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意切情深信达雅






　——序《英诗经典名家名译》



上小学前，爷爷就教导我要爱劳动，爱念诗。“劳动”是让我拾粪、浇菜、割驴草……“诗”是学念他一生中读过的唯一“诗集”《三字经》中的“人之初，性本善”等。我还算听话，常下地帮着干零活，偶尔也念诗。上中学后喜出望外地得知，最早的诗歌便是俺乡下人干重活时有意无意发出的“哎哟、哎哟”之类的号子声。老师说，这是鲁迅先生发现的。后来糊里糊涂考进北大，便懵懵懂懂向冯至、李赋宁、闻家驷等老师学习一些欧洲国家的诗歌。

大约十二天前，我正准备出访东欧和中亚时，北大、北外、党校三重校友兼教育部副部长郝平指示我为外语教学与研究出版社即将付印的《英诗经典名家名译》写篇序言。基于上述背景，我竟不自量力，欣欣然应允，飞机起飞不久就边拜读边写体会了。

一看目录，我在万米高空立即激动不已。译者全是令我肃然起敬又感到亲切的名字。

冰心是我初中时代的“作家奶奶”，我工作后曾专门找借口去拜访她在福建的故居。袁可嘉半个世纪前应邀从南大到北大讲英国文学史，我是自己搬着凳子硬挤进去旁听的幸运学生之一。王佐良先生是我读研究生时教授英国诗歌的。同学们爱听他的课，他大段引用原文从不看讲稿，我们常觉得他的汉语译文会比原文更精彩……穆旦、屠岸、江枫、杨德豫等我未曾有幸当面请教，从他们的作品中却受益良多，感激恨晚。

前辈翻译家们追求“信、达、雅”。落实这“三字经”却并非易事。

第一，在丰富多彩、良莠不齐的英文诗林中，译者要有足够高的先进理念和真知灼见去发现和选择思想水平高的作品。国产千里马尚需伯乐去认同，意识形态领域里的诗就更需要了。看诗的高下、文野，境界和情感永远是最重要的因素。我国《诗经》历久不衰，首先因为里面有“硕鼠，硕鼠，无食我黍！”这样政治上合民心的诗句，有“关关雎鸠，在河之洲……”这样传递真情的佳句。这套诗集选了许多跨世纪思想性极强的好诗。如雪莱《普罗米修斯的解放》中的警句：“国王、教士与政客们摧毁了人类之花，当它还只是柔嫩的蓓蕾……”今天读起来仍发人深省。如莎士比亚在其第107号十四行诗中将和平与橄榄树的葱郁有机相连，上承两千多年前中国先哲“和为贵”的真谛，下接联合国大会此时此刻的紧急议题。这样的诗自然有人爱，有人信。

第二，诗源于生活。诗作者和译者都最好与百姓血肉相连。马克思曾与诗友调侃：诗人也得吃饭，别奢望写诗写饿了上帝会把盛着面包的篮子从天堂递下来。这套诗选中有许多生活气息浓醇、情意真切的诗。如出身佃农的彭斯在18世纪法国大革命后写的政治讽刺诗：“我赞美主的威力无边！主将千万人丢在黑暗的深渊……”，“……阔人们日子过得真舒泰，穷人们活得比鬼还要坏！”，“……有的书从头到尾都是谎言，有的大谎还没有见于笔端。”写实和预言都相当准确。

第三，译文要忠实于原作，自身又要通畅、简洁、优美。这套诗集中，英文原作都是名符其实的经典。读诗最好读原文，但世界上大约有三千种语言，一个人会用来读诗的语言肯定少得可怜。为开阔视野、加强交流、增进友谊，读外国诗大多还得靠翻译。这套诗选中的译者都治学严谨，都酷爱祖国和外国优秀文化，译文是他们辛勤劳动的杰出成果。他们把拜伦的奔放、纪伯伦的靓丽、济慈的端庄、布莱克的纯真、华兹华斯的素净、叶芝的淡定、狄金森和弗罗斯特的质朴译得惟妙惟肖。读这样的译作，哲学上可受启迪，美学上可得滋润。这有益于读者的身心健康，能满足青年学生的好奇心和求知欲，也能为有关专家的进一步研讨提供方便。

不妨说，这套诗集中外皆宜，老少咸宜，会书中两种语文或其中一种的人皆宜。






李肇星







2011年9月14日至25日自乌兰巴托（意为“红色勇士”）上空经莫斯科、明斯克（“交易地”）、塔什干（“石头城”）飞阿拉木图（“苹果城”）途中。





译者前言



19世纪的英国诗歌，前半期可称华兹华斯时代，后半期可称丁尼生时代。而所有近代英语诗人中，后者曾拥有最广泛的读者，当时英美知识家庭几乎都有其作品，他的伦理叙事诗《伊诺克·阿登》更让他享有惠特曼向往的“人民诗人”的美誉。另一方面，他凭诗作成为维多利亚时代的代表人物之一，还受封男爵，这在英国也非常罕见。下面就介绍这位桂冠诗人。



一、生　平



1809年8月6日，阿尔弗雷德·丁尼生出生于英格兰林肯郡萨默斯比的教区长家庭，是十二个孩子中的老四，8到12岁在寄宿学校的经历不很愉快，此后的教育来自剑桥大学毕业并有藏书的父亲。据说父亲要他每晨诵读罗马诗人贺拉斯作品，直到四卷诗歌都背出。在此熏陶下，他自小爱好学习，敏于观察并有精细的韵律感。另一方面，他性情比较忧郁、腼腆、常怀戒心。为求解脱，他很早写诗自娱，常把散步时想出的好词好句记住，待想出布局后用上（这同李贺相像）。

1827年，他与两位兄长合出《兄弟诗集》，他的诗占一半，显示出拜伦影响和丰富意象。这时他决心将一生献给诗歌创作。同年他进剑桥大学三一学院，以才智和英俊受注目，成为有革新精神的大学生组织“使徒社”代言人。1829年他参加诗歌竞赛，以浪漫主义色彩的《廷巴克图》获校长金质奖章。1830年又发表《抒情诗集》，成为校园知名人物。这是他一生中最快乐的时期。

他同很多剑桥人结下深厚友谊，如《柔巴依集》作者菲茨杰拉德、《名利场》等名著的作者萨克雷、作家兼史家卡莱尔，还有四次出任首相的格莱斯顿等。从他们的敬重和称赞中，他受到发展其诗才的激励，克服了因经济拮据、健康欠佳、近视加深等带来的低落情绪，度过了此后并不顺利的一二十年。

对他影响最大的同学是哈勒姆，这位史家之子才华横溢，是丁尼生情投意合的挚友，同丁尼生之妹相爱后，他们的友谊甚至超过兄弟之情。他们曾计划合出诗集，因哈父反对而由丁尼生单独出版。但哈勒姆仍发表长文热情评价。这是丁尼生诗作受到的第一次评论。

1830年，两人为西班牙革命者递送经费和情报，经过法国来到比利牛斯山区。丁尼生对这首次出国很热心，山区景物给了他深刻印象，成了他《鹰》、《食莲人》等诗的背景。

哈勒姆因父亲不支持，无法同丁尼生之妹结婚，为缓和关系，陪父亲去欧陆旅行，不料1833年9月在维也纳去世。丁尼生大受震撼，加之父亲去世还留下债务，只得离剑桥回家，在亲属资助中生活。他怀着丧友之痛写出《溅吧，溅吧，溅吧》，又以较特殊的格律（后称“悼念体”）开始写下因哈勒姆之死引起的思索。十七年后这些诗以《悼念集》为名出版，成为英国文学中最优秀哀歌之一。

他1832年的《诗集》中有《女郎夏洛特》、《艺术之宫》、《梦中的美人》等名篇，却受到不公正批评，使他此后十年拒绝发表作品，还打算远离英格兰。但内心的激情使他在苦学德语、哲学和科学的同时，更专心致志提高诗艺，写出一些最佳作品。其中多少与哈勒姆之死有关的有《尤利西斯》、《亚瑟王之死》、《提托诺斯》等。

1835年祖父去世，财产多归他叔父继承，两家的贫富更悬殊，矛盾更深（后来叔父之家为他的诗提供了暴发户标本）。在此前后他两次恋爱，与银行家的靓女不可能有结果；而妹妹的朋友艾米莉·塞尔伍德受过良好教育，其妹嫁给他哥哥查尔斯，但二人十多年后才成就这段美满婚姻。这位夫人去世（1896年，享年83岁）前几年，还帮助儿子哈勒姆（曾任澳洲总督）完成其父传记。

丁尼生十年未发表作品，诗名却越来越大，1842年在好友鼓励下出版二卷本《诗集》，奠定其诗坛地位，但仍未摆脱厄运。这年投资损失四千镑使他沮丧，后来获得二千镑补偿，1845年起又得到政府津贴每年二百镑，经济上大有起色，开始富裕起来。

他1847年的长诗《公主》受到前拉斐尔派称赞，1850年，他又成功出版《悼念集》并成婚。公众和女王对《悼念集》的喜爱，使一些批评家改变了腔调。当时正值桂冠诗人华兹华斯去世，次年初，他觐见女王，借穿的宫廷礼服正是华兹华斯1843年在同样场合下穿的，这倒可象征“桂冠”从杰出的浪漫主义诗人传给了杰出的维多利亚诗人。

1853年，他以写诗收入在怀特岛置产（1867年又在苏塞克斯建哥特式夏日别墅），开始远离尘嚣的清静生活，1855年出版《摩德》。这时，除了《摩德》，他的作品大多得到好评，人生可谓一帆风顺，864年出版《伊诺克·阿登》时，声誉更达到巅峰。

1865年和1868年，维多利亚女王和首相迪斯累里均提出封他为从男爵，但遭谢绝。1884年在好友、自由党首相格莱斯顿坚持下，他终于接受从男爵封号，成为英国历史上第一位进贵族院的诗人。

同华兹华斯一样，他爱漫游和大海，钟情于威尔士、爱尔兰、苏格兰。后来在意大利、葡萄牙、西班牙、德国、法国和北欧等地都留下足迹，去世前一年多时间里，还漫游地中海，去英吉利海峡的泽西岛、格恩西岛和伦敦。可以说，他在行将结束人间旅程时，仍充满漫游精神和探索热情，保有很好脑力。

最后一次病倒时，他还阅读莎翁作品，口授了后来葬礼上朗诵的《无声的话音》。1892年10月6日，他平静离开尘世，12日安葬在威斯敏斯特大教堂的“诗人之角”，离乔叟和勃朗宁的墓很近。



二、时代影响



丁尼生时代的英国正经历剧变，在取代法国成为欧洲权力中心后大力向海外扩张，但人民灾难深重。在维多利亚时代早期（1837—1848），受苦的平民为实现“人民宪章”和争取选举权，爆发了宪章运动（1838—1848）。这形势让人想到内战和法国大革命，文学中较多社会抗议。但1848年到1870年经济较繁荣，劳苦大众处境有所改善，社会较稳定，人们转向精神方面，作家在科学与基督教信仰的冲突中寻求解答。到维多利亚后期（1870—1901），稳定又被打破，崛起的德国与美国对英国形成挑战。而英国1873—1874年经济危机，使人们在社会问题前退却，或转向艺术追求，或沉湎于拜伦式的寻欢作乐。人们之间的经济关系空前复杂，原有的道德观越来越没有市场。

时代对丁尼生的影响明显。首先，当时的人认为诗歌因“有用”而存在。在社会和思想剧变中，人们需要家庭和信仰、道德标准和爱国热情等方面的稳定。他们爱好朴素而稔熟的事物，使诗歌倾向于多愁善感而非富于想象。成功的诗人须反映全社会的美好希望，抵御对天下大乱的恐惧。丁尼生正是在这方面成为维多利亚时代的代言人。

其次，他注意到宗教在科学挑战下的危机，关心怀疑与信仰的关系和死后灵魂等问题。这方面，他以内心活动和精神经历来处理。但他是有神论者，认为世界循一定目的运动，且在逐渐完成中。因此在社会和人类活动上，他与同代人一样，感到变革应循序渐进，认为走向自由也欲速则不达。他认为贸易、科学、法律等等最终应有助于劳苦大众，但又觉得大人物注定要掌握社会发展的过程。

丁尼生颇受文坛风气影响。他早年正值浪漫主义时期结束，人们倾向于反对拜伦的风格，再度重视古典题材、传统手法和形式。而他受古典文学影响既深，又乐于采用这类主题。其诗温柔敦厚，怡静雅致，在爱国情绪上，表现得颇有节制，兴趣主要在英国丰富多彩的历史；在爱情题材上，对女性的描写尊重而自制；笔下的英国风景，则多是宁静有序的乡野之美。而受封桂冠诗人后，作为诗歌的官方发言人，他感到有责任为迅速变化中的工商社会唱赞歌，尽管这社会与他格格不入——这一矛盾心理正是当时他所特具。



三、作品与特点



丁尼生的写作可分三个时期：四十岁前主要写抒情诗，此后二十五年多写叙事诗，晚年致力于创作诗剧。但他具抒情诗人气质，以旋律优美铿锵、题材及手法（如戏剧独白等）多样著称。这在《鹰》、《溅吧，溅吧，溅吧》、《磨坊主的女儿》、《霞光正照亮》、《过沙洲，见领航
 》等短诗中便可看出。他的优秀抒情诗很多，《悼念集》等就是抒情诗集，《公主》中也有抒情短诗，还有以历史、传说或悲剧为主题的素体诗，如《食莲人》、《尤利西斯》等，但这些较适合高层次读者口味。

丁尼生1830年第一本个人诗集虽多练笔之作，但《海怪》、《玛丽安娜》等已表明对音乐性和色彩的重视，显示出丰富的想象和以景抒情的才华。

他1832年的诗集中有一些优美抒情诗，如《女郎夏洛特》、《磨坊主的女儿》、《艺术之宫》、《食莲人》和《梦中的美人》等。这些诗韵律华美、风格别具，体现了作者特有魅力。

1842年的两卷本中，新作有《尤利西斯》、《洛克斯利田庄》、《克拉拉·维利·德·维利小姐》、《圣阿格尼丝节前夜》、《加拉哈爵士》、《溅吧，溅吧，溅吧》等，是英诗中优秀的抒情和田园作品。

叙事诗《公主》发表于1847年，说的是南国公主艾达与北国王子订有婚约，但为争取女权而毁约，创立不准男子入内的女子大学。王子在朋友陪伴下潜入后被识破，引发了战争。这诗集自1850年第三版起插进的许多抒情诗传诵至今。

1850年他隐名出版《悼念集》，其中倾注他对故友的持久深情，织进他对人生的多方面体验，为哈勒姆和他本人赢得了不朽。

长诗《摩德》背后也有故事。1837年丁尼生发表《哦，但愿有这种可能》，一位密友觉得可增添内容，于是诗逐步“丰满”。1855年出版后却受较多抨击，但作者喜爱本诗并消除了一些误解，其中可独立成篇的抒情诗获较多读者欣赏。

丁尼生1864年出版《伊诺克·阿登》时，声望如日中天。这部诗说的是：遇险后在外流落多年的水手回国，发现爱妻已与他俩少年时期好友重组美满家庭，便悄悄离去默默而终。丁尼生把这真实故事写得朴素庄重又不乏想象光辉，反映其道德观。该诗是他当时传诵最广的作品，被译成德、法、意、西、荷、丹、捷、匈等文字，法、德两国还出了有注释的学生版。

丁尼生早就对亚瑟王传说有兴趣，曾把一些孤立的故事写成抒情诗，如《女郎夏洛特》、《加拉哈爵士》等等。l873年出版的《王者之歌》初版四万册，一两个星期即售出一万多本。

晚年的丁尼生以英国历史上三个重要时期为背景，写成三个悲剧：“历史三部曲”《哈罗德》、《贝克特》、《玛丽女王》。较短的诗剧有《酒杯》、《猎鹰》、《五月的保证》、《林中人》。其中只有《贝克特》在1893年由名演员爱伦·特里（1847—1928）搬上舞台。

当然，他六十岁后仍写抒情诗，但更具史诗气氛，或更有思想深度和音乐感染力，语言更庄严持重，更常用强劲简短的盎格鲁-撒克逊词汇。其中《过沙洲，见领航
 》脍炙人口，被认为是写死亡的诗歌中最优美的——丁尼生要求其一切作品集以该诗压卷。

丁尼生获得的荣誉令人眼花缭乱。牛津大学、爱丁堡大学等名校都授他以名誉博士，剑桥大学也多次要授他名誉学位（当年离校未获学位），但被谢绝。新西兰湖泊和北极地岬甚至用他姓氏命名。那么，是什么成就了他？

首先，他的思想没有与时代和环境脱节，其观念虽非先进时新，却可代表文化与历史在人们脑海中沉积的意识，因此他的诗能反映当时的复杂现实并得到认同。例如，《公主》讨论妇女境遇及社会地位，这是越来越重要的社会热点；《艺术之宫》反对为美而美、为知识本身崇拜知识，认为这忽视对人类的责任；《悼念集》则面对客观规律和死亡，袒露心灵克服怀疑而到达希望、信心和爱的历程。

其次，他认为变革应循序渐进，这观点符合当时人们的心态。而他性格中的崇高气质反映在诗中，则常常涉及荣誉、天职、宗教或充满对真善美的崇敬，而这正是当时要求诗歌应具备的教化作用。

最后一点是丁尼生的简明风格。他表达的感情为人们所共有，易于理解。他避免精细的性格分析，不描绘复杂的动机或超越常情的激情，其道德准则是英国社会普遍认可的基础，弥漫于作品中的是清教徒的简朴和学者风度的自制。

当然他还具备优秀诗人的许多条件，如细致的观察力，对文学经典的精深理解，遣词用语准确精到并讲究音韵，比喻贴切而富诗情画意，善于使用词语的重复和谐音，熟练运用头韵和拟声，诗句节奏柔和优美而富表现力，措词精妙又有旋律感以及写诗力戒平庸——但有时做过了头，对简单事物用转弯抹角的张扬说法，这是他不成功作品中的常见病，也是其受诟病的主要原因。



四、评　价



1831年哈勒姆在论文中宣告丁尼生的诗具有新面貌以来，评论便源源不断，特别是他1842年奠定诗人地位后，评论开始整本整本地出现。至今对他的评论可谓汗牛充栋，也许仅次于对莎翁作品的研究。

评论界的重视有助于作品印数，却未必增进对作品的理解。丁尼生的诗赢得了读者和评论家尊敬，但他认为读书界未必很理解他。19世纪中期以来，丁尼生作为重要诗人的地位虽未动摇，但从60年代起，对他的评论开始转向，且趋势越来越强，直到20世纪30年代。评论转向的原因虽多，却也是他成为偶像的结果。年轻诗人要开辟自己的路，势必要推倒早日偶像，特别后来的人反感维多利亚时代风气，认为那时中产阶级庸俗矫饰，狭隘自满，侈谈仁义道德。丁尼生既为时代的代言人，批评锋芒自然指向他，认为其诗作做作拘谨或简陋浅薄。
 


【1】






当然偏颇的评论也难持久。从20世纪20年代起，对丁尼生已开始重新评价，再度确立他优秀诗人的地位，认为他本质上是非凡的浪漫主义诗人，但时代和社会地位抑制了这种禀赋，使他去反映通常缺乏想象力的“现实世界”。有的评论家则把他视作英国象征主义诗歌创始人，认为他虽同首相过从甚密，与王亲国戚也有交往，但骨子里却是魏尔伦自诩的“被诅咒诗人”，即从资产阶级圈子中自我放逐的人。

20世纪的评论家对诗的要求是独创、自然、忠实。但文学趣味迥异的现当代诗人也接受丁尼生。T. S. 艾略特写过两篇论文，细致分析他的作品，肯定他在英国诗史上的卓越地位。如今他的时代过去很久，诗人和评论家已走出他的影响，无论在枝节问题上有何偏爱，仍可看出他的诗代表英国文学中的重大成就。

丁尼生的作品也参差不齐。一些长诗（特别是诗剧）的片断很精彩，但整体上未很好组织（这也表明其才能在抒情诗），有些作品有矫揉造作和过于雕琢之嫌。尽管如此，他的诗仍给人崇高优美、技巧纯熟独特之感，而他的尝试和创新，涉及领域之广以及常从出人意料的地方着笔等等，正是大诗人具备的特征。





*





《丁尼生诗选》译于二十多年前，原拟纪念其逝世一百周年，不料出版在1995年。后来想在他诞生的二百周年修订再版，结果也未如愿。现在外研社要出英汉对照本，正好做一次全面修订，但限于篇幅，需压缩内容（当然，这前言也是“压缩版”）。同时，为节省篇幅，删除了有些诗节前的罗马数字。

这次修订根据的是外研社提供的剑桥版原作，因此诗作的顺序有了些调整。当然，修订的目的是希望较准确反映原作，包括格律上的反映，但有的已改不回来，如书末的《过沙洲，见领航》。这是自己最早摸索译诗方式时的尝试，就是让译诗与我国传统诗结合，配以“量身定制”而与原作格律无关的形式。从效果看确实不错，因为读这种译诗有亲切感，但很难为每首译诗找到恰好的形式。特别是，英诗同我们汉诗一样有着伟大的格律传统和完备的格律体系，每首诗都是其中的有机组成部分，译诗不反映原作格律，就掐断了它们之间的纽带，因此即使这样译出的个别抒情诗较受欢迎，却有损于整体，如果都是这种译诗，那么原作的格律体系将荡然无存。

丁尼生是位讲究音韵和格律的诗人，其格律多种多样，不反映非常可惜。希望拙译通过这次修订能有所提高，既证明译诗在形式与内容上有可能皆似原作，也显示修订可在反映原作格律的框架内进行。但限于自己条件，做得还很不够，可改进而未改进的地方肯定更多。我相信，条件比我好的译者在同样的格律框架内可以做得比我好。





黄杲炘

2013年6月



注释







【1】


 当时也有很多人看法相反，认为他的诗深奥晦涩，甚至觉得一些作品缺乏道德观。





Claribel





A Melody



Where Claribel low-lieth

The breezes pause and die,


Letting the rose-leaves fall;



But the solemn oak-tree sigheth,


Thick-leaved, ambrosial,



With an ancient melody

Of an inward agony,

Where Claribel low-lieth.





At eve the beetle boometh

Athwart the thicket lone;

At noon the wild bee hummeth

About the moss'd headstone;

At midnight the moon cometh,

And looketh down alone.

Her song the lintwhite swelleth,

The clear-voiced mavis dwelleth,

The callow throstle lispeth,

The slumbrous wave outwelleth,

The babbling runnel crispeth,

The hollow grot replieth

Where Claribel low-lieth.




克拉丽
 



【1】











一支曲调



在克拉丽的长眠地，

停息的微风已死亡，


玫瑰花飘落了花瓣；



芬芳的橡树枝叶密，


庄严肃穆地在悲叹；



这悲叹是古老歌唱，

唱出它内心的哀伤——

在克拉丽的长眠地。





傍晚时嗡嗡的甲虫

飞过了僻静矮树丛；

中午时野蜂营营飞，

傍着长青苔的墓碑；

夜半时月亮升天上，

孤零零朝下界凝望。

这里有红雀在啭鸣，

有歌鸫频频发清音，

有小小画眉学啼叫，

有阵阵昏沉波浪声；

而深深的孔穴洞窖

应答着汩汩的小溪——

在克拉丽的长眠地。



注释







【1】


 本诗作于少年时代，适于吟唱，通常是丁尼生诗集中的第一篇。





Leonine Elegiacs



Low-flowing breezes are roaming the broad valley dimm'd in the gloaming;

Thoro' the black-stemm'd pines only the far river shines.

Creeping thro' blossomy rushes and bowers of rose-blowing bushes,

Down by the poplar tall rivulets babble and fall.

Barketh the shepherd-dog cheerly; the grasshopper carolleth clearly;

Deeply the wood-dove coos; shrilly the owlet halloos;

Winds creep; dews fall chilly: in her first sleep earth breathes stilly:

Over the pools in the burn water-gnats murmur and mourn.

Sadly the far kine loweth; the glimmering water outfloweth;

Twin peaks shadow'd with pine slope to the dark hyaline.

Low-throned Hesper is stayed between the two peaks; but the Naiad

Throbbing in mild unrest holds him beneath in her breast.

The ancient poetess singeth that Hesperus all things bringeth,

Smoothing the wearied mind: bring me my love, Rosalind.

Thou comest morning or even; she cometh not morning or even.

False-eyed Hesper, unkind, where is my sweet Rosalind?




利奥体挽歌
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暗去的宽阔山谷中，微风低低地在吹动；

枝干黑苍苍的松树间，只见远处波光闪。

小河淌过高高的白杨，潺潺地朝下流淌，

漫过灯心草花丛，漫进蔷薇花的花荫中。

牧羊狗的吠声欢愉，蝈蝈儿啼唱着清曲，

野鸽子低声在咕咕，小猫头鹰尖声号呼。

柔风吹落凉露滴，初眠中大地轻轻呼吸；

溪水淌过的小潭上，飞虫群嗡嗡嗡哀唱。

哞哞牛叫声悲而远，盈盈的水波多潋滟，

被松林遮暗的双峰，耸向黯淡了的碧空。

金星低回在双峰间君临一切，但女河仙

凭微微忐忑的激动，搂他在水下的怀中。

那古代女诗家爱唱：他把万物带到世上，
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来安慰疲惫的心；请带来我爱人罗莎琳。

你清晨黄昏总出现，但她晨昏时总不见。

有眼无珠的凶金星，哪里是我的罗莎琳？



注释







【1】


 利奥体是中世纪的拉丁诗体，每行多为六音步，行中常有一顿，行末的词与行中的词押韵。






【2】


 这位诗家指希腊女诗人萨福，其诗中有“他把万物带到世上，来安慰疲惫的心”之语。





The Kraken



Below the thunders of the upper deep,

Far, far beneath in the abysmal sea,

His ancient, dreamless, uninvaded sleep

The Kraken sleepeth: faintest sunlights flee

About his shadowy sides; above him swell

Huge sponges of millennial growth and height;

And far away into the sickly light,

From many a wondrous grot and secret cell

Unnumber 'd and enormous polypi

Winnow with giant arms the slumbering green.

There hath he lain for ages, and will lie

Battening upon huge sea-worms in his sleep,

Until the latter fire shall heat the deep;

Then once by man and angels to be seen,

In roaring he shall rise and on the surface die.




海怪
 



【1】









在深邃天穹的万钧雷霆之下，

在海底沟壑最深最深的地方，

这海中怪兽万古无梦地睡着，

睡得不受侵扰。幽微的阳光

飘忽在它影影绰绰的身躯边，

它上方是生长千年的大海绵；

悠悠远远的幽微惨淡光线中，

从许多奇特岩穴和隐蔽洞窟，

无数硕大无朋的章鱼往外涌，

来用巨腕扇这酣睡的绿怪兽。

它睡了多少世纪，但是它还要

边睡边吃大海虫把自己养胖，

直到末日的烈火烧烫了海洋；
 


【2】






这时它咆哮着升到水面死亡：

就这么一次被人和天使看到。



注释







【1】


 据传说，挪威海域中这种怪兽是动物中最大也最令人吃惊的，可撞沉战舰。






【2】


 据《圣经》说，到世界末日“有形质的都要被烈火销化，地和其上的物都要烧尽了”（《新约全书·彼得后书》3章10节）。《新约全书·启示录》8章8—9节中又说，那时“就有仿佛火烧着的大山扔在海中；海的二分之一变成血，海中的活物死了三分之一”。





Mariana



'Mariana in the moated grange.'

— Measure for Measure






With blackest moss the flower-plots

Were thickly crusted, one and all;

The rusted nails fell from the knots

That held the pear to the gable-wall.

The broken sheds look'd sad and strange:

Unlifted was the clinking latch;

Weeded and worn the ancient thatch

Upon the lonely moated grange.


She only said, 'My life is dreary,




He cometh not,' she said;




She said, 'I am aweary, aweary,




I would that I were dead!'







Her tears fell with the dews at even;

Her tears fell ere the dews were dried;

She could not look on the sweet heaven,

Either at morn or eventide.

After the flitting of the bats,

When thickest dark did trance the sky,

She drew her casement-curtain by,

And glanced athwart the glooming flats.


She only said, 'The night is dreary,




He cometh not,' she said;




She said, 'I am aweary, aweary,




I would that I were dead!'







Upon the middle of the night,

Waking she heard the night-fowl crow;

The cock sung out an hour ere light;

From the dark fen the oxen's low

Came to her; without hope of change,

In sleep she seem'd to walk forlorn,

Till cold winds woke the gray-eyed morn

About the lonely moated grange.


She only said, 'The day is dreary,




He cometh not,' she said;




She said, 'I am aweary, aweary,




I would that I were dead!'







About a stone-cast from the wall

A sluice with blacken'd waters slept,

And o'er it many, round and small,

The cluster'd marish-mosses crept.

Hard by a poplar shook alway,

All silver-green with gnarled bark:

For leagues no other tree did mark

The level waste, the rounding gray.


She only said, 'My life is dreary,




He cometh not,' she said;




She said, 'I am aweary, aweary,




I would that I were dead!'







And ever when the moon was low,

And the shrill winds were up and away,

In the white curtain, to and fro,

She saw the gusty shadow sway.

But when the moon was very low,

And wild winds bound within their cell,

The shadow of the poplar fell

Upon her bed, across her brow.


She only said, 'The night is dreary,




He cometh not,' she said;




She said, 'I am aweary, aweary,




I would that I were dead!'







All day within the dreamy house,

The doors upon their hinges creak'd;

The blue fly sung in the pane; the mouse

Behind the mouldering wainscot shriek'd,

Or from the crevice peer'd about.

Old faces glimmer'd thro' the doors,

Old footsteps trod the upper floors,

Old voices called her from without.


She only said, 'My life is dreary,




He cometh not,' she said;




She said, 'I am aweary, aweary,




I would that I were dead!'







The sparrow's chirrup on the roof,

The slow clock ticking, and the sound

Which to the wooing wind aloof

The poplar made, did all confound

Her sense; but most she loathed the hour

When the thick-moted sunbeam lay

Athwart the chambers, and the day

Was sloping toward his western bower.


Then, said she, 'I am very dreary,




He will not come,' she said;




She wept, 'I am aweary, aweary,




Oh God, that I were dead!'






玛丽安娜



“玛丽安娜在围有水沟的农舍里。”
 


【1】







——《一报还一报》






黑黢黢苔藓厚厚的一层

将整整一片花床全盖没，

把梨树拉向山墙的粗绳、

系绳的铁钉都锈烂掉落。

残破的棚屋冷寂又古怪；

围有水沟的农舍多凄清——

野草长满破旧的茅草顶，

丁当作响的门闩没拉开。


她只说，“我的生活多悲惨，




这人不来了，”她说道；




她说道，“我感到厌倦、厌倦，




我但愿死去了才好！”







她到了傍晚就泣不成声，

眼泪要流到露水都干掉；

无论在早晨还是在黄昏，

要她看晴空她可办不到。

要到蝙蝠都出来翻飞时，

要到黢黑的夜色掩苍天，

这时她才把窗帘拉一边，

看看窗外的黑沉沉洼地。


她只说，“这黑夜真是悲惨，




这人不来了，”她说道；




她说道，“我感到厌倦、厌倦，




我但愿死去了才好！”







躺到半夜里再也睡不着，

她听见夜啼鸟雀的啁啾；

天明前一小时公鸡啼晓，

昏黑沼泽地里的那些牛

也哞哞在叫：仍然没希望，

她恍若在梦中独自徘徊，

直到那凄清农舍的四外

冷风吹醒了灰蒙蒙曙光。


她只说，“这个白天多悲惨，




这人不来了，”她说道；




她说道，“我感到厌倦、厌倦，




我但愿死去了才好！”







离墙约投石之遥的地方，

水闸里拦着发黑的死水；

有多少泽地苔藓漂水上，

又小又圆，一簇簇一堆堆；

边上是棵银青色白杨树，

节节瘤瘤的它不停抖颤；

在这片灰沉沉平坦荒原，

方圆几十里树只此一株。


她只说，“我的生活多悲惨，




这人不来了，”她说道；




她说道，“我感到厌倦、厌倦，




我但愿死去了才好！”







每一次月亮低挂在夜天，

尖啸的烈风刮起或平息；

透过左右飘动的白窗帘，

她看见树影在风中摇曳。

但是在月亮很低的时候，

当狂风幽禁在洞穴里面，
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白杨的影子便投进房间，

落在她床上，横在她额头。


她只说，“这黑夜真是悲惨，




这人不来了，”她说道；




她说道，“我感到厌倦、厌倦，




我但愿死去了才好！”







这屋子里整日朦朦胧胧，

门上的铰链都吱吱嘎嘎；

绿头蝇贴着窗玻璃嗡嗡，

发霉的墙板后耗子叽喳，

有时从缝隙还伸头窥探。

旧时的脸儿在门前闪过，

旧时的脚步在楼上走过，

旧时的嗓音在门外呼唤。


她只说，“我的生活真悲惨，




这人不来了，”她说道；




她说道，“我感到厌倦、厌倦，




我但愿死去了才好！”







屋顶上麻雀的唧唧喳喳，

时钟悠缓的滴答，白杨树

对求爱之风的冷冷应答，

这些都使她神智变模糊；

但是最惹她生厌的时光，

是阳光中间满含着微尘

照进她居室，是夕阳一轮

斜斜地溜进其西天卧房。


这时候她说，“我可真悲惨，




这人不会来，”她说道；




她哭道，“我感到厌倦、厌倦，




上帝啊，我死了才好！”





注释







【1】


 莎士比亚《一报还一报》中，玛丽安娜在农舍中等候情人（III. I, 277），但情人抛弃了她。本诗中的人物与之并无关系，诗人只是以此题材抒写被遗弃女子的凄苦。






【2】


 根据罗马伟大诗人维吉尔（公元前70—前19）的说法，风神埃俄罗斯是把风关在洞穴里的。





Recollections of the Arabian Nights



When the breeze of a joyful dawn blew free

In the silken sail of infancy,

The tide of time flow'd back with me,

The forward-flowing tide of time;

And many a sheeny summer-morn,

Adown the Tigris I was borne,

By Bagdat's shrines of fretted gold,

High-walled gardens green and old;

True Mussulman was I and sworn,

For it was in the golden prime


Of good Haroun Alraschid.







Anight my shallop, rustling thro'

The low and bloomed foliage, drove

The fragrant, glistening deeps, and clove

The citron-shadows in the blue;

By garden porches on the brim,

The costly doors flung open wide,

Gold glittering thro' lamplight dim,

And broider'd sofas on each side.

In sooth it was a goodly time,

For it was in the golden prime


Of good Haroun Alraschid.







Often, where clear-stemm'd platans guard

The outlet, did I turn away

The boat-head down a broad canal

From the main river sluiced, where all

The sloping of the moonlit sward

Was damask-work, and deep inlay

Of braided blooms unmown, which crept

Adown to where the water slept.

A goodly place, a goodly time,

For it was in the golden prime


Of good Haroun Alraschid.







A motion from the river won

Ridged the smooth level, bearing on

My shallop thro' the star-strown calm,

Until another night in night

I enter'd, from the clearer light,

Imbower'd vaults of pillar'd palm,

Imprisoning sweets, which, as they clomb

Heavenward, were stay'd beneath the dome

Of hollow boughs. A goodly time,

For it was in the golden prime


Of good Haroun Alraschid.







Still onward; and the clear canal

Is rounded to as clear a lake.

From the green rivage many a fall

Of diamond rillets musical,

Thro' little crystal arches low

Down from the central fountain's flow

Fallen silver-chiming, seemed to shake

The sparkling flints beneath the prow.

A goodly place, a goodly time,

For it was in the golden prime


Of good Haroun Alraschid.







Above thro' many a bowery turn

A walk with vary-colored shells

Wander'd engrain'd. On either side

All round about the fragrant marge

From fluted vase, and brazen urn

In order, eastern flowers large,

Some dropping low their crimson bells

Half-closed, and others studded wide

With disks and tiars, fed the time

With odor in the golden prime


Of good Haroun Alraschid.







Far off, and where the lemon grove

In closest coverture upsprung,

The living airs of middle night

Died round the bulbul as he sung;

Not he, but something which possess'd

The darkness of the world, delight,

Life, anguish, death, immortal love,

Ceasing not, mingled, unrepress'd,

Apart from place, withholding time,

But flattering the golden prime


Of good Haroun Alraschid.







Black the garden-bowers and grots

Slumber'd; the solemn palms were ranged

Above, unwoo'd of summer wind;

A sudden splendor from behind

Flush'd all the leaves with rich gold-green,

And, flowing rapidly between

Their interspaces, counterchanged

The level lake with diamond-plots

Of dark and bright. A lovely time,

For it was in the golden prime


Of good Haroun Alraschid.







Dark-blue the deep sphere overhead,

Distinct with vivid stars inlaid,

Grew darker from that under-flame;

So, leaping lightly from the boat,

With silver anchor left afloat,

In marvel whence that glory came

Upon me, as in sleep I sank

In cool soft turf upon the bank,

Entranced with that place and time,

So worthy of the golden prime


Of good Haroun Alraschid.







Thence thro' the garden I was drawn —

A realm of pleasance, many a mound,

And many a shadow-chequer'd lawn

Full of the city's stilly sound,

And deep myrrh-thickets blowing round

The stately cedar, tamarisks,

Thick rosaries of scented thorn,

Tall orient shrubs, and obelisks

Graven with emblems of the time,

In honor of the golden prime


Of good Haroun Alraschid.







With dazed vision unawares

From the long alley's latticed shade

Emerged, I came upon the great

Pavilion of the Caliphat.

Right to the carven cedarn doors,

Flung inward over spangled floors,

Broad-based flights of marble stairs

Ran up with golden balustrade,

After the fashion of the time,

And humour of the golden prime


Of good Haroun Alraschid.







The fourscore windows all alight

As with the quintessence of flame,

A million tapers flaring bright

From twisted silvers look'd to shame

The hollow-vaulted dark, and stream'd

Upon the mooned domes aloof

In inmost Bagdat, till there seem'd

Hundreds of crescents on the roof

Of night new-risen, that marvellous time

To celebrate the golden prime


Of good Haroun Alraschid.







Then stole I up, and trancedly

Gazed on the Persian girl alone,

Serene with argent-lidded eyes

Amorous, and lashes like to rays

Of darkness, and a brow of pearl

Tressed with redolent ebony,

In many a dark delicious curl,

Flowing beneath her rose-hued zone;

The sweetest lady of the time,

Well worthy of the golden prime


Of good Haroun Alraschid.







Six columns, three on either side,

Pure silver, underpropt a rich

Throne of the massive ore, from which

Down-droop'd, in many a floating fold,

Engarlanded and diaper'd

With inwrought flowers, a cloth of gold.

Thereon, his deep eye laughter-stirr'd

With merriment of kingly pride,

Sole star of all that place and time,

I saw him — in his golden prime,


THE GOOD HAROUN ALRASCHID.






对《天方夜谭》的思忆



当欢快自在的黎明之风

把童年的丝绸篷帆吹送，

时光之流不再向前流动，

却随我一起退向了往昔：

在许多晴朗夏日的清晓，

我沿底格里斯河一路漂，

漂过饰金的巴格达神殿、

漂过古老的高墙绿花园；

而我虔诚地信伊斯兰教，

因为，这是金灿灿的盛世——


正值哈伦·赖世德好时代。
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我的轻舟窸窣在夜色中，

在低低的花叶荫下穿过，

犁破芬芳的蓝莹莹细波，

裁开水面的香橼树倒影；

河边花园里处处是柱廊，

贵重的门扉一扇扇洞开，

幽幽的灯火中金光闪亮，

锦绣的沙发两边各一排；

这可真是个美好的往日，

因为，这是金灿灿的盛世——


正值哈伦·赖世德好时代。







在树干光洁的梧桐岸旁，

在河道连着运河的地方，

我常转过船头驶过水闸，

沿宽阔的运河顺流而下；

两边坡岸上的月下草地

像大马士革锦缎，镶嵌着

密叶繁花，这锦缎铺满了

两岸，同沉睡的河水相接。

美好的地方，美好的往日，

因为，这是金灿灿的盛世——


正值哈伦·赖世德好时代。







溜平的河面上一阵涌动，

激起了涟漪，送我的轻舟

穿过洒遍了星星的清幽，

进入黑夜另一种黑暗中；

这是柱子般的高耸棕榈

聚成了穹顶，遮去了星光，

笼住了上扬的流芳溢香，

让其在枝桠间流连不去。

这可是多么美好的往日，

因为，这是金灿灿的盛世——


正值哈伦·赖世德好时代。







再一路往前，清澈的运河

渐渐开阔得像清澈的湖。

绿岸上，当中那清泉分出

多少琤琤泻下的小瀑布——

彩虹下，珠玉般洒落水中，

水下那卵石也像在晃动，

仿佛在船头下的流水中

闪闪的河卵石也被摇动。

美好的地方，美好的往日，

因为，这是金灿灿的盛世——


正值哈伦·赖世德好时代。







用斑斓贝壳铺就的花径，

在岸上树荫里蜿蜒伸展。

这条香喷喷的花径两边，

处处是整齐的铜缸石瓶；

那里面硕大的东方名花

有的低垂着半开半闭的

绯红蓓蕾，有的却密密地

开着盘形和冠冕状奇葩，

把它们芬芳馥郁的气息

不断添入金灿灿的盛世——


正值哈伦·赖世德好时代。







远处是挺立的柠檬树丛，

在树丛繁茂隐蔽的深处，

当波斯夜莺亮出了歌喉，

周围的午夜已寂然无声；

未必就是它，也许是某种

充溢在夜色之中的东西，

混合着生死苦乐和至情；

它不会停止也不受压抑，

不受地点和时间的限制，

只是颂扬金灿灿的盛世——


正值哈伦·赖世德好时代。







亭榭黑黝黝，壁龛在沉睡，

肃穆的棕榈树绵延其上——

因没有夏风抚爱的轻吹；

突然树后亮起辉煌的光，

把树叶全染得如金似碧，

又穿过枝枝叶叶的空隙，

照到了波平如镜的湖面——

在那片明明暗暗中撒遍

晶亮的钻石。可爱的往日，

因为，这是金灿灿的盛世——


正值哈伦·赖世德好时代。







头上的深蓝色高远天穹

本因镶嵌的明星而清朗，

在灯火映衬中显得幽暗；

于是一纵身我轻轻上岸，

让小船凭银锚泊在水上；

这时壮美瑰丽的神奇感

攫住了我，我像在睡梦中

躺到岸上凉凉的芳草间——

那地方、那时光令我沉迷，

称得上是金灿灿的盛世——


正值哈伦·赖世德好时代。







我被吸引着走在花园里；
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这游憩之处多的是小丘，

多的是树影斑驳的草地，

而市廛之声在隐隐飘悠；

开着花的森森没药树丛

围住挺拔的雪松和柽柳，

围住香气四溢的玫瑰花，

还有东方灌木和方尖塔；

塔上雕刻的文字和图饰，

颂扬和纪念金灿灿盛世——


正值哈伦·赖世德好时代。







我在花格栅荫蔽下走着，

不觉走过了长长的小径；

我睁着迷糊蒙眬的眼睛，

来到哈里发那座悦目阁。

雕花的杉木门朝里开启，

门前闪闪发光的地板上

有着宽阔的白云石阶梯，

阶梯的栏杆辉耀着金光——

全是当时的风格和样式，

因为，这是金灿灿的盛世——


正值哈伦·赖世德好时代。







八十扇窗户里灯火通明，

仿佛烧的是蜡粹和油精；

从螺旋形的纯银烛台上，

万千支蜡烛的明亮光芒

让穹顶的幽暗无地自容，

还照向高踞巴格达中央，

让月下那些寺庙圆屋顶

像夜空初升的百千新月，

来庆贺点缀那神奇往日，

因为，这是金灿灿的盛世——


正值哈伦·赖世德好时代。







我着迷似地悄悄走上前，

凝视那孤独的波斯姑娘：
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她眼睑白如银，神情安详，

明眸中脉脉含情，那睫毛

黑得发亮，珍珠般的额角

披着黑檀似的长长香发——

一个个黑油油奇妙发卷

飘垂在玫瑰般面颊之下。

她是当时最可爱的女子，

完全配得上金灿灿盛世——


正值哈伦·赖世德好时代。







两边各三条纯银的支柱，

托起一个沉甸甸金宝座；

在这富丽堂皇的宝座上，

垂挂着金线编成的织物；

织物上有着飘动的褶子，

有着绣出或编成的花朵。

座上人的眼里洋溢笑意，

显出王者的尊严和欢畅——

我看到那里唯一的红日，

当时正是他金灿灿盛世——



正值哈伦·赖世德好时代。






注释







【1】


 哈伦·赖世德是公元786年—809年在位的阿拔斯王朝第五代哈里发，因赫赫武功而有“赖世德”（意为“指引正道者”）称号，帝国版图起自西地中海迄于印度。他是欧洲查理大帝同时代人，以爱好诗歌、音乐著称，但并非伟大君主。而巴格达762年建城后财富源源流入，到哈伦时代穷奢极欲已达空前程度，《天方夜谭》中的描写有一定真实性。本诗同《玛丽安娜》一样重文字描绘，图景绚丽多姿而富于音乐性。






【2】


 据说，哈伦·赖世德有解颐消愁的御花园，称陶陶园，其中观景楼名为恺乐宫和悦目阁。






【3】


 这位波斯美女是《天方夜谭》中的人物。





The Poet



The poet in a golden clime was born,


With golden stars above;



Dower'd with the hate of hate, the scorn of scorn,


The love of love.







He saw thro' life and death, thro' good and ill,


He saw thro' his own soul.



The marvel of the everlasting will,


An open scroll,







Before him lay; with echoing feet he threaded


The secretest walks of fame:



The viewless arrows of his thoughts were headed


And wing'd with flame,







Like Indian reeds blown from his silver tongue,


And of so fierce a flight,



From Calpe unto Caucasus they sung,


Filling with light







And vagrant melodies the winds which bore


Them earthward till they lit;



Then, like the arrow-seeds of the field flower,


The fruitful wit







Cleaving took root, and springing forth anew


Where'er they fell, behold,



Like to the mother plant in semblance, grew


A flower all gold,







And bravely furnish'd all abroad to fling


The winged shafts of truth,



To throng with stately blooms the breathing spring


Of Hope and Youth.







So many minds did gird their orbs with beams,


Tho' one did fling the fire;



Heaven flow'd upon the soul in many dreams


Of high desire.







Thus truth was multiplied on truth, the world


Like one great garden show'd,



And thro' the wreaths of floating dark up-curl'd,


Rare sunrise flow'd.







And Freedom rear'd in that august sunrise


Her beautiful bold brow,



When rites and forms before his burning eyes


Melted like snow.







There was no blood upon her maiden robes


Sunn'd by those orient skies;



But round about the circles of the globes


Of her keen eyes







And in her raiment's hem was traced in flame


Wisdom, a name to shake



All evil dreams of power — a sacred name.


And when she spake,







Her words did gather thunder as they ran,


And as the lightning to the thunder



Which follows it, riving the spirit of man,


Making earth wonder,







So was their meaning to her words. No sword


Of wrath her right arm whirl'd,



But one poor poet's scroll, and with his
 word


She shook the world.






诗人



诗人在一片金色的地方诞生，


天上是金色的星星；



他天生有对爱的爱、对恨的恨、


对嘲弄的嘲弄。







他已看穿了善恶，看穿了生死，


自己的灵魂也看穿。



那种永世长存的奇妙的意志


像展开的文卷







摊在他面前：他发回声的脚步


穿行在声誉的秘径，



他的思想有火的翅膀和箭镞，


这种箭虽无形，







一从他的银舌芦笛般地射出，


便迅猛异常地飞去，



挟着歌声从卡尔琵飞到高加索，
 


【1】







把飘忽的乐曲







和光明注满了运载它们的风，


一直到它们着了地；



随后，像田间野葩的四飞花种，


这丰硕的才智







穿空而行并在落地处扎下根，


又重新爆出了嫩芽，



你看，长得就像是原先的母本，


又开出金色花，







然后向四周提供那真理之箭，


让它们凭箭羽飞翔，



又让充满希望和生机的春天


把繁花开个畅。







多少种头脑能够使眼睛有神，


有一种使之带火光。



苍天对他的灵魂注入多少梦——


哦崇高的理想。







这样，真理就成倍成倍地繁茂，


世界便像个大花圃，



而透过浮荡夜色的团团笼罩，


是罕见的日出。







庄严的日出中，自由女神竖起


美丽又无畏的双眉，



这时诗人的火眼前，惯例虚礼


都像雪化为水。







东方曙光照耀那童贞的女神，


她袍上没一点血污；



但是瞧她那一双犀利的眼睛，


围绕着她眼珠，







还有她裙子边也带智慧之火——


智慧是神圣的名字，



能够把梦想权力的恶念攻破。


而当她说话时，







她那滔滔的话语积聚起风雷；


像闪电同雷的关系，



总先闪后劈，撕扯开人的思维，


叫大地也惊奇；







同样，她的话也有这样的意义，


她不挥愤怒的刀剑，



只拿可怜诗人的诗卷，凭这诗


她震撼这人间。





注释







【1】


 卡尔琵又译卡尔佩，有多处地方以此为名，这里似指直布罗陀 。





Mine Be the Strength of Spirit



Mine be the strength of spirit, full and free,

Like some broad river rushing down alone,

With the selfsame impulse wherewith he was thrown

From his loud fount upon the echoing lea; —

Which with increasing might doth forward flee

By town, and tower, and hill, and cape, and isle,

And in the middle of the green salt sea

Keeps his blue waters fresh for many a mile.

Mine be the power which ever to its sway

Will win the wise at once, and by degrees

May into uncongenial spirits flow;

Even as the warm gulf-stream of Florida

Floats far away into the Northern seas

The lavish growths of southern Mexico.




愿我精神的力量
 



【1】









愿我精神的力量充沛而自由，

像一条大江独自奔腾向前方；

凭着自始至终推动它的力量，

从响着喧嚣回声的草地源头

越来越浩荡地流过城堡塔楼，

流过城镇和山丘、海角和岛屿，

最后，它蓝蓝的水方圆好多里

仍在碧绿的咸水中清冽可口。

愿我永远能够有一种影响力，

能立即赢得智者，能逐步逐步

进入志趣相异者的思维之中；

就像是佛罗里达温暖的湾流
 


【2】






挟着墨西哥南部丰饶的天物，

往北方诸海的遥远深处漂送。



注释







【1】


 本诗是作者早期创作的一首十四行诗。






【2】


 墨西哥湾流是暖流，从佛罗里达海峡流向欧洲西北部海域。





The Lady of Shalott





Part I



On either side the river lie

Long fields of barley and of rye,

That clothe the wold and meet the sky;

And thro' the field the road runs by


To many-tower'd Camelot;



And up and down the people go,

Gazing where the lilies blow

Round an island there below,


The island of Shalott.







Willows whiten, aspens quiver,

Little breezes dusk and shiver

Thro' the wave that runs for ever

By the island in the river


Flowing down to Camelot.



Four gray walls, and four gray towers,

Overlook a space of flowers,

And the silent isle imbowers


The Lady of Shalott.







By the margin, willow-veil'd,

Slide the heavy barges trail'd

By slow horses; and unhail'd

The shallop flitteth silken-sail'd


Skimming down to Camelot:



But who hath seen her wave her hand?

Or at the casement seen her stand?

Or is she known in all the land,


The Lady of Shalott?







Only reapers, reaping early

In among the bearded barley,

Hear a song that echoes cheerly

From the river winding clearly,


Down to tower'd Camelot;



And by the moon the reaper weary,

Piling sheaves in uplands airy,

Listening, whispers ''T is the fairy


Lady of Shalott.'





Part II



There she weaves by night and day

A magic web with colors gay.

She has heard a whisper say,

A curse is on her if she stay


To look down to Camelot.



She knows not what the curse may be,

And so she weaveth steadily,

And little other care hath she,


The Lady of Shalott.







And moving thro' a mirror clear

That hangs before her all the year,

Shadows of the world appear.

There she sees the highway near


Winding down to Camelot;



There the river eddy whirls,

And there the surly village-churls,

And the red cloaks of market girls,


Pass onward from Shalott.







Sometimes a troop of damsels glad,

An abbot on an ambling pad,

Sometimes a curly shepherd-lad,

Or long-hair'd page in crimson clad,


Goes by to tower'd Camelot;



And sometimes thro' the mirror blue

The knights come riding two and two:

She hath no loyal knight and true,


The Lady of Shalott.







But in her web she still delights

To weave the mirror's magic sights,

For often thro' the silent nights

A funeral, with plumes and lights


And music, went to Camelot;



Or when the moon was overhead,

Came two young lovers lately wed:

'I am half sick of shadows,' said


The Lady of Shalott.





Part III



A bow-shot from her bower-eaves,

He rode between the barley-sheaves,

The sun came dazzling thro' the leaves,

And flamed upon the brazen greaves


Of bold Sir Lancelot.



A red-cross knight for ever kneel'd

To a lady in his shield,

That sparkled on the yellow field,


Beside remote Shalott.







The gemmy bridle glitter'd free,

Like to some branch of stars we see

Hung in the golden Galaxy.

The bridle bells rang merrily


As he rode down to Camelot;



And from his blazon'd baldric slung

A mighty silver bugle hung,

And as he rode his armor rung,


Beside remote Shalott.







All in the blue unclouded weather

Thick-jewell'd shone the saddle-leather,

The helmet and the helmet-feather

Burn'd like one burning flame together,


As he rode down to Camelot;



As often thro' the purple night,

Below the starry clusters bright,

Some bearded meteor, trailing light,


Moves over still Shalott.







His broad clear brow in sunlight glow'd;

On burnish'd hooves his war-horse trode;

From underneath his helmet flow'd

His coal-black curls as on he rode,


As he rode down to Camelot.



From the bank and from the river

He flash'd into the crystal mirror,

'Tirra lirra,' by the river


Sang Sir Lancelot.







She left the web, she left the loom,

She made three paces thro' the room,

She saw the water-lily bloom,

She saw the helmet and the plume,


She look'd down to Camelot.



Out flew the web and floated wide;

The mirror crack'd from side to side;

'The curse is come upon me,' cried


The Lady of Shalott.





Part IV



In the stormy east-wind straining,

The pale yellow woods were waning,

The broad stream in his banks complaining,

Heavily the low sky raining


Over tower'd Camelot;



Down she came and found a boat

Beneath a willow left afloat,

And round about the prow she wrote



The Lady of Shalott.








And down the river's dim expanse

Like some bold seër in a trance,

Seeing all his own mischance —

With a glassy countenance


Did she look to Camelot.



And at the closing of the day

She loosed the chain, and down she lay;

The broad stream bore her far away,


The Lady of Shalott.







Lying, robed in snowy white

That loosely flew to left and right —

The leaves upon her falling light —

Thro' the noises of the night


She floated down to Camelot;



And as the boat-head wound along

The willowy hills and fields among,

They heard her singing her last song,


The Lady of Shalott.







Heard a carol, mournful, holy,

Chanted loudly, chanted lowly,

Till her blood was frozen slowly,

And her eyes were darken'd wholly,


Turn'd to tower'd Camelot.



For ere she reach'd upon the tide

The first house by the water-side,

Singing in her song she died,


The Lady of Shalott.







Under tower and balcony,

By garden-wall and gallery,

A gleaming shape she floated by,

Dead-pale between the houses high,


Silent into Camelot.



Out upon the wharfs they came,

Knight and burgher, lord and dame,

And round the prow they read her name,



The Lady of Shalott
 .







Who is this? and what is here?

And in the lighted palace near

Died the sound of royal cheer;

And they cross'd themselves for fear,


All the knights at Camelot:



But Lancelot mused a little space;

He said, 'She has a lovely face;

God in his mercy lend her grace,


The Lady of Shalott.'






女郎夏洛特





第一部



在那条河的两岸，是一片

种着大麦和黑麦的农田；

麦覆盖着平野，远接长天；

还有一条路穿行田野间


去古堡卡默洛特；
 


【1】








在那条路上，人来来往往，

把大片盛开的睡莲眺望——

花开在小岛的四面八方，


小岛就叫夏洛特。







柳树泛白光，山杨在颤抖，
 


【2】






拂过的风又是轻又是柔，

吹暗了河面，把河水吹皱；

河水在那小岛旁流啊流，

在流向卡默洛特。


那四座灰色角楼和四墙



俯视着大片开花的地方；

在这寂静小岛上的绣房


住着女郎夏洛特。
 


【3】












在岸边柳树的浓荫下面，

几匹马慢慢拖曳着大船；

没有人向这船发出呼唤，

任其双桅上张挂着丝帆


在驶向卡默洛特。



可有什么人见她挥挥手？

可有什么人见她站窗后？

她可曾流传在百姓之口——


这位女郎夏洛特？







大麦长芒刺，收割人起早，

只有他们收割时才听到，

听到轻快的歌回声缭绕——

来自那蜿蜒而去的河道


去古堡卡默洛特。



凭着月光，疲乏的收割人

在多风的高处堆垛麦捆；

他们在倾听中低语出声，


“是成仙的夏洛特。”





第二部



她在小岛上日夜织着网，

织一方色彩鲜艳的魔网；

她听到一声低语在耳旁：

若住手张望就必定遭殃——


不得望卡默洛特。
 


【4】








得遭什么殃她可弄不清，

所以她只顾织呀织不停，

其他的事情全然不经心——


这位女郎夏洛特。







整年有镜子挂在她眼前，

在清澈明净的镜子里面，

人间的种种影像频出现，

能看见蜿蜒的大路不远——


可通向卡默洛特。



她看见那里河水打着转，

看见模样粗犷的庄稼汉

和市场少女穿着红衣衫，


经过小岛夏洛特。







有时她看见鬈发小牧童

或骑马缓行的寺院高僧，

有时她看见快活姑娘们

或留长发的红衣小侍从，
 


【5】







去城堡卡默洛特；



有时在蓝莹莹的镜子里，

可看见联袂并辔的骑士；

但没一位对她矢志不移，


对这女郎夏洛特。







然而她总喜欢织她的网，

织上她那魔镜中的景象；

因为常常在寂静的晚上，

有送葬队伍，有羽饰、火光、
 


【6】







音乐去卡默洛特。



有时候月亮当空在照耀，

一对新婚的恋人会来到，

“我可讨厌这影像，”她说道——


她是女郎夏洛特。





第三部



距离她闺房一箭之遥处，

有位骑手在麦捆间驰过；

叶间筛下的阳光在闪烁，

让勇士的金甲亮得像火——


骑士叫朗斯洛特。
 


【7】








他的盾牌上闪亮着图案；

红十字骑士跪在贵妇前——

远远忽闪在金黄色田间——


傍着小岛夏洛特。







镶珠嵌宝的马勒在闪亮，

远远的像一串璀璨星光

发自那银汉耿耿的天上。

马具上的铃欢快地玎珰——


他驰向卡默洛特。



饰有纹章的斜向肩带下，

挂一只硕大的白银喇叭；

马一跑，响的是他的盔甲——


傍着小岛夏洛特。







瞧那无云的晴空万里碧，

满是珠宝的马鞍在闪熠，

那头盔和盔顶上的鸟羽

像火焰一样鲜艳又明丽，


他驰往卡默洛特。



宛若时时在紫莹莹夜间，

在簇簇明亮的星星下面，

宁静中流星划过了夜天，


掠过小岛夏洛特。







他开朗的脸上闪着阳光，

战马锃亮的蹄踏在地上；

他策马奔驰一路朝前闯，

盔下的漆黑鬈发在飘扬，


他驰向卡默洛特。



岸上的本人、河里的倒影，

一同映进那清澈的魔镜；

岸上传来了索啦啦歌声——


朗斯洛特唱着歌。







女郎离开了织机不织网，

三步两步就走过她闺房，

她看见睡莲花已经开放，

看见那盔顶的鸟羽飘扬，


她望着卡默洛特。



那网顿时飞起来朝外飘，

那镜子一裂两半就碎掉，

她喊道，“我呀已在劫难逃”——


她是女郎夏洛特。





第四部



萎黄的树林渐渐在凋零，

正在狂烈的东风里扎挣；

宽阔的河在两岸间呻吟，

城堡上，天空低沉雨淋淋，


直洒向卡默洛特。



她走下绣楼来到柳树前，

看见了泊在那里的小船，

就把几个字写在船头边：



岛上女郎夏洛特。








茫茫的河面上幽暗昏沉；

她像恍惚的大胆占卜人

预见到自己的全部不幸

却面无表情，怔怔的眼睛


遥望着卡默洛特。



天光将冥的苍茫暮色里，

她解开船索，躺下在船底，

让宽阔的河载送她远去——


载送女郎夏洛特。







她躺着，一身雪白的衣裙

宽松得忽左忽右飘不停；

伴着夜里的天籁和虫鸣，

落向她的树叶轻而又轻——


她漂向卡默洛特；



在两岸的柳坡和田野中，

小船在曲曲折折地前进，

人们听到她最后的歌声——


听到女郎夏洛特。



他们听见的歌忧郁圣洁，

一会歌声高一会歌声低，

唱到她的血渐渐地冷却，

唱到她完全丧失了视力——


空望着卡默洛特。



她随波逐流一路漂下去；

没漂到岸边第一幢屋子，

已在自己的歌声中逝去——


逝去女郎夏洛特。







白糊糊的身影显得惨白，

在小船里漂过塔楼、露台；

她无声地漂过园墙、阳台，

又漂过两岸的高门大宅，


漂进了卡默洛特。



爵爷和夫人、骑士和市民，

都来到码头上看个究竟，

并在船头上读到她芳名，



岛上女郎夏洛特。








这里是什么？这是什么人？

附近灯火通明的宫殿中，

国王举行的欢宴寂无声，

划十字的骑士个个惊恐——


尽管在卡默洛特。



但朗斯洛特沉思了一会，

说道，“她的脸长得非常美，

愿仁慈的上帝赐她恩惠——


赐给女郎夏洛特。”





注释







【1】


 卡默洛特为亚瑟王传奇中的宫廷所在地，英格兰和威尔士多处地方被认为是其原址。丁尼生喜欢中古题材，本诗是《王者之歌》中“朗斯洛特与伊莱恩”最早文本，以悦耳音韵和精细描写烘托中古气氛。






【2】


 柳叶的背面颜色很浅，风中会显出叶子背面。山杨树是白杨树的一种，微风可拂动轻盈的树叶。






【3】


 本诗可能受意大利同名传奇的启发而写。这无名女郎是夏洛特岛的贵族小姐，故以岛名称呼。






【4】


 作者另一诗中，夏洛特为朗斯洛特的盾织护盾的网，但她的爱得不到朗斯洛特回报，抑郁而死。






【5】


 小侍从称“学习骑士”，出身贵族家庭，幼年时送到其他贵族家学习有关技能。此后转（持盾）扈从（候补骑士），二十岁时如表现合格就是正式骑士。当时只有贵人可蓄长发，平头百姓只能留短发。






【6】


 这羽饰是武士头盔上装饰用羽毛。






【7】


 朗斯洛特是亚瑟王传奇中最重要的骑士。






From


 
The Miller's Daughter



It is the miller's daughter,

And she is grown so dear, so dear,

That I would be the jewel

That trembles in her ear;

For hid in ringlets day and night,

I'd touch her neck so warm and white.





And I would be the girdle

About her dainty dainty waist,

And her heart would beat against me,

In sorrow and in rest;

And I should know if it beat right,

I'd clasp it round so close and tight.





And I would be the necklace,

And all day long to fall and rise

Upon her balmy bosom,

With her laughter or her sighs;

And I would lie so light, so light,

I scarce should be unclasp'd at night.




磨坊主的女儿（选段）
 



【1】









这是磨坊主的女儿，

她长得真是千娇又百媚；

我多想变成那珠宝，

晃荡在她两个耳垂；

日夜在她的鬈发中隐藏，

挨着她洁白温暖的颈项。





我多想变成那腰带，

围住她婀娜多姿的细腰，

无论她忧愁或安恬，

让她的心贴着我跳；

为了知道它跳得可正常，

我自会紧紧缠在她身上。





我多想变成那项链，

挂在她芬芳温润的胸前；

整天里起伏个不停，

随着她欢笑或喟叹，

我要轻轻巧巧地偎着她，

让她在晚上不把我解下。



注释







【1】


 本诗是同名长诗中的著名“插曲”。维多利亚女王读完全诗后很感兴趣，于是这首诗在宫中和贵族中传开。





The Sisters



We were two daughters of one race;

She was the fairest in the face.

The wind is blowing in turret and tree.

They were together, and she fell;

Therefore revenge became me well.

O, the earl was fair to see!





She died; she went to burning flame;

She mix'd her ancient blood with shame.

The wind is howling in turret and tree.

Whole weeks and months, and early and late,

To win his love I lay in wait.

O, the earl was fair to see!





I made a feast; I bade him come;

I won his love, I brought him home.

The wind is roaring in turret and tree.

And after supper, on a bed,

Upon my lap he laid his head.

O, the earl was fair to see!





I kiss'd his eyelids into rest,

His ruddy cheek upon my breast.

The wind is raging in turret and tree.

I hated him with the hate of hell,

But I loved his beauty passing well.

O, the earl was fair to see!





I rose up in the silent night;

I made my dagger sharp and bright.

The wind is raving in turret and tree.

As half-asleep his breath he drew,

Three times I stabb'd him thro' and thro'.

O, the earl was fair to see!





I curl'd and comb'd his comely head,

He look'd so grand when he was dead.

The wind is blowing in turret and tree.

I wrapt his body in the sheet,

And laid him at his mother's feet.

O, the earl was fair to see!




姐妹俩



我俩是一个家族的姐妹，

她的脸长得比谁的都美。

风儿吹拂在塔楼和树丛间。

他俩亲近后她就失了足，

所以就只好由我来报复。

哦，这伯爵真好看！





她死后葬身于熊熊烈火；

她古老的血统遭到辱没。

风儿呼号在塔楼和树丛间。

多少个日子我日夜等待，

要寻找机会赢得他的爱。

哦，这伯爵真好看！





我备下酒宴请他来参加，

我赢得了爱，把他带回家。

风儿长啸在塔楼和树丛间。

用过了晚餐我俩上了床，

他把头贴在我的大腿上。

哦，这伯爵真好看！





我吻他眼睑让他合上眼，

他红润的脸依偎我胸前。

风儿咆哮在塔楼和树丛间。

我对他的恨地狱那样深，

我爱他的美爱得快发疯。

哦，这伯爵真好看！





我在寂静的夜里起了床，

把匕首磨得锋利又雪亮。

风儿狂吼在塔楼和树丛间。

我见他半睡半醒在呼吸，

三次举起刀扎进他心里。

哦，这伯爵真好看！





我卷着梳着他秀美头发，

这死去的他看来多潇洒。

风儿吹拂在塔楼和树丛间。

我把他遗体裹进那床单，

带去放在他母亲的脚前。

哦，这伯爵真好看！




The Palace of Art



I built my soul a lordly pleasure-house,

Wherein at ease for aye to dwell.

I said, 'O Soul, make merry and carouse,


Dear soul, for all is well.'







A huge crag-platform, smooth as burnish'd brass,

I chose. The ranged ramparts bright

From level meadow-bases of deep grass


Suddenly scaled the light.







Thereon I built it firm. Of ledge or shelf

The rock rose clear, or winding stair.

My soul would live alone unto herself


In her high palace there.







And 'while the world runs round and round,' I said,

'Reign thou apart, a quiet king,

Still as, while Saturn whirls, his steadfast shade


Sleeps on his luminous ring.'







To which my soul made answer readily:

'Trust me, in bliss I shall abide

In this great mansion, that is built for me,


So royal-rich and wide.'





＊　＊　＊　＊　＊



Four courts I made, East, West and South and North,

In each a squared lawn, wherefrom

The golden gorge of dragons spouted forth


A flood of fountain-foam.







And round the cool green courts there ran a row

Of cloisters, branch'd like mighty woods,

Echoing all night to that sonorous flow


Of spouted fountain-floods;







And round the roofs a gilded gallery

That lent broad verge to distant lands,

Far as the wild swan wings, to where the sky


Dipt down to sea and sands.







From those four jets four currents in one swell

Across the mountain stream'd below

In misty folds, that floating as they fell


Lit up a torrent-bow.







And high on every peak a statue seem'd

To hang on tiptoe, tossing up

A cloud of incense of all odor steam'd


From out a golden cup.







So that she thought, 'And who shall gaze upon

My palace with unblinded eyes,

While this great bow will waver in the sun,


And that sweet incense rise?'







For that sweet incense rose and never fail'd,

And, while day sank or mounted higher,

The light aerial gallery, golden-rail'd,


Burnt like a fringe of fire.







Likewise the deep-set windows, stain'd and traced,

Would seem slow-flaming crimson fires

From shadow'd grots of arches interlaced,


And tipt with frost-like spires.





＊　＊　＊　＊　＊



Full of long-sounding corridors it was,

That over-vaulted grateful gloom,

Thro' which the livelong day my soul did pass,


Well-pleased, from room to room.







Full of great rooms and small the palace stood,

All various, each a perfect whole

From living Nature, fit for every mood


And change of my still soul.







For some were hung with arras green and blue,

Showing a gaudy summer-morn,

Where with puff'd cheek the belted hunter blew


His wreathed bugle-horn.







One seem'd all dark and red — a tract of sand,

And some one pacing there alone,

Who paced for ever in a glimmering land,


Lit with a low large moon.







One show'd an iron coast and angry waves.

You seem'd to hear them climb and fall

And roar rock-thwarted under bellowing caves,


Beneath the windy wall.







And one, a full-fed river winding slow

By herds upon an endless plain,

The ragged rims of thunder brooding low,


With shadow-streaks of rain.







And one, the reapers at their sultry toil.

In front they bound the sheaves. Behind

Were realms of upland, prodigal in oil,


And hoary to the wind.







And one a foreground black with stones and slags;

Beyond, a line of heights; and higher

All barr'd with long white cloud the scornful crags;


And highest, snow and fire.







And one, an English home — gray twilight pour'd

On dewy pastures, dewy trees,

Softer than sleep — all things in order stored,


A haunt of ancient Peace.







Nor these alone, but every landscape fair,

As fit for every mood of mind,

Or gay, or grave, or sweet, or stern, was there,


Not less than truth design'd.





＊　＊　＊　＊　＊



Or the maid-mother by a crucifix,

In tracts of pasture sunny-warm,

Beneath branch-work of costly sardonyx


Sat smiling, babe in arm.







Or in a clear-wall'd city on the sea,

Near gilded organ-pipes, her hair

Wound with white roses, slept Saint Cecily;


An angel look'd at her.







Or thronging all one porch of Paradise

A group of Houris bow'd to see

The dying Islamite, with hands and eyes


That said, We wait for thee.







Or mythic Uther's deeply-wounded son

In some fair space of sloping greens

Lay, dozing in the vale of Avalon,


And watch'd by weeping queens.







Or hollowing one hand against his ear,

To list a foot-fall, ere he saw

The wood-nymph, stay'd the Ausonian king to hear


Of wisdom and of law.







Or over hills with peaky tops engrail'd,

And many a tract of palm and rice,

The throne of Indian Cama slowly sail'd


A summer fann'd with spice.







Or sweet Europa's mantle blew unclasp'd,

From off her shoulder backward borne;

From one hand droop'd a crocus; one hand grasp'd


The mild bull's golden horn.







Or else flush'd Ganymede, his rosy thigh

Half-buried in the eagle's down,

Sole as a flying star shot thro' the sky


Above the pillar'd town.







Nor these alone; but every legend fair

Which the supreme Caucasian mind

Carved out of Nature for itself was there,


Not less than life design'd.





＊　＊　＊　＊　＊



Then in the towers I placed great bells that swung,

Moved of themselves, with silver sound;

And with choice paintings of wise men I hung


The royal dais round.







For there was Milton like a seraph strong,

Beside him Shakespeare bland and mild;

And there the world-worn Dante grasp'd his song,


And somewhat grimly smiled.







And there the Ionian father of the rest;

A million wrinkles carved his skin;

A hundred winters snow'd upon his breast,


From cheek and throat and chin.







Above, the fair hall-ceiling stately-set

Many an arch high up did lift,

And angels rising and descending met


With interchange of gift.







Below was all mosaic choicely plann'd

With cycles of the human tale

Of this wide world, the times of every land


So wrought they will not fail.







The people here, a beast of burden slow,

Toil'd onward, prick'd with goads and stings;

Here play'd, a tiger, rolling to and fro


The heads and crowns of kings;







Here rose, an athlete, strong to break or bind

All force in bonds that might endure,

And here once more like some sick man declined,


And trusted any cure.







But over these she trod; and those great bells

Began to chime. She took her throne;

She sat betwixt the shining oriels,


To sing her songs alone.







And thro' the topmost oriels' colored flame

Two godlike faces gazed below;

Plato the wise, and large-brow'd Verulam,


The first of those who know.







And all those names that in their motion were

Full-welling fountain-heads of change,

Betwixt the slender shafts were blazon'd fair


In diverse raiment strange;







Thro' which the lights, rose, amber, emerald, blue,

Flush'd in her temples and her eyes,

And from her lips, as morn from Memnon, drew


Rivers of melodies.







No nightingale delighteth to prolong

Her low preamble all alone,

More than my soul to hear her echo'd song


Throb thro' the ribbed stone;







Singing and murmuring in her feastful mirth,

Joying to feel herself alive,

Lord over Nature, lord of the visible earth,


Lord of the senses five;







Communing with herself: 'All these are mine,

And let the world have peace or wars,

'T is one to me.' She — when young night divine


Crown'd dying day with stars,







Making sweet close of his delicious toils —

Lit light in wreaths and anadems,

And pure quintessences of precious oils


In hollow'd moons of gems,







To mimic heaven; and clapt her hands and cried,

'I marvel if my still delight

In this great house so royal-rich, and wide


Be flatter'd to the height.







'O all things fair to sate my various eyes!

O shapes and hues that please me well!

O silent faces of the Great and Wise,


My Gods, with whom I dwell!







'O Godlike isolation which art mine,

I can but count thee perfect gain,

What time I watch the darkening droves of swine


That range on yonder plain.







'In filthy sloughs they roll a prurient skin,

They graze and wallow, breed and sleep;

And oft some brainless devil enters in,


And drives them to the deep.'







Then of the moral instinct would she prate

And of the rising from the dead,

As hers by right of full-accomplish'd Fate;


And at the last she said:







'I take possession of man's mind and deed.

I care not what the sects may brawl.

I sit as God holding no form of creed,


But contemplating all.'





＊　＊　＊　＊　＊



Full oft the riddle of the painful earth

Flash'd thro' her as she sat alone,

Yet not the less held she her solemn mirth,


And intellectual throne.







And so she throve and prosper'd; so three years

She prosper'd; on the fourth she fell,

Like Herod, when the shout was in his ears,


Struck thro' with pangs of hell.







Lest she should fail and perish utterly,

God, before whom ever lie bare

The abysmal deeps of personality,


Plagued her with sore despair.







When she would think, where'er she turn'd her sight

The airy hand confusion wrought,

Wrote, 'Mene, mene,' and divided quite


The kingdom of her thought.







Deep dread and loathing of her solitude

Fell on her, from which mood was born

Scorn of herself; again, from out that mood


Laughter at her self-scorn.







'What! is not this my place of strength,' she said,

'My spacious mansion built for me,

Whereof the strong foundation-stones were laid


Since my first memory?'







But in dark corners of her palace stood

Uncertain shapes; and unawares

On white-eyed phantasms weeping tears of blood,


And horrible nightmares,







And hollow shades enclosing hearts of flame,

And, with dim fretted foreheads all,

On corpses three-months-old at noon she came,


That stood against the wall.







A spot of dull stagnation, without light

Or power of movement, seem'd my soul,

Mid onward-sloping motions infinite


Making for one sure goal;







A still salt pool, lock'd in with bars of sand,

Left on the shore, that hears all night

The plunging seas draw backward from the land


Their moon-led waters white;







A star that with the choral starry dance

Join'd not, but stood, and standing saw

The hollow orb of moving Circumstance


Roll'd round by one fix'd law.







Back on herself her serpent pride had curl'd.

'No voice,' she shriek'd in that lone hall,

'No voice breaks thro' the stillness of this world;


One deep, deep silence all!'







She, mouldering with the dull earth's mouldering sod,

Inwrapt tenfold in slothful shame,

Lay there exiled from eternal God,


Lost to her place and name;







And death and life she hated equally,

And nothing saw, for her despair,

But dreadful time, dreadful eternity,


No comfort anywhere;







Remaining utterly confused with fears,

And ever worse with growing time,

And ever unrelieved by dismal tears,


And all alone in crime.







Shut up as in a crumbling tomb, girt round

With blackness as a solid wall,

Far off she seem'd to hear the dully sound


Of human footsteps fall:







As in strange lands a traveller walking slow,

In doubt and great perplexity,

A little before moonrise hears the low


Moan of an unknown sea;







And knows not if it be thunder, or a sound

Of rocks thrown down, or one deep cry

Of great wild beasts; then thinketh, 'I have found


A new land, but I die.'







She howl'd aloud, 'I am on fire within.

There comes no murmur of reply.

What is it that will take away my sin,


And save me lest I die?'







So when four years were wholly finished,

She threw her royal robes away.

'Make me a cottage in the vale,' she said,


'Where I may mourn and pray.







'Yet pull not down my palace towers, that are

So lightly, beautifully built;

Perchance I may return with others there


When I have purged my guilt.'






艺术之宫
 



【1】









我为自己的心灵造了逍遥宫，

让它能舒服地永久居住。

我说，“亲爱的心灵，请宴乐其中，


因为这是个好去处。”







我选精铜般光洁的平顶巨岩，

它像是城堡的光亮陡壁，

从那底下丰美而平坦的草原


向昊天突兀地升起。







我牢牢把宫殿建在巨岩顶端，

让岩壁不留突起或盘梯。
 


【2】






我想，在这座高高的宫殿里面，


我心灵将独自安居。







“任我们这世界转了又转，”我说，

“你管自去做你清静的王，

就像任土星旋转，它影子安卧


在它光灿灿的环上。”
 


【3】












听我这么说，心灵当即回答道：

“请放心，我将非常欣喜地

住进去，因为这大厦为我而造，


如此地宏伟又壮丽。”





＊　＊　＊　＊　＊



在东西南北我建了四座庭院，
 


【4】






其中各有个四方的草坪；

那里，一股股飞沫溅珠的喷泉


吐自金龙的喉咙。







清凉的绿庭院四周都有回廊，

枝叶状的花饰像密林；

湍急的喷泉整夜里水声清亮，


使这里充满了回音。







屋顶之上是一圈镏金的露台，

由此可眺望远远的景物——

远及野天鹅扑翅飞去的所在，


远及海天的相接处。







四道喷泉汇成了急流一大股，

在山岭之间一路朝下涌，

涌下时溅起飘飞的濛濛水雾


阳光里辉映成彩虹。







每个细又高的尖塔上有雕像，

看来在半空里踮着脚尖；

云气从他们金杯中蒸腾而上——


是千百种异香的烟。







于是我心灵就想，“这袅袅香烟

再加长虹摇荡在阳光下，

谁还能注目凝望我这座宫殿


而不会目眩和眼花？”







因为那香烟永远在升向天上，

而且无论是天明或日落，

围栏镏金的空中露台明晃晃，


亮堂得犹如一圈火。







同样，拱券交接的凹处阴影中，

深陷的拼花彩色玻璃窗

也像是幽幽的火焰映得通红，


而上面尖顶雪雪亮。





＊　＊　＊　＊　＊



宫中多的是回声袅袅的长廊，

在拱顶下的宜人幽暗里，

我的心灵她整天高兴地来往，


进出着一间间宫室。







宫中是大小不同的殿堂阁亭，

体现出种种自然的景色；

无论我安宁的心是何种心情，


有景色能与之相合。







有些把碧绿、蔚蓝的壁毯悬挂：
 


【5】






毯上是夏日的绚烂拂晓，

身系腰带的猎手鼓起了面颊，


吹着弯弯的牛角号。







一处似乎是大片暗红色沙地，

有个人孤独地蹀躞其上——

永世在那蒙蒙亮的地方蹀躞，


衬着低垂的大月亮。







一处显示的却是铁崖和怒涛。

你几乎听见涛起又涛落，

听见其受阻后在岩洞下咆哮，


同风急的岩壁拼搏。







一处是丰沛的河水蜿蜒流淌，

河边的旷野里牛羊成群；

参差无状的雷云压在地面上，


闪电中是丝丝雨影。







一处是庄稼人正忙着在收割，

前面是人们正捆着麦束，

后面风中的坡地一片灰白色，
 


【6】







那是茂密的橄榄树。







一处描画的是火山的岩和渣——

黢黑前景后是层峦叠嶂，

缕缕白云拦着小觑人的危崖——


最高的雪峰喷火光。







一处是井井有条的英格兰家园——

比梦还柔和的灰蒙蒙曙色

洒向露莹莹的牧场、树木和农田——


这自古就是安乐窠。







还不止这些，人的每一种心情，

或甜蜜或坚定，或喜或忧，

那儿有与之相应的种种美景——


自然界有的就都有。





＊　＊　＊　＊　＊



还有傍着十字架的圣母马利亚；

阳光煦和的广袤牧场中，
 


【7】






她坐在华贵的缠丝玛瑙华盖下，


笑盈盈地抱着圣婴。







还有，在一处城垣分明的海港，

傍着镏金的管风琴一边，

天使正把熟睡的塞西莉亚凝望——


她头戴白玫瑰花冠。
 


【8】












还有簇拥在天堂门前的扈丽，
 


【9】






俯视着弥留人间的信徒，

她们的眼神手势都一个意思：


我们在把你等候。







还有神话中尤瑟受重伤的儿子
 


【10】






躺在阿瓦隆山谷佳胜处，

在绵绵起伏的绿坡上昏沉睡去——


守着他的后妃在哭。







还有用手弯在耳旁的罗马王；
 


【11】






因为没见到那林中女神，

就没法听她讲如何治国安邦——


正急着听她脚步声。







还有驮着印度神伽摩的坐骑
 


【12】






慢游在香风阵阵的暑天，

飞越过峰峦嶙峋叠出的山地，


飞越过棕榈和稻田。







还有可爱的欧罗巴，她的斗篷
 


【13】






没扣上，被风吹拂在背后；

她把那驯牛的金角抓在右手中，


报春花萎蔫在左手。







还有面孔涨红的该尼墨得斯：
 


【14】






大腿陷在雄鹰的绒羽中，

流星般飞越高柱处处的城池，


孤零零掠过了天空。







还不止；那里有种种优美传说——

都是至高的高加索心灵
 


【15】






对于大自然观察、塑造的结果——


表现出生活的实情。





＊　＊　＊　＊　＊



我把摆动的大钟挂在塔楼上，

它们自动地发金玉之声；

宝座的周围我挂上精美画像——


画的是有智慧的人。







弥尔顿就像坚强的六翼天使，

边上是温厚的莎士比亚；

而漂泊人间的但丁笑得凄迷——


他诗集紧夹在腋下。
 


【16】












那里有爱奥尼亚的诗歌之父；

他的皮肤上有万千皱褶，
 


【17】






一百载的冬雪飘在他的胸脯——


起自他面颊和下颌。







那上面有许多拱券高高耸起，

把华美富丽的顶棚托住；

顶棚上画有上下来去的天使，


都带着交换的礼物。
 


【18】












地面是精心设计的拼花云石，

是历代人类故事的写照，

是这广阔世界上各处的历史——


那拼花牢得毁不掉。







这里的人在刺棒的驱使之下，
 


【19】






像苦苦跋涉的负重驮兽；

可这里却像猛虎，竟滚着玩耍


君王的冠冕和头颅。







这里站起个健儿，强壮得足以

把暴虐砸碎或牢牢捆绑；

可这里又像个病夫卧床不起，


对任何治疗抱希望。







但她把这些踩在脚下；这时候
 


【20】






大钟敲起。她登上宝座；

锃亮的凸窗分列在她的左右，


她独自唱起她的歌。







那些凸窗高处的彩色玻璃上，

两位圣贤的面庞在俯视：

智者柏拉图和宽额头的维鲁朗，


哲人中数他们第一。
 


【21】












还有伟人像显在细细窗柱间——
 


【22】






都穿着各种古怪的服装；

他们的活动犹如喷涌的源泉，


改变了人类的趋向。







玫瑰和琥珀、翡翠和宝蓝的光

涌进她这处殿堂和眼睛，

从她的唇间，像门农看到天亮，
 


【23】







引出了滔滔的乐声。







只要在线脚纵横的石拱之中

我心灵的歌一发出回响，

就连开始其低下前奏的夜莺


都不愿再继续啼唱。







她过节似地欢乐，又唱又咕唧，

为感到自己活着而喜欢——

能主宰自然，主宰可见的世界，


还主宰其五种感官。







她在寻思：“这一切全都属于我，

世界上无论打仗或太平，

对我一样。”当清新仁厚的夜色


给暗天戴上了星星，







甜美地结束白昼愉快的操劳，

她点亮成簇成带的彩灯——

那些月亮般一颗颗镂空珠宝


满盛着油粹和蜡精——







一如天上的星月；她拍手高喊：

“我想知道我宁静的欢愉

在这般宏大富丽的皇家宝殿


可会被激发到极致。







“所有的美，满足我不同的眼光！

形态和色彩使我多欣喜！

一张张伟人智者的无声面庞


是与我同在的上帝！
 


【24】












“我这种上帝一般的与世隔绝——

每当我俯视下面那猪群，

看黑糊糊的它们活动在原野，


就感到无比的安心。







“它们为了止痒在泥塘里乱滚；

在野地里觅食、生育、睡觉，

时时还被头脑中的鬼魅愚弄，


被赶得朝大海里跳。”
 


【25】












接着，她会夸耀道德上的本能，

会把死去后的复活唠叨，

似乎那本能来自完美的命运；


直讲到最后她说道：







“我占有人们思想和行动的收获；

不管各教派会怎样争吵。

上帝般坐着并思考着一切的我


已不需要任何信条。”
 


【26】










＊　＊　＊　＊　＊



她独自安坐；这惨痛世界的谜

时时会在她的心头闪过，

但她依旧保持她庄重的欣喜，


占定她理性的宝座。







于是她繁荣昌盛，昌盛了三年，

但是在第四年她却倒下，

就像希律王，耳中刚听见叫喊，


地狱之苦已击倒他。
 


【27】












人的个性像深渊虽难以测知，

在上帝面前却永远袒露；

为了不让她完全地毁灭，上帝


就让她受绝望之苦。







不管朝哪里看，每当她要思索，

缥缈之手就写“弥尼，弥尼”，
 


【28】






就制造混乱，把她的思想王国


搅乱得四分又五裂。







她突然对孤独感到畏惧、厌恶，

这心情又使她轻视自己；

然后她又从那种心情里恢复，


就嘲笑那自我轻视。







她说，“难道这不就是我的城堡，

不就是为我建造的府第？

在我的回忆里它一直这样牢靠，


因为有坚固的石基。”







但是在她宫中的黑暗角落中

处处是飘忽的鬼魅；突然

有哭得血泪淋漓的白眼幽灵


和凄厉可怕的梦魇，







有心口包一团火的缥缈幽魂——

那额头已烂得黯淡无光——

有靠墙站的才死三个月的人，


她中午竟然会遇上。







周围是人类正在不停地走动，

朝一个确定的目标迈进，

而我的心灵呆住在那里不动，


失去了光彩和干劲。







似乎是一滩滞留岸上的海水，

在砂丘之中整夜都听到——

奔涌的大海从陆地定时撤回


随月亮涨落的银涛。







犹如不参加星斗歌舞的孤星
 


【29】






只是停在那里空自旁观，

看整个寥廓的太空不停运行，


按确定的法则运转。







她的自傲蛇一样掉头咬自己。
 


【30】






空殿里响起她的尖嗓音，

“没一点嗓音打破世上的沉寂；


只有这深深的寂静！”







随退化的黯淡土地一起退化，

全然裹在消沉的羞惭中，

躺在远离永恒上帝之处的她


空有那地位和名声；







她对生和死都是同样地憎恨，

而绝望蒙蔽了她的视力，

使她只见可怕的时间和永恒，


看不到一点点慰藉；







恐惧使得她极度慌乱又吃惊，

而这种慌乱还与时俱增，

还永远不能被凄苦的泪减轻，


独处于负罪感之中。







闭塞得就像在坍塌的坟墓里，

四周的黑暗像厚墙一堵；

她仿佛听见悠远隐约的声息——


是人们踏下的脚步。







像旅人怀着迷惘不安的心情，

慢慢地踏过异乡的土地，

听着陌生的大海在低低呻吟——


这时候月亮快升起——







却不知这是岩石崩塌的声响

或大群野兽在低沉吼叫，

还是雷声；“我发现一处新地方，”

她想，“但我快死掉。”





她高声号叫，“悔恨烧得我难过，

但回答的声音一点没有，

什么能消除我的罪孽，拯救我，


让我从死亡中得救？”







于是，等到那第四年完全结束，

她脱下身上的衮服丢掉。

她说，“替我在山谷里盖个小屋，


让我去伤心和祈祷。







“但不要推倒我那些广殿高楼，

它们造得又精致又美丽；

也许等我把罪过全都洗清后，


便可以带人来这里。”





注释







【1】


 这首寓言诗初次发表于1832年，后来改动极大。诗中人为心灵造了善、美、雅的逍遥宫，但心灵最后舍弃，只求在陋屋里哀伤和祈祷。就是说，闭眼不看人间苦难，只过自私的审美生活，到头来会失败。






【2】


 岩壁上没有这些，别人就无从攀援而上。






【3】


 土星的赤道直径约为12万公里，自转周期约为10小时34分，转速极快，而其影子不见动静（正如飞转陀螺的影子看来不动或“安卧”地上）。这节诗常用来表明丁尼生在自然科学方面的精细观察和理解。






【4】


 造得完全对称，表明各种艺术具有同等的文化价值。






【5】


 盛夏之时，大地碧绿，长天蔚蓝。






【6】


 橄榄树的叶子正面碧绿，背面呈灰白色，因而风中有此情形。






【7】


 上面一段是与心情有关的各种景色，本段是历史或传说引起的思考及心情。本行的画面常见于意大利古典大师手笔，下面两行的画面出现于多幅拉斐尔的《圣母与圣婴像》中。






【8】


 塞西莉亚是公元220年左右殉教的基督教圣徒。据说她发明风琴，其音乐才能使天使爱上她，送她天堂里的白玫瑰。绘画大师拉斐尔和凡·爱克、英国名诗人德莱顿和D. G.罗塞蒂等都有以其为题材的作品。






【9】


 据《古兰经》说，扈丽是童贞仙女，在天堂照料升天的穆斯林。






【10】


 尤瑟·潘达拉贡是传说中不列颠人领袖，其子即亚瑟王。丁尼生的《王者之歌》中，亚瑟王在最后一战中被叛徒击穿头盔受重伤，由三位后妃送往阿瓦隆（又作阿维利恩等）救治。据说阿瓦隆是萨默塞特郡一河中岛的山谷名，但古时称之为海岛，被认为是接纳受神宠爱者的“幸福岛”，在那里可以永生。






【11】


 据说努马·庞皮利乌斯为公元前715年—前673年在位的罗马王，是罗马共和国成立前七位罗马王的第二代。他的治国之道受林中女神埃吉里娅指点。后者能预知未来等，同狄安娜一样受古罗马人崇拜。






【12】


 伽摩是印度神话的爱神，夜间常骑在鹦鹉背上，在杜鹃、蜜蜂等带春日色彩的生物陪伴下飞过天空。






【13】


 欧罗巴是希腊神话中美女，宙斯化作白牛将她劫到克里特岛，生下后来都成为国王的三兄弟。






【14】


 该尼墨得斯是特洛伊的俊美王子，被化作鹰的宙斯掠去做受宠爱的侍酒童子。伦敦国立美术馆藏有提香（1488/90—1576）以此为题材的名画。下文中“高柱处处的城池”似指神殿颇多的特洛伊。






【15】


 这里涉及的都属于印欧文化，被认为是最优越的，其发源地一般认为在高加索。






【16】


 据古代希伯来说法，六翼天使特别睿智，翅膀特别有力，飞翔在上帝金座周围颂赞上帝，并将其旨意传达到世上。“诗集紧夹在腋下”的形象出自意大利大师乔托（1266/67—1337）所作但丁像。






【17】


 一般认为荷马是爱奥尼亚人（小亚细亚西岸中部）。他总是老人形象，有长须和皱纹密布的脸。






【18】


 这些天使凭沟通天上人间的雅各之梯上上下下（见《旧约全书·创世记》28章12节）。“礼物”指世人对上帝的颂赞和祈祷以及上帝对世人的祝福。






【19】


 从此行起的两节，可视为法国18世纪中叶后情形。先是旧制度的压榨，而推翻王朝和处决路易十六后是“恐怖时期”，随后是以“自由、平等、博爱”为旗帜的年轻共和国，最后放弃这旗帜，又是建立帝国、王朝复辟、实行共和，以“治疗”社会和政治的混乱。






【20】


 “把这些踩在脚下”，就是对人类走向自由过程中的奋斗不屑一顾。






【21】


 维鲁朗指弗朗西斯·培根（1561—1626），他1618年封维鲁朗男爵。据诺勒肯斯（1737—1823）所作培根胸像（在丁尼生母校的三一学院），他额头较宽。“哲人中数他们第一”句由但丁对亚里士多德评语化出。






【22】


 哥特式建筑的窗户上，彩色玻璃镶在细石柱框架上。这里是彩色玻璃拼出的伟人群像。






【23】


 门农指埃及底比斯的巨大石像，公元前27年震毁后有一异象：早晨阳光照及常发竖琴声，当时以为是门农在回答母亲黎明女神，实乃日出时温度变化、空气通过石孔而发声。公元170年修复后就不再发声。






【24】


 这里的上帝都是“人”，可见对这些上帝的崇拜只是反映了她（心灵）的自我崇拜。






【25】


 这两行内容出自《新约全书·马可福音》5章13节。






【26】


 心灵宣称不再需要任何形式的宗教信仰；由于只承认自己固有观念，就总在“思考”的高处俯视人间各种信条，觉得是相互抵触的。可见心灵此时的自我赞美已达顶点。






【27】


 典出《新约全书·使徒行传》12章21—23节，“希律不归荣耀给上帝”，便在天使惩罚下死去。






【28】


 《旧约全书·但以理书》5章中，伯沙撒王用神殿里掠来的金器大开筵席，空中显出手指并在墙上写“弥尼，弥尼”等字，但以理解释为：“上帝已经数算你国的年日到此完毕。”当夜伯沙撒被杀，国家分裂。






【29】


 古希腊的毕达哥拉斯学派最早把星体的规则运行称作“舞”，认为天体运转时会产生响亮而和谐的声音（称“天体音乐”）。故后人常以歌舞喻星球运行。






【30】


 古代西方人认为，蝎子被火围住无法逃脱就会蜇自己，因此用来象征良心谴责。这里以蛇代替蝎子，意为：她本以与世隔绝而自豪，现在却感到强烈悔恨。





Lady Clara Vere de Vere



Lady Clara Vere de Vere,

Of me you shall not win renown;

You thought to break a country heart

For pastime, ere you went to town.

At me you smiled, but unbeguiled

I saw the snare, and I retired;

The daughter of a hundred earls,

You are not one to be desired.





Lady Clara Vere de Vere,

I know you proud to bear your name,

Your pride is yet no mate for mine,

Too proud to care from whence I came.

Nor would I break for your sweet sake

A heart that dotes on truer charms.

A simple maiden in her flower

Is worth a hundred coats-of-arms.





Lady Clara Vere de Vere,

Some meeker pupil you must find,

For, were you queen of all that is,

I could not stoop to such a mind.

You sought to prove how I could love,

And my disdain is my reply.

The lion on your old stone gates

Is not more cold to you than I.

Lady Clara Vere de Vere,

You put strange memories in my head.

Not thrice your branching limes have blown

Since I beheld young Laurence dead.

O, your sweet eyes, your low replies!

A great enchantress you may be;

But there was that across his throat

Which you hardly cared to see.





Lady Clara Vere de Vere,

When thus he met his mother's view,

She had the passions of her kind,

She spake some certain truths of you.

Indeed I heard one bitter word

That scarce is fit for you to hear;

Her manners had not that repose

Which stamps the caste of Vere de Vere.





Lady Clara Vere de Vere,

There stands a spectre in your hall;

The guilt of blood is at your door;

You changed a wholesome heart to gall.

You held your course without remorse,

To make him trust his modest worth,

And, last, you fix'd a vacant stare,

And slew him with your noble birth.





Trust me, Clara Vere de Vere,

From yon blue heavens above us bent

The gardener Adam and his wife

Smile at the claims of long descent.

Howe'er it be, it seems to me,

'T is only noble to be good.

Kind hearts are more than coronets,

And simple faith than Norman blood.





I know you, Clara Vere de Vere,

You pine among your halls and towers;

The languid light of your proud eyes

Is wearied of the rolling hours.

In glowing health, with boundless wealth,

But sickening of a vague disease,

You know so ill to deal with time,

You needs must play such pranks as these.





Clara, Clara Vere de Vere,

If time be heavy on your hands,

Are there no beggars at your gate,

Nor any poor about your lands?

O, teach the orphan-boy to read;

Or teach the orphan-girl to sew;

Pray Heaven for a human heart,

And let the foolish yoeman go.




克拉拉·维利·德·维利小姐



克拉拉·维利·德·维利小姐，

你在我这里赢不到名声：

在去城里前为了找消遣，

你想伤一颗乡下人的心。

你对我微笑可骗不了我，

我看出是个陷阱就撤走；

哪怕一百位伯爵是你爹，

我也决不会把你来追求。





克拉拉·维利·德·维利小姐，

我知道你为姓氏而自豪；

而我自豪得不顾我出身——

你的还哪能同我的比较。

我也决不会因为你娇媚，

去把一往情深的心刺伤。

豆蔻年华时的纯真少女

能抵一百家贵族的纹章。





克拉拉·维利·德·维利小姐，

你得找个更柔顺的门生；

你就算主宰一切的女王，

这样的心思我不会屈从。

你曾想看看我会怎样爱，

而我的回答是嗤之以鼻。

你家古老石门上的狮子

同我对你的冷淡难相比。





克拉拉·维利·德·维利小姐，

你给我留下的回忆很怪。

自从我见到劳伦斯夭亡，

你家的椴树没三度花开。

哦，你媚眼和低声的应答：

你可真是了不起的女巫；

但他颈子前的那道痕迹，

似乎你当时却不愿一顾。





克拉拉·维利·德·维利小姐，

当他的母亲看到那样子，

做娘的自然会痛心疾首，

便说了好一些你的往事。

我听她用了个辛辣的词，

但这词讲给你听不合适；

她态度没有你这么安详——

这是你高贵姓氏的标志。





克拉拉·维利·德·维利小姐，

你家厅堂里有冤魂在看，

你家的门上有血的罪孽；

你把健全的心换成苦胆。

你无情坚持你的那一套，

使他确信他谦卑的价值，

可结果你给他一个白眼，

凭高贵的出身把他杀死。





相信我，维利·德·维利小姐，

在这覆盖我们的蓝天上，

园丁亚当和妻子在发笑，
 


【1】






因为有人自以为家世长。

不管家世长或短，依我看，

只有善良才真正是高贵。

仁爱心远重于金冠玉冕，

忠实胜过有诺曼人先辈。
 


【2】










我知道，维利·德·维利小姐，

你在你楼堂里度日如年；

你骄傲眼睛的呆滞目光

看着时刻不停的钟生厌。

你容光焕发，有财产无数，

却生着一种说不清的病；

不知道怎么去打发时间，

你势必要凭恶作剧开心。





我说，克拉拉·维利·德·维利，

要是你感到时间难打发，

难道你门前就没有乞丐，

你那土地上就没穷人家？

不妨啊，教教孤儿认认字，

或者，就教教孤女做针线，

再求上苍给一颗人的心，

对傻乎乎小民网开一面。



注释







【1】


 人类始祖亚当与夏娃在伊甸园一无所有。本诗表明作者与当时英国社会的民主意识有相通之处。






【2】


 1066年，诺曼底公爵威廉征服不列颠后，诺曼贵族成了统治者，这位小姐显然是诺曼人姓氏。





The Lotos-Eaters



'Courage!' he said, and pointed toward the land,

'This mounting wave will roll us shoreward soon.'

In the afternoon they came unto a land

In which it seemed always afternoon.

All round the coast the languid air did swoon,

Breathing like one that hath a weary dream.

Full-faced above the valley stood the moon;

And, like a downward smoke, the slender stream

Along the cliff to fall and pause and fall did seem.





A land of streams! some, like a downward smoke,

Slow-dropping veils of thinnest lawn, did go;

And some thro' wavering lights and shadows broke,

Rolling a slumbrous sheet of foam below.

They saw the gleaming river seaward flow

From the inner land; far off, three mountain-tops,

Three silent pinnacles of aged snow,

Stood sunset-flush'd; and, dew'd with showery drops,

Up-clomb the shadowy pine above the woven copse.





The charmed sunset linger'd low adown

In the red West; thro' mountain clefts the dale

Was seen far inland, and the yellow down

Border'd with palm, and many a winding vale

And meadow, set with slender galingale;

A land where all things always seem'd the same!

And round about the keel with faces pale,

Dark faces pale against that rosy flame,

The mild-eyed melancholy Lotos-eaters came.





Branches they bore of that enchanted stem,

Laden with flower and fruit, whereof they gave

To each, but whoso did receive of them

And taste, to him the gushing of the wave

Far far away did seem to mourn and rave

On alien shores; and if his fellow spake,

His voice was thin, as voices from the grave;

And deep-asleep he seem'd, yet all awake,

And music in his ears his beating heart did make.





They sat them down upon the yellow sand,

Between the sun and moon upon the shore;

And sweet it was to dream of Fatherland,

Of child, and wife, and slave; but evermore

Most weary seem'd the sea, weary the oar,

Weary the wandering fields of barren foam.

Then some one said, 'We will return no more;'

And all at once they sang, 'Our island home

Is far beyond the wave; we will no longer roam.'




食莲人
 



【1】









“鼓起勇气！”他手指陆地大声讲，

“这涨潮很快会把船冲到岸边。”

在下午时分他们来到陆地上，

那里的天气永远像下午一般。

海岸一带的空气昏沉又慵倦，

像是神困体乏的梦中人呼吸。

山谷的上空悬一轮团团玉盘；

陡峭的山崖边挂着清泉一缕，

如烟如雾，似乎流下时还时时停息。





是溪涧之地！有些像倒垂轻烟，

犹如绝薄的束绢缓缓地下落；

有些穿过摇曳的光和影闪现，

在下面变成懒洋洋一片飞沫。

从内陆流入海的河波光闪烁；

看远处，但见屹立着三座危峰——

默默的峰巅积雪上夕晖洒落；

满沾阵雨般水滴的森森乔松

在盘根错节的矮树丛中拔地高耸。





殷红的西天里，落日已经着迷，

正低回流连；通过山口能望见

远远的内陆山谷，黄黄的山地

围有棕榈树，蜿蜒的山谷中间

是种着纤细莎草的片片草原。

这里的万物似乎永远不变样！

一些面色黧黑的人围向船边——

因为背衬艳阳反显得白苍苍——

食莲人来了，眼光柔和而神情忧伤。





从那有着魔力的枣莲树干上，
 


【2】






他们连花带果地摘下了枝条，

现在把果子送给各人来分享。

但无论是谁只要收下后放到

嘴里尝一尝，遥远的汹涌波涛

就像陌生海岸的怒号和哀吟；

同伴若说话，那话声细微杳渺，

像来自坟墓；人似乎进了梦境，

却又清醒地听着心跳像是听乐音。





他们坐在岸边黄澄澄沙滩上，

在西坠太阳和东升月亮之间；

这有多甜美：能梦见故土家乡、

妻子儿女和家奴，但似乎永远

厌倦了大海，厌倦了打浆划船，

厌倦了一片荒芜的动荡水波。

有人说了声：“我们不再回家园。”

大家随即唱起来：“我们的岛国
 


【3】






远在大海那一头；我们不愿再漂泊。”



注释







【1】


 《奥德赛》（即《奥德修记》）中，特洛伊战争中的英雄、伊萨卡王奥德修斯（即罗马神话中的尤利西斯）率部回国，航行第十天被大风吹到食莲人国土。当地有“蜜甜的”莲子，食后便乐而忘忧。奥德修斯费了大劲使部下避免乐而忘返。古典作家用“食莲”喻“忘却”、“贪图安逸”等。丁尼生则写神困体乏、只求安息的情绪。诗的第一部分含五个“斯宾塞诗节”，后一部分较自由，各节行数、韵式和诗行长短不一。






【2】


 “莲”字原文Lotos （= lotus）是多种植物通称，古希腊指鼠李科的枣莲，埃及指白睡莲等。这里似指枣莲，为丛生灌木，原产南欧，果实大并含淀粉，可做面包或酿酒（据说饮后使人知足忘返）。古希腊希罗多德的《历史》中说食莲人住在利比亚海岸，如果这样，此“莲”可能来自叫做“朱朱布”的北非枣树。






【3】


 指他们故国伊萨卡岛（一译伊萨基岛），是希腊爱奥尼亚群岛的七个主要岛屿之一，面积约120平方公里。





Choric Song



There is sweet music here that softer falls

Than petals from blown roses on the grass,

Or night-dews on still waters between walls

Of shadowy granite, in a gleaming pass;

Music that gentlier on the spirit lies,

Than tired eyelids upon tired eyes;

Music that brings sweet sleep down from the blissful skies.

Here are cool mosses deep,

And thro' the moss the ivies creep,

And in the stream the long-leaved flowers weep,

And from the craggy ledge the poppy hangs in sleep.





Why are we weigh'd upon with heaviness,

And utterly consumed with sharp distress,

While all things else have rest from weariness?

All things have rest: why should we toil alone,

We only toil, who are the first of things,

And make perpetual moan,

Still from one sorrow to another thrown;

Nor ever fold our wings,

And cease from wanderings,

Nor steep our brows in slumber's holy balm;

Nor harken what the inner spirit sings,

'There is no joy but calm!' —

Why should we only toil, the roof and crown of things?





Lo! in the middle of the wood,

The folded leaf is woo'd from out the bud

With winds upon the branch, and there

Grows green and broad, and takes no care,

Sun-steep'd at noon, and in the moon

Nightly dew-fed; and turning yellow

Falls, and floats adown the air.

Lo! sweeten'd with the summer light,

The full-juiced apple, waxing over-mellow,

Drops in a silent autumn night.

All its allotted length of days

The flower ripens in its place,

Ripens and fades, and falls, and hath no toil,

Fast-rooted in the fruitful soil.





Hateful is the dark-blue sky,

Vaulted o'er the dark-blue sea.

Death is the end of life; ah, why

Should life all labor be?

Let us alone. Time driveth onward fast,

And in a little while our lips are dumb.

Let us alone. What is it that will last?

All things are taken from us, and become

Portions and parcels of the dreadful past.

Let us alone. What pleasure can we have

To war with evil? Is there any peace

In ever climbing up the climbing wave?

All things have rest, and ripen toward the grave

In silence — ripen, fall and cease:

Give us long rest or death, dark death, or dreamful ease.





How sweet it were, hearing the downward stream,

With half-shut eyes ever to seem

Falling asleep in a half-dream!

To dream and dream, like yonder amber light,

Which will not leave the myrrh-bush on the height;

To hear each other's whisper'd speech;

Eating the Lotos day by day,

To watch the crisping ripples on the beach,

And tender curving lines of creamy spray;

To lend our hearts and spirits wholly

To the influence of mild-minded melancholy;

To muse and brood and live again in memory,

With those old faces of our infancy

Heap'd over with a mound of grass,

Two handfuls of white dust, shut in an urn of brass!





Dear is the memory of our wedded lives,

And dear the last embraces of our wives

And their warm tears; but all hath suffer'd change;

For surely now our household hearths are cold,

Our sons inherit us, our looks are strange,

And we should come like ghosts to trouble joy.

Or else the island princes over-bold

Have eat our substance, and the minstrel sings

Before them of the ten years' war in Troy,

And our great deeds, as half-forgotten things.

Is there confusion in the little isle?

Let what is broken so remain.

The Gods are hard to reconcile;

'T is hard to settle order once again.

There is
 confusion worse than death,

Trouble on trouble, pain on pain,

Long labor unto aged breath,

Sore task to hearts worn out by many wars

And eyes grow dim with gazing on the pilot-stars.





But, propt on beds of amaranth and moly,

How sweet — while warm airs lull us, blowing lowly —

With half-dropt eyelid still,

Beneath a heaven dark and holy,

To watch the long bright river drawing slowly

His waters from the purple hill —

To hear the dewy echoes calling

From cave to cave thro' the thick-twined vine —

To watch the emerald-color'd water falling

Thro' many a woven acanthus-wreath divine!

Only to hear and see the far-off sparkling brine,

Only to hear were sweet, stretch'd out beneath the pine.





The Lotos blooms below the barren peak,

The Lotos blows by every winding creek;

All day the wind breathes low with mellower tone;

Thro' every hollow cave and alley lone

Round and round the spicy downs the yellow Lotos-dust is blown.

We have had enough of action, and of motion we,

Roll'd to starboard, roll'd to larboard, when the surge was seething free,

Where the wallowing monster spouted his foam-fountains in the sea.

Let us swear an oath, and keep it with an equal mind,

In the hollow Lotos-land to live and lie reclined

On the hills like Gods together, careless of mankind.

For they lie beside their nectar, and the bolts are hurl'd

Far below them in the valleys, and the clouds are lightly curl'd

Round their golden houses, girdled with the gleaming world;

Where they smile in secret, looking over wasted lands,

Blight and famine, plague and earthquake, roaring deeps and fiery sands,

Clanging fights, and flaming towns, and sinking ships and praying hands.

But they smile, they find a music centred in a doleful song

Steaming up, a lamentation and an ancient tale of wrong,

Like a tale of little meaning tho' the words are strong;

Chanted from an ill-used race of men that cleave the soil,

Sow the seed, and reap the harvest with enduring toil,

Storing yearly little dues of wheat, and wine and oil;

Till they perish and they suffer — some, 't is whisper'd — down in hell

Suffer endless anguish, others in Elysian valleys dwell,

Resting weary limbs at last on beds of asphodel.

Surely, surely, slumber is more sweet than toil, the shore

Than labor in the deep mid-ocean, wind and wave and oar;

O, rest ye, brother mariners, we will not wander more.




合唱
 



【1】









这里有甜美的音乐轻轻飘降，

轻过玫瑰花花瓣飘落在草地，

轻过在峭壁间的静静水面上、

在隐隐闪烁岩石上降下露滴，

这种音乐轻柔地抚慰着心灵，

轻过困倦的眼睑盖上困倦的眼睛；

它从极乐的天堂带来甜美的睡梦。

这里有凉滋滋厚厚苔藓，

有常春藤在苔藓上爬遍，

有叶瓣长长的花滴泪在溪涧，

还有酣睡的罂粟花在巉岩上倒悬。





为什么我们得一直压着重负，

把自己完全消耗于千辛万苦——

而其他万物困了可休息恢复？

万物有休息，为何单是我们干？

单是我们干！我们是万物之灵，

却落得永远都在哀叹，

在悲愁困苦中被抛弄个没完；

永远都不能收拢翅膀，

都不能停止漂泊流浪，

眉头得不到酣睡的圣洁抚慰；

也永远不听自己内心的歌声，

“唯有安宁是欢乐！”

辛苦的为何单单是万物之首的我们？





看哪！轻风吹拂在林中树枝上，

逗引闭着的叶瓣，催嫩芽绽放；

这嫩芽自在沐浴着午间阳光，

在月华之下蒙受夜露的滋养，

直长到色泽碧绿、叶面宽阔；

随后它变得枯黄而渐渐凋落，

飘飘荡荡地从空中落到地上。

看哪！被夏日阳光催甜的苹果

饱含甘汁，长得滚圆熟透，

然后在寂静的秋夜坠落。

在天赐的全部时日里，

花把根扎往肥沃的泥，

在那里开放、枯萎、凋落，

全不受漂泊之苦。





天穹笼罩着深蓝色海洋，

可恨的是这深蓝色天穹。

生命的终点既然是死亡，

为何生活中忙不停？

让我们自在些！时光在向前奔流，

没多久，我们的嘴便喑哑无声。

让我们自在些！世上什么能久留？

我们的一切都会被取走，会变成

可怕“往昔”中零零星星的部分。

让我们自在些！我们对邪恶斗争

有什么乐趣？到翻腾的波涛上

去翻腾个不停，能有什么安宁？

万物有休息，成熟后默默死亡：

成熟、凋落、结束；但愿给我们

长久的安息，那种昏黑的死亡或悠悠闲梦。





能听着河水流淌将有多甜美。

半合着双眼，蒙眬中入睡，

睡在半醒半梦的境界内！

流连在梦中，像那琥珀色夕照

不愿离开高处的那一丛没药；

还听着彼此间细语轻言；

一天又一天享受着莲子，

凝望着漫上沙滩的涟波漪澜

和一带弯弯的浪沫有如凝脂；

我们整个的心灵全将奉献于

淡淡萦绕在心头的一缕愁绪；

再一次生活在沉思默想的回忆中，

而我们童年时代相熟的面容

成了铜瓮里的一捧白灰——

上面还压着一个青草萋萋的土堆！





回忆中，我们婚姻生活多亲切，

妻子的临别拥抱和温暖泪滴

多亲切；但是这一切都已改变。

因为家庭的炉灶准已经冷却，
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儿辈接替了面目全非的我们，

我们一去就会像扫兴的鬼魂。

要不，就是些放肆的岛国之君
 


【3】






吞没了我们家财，而行吟诗人

为他们唱着特洛伊十年战争

和我们半被遗忘的伟大功业。

小小的岛上如今有没有纷乱？

已经破灭的就任其破灭。

天神们的旨意难以改变；

也难以重建原先的秩序。

有一些纷乱比死还不如：

磨难接磨难，痛苦叠痛苦；

长期的劳累已年老气促，

盯视导航星的眼睛已经昏花，

征战使心灵疲乏；重负怎还担得下！





但是，躺卧在奇花异草的床上，
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让暖风轻轻把我们送入梦乡，

这时，静静地半合上眼睛多美——

在一片神圣幽暗的天空下方，

凝望明晃晃的长河缓缓流淌，

淌着的是紫莹莹山麓来的水；

听着密密野藤后的岩洞之间

沾水带露的回声在荡漾——

望着被映成翡翠一般的清泉

穿过爵床的繁茂叶瓣而飞降！
 


【5】






只要听听和看看远处的海波闪闪——

摊睡在松树下，光是听听该有多舒坦。





枣莲在光秃秃的山峰下绽放，

枣莲开放在条条蜿蜒溪流旁，

风的声息整天里越吹越柔润；

在冷清的小路和空荡荡岩洞，

在香喷喷丘原，黄澄澄枣莲花粉随风飘送。

我们已经受够了操劳和漂泊的熬煎，

被恣意汹涌的浪涛掀到右舷又掀到左舷，

而在那海水里翻滚的怪兽噀着泡沫喷泉。

让我们一同起誓，今后要始终不渝：

要住在这个处处是枣莲的山谷里，

就像天神躺在山上不操心人间事。
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因为他们在琼浆边躺着，却把雷电

抛向下界的山谷，他们那金色宫殿

有云彩缭绕，围着星光闪熠的长天。

他们在那里俯视着荒原，暗自发笑；

只见灾荒饥馑、瘟疫地震、沙漠火热、海洋咆哮，

只见刀兵相击、城镇火起、深海沉船、合手祈祷。

但他们微笑，他们听出哀歌裹着音乐升腾而起，

这悲啼哀号，是诉说人类冤屈的古老故事，

这故事虽情真辞切，他们听来却毫无意义；

唱歌的是受虐待的人类，他们犁田开沟，

撒下种子，凭坚持不懈的辛劳换来丰收，

每年收小小一份麦子、葡萄酒、橄榄油；

直到去世，有些人据说还得下地狱受苦，

受无尽的苦，而另一些人住埃律西昂谷；
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终于在常春花床上歇歇累透的手和足。
 


【8】






错不了，错不了，酣睡远比劳作甜美，在岸上

远远胜过在深海大洋凭着木桨斗风浪；

休息吧，水手兄弟们，我们不愿再漂泊四方。



注释







【1】


 这部分的八节原文前依次有罗马数字I、II、III等，为节约篇幅，一律省略。






【2】


 在古代的希腊和罗马，炉灶象征家庭生活和家庭之爱。这一行意为他们已得不到家庭的温暖。






【3】


 “岛国之君”指希腊岛的君主。据《奥德赛》，萨摩斯岛等岛的君主都曾向奥德修斯的妻子求亲。






【4】


 “奇花”指传说中的不凋花，“异草”指有魔力的白花黑根仙草。据《奥德赛》，旅行者保护神曾将此草给奥德修斯，破了女巫喀耳刻的魔法，使变成猪的同伴恢复原形。






【5】


 爵床为植物，其美观的垂叶形态最早为希腊人在建筑中用作装饰图案，特别是科林斯式柱头装饰。






【6】


 希腊神话中的神都住在奥林波斯山上。据伊壁鸠鲁学派观点，天神只顾自己享乐，不管人间疾苦。






【7】


 《奥德赛》中，埃律西昂在世界尽头，被神授以永生的英雄就去这福地和乐土。






【8】


 常春花是一种百合属植物，在荷马史诗中，埃律西昂的原野上开遍这种花。





A Dream of Fair Women



I read, before my eyelids dropt their shade,

'The Legend of Good Women
 ,' long ago

Sung by the morning star of song, who made


His music heard below;







Dan Chaucer, the first warbler, whose sweet breath

Preluded those melodious bursts that fill

The spacious times of great Elizabeth


With sounds that echo still.







And, for a while, the knowledge of his art

Held me above the subject, as strong gales

Hold swollen clouds from raining, tho' my heart,


Brimful of those wild tales,







Charged both mine eyes with tears. In every land

I saw, wherever light illumineth,

Beauty and anguish walking hand in hand


The downward slope to death.







Those far-renowned brides of ancient song

Peopled the hollow dark, like burning stars,

And I heard sounds of insult, shame, and wrong,


And trumpets blown for wars;







And clattering flints batter'd with clanging hoofs;

And I saw crowds in column'd sanctuaries,

And forms that pass'd at windows and on roofs


Of marble palaces;







Corpses across the threshold, heroes tall

Dislodging pinnacle and parapet

Upon the tortoise creeping to the wall,


Lances in ambush set;







And high shrine-doors burst thro' with heated blasts

That run before the fluttering tongues of fire;

White surf wind-scatter'd over sails and masts,


And ever climbing higher;







Squadrons and squares of men in brazen plates,

Scaffolds, still sheets of water, divers woes,

Ranges of glimmering vaults with iron grates,


And hush'd seraglios.







So shape chased shape as swift as, when to land

Bluster the winds and tides the selfsame way,

Crisp foam-flakes scud along the level sand,


Torn from the fringe of spray.







I started once, or seem'd to start in pain,

Resolved on noble things, and strove to speak,

As when a great thought strikes along the brain,


And flushes all the cheek.







And once my arm was lifted to hew down

A cavalier from off his saddle-bow,

That bore a lady from a leaguer'd town;


And then, I know not how,







All those sharp fancies, by down-lapsing thought

Stream'd onward, lost their edges, and did creep

Roll'd on each other, rounded, smooth'd, and brought


Into the gulfs of sleep.







At last methought that I had wander'd far

In an old wood; fresh-wash'd in coolest dew

The maiden splendors of the morning star


Shook in the steadfast blue.







Enormous elm-tree boles did stoop and lean

Upon the dusky brushwood underneath

Their broad curved branches, fledged with clearest green,


New from its silken sheath.







The dim red Morn had died, her journey done,

And with dead lips smiled at the twilight plain,

Half-fallen across the threshold of the sun,


Never to rise again.







There was no motion in the dumb dead air,

Not any song of bird or sound of rill;

Gross darkness of the inner sepulchre


Is not so deadly still







As that wide forest. Growths of jasmine turn'd

Their humid arms festooning tree to tree,

And at the root thro' lush green grasses burn'd


The red anemone.







I knew the flowers, I knew the leaves, I knew

The tearful glimmer of the languid dawn

On those long, rank, dark wood-walks drench'd in dew,


Leading from lawn to lawn.







The smell of violets, hidden in the green,

Pour'd back into my empty soul and frame

The times when I remember to have been


Joyful and free from blame.







And from within me a clear undertone

Thrill'd thro' mine ears in that unblissful clime,

'Pass freely thro'; the wood is all thine own


Until the end of time.'







At length I saw a lady within call,

Stiller than chisell'd marble, standing there;

A daughter of the gods, divinely tall,


And most divinely fair.







Her loveliness with shame and with surprise

Froze my swift speech; she turning on my face

The star-like sorrows of immortal eyes,


Spoke slowly in her place:







'I had great beauty; ask thou not my name;

No one can be more wise than destiny.

Many drew swords and died. Where'er I came


I brought calamity.'







'No marvel, sovereign lady: in fair field

Myself for such a face had boldly died,'

I answer'd free; and turning I appeal'd


To one that stood beside.







But she, with sick and scornful looks averse,

To her full height her stately stature draws;

'My youth,' she said, 'was blasted with a curse:


This woman was the cause.







'I was cut off from hope in that sad place

Which men call'd Aulis in those iron years:

My father held his hand upon his face;


I, blinded with my tears,







'Still strove to speak: my voice was thick with sighs

As in a dream. Dimly I could descry

The stern black-bearded kings with wolfish eyes,


Waiting to see me die.







'The high masts flicker'd as they lay afloat;

The crowds, the temples, waver'd, and the shore;

The bright death quiver'd at the victim's throat —


Touch'd — and I knew no more.'







Whereto the other with a downward brow:

'I would the white cold heavy-plunging foam,

Whirl'd by the wind, had roll'd me deep below,


Then when I left my home.'







Her slow full words sank thro' the silence drear,

As thunder-drops fall on a sleeping sea:

Sudden I heard a voice that cried, 'Come here,


That I may look on thee.'







I turning saw, throned on a flowery rise,

One sitting on a crimson scarf unroll'd;

A queen, with swarthy cheeks and bold black eyes,


Brow-bound with burning gold.







She, flashing forth a haughty smile, began:

'I govern'd men by change, and so I sway'd

All moods. 'T is long since I have seen a man.


Once, like the moon, I made







'The ever-shifting currents of the blood

According to my humor ebb and flow.

I have no men to govern in this wood:


That makes my only woe.







'Nay — yet it chafes me that I could not bend

One will; nor tame and tutor with mine eye

That dull cold-blooded Caesar. Prythee, friend,


Where is Mark Antony?







'The man, my lover, with whom I rode sublime

On Fortune's neck; we sat as God by God:

The Nilus would have risen before his time


And flooded at our nod.







'We drank the Libyan Sun to sleep, and lit

Lamps which out-burn'd Canopus. O, my life

In Egypt! O, the dalliance and the wit,


The flattery and the strife,







'And the wild kiss, when fresh from war's alarms,

My Hercules, my Roman Antony,

My mailed Bacchus leapt into my arms,


Contented there to die!







'And there he died: and when I heard my name

Sigh'd forth with life I would not brook my fear

Of the other; with a worm I balk'd his fame.


What else was left? look here!' —







With that she tore her robe apart, and half

The polish'd argent of her breast to sight

Laid bare. Thereto she pointed with a laugh,


Showing the aspick's bite. —







'I died a Queen. The Roman soldier found

Me lying dead, my crown about my brows,

A name for ever! — lying robed and crown'd,


Worthy a Roman spouse.'







Her warbling voice, a lyre of widest range

Struck by all passion, did fall down and glance

From tone to tone, and glided thro' all change


Of liveliest utterance.







When she made pause I knew not for delight;

Because with sudden motion from the ground

She raised her piercing orbs, and fill'd with light


The interval of sound.







Still with their fires Love tipt his keenest darts;

As once they drew into two burning rings

All beams of Love, melting the mighty hearts


Of captains and of kings.







Slowly my sense undazzled. Then I heard

A noise of some one coming thro' the lawn,

And singing clearer than the crested bird


That claps his wings at dawn:







'The torrent brooks of hallow'd Israel

From craggy hollows pouring, late and soon,

Sound all night long, in falling thro' the dell,


Far-heard beneath the moon.







'The balmy moon of blessed Israel

Floods all the deep-blue gloom with beams divine;

All night the splinter'd crags that wall the dell


With spires of silver shine.'







As one that museth where broad sunshine laves

The lawn by some cathedral, thro' the door

Hearing the holy organ rolling waves


Of sound on roof and floor







Within, and anthem sung, is charm'd and tied

To where he stands, — so stood I, when that flow

Of music left the lips of her that died


To save her father's vow;







The daughter of the warrior Gileadite,

A maiden pure; as when she went along

From Mizpeh's tower'd gate with welcome light,


With timbrel and with song.







My words leapt forth: 'Heaven heads the count of crimes

With that wild oath.' She render'd answer high:

'Not so, nor once alone; a thousand times


I would be born and die.







'Single I grew, like some green plant, whose root

Creeps to the garden water-pipes beneath,

Feeding the flower; but ere my flower to fruit


Changed, I was ripe for death.







'My God, my land, my father — these did move

Me from my bliss of life that Nature gave,

Lower'd softly with a threefold cord of love


Down to a silent grave.







'And I went mourning, "No fair Hebrew boy

Shall smile away my maiden blame among

The Hebrew mothers" — emptied of all joy,


Leaving the dance and song,







'Leaving the olive-gardens far below,

Leaving the promise of my bridal bower,

The valleys of grape-loaded vines that glow


Beneath the battled tower.







'The light white cloud swam over us. Anon

We heard the lion roaring from his den;

We saw the large white stars rise one by one,


Or, from the darken'd glen,







'Saw God divide the night with flying flame,

And thunder on the everlasting hills.

I heard Him, for He spake, and grief became


A solemn scorn of ills.







'When the next moon was roll'd into the sky,

Strength came to me that equall'd my desire.

How beautiful a thing it was to die


For God and for my sire!







'It comforts me in this one thought to dwell,

That I subdued me to my father's will;

Because the kiss he gave me, ere I fell,


Sweetens the spirit still.







'Moreover it is written that my race

Hew'd Ammon, hip and thigh, from Aroer

On Arnon unto Minneth.' Here her face


Glow'd, as I look'd at her.







She lock'd her lips; she left me where I stood:

'Glory to God,' she sang, and past afar,

Thridding the sombre boskage of the wood,


Toward the morning-star.







Losing her carol I stood pensively,

As one that from a casement leans his head,

When midnight bells cease ringing suddenly,


And the old year is dead.







'Alas! alas!' a low voice, full of care,

Murmur'd beside me: 'Turn and look on me;

I am that Rosamond, whom men call fair,


If what I was I be.







'Would I had been some maiden coarse and poor!

O me, that I should ever see the light!

Those dragon eyes of anger'd Eleanor


Do haunt me, day and night.'







She ceased in tears, fallen from hope and trust;

To whom the Egyptian: 'O, you tamely died!

You should have clung to Fulvia's waist, and thrust


The dagger thro' her side.'







With that sharp sound the white dawn's creeping beams,

Stolen to my brain, dissolved the mystery

Of folded sleep. The captain of my dreams


Ruled in the eastern sky.







Morn broaden'd on the borders of the dark

Ere I saw her who clasp'd in her last trance

Her murder'd father's head, or Joan of Arc,


A light of ancient France;







Or her who knew that Love can vanquish Death,

Who kneeling, with one arm about her king,

Drew forth the poison with her balmy breath,


Sweet as new buds in spring.







No memory labors longer from the deep

Gold-mines of thought to lift the hidden ore

That glimpses, moving up, than I from sleep


To gather and tell o'er







Each little sound and sight. With what dull pain

Compass'd, how eagerly I sought to strike

Into that wondrous track of dreams again!


But no two dreams are like.







As when a soul laments, which hath been blest,

Desiring what is mingled with past years,

In yearnings that can never be exprest


By signs or groans or tears;







Because all words, tho' cull'd with choicest art,

Failing to give the bitter of the sweet,

Wither beneath the palate, and the heart


Faints, faded by its heat.






梦中的美人



我在眼睑还没遮下来的时候

读着诗歌之晨星的《淑女传奇》——
 


【1】






他吟这支歌离现在已经很久，


这音乐传到了后世。







第一位歌手乔老的动听歌吟

预告了妙曲喷涌的光辉时期——

那伊丽莎白伟大时代的声音


其回声直响到今日。







有一段时间，对他诗艺的欣赏

使我越过了他的主题，像狂风

使浓云化不成雨，尽管我心上


对故事的印象之深







使我的双眼满噙热泪。我看见

世上每一处光线照到的地方，

美貌总是有痛苦在一旁陪伴——


手牵手下坡去死亡。







古代诗歌中名闻遐迩的妇女

明星般点缀我黑沉沉的梦境，

我听见她们被欺侮、羞辱、凌虐，


听到开战的号角声







和泼剌剌的马蹄声山鸣谷应；

我看见妇女涌进高柱的神殿，

要不就躲到云石宫殿的屋顶


或急匆匆跑过窗前；







门槛上横着尸体；魁伟的英雄们

拆着塔搂和雉堞的大块砖石，

砸向攻城车下逼近城堡的敌人；
 


【2】







还有持矛兵的伏击；







翻腾的火舌喷出热辣辣的风，

把高大的神殿大门猛地冲开；

劲风吹白浪，洒上桅杆和帆篷，


猛烈地掀动着大海；







一队队身著黄铜甲胄的武士，

死刑台、一汪无情水、各种苦痛，
 


【3】






一排排铁栅隐约的地下囚室


和肃静一片的后宫。







形象一个接一个转换得飞快，
 


【4】






就像是狂风怒涛扑向海岸时，

水花浪沫被风从波尖上扯开，


飞落平坦的沙滩地。







我决心做件大事，要仗义执言，

却似乎因一阵痛楚惊跳一下，

犹如崇高的想法在脑中一闪，


热血便涌满了脸颊。







顿时我抡起手臂要把剑劈下，

因为有个骑士在攻占的城里

掳了个美女，我得把他砍下马；


可不知是什么道理，







那些明晰的幻象被神思之流

一路冲下，在翻滚中互相碰撞，

磨掉了棱角，渐渐磨得圆溜溜，
 


【5】







被带进睡眠的汪洋。







最后，我仿佛已在古老树林中
 


【6】






漫步走了很远，而荧荧的晓星

经过凉露沐浴，在蓝天中闪动，


处女般光鲜又纯净。







巨大的榆树枝干俯下了身躯，

横在它荫下的幽暗灌丛上面，

丝绸般嫩芽长成的茸茸新绿


把弯弯的粗枝布满。







暗红的曙色已经结束其行程，

朝蒙蒙亮的大地死沉沉一笑——

在跨太阳门槛时没完全跨成，
 


【7】







就再也升不起来了。







死一般沉寂的空气毫无动静，

没有鸟雀的歌唱和溪水声响；

漆黑的墓中也难比那片树林，


尽管静得像死一样。







丛丛茉莉花伸出湿润攀援枝，

用一串串花连缀起一株株树；

而树根边的茂密葱翠草丛里，


海葵花在喷红吐朱。







这些花花和叶叶我全都见过；

也见过这泪涟涟的恹恹曙色里

露重草深的幽幽绵绵林间路


串起的一片片草地。







躲在绿草间的香堇倾吐芬芳，

注入身心空荡荡的我，勾起我
 


【8】






欢乐而无可指责的往昔时光，


那情景我依旧记得。







在那不祥的氛围里，我的心中

一声清晰的低语震响我耳鼓：

“自在地走过去，这是你的树林——


直走到你年华结束。”







终于我看到个女子静如石雕，

站在能听见我呼唤声的地方；

这位天神的闺女比凡人高挑，
 


【9】







论容貌也人间无双。







她那种丰姿让我害羞和惊奇，

把迅即涌到我嘴边的话冻住；

她悲凄的超凡星眸朝我凝视，


慢慢地把话语吐露。







“我曾是天姿国色；别问我姓氏，

没有谁能够改变命运的安排。

多少人死于刀剑。无论到哪里，


我总带去祸带去灾。”







“不足为怪，至尊的夫人，换了我

也会为这样一张脸英勇牺牲，”

我大胆地答道；接着把脸转过，


瞧站在边上那个人。
 


【10】












但她露出了厌恶、轻蔑的神色，

那修长高贵的身材站得笔挺，

说道，“我的青春因诅咒而夭折，


这女人便是我灾星。







“在那唤作奥利斯的凄惨地方，

人心似铁的年代，我哪有希望，

父王抬起手捂住了自己面庞；


而泪水蒙住我目光，







“我仍想说话，但声音充满抽泣，

像梦中欲说不能。我依稀辨出：

那些黑胡须君王等着看我死，


瞪着狼似的凶眼珠。







“泊在港口的船上，高桅在闪动，

只见人群、神庙和海岸在摇晃，
 


【11】






霍霍的刀光扑向牺牲者喉咙，


只一下，我命殒身亡。”







听了这话，另一位低着头说道，

“但愿我当时离家出走的时候，

来一阵冷风掀起白花花狂涛，


卷我去海下的深沟。”
 


【12】












她缓缓沉入阴沉沉寂静的话，

像雷雨下在沉沉入睡的海里；

“请来这里，”蓦地我听到喊声，


“让我能仔细看看你。”







我转身一瞧，花丘上一张宝座，

有人坐在摊开的猩红披巾上；
 


【13】






这女王脸微黝，额上金冠烁烁，


黑眼睛大胆又乌亮。







她闪出高傲的微笑，开始讲述：

“男人各有脾性；凭自己的善变

我摆布他们。我不见男人已久；


可一度像皎皎玉盘，







“牵动着人们时来时去的心潮，

让其按我的心意退落或涨起。

这林中只有一件事叫我苦恼；


没男人在我掌握里。







“不，还有一件，我没能使那人

回心转意；没能凭眼睛去降服

迟钝又冷血的恺撒。朋友，请问，
 


【14】







安东尼如今在何处？







“当时我同我所爱的他像神仙，

骑着命运之神的脖子多逍遥；

尼罗河，只要我们把头点一点，


那洪水就可以提早。
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“我们举杯畅饮到日落利比亚，
 


【16】






我们点的灯亮到老人星隐退。
 


【17】






我在埃及的生活啊！充满情话、


挑逗、机智和斗嘴；







“还有销魂的吻！当我的安东尼——

我罗马的海格立斯、披甲的巴克斯，
 


【18】






从惊心动魄的战场投入我怀里，


还甘愿在我怀里死！







“他真死在我怀里！最后一口气

还叫我名字；我不愿提心吊胆，

宁可被蛇咬也不让那人得意。
 


【19】







有什么办法？你看看！”







说着她拉开长袍，露出小半边

像新擦银器那样光洁的胸膛，
 


【20】






哈哈笑了笑，又用手指点了点


被毒蛇咬过的地方——







“我死了还是女王。罗马兵见到

我横尸地上，但声名永世不朽！

我依旧是头戴王冠，穿着王袍，


无愧于罗马人配偶。”







她美妙嗓音像音域宽广的诗琴，

种种感情的弹奏使之顿挫抑扬，

音调时时在变化，那丰富感情


在其中生动地流淌。







她住了口；但愉悦的我没注意，

因为她突然抬起犀利的双眼，

那眼光原先望着地，现在立即


填满了无声的空间。







那眼中就像聚集着爱神之火，

可融化帝王将相的铁石心肠；

爱神之箭若仍用这种火淬过，


那锋利将一如既往。







我慢慢回过神来，这时就听到

草地上有人唱着歌渐渐走近；

比起黎明时公鸡的扑翅啼叫，


这歌声更清亮动听。







“神圣之地以色列的急流湍湍，

时刻不停地涌出嶙峋的山凹，

那泻下溪谷的响声彻夜不断——


月明中远远能听到。







“有福之地以色列的月色溶溶，

幽蓝的沉沉夜色中清辉洒遍；

整夜里溪谷两边的嶙嶙危峰


耀得像纯银的塔尖。”







宛如是在阳光普照的草坪上，

一位冥想者听着教堂大门里

风琴的神圣音波在起伏回荡，


他听着合唱赞美诗，







渐渐入了迷，伫立在那里不动——

我也那样凝立着，因为我听见

那位来人的歌声；她做了牺牲，


为实现父亲的誓言。
 


【21】












武士基列人的这位纯洁闺女

一如当时她走出米斯巴堡门

打着鼓唱着歌唱出满腔欢愉，


欢迎她回家的父亲。







我脱口说道：“上天把那乱起的誓

列为罪行第一号。”她傲然答道：

“不对，我愿意这样生死一千次，


而不是仅仅这一遭。







“我像花园里单株的绿叶植物，

根子扎进了地下水汲取滋养；

但是没等我的花把果子结出，


我已成熟得去死亡。







“对上帝、乡土和父亲的三种爱

使我放弃了自然的生命祝福，

让一条由这三股爱绞成的索带


吊我进寂静的坟墓。







“我边走边哭，‘我注定没有男婴，

没他美好笑脸对希伯来妇女

为我雪未婚之耻；’我黯然销凝，
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停下了歌舞而离去；
 


【23】












“远远离开了山下丛丛橄榄树，

离开了原来要进婚房的希望；

只见那满是累累葡萄的山谷


在堡塔之下亮堂堂。







“轻盈的白云在我们头上飘动。

不久便听到雄狮在窝里吼叫；

我们看到大银星一一升空中，


或升自幽暗的山脚，







“也看到上帝用飞火劈开黑夜，

看到惊雷劈在永世的山岭上；
 


【24】






我听见上帝的话就不再悲戚，


就不在乎人间灾殃。







“当天际升起第二次满月之时，

我已有了同愿望相当的力量。

能够为上帝、为父亲从容就死——


这是多美好的死亡！







“这想法盘旋于脑海，给我安慰，

使我自愿服从于父亲许的愿；

因为他的吻甜化我心中的悲——


在我的身躯倒下前。







“而且已记下，我们痛打亚扪人，

把他们赶出亚嫩河边的亚罗珥，

又赶出米匿。”说到这里她一顿，
 


【25】







我只见她容光焕发。







她闭上双唇，离开了我的身旁，

穿行在林中浓荫下的灌木里

远远地迎向晨星，这时又在唱：


“荣耀都归于上帝。”







歌声已不闻，但我仍站着寻思——

像一个凝望的人依在窗口旁——

这时候夜半的钟声突然停止，


因旧的一年已死亡。
 


【26】












“唉呀呀，”一个忧忧戚戚的话音

轻轻响在我耳边，“请转身看看；

我罗莎蒙德仍会被视作美人，
 


【27】







只要我如今似当年。







“但愿我本来是个粗笨穷姑娘！

我呀，不来这个世界上该多好！

免得埃莉诺恶龙般狠毒的眼光


日日夜夜地盯得牢。”







她丧失了希望和信心，泪流话止。

“你死得真乖，”埃及女王对她道；

“是我就抱住福尔维娅的腰肢，
 


【28】







叫她心窝上挨一刀。”







随着那忿忿话声，白蒙蒙曙光

掩进我脑海，驱除恍若隔世的

谜样梦境。主宰我睡乡的君王
 


【29】







已高踞东方天空里。







曙色在一片暗影中扩展，接着，

我看到那位临死前昏迷的姑娘
 


【30】






抱着父亲的断头；或圣女贞德，
 


【31】







那古代法兰西之光；







或那知道“爱”能够战胜“死”的人，
 


【32】






她跪在那里，手搂着国王丈夫；

她的气息像春日蓓蕾的清芬——


吸出了创口里的毒。







回忆，在思想金矿里久久挖掘，

要让深藏的浑金来人间闪亮，

但是我更长久地从梦中收集


每一点声音和景象。







包围我的是何等样隐隐痛苦！

我多么急于再去找那个梦乡，

再踏上梦中那条奇妙的小路！


但没有两个梦相像。







我像受过祝福的灵魂在伤心，

空盼着已经隐入前尘的一切，

而这种渴望永远难以用呻吟、


泪水或举止来表示；







所有的文字挑选得即使再精，

既然难表达出那种甜中之苦，

就会在嘴中萎蔫，而拳拳之心


却被心中的热炙枯。
 


【33】










注释







【1】


 “诗歌之晨星”指英诗之父乔叟（约1342/43—1400）。《淑女传奇》（又名《善女列传》等）是梦幻故事诗，据古罗马诗人奥维德和意大利作家薄伽丘作品，讲述古代女子的故事。该诗是英国第一部十音节双韵体作品，后来这种诗体用于乔叟杰作《坎特伯雷故事》，并演化为“英雄双韵体”，主宰了新古典主义时期英国诗坛。






【2】


 “攻城车”直译为“陆龟”，因为古代攻城者都高举盾牌掩护自己挺进，远远看去这队伍犹如大龟。后来发展为滚轮上的棚子，棚顶蒙有牢固生皮。进攻者就在这“攻城车”掩护下，冒着矢石檑木攻城。






【3】


 苏格兰女王玛丽（1542—1587）和英格兰被称为“九日女王”的格雷郡主（1537—1554）都是被斩首的著名女性。而在土耳其后宫和大户人家内宅，被认为不贞的女子就被淹死。






【4】


 据认为，人清醒时的思绪和想象前后连贯，熟睡时的梦境也自有梦一样的连贯性；但在清醒与熟睡之间，梦境之间就没有明确联系。






【5】


 诗人打盹时梦境清晰，事物轮廓分明；熟睡后脑中形象渐渐模糊。这里被比作激流中的石块磨成卵石。






【6】


 “古老树林”象征过去，是诗人在梦中漫游的所在。可参看但丁《神曲》的开头部分。






【7】


 “太阳门槛”意为东面的地平线。






【8】


 因“空荡荡”而容易接受新印象，香味则易于勾起回忆。






【9】


 这是引起特洛伊战争的海伦。据希腊传说，这最美的女子是主神宙斯与涅墨西斯（即罗马神话中的勒达）的女儿。






【10】


 此人指伊菲革涅亚。伊菲革涅亚是迈锡尼王阿伽门农长女，其父率希腊舰队从奥利斯出发时，女神阿耳忒弥斯（即罗马神话中的狄安娜）吹起逆风，只得把她作为牺牲祭给女神。因此她是悲剧人物，出现在拉辛、歌德作品中。






【11】


 因透过眼泪看。






【12】


 荷马《伊利昂纪》中，海伦曾说：她离家出走时死掉就好了。她说的家指阿伽门农之弟斯巴达王的宫殿，因其外出时，她经不起特洛伊王子诱惑，跟这位美男子逃走，引发了特洛伊战争。






【13】


 埃及托勒密王朝末代君主克娄巴特拉（公元前69—前30），认识到与罗马亲善的必要，在尤利乌斯·恺撒猛追庞培进入埃及后，与之建立亲密关系。恺撒被刺后，安东尼成为其情夫，九年后决定与她结婚，成为全罗马诛讨对象。后来恺撒义子屋大维（其妹原为安东尼妻子）在海上与安东尼决战，女王退出战斗驶回埃及。安东尼大败后听说她已死，遂自戕。屋大维到埃及后，她想降服这位罗马领袖未果，终于自尽。






【14】


 这位恺撒指屋大维（公元前63—前14）。他打败安东尼，把埃及王国并入罗马版图。公元前27年接受罗马元老院授予的“奥古斯都”称号，是古罗马帝国第一代皇帝。






【15】


 古时的尼罗河每年定期泛滥，等于给整个流域施肥。






【16】


 这里的利比亚泛指北非。






【17】


 老人星即船底座α，是夜空第二亮星。音译为克诺珀斯，是亚历山大城附近古城名，又是埃及神道名。






【18】


 海格立斯是希腊和罗马神话中的英雄，又译大力神等，是安东尼喜欢模仿的对象，并在公开场合扮他，自称是其子安东的后裔。巴克斯是罗马神话中年轻俊美的酒神，这里可指安东尼扮酒神参加宴会。






【19】


 “那人”指屋大维，克娄巴特拉对其心怀恐惧，自尽可避免以被俘者身份押往罗马受辱。






【20】


 克娄巴特拉是纯希腊血统，皮肤不黑。前面127行中说法同莎剧《安东尼与克娄巴特拉》中说法一致。






【21】


 《旧约全书·士师记》11章载，基列人耶弗他向耶和华许愿，如打败亚扪人，归来后将以第一个走出家门迎接他凯旋的人燔祭给耶和华。不料他回米斯巴的家时，还是处女的独生女敲鼓跳舞出来迎接他。






【22】


 古时犹太人不生孩子是耻辱，因为结婚的妇女都希望必将降临人世的救世主是其后代。






【23】


 《旧约全书·士师记》11章37节载，她要求燔祭前给她两个月“与同伴在山上，好哀哭我终为处女”。






【24】


 “永世的山岭”出自《旧约全书·创世记》49章26节，而这位犹太处女正是《圣经》人物。






【25】


 见《旧约全书·士师记》11章33节。






【26】


 英国教堂在旧年和新年交替时要打钟庆祝，午夜十二点将至未至时钟声略一停顿，到十二点再敲响。






【27】


 罗莎蒙德是亨利二世（1154—1189在位）情妇。王后埃莉诺因鼓励儿子叛乱被关，她的地位得到亨利公开承认，但据说被王后毒死。她是许多传奇和故事的主题，也是丁尼生悲剧《贝克特》中重要人物。






【28】


 福尔维娅是安东尼第一个妻子，与克娄巴特拉的关系犹如埃莉诺之与罗莎蒙德。






【29】


 指晓星，即金星维纳斯。它曾出现在诗人梦境开始时（54—56行）。






【30】


 指《乌托邦》作者托马斯·莫尔（1478—1535）之女玛格丽特·罗珀。其父被不公正地处决，首级从伦敦桥取下后，她视为圣物，保存至死，最后抱着它一起埋葬。






【31】


 圣女贞德（1412—1431）出身农家，16岁时领导法军打败围攻奥尔良的敌军，连挫英国将领，曾将法国从英格兰统治下解放出来。被俘后在火刑柱上烧死。1920年天主教会追谥她为圣女。






【32】


 指英王爱德华一世（1272—1307在位）王后埃莉诺。她1270年至1273年陪丈夫参加十字军，爱德华在阿卡（一译阿克，在今以色列）被刺伤。因刀上可能有毒，埃莉诺亲自吮吸伤口。






【33】


 这节“文字”喻退烧去热的药草，虽精心采集，却无预期作用，进嘴就萎蔫了，而发烧者仍受煎熬。





You Ask Me



You ask me, why, tho' ill at ease,

Within this region I subsist,

Whose spirits falter in the mist,

And languish for the purple seas.





It is the land that freemen till,

That sober-suited Freedom chose,

The land, where girt with friends or foes

A man may speak the thing he will;





A land of settled government,

A land of just and old renown,

Where Freedom slowly broadens down

From precedent to precedent;





Where faction seldom gathers head,

But, by degrees to fullness wrought,

The strength of some diffusive thought

Hath time and space to work and spread.





Should banded unions persecute

Opinion, and induce a time

When single thought is civil crime,

And individual freedom mute,





Tho' power should make from land to land

The name of Britain trebly great —

Tho' every channel of the State

Should fill and choke with golden sand —





Yet waft me from the harbor-mouth,

Wild wind! I seek a warmer sky,

And I will see before I die

The palms and temples of the South.




你问我
 



【1】









你问我，既然感到不自在，

为什么继续生活在这里，

精神上既感到犹豫迷离，

又苦苦想望紫莹莹的海。





这是自由人耕作的土地，

为冷静的自由女神选中，

这里的人虽在敌友之中，

要说话却可按自己心意；





这里自古有公正和美名，

有个稳定的政府在治理，

凭着一个又一个的先例，

自由慢慢地扩展到下层；





在这里内讧难得能溃发，

而易为普遍接受的思想

能渐渐改进并获得力量，

有时间空间去发扬光大。





抱团的帮派倘压制舆论，

要造成一种时代的格局——

有独特思想便违禁犯律，

而个人的自由不得出声，





那么，权势纵能在普天下

把不列颠之名扩大三倍——

任这国家的每一条血脉

全都充满了塞满了金沙——





那就快把我吹离这港口，

狂风！我要寻较暖的天气，

要看到南方的寺院、棕榈，

在我还没有死去的时候。



注释







【1】


 本诗写于1833年（发表于1842年）。1832年英国议会通过扩大选举权的改革法案；围绕这一问题，当时及其前后有一些不安定情况。而作者1832年的诗集出版后反应不佳，想出国旅行而未果。





Of Old Sat Freedom on the Heights



Of old sat Freedom on the heights,

The thunders breaking at her feet;

Above her shook the starry lights;

She heard the torrents meet.





There in her place she did rejoice,

Self-gather'd in her prophet-mind,

But fragments of her mighty voice

Came rolling on the wind.





Then stept she down thro' town and field

To mingle with the human race,

And part by part to men reveal'd

The fullness of her face —





Grave mother of majestic works,

From her isle-altar gazing down,

Who, Godlike, grasps the triple forks,

And, king-like, wears the crown.





Her open eyes desire the truth.

The wisdom of a thousand years

Is in them. May perpetual youth

Keep dry their light from tears;





That her fair form may stand and shine,

Make bright our days and light our dreams,

Turning to scorn with lips divine

The falsehood of extremes!




从前自由神坐在高山上
 



【1】









从前自由神坐在高山上，

惊雷声炸响在她的脚底；

她头上颤动着星斗之光，

她听见湍流在相激。





她在那个位置上很高兴，

远见使得她豪情满胸怀；

只有她几声洪亮的嗓音

隆隆地在风中传来。





她下山穿过城市和乡村，

为了要掺和在人类中间；

随后就逐步逐步向人们

显露出她整个的脸——





这壮丽事业的庄严母亲

从她那祭坛之岛上俯望；
 


【2】






她手握三叉雷霆像天神，
 


【3】






头戴着冠冕像女王。





她睁大着眼睛要看真理，

两眼中含着千年的智慧。

愿青春永远留驻她眼里，

让目光永不沾泪水。





愿她的英姿屹立放光焰，

照亮我们的梦想和时世；

她侧眼冷对谬误的极端，

丰唇边流露出蔑视。



注释







【1】


 本诗简述了英国法定自由的发展情况。对上一首诗与本诗，华兹华斯评价很高。






【2】


 这两行中的形象似指象征不列颠的女性（Britannia），旧时英国面值一便士的铜币上有她的像。






【3】


 这里指罗马神话中的主神朱庇特，而不是手执三叉戟的海神尼普顿。





England and America in 1782



O thou that sendest out the man

To rule by land and sea,

Strong mother of a Lion-line,

Be proud of those strong sons of thine

Who wrench'd their rights from thee!





What wonder if in noble heat

Those men thine arms withstood,

Retaught the lesson thou hadst taught,

And in thy spirit with thee fought —

Who sprang from English blood!





But thou rejoice with liberal joy,

Lift up thy rocky face,

And shatter, when the storms are black,

In many a streaming torrent back,

The seas that shock thy base!





Whatever harmonies of law

The growing world assume,

Thy work is thine — the single note

From that deep chord which Hampden smote

Will vibrate to the doom.




一七八二年的英国和美国
 



【1】









你呀，你总把人员朝外派，

去统治海洋和陆地；

你这狮子族的坚强母亲，
 


【2】






该为你坚强子孙怀豪情——

敢向你夺回其权利！





有什么可奇怪，纵然他们

义愤填膺地反抗你，

把你教的东西向你回敬，

毕竟他们是英格兰血统——

凭你的精神反击你！





你倒该心胸开阔地高兴；

抬起你岩石般面庞，

哪怕遇上的风雨再狂暴，

要把冲击你岩基的海涛

溅碎成回流的细浪！





成长中世界采取的法则

不管是怎样的和谐，

你的成果属于你；汉普登
 


【3】






敲响弦上低沉的一个音，

将震撼到世界末日。



注释







【1】


 本诗1872年发表于美国报纸，表明英国人对美国革命的态度有了转变。






【2】


 英国国徽是一狮子纹章。






【3】


 约翰·汉普登（1594—1643）是英国17世纪资产阶级革命时期国会领袖，以反对查理一世的横征暴敛受到迫害而著名，后来在同国王军队的战斗中受伤而死，被认为是反抗暴政的代表人物之一。





Ulysses



It little profits that an idle king,

By this still hearth, among these barren crags,

Match'd with an aged wife, I mete and dole

Unequal laws unto a savage race,

That hoard, and sleep, and feed, and know not me.

I cannot rest from travel; I will drink

Life to the lees. All times I have enjoy'd

Greatly, have suffer'd greatly, both with those

That loved me, and alone; on shore, and when

Thro' scudding drifts the rainy Hyades

Vext the dim sea. I am become a name;

For always roaming with a hungry heart

Much have I seen and known, — cities of men

And manners, climates, councils, governments,

Myself not least, but honor'd of them all, —

And drunk delight of battle with my peers,

Far on the ringing plains of windy Troy.

I am a part of all that I have met;

Yet all experience is an arch wherethro'

Gleams that untravell'd world whose margin fades

For ever and for ever when I move.

How dull it is to pause, to make an end,

To rust unburnish'd, not to shine in use!

As tho' to breathe were life! Life piled on life

Were all too little, and of one to me

Little remains; but every hour is saved

From that eternal silence, something more,

A bringer of new things; and vile it were

For some three suns to store and hoard myself,

And this gray spirit yearning in desire

To follow knowledge like a sinking star,

Beyond the utmost bound of human thought.





This is my son, mine own Telemachus,

To whom I leave the sceptre and the isle, —

Well-loved of me, discerning to fulfil

This labor, by slow prudence to make mild

A rugged people, and thro' soft degrees

Subdue them to the useful and the good.

Most blameless is he, centred in the sphere

Of common duties, decent not to fail

In offices of tenderness, and pay

Meet adoration to my household gods,

When I am gone. He works his work, I mine.





There lies the port; the vessel puffs her sail;

There gloom the dark, broad seas. My mariners,

Souls that have toil'd, and wrought, and thought with me, —

That ever with a frolic welcome took

The thunder and the sunshine, and opposed

Free hearts, free foreheads, — you and I are old;

Old age hath yet his honor and his toil.

Death closes all; but something ere the end,

Some work of noble note, may yet be done,

Not unbecoming men that strove with Gods.

The lights begin to twinkle from the rocks;

The long day wanes; the slow moon climbs; the deep

Moans round with many voices. Come, my friends.

'T is not too late to seek a newer world.

Push off, and sitting well in order smite

The sounding furrows; for my purpose holds

To sail beyond the sunset, and the baths

Of all the western stars, until I die.

It may be that the gulfs will wash us down;

It may be we shall touch the Happy Isles,

And see the great Achilles, whom we knew.

Tho' much is taken, much abides; and tho'

We are not now that strength which in old days

Moved earth and heaven, that which we are, we are, —

One equal temper of heroic hearts,

Made weak by time and fate, but strong in will

To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield.




尤利西斯
 



【1】









这没什么好；当个无作为的国王，

在不毛的巉岩间，傍着幽幽炉火，
 


【2】






配着个年老的妻子，对一支蛮族

斤斤地施行不公的法律，而百姓

只顾贮藏和吃睡，却并不了解我。

我不能歇下来不远行；生命之酒

我可要喝它个点滴不剩。一生中，

我尝遍欢乐受尽苦；或独自经历，

或同追随者共尝，在岸上或海上——

当雨淋淋毕宿透过飞渡的乱云
 


【3】






叫阴沉沉大海澎湃。我已有名声；

总怀着饥渴的心情浪迹于海外，

长多少见识——在人们聚居的城邦、

一处处的风土人情和幕府衙署，

我既非卑微之徒就到处受尊重——

远在风劲刀兵响的特洛伊战场，

享受过同顽强劲敌交手的酣畅。

现在的我，是我全经历的一部分；

但全经历是座拱门，门洞里望去，

未游历的世界远远闪烁；随着我

不断向前走，其边沿却不断隐退。

叫人闷气的是停步不前，是终止，

是不砥砺任锈烂，而非用得发亮！

仿佛在呼吸就算是活着！即便是

活几世都还嫌太短，何况我一生

已余日无多。但从永恒的沉寂中

还能够让每一个钟点得救，而且，

还能够带来新收获。最讨厌的是

把自己存放、贮藏起三四个年头，

叫我这苍老的灵魂苦苦地巴望，

巴望到人类思维的地平线之外

去追踪知识，就像追踪沉落的星。





这是我亲生的儿子忒勒玛科斯，
 


【4】






我留给他的，是这柄王杖和岛国——

受我钟爱的他明辨是非，能担当

这项重任，谨慎地使粗野的百姓

慢慢变得温良，能和缓而逐步地

把他们驯化为有用而善良的人。

他无可挑剔，虽处于日常事务中，

在我离开后，还照样会举措得体，

决不会对应尽的孝心有所疏忽，

对我的家神，会恰如其分地供奉。

他将做他的工作，而我将做我的。





那里是港口；我的船已鼓起了帆；

那里是黑沉沉的大海。我的水手

都曾经和我同心协力、辛苦与共——

他们，总是以欢笑迎雷电和阳光，

以开朗的心胸、开朗的额头抗争——

你们和我都到了老年；但是老年

仍有其荣誉和操劳；死了结一切；

但在这终点前还可以有所作为，

创造些崇高业绩，从而也配得上

我们这些同天神也争斗过的人。
 


【5】






这里的岩岸上开始闪烁起灯火；

长昼将尽月徐升；大海的呜咽里

有种种召唤。来吧，我的朋友们，

去找个新世界，现在为时还不晚。

现在离岸，坐齐了，往水声哗哗的

桨迹里用力下桨划；因为我决心

要驶过日落的地方和西天众星

沉落到水里的地方，要到死方休。
 


【6】






也许我们会被深渊一口吞下去；

也许我们会抵达西方的极乐岛，
 


【7】






重见我们伟大的朋友阿喀琉斯。
 


【8】






已经失去的固然多，剩下还不少；

如今的我们，力量虽比不上往昔，

不再能惊天动地；却依然是故我；

尽管这性情依旧坚忍的英雄心

被时光和命运削弱，意志仍坚强，

要奋斗、探索、发现，决不会低头。



注释







【1】


 这首素体诗风格严峻、语言质朴，写于哈勒姆死后的1834年。尤利西斯（见《食莲人》注）漂泊十年，回到伊萨卡岛重登王位，最后又出航。但丁《神曲·地狱篇》第26歌引用中世纪传说：他不愿安乐，决心探索未知世界，乘船来到世界边缘时沉没在旋涡中。丁尼生将其场景设置在出发前，使尤利西斯的暮年独白更富戏剧性，也表达了诗人当时躁动不宁、渴望进取的精神，迫切地想在生活斗争中奋勇前进。






【2】


 壁炉与炉火常用来象征家庭和家庭生活。






【3】


 毕宿又名毕星团，是数百颗恒星组成的星团。其西方名称来源于希腊语，意为“下雨天”，因为毕宿（在黎明）偕日东升时，正是春雨来临季节（一说古人认为其升起降落伴有大量雨水）。






【4】


 这是尤利西斯与“年老的妻子”的儿子。据说他曾外出寻找漂泊的父亲，回来时发现父亲已抵家。






【5】


 这里的天神指当初帮助特洛伊人反对希腊联军的众神，包括维纳斯、战神玛尔斯等。






【6】


 古希腊人认为，大地是圆形的平面，四周有大洋围绕，星辰沉落时都没入大洋中。






【7】


 古希腊人心目中的极乐岛在非洲西岸的大西洋中（据认为即加那利群岛），高尚者死后住在那里。






【8】


 阿喀琉斯是希腊英雄，曾杀死特洛伊主将，但在战事结束前一年战死，他的武器被授予尤利西斯。





Tithonus



The woods decay, the woods decay and fall,

The vapors weep their burthen to the ground,

Man comes and tills the field and lies beneath,

And after many a summer dies the swan.

Me only cruel immortality

Consumes; I wither slowly in thine arms,

Here at the quiet limit of the world,

A white-hair'd shadow roaming like a dream

The ever-silent spaces of the East,

Far-folded mists, and gleaming halls of morn.





Alas! for this gray shadow, once a man —

So glorious in his beauty and thy choice,

Who madest him thy chosen, that he seem'd

To his great heart none other than a God!

I ask'd thee, 'Give me immortality.'

Then didst thou grant mine asking with a smile,

Like wealthy men who care not how they give.

But thy strong Hours indignant work'd their wills,





And beat me down and marr'd and wasted me,

And tho' they could not end me, left me maim'd

To dwell in presence of immortal youth,

Immortal age beside immortal youth,

And all I was in ashes. Can thy love,

Thy beauty, make amends, tho' even now,

Close over us, the silver star, thy guide,

Shines in those tremulous eyes that fill with tears

To hear me? Let me go; take back thy gift.

Why should a man desire in any way

To vary from the kindly race of men,

Or pass beyond the goal of ordinance

Where all should pause, as is most meet for all?





A soft air fans the cloud apart; there comes

A glimpse of that dark world where I was born.

Once more the old mysterious glimmer steals

From thy pure brows, and from thy shoulders pure,

And bosom beating with a heart renew'd.

Thy cheek begins to redden thro' the gloom,

Thy sweet eyes brighten slowly close to mine,

Ere yet they blind the stars, and the wild team

Which love thee, yearning for thy yoke, arise,

And shake the darkness from their loosen'd manes,

And beat the twilight into flakes of fire.

Lo! ever thus thou growest beautiful

In silence, then before thine answer given

Departest, and thy tears are on my cheek.





Why wilt thou ever scare me with thy tears,

And make me tremble lest a saying learnt,

In days far-off, on that dark earth, be true?

'The Gods themselves cannot recall their gifts.'





Ay me! ay me! with what another heart

In days far-off, and with what other eyes

I used to watch — if I be he that watch'd —

The lucid outline forming round thee; saw

The dim curls kindle into sunny rings;

Changed with thy mystic change, and felt my blood

Glow with the glow that slowly crimson'd all

Thy presence and thy portals, while I lay,

Mouth, forehead, eyelids, growing dewy-warm

With kisses balmier than half-opening buds

Of April, and could hear the lips that kiss'd

Whispering I knew not what of wild and sweet,

Like that strange song I heard Apollo sing,

While Ilion like a mist rose into towers.





Yet hold me not for ever in thine East;

How can my nature longer mix with thine?

Coldly thy rosy shadows bathe me, cold

Are all thy lights, and cold my wrinkled feet

Upon thy glimmering thresholds, when the steam

Floats up from those dim fields about the homes

Of happy men that have the power to die,

And grassy barrows of the happier dead.

Release me, and restore me to the ground.

Thou seest all things, thou wilt see my grave;

Thou wilt renew thy beauty morn by morn,

I earth in earth forget these empty courts,

And thee returning on thy silver wheels.




提托诺斯
 



【1】









树木会凋零，树木凋零了会倒下，

水汽会哭泣，把重负卸落到大地；

人会来耕地，然后会躺在了地下；

活过了许多个春秋，天鹅会死去。
 


【2】






只有我，却得受永生的残酷折磨：

在你的怀抱中，我慢慢干枯凋萎；
 


【3】






在这里，在这个世界的寂静边沿，

我成了白发的幽灵，梦幻一般地

徘徊在这永远宁静的东方太虚，

在远远层雾与晨曦的穹隆之中。





唉！这个白发幽灵啊，一度是个人——

曾因他的美和你的倾心而荣耀，

你选中了他，这使他满心地自豪，

竟然把自己也看做是一位天神！

我曾经向你央求过，“请给我永生。”

于是，你微笑着成全了我的请求，

像个富豪，毫不在乎地给予施舍。

但是这激怒了坚定的时序女神，
 


【4】










便一意作法，把我损害、糟蹋、弄垮；

她们虽不能置我于死地，却让我

以残弱之躯陪伴你永恒的青春，

使永恒的衰老衬托永恒的青春，

我过去的一切已经成灰。你的爱、

你的美，能不能作补偿？尽管此刻，

为你开道的银星在我们的头上
 


【5】






照亮着你眼睛，那因为听我说话

而颤动着泪光的眼睛。让我去吧，

收回你厚赠。既然是凡人，为什么

偏要和一样是人的同类不一样？

在那个命定的终点，人人得止步，

因为这最为合适；为什么要超越？





轻柔的风拂开云，我瞥到了一眼

我出生的那个世界正在夜色中。

那古老玄妙的微光，再一次从你

纯洁的额头、双肩和胸膛幽幽地

洒出，那胸中跳动着休憩后的心。

你的面颊已开始在幽暗中泛红，

你的柔眼在我眼前慢慢地明亮，

这将使众星黯淡；而你的那几匹

恋主的烈马，早盼着套上你车驾，
 


【6】






一腾身，把夜色甩落披散的鬃毛，

把熹微的曙色踏碎成点点火光。

看哪！你每天就这样默默地变美，

随后，你没有给我个回答便出发，

把你的泪水留在了我的面颊上。





为什么你总是让泪水使我害怕，

使我颤抖？怕的是遥远的往日里

在黢黑大地上听到的话是事实：

“即便是神，也收不回他们的馈赠。”





我呀，在那遥远的往日里，我曾以

怎样的心情、怎样的眼光注视你——

倘若，我真就是当年那凝眸的人——

注视你光辉的轮廓渐渐地清晰；

看朦胧的卷云点燃成日晖光环；

随你神妙的变化而变化，随着你

和你那门庭被热焰慢慢地染红，

而躺着的我感觉到血渐渐沸腾，

我的嘴、额头、眼睑感到露的温润，

因为那些吻比半开的四月蓓蕾

还芬芳，我还能听见吻我的双唇

轻吐出不知为何的炽烈和甜蜜，

就像听见了阿波罗的神奇歌声——

歌声中，伊利昂城堡雾一般升起。
 


【7】






可不要永远地留我在你的东方：

以你我的天性怎能再长相厮守？

你玫瑰色的暗影冷冷地浸着我，

你的光也一片凉意，我枯皱的脚

踏着你蒙蒙亮的门槛只觉得冷，

而这时，从那些隐约的家园，那些

有幸能死亡之人的家园，从更加

幸运的死亡者青冢，飘浮起雾气。

请放我走吧，就把我归还给大地！

你看得见一切，也将看见我的墓。

每一个早晨，你都将更新你的美；

我化为尘土，将忘却这空荡天宫，

也忘却驾银灰色轻车回程的你。



注释







【1】


 提托诺斯是特洛伊王拉俄墨东之子，被黎明女神厄俄斯（即奥罗拉）爱上后带往埃塞俄比亚并请求宙斯赐他永生，但忘了要求青春永驻，结果他越来越衰老，丧失了生的愿望，只得求厄俄斯收回她为其求来的厚礼。由于他与死无缘，厄俄斯只得把他变成蚱蜢（一说是蝉）。这首素体诗也是著名的“戏剧独白”。






【2】


 据说天鹅可活50年到100年（事实上，三四十年也活不到）。






【3】


 “你”指厄俄斯。这一节内容与黎明有关，如“边沿”指东方地平线，“宁静”指黎明时万籁俱寂。






【4】


 希腊神话中的时序女神是宙斯与第二个妻子正义与法律女神忒弥斯生的三个女儿：欧诺弥亚（秩序）、狄刻（公正）、厄瑞涅（和平）。她们掌管万物的生长、成熟、凋谢。






【5】


 “银星”指金星，这维纳斯之星又称启明星或晓星。






【6】


 本节描绘黎明的过程。在古典诗人笔下，黎明女神驾白马拉玫瑰红车驾，为太阳神的战车开道。但据罗马罗斯皮廖西宫的著名壁画，太阳神战车由曼歌妙舞的“坚定的时序女神”簇拥着，有黎明女神撒花开道。






【7】


 阿波罗与海神受宙斯责罚，去为伊利昂（即特洛伊）第一代国王拉俄墨东干活一年，阿波罗凭其诗琴的魔力，使石块自动垒墙。提托诺斯是拉俄墨东之子，可认为他见到伊利昂城的兴建。






From


 
The Day-Dream






The Sleeping Beauty



Year after year unto her feet,

She lying on her couch alone,

Across the purple coverlet

The maiden's jet-black hair has grown,

On either side her tranced form

Forth streaming from a braid of pearl;

The slumbrous light is rich and warm,

And moves not on the rounded curl.





The silk star-broider'd coverlid

Unto her limbs itself doth mould

Languidly ever; and, amid

Her full black ringlets downward roll'd,

Glows forth each softly-shadow'd arm

With bracelets of the diamond bright.

Her constant beauty doth inform

Stillness with love, and day with light.





She sleeps; her breathings are not heard

In palace chambers far apart.

The fragrant tresses are not stirr'd

That lie upon her charmed heart.

She sleeps; on either hand upswells

The gold-fringed pillow lightly prest;

She sleeps, nor dreams, but ever dwells

A perfect form in perfect rest.




The Arrival



All precious things, discover'd late,

To those that seek them issue forth;

For love in sequel works with fate,

And draws the veil from hidden worth.

He travels far from other skies —

His mantle glitters on the rocks —

A fairy Prince, with joyful eyes,

And lighter-footed than the fox.





The bodies and the bones of those

That strove in other days to pass

Are wither'd in the thorny close,

Or scatter'd blanching on the grass.

He gazes on the silent dead:

'They perish'd in their daring deeds.'

This proverb flashes thro' his head,

'The many fail, the one succeeds.'





He comes, scarce knowing what he seeks;

He breaks the hedge; he enters there;

The color flies into his cheeks;

He trusts to light on something fair;

For all his life the charm did talk

About his path, and hover near

With words of promise in his walk,

And whisper'd voices at his ear.





More close and close his footsteps wind;

The Magic Music in his heart,

Beats quick and quicker, till he find

The quiet chamber far apart.

His spirit flutters like a lark,

He stoops — to kiss her — on his knee.

'Love, if thy tresses be so dark,

How dark those hidden eyes must be!'




The Revival



A touch, a kiss! the charm was snapt.

There rose a noise of striking clocks,

And feet that ran, and doors that clapt,

And barking dogs, and crowing cocks;

A fuller light illumined all,

A breeze thro' all the garden swept,

A sudden hubbub shook the hall,

And sixty feet the fountain leapt.





The hedge broke in, the banner blew,

The butler drank, the steward scrawl'd,

The fire shot up, the martin flew,

The parrot scream'd, the peacock squall'd,

The maid and page renew'd their strife,

The palace bang'd, and buzz'd and clackt,

And all the long-pent stream of life

Dash'd downward in a cataract.





And last with these the king awoke,

And in his chair himself uprear'd,

And yawn'd, and rubb'd his face, and spoke,

'By holy rood, a royal beard!

How say you? we have slept, my lords.

My beard has grown into my lap.'

The barons swore, with many words,

'T was but an after-dinner's nap.





'Pardy,' return'd the king, 'but still

My joints are somewhat stiff or so.

My lord, and shall we pass the bill

I mention'd half an hour ago?'

The chancellor, sedate and vain,

In courteous words return'd reply,

But dallied with his golden chain,

And, smiling, put the question by.




The Departure



And on her lover's arm she leant,

And round her waist she felt it fold,

And far across the hills they went

In that new world which is the old;

Across the hills, and far away

Beyond their utmost purple rim,

And deep into the dying day

The happy princess follow'd him.





'I'd sleep another hundred years,

O love, for such another kiss;'

'O, wake for ever, love,' she hears;

'O love, 't was such as this and this.'

And o'er them many a sliding star

And many a merry wind was borne,

And, stream'd thro' many a golden bar,

The twilight melted into morn.





'O eyes long laid in happy sleep!'

'O happy sleep, that lightly fled!'

'O happy kiss, that woke thy sleep!'

'O love, thy kiss would wake the dead!'

And o'er them many a flowing range

Of vapor buoy'd the crescent-bark,

And, rapt thro' many a rosy change,

The twilight died into the dark.





'A hundred summers! can it be?

And whither goest thou, tell me where?'

'O, seek my father's court with me,

For there are greater wonders there.'

And o'er the hills, and far away

Beyond their utmost purple rim,

Beyond the night, across the day,

Thro' all the world she follow'd him.




白日梦（选段）
 



【1】












睡美人



她孤孤零零仰卧在睡榻，

一年又一年流过她脚旁；

这姑娘长着黑玉般秀发，

披散在又紫又红床罩上；

她昏昏沉沉的身姿两边，

显露出两串瑰丽的珍珠，

那光泽显得朦胧又温暖，

贴在鬈发上像早已凝固。





满绣着星星的丝绸床罩

软绵绵贴紧在她的身上，

她漆黑的鬈发像是浪涛

滚滚地垂下，而两条臂膀

在淡淡发影中显露出来，

因为钻石的手镯亮晶晶：

那永恒的美让静止体态

饱含爱，让白天更显光明。





她睡在那里，呼吸的声音

宫中远远的阙阁听不到；

她发辫掩着中了魔的心，

虽纹丝不动却幽香四飘。

她睡在那里，头下的两边

鼓着绲有金流苏的绮枕；

她睡姿绝美睡得香又甜，

沉沉睡乡中没有一个梦。




王子来临



珍贵的事物终究会显现，

只要人们去搜求和寻找；

因为爱终究同命运相连，

会拉开帷幕找到无价宝。

他从遥远的异乡来这里，

他斗篷闪过崇山和峻岭；

这优雅的王子眼露欣喜，

他的脚步比狐狸还轻盈。





往日多少人竭尽了全力，

想穿越荆棘丛生的隘路，

如今只留下枯干的尸体

或者撒落在草上的白骨。

他望着这些无声的死者：

“无畏的追求让他们丧命。”

他脑中有一句成语闪过：

“许多人失败，一个人成功。”





他并不清楚要来找什么，

只顾劈开乱树篱闯进去；

闯得满脸是绯红的颜色，

但相信会撞上美好东西。

因为他生命中有种魔法

总给他指路；当他一走动，

身畔总响起鼓励他的话，

轻声轻气地送进他耳中。





他的脚已走得越来越近，

他心中着魔的音乐节奏

越来越急促；接着他眼睛

远远看见那静悄悄绣楼。

他的心像云雀扑动翅膀，

俯下身跪着吻吻睡美人。

“亲爱的，你头发这样乌亮，

闭着的眼睛黑得该多深！”




苏醒



刚这么一吻！魔法就解开。

响声顿时起：钟在咚咚敲，

门在乒乓响，脚奔去奔来，

公鸡喔喔啼，狗不停吠叫。

一道明亮的光照耀一切，

一阵微风吹遍了御花园，

有六十只脚把清泉跨越，

突发的喧闹震撼了大殿。





树篱全倒下，旗帜在飘扬；

总管草草写，司膳急急饮：

火苗朝上蹿，燕子在飞翔；

鹦鹉在高叫，孔雀在尖鸣；

侍女和侍童又开始斗嘴，

宫中只一片丁当和嘁喳——

久久被堵住的生活泉水

现在像瀑布哗哗地泻下。





喧闹声惊醒了国王好觉，

终于使他从宝座上站起；

他打着哈欠，揉揉脸说道：

“皇天在上，这么长的胡须！

我们睡着了，怎么回事情？

爱卿们，我胡子长到大腿！”

贵人们七嘴八舌地证明：

只是饭后打了个小瞌睡。





“这没错，不过，”国王回答说，

“我的关节总像是僵了点。

大家看，我们要不要通过

我半小时前提到的议案？”

大法官神情自负见稳重，

他回答的话虽谦恭有礼，

却管自把黄金挂链捏弄，

微笑着回避了这个问题。




双双离去



公主倚在恋人的怀抱里，

感到那手臂围住她的腰；

他们翻山越岭去新世界——

虽说新，其实却无异于老。

他们翻山越岭地去远方，

越过最远的紫莹莹巅峰，

走进了行将消逝的夕阳——

快乐的公主紧随着恋人。





“为了再得到你那种热吻，

亲爱的，我愿再睡一百年。”

“永远要醒着，爱人哪爱人，

吻就是这样这样，”她听见。

一阵阵清风朝他们吹来，

一颗颗流星掠过了头上，

透过一道道金色的云彩，

缕缕的曙色融合为晨光。





“欢乐的眼睛啊久久安眠！”

“欢乐的安眠哪转瞬无踪！”

“欢乐的吻哪唤醒你长眠！”

“爱人哪，你的吻起死回生！”

他们的头上，涌动的雾气

像海浪，托着小船般新月，

但经过几度嫣红色交替，

销尽的暮色沉入了漆黑。





“一百个春秋！这怎么可能？

现在告诉我，你要去哪里？”

“随我去我父亲那个宫廷，

那里有许多奇景和胜迹。”

他们翻过了一座座山峦，

越过最远的紫莹莹巅峰；

经历了黑夜，度过了白天，

她走遍世界伴随着恋人。



注释







【1】


 本诗有序诗、沉睡的王宫、睡美人、王子来临、苏醒、双双离去、寓意、尾声、结语几个部分。这里选其中较受欢迎的几段。又，本诗原作各诗节前依次有罗马数字I、II、III等，现省略。





Saint Agnes' Eve



Deep on the convent-roof the snows

Are sparkling to the moon;

My breath to heaven like vapor goes;

May my soul follow soon!

The shadows of the convent-towers

Slant down the snowy sward,

Still creeping with the creeping hours

That lead me to my Lord.

Make Thou my spirit pure and clear

As are the frosty skies,

Or this first snowdrop of the year

That in my bosom lies.





As these white robes are soil'd and dark,

To yonder shining ground;

As this pale taper's earthly spark,

To yonder argent round;

So shows my soul before the Lamb,

My spirit before Thee;

So in mine earthly house I am,

To that I hope to be.

Break up the heavens, O Lord! and far,

Thro' all yon starlight keen,

Draw me, thy bride, a glittering star,

In raiment white and clean.





He lifts me to the golden doors;

The flashes come and go;

All heaven bursts her starry floors,

And strows her lights below,

And deepens on and up! the gates

Roll back, and far within

For me the Heavenly Bridegroom waits,

To make me pure of sin.

The Sabbaths of Eternity,

One Sabbath deep and wide —

A light upon the shining sea —

The Bridegroom with his bride!




圣阿格尼丝节前夜
 



【1】









修女院屋顶的厚厚积雪

在月光下晶晶发亮；

我呼出的水汽朝天上升去；

愿我的灵魂快跟上！

现在，铺满了雪花的草地

横着修女院的塔影，

它随时间的慢移而慢移，

引导我投向我的神。

我的主啊，请让我的胸臆

纯净得有如这霜天，

或者像今年的这场初雪

轻轻地覆盖我心田。





像这些弄脏的白袍之于

那边亮闪闪的地面；

像人间这白烛火光之于

那轮月亮的银灿灿：

我的灵魂和心灵也这样

显现在你基督之前；

以人间为家的我离想望
 


【2】






也就有这样的遥远。

打开天国吧，主啊！拉上我

这一身白衣的新娘——

像颗闪烁的星远远穿过

那一片晶亮的星光。





他带我飞升到黄金门前；

那里有闪闪的亮光；

天猛地打开星星的地面，

让天国的光辉普降；

这天国又高又深，那大门

往里面一开，在深处

等我的，是我的天国郎君，

他将把我的罪清除。

在那永恒里，礼拜日无数——

有一个深沉而宽广，

那是闪闪海上的光一束——
 


【3】






是这对新郎和新娘！



注释







【1】


 阿格尼丝公元304年被斩首殉教，时年13岁，后被奉为处女守护神。该节在1月21日，据传，姑娘在前夕行某种仪式，可见到未来丈夫面容。所以诗中修女在修院窗口看她的“天国郎君”——耶稣（参看《新约全书·启示录》21章2、9节）。本诗与后面一诗都属“半戏剧诗”，着重刻画人物思想，使之有戏剧性，而不重描绘情节。两诗主题都是中世纪的宗教热情和神秘主义，且从好的一面着笔。






【2】


 “以人间为家”，语出《新约全书·哥林多后书》5章1节。






【3】


 这一意象化自《新约全书·启示录》15章2节。





Sir Galahad



My good blade carves the casques of men,

My tough lance thrusteth sure,

My strength is as the strength of ten,

Because my heart is pure.

The shattering trumpet shrilleth high,

The hard brands shiver on the steel,

The splinter'd spear-shafts crack and fly,

The horse and rider reel;

They reel, they roll in clanging lists,

And when the tide of combat stands,

Perfume and flowers fall in showers,

That lightly rain from ladies' hands.





How sweet are looks that ladies bend

On whom their favors fall!

For them I battle till the end,

To save from shame and thrall;

But all my heart is drawn above,

My knees are bow'd in crypt and shrine;

I never felt the kiss of love,

Nor maiden's hand in mine.

More bounteous aspects on me beam,

Me mightier transports move and thrill;

So keep I fair thro' faith and prayer

A virgin heart in work and will.





When down the stormy crescent goes,

A light before me swims,

Between dark stems the forest glows,

I hear a noise of hymns.

Then by some secret shrine I ride;

I hear a voice, but none are there;

The stalls are void, the doors are wide,

The tapers burning fair.

Fair gleams the snowy altar-cloth,

The silver vessels sparkle clean,

The shrill bell rings, the censer swings,

And solemn chaunts resound between.





Sometimes on lonely mountain-meres

I find a magic bark.

I leap on board; no helmsman steers;

I float till all is dark.

A gentle sound, an awful light!

Three angels bear the Holy Grail;

With folded feet, in stoles of white,

On sleeping wings they sail.

Ah, blessed vision! blood of God!

My spirit beats her mortal bars,

As down dark tides the glory slides,

And starlike mingles with the stars.





When on my goodly charger borne

Thro' dreaming towns I go,

The cock crows ere the Christmas morn,

The streets are dumb with snow.

The tempest crackles on the leads,

And, ringing, springs from brand and mail;

But o'er the dark a glory spreads,

And gilds the driving hail.

I leave the plain, I climb the height;

No branchy thicket shelter yields;

But blessed forms in whistling storms

Fly o'er waste fens and windy fields.





A maiden knight — to me is given

Such hope, I know not fear;

I yearn to breathe the airs of heaven

That often meet me here.

I muse on joy that will not cease,

Pure spaces clothed in living beams,

Pure lilies of eternal peace,

Whose odors haunt my dreams;

And, stricken by an angel's hand,

This mortal armor that I wear,

This weight and size, this heart and eyes,

Are touch'd, are turn'd to finest air.





The clouds are broken in the sky,

And thro' the mountain-walls

A rolling organ-harmony

Swells up and shakes and falls.

Then move the trees, the copses nod,

Wings flutter, voices hover clear:

'O just and faithful knight of God!

Ride on! the prize is near.'

So pass I hostel, hall, and grange;

By bridge and ford, by park and pale,

All-arm'd I ride, whate'er betide,

Until I find the Holy Grail.




加拉哈爵士
 



【1】









我快刀劈开人家的头盔，

我硬矛扎得稳又准，

我力量抵得上别人十倍，

就因为我的心纯真。

撕破长空的号角凄厉吹，

坚利的矛在钢甲上一震，

咔一声，断矛的碎片横飞，

马驮着骑手站不稳，

翻滚在铿锵的比武场上；

待你来我往的格斗一停，

香料和鲜花阵雨般洒下；

那是淑女们颁赐的奖品。





望着让她们倾心的武士，

她们的眼波多温柔！

我为她们的自由打到底，

让她们永远不蒙羞；

但我整个的心向往天国，

只在教堂的圣坛前下脆；

姑娘的手我从来也不握，

没香吻印上我的嘴。

更仁爱的脸会朝我微笑，

更大的乐事会叫我激动；

所以凭信仰，我在言行上

让我的心保持玉洁冰清。





一弯新月在风暴中隐没，

一道光浮现在前方，

幽幽树干间林子在闪烁，

我听见圣歌的声响。

接着我驰过幽僻的神祠，

我听见人声却不见人迹——

座位上空空，门开得笔直，

但蜡烛烧得光熠熠。

圣坛上的布白净得像雪，

白银的圣器在晶晶发亮，

钟声在轰鸣，香烟在摇曳，

庄严的圣歌在其中回响。





有时在寂寞的山间湖边，

我发现有魔舟一叶；

我跃上那没人操舵的船，

漂流到白天变黑夜。

一声轻响，一道光使人怕！

只见有三位天使捧圣杯；
 


【2】






白色的长袍下双脚交叉，

只凭不动的双翼飞。

神圣的景象啊！基督之血！

当这团光辉在夜色中下降，

像星星一样融进星斗里，

我的心灵将躯壳猛力撞。





我跨着雄劲矫健的坐骑，

穿过睡梦中的城镇——

圣诞的黎明前公鸡在啼，

积雪的街上哑无声。

大雹子打得铅皮屋顶响，

在剑和铠甲上铿铿溅落，

忽而夜色里来一道辉光，

把飞雹镀得亮烁烁。

我离开平原，我登上高地，

没繁枝密叶可供我躲藏；

荒泽野地里，呼啸风雪里，

只有天使的身影在翱翔。





作为童贞的骑士被赋以

这使命，我了无畏惧；
 


【3】






我渴望呼吸的天国灵气

常同我在这里相遇。

我想着永不消失的欢乐、

鲜活光明中的纯净天界，

想着入我梦境的香百合
 


【4】






万世里安宁又圣洁；

然后受天使之手的点化，

我眼睛、心灵和整个身躯，

甚至连这副尘世的甲胄，

全都化成为精微的灵气。





这时候天空中浮云四散，

和谐的隆隆风琴声

穿过了高墙般叠嶂重峦，

在悠悠扬扬地颤鸣。

灌木丛点头，乔木林应答，

翅膀在扑拍，耳畔闻清音，

“上帝的正直、忠诚骑士啊！

前进！目标已接近！”

于是我驰过旅店和农家，

越围栏穿园林，过桥涉水，

我全副武装无畏往前闯，

直到我终于找到那圣杯。



注释







【1】


 加拉哈爵士是勇士朗斯洛特（见《女郎夏洛特》第二部第5行注）和伊莱恩之子，他在圆桌骑士中最纯洁最高尚，因此圣杯最后被其找到。






【2】


 据说圣杯是耶稣在最后的晚餐上所用，耶稣被钉上十字架时，暗中信奉耶稣的亚利马太的约瑟用它来接滴下的血，后带到英格兰萨默塞特郡的格拉斯顿伯里教区（据称1191年这里发现亚瑟王及王后墓地）失踪。有多位圆桌骑士参与寻找，但只有加拉哈成功。






【3】


 据说，亚利马太的约瑟告诉加拉哈，让他寻找圣杯是因为“你同我一样处女般纯洁”。






【4】


 在基督教艺术中，百合花象征天真无邪、纯净贞洁。很多宗教画中，报喜天使加百列告知童贞女马利亚她将是救世主生母时，手里常拿百合花。





The Voyage



We left behind the painted buoy

That tosses at the harbor-mouth;

And madly danced our hearts with joy,

As fast we fleeted to the south.

How fresh was every sight and sound

On open main or winding shore!

We knew the merry world was round,

And we might sail for evermore.





Warm broke the breeze against the brow,

Dry sang the tackle, sang the sail;

The Lady's-head upon the prow

Caught the shrill salt, and sheer'd the gale.

The broad seas swell'd to meet the keel,

And swept behind; so quick the run,

We felt the good ship shake and reel,

We seem'd to sail into the sun!





How oft we saw the sun retire,

And burn the threshold of the night,

Fall from his Ocean-lane of fire,

And sleep beneath his pillar'd light!

How oft the purple-skirted robe

Of twilight slowly downward drawn,

As thro' the slumber of the globe

Again we dash'd into the dawn!





New stars all night above the brim

Of waters lighten'd into view;

They climb'd as quickly, for the rim

Changed every moment as we flew.

Far ran the naked moon across

The houseless ocean's heaving field,

Or flying shone, the silver boss

Of her own halo's dusky shield.





The peaky islet shifted shapes,

High towns on hills were dimly seen;

We past long lines of Northern capes

And dewy Northern meadows green.

We came to warmer waves, and deep

Across the boundless east we drove,

Where those long swells of breaker sweep

The nutmeg rocks and isles of clove.





By peaks that flamed, or, all in shade,

Gloom'd the low coast and quivering brine

With ashy rains, that spreading made

Fantastic plume or sable pine;

By sands and steaming flats, and floods

Of mighty mouth, we scudded fast,

And hills and scarlet-mingled woods

Glow'd for a moment as we past.





O hundred shores of happy climes,

How swiftly stream'd ye by the bark!

At times the whole sea burn'd, at times

With wakes of fire we tore the dark;

At times a carven craft would shoot

From havens hid in fairy bowers,

With naked limbs and flowers and fruit,

But we nor paused for fruit nor flowers.





For one fair Vision ever fled

Down the waste waters day and night,

And still we follow'd where she led,

In hope to gain upon her flight.

Her face was evermore unseen,

And fixt upon the far sea-line;

But each man murmur'd, 'O my Queen,

I follow till I make thee mine.'





And now we lost her, now she gleam'd

Like Fancy made of golden air,

Now nearer to the prow she seem'd

Like Virtue firm, like Knowledge fair,

Now high on waves that idly burst

Like Heavenly Hope she crown'd the sea,

And now, the bloodless point reversed,

She bore the blade of Liberty.





And only one among us — him

We pleased not — he was seldom pleased;

He saw not far, his eyes were dim,

But ours he swore were all diseased.

'A ship of fools,' he shriek'd in spite,

'A ship of fools,' he sneer'd and wept.

And overboard one stormy night

He cast his body, and on we swept.





And never sail of ours was furl'd,

Nor anchor dropt at eve or morn;

We loved the glories of the world,

But laws of nature were our scorn.

For blasts would rise and rave and cease,

But whence were those that drove the sail

Across the whirlwind's heart of peace,

And to and thro' the counter gale?





Again to colder climes we came,

For still we follow'd where she led;

Now mate is blind and captain lame,

And half the crew are sick or dead,

But, blind or lame or sick or sound,

We follow that which flies before;

We know the merry world is round,

And we may sail for evermore.




航行
 



【1】









我们驶离涂红漆的浮标，

任其在港口颠簸又晃荡，

我们狂喜的心儿在欢跳，

是因为在飞快驶向南方。

开阔的海和蜿蜒的海岸，

各种景象和声响多清新！

既然快活的地球滚滚圆，
 


【2】






我们就永远能向前航行。





暖暖的风儿拂碎在脸上，

干燥的索具、篷帆在唱歌；

扎进风中的破浪女神像

洒满了强烈的咸咸浪沫。

朝我们涌来的滚滚海涛

已撂在船后；船儿驶得急，

我们感到这好船在晃摇，

似乎正在朝太阳里驶去！





太阳隐退时我们常见到

它总把黑夜的门槛烧红，
 


【3】






然后从洋面火巷往下掉，
 


【4】






掉到那光柱下面去入梦！
 


【5】






暮色渐降时我们常看见

罩下了紫色边沿的大氅；

而当整个的地球在安眠，

我们又冲向拂晓的曙光！





星星一整夜涌现在天际，

在空中映入我们的眼帘；

它们升得快，我们船行急，

四周的海平线刻刻在变。

空空荡荡的起伏洋面上，

裸露的月亮飞了长距离；

它边飞边发出银晕辉光，

像黑盾中央的圆形突起。





小岛上的峰峦变着形状，
 


【6】






小山上的村镇隐隐可见，

我们驶过露莹莹的牧场

又驶过北方海岬的长岸；

来到了浪温水暖的海域，

远远驶进了东方的汪洋，

只见一排排浪冲向岛屿，
 


【7】






浇向肉豆蔻，淋洒着丁香。





山峰喷烈焰，火山灰如雨——

撒得像黑色的巨松一般，

或是像形状怪异的毛羽，

把颤抖的海和海岸遮暗；

平沙上热气腾腾，河口处

开阔浩荡；我们一掠而过——

掠过时，只见到山峦起伏，

只见到树林间红花灼灼。





和风暖日下的百洲千岛

多么快在我们船边流过！

有时海面上磷火在闪耀

或火样的航迹把夜划破；
 


【8】






有时从仙境般的小港口，

赤裸的人载着水果和花，

会射来刻着图案的轻舟；

但我们决不为花果停下。
 


【9】










因为日夜在茫茫大海上，

有位美好的神灵朝前飞；

为了把飞行中的她赶上，

我们就一直跟在后面追。

她的脸始终没有谁见过，

却总是浮在远远海面上；

“我的女王啊，”人人低声说，

“我要追到你做我的新娘。”





她忽而不见，忽而露一露，

像一个缥缈的金色幻影；

她忽而仿佛在船头，犹如

坚定又美丽的德智女神；

忽而在浪涛徒涌的海天，

她高踞空中像希望天使；

忽而她佩挂着自由之剑——

朝下的剑锋上没有血渍。





我们中有这么一位，他呀

难得满意，对我们很挑剔；

却眼光短浅，看东西昏花，

还硬说我们眼睛有问题。

“一船的傻瓜，”他狠狠吼叫；

“一船的傻瓜，”他含泪讥讽。

暴风雨之夜，他纵身一跳

投了海，而我们继续航行。





我们的篷帆永远不卷起，

无论早晨或晚上不下锚；

我们爱世上的一切壮丽，

我们把日常的法则嘲笑。

风暴会突然肆虐突然停，
 


【10】






但什么动力把篷帆推动？

推它过旋风平静的中心，

再去穿越反方向的暴风？





我们又来到清凉的地带，

因为我们仍跟着她踪影；

眼下是大副失明船长瘸，

有半数的船员非死即病；

但不管盲或瘸、病或康健，

她飞在前面把我们逗引：

既然快活的地球滚滚圆，

我们就永远能向前航行。



注释







【1】


 本诗原作每节之前有罗马数字标明节数，现省略。






【2】


 本诗同《尤利西斯》相似，描绘对理想的追求。作者把这比作海上航行，而由于地球是圆的，不管人们如何努力，如何取得进展，却永远有理想在前方，让人去接近，去探索。






【3】


 “黑夜的门槛”这里意为西面的地（水）平线。可参见《梦中的美人》第63行。






【4】


 “洋面火巷”指落日映在水面上那一路光辉。






【5】


 “光柱”指太阳消失在水平线之下，朝上射起的光。






【6】


 “峰峦变着形状”是因为诗中人在全速前进的船上。






【7】


 东方的摩鹿加群岛（又称香料群岛）、菲律宾群岛等都种植香料，肉豆蔻和丁香都是摩鹿加特产。






【8】


 热带海洋上常因无数微生物而出现磷光，尤其船只驶过时搅动了水面，有很亮的光辉。






【9】


 这里是比喻心灵在追求理想的途中，绝不受世上的物质引诱。






【10】


 这下半节的大意是：世上常有偶发事件推动或阻碍事物进程，但追求理想者不受影响与阻挠，不断向目标前进。这里用作譬喻的是飓风或台风，中心是无风的风眼，船进出风眼时吹到的风必然方向相反。





Sir Launcelot and Queen Guinevere





(A Fragment)



Like souls that balance joy and pain,

With tears and smiles from heaven again

The maiden Spring upon the plain

Came in a sunlit fall of rain.

In crystal vapor everywhere

Blue isles of heaven laugh'd between,

And far, in forest-deeps unseen,

The topmost elm-tree gather'd green

From draughts of balmy air.





Sometimes the linnet piped his song;

Sometimes the throstle whistled strong;

Sometimes the sparhawk, wheel'd along,

Hush'd all the groves from fear of wrong;

By grassy capes with fuller sound

In curves the yellowing river ran,

And drooping chestnut-buds began

To spread into the perfect fan,

Above the teeming ground.





Then, in the boyhood of the year,

Sir Launcelot and Queen Guinevere

Rode thro' the coverts of the deer,

With blissful treble ringing clear.

She seem'd a part of joyous Spring;

A gown of grass-green silk she wore,

Buckled with golden clasps before;

A light-green tuft of plumes she bore

Closed in a golden ring.





Now on some twisted ivy-net,

Now by some tinkling rivulet,

In mosses mixt with violet

Her cream-white mule his pastern set;

And fleeter now she skimm'd the plains

Than she whose elfin prancer springs

By night to eery warblings,

When all the glimmering moorland rings

With jingling bridle-reins.





As she fled fast thro' sun and shade,

The happy winds upon her play'd,

Blowing the ringlet from the braid.

She look'd so lovely, as she sway'd

The rein with dainty finger-tips,

A man had given all other bliss,

And all his worldly worth for this,

To waste his whole heart in one kiss

Upon her perfect lips.




朗斯洛特骑士与桂妮薇王后
 



【1】











（断片）



像平衡着苦与乐的灵魂，

凭着天上的泪水和笑容，

在耀着阳光的雨丝之中

少女般的春日翩然来临。

透过那晶莹的茫茫烟雨，

一片片蓝天把笑脸展露；

而在望不见的密林深处，

凭阵阵香风，最高的榆树

已渐渐在聚碧凝绿。





有时候红雀在尖声啼唱，

有时候画眉啭鸣得嘹亮，

有时候雀鹰在盘旋翱翔——

吓得整个林子里没声响；

萋萋岬角旁，变黄的河水

音韵更饱满地蜿蜒淌过；

果树上低垂的花蕾灼灼，

正要展开成完美的花朵——

地面上好一派葳蕤。





在这一年中的妙龄时候，

朗斯洛特和桂妮薇王后

驰过鹿儿爱藏身的林薮，

听着喜洋洋的鸟雀歌喉。

像欢乐之春的一个局部：

桂妮薇身穿草绿色绸衫，

黄金的带扣束在了腰前，

发辫上戴一个黄金头环，

把浅绿色鸟羽箍住。





她那奶白色骡子的四蹄

时不时傍着潺潺的小溪，

擦过常春藤交错的繁枝，

踏着杂有紫罗兰的地衣；

夜间，她小精灵般的驴骡

听到怪异的鸣叫就惊跳；

眼下却在平野上飞快跑，

因为亮闪闪的野泽荒沼

把丁零的缰铃应和。





她飞驰在阳光中、浓荫下，

欢乐的风儿轻轻抚弄她，

拂开那辫子上的长鬈发；

她纤纤指尖把丝缰一拉，

那个模样看起来多俊美——

所以有一个男儿已放弃

其他的幸福和人间一切——

为同她美美的吻儿相接

已经让雄心全成灰。



注释







【1】


 传说朗斯洛特骑士救过王后桂妮薇（一译圭尼维尔），两人有私情。丁尼生大学时代就喜爱亚瑟王传奇，十多年中写成12卷《王者之歌》，寄托其理想。他的好友菲茨杰拉德曾保存一些他未发表的有关诗行。





The Beggar Maid



Her arms across her breast she laid;

She was more fair than words can say;

Barefooted came the beggar maid

Before the king Cophetua.

In robe and crown the king stept down,

To meet and greet her on her way;

'It is no wonder,' said the lords,

'She is more beautiful than day.'





As shines the moon in clouded skies,

She in her poor attire was seen;

One praised her ankles, one her eyes,

One her dark hair and lovesome mien.

So sweet a face, such angel grace,

In all that land had never been.

Cophetua sware a royal oath:

'This beggar maid shall be my queen!'




年轻女乞丐



她两条手臂在胸前交抱，

她的美用言辞没法描画；

这位女乞丐赤着一双脚，

走近当国王的科菲图阿。
 


【1】






国王虽头戴冠冕身穿袍，

为向她问好，忙迎到阶下；

大臣们说道，“毫无疑问，

论美好，阳光也比不上她。”





她身穿破衣裳那个情景

一如天上乱云间的月亮；

人们赞美她脚腕、她眼睛、

她乌黑头发和可爱模样。

如此美的脸，天使般优雅，

整个国家里谁也比不上；

科菲图阿王立下了誓言：

“我要娶这女乞丐做新娘。”



注释







【1】


 科菲图阿是传说中非洲国王。这故事曾出现在英国古代谣曲和莎士比亚的《罗密欧与朱丽叶》等剧本中。





The Eagle





(Fragment)



He clasps the crag with crooked hands;

Close to the sun in lonely lands,

Ring'd with the azure world, he stands.





The wrinkled sea beneath him crawls;

He watches from his mountain walls,

And like a thunderbolt he falls.




鹰





（断片）



他拳曲的爪子抓着巉岩；

荒原上的太阳在他身边，

他站在蔚蓝世界的中间。





蠕动的皱海面就在下方；

他在那山崖绝壁上凝望，

霎时像一道霹雳自天降。




Move Eastward, Happy Earth



Move eastward, happy earth, and leave

Yon orange sunset waning slow;

From fringes of the faded eve,

O happy planet, eastward go,

Till over thy dark shoulder glow

Thy silver sister-world, and rise

To glass herself in dewy eyes

That watch me from the glen below.





Ah, bear me with thee, smoothly borne,

Dip forward under starry light,

And move me to my marriage-morn,

And round again to happy night.




欢乐的地球，快朝东旋转



欢乐的地球，快朝东旋转，

离开渐暗的橘红色落日；

从暮色沉沉的黄昏边沿，

欢乐的星球啊，向东转去，

直到在你幽暗的肩头上，

你银光闪闪的姐妹升起，
 


【1】






映在下面幽谷中的眼里——

那清纯眼睛正把我眺望。





带上我吧，轻轻地载着我，

在星光之下向前转过去，

载我到举行婚礼的上午，

随后再转我到幸福之夜。



注释







【1】


 “姐妹”指金星（也有人认为是月亮）。下一行意为这金星将映在说话者的情人眼中。





The Letters



Still on the tower stood the vane,

A black yew gloom'd the stagnant air;

I peer'd athwart the chancel pane

And saw the altar cold and bare.

A clog of lead was round my feet,

A band of pain across my brow;

'Cold altar, heaven and earth shall meet

Before you hear my marriage vow.'





I turn'd and humm'd a bitter song

That mock'd the wholesome human heart,

And then we met in wrath and wrong,

We met, but only meant to part.

Full cold my greeting was and dry;

She faintly smiled, she hardly moved;

I saw with half-unconscious eye

She wore the colors I approved.





She took the little ivory chest,

With half a sigh she turn'd the key,

Then raised her head with lips comprest,

And gave my letters back to me;

And gave the trinkets and the rings,

My gifts, when gifts of mine could please.

As looks a father on the things

Of his dead son, I look'd on these.





She told me all her friends had said;

I raged against the public liar;

She talk'd as if her love were dead,

But in my words were seeds of fire.

'No more of love, your sex is known;

I never will be twice deceived.

Henceforth I trust the man alone,

The woman cannot be believed.





'Thro' slander, meanest spawn of hell, —

And women's slander is the worst, —

And you, whom once I loved so well,

Thro' you my life will be accurst.'

I spoke with heart and heat and force,

I shook her breast with vague alarms —

Like torrents from a mountain source

We rush'd into each other's arms.





We parted; sweetly gleam'd the stars,

And sweet the vapor-braided blue;

Low breezes fann'd the belfry bars,

As homeward by the church I drew.

The very graves appear'd to smile,

So fresh they rose in shadow'd swells;

'Dark porch,' I said, 'and silent aisle,

There comes a sound of marriage bells.'




信札
 



【1】









风向标静止在塔楼顶上，

黑紫衫遮暗凝滞的空气；

透过圣坛后的玻璃一望，

我看到祭坛前冷清空寂。

铅块像是绑上了我的脚，

我整个头颅一阵阵剧痛；

“冷冷的祭坛哪，在你听到

我的婚誓前，天地将合拢。”





我转脸哼一支苦涩小曲，

它嘲笑的是人心的宽厚；

接着我们在怨毒中相遇，

而相遇只是意味着分手。

我的问候话冷淡而干涩；

她似笑非笑，没怎么动弹；

她穿着我所赞同的颜色，

可对此我似乎视而未见。





她把小小象牙匣拿在手，

微微叹口气扭动了钥匙，

然后抿紧着嘴唇抬起头，

将我那些信还到我手里。

又还我指环等等小饰品，

这些曾使她快活的礼物——

如今我看着它们的神情，

像父亲看着儿子的遗物。





她讲到她朋友们的言辞，

那流言蜚语快把我气疯；

说话中她似乎爱心已死，

而我的话中却有着火种。

“还谈什么爱，这就是女人；

这种当我再不上第二回。

从今后我只能信任男人，

决不能再信任女流之辈。





“谣言是地狱最贱的产物，

而女人的造谣最最凶狠，

我爱你爱得是那样专注，

可谣言和你将毁我一生。”

我那激动激烈的心里话

隐隐使她惊恐的心乱跳——

像两股急流从山上冲下，

我们扑进了对方的怀抱。





我们分别时星星在闪烁，

烟雾缭绕的蓝天有多美；

我从教堂边朝着家中走，

微风把钟楼栅栏轻轻吹。

连一个个墓仿佛都在笑，

起伏在阴影中显得清新；

“幽暗的门廊、寂静的通道，”

我说，“传来了婚礼的钟声。”



注释







【1】


 本诗原作每节之前有罗马数字标明节数，现省略。





Break, Break, Break



Break, break, break,

On thy cold gray stones, O Sea!

And I would that my tongue could utter

The thoughts that arise in me.





O, well for the fisherman's boy,

That he shouts with his sister at play!

O, well for the sailor lad,

That he sings in his boat on the bay!





And the stately ships go on

To their haven under the hill;

But O for the touch of a vanish'd hand,

And the sound of a voice that is still!





Break, break, break,

At the foot of thy crags, O Sea!

But the tender grace of a day that is dead

Will never come back to me.




溅吧，溅吧，溅吧
 



【1】









溅吧，溅吧，溅吧，溅碎在

你冷冷灰岩上，哦大海！

但愿哪我的言辞能倾吐

我胸中涌动的情怀。





那渔家孩子呀多欢快，

同妹妹他边玩边叫嚷！

那年轻水手啊多欢快，

唱着歌荡舟在海湾上！





巍巍的船舶在驶去，

驶进山脚边的港口；

可是那相握的手已殒灭，

那说话声已沉寂，哦！





溅吧，溅吧，溅吧，溅碎在

你巉岩的脚上，哦大海！

但已死往日的厚谊和深情，

对于我永不会再来。



注释







【1】


 本诗写于挚友哈勒姆（见《悼念集》注）去世之后，为触景生情之作。





The Poet's Song



The rain had fallen, the Poet arose,

He pass'd by the town and out of the street;

A light wind blew from the gates of the sun,

And waves of shadow went over the wheat

And he sat him down in a lonely place,

And chanted a melody loud and sweet,

That made the wild-swan pause in her cloud,

And the lark drop down at his feet.





The swallow stopt as he hunted the fly,

The snake slipt under a spray,

The wild hawk stood with the down on his beak,

And stared, with his foot on the prey;

And the nightingale thought, 'I have sung many songs,

But never a one so gay,

For he sings of what the world will be

When the years have died away.'




诗人之歌



下过一场雨，诗人起了身，

他穿过街巷，走到了城外；

从太阳之门吹来了清风，

起伏的波影掠过田间麦；

他来到一个荒僻处坐下，

把优美的曲子高声歌唱，

这歌声使云中的雁停下，

使云雀落在他脚旁。





捕飞虫的燕子停住双翅，

蛇也在树枝下溜掉；

脚踩猎物的鹰注目而视，

嘴边还沾着些绒毛；

“我唱过多少歌，”夜莺在想，

“但都没这样欢，因为，

他是唱未来世界的景象——

而多少年已付流水。”





From


 
The Princess






Sweet and Low



Sweet and low, sweet and low,


Wind of the western sea,



Low, low, breathe and blow,


Wind of the western sea!



Over the rolling waters go,

Come from the dying moon, and blow,


Blow him again to me;



While my little one, while my pretty one sleeps.





Sleep and rest, sleep and rest,


Father will come to thee soon;



Rest, rest, on mother's breast,


Father will come to thee soon;



Father will come to his babe in the nest,

Silver sails all out of the west


Under the silver moon;



Sleep, my little one, sleep, my pretty one, sleep.




The Splendor Falls



The splendor falls on castle walls


And snowy summits old in story;



The long light shakes across the lakes,


And the wild cataract leaps in glory.



Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying,

Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying.





O, hark, O, hear! how thin and clear,


And thinner, clearer, farther going!



O, sweet and far from cliff and scar


The horns of Elfland faintly blowing!



Blow, let us hear the purple glens replying,

Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying.





O love, they die in yon rich sky,


They faint on hill or field or river;



Our echoes roll from soul to soul,


And grow for ever and for ever.



Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying,

And answer, echoes, answer, dying, dying, dying.




Tears, Idle Tears



Tears, idle tears, I know not what they mean,

Tears from the depth of some divine despair

Rise in the heart, and gather to the eyes,

In looking on the happy autumn-fields,

And thinking of the days that are no more.





Fresh as the first beam glittering on a sail,

That brings our friends up from the underworld,

Sad as the last which reddens over one

That sinks with all we love below the verge;

So sad, so fresh, the days that are no more.





Ah, sad and strange as in dark summer dawns

The earliest pipe of half-awaken'd birds

To dying ears, when unto dying eyes

The casement slowly grows a glimmering square;

So sad, so strange, the days that are no more.





Dear as remember'd kisses after death,

And sweet as those by hopeless fancy feign'd

On lips that are for others; deep as love,

Deep as first love, and wild with all regret;

O Death in Life, the days that are no more!




O Swallow, Swallow



O Swallow, Swallow, flying, flying south,

Fly to her, and fall upon her gilded eaves,

And tell her, tell her, what I tell to thee.





O, tell her, Swallow, thou that knowest each,

That bright and fierce and fickle is the South,

And dark and true and tender is the North.





O Swallow, Swallow, if I could follow, and light

Upon her lattice, I would pipe and trill,

And cheep and twitter twenty million loves.





O, were I thou that she might take me in,

And lay me on her bosom, and her heart

Would rock the snowy cradle till I died!





Why lingereth she to clothe her heart with love,

Delaying as the tender ash delays

To clothe herself, when all the woods are green?





O, tell her, Swallow, that thy brood is flown;

Say to her, I do but wanton in the South,

But in the North long since my nest is made.





O, tell her, brief is life but love is long,

And brief the sun of summer in the North,

And brief the moon of beauty in the South.





O Swallow, flying from the golden woods,

Fly to her, and pipe and woo her, and make her mine,

And tell her, tell her, that I follow thee.




Home They Brought Her Warrior Dead




Home they brought her warrior dead;




She nor swoon'd nor utter'd cry.




All her maidens, watching, said,




'She must weep or she will die.'








Then they praised him, soft and low,




Call'd him worthy to be loved,




Truest friend and noblest foe;




Yet she neither spoke nor moved.








Stole a maiden from her place,




Lightly to the warrior stept,




Took the face-cloth from the face;




Yet she neither moved nor wept.








Rose a nurse of ninety years,




Set his child upon her knee —




Like summer tempest came her tears —




'Sweet my child, I live for thee.'






Ask Me No More



Ask me no more: the moon may draw the sea;

The cloud may stoop from heaven and take the shape,

With fold to fold, of mountain or of cape;

But O too fond, when have I answer'd thee?






Ask me no more.















Ask me no more: what answer should I give?

I love not hollow cheek or faded eye:

Yet, O my friend, I will not have thee die!

Ask me no more, lest I should bid thee live;






Ask me no more.















Ask me no more: thy fate and mine are seal'd;

I strove against the stream and all in vain;

Let the great river take me to the main.

No more, dear love, for at a touch I yield;






Ask me no more.














Now Sleeps the Crimson Petal



Now sleeps the crimson petal, now the white;

Nor waves the cypress in the palace walk;

Nor winks the gold fin in the porphyry font.

The fire-fly wakens; waken thou with me.





Now droops the milk-white peacock like a ghost,

And like a ghost she glimmers on to me.





Now lies the Earth all Danaë to the stars,

And all thy heart lies open unto me.





Now slides the silent meteor on, and leaves

A shining furrow, as thy thoughts in me.

Now folds the lily all her sweetness up,

And slips into the bosom of the lake.

So fold thyself, my dearest, thou, and slip

Into my bosom and be lost in me.




公主
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 （选段）






轻又柔的风



轻又柔的风，轻又柔的风，


吹自西方的海面上，



轻而又轻地吹来一阵阵，


吹自西方的海面上！



吹自将隐没的月色昏沉，

吹过海面上的波浪滚滚，


吹着他回到我身旁；



当我的宝贝，我漂亮的宝贝在安睡。





静静地安睡，稳稳地安睡，


爸爸快来到你身边；



睡吧睡吧，在妈妈怀里睡，


爸爸快来到你身边；



爸爸就来看窝里的宝贝——

他的船沐着月亮的银辉，


在西风中鼓着银帆：



睡吧，睡吧，睡吧，我漂亮的小宝贝。




霞光正照亮



霞光正照亮城堡的高墙，


照亮名留传说的雪山巅；



悠长的斜晖摇荡于湖水，


狂野的飞瀑辉煌地四溅。



吹吧，号角，吹吧，叫狂野的回声远飞；

吹吧，号角；应吧，回声，再渐渐低微低微。





倾耳听吧！多细微清晰呀，


越传越远去，越细微清晰！



精灵之国的号声多甜美——


它隐隐来自远远的峭壁！



吹吧，让我们听听紫色溪谷的回声娓娓；

吹吧，号角；应吧，回声，再渐渐低微低微。





爱人哪，回声消失在霞天，


在山河、田野上渐渐微弱；



但我俩心灵之间的回声


永远在生长，永远在展扩。



吹吧，号角，吹吧，叫不羁的回声远飞；

吹吧，号角；应吧，回声，再渐渐低微低微。




泪，空流的泪



泪，空流的泪，不知意味着什么；

这个泪来自神圣的绝望深处，

涌上了心头又汇入双眼之中——

因为凝望着欢乐的秋日田野，

我就想起了一去不返的往日。





鲜明得就像船帆上最早曙光——

这条船带来我们天涯的朋友，
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凄迷得就像帆上末一缕霞光——

带我们所爱的一切隐入天边；

多凄迷鲜明，一去不返的往日。





啊，凄迷又奇异，像幽暗的夏晨，

垂死的眼前，窗框间慢慢显出

一方曚昽之时，垂死的耳朵里

听见半醒鸟雀的第一声啼鸣；

多凄迷奇异，一去不返的往日。





亲昵得像死后还难忘的亲吻，

甜美得像无望中假想却永远

也得不到的亲吻；深沉得像爱，

深沉得像初恋，遗恨绵绵无尽；

生中之死啊，一去不返的往日。
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燕子呀燕子



燕子呀燕子，你飞呀飞呀去南方，

请你飞向她，降在她镏金屋檐上，

告诉她，把我对你讲的话告诉她。





告诉她，了解她也了解我的燕子，

明朗、热烈、易变的地方是南面，

幽暗、诚挚、温柔的所在是北方。





燕子呀燕子，我若是能随你飞去，

飞到她窗棂上歇下，我万千情意

将化作宛转的鸣啭、吱喳的啼叫。





愿我呀变作你，让她把我收进屋，

抱着我，贴在她起起伏伏的心上，
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但愿那雪白的摇篮摇我到长眠！





为什么，她迟迟不让心头蒙上爱？

就像在整个树林的一片葱绿中

那柔嫩的梣树却是一味在拖延。





告诉她，燕子呀，你的同胞已飞走，

对她说，在南方我只是嬉闹一场，

可是在北方，我的窝早已经筑好。





请你呀告诉她，情爱绵绵人生短，

在北方，短促的是夏天里的阳光，

在南方，短促的是皎皎月的光华。





燕子呀，你从金黄色秋林飞向她，

用你的啼鸣央求她，为我赢得她，

告诉她，告诉她，我将随你去那里。




武士的遗体抬回了家里




武士的遗体抬回了家里，




夫人没昏厥没哭叫；




她身边的女伴都在低语：




“不哭出来她命难保。”








她们轻声地赞美这武士，




说他是值得爱的人——




做敌人高尚，做朋友忠实；




但夫人不动不作声。








有一名侍女悄悄地走开，




轻轻地来到死者边，




把盖在他脸上的布揭开：




但夫人不哭不动弹。








九十岁保姆抱起小东家，




放上了夫人的双膝——




她眼泪像夏日的暴雨泻下：




“宝贝，我活着是为你。”






别再问我



别再问我；月亮对海也许有引力；
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天上一团团的云也许会低飘——

形状也许像大山也许像海角；

真是太痴啦，我几时曾回答过你？






别再问我。















别再问我；我又该怎样来回答你？

我不爱凹陷的脸颊，失神的眼！

可是朋友啊，我也不愿你长眠！

别再问我啦，免得我叫你活下去；






别再问我。















别再问我；你和我的命运已定局，

我奋力逆流而上却劳而无功；

就让滔滔的大河卷我到海中。

别问啦亲爱的，我再也经受不起。






别再问我。














现在红花瓣、白花瓣



现在红花瓣、白花瓣一一睡着；

宫中小径上的翠柏不再摇荡；

斑岩泉里的金鳍也不再闪烁，

萤火虫醒来，醒的还有你同我。





现在乳白色孔雀幽灵般昏沉，

幽灵般显现，朦朦胧胧对着我。





现在大地像达那厄躺在星斗下，
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你也敞开了整个心扉等着我。





现在流星悄然落，划一道光迹；

像对你的情思，悄然落进了我。

现在合拢的睡莲收起了馨香，

无声无息滑进了湖水的怀抱；

我最亲爱的，你也就收拢身子

滑进我怀抱，整个儿融汇于我。



注释







【1】


 叙事长诗《公主》第三版中插有多首可独立成篇的抒情短诗，19至20世纪一些作曲家曾为之谱曲。






【2】


 “天涯”指的是地球的另一半。






【3】


 过去的已死去，还活在记忆中，这是“生中之死”。关于这首诗，作者曾说：“在万物变黄的秋日时节，在丁登寺这个勾起我绵绵回忆的地方，这首小诗油然而生。”这里使他想起华兹华斯的杰作《丁登寺》，也使他思念挚友哈勒姆，因为其墓地离此不远。他还说：“这种感觉，甚至我还是孩子时就有，并被称为‘对往昔所怀的强烈感情’。这种感觉我现在也一直有。使我着迷的，是风景、图画、往事中的那种距离感……”






【4】


 这个意象来自莎士比亚《维纳斯与阿童尼》1185行。






【5】


 本诗富于音乐性，诗中多单音节词。英国骑士派诗人托马斯·卡鲁（Thomas Carew，1594—1640）有一首著名爱情诗，其中每一节也以Ask me no more开头。






【6】


 据希腊神话，阿戈斯王因神谕说他将死于未来外孙之手，就把女儿达那厄囚禁于铜塔，与外界隔绝。但宙斯化作金雨前来，使她怀孕并生下英雄珀尔修斯（后来掷铁饼时不慎砸死外祖父）。






From


 
In Memoriam A. H. H.






II



Old yew, which graspest at the stones

That name the underlying dead,

Thy fibres net the dreamless head,

Thy roots are wrapt about the bones.





The seasons bring the flower again,

And bring the firstling to the flock;

And in the dusk of thee the clock

Beats out the little lives of men.





O, not for thee the glow, the bloom,

Who changest not in any gale,

Nor branding summer suns avail

To touch thy thousand years of gloom;





And gazing on thee, sullen tree,

Sick for thy stubborn hardihood,

I seem to fail from out my blood

And grow incorporate into thee.




VII



Dark house, by which once more I stand

Here in the long unlovely street,

Doors, where my heart was used to beat

So quickly, waiting for a hand,





A hand that can be clasp'd no more —

Behold me, for I cannot sleep,

And like a guilty thing I creep

At earliest morning to the door.





He is not here; but far away

The noise of life begins again,

And ghastly thro' the drizzling rain

On the bald street breaks the blank day.




IX



Fair ship, that from the Italian shore

Sailest the placid ocean-plains

With my lost Arthur's loved remains,

Spread thy full wings, and waft him o'er.





So draw him home to those that mourn

In vain; a favorable speed

Ruffle thy mirror'd mast, and lead

Thro' prosperous floods his holy urn.





All night no ruder air perplex

Thy sliding keel, till Phosphor, bright

As our pure love, thro' early light

Shall glimmer on the dewy decks.





Sphere all your lights around, above;

Sleep, gentle heavens, before the prow;

Sleep, gentle winds, as he sleeps now,

My friend, the brother of my love;





My Arthur, whom I shall not see

Till all my widow'd race be run;

Dear as the mother to the son,

More than my brothers are to me.




XI



Calm is the morn without a sound,

Calm as to suit a calmer grief,

And only thro' the faded leaf

The chestnut pattering to the ground;





Calm and deep peace on this high world,

And on these dews that drench the furze,

And all the silvery gossamers

That twinkle into green and gold;





Calm and still light on yon great plain

That sweeps with all its autumn bowers,

And crowded farms and lessening towers,

To mingle with the bounding main;





Calm and deep peace in this wide air,

These leaves that redden to the fall,

And in my heart, if calm at all,

If any calm, a calm despair;





Calm on the seas, and silver sleep,

And waves that sway themselves in rest,

And dead calm in that noble breast

Which heaves but with the heaving deep.




XVII



Thou comest, much wept for; such a breeze

Compell'd thy canvas, and my prayer

Was as the whisper of an air

To breathe thee over lonely seas.





For I in spirit saw thee move

Thro' circles of the bounding sky,

Week after week; the days go by;

Come quick, thou bringest all I love.





Henceforth, wherever thou mayst roam,

My blessing, like a line of light,

Is on the waters day and night,

And like a beacon guards thee home.





So may whatever tempest mars

Mid-ocean spare thee, sacred bark,

And balmy drops in summer dark

Slide from the bosom of the stars;





So kind an office hath been done,

Such precious relics brought by thee,

The dust of him I shall not see

Till all my widow'd race be run.




XIX



The Danube to the Severn gave

The darken'd heart that beat no more;

They laid him by the pleasant shore,

And in the hearing of the wave.





There twice a day the Severn fills;

The salt sea-water passes by,

And hushes half the babbling Wye,

And makes a silence in the hills.





The Wye is hush'd nor moved along,

And hush'd my deepest grief of all,

When fill'd with tears that cannot fall,

I brim with sorrow drowning song.





The tide flows down, the wave again

Is vocal in its wooded walls;

My deeper anguish also falls,

And I can speak a little then.




XXII



The path by which we twain did go,

Which led by tracts that pleased us well,

Thro' four sweet years arose and fell,

From flower to flower, from snow to snow;





And we with singing cheer'd the way,

And, crown'd with all the season lent,

From April on to April went,

And glad at heart from May to May.





But where the path we walk'd began

To slant the fifth autumnal slope,

As we descended following Hope,

There sat the Shadow fear'd of man;





Who broke our fair companionship,

And spread his mantle dark and cold,

And wrapt thee formless in the fold,

And dull'd the murmur on thy lip,





And bore thee where I could not see

Nor follow, tho' I walk in haste,

And think that somewhere in the waste

The Shadow sits and waits for me.




XXVIII



The time draws near the birth of Christ.

The moon is hid, the night is still;

The Christmas bells from hill to hill

Answer each other in the mist.





Four voices of four hamlets round,

From far and near, on mead and moor,

Swell out and fail, as if a door

Were shut between me and the sound;





Each voice four changes on the wind,

That now dilate, and now decrease,

Peace and goodwill, goodwill and peace,

Peace and goodwill, to all mankind.





This year I slept and woke with pain,

I almost wish'd no more to wake,

And that my hold on life would break

Before I heard those bells again;





But they my troubled spirit rule,

For they controll'd me when a boy;

They bring me sorrow touch'd with joy,

The merry, merry bells of Yule.




XXXIX



Old warder of these buried bones,

And answering now my random stroke

With fruitful cloud and living smoke,

Dark yew, that graspest at the stones





And dippest toward the dreamless head,

To thee too comes the golden hour

When flower is feeling after flower;

But Sorrow, — fixt upon the dead,





And darkening the dark graves of men, —

What whisper'd from her lying lips?

Thy gloom is kindled at the tips,

And passes into gloom again.




XLVI



We ranging down this lower track,

The path we came by, thorn and flower,

Is shadow'd by the growing hour,

Lest life should fail in looking back.





So be it: there no shade can last

In that deep dawn behind the tomb,

But clear from marge to marge shall bloom

The eternal landscape of the past;





A lifelong tract of time reveal'd,

The fruitful hours of still increase;

Days order'd in a wealthy peace,

And those five years its richest field.





O Love, thy province were not large,

A bounded field, nor stretching far;

Look also, Love, a brooding star,

A rosy warmth from marge to marge.




L



Be near me when my light is low,

When the blood creeps, and the nerves prick

And tingle; and the heart is sick,

And all the wheels of being slow.





Be near me when the sensuous frame

Is rack'd with pangs that conquer trust;

And Time, a maniac scattering dust,

And Life, a Fury slinging flame.





Be near me when my faith is dry,

And men the flies of latter spring,

That lay their eggs, and sting and sing

And weave their petty cells and die.





Be near me when I fade away,

To point the term of human strife,

And on the low dark verge of life

The twilight of eternal day.




LXIV



Dost thou look back on what hath been,

As some divinely gifted man,

Whose life in low estate began

And on a simple village green;





Who breaks his birth's invidious bar,

And grasps the skirts of happy chance,

And breasts the blows of circumstance,

And grapples with his evil star;





Who makes by force his merit known

And lives to clutch the golden keys,

To mould a mighty state's decrees,

And shape the whisper of the throne;





And moving up from high to higher,

Becomes on Fortune's crowning slope

The pillar of a people's hope,

The centre of a world's desire;





Yet feels, as in a pensive dream,

When all his active powers are still,

A distant dearness in the hill,

A secret sweetness in the stream,





The limit of his narrower fate,

While yet beside its vocal springs

He play'd at counsellors and kings,

With one that was his earliest mate;





Who ploughs with pain his native lea

And reaps the labor of his hands,

Or in the furrow musing stands:

'Does my old friend remember me?'




LXVII



When on my bed the moonlight falls,

I know that in thy place of rest

By that broad water of the west

There comes a glory on the walls:





Thy marble bright in dark appears,

As slowly steals a silver flame

Along the letters of thy name,

And o'er the number of thy years.





The mystic glory swims away,

From off my bed the moonlight dies;

And closing eaves of wearied eyes

I sleep till dusk is dipt in gray;





And then I know the mist is drawn

A lucid veil from coast to coast,

And in the dark church like a ghost

Thy tablet glimmers in the dawn.




LXIX



I dream'd there would be Spring no more,

That Nature's ancient power was lost;

The streets were black with smoke and frost,

They chatter'd trifles at the door;





I wander'd from the noisy town,

I found a wood with thorny boughs;

I took the thorns to bind my brows,

I wore them like a civic crown;





I met with scoffs, I met with scorns

From youth and babe and hoary hairs:

They call'd me in the public squares

The fool that wears a crown of thorns.





They call'd me fool, they call'd me child:

I found an angel of the night;

The voice was low, the look was bright;

He look'd upon my crown and smiled.





He reach'd the glory of a hand,

That seem'd to touch it into leaf;

The voice was not the voice of grief,

The words were hard to understand.




LXXIV



As sometimes in a dead man's face,

To those that watch it more and more,

A likeness, hardly seen before,

Comes out — to some one of his race;





So, dearest, now thy brows are cold,

I see thee what thou art, and know

Thy likeness to the wise below,

Thy kindred with the great of old.





But there is more than I can see,

And what I see I leave unsaid,

Nor speak it, knowing Death has made

His darkness beautiful with thee.




LXXVIII



Again at Christmas did we weave

The holly round the Christmas hearth;

The silent snow possess'd the earth,

And calmly fell our Christmas-eve.





The yule-clog sparkled keen with frost,

No wing of wind the region swept,

But over all things brooding slept

The quiet sense of something lost.





As in the winters left behind,

Again our ancient games had place,

The mimic picture's breathing grace,

And dance and song and hoodman-blind.





Who show'd a token of distress?

No single tear, no mark of pain —

O sorrow, then can sorrow wane?

O grief, can grief be changed to less?





O last regret, regret can die!

No — mixt with all this mystic frame,

Her deep relations are the same,

But with long use her tears are dry.




LXXXIII



Dip down upon the northern shore,

O sweet new-year delaying long;

Thou doest expectant Nature wrong;

Delaying long, delay no more.





What stays thee from the clouded noons,

Thy sweetness from its proper place?

Can trouble live with April days,

Or sadness in the summer moons?





Bring orchis, bring the foxglove spire,

The little speedwell's darling blue,

Deep tulips dash'd with fiery dew,

Laburnums, dropping-wells of fire.





O thou, new-year, delaying long,

Delayest the sorrow in my blood,

That longs to burst a frozen bud

And flood a fresher throat with song.




LXXXVII



I past beside the reverend walls

In which of old I wore the gown;

I roved at random thro' the town,

And saw the tumult of the halls;





And heard once more in college fanes

The storm their high-built organs make,

And thunder-music, rolling, shake

The prophet blazon'd on the panes;





And caught once more the distant shout,

The measured pulse of racing oars

Among the willows; paced the shores

And many a bridge, and all about





The same gray flats again, and felt

The same, but not the same; and last

Up that long walk of limes I past

To see the rooms in which he dwelt.





Another name was on the door.

I linger'd; all within was noise

Of songs, and clapping hands, and boys

That crash'd the glass and beat the floor;





Where once we held debate, a band

Of youthful friends, on mind and art,

And labor, and the changing mart,

And all the framework of the land;





When one would aim an arrow fair,

But send it slackly from the string;

And one would pierce an outer ring,

And one an inner, here and there;





And last the master-bowman, he,

Would cleave the mark. A willing ear

We lent him. Who but hung to hear

The rapt oration flowing free





From point to point, with power and grace

And music in the bounds of law,

To those conclusions when we saw

The God within him light his face,





And seem to lift the form, and glow

In azure orbits heavenly-wise;

And over those ethereal eyes

The bar of Michael Angelo?




XCI



When rosy plumelets tuft the larch,

And rarely pipes the mounted thrush,

Or underneath the barren bush

Flits by the sea-blue bird of March;





Come, wear the form by which I know

Thy spirit in time among thy peers;

The hope of unaccomplish'd years

Be large and lucid round thy brow.





When summer's hourly-mellowing change

May breathe, with many roses sweet,

Upon the thousand waves of wheat

That ripple round the lonely grange,





Come; not in watches of the night,

But where the sunbeam broodeth warm,

Come, beauteous in thine after form,

And like a finer light in light.




XCIX



Risest thou thus, dim dawn, again,

So loud with voices of the birds,

So thick with lowings of the herds,

Day, when I lost the flower of men;





Who tremblest thro' thy darkling red

On yon swollen brook that bubbles fast

By meadows breathing of the past,

And woodlands holy to the dead;





Who murmurest in the foliaged eaves

A song that slights the coming care,

And Autumn laying here and there

A fiery finger on the leaves;





Who wakenest with thy balmy breath

To myriads on the genial earth,

Memories of bridal, or of birth,

And unto myriads more, of death.





O, wheresoever those may be,

Betwixt the slumber of the poles,

To-day they count as kindred souls;

They know me not, but mourn with me.




CIV



The time draws near the birth of Christ;

The moon is hid, the night is still;

A single church below the hill

Is pealing, folded in the mist.





A single peal of bells below,

That wakens at this hour of rest

A single murmur in the breast,

That these are not the bells I know.





Like strangers' voices here they sound,

In lands where not a memory strays,

Nor landmark breathes of other days,

But all is new unhallow'd ground.




CVI



Ring out, wild bells, to the wild sky,

The flying cloud, the frosty light:

The year is dying in the night;

Ring out, wild bells, and let him die.





Ring out the old, ring in the new,

Ring, happy bells, across the snow:

The year is going, let him go;

Ring out the false, ring in the true.





Ring out the grief that saps the mind,

For those that here we see no more;

Ring out the feud of rich and poor,

Ring in redress to all mankind.





Ring out a slowly dying cause,

And ancient forms of party strife;

Ring in the nobler modes of life,

With sweeter manners, purer laws.





Ring out the want, the care, the sin,

The faithless coldness of the times;

Ring out, ring out my mournful rhymes,

But ring the fuller minstrel in.





Ring out false pride in place and blood,

The civic slander and the spite;

Ring in the love of truth and right,

Ring in the common love of good.





Ring out old shapes of foul disease;

Ring out the narrowing lust of gold;

Ring out the thousand wars of old,

Ring in the thousand years of peace.





Ring in the valiant man and free,

The larger heart, the kindlier hand;

Ring out the darkness of the land,

Ring in the Christ that is to be.




CXV



Now fades the last long streak of snow,

Now burgeons every maze of quick

About the flowering squares, and thick

By ashen roots the violets blow.





Now rings the woodland loud and long,

The distance takes a lovelier hue,

And drown'd in yonder living blue

The lark becomes a sightless song.





Now dance the lights on lawn and lea,

The flocks are whiter down the vale,

And milkier every milky sail

On winding stream or distant sea;





Where now the seamew pipes, or dives

In yonder greening gleam, and fly

The happy birds, that change their sky

To build and brood, that live their lives





From land to land; and in my breast

Spring wakens too, and my regret

Becomes an April violet,

And buds and blossoms like the rest.




CXXIII



There rolls the deep where grew the tree.

O earth, what changes hast thou seen!

There where the long street roars hath been

The stillness of the central sea.





The hills are shadows, and they flow

From form to form, and nothing stands;

They melt like mist, the solid lands,

Like clouds they shape themselves and go.





But in my spirit will I dwell,

And dream my dream, and hold it true;

For tho' my lips may breathe adieu,

I cannot think the thing farewell.




CXXX



Thy voice is on the rolling air;

I hear thee where the waters run;

Thou standest in the rising sun,

And in the setting thou art fair.





What art thou then? I cannot guess;

But tho' I seem in star and flower

To feel thee some diffusive power,

I do not therefore love thee less.





My love involves the love before;

My love is vaster passion now;

Tho' mix'd with God and Nature thou,

I seem to love thee more and more.





Far off thou art, but ever nigh;

I have thee still, and I rejoice;

I prosper, circled with thy voice;

I shall not lose thee tho' I die.




悼念集
 



【1】





 （选段）






二



苍老紫杉树，你笼住的碑

把下面死者的姓名道出，

你细枝网住无梦的头颅，

你根子裹在遗骨的周围。





花开时节又带来了花朵，

带来了初生的幼畜雏禽；

你荫翳里的一下下钟声

把短短的人生逐点敲走。





你呀，任何风改变不了你，

阳光和花朵都同你无关，

连烙铁一般的夏日也难

触动你悠悠千年的阴郁。
 


【2】










我看着你这阴沉沉的树，

愿像你一样坚忍又顽强；

我仿佛血气消尽人变僵，

渐渐地与你融合在一处。




七



昏暗的屋边我再度站立，
 


【3】






站在这不可爱的长街上；

往常在这门前，我的心脏

总为等待一只手跳得急。





但再也不能紧握这只手——

瞧我呀，因为已无法入睡，

就像个可怜东西负着罪，

绝早地悄悄溜到这门口。





他不在这里；但是听远处，

生活的嘈杂声又在响起，

而透过空街上濛濛细雨，

露出了惨淡苍白的初曙。




九
 



【4】









好船哪，你从意大利岸旁

载着我热爱的亚瑟遗骸，

驶过平静的远洋和近海，

请张足翅膀，送他回故乡。





送他给空为他哀伤的人；

迅捷的船犁碎那倒映在

水中的桅杆，驶过那大海，

载回他灵柩，愿一路平稳。





但愿一整夜没厉风搅乱

你疾驰的船身，直到晓星——

晶莹得像我们爱的纯净——

照在曙色里沾露的甲板。





把你的光洒遍昊昊苍穹；

船前的长天哪，愿你安息；

和风啊，愿你也像他安息——

像我挚友，我亲爱的弟兄——





这亚瑟我将永远见不到，

直到失伴的我此生结束；

他对我，这情分胜似手足，

可以同母子之情相比较。




一一



宁静的早晨没一点声响，

配得上更加宁静的悲切；

只听见擦过枯萎的树叶，

栗子嗒一声掉落在地上；





宁静和安谧遍布这高原，
 


【5】






遍布于荆豆花上的露滴，

遍布于一根根银色蛛丝——

闪出了绿辉和金光点点；





宁静的清光照着的平野

承载着越远越小的堡塔、

秋日的林丛、拥挤的农家，

绵绵延延地同大海相接；





宁静和安谧充满这大气，

秋色把树叶染成了殷红，

而我的心中即使有宁静，

无非是宁静的绝望而已；





宁静的海是银色的睡乡，

睡着的波浪轻摇着自己；

宏伟的胸中死一般宁谧，

它只因海的呼吸而升降。




一七



惹人流泪的你一路驶来；

海风推着帆，而我的祷辞

也像那低声细语的气息

吹着你送过寂寥的大海。





因为我心灵之眼看见你，

看见你穿过周遭的天边——

一周又一周，一天连一天；

快来吧，带来我爱的一切。





今后无论你漂荡在何处，

我的祝福将会像一道光，

日日夜夜照在那水面上，

像座灯塔引导你回故土。





任什么暴风雨逞威洋中，

愿它豁免你这神圣的船；

也愿露珠在夏日的夜晚

温馨芬芳地滴落自星空。





你承担的工作至善至仁，

把他那可贵的遗体载回；

但我将不可能同他相会，

直到失伴的我结束余生。




一九



多瑙河把他交还给塞文——
 


【6】






他不跳的心已变得黯淡；

人们埋他在美好的河岸，

那里听得见水波的声音。





每一天塞文河两次涨潮，

这时咸咸的海水流过去，

使潺潺的葳河半无声息，
 


【7】






使那些层峦叠嶂静悄悄。





没了声息的葳河不流动，

我最深重的哀痛也已哑，

每当我满眼的泪难滴下，

销愁的歌便充满我心中。





潮水回流，夹峙的林木里

水波又发出流动的声音，

我更深的哀痛也已减轻，

这时，我略略能出言吐语。




二二



广袤的土地令我们惬意，

我们俩走着那里的小路，

美好的四年里起起伏伏，

历经了多少回花时雪季；





一路上我们喜洋洋唱歌，

享受着时令提供的一切，

从四月前往另一个四月，

从五月到五月满心欢乐。





但在第五个秋日坡道上，
 


【8】






我们走的路已开始倾斜，

当我们随希望之神走下，

可怕的死神却坐在前方；





他拆散我们真挚的友情，

把他冷冰冰黑大氅一摊，

把你在其中裹成了一团，

闷得你咕哝声变低变轻。





他带你去看不见的地方，

我虽走得急也跟不上他，

心里在想，他也许已坐下——

等待着我，在某处荒原上。




二八



时间已接近基督的诞辰。
 


【9】






月亮隐没了，夜色静悄悄；

圣诞的钟声此起彼伏敲，

应和在山峦间的雾气中。





附近四处村落的四套钟

响在远近的草场、荒原上；

响了又归于沉寂，就好像

我和钟声间关了一道门。





四响的钟声在风里变奏，
 


【10】






一会儿昂扬，一会儿低婉——

平安与友善，友善与平安——

一声声送到全人类心头。





今年我是睡是醒都是苦，

差一点只求永远别再醒，

或者没听到下一回钟声

我这苟延的生命已结束；





但钟声管住我不宁的心，

因为支配过年幼时的我；

它带来忧愁也含有快乐——

这喜气洋洋的圣诞钟声。




三九



你这地下骸骨的老守卫，

我随意拍动，你便一蓬蓬

扬出能结果、传种的花粉；

黑苍苍紫杉，你拢住石碑，
 


【11】










朝无梦的头低低地俯着，

黄金般时光你同样也有，

那时候花儿把花儿寻求；

但悲苦之神笼罩着死者，





遮暗了人们幽暗的墓地，

是什么出自她撒谎的嘴？

阴暗的你枝梢上亮一会，
 


【12】






随即又再隐没在阴暗里。




四六



我们沿低低的小路漫步，

荆棘、繁花和来时的幽径

随时光流逝而蒙上暗影，

要不然生活将无从回顾。





任其如此吧，暗影决不会

留存于坟墓后的曙色中，

而往昔的景物自始至终

将永远发出清澈的光辉；





显现的将是一生的光阴，

是果实静静积累的时刻，

是平和有序的富饶时日——

其中那五年田野最丰盈。
 


【13】










爱神哪，你的疆域并不大，

只不过有着褊狭的四境；

但你看，一颗低沉的星星

把玫瑰色温暖普降天下。




五○



请来我身边，当我年已暮，
 


【14】






血气已衰落，神经在刺痛；

当我的心感到怔忡沉重，

当生命的机能都已麻木。





请来我身边，当我的感官

为压倒信心的痛楚所苦；

而时光像狂徒乱撒尘土，

生活像复仇女神喷火焰。





请来我身边，当我的信仰

已枯竭，人们像晚春飞虫——

下过了卵，又叮人又哼哼，

然后织成个小茧去死亡。





请来我身边，当我逝去时，

来标明人生斗争的终点，

在生命幽暗的低处边缘，

来标出永恒白天的曙色。




六四



你是不是回顾前尘往事？——
 


【15】






像一位特别有天赋的人，

出生在简朴的绿色农村，

他的人生在低微中开始；





但冲破出身的不利障碍，

抓住了幸运女神的长裙，

同他的灾星搏斗个不停，

对抗着逆境的踢打滚摔；





他硬使其优点为人所知，

终于把金钥匙捏在手中，
 


【16】






为一个强国拟订出法令，

左右着来自宝座的低语；





他在幸运的坡道上晋升，

升到登峰造极的位置上，

成了百姓期望中的栋梁，

也成了世界仰慕的中心；





就像在多思的梦中一般，

当他在身心都休憩之际，

想起遥远的山丘和小溪，

感到无名的亲切和依恋——





那是他往昔的狭窄天地，

在那水声淙淙的小溪边，

他曾同他最早的小伙伴

玩过大臣和国王的游戏；





这伙伴在故乡辛勤耕作，

收获他亲手劳动的果实，

会不会站在犁沟边沉思：

“我那老朋友可还记得我？”




六七



每当月光洒到了我床上，

我知道在你的安息之地，

映着西部那大片的涟漪，
 


【17】






有一道光辉照在那墙上；





你那方云石亮在黑暗里，

那银辉一点一点悄悄挪，

挪过你姓名的每个字母，

挪过你生卒年份和日期。





那玄妙的光辉飘忽而逝，

月光也渐渐离开我的床；

于是我把疲倦的眼合上，

睡到夜色里弥漫灰晨曦。





这时我知道，透明的薄雾

像面纱蒙上我国的大地，

你的铭牌在漆黑教堂里
 


【18】






正在曙色中幽幽地显露。




六九



我梦见春天已不再降临——

大自然丧失这古老能力；

霜和烟雾使街上黑漆漆，

人们在门边谈琐碎事情。





我信步走离喧闹的城厢，

来到了满是荆条的林边；

我用荆条在额头围一圈——

犹如普通的花冠戴头上。





我遇见幼儿、青年和老汉，

他们只对我轻蔑和耻笑，

在大庭广众里把我呼叫，

骂我是戴着荆冠的笨蛋。
 


【19】










他们骂我没出息、是笨蛋，

我却遇到了黑夜的天使；

他神情开朗，说话声很低，

面带微笑地看着我荆冠。





他朝我把发光的手伸出，

像要在荆冠上化出绿叶；

他说话的声音并不悲切，

但那些词语却很难领悟。




七四



有些人对死者久久凝视，

有时会发现在那张脸上

有某种前所未见的相像——

同他家族里的某人相似；





同样，你亲爱的脸虽已冷，

我却看明白了你，看清了

你像埋在了地下的智者，

是古代那些伟人的至亲。





但是我能看到的并不全，

而看到了的也没有全说，

也不想谈论，因为我懂得，

死神用你来美化他黑暗。




七八



圣诞节，我们又编着冬青，

用它来装点节日的壁炉；
 


【20】






无声的积雪把大地镇住，

我们的圣诞夜静静降临。





带霜的大木段火花直爆，
 


【21】






没有一丝风掠过这地方，

但在郁郁沉沉的万物上，

有种失落之感悄悄笼罩。





像以往那些冬天里一样，

我们又玩起从前的游戏；

照艺术品摆出逼真姿势，
 


【22】






再加唱歌、跳舞和捉迷藏。





谁流露一点忧伤的征兆？

没有一滴泪，没痛苦痕迹——

悲伤啊，悲伤也能够消逝？

哀痛啊，哀痛也能够变少？





极度的痛惜呀，能够凋殒！

不不；同难解的心情相缠，

痛惜的深层联系仍不变，

但是因痛惜已久泪流尽。




八三



迟迟不来的煦和新春哪，
 


【23】






违拂了万物盼你的心意；

请降临我们这北国之地——

你耽搁已久，别再耽搁吧！





是什么留住你那种温馨，

留住你云翳遮掩的中午？
 


【24】






忧烦怎能同四月天相处？

悲愁怎能和夏时月并存？





请带来幽兰、细嫩毛地黄、

蓝得可爱的小小婆婆纳、
 


【25】






串串火球一般的金链花、
 


【26】






露珠闪闪的浓彩郁金香。





啊，你这迟迟不来的新春，

抑住我深入血脉的哀思；

这哀思只求吐冻芽一支，

让温润的咽喉涌出歌声。




八七



我经过一堵堵可敬的墙，
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在那墙内我曾身穿长袍；

在镇上我信步东走西跑，

看见人们在厅堂里喧嚷；





我再度听见学院教堂里

高耸的风琴奏出的轰鸣，

这雷似的音乐隆隆撼动

装嵌在窗玻璃中的先知；





还再度听到远远的喊叫，

听出柳荫里赛艇那些桨

划动的节拍；那一带岸上

我踱着踱着，经过多少桥；





周围是一样灰色的平地，

虽感到一样却又不一样；

最后走到的椴树道好长——
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我去看他曾住过的居室。





门上是另一个人的姓名。

我流连着；屋里阵阵喧响，

是小伙子们歌唱和鼓掌，

是敲着杯子、地板的声音；





这里，我们曾举行过研讨：

一群年轻的朋友，谈思想、

艺术、劳动，议变化的市场

和国家的种种组织构造；
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有人想射一支准确的箭——

但离弦之时箭却没有劲，

有人把外面的一环射中，

有人则射穿稍里的一圈；





最后是他这神射手中的。

我们总乐于听他发议论。

当我们看到他心中的神

使他容光焕发，他的形体





也似乎在向碧空中升起

并发出超凡入圣的光芒；

看到他那非凡的眼睛上

有着米开朗琪罗的眉脊；
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谁还能不倾听他的论述？——

他层层推进，话优雅有力，

让法律像音乐叫人着迷，
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直听到他把结论全列出。




九一



趁落叶松长出红红针叶，

高飞的画眉啼啭得奇妙；

趁这种三月的海蓝之鸟
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在光秃的灌木丛间飞掠；





来吧，让你的外貌能使我
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从你同类中认出你灵魂；

让你对未竟之年的憧憬

在额头的四周又亮又阔。





当夏日正时刻变得丰美，

把多少玫瑰的郁郁馨香

送往微风中的千重麦浪——

起伏在孤零零田庄周围，





来吧；别在上更的夜间来，

挑日光暖洋洋普照之时

来吧，就凭你身后的英姿，

在光明之中更显出光彩。




九九



鸟啼得高亢，牛叫得低哑，

朦胧的曙色，你呀又一次

就这样引进了这个日子——
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在这天，我失去人间之花；





你透过幽幽的红光颤动，

映在湍急的涨水小河上——

它流过吐露往事的草场，

流过死者曾赞赏的树林；





你不顾将会到来的忧虑，
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不顾秋日火焰般的手指

点上一处又一处的叶子，

却在繁枝密叶中哼小曲；





你温馨的气息勾醒往事，

叫温暖大地上万千居民

回忆起婚礼或人的诞生，

但也使更多的人想到死。





在昏昏沉睡的两极之间，
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那些不认识我的人无论

在哪里，今天也算我亲人，

因为都同我一起在悼念。




一○四



又快到基督诞生的日期；
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夜晚静悄悄，月亮云后藏；

薄雾裹着山脚旁的教堂，

孤零零的它正把钟敲起。





在这个万物休憩的时分，

下面孤零零敲着的组钟

唤起我心中的一声咕哝：

这可不是我熟悉的钟声。





这听来像陌生人的嗓音

响在回忆不到的新地方——

这里没地标联系到以往，

全然引不起我崇敬之情。




一○六



敲吧，骤急的钟，敲向骤雪，

敲向飞云和亮闪闪的霜；

旧岁正在这夜色中消亡，

敲吧，骤急的钟，让其殒灭。





敲吧，敲走旧的，敲来新的，

让欢乐的钟声穿霜度雪；

旧岁在离去，就让它离去，

敲吧，敲走假的，敲来真的。





敲吧，敲走为逝者而悲愁，

敲走使心灵枯皱的酸辛；

敲走贫富间的新仇旧恨，

敲吧，为全人类敲来补救。





敲吧，敲走快死亡的宗旨

和古来的种种党同伐异；

敲来更好的法律和风习，

敲来较高尚的生活方式。





敲走匮乏和焦虑和罪恶，

敲走旧时代的冷酷不义；

敲吧，敲走我的哀诗悲词，

但要敲来较全面的歌者。
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敲走权位和血统的虚荣，

市井的恶意中伤和奸狯；

敲来对真理和正义的爱，

敲来普天下对善的尊奉。





敲走旧日的恶疾与弊病，

敲走对黄金的一意追求；

敲走往昔的千百次战斗，

敲来一千年的人间和平。
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敲来勇敢而豪爽的人物，

心胸更博大，手下较温存；

敲走大地上夜色黑沉沉，

敲来将重临世界的基督。




一一五



现在最后的积雪已融化，

一道道山楂树篱像幽径

傍着田野爆嫩芽，紫香堇

在梣树的根边密密开花。





现在林地里终日在鸣响，

远景添上了秀美的色泽，

云雀在盈盈蓝天中隐没，

成了视界外的一曲歌唱。





现在阳光舞动在牧草上，

山谷里羊群更显得洁白，

一张张白帆白得胜牛奶——

扬在远海和蜿蜒江河上；





现在海上的飞鸥在尖叫，

在绿闪闪的波光中扎下；

有些幸福的鸟四海为家，

就飞往另一方天下筑巢





和繁衍；于是我的心坎上

春天也苏醒，而我的抱恨

变成了一株四月紫香堇，

同万物一样爆芽和绽放。




一二三



如今的深海从前是树林。

大地呀，你见过多少变迁！

如今这喧闹长街，在从前

曾经是寂静大海的中心。





山丘无非是影子，其形态

变了又变，没什么能永恒；
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坚实的大地雾一般消融，

就像云变幻一番又飘开。





但我愿沉浸在我心绪里，

任自己梦想，把梦当现实；

因为我虽能吐出告别辞，

却不能认为这便是分离。




一三○



你的嗓音在滚滚空气中，

在流水声里我也听到你；

你在升起的太阳中屹立，

落日里有你美好的姿容。





如今你是什么我猜不到；

我虽仿佛在花和星星上

感到你散播的某种力量，

对你的爱不因此而减少。





我的爱包含了往日之恋，

如今更变成博大的深情；

你虽同上帝和自然相混，

我对你的爱像有增无减。





你虽远去却同我在一起；

仍能拥有你让我很高兴，

又因你话音缭绕而昌盛，

即便死去再不会失去你。



注释







【1】


 丁尼生在挚友亚瑟·亨利·哈勒姆1833年客死维也纳后，悲伤之余写下一系列短诗，记录了他十多年中的心路历程。共131首，1850年发表，成为英诗中最伟大悼诗之一，所用的格律形式称为悼念体。






【2】


 这株靠近哈勒姆墓地的古树春天里似乎不再开花，那沉郁的颜色夏天里似乎也无变化。






【3】


 这哈勒姆住过的屋子在伦敦温泼尔街。






【4】


 本诗是《悼念集》中最早写成的作品之一，从这首到第20首与哈勒姆的去世、运回遗体及落葬有关。






【5】


 这高原指的是林肯郡可望到海的丘陵。






【6】


 哈勒姆死于多瑙河畔的维也纳，葬在塞文河畔的克利夫顿。塞文河是英国最长的河，流入布里斯托尔湾。






【7】


 葳河（一译怀河）是塞文河支流，为英国主要河流。涨潮时，有水闸可防止海水倒灌，故水止声歇。退潮时，水波又发出流动的声音。这几节诗写于因华兹华斯的名篇而著称的丁登寺（在葳河之滨）。






【8】


 哈勒姆死于1833年9月15日，是他1828年认识丁尼生的第五年。






【9】


 评论家认为，《悼念集》以三个圣诞节分段，本诗是第二部分开始。这是哈勒姆死后第一个圣诞节。






【10】


 教堂套钟往往四响一组，敲的顺序不同就有不同旋律，如著名的大本钟：3 1 2
 5
 ｜
 5
 2 3 1｜。






【11】


 这棵紫杉即第二节中那棵“苍老紫杉”。






【12】


 这紫杉树只有枝梢开花。






【13】


 诗中人感到，死后将充分理解过去的时光，使他看到那五年好时光。






【14】


 这是诗人在对哈勒姆的精魂说话。






【15】


 这里的“你”是哈勒姆。






【16】


 “金钥匙”是位高权重的象征。






【17】


 指塞文河。






【18】


 “铭牌”指教堂墙上纪念哈勒姆的牌子。






【19】


 丁尼生说过，写有关悲伤和死亡的诗就是戴上人们认为应抛弃的荆冠。






【20】


 第二次圣诞节（1834），是《悼念集》第三部分开始。与第一次相比，诗中人的心情有了变化。






【21】


 按西方习俗，圣诞夜壁炉里要烧一段大木头。






【22】


 这种游戏中，参加者摆出某些著名雕像或画中人物姿势，让别人猜他们模仿哪件艺术品。






【23】


 这里指1835年春天。下面“北国之地”指英格兰。






【24】


 英国冬季里晴天较少。






【25】


 主要指玄参科婆婆纳属的小型草本植物，有二三百种，主要产于北温带，春天开小花。






【26】


 金链花原产南欧，其他地区作观赏栽培。






【27】


 丁尼生在想象重访剑桥大学三一学院（长袍是当时学生穿着），在这里他结识哈勒姆。






【28】


 这条“道”在三一学院内。






【29】


 丁尼生与哈勒姆在校时，是经常开展讨论的“使徒社”成员。






【30】


 哈勒姆和米开朗琪罗一样眉骨突出。






【31】


 哈勒姆曾在伦敦有授予律师资格的法律协会作研究，他文章中显示的辩论技巧很受丁尼生赞赏。






【32】


 “三月的海蓝之鸟”指翠鸟。






【33】


 “你”指哈勒姆。






【34】


 “这个日子”是1835年9月15日，哈勒姆去世两周年。






【35】


 “将会到来的忧虑”指以后的死亡或即将到来的冬季等。






【36】


 地球的两极转得极慢，看来几乎不动而像在沉睡。






【37】


 这是《悼念集》中出现的第三个圣诞节，是第四部分开始。






【38】


 这表明诗人不仅要以诗倾诉悲伤，还要用于崇高的目标。






【39】


 《圣经·启示录》云，耶稣基督复临世界时，人间将有至福“一千年”的太平盛世。丁尼生曾对儿子说：“基督教的形式会变化，但基督精神将越来越发扬光大。”






【40】


 作者这里用当时地质学上的发现说明物质世界的不断变化，以此对照精神世界的不变。





O, Let the Solid Ground



O, let the solid ground

Not fail beneath my feet

Before my life has found

What some have found so sweet!

Then let come what come may,

What matter if I go mad,

I shall have had my day.





Let the sweet heavens endure,

Not close and darken above me

Before I am quite quite sure

That there is one to love me!

Then let come what come may

To a life that has been so sad,

I shall have had my day.




当我还没在生活里
 



【1】









当我还没在生活里

发现人家有的美妙，

就别让这坚实大地

在我的双脚下陷掉！

那以后任怎么都行，

就疯了也没有关系——

我终究没虚度此生。





当我没确切地得知

有谁在真正爱着我，

就让好天空维持着，

千万别暗淡了闭合！

那以后任怎么都行，

先前的生活虽悲凄——

我终究没虚度此生。



注释







【1】


 本诗是《摩德》第一部第十一歌。《摩德》是作者称为“单人剧”的试验性长诗，剧中人用戏剧独白吟出韵律各异的抒情短诗（其活动需读者想象）。诗中这青年独住乡间，性情阴郁偏执，父亲自戕后有幻灭感，痛苦得有点精神失常。当他发现漂亮的富家女摩德接受其爱情，感到幸福至极，人也神清气爽起来。后在决斗中杀死了摩德的兄弟，遂失恋而发狂，终于去参加克里米亚战争。






From


 
The Brook



I come from haunts of coot and hern,

I make a sudden sally,

And sparkle out among the fern,

To bicker down a valley.





By thirty hills I hurry down,

Or slip between the ridges,

By twenty thorps, a little town,

And half a hundred bridges.





Till last by Philip's farm I flow

To join the brimming river,

For men may come and men may go,

But I go on forever.



＊　＊　＊　＊　＊



I chatter over stony ways,

In little sharps and trebles,

I bubble into eddying bays,

I babble on the pebbles.





With many a curve my banks I fret

By many a field and fallow,

And many a fairy foreland set

With willow-weed and mallow.





I chatter, chatter, as I flow

To join the brimming river,

For men may come and men may go,

But I go on for ever.



＊　＊　＊　＊　＊



I wind about, and in and out,

With here a blossom sailing,

And here and there a lusty trout,

And here and there a grayling,





And here and there a foamy flake

Upon me, as I travel

With many a silver water-break

Above the golden gravel,





And draw them all along, and flow

To join the brimming river,

For men may come and men may go,

But I go on for ever.



＊　＊　＊　＊　＊



I steal by lawns and grassy plots,

I slide by hazel covers;

I move the sweet forget-me-nots

That grow for happy lovers.





I slip, I slide, I gloom, I glance,

Among my skimming swallows;

I make the netted sunbeam dance

Against my sandy shallows.





I murmur under moon and stars

In brambly wildernesses;

I linger by my shingly bars,

I loiter round my cresses;





And out again I curve and flow

To join the brimming river,

For men may come and men may go,

But I go on for ever.




小溪（选段）
 



【1】









我来自鹬和鹭的栖息地，

忽然间就奔突而出；

就淌出了蕨丛，闪闪熠熠，

潺潺地淌下了山谷。





我匆匆流经三十座山包，

悄悄在山梁间溜过，

经过一个小镇、五十座桥，

还有二十来个村落。





最后我流经腓利的农庄，

去汇入涨水的河流；

尽管人们既有来又有往，

我永远向前不回头。



＊　＊　＊　＊　＊



我在岩石上决决地淌过，

轻轻的声音尖又颤；

我汩汩流入湾中的旋涡，

淙淙在块块卵石间。





我曲曲折折流过了田野

和突在河中的耕地，

任它种着锦葵和千屈菜，

我却冲刷着岸边泥。





我咕咕噜噜一路上流淌，

去汇入涨水的河流；

尽管人们既能来又能往，

我永远向前不回头。



＊　＊　＊　＊　＊



我绕进绕出，弯来又穹去，

有时载着花缓缓流，

时不时见到活灵的鳟鱼，

而茴鱼也在到处游。





有时在这儿，有时在那里，

我带着水花和水沫，

托住了一片银色的涟漪，

在金色沙砾上流过。





我携带着它们一起流淌，

去汇入涨水的河流；

尽管人们既能来又能往，

我永远向前不回头。



＊　＊　＊　＊　＊



我在萋萋的草地边溜过，

滑过密密的榛树丛；

为有情人而生的勿忘我，
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我经过时把它推动。





滑行在掠水飞的燕子间，

我忽明忽暗在流淌；

我叫筛落的日光舞蹁跹——

舞在我清浅河床上。





我咕哝在月亮和星星下，

在荆棘丛生野地间；

挡路的大石让我歇一霎，

水芹的周围我流连。





但我拐个弯又往前流淌，

去汇入涨水的河流；

尽管人们既能来又能往，

我永远向前不回头。



注释







【1】


 《小溪》是一首叙事诗，这里的选段是穿插其中的歌谣，可称《小溪之歌》。






【2】


 这里当指花有白、有粉红、有蓝的沼泽勿忘草。





The Charge of the Light Brigade



Half a league, half a league,

Half a league onward,

All in the valley of Death

Rode the six hundred.

'Forward the Light Brigade!

Charge for the guns!' he said.

Into the valley of Death

Rode the six hundred.





'Forward, the Light Brigade!'

Was there a man dismay'd?

Not tho' the soldiers knew

Some one had blunder'd.

Theirs not to make reply,

Theirs not to reason why,

Theirs but to do and die.

Into the valley of Death

Rode the six hundred.





Cannon to right of them,

Cannon to left of them,

Cannon in front of them

Volley'd and thunder'd;

Storm'd at with shot and shell,

Boldly they rode and well,

Into the jaws of Death,

Into the mouth of hell

Rode the six hundred.





Flash'd all their sabres bare,

Flash'd as they turn'd in air

Sabring the gunners there,

Charging an army, while

All the world wonder'd.

Plunged in the battery-smoke

Right thro' the line they broke;

Cossack and Russian

Reel'd from the sabre-stroke

Shatter'd and sunder'd.

Then they rode back, but not,

Not the six hundred.





Cannon to right of them,

Cannon to left of them,

Cannon behind them

Volley'd and thunder'd;

Storm'd at with shot and shell,

While horse and hero fell,

They that had fought so well

Came thro' the jaws of Death,

Back from the mouth of hell,

All that was left of them,

Left of six hundred.





When can their glory fade?

O the wild charge they made!

All the world wonder'd.

Honor the charge they made!

Honor the Light Brigade,

Noble six hundred!




轻骑兵队的冲锋
 



【1】









半里格，半里格，
 


【2】






朝前冲杀半里格，

轻骑六百名

冲进死亡的谷地。

“向前冲，轻骑兵！”

他说，“向炮冲击！”

轻骑六百名

冲进死亡的谷地。





“向前冲，轻骑兵！”

可有人丧气？没有。

尽管士兵们知道

是错误命令。
 


【3】






他们可不能抗命，

他们可无法弄清，

只能奉命去牺牲。

轻骑六百名

冲进死亡的谷地。





炮打在他们右面，

炮打在他们左面，

炮打在他们正面，

排炮在轰鸣；

冒着炮火和霰弹，

他们善骑又勇敢。

轻骑六百名

冲进地狱的大门，

冲进死神的牙关。





马刀出鞘亮晃晃，

挥舞空中闪寒光，

劈下在炮手身上；

向一支大军冲击，

举世都震惊。

他们冲破了防线，

杀进炮台的硝烟；

哥萨克与俄国人

挡不住马刀猛劈，

乱掉了队形。

这时他们往回驰——

不满六百名。





炮打在他们右面，

炮打在他们左面，

炮打在他们后面，

排炮在轰鸣；

在炮火和霰弹下，

战马和英雄倒下。

打得漂亮的他们

冲出死神的牙关；

他们中的生还者，

六百人中的生者

冲出地狱门。





时间能湮没英名？

哦他们这次狂冲！

举世都震惊。

致敬，向这次冲锋！

致敬，向这六百名

豪迈轻骑兵！



注释







【1】


 克里米亚战争中，六百名英国轻骑兵接到错误命令，于1854年10月25日进攻有沟壕防护的俄军炮兵阵地，结果伤亡近半。丁尼生见报后赋就此诗。本诗原作每节之前有罗马数字I、II、III等。






【2】


 1里格＝3英里＝4.828公里。






【3】


 Some one had blunder'd是当时有关报道中用语，本诗1855年出版时曾被删。





In the Valley of Cauteretz



All along the valley, stream that flashest white,

Deepening thy voice with the deepening of the night,

All along the valley, where thy waters flow,

I walk'd with one I loved two and thirty years ago.

All along the valley, while I walk'd to-day,

The two and thirty years were a mist that rolls away;

For all along the valley, down thy rocky bed,

Thy living voice to me was as the voice of the dead,

And all along the valley, by rock and cave and tree,

The voice of the dead was a living voice to me.




在考特雷茨山谷
 



【1】









沿着整个山谷，河水像白练在闪动，

黑夜渐渐变深，你水声也变得深沉；

沿着整个山谷，沿着你潺潺的水流，

整整三十二年前，我曾同他徒步走。
 


【2】






沿着整个山谷，我今天在这里漫步，

那整整三十二年，是滚滚而去的雾；

因为沿整个山谷，河水在岩床流淌，

你活灵灵的话音，像我爱的人一样；

而沿着整个山谷，在山岩、洞穴、树边，

那位死者的话音，一如他发自人间。



注释







【1】


 考特雷茨山谷在法国境内比利牛斯山，1830年诗人与挚友哈勒姆在此旅行，1861年诗人重游此地。






【2】


 丁尼生此次重游与上一次相距31年，但他对音韵非常敏感，可能认为I walk'd with
 
one

 I loved
 
one

 and thirty years ago听来不如I walk'd with one I loved
 
two

 and thirty years ago。





The Flower



Once in a golden hour

I cast to earth a seed.

Up there came a flower,

The people said, a weed.





To and fro they went

Thro' my garden-bower,

And muttering discontent

Cursed me and my flower.





Then it grew so tall

It wore a crown of light,

But thieves from o'er the wall

Stole the seed by night;





Sow'd it far and wide

By every town and tower,

Till all the people cried,

'Splendid is the flower.'





Read my little fable:

He that runs may read.

Most can raise the flowers now

For all have got the seed.





And some are pretty enough,

And some are poor indeed;

And now again the people

Call it but a weed.




花
 



【1】









我曾在金玉般时刻

朝地上把种子撒下。

人说长的是草一棵，

然而那却是一株花。





在我茂盛的花园里，

他们来回走来回走，

嘴里咕哝着不满意，

既把我又把花诅咒。





以后这株花就长高，

开出的花朵好光彩；

但夜里来了贼强盗——

偷种子翻出了墙外。





这种子流传到四方，

在处处城镇里播下，

赢得了人们的赞扬：

“多么绚丽的花朵呀！”





人若能跑动和吟诵，

就念念我这小寓言。

这花多数人已能种，

因为它种子遍人间。





可花儿有些开得美，

有些却开得并不妙；

到如今人们又改嘴，

说它只不过是野草。



注释







【1】


 指野生三色堇。本诗是作者散步时即景吟出，寓意似为：“世上少的是真正的话，多的是回声。”





Requiescat



Fair is her cottage in its place,

Where yon broad water sweetly, slowly glides.

It sees itself from thatch to base

Dream in the sliding tides.





And fairer she, but ah, how soon to die!

Her quiet dream of life this hour may cease.

Her peaceful being slowly passes by

To some more perfect peace.




安魂曲



她茅屋坐落在那里多美！

屋前是宽阔的澄江悠缓流淌。

看草顶到墙脚映入流水，

茅屋见自己在梦乡。





但更美的她这么早去世！

此刻竟已断了平静的人生梦！

她安宁的灵魂慢慢离去，

去更完好的安宁中。




Flower in the Crannied Wall



Flower in the crannied wall,

I pluck you out of the crannies,

I hold you here, root and all, in my hand,

Little flower — but if
 I could understand

What you are, root and all, and all in all,

I should know what God and man is.




花呀，你长在墙缝里
 



【1】









花呀，你长在墙缝里，

我把你摘出了墙缝，

在这儿连根带叶地拿在手中，

小小的花呀要是
 我能够弄懂

你根茎枝叶和你的全部含义，

就懂得了上帝和人。
 


【2】








注释







【1】


 这首短诗显示作者对哲学问题的兴趣，其诗行意义似与歌德的两行诗相通：



要了解整体？那就细细看各部分；



反映在渺小中的一切把伟大铸成。






【2】


 本诗韵式较特殊，为abccab。





In Love, if Love Be Love



In love, if love be love, if love be ours,

Faith and unfaith can ne'er be equal powers:

Unfaith in aught is want of faith in all.





It is the little rift within the lute,

That by and by will make the music mute,

And ever widening slowly silence all.





The little rift within the lover's lute,

Or little pitted speck in garner'd fruit,

That rotting inward slowly moulders all.





It is not worth the keeping; Let it go:

But shall it? answer, darling, answer, no.

And trust me not at all or all in all.




倘若爱真是爱
 



【1】









倘若爱真是爱，倘若爱属于我们，

那么爱情里，信和无信永难抗衡：

一件事上无信就件件事上无信。





虽然这是诗琴上的一条小裂缝，

但用不了多久音乐便寂然无声——

这裂缝慢慢扩展让琴发不出音。





恋人那诗琴上小小的一条裂缝，

是贮藏的水果上小小一斑凹痕——

朝心子烂去就慢慢把果子烂尽。





丢掉它算了，这个不值得你保存；

可是该丢吗？亲爱的，请回答，不行。

若非完全信任我，就彻底不相信。



注释







【1】


 本诗出自《王者之歌·默林与薇薇安》。





To Virgil






Written at the Request of the Mantuans for the Nineteenth Centenary of Virgil's Death




Roman Virgil, thou that singest


Ilion's lofty temples robed in fire,



Ilion falling, Rome arising,


wars, and filial faith, and Dido's pyre;







Landscape-lover, lord of language


more than he that sang the 'Works and Days,'



All the chosen coin of fancy


flashing out from many a golden phrase;







Thou that singest wheat and woodland,


tilth and vineyard, hive and horse and herd;



All the charm of all the Muses


often flowering in a lonely word;







Poet of the happy Tityrus


piping underneath his beechen bowers;



Poet of the poet-satyr


whom the laughing shepherd bound with flowers;







Chanter of the Pollio, glorying


in the blissful years again to be,



Summers of the snakeless meadow,


unlaborious earth and oarless sea;







Thou that seest Universal


Nature moved by Universal Mind;



Thou majestic in thy sadness


at the doubtful doom of human kind;







Light among the vanish'd ages;


star that gildest yet this phantom shore;



Golden branch amid the shadows,


kings and realms that pass to rise no more;







Now thy Forum roars no longer,


fallen every purple Cæsar's dome —



Tho' thine ocean-roll of rhythm


sound forever of Imperial Rome —







Now the Rome of slaves hath perish'd,


and the Rome of freemen holds her place,



I, from out the Northern Island


sunder'd once from all the human race,







I salute thee, Mantovano,


I that loved thee since my day began,



Wielder of the stateliest measure


ever moulded by the lips of man.






致维吉尔
 



【1】











应曼图亚人之请为纪念维吉尔逝世一千九百年而作



罗马诗人维吉尔，你歌唱


伊利昂巍峨的神殿烟燎火摧；



唱伊利昂覆灭、罗马崛起，


还唱征伐、孝心和狄多的柴堆；
 


【2】












你热爱美景又主宰文辞，


《工作与时日》的作者比不上你；
 


【3】








你所有那些精铸的想象


让多少黄金般词句烁烁闪熠；







你赞颂麦浪、林地和农田，


赞颂马、牛群、葡萄园和蜂房；



一位位缪斯的全部魅力


常凭你的一个字而鲜花怒放；







你歌唱欢乐的蒂狄卢斯，
 


【4】







唱他在山毛榉的荫下吹牧笛；



你歌唱善歌的森林之神——
 


【5】







欢笑的牧人用鲜花将他捆起；







你讴歌波琉，你为再一次
 


【6】







享受极乐的岁月而满怀豪情，



也为夏日没有蛇的草地、


未耕的原野、无船的海而欢欣；







你呀，看到天地间的万物


都在天意的安排下一一行动；



你那种忧伤更显得崇高——


是为人类难测的命运而悲痛；







你是已逝年代中的灯盏，


是太阳仍为这缥缈人世镀金辉；



你是那冥界里的金树枝——
 


【7】







君主和王国一去那里就永不回；







如今你广场上不再喧响，


所有紫袍恺撒的穹顶已塌落——



尽管你翻江倒海的韵律


永远让人们追想到罗马帝国——







如今奴隶制的罗马已消亡，


自由人的罗马已经站稳了脚；
 


【8】








我虽属于这北方，这一度


同全体人类分离的北国之岛，
 


【9】












要向你这曼图亚人致敬，


因为在语言所铸成的韵律里，



数你运用的最高雅雄健——


我从幼年起就已深深热爱你。





注释







【1】


 维吉尔（公元前70—前19）是罗马伟大诗人，生于意大利曼图亚，其史诗《埃涅阿斯纪》叙述伊利昂（即特洛伊）陷落，埃涅阿斯逃到意大利建立罗马。该诗被认为尽善尽美，对英国文学影响巨大，《失乐园》以之为楷模。丁尼生被称为英国维吉尔。本诗诗行特长，为抑扬格九音步对句，诗行中间有停顿，译文为阅读方便以及排印上与原作对齐，也排成两行。另，原作各节前的罗马数字已省略。






【2】


 狄多是希腊传说中迦太基创建者和女王，在维吉尔笔下，她向漂流到迦太基的埃涅阿斯求爱不成而自杀。






【3】


 公元前8世纪的赫西奥德是希腊最早史诗作者之一，《工作与时日》是其重要作品。






【4】


 蒂狄卢斯是维吉尔《牧歌》第1首中的牧羊人。






【5】


 指《牧歌》第6首中的西兰努斯。这半人半兽是上年纪的森林之神，善歌、善预言、嗜酒并耽于淫乐。






【6】


 波琉是维吉尔《牧歌》第4首中赞美的朋友。下一行内容可能由《牧歌》中“草中有蛇潜行”化出。






【7】


 据维吉尔《埃涅阿斯纪》第6卷，埃涅阿斯凭这金树枝进入冥界。






【8】


 意大利历史上很多地区被法国征服，1861年才建立统一的意大利王国。距此诗写作才二十来年。






【9】


 这行文字由《牧歌》第1首中第67行化出。





Early Spring



Once more the Heavenly Power

Makes all things new,

And domes the red-plow'd hills

With loving blue;

The blackbirds have their wills,

The throstles too.





Opens a door in heaven;

From skies of glass

A Jacob's ladder falls

On greening grass,

And o'er the mountain-walls

Young angels pass.





Before them fleets the shower,

And burst the buds,

And shine the level lands,

And flash the floods;

The stars are from their hands

Flung thro' the woods,





The woods with living airs

How softly fann'd,

Light airs from where the deep,

All down the sand,

Is breathing in his sleep,

Heard by the land.





O, follow, leaping blood,

The season's lure!

O heart, look down and up

Serene, secure,

Warm as the crocus cup,

Like snowdrops, pure!





Past, Future glimpse and fade

Thro' some slight spell,

A gleam from yonder vale,

Some far blue fell,

And sympathies, how frail,

In sound and smell!





Till at thy chuckled note,

Thou twinkling bird,

The fairy fancies range,

And, lightly stirr'd,

Ring little bells of change

From word to word.





For now the Heavenly Power

Makes all things new,

And thaws the cold, and fills

The flower with dew;

The blackbirds have their wills,

The poets too.




早春
 



【1】









上苍的神力又一次

使万物焕然一新，

犁过的红色山坡上

笼着可爱的蓝顶，

乌鸫在尽情地欢唱，

画眉同样在啼鸣。





天堂开启了一扇门；

从那玻璃般天上，

一架雅各之梯伸到
 


【2】






草在变青的地上，

墙似的大山虽然高，

小天使上下飞翔。





他们的面前急雨飞，

嫩芽一个个爆出，

平野上是一派光明，

水面上波光闪忽；

他们的手撒出星星，

一颗颗撒入林木。





林子里有清新的风，

它吹得又轻又柔；

这柔风来自大海里，

来自沙滩的尽头，

是沉睡大海的气息——

听到它的是平畴。





搏动的热血，要追随

这种季节的吸引！

心儿啊，看看这上下，

这宁静无忧光景——

暖洋洋就像藏红花，

又像雪花莲纯净！





过去和将来现又隐，

只因有点中了魔；

山谷里隐约光一点

是远远的蓝沼泽，

而在声音和气味上

感应却多么微弱！





直到你这扑闪的鸟

亮出格格的欢啼，

才触动缥缈的想象——

受了这轻轻刺激，

顿时让词语的铃铛

千变万化地敲起。





因为，苍天的神力

使万物焕然一新；

销尽了寒冬的冰霜

把露珠洒满花径；

乌鸫在尽情地欢唱，

欢唱的还有诗人。



注释







【1】


 本诗原作各诗节前有罗马数字，现省略。






【2】


 据《旧约全书·创世纪》第28章，雅各在梦中“见一个梯子立在地上，梯子的头顶着天，有上帝的使者在梯子上上去下来”。





'Frater Ave Atque Vale'



Row us out from Desenzano, to your Sirmione row!

So they row'd, and there we landed — 'O venusta Sirmio!'

There to me thro' all the groves of olive in the summer glow,

There beneath the Roman ruin where the purple flowers grow,

Came that 'Ave atque Vale' of the Poet's hopeless woe,

Tenderest of Roman poets nineteen hundred years ago,

'Frater Ave atque Vale' — as we wander'd to and fro

Gazing at the Lydian laughter of the Garda Lake below

Sweet Catullus's all-but-island, olive-silvery Sirmio!




“兄弟，你好，永别了”
 



【1】









把我们划出德森扎诺，再划到你们的锡尔米奥！
 


【2】






他们划我们去那里登了岸。“哦，可爱的锡尔米奥！”

那里，在夏日的朗朗阳光下，透过丛丛橄榄树枝梢，

那里，盛开着紫色花朵，而古老的罗马建筑已塌掉，

那里传来了卡图卢斯“你好，永别了”的绝望悲号，

这一千九百年前罗马诗人，柔美的诗风最受称道。

哦，“兄弟，你好，永别了”——这银橄榄色锡尔米奥，

当我们来来回回漫步在卡图卢斯这细长半岛，

我们俯视着加尔达湖中那种吕底亚式的大笑。
 


【3】








注释







【1】


 原作标题为拉丁语，出自公元前1世纪罗马杰出抒情诗人卡图卢斯悼念兄弟的挽歌之末，而丁尼生不久前也失去哥哥查尔斯。本诗一韵到底，诗行均为扬抑格八音步，中间有停顿。






【2】


 德森扎诺是意大利加尔达湖南端市镇（加尔达湖为意大利最大的湖，著名旅游胜地），丁尼生1880年游历该地。锡尔米奥（Sirmio）是拉丁名称（现名Sirmione），指突出在湖南部极细长的半岛，这里风光旖旎。曾写诗歌颂该地的卡图卢斯在此留有遗迹，下面“哦，可爱的锡尔米奥”是其诗句，故丁尼生诗中仍为拉丁语。






【3】


 吕底亚在安纳托利亚西部，濒爱琴海。公元前7世纪中至前6世纪中，吕底亚王国一度称霸小亚细亚。据说定居加尔达湖一带的埃特鲁斯坎人（他们在罗马人之前是意大利半岛主人）是吕底亚人后裔。





The Roses on the Terrace



Rose, on this terrace fifty years ago,

When I was in my June, you in your May,

Two words, 'My Rose
 ,' set all your face aglow,

And now that I am white and you are gray,

That blush of fifty years ago, my dear,

Blooms in the past, but close to me to-day,

As this red rose, which on our terrace here

Glows in the blue of fifty miles away.




花坛上的两种玫瑰



玫瑰，在这花坛上，五十年以前

我在我的六月，而你在你五月，

“我的玫瑰
 ”四个字惹你红了脸，

如今你头发斑白，我鬓发如雪，

亲爱的，五十年前你的红面庞，

像往日的花今天开在我眼前，

而这朵红玫瑰，在我们花坛上，

却像开在五十英里外的蓝天。




The Throstle



'Summer is coming, summer is coming.

I know it, I know it, I know it.

Light again, leaf again, life again, love again!'

Yes, my wild little Poet.





Sing the new year in under the blue.

Last year you sang it as gladly.

'New, new, new, new!' Is it then so
 new

That you should carol so madly?





'Love again, song again, nest again, young again,'

Never a prophet so crazy!

And hardly a daisy as yet, little friend,

See, there is hardly a daisy.





'Here again, here, here, here, happy year!'

O warble unchidden, unbidden!

Summer is coming, is coming, my dear,

And all the winters are hidden.




歌鸫
 



【1】









“夏天呀已快来，夏天呀已快来。

我呀我知道，我呀我知道。

又将是光和叶，是生息和情爱。”

对，我激动的小小诗人鸟。





唱吧，在蓝天下把新年欢迎。

去年你为此也同样欢唱。

“新呀新，新呀新！”难道这样新，

竟使你欢唱得这样痴狂？





“又将爱和唱，将筑窝育雏忙。”

从来没这样疯癫的预言！

小朋友，连雏菊还没有开放；

你瞧，几乎一朵也看不见。





“这里呀这里，又来了好时节！”

你呀就管自放胆地啼鸣！

夏天是快来，是快来，亲爱的，

冬日已躲得没有了踪影。



注释







【1】


 这是鸫类鸣禽中尤其善啼的一种。作者模仿了它啼声的节奏。





The Oak



Live thy Life,

Young and old,

Like yon oak,

Bright in spring,

Living gold;





Summer-rich

Then; and then

Autumn-changed,

Soberer-hued

Gold again.





All his leaves

Fallen at length,

Look, he stands,

Trunk and bough,

Naked strength.




橡树



少年和老汉，

让你们一生

学学那橡树：

入春它焕发，

活像一树金；





接着是夏日，

它郁郁苍苍；

秋来它就变，

色泽转沉静，

又变成金黄。





满树枯焦叶，

终于都落地；

瞧它兀立着：

树干和树枝

是裸露的力。




The Bandit's Death



Sir, do you see this dagger? nay, why do you start aside?

I was not going to stab you, tho' I am
 the Bandit's bride.





You have set a price on his head: I may claim it without a lie.

What have I here in the cloth? I will show it you by-and-by.





Sir, I was once a wife. I had one brief summer of bliss.

But the Bandit had woo'd me in vain, and he stabb'd my Piero with this.





And he dragg'd me up there to his cave in the mountain, and there one day

He had left his dagger behind him. I found it. I hid it away.





For he reek'd with the blood of Piero; his kisses were red with his crime,

And I cried to the Saints to avenge me. They heard, they bided their time.





In a while I bore him a son, and he loved to dandle the child,

And that was a link between us; but I — to be reconciled? —





No, by the Mother of God, tho' I think I hated him less,

And — well, if I sinn'd last night, I will find the Priest and confess.





Listen! we three were alone in the dell at the close of the day.

I was lilting a song to the babe, and it laugh'd like a dawn in May.





Then on a sudden we saw your soldiers crossing the ridge,

And he caught my little one from me: we dipt down under the bridge





By the great dead pine — you know it — and heard as we crouch'd below,

The clatter of arms, and voices, and men passing to and fro.





Black was the night when we crept away — not a star in the sky —

Hush'd as the heart of the grave, till the little one utter'd a cry.





I whisper'd 'give it to me,' but he would not answer me — then

He gript it so hard by the throat that the boy never cried again.





We return'd to his cave — the link was broken — he sobb'd and he wept,

And cursed himself; then he yawn'd, for the wretch could
 sleep, and he slept





Ay, till dawn stole into the cave, and a ray red as blood

Glanced on the strangled face — I could make Sleep Death, if I would —





Glared on at the murder'd son, and the murderous father at rest, ...

I drove the blade that had slain my husband thrice thro' his breast.





He was loved at least by his dog: it was chain'd, but its horrible yell

'She has kill'd him, has kill'd him, has kill'd him' rang out all down thro' the dell,





Till I felt I could end myself too with the dagger — so deafen'd and dazed —

Take it, and save me from it! I fled. I was all but crazed





With the grief that gnaw'd at my heart, and the weight that dragg'd at my hand;

But thanks to the Blessed Saints that I came on none of his band;





And the band will be scatter'd now their gallant captain is dead,

For I with this dagger of his — do you doubt me? Here is his head!




恶棍之死
 



【1】









先生，你看到这匕首了？别怕，你不必闪避。
 


【2】






我是
 那恶棍的新娘，但不会用它来扎你。





你出了赏格要他头；我是来领赏，不骗你。

这块布包的是什么？我马上给你看仔细。





先生，我曾经嫁过人，但幸福的夏天一过，

这求爱不成的恶棍，用这个捅死彼埃罗。





他把我拖进他山洞；有一天他急忙出去，

这匕首没带在身上。我见了便另外藏起。





他欠着彼埃罗的血债，他的吻含着重罪。

听到我复仇的呼吁，天使们等待着机会。





我替他生下个儿子，这孩子他爱逗着玩，

这成了我们纽带，但他这笔帐我能不算？





凭圣母之名，不行；对他的恨虽有所减退——

但若说我昨夜造了孽，我愿找神父忏悔。





听我说！昨天傍晚时，山谷里就我们三人。

我正朝宝宝唱着歌，他笑得像五月清晨。





这时候，我们看见你们的兵在翻过山脊，

他一把抢过小宝宝，我们钻进了桥洞里——





桥傍着枯死大松树，你知道。我们蹲着听，

听你们说话和走动，听武器碰擦的声音。





我们爬走时夜漆黑，天上更没有一颗星；

静得像坟墓的深处，可这时宝宝哭出声。





我悄声说“把宝宝给我”，但他没有答理，

却猛地卡宝宝的喉咙，宝宝就此没声息。





回山洞时纽带已断；他哽哽咽咽淌着泪，

咒了自己便打哈欠，这坏蛋竟倒头就睡，





直睡到曙色进山洞，一道血一样红的光

照上憋死的脸蛋（我真能变睡眠为死亡），





照亮这被害的儿子和熟睡的凶手父亲……

我操起他那件凶器，三次扎穿了他的心。





他拴着的狗倒还爱他，发出吓人的吠叫

“她杀了他，杀了他，杀了他”响彻整个山坳——





听得我耳聋目眩，差一点给自己来一刀——

收去吧，免得我自杀！我的心像在被撕咬，





手里的东西也很沉，我发了疯似地奔逃；

感谢升天的圣徒，他那帮人一个没碰到。





凶悍的头子死掉了，这帮人免不了分手；

我就用他这匕首——你不信？这里是他的头。



注释







【1】


 本诗内容取自沃尔特·司各特最后的日记（伊尔·比扎罗之死），但略有改动。——丁尼生原注






【2】


 本诗为六音步对句，诗行中间有一停顿。





The Dawn



'You are but children.'


Egyptian Priest to Solon.








Red of the Dawn!





Screams of a babe in the red-hot palms of a Moloch of Tyre,

Man with his brotherless dinner on man in the tropical wood,

Priests in the name of the Lord passing souls thro' fire to the fire,

Head-hunters and boats of Dahomey that float upon human blood!







Red of the Dawn!





Godless fury of peoples, and Christless frolic of kings,

And the bolt of war dashing down upon cities and blazing farms,

For Babylon was a child new-born, and Rome was a babe in arms,

And London and Paris and all the rest are as yet but in leading-strings.







Dawn not Day,





While scandal is mouthing a bloodless name at her
 cannibal feast,

And rake-ruin'd bodies and souls go down in a common wreck,

And the press of a thousand cities is prized for it smells of the beast,

Or easily violates virgin Truth for a coin or a check.







Dawn not Day!





Is it Shame, so few should have climb'd from the dens in the level below,

Men, with a heart and a soul, no slaves of a four-footed will?

But if twenty million of summers are stored in the sunlight still,

We are far from the noon of man, there is time for the race to grow.







Red of the Dawn!





Is it turning a fainter red? so be it, but when shall we lay

The Ghost of the Brute that is walking and haunting us yet, and be free?

In a hundred, a thousand winters? Ah, what will our
 children be,

The men of a hundred thousand, a million summers away?




黎明



“你们只是孩子。”


——埃及祭司对梭伦说
 


【1】













黎明的殷红！





幼儿在提尔城摩洛神的赤热手掌里尖叫；
 


【2】






热带丛林里无兄又无弟的人吃着人肉宴；

凭天主之名，教士们让灵魂在火上受煎熬；

人头猎取者和漂在人血上的达荷美小船！
 


【3】












黎明的殷红！





不信神的种族施暴，目无基督的王作乐；

战争的霹雳劈打在城镇和起火的村寨；

因为巴比伦是初生儿，罗马是怀中幼儿，

而伦敦和巴黎之类还只是学步的小孩。







黎明不是白天！





当诽谤给她的食人宴端上不带血的姓氏，

当残缺的尸首和灵魂在普通破船上沉掉，

当千百座城市的报刊因野兽气味受珍视

或为了钱财就轻易地对处女般真理施暴。







黎明不是白天！





有心有灵魂的人哪，绝非四脚欲念的奴隶，

却只有这么点爬离了低下的渊薮；可耻吗？

但是，如果说太阳中还藏有两千万个夏季，

我们人离中午还很远，成长的机会还很大。







黎明的殷红！





可正在变淡？即使变，那作祟的兽性幽灵

我们要几时能驱除，让我们能得以自由？

要千百个冬季，啊？那后辈是什么命运？——

那些人是我们子孙，虽十万百万年之后。



注释







【1】


 梭伦（公元前630？—前560？）是雅典的政治家和第一位诗人，致力于解救穷人和发展经济，进行改革并制订有人道色彩的新法典。晚年出游十年，遍访埃及。又，本诗原作各节前的罗马数字已省略。






【2】


 提尔城现名苏尔，在黎巴嫩南部省，《圣经》中译为推罗，是历史上多次易手的贸易中心。摩洛是古代近东崇奉的神，信徒以儿童燔祭。《旧约全书·利未记》18章21节载，上帝向摩西晓谕律法，禁止犹太人遵行埃及或迦南习俗：“不可使你的儿女经火归于摩洛……”






【3】


 达荷美王国在今贝宁南部，是l8至19世纪兴盛的西非君主国，1840年英国停止奴隶贸易前，该国凭向欧洲人卖奴隶致富，19世纪还有以人为牺牲的风俗。





The Silent Voices



When the dumb Hour, clothed in black,

Brings the Dreams about my bed,

Call me not so often back,

Silent Voices of the dead,

Toward the lowland ways behind me,

And the sunlight that is gone!

Call me rather, silent voices,

Forward to the starry track

Glimmering up the heights beyond me

On, and always on!




无声的话音
 



【1】









当穿着黑衣的喑哑时刻

把那些梦境带到我床边；

发出无声话音的已故者，

可不要把我频频地叫唤

让我回背后那些低洼路，

别唤我返回消逝的阳光！

无声的话音啊，若要唤我

就唤我去星光中的小道，

它隐隐闪现在远远高处，

我要上，永远要上！



注释







【1】


 本诗是作者最后作品，是濒危前在床上口授的。





Crossing the Bar



Sunset and evening star,

And one clear call for me!

And may there be no moaning of the bar,

When I put out to sea,





But such a tide as moving seems asleep,

Too full for sound and foam,

When that which drew from out the boundless deep

Turns again home.





Twilight and evening bell,

And after that the dark!

And may there be no sadness of farewell,

When I embark;





For tho' from out our bourne of Time and Place

The flood may bear me far,

I hope to see my Pilot face to face

When I have crost the bar.




过沙洲，见领航
 



【1】









夕阳坠，晚星出，

一个呼声唤我多清楚！

当我出海去，

河口沙洲莫悲哭。





海深邃，洋空阔，

潮来海洋总须回头流；

满潮水悠悠，

流水似睡静无皱。





暮色降，晓钟起，

钟声之后便是幽幽夜！

当我登船去，

别离时分莫哽咽。





尘世小，人生短，

这潮却能载我去远方；

过了沙洲后，

但愿当面见领航
 。



注释







【1】


 泥沙在河口或港口淤积而成沙州，涨潮时可部分或全部淹没，在潮水拍击中发出声响。这种航道上的沙洲在诗中被喻为生死大限，而“领航”则喻上帝。丁尼生写本诗时虽已八十高龄，但这并非其最后作品，不过他要求将该诗置于他一切作品集之末。
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