. Appreciate every moment and take from it everything that you possibly can, for you may never be able to experience it again.

Talk to people you have never talked to before, and actually listen. Let yourself fall in love, break free and set your sights high. Hold your head up because you have every right to. Tell yourself you are a great individual and believe in yourself, for if you don't believe in yourself, no one else will believe in you either. You can make of your life anything you wish. Create your own life and then go out and live it.

"People are like tea bags - you have to put them in hot water before you know how strong they are."

如果有人伤害了你、背叛了你、或让你心碎，原谅他们吧，因为他们帮助你懂得了什么是信任，也让你明白了对那些你敞开心扉交往的人保持谨慎的重要性。如果有人爱你，那么也无条件地爱他们吧，不光因为他们爱你，也因为他们教会了你如何去爱，如何打开心扉、张开眼睛去感受那些没有他们你便不能看到或感受到的世间的种种。

让每一天都过得有意义吧。享受生命中的每一刻，尽你所能从中汲取，因为以后你可能没有机会再有同样经历。


与那些你从没打过招呼的人互相交谈聆听吧，让自己沐浴爱河吧，自由地冲破藩篱，让你的眼界更加高远吧。抬起你的头，因为你有权利这样做。相信自己，告诉自己你很了不起，因为如果连你自己都不相信自己，别人又怎能相信你？你能够按自己的意愿生活。去创造出自己的生活，然后走出来享受生活吧。

人就像茶叶袋，只有放到热水中，你才能知道他们有多强大。


Know Well Yourself看清你的一生

On the very first day, God created the cow. He said to the cow，"Today I have created you! As a cow, you must go to the field with the farmer all day long. You will work all day under the sun! I will give you a life span of 50 years."

The cow objected，"What? This kind of a tough life you want me to live for 50 years? Let me have 20 years, and the 30 years I’ll give back to you." So God agreed.

On the second day, God created the dog. God said to the dog，"What you are supposed to do is to sit all day by the door of your house. Any people that come in, you will have to bark at them! I'll give you a life span of 20 years."

The dog objected，"What? All day long to sit by the door? No way! I'll give you back my other 10 years of life!" So God agreed.

On the third day, God created the monkey. He said to the monkey，"Monkeys have to entertain people. You've got to make them laugh and do monkey tricks. I'll give you 20 years life span."

The monkey objected. "What? Make them laugh? Do mon-
 key faces and tricks? Ten years will do, and the other 10 years I'll give you back." So God agreed.

On the fourth day, God created man and said to him,"Your job is to sleep, eat, and play. You will enjoy very much in your life. All you need to do is to enjoy and do nothing. This kind of life, I'll give you a 20 year life span."

第一天，上帝创造了牛。上帝对牛说：“今天，我创造了你。作为牛，你必须跟农夫下田，整天在日头下干活。我给你50年的生命。”

牛反对说：“这样的苦日子，你要我忍上50年？我只要20年，另外30年你收回吧。”上帝答应了。

第二天，上帝创造了狗。上帝对狗说：“你要整天坐在自家门口，有人进来就叫。我给你20年的生命。”

狗不乐意了，说：“什么？整天坐在门口？绝对不行！我只要10年就够了，其余的10年还给你吧。”上帝答应了。

第三天，上帝创造了猴子。上帝对猴子说：“你必须耍猴把戏，逗人开心，让他们捧腹大笑。我给你20年的生命。”

猴子可不干，说：“什么？逗人发笑？还要扮鬼脸，耍把戏？10年就行了，剩下的10年你留着吧。”上帝答应了。

第四天，上帝创造了人。上帝对人说：“你只要吃喝玩乐，休息睡觉，舒舒服服地过日子就行了。别的什么都不用做，只管尽情享受。我给你20年的生命。”


The man objected. "What? Such a good life! Eat, play, sleep, do nothing? Enjoy the best and you expect me to live only for 20 years? No way, man! Why don't we make a deal? Since the cow gave you back 30 years, and the dog gave you back 10 years and the monkey gave you back 10 years, I will take them from you! That makes my life span 70 years, right?" So God agreed.

And That's Why...

In our first 20 years, we eat, sleep, play, enjoy the best and do nothing much. For the next 30 years, we work all day long, suffer and get to support the family. For the next 10 years, we entertain our grandchildren by making monkey faces and monkey tricks. And for the last 10 years, we stay at home, sit by the front door and bark at people!

人有意见了，说：“什么？吃喝玩乐，休息睡觉，安逸享受？这样的好日子，才让我活20年？啊呀，不行！你看这样好不好？牛还给你30年，狗还了10年，猴子也还了10年，就把它们还的时间全给我吧。这样，我就能活上70年了，对吧？”上帝答应了。

这下，你明白了吧……

最初的20年，我们吃喝玩乐，休息睡觉，安逸享受。随后的30年，我们整天工作个不停，辛辛苦苦地养家糊口。接下来的10年，我们扮鬼脸，耍把戏，逗孙子孙女们开心。最后的10年，我们终日呆在家里，坐在门口，不住地对别人唠叨。


The Power Of Your Actions简单的举止改变人的一生

One day, when I was a freshman in high school, I saw a kid from my class walking home from school. His name was Kyle. It looked like he was carrying all of his books. I thought to myself, "Why would anyone bring home all his books on a Friday? He must really be a nerd." I had quite a weekend planned (parties and a football game with my friend the following afternoon), so I shrugged my shoulders and went on.

当我还在上高一时，有一天，我看到我们班的一个孩子正步行回家。他叫凯尔。他似乎背着所有的书。我心想：“为什么有人在周五就把所有的书都带回家呢？他肯定是个书呆子。”我的周末计划得非常详细（先是派对，在第二天下午和我的朋友踢足球）。因此我耸了耸肩，走开了。


As I was walking, I saw a bunch of kids running toward him. They ran at him, knocking all his books out of his arms and tripping him so he landed in the dirt. His glasses went flying, and I saw them land in the grass about ten feet from him. He looked up and I saw this terrible sadness in his eyes.

My heart went out to him. So, I jogged over to him, and as he crawled around looking for his glasses, I saw a tear in his eye.

I handed him his glasses and said, "Those guys are jerks. They really should get lives."

He looked at me and said, "Hey, thanks!" There was a big smile on his face. It was one of those smiles that showed real gratitude. I helped him pick up his books, and asked him where he lived. It turned out he lived near me, so I asked him why I had never seen him before. He said he had gone to private school before coming to this school.

I would have never hung out with a private school kid before. We talked all the way home, and I carried his books. He turned out to be a pretty cool kid. I asked him if he wanted to play football on Saturday with me and my friends. He said yes. We hung all weekend and the more I got to know Kyle, the more I liked him. And my friends thought the same of him. Monday morning came, and there was Kyle with the huge stack of books again. I stopped him and said, "Damn boy, you are gonna really build some serious muscles with this pile of books everyday!" He just laughed and handed me half the books. Over the next four years, Kyle and I became best friends.


正走着，我看到一帮孩子朝他跑去。他们追上他，把他所有的书都从怀里扔到地上并把他绊倒，结果他摔在污泥里，眼镜也被打飞了，我看到它落在离他10英尺远的草地上。他抬起头时，我看到他眼里极度悲伤的表情。

我的心也随他而去。因此，我慢步向他跑过去。在他爬着寻找眼镜时，我看到了他眼中的泪水。

我把眼镜递给他，说道：“那些家伙都是些蠢蛋，他们真该遭到报应。”

他看了看我，说：“嗨，谢谢了！”笑容在他脸上展现。正是这样的笑显示出了真正的感激。我帮他捡起书，问他住在哪里。原来他住得离我很近。于是我就问他，怎么以前我从没有见过他呢，他说在来这所学校以前他上的是私立学校。

以前，我从不与私立学校的孩子交往。我们一路聊着回家，我帮他拿着书。他原来竟是一位非常讨人喜欢的孩子，我问他是否周六想跟我及我的朋友一起踢足球。他答应了。整个周末我们都在一起，对凯尔了解得越多，我越是喜欢他。我的朋友也都这么认为。到了周一早晨，凯尔又要背上那个巨大的书包了。我制止他，说：“傻孩子，你每天背这么一大堆书，想练就一身强壮的肌肉呀！”他只是笑，并把一半书都递给了我。接下来的四年里，凯尔和我成为最好的朋友。


When we were seniors, we began to think about college. Kyle decided on Georgetown, and I was going to Duke. I knew that we would always be friends, that the miles would never be a problem. He was going to be a doctor, and I was going for business on a football scholarship. Kyle was valedictorian of our class.

I teased him all the time about being a nerd. He had to prepare a speech for graduation. I was so glad it wasn't me having to get up there and speak.

Graduation day arrived—I saw Kyle and he looked great. He was one of those guys that really found himself during high school. He filled out and actually looked good in glasses. He had more dates than me and all the girls loved him!

Boy, sometimes I was jealous. Today was one of those days. I could see that he was nervous about his speech. So, I smacked him on the back and said, "Hey, big guy, you'll be great!"

He looked at me with one of those looks (the really grateful one) and smiled. "Thanks," he said. As he started his speech, he cleared his throat, and began. "Graduation is a time to thank those who helped you make it through those tough years. Your parents, your teachers, your siblings, maybe a coach... but mostly your friends. I am here to tell all of you that being a friend to someone is the best gift you can give them. I am going to tell you a story."

I stared at my friend in disbelief as he told the story of the first day we met. He had planned to kill himself over the weekend. He talked of how he had cleaned out his locker so his
 Mom wouldn't have to do it later and was carrying his stuff home. He looked hard at me and gave me a little smile."Thankfully, I was saved. My friend saved me from doing the unspeakable."

到了高年级后，我们开始考虑上大学的事。凯尔决定去乔治敦，而我要去杜克。我知道我们永远都是朋友，距离决不会成为问题。他以后想当一名医生，而我则要用足球奖学金经商。凯尔是我们班致告别词的学生代表。

我总是取笑他是一个书呆子。他必须为毕业准备一个演讲。我很庆幸不是我要站在那儿演讲。

毕业日来临了——我看到了凯尔，他看起来帅极了。他是那些在高中真正把握住自己的人之一。他长大了，实际上带着眼镜更好看。他的约会比我还要多，几乎所有的女孩都喜欢他。

天哪，有时候我都有些嫉妒。今天就是这样。我能看出他对于演讲有些紧张。因此，我拍了拍他的后背，说：“嗨，大小伙子，你会很出色的！”

他看了看我，带着那样的表情（真正出于感激的那种），笑了。“谢谢，”他说。开始演讲时，他清了清喉咙，开始说：“毕业的时候，你应该感谢那些帮助你度过最困难时期的人。你的父母、老师、兄弟姐妹、也许还有教练……但主要是你的朋友。我在这儿要告诉你们，做别人的朋友是你能给予他们的最好礼物。我要给你们讲一个故事。”

我不敢置信地望着我的朋友，他讲的就是我们第一天相遇的故事。他本来打算要在那个周末自杀，他谈到自己如何把课桌收拾干净，把他所有的东西都带回家，这样就不用妈妈以后再收拾了。他直直地看着我，给了我一个笑容。“谢天谢地，我获救了。我的朋友阻止了我去做那不堪设想的事情。”


I heard the gasp go through the crowd as this handsome, popular boy told us all about his weakest moment. I saw his Mom and dad looking at me and smiling that same grateful smile. Not until that moment did I realize its depth.

Never underestimate the power of your actions. With one small gesture you can change a person's life. For better or for worse. God puts us all in each other's lives to impact one another in some way. Look for God in others.

"Friends are angels who lift us to our feet when our wings have trouble remembering how to fly."

There is no beginning or end ... Yesterday is history. Tomorrow is mystery. Today is a gift.

当这位帅气的、受欢迎的男孩告诉我关于他最脆弱时刻的事情，我听到他跑过人群时的喘气声。我看到他的妈妈和爸爸看着我，脸上带着感激地微笑，直到我无法领略到的深度。

决不要低估你的行动的力量，一个简单的举止也许会改变人的一生，无论是好是坏。上帝让我们走进彼此的生命，在一定程度上影响着彼此。我们也要在其他人身上寻找到上帝的影子。

“朋友就是天使，当我们的翅膀不知如何飞翔时，他们能够帮你站立起来。”

根本不存在开始或者结束……昨天已成为历史，明天还是个谜，今天才是我们手中的礼物。


One-dollar And Ten-dollar一元和十元

After years of tolerating marriage to an alcoholic husband, I finally reached the painful decision that the only way for my two young children and me to survive was to get a divorce. It wasn't something I wanted to do, but it had to be done.

However, even after the divorce, problems with my exhusband continued, and I realized I had no choice but to leave town. Once again, I didn't make up my mind.

我丈夫嗜酒如命，对此我容忍了许多年，最终做出了一个痛苦的决定，我和我两个年幼的孩子唯一的出路就是离开他。其实，我并不想这样做，但我必须这样做。

事实上，即便是在离婚之后，我和前夫之间的麻烦依然持续着。我意识到，除了离开这个城市，我别无选择。但一次又一次，我无法下定决心。


One Sunday, I went to the church as usual. Reverend McKinley called the children to come up for their sermon. Once they were seated in front of him, he told them all to hold out a single hand. Reaching into the pocket of his robe, he pulled out a roll of one-dollar bills and placed one in each outstretched hand. Then he reached into another pocket and pulled out a ten-dollar bill.

"You can have this," he told the children, who were sitting attentively, clutching their one-dollar bills. "But in order to take this, you have to let go of what you already have." He held the ten-dollar bill out at arm's length.

It was an amusing sight. Not one of those little children was willing to let go of his one-dollar bill. Yet they were all old enough to know that ten dollars is better than one. Eventually, Reverend McKinley put his ten dollars back into his pocket.

That night in bed, as I tried to go to sleep, suddenly, the penny dropped. My eyes opened, and as I stared up in the darkness, I knew exactly what I had been doing wrong—I was clinging on with my little fist to a puny, tattered one-dollar bill! I was still so attached to my house a neighborhood. I was so accustomed to moving in the same groove, day in, day out, through each room, attached to the placement of everything like a prisoner who has come to love the familiarity of his own jail cell. And I also realized in the same moment that I wasn't confident enough that a "ten-dollar bill" was out there for me in Seattle. I couldn't see it, I couldn't taste it, I couldn't touch it. As far as I was concerned, moving out there was a leap in the dark, and I was scared of it.


一个礼拜天，我和往常一样去教堂。麦金利牧师召集孩子们做祷告。当孩子们在他的面前坐好后，他让每一个孩子都伸出一只手来，然后将手伸进长袍的口袋里，掏出了一卷一元的纸币，并在每一只伸开的手中放上一张。然后，他伸进另一个口袋，掏出一张十元的钞票。

“你们也能拥有这张钞票，”他对孩子们说道，孩子们聚精会神地坐着，手中紧紧攥着一元的纸币，“但是，要想得到这个，你们必须丢掉你们已经得到的纸币。”他将十元的钞票高高举起。

这真是有趣的一幕。那些孩子中没有一个愿意丢掉他手中的一元纸币。尽管他们的年龄已经足以让他们知道，十元要远远好于一元。但让他们丢掉已经攥在手中的一元，去换取并无十足把握的十元，他们很难下这样的决心。最终，麦金利牧师将他的十元钞票又放回口袋中。

那天夜里，当我躺在床上正设法入睡的时候，一枚硬币突然掉了下来。我睁开眼睛，在黑暗中张望着，我确切地知道，我已经做错了什么——我正用我的小拳头紧紧攥着一张微不足道、破旧不堪的一元纸币！我仍然对我的房子和周围的环境恋恋不舍。我太习惯于这种生活状态了，每日进进出出每一个房间，迷恋房间里每一样东西的摆放，就像囚犯逐渐熟悉并喜欢上他自己的牢狱单间一样。并且，在潜意识里，我觉得我并不确信在西雅图一定有一张“十元钞票”在等着我。我无法看到它，品味它，触摸它。每当我想到这里，就觉得移居出去，就像在茫茫黑暗中有一条沟壑，让我不寒而栗。


However, I knew I just had to let go. Strip off the habits of many years. Make the big leap. Soon after this, the children and I moved to our new lives in Seattle.

Letting go of my "one" set me on a path that allowed me to follow a long-postponed dream of becoming a writer. It also led to a new husband, three more children and eventually three grandchildren. My "ten" includes countless blessings that I never could have imagined in my old life, but before I could have any of them, I had to open my hand and release everything I was holding on to.

Not everyone had the courage to release the one-dollar bill in hand. Fortunately, I had the courage and really did that.

但是我知道，我必须离开了。远离我多年的习惯，做一次大的跨越。告别了那张破旧的一元纸币，我和孩子们开始了在西雅图的新生活。

被抛掉的“一元纸币”让我实现了成为作家的梦想，尽管这个梦想被延误了很长时间。它同时也让我拥有了一位情投意合的新丈夫，另外的三个孩子以及随之而来的三个孙子。我的“十元”包含了我晚年生活中，我不曾想象的难以计数的福祉。但是，我清楚地知道，在我能够拥有它们中的任何一项之前，我必须张开我的手，抛掉我曾经紧紧攥着的每一样东西。

并非每一个人都有抛掉已经握在手中的“一元纸币”的勇气，庆幸的是，我有这样的勇气，并真的这样做了。


Love Cures People爱能治愈伤痛

In August 1992, a beautiful baby girl was born to a very special couple. For the first six months of Paige's life, she cried with colic. Her parents lovingly called her "Baby from hell."

She was a beautiful child, with big brown eyes, and you couldn't help but fall in love with her. On her first birthday, Paige climbed up on my lap and my heart was hers forever.

1992年8月，一个漂亮的女婴诞生于一个特别的家庭，她父母给她取名佩吉。佩吉出生后前六个月里，因腹绞痛而大哭不止。父母亲切地称她为“来自地狱的孩子”。

她是一个漂亮的小女孩，长着一双褐色的大眼睛，令人一见就会情不自禁地喜欢上她。在佩吉一周岁的时候，有一次，她爬到我的膝头上来，从那时开始，我的心就永远地被她占据了。


In March 1995, I received a frantic phone call from Paige's mom, telling me that Paige was diagnosed with cancer and that they were on their way to Children's Hospital in Los Angeles.

As the days went by, the news grew more and more grim. I called everyone I knew and asked them to start a prayer chain.

Paige battled that monster first with chemotherapy, then radiation, and finally a bone marrow transplant that took place in early October 1995.

Through it all, this amazing three-year-old remained cheerful and gentle as ever. She won the hearts of doctors and nurses alike. Paige's mom never left her aside and believed that if she just loved Paige enough，Paige would be okay.

October 31，1995，Halloween，our Paige came home for good. We had the miracle for which we all prayed. The doctors were amazed at her quick response to her treatments, but her positive attitude amazed them even more.

I had been collecting surprises for Paige over the months she was hospitalized, waiting for the day I could watch her open the bag full of gifts.

As she opened the magical bag of surprises, Paige discovered that several of the toys were ones she already had. I suggested to her mom that she could take them back and exchange them for something she didn's. have. I heard Paige' soft little voice ask her mom if they could put these toys in the Christmas bin in front of one of the local stores so that other children could enjoy them. The pride on her mom's face said it all.


At that moment, I realized the power that love has. Love cures people, both the giver and the receiver.

1995年3月，我接到了一个电话，电话那头是佩吉的母亲，她显得语无伦次。她慌乱地告诉我，佩吉被诊断患了癌症，他们正带着她到洛杉矶的儿童医院去就诊。

随着日子一天天过去，消息也越来越残酷。我向认识的每一个人呼吁，请他们为佩吉祈祷。

佩吉勇敢地与病魔做着殊死的斗争。先是化疗，继之放疗，最后在1995年10月上旬进行了骨髓移植手术。

令人吃惊的是，在病痛的折磨下，这个三岁的小女孩仍然像以前一样快乐温柔。 她赢得了所有医生和护士的心。佩吉的母亲从不离开她半步，她相信如果能够给予佩吉足够的爱，她的病一定会痊愈的。

1995年10月31日，正是万圣节，我们的佩吉回家调养了。大家的祈祷创造了奇迹。经过治疗后她的病情明显好转，这让医生们惊叹不已，但最令他们折服的还是她对待疾病的乐观无畏的态度。

佩吉住院的那个月，我收集了很多会令她惊喜的礼物，等待着有朝一日，能看到她亲手打开那只盛放着许多礼物的大包。

当佩吉打开那只神奇的礼物包的时候，发现许多玩具她已经有了。我建议她的母亲把那些佩吉已经有的礼物拿去换一些新的礼物。我听到佩吉声音低柔地问她的母亲，是否可以把那些玩具拿去放在当地一家商店前的圣诞橱窗里，这样其他小朋友也能看到了。佩吉的母亲露出了骄傲的微笑。

就在那一刻，我突然意识到爱的威力有多强大。爱能治愈伤痛，不仅是授予者的，也包括接纳者的。


Rugby Charm魅力橄榄球

When I was 10, there were two things I knew for sure: I loved football, and the Green Bay Packers were my favorite team. My family lived in sunny Miami, but I would have gladly moved to frigid Wisconsin just to see the Packers' play.

This was the 1967 season, and the Packers kept winning. The next thing I knew, they were coming to the Orange Bowl to play the Oakland Raiders in Super Bowl. The game would be played on my 11th birthday right in my hometown. I couldn't think of a better birthday gift than to go see the Packers win.

They had a bunch of my heroes. Bart Starr, the quiet, humble quarterback from Alabama who rose to stardom under the leadership of the great coach Vince Lombardi. And there was Max McGee, Willie Davis, and Jerry Kramer. All stars.

Someday, I wanted to play like these guys, and I wanted to see them play in person, not just on TV.

"Dad, can we go?" I asked.

"We'll see," he said.

If I asked for anything and he said,"We'll see," I usually got it. If I asked to go fishing and he said that, I knew we
 probably were going to go.

So I thought we might go to see the Packers take down the Raiders.

But we didn't. My dad tried every way he could to get tickets, short of getting scalped by some scalper, but tickets just weren't available.

10岁时，有两件事情我最清楚：我喜欢橄榄球，并且“绿湾包装工”队是我最喜欢的球队。我家在阳光灿烂的迈阿密，但我宁愿搬到寒冷的威斯康辛州，以便去看“包装工”队的比赛。

1967年的赛季，“包装工”队一直在赢。我知道，下次他们将去参加“橘子杯”，与“奥克兰袭击者”队在“超级碗”中比赛。我11岁生日那天，这场球赛将在我的家乡拉开序幕。再也没有什么比看到“包装工”队获胜更好的生日礼物了。

他们中间有一大群我心目中的英雄。来自阿拉巴马州的巴特·斯塔尔，这位安静谦逊的四分卫在伟大教练文斯·伦巴迪的领导下一举成为明星，还有马克斯·麦基、威利·戴维斯和杰尔·克莱默，他们都是耀眼的明星。

我幻想有一天，自己能像这些大腕们一样去打橄榄球。我想亲自去现场看他们比赛，而不是在电视上。

“爸爸，我们能去现场看比赛吗？”我问道。

“会的，”他说。

每当我向父亲索要一些东西时，他总会说：“你一会儿就会看到了。”通常情况下，我也真地得到了自己想要的东西。如果我要求去钓鱼，他也会这样说的，我知道我们或许真的会去。

因此我想也许我们会去看“包装工”队击败“袭击者”队的比赛。

但这次我们却没有如愿以偿。爸爸千方百计去买票，由于一些票贩子投机倒卖，球票变得非常短缺。


"Sorry,son," he said."We'll see what else we can do."

All that was left to do was watching the game on TV, I figured.

Then my father bought me a football. I was glad to get it, all smooth and brand-new. But I already had a football.

"This is going to be a very special ball," he said.

"How?"

"You'll see."

The Packers came to town, and each day before the game, I read all the articles in the newspaper during the big pregame buildup. Almost everyone agreed that the Packers would win, but I wasn't so confident——you never know till the game is over.

"Who do you think will win?" I asked my father.

"We'll see," he said.

Then, a couple of days before the game, my father took my new football to work with him. I didn't know why.

When he brought it back, he presented it to me as a birthday gift. It was covered with the autographs of nearly every Packers on the team: Bart Starr, Boyd Dowler, Donny Anderson, Vince Lombardi, the coach. Even names I hardly recognized.

I couldn't believe it.

"How did you do that?" I asked.

That Sunday we watched the game on TV, and I held the ball, signed by the very guys who were playing the game.

The Packers won: 33-14.

"Don't ever play with this ball," my dad advised me. "Just
 put it on your shelf and enjoy it. Someday it'll be worth something."

“很抱歉，儿子，”他说，“让我们看一下还有没有别的办法。”

我想只好从电视上看这场比赛了。

后来，爸爸为我买了一个橄榄球。得到新橄榄球的我非常高兴。这个崭新的橄榄球非常圆滑。但我已经有一个橄榄球了。

“这将是一个非常特别的橄榄球，”他说。

“怎么特别？”

“你很快就会看到。”

“包装工”队来到镇上。每天在规模宏大的赛前集合期间，我都会阅读报纸上的文章。几乎每个人都认为“包装工”队会获胜，但我却没有那么自信——在比赛结束前什么事情都会发生。

“你认为谁会获胜？”我问父亲。

“我们将拭目以待，”他说。

在赛前好几天，父亲每天都带着新橄榄球去上班。我不知道这是为什么。

当他回来的时候，他把橄榄球作为礼物送给了我。上面几乎写满了所有“包装工”队队员的签名：巴特·斯达、博伊德·杜勒、多尼·安德森和教练文斯·伦巴迪。甚至有些名字我已经记不起来了。

我感到难以置信。

“你是怎么搞到这些东西的？”我问。

那个星期天我们从电视上观看比赛，我用手抱着橄榄球，那个正在打球的明星签过名的球。

“包装工”队以33:14的比分获胜。

“就不要打这个橄榄球了，”爸爸向我建议说。“把它放在你的柜子中，留做欣赏用吧。将来它会更宝贵。”


I kept it on my shelf for about a year, but there's only so much enjoyment a boy can get from a football sitting on a shelf.

One day I took it outside and told a friend to "go along". He ran and I threw. Actually, I overthrew. The ball hit the road out front. We picked it up, and it had a huge scuff on it, right through the names of several Packers' players.

"You ruined it," my father said when he saw it. But he didn't get mad. Or, if he did, he kept it to himself.

Once the ball was ruined, it became like any other football. I played with it often in backyard games, and eventually it went into the trash.

Today, the experts say the' 67 Packers were one of the greatest teams in pro football history. The team was made up of players who became legends.

I guess that ball would be worth a lot of money now. But the memory of that gift from my father—and his quiet reaction after I had played with it—is worth a whole lot more.

我让这个球在柜子中待了一年。但将橄榄球放在一个柜子中，这对于男孩来说乐趣毕竟太有限了。

一天，我把它带到外面，并约一个朋友“去打球”。他跑过来，我把球投了过去。然而我扔得太远了，球飞出去砸在了前面的公路上。我们将它捡回来时，上面已经有一大块皮被严重磨损，正好穿过几位“包装工”队队员的名字。

“你把它给毁了，”当爸爸看到橄榄球时对我说。但他并没有怒不可遏。要是那样的话，他会自己将球保存起来的。


一旦这个橄榄球上的签名被毁，它就变得非常普通。我经常在后院里打这个球，最终它成为一个无法再打的破球。

今天，行家说1967年的“包装工”球队是橄榄球历史上最伟大的球队之一。 球队是由那些传奇队员组成的。

我想那个橄榄球现在肯定很值钱。但对爸爸这件礼物的记忆——以及他在我打球后的平静反应——比什么都更珍贵。


Memorable Moments难忘的时刻

The old saying that you should live each day as though it's your last is a nice sentiment, but it doesn't work. Take it from me. I tried it once and here's what I learned: if I pursued only happiness and lived just for the moment, I'd be a poor husband and father, a waster with a perpetual three-day growth on my chin. Cancer taught me that. Suffering, I learned, is as essential to a good life, and as inextricable as bliss.

Before cancer, whatever I imagined happiness to be, pretty soon I wore it out, took it for granted or threw it away. A portfolio, a Porsche, a coffee machine——these things were important to me. So was my hair. Then I lost them; including the hair.

When I was, I was diagnosed with advanced testicular cancer, which had metastasized into my lungs and brain. I sold my car, gave up my career as a world-class cyclist, lost a good deal of money and barely hung on to my life. When I went into remission, I thought happiness would mean being self-indulgent. Not knowing how much time I had left, I did not intent to suffer ever again.


I had suffered months of fear, chemotherapy so strong it left burn-like marks under my skin and surgery to remove two tumours. Happiness to me then was waking up. I ate Mexican food, played golf and lay on the couch. The pursuit of happiness meant going to my favourite restaurant and pursuing a plate of enchiladas with tomatillo sauce.

有句老话说：“你应该把每一天都当作生命的最后一天来过。”这的确算得上是个不错的观点，但却毫无用处。就拿我来说吧，我曾这样试过一次，结果却得到这样的教训：如果只一味贪图快乐，为暂时的开心而活，那么我将堕落成一个糟糕的丈夫和父亲，一个三天不刮胡子的废物。癌症教会我这一点——苦难是幸福生活中必要的一部分，而且如同天赐的福分一样妙不可言。

在患癌症之前，我所能想象出的一切快乐，全都很快令我厌倦，要么就在腻烦之后弃之不理。一个公事包、一辆保时捷、一台咖啡机——对我来说这些都是很重要的事情，还包括我的头发。而我失去了这一切，连同头发在内。

25岁那年，我被诊断出已步入睾丸癌晚期，癌细胞已转移到肺部及大脑。我卖了汽车，放弃了当一名世界级赛车手的事业，治病花费了我一大笔钱，差点连命也保不住。待身体开始好转后，我感到快乐就是要自我放纵。由于我还剩下多少日子成了个未知数，我不想在余生再受煎熬了。

几个月来我饱尝了恐惧的折磨，大剂量的化疗在皮肤上留下烧伤般的印记，此外我还经历了一次将两个肿瘤摘除的手术，就在那时，我突然感到应该享受快乐的滋味。于是，我吃墨西哥食品，打高尔夫球，懒懒地躺在睡椅上。对我来说，追寻欢愉就是去最喜欢的餐馆，美美享用一盘加了粘果酸酱汁的墨西哥肉酱玉米卷。


Two events changed me. The first happened one night at dinner. My wife Kristin put down her fork and said,"You need to decide something: are you going to be a golf-playing, beerdrinking, Mexican-food-eating slob for the rest of your life? If you are, I'll still love you. But I need to know because, if so, I'll go and get a job. I'm not going to sit at home while you play golf."

I stared at her.

"I’m so bored," she said.

Suddenly I understood that I was bored too. Bored and purposeless. I realized that responsibility, the routines and habits of shaving in the morning, having a job to do and a wife to love－these were the things that tied my days together and gave them a pattern deserving of the term living.

In days I was back on my bike. For the first time in my life, I rode with real strength and stamina－and purpose.

The second moment arrived along with the birth of my son Luck. I grew up without a father; he left home before I was able to walk. So I vowed that if I ever had a child, I would be there for him in every way—the whole way.

Because of cancer, having a child would obviously not be easy. I had my sperm frozen. Kristin had to have an operation, and Luke was conceived by in vitro fertilisation. He developed normally, but Kristin had trouble during the delivery. The baby was in crisis and doctors had to use forceps. He was tiny, blue, not crying and his lungs weren't filling with air. So they grabbed him from Kristin, whisked him into a side room, put a mask over his face and pumped air into his lungs.


然而有两件事改变了我沉溺于享乐的习惯。第一件发生在一次晚餐后。妻子克里斯汀放下叉子对我说：“你必须做出决定：你的下半辈子是否只想沦为一个玩高尔夫、喝啤酒、吃墨西哥食物的懒汉。如果是，我仍然会爱你，但我必须知道你的抉择，因为如果你真的那样的话，我就得外出工作，我不愿在你打高尔夫的时候还傻待在家里。”

我凝视着她。

“我无聊透了，”她这样说道。

我忽然意识到自己也相当无聊，而且活得没有方向和目标。必须承担的责任、例行每天清晨刮胡子的习惯、有一份工作、一个值得我付出爱的妻子，我明白所有这些都是构成我生活的元素，也是生命意义的所在。

几天后，我又回到了自行车车座上，在我一生中，我第一次真正用体力和毅力去朝着一个明确的目标前行。

第二个改变我的时刻伴随着儿子卢克的出生而降临。我从小就在没有父亲的环境下长大，父亲在我还未学会走路之前就离开了家庭，所以我发誓一旦有了自己的孩子，一定会在各方面呵护他。

因为身患癌症的缘故，想要一个孩子显然不是件简单的事。我采用了精子冷藏的方法。克里斯汀不得不配合接受一次手术，通过人工授精的方法怀上了卢克。胚胎正常地生长着，然而克里斯汀在分娩的时候却相当艰难。婴儿很可能会保不住，医生只得用镊子将他夹了出来。他是那么小，肤色发青，不哭不闹，肺里竟没有氧气！于是他们将他从克里斯汀身边拿走，移进另一间病房后，在他脸上套上吸氧面具以便把氧气打进这个小生命的肺里！


I remember I was just standing there helpless, Kristin looking at me, asking，"What's wrong? What's wrong?" And I didn't have any answers. I could see the doctors working, yet I was helpless. I have been through a lot of scary stuff, but that topped everything.

Medical personal dashed in and out of the room. I was thinking，"Cry, please cry." I was petrified. At that moment I would have done anything just to hear him scream.

Then I saw them remove the mask. He opened his mouth and scrunched his face and let out a big, stron "Whaaaaaa!"

It sounded like the wail of life. I had wanted to show him, but he had just shown me, that life was about staying tough. You fight to go on.

Cancer was the making of me: through fear and pain I became a more compassionate and intelligent man, husband and father－and therefore a more alive one.

I remember many nights after we first brought Luke home. Sometimes I'd lift him out of his cot and take him back to bed with me, and I'd lay him on my chest.

Every cry of his delighted me. He'd throw back his head and his chin would tremble, his hands would claw the air and he'd wail "Yeah, that's right." I'd tell him. "Go on."

我记得自己就站在那儿，一副无能为力的样子，克里斯汀看着我不停地问：“怎么了？孩子出什么事了？”但我给不出任何答案。我看着大夫们忙这忙那，而我却帮不上半点忙。虽然经历过很多可怕的事，但此时的恐惧和不安超过了以往所有的惶恐。


医务人员在那间病房奔进奔出，我的心在祈求：“哭吧，求求你哭一声吧。”我已经吓得六神无主，那一刻为了能听到他的一声哭喊，我愿意做任何事。

就在那时，我看见他们将氧气面罩移去，他张开嘴，小脸扭成一团，然后响亮而有力地放出一声：“哇！”

这一声就像是生命的哀嚎，我曾以为是由我来教导他，而现在却是他向我证明了这一点——要活着就必须坚强，生命靠不断拼搏才能继续。

癌症造就了现在的我：疾病带来的恐惧和痛苦使我变成更富同情心、更具智慧的一个人，一个丈夫和父亲，从而也能将生命活出色彩。

我仍然记得将卢克初次抱回家后的那无数个夜晚，有时，我会将他抱出小床，带着他来到我床上，把小家伙搁在胸口与我同睡。

他的每一声哭喊都令我喜悦，他会把头往后一仰，下巴颤悠悠的，小手在空中乱抓，然后放声号啕大哭。“对，就这样，”我鼓励着他，“哭吧，继续放声大哭吧。”


A Beautiful Mind美丽心灵

Our house was directly across the street from the clinic entrance of John Hopkins Hospital in Baltimore. We lived downstairs and rented the upstairs rooms to out patients at the clinic.

One summer evening as I was fixing supper, there was a knock at the door. I opened it to see a truly awful looking man. Why, he's hardly taller than my eight-year-old, I thought as I stared at the stooped, shriveled body. But the appalling thing was his face—lopsided from swelling, red and raw.

Yet his voice was pleasant as he said,"Good evening. I've come to see if you've a room for just one night. I came for a treatment this morning from the eastern shore, and there's no bus till morning." He told me he'd been hunting for a room since noon but with no success, no one seemed to have a room."I guess it's my face...I know it looks terrible, but my doctor says with a few more treatments..." For a moment I hesitated, but his next words convinced me: "I could sleep in this rocking chair on the porch. My bus leaves early in the morning."


I told him we would find him a bed, but to rest on the porch. I went inside and finished getting supper. When we were ready, I asked the old man if he would join us.

"No thank you. I have plenty." And he held up a brown paper bag.

我们住在巴尔的摩，正对着我们家的马路对面，就是约翰·霍普金斯医院的门诊部大门。我们住在楼下，把楼上的房间租给来医院的门诊病人。

一个夏日的傍晚，我正在做晚饭的时候，突然听到一阵敲门声。我打开门，看见一个确实长得很吓人的男人。我何出此言？他和我八岁的孩子差不多高！我边想边看着他那佝偻萎缩的身躯。但真正让人毛骨悚然的是他的脸——他红肿发炎的脸因为肿块而变成一边大一边小，严重扭曲变形了。

但他的声音还算悦耳：“早上好。请问你们有没有房间可供我住一晚？今天一早我从东海岸赶来这里接受治疗，我要等到明天早上才有公共汽车回去。”他说他从中午开始就一直在找房子，但没找到。似乎没有谁可以腾出一间空房间来。“我想是我长相的问题……我知道，我看起来有几分恐怖，但医生说，只要我再多接受几次治疗……”我在犹豫着，但他接下来的话打动了我：“我可以睡在走廊的摇椅上。我明天一早就会坐车走的。”

我告诉他，我们可以为他提供一张床，但他得睡在走廊上。然后，我进屋继续做晚饭。做好饭后，我请那位老人过来和我们一起吃。

“不用了，谢谢。我自己准备了很多食物。”他举了举手中的牛皮纸袋。


When I had finished the dishes, I went out on the porch to talk with him a few minutes. It didn't take a long time to see that this old man had an oversized heart crowded into that tiny body. He told me he fished for a living to support his daughter, her five children, and her husband, who was hopelessly crippled from a back injury. He didn't tell it by way of complaint; in fact, every other sentence was preface with a thanks to God for a blessing. He was grateful that no pain accompanied his disease, which was apparently a form of skin cancer. He thanked God for giving him the strength to keep going.

At bedtime, we put a camp cot in the children's room for him.

When I got up in the morning, the bed linens were neatly folded and the little man was out on the porch. He refused breakfast, but just before he left for his bus, haltingly, as if asking a great favor, he said，"Could I please come back and stay the next time I have a treatment? I won't put you out a bit. I can sleep fine in a chair." He paused a moment and then added，"Your children made me feel at home. Grown-ups are bothered by my face, but children don't seem to mind."

I told him he was welcome to come again.

On his next trip he arrived a little after seven in the morning. As a gift, he brought a big fish and a quart of the largest oysters I had ever seen. He said he had shucked them that morning before he left so that they'd be nice and fresh. I knew his bus left at 4:00 a.m. and I wondered what time he had to get up in order to do this for us.


晚饭后，洗好碗碟，我就走到走廊上和他聊了一会儿天。很快我就发现，眼前这个瘦弱单薄的身躯内，是一颗宽宏厚量的心。他告诉我，他以捕鱼为生，抚养着他的女儿，五个外孙，还有他的女婿，他的女婿由于背部受伤而残废了。他说的时候，并没有流露出一丝抱怨，相反，他的每一句话里都充满了对上帝的感激。他虽然患有某种皮肤癌，但除此之外无其它病痛。他感谢上苍给了他一路走过来的勇气。

晚上睡觉的时候，我们在孩子的房间里为这位老人安置了一张露营用的小床。

第二天早上，我醒来的时候，发现那位老人在走廊那里，他已经把被单整整齐齐地叠好了。我们邀请他共进早餐，但他拒绝了。但在他出门去坐车的前一刻，他犹豫了一下，用恳求别人帮一个大忙的口吻问道：“下次我再回来治疗的时候，还能在这里呆一晚吗？我绝对不会打扰你的。在椅子上我也能睡得很好。”他停了一阵，接着说：“你的孩子让我觉得像在自己家一样。成年人总会被我的脸吓着，但小孩子似乎不会在意。”

我回答说，欢迎他下次再来。

他第二次来的时候，早上七点刚过就到了。为了答谢我们，他给我们带来了一条很大的鱼，还有一夸脱牡蛎，那是我所见过的最大的牡蛎。他说，他出发之前才把牡蛎去壳，这样能保持肉质鲜美。我知道他乘坐的公共汽车是凌晨四点启程的，那他究竟要多早起床为我们做这些事啊！


In the years he came to stay overnight with us there was never a time that he did not bring us fish or oysters or vegetables from his garden. Other times we received packages in the mail, always by special delivery; fish and oysters packed in a box of fresh young spinach or kale, every leaf carefully washed. Knowing that he must walk three miles to mail these, and knowing how little money he had made the gifts doubly precious. When I received these little remembrances, I often thought of a comment our next-door neighbor made after he left that first morning.

"Did you keep that awful looking man last night? I turned him away! You can lose roomers by putting up such people!"

Maybe we did lose roomers once or twice. But oh! If only they could have known him, perhaps their illnesses would have been easier to bear. I know our family will always be grateful to have known him; from him we learned what it was to accept the bad without complaint.

Recently I was visiting a friend who has a greenhouse. As she showed me her flowers, we came to the most beautiful one of all, a golden chrysanthemum, bursting with blooms. But to my great surprise, it was growing in an old dented, rusty bucket. I thought to myself, If this were my plant, I'd put it in the loveliest container I had! My friend changed my mind.

"I ran short of pots," she explained，"and knowing how beautiful this one would be, I thought it wouldn't mind starting out in this old pail. It's just for a little while, till I can put it out in the garden."

She must have wondered why I laughed so delightedly, but
 I was imagining just such a beautiful moment—in garden, how tall this lovely flower must stand.

接下来的几年里，凡是他来我们家过夜，他没有一次是空手而来的，他总会给我们带一些鱼或牡蛎，或者是他自己种的蔬菜。我们还会不时收到他给我们寄来的包裹，常常还是用特快专递，包裹里有用新鲜菠菜或甘蓝包着的鱼和牡蛎，他甚至已经仔细地把每一片蔬菜叶子都清洗得干干净净。我知道他得走上三英里路（约4.8公里）到邮局邮寄，而且他的收入非常微薄，这使得他的礼物显得弥足珍贵。当我手捧着这些礼轻情意重的包裹时，总会想起他第一次离开我们家时，邻居说的一番话：

“你昨晚让那个恐怖的男人在家里过夜了？我拒绝了他！你如果收留他，会吓跑其他客人的！”

也许我们的确有一两次损失了一些客源。但那又怎样！假如他们有机会真正了解他，也许他们会更容易面对自己的病痛。我们一家人都很庆幸有机会认识他，从他身上，我们学会了毫无怨言地接受生命中很糟糕的东西。

最近我去探访一个朋友，她带我到她家的温室看花。那里最美丽的是一朵怒放的七彩金叶菊。但令我惊讶的是，这朵花是种在一个锈迹斑斑的烂铁桶里。我想，如果是我，我一定把它种在最漂亮的花盆里！但朋友的话改变了我的看法。

“种花的罐子不够，”她解释道，“我知道它以后一定会漂亮得惊人，我想，让它先在这个破桶里呆一会，它不会介意的。仅仅是很短一段时间，然后我就会把它移植到花园里了。”

我开怀大笑，朋友一定困惑不已，其实，我是在设想着那美妙的一刻——株异常美丽的花在花园里傲然怒放着。


The Trouble Tree烦恼树

The carpenter I hired to help me restore an old farmhouse had just finished a rough first day on the job. A flat tire made him lose an hour of work, his electric saw quit, and now his ancient pickup truck refused to start. While I drove him home, he sat in stony silence. On arriving, he invited me in to meet his family. As we walked toward the front door, he paused briefly at a small tree, touching the tips of the branches with both hands.

我请了一个木匠帮我整修一幢农舍。他来工作的第一天简直糟糕透顶。一个瘪了的轮胎他居然花了一个小时才补好。接着他的电锯也坏了。而现在他的老爷皮卡车也发动不起来了。当我开车送他回家时，他坐在车里像块石头一样一言不发。到了他家，他便邀请我进去坐坐。当我们走到门口时，他在一棵小树前停下，伸出双手触摸了一下树枝的末梢。


After opening the door, he underwent an amazing transformation. His tanned face was wreathed in smiles, and he hugged his two small children and gave his wife a kiss. Afterward, he walked me back to my car. We passed the tree, and my curiosity got the better of me. I asked him about what I had seen him do earlier.

"Oh, that is my trouble tree," he replied."I know I can't help having troubles on the job, but one thing for sure, troubles don't belong in the house with my wife and the children. So I just hang them up on the tree every night when I come home. Then in the morning, I pick them up again."

"Funny thing is," he smiled,"when I come out in the morning to pick them up, there aren't nearly as many as I remember hanging up the night before."

进门后，他就像换了个人似的，晒黑的脸上到处绽放着笑容。他抱了抱两个孩子，又吻了吻他的太太。然后，他送我出门，我们走过那棵小树。我的好奇心占了上风，便忍不住问他为什么要摸那棵树。

“噢，那是我的烦恼树，”他回答：“我知道，自己在工作时会不可避免地遇到麻烦，但有一点是肯定的，烦恼不能带进这座妻子和孩子们所在的房子，所以每天晚上我回家前都把它们挂在这棵树上，到了早晨，再把它们摘下来。”

“有趣的是，”他笑了起来：“当我早晨出门去摘它们的时候，烦恼已经没有我前一天晚上挂上去的那么多了。”


Then I've learned that there are a lot of troubles in our lives, but the problem is whether they controls you or you control them.

于是，我明白了，在我们的生活中总是有许许多多的烦恼，但问题在于究竟是你控制情绪，还是让它们来控制你。


Interview God采访上帝

"Come in," God said to me, "so, you would like to interview Me?"

"If you have the time," I said.

He smiled through His beard and said: "My time is called eternity and is enough to do everything; what questions do you have in mind to ask me?"

"None that are new to you. What's the one thing that surprises you most about mankind?"

“进来，”上帝对我说，“你想采访我?”

“是的，如果您有时间的话。”我说。

上帝微笑了，笑容通过他的胡须绽开，说：“我时间的名字叫永恒，足足可以做任何事情。你心里有什么问题想问我?”

“对您来说是没有新鲜的提问的。人类让您感到最惊奇的事情是什么呢?”


He answered: "That they get bored of being children, are in a rush to grow up, and then long to be children again. That they lose their health to make money and then lose their money to restore their health. That by thinking anxiously about the future, they forget the present, such that they live neither for the present nor the future. That they live as if they will never die, and they die as if they never had never lived..."

His hands took mine and we were silent. After a long period, I said, "May I ask you another question?"

He replied with a smile.

"As a Father, what would you ask your children to do for the new year?"

To learn that they cannot make anyone love them. What they can do is to let themselves be loved.

To learn that it takes years to build trust, and a few seconds to destroy it.

To learn that what is most valuable is not what they have in their lives, but who they have in their lives.

To learn that it is not good to compare themselves to others. There will be others better or worse than they are.

To learn that a rich person is not one who has the most, but is one who needs the least.

To learn that they should control their attitudes, otherwise their attitudes will control them.

To learn that it only takes a few seconds to open profound wounds in persons we love, and that it takes many years to heal them.

To learn to forgive by practicing forgiveness.


To learn that there are persons that love them dearly, but simply do not know how to show their feelings.

To learn that money can buy everything but happiness.

上帝回答道：“人类在做孩子的时候感到无聊，盼望着长大，长大后又向往着返回童年；他们浪费自己的健康去赢得个人的财富，然后又浪费自己的财富去重建自身的健康；他们焦虑地憧憬未来，忘记了眼前的生活，活得既不是为了现在也不是为了将来；他们活得似乎永远不会死，他们死得也好像从来没活过…”

上帝握着我的手，我们一阵沉默。过了好长一段时间，我说：“我可以再问您一个问题吗?”

上帝用微笑回答了我。

“作为天父，在新的一年里您会要求您的子民做什么?”

去学习人不能强迫别人爱自己，能做的是让自己接受爱；

去了解信誉需要多年的努力去建立，但几秒钟就可以毁掉；

去懂得最有价值的不是他们生活中拥有的东西，而是他们生活里的人；

去学会把自己和别人攀比是不好的，比上不足比下总是有余；

去学知富有的人不是他的财产最多，而是他对生活的要求最少；

去学会应该端正他们的态度，否则他们的态度会控制他们；

去了解深深地伤害我们所爱的人只需要几秒钟，然而要愈合这个伤口需要许多年；

去通过宽恕的行为学习饶恕。

去明白有很多人关爱着他们，只是这些人不懂得如何表达自己的情感；

去了解钱可以买万物，就是买不到幸福；


To learn that while at times they may be entitled to be upset, that does not give them the right to upset those around them.

To learn that great dreams do not require great wings, but a landing gear to achieve.

To learn that true friends are scarce, he/she who has found one has found a true treasure.

To learn that they are masters of what they keep to themselves and slaves of what they say.

To learn that they shall reap what they plant; if they plant gossip they will harvest intrigues, if they plant love they will harvest happiness.

To learn that true happiness is not to achieve their goals but to learn to be satisfied with what they already achieved.

To learn that happiness is a decision. They decide to be happy with what they are and have, or die from envy and jealousy of what they lack.

To learn that two people can look at the same thing and see something totally different.

To learn that those who are honest with themselves without considering the consequences go far in life.

To learn that even though they may think they have nothing to give, when a friend cries with them, they find the strength to appease the pain.

To learn that by trying to hold on to love ones, they very quickly push them away; and by letting go of those they love, they will be side by side forever.

To learn that even though the word "love" has many
 different meanings, it loses value when it is overstated.

去懂得在某些时候他们有资格愤怒，但愤怒本身没有给他们权力让身边的人不安；

去学习伟大的梦想不需要有伟大的翅膀，有落地的齿轮才能使梦想成真；

去了解真正的朋友非常稀罕，找到了的人找到了真正的财富；

去懂得自己是守住言语的主人、脱口的奴隶；

去懂得种什么收什么，如果散播流言蜚语他们就收获钩心斗角，如果种植爱心他们就收获欢乐；

去学会真正的幸福不是实现自己的目标，而是满足于所达到的成就；

去得知幸福是一种决定，他们决定为自己是谁自己有什么快乐地活，或为自己所没有的东西羡慕妒嫉地死；

去明白两个人看同样的事情会看到完全不同的东西；

去学到那些能诚实地面对自己、不担心后果的人，人生之路能走得很远；

去了解尽管有时可能认为自己无能为力，但是当一位朋友同他们一起挥泪的时候，他们能找到生活的勇气去抚平伤痛；

去懂得试图抓住所爱的人，所爱的人会推开你；给所爱的人以自由，他们会永远在你的左右。

去学习尽管爱这个字含义很广，滥用这个字会失去她的价值；


To learn that they can never do something extraordinary for Me to love them; I simply do.

To learn that the shortest distance they could be from Me is the "the distance of a prayer."

去明白他们永远不能用特殊的举动使我爱他们，我爱人类不需要理由；

去认识到他们和我最靠近的距离是“祈祷者的距离”。


Shillings Between Friends朋友之间的先令

Fifty years ago during the World War II, I married my soldier sweetheart. Six weeks later, he left to fight in Korea. While he was away for that first year of our marriage, I stayed with my mum and worked hard to save a deposit for our first home. After John returned, we found a home and applied for a War Service Home Loan, which at that time took about six months to come through.

50年前的二战期间，我嫁给了当时身为军人的恋人。6个星期后，他离开我去了韩国参战。这是我们结婚第1年，他走后我和我的母亲一起生活。为了攒够买第一所房子的钱，我拼命工作。约翰回来后，我们找了所房子，并申请了需要大约6个月时间审批的战争服役房屋贷款。


The builder of our home lived in the same street as our house and he allowed us to move in and pay rent until our loan came through. The rent was one pound and ten shillings per week, which we thought fair. As we got to know our neighbors, several told us to watch our landlord as he was "sharp" and may cheat us in some way. We always replied that he had given us no cause for complaint.

The loan money came through shortly before Christmas. Our finances were strained but we were happy to have our own home. One night, two weeks before Christmas, there was a knock at our door. It was our landlord and his wife. We invited them in and our landlord said，"As you know, your loan has come through and you do not have to pay me rent any more. I did not set that rent, the estate agent did, and I thought it was a bit high. Every time you paid me I put ten shillings away in a box. It came to 11 pounds."

We were stunned and delighted. To us, it was a small fortune just in time for Christmas. We were able to buy gifts for our entire family. It was the nicest thing anyone had ever done for us and we vowed that we would never judge anyone on hearsay.

屋主和我们住在同一条街道上，他同意我们搬进去并支付租金，直到我们的贷款批下来。租金是每周1英镑10先令，我们觉得很公平。和邻居们渐渐认识后，有人告诉我们说要当心我们的房东，因为他很“精明”，可能会在某些地方欺骗我们。我们总是回答说，他没有什么可让我们抱怨的。


圣诞节前不久，贷款终于批了下来。尽管经济拮据，我们仍然很高兴拥有了自己的房子。圣诞节前两周的一个晚上，我们家传来了敲门声，原来是房东和他的太太。我们邀请他们进屋，房东说道：“如你所知，你们的贷款已经获得批准，不需要再付给我房租了。房租不是我定的，是地产代理商定的，我认为是高了一点。每次你付给我房租的时候，我都把其中的10先令用一个盒子存起来。现在有11英镑了。”

我们吃了一惊，但很高兴。对我们来说，这是及时到来的一笔圣诞节小财富，用它我们能够给全家买礼物。这是他人为我们做过的最好的事情，我们发誓绝不会凭传言来评判任何人。
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