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前 言

◆英语是语言的帝国

全球60亿人中,有3. 8亿人的母语是英语,2. 5亿人的第二母语是英语, 12. 3亿人学习英语,33. 6亿人和英语有关。全世界电视节目的75%、电子邮件的80%、网络的85%、软件源代码的100%都使用英语。40~ 50年后,全球将有50%的人精通英语。全球约有6000种语言,21世纪末其中的90%将消亡。届时英语作为主导语言的地位将进一步得到提升。

目前中国大约有4亿人在学英语,超过英国和美国的人口总和,这是中国努力与时代接轨、与国际接轨的一个重要标志,大量中国人熟练掌握国际通用语言是中华民族走向繁荣富强的必要保障。

◆全民学英语运动

中国近20年来兴起了一场轰轰烈烈的全民学英语的运动。其规模之大,范围之广,古今中外前所未有。

学生、教师、公务员、公司职员、商店店员、出租车司机等,各行各业,都在学英语。其学习过程的漫长,也令人感叹。从幼儿园、小学、中学、大学、硕士、博士,到毕业工作,出国,直至退休,一直都在学,英语的学习可谓是终生性的。

◆英语学了多年之后的尴尬

中国人学了多年英语之后,如果冷静地反省一下多年努力的成效,不难发现自己的英语水平令人十分尴尬。这里将具体表现列举一二。

●读任何原版的英语杂志,如Times(时代)、Newsweek(新闻周刊)、The Economists(经济学家),或者原版小说,如Jane Eyre(简·爱)、Gone with the Wind(飘)等,必须借助词典,因为我们随时都可能读不懂。即便查阅大部头的词典,我们常常还是不能理解文意,将文意理解得面目全非。最为可悲的是我们中很多人已经屈从于这种一知半解的阅读状态,甚至有人还荒唐地认为英语本身就是一门模模糊糊的语言,这样当然就更谈不上尝到读原汁原味英语的乐趣了。

●学习和探索专业知识的主流载体仍然是汉语。但我们必须清楚:整个现代科学体系基本是用英语来描述和表达的,译成汉语会有一定程度的失真,而且必然导致滞后。


●英语表达是一个更大的问题。主要体现在用英语写作以及用英语深入交谈上。事实上,大多数人只能用简单的英语来进行粗略的表述,无法顺利地参加国际学术会议或者进行国际贸易谈判。即便是学术水平很高的专家,在国际刊物上发表论文时,只能请仅懂英语不懂专业的人翻译。一篇在很多老外眼中不伦不类的论文就这样产生了。客观地讲,即使采用不太高的标准来衡量,在中国英语学习的失败率也应该在99%以上。

◆来自西方的教育理念

中国人读英语有个缺点,学习缺乏渐进性。他们习惯于读满篇都是生词的文章,以为这样“收获”才最大。结果他们的阅读不断地被查词典打断,一小时只能看两三页,读起来自然索然无味,最后只能作罢。这是中国人学英语的通病!读的文章几乎全部达到了语言学家所说的“frustration level”(使学生感到沮丧的程度)。

西方的语言学家和心理学家对英语学习者的阅读状况进行了大量的研究,结论令人非常吃惊:最适宜阅读的难度比我们长期所处的、我们所习惯的、我们头脑中定位的难度要低得多!只有文中生词量小到足以保证阅读的持续性时,语言吸收的效果才最好,语言水平的提高也最快。举个形象的例子:上山是从峭壁直接艰难攀登还是走平缓的盘山路好?显然,能够从峭壁登顶者寥寥无几!即使其能勉强成功,也远远落后于沿坦途行进者。

◆犹太民族的启示

曾经有人说:全世界的金钱装在美国人的口袋里,而美国人的金钱却装在犹太人的脑袋里。据统计,犹太人占世界总人口约0. 3%,却掌握着世界经济命脉。在全世界最富有的企业家中,犹太人占50%以上。无论是过去和现在,在知名的经济巨头中犹太人占有绝对的比例。如第一个亿万巨富、石油大王洛克菲勒,“美国股神”巴菲特,华尔街的缔造者摩根,花旗集团董事长威尔,“打开个人计算机直销大门”的戴尔,坐在全球软件头把交椅“甲骨文公司”的艾利森,华纳电影公司创办人华纳,电影世界的领头羊斯皮尔伯格,他们都是犹太人。

犹太人成就的背后就是他们的噬书习惯。联合国教科文组织调查表明,全世界读书最多的民族是犹太民族。其中以色列在人均拥有图书和出版社以及每年人均读书的比例上,超过了世界上任何一个国家,成为世界之最,平均每人每年读书64本。与之反差很大的是中华民族,平均每人每年读书0. 7本。这之中有阅读习惯的中国人虽占5%,却掌握着中国80%的财富。一句
 话,阅读,特别是经典名著的阅读,是一个人和民族崛起的最根本方法。

阅读不能改变人生的起点,但它可以改变人生的终点。不论出身高贵与卑贱,阅读都能改变人生的坐标和轨迹。

◆通往英语自由境界的阶梯

英语的自由境界指的是用英语自由地学习和工作;自由地阅读英文原版书刊和资料;自如地用英语表达和交流;自然地用英语进行思维;自主地用英语撰写论文和著作。

一个英语达到自由境界的人,他的生活也常常是令人羡慕的。清晨随手拿起一份国外的报纸或者杂志,一边喝着浓浓的咖啡,一边轻松、惬意地阅读。可以用英语自由地进行实质性的交谈和撰写书面材料。能够自由地在英文网页上荡漾,能够随时了解国外的最新科技动态或最新的商贸行情。自己的生存空间不再受到国界的限制,无论是交友、择偶,还是发展自己的事业,都有更宽的、跨国度的选择。

有一定英语基础的读者要想“修成正果”,达到英语的自由境界,最缺少的就是可读之书。市面上的英语读物粗粗看来似乎琳琅满目,但稍一细读就会发现这些语料要么是难度过低,词汇量只有一、两千词的相当于中学水平的简写本;要么是令人望而生畏、读之更是倍受挫折的原著,语料难度脱节甚至是“代沟”,严重地阻碍了英语中高级学习者对英语的掌握。床头灯英语5000词系列填补了这方面的空白,为读者打造了到达英语自由境界的阶梯。

◆本套读物的特色———真正适合中高级英语学习者的原汁原味英语读物

●难度适中:本套读物用英语中核心5000词写成,对于难以理解之处均有注释,使你躺在床上不用翻词典就能顺利地读下去,在不知不觉中走向英语自由境界。

●语言地道:美国作家执笔,用流畅的现代英语写成,并保留了原著的语言特色。

●选材经典:皆为一生中不可不读的作品,读之可提高英语水平、积淀西方文化和提高人生境界。

●情节曲折:让你徜徉在一个又一个迥异奇妙的书中世界。……

◆“床头灯”英语系列读物的使用方法:


●整个床头灯系列包含儿童、中学生、3000词、5000词、6500词等不同层次。你可以选择不用查字典你就能保证阅读的持续性的级别进入,这个级别最少读30本,体会一下用英语读懂名著的感觉———英语形成语感、自信心增强。然后乘胜追击,读下一个级别的,每个级别读30本以上。

●使用床头灯英语学习读本(英汉对照版)练写作:看书中汉语部分,然后你试着翻译成英文,再把你翻译的英文与书上的英文对比。

本套读物是通向英语自由王国的钥匙,是通往英语最高境界的签证。在中国走向世界的道路上,英语水平决定工资水平!让每天阅读半小时“床头灯”成为你生活中的一部分。我相信这才是英语成功的真谛。

与股神巴菲特吃一顿午餐要花几百万美金,这使人们注意到了与名人交流的昂贵。而与比巴菲特更著名的大家近距离沟通,只需要去读“床头灯”。

王若平 于北京

本系列丛书学习指导咨询中心:

北京汉英达外语信息咨询中心

地 址:北京市海淀区中关村东路华清商务会馆1501室

邮 编:100083

电 话:010- 82867079

网 址:http:∥www. yinghanda. com

E-mail:wrx1@ vip. sina. com

床头灯英语的BLOG:http:∥chuangtoudeng. blog. sohu. com



人物关系表

Dr. Austin Sloper奥斯汀·斯洛珀医生:凯瑟琳·哈林顿的丈夫,凯瑟琳·斯洛珀的父亲,纽约的一位成功的医生;他事业上一帆风顺,但妻子早逝,这让他内心感到很自责;女儿非常平庸,她的婚事一直是他的一块心病。

Miss Catherine Harrington/ Mrs.Sloper凯瑟琳·哈林顿小姐/斯洛珀太太:凯瑟琳·斯洛珀的母亲;她在生下凯瑟琳之后不久就去世了。

Miss Catherine Sloper凯瑟琳·斯洛珀小姐:奥斯汀·斯洛珀医生和凯瑟琳·哈林顿小姐的第二个孩子;是一个不太聪颖且像貌平庸的姑娘;她有着一个富有但严酷无情的父亲,她在内心里一直渴望着浪漫的爱情。

Mrs. Penniman彭尼曼太太:奥斯汀·斯洛珀医生的姐姐,一个寡妇;她嫁给了一个贫穷体弱的牧师。33岁时,她就成了寡妇,既没有孩子,也没有财产。

Mrs. Almond艾尔蒙德太太:奥斯汀·斯洛珀医生的二姐;是一位事业成功的商人的妻子,有着一群青春貌美的孩子。

Marian Almond玛丽安·艾尔蒙德:艾尔蒙德太太的女儿,亚瑟·汤森的未婚妻。

Arthur Townsend亚瑟·汤森:玛丽安·艾尔蒙德的未婚夫。

Morris Townsend莫里斯·汤森:亚瑟·汤森的表弟,凯瑟琳·斯洛珀小姐的追求者;他利用自己英俊的像貌,再加上花言巧语骗取了凯瑟琳的心;在他确信无法得到医生的财产之后,又无情地将她抛弃。

Mrs. Montgomery蒙哥马利太太:莫里斯·汤森的姐姐,是一个有着五个孩子的寡妇。

New York纽约:一个著名的美国城市。

Washington Square华盛顿广场:斯洛珀医生寓所前面的一个广场。



故事梗概

《华盛顿广场》是美国著名作家亨利·詹姆斯的作品。在这部优秀的中篇小说中,詹姆斯以清新隽永的笔调,凝练含蓄的语言描述了一个美国姑娘曲折、不幸的爱情经历。

故事发生在十九世纪纽约华盛顿广场旁的一所住宅内。房屋的主人、故事主人公凯瑟琳·斯洛珀小姐的父亲奥斯汀·斯洛珀是一个成功的纽约医生。他生活时尚,为人风趣,又聪明机智,很招人喜爱。而这一切在他女儿凯瑟琳身上却一点也看不到。凯瑟琳自幼丧母,因她才智一般,像貌平平,得不到父亲的宠爱。这位善良单纯、诚实憨厚的姑娘热爱并崇拜自己的父亲,一心一意想讨他的欢心,结果却令他非常失望。斯洛珀医生从不指望凯瑟琳身上会发生什么有趣或令人激动的事情。然而,华盛顿广场的生活最终却由于一段发生在这里的罗曼史而变得不再平静。

相貌英俊、聪颖迷人的莫里斯·汤森来到这里,开始追求凯瑟琳。凯瑟琳的姑姑彭尼曼太太,头脑简单、喜欢刺激、好管闲事,她着实为此感到高兴。她觉得莫里斯·汤森非常迷人。而凯瑟琳对莫里斯·汤森也颇有好感。在彭尼曼太太的推波助澜下,莫里斯终于取得了涉世未深的凯瑟琳的信任。俩人海誓山盟,私下订了终身。然而,斯洛珀医生对年轻的汤森先生却有着截然不同的看法。医生很有钱,同时也知道自己死后,凯瑟琳除了有母亲留给她的每年一万美元的遗产之外,还会从他这里每年再继承两万美元的遗产。这个饱经事故的医生一眼就看出来这个游手好闲的年轻人是个财产猎取者。他断然反对这桩婚事,并且以取消凯瑟琳继承他那每年两万美元的遗产权来威胁凯瑟琳,以迫使她放弃莫里斯·汤森。凯瑟琳深陷遵从父命就无法忠于爱情的两难境地。在饱受很长时间的煎熬之后,她终于横下心来,放弃了父亲的遗产去追求爱情。然而,此时的莫里斯却露出了本来面目。他眼看达不到目的,便无耻地背叛了凯瑟琳,一去不返,杳无音信。凯瑟琳因在爱情上受到了致命的打击,从此不再言嫁,终老于华盛顿广场的宅中。多年以后,辗转人生但依旧一事无成的莫里斯·汤森又来到凯瑟琳家中,企图与她重续旧缘。凯瑟琳断然将其拒之门外。



CHAPTER 1

During the first half of the present century there flourished and practiced in the city of New York a physician by the name of Dr. Sloper. His colleagues liked to call him“the best doctor in the country”—and every day he never failed to prove himself worthy of the title.

At the time at which we are chiefly concerned with him, he was some fifty years of age, and his popularity was at its height. He was very witty, and he passed in the best society of New York for a man of the world. I must add, by the way, that he was a thoroughly honest man.

Without a doubt, fortune had favored him, and he had found the path to prosperity very easily. He had married at the age of twenty-seven, for love, a very charming girl, Miss Catherine Harrington, of New York, who,in addition to her charms, had brought him a considerable amount of money. Mrs. Sloper was amiable, graceful, accomplished, elegant, and in 1820 she had been one of the prettiest girls of the small but promising capital. She was for about five years a source of extreme satisfaction to the young physician, who was both a devoted and a very happy husband.

The fact of his having married a rich woman made no difference in the line he had traced for himself, and he
 cultivated his profession with as definite a purpose as if he still had no other resources than his fraction of the modest inheritance which on his father’s death he had shared with his sisters. This purpose was simply to learn something interesting, and to do something useful. Of course his easy domestic situation saved him a good deal of worry, and his wife’s affiliation to the“best people”brought him a good many of those patients whose symptoms are,if not more interesting in themselves than those of the lower orders,at least more consistently displayed.

He desired experience, and in the course of twenty years he got a great deal.It must be added that it came to him in some forms which, whatever might have been their intrinsic value, made it the reverse of welcome. His first child died at three years of age, in spite of everything that the mother’s tenderness and the father’s science could invent to save him. Two years later, Mrs. Sloper gave birth to a second infant—an infant of a sex which rendered the poor child, to the Doctor’s sense, an inadequate substitute for his firstborn, of whom he had promised himself to make an excellent man. The little girl was a disappointment; but this was not the worst. A week after her birth the young mother suddenly betrayed alarming symptoms, and before another week had elapsed left Austin Slopes a single father.

For a man whose trade was to keep people alive, he
 had certainly done poorly in his own family. Our friend, however, escaped criticism: that is, he escaped all criticism but his own, which was the most competent and most formidable. He walked under the weight of this very private guilt for the rest of his days. The world, meanwhile, felt that his misfortune made him more interesting,and, thus, more fashionable.

His little girl remained to him, and though she was not what he had desired, he proposed to himself to make the best of her. She had been named, as a matter of course, after her poor mother, and even in her youngest years the Doctor never called her anything but Catherine. She grew up a very healthy child, and her father, as he looked at her, often said to himself that, such as she was, he at least need have no fear of losing her. I say“such as she was,”because, to tell the truth—But this is a truth about which I will wait to tell you.

注释

佳句

and every day he never failed to prove himself worthy of the title.他每天也总能证明自己绝非徒有虚名。

flourish['flʌriʃ]v.(指某一个时代的名人)享有盛名

witty['witi]adj.机敏的;风趣的

pass for被认为;被当作

prosperity[prɔs'periti]n.成功;幸运;繁荣


amiable['eimjəbl]adj.和蔼的;友善的

accomplished[ə'kɔmpliʃt]adj.善社交而多才多艺的

elegant['eliցənt]adj.文雅的;优雅的

trace[treis]v.描绘出;标出

cultivate['kʌltiveit]v.花费心思、时间等以发展某事物

definite['definit]adj.确定的;明白的

resources[ri'sɔːsiz] pl.n.(复数)资源;财富

fraction['frækʃən]n.小片;碎片;一小部分

inheritance[in'heritəns]n.继承之物;遗产

domestic[də'mestik]adj.家庭的;家务的

affiliation[ə̩fili'eiʃən]n.加盟;入会;加入;(此处)类似的关系;友好关系

symptom['simptəm]n.病症;症状

consistently[kən'sistəntli]adv.一贯地;一致地

display[di'splei]v.显露;表现

intrinsic[in'trinsik]adj.内在的

(the)reverse(of)n.相对;相反

in spite of prep. phrase虽然;不顾;尽管…仍

infant['infənt]n.幼儿;婴儿

render['rendə] v.使成;致使(处于某状况)

inadequate[in'ædikwit]adj.(in-= not)不适当的;不充分的

substitute(for)n.代替者;代用物

betray[bi'trei] v.暴露;显示

elapse[i'læps]v.(指时间)经过;逝去

criticism['kritisiz(ə)m]n.批评

competent['kɔmpitənt]adj.(指性质)足够的;适当的

formidable['fɔːmidəbl]adj.可怕的;令人畏惧的

misfortune[mis'fɔːtʃən]n.不幸

propose[prə'pəuz]v.建议;提议



CHAPTER 2

When the child was about ten years old, the Doctor invited his sister, Mrs. Penniman, to come and stay with him. He had two sisters, and both of them had married early in life. The younger, Mrs. Almond by name, was the wife of a prosperous merchant, and the mother of a blooming family. The Doctor preferred Mrs. Almond to his sister Lavinia, who had married a poor, unhealthy clergyman, and then, at the age of thirty-three, had been left a widow, without children, without fortune. Nevertheless, he had offered her a home under his own roof, which Lavinia accepted eagerly. The Doctor had not proposed to Mrs. Penniman to come and live with him indefinitely; he had suggested that she should stay until she found another apartment. Nevertheless, she settled herself with her brother and never went away.

Mrs. Penniman’s own account of the matter was that she had remained to take charge of her niece’s education. She had given this account, at least, to everyone but the Doctor. She had not a high sense of humor, but she had enough to prevent her from making this mistake; and her brother, on his side, had enough to excuse her, in her situation, for laying him under contribution during a considerable part of a lifetime. He, therefore,silently agreed to the proposition, which Mrs. Penniman had silently
 laid down, that it was of importance that the girl should have a brilliant woman near her.

His agreement could only be unspoken, for he had never been dazzled by his sister’s intellectual abilities. Except for when he fell in love with Catherine Harrington, he had never been dazzled,indeed, by any feminine characteristics whatever; and though he was to a certain extent what is called a ladies’doctor, his private opinion of the more complicated sex was not high. His wife had been a bright exception.Such a conviction, of course, did little to ease his loss; and it set a limit to his recognition of Catherine’s possibilities. Still, he was extremely polite to Lavinia,formally polite; and she had never seen him in anger but once in her life, when he lost his temper in a religious discussion with her late husband. With her he never discussed religion, nor, indeed, discussed anything; he contented himself with simply making known, very distinctly, his wishes with regard to Catherine.

“Try and make a clever woman of her, Lavinia; I should like her to be a clever woman,”he had said when the girl was twelve years of age.

Mrs. Penniman, at this, looked thoughtful a moment.“My dear Austin,”she then inquired,“do you think it is better to be clever than to be good?”

“Good for what?”asked the Doctor.“You are good for nothing unless you are clever.”


Mrs. Penniman decided not to argue.

She, Mrs. Penniman, was a tall, thin, fair, rather faded woman, with a perfectly amiable disposition, a taste for light literature,and a certain foolish indirectness of character.She had a passion for little secrets and mysteries—a very innocent passion, for her secrets had always been trivial. She would have liked to have a lover, and to correspond with him under an assumed name in letters left at a shop; I am bound to say that her imagination never carried the relationship farther than this. Mrs. Penniman had never had a lover, but her brother, who was very shrewd, understood her turn of mind.“When Catherine is about seventeen,”he said to himself,“Lavinia will try and persuade her that some young man with a moustache is in love with her. It will be quite untrue; no young man, with a moustache or without, will ever be in love with Catherine. Catherine won’t see it, and won’t believe it, fortunately for her peace of mind; the poor girl isn’t romantic.”

Catherine was a healthy well-grown child, without a trace of her mother’s beauty. She was not ugly; she had simply a plain, dull, gentle face. She was a very good child,affectionate, kind,obedient,and much ad dicted to speaking the truth. She was not clever, by any means; she was not quick with her book, nor,indeed, with anything else. She, however, managed enough learning to
 carry herself respectably in conversation with her contemporaries, among whom, it must be admitted, she occupied a secondary place. Catherine, who was extremely modest, had no desire to shine, and on most social occasions, as they are called, you would have found her remaining in the background.

She was extremely fond of her father, and very much afraid of him; she thought him the cleverest and handsomest and most celebrated of men. Her deepest desire was to please him, and her conception of happiness was to know that she had succeeded in pleasing him. She had never succeeded beyond a certain point. Though, on the whole, he was very kind to her, she was perfectly aware of this, and to go beyond the point in question seemed to her really something to live for. What she could not know, of course, was that she disappointed him, though on three or four occasions the Doctor had been almost frank about it.

She grew up peacefully and happily, but at the age of eighteen Mrs. Penniman had not made a clever woman of her. Dr. Sloper would have liked to be proud of his daughter; but there was nothing to be proud of in poor Catherine. There was nothing, of course, to be ashamed of; but this was not enough for the Doctor, who was a proud man and would have enjoyed being able to think of his daughter as an unusual girl.


It must not be supposed that Dr. Sloper visited his disappointment upon the poor girl. On the contrary, for fear of being unjust to her, he did his duty with great zeal,and recognized that she was a faithful and affectionate child. He satisfied himself that he had expected nothing from her. She was a very quiet and unresponsive person. People who expressed themselves roughly called her dull. But she was unresponsive because she was shy; uncomfortably, painfully shy. This was not always understood, and she sometimes gave the impression of being incapable of any feeling. In reality she was the softest creature in the world.

注释

佳句

She had a passion for little secrets and mysteries—a very innocent passion, for her secrets had always been trivial.她酷爱那些轶闻秘史:那是一种非常天真的爱好,因为她那些轶闻秘史总是一些微不足道的事情。

her conception of happiness was to know that she had succeeded in pleasing him.在她眼里,幸福就是能够成功地让她父亲高兴了起来。

prosperous['prɔspərəs]adj.成功的;幸运;繁荣的

blooming[b'luːmiŋ]adj.青春美貌的

clergyman正式任命的牧师(尤指英国国教者)

widow['widəu]n.寡妇

nevertheless[̩nevəðə'les]adv.然而;虽然如此

indefinitely[in'definitli]adv.不确定的;模糊的


proposition[̩prɔpə'ziʃən]n.提议;建议

brilliant['briljənt]adj.才华横溢的;卓越的

intellectual[̩inti'lektjuəl]adj.智力的;有智力的

dazzle['dæzl]v.使(某人)因强光,绚烂,壮丽等而看不清楚或行动失常;使眼花;使目眩

feminine['feminin]adj.妇女的;女性的

characteristic[̩kæriktə'ristik]n.特点;特质;特色;特征

complicated['kɔmplikeitid]adj.复杂的;难懂的

exception[ik'sepʃən]n.例外

conviction[kən'vikʃən]n.坚信;深信;确信

recognition[̩rekəց'niʃən]n.认识;识别;了解

formally['fɔːməli]adv.形式上的;外表上的;表面上的

lose one’s temper发脾气

distinctly[dis'tiŋktli]adv.清楚地;清晰地

thoughtful['ɵɔːtful]adj.沉思的;思索的

inquire[in'kwaiə]v.询问

disposition[dispə'ziʃən]n.性情;气质

indirectness[̩indi'rektnis]n.拐弯抹角

passion['pæʃən]n.热情;激情

innocent['inəsnt]adj.无知的;天真的;头脑简单的

trivial['triviəl]adj.无价值的;不重要的;琐碎的

assume[ə'sjuːm]v.冒用;假装

imagination[i̩mædʒi'neiʃən]n.想象力

shrewd[ʃruːd]adj.精明的;明智的;有可靠的判断力和常识的

fortunately['fɔːtʃənətli]adv.幸运地

trace[treis]n.痕迹

affectionate[ə'fekʃənit]adj.亲切的;温柔体贴的

obedient[ə'biːdjənt]adj.顺从的;听话的

(be)addicted(to)耽溺于;嗜好

respectably[ri'spektə'bli]adv.适当地;体面地

contemporary[kən'tempərəri]n.同时的人;同时代的人


secondary['sekəndəri]adj.从属的;次要的

conception[kən'sepʃən]n.想象;相处的意念

aware[ə'wɛə]adj.知道的;明白的;觉察的;意识到的(aware of/that意识到)

frank[fræŋk]adj.坦白的;率直的

visit['vizit]v.侵袭,降临

unjust['ʌn'dʒʌst]adj.不公正的;不公平的

zeal[ziːl]n.热忱;热心

faithful['feiɵful]adj.忠实的;守信的

unresponsive['ʌnris'pɔnsiv]adj.没有反应的;反应迟缓的

incapable[in'keipəbl]adj.不能的;无能力的

creature['kriːtʃə]n.(与形容词连用)人



CHAPTER 3

When it had been impressed upon her that she was a young lady—it was a good while before she could believe it—she suddenly developed a lively taste for dress. She sought to be eloquent in her garments, and to make up for her shyness of speech by a fine frankness of costume.

The Doctor, however, limited her spending money, as he feared she would embarrass herself by overcompensating for her lack of looks and social skills with ridiculously luxurious attire. He had a dread of vulgarity,and felt that a well-bred young woman should not carry half her fortune on her back. Catherine’s back was a broad one, and would have carried a good deal; but it was not until the age of twenty that she treated herself to a red silk gown trimmed with gold fringe.

It was in this dress that she presented herself at a little entertainment given by her aunt, Mrs. Almond. The girl was at this time in her twenty-first year, and Mrs. Almond’s party was the beginning of something very important.

Some three or four years before this Dr. Sloper had moved his household uptown, as they say in New York. He had been living,ever since his marriage,in a red brick house, standing in a street within five minutes’walk of the City Hall. After this, the tide of fashion began to
 move north. By the time the Doctor changed his residence the murmur of trade had become a great uproar, which was music in the ears of all good citizens interested in the commercial development of their fortunate island. Dr. Sloper’s interest in this phenomenon was only indirect—though, seeing that, as the years went on, half his patients came to be overworked men of business, it might have been more immediate—and when most of his neighbors’dwellings had been converted into offices, warehouses, and shipping agencies, and otherwise, he determined to look out for a quieter home.

The ideal of quiet, in 1835, was found in Washington Square, where the Doctor built himself a handsome, modern, wide-fronted house, with a big balcony before the drawing-room windows. This structure and many of its neighbors remain to this day very solid and honorable dwellings. In front of them was the Square, containing a considerable quantity of inexpensive vegetation, enclosed by a wooden fence, which increased its rural appearance. Around the corner was Fifth Avenue. This portion of New York, even today, appears to many persons the most attractive. It is a kind of established resting place, which is not of frequent occurrence in other quarters of the long, noisy city. It was here that my heroine spent many years of her life.

Mrs. Almond lived much farther uptown. Catherine
 had a great many cousins, and with her Aunt Almond’s children, who ended by being nine in number, she lived on terms of considerable intimacy. When she was younger they had been rather afraid of her;she was believed to be highly educated in the hands of their Aunt Penniman, who, among the little Almonds, was an object of more admiration than sympathy. Her manners were strange and formidable,and her mourning robes—she dressed in black for twenty years after her husband’s death, and then suddenly appeared one morning with pink roses in her cap—were complicated in odd, unexpected places with accessories. For several years Catherine played with her young kinsmen. I say young kinsmen, because seven of the little Almonds were boys, and Catherine had a preference for those games which are most conveniently played in trousers. By degrees, however, the little Almonds’trousers began to lengthen, and the wearers to disperse and settle themselves in life. The elder children were older than Catherine, and the boys were sent to college or placed in counting-rooms. Of the girls, one married very punctually, and the other as punctually became engaged. It was to celebrate this latter event that Mrs. Almond gave the little party I have mentioned. Her daughter was to marry a young stockbroker, a boy of twenty;it was thought a very good thing.


注释

佳句

She sought to be eloquent in her garments,and to make up for her shyness of speech by a fine frankness of costume.她希望让服装帮助自己说话,通过服装的直接表现能力来弥补自己言辞上的羞涩。

After this, the tide of fashion began to move north. By the time the Doctor changed his residence the murmur of trade had become a great uproar,which was music in the ears of all good citizens interested in the commercial development of their fortunate island.这之后,时尚的潮流开始北移。到医生迁居之后,这里的贸易已从低声细语变成了大声喧闹。这种喧闹声在所有那些品德优良的公民耳中则如同音乐,他们都关注着这个幸运小岛上的商业发展。

eloquent['eləkwənt]adj.有口才的;善辩的

garments['ցɑːmənts](pl.)n.(可数名词)衣服

frankness[fræŋknis]n.坦白;率直

costume['kɔstjuːm]n.(不可数名词)服装的式样;

embarrass[im'bærəs]vt.使困窘;使局促不安;使焦急

overcompensate[̩əuvə'kɔmpənseit]vt.过于补偿;(此处)过于修饰

ridiculously[ri(dikjuləsli]adv.荒唐地

attire[ə'taiə]n.(文学或诗歌)服装

dread[dred]n.畏惧;害怕

vulgarity[vʌl'ցæriti]n.粗俗的行为;粗鄙

well-bred[wel'bred]adj.有良好教养的

trim[trim](sth. with sth.)v.修饰(帽、衣等)

fringe[frindʒ]n.(地毯或围巾等的)须边;繸;流苏

household全家的人

uptown['ʌp'taun]adj.& adv.(美)住宅区或非商业区

tide[taid]n.潮流

residence['rezidəns]n.住处;住宅(尤指大的或堂皇的)

murmur['məːmə]n.低语;轻语


uproar['ʌprɔː]n.喧嚣;骚动;鼓噪;爆出喧嚣声

commercial[kə'məːʃəl]adj.商业的

phenomenon[fi'nɔminən]n.(pl. phenomena)现象

indirect[̩indi'rekt]adj.间接的

dwelling['dweliŋ]n.住处;住宅

convert[kən'vəːt]vt.使(自一种形式、用途等)转变(为另一种)

warehouse['wɛəhaus]n.仓库;货栈;家具寄存的栈房

agency['eidʒənsi]n.经销;代办;代理;经销处;代理处

ideal[ai'diəl]n.理想的东西;(此处)理想的住所

structure['strʌktʃə]n.建筑物;构造物;建筑物的构架或主要部分

honorable['ɔnərəbl]adj.可敬的;高尚的;光荣的

vegetation['vedʒi'teiʃən]n.(不可数)(泛指一般的)植物;草木

enclose(with)[in'kləuz]vt.围以墙,篱等;包围

rural['ruər(ə)l]adj.在乡村的;乡村的;有乡村特色的;适于乡村的

establish[is'tæbliʃ]vt.使人民接受(信仰,要求,风俗等);确立

occurrence[ə'kʌrəns]n.发生;事件

intimacy['intiməsi]n.亲近;亲密

highly['haili]adv.高度地;非常地

Almonds['ɑːmənds]n.艾尔蒙德家的孩子

sympathy['simpəɵi]n.同情;怜悯

formidable['fɔːmidəbl]adj.可怕的;令人畏惧的

robe[rəub]n.宽松长袍

unexpected['ʌniks'pektid]adj.没有预料到的

accessory[æk'sesəri]n.附件;附属品

kinsman['kinzmən]n.男性亲戚

disperse[dis'pəːs]v.驱散;散开

stockbroker['stɔkbrəukə]n.证券经纪人



CHAPTER 4

Mrs. Penniman came to the entertainment accompanied by her niece; the Doctor, too, had promised to look in later in the evening. There was to be a good deal of dancing, and before it had gone very far, Marian Almond came up to Catherine,in company with a tall young man. She introduced the young man as a person who had a great desire to make our heroine’s acquaintance, and as a cousin of Arthur Townsend, her future husband.

Marian made a long speech about Mr. Townsend’s cousin, to whom she administered a tap with her fan before turning away to other cares. Catherine had not understood all that she said; she had succeeded, however, in catching the young man’s last name, which appeared to be the same as that of Marian’s little stockbroker. Catherine wondered what she ought to say,and what would be the consequences of her saying nothing. The consequences at present were very agreeable. Mr. Townsend, leaving her no time for embarrassment, began to talk with an easy smile, as if he had known her for a year.

“What a delightful party! What a charming house! What an interesting family!What a pretty girl your cousin is!”

He looked straight into Catherine’s eyes. She answered nothing; she only listened, and looked at him;
 and he, as if he expected no particular reply, went on to say many other things in the same comfortable and natural manner. Catherine, though she felt tongue-tied, was conscious of no embarrassment; it seemed proper that he should talk, and that she should simply look at him. What made it natural was that he was so handsome, or rather, as she phrased it to herself, so beautiful.

The music had been silent for a while, but it suddenly began again;and then he asked her if she would do him the honor of dancing with him. Even to this inquiry she gave no reply; she simply let him put his arm round her waist, and in a moment he was guiding her round the room to the music. When they paused she felt that she was red; and then, for some moments, she stopped looking at him. She fanned herself, and looked at the flowers that were painted on her fan. He asked her if she would begin again, and she hesitated to answer, still looking at the flowers.

“Does it make you dizzy?”he asked in a tone of great kindness.

Then Catherine looked up at him; he was certainly beautiful, and not at all red.“Yes,”she said; she hardly knew why, for dancing had never made her dizzy.

“Ah, well, in that case,”said Mr. Townsend,“we will sit still and talk.”

He found a good place to sit—a charming place, a
 little sofa that seemed meant only for two persons. Meanwhile, the dancers increased in number, and people stood close in front of them, turning their backs, so that Catherine and her companion seemed alone and unobserved.

“We will talk,”the young man had said; but he still did all the talking. Catherine leaned back in her place, with her eyes fixed upon him, smiling and thinking him very clever. He had features like young men in pictures; Catherine had never seen such features—so delicate, so well-formed and finished—among the young New Yorkers whom she passed in the streets and met at parties. He was tall and slim, but he looked extremely strong. He had never been at Mrs. Almond’s before; he felt very much like a stranger;and it was very kind of Catherine to take pity on him. He was Arthur Townsend’s cousin—not very near, several times removed—and Arthur had brought him to present him to the family.In fact, he was a great stranger in New York.It was his native place; but he had not been there for many years. He had been knocking about the world, and living in distant lands; he had only come back a month or two before. New York was very pleasant, only he felt lonely.

“You see, people forget you,”he said, smiling at Catherine with his delightful gaze.

It seemed to Catherine that no one who had once seen him would ever forget him.


They sat there for some time. However, Marian Almond suddenly came pushing through the crowd, with a little ironical cry, when she found these young people still together, which made everyone turn round, and cost Catherine a conscious blush. Marian broke up their talk, and told Mr. Townsend to run away to her mother, who had been wishing for the last half-hour to introduce him to Mr. Almond.

“We shall meet again!”he said to Catherine as he left her, and Catherine thought it a very original speech.

Her cousin took her by the arm, and made her walk about.“So, what do you think of Morris?”the young girl asked eagerly.

“Is that his name? Oh, nothing particular!”Catherine answered, lying for the first time in her life.

“I have half a mind to tell him that!”cried Marian.“It will do him good. He’s so terribly conceited.”

“Conceited?”said Catherine, staring.

“So Arthur says, and Arthur knows about him.”

“Oh, don’t tell him!”Catherine begged her quietly.

“Don’t tell him he’s conceited? I have told him so a dozen times.”

At this profession of boldness Catherine looked down at her little companion in amazement. She supposed it was because Marian was going to be married that she took so much on herself; but she wondered too, whether,
 when she herself should become engaged, such exploits would be expected of her.

Half an hour later she saw her Aunt Penniman sitting at a window, having conversation with Morris Townsend. The young man was giving his impressions of the guests to her aunt; he was saying clever things, and Mrs. Penniman was smiling, as if she approved of them. It gave Catherine pleasure that he should talk with Mrs. Penniman, with whom she lived and whom she saw and talked with every day; and that Aunt Lavinia should like him, should not be shocked or startled by what he said, this also appeared to the girl a positive sign.

One of the Almond boys then invited our heroine to dance, and for a quarter of an hour her feet at least were occupied. This time she was not dizzy; her head was very clear. Just when the dance was over, she found herself in the crowd face to face with her father. Dr. Sloper looked at his daughter’s red gown with a little smile.

“Is it possible that this magnificent person is my child?”he said.

Catherine vaguely sensed a tender insult in these words of her father’s, but she did not think too much about them, for she always took his word for the truth, whether she completely understood or not.

“I am not magnificent,”she said mildly, wishing that she had put on another dress.


“You look as if you had eighty thousand a year.”

“Well, so long as I haven’t—”said Catherine, not knowing exactly what she meant by it.

“So long as you haven’t you shouldn’t look as if you had. Have you enjoyed your party?”

Catherine hesitated a moment; and then, looking away,“I am rather tired,”she murmured. I have said that this entertainment was the beginning of something important for Catherine. For the second time in her life she made a rather small lie. Catherine was not so easily tired as that. Such lying must mark a rather significant date for someone such as her.

Nevertheless, in the carriage, as they drove home, she was as quiet as if fatigue had really overtaken her. Meanwhile, Dr. Sloper joked with his sister Lavinia.

“Who was the young man that was making love to you? He seemed completely devoted to you for half an hour.”

“The devotion was not to me,”said Mrs. Penniman, blushing.“It was to Catherine; he talked to me of her.”

Catherine had been listening with all her ears.“Oh, Aunt Penniman!”she exclaimed faintly.

“He is in love with this noble creature, then?”the Doctor inquired humorously.

“I don’t know that; but he admired her dress,”answered Lavinia.


Catherine did not say to herself,“My dress only?”Mrs. Penniman’s announcement struck her as extremely flattering.

“You see,”said her father,“he thinks you have eighty thousand a year.”

“I don’t believe he thinks of that,”said Mrs. Penniman;“he is too refined.”

“He must be tremendously refined not to think of that!”

“Well, he is!”Catherine exclaimed, before she knew it.

“I thought you had gone to sleep,”her father answered.“The hour has come!”he added to himself.“Lavinia is going to get up a romance for Catherine.It’s a shame to play such tricks on the girl.”

“What is the gentleman’s name?”he went on, aloud.

“I didn’t catch it, and I didn’t like to ask him. He asked to be introduced to me,”said Mrs. Penniman, with a certain pride;“but you know how unclearly Jefferson speaks.”Jefferson was Mr. Almond.“Catherine, dear, what was the gentleman’s name?”

For a minute, if it had not been for the noise of the carriage, you might have heard a pin drop.

“I don’t know, Aunt Lavinia,”said Catherine, very softly. And, with all his irony, her father believed her.


注释

佳句

Catherine, though she felt tongue-tied,was conscious of no embarrassment;凯瑟琳尽管感到舌头好像被绑住了,但是却一点也没有感到不自在。

Catherine thought it a very original speech.凯瑟琳觉得这是一句发自真心的话。

lying must mark a rather significant date for someone such as her.撒谎对她这样的人来说肯定意味着一个十分重要的日子。

accompany[ə'kʌmpəni]vt.陪伴;陪同

acquaintance[ə'kweintəns]n.认识

administer[əd'ministə]v.给予

consequence['kɔnsikwəns]n.(某事的)后果;影响

agreeable[ə'ցriəbl]adj.令人愉快的

embarrassment[im'bærəsmənt]n.困窘;局促不安

conscious(of/that)adj.(用作表语)清醒的;明白的;知道的

inquiry[in'kwaiəri]n.询问;探问

hesitate['heziteit]v.不愿;犹豫;踌躇

tone[təun]n.音调;语调

lean[liːn]v.倚;靠

features['fiːtʃəs](pl.)n.容貌;面貌;相貌

delicate['delikit]adj.柔软的;细嫩的

New Yorker n.纽约人

gaze[ցeiz]n.凝视;注视

ironical[aiə'rɔnikəl]adj.讽刺的

blush[blʌʃ]n.(因羞愧或尴尬而)脸红

original[ə'ridʒənəl]adj.新创的;非模仿的;非抄袭的;非模仿的

profession[prə'feʃən]n.(信念、感情等的)表白;宣布

boldness[bəuldnis]n.无畏;大胆;勇敢

startle['stɑːtl]vt.使吃惊;惊吓


magnificent[mæց'nifisnt]adj.看起来了不起的;不凡的;壮丽的

vaguely['veiցli]adv.不清楚的;模糊的

insult['insʌlt]n.侮辱

murmur['məːmə]v.(对…低声抱怨)

significant[siց'nifikənt]adj.有特殊意义的;重要的

fatigue[fə'tiːց]n.疲乏,疲劳

overtake['əuvə'teik]vt.突然侵袭;压倒

blushing['blʌʃiŋ]v.羞愧的

exclaim[iks'kleim]v.呼喊,惊叫,大声叫

faintly['feintli]adv.微弱地,无力地

refined[ri'faind]adj.文雅的

tremendously[tri'mendəsli]adv.的确地;非常地

romance[rə'mæns]n.冒险的故事;浪漫的故事

unclearly['ʌn'kliəli]adj.不清楚,含糊地

irony['aiərəni]n.反话,出人意料的事情或情况,嘲弄



CHAPTER 5

He learned what he had asked some three or four days later, after Morris Townsend, with his cousin, had called in Washington Square. Mrs. Penniman did not tell her brother, on the drive home, that she had intimated to this agreeable young man, whose name she did not know, that, with her niece, she should be very glad to see him; but she was greatly pleased, and even a little flattered, when, late on a Sunday afternoon, the two gentlemen made their appearance. These events came to pass late in the autumn, and Catherine and her aunt had been sitting together in the closing dusk, by the firelight,in the back parlor.

Arthur Townsend sat with Catherine, while his companion placed himself on the sofa, beside Mrs. Penniman. As for Catherine, she scarcely even pretended to keep up the conversation with Arthur; her attention had fixed itself on the other side of the room; she was listening to what went on between the other Mr. Townsend and her aunt. Every now and then he looked over at Catherine herself and smiled, as if to show that what he said was for her benefit too. Catherine would have liked to change her place, to go and sit near them, where she might see and hear him better. But she was afraid of seeming bold—of looking eager; and, besides, it would
 not have been polite to her cousin Marian’s fiance. She wondered why the other gentleman had picked out her aunt—how he came to have so much to say to Mrs. Penniman, to whom, usually, young men were not especially devoted.She was not at all jealous of Aunt Lavinia, but she was a little envious, and above all she wondered; for Morris Townsend was an object on which she found that her imagination could exercise itself indefinitely.

His cousin had been describing a house that he had taken in view of his union with Marian, and the domestic conveniences he meant to introduce into it; how Marian wanted a larger one, and Mrs. Almond recommended a smaller one, and how he himself was convinced that he had got the neatest house in New York. Noticing, however, that Catherine seemed to be distracted by the presence of his companion, he thought it proper to explain it.

“My cousin asked me to bring him. He seemed to want very much to come; you know he’s highly sociable. I told him I wanted to ask you first, but he said Mrs. Penniman had invited him.”

“We are very glad to see him,”said Catherine. And she wished to talk more about him; but she hardly knew what to say.“I never saw him before,”she went on presently.

Arthur Townsend stared.

“Why, he told me he talked with you the other
 night.”

“I mean before the other night. That was the first time.”

“Oh, he has been away from New York—he has been all round the world. He doesn’t know many people here, but he’s very sociable, and he wants to know everyone.”

“Everyone?”said Catherine.

“Well, I mean all the good ones. All the pretty young ladies—like Mrs. Penniman!”and Arthur Townsend gave a private laugh.

“My aunt likes him very much,”said Catherine.

“Most people like him—he’s so brilliant.”

“He’s more like a foreigner,”Catherine suggested.

“Well, I never knew a foreigner!”said young Townsend, in a tone which seemed to indicate that his ignorance had been optional.

“Neither have I,”Catherine confessed.“They say they are generally brilliant,”she added vaguely.

“Well, the people of this city are clever enough for me. I know some of them that think they are too clever for me; but they aren’t!”

“I suppose you can’t be too clever,”said Catherine, still with humility.

“I don’t know. I know some people that call my cousin too clever.”


Catherine listened to this statement with extreme interest, and a feeling that if Morris Townsend had a fault it would naturally be that one. But she did not commit herself, and in a moment she asked:“Now that he has come back, will he stay here always?”

“Ah,”said Arthur,“if he can get something to do.”

“Something to do?”

“Some place or other; some business.”

“Hasn’t he got any?”said Catherine, who had never heard of a young man—of the upper class—in this situation.

“No; he’s looking round. But he can’t find anything.”

“I am very sorry,”Catherine permitted herself to observe.

“Oh, he doesn’t mind,”said young Townsend.“He takes it easy—he isn’t in a hurry. He is very particular.”

“Won’t his father take him into his business—his office?”she inquired.

“He hasn’t got any father—he has only got a sister.”

“Is she—is she pleasant?”she asked.

“I don’t know—I believe she’s very respectable,”said young Townsend. And then he looked across to his cousin and began to laugh.“Look here, we are talking
 about you,”he added.

Morris Townsend paused in his conversation with Mrs. Penniman, and stared with a little smile. Then he got up, as if he were going.

“As far as you are concerned, I can’t return the compliment,”he said to Catherine’s companion.“But as regards Miss Sloper, it’s another affair.”

Catherine thought this little speech wonderfully well turned; but she was embarrassed by it, and she also got up. Morris Townsend stood looking at her and smiling; he put out his hand for farewell. He was going without having said anything to her; but even on these terms she was glad to have seen him.

“I will tell her what you have said—when you go!”said Mrs. Penniman, with a clever laugh.

Catherine blushed, for she felt almost as if they were making sport of her. What in the world could this beautiful young man have said? He looked at her still,in spite of her blush, but very kindly and respectfully.

“I have had no talk with you,”he said,“and that was what I came for. But it will be a good reason for coming another time; a little pretext—if I am obliged to give one. I am not afraid of what your aunt will say when I go.”

With this the two young men took their departure; after which Catherine, with her blush still lingering, di-
 rected a serious and questioning eye to Mrs. Penniman.

“What did you say you would tell me?”she asked.

Mrs. Penniman came up to her, smiling and nodding a little, looked at her all over, and gave a twist to the knot of ribbon in her neck.“It’s a great secret, my dear child; but he is coming acourting!”

Catherine was serious still.“Is that what he told you!”

“He didn’t say so exactly. But he left me to guess it.”

“Do you mean a-courting me?”

Mrs. Penniman gave her niece a delicate little kiss.“You must be very gracious to him.”

Catherine stared—she was bewildered.“I don’t understand you,”she said;“he doesn’t know me.”

“Oh yes, he does; more than you think. I have told him all about you.”

“Oh, Aunt Penniman!”murmured Catherine, as if this had been a breach of trust.“He is a perfect stranger—we don’t know him.”There was infinite modesty in the poor girl’s“we.”

Aunt Penniman, however, took no account of it;she spoke even with a touch of anger.“My dear Catherine, you know very well that you admire him!”

“Oh, Aunt Penniman!”Catherine could only murmur again. It might very well be that she admired him—
 though this did not seem to her a thing to talk about. But that this brilliant stranger—this sudden apparition, who had barely heard the sound of her voice—took that sort of interest in her that was expressed by the romantic phrase of which Mrs. Penniman had just made use: this could only be an invention of the restless brain of Aunt Lavinia, whom everyone knew to be a woman of powerful imagination.

注释

佳句

for Morris Townsend was an object on which she found that her imagination could exercise itself indefinitely.因为莫里斯·汤森是一个可以让激发她无穷想象力的人。

this could only be an invention of the restless brain of Aunt Lavinia, whom everyone knew to be a woman of powerful imagination.这只能是拉维妮娅姑妈不知疲倦的大脑的杜撰而已,谁都知道,她是一个想象力丰富的女人。

intimate['intimit]vt.宣布,通知,暗示

autumn['ɔːtəm]n.秋天

firelight['faiəlait]n.(炉)火光,火炉

scarcely['skɛəsli]adv.几乎不,简直没有

bold[bəuld]adj.大胆的

fiance[fiːɑːn'sei]n.(法)未婚夫

jealous['dʒeləs]adj.妒忌的,猜疑的,警惕的,嫉妒的

convinced[kən'vinst]adj.确信的,深信的

distracted[dis'træktid]adj.心烦意乱的,分心的

sociable['səuʃəbl]adj.好交际的,,友善的,增进友谊的


presently['prezəntli]adv.很快地;马上

indicate['indikeit]vt.指出,显示,表明

ignorance['iցnərəns]n.无知,不知

optional['ɔpʃənəl]adj.可选择的,随意的

confess[kən'fes]v.公开承认,坦白

generally['dʒenərəli]adv.一般地,通常,大多地

humility[hju'(ː)militi]n.谦卑,谦逊

statement['steitmənt]n.声明,陈述,综述

naturally['nætʃərəli]adv.自然地

commit[kə'mit]vt.承诺;受誓约的约束

compliment['kɔmplimənt]n.称赞,恭维

embarrass[im'bærəs]vt.使困窘,使局促不安

farewell['fɛə'wel]n.辞别,再见,再会

blush[blʌʃ]v.脸红,羞愧,呈现红色,使成红色

oblige[ə'blaidʒ]vt.迫使,责成

linger['liŋցə]vi.逗留,徘徊,拖延

twist[twist]n.拧,扭曲,绞,搓,捻

knot[nɔt]n.(绳等的)结,(树的)节,节(船速,=哩/小时)

ribbon['ribən]n.缎带,丝带,带,带状物,带子

gracious['ցreiʃəs]adj.亲切,高尚

bewilder[bi'wildə]vt.使迷惑,使不知所措,使昏乱

breach[briːtʃ]n.违背,破坏,破裂,辜负

infinite['infinit]adj.无穷的,无限的,无数的,极大的

apparition[̩æpə'riʃən]n.离奇出现的东西,突然

barely['bɛəli]adv.仅仅,刚刚,几乎不能

restless['restlis]adj.无静止的,无休止的



CHAPTER 6

Mrs. Penniman even took for granted at times that other people had as much imagination as herself; so that when, half an hour later, her brother came in, she addressed him quite on this principle.

“He has just been here, Austin;it’s such a pity you missed him.”

“Whom in the world have I missed?”asked the Doctor.

“Mr. Morris Townsend; he has made us such a delightful visit.”

“And who in the world is Mr. Morris Townsend?”

“Aunt Penniman means the gentleman—the gentleman whose name I couldn’t remember,”said Catherine.

“The gentleman at Elizabeth’s party who was so struck with Catherine,”Mrs. Penniman added.

“Oh, his name is Morris Townsend, is it? And did he come here to propose to you?”

“Oh, father,”murmured the girl, turning away to the window, where the dusk had deepened to darkness.

“I hope he won’t do that without your permission,”said Mrs. Penniman, very graciously.

“After all, my dear, he seems to have yours,”her brother answered.

Lavinia gave an embarrassed smile, and Catherine,
 with her forehead touching the window, listened silently to this exchange between her father and aunt.

“The next time he comes,”the Doctor added,“you had better call me. He might like to see me.”

Morris Townsend came again, some five days afterwards; but Dr. Sloper was not called, as he was absent from home at the time. Catherine was with her aunt when the young man’s name was brought in, and Mrs. Penniman made a great point of her niece’s going into the drawing-room alone.

“This time it’s for you—for you only,”she said.“Before, when he talked to me, it was only preliminary—it was to gain my confidence. Literally, my dear, I should not have the courage to show myself today.”

And this was perfectly true. Mrs. Penniman was not a brave woman, and Morris Townsend had struck her as a young man of great force of character, and of remarkable powers of humor. She was not the least jealous of her niece, and she had been perfectly happy with Mr. Penniman, but in the bottom of her heart she permitted herself the observation:“That’s the sort of husband I should have had!”

So Catherine saw Mr. Townsend alone,and her aunt did not come in even at the end of the visit. The visit was a long one; he sat there—in the front parlor,in the biggest armchair—for more than an hour. He seemed more
 at home this time—more familiar, lounging a little in the chair. He contemplated Catherine freely. There was a smile of respectful devotion in his handsome eyes which seemed to Catherine almost solemnly beautiful. His talk was light and easy and friendly; it took a practical turn, and he asked a number of questions about herself—what were her tastes—if she liked this and that—what were her habits. Catherine admitted to having a secret passion for the theatre, which had been but scantily gratified, and a taste for opera music—which she rarely had an occasion to hear, except on the piano. She confessed that she was not particularly fond of literature. Morris Townsend agreed with her that books were tiresome things. He had been to places that people had written books about, and they were not a bit like the descriptions. To see for yourself—that was the great thing; he always tried to see for himself. He had seen all the principal actors—he had been to all the best theatres in London and Paris. But the actors were always like the authors—they always exaggerated. He liked everything to be natural. Suddenly he stopped, looking at Catherine with his smile.

“That’s what I like about you; you are so natural! Excuse me,”he added;“you see I am natural myself!”

And before she had time to think whether she excused him or not, he began to talk about music, and to
 say that it was his greatest pleasure in life. He had heard all the great singers in Paris and London.

“I sing a little myself,”he said;“some day I will show you.”

And then he got up to go.

Catherine, while seeing him off, was thinking that“some day”had a delightful sound; it seemed to spread itself over the future.

This was all the more reason, however, though she was ashamed and uncomfortable, why she should tell her father that Mr. Morris Townsend had called again. She announced the fact abruptly,almost violently,as soon as the Doctor came into the house; and having done so, she took measures to leave the room. But she could not leave it fast enough; her father stopped her just as she reached the door.

“Well, my dear, did he propose to you today?”the Doctor asked.

She didn’t like this question—it made her unhappy. She stood, with her hand on the door-knob, looking at her parent, not knowing what to say. She gave a little laugh.

“Decidedly,”said the Doctor to himself,“my daughter is not brilliant.”

Catherine then decided to take the thing as a joke.

“Perhaps he will do it the next time!”she exclaimed, with a repetition of her laugh. And she quickly
 left the room.

The Doctor stood staring; he wondered whether his daughter were serious. It occurred to him that he ought to inform himself properly about this handsome young man who had formed the habit of running in and out of his house. He went and discussed the boy with his sister, Mrs. Almond, at first opportunity.

“Lavinia has already been to ask me about him,”she said, the opportunity having arisen.“Lavinia is most excited; I don’t understand it. It’s not, after all, Lavinia that the young man is supposed to have designs upon. She is such the romantic.”

“Ah, my dear,”the Doctor replied,“she has not lived with me these twelve years without my finding it out!”

“She didn’t want me to tell you that she had asked me about Mr. Townsend; but I told her I would. She always wants to conceal everything.”

“But what did you tell her?”the Doctor asked.

“What I tell you; that I know very little of him.”

“Lavinia must have been disappointed at that,”said the Doctor;“she would prefer him to have been guilty of some romantic crime. However, we must make the best of people. They tell me our gentleman is the cousin of your girl’s man.”

“He is a distant relation of Marian’s fiance. The
 name is the same,but I am given to understand that there are Townsends and Townsends. So Arthur’s mother tells me, anyway. She talked about‘branches’—younger branches, elder branches, inferior branches—as if it were a royal house. Arthur, it appears, is of the reigning line, but poor Lavinia’s young man is not. Beyond this, Arthur’s mother knows very little about him; she has only a vague story that he has been‘wild.’But I know his sister a little, and she is a very nice woman. Her name is Mrs. Montgomery; she is a widow, with a little property and five children. She lives on Second Avenue.”

“What does Mrs. Montgomery say about him?”

“That he has talents by which he might distinguish himself.”

“What is his profession?”

“He hasn’t got any; he is looking for something. I believe he was once in the Navy.”

“Once? What is his age?”

“I suppose he is upwards of thirty. I think Arthur told me that he inherited a small property—which was perhaps the cause of his leaving the Navy—and that he spent it all in a few years. He traveled all over the world, lived abroad,amused himself. He has lately come back to America, with the intention, as he tells Arthur, of beginning life in earnest.”


“Is he in earnest about Catherine, then?”

“I don’t see why you should be doubtful,”said Mrs. Almond.“It seems to me that you have never done Catherine justice. You must remember that she has the prospect of thirty thousand a year.”

The Doctor looked at his sister a moment, and then, with the slightest touch of bitterness:“You at least appreciate her,”he said.

Mrs. Almond blushed.

“I don’t mean that is her only merit; I simply mean that it is a great one. A great many young men think so; and you appear to me never to have been properly aware of that. You have always talked of her as a girl who could never marry.”

“Tell me, how many suitors has Catherine had, with all her expectations—how much attention has she ever received? New York men prefer pretty girls—lively girls—girls like your own. Catherine is neither pretty nor lively.”

“Catherine does very well; she has a style of her own—which is more than my poor Marian has, who has no style at all. The reason Catherine has received so little attention is that she seems to all the young men to be older than themselves.She is so large, and she dresses so richly. They are rather afraid of her, I think; she looks as if she had been married already. Wait till some intelligent
 man of forty comes along, and he will be delighted with Catherine,”

“Mr. Townsend is not old enough, then; his motives may be pure.”

“It is very possible that his motives are pure. Lavinia is sure of it, and, as he is a very attractive youth, you might give him the benefit of the doubt.”

Dr. Sloper reflected a moment.

“What money is he living on now?”

“I have no idea. He lives, as I say, with his sister.”

“A widow, with five children?Do you mean he lives upon her?”

Mrs. Almond got up, and with a certain impatience:“Had you not better ask Mrs. Montgomery herself?”she inquired.

“Perhaps I may come to that,”said the Doctor.“Did you say Second Avenue?”He made a note of the address.

注释

佳句

she has not lived with me these twelve years without my finding it out!我要是没有发现这一点的话,这十二年她就白跟我住在一起了。

grant[ցrɑːnt]vt.同意,承认(某事为真);take(sth.)for granted ph.认为理所应当的

principle['prinsəpl]n.法则,原则,原理

graciously['ցreiʃəsli]adv.和蔼地,优雅地,客气地

preliminary[pri'liminəri]adj.预备的,初步的,铺垫的


confidence['kɔnfidəns]n.信心,放心

literally['litərəli]adv.照字面意义,逐字地;确实,精确地

remarkable[ri'mɑːkəbl]adj.异常的,非凡的

observation[̩əbzəː'veiʃən]n.观察,观测,感叹

contemplate['kɔntempleit]vt.注视,凝视

solemnly['sɔləmli]adv.严肃地,庄严地

scantily['skæntili]adv.缺乏地,不足地,贫乏地

gratify['ցrætifai]vt.使高兴,使满足

rarely['rɛəli]adv.很少地,罕有地

particularly[pə'tikjuləli]adv.独特地,显著地

principal['prinsəp(ə)l]adj.重要的,主要的

exaggerate[iց'zædʒəreit]vt.夸大,夸张

abruptly[ə'brʌptli]adv.突然地,唐突地

knob[nɔb]n.(门,抽屉等的)球形捏手,旋钮

repetition[̩repi'tiʃən]n.重复,循环,又

opportunity[̩ɔpə'tjuːniti]n.机会,时机

conceal[kən'siːl]vt.隐藏,隐蔽,隐瞒

Townsends姓汤森的人

inferior[in'fiəriə]adj.下等的,下级的,差的,次的,自卑的,劣等的

royal['rɔiəl]adj.王室的,皇家的

reigning['reiniŋ]adj.统治的,在位的,本届的

vague[veiց]adj.含糊的,不清楚的,茫然的,暧昧的

property['prɔpəti]n.财产,所有物,所有权

distinguish[dis'tiŋցwiʃ]v.区别,辨别

inherit[in'herit]vt.继承

intention[in'tenʃən]n.意图,目的

earnest['əːnist]n.真挚,认真,热心(in earnest真正地)

doubtful['dautful]adj.可疑的,不确的,疑心的

prospect['prɔspekt]n.景色,前景,前途,期望


merit['merit]n.优点,价值

suitor['sjuːtə]n.求婚者,请愿者

intelligent[in'telidʒənt]adj.聪明的,伶俐的,有才智的

motive['məutiv]n.动机,目的

reflect[ri'flekt]v.沉思;考虑

impatience[im'peiʃəns]n.急躁;不耐烦



CHAPTER 7

He was, however, by no means so much in earnest as this might seem to indicate; and,indeed, he was more than anything else amused with the whole situation. He promised himself some entertainment from the little drama—if drama it was—of which Mrs. Penniman desired to represent the ingenious Mr. Townsend as the hero. There was no great danger in it; for Catherine, at the age of twenty-two, was, after all, a rather mature blossom, such as could be plucked from the stem only by a vigorous jerk. The fact that Morris Townsend was poor—was not of necessity against him; the Doctor had never made up his mind that his daughter should marry a rich man. The fortune she would inherit struck him as a very sufficient provision for two reasonable persons, and if a poor fellow who could give a good account of himself should show interest, he would be judged quite upon his personal merits.

He was very curious to see whether Catherine might really be loved for her moral worth. He smiled as he reflected that poor Mr. Townsend had been only twice to the house, and he said to Mrs. Penniman that the next time he should come she must ask him to dinner. He came very soon again, and Mrs. Penniman had, of course, great pleasure in executing this mission. Morris
 Townsend accepted her invitation with equal good grace, and the dinner took place a few days later.

There is every reason to suppose that Morris Townsend desired to make a good impression; and if he fell short of this result,it was not for want of a good deal of intelligent effort. The Doctor talked to him very little during dinner; but he observed him attentively, and after the ladies had gone out he pushed him the wine and asked him several questions. Morris was not a young man who needed to be pressed, and he found quite enough encouragement in the superior quality of the drink. The Doctor was struck with his appreciative guest; he saw that he was not a commonplace young man.“He has ability,”said Catherine’s father,“decided ability; he has a very good head if he chooses to use it. He has quite the sort of figure that pleases the ladies. But I don’t think I like him.”The Doctor, however, kept his thoughts to himself, and talked to his visitor about foreign lands, concerning which Morris offered him more information than he was ready to swallow. Dr. Sloper had traveled but little, and he took the liberty of not believing everything this story-telling idler narrated. He sat with his eyes quietly fixed on the young man’s bright, expressive face.“He has the assurance of the devil himself,”said Morris’s host,“I don’t think I ever saw such assurance. And his powers of invention are most remarkable. And a
 good head, did I say?I should think so—after a bottle of Madeira and a bottle and a half of claret!”

After dinner Morris Townsend went and stood before Catherine, who was standing before the fire in her red satin gown.

“He doesn’t like me—he doesn’t like me at all!”said the young man.

“I don’t see how you know,”said Catherine, blushing.

“I feel; I am very quick to feel.”

“Perhaps you are mistaken.”

“Ah, well; you ask him and you will see.”

“I shall not ask him,”she said, feeling rather embarrassed.

“That is very well; but it is not quite what I should have liked you to say. I should have liked you to say:‘If my father doesn’t think well of you, what does it matter?’”

“Ah, but it would matter; I couldn’t say that!”the girl exclaimed.

He looked at her for a moment, smiling a little; and the Doctor,if he had been watching him just then, would have seen a gleam of fine impatience in the sociable softness of his eye. But there was no impatience in his words—none, at least, except what was expressed in a little appealing sigh.“Ah, well, then, I must not give up the
 hope of bringing him round!”

He expressed it more frankly to Mrs. Penniman later in the evening.

“He doesn’t like me—He thinks I’m all wrong.”

Unlike her niece, Mrs. Penniman asked for no explanation. She only smiled very sweetly, as if she understood everything;and, unlike Catherine too,she made no attempt to contradict him.“Pray, what does it matter?”she murmured softly.

“Ah, you say the right thing!”said Morris, greatly to the satisfaction of Mrs. Penniman, who prided herself on always saying the right thing.

The Doctor, the next time he saw his sister Elizabeth, let her know that he had made the acquaintance of the young man.

“Physically,”he said,“he’s uncommonly well set up.”

“Don’t you see anything in people but their bones?”Mrs. Almond rejoined.“What do you think of him as a person? Lavinia tells me Catherine is in love.”

“She must get over it. He is not a gentleman.”

“Ah, take care!Remember that he is a branch of the Townsends,a family my daughter has just married into.”

“He is not what I call a gentleman. He has a vulgar nature. I saw through it in a minute. He is altogether too familiar—I hate familiarity.”


“Ah, well,”said Mrs. Almond;“if you make up your mind so easily,it’s a great advantage.”

“I don’t make up my mind easily. What I tell you is the result of thirty years of observation; and in order to be able to form that judgment in a single evening, I have had to spend a lifetime in study.”

“Very possibly you are right. But the thing is for Catherine to see it.”

“I will present her with a pair of spectacles!”said the Doctor.

注释

佳句

for Catherine, at the age of twenty-two, was, after all, a rather mature blossom,such as could be plucked from the stem only by a vigorous jerk.毕竟对凯瑟琳来说,年方二十二岁的她,已经是一朵相当成熟的鲜花了,只要用力一拉就可以从茎上采下来了。

There is every reason to suppose that Morris Townsend desired to make a good impression; and if he fell short of this result,it was not for want of a good deal of intelligent effort.我们有充足的理由认为莫里斯·汤森非常渴望能够留下一个好印象。如果说他没有做到这一点的话,那也不是因为他没有非常聪明地做出大量的努力。

drama['drɑːmə]n.(在舞台上演的)戏剧,戏剧艺术

ingenious[in'dʒiːnjəs]adj.机灵的,有独创性的,精制的,具有创造才能

mature[mə'tjuə]adj.成熟的,到期的

blossom['blɔsɔm]n.花(尤指结果实者),花开的状态,兴旺期

pluck[plʌk]v.拔去(鸡、鸭等)毛,采集

stem[stem]n.茎,干,词干,茎干


vigorous['viցərəs]adj.精力旺盛的,有力的,健壮的

jerk[dʒəːk]n.性情古怪的人,急推,猛拉,肌肉抽搐

necessity[ni'sesiti]n.必要性,需要,必需品

inherit[in'herit]vt.继承,遗传而得

sufficient[sə'fiʃənt]adj.充分的,足够的

provision[prə'viʃən]n.供应,(一批)供应品

merit['merit]n.优点,价值

execute['eksikjuːt]vt.执行;实行

mission['miʃən]n.使命,任务

superior[sjuː'piəriə]adj.较高的,上好的,出众的

commonplace['kɔmənpleis]adj.平凡的

liberty['libəti]n.自由,特权,随意,冒失,冒昧,失礼

idler['aidlə]n.懒惰者,游手好闲的人

assurance[ə'ʃuərəns]n.厚颜,无耻,厚脸皮;确信,断言,保证,担保

devil['devl]n.魔鬼,恶棍

claret['klærət]n.红葡萄酒

satin['sætin]adj.绸缎做的,缎子一般的

gleam[ցliːm]n.微弱的闪光,一丝光线,瞬息的一现

appealing[ə'piːliŋ]adj.吸引人的,哀诉似的,恳求似的

frankly['fræŋkli]adv.坦白地,真诚地

contradict[kɔntrə'dikt]vt.同…矛盾,同…抵触

vulgar['vʌlցə]adj.粗俗的,庸俗的,普通的,通俗的,本土的

judgment['dʒʌdʒmənt]n.判断

spectacles['spektəklz]n.眼镜



CHAPTER 8

It was no more than decently civil, of course, that after having dined in Washington Square, Morris should call there again; and it was no more than natural that, having been kindly received on this occasion, he should continue to present himself.

Catherine said nothing to her father about these visits, though they had rapidly become the most important, the most absorbing thing in her life. The girl was very happy. She knew not as yet what would come of it; but the present had suddenly grown rich and solemn. If she had been told she was in love, she would have been a good deal surprised. Whenever Morris Townsend had left the house, her imagination projected itself into the idea of his soon coming back; but if she had been told at such a moment that he would never return, she would not have complained nor rebelled, but would have simply accepted the decree,and sought for consolation in thinking over the times she had already seen him.

Her father suspected Morris Townsend’s visits, and noted Catherine’s reserve. She seemed to beg pardon for it;she looked at him constantly in silence,as if she meant to say that she said nothing because she was afraid of irritating him. But the poor girl’s dumb eloquence irritated him more than anything else would have done. For a
 while he said nothing to anyone. He would have liked to know exactly how often young Townsend came, but he had determined to ask no questions of the girl herself. The Doctor had a great idea of being largely just: he wished to leave his daughter her liberty,and interfere only when the danger should be proved. As for Lavinia, he hated to talk to her about the matter; she annoyed him with her mock romanticism. But he had to come to this.

“Be so good as to let me know what is going on in the house,”he said to her, in a tone which, under the circumstances, he himself deemed polite.

“Going on, Austin?”Mrs. Penniman exclaimed.“Why, I am sure I don’t know!”

“It seems to me you’re wanting in frankness. Why haven’t you let me know that Mr. Morris Townsend is coming to the house four times a week?”

Mrs. Penniman lifted her eyebrows.“Four times a week?”

“Five times,if you prefer it. I am away all day, and I see nothing. But when such things happen, you should let me know.”

Mrs. Penniman, with her eyebrows still raised, reflected intently.“Dear Austin,”she said at last,“I am incapable of betraying a secret. I would rather suffer anything.”

“Of whose secret are you speaking? The young
 man’s? Allow me to say that it is extremely careless of you to form secret alliances with young men. You don’t know where they may lead you.”

“I don’t know what you mean by an alliance,”said Mrs. Penniman.“I simply take a great interest in Mr. Townsend.”

“What is the source of your interest in him?”

“Why,”said Mrs. Penniman, breaking into her smile,“that he is so interesting! He has told me a great deal about himself—he has told me, in fact, his whole history. But I don’t think I ought to repeat those things. He has suffered many misfortunes. He would tell them to you, I am sure, if he thought you would listen to him kindly. With kindness you may do anything with him.”

The Doctor gave a laugh.“I shall request him very kindly, then, to leave Catherine alone.”

“Ah!”said Mrs. Penniman, shaking her forefinger at her brother, with her little finger turned out,“Catherine wouldn’t like that at all.”

“She loves him?”

Mrs. Penniman fixed her eyes on the floor.“I think Catherine is very happy; that is all I can say.”

“Townsend is trying to marry her—is that what you mean?”

“He is greatly interested in her.”

“Do you think he is sincere?”asked her brother.


“Deeply sincere. He has said to me the most appreciative, the most charming things about her. He would say them to you,if he were sure you would listen to him—gently.”

Her brother puffed his cigar again in silence.“These delicate qualities have survived his many adventures, yes? Why don’t you just tell me about those misfortunes of his.”

“I regard it as a sacred trust. But I suppose there is no objection to my saying that he has been wild—he frankly confesses that. But he has paid for it.”

“Lost all his money, right?”

“I don’t mean simply in money. He is very much alone in the world.”

“Do you mean that he has behaved so badly that his friends have given him up?”

“He has had false friends, who have deceived and betrayed him.”

“He seems to have some good ones too. He has a devoted sister, and half-a-dozen nephews and nieces.”

Mrs. Penniman was silent a minute.“The nephews and nieces are children,and the sister is not a very attractive person.”

“I hope he doesn’t abuse her to you,”said the Doctor;“for I am told he lives upon her.”

“Lives upon her?”


“Lives with her, and does nothing for himself; it is about the same thing.”

“He is looking for a position—most earnestly,”said Mrs. Penniman.“He hopes every day to find one.”

“Exactly. He is looking for it here—over there in the front parlor. The position of husband of a weak-minded woman with a large fortune would suit him to perfection!”

Mrs. Penniman was truly amiable, but she now gave signs of temper. She rose with much annoyance, and stood for a moment looking at her brother.“My dear Austin,”she remarked,“if you regard Catherine as a weak-minded woman, you are particularly mistaken!”And with this she left the room.

注释

佳句

But the poor girl’s dumb eloquence irritated him more than anything else would have done.但是可怜的姑娘保持沉默的雄辩姿态比她做任何事情都让他感到恼火。decently[' diːsntli]adv.高雅地,端正地,正派地

absorbing[əb'sɔːbiŋ]adj.吸引人的,非常有趣的

solemn['sɔləm]adj.庄严的,隆重的,严肃的;神圣的

complain[kəm'plein]v.抱怨,悲叹,控诉

rebel['rebəl]v.反叛,造反

decree[di'kriː]n.法令,政令,教令,天命,判决

consolation[̩kɔnsə'leiʃən]n.(被)安慰,起安慰作用的人或事物


dumb[dʌm]adj.哑的,无说话能力的,不说话的,无声音的

eloquence['eləkwəns]n.雄辩,口才,修辞

irritate['iriteit]vt.使恼火

largely['lɑːdʒli]adv.主要地,大量地,很大程度上

interfere[̩intə'fiə]vi.干涉,干预,妨碍,打扰

mock[mɔk]n.模仿,仿制品

circumstance[səːkəmstəns]n.环境,详情,境况

deem[diːm]v.认为,相信

eyebrow['aibrau]n.眉毛

intently[in'tentli]adv.专心地,集中地,专心地

betray[bi'trei]vt.出卖,泄露(秘密),露出…迹象

alliance[ə'laiəns]n.联盟,联合

misfortune[mis'fɔːtʃən]n.不幸,灾祸

forefinger['fɔː̩fiŋցə]n.食指

sincere[sin'siə]adj.诚挚的,真实的,真诚的

puff[pʌf]v.一阵阵地吹;喷烟

sacred['seikrid]adj.神的,宗教的,庄严的,神圣的

objection[əb'dʒekʃən]n.妨碍,拒绝之理由

confess[kən'fes] v.承认,坦白,忏悔

deceive[di'siːv]v.欺骗,行骗

abuse[ə'bjuːz]v.虐待,辱骂

earnestly['əːnistli]adv.认真地,诚挚地



CHAPTER 9

It was a regular custom with the family in Washington Square to go and spend Sunday evening at Mrs. Almond’s. On the Sunday after the conversation I have just narrated, one such gathering was held. Morris Townsend was in attendance and lost as little time as possible in seating himself on a small sofa, beside Catherine. In the large room, where several different groups had been formed, these two young persons might talk without attracting attention. The Doctor, however, observed them, and saw in a moment that his daughter was painfully aware of him. She sat stiffly, with her eyes bent down, staring at her open fan, deeply flushed. The Doctor almost pitied her. Poor Catherine was not disobedient; and there was nothing but discomfort for her in the accident of seeming to challenge him. The Doctor felt,indeed, so sorry for her that he turned away, to spare her the sense of being watched.

“It must be extremely pleasant for a plain girl like that to have a beautiful young fellow come and sit down beside her and whisper to her that he is her slave—if that is what this one whispers. No wonder she likes it, and that she thinks me cruel, which of course she does, though she is afraid to admit it to herself. Poor old Catherine!”thought the Doctor.


And with the force of this reflection, he said to himself that he was perhaps, after all, taking things too hard and must not condemn Morris Townsend unfairly.

At the end of a quarter of an hour Catherine had got rid of him, and Townsend was now standing before the fireplace in conversation with Mrs. Almond.

“We will try him again,”said the Doctor. And he crossed the room and joined his sister and her companion, making her a sign that she should leave the young man to him. She presently did so, while Morris looked at him, smiling, without a sign of discomfort in his friendly eye.

“He’s amazingly conceited!”thought the Doctor; and then he said aloud:“Iam told you are looking out for a position.”

“Oh, a position is more than I should presume to call it,”Morris Townsend answered.“That sounds so fine. I should like some quiet work—something to turn an honest penny.”

“What sort of thing should you prefer?”

“Do you mean what am I fit for? Very little, I am afraid.”

“You are too modest,”said the Doctor.“In addition to your good right arm, you have your subtle brain.”

“Ah,”Townsend murmured,“You advise me, then, not to worry?”

And he looked at the Doctor as if the question might
 have a double meaning. The Doctor caught the look and weighed it a moment before he replied.“I should be very sorry to admit that a robust and well-disposed young man need ever despair. He should just choose his line carefully.”

“Ah, yes, carefully,”Morris Townsend repeated sympathetically.“Well, I have been careless, formerly; but I think I have got over it. I am very steady now.”And he stood a moment, looking down at his remarkably neat shoes. Then at last, with a smile, he said:“Were you kindly intending to propose something for my advantage?”

“Damn his impudence!”the Doctor exclaimed privately. But in a moment he reflected that he himself had, after all, touched first upon this delicate point, and that his words might have seemed an offer of assistance.“I have no particular proposal to make,”he presently said;“but sometimes one hears of opportunities. I will keep you in mind. Will you be staying around New York?”

“Oh, yes. I have responsibilities here. I have a sister, a widow, from whom I have been separated for a long time, and to whom I am almost everything. I shouldn’t like to say to her that I must leave her.I am tutoring her children a bit.”

“Ah, that’s very proper; but it is hardly a career.”

“It won’t make my fortune!”the young man con-
 fessed.

“You must not be too much bent on a fortune,”said the Doctor.

“If my situation becomes desperate I shall perhaps take the liberty of reminding you of your offer to help!”Morris rejoined, raising his voice a little, with a bright smile, as the Doctor turned away.

Before he left the house,the Doctor had a few words with Mrs. Almond.

“I should like to see his sister,”he said.“What do you call her? Mrs. Montgomery.”

“I will try and manage it,”Mrs. Almond responded.“I will take the first opportunity of inviting her, and you shall come and meet her.”

“And be sure she brings her children. He says that he tutors them,and I’d like to see just how good a teacher he is.”

“He certainly has not the cut of an educator!”Mrs. Almond said to herself a short time afterwards, as she saw Morris Townsend in a corner bending over her niece, who was seated.

And there was, indeed, nothing in the young man’s discourse at this moment that was in the slightest academic.

“Will you meet me somewhere tomorrow or next day?”he said,in a low tone, to Catherine.


“Meet you?”she asked, lifting her frightened eyes.

“I have something particular to say to you—very particular.”

“Can’t you come to the house? Can’t you say it there?”

Townsend shook his head gloomily.“I can’t enter your doors again! Your father has insulted me regarding my poverty.”

“Insulted you!Oh, you are mistaken—you misunderstood him!”Catherine spoke with energy, getting up from her chair.

“He laughed at me for having no position!I took it quietly; but only because he belongs to you.”

“I don’t know,”said Catherine;“I don’t know what he thinks. I am sure he means to be kind. You must not be too proud.”

“I will be proud only of you,”Morris answered.

“You know how little there is in me to be proud of. I am ugly and stupid.”

Morris greeted this remark with an ardent murmur, in which she recognized nothing articulate but an assurance that she was his own dearest.

He then returned to his earlier question.

“Will you meet me in the square tomorrow around sunset? I would rather it were there. You know how empty it often is. No one will see us.”


“I don’t care who sees us!It shall have to be at my home. But leave me now.”

He left her, having at least gotten her to agree to meet. Fortunately, he was ignorant that half an hour later, going home with her father and feeling him near, the poor girl, in spite of her sudden declaration of courage, began to tremble again. Her father said nothing; but she had an idea his eyes were fixed upon her in the darkness.

注释

佳句

a robust and well-disposed young man need ever despair. He should just choose his line carefully.一个坚强、有善意的年轻人是需要经历绝望的。他应该谨慎地选择自己的职业。

attendance[ə'tendəns]n.出席,出席的人数,伺候,照料

stiffly['stifli]adv.顽固地,呆板地,僵硬地

flush[flʌʃ]n.奔流,晕红,激动,萌芽

reflection[ri'flekʃən]n.反省,沉思,反映

condemn[kən'dem]vt.声讨,谴责

presume[pri'zjuːm] vt.假定,假设,认为

subtle['sʌtl]adj.微妙的,精细的,稀薄的

robust[rə'bʌst]adj.精力充沛的

disposed[di'spəuzd]adj.(对…)怀有(…的)感情的(well-disposed[wel-di'spəuzd] adj.怀好意的;ill-disposed[il-di'spəuzd]adj.不怀好意的)

despair[dis'pɛə]n.绝望,失望,令人失望的人(事物)

sympathetically[̩simpə'ɵetikəli]adv.同情地,怜悯地,感应着

remarkably[ri'mɑːkəb(ə)li]adv.非常地,显著地,引人注目地

damn[dæm]vt.用以表达愤怒(厌烦,急躁)


impudence['impjudəns]n.轻率,厚颜无耻

proposal[prə'pəuzəl]n.提议,建议

opportunity[̩ɔpə'tjuːniti]n.机会,时机

responsibility[ris̩pɔnsə'biliti]n.责任,职责

tutor['tjuːtə]v.辅导

career[kə'riə]n.事业,生涯,速度

desperate['despərit]adj.不顾一切的,拚死的,令人绝望的

discourse[dis'kɔːs]n.论述,讲道,谈话,谈论

academic[̩ækə'demik]adj.学术的,理论的

gloomily[ցluːmili]adv.黑暗地,沮丧地

insult['insʌlt]vt.侮辱,凌辱

poverty['pɔvəti]n.贫穷,贫困,贫乏,缺少

ardent['ɑːdənt]adj.热心的,热情洋溢的,激烈的

articulate[ɑː'tikjulit]adj.有关音节的,发音清晰的

ignorant['iցnərənt]adj.无知的;不知道的

declaration[̩deklə'reiʃən]n.宣布,宣言,声明



CHAPTER 10

Catherine received the young man the next day in her father’s parlor. Morris had swallowed his pride and made the effort necessary to cross the threshold.

What Morris told Catherine at last was simply that he loved her, or rather adored her; and as a memorable sign of it, he had passed his arm round the girl’s waist and taken a kiss. This happy assurance had come sooner than Catherine expected, and she had regarded it, very naturally,as a priceless treasure. It may even be doubted whether she had ever definitely expected to possess it; she had not been waiting for it, and she had never said to herself that at a given moment it must come. As I have tried to explain,she was not eager and exacting;she took what was given her from day to day.

After Morris had kissed her she begged him to go away, to leave her alone, to let her think. Morris went away, taking another kiss first. But Catherine’s meditations lacked a certain coherence. She would have liked to see her situation all clearly before her, to make up her mind what she should do if, as she feared, her father should tell her that he disapproved of Morris Townsend. But the vision of a conflict with her father caused her to drop her eyes and sit motionless, holding her breath and waiting.


In fact Morris had not only kissed her. He had also talked of settling things and making a plan for marriage. She felt that it was the truth,and she answered very simply and without hesitating.

“We must speak to my father. I will do it tonight; you must do it tomorrow.”

“Very well. You will need all your powers of persuasion with him. Do you know the first thing your father will say to you?”

“No. What do you think he will say?”

“He will tell you I am mercenary.”

“Mercenary?”

“It’s a big word; but it means a low thing. It means that I am after your money.”

“Oh!”murmured Catherine softly.

The exclamation was so touching that Morris indulged in another little demonstration of affection.“He will be sure to say it,”he added.

Catherine looked at her lover a minute, and then she said,“I shall persuade him that he is mistaken. But I am glad we shall be rich,”she added.

Morris turned away, looking into the crown of his hat.“No,it’s a misfortune,”he said at last.“It is from that our difficulty will come.”

“Well, if it is the worst misfortune, we are not so unhappy. Many people would not think it so bad.”


“Well, I will leave my defense to you,”he said, walking over to the parlor window.

Catherine on her side was silent for a while; she was looking at him while he looked out of the window.“Morris,”she said abruptly,“are you very sure you love me?”

He turned round, and in a moment he was bending over her.“My own dearest, can you doubt it?”

“I have only known it five days,”she said;“but now it seems to me as if I could never do without it.”

“You will never be called upon to try!”And he gave a little tender,reassuring laugh. Then,in a moment, he added,“There is something you must tell me, too. Tell me that if your father absolutely forbids our marriage, you will still be faithful.”

Catherine simply gazed at him, and she could give no better promise than what he read there in her eyes.“Ah, Morris!”she murmured, putting her hand into his own. He kept it a while, and presently he kissed her again.

This is all that need be recorded of their conversation; but Mrs.Penniman,if she had been present, would probably have admitted that it was as well it had not taken place beside the fountain in Washington Square.

注释


佳句

Morris had swallowed his pride and made the effort necessary to cross the threshold.莫里斯硬是放下了架子,跨进了医生家的大门。

threshold['ɵreʃhəuld]n.门槛;入门;开始,开端,极限

adore[ə'dɔː]v.崇拜,爱慕,(口语)喜爱

memorable['memərəbl]adj.值得纪念的,难忘的

priceless['praislis]adj.无价的,极贵重的

definitely['definitli]adv.明确地,干脆地

meditation[medi'teiʃən]n.沉思,冥想

coherence[kəu'hiərəns]n.一致性;连贯性

vision['viʒən]n.想象力,幻想,幻影,景象

conflict['kɔnflikt]n.斗争,冲突

hesitating adj.犹豫的,踌躇的;(hesitate['heziteit]v.犹豫,踌躇;含糊,支吾)

persuasion[pə(ː)'sweiʒən]n.说服,说服力

mercenary['məːsinəri]adj.唯利是图的,猎取财富的

exclamation[̩eksklə'meiʃən]n.惊呼,感叹,惊叹,惊叹词

indulge[in'dʌldʒ]v.纵容

demonstration[̩deməns'treiʃən]n.示范,实证

crown[kraun]n.王冠,花冠,帽顶

defense[di'fens]n.谋划;抵御;辩护

reassuring[̩riːə'ʃuəriŋ]adj.安心的,可靠的;(reassure[riːə'ʃuə]v.使安心,安慰)

absolutely['æbsəluːtli]adv.完全地,绝对地

gaze[ցeiz]v.盯,凝视



CHAPTER 11

Catherine listened for her father when he came in that evening, and she heard him go to his study. She sat quiet, though her heart was beating fast, for nearly half an hour; then she went and knocked at his door. On entering it now she found him in his chair beside the fire,entertaining himself with a cigar and the evening paper.

“I have something to say to you,”she began very gently; and she sat down in the first place that offered.

“I shall be very happy to hear it, my dear,”said her father. He waited, looking at her, while she stared, in a long silence, at the fire.

“I am engaged to be married!”Catherine announced at last, still staring at the fire.

The Doctor was startled; the accomplished fact was more than he had expected. But he betrayed no surprise.“You do right to tell me,”he simply said.“And who is the happy mortal whom you have honored with your choice?”

“Mr. Morris Townsend.”And as she pronounced her lover’s name, Catherine looked at him. What she saw was her father’s still gray eye and his clear-cut, definite smile.She contemplated these objects for a moment, and then she looked back at the fire; it was much warmer.

“When was this arrangement made?”the Doctor
 asked.

“This afternoon—two hours ago.”

“Is it serious?”said the Doctor.

“Very serious, father.”

Her father was silent a moment.“Mr. Townsend ought to have told me.”

“He means to tell you tomorrow.”

“After I know all about it from you? He ought to have told me before. Does he think I didn’t care—because I left you so much liberty?”

“Oh no,”said Catherine;“he knew you would care. And we have been so much obliged to you for—for the liberty.”

The Doctor gave a short laugh.“Are you very fond of Mr. Townsend?”

“I like him very much, of course—or I shouldn’t consent to marry him.”

“But you have known him a very short time, my dear.”

“Oh,”said Catherine, with some eagerness,“it doesn’t take long to like a person—when once you begin.”

“You must have begun very quickly. Was it the first time you saw him—that night at your aunt’s party?”

“I don’t know, father,”the girl answered.“I can’t tell you about that.”


“Of course; that’s your own affair. You will have observed that I have acted on that principle. I have not interfered. I have left you your liberty. I have remembered that you are no longer a little girl.”

“I feel very old—and very wise,”said Catherine, smiling faintly.

“I am afraid that before long you will feel older and wiser yet. I don’t like your engagement.”

“Ah!”Catherine exclaimed softly, getting up from her chair.

“No, my dear. I am sorry to give you pain; but I don’t like it. You should have consulted me before you settled it. I have been too easy with you, and I feel as if you have taken advantage of my indulgence. Most decidedly, you should have spoken to me first.”

Catherine hesitated a moment, and then—“It was because I was afraid you didn’t like Mr. Townsend.”

“You were quite right. I don’t like him.”

“Dear father, you don’t know him,”said Catherine, in a voice so timid that it might have touched him.

“Very true; I don’t know him intimately. But I know him enough. I have my impression of him. You don’t know him either, by the way.”

“I don’t know him?”she cried.“Why, I know him—better than I have ever known anyone!”

“You know a part of him—what he has chosen to
 show you. But you don’t know the rest.”

“The rest? Ah!I know what you mean,”said Catherine, remembering what Morris had warned her about.“You mean that he is mercenary.”

Her father looked up at her still, with his cold, quiet reasonable eye.“If I meant it, my dear, I should say it! But there is an error I wish particularly to avoid—that of rendering Mr. Townsend more interesting to you by saying hard things about him.”

“I won’t think them hard if they are true,”said Catherine.

“If you don’t, you will be a remarkably sensible young woman!”

“They will be your reasons,at any rate,and you will want me to hear your reasons.”

The Doctor smiled a little.“Very true. You have a perfect right to ask for them.”And he puffed his cigar a few moments.“You are an honest, amiable girl, and an intelligent young man might easily find it out. But the principal thing that we know about this young man—who is, indeed, very intelligent—leads us to suppose that, however much he may value your personal merits, he values your money more. The principal thing we know about him is that he has led a life of indulgence, and has spent a fortune of his own in doing so. That is enough for me, my dear.If Morris Townsend has spent his own for-
 tune in amusing himself, there is every reason to believe that he would spend yours.”

Catherine sat with her head bent and her eyes fixed upon her father; and strangely enough, even while she felt that what he said went so terribly against her,she admired his neatness and nobleness of expression. There was something hopeless and oppressive in having to argue with her father.

The Doctor rose and approached Catherine. She stood up as well, wishing so much and expressing so little. He drew her towards him and kissed her.“You won’t think me cruel?”he said, holding her a moment.

This question was not reassuring;it seemed to Catherine, on the contrary, to suggest possibilities which made her feel sick. But she answered coherently enough—“No, dear father; because if you knew how I feel—and you must know—you would be so kind, so gentle.”

“Yes, I think I know how you feel,”the Doctor said.“I will be very kind—be sure of that. And I will see Mr. Townsend tomorrow. Meanwhile, and for the present, be so good as to mention to no one that you are engaged.”

注释

佳句


If Morris Townsend has spent his own fortune in amusing himself, there is every reason to believe that he would spend yours.如果莫里斯·汤森能把他自己的财产都用来取乐,那么我就有充足的理由相信他还会动用你的财产。

entertain[̩entə'tein]vt.使快乐,使娱乐

mortal['mɔːtl]n.凡人,人类

consent[kən'sent]vi.同意,赞成,答应

interfere[̩intə'fiə]vi.干涉,干预,妨碍,打扰

consult[kən'sʌlt]v.商量,商议,请教,参考,考虑

indulgence[in'dʌldʒ(ə)ns]n.放任

timid['timid]adj.胆小的,羞怯的

intimately['intimitli]adv.密切地

render['rendə]vt.致使;使成

rate[reit]n.等级,价格,费用(at any rate至少;不管怎样;无论如何)

nobleness['nɔblənis]n.高贵,高尚

oppressive[ə'presiv]adj.压制性的,压迫的,难以忍受的

approach[ə'prəutʃ]vt.靠近;临近;接近

coherently[kəu'hiərənt]adv.有条理的,一致地,连贯地



CHAPTER 12

The next day, in the afternoon, Morris presented himself before the Doctor. His face was sufficiently calm. Dr. Sloper lost no time in letting him know that he had been prepared for his visit.

“Catherine told me yesterday what has been going on between you,”he said.“You must allow me to say that it would have been becoming of you to give me notice of your intentions before they had gone so far.”

“I should have done so,”Morris answered,“however,it seemed to me your daughter was quite her own mistress.”

“Literally, she is. But she has not freed herself quite so far, I trust,as to choose a husband without consulting me. The truth is that your little affair has come to a head with a rapidity that surprises me. It was only the other day that Catherine made your acquaintance.”

“It was not long ago, certainly,”said Morris, with great gravity.“But my interest in Miss Sloper began the first time I saw her.”

“Did it not by chance precede your first meeting?”the Doctor asked.

Morris looked at him an instant.“I certainly had already heard that she was a charming girl.”

“A charming girl—that’s what you think her?”


“Certainly.”

The Doctor meditated a moment.“My dear young man,”he said at last,“As Catherine’s father, I have a just and tender appreciation of her many good qualities; but I don’t mind telling you that I have never thought of her as a charming girl, and never expected anyone else to do so.”

Morris Townsend received this statement with a smile that was not wholly in disagreement.“I simply speak from my own point of view.”

“You speak very well,”said the Doctor;“but that is not all that is necessary. I told Catherine yesterday that I disapproved of her engagement.”

“She let me know as much, and I was very sorry to hear it. I am greatly disappointed.”And Morris sat in silence a moment, looking at the floor.

“Did you really expect I would say I was delighted, and throw my daughter into your arms?”

“Oh no; I had an idea you didn’t like me.”

“What gave you the idea?”

“The fact that I am poor.”

“That has a harsh sound,”said the Doctor,“but it is about the truth—speaking of you strictly as a son-inlaw. Your absence of means, of a profession, of visible resources or prospects, places you in a category from which it would be careless for me to select a husband for
 my daughter, who is a weak young woman with a large fortune. In any other capacity I am perfectly prepared to like you. As a son-in-law, I can’t stand you!”

Morris Townsend listened respectfully.“I don’t think Miss Sloper is a weak woman,”he presently said.

“Of course you must defend her—it’s the least you can do. But I have known my child twenty years,and you have known her six weeks. Even if she were not weak, however, you would still be a penniless man.”

“Ah, yes; that is my weakness! And therefore, you mean, I am mercenary—I only want your daughter’s money.”

“I don’t say that. I say only that you belong to the wrong category.”

“But your daughter doesn’t marry a category,”Townsend urged, with his handsome smile.“She marries an individual—an individual whom she is so good as to say she loves.”

“An individual who offers so little in return!”

“Is it possible to offer more than the most tender affection and a life of devotion?”the young man demanded.

“A lifelong devotion is measured after the fact; and meanwhile it is customary in these cases to give a few material securities. What are yours? A very handsome face and figure, and a very good manner. They are excellent as far as they go, but they don’t go far enough.”


“There is one thing you should add to them,”said Morris;“the word of a gentleman that I am not mercenary!I care no more for her fortune than for the ashes in that fireplace.”

“Even with that solemn vow on your lips, you still take your place in that particular category of men of which I have already spoken.”

Morris continued to display a self-control which, as the Doctor was obliged to admit, was extremely admirable. But his disappointment was evidently keen.

“Is there nothing I can do to make you believe in me?”

“If there were I should be sorry to suggest it, for—don’t you see?—I don’t want to believe in you!”said the Doctor, smiling.

“You think I am an idler!”Morris exclaimed,a little too much in the tone of a man who has made a discovery. But he saw his error immediately, and blushed.

“I simply don’t think of you as a son-in-law.”

But Morris persisted.“You think I would spend all her money.”

The Doctor smiled.“I plead guilty to that.”

“That’s because I spent my own, I suppose,”said Morris.“I frankly confess that. I have been wild. I have been foolish.I will tell you every crazy thing I ever did,if you like.I assure you I have reformed.I spent my money
 because it was my own. And I made no debts; when it was gone I stopped. I don’t owe a penny in the world. Surely, you must believe that were I to be honored to share your daughter’s wealth, I should take much care of it?”

“That you should take too much care would be quite as bad as that you should take too little. Catherine might suffer as much by your econom y as by your extravagance.”

“Don’t you worry of making your daughter unhappy with this refusal?”

“She’ll be unhappy either way. Better this way than the other.”

Here at last Morris lost his temper.“Ah, you are not polite, sir!”he cried.

“You push me to it—you argue too much.”

“I have a great deal at stake.”

“Well, whatever it is,”said the Doctor,“you have lost it!”

“Are you sure of that?”asked Morris;“are you sure your daughter will give me up?”

The Doctor at this point showed his own first symptoms of irritation.“Do you mean to defy me?”

“Call it what you please, sir!I mean not to give your daughter up.”

“Well, I shall strongly urge her to break with you.
 After that, she can do as she pleases.”

“I believe she has gone too far now for you to change her mind.”

The Doctor looked at him a moment; Morris had his hand on the door.“There is a great deal of rudeness in your saying it.”

“I will say no more, sir!”Morris answered; and, making his bow, he left the room.

注释

佳句

A lifelong devotion is measured after the fact;and meanwhile it is customary in these cases to give a few material securities.一生的忠诚是用事实来衡量的。同时,在这些情况下,通常要有一些物质保证。

They are excellent as far as they go,but they don’t go far enough.这些东西表面上看都很好,仅此而已!

I care no more for her fortune than for the ashes in that fireplace.我并不在乎她的财产,就跟我并不在乎壁炉里的烟灰一样。

sufficiently[sə'fiʃəntli]adv.十分地,充分地

intention[in'tenʃən]n.意图,目的,打算

consulting[kən'sʌltiŋ]adj.商议的,咨询的

come to a head(fig.)(喻)至严重关头;达于顶点

gravity['ցræviti]n.地心引力,重力,认真

precede[pri(ː)'siːd]v.领先(于),在…之前,先于

meditate['mediteit]v.想,考虑,(尤指宗教上的)沉思,冥想

wholly['həuli]adv.整个,统统,全部,专门地

harsh[hɑːʃ]adj.刺耳的,刺目的

visible['vizəbl]adj.看得见的,明显的,显著的


prospect['prɔspekt]n.前景,前途,期望

category['kætiցəri]n.种类,别,(逻)范畴

capacity[kə'pæsiti]n.容量,才能,能力,地位

urge[əːdʒ]vt.催促,力劝

customary['kʌstəməri]adj.习惯的,惯例的

securities[si'kjuəriti]n.有价证券

vow[vau]n.誓约

display[di'splei]vt.陈列,展览,显示

evidently['evidəntli]adv.明显地,显然

keen[kiːn]adj.锋利的,敏锐的,敏捷的,热心的,渴望的

persist[pə(ː)'sist]vi.坚持,持续

plead[pliːd]vt.为…辩护,借口,托称(plead guilty承认有罪;服罪)

confess[kən'fes] v.承认,坦白,忏悔

reformed[ri'fɔːmd]adj.改革过的,革新的(reform[ri'fɔːm]v.改革,改造,改良)

economy[i(ː)'kɔnəmi]n.经济,节约,节约措施,经济实惠

extravagance[ik'strævəցəns]n.奢侈,铺张,过度,放纵的言行

stake[steik]n.桩,柱;赌注,利害关系(at stake得失攸关;濒胜负关头;处危险境地)

irritation[̩iri'teiʃən]n.愤怒

defy[di'fai]vt.不服从,公然反抗,藐视,挑衅,违抗,使…难于

urge[əːdʒ]vt.催促,力劝



CHAPTER 13

The Doctor, although quite assured of his opinion of young Morris Townsend, decided to give the boy the benefit of the doubt, and wrote a letter to Mrs. Montgomery explaining the situation and asking for a brief meeting. She punctually answered, mentioning an hour at which he might present himself at Second Avenue.

Dr. Sloper, when he went to call, found the Montgomery home to look a bit like a toy taken down from a shelf, for it was rather small, colorful,and neat-looking. He said to himself that she was evidently an economical and self-respecting little person.

She received him in a little parlor, however, not before keeping him waiting some ten minutes, which he found highly inexcusable. At last, however, she came in, smoothing down a stiff dress, with a little frightened flush on her cheek.

She was a small, fair woman, with a bright, clear eye, and an extraordinary air of neatness and briskness. But these qualities were evidently combined with a sincere humility, and a disbelief in her own talent for social, as distinguished from practical, affairs. This was the Doctor’s rapid mental resume of Mrs. Montgomery, who, as he saw, was flattered by what she regarded as the honor of his visit.


She apologized for being late;but he interrupted her.

“It doesn’t matter,”he said;“for while I sat here I had time to think over what I wish to say to you, and to make up my mind how to begin.”

“Oh, do begin!”murmured Mrs. Montgomery.

“Well, then. Your brother wishes to marry my daughter, and I wish to find out what sort of a young man he is. A good way to do so seemed to be to come and ask you; which I have proceeded to do.”

Mrs. Montgomery evidently took the situation very seriously. She kept her pretty eyes attached to his face, and evidently paid the most earnest attention to each of his words.

“So, then. What sort of a gentleman is your brother?”

Mrs. Montgomery’s illuminated gaze grew vague, and began to wander. She smiled a little, and for some time made no answer, so that the Doctor at last became impatient. And her answer, when it came, was not satisfactory.“It is difficult to talk about one’s brother.”

“Not when one is fond of him, and when one has plenty of good to say.”

“Yes, even then, when a good deal depends on it,”said Mrs. Montgomery.

“Nothing depends on it, for you.”

“I mean for Miss Sloper,”said Mrs. Montgomery.


The Doctor liked this;it had the accent of sincerity.“Exactly; that’s the point. If my poor girl should marry your brother, everything—as regards her happiness—would depend on his being a good fellow. She is the best creature in the world, and she could never do him a grain of injury. He, on the other hand, if he should not be all that we desire, might make her very miserable. That is why I want you to throw some light upon his character, you know.”The Doctor then smiled,and asked,“Has he told you I don’t like him?”

“Yes, he told me. I said I couldn’t help it!”added Mrs. Montgomery.

“Of course you can’t. But what you can do is to tell me I am right.”And the Doctor accompanied this remark with another smile.

Mrs. Montgomery, however, smiled not at all; it was obvious that she could not take the humorous view of his appeal.“That is a good deal to ask,”she said at last.

“There can be no doubt of that; and I must,in conscience, remind you of the advantages a young man marrying my daughter would enjoy. She has an income of ten thousand dollars in her own right, left her by her mother; if she marries a husband I approve, she will come into almost twice as much more at my death.”

Mrs. Montgomery listened in great earnestness to this splendid financial statement. She flushed a little with
 excitement.“Your daughter will be very rich,”she said softly.

“Precisely—that’s the problem.”

“And if Morris should marry her, he—he—”And she hesitated timidly.

“He would be master of all that money? Not at all. He would be master of only the ten thousand a year that she has from her mother; for I should leave every penny of my own fortune to public institutions.”

Mrs. Montgomery dropped her eyes at this, and sat for some time gazing at the floor.

“I suppose it seems to you,”said the Doctor, laughing,“that in so doing I should play your brother a very bad trick.”

“Not at all. That is too much money to get possession of so easily, by marrying. I don’t think it would be right.”

“It’s right to get all one can. But in this case your brother wouldn’t be able. If Catherine marries without my consent, she doesn’t get a penny from my own pocket.”

“Does Morris know this?”

“I shall be most happy to inform him!”the Doctor exclaimed.

Mrs. Montgomery resumed her meditations, and her visitor, who was prepared to give time to the affair,
 asked himself whether,in spite of her little conscientious air, she was not playing into her brother’s hands.“If she were greedy,”he said,“she would get angry; unless she be very deep indeed. It is not probable that she is as deep as that.”

“What makes you dislike Morris so much?”she presently asked,emerging from her reflections.

“I don’t dislike him in the least as a friend,as a companion. He seems to me a charming fellow, and I should think he would be excellent company. I dislike him,exclusively, as a son-in-law. My daughter is singularly illadapted to take care of herself; she would need a man who could provide for her. It is there that he doesn’t satisfy me. I confess I have nothing but my impression to go by; but I am in the habit of trusting my impression. He strikes me as selfish and shallow.”

Mrs. Montgomery’s eyes expanded a little, and the Doctor fancied he saw the light of admiration in them.“I wonder how you have discovered he is selfish!”she exclaimed.

“Do you think he hides it so well?”

“Very well indeed,”said Mrs. Montgomery.“And I think we are all rather selfish,”she added quickly.

“I think so too; but I have seen people hide it better than he. I know his type of person; it is written all over him.”


“He is very good-looking,”said Mrs. Montgomery.

The Doctor eyed her a moment.“You women are all the same!But the type to which your brother belongs was made to be the ruin of you, and you were made to be its victims. The sign of the type in question is the determination—sometimes terrible in its quiet intensity—to accept nothing of life but its pleasures, and to secure these pleasures chiefly by the aid of women. Young men of this class never do anything for themselves that they can get other people to do for them, and they like to make those close to them suffer.Just, as I imagine, your brother has made you suffer!”

This exclamation was abrupt, as I say, but it was also perfectly calculated. He was trying to push her buttons, as they say. He hoped to shock her out of this seeming calm of hers, so that she might speak more honestly about the things he suspected she was hiding. His attempt had some of the success that he looked for. The tears sprang for a moment to Mrs. Montgomery’s eyes, and she indulged in a proud little jerk of the head.

“I don’t know how you have found that out!”she exclaimed.

“A simple guess. Don’t you give your brother money?”

“Yes, I have given him money,”said Mrs. Montgomery.


“And you have not had much to give him?”

She was silent a moment.“If you ask me for a confession of poverty, that is easily made. I am very poor.”

“One would never suppose it from your—your charming house,”said the Doctor.“I learned from my sister that your income was moderate, and your family numerous.”

“I have five children,”Mrs. Montgomery observed;“but I am happy to say I can bring them up decently.”

“Of course you can—accomplished and devoted as you are! But your brother tells me it is he that brings them up.”

Mrs. Montgomery stared a moment,and then quickly—“Oh yes; he teaches them Spanish.”

The Doctor laughed out.“That must take a great deal off your hands! Your brother also knows,of course, that you have very little money.”

“I have often told him so!”Mrs. Montgomery exclaimed, more loudly than she had yet spoken.

“Which means that you have often occasion to, and that he often sponges on you. Well,then...I have ascertained what I suspected—what I wished.”And the Doctor got up,gently smoothing his hat.“Your brother lives on you.”

Mrs. Montgomery quickly rose from her chair, following her visitor’s movements with a look of admiration.
 But then she said matter of factly—“I have never complained of him!”

“You needn’t protest—you have not betrayed him. But I advise you not to give him any more money.”

“Don’t you see it is in my interest that he should marry a rich person?”she asked.“If, as you say, he lives on me, I can only wish to get rid of him, and to put obstacles in the way of his marrying is to increase my own difficulties.”

“Then, I shall take the liberty of placing in your hands, for the present, a certain fund for your brother’s support.”

Mrs. Montgomery stared; she evidently thought he was joking; but she presently saw that he was not, and the complication of her feelings became painful.“It seems to me that I ought to be very much offended with you,”she murmured.

“Because I have offered you money? That’s a superstition,”said the Doctor.“I suppose that some of your children are girls.”

“I have two little girls,”said Mrs. Montgomery.

“Well, when they grow up, and begin to think of taking husbands, you will see how anxious you will be about the moral character of these gentlemen. Then you will understand this visit of mine!”

“Ah, you are not to believe that Morris’s moral char-
 acter is bad!”

The Doctor looked at her a little, with folded arms.“There is something I should greatly like—as a moral satisfaction. I should like to hear you say—‘He is terribly selfish!’”

Mrs. Montgomery gazed at him an instant, and then she turned away.“You distress me, sir!”she exclaimed.“He is, after all, my brother,and his talents, his talents—”she burst into tears.

“His talents are first-rate!”said the Doctor.“We must find a proper field for them!”And he assured her most respectfully of his regret at having so greatly upset her.“It’s all for my poor Catherine,”he went on.“You must know her, and you will see.”

Mrs. Montgomery brushed away her tears, and blushed at having shed them.“I should like to know your daughter,”she answered; and then, in an instant—“Don’t let her marry him!”

注释

佳句

But these qualities were evidently combined with a sincere humility, and a disbelief in her own talent for social,as distinguished from practical,affairs.但是,很明显,这些品质里搀杂着一种真诚的谦恭,和对自己处理社交事务———有别于实际事务———的才能的一种怀疑。

This exclamation was abrupt, as I say, but it was also perfectly calculated.


He was trying to push her buttons,as they say.用笔者的话来说,这句惊呼虽然显得很突兀,却是极为工于心计。按常理而言,他是在极力惹她发火。

give sb.thebenefit of the doubt因无充分的证据证明某人有罪而假定其无罪;对某人之嫌疑做善意的解释

economical[̩iːkə'nɔmikəl]adj.节约的,经济的

stiff[stif]adj.硬的,僵直的,僵硬的

flush[flʌʃ]n.晕红,激动

briskness[brisknis]n.敏捷,活泼

humility[hju(ː)'militi]n.谦逊,谦恭

distinguished[dis'tiŋցwiʃt]adj.卓著的,著名的,高贵的

resume[ri'zjuːm]n.摘要,概略,(美)履历

proceed[prə'siːd]vi.进行,继续下去,发生

illuminate[i'ljuːmineit]vt.照明,照亮

impatient[im'peiʃənt]adj.不耐烦的,急躁的,不耐心的

satisfactory[̩sætis'fæktəri]adj.满意的,赎罪的

sincerity[sin'seriti]n.诚挚,真实,真挚

appeal[ə'piːl]n.请求,呼吁,上诉,吸引力,要求

conscience['kɔnʃəns]n.良心,道德心

earnest['əːnist]n.真挚,定金,认真,热心

financial[fai'nænʃəl]adj.财政的,金融的

excitement[ik'saitmənt]n.刺激,兴奋,激动,搔动

precisely[pri'saisli]adv.正好

timidly['timidli]adv.胆小地,羞怯地

gaze[ցeiz]v.盯,凝视

resume[ri'zjuːm]vt.再继续,重新开始

conscientious[̩kɔnʃi'enʃəs]adj.尽责的

play into the hands of对…(他人)有利

emerge[i'məːdʒ]vi.显现,浮现,暴露,形成,(由某种状态)脱出,(事实)显现出来

reflection[ri'flekʃən]n.反射,映象,倒影,反省,沉思,反映

exclusively[ik'skluːsivli]adv.排外地,专有地


singularly['siŋցjuləli]adv.不常见地,另人无法理解地,异乎寻常地

strike[straik]v.给…以印象

selfish['selfiʃ]adj.自私的

expanded[iks'pændid]adj.膨胀的,扩大(张)的

victim['viktim]n.受害人,牺牲者,牺牲品

intensity[in'tensiti]n.强烈,剧烈,强度

secure[si'kjuə]v.保护

abrupt[ə'brʌpt]adj.突然的,陡峭的,生硬的

calculated['kælkjuleitid]adj.计算出的,有计划的,适当的,适合的

confession[kən'feʃən]n.供认,承认,招供

moderate['mɔdərit]adj.中等的,适度的,适中的

numerous['njuːmərəs]adj.众多的,许多的,无数的

sponge[spʌndʒ]v.依赖某人生活,诈取某人钱财

ascertain[̩æsə'tein]vt.确定,探知

matter of factly就事论事地,像陈述事实那样

protest[prə'test]v.主张,断言抗议,拒付

obstacle['ɔbstəkl]n.障碍,妨害物

complication[̩kɔmpli'keiʃ(ə)n]n.复杂化,(使复杂的)因素,(医)并发症

offend[ə'fend] v.犯罪,冒犯,违反,得罪,使…不愉快

superstition[̩sjuːpə'stiʃən]n.迷信,盲目恐惧

distress[dis'tres]v.使悲痛,使穷困,使忧伤

first-rate[fəːstreit]adj.非常好,一流的

shed[ʃed]v.使滴落;流出



CHAPTER 14

He had been puzzled by the way that Catherine carried herself; her attitude at this sentimental crisis seemed to him unnaturally passive. She had not spoken to him again after that scene in the library, the day before his interview with Morris; and a week had elapsed without making any change in her manner. Of course she was thinking over her situation, and she was apparently doing so in a deliberate and calm manner, with a view of making the best of it.

“My God, I bet that she stays with the rotten fellow,”said the Doctor, and he made the further reflection that his daughter was not a woman of a great spirit.

Catherine, meanwhile, had made a discovery of a very different sort; it had become vivid to her that there was a great excitement in trying to be a good daughter. She had an entirely new feeling, which may be described as a state of suspense about her own actions. She watched herself as she would have watched another person, and wondered what she would do.

“I am glad I have such a good daughter,”said her father, kissing her,after the lapse of several days.

“I am trying to be good,”she answered, turning away, with a conscience not altogether clear.

“If there is anything you would like to say to me,
 you know you must not hesitate. You needn’t feel obliged to be so quiet. I shouldn’t care that Mr. Townsend should be a frequent topic of conversation.”

“Thank you,”said Catherine;“I have nothing particular to say at present.”

He never asked her whether she had seen Morris again, because he was sure that if this had been the case she would tell him. She had, in fact, not seen him, she had only written him a long letter. The letter at least was long for her; and, it may be added, that it was long for Morris; it consisted of five pages, in a remarkably neat and handsome hand. She told Morris in writing that her father had expressed the wish that she should not see him again, and that she begged he would not come to the house until she should have“made up her mind.”

Morris replied with a passionate letter, in which he asked to what,in Heaven’s name,she wished to make up her mind. Had not her mind been made up two weeks before, and could it be possible that she entertained the idea of throwing him off? Did she mean to break down at the very beginning of their ordeal, after all the promises she had both given and extracted? And he gave an account of his own interview with her father—an account not identical at all points with that offered in these pages.“He was terribly violent,”Morris wrote. Catherine sent him, in answer to this, a note of two lines.“Do not doubt my
 affection, but let me wait a little and think.”

The idea of a struggle with her father, of setting up her will against his own, was heavy on her soul. It never entered into her mind to throw her lover off; but from the first she tried to assure herself that there would be a peaceful way out of their difficulty. She had the idea that if she should be very good, the situation would in some mysterious manner improve. To be good, she must be patient, respectful, abstain from judging her father too harshly, and from committing any act of open disobedience. It was probably natural and proper that conscientious parents should be suspicious and even unjust.

Poor Catherine would have been glad to regard Mrs. Penniman as an illuminating agent, a part which this lady herself indeed was imperfectly prepared to play. Mrs. Penniman took too much satisfaction in the sentimental shadows of this little drama to have, for the moment,any great interest in lessening them. She wished the plot to thicken, and the advice that she gave her niece tended,in her own imagination, to produce this result.

“You must act, my dear; in your situation the great thing is to act,”said Mrs. Penniman, who found her niece altogether beneath her opportunities. Mrs. Penniman’s real hope was that the girl would make a secret marriage, at which she should act as witness. She liked to think of poor Catherine and her suitor as the
 guilty couple—being taken away in a fast vehicle to some obscure lodging in the suburbs, where she would pay them secret visits, where they would endure a period of romantic privacy, and where in the end, after she should have been their advocate, they should be reconciled to her brother in an artistic representation,in which she herself should be somehow the central figure. She hesitated as yet to recommend this course to Catherine, but she attempted to draw an attractive picture of it to Morris Townsend.

She was in daily communication with the young man, whom she kept informed by letters of the state of affairs in Washington Square. She ended by writing to him that she longed for an interview. This interview could take place only on neutral ground, and she bethought herself greatly before selecting a place of meeting. She thought of the seafood bar on Seventh Avenue, kept by a black man—an establishment of which she knew nothing save that she had noticed it in passing. She made an appointment with Morris Townsend to meet him there, and she went at dusk, wearing a dark veil. He kept her waiting for half an hour. When Morris at last arrived, they sat together for half an hour in the darkest corner of a back shop; and it is hardly too much to say that this was the happiest half-hour that Mrs. Penniman had known for years.


Morris, however, was in a state of irritation natural to a gentleman of fine parts who had been rejected in a kind attempt to confer a distinction upon a young woman of inferior characteristics. The attentions of this, in his mind, overly-interested woman were not in the least bit comforting. He had listened and made himself agreeable to her at first, in order to get himself in the door at Washington Square; and at present he needed all his selfcommand to be decently civil. It would have gratified him to tell her that she was a stupid old woman, and that he should like to put her into a bus and send her home. We know, however, that Morris possessed the virtue of selfcontrol. And he listened to her with a calm respect in which she found much to admire.

注释

佳句

It would have gratified him to tell her that she was a stupid old woman, and that he should like to put her into a bus and send her home.如果能够告诉她,她是一个愚蠢的老女人,而他希望能把她放进一辆公交车里打发她回家,这会让他感到高兴。

sentimental[̩senti'mentl]adj.感伤性的,感情脆弱的

crisis['kraisis]n.疾病的转折点(或转好或恶化),决定性时刻,危机,危险期

apparently[ə'pærəntli]adv.显然地

deliberate[di'libəreit]adj.故意的;深思熟虑的

bet[bet]v.打赌,确认

rotten['rɔtn]adj.腐烂的,恶臭的,堕落的


vivid['vivid]adj.生动的,鲜明的,鲜艳的,大胆的,清晰的,活泼的,逼真的

lapse[læps]n.失误,下降,流逝,丧失,过失

hesitate['heziteit]v.犹豫,踌躇,不愿

entertain[̩entə'tein]vt.娱乐,招待,接受,怀抱

aextract[iks'trækt]vt.拔出,抽出;提到,榨取,提炼

identical[ai'dentikəl]adj.同一的,同样的

abstain[əb'stein]v.禁绝,放弃

harshly[hɑːʃli]adv.严厉地,苛刻地

commit[kə'mit]vt.犯(错误),干(坏事),把…交托给,提交,答应负责

suspicious[səs'piʃəs]adj.(be~ of)可疑的,怀疑的

illuminate[i'ljuːmineit]vt.照明,照亮;说明,阐明;启蒙,启发

agent['eidʒənt]n.代理人,代理商;起作用的人或物

lessening['lesniŋ]n.减轻,减少,变小

plot[plɔt]n.秘密计划(特指阴谋),(小说的)情节.结构

tend[tend]vi.趋向,往往是,照管,护理

witness['witnis]n.[律]证人,目击者,证据,证明,证词

suitor['sjuːtə]n.起诉者,求婚者,请愿者

vehicle['viːikl]n.交通工具,车辆,媒介物,传达手段

obscure[əb'skjuə]adj.暗的,朦胧的,模糊的,晦涩的

lodging['lɔdʒiŋ]n.寄宿处,寄宿,(通常用复数)出租的房间、住房

suburb['sʌbəːb]n.市郊,郊区

endure[in'djuə]v.耐久,忍耐

privacy['praivəsi]n.独处而不受干扰,秘密

advocate['ædvəkit]n.提倡者,鼓吹者

artistic[ɑː'tistik]adj.艺术的,有美感的,风雅的

somehow['sʌmhau]adv.说不上什么理由;反正

neutral['njuːtrəl]adj.中立的,中立国的,中性的,无确定性质的,(颜色等)不确定的

bethink[bi'ɵiŋk]vt.使想,使思考;使记住;使回忆

seafood['siːfuːd]n.海产食品,海味

establishment[is'tæbliʃmənt]n.确立,制定,设施,公司

veil[veil]n.面纱,面罩,帐,幕,掩饰物,遮蔽物,口实,假托


distinction[dis'tiŋkʃən]n.区别,差别,级别,特性,声望,显赫



CHAPTER 15

They had of course immediately spoken of Catherine.“Did she send me a message, or—or anything?”Morris asked. He appeared to think that she might have sent him a bracelet or a lock of her hair.

Mrs. Penniman was slightly embarrassed, for she had not told her niece of her intended expedition.“Not exactly a message,”she said;“I didn’t ask her for one, because I was afraid to excite her.”

“I am afraid she is not very excitable!”And Morris gave a smile of some bitterness.

“She is better than that. She is dedicated—she is true!”

“Do you think she will hold fast, then?”

“To the death!”

“Oh, I hope it won’t come to that,”said Morris.

“We must be prepared for the worst, and that is what I wish to speak to you about.”

“What do you call the worst?”

“Well,”said Mrs. Penniman,“my brother’s hard, intellectual nature.”

“Oh, the devil! Do you mean that he won’t come round?”

“He will never be beaten by argument. I have studied him. He will be beaten only by the accomplished
 fact.”

“The accomplished fact?”

“Marry Catherine first and meet him afterwards!”she exclaimed.

“Do you recommend that?”asked the young man, frowning heavily.

She was a little frightened, but she went on with considerable boldness.“That is the way I see it:a private marriage—a private marriage.”She repeated the phrase because she liked it.

“Do you mean that I should carry Catherine off?”

“It is not a crime when you are driven to it,”said Mrs. Penniman.“And I can help you. I can watch.”

“The woman’s an idiot,”thought Morris; but he was obliged to say something different. It was not, however, materially more civil.“Was it in order to tell me this that you requested I would meet you here?”

Mrs. Penniman had been conscious of a certain vagueness in her task, and of not being able to offer him any very real reward for his long walk.“I thought perhaps you would like to see one who is so near to Catherine,”she observed, with considerable majesty.“And also,”she added,“that you would value an opportunity of sending her something.”

Morris extended his empty hands with a melancholy smile.“I am greatly obliged to you, but I have nothing to
 send.”

“Haven’t you a word?”asked his companion, with her suggestive smile coming back.

Morris frowned again.“Tell her to hold fast,”he said with irritation.

“That is a good word—a noble word. It will make her happy for many days,”Mrs. Penniman said, arranging her hat and preparing to depart. While she was so engaged she had an inspiration.She found the phrase that she could boldly offer as a justification of the step she had taken.“If you marry Catherine at all risks,”she said,“you will give my brother a proof of your being what he pretends to doubt.”

“What he pretends to doubt?”

“Don’t you know what that is?”Mrs. Penniman asked almost playfully.

“It does not concern me to know,”said Morris grandly.

“Of course it makes you angry.”

“I despise it,”Morris declared.

“Ah, you know what it is, then?”said Mrs. Penniman, shaking her finger at him.“He pretends that you like—you like the money.”

Morris hesitated a moment;and then remarked—“I do like the money!”

“Ah, but not—but not as he means it. You don’t
 like it more than Catherine?”

He leaned his elbows on the table and buried his head in his hands.“You torture me!”he murmured. And,indeed, this was almost the effect of the poor lady’s too overly-eager interest in his situation.

But she insisted on making her point.“If you marry her in spite of him, he will take for granted that you expect nothing of him, and are prepared to do without it. And so he will see that you are disinterested.”

Morris raised his head a little, following this argument,“And what shall I gain by that?”

“Why, that he will see that he has been wrong in thinking that you wished to get his money. And having done you such an injustice, he will think it his duty, at the end, to make some amends.”

Morris shook his head, though it must be confessed he was a little struck with this idea.“Do you think he is so sentimental?”

“He is not sentimental,”said Mrs. Penniman;“but, to be perfectly fair to him, I think he has,in his own narrow way, a certain sense of duty.”

There passed through Morris Townsend’s mind a rapid wonder as to what he might be indebted to from the action of this principle in Dr. Sloper’s breast, and the inquiry exhausted itself in his sense of the ridiculous.

“Your brother has no duties to me,”he said present-
 ly,“and I none to him.”

“Ah, but he has duties to Catherine.”

“Yes, but you see that on that principle Catherine has duties to him as well.”

Mrs. Penniman got up, with a melancholy sigh,as if she thought him very unimaginative.“She has always performed them faithfully; and now, do you think she has no duties to you?”

“It would sound harsh to say so!Iam so grateful for her love,”Morris added.

“I will tell her you said that! And now, remember that if you need me, I am there.”And Mrs. Penniman, who could think of nothing more to say, nodded vaguely in the direction of Washington Square.

Morris looked some moments at the sanded floor of the shop; he seemed to be disposed to linger a moment. At last, looking up with a certain abruptness,“Do you suppose there is a will already made in Catherine’s favor?”

“I suppose so—even doctors must die; and perhaps a little in mine,”Mrs. Penniman frankly added.

“And you believe he would certainly change it—as regards Catherine?”

“Yes; and then change it back again.”

“Ah, but one can’t depend on that!”said Morris.

“Do you want to depend on it?”Mrs. Penniman
 asked.

Morris blushed a little.“Well, I am certainly afraid of being the cause of an injury to Catherine.”

“Ah! You must not be afraid. Be afraid of nothing, and everything will go well!”

And then Mrs. Penniman and Morris went out together into the dimly lit Seventh Avenue.

“How will you go home?”Morris asked, following a passing bus with an interested eye. Mrs. Penniman had taken his arm.

She hesitated a moment.“I think this manner would be pleasant,”she said; and she continued to let him feel the value of his support.

So he walked with her through the winding ways of the west side of the town to the quiet precinct of Washington Square. They lingered a moment at the foot of Dr. Sloper’s white marble steps. Mrs. Penniman’s companion rested a melancholy eye upon a lighted window in the upper part of the house.

“That is my room—my dear little room!”Mrs. Penniman remarked.

Morris started.“Then I needn’t come walking round the Square to gaze at it.”

“That’s as you please. But Catherine’s is behind: two noble windows on the second floor. I think you can see them from the other street.”


“I don’t want to see them, ma’am!”And Morris turned his back to the house.

“I will tell her you have been here, at any rate,”said Mrs. Penniman, pointing to the spot where they stood;“and I will give her your message—that she is to hold fast!”

“Oh, yes! Of course. You know I write her all that.”

“It seems to say more when it is spoken! And remember, if you need me, I am there;”and Mrs. Penniman glanced at the third floor.

On this they separated, and Morris, left to himself, stood looking at the house a moment; after which he turned away,and took a gloomy walk round the Square, on the opposite side, close to the wooden fence. Then he came back, and paused for a minute in front of Dr. Sloper’s dwelling. His eyes traveled over it; they even rested on the windows of Mrs. Penniman’s apartment. He thought it an extremely comfortable house.

注释

佳句

dedicated['dedikeitid]adj.专著的,献身的

frown[fraun]v.皱眉,表示不满

vagueness['veiցnis]n.含糊不清

majesty['mædʒisti]n.庄严,威严


extend[iks'tend]v.延伸,伸,伸出

depart[di'pɑːt]v.启程,离开

boldly[bəuldli]adv.大胆地,冒失地

justification[dʒʌstifi'keiʃ(ə)n]n.证明为正当,辩护

proof[pruːf]n.证据

despise[dis'paiz]v.轻视,看不起

elbow['elbəu]n.肘

torture['tɔːtʃə]v.使受痛苦,折磨

amend[ə'mend]n.悔改,改过自新

breast[brest]n.胸部,胸膛

exhaust[iց'zɔːst]v.详尽论述

ridiculous[ri'dikjuləs]adj.可笑的,滑稽的

unimagitive[̩ʌni'mædʒinətiv]adj.不可想象的

faithfully['feiɵfuli]adv.忠实地

dispose[dis'pəuz]v.使倾向于,使有益于

linger['liŋցə]v.逗留

abruptness[əb'rʌptnis]n.突然,唐突

dimly['dimli]adv.暗淡地,微暗地

precinct['priːsiŋkt]n.(教堂等的)围地,境域

gloomy['ցluːmi]adj.阴郁的,忧郁的

dwell[dwel]v.住处,住宅,寓所



CHAPTER 16

Mrs. Penniman told Catherine that evening—the two ladies were sitting in the back parlor—that she had had an interview with Morris Townsend; and on receiving this news the girl started with a sense of pain. She felt angry for the moment; it was almost the first time she had ever felt angry. It seemed to her that her aunt was interfering; and from this came a vague apprehension that she would spoil something.

“I don’t see why you should have seen him. I don’t think it was right,”Catherine said.

“I was so sorry for him—it seemed to me someone ought to see him.”

“No one but I,”said Catherine.

“But you wouldn’t, my dear,”Aunt Lavinia rejoined;“and I didn’t know what might have become of him.”

“I have not seen him, because my father has forbidden it,”Catherine said very simply.

There was a simplicity in this,indeed, which fairly frustrated Mrs. Penniman.“If your father forbade you to go to sleep, I suppose you would keep awake!”she commented.

Catherine looked at her.“I don’t understand you. You seem to be very strange.”


“Well, my dear, you will understand me some day!”And Mrs. Penniman, who had been reading the evening paper, resumed her occupation. She wrapped herself in silence; she was determined Catherine should ask her for an account of her interview with Morris. But Catherine was silent for so long, that she almost lost patience; and she was on the point of remarking to her that she was very heartless, when the girl at last spoke.

“What did he say?”she asked.

“He said he is ready to marry you any day, in spite of everything.”

Catherine made no answer to this, and Mrs. Penniman almost lost patience again.

“Did he seem sad?”asked her niece.

“He was dark under the eyes,”said Mrs. Penniman.“So different from when I first saw him. There is something brilliant in his very misery.”

This was, to Catherine’s sense, a vivid picture, and though she disapproved, she felt herself gazing at it.“Where did you see him?”she asked presently.

“In the Bowery; at a chocolate store,”said Mrs. Penniman, who had a general idea that she ought to lie a little.

“Oh,”she responded simply.

“Why are you so cold, Catherine—so irresponsive?”


The girl turned very quickly.“Did he say I was?”

Mrs. Penniman hesitated a moment.“I will tell you what he said. He said he feared only one thing—that you would be afraid.”

“Afraid of what?”

“Afraid of your father.”

Catherine turned back to the fire again,and then, after a pause, she said—“I am afraid of my father.”

Mrs.Penniman got quickly up from her chair and approached her niece.“Do you mean to give him up, then?”

Catherine for some time never moved; she kept her eyes on the coals. At last she raised her head and looked at her aunt.“Why do you push me so?”she asked.

“I don’t push you. When have I spoken to you before?”

“It seems to me that you have spoken to me several times.”

“I am afraid you don’t feel the importance—”She paused a little; Catherine was looking at her.“The importance of not disappointing that courageous young heart!”And Mrs. Penniman went back to her chair, by the lamp, and, with a little jerk, picked up the evening paper again.

Catherine stood there before the fire, with her hands behind her, looking at her aunt, to whom it seemed that the girl had never had just this dark fixedness in her gaze.
 “I don’t think you understand or know me,”she said.

“If I don’t, it is no wonder; you trust me so little.”

Catherine made no attempt to deny this charge, and for some time more nothing was said. But Mrs. Penniman’s imagination was restless,and the evening paper failed on this occasion to keep her attention.

“If you give in to the dread of your father’s anger,”she said,“I don’t know what will become of us.”

“Did he tell you to say these things to me?”

“He told me to use my influence.”

“You must be mistaken,”said Catherine.“He trusts me.”

“I hope he may never regret it!”And Mrs. Penniman gave a little sharp slap to her newspaper.

“You had better not make any more appointments with Mr. Townsend,”Catherine said.“I don’t think it is right.”

Mrs. Penniman rose with considerable majesty.“My poor child, are you jealous of me?”she inquired.

“Oh, Aunt Lavinia!”murmured Catherine, blushing.

“I don’t think it is your place to teach me what is right.”

On this point Catherine made no concession.“It can’t be right to deceive.”

“I certainly have not deceived you!”


“Yes; but I promised my father—”

“I have no doubt you promised your father. But I have promised him nothing!”

“But my father wouldn’t like it if he knew.”

“Do you intend to inform him?”Mrs. Penniman inquired.

“No, Aunt Lavinia. But please don’t do it again.”

“If I do it again, you will inform him:is that what you mean? I do not share your dread of my brother; I have always known how to defend my own position. But I shall certainly never again take any step on your behalf; you are much too unappreciative. I am disappointed—but your father will not be!”And with this, Mrs. Penniman offered her niece a brief goodnight,and withdrew to her own apartment.

注释

佳句

It seemed to her that her aunt was interfering; and from this came a vague apprehension that she would spoil something.在她看来,她的姑妈是在多管闲事。这让她感到一丝忧虑,她觉得姑妈会把事情弄糟。interfere[̩intə'fiə]v.妨碍,干涉

apprehension[̩æpri'henʃən]n.忧虑,担心

spoil[spɔil]v.损坏,搞糟

simplicity[sim'plisiti]n.简单,简明易懂的是

frustrate[frʌs'treit]v.使沮丧,使灰心

wrap[ræp]v.包裹,环绕


irresponsive[̩iris'pɔnsiv]adj.无答复的,无反应的

slap[slæp]n.拍打声,打击

concession[kən'seʃən]n.让步

deceive[di'siːv]v.欺骗,哄骗

behalf[bi'hɑːf]n.代表,利益

unappreciative['ʌnə'priːʃjətiv]adj.不感激的

goodnight[ցudnait]n.晚安

withdraw[wið'drɔː]v.撤退,退出



CHAPTER 17

Catherine sat alone by the parlor fire—sat there for more than an hour, lost in her meditations. Her aunt seemed to her aggressive and foolish, and to see it so clearly—to judge Mrs. Penniman so positively—made her feel old and grave. The evening advanced, and the lamp burned dim without her noticing it; her eyes were fixed upon her terrible plan. She knew her father was in his study—that he had been there all the evening.

The clock struck eleven,and the house was wrapped in silence. Catherine got up and went slowly to the door of the library, where she waited a moment, motionless. Then she knocked,and then waited again. Her father had answered her, but she had not the courage to turn the handle. She heard him move within, and he came and opened the door for her.

“What is the matter?”asked the Doctor.“You are standing there like a ghost.”

She went into the room, but it was some time before she contrived to say what she had come to say. Her father, who was in his dressing-gown and slippers, went and seated himself at his desk. His back was turned to her—she began to hear the scratching of his pen. She remained near the door, with her heart beating heavily beneath her gown. At last she spoke.


“You told me that if I should have anything more to say about Mr. Townsend you would be glad to listen to it.”

“Exactly, my dear,”said the Doctor, not turning round, but stopping his pen.

Catherine wished it would go on, but she herself continued.“I thought I would tell you that I have not seen him again, but that I should like to do so.”

“To bid him good-bye?”asked the Doctor.

The girl hesitated a moment.“No, father, not that; at least, not forever.”

The Doctor slowly rubbed his under lip with the feather of his pen.

“Have you written to him?”

“Yes, four times.”

“You have not dismissed him, then. Once would have done that.”

“No,”said Catherine,“I have asked him—asked him to wait.”

Her father turned around to face her, and she was afraid he was going to break out into wrath; his eyes were so fine and cold.

“You are a dear, faithful child,”he said at last.“Come here to your father.”And he got up, holding out his hands toward her.

The words were a surprise, and they gave her an ex-
 quisite joy. She went to him, and he put his arm round her tenderly; and then he kissed her. After this he said:

“Do you wish to make me very happy?”

“Must I give him up to do so?”

“Yes.”

And he held her still, with the same tenderness, looking into her face and resting his eyes on her averted eyes. There was a long silence; she wished he would release her.

“You are happier than I, father,”she said, at last.

“You would be even less happy with him. Have you no faith in my wisdom,in my tenderness,in my concern for your future?”

She detached herself, and turned upon him.“What has he done—what do you know?”

“He has never done anything—he is a selfish idler.”

“Oh, father, don’t abuse him!”she exclaimed.

“I don’t mean to abuse him. You may do as you choose,”he added, turning away.

“I may see him again?”

“Just as you choose.”

“I wish only to explain—to tell him to wait.”

“To wait for what?”

“Till you know him better—till you consent.”

“Don’t tell him any such nonsense as that. I know him well enough, and I shall never consent.”


“But we can wait a long time,”said poor Catherine, in a tone which was meant to express the humblest acceptance, but which had upon her father’s nerves the effect of a rather rude suggestion.

The Doctor answered, however, quietly enough:“Of course you can wait till I die, if you like. Your engagement will have one delightful effect upon you;it will make you extremely impatient for that event.”

Catherine cried out in horror.

“I would rather not marry, if that were true,”she said.

“Give me a proof of it, then; for it is beyond a question that by engaging yourself to Morris Townsend you simply wait for my death.”

She turned away, feeling sick and faint; and the Doctor went on.“And if you wait for it with impatience, judge,if you please, what his eagerness will be!”

Catherine gave a long, low sigh;she wanted to effect some gentle, gradual change in his intellectual perception of poor Morris’s character. But the means of effecting such a change were at present not available to her, and she felt miserably helpless and hopeless. She had exhausted all arguments,all replies. Her father might have pitied her, and in fact he did so; but he was sure he was right.

“There is one thing you can tell Mr. Townsend when
 you see him again,”he said:“that if you marry without my consent, I don’t leave you a cent of my money. That will interest him more than anything else you can tell him.”

“That would be very right,”Catherine answered.“I ought not in that case to have any of your money.”

“My dear child,”the Doctor observed, laughing,“Your simplicity is touching. Make that remark, in that tone, and with that expression of countenance, to Mr. Townsend, and take note of his answer. It won’t be polite.”

“He will never be rude to me,”said Catherine gently.

“Tell him what I say, all the same.”

She looked at her father, and her quiet eyes filled with tears.

“I think I will see him, then,”she murmured,in her timid voice.

“Exactly as you choose!”And he went to the door and opened it for her to go out. The movement gave her a terrible sense of his turning her off.

“It will be only once, for the present,”she added, lingering a moment.

“Exactly as you choose,”he repeated, standing there with his hand on the door.“I have told you what I think. If you see him, you will be an ungrateful, cruel child;
 you will have given your old father the greatest pain of his life.”

This was more than the poor girl could bear; her tears overflowed, and she moved towards her grimly consistent parent with a pitiful cry. Her hands reached out to him, but he sternly evaded this appeal. Instead, he simply took her by the arm and directed her course across the threshold, closing the door gently but firmly behind her. After he had done so, he remained listening. For a long time there was no sound; he knew that she was standing outside. He was sorry for her, as I have said; but he was so sure he was right. At last he heard her move away and go up the stairs.

注释

佳句

But the means of effecting such a change were at present not available to her, and she felt miserably helpless and hopeless.但是现在她没有找到能够实现这样变化的方法,她感到非常痛苦、无助和无望。positively['pɔzətivli]adv.确实地,必然地

grave[ցreiv]adj.严肃的,认真的

dim[dim]adj.微暗的,暗淡的

ghost[ցəust]n.鬼,幽灵

contrive[kən'traiv]v.策划,谋图

slipper['slipə]n.拖鞋

scratch[skrætʃ]v.抓,搔,划


bid[bid]v.祝,向…表示

rub[rʌb]v.用…擦,摩擦

exquisite['ekskwizit]adj.精美的,精致的

avert[ə'vəːt] v.转移方向

release[ri'liːs]v.释放,放开

detach[di'tætʃ]v.分开,使分离

nonsense['nɔnsəns]n.废话,胡说八道

humble['hʌmbl]adj.谦逊的,谦卑的

acceptance[ək'septəns]n.接受

nerve[nəːv]n.神经

horror['hɔrə]n.恐怖,震惊

faint[feint]adj.头晕的,虚弱的

gradual['ցrædjuəl]adj.逐渐的,逐步的

perception[pə'sepʃən]n.看法,观念

available[ə'veiləbl]adj.可得到的,可用的

miserably['mizərəbli]adv.悲惨地,糟糕地

helpless['helplis]adj.无助的

countenance['kauntinəns]n.脸色,表情

overflow['əuvə'fləu] v.满(或多)得溢出

grimly[ցrimli]adv.严厉地,冷酷无情地

consistent[kən'sistənt]adj.始终如一的,前后一致的

sternly[stəːnli]adv.断然地,坚定地

evade[i'veid]v.躲避,回避



CHAPTER 18

The next day he sought a few words of private conversation with Mrs. Penniman. He sent for her to the library, and he there informed her that he hoped very much that she would not handle this affair of his daughter’s irresponsibly.

“Have you called me here to insult me?”Mrs. Penniman inquired.

“Not at all; simply to advise you. You have taken up young Townsend; that’s your own affair. I have nothing to do with your sentiments, your fancies, your affections, your delusions; but what I request of you is that you will keep these things to yourself. Anything that you should do in the way of giving this relationship aid will be—permit me the expression—distinctly disloyal. You know the penalty for disloyalty is quite severe.”

Mrs. Penniman threw back her head with a certain expansion of the eye which she occasionally practiced.“It seems to me that you talk like a lord.”

“I talk like my daughter’s father.”

“Not like your sister’s brother!”cried Lavinia.

“My dear Lavinia,”said the Doctor,“I sometimes wonder whether I am your brother. We are so extremely different. In spite of differences, however, we can understand each other; and that is the essential thing just now.
 It is highly probable you have been corresponding with him for the last three weeks—perhaps even seeing him. I don’t ask you—you needn’t tell me.”He had a moral conviction that she would contrive to lie about the matter, which it would disgust him to listen to.“Whatever you have done, stop doing it. That’s all I wish.”

“Don’t you wish also by chance to murder our child?”Mrs. Penniman inquired.

“On the contrary, I wish to make her live and be happy.”

“You will kill her; she passed a dreadful night.”

“She won’t die of one dreadful night,nor of a dozen. Remember that I am a distinguished physician.”

Mrs. Penniman hesitated a moment. Then she risked her retort.“Your being a distinguished physician has not prevented you from already losing two members of your family!”

Her brother gave her such a terribly sharp look—a look so like a surgeon’s knife—that she was frightened at her courage. And he answered her in words that corresponded to the look:“It may not prevent me, either, from losing the society of still another.”

Mrs. Penniman took herself off and repaired to Catherine’s room.She knew all about her dreadful night, for the two had met again, the evening before, after Catherine left her father. Mrs. Penniman was on the
 landing of the second floor when her niece came upstairs. She had heard Catherine enter her father’s office, and was eager to learn the result of the interview. When she saw the unhappy girl retiring, she joined her in her room, where the two then sat together, far into the small hours; the younger one with her head on the other’s lap, sobbing at first, and then at last perfectly still. It gratified Mrs. Penniman to be able to feel conscientiously that this scene virtually removed the prohibition which Catherine had placed upon her further communication with Morris Townsend. She was not gratified, however, when,in coming back to her niece’s room before breakfast, she found that Catherine had risen and was preparing herself for this meal.

“You should not go to breakfast,”she said;“you are not well enough, after your fearful night.”

“Yes, I am very well, and I am only afraid of being late.”

“I can’t understand you!”Mrs. Penniman cried.“You should stay in bed for three days.”

“Oh, I could never do that!”said Catherine, to whom this idea presented no attractions.

Mrs. Penniman was in despair, and she noted, with extreme annoyance, that the trace of the night’s tears had completely vanished from Catherine’s eyes.“How do you expect to move him if you come down and eat as though
 nothing had happened?”

Catherine thought a little.“I don’t know how. I wish to be just as usual.”And she finished dressing, and went down into her father’s presence.

And yet it was perfectly true that she had had a dreadful night. Even after Mrs. Penniman left her she had had no sleep. She lay staring at the darkness, with her eyes and ears filled with the movement with which her father had turned her out of his room,and of the words in which he had told her that she was a heartless daughter. Her heart was breaking. At moments it seemed to her that she believed him.She was bad; but she couldn’t help it. She wrote that day to Morris Townsend, requesting him to come and see her the following day, using very few words and explaining nothing. She would explain everything face to face.

注释

irresponsible[̩iris'pɔnsəbl]adv.不负责任的

sentiment['sentimənt]n.思想感情,情操

affection[ə'fekʃən]n.爱慕,感情

delusion[di'luːʒən]n.欺骗,幻想

disloyal[dis'lɔiəl]adj.不忠实的

penalty['penlti]n.惩罚

disloyalty[dis'lɔiəlti]n.不忠实,不忠实的行为

severe[si'viə]adj.严重的,严厉的,苛刻的

expansion[iks'pænʃən]n.扩张,扩展


lord[lɔːd]n.贵族,老爷;领主,君主;(L-)上帝

essential[i'senʃəl]adj.根本的,本质的;必要的,必不可少的

contrive[kən'traiv]v.设法做到;谋划,策划

disgust[dis'ցʌst]v.使作呕,厌恶

dreadful['dredful]adj.可怕的,令人恐怖的

retort[ri'tɔːt]n.反驳,反击

take oneself off走开;离去

repair to somewhere去,经常去,大伙儿去;聚集,集合

landing['lændiŋ]n.登陆;着陆;楼梯平台

retiring[ri'taiəriŋ]vi.退休;退出,退下;就寝

small hours n.午夜以后;下半夜;凌晨

sob[sɔb]v.哭泣,呜咽

gratify['ցrætifai]v.使高兴,使满足

conscientiously[̩kɔnʃi'enʃəsli]adv.凭良心地,认真地

virtually['vəːtjuəli]adv.事实上

prohibition[prəuhi'biʃən]n.禁止,禁令

fearful['fiəful]adj.可怕的,害怕的

attraction[ə'trækʃən]n.吸引力

vanish['væniʃ]v.消失,突然不见



CHAPTER 19

The next day, in the afternoon, she heard his voice at the door, and his step in the hall. She received him in the big, bright front parlor, and she instructed the servant that if anyone should call, she was particularly engaged. She was not afraid of her father’s coming in, for at that hour he was always driving about town.

When Morris stood there before her, the first thing that she was conscious of was that he was even more beautiful to look at than fond recollection had painted him; the next was that he had pressed her in his arms. When she was free again, it appeared to her that she had now indeed thrown herself into the gulf of rebellion, and even, for an instant, that she had been married to him.

He told her that she had been very cruel, and had made him very unhappy; and Catherine felt acutely the difficulty of her destiny, which forced her to give pain in such opposite quarters. But she wished that, instead of reproaches, however tender, he would give her help; he was certainly wise enough, and clever enough, to invent some issue from their troubles. She expressed this belief, and Morris received the assurance as if he thought it natural; but he questioned, at first—as was natural too—rather than committed himself to marking out a course.

“You should not have made me wait so long,”he
 said.“I don’t know how I have been living; every hour seemed like years. You should have decided sooner.”

“Decided?”Catherine asked.

“Decided whether you would keep me or give me up.”

“Oh, Morris,”she cried, with a long tender murmur,“I never thought of giving you up!”

“What, then, were you waiting for?”

“I thought my father might change his mind.”

“And has he?”he asked with a smile.

This show of optimism gave pain to the poor girl.“No, Morris,”she said solemnly,“he looks at it still in the same way.”

“Then why have you sent for me?”

“Because I wanted to see you!”cried Catherine pitifully.

“That’s an excellent reason, surely. But have you nothing to tell me?”

His beautiful persuasive eyes were fixed upon her face, and she wondered what answer would be noble enough to make to such a gaze as that. For a moment her own eyes took it in, and then—“I did want to look at you!”she said gently. But after this speech, most inconsistently, she hid her face.

Morris watched her for a moment,attentively.“Will you marry me tomorrow?”he asked suddenly.


“Tomorrow?”

“Next week, then. Any time within a month.”

“Isn’t it better to wait?”said Catherine.

“To wait for what?”

She hardly knew for what; but this tremendous leap alarmed her.“Till we have thought about it a little more.”

He shook his head, sadly.“I thought you had been thinking about it these three weeks. Do you want to turn it over in your mind for five years? My poor girl,”he added in a moment,“you are not sincere!”

Catherine colored from brow to chin, and her eyes filled with tears.“Oh, how can you say that?”she murmured.

“Why, you must take me or leave me,”said Morris, very reasonably.“You can’t please your father and me both; you must choose between us.”

“I have chosen you!”she said passionately.

“Then marry me next week.”

She stood gazing at him.“Isn’t there any other way?”

“If there is, I should be happy to hear of it.”

The only thing she could think of was that her father might, after all, come round, and she spoke this wish of hers aloud.

“Do you think it is in the least degree likely?”Morris
 asked.

“It would be,if he could only know you!”

“He can know me if he wants. What is to prevent it?”

“His ideas, his reasons,”said Catherine.“They are so—so terribly strong.”She trembled with the recollection of them yet.

“Strong?”cried Morris.“I would rather you should think them weak.”

“Oh, nothing about my father is weak!”said the girl.

Morris turned away, walking to the window, where he stood looking out.“You are terribly afraid of him!”he remarked at last.

“I suppose I must be,”she said simply.

“Then your love is not what I hoped it was.”

“Ah, my friend!”she said, going to him.“We can wait- I know I can. And for quite some time!”

“And suppose after a long time your father should hate me worse than ever?”

“He wouldn’t—he couldn’t!”

“He would be touched by my faithfulness? Is that what you mean? If he is so easily touched, then why should you be afraid of him?”

This was much to the point, and Catherine was struck by it.“I will try not to be,”she said. And she
 stood there, the image, in advance, of an obedient and responsible wife. Morris observed this and immediately warmed to her. He presently mentioned to her the course recommended by Mrs. Penniman: an immediate union, regardless of consequences.

“Yes, Aunt Penniman would like that,”Catherine said simply—and yet with a certain shrewdness. She then went on to say to Morris that her father had given her a message for him.“He told me to tell you that if I marry without his consent, I shall not inherit a penny of his fortune. He made a great point of this. He seemed to think—he seemed to think—”

Morris flushed, as any young man of spirit might have flushed at a suggestion of greediness.

“What did he seem to think?”

“That it would make a difference.”

“It will make a difference—in many things. We shall be many thousands of dollars the poorer. But it will make no difference in my affection.”

“We shall not want the money,”said Catherine;“for you know I have a good deal myself.”

“Yes, my dear girl, I know you have something.”Morris was then silent a while.“He was very positive that this message would cause me to reveal my motives, was he?”he asked at last.

“I don’t know what he thought,”said Catherine
 wearily.

“Please tell him that I care for his message as much as for that!”And Morris snapped his fingers.

“I don’t think I could tell him that.”

“Do you know you sometimes disappoint me?”said Morris.

“I should think I might. I disappoint everyone—father and Aunt Penniman.”

“Well, it doesn’t matter with me, because I am fonder of you than they are.”

“Yes, Morris,”said the girl.

“Is it your belief that he will never break down; that your goodness and patience will never wear out his cruelty?”

“The trouble is that if I marry you, he will think I am not good. He will think that a proof.”

“Isuppose it seems to you a kind of curse, the idea of his turning you out,”said Morris.“It must be very upsetting. But don’t you think that if you were to try to be very clever, you might in the end make his anger go away?”

Here, suddenly, Morris was interrupted; these ingenious inquiries had not reached Catherine’s ears. The terrible phrase“turning you out,”was still ringing there; seemed indeed to gather force as it lingered. The mortal chill of her situation struck more deeply into her childlike
 heart,and she was overwhelmed by a feeling of loneliness and danger. But her refuge was there, close to her, and she put out her hands to grasp it.“Ah, Morris,”she said, with a shiver,“I will marry you as soon as you please.”And she surrendered herself, leaning her head on his shoulder.

“My dear good girl!”he exclaimed, looking down at his prize. And then he looked up again, rather vaguely, with parted lips and lifted eyebrows.

注释

佳句

Morris flushed,as any young man of spirit might have flushed at a suggestion of greediness.莫里斯的脸红了,正如任何一个有志气的年轻人被别人暗示自己贪婪时,都可能会红脸。

recollection[̩rekə'lekʃən]n.回忆,记忆,回忆起的事物

gulf[ցʌlf]n.深渊,深坑

rebellion[ri'beljən]n.反叛,造反

acutely[ə'kjuːtli]adv.尖锐地,剧烈地

destiny['destini]n.命运

reproach[ri'prəutʃ]n.斥责,非难

issue['isjuː]n.问题,争论,争议

committed[kə'mitid]adj.忠诚的,坚定的,对…作出承诺的

optimism['ɔptimizəm]n.乐观主义

persuasive[pə'sweisiv]adj.有说服力的,劝导性的

inconsistently[̩inkən'sistəntli]adv.前后矛盾地,前后不一致

tremendous[tri'mendəs]adj.巨大的,非常的


leap[liːp]n.飞跃,骤变

brow[brau]n.额头

faithfulness['feiɵfulnis]n.忠实,坚贞,诚恳

image['imidʒ]n.形象

regardless[ri'ցɑːdlis]adj.不留意,不在乎

shrewdness[ʃruːdnis]n.精明干练,乖巧,机警

reveal[ri'viːl]v.展现,露出,揭示

wearily[wiərifuli]adv.疲倦地,厌倦地

snap[snæp]v.使发出噼啪声,捻(手指)使噼啪作声

curse[kəːs]n.诅咒,咒语

inquiry[in'kwaiəri]n.询问,质询

chill[tʃil]n.寒冷,寒气

childlike['tʃaildlaik]adj.孩子般的

overwhelm['əuvə'welm]v.征服,压倒,使受不了

refuge['refjuːdʒ]n.庇护者,避难所

shiver['ʃivə]n.颤抖,寒颤

surrender[sə'rendə]v.施投降,放任

lean[liːn]v.倾斜,倚,靠



CHAPTER 20

“I don’t believe she is going to break down,”said Dr. Sloper to Mrs. Almond.“I imagine she is going to drag out the engagement, in the hope of making me give in.”

“And shall you not relent?”

“Please. I am not so superficial.”

“You are amazingly stubborn!”said Mrs. Almond.

“Shouldn’t I be?Besides, I’m quite interested in this mix of feelings poor Catherine has developed for Mr. Townsend and myself. The two affections are extremely mixed up, and the mixture is extremely odd. It will produce some third element, and that’s what I am waiting to see. I wait with suspense—with positive excitement; and that is a sort of emotion that I didn’t suppose Catherine would ever provide for me. I am really very much obliged to her.”

“She will cling to him,”said Mrs. Almond;“That’s what those very simple natures always do, and nothing could be simpler than Catherine. She doesn’t take many impressions; but when she takes one she keeps it.”

“I will take her to Europe.”

“She won’t forget him in Europe.”

“He will forget her, then.”

Mrs. Almond looked grave.“Should you really like
 that?”

“Extremely!”said the Doctor.

Mrs. Penniman, meanwhile, lost little time in putting herself again in communication with Morris Townsend. She requested another interview. She proposed that he should join her at the door of a certain church, after service on Sunday afternoon. The church was not her own, of course,and on issuing from its door at the hour she had fixed she saw the young man standing apart. She offered him no recognition till she had crossed the street and he had followed her to some distance.

Morris was not in high good-humor.“I hope you have come to tell me that he has given in.”

“I am afraid I am not altogether a bringer of good news; and yet, I have something very important to tell you.”

“Well, let’s have it,”said Morris.

“I was perhaps a little aggressive the other day in advising you to marry immediately. I have been thinking it over, and now I see it just a little differently.”

“Well, what do you advise me now?”

“To be very patient; to watch and wait.”

“And will you come to me next week and recommend something different and equally sincere?”

“I may come to you next week and tell you that I am in the streets!”


“In the streets?”

“I have had a terrible scene with my brother, and I fear, if anything happens, he may turn me out of the house. You know I am a poor woman.”

Morris knew no such thing, but he did not press this.

“I should be very sorry to see you suffer for me,”he said.

“Never mind that. Wait until he is less violent. Be patient, Mr. Townsend; remember the prize is great!”

Morris walked along in silence, tapping the fences very sharply with his stick.

“You certainly are inconsistent!”he broke out at last.“I have already got Catherine to consent to a private marriage.”

Mrs. Penniman was indeed inconsistent, for at this news she gave a little jump of gratification.

“Oh! When and where?”she cried.

“That isn’t fixed; but she consents. It’s pretty awkward, now, to back out.”

Mrs. Penniman, stood with her eyes fixed brilliantly on her companion.“Mr. Townsend,”she proceeded,“shall I tell you something?Catherine loves you so much that you may do anything.”

This declaration was slightly ambiguous,and Morris opened his eyes.


“I am happy to hear it! But what do you mean by‘anything’?”

“You may postpone—you may change about; she won’t think the worse of you.”

Morris stood there still, with his raised eyebrows; then he said simply and rather dryly—“Ah!”After this he remarked to Mrs. Penniman that if she walked so slowly she would attract notice,and he succeeded,after a fashion, in hurrying her back to the home of which her continued stay had become somewhat insecure.

注释

relent[ri'lent]v.怜悯,减弱

superficial[sjuːpə'fiʃəl]adj.表面的,肤浅的

stubborn['stʌbən]adj.顽固的,固执的

cling(to)v.粘着,依靠,依恋,紧握不放

issue['isjuː] vi.出(来),流出

good-humor心情;情绪

inconsistent[̩inkən'sistənt]adj.不一致的,前后矛盾的,反复无常的

gratification[̩ցrætifi'keiʃən]n.满足,喜悦

consent[kən'sent]v.同意,赞成

awkward['ɔːkwəd]adj.棘手的,尴尬的,难对付的

brilliantly['briljəntli]adv.灿烂地,亮闪闪地

ambiguous[̩æm'biցjuəs]adj.含糊不清的,引起歧义的

after a fashion勉强,马马虎虎

somewhat['sʌm(h)wɔt]adv.优点,稍微

insecure[̩insi'kjuə]adj.不安全的



CHAPTER 21

Morris had slightly misrepresented the matter, however. We left Catherine just now declaring that she would take the great step; but Morris, after having elicited this declaration, had become conscious of good reasons for not taking it up. He avoided, gracefully enough, fixing a day, though he left her under the impression that he had his eye on one. Catherine may have had her difficulties, but those of her cautious lover are also worthy of consideration.

Between the fear of losing Catherine and her possible fortune altogether,and the fear of taking her too soon and finding this possible fortune denied him,it was not comfortable for Morris Townsend to choose. He had not forgotten that in any event Catherine had her own ten thousand a year; he had devoted an abundance of meditation to this circumstance.In the end, he concluded that such a sum, though certainly no fortune, would be plenty for the two of them to live on, and would, of course, be preferable to no income at all. In the end, Dr. Sloper’s op position was the unknown quantity in the problem he had to work out. The natural way to work it out was by marrying Catherine; but in mathematics there are many short cuts, and Morris was not without a hope that he should yet discover one.


Catherine’s faith in her lover’s sincerity was so complete that she was incapable of suspecting that he was playing with her; her trouble just now was of another kind. The poor girl had an admirable sense of honor. She had cast her lot with a young man against whom her father had warned her, and broken the contract under which he provided her with a happy home. She could not give up the young man, so she must leave the home. She felt an infinite amount of guilt. Her days at this time were dismal, and the weight of some of her hours was almost more than she could bear. Her father never looked at her, never spoke to her. She held up her head and busied her hands, and went about her daily occupations; and when the state of things in Washington Square seemed intolerable, she closed her eyes and dreamed of the man for whose sake she had broken a sacred law.

Catherine had something to say to her father—it seemed to her she ought to say it; but she kept it back, for fear of irritating him. He also had something to say to her; but he was determined not to speak first. He was interested, as we know, in seeing how, if she were left to herself, she would behave. At last she told him she had seen Morris Townsend again, and that their relations remained quite the same.

“I think we shall marry—before very long. And probably, meanwhile, I shall see him rather often; about
 once a week, not more.”

The Doctor looked at her coldly from head to foot,as if she had been a stranger. It was the first time his eyes had rested on her for a week.“Why not three times a day?It is as wrong of you to see him once a week as it would be to see him all day long. Not that it matters to me, however.”

Catherine tried to follow these words, but they seemed to lead towards a vague horror, which she did not want to face.“I think we shall marry pretty soon,”she repeated at last.

Her father gave her his dreadful look again,as if she were someone else.“Why do you tell me that? It’s no concern of mine.”

With this he turned away. But the next day he spoke to her of his own accord, and his manner was somewhat changed.“Shall you be married within the next four or five months?”he asked.

“I don’t know, father,”said Catherine.“It is not very easy for us to make up our minds.”

“Put it off, then, for six months, and,in the meantime, I will take you to Europe. I should like you very much to go.”

It gave her such delight, after his words of the day before, to hear that he should“like”her to do something, and that he still had in his heart any of the tenderness of
 preference, that she gave a little exclamation of joy. But then she became conscious that Morris was not included in this proposal, and that—as regards really going—she would greatly prefer to remain at home with him. But she blushed, nonetheless, more comfortably than she had done of late.“It would be delightful to go to Europe.”

“Very well, then, we will go. Pack up your clothes.”

“I had better tell Mr. Townsend,”said Catherine.

Her father fixed his cold eyes upon her.“If you mean that you had better ask his leave, all that remains to me is to hope he will give it.”

The girl was sharply touched by the pathetic ring of the words;it was the most calculated, the most dramatic little speech the Doctor had ever uttered. She felt that it was a great thing for her, under the circumstances, to have this fine opportunity of showing him her respect; and yet there was something else that she felt as well, and that she presently expressed.“I sometimes think that if I do what you dislike so much, I ought not to stay with you; I ought not to live with you—to enjoy your kindness and protection.”

This striking argument gave the Doctor a sudden sense of having underestimated his daughter. But it displeased him—displeased him deeply, and he said as much.“That idea is in very bad taste,”he said.“Did you
 get it from Mr. Townsend?”

“Oh no!It’s my own!”said Catherine eagerly.

“Keep it to yourself, then,”her father answered, more than ever determined she should go to Europe.

注释

佳句

Between the fear of losing Catherine and her possible fortune altogether,and the fear of taking her too soon and finding this possible fortune denied him, it was not comfortable for Morris Townsend to choose.担心会失去凯瑟琳,从而完全失去可能随她而至的财产,又担心过快地与凯瑟琳结婚会得不到这笔可能的财产,这让莫里斯·汤森选择起来左右为难。

it was the most calculated,the most dramatic little speech the Doctor had ever uttered.这是她听到医生说过的最恰当、给她印象最深刻的一句话。misrepresent['mis̩repri'zent]vt.误传,不称职地代表

elicit[i'lisit]v.引出,诱出

cautious['kɔːʃəs]adj.十分小心的,谨慎的

abundance[ə'bʌndəns]n.丰富,充足,大量

meditation[medi'teiʃən]n.沉思,熟虑

circumstance['səːkəmstəns]n.情况,形势

sum[sʌm]n.结论,总计,总和

preferable['prefərəbl]adj.更好的,更可取的,更合意的

opposition[ɔpə'ziʃən]n.反对,对立

cast(throw)in one’s lot with与…共命运

contract['kɔntrækt]n.契约,约定

dismal['dizməl]adj.忧郁的,凄凉的,阴沉的

intolerable[in'tɔlərəbl]adj.无法忍受的,难耐的

sake[seik]n.缘故,理由,看在(某人)份上


accord[ə'kɔːd]n.符合;协议(of one’s own accord自愿地)

meantime['miːn'taim]n.其间,其时

of late近来

leave[liːv]n.准假;假期

pathetic[pə'ɵetik]adj.引起怜悯的,可怜的

ring[riŋ]n.(表示某种性质的)声调;味儿,口气

dramatic[drə'mætik]adj.充满激情的,引人注目的

utter['ʌtə]v.发言,讲,表达

underestimate['ʌndər'estimeit]v.低估,轻视

displease[dis'pliːz]v.使不高兴,使人生气



CHAPTER 22

If Morris Townsend was not to be included in this journey, no more was Mrs. Penniman, who would have been thankful for an invitation, but who(to do her justice)bore her disappointment in a perfectly ladylike manner.“I should enjoy a visit to Europe,”she said to Mrs. Almond;“but, on the other hand, I shall not be sorry to be alone and at peace for the next few months in Washington Square. I want rest; I have been through so much in the last four months.”

Mrs. Almond thought it rather cruel that her brother should not take poor Lavinia abroad; but she easily understood that, if the purpose of his expedition was to make Catherine forget her lover,it was not in his interest to give his daughter this young man’s best friend as a companion.

Mrs. Penniman was perfectly aware that her brother’s motive in undertaking a foreign tour was to lay a trap for Catherine’s faithfulness; and she imparted this conviction very frankly to her niece.

“He believes that this trip will help you to forget Morris; that it might cause you to change your mind about things after being away from him for so long.”

“If he thinks that, I ought to tell him beforehand that it won’t work,”she replied.


Mrs. Penniman shook her head.“Tell him afterwards, my dear! After he has had all the trouble and the expense! That’s the way to serve him.”

Her father’s displeasure had cost the girl, as we know, a great deal of sorrow—sorrow of the purest and most generous kind, without a touch of anger; but for the first time, after he had dismissed so briefly her apology for being a charge upon him, there was a spark of anger in her grief. She had felt his contempt; it had burned her; that speech about her bad taste made her ears burn for three days. During this period she was less considerate; she had an idea—a rather vague one, but it was agreeable to her sense of injury—that now she no longer felt guilty, and might do what she chose. She chose to write to Morris Townsend to meet her in the Square and take her to walk about the town.If she were going to Europe out of respect to her father, she might at least give herself this satisfaction. She felt in every way, at present, more free and more resolute. Now at last, completely and unreservedly, her passion possessed her.

Morris met her at last, and they took a long walk. She told him immediately what had happened—that her father wished to take her away. It would be for six months, to Europe; she would do absolutely what Morris should think best. She hoped that he would think it best she should stay at home.


It was some time before he said what he thought:he asked, as they walked along, a great many questions. There was one that especially struck her;it seemed so out of place.

“Should you like to see all those celebrated things over there?”

“Oh no, Morris!”said Catherine.

“Gracious Heaven, what a dull woman!”Morris exclaimed to himself.

“He thinks I will forget you,”said Catherine:“that all these things will drive you out of my mind.”

“Well, my dear, perhaps they will!”

“Please don’t say that,”Catherine answered gently, as they walked along.“Poor father will be disappointed.”

Morris gave a little laugh.“Yes, I truly believe that your poor father will be disappointed!But you will have seen Europe,”he added humorously.

Catherine could not rid herself of the idea that in going abroad and yet remaining firm, she might be being dishonest with her father.“Don’t you think it would be playing a trick on him to accept this trip, knowing that it will not change anything?”she asked.

“Doesn’t he want to play a trick on you?”cried Morris.“It will serve him right!I really think you had better go.”

“And not be married for so long?”


“Be married when you come back. You can buy your wedding clothes in Paris.”

And then Morris, with great kindness of tone, explained his view of the matter. It would be a good thing that she should go. It would show they were reasonable and willing to wait. And over there, among beautiful scenes and noble monuments, perhaps the old gentleman would be moved. He might be touched by her gentleness, her patience, her willingness to make any sacrifice but that one; and if she should appeal to him some day, in some celebrated spot—in Italy, say, in the evening; in Venice, perhaps he would fold her in his arms and tell her that he forgave her.

Catherine was immensely struck with this conception of the affair, and it was settled between them that she should tell her father that she was ready to follow him obediently anywhere, making the mental reservation that she loved Morris Townsend more than ever.

She informed the Doctor she was ready to embark, and he made rapid arrangements for this event. Her parting with her lover was short, and few words were exchanged.

“Shall I find you just the same when I come back?”she asked.

“The same—only more so!”said Morris, smiling.

It does not enter into our scheme to narrate in detail
 Dr. Sloper’s proceedings in the eastern hemisphere. He made the grand tour of Europe, traveled in considerable luxury, and found everything so much to his liking that he remained abroad, not for six months, but for twelve.

Mrs. Penniman,in Washington Square,accommodated herself to his absence.She enjoyed her unquestioned authority in the empty house, and flattered herself that she made it more attractive to their friends than when her brother was at home. Morris Townsend was her most frequent visitor, coming often to tea. He thought Mrs. Penniman a fool, as we know; but he was no fool himself, and, as a young man of luxurious tastes and scanty resources,he found the house a perfect castle of leisure. It became for him a club with a single member. Mrs.Penniman saw much less of her sister than while the Doctor was at home; for Mrs. Almond had felt moved to tell her that she disapproved of her relations with Mr. Townsend. She had no business to be so friendly to a young man of whom their brother so disapproved, and Mrs. Almond was surprised at her easy conscience about imposing a most unhappy engagement upon Catherine.

“Unhappy?”cried Lavinia.“He will make her a lovely husband!”

“I don’t believe in lovely husbands,”said Mrs. Almond;“I only believe in good ones. If he marries her, and she doesn’t get the money and he finds himself tied to her, Heaven have mercy on her! He will have none. He
 will hate her for his disappointment, and take his revenge; he will be pitiless and cruel. I recommend you to talk a little with his sister!”

Mrs.Penniman had no appetite whatever for conversation with Mrs. Montgomery,whoseacquaintance she made no trouble to cultivate;and the effect of this alarming prediction of her niece’s destiny was to fix her even more on the idea that Morris should yet enjoy her brother’s fortune, for she believed him to be sorely misjudged.

注释

佳句

Her father’s displeasure had cost the girl,as we know,a great deal of sorrow—sorrow of the purest and most generous kind,without a touch of anger.我们知道,父亲的不快给姑娘带来了深切的悲伤———那种最纯洁、最真诚的悲伤———而没有一丝一毫的怨恨。

She enjoyed her unquestioned authority in the empty house,and flattered herself that she made it more attractive to their friends than when her brother was at home.在空房子里,她有着无庸置疑的权威。她自以为把房子收拾得要比弟弟在家时对朋友们更有吸引力。

motive['məutiv]n.目的

undertake[̩ʌndə'teik]v.从事于,进行

impart[im'pɑːt]v.告知,透露

beforehand[bi'fɔːhænd]adv.事先,提前

displeasure[dis'pleʒə]n.不愉快,不满意

generous['dʒenərəs]adj.慷慨的,大方的

spark[spɑːk]n.火花


grief[ցriːf]n.悲痛,悲伤

contempt[kən'tempt]n.轻视,蔑视

resolute['rezəljuːt]n.决心

immensely[i'mensli]adv.无限地,非常

obediently[əu'biːdiəntli]adv.顺从地,服从地

embark[im'bɑːk]v.上船(或飞机等)

scheme[skiːm]n.计划,方案

narrate[næ'reit]v.叙述

detail['diːteil]n.细节,详情

proceeding[prə'siːdiŋ]n.活动,行为

hemisphere['hemisfiə]n.半球

accommodate[ə'kɔmədeit]v.使适应

unquestioned[ʌn'kwestʃənd]adj.不被怀疑的,无异议的

authority[ɔː'ɵɔriti]n.权威

flatter oneself自认为

scanty['skænti]adj.不足的,缺乏的

leisure['leʒə]n.休闲,安逸

impose[im'pəuz]v.把…强加于

revenge[ri'vendʒ]n.报仇,报复

appetite['æpitait]n.食欲,胃口

cultivate['kʌltiveit]v.加强(友谊),结交(朋友等)

prediction[pri'dikʃən]n.预言

sorely['sɔːli]adv.极端地,非常



CHAPTER 23

The Doctor, during the first six months he was abroad, never spoke to his daughter of their little difference; partly on system, and partly because he had a great many other things to think about. It was idle to attempt to ascertain the state of her affections without direct inquiry, for she demonstrated none of the characteristics of a victim, and during the whole time that they were abroad she never uttered an audible sigh. He supposed she was in correspondence with Morris Townsend; but he held his peace about it.

She heard from her lover with considerable regularity, but his letters came enclosed in Mrs. Penniman’s; so that whenever the Doctor handed her a packet addressed in his sister’s hand, he was an involuntary instrument of the passion he condemned.

One day, at the end of the summer, the two travelers found themselves in a lonely valley of the Alps. They were crossing one of the passes, and on the long climb upward they had got out of the carriage and had wandered much in advance. After a while the Doctor noticed a path which would bring them out, as he justly supposed, at a much higher point of the ascent. They followed this way, and finally lost the path; the valley proved very wild and rough, and their walk became rather a scramble. It was
 late in the afternoon, in the last of August; night was coming on, and, as they had reached a great elevation, the air was cold and sharp. They paused in order to allow Catherine time to rest. Her father then wandered away to some high place,at a distance, to get a view. He was out of sight; she sat there alone, in the stillness, which was just touched by the vague murmur, somewhere, of a mountain stream. Her father remained absent a long time; she began to wonder what had become of him. But at last he returned and she got up to go on. He made no motion to proceed, however, but came close to her, as if he had something to say. Then,abruptly,in a low tone, he asked her an unexpected question:

“Have you given him up?”

“No, father!”she answered.

He looked at her again for some moments, without speaking.

“Does he write to you?”he asked.

“Yes—about twice a month.”

The Doctor looked up and down the valley, swinging his stick; then he said to her,in the same low tone:

“I am very angry.”

She wondered what he meant—whether he wished to frighten her. She looked around her, and her heart grew cold; for a moment her fear was great. But she could think of nothing to say, save to murmur gently,“I
 am sorry.”

“You try my patience,”her father went on,“and you ought to know what I am.I am not a very good man. Though I am very smooth externally, at bottom I am very passionate; and I assure you I can be very hard.”

She could not think why he told her these things. Had he brought her there on purpose, and was it part of a plan?What was the plan?Catherine asked herself. There was a kind of still intensity about her father, which made him dangerous, but Catherine hardly went so far as to say to herself that it might be part of his plan to fasten his hand on her throat. Nevertheless, she took a step backward.“I am sure you can be anything you please,”she said. And it was her simple belief.

“In all this time you have not yielded an inch?”

“I would if I could, father; but I can’t.”

The Doctor looked round him too.“Should you like to be left in such a place as this, to starve?”

“What do you mean?”cried the girl.

“That will be your fate—that’s how he will leave you.”

At this, her fear left her.

“That is not true, father,”she broke out,“and you ought not to say it!”

He shook his head slowly.“No, it’s not right, because you won’t believe it. But it is true. Come back to
 the carriage.”

He turned away, and she followed him; he went faster,and was presently much in advance. But from time to time he stopped, without turning round, to let her keep up with him,and she made her way forward with difficulty, her heart beating with the excitement of having for the first time spoken to him in violence. They soon gained the road where the carriage stood waiting. They both took their places inside.

It seemed to her, later, in looking back upon all this, that for days afterwards not a word had been exchanged between them. The scene had been a strange one, but the strangest part of it had been when he had said he was not a good man. Catherine wondered a great deal what he had meant by that.

He let her alone for six months more—six months during which she accommodated herself without a protest to the extension of their tour. But he spoke again at the end of this time;it was at the very last, the night before they embarked for New York, in the hotel at Liverpool. They had been dining together, and then the cloth had been removed, and the Doctor walked slowly up and down. Catherine at last took her candle to go to bed, but her father motioned her to stay.

“What do you mean to do when you get home?”he asked, while she stood there with her candle in her hand.


“Do you mean about Mr. Townsend?”

“Yes.”

“We shall probably marry.”

The Doctor took several turns again while she waited.“Do you hear from him as much as ever?”

“Yes; twice a month.”

“And does he always talk about marriage?”

“Oh yes! That is, he talks about other things too, but he always says something about that.”

“So, as soon as you arrive, you are going off with him?”

This seemed a rather gross way of putting it, and something that there was of dignity in Catherine resented it.“I cannot tell you till we arrive,”she said.

“That’s reasonable enough,”her father answered.“That’s all I ask of you—that you do tell me, that you give me definite notice. When a poor man is to lose his only child, he likes to have an idea of it beforehand.”

“Oh, father, you will not lose me!”Catherine said, spilling her candle-wax.

“Three days before will do,”he went on,“I have done a mighty good thing for him in taking you abroad; your value is twice as great, with all the knowledge and taste that you have acquired. Now you have seen everything,and appreciated everything, and you will be a most entertaining companion. We have made the sheep fat for
 him before he kills it!”Catherine turned away,and stood staring at the blank door.“Go to bed,”said her father;“and, as we don’t go aboard till noon, you may sleep late. We shall probably have a most uncomfortable voyage.”

注释

佳句

When a poor man is to lose his only child, he likes to have an idea of it beforehand.当一个可怜的人要失去他唯一的孩子时,他希望能够提前得到一个暗示。

idle['aidl]adj.无根据的,无理由的

ascertain[̩æsə'tein]v.确定,弄清

demonstrate['demənstreit]v.显示,表露

victim['viktim]n.受害者

correspondence[̩kɔris'pɔndəns]n.一致,符合。

involuntary[in'vɔləntəri]adj.无心的,无意识的

condemn[kən'dem]v.谴责

ascent[ə'sent]n.上坡路

finally['fainəli]adv.最终,终于

scramble['skræmbl]n.爬行

elevation[̩eli'veiʃən]n.高度,高出

proceed[prə'siːd]v.继续进行

abruptly[ə'brʌptli]adv.突然地;无礼地

externally[eks'təːnli]adv.外表上,外形上

yield[jiːld]v.让步,屈服

fate[feit]n.命运

accommodate oneself(to)适应(环境、境遇等)


extension[iks'tenʃən]n.延长,延期

embark[im'bɑːk]v.使上船(或飞机等)

gross[ցrəus]adj.粗俗的,恶劣的

dignity['diցniti]n.尊严

resent[ri'zent]v.怨恨,不满

spill[spil]v.使溅出,使溢出

wax[wæks]n.蜡

acquire[ə'kwaiə]v.获得



CHAPTER 24

The day after arriving in New York, Catherine saw Morris Townsend. But the night she landed, her aunt Lavinia did not allow her any sleep, for she had much to say.

“I have seen a great deal of him,”said Mrs. Penniman.“He is not very easy to know. I suppose you think you know him; but you don’t, my dear. You will some day; but it will only be after you have lived with him. I may almost say I have lived with him,”Mrs. Penniman proceeded, while Catherine stared.“I think I know him now; I have had such remarkable opportunities. You will have the same—or rather, you will have better!”and Aunt Lavinia smiled.“Then you will see what I mean. His is a wonderful character, full of passion and energy, and just as true!”

A certain dryness suddenly fell upon Catherine’s emotion. It came over her with a greater force due to Mrs. Penniman having enjoyed a whole year of her lover’s society; and it was not a pleasure to hear her aunt speaking of him as if her own knowledge of him were supreme. But, still, it was good to be able to speak with someone, once again, about her lover.

“You have been very kind to him,”said Catherine.“He has written me that, often.”


“I have done what I could;it has been very little. To let him come and talk to me, and give him his cup of tea—that was all. Your Aunt Almond thought it was too much, and used to scold me terribly; but she promised, at least, not to betray me.”

“To betray you?”

“Not to tell your father. He used to sit in your father’s study!”said Mrs. Penniman, with a little laugh.

Catherine was silent a moment. This idea was disagreeable to her, and she was reminded again, with pain, of her aunt’s enjoyment in keeping secrets.

“I am sorry you made him go into father’s room,”she said, after a while.

“I didn’t make him go; he went himself. He liked to look at the books, and all those things in the glass cases. He knows all about them; he knows all about everything.”

Catherine was silent again; then,“I wish he had found some employment,”she said.

“He has found some employment!It’s beautiful news, and he told me to tell you as soon as you arrived. He has gone into partnership with a commission merchant.It was all settled, quite suddenly,a week ago.”

This seemed to Catherine indeed beautiful news; it had a fine prosperous air.“Oh, I’m so glad!”she said; and now, for a moment, she was disposed to throw her-
 self on Aunt Lavinia’s neck.

“I should like to know what your father can say now! Morris and his partner have got an office in Duane Street, and little printed cards; he brought me one to show me. I have got it in my room, and you shall see it tomorrow. He has got other people under him, instead of being a subordinate. He could never be a subordinate; I have often told him I could never think of him in that way.”

Catherine assented to this proposition, and was very happy to know that Morris was his own master; but she was deprived of the satisfaction of thinking that she might communicate this news in triumph to her father. Her father would care equally little whether Morris were established in business or transported for life. Her trunks had been brought into her room, and she presently showed her aunt the gifts she had brought back for her. Aunt Lavinia particularly appreciated a certain cashmere scarf, and proudly wore it about the room.

“And how is your father?”she asked surveying her scarf in the mirror.

“Father is very well.”

“Ah, you know what I mean,”said Mrs. Penniman, with a dignity to which the cashmere gave a richer effect.“Is he still stubborn!”

“He is,if possible, more stubborn.”

Mrs. Penniman took off her great shawl, and slowly
 folded it up.“That is very bad. You had no success with your little project?”

“What little project?”

“Morris told me all about it. The idea of turning the tables on him, in Europe; of watching him, when he was agreeably impressed by some celebrated sight—he pretends to be so artistic, you know—and then just pleading with him and bringing him round.”

“I never tried it. The more places we visited,and the more he admired them, the less use it would have been to plead with him. They seemed only to make him more determined—more terrible,”said poor Catherine.“I shall never bring him round, and I expect nothing now.”

“Well, I must say,”Mrs. Penniman answered,“I never supposed you were going to give up your inheritances.”

“I have given it up. I don’t care now.”

“You have grown very brave,”said Mrs. Penniman, with a short laugh.“I didn’t advise you to sacrifice your property.”

“Yes, I am braver than I was. You asked me if I had changed; I have changed in that way. Oh,”the girl went on,“I have changed very much. And it isn’t my property. If he doesn’t care for it, why should I?”

Mrs. Penniman hesitated.“Perhaps he does care for it.”


“He cares for it for my sake, because he doesn’t want to injure me. But he will know—he knows already—how little he need be afraid about that. Besides,”said Catherine,“I have got plenty of money of my own. We shall be very well off; and now hasn’t he got his business?I am delighted about that business.”She went on talking, showing a good deal of excitement as she proceeded. Her aunt had never seen her with just this manner, and Mrs. Penniman, observing her, set it down to foreign travel, which had made her more positive, more mature. Then Catherine suddenly broke out with a certain sharpness,“Why are you so contradictory, Aunt Penniman? You seem to think one thing at one time, and another at another. A year ago, before I went away, you wished me not to mind about displeasing father;and now you talk as if it’s suddenly’bad’that he is still in disagreement about all this. You change about so.”

This attack was unexpected, for Mrs. Penniman was not used,in any discussion, to seeing the war carried into her own country.

“I don’t know what you accuse me of, except of being too deeply interested in your happiness. It is the first time I have been told I am easy to change.”

“You were angry last year that I wouldn’t marry immediately without his consent, and now you talk about my winning my father over.I have come home to be mar-
 ried—that’s all I know. That ought to please you, unless you have taken up some new idea; you are so strange. You may do as you please; but you must never speak to me again about pleading with father.I shall never plead with him for anything; that is all over. He has put me off. I have come home to be married.”

This was a more authoritative speech than she had ever heard on her niece’s lips, and Mrs. Penniman was quite startled. The force of the girl’s emotion and resolution left her nothing to reply, except by a little nervous laugh.

注释

佳句

but she was deprived of the satisfaction of thinking that she might communicate this news in triumph to her father.但是,她却不敢想象可以得意洋洋告诉自己的父亲这一消息,因此她无法快乐起来。

supreme[sjuː'priːm]adj.最权威的、最重要的

betray[bi'trei]v.被判、出卖

employment[im'plɔimənt]n.工作、职业

partnership['pɑːtnəʃip]n.合伙(或合作)关系

commission[kə'miʃən]n.(权限,人物等德)委任,委托(commission merchant代理商,经纪人)

disposed(to)adj.表示(有…)倾向的;容易陷入(…)的

subordinate[sə'bɔːdinit]n.部下,下级职员

assent[ə'sent]v.同意,赞同

deprive[di'praiv]v.剥夺,从…夺走,使丧失

triumph['traiəmf]n.欢欣,喜悦


cashmere[kæʃ'miə]n.一种羊毛,克什米尔羊毛制成的围巾或衣服

survey[səː'vei]v.审视

shawl[ʃɔːl]n.(妇女用)披肩,围巾

turning the tables on him(turn the tables on/upon sb.主客易地;扭转形势;转败为胜)

agreeably[ə'ցriəbli]adv.令人愉悦地,欣然地

plead[pliːd]v.再三恳求或请求(某人)(做某事)

inheritance[in'heritəns]n.遗产

contradictory[̩kɔntrə'diktəri]adj.对立的,矛盾的

displease[dis'pliːz]v.使不高兴,使人生气

accuse[ə'kjuːz]v.指责,把…归咎(于)

authoritative[ɔː'ɵɔritətiv]adj.权威性的,可信赖的

resolution[̩rezə'ljuːʃən]n.决心



CHAPTER 25

The next day, Morris Townsend came in the afternoon; but, as may be imagined, he was not on this occasion made free of Dr. Sloper’s study. He had been coming and going, for the past year, so comfortably and carelessly, that he had a certain sense of being wronged by finding himself reminded that he must now limit his horizon to the front parlor, which was Catherine’s particular province.

“I am very glad you have come back,”he said;“it makes me very happy to see you again.”And he looked at her, smiling, from head to foot.

To Catherine he appeared as handsome as ever; it was some time before she could believe again that this beautiful young man was her own exclusive property. They had a great deal of characteristic lovers’talk—a soft exchange of inquiries and assurances. He asked her questions about her travels, to some of which she was unable to reply,for she had forgotten the names of places, and the order of her father’s journey. But for the moment she was so happy, so lifted up by the belief that her troubles at last were over, that she forgot to be ashamed of her meager answers. It seemed to her now that she could marry him without the slightest hint of guilt. Without waiting for him to ask, she told him that her father had come back in exactly the same state of mind.


“We must not expect his consent,”she said,“and we must do without it.”

Morris sat looking and smiling.“You had better let me try him!”

“You would only make him worse,”Catherine answered resolutely.

“You say that because I managed it so badly before. But I should manage it differently now.I am much wiser; I have had a year to think of it. I have more tact.”

“Is that what you have been thinking of for a year?”

“Much of the time. You see; I don’t like to be beaten.”

“How are you beaten if we marry?”

“Of course,I am not beaten on the main issue; but I have staked my pride on proving to your father that he is wrong; and now that I am at the head of a flourishing business, I can deal with him as an equal. I have a capital plan—do let me go at him!”

Catherine got up, her eyes resting on his own.“Please don’t, Morris; please don’t,”she said; and there was a certain mild, sad firmness in her tone which he heard for the first time.“We must ask no favors of him—we must ask nothing more. He won’t relent, and nothing good will come of it. I know it now—I have a very good reason.”

“And pray; what is your reason?”


She hesitated to bring it out,but at last it came.“He is not very fond of me!”

“Oh,bother!”cried Morris angrily.

“I wouldn’t say such a thing without being sure. I saw it; I felt it,in England, just before we came away. He talked to me one night—the last night;and then it came over me. It’s because he is so fond of my mother, whom we lost so long ago. She was beautiful, and very, very brilliant; he is always thinking of her. Iam not at all like her; Aunt Penniman has told me that. Of course,it isn’t my fault; but neither is it his fault. All I mean is,it’s true;and it’s a stronger reason for his never being reconciled than simply his dislike for you.I don’t mind about that now.I feel differently; I feel separated from my father.”

“Upon my word,”said Morris,“you are a strange family!”

“Don’t say that—don’t say anything unkind,”the girl begged him.“You must be very kind to me now, because I have done a great deal for you. It is a great thing to be separated like that from your father, when you have worshipped him before. It has made me very unhappy; or it would have made me so if I didn’t love you. I have made up my mind. I will never ask him for anything again, or expect anything from him. It would not be natural now. We must be very happy together, and we must not seem to depend upon his forgiveness. And Morris,
 Morris, you must never despise me!”

This was an easy promise to make, and Morris made it with fine effect. But for the moment he undertook nothing more difficult.

注释

佳句

He had been coming and going,for the past year,so comfortably and carelessly, that he had a certain sense of being wronged by finding himself reminded that he must now limit his horizon to the front parlor.这一年来,他舒舒服服、无所顾忌地进进出出,现在发现自己又被限制在前客厅的范围内,心里不禁有了某种委屈的感觉。

horizon[hə'raizn]n.地平(线),(知识,思想等的)范围,视野

exclusive[iks'kluːsiv]adj.独家享有的,专有的,唯一的

characteristic[̩kæriktə'ristik]adj.典型的

assurance[ə'ʃuərəns]n.确信,断言,保证,担保

meager['miːցə]adj.贫乏的;不足的

hint[hint]n.暗示,提示,线索

resolutely['rezəljuːtli]adv.毅然地,坚决地

stake[steik]v.赌博或冒险

flourishing['flʌriʃiŋ]adj.繁茂的,繁荣的,欣欣向荣的

bother['bɔðə]v.(表示不高兴的强调用语)例如:Bother the lot of you!你们这些人真讨厌! Bother it!见鬼!

worship['wəːʃip]v.崇拜



CHAPTER 26

The Doctor, of course, on his return, had a good deal of talk with his sisters. He spoke little of his travels to Mrs. Penniman, whom he contented himself with simply giving a velvet gown. But he talked with her at some length about matters nearer home,and lost no time in assuring her that he had not changed his mind about things.

“I have no doubt you have seen a great deal of Mr. Townsend, and done your best to console him for Catherine’s absence,”he said.“That young man, without a doubt, has been a good deal in the house; there is something in the house that tells me so. We doctors, you know, end by acquiring fine perceptions, and it is impressed upon my senses that he has sat in these chairs,in a very easy attitude, and warmed himself at that fire. I don’t blame him;it is the only comfort he will ever enjoy at my expense. I don’t know what you may have said to him, or what you may say after today; but I should like you to know that I will not be tired out. I am as fresh as when I started; I am good for fifty years yet. Catherine appears not to have budged an inch either; she is equally fresh; so we are about where we were before. This,however, you know as well as I. What I wish is simply to give you notice of my own state of mind! Take it to heart, dear Lavinia. Beware of the just resentment of a
 misled fortune-hunter!”

“I must admit that I’m quite surprised at your stubbornness,”said Mrs. Penniman.

“Your surprise is no less surprising. Now, I should like to know whether you think Morris Townsend will hang on.”

“He will hang on long enough to make you very uncomfortable.”

“My dear Lavinia,”exclaimed the Doctor,“that sounds like a challenge.”

Mrs. Penniman, was a good deal frightened by her own audacity, and she took counsel of her fears. Her brother, meanwhile, took counsel, with many reservations, of Mrs. Almond, to whom he was no less generous than to Lavinia, and a good deal more sociable.

“I suppose she has had him there all the while,”he said.“Think of the unbelievable bad taste of that fellow making free with the house—or coming there at all!If that doesn’t describe him, he simply cannot be described.”

“His plan is to get what he can. Lavinia will have supported him for a year,”said Mrs. Almond.“It’s so much gained.”

“She will have to support him for the rest of his life, then!”cried the Doctor.

“Catherine tells me he has set up a business, and is
 making a great deal of money.”

The Doctor stared.“She has not told me that—and Lavinia didn’t dare. Ah!”he cried,“Catherine has given me up. Not that it matters, for all that the business amounts to.”

“She has not given up Mr. Townsend,”said Mrs. Almond.“I saw that in the first half minute. She has come home exactly the same.”

“Exactly the same; not a grain more intelligent. She didn’t notice a stick or a stone all the while we were away—not a picture nor a view, not a statue nor a cathedral.”

“How could she notice?She had other things to think of; they are never for an instant out of her mind.She touches me very much.”

“She would touch me if she didn’t irritate me. She is absolutely glued. I have passed,as a result,into the exasperated stage. If she doesn’t let go of him, she will be shaken off—sent tumbling into the dust! That’s a nice position for my daughter. And the worst thing is that I can’t prevent anything.”

“If she is to have a fall,”said Mrs. Almond, with a gentle laugh,“we must spread as many carpets as we can.”And she carried out this idea by showing a great deal of motherly kindness to the girl.

Mrs. Penniman immediately wrote to Morris Townsend. The intimacy between these two was by this
 time complete, but I must content myself with noting but a few of its features. Mrs. Penniman had a romantic interest in this attractive and unfortunate young man, and yet it was not such an interest as Catherine might have been jealous of. Mrs. Penniman, having no children of her own, had devoted herself to raising Catherine. But Catherine, as an object of affection and care, had never had that charm which(as it seemed to her) would have been a natural attribute of her own children. She was, of course, as fond of the girl as ever, but she had grown to feel that with Catherine she lacked opportunity. Sentimentally speaking, therefore, she had adopted Morris Townsend, who gave her opportunity in abundance. She would have been very happy to have a handsome and demanding son, and would have taken an extreme interest in his love affairs. This was the light in which she had come to regard Morris, whose cold and calculating cruelty came to have a sort of filial value. If Mrs. Penniman had had a son, she would probably have been afraid of him, and at this stage of our narrative she was certainly afraid of Morris Townsend. This was one of the results of his having lived at Washington Square that year. He took his ease with her—as, for that matter, he would certainly have done with his own mother.


注释

佳句

and lost no time in assuring her that he had not changed his mind about things.并不失时机地告诉彭尼曼太太,他对那种事情还是寸步不让的。

Catherine appears not to have budged an inch either;she is equally fresh;凯瑟琳也没有丝毫让步,她也是生机勃勃。

Mrs. Penniman, was a good deal frightened by her own audacity, and she took counsel of her fears.彭尼曼太太心里对于自己敢于这么大胆地讲话害怕起来,并且怀着恐惧将事情重新思量一番。

Not that it matters, for all that the business amounts to.那也没什么大不了的。无论事情弄到什么程度,我都不在乎。

And she carried out this idea by showing a great deal of motherly kindness to the girl.

她诉说着自己的想法,对凯瑟琳流露出慈母般的深爱。She would have been very

happy to have a handsome and demanding son, and would have taken an extreme interest in his love affairs.她非常乐于有一个英俊而骄横的儿子,终日醉心于他的恋爱与婚事。

velvet['velvit]n.丝绒,天鹅绒

console[kən'səul]v.安抚

acquire[ə'kwaiə]v.获得

perceptions[pə'sepʃəns]n.理解,感知,感觉

budge[bʌdʒ]v.改变立场或态度

beware[bi'wɛə]v.小心,谨防

resentment[ri'zentmənt]n.愤怒,怨恨

misled[mis'led]adj.被误诱导的,被蛊惑的

stubbornness['stʌbənnis]n.顽固,固执

audacity[ɔː'dæsiti]n.大胆,厚颜

take counsel[teik'kaunsəl]v.商量,征求意见


reservation[̩rezə'veiʃən]n.保留,有疑问

statue['stætjuː]n.塑像

irritate['iriteit]v.激怒,使急躁

be glued to粘到…上,胶着在…上

exasperated[iց'zæspəreitid]adj.激怒的,恼怒的

tumble['tʌmbl]v.使摔倒,使滚翻

attribute[ə'tribju(ː)t]n.属性,品质,特征

sentimentally[̩senti'mentli]adv.情感上地

adopt[ə'dɔpt]v.收养

calculate['kælkjuleit]v.计算

filial['filjəl]adj.子女的,孝顺的



CHAPTER 27

Mrs.Penniman’s letter was a word of warning;it informed Morris that the Doctor had come home more stubborn than ever.“His hatred of you burns with a bright flame—the flame that never dies,”she wrote.“But it doesn’t light up the darkness of your future. If my affection could do so, all the years of your life would be an eternal sunshine.I can extract nothing from C.;she is so terribly secretive, like her father. She seems to expect to be married very soon. Tell me what you think of this. I am intensely anxious to see you; I have so much to say. I miss you dreadfully; the house seems so empty without you. What is the news downtown?Is the business extending? That dear little business—I think it’s so brave of you! Couldn’t I come to your office?—just for three minutes? Tell me what you think.”

Morris gave Mrs. Penniman no encouragement whatever to visit his office, which he had already represented to her as a place peculiarly and unnaturally difficult to find. But as she persisted in desiring an interview, he agreed that they should take a walk together, and was even kind enough to leave his office for this purpose, during the hours at which business might have been supposed to be liveliest. It was no surprise to him, when they met at a street corner, to find that, in spite of her urgency,
 what she chiefly had to convey to him was the assurance of her sympathy. Of such assurances, however, he had already a large collection. This was, needless to say, a source of great annoyance to him. But Morris had something of his own to say. It was not an easy thing to bring out, and, while he turned it over, the difficulty made him unfriendly.“I know perfectly that he will never give us a penny; you needn’t remind me again.”

Mrs. Penniman at this point had an inspiration.

“Couldn’t you take him to court?”She wondered that this idea had never occurred to her before.

“I will take you to court,”said Morris,“if you ask me any more such aggravating questions. A man should know when he is beaten,”he added, in a moment.“I must give her up!”

Mrs. Penniman received this declaration in silence, though it made her heart beat a little. It found her by no means unprepared, for she had accustomed herself to the thought that,if Morris should decidedly not be able to get her brother’s money, it would not do for him to marry Catherine without it. In fact,it would be a grievous pity, especially for a young man who might so easily find something better. And now Morris’s cause seemed truly hopeless. Had he been her son, she would have sacrificed Catherine to a superior conception of his future; but as Mrs. Penniman saw herself as the official protector of her
 niece’s marriage, she felt obligated to persist.

Morris walked along a moment, and then he repeated harshly:“I must give her up! Ah! How ugly!”

He was ashamed of himself, and his shame was uncomfortable; and as he was extremely unaccepted of discomfort, he felt vicious and cruel. He wanted to abuse somebody, and he began,cautiously—for he was always cautious—with himself.

“Couldn’t you prepare her—try and ease me off,”he said.

Mrs. Penniman stopped, looking at him very solemnly.

“My poor Morris, do you know how much she loves you?”

“No, I don’t. I don’t want to know. I have always tried to keep from knowing. It would be too painful.”

“She will suffer much,”said Mrs. Penniman.

“You must console her. The Doctor will help you. He will be delighted at the thing being broken off, and, as he is a knowing fellow, he will invent something to comfort her.”

“He will invent a new torture!”cried Mrs. Penniman.“Heaven deliver her from her father’s comfort. It will consist of his standing over her and saying,‘Ialways told you so!’”

Morris colored a most uncomfortable red.


“If you don’t console her any better than you console me, you certainly won’t be of much use! It’s a damned disagreeable necessity; I feel it extremely, and you ought to make it easy for me.”

“I will be your friend for life!”Mrs. Penniman declared.

“Be my friend now!”And Morris walked on.

She went with him; she was almost trembling.

“Should you like me to tell her?”she asked.

“You mustn’t tell her, but you can—you can—”And he hesitated, trying to think what Mrs. Penniman could do.“You can explain to her why it is.It’s because I can’t bring myself to step in between her and her father—to give him the pretext he grasps at—so eagerly for depriving her of her rights.”

Mrs. Penniman immediately felt with the remarkable charm of this formula.

“That’s so like you,”she said;“it’s so finely felt.”

Morris gave his stick an angry swing.

“It may turn out better than you think.Catherine is, after all, so very peculiar.”And she thought she might take it upon herself to assure him that, whatever happened, the girl would be very quiet—she wouldn’t make a noise.

“What will you do if you don’t marry her?”she ventured to inquire in the course of this conversation.


“Something brilliant,”said Morris.“Shouldn’t you like me to do something brilliant?”

The idea gave Mrs. Penniman exceeding pleasure.

“I shall feel sadly taken in if you don’t.”

“I shall have to, to make up for this. This isn’t at all brilliant, you know.”

Mrs. Penniman thought for a moment, as if there might be some way of making out that it was; but she had to give up the attempt, and, to carry off the awkwardness of failure, she risked a new inquiry.

“Do you mean—do you mean another marriage?”

Morris thought to himself,“Surely, women are more crude than men!”And then he said aloud:“Never!”

Mrs. Penniman felt disappointed, and she relieved herself in a little vaguely sarcastic cry.

“I give her up, not for another woman, but for a wider career!”Morris announced.

This was very grand; but still Mrs. Penniman, who felt that she had exposed herself, was faintly resentful.

“Do you mean never to come to see her again?”she asked, with some sharpness.

“Oh no, I shall come again; but what is the use of dragging it out? I have been four times since she came back, and it’s terribly awkward work.”

“Ah, but you must have your last goodbye!”urged his companion, in whose imagination the idea of last
 goodbyes occupied a place inferior in dignity only to that of first meetings.

注释

佳句

what she chiefly had to convey to him was the assurance of her sympathy.Of such assurances, however,he had already a large collection.她所能告诉莫里斯的不过是重申她的同情而已。然而,她表达的这种同情已经多得可以车载斗量。

It’s because I can’t bring myself to step in between her and her father—to give him the pretext he grasps at—so eagerly for depriving her of her rights.因为我不忍心插在他们父女之间,———不愿意让她父亲得到他要找的借口———那么拼命地找,好可以剥夺她的合法权利。

in whose imagination the idea of last goodbyes occupied a place inferior in dignity only to that of first meetings.在彭尼曼太太的想象中,从场面的精彩程度上来说,诀别仅仅次于初次相会。

eternal[i(ː)'təːnl]adj.永恒的,永远的,不灭的,没完没了的

extract[iks'trækt]v.得到,取得

dreadfully['dredfuli]adv.非常地;很

extend[iks'tend]v.扩大

peculiarly[pi'kjuːliəli]adv.非常地;很

urgency['əːdʒənsi]n.紧急,紧急的事,强求,催促,坚持

convey[kən'vei]v.交流或使知道,告知

aggravating['æցrəveitiŋ]adj.使恶化的,加重的,恼人的

accustom[ə'kʌstəm]v.使习惯于

grievous['ցriːvəs]adj.剧烈的;难忍受的

obligate['ɔbliցeit]v.使负有责任或义务

persist[pə(ː)'sist]v.坚持

unaccepted[̩ʌnək'septid]adj.未被接纳的,被拒绝的,不承担的


vicious['viʃəs]adj.恶的,不道德的,恶意的,刻毒的

cautiously['kɔːʃəsli]adv.谨慎地,小心地

a knowing fellow一个老于世故的人,一个了解内情的人

damned[dæmd]adj.该死的,被咒骂的,使人憎厌的,糟透的

deprive[di'praiv]v.剥夺,使丧失

formula['fɔːmjulə]n.公式

peculiar[pi'kjuːljə]adj.不寻常的或古怪的,奇怪的

venture['ventʃə]v.冒险,冒昧,斗胆,胆敢

inquire[in'kwaiə]v.询问

exceeding[ik'siːdiɑ]adj.非常的,极度的,胜过的,过度的

awkwardness['ɔːkwədnis]n.笨拙,不雅观,窘迫

crude[kruːd]adj.未伪装的,未修饰的,直言不讳的

relieve[ri'liːv]v.减轻,解除,使摆脱(痛苦、忧愁等)

sarcastic[sɑː'kæstik]adj.讽刺的

resentful[ri'zentful]adj.愤慨的,怨恨的



CHAPTER 28

He came again, without managing the last goodbye; and again and again, without finding that Mrs. Penniman had as yet done much to pave the path of retreat with flowers. It was terribly awkward, and he felt a lively anger for Catherine’s aunt, who, as he had now quite formed the habit of saying to himself, had dragged him into the mess and was bound in common charity to get him out of it.

Mrs. Penniman, to tell the truth, had measured her responsibilities,and taken fright at their magnitude. The task of preparing Catherine and easing off Morris presented difficulties which increased in the execution. From Catherine herself, Mrs. Penniman received no assistance whatever; the poor girl was apparently without suspicion of her danger. She looked at her lover with eyes of complete trust. Mrs. Penniman, hesitating and indecisive, declared Catherine was very stupid, put off the great scene, as she would have called it, from day to day, and wandered about very uncomfortably, ready with her apology, but unable to bring it to the light.

Morris’s own scenes were very small ones just now; but even these were beyond his strength. He made his visits as brief as possible, and while he sat with his mistress, found terribly little to talk about. She was waiting
 for him to name the day. She had no airs and no arts;she never attempted to disguise her expectation. She was waiting on his good pleasure, and would wait modestly and patiently. During the period of her engagement, however, a young lady even of the most slender pretensions counts upon more gifts and shows of affection than at other times; and there was a want of the smell of flowers in the air at this moment which at last excited the girl’s alarm.

“Are you sick?”she asked of Morris.“You seem so restless, and you look pale.”

“I am not at all well,”said Morris; and it occurred to him that, if he could only make her pity him enough, he might get off.

“I am afraid you are overworked; you oughtn’t to work so much.”

“I must work.”And then he added, with a sort of calculated brutality,“I don’t want to owe you everything!”

“Ah, how can you say that?”

“I am too proud,”said Morris.

“Yes—you are too proud!”

“Well, you must take me as I am,”he went on,“you can never change me.”

“I don’t want to change you,”she said gently.“I will take you as you are!”And she stood looking at him.


“You know people talk tremendously about a man’s marrying a rich girl,”Morris remarked.“It’s excessively disagreeable.”

“But I am not rich,”said Catherine.

“You are rich enough to make me talked about!”

“Of course you are talked about. It’s an honor!”

“It’s an honor I could easily dispense with.”

She simply replied that her devotion to him and her belief in his abilities should more than make up for such troubles.

Sometimes he thought that if he could only make a quarrel with her it might help him; but the question was how to quarrel with a young woman who was so yielding.

“I suppose you think the effort is all on your side!”he was reduced to exclaiming.“Don’t you believe that I have my own effort to make?”

“It’s all yours now,”she said.“My effort is finished and done with!”

“Well, mine is not.”

“We must bear things together,”said Catherine.“That’s what we ought to do.”

Morris attempted a natural smile.“There are some things which we can’t very well bear together—for instance, separation.”

“Why do you speak of separation?Where are you go-
 ing, Morris?”she suddenly asked.

He fixed his eye on her for a moment, and for a part of that moment she was afraid of it.“If I should say I was going away on business, should you think it very strange?”

She wondered a moment, gazing at him.“Yes—no. Not if you will take me with you.”

“Take you with me—on business?”

“What is your business? Your business is to be with me.”

“I don’t earn my living with you,”said Morris.“Or rather,”he cried with a sudden inspiration,“that’s just what I do—or what the world says I do!”

This ought perhaps to have been a great stroke, but it missed its mark.“Where are you going?”Catherine simply repeated.

“To New Orleans. About buying some cotton.”

“I am perfectly willing to go to New Orleans.”Catherine said.

“Do you suppose I would take you to a nest of disease?”cried Morris.“Do you suppose I would expose you at such a time as this?”

“If there is disease, you too must not go!”

“It is to make six thousand dollars,”said Morris.

“We have no need of six thousand dollars. You think too much about money! Anyway, if you can go to New
 Orleans, I can go,”she said.“Why shouldn’t you catch yellow fever quite as easily as I?I am every bit as strong as you,and not in the least afraid of any fever. And what will be the use of six thousand dollars if you die of a fever? When persons are going to be married they oughtn’t to think so much about business. You shouldn’t think about cotton, you should think about me. You can go to New Orleans some other time—there will always be plenty of cotton. It isn’t the moment to choose—we have waited too long already.”She spoke more strongly than he had ever heard her, and she held his arm in her two hands.

“You said you wouldn’t makea scene!”cried Morris.“I call this a scene.”

“It’s you that are making it!I have never asked you anything before. We have waited too long already.”And it was a comfort to her to think that she had hitherto asked so little; it seemed to make her right to insist the greater now.

“Very well, then; we won’t talk about it any more.I will carry out my business by letter.”And he began to smooth his hat, as if to take leave.

“You won’t go?”And she stood looking up at him.

He could not give up his idea of provoking a quarrel; it was so much the simplest way! He bent his eyes on her face, with the darkest frown he could achieve.


“You mustn’t bully me!”

But, as usual, she conceded everything.“You’re right. I know I am too pressing. But isn’t it natural?It is only for a moment.”

“In a moment you may do a great deal of harm. Try and be calmer the next time I come.”

“When will you come?”

“Do you want to make conditions?”Morris asked.“I will come next Saturday.”

“Come tomorrow,”Catherine begged;“I will be very quiet,”she added; and her agitation had by this time become so great that the assurance was not becoming. A sudden fear had come over her. All her being, for the moment, centered in the wish to keep him in the room.

Morris bent his head and kissed her forehead.“When you are quiet, you are perfection,”he said;“but when you are violent, you are not in character.”

It was Catherine’s wish that there should be no violence about her save the beating of her heart, which she could not help; and she went on, as gently as possible,“Will you promise to come tomorrow?”

“I said Saturday!”Morris answered, smiling. He tried a frown at one moment, a smile at another; he was at his wit’s end.

“Yes, Saturday too,”she answered, trying to smile.“But tomorrow first.”He was going to the door,and she
 went with him quickly. She leaned her shoulder against it;it seemed to her that she would do anything to keep him.

“If I am prevented from coming tomorrow, you will say I have deceived you!”he said.

“How can you be prevented? You can come if you will.”

“I am a busy man!”cried Morris sternly.

His voice was so hard and unnatural that, with a helpless look at him,she turned away;and then he quickly laid his hand on the door-knob. He felt as if he were absolutely running away from her. But in an instant she was close to him again, and murmuring in a tone none the less penetrating for being low,“Morris, you are going to leave me.”

“Yes, for a little while.”

“For how long?”

“Till you are reasonable again.”

“I shall never be reasonable in that way!”And she tried to keep him longer; it was almost a struggle.“Think of what I have done!”she broke out.“Morris, I have given up everything!”

“You shall have everything back!”

“You wouldn’t say that if you didn’t mean something. What is it?—What has happened?—What have I done?—What has changed you?”


“I will write to you—that is better.”

“Ah, you won’t come back!”she cried, bursting into tears.

“Dear Catherine,”he said,“don’t believe that I promise you that you shall see me again!”And he managed to get away and to close the door behind him.

注释

佳句

without finding that Mrs.Penniman had as yet done much to pave the path of retreat with flowers.发现彭尼曼太太还是没有用鲜花为他铺好退身之路。

During the period of her engagement,however,a young lady even of the most slender pretensions counts upon more gifts and shows of affection than at other times;然而在她订婚的日子里,一个哪怕是最不善做作的姑娘也比在其他日子期待着更多的礼物与爱意。

This ought perhaps to have been a great stroke,but it missed its mark.也许这应该是出色的一击,可惜偏离了目标。

and her agitation had by this time become so great that the assurance was not becoming.此刻她已经十分激动,看来这保证没有起作用。

and murmuring in a tone none the less penetrating for being low.她的声音虽然轻柔低沉,但却有一种锐利得足以透人肺腑的力量。

pave[peiv]v.筑路,铺路面

retreat[ri'triːt]n.撤退,退却

charity['tʃæriti]n.慈善,恻隐之心

magnitude['mæցnitjuːd]n.巨大

execution[̩eksi'kjuːʃən]n.实行,完成,执行


suspicion[səs'piʃən]n.猜疑,怀疑

indecisive[̩indi'saisiv]adj.优柔寡断的,犹豫不决的

disguise[dis'ցaiz]v.假装,伪装,掩饰

slender['slendə]adj.苗条的,微薄的,微弱的

pretension[priː'tenʃən]n.主张,自夸,做作

brutality[bru(ː)'tæliti]n.残忍,蛮横,粗野

excessively[ik'sesivli]adv.过分地,非常地

dispense[dis'pens]v.省略,没有…也行,放弃

yielding['jiːldiŋ]adj.柔顺的;依从的;屈服的

exclaim[iks'kleim]v.呼喊,惊叫,大声叫

stroke[strəuk]n.一次努力,打击

yellow fever n.黄热病

make a scene v.大吵大闹

hitherto[̩hiðə'tuː]adv.迄今,至今

provoke[prə'vəuk]v.引起,使…出现

frown[fraun]n.皱眉

bully['buli]v.恐吓,吓唬

concede[kən'siːd]v.承认,退让,让步

agitation[ædʒi'teiʃən]n.激动,不安,焦虑

at one’s wit’s end智穷力竭

sternly[stəːnli]adv.严厉地,苛刻地,坚决地

murmur['məːmə]v.低声说,低语

penetrate['penitreit]v.穿透,渗透,看穿,洞察



CHAPTER 29

It was almost her last outbreak of passive grief; at least, she never indulged in another that the world knew anything about. But this one was long and terrible; she flung herself on the sofa and gave herself up to her misery. She hardly knew what had happened; it seemed she had only had a difference with her lover, as other girls had had before. Nevertheless, she felt a wound, even if he had not dealt it;it seemed to her that a mask had suddenly fallen from his face. He had wished to get away from her; he had been angry and cruel, and said strange things, with strange looks. She was smothered and stunned;she buried her head in the cushions,sobbing and talking to herself. But at last she raised herself, with the fear that either her father or Mrs. Penniman would come in; and then she sat there, staring before her, while the room grew darker. She said to herself that perhaps he would come back to tell her he had not meant what he said; and she listened for his ring at the door, trying to believe that this was probable.

A long time passed, but Morris remained absent. When it had grown dark, Catherine went to the window and looked out; she stood there for half an hour, on the mere chance that he would come up the steps. At last she turned away, for she saw her father come in. He had
 seen her at the window looking out,and he stopped a moment at the bottom of the white steps, and gravely, with an air of exaggerated courtesy, lifted his hat to her. The gesture was so incongruous to the condition she was in, this gentlemanly tribute of respect to a poor girl despised and forsaken was so out of place, that the thing gave her a kind of horror, and she hurried away to her room. It seemed to her that she had given Morris up.

She had to show herself half an hour later, and she was kept at table by the immensity of her desire that her father should not perceive that anything had happened. He told a great many stories about a wonderful dog that he had seen at the house of an old lady whom he visited professionally. Catherine not only tried to appear to listen to these accounts, but she endeavored to interest herself in them, so as not to think of her scene with Morris. Afterwards, she went straight to her own room. All the evening, alone, she questioned herself. Her trouble was terrible; but was it a thing of her imagination, or did it represent a clear-cut reality, and had the worst that was possible actually come to pass?

Mrs. Penniman, with a degree of tact that was unusual, left Catherine alone for quite some time. Her suspicions having been aroused, she passed and repassed the girl’s door several times in the course of the evening. Then, before retiring to her own room, she looked in on
 Catherine. She was sitting up, and had a book that she pretended to be reading. She had no wish to go to bed, for she had no expectation of sleeping.

“I am afraid you are in trouble, my dear. Can I do anything to help you?”asked the aunt.

“I am not in any trouble whatever, and do not need any help,”said Catherine.

“Has nothing happened to you?”

“Nothing whatever. Now, please, leave me alone.”

Mrs. Penniman left her, feeling quite shocked at the girl’s coldness towards her.

Catherine sat up half the night, as if she still expected to hear Morris Townsend ring at the door. The next day this expectation was less unreasonable; but it was not gratified by the return of the young man. Nor did he write; there was not a word of explanation or reassurance.

Mrs. Penniman easily saw that Catherine was agitated, and, that evening, requested her niece to lean upon her—to say what was so heavily weighing upon her mind. If Catherine had been cold the night before, today she was arrogant.

“You are completely mistaken, and I have not the least idea what you mean,”she snapped at her aunt.

In this way the girl kept her aunt at bay. From hour to hour Mrs. Penniman’s curiosity grew. She would have
 given her little finger to know what Morris had said and done, what tone he had taken, what excuse he had found. She wrote to him, naturally, to request an interview; but she received, as naturally, no answer to her petition. Morris was not in a writing mood; for Catherine had addressed him two short notes which met with no acknowledgment. These notes were so brief that I may give them in their entirety.“Won’t you give me some sign that you didn’t mean to be so cruel as you seemed on Tuesday?”—that was the first; the other was a little longer.“If I was unreasonable or suspicious on Tuesday—if I annoyed you or troubled you in any way—I beg your forgiveness, and I promise never again to be so foolish. I am punished enough, and I don’t understand. Dear Morris, you are killing me!”These notes were sent on Friday and Saturday; but Saturday and Sunday passed without bringing the poor girl the satisfaction she desired. Her punishment accumulated; she continued to bear it, however, with a good deal of superficial courage. On Saturday morning, the Doctor, who had been watching in silence, spoke to his sister Lavinia.

“Something is troubling Catherine. The thing has happened—the kid has backed out, hasn’t he?”

“Never!”she fiercely replied, thinking it best, for the moment to lie about the matter, and not wanting to give her brother the satisfaction of having been right.


Catherine went rigidly through her usual occupations; that is, up to the point of going with her aunt to church on Sunday morning. She generally went to afternoon service as well; but on one occasion her courage failed, and she begged of Mrs. Penniman to go without her.

“I am sure you have a secret,”said Mrs. Penniman, with great significance, looking at her rather grimly.

“If I have, I shall keep it!”Catherine answered, turning away.

Mrs. Penniman started for church; but before she had arrived, she stopped and turned back, and before twenty minutes had elapsed she reentered the house, and then went upstairs and knocked at Catherine’s door. She got no answer; Catherine was not in her room, and Mrs. Penniman presently ascertained that she was not in the house.“She has gone to him, she has fled!”Lavinia cried,clasping her hands with admiration and envy. But she soon perceived that Catherine had taken nothing with her—all her personal property in her room was intact—and then she jumped at the hypothesis that the girl had gone forth, not in tenderness, but in resentment.“She has followed him to his own door—she has burst upon him in his own apartment!”It was in these terms that Mrs. Penniman depicted to herself her niece’s errand, which, viewed in this light, gratified her sense of the ro-
 mantic only a shade less strongly than the idea of a secret marriage.“If it would only storm now, that would make it so much more beautiful!”she thought to herself. She then sat in the front parlor awaiting Catherine’s return.

When Catherine did return, her aunt wasted no time in pulling her into the parlor, and closing the door with solemnity. Catherine was flushed, and her eye was bright. Mrs. Penniman hardly knew what to think.

“May I venture to ask where you have been?”she demanded.

“I have been to take a walk,”said Catherine.“I thought you had gone to church.”

“Never mind that. Where did you walk?”

“I don’t know!”said Catherine.

“Dear Catherine, you can trust me.”

“What am I to trust you with?”

“With your secret—your sorrow.”

“I have no sorrow!”said Catherine fiercely.

“My poor child,”Mrs. Penniman insisted,“you can’t deceive me. I know everything. I have been requested to talk with you.”

“I don’t want to talk!”

“It will relieve you. Don’t you know Shakespeare’s lines?—‘the grief that does not speak!’My dear girl, it is better as it is.”

“What is better?”Catherine asked rather sharply.


Mrs. Penniman was shocked at the girl’s stubbornness.“Ah, well,”she said,“if he hasn’t told you!...”and she turned away.

Catherine watched her a moment in silence; then she hurried after her, stopping her before she reached the door.“Told me what? What do you mean?”

“Isn’t it broken off?”asked Mrs. Penniman.

“My engagement?Not in the least!”

“I beg your pardon in that case. I have spoken too soon!”

“Too soon! Soon or late,”Catherine broke out,“you speak foolishly and cruelly!”

“What has happened between you, then?”asked her aunt, struck by the sincerity of this cry.“For something certainly has happened.”

“Nothing has happened but that I love him more and more!”

Mrs. Penniman was silent an instant.“I suppose that’s the reason you went to see him this afternoon.”

Catherine flushed as if she had been struck.“Yes, I did go to see him!But that’s my own business.”

“Very well, then; we won’t talk about it.”And Mrs. Penniman moved towards the door again. But she was stopped by a sudden pitiful cry from the girl.

“Aunt Lavinia, where has he gone?”

“Ah, you admit, then, that he has gone away?
 Didn’t they know at his house?”

“They said he had left town. I asked no more questions; I was ashamed,”said Catherine, simply enough.

“You needn’t have taken so compromising a step if you had had a little more confidence in me,”Mrs. Penniman observed, with a good deal of self-importance.

“Is it to New Orleans?”Catherine asked.

It was the first time Mrs. Penniman had heard of New Orleans in this connection; but she did not want to let Catherine know that she was in the dark. She attempted to strike an illumination from the instructions she had received from Morris.“My dear Catherine,”she said,“when a separation has been agreed upon, the farther he goes away the better.”

“Agreed upon? Has he agreed upon it with you?”A consum mate sense of her aunt’s interference had come over her during the last five minutes, and she was disgusted at the thought that Mrs. Penniman had been let loose, as it were, upon her happiness.

“He certainly has sometimes advised with me,”said Mrs. Penniman.

“Is it you, then, that have changed him and made him so unnatural?”Catherine cried.“Is it you that have worked on him and taken him from me? He doesn’t belong to you, and I don’t see how you have anything to do with what is between us! Is it you that have made this
 plot and told him to leave me?How could you be so wicked, so cruel? What have I ever done to you; why can’t you leave me alone? I was afraid you would spoil everything;for you do spoil everything you touch; I was afraid of you all the time we were abroad; I had no rest when I thought that you were always talking to him.”Catherine went on with growing vehemence, pouring out in her bitterness the uneasiness which had lain for so many months upon her heart.

Mrs. Penniman was scared and bewildered; she saw no prospect of introducing her little account of the purity of Morris’s motives.“You are a most ungrateful girl!”she cried.“Do you scold me for talking with him? I am sure we never talked of anything but you!”

“Yes; and that was the way you worried him; you made him tired of my very name! I wish you had never spoken of me to him; I never asked your help!”

“I am sure if it hadn’t been for me he would never have come to the house,and you would never have known what he thought of you,”Mrs. Penniman rejoined, with a good deal of justice.

“I wish he never had come to the house, and that I never had known it! That’s better than this,”said poor Catherine.

“You are a very ungrateful girl,”Aunt Lavinia repeated.


Catherine’s outbreak of anger and the sense of wrong gave her, while they lasted, the satisfaction that comes from all assertion of force. But at the bottom she hated to be violent. She calmed herself with a great effort, but with great rapidity,and walked about the room a few moments, trying to say to herself that her aunt had meant everything for the best. She did not succeed in saying it with much conviction, but after a little she was able to speak quietly enough.

“I am not ungrateful, but I am very unhappy. It’s hard to be grateful for that,”she said.“Will you please tell me where he is?”

“I haven’t the least idea; I am not in secret correspondence with him!”And Mrs. Penniman wished indeed that she were, so that she might let him know how Catherine abused her,after all she had done.

“Was it a plan of his, then, to break off—?”By this time Catherine had become completely quiet.

Mrs. Penniman began again to have a glimpse of her chance for explaining.“He couldn’t bear to bring down on you your father’s curse.”

Catherine listened to this with her eyes fixed upon her aunt,and continued to gaze at her for some time afterwards.“Did he tell you to say that?”

“He told me to say many things—all so delicate, so discriminating. And he told me to tell you he hoped you
 wouldn’t despise him.”

“I don’t,”said Catherine. And then she added:“And will he stay away forever?”

“Oh, forever is a long time. Your father, perhaps, won’t live forever.”

“Perhaps not.”

“I am sure you appreciate—you understand—even though your heart bleeds,”said Mrs. Penniman.“You doubtless think him too careful. So do I, but I respect his principles. What he asks of you is that you should do the same.”

Catherine was still gazing at her aunt, but she spoke at last, as if she had not heard or not understood her.“It has been a regular plan, then. He has broken it off deliberately; he has given me up.”

“For the present, dear Catherine. He has put it off only.”

“He has left me alone,”Catherine went on.

“Haven’t you me?”asked Mrs. Penniman, with much expression.

Catherine shook her head slowly.“I don’t believe it!”and she left the room.

注释

佳句


It was almost her last outbreak of passive grief;at least,she never indulged in another that the world knew anything about.这也许是她一生中最后一次因他人而感到悲痛欲绝,至少此后世人从未看到她再这样激动地悲恸过。

Mrs.Pennimaneasily saw that Catherine was agitated,and,thatevening,requested her niece to lean upon her—to say what was so heavily weighing upon her mind.彭尼曼太太一眼就看出来凯瑟琳此时心烦意乱,所以这天晚上,她就让凯瑟琳对她倾诉衷肠———把造成她心头重负的原因说出来。

and then she jumped at the hypothesis that the girl had gone forth, not in tenderness,but in resentment.她随即作出这样的臆断:凯瑟琳不是去表达柔情而是去兴师问罪。

she was disgusted at the thought that Mrs.Penniman had been let loose, asit were, upon her happiness.她一想起彭尼曼太太在她的终身大事上一向胡搞一气时,心里就感到十分厌恶。

Catherine’s outbreak of anger and the sense of wrong gave her, while they lasted,the satisfaction that comes from all assertion of force. But at the bottom she hated to be violent.凯瑟琳由于气愤和委屈说了一番激烈的话,这让她体会到暴怒可以让她有一种痛快的满足感。

outbreak['autbreik]n.突然爆发

fling[fliŋ]v.猛扔

smother['smʌðə]v.窒息

stun[stʌn]v.昏晕

mere[miə]adj.仅仅的

gravely['ցreivli]adv.庄重地,严肃地

courtesy['kəːtisi]n.礼仪,礼貌

incongruous[in'kɔŋցruəs]adj.不调和的,不适宜的

tribute['tribjuːt]n.表示尊敬或赞美的言辞或行为

despise[dis'paiz]v.轻视

immensity[i'mənsiti]n.广大,巨大,无限,浩瀚


perceive[pə'siːv]v.察觉,感到,认识到

professionally[prə'feʃənli]adv.专业地,内行地

endeavor[in'devə]v.尽力,努力

suspicion[səs'piʃən]n.怀疑

arouse[ə'rauz]v.唤醒,唤起,鼓励,引起

repass['riːpɑːs]v.再经过,再通过

gratified gratify['ցrætifai]v.使满足…愿望

reassurance[̩riːə'ʃuərəns]n.放心

lean upon v.依靠

arrogant['ærəցənt]adj.傲慢的

keep at bay v.阻止,挡住

petition[pi'tiʃən]n.请求,恳求,请愿

mood[muːd]n.心情

acknowledgment[ək'nɔlidʒmənt]n.承认,确认

accumulate[ə'kjuːmjuleit]v.积累,积存

rigidly['ridʒidli]adv.坚硬地,严格地,刚强地

significance[siց'nifikəns]n.意义,含意,重要性

reenter[̩riː'entə]v.再次进来,再次进入

clasp[klɑːsp]v.紧握,握手,拥抱

intact[in'tækt]adj.完整无缺的,原封不动的

hypothesis[hai'pɔɵisis]n.假说,臆想

depict[di'pikt]v.描述,描绘

solemnity[sə'lemniti]n.庄重,严肃,一本正经

venture['ventʃə] v.冒险,冒昧,斗胆

relieve[ri'liːv]v.减轻,解除

compromise['kɔmprəmaiz]v.妥协,折衷,危及…的安全

illumination[i̩ljuːmi'neiʃən]n.照明,阐明,启发

consummate['kɔnsʌmeit]adj.圆满的,至上的,完美的

interference[̩intə'fiərəns]n.干涉,干预

wicked['wikid]adj.邪恶的,缺德的

vehemence['viːiməns]n.热烈,激烈,热心,强烈


scare[skɛə]v.惊吓,受惊,威吓

rejoin['riː'dʒɔin]v.重新聚集,回答,答辩

assertion[ə'səːʃən]n.断言,主张

abuse[ə'bjuːz]v.滥用,虐待,辱骂

glimpse[ցlimps]n.一瞥,一看

discriminating[dis'krimineitiŋ]adj.识别的,有差别的,有识别力的

principle['prinsəpl]n.准则,道义,规则或标准,尤指正确行为的标准

deliberately[di'libərətli]adv.故意地,有意识地



CHAPTER 30

Though she had forced herself to be calm, Catherine preferred practicing this virtue in private, and she chose not to show herself at tea—a meal which, on Sundays, at six o’clock, took the place of dinner. Dr. Sloper and his sister sat face to face, but Mrs. Penniman never met her brother’s eye. Late in the evening, she went with him, but without Catherine, to their sister Almond’s, where, between the two ladies, Catherine’s unhappy situation was discussed with a frankness that was conditioned by a good deal of mysterious reserve on Mrs. Penniman’s part.

“I am delighted he is not to marry her,”said Mrs. Almond,“but he ought to be severely punished all the same.”

Mrs. Penniman, who was shocked at her sister’s feelings, replied that he had the noblest of motives—the desire not to render Catherine a poor woman.

“I am very happy that Catherine is not to be made poor—but I hope he may never have a penny too much! And what does the girl say to you?”Mrs. Almond asked.

“She says I have a genius for consolation,”said Mrs. Penniman.

This was the account of the matter that she gave to her sister, and it was perhaps with the consciousness of
 genius that, on her return that evening to Washington Square, she again presented herself for admittance at Catherine’s door. Catherine came and opened it; she was apparently very quiet.

“I only want to give you a little word of advice,”she said.“If your father asks you, say that everything is fine.”

Catherine stood there, with her hand on the knob, looking at her aunt, but not asking her to come in.“Do you think he will ask me?”

“I am sure he will. He asked me just now, on our way home from your Aunt Elizabeth’s. I explained the whole thing to your Aunt Elizabeth. I said to your father I know nothing about it.”

“Do you think he will ask me when he sees—when he sees—?”But here Catherine stopped.

“The more he sees the more disagreeable he will be,”said her aunt.

“He shall see as little as possible!”Catherine declared.

“Tell him you are to be married.”

“So I am,”said Catherine softly; and she closed the door upon her aunt.

She could not have said this two days later—for instance, on Tuesday, when she at last received a letter from Morris Townsend. It was long, five large pages,
 full of explanation. He wrote that he had gone to Philadelphia on business, but that he had also left in order to make a necessary break from her. He wished that she might understand and not take it too hard. He promised her that, whatever his failure, he would never again attempt to come between her generous heart and her brilliant prospects and duties as a daughter. He closed explaining that his professional pursuits might compel him to travel for some months, and that maybe some day in the future they might be able to meet again as friends. The letter was beautifully written, and Catherine, who kept it for many years after this, was able, when her sense of the bitterness of its meaning and the hollowness of its tone had grown less acute,to admire its grace of expression. At present, for a long time after she received it, all she had to help her was the determination, daily more rigid, to make no appeal to the compassion of her father.

The doctor allowed a week to elapse, and then one day, in the morning, at an hour at which she rarely saw him, he strolled into the back parlor. He had watched his time, and he found her alone. She was sitting with some work,and he came and stood in front of her. He was going out, he had on his hat and was putting on his gloves.

“It doesn’t seem to me that you are treating me just now with all the consideration I deserve,”he said in a mo-
 ment.

“I don’t know what I have done,”Catherine answered, with her eyes on her work.

“You have apparently quite banished from your mind the request Imade you at Liverpool, before we sailed; the request that you would notify me in advance before leaving my house.”

“I have not left your house!”said Catherine.

“But you intend to leaveit, and by what you gave me to understand, your departure must be approaching. In fact, though you are still here in body, you are already absent in spirit. Your mind has taken up its residence with your prospective husband, and you might quite as well be lodged under his roof, for all the benefit we get from your society.”

“I will try and be more cheerful!”said Catherine.

“You certainly ought to be cheerful, you ask a great deal if you are not. To the pleasure of marrying a brilliant young man, you add that of having your own way; you strike me as a very lucky young lady!”

Catherine got up; she could hardly breathe. But she folded her work, deliberately and correctly, bending her burning face upon it. Her father stood where he had planted himself; she hoped he would go, but he smoothed and buttoned his gloves, and then he rested his hands upon his hips.


“It would be a convenience to me to know when I may expect to have an empty house,”he went on.“When you go, your aunt also goes.”

She looked at him at last, with a long silent gaze, which, in spite of her pride and her resolution, uttered part of the appeal she had tried not to make. Her father’s cold gray eye searched her own, and he insisted on his point.

“When shall it be?”

“I shall not go away!”said Catherine.

The Doctor raised his eyebrows.“Has he backed out?”

“I have broken off my engagement.”

“Broken it off?”

“I have asked him to leave New York, and he has gone away for a long time.”

The Doctor was both puzzled and disappointed, but he also guessed that she was very likely misrepresenting the facts;and he eased off his disappointment, which was that of a man losing a chance for a little triumph that he had rather counted on, by a few words that he uttered aloud.

“How does he take his dismissal?”

“I don’t know!”said Catherine, less ingeniously than she had hitherto spoken.

“You mean you don’t care?You are rather cruel, af-


ter encouraging him and playing with him for so long!”The Doctor had his revenge, after all.

注释

佳句

He promised her that,whatever his failure, he would never again attempt to come between her generous heart and her brilliant prospects and duties as a daughter.

他向凯瑟琳保证,不管他遭到了多么大的失败,他也不会再试图使她在究竟是放弃自己慷慨真挚的爱情还是抛弃锦绣前程以及做女儿的责任之中备受煎熬了。

Your mind has taken up its residence with your prospective husband, and you might quite as well be lodged under his roof, for all the benefit we get from your society.你既然早已与你未来的丈夫心心相印,你完全可以不让你这么难受地陪伴着我们,安栖在他的屋檐下嘛。

in spite of her pride and her resolution, uttered part of the appeal she had tried not to make.尽管她是那么骄傲那么有决心,她的眼睛里还是流露出一种多少有些恳求的神情。

You are rather cruel, after encouraging him and playing with him for so long!你太狠心了,怂恿他、跟他周旋了这么久又让他走人了!

severely[si'viəli]adv.严厉地

render['rendə]v.使成为…

genius['dʒiːnjəs]n.天才,天分

consciousness['kɔnʃəsnis]n.意识

knob[nɔb]n.圆形把手,如抽屉或门上的

pursuit[pə'sjuːt]n.追求,寻求

compel[kəm'pel]v.强迫,迫使

hollowness['hɔləunis]n.凹窝,空虚,空旷


acute[ə'kjuːt]adj.敏锐的,剧烈

compassion[kəm'pæʃən]n.同情,怜悯

elapse[i'læps]v.(时间)过去,消逝

stroll[strəul]v.闲逛,漫步,跋涉于

deserve[di'zəːv]v.应受,值得

banish['bæniʃ]v.驱逐,强迫离开

notify['nəutifai]v.通知,告知

approach[ə'prəutʃ]v.靠近

prospective[prəs'pektiv]adj.将来的,未来的

lodge[lɔdʒ]v.容纳

society[sə'saiəti]n.友伴,交际

hip[hip]n.髋部

ease off放松,缓和,减轻

utter['ʌtə]v.发出,做声



CHAPTER 31

Our story has hitherto moved with very short steps, but as it approaches its end it must take a long stride. As time went on, the Doctor found no evidence of his daughter’s account of having broken off the engagement as being untrue. Morris remained as rigidly absent as if he had died of a broken heart, and Catherine had apparently buried the memory of this episode as deep as if it had terminated by her own choice. We know that she had been deeply wounded, but the Doctor had no means of knowing it. He was certainly curious about it, and would have given a good deal to discover the exact truth; but it was his punishment that he never knew—his punishment, I mean, for the abuse of sarcasm in his relations with his daughter. Mrs. Penniman told him nothing, partly because he never questioned her, and partly because she flattered herself that a tormenting reserve, and a serene profession of ignorance, would clear her from his theory that she had interfered in the matter. Mrs. Almond had, in her sister’s phrase,“taken up”Catherine violently since the recent catastrophe, but though the girl was very grateful to her for her kindness,she revealed no secrets, and the good lady could give the Doctor no satisfaction. Even, however, had she been able to narrate to him the private history of his daughter’s unhappy love af-
 fair, it would have given her a certain comfort to leave him in ignorance; for Mrs. Almond was at this time not altogether in sympathy with her brother. She had guessed for herself that Catherine had been cruelly treated.

“I don’t see what’s so cruel about sticking to my gut feelings about the matter!”the Doctor argued.“It is infinitely more probable that he got rid of her than the other way around.”

“All the more reason you should be gentle with her.”

“I am gentle with her. But I can’t do the pathetic thing; I can’t pump up tears, to look graceful, over the most fortunate thing that ever happened to her.”

“You have no sympathy,”said Mrs. Almond;“that was never your strong point. You have only to look at her to see that, right or wrong, and whether the rupture came from herself or from him, her poor little heart is terribly bruised.”

“Handling bruises—and even dropping tears on them—doesn’t make them any better! My business is to see she gets no more knocks, and that I shall carefully attend to. But I don’t at all recognize your description of Catherine being so injured. She seems to me much better than while the fellow was hanging about. She is perfectly comfortable and blooming; she eats and sleeps, takes her usual exercise, and buys herself, as usual, so much fine clothing. She hasn’t much to say; but when had she any-
 thing to say?She had her little dance,and now she is sitting down to rest. I suspect that, on the whole, she enjoys it.”

“She enjoys it as people enjoy getting rid of a leg that has been crushed.”

“If your leg is a metaphor for young Townsend, I can assure you he has never been crushed. Crushed? Not he! He is alive and perfectly intact, and that’s why I am not satisfied.”

“Should you have liked to kill him?”asked Mrs. Almond.

“Yes, very much. I think it is quite possible that there is an arrangement between them. When I am dead, he will come again, and then she will marry him.”

The Doctor’s idea that there was an arrangement came and went; but it may be said on the whole to have increased as he grew older; together with his impression of Catherine’s blooming and comfortable condition. And yet, he had to admit that, judging by his daughter’s calm, the two were at least waiting for him to die very patiently.

After the letter that has been mentioned, Catherine heard from Morris twice again, at considerable intervals; but on none of these occasions did she write herself. On the other hand, as the Doctor observed, she averted herself rigidly from the idea of marrying other people. Her
 opportunities for doing so were not numerous, but they occurred often enough to test her disposition.She refused a widower, a kind man with a handsome fortune and three little girls(he had heard that she was very fond of children, and he pointed to his own with some confidence); and she turned a deaf ear to the offers of a clever young lawyer, who, with the prospect of a great practice, and the reputation of a most agreeable man, had had the shrewdness, when he came to look about him for a wife, to believe that she would suit him better than several younger and prettier girls. This man,John Ludlow, who was a year younger than her, and spoken of always as a young man who might have his“pick,”was seriously in love with her. Catherine, however, would never look at him; she made it plain to him that she thought he came to see her too often. He afterwards consoled himself, and married a different person.

Catherine, at the time of these events, had left her thirtieth year well behind her, and had quite taken her place as an old maid. Her father would have preferred she should marry, and he once told her that he hoped she would not be too picky.“I should like to see you an honest man’s wife before I die,”he said. This was after John Ludlow had been compelled to give it up. The Doctor felt sure that Morris Townsend was hidden behind some door.“If he is not, why doesn’t she marry?”he asked
 himself.“Limited as her intelligence may be, she must understand perfectly well that she is made to do the usual thing.”

Catherine, however, became an admirable old maid. She formed habits, regulated her days upon a system of her own,interested herself in charity organizations, hospitals, and aid societies; and went generally, with an even and quiet step,about the rigid business of her life.

In looking back on her life, from her own point of view, the great facts of her career were that Morris Townsend had played with her affection, and that her father had broken its spring. Nothing could ever alter these facts; they were always there, like her name, her age, her plain face. Nothing could ever undo the wrong or cure the pain that Morris had inflicted on her, and nothing could ever make her feel towards her father as she felt in her younger years. There was something dead in her life, and her duty was to try and fill the void. And so she began to mingle freely in the usual gatherings of the town, and she became, at last, an inevitable figure at all respectable entertainments. She was greatly liked, and, as time went on, she grew to be a sort of kindly maiden aunt to the younger portion of society. Young girls were apt to confide to her their love affairs(which they never did to Mrs. Penniman), and young men to be fond of her without knowing why. Mrs. Penniman, meanwhile, lost
 none of her relish for beauty and mystery, but she had little opportunity to exercise it. With Catherine’s later suitors she failed to establish relations as intimate as those which had given her so many interesting hours in the society of Morris Townsend. These gentlemen had an indefinable mistrust of her, and they never talked to her about Catherine’s charms. And although, for the next seventeen years, she never mentioned Morris Townsend’s name to her niece, Catherine could never wholly rid herself of a suspicion that Mrs. Penniman sometimes had news of him.

注释

佳句

a tormenting reserve, and a serene profession of ignorance, would clear her from his theory that she had interfered in the matter.尽管她的沉默和佯装不知对她自己来说是一种折磨,然而她却可以从医生认为她参与了此事的看法中解脱自己。

I can’t pump up tears, to look graceful, over the most fortunate thing that ever happened to her.我不能眼看着她遇到了最幸运的事情,还为了显得优雅得体而挤出一些眼泪。

These gentlemen had an indefinable mistrust of her,and they never talked to her about Catherine’s charms.这些先生们对她有着一种难以名状的不信任,从来不跟她谈论凯瑟琳如何魅力非凡。

stride[straid]n.步幅

episode['episəud]n.一段情节,事件

terminate['təːmineit]v.停止,结束,终止

sarcasm['sɑːkæzəm]n.挖苦,讽刺


catastrophe[kə'tæstrəfi]n.大灾难,大祸

reveal[ri'viːl]v.展现,显示,揭示,暴露

gut[ցʌt]n.内脏,内心

infinitely['infinitli]adv.无限地,无穷地

rupture['rʌptʃə]n.破裂,决裂

bruise[bruːz]v.擦伤,[喻](感情等方面的)创伤)

crush[krʌʃ]v.压坏,砸碎

metaphor['metəfə]n.隐喻;比喻

disposition[dispə'ziʃən]n.意向;倾向

widower['widəuə]n.鳏夫

reputation[̩repju(ː)'teiʃən]n.名声,声誉

pick[pik]n.选择

console[kən'səul]v.安慰

picky['piki]adj.吹毛求疵的,好挑剔的

compel[kəm'pel]v.迫使

intelligence[in'telidʒəns]n.智力,智商

regulate['reցjuleit]v.调节

alter['ɔːltə]v.改变

inflict[in'flikt] v.造成

void[vɔid]n.空虚

mingle['miŋցl]v.使混合,使相混

inevitable[in'evitəbl]adj.不可避免的,必然的

maiden['meidn]adj.未婚的,纯洁的,处女的,无经验的

apt[æpt]adj.易于…的,有…倾向的

relish['reliʃ]n.食欲,乐趣,爱好

establish[is'tæbliʃ]v.建立

intimate['intimit]adj.亲密的

indefinable[̩indi'fainəbl]adj.不能下定义的,不确定的



CHAPTER 32

Little by little, Dr. Sloper had retired from his profession; he visited only those patients in whose symptoms he recognized a certain originality. He went again to Europe, and remained two years; Catherine went with him, and on this occasion Mrs. Penniman was of the party.

One day, after his return from Europe, the Doctor said something to his daughter that made her start—it seemed to come from so far out of the past.

“I should like you to promise me something before I die.”

“Why do you talk about your dying?”she asked.

“Because I am sixty-eight years old.”

“I hope you will live a long time,”said Catherine.

“I hope I shall!But I still would like your assurance on one point; that you will not marry Morris Townsend after I am gone.”

This was what made Catherine start, as I have said; but her start was a silent one, and for some moments she said nothing.“Why do you speak of him?”she asked at last.

“You challenge everything I say. I speak of him because he’s a topic, like any other. He’s to be seen, like anyone else, and he is still looking for a wife—having had one and got rid of her, I don’t know by what means.
 He has lately been in New York, and at your cousin Marian’s house; your Aunt Elizabeth saw him there.”

“They neither of them told me,”said Catherine.

“That’s their merit;it’s not yours. He has grown fat and bald, and he has not made his fortune. But I can’t trust those facts alone to steel your heart against him, and that’s why I ask you to promise.”

“Fat and bald”:these words presented a strange image to Catherine’s mind, out of which the memory of the most beautiful young man in the world had never faded.“I don’t think you understand,”she said.“I very seldom think of Mr. Townsend.”

“It will be very easy for you to go on, then. Promise me, after my death, to do the same.”

Again, for some moments, Catherine was silent; her father’s request deeply shocked her; it opened an old wound and made it ache once again.“I don’t think I can promise that,”she answered.

“It would be a great satisfaction,”said her father.

“You don’t understand. I can’t promise that.”

The Doctor was silent a minute.“I ask you for a particular reason. I am altering my will.”

This reason failed to strike Catherine; and, indeed, she scarcely understood it. All her feelings were merged in the sense that he was trying to treat her as he had treated her years before. She had suffered from it then; and
 now all her experience, all her acquired calmness and rigidity, protested.

“I can’t promise,”she simply repeated.

“Upon my word,”her father exclaimed,“I had no idea how obstinate you are!”

She knew herself that she was obstinate, and it gave her a certain joy. She was now a middle-aged woman.

About a year after this, her father took a violent cold. Driving out to Bloomingdale one April day to see a patient, he was caught in a spring shower, and being in a wagon without a roof, he found himself soaked to the skin. He came home with a bad chill,and the next day he was seriously ill. He was touching his seventieth year, and though he had a very healthy constitution, his hold upon life had lost its firmness. He died after three weeks’illness, during which Mrs. Penniman, as well as his daughter, had diligently cared for him.

On his will being opened after a decent interval, it was found to consist of two portions. The first of these dated from ten years back, and consisted of a series of dispositions by which he left the great mass of property to his daughter, with becoming legacies to his two sisters. The second was of recent origin, maintaining the annuities to Mrs. Penniman and Mrs. Almond, but reducing Catherine’s share to a fifth of what he had first left her.“She is amply provided for from her mother’s side,”the
 document ran,“so that her fortune is already more than sufficient to attract those dishonest men whom she has given me reason to believe that she persists in regarding as an interesting class.”The large remainder of his property, therefore, Dr. Sloper had divided into seven unequal parts, which he left,as endowments,to as many different hospitals and schools of medicine, in various cities of the Union.

To Mrs. Penniman it seemed monstrous that a man should play such tricks with other people’s money; for after his death, of course, as she said, it was other people’s.“Of course, you will dispute the will,”she remarked to Catherine.

“Oh no,”Catherine answered,“I like it very much. Only I wish it had been expressed a little differently!”

注释

佳句

All her feelings were merged in the sense that he was trying to treat her as he had treated her years before.她的全部情感都汇成了一个信念:父亲又打算像多年以前那样对待她。

originality[̩əridʒi'næliti]n.新鲜,新颖

merge[məːdʒ]v.合并,并入,结合,吞没,融合

rigidity[ri'dʒiditi]n.刚直,严格,严峻,严肃

protest[prə'test]v.抗议,表达强烈的反对

upon my word的确

obstinate['ɔbstinit]adj.倔强的,顽固的


Bloomingdale布鲁明山谷

wagon['wæցən]n.四轮马车,货车

soak[səuk]v.浸,泡,浸透

constitution[̩kɔnsti'tjuːʃən]n.体质,体格

diligently['dilidʒəntli]adv.勤勉地,坚持不懈地

decent['diːsnt]adj.象样的,足够的,达到了可接受的标准的,足够的

portion['pɔːʃən]n.一份,(律)分得的财产

disposition[dispə'ziʃən]n.处理,赠与,售,转让

legacy['leցəsi]n.遗产

annuity[ə'nju(ː)iti]n.年金

amply['æmpli]adj.广泛地,充足地,详细地,丰富地

remainder[ri'meində]n.剩余部分,剩下的人

endowment[in'daumənt]n.捐赠资金,捐款,养老金

monstrous['mɔnstrəs]adj.令人极厌恶的,恐怖的

dispute[dis'pjuːt]v.抗拒,阻止



CHAPTER 33

It was Catherine’s habit to remain in town very late in the summer; she preferred the house in Washington Square to any other place, and it was under protest that she used to go to the seaside for the month of August. The year that her father died she ceased this custom altogether, not thinking it consistent with deep mourning.

Mrs. Penniman, on the other hand, who was fond of a change, was usually eager for a visit to the country; but this year she appeared quite content with such rural impressions as she could gather at the parlor window. After the death of her brother she felt more free to obey her impulses. A vague oppression had disappeared from her life,and she enjoyed a sense of freedom of which she had not been conscious since the memorable time, so long ago, when the Doctor went abroad with Catherine and left her at home to entertain Morris Townsend.

Catherine continued to live in her father’s house in spite of suggestions that she ought to move to a smaller dwelling. Catherine had no desire to find herself in closer quarters with her aunt. She expected to spend the rest of her life in Washington Square, and to enjoy Mrs. Penniman’s society for the whole of this period, as she had a conviction that, long as she might live, her aunt would live at least as long, and always retain her
 brilliancy and activity.

On one warm July evening, the two ladies sat together at an open window, looking out on the quiet Square. It was too hot for lighted lamps, for reading, or for work;it might have appeared too hot even for conversation, Mrs. Penniman having long been less talkative. She sat forward in the window, half on the balcony, humming a little song. Catherine was within the room, in a low rocking-chair, dressed in white, and slowly waving a fan. It was in this way, at this season, that the aunt and niece, after they had had tea, typically spent their evenings.

“Catherine,”said Mrs. Penniman at last,“I am going to say something that will surprise you.”

“Go on, then. I like surprises. And it is so quiet now.”

“Well, then, I have seen Morris Townsend.”

If Catherine was surprised, she checked the expression of it; she gave neither a start nor an exclamation. She remained, indeed, for some moments intensely still, and this may very well have been a symptom of emotion.“I hope he was well,”she said at last.

“I don’t know; he is a great deal changed. He would like very much to see you.”

“I would rather not see him,”said Catherine quickly.


“I was afraid you would say that. But you don’t seem surprised!”

“I am—very much.”

“I met him at Marian’s,”said Mrs. Penniman.“He goes there sometimes, and they are so afraid you will meet him. It’s my belief that that’s why he goes. He wants so much to see you.”Catherine made no response to this, and Mrs. Penniman went on.

“I didn’t know him at first; he is so remarkably changed. But he knew me in a minute. He says I am not in the least changed. You know how polite he always was. He was leaving when I came,and we walked a little distance together. He is still very handsome, only, of course, he looks older. There was a touch of sadness about him; but there was a touch of sadness about him before—especially when he went away. I am afraid he has not been very successful—that he has never got thoroughly established.”

Mrs. Penniman had not mentioned Morris Townsend’s name to her niece for nearly the fifth of a century; but now that she had broken the spell, she seemed to wish to make up for lost time, as if there had been a sort of excitement in hearing herself talk of him. She proceeded, however, with considerable caution, pausing occasionally to let Catherine give some sign. Catherine gave no other sign than to stop the rocking of her chair
 and the swaying of her fan; she sat motionless and silent.

“It was on Tuesday last,”said Mrs. Penniman,“and I have been hesitating ever since about telling you. I didn’t know how you might like it. At last, I thought that it was so long ago that you would probably not have any particular feeling. He has no bitterness, Catherine, I can assure you;and he might be excused for it, for things have not gone well with him. I believe he married some lady somewhere in Europe. She died soon afterwards. He has not been in New York for ten years; he came back a few weeks ago. The first thing he did was to ask me about you. He had heard you had never married; he seemed very much interested about that. He said you had been the real romance of his life.”

Catherine had suffered her companion to proceed from point to point, and pause to pause, without interrupting her; she fixed her eyes on the ground and listened. But the last phrase I have quoted was followed by a pause of peculiar significance,and then,at last, Catherine spoke.It will be observed that before doing so she had received a good deal of information about Morris Townsend.“Please say no more; please don’t follow up that subject.”

“Doesn’t it interest you?”asked Mrs. Penniman.

“It pains me,”said Catherine.


“I was afraid you would say that. But don’t you think you could get used to it? He wants so much to see you.”

“Please don’t, Aunt Lavinia,”said Catherine, getting up from her seat. She moved quickly away,and went to the other window, which stood open to the balcony; and here,concealed from her aunt by the white curtains, she remained a long time, looking out into the warm darkness. She had had a great shock. There were some things she believed she had got over, some feelings that she had thought of as dead; but apparently there was a certain vitality in them still. She was trembling, and her heart was beating so that she could feel it. Then,suddenly,she burst into tears. Although Mrs. Penniman had no observation of them, she said no more that evening about Morris Townsend.

注释

佳句

After the death of her brother she felt more free to obey her impulses.自从她兄弟过世之后,她感觉到能够更加自由地随意行动了。

as she had a conviction that, long as she might live, her aunt would live at least as long, and always retain her brilliancy and activity.因为她相信,不管她能活多久,彭尼曼太太至少也能活那么久,并且总是那么精神焕发,活力充沛。

There were some things she believed she had got over,some feelings that she had thought of as dead; but apparently there was a certain vitality in them
 still.有些感情她原来以为早已死去了。但是很明显,这些事情、这些感情依然有着某种生命力。

ceased cease[siːs]v.终止,停止

impulse['impʌls]n.冲动,脉搏

oppression[ə'preʃən]n.压迫;被压迫

entertain[̩entə'tein]n.招待,款待

retain[ri'tein]v.保持,保留

brilliancy['briljəns]n.光辉,出色

hum[hʌm]v.嗡嗡叫,哼

symptom['simptəm]n.迹象,症状

caution['kɔːʃən]n.小心,谨慎

sway[swei]v.摇摆,摇动

conceal[kən'siːl]v.隐藏,隐蔽,隐瞒

vitality[vai'tæliti]n.活力,生命力,生动性



CHAPTER 34

Mrs.Penniman waited another week before speaking of him again. It was under the same circumstances that she once more attacked the subject. She sank into a seat near Catherine, with clasped hands, and a little look of excitement.

“Shall you be angry if I speak to you again about him?”she asked.

Catherine looked up at her quietly.“Who?”

“He whom you once loved.”

“I shall not be angry, but I shall not like it.”

“He sent you a message,”said Mrs. Penniman.“I promised him to deliver it,and I must keep my promise.”

In all these years Catherine had had time to forget how little she had to thank her aunt for in the season of her misery;she had long ago forgiven Mrs. Penniman for taking too much upon herself. But for a moment this carrying of messages and keeping of promises, brought back the sense that her companion was a dangerous woman. She had said she would not be angry; but for an instant she felt sore.“I don’t care what you do with your promise!”she answered.

Mrs. Penniman, however, carried her point.“Mr. Townsend wishes most particularly to see you, Catherine; he believes that if you knew how much, and why, he
 wishes it, you would consent to do so.”

“There can be no reason,”said Catherine;“no good reason.”

“His happiness depends upon it. Is not that a good reason?”asked Mrs. Penniman impressively.

“Not for me. My happiness does not.”

“I think you will be happier after you have seen him. He is going away again—going to resume his travels. It is a very lonely, restless, unhappy life. Before he goes, he wishes to speak to you; it is a fixed idea with him—he is always thinking of it. He has something very important to say to you. He believes that you never understood him—that you never judged him rightly, and the belief has always weighed upon him terribly. He wishes to justify himself; he believes that in a very few words he could do so. He wishes to meet you as a friend.”

Catherine listened to this wonderful speech without pausing in her work; she had now had several days to accustom herself to think of Morris Townsend again as an actuality. When it was over she said simply,“Please say to Mr. Townsend that I wish he would leave me alone.”

She had hardly spoken when a sharp, firm ring at the door vibrated through the summer night. Catherine looked up at the clock; it marked a quarter-past nine—a very late hour for visitors, especially in the empty condition of the town. Mrs. Penniman at the same moment
 gave a little start,and then Catherine’s eyes turned quickly to her aunt. They met Mrs. Penniman’s and searched them for a moment, sharply. Mrs. Penniman was blushing; her look was a conscious one; it seemed to confess something. Catherine guessed its meaning, and rose quickly from her chair.

“Aunt Penniman!”she said,in a tone that scared her companion,“have you taken the liberty...?”

“My dearest Catherine,”stammered Mrs. Penniman,“just wait till you see him!”

Catherine had frightened her aunt, but she was also frightened herself; she was on the point of rushing to give orders to the servant, who was passing to the door, to admit no one; but the fear of meeting her visitor checked her.

“Mr. Morris Townsend.”

This was what she heard articulated by the servant while she hesitated. She had her back turned to the door of the parlor, and for some moments she kept it turned, feeling that he had come in. He had not spoken, however, and at last she faced about. Then she saw a gentleman standing in the middle of the room, from which her aunt had quietly retired.

She would never have known him. He was forty-five years old,and his figure was not that of the straight,slim young man she remembered. But it was a very fine per-
 son, she saw. After a moment,Catherine recognized the upper half of the face, which, though her visitor’s clustering locks had grown thin, was still remarkably handsome. He stood in a deeply deferential attitude, with his eyes on her face.“I have ventured—I have ventured,”he said; and then he paused, looking about him, as if he expected her to ask him to sit down. It was the old voice, but it had not the old charm. Catherine could not help wondering why had he come?

Morris was embarrassed, but Catherine gave him no help. How could she welcome him when she felt so vividly that he ought not to have come?“I wanted so much—I was determined,”Morris began. But he stopped; it was not easy. Catherine said nothing, and he may well have recalled with apprehension her ancient faculty of silence. She continued to look at him, however,and as she did so she made the strangest observation. It seemed to be he, and yet not he;it was the man who had been everything, and yet this person was nothing. How long ago it was—how old she had grown—how much she had lived! She had lived on something that was connected with him,and she had consumed it in doing so. This person did not look unhappy. He was fair and well-preserved, perfectly dressed, mature and complete. As Catherine looked at him, the story of his life defined itself in his eyes; he had made himself comfortable, and he had
 never been caught. But even while her perception opened itself to this, she had no desire to catch him; his presence was painful to her, and she only wished he would go.

“Will you not sit down?”he asked.

“I think we had better not,”said Catherine.

“I offend you by coming?”He was very grave; he spoke in a tone of the richest respect.

“I don’t think you ought to have come.”

“Did not Mrs. Penniman tell you—did she not give you my message?”

“She told me something, but I did not understand.”

“I wish you would let me tell you—let me speak for myself.”

“I don’t think it is necessary,”said Catherine.

“Not for you, perhaps, but for me. It would be a great satisfaction—and I have not many.”He seemed to be coming nearer; Catherine turned away.“Can we not be friends again?”he said.

“We are not enemies,”said Catherine.“I have none but friendly feelings to you.”

“Ah, I wonder whether you know the happiness it gives me to hear you say that!”And after a moment’s silence, he went on.“You have not changed—the years have passed happily for you.”

“They have passed very quietly,”said Catherine.

“They have left no marks; you are still young.”This
 time he succeeded in coming nearer—he was close to her.“Catherine,”he said, lowering his voice,“I have never ceased to think of you.”

“Please don’t say those things,”she answered.

“Do you hate me?”

“Oh no,”said Catherine.

Something in her tone discouraged him, but in a moment he recovered himself.“Have you still some kindness for me, then?”

“I don’t know why you have come here to ask me such things!”Catherine exclaimed.“It is wrong of you. There is no reason for it.”

“Ah, dearest lady, you do me injustice!”cried Morris Townsend.“We have only waited, and now we are free.”

“You treated me badly,”said Catherine.

“Not if you look at it in the right light. You had your quiet life with your father—which was just what I could not make up my mind to rob you of.”

“Yes; I had that.”

Morris felt it to be a considerable damage to his cause that he could not add that she had had something more besides; for it is needless to say that he had learned the contents of Dr. Sloper’s will. He was, nevertheless, not at a loss.“There are worse fates than that!”he exclaimed, with expression; and he might have been sup-
 posed to refer to his own situation. Then he added, with a deeper tenderness,“Catherine, have you never forgiven me?”

“I forgave you years ago, but it is useless for us to attempt to be friends.”

“Not if we forget the past. We have still a future, thank God!”

“I can’t forget—I don’t forget,”said Catherine.“You treated me too badly. I felt it very much; I felt it for years.”And then she went on, with her wish to show him that he must not come to her this way.“I can’t begin again—I can’t take it up. Everything is dead and buried. It was too serious; it made a great change in my life. I never expected to see you here.”

“Ah, you are angry!”cried Morris.

“No, I am not angry. Anger does not last, that way, for years. But there are other things. Impressions last when they have been strong. But I can’t talk.”

Morris stood stroking his beard with a clouded eye.“Why have you never married?”he asked abruptly.“You have had opportunities.”

“I didn’t wish to marry.”

“Yes, you are rich, you are free; you had nothing to gain.”

“I had nothing to gain,”said Catherine.

Morris looked vaguely round him, and gave a deep
 sigh.“Well, I was in hopes that we might still have been friends.”

“I meant to tell you, by my aunt,in answer to your message—if you had waited for an answer—that it was unnecessary for you to come in that hope.”

“Good-bye, then,”said Morris.“Excuse my carelessness.”

He bowed, and she turned away—standing there with her eyes on the ground for some moments after she had heard him close the door of the room.

In the hall he found Mrs. Penniman extremely eager.

“That was a precious plan of yours!”said Morris, clapping on his hat.

“Is she so hard?”asked Mrs. Penniman.

“She doesn’t care a button for me—with her damned little dry manner.”

“Was it very dry?”pursued Mrs. Penniman, with concern.

Morris took no notice of her question; he stood thinking an instant, with his hat on.“But why the devil, then, would she never marry?”

“Yes—why indeed?”sighed Mrs. Penniman.“But you will not despair—you will come back?”

“Come back? Ha! Never!”And Morris Townsend strode out of the house, leaving Mrs. Penniman staring.


Catherine, meanwhile, in the parlor, picking up her piece of fancy work, had seated herself with it again—for life, as it were.

注释

佳句

But for a moment this carrying of messages and keeping of promises, brought back the sense that her companion was a dangerous woman.然而现在她这种穿针引线、恪守承诺的做法一时又让凯瑟琳感到她的女伴是个危险的女人。

though her visitor’s clustering locks had grown thin, was still remarkably handsome.来客的头发尽管已见稀疏,但还是英俊依旧。

It seemed to be he, and yet not he; it was the man who had been everything, and yet this person was nothing. How long ago it was—how old she had grown—how much she had lived!他好像是那个人,又不是那个人。那个人曾经是她的一切,眼前这个人对她来说一钱不值。时光流逝,岁月催人老,她的人生之路充满了多少坎坷啊!

Catherine, meanwhile, in the parlor, picking up her piece of fancy work, had seated herself with it again—for life,as it were.与此同时,凯瑟琳在客厅里拿起针线活儿,又坐在那里做了起来,仿佛要这样一辈子做下去。

sore[sɔ,sɔə]adj.使人难堪窘迫的,惹人生气的

impressively[im'presivli]adv.给人深刻印象地,感人地,令人难忘地

justify['dʒʌstifai]v.证明…有道理[应该],为…辩护

accustom[ə'kʌstəm]v.使习惯于

vibrate[vai'breit]v.产生声音,回响

take the liberty to do sth.冒昧地做…,不经允许做…

articulate[ɑː'tikjulit]v.使字句明晰地发出音来,明确表达,咬清音节发音

cluster['klʌstə]v.丛生,聚集或长成束丛


locks['lɔks]n.头发

deferential[̩difə'renʃəl]adj.表示敬意的,恭敬的

vividly['vividli]adv.生动地,鲜明地

faculty['fækəlti]n.能力

consume[kən'sjuːm]v.消耗,消费,消灭

preserve[pri'zəːv]v.保护,保持,保管

define[di'fain]v.定义,详细说明

offend[ə'fend]v.冒犯,违反,得罪

fate[feit]n.命运,运气

stroke[strəuk]v.抚摸

pursue[pə'sjuː]v.追,追随

stride[straid]v.大步走(过),跨过,大步行走
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