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As far as eye could see,
 
the pool with its winding margin was covered with trim leaves,
 
which rose high out of the water like
 
the flared skirts of dancing girls.
 
 
曲曲折折的荷塘上面，
 
弥望的是田田的叶子。
 
叶子出水很高，
 
像亭亭的舞女的裙。
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成长的印记
The mark of growing



Three Days to See
Helen Keller
If, by some miracle, I were granted three seeing days, to be followed by a relapse into darkness, I should divide the period into three parts.
 
The First Day
On the first day, I should want to see the people whose kindness and gentleness and companionship have made my life worth living. First I should like to gaze long upon the face of my dear teacher, Mrs. Anne Sullivan Macy, who came to me when I was a child and opened the outer world to me. I should want not merely to see the outline of her face, so that I could cherish it in my memory, but to study that face and find in it the living evidence of the sympathetic tenderness and patience with which she accomplished the difficult task of my education. I should like to see in her eyes that strength of character, which has enabled her to stand firm in the face of difficulties, and that compassion for all humanity, which she has revealed, to me so often.
I do not know what it is to see into the heart of a friend through that "window of the soul", the eye. I can only "see" through my fingertips the outline of a face. I can detect laughter, sorrow, and many other obvious emotions. I know my friends from the feel of their faces. But I cannot really picture their personalities by touch. I know their personalities, of course, through other means, through the thoughts they express to me, through whatever of their actions are revealed to me. But I am denied that deeper understanding of them which I am sure would come through sight of them, through watching their reactions to various expressed thoughts and circumstances, through noting the immediate and fleeting reactions of their eyes and countenance.
Friends who are near to me I know well, because through the months and years they reveal themselves to me in all their phases; but of casual friends I have only an incomplete impression, an impression gained from a handclasp, from spoken words which I take from their lips with my finger tips, or which they tap into the palm of my hand.
How much easier, how much more satisfying it is for you who can see to grasp quickly the essential qualities of another person by watching the subtleties of expression, the quiver of a muscle, the flutter of a hand. But does it ever occur to you to use your sight to see into the inner nature of a friends or acquaintance? Do not most of you seeing people grasp casually the outward features of a face and let it go at that?
For instance can you describe accurately the faces of five good friends? Some of you can, but many cannot. As an experiment, I have questioned husbands of long standing about the color of their wives' eyes, and often they express embarrassed confusion and admit that they do not know. And, incidentally, it is a chronic complaint of wives that their husbands do not notice new dresses, new hats, and changes in household arrangements.
The eyes of seeing persons soon become accustomed to the routine of their surroundings, and they actually see only the startling and spectacular. But even in viewing the most spectacular sights the eyes are lazy. Court records reveal every day how inaccurately "eyewitnesses" see. A given event will be "seen" in several different ways by as many witnesses. Some see more than others, but few see everything that is within the range of their vision.
Oh, the things that I should see if I had the power of sight for just three days!
The first day would be a busy one. I should call to me all my dear friends and look long into their faces, imprinting upon my mind the outward evidences of the beauty that is within them. I should let my eyes rest, too, on the face of a baby, so that I could catch a vision of the eager, innocent beauty, which precedes the individual's consciousness of the conflicts which life develops.
And I should like to look into the loyal, trusting eyes of my dogs—the grave, canny little Scottie, Darkie, and the stalwart, understanding great Dane, Helga, whose warm, tender, and playful friendships are so comforting to me.
On that busy first day I should also view the small simple things of my home. I want to see the warm colors in the rugs under my feet, the pictures on the walls, the intimate trifles that transform a house into home. My eyes would rest respectfully on the books in raised type which I have read, but they would be more eagerly interested in the printed books which seeing people can read, for during the long night of my life, the books I have read and those which have been read to me have built themselves into a great shining lighthouse, revealing to me the deepest channels of human life and the human spirit.
In the afternoon of that first seeing day, I should take a long walk in the woods and intoxicate my eyes on the beauties of the world of nature trying desperately to absorb in a few hours the vast splendor which is constantly unfolding itself to those who can see. On the way home from my woodland jaunt my path would lie near a farm so that I might see the patient horses ploughing in the field (perhaps I should see only a tractor!). And the serene content of men living close to the soil. And I should pray for the glory of a colorful sunset.
When dusk had fallen, I should experience the double delight of being able to see by artificial light which the genius of man has created to extend the power of his sight when nature decrees darkness.
In the night of that first day of sight, I should not be able to sleep, so full would be my mind of the memories of the day.
The Second Day
The next day—the second day of sight—I should arise with the dawn and see the thrilling miracle by which night is transformed into day. I should behold with awe the magnificent panorama of light with which the sun awakens the sleeping earth.
This day I should devote to a hasty glimpse of the world, past and present. I should want to see the pageant of man's progress, the kaleidoscope of the ages. How can so much be compressed into one day? Through the museums, of course. Often I have visited the New York Museum of Natural History to touch with my hands many of the objects there exhibited, but I have longed to see with my eyes the condensed history of the earth and its inhabitants displayed there—animals and the races of men pictured in their native environment; gigantic carcasses of dinosaurs and mastodons which roamed the earth long before man appeared, with his tiny stature and powerful brain, to conquer the animal kingdom; realistic presentations of the processes of development in animals, in man, and in the implements which man has used to fashion for himself a secure home on this planet; and a thousand and one other aspects of natural history.
I wonder how many readers of this article have viewed this panorama of the face of living things as pictured in that inspiring museum. Many, of course, have not had the opportunity, but I am sure that many who have had the opportunity have not made use of it. There, indeed, is a place to use your eyes. You who can see spend many fruitful days there, but I with my imaginary three days of sight, could only take a hasty glimpse, and pass on.
My next stop would be the Metropolitan Museum of Art, for just as the Museum of Natural History reveals the material aspects of the world, so does the Metropolitan show the myriad facets of the human spirit. Throughout the history of humanity the urge to artistic expression has been almost as powerful as the urge for food, shelter, and procreation. And here, in the vast chambers of the Metropolitan Museum, is unfolded before me the spirit of Egypt, Greece, and Rome, as expressed in their art. I know well through my hands the sculptured gods and goddesses of the ancient Nile-land. I have felt copies of Parthenon friezes, and I have sensed the rhythmic beauty of charging Athenian warriors. Apollos and Venuses and the Winged Victory of Samothrace are friends of my fingertips. The gnarled, bearded features of Homer are dear to me, for he, too, knew blindness.
My hands have lingered upon the living marble of roman sculpture as well as that of later generations. I have passed my hands over a plaster cast of Michelangelo's inspiring and heroic Moses; I have sensed the power of Rodin; I have been awed by the devoted spirit of Gothic wood carvings. These arts which can be touched have meaning for me, but even they were meant to be seen rather than felt, and I can only guess at the beauty which remains hidden from me. I can admire the simple lines of a Greek vase, but its figured decorations are lost to me.
So on this, my second day of sight; I should try to probe into the soul of man through this art. The things I knew through touch I should now see. More splendid still, the whole magnificent world of painting would be opened to me, from the ltalian Primitives, with their serene religious devotion, to the Moderns, with their feverish visions. I should look deep into the canvases of Raphael, Leonardo da Vinci, Titian, Rembrandt. I should want to feast my eyes upon the warm colors of Veronese, study the mysteries of El Greco, and catch a new vision of nature from Corot. Oh, there is so much rich meaning and beauty in the art of the ages for you who have eyes to see!
Upon my short visit to this temple of art, I should not be able to review a fraction of that great world of art which is open to you. I should be able to get only a superficial impression. Artists tell me that for deep and true appreciation of art one must educated the eye. One must learn through experience to weigh the merits of line, of composition, of form and color. If I had eyes, how happily would I embark upon so fascinating a study! Yet I am told that, to many of you who have eyes to see, the world of art is a dark night, unexplored and unilluminated.
It would be with extreme reluctance that I should leave the Metropolitan Museum, which contains the key to beauty—a beauty so neglected. Seeing persons, however, do not need a metropolitan to find this key to beauty. The same key lies waiting in smaller museums, and in books on the shelves of even small libraries. But naturally, in my limited time of imaginary sight, I should choose the place where the key unlocks the greatest treasures in the shortest time.
The evening of my second day of sight I should spend at a theatre or at the movies. Even now I often attend theatrical performances of all sorts, but the action of the play must be spelled into my hand by a companion. But how I should like to see with my own eyes the fascinating figure of Hamlet, or the gusty Falstaff amid colorful Elizabethan trappings! How I should like to follow each movement of the graceful Hamlet, each strut of the hearty Falstaff! And since I could see only one play, I should be confronted by a many-horned dilemma, for there are scores of plays I should want to see. You who have eyes can see any you like. How many of you, I wonder, when you gaze at a play, a movie, or any spectacle, realize and give thanks for the miracle of sight which enables you to enjoy its color, grace, and movement?
I cannot enjoy the beauty of rhythmic movement except in a sphere restricted to the touch of my hands. I can vision only dimly the grace of a Pavlowa, although I know something of the delight of rhythm, for often I can sense the beat of music as it vibrates through the floor. I can well imagine that cadenced motion must be one of the most pleasing sights in the world. I have been able to gather something of this by tracing with my fingers the lines in sculptured marble; if this static grace can be so lovely, how much more acute must be the thrill of seeing grace in motion.
One of my dearest memories is of the time when Joseph Jefferson allowed me to touch his face and hands as he went through some of the gestures and speeches of his beloved Rip Van Winkle. I was able to catch thus a meager glimpse of the world of drama, and I shall never forget the delight of that moment. But, oh, how much I must miss, and how much pleasure you seeing ones can derive from watching and hearing the interplay of speech and movement in the unfolding of a dramatic performance! If I could see only one play, I should know how to picture in my mind the action of a hundred plays which I have read or had transferred to me through the medium of the manual alphabet.
So, through the evening of my second imaginary day of sight, the great figures of dramatic literature would crowd sleep from my eyes.
The Third Day
The following morning, I should again greet the dawn, anxious to discover new delights, for I am sure that, for those who have eyes which really see, the dawn of each day must be a perpetually new revelation of beauty.
This, according to the terms of my imagined miracle, is to be my third and last day of sight. I shall have no time to waste in regrets or longings; there is too much to see. The first day I devoted to my friends, animate and inanimate. The second revealed to me the history of man and nature. Today I shall spend in the workaday world of the present, amid the haunts of men going about the business of life. And where can one find so many activities and conditions of men as in New York? So the city becomes my destination.
I start from my home in the quiet little suburb of Forest Hills, Long Island. Here, surrounded by green lawns, trees, and flowers, are neat little houses, happy with the voices and movements of wives and children, havens of peaceful rest for men who toil in the city. I drive across the lacy structure of steel which spans the East River, and I get a new and startling vision of the power and ingenuity of the mind of man. Busy boats chug and scurry about the river—racy speedboat, stolid, snorting tugs. If I had long days of sight ahead, I should spend many of them watching the delightful activity upon the river.
I look ahead, and before me rise the fantastic towers of New York, a city that seems to have stepped from the pages of a fairy story. What an awe-inspiring sight, these glittering spires. These vast banks of stone and steel-structures such as the gods might build for themselves! This animated picture is a part of the lives of millions of people every day. How many, I wonder, give it so much as a second glance? Very few, I fear, their eyes are blind to this magnificent sight because it is so familiar to them.
I hurry to the top of one of those gigantic structures, the Empire State Building, for there, a short time ago; I "saw" the city below through the eyes of my secretary. I am anxious to compare my fancy with reality. I am sure I should not be disappointed in the panorama spread out before me, for to me it would be a vision of another world.
Now I begin my rounds of the city. First, I stand at a busy corner, merely looking at people, trying by sight of them to understand something of their lives. I see smiles, and I am happy. I see serious determination, and I am proud, I see suffering, and I am compassionate.
I stroll down Fifth Avenue. I throw my eyes out of focus, so that I see no particular object but only a seething kaleidoscope of colors. I am certain that in the colors of women's dresses moving in a throng must be a gorgeous spectacle of which I should never tire. But perhaps if I had sight I should be like most other women—too interested in styles and the cut of individual dresses to give much attention to the splendor of color in the mass. And I am convinced; too, that I should become an inveterate window shopper, for it must be a delight to the eye to view the myriad articles of beauty on display.
From Fifth Avenue I make a tour of the city—to Park Avenue, to the slums, to factories, to parks where children play. I take a stay-at-home trip abroad by visiting the foreign quarters. Always my eyes are open wide to all the sights of both happiness and misery so that I may probe deep and add to my understanding of how people work and live. My heart is full of the images of people and things. My eye passes lightly over no single trifle; it strives to touch and hold closely each thing its gaze rests upon. Some sights are pleasant, filling the heart with happiness; but some are miserably pathetic. To these latter I do not shut my eyes, for they, too, are part of life. To close the eye on them is to close the heart and mind.
My third day of sight is drawing to an end. Perhaps there are many serious pursuits to which I should devote the few remaining hours, but I am afraid that on the evening of that last day I should again run away to the theater, to a hilariously funny play, so that I might appreciate the overtones of comedy in the human spirit.
At midnight my temporary respite from blindness would cease, and permanent night would close in on me again.Naturally in those three short days I should not have seen all I wanted to see. Only when darkness had again descended upon me should I realize how much I had left unseen. But my mind would be so crowded with glorious memories that I should have little time for regrets. Therefore the touch of every object would bring a glowing memory of how that object looked.
Perhaps this short outline of how I should spend three days of sight does not agree with the program you would set for yourself if you knew that you were about to be stricken blind. I am, however, sure that if you actually faced that fate your eyes would open to things you had never seen before, storing up memories for the long night ahead. You would use your eyes as never before. Everything you saw would become dear to you. Your eyes would touch and embrace every object that came within your range of vision. Then, at last, you would really see, and a new world of beauty would open itself before you.
I who am blind can give one hint to those who see—one admonition to those who would make full use of the gift of sight: Use your eyes as if tomorrow you would be stricken blind. And the same method can be applied to the other senses. Hear the music of voices, the song of a bird, the mighty strains of an orchestra, as if you would be stricken deaf tomorrow. Touch each object you want to touch as if tomorrow your tactile sense would fail. Smell the perfume of flowers, taste with relish each morsel, as if tomorrow you could never smell and taste again. Make the most of every sense: glory in all the facets of pleasure and beauty which the world reveals to you through the several means of contact which nature provides. But of all the senses, I am sure that sight must be the most delightful.
假如给我三天光明
［美］海伦·凯勒
如果因为某种奇迹，我获得了能看见东西的三天，随后又将沉陷于一片黑暗之中，我会将这段时间分为三个部分。
第一天
第一天，我想看到这些人，他们的善良，温柔和友情使我的生命变得有价值。首先我想长时间凝视我亲爱的老师安妮·萨利文·梅西夫人的脸。当我还是一个孩子的时候，她来到我面前，为我打开了外面的世界。我不仅要看她脸部的轮廓，以便能把它珍藏在我的记忆中，而且还要研究这张脸庞，在那里找到富有同情心、温柔和耐心的生动迹象，她就是以这种温柔和耐心完成了教育我的艰难任务。我要看她眼睛里所包含的那种使得她在困难面前坚强的性格力量，我要看她经常对我流露出来的，那对所有人的同情心。
我无法理解通过“心灵的窗口”——眼睛，看透一个朋友的内心是怎么一回事。我只能通过我的指尖“看“到一张面孔的轮廓。我能察觉欢笑、悲伤和其他许多明显的情感。我是通过触摸朋友们的脸来认识他们的，但我无法凭触摸确切地描绘出他们的性格。当然，我可以通过其他方式了解他们的性格——通过他们对我表达的思想、他们对我表露的任何动作，但我仍然无法有更深刻的了解。我确信，只有看到他们，观察他们对各种表达出来的思想和情况的反应，注意他们的眼神和脸色在刹那间的变化，才可以深入地了解他们。
我对身边的朋友非常了解，因为他们经年累月地在我面前表现着自己的各个方面。而对那些偶然相遇的朋友，我只有一个不完全的印象，一种我从以下方式中得到的印象：一次握手，当我的指尖触摸他们的嘴唇感受他们所说的话，或者是他们在我掌心上写下来。
对你们能看见的人来说，通过观察对方微妙的面部表情、肌肉的颤抖、手的摆动，就能很快地了解对方所要表达的意思的实质，这是多么容易又多么令人满足的事情。但是你们曾经有过用你们的视觉去看透一个朋友或熟人的内在本质的时候吗？你们大多数人难道不是漫不经心地看着每一张脸孔的外部特征而不去深入思考吗？
举例来说，你们能精确地描述5个好朋友的面貌吗？有些人可以，但许多人做不到。我曾做过一个实验，我问那些与妻子相处多年的丈夫们，他们妻子的眼睛是什么颜色。他们常常显得窘迫含糊，承认他们不知道。而且，顺便说一句，妻子们也经常抱怨，他们的丈夫不注意自己的新衣服、新帽子和家里摆设的变化。
正常人的眼睛很快就习惯了他们周围的东西。他们实际上仅仅注意到令人吃惊的事和引人注意的壮观之事，而即使是那些最壮观的景象，他们的眼睛也是懒洋洋的。法庭记录每天都透露出“目击者”看得多么不准确，一个特定的事件，在不同的人眼中也不尽相同，有些人看得比另一些人要多些，而没有几个人能看到在他们的视线范围内的所有事情。
啊，如果我要有哪怕3天的视力，我该看多少事啊！
第一天会是很忙碌的，我要把我所有的亲爱的朋友们都叫到我这里来，长久地注视着他们的面容，把体现他们内在美的外貌深深地印在我的脑海中。我也会让我的目光停留在婴儿的脸上，去捕捉那种渴望生活的天真无邪的美，那种婴儿在意识到生活的冲突之前的纯真与美丽。
而且，我也要看看我的狗们那忠诚、充满信任的眼睛——那严肃、机灵的小苏格兰狗达基和那高大健壮、善解人意的大丹麦狗赫尔加，和它们建立的热诚、细腻、愉快的友谊让我很开心。
在这繁忙的第一天，我还要看看我家的那些简单的小东西。我想看看我脚下的地毯和墙壁上的图画的明朗愉快的色彩，那些使这间屋子成为一个家的亲切的琐碎物件。我也要带着敬重将目光停留在那些我读过的盲文书籍上，但那些能看见的人所读的出版物我会更加感兴趣，因为在我生命的漫漫长夜里，我读过的书和别人读给我听的书已筑成一座巨大的闪光的灯塔，为我指引了人生及心灵的最深远的航道。
在能看见东西的第一天的下午，我要到森林里进行一次远足，让我的目光陶醉在大自然的美景之中。在几个小时中，拼命地吸收对那些能看见的人是司空见惯了的无穷的壮丽景色，在返回家的途中，我要走在农庄附近的小路上，以便去看看在田间耕作的马（或许我只能看到一台拖拉机）。看到靠泥土生活的人们那样安详和满足，我将为艳丽的落日光辉而祈祷。
黄昏降临时，我将感受到双倍的喜悦，因为能看到人造的光明，这是人类的天才创造出来的，当大自然的黑暗降临之时，让他们能够继续看得清楚。
在那能看见的第一天晚间，我是不能入睡的，我脑海中充满了对白天的回忆。
第二天
次日——我能看见东西的第二天——我会随黎明一道起来，看黑夜变成白昼那激动人心的奇迹，我要怀着肃然敬畏的心情，去看太阳唤醒沉睡的大地那壮观的景象。
这一天，我要用来匆忙地扫视这个世界，它的往事和正在发生的一切。我想看人类历史上的兴衰，看世间沧桑。这么多的东西怎么能压缩在一天之内看完呢？当然是通过博物馆，我已多次去参观过纽约自然历史博物馆，用手去触摸那里陈列的许多展品。但我渴望能亲眼看到这部浓缩了的地球历史和陈列在那里的地球上的居民——按照自然环境描画出的动物和人类种族；曾在人类出现之前，很早就在地球上漫游的巨大恐龙和乳齿象骨架，人类以小巧的身材和强有力的大脑征服了动物王国；博物馆还逼真地展现了动物、人类和人类工具的发展过程，人类曾用这些工具在这个星球上来建造他们安全的家园；博物馆还有其他许许多多的自然历史方面的东西。
我不知道，有多少这篇文章的读者看过这个生动的博物馆所展示的逼真事物的壮观景貌。当然有许多人没有机会，但是我相信，有许多人有机会却没有利用它。那里的确是使用眼睛的好地方，你们能看见东西的人，能在那里度过许多受益匪浅的日子，可是我只有想象的3天能看见的时间，只能是仓促地一瞥，匆匆而过。
我的下一站将是大都会艺术博物馆。像自然历史博物馆展示世界的物质方面一样，大都会艺术博物馆展示了大量的人类精神方面的东西。在贯穿人类历史的全过程中，人类对艺术表现的强烈冲动就像对食物、住所和繁衍的迫切需要一样强烈。而这里，在大都会博物馆那宽敞的大厅里，在我们面前展示了通过艺术形式表达出来的古埃及、古希腊和古罗马的精神世界。我通过我的手很好地了解了雕刻上的古代尼罗河土地上的众神，我摸过巴台农神殿（译注：巴台农神殿是希腊雅典城内的帕拉斯·雅典娜神殿，建于公元前447—前432年间。神殿由大理石筑成，极尽雕饰之巧，是希腊古典建筑的杰出代表作品）中的复制品，我感觉到了向前冲锋的雅典武士的匀称与和谐美。阿波罗、维纳斯和有翅膀的萨莫特拉斯胜利女神（译注：萨莫特拉斯是位于希腊爱琴海东北部的一个岛屿，因公元305年在岛上立起一胜利女神大理石雕像，以纪念马其顿国王的海战大捷而著名。因女神雕像展开的双臂塑成展翅飞翔的姿态，故称萨莫特拉斯展翅胜利女神像。该雕像现存于巴黎卢浮宫。）都使我爱不释手。荷马那长满胡须、节瘤众多的面部雕像使我感到无比亲切，因为他也是盲人。
我的手在栩栩如生的罗马大理石雕像以及后世的雕刻上逗留。我的手摸过米开朗其罗（译注：1475—1564年，著名的佛罗伦萨画家、雕刻家、建筑师和诗人，意大利文艺复兴盛期的杰出代表人物）的感人的英雄摩西雕塑石雕像；我感觉到罗丹（译注：1840—1917年，著名的法国雕塑家）的力量；我对哥特对木刻的热忱精神感到敬畏。这些艺术作品是供人看而不是摸的，尽管触摸它们对我有着实在的意义，所以我只能去猜测那种我看不见的美。我能赞叹一只古希腊花瓶简朴的线条，但我却无法看到上面的图案装饰。
所以，在我能看见东西的第二天，我要通过艺术努力探究人类的灵魂。我会看到那些通过触摸我了解的东西。更妙的是，整个壮丽的绘画世界将向我打开，从富有宁静的宗教色彩的意大利文艺复兴前期作品到带有狂想风格的现代派作品，都展现在我眼前。我要仔细端详拉斐尔、达·芬奇、提香（译注：1477—1576年，著名的威尼斯画家）和伦勃朗（译注：1606—1669年，著名的荷兰巴洛克画家，荷兰油画派领袖，欧洲艺术大师）的油画。我要让我的眼睛饱享委罗涅塞（译注：1528—1588年，意大利威尼斯派画家）那炽烈的色彩，研究艾尔·格里科（译注：1548—1625年，西班牙画家）的神秘，从柯罗（译注：1796—1875年，法国风景画家）的绘画中重新观察大自然。啊！对你们眼睛能看见东西的人来说，你们竟能欣赏到历代的艺术中这么丰富的意味和美。
在我对这座艺术殿堂的短暂访问中，我无法评论你们面前的这个伟大的艺术世界，我只能是获得一个表面的印象。诚如艺术家所言，要能真正深刻地鉴赏，就要训练自己的眼力，必须通过经验学会衡量线条、构图、形态和色彩的价值。如果我能看见，能从事如此迷人的研究，我会是多么幸福啊！但是，有人告诉我，对你们有眼睛可看到东西的许多人来说，艺术的世界仍是一片黑暗，未曾开发、探索和难以企及的世界。
要离开大都会艺术博物馆了，我是多么不情愿，那里有开启美的钥匙，然而这种美又被忽视了。而能看见的人却不需要到大都会艺术博物馆去找这把开启美的钥匙，这相同的钥匙在较小的博物馆，甚至小图书馆的书架上的书中也能找到。当然，在我想象的能看见的有限时间里，我该选择能在短暂的时间内打开最伟大宝库的钥匙所在的地方。
在我能看见的第二天晚上，我要在剧院或电影院度过。即使现在，我还是经常去看各种戏剧表演，但剧情需要由一个同伴拼写在我手上。我多么想亲眼看到哈姆雷特的迷人形象，或者穿着艳丽多彩的伊丽莎白时代服饰的来往穿梭的福斯泰夫！（译注：福斯泰夫为莎士比亚剧中的一个滑稽喜剧人物，是莎剧《亨利四世王》、《亨利五世王》和《温莎的风流娘儿们》那个剧中的一个胖骑士，爱吹牛自夸，又胆小，但是他足智多谋，心地善良。）我多想注视优雅的哈姆雷特的每个动作，热忱的福斯泰夫的每一个昂首阔步的样子！因为我只能看一场戏，这使我非常为难，因为有几十部戏我都想看。你们有眼能看的人可以看你们喜欢的任何一部戏。我不知道，当你们注视着这一部戏、一场电影，或任何奇观时，你们中间有多少人意识到并感激使你们享受到它的色彩和动作的视觉奇迹呢？
倘若超出我的手能触摸到的范围，我便无法享受那节奏感很强的动作的优美。尽管我能体会到节拍的快感，因为当音乐震动地板时，我经常能感觉到它的节拍，可是我也只能模糊地想象一下巴甫洛娃（译注：前苏联的著名的女芭蕾舞演员）的优美。我完全能想象到，有节拍的动作一定是世上最令人悦目的景象之一。我已能用我的手指摸索出大理石雕刻中的线条轮廓从而获得这样的一些感受；如果这种静态的美都是这么可爱，那么，看见那动态的美一定会令人更加激动。
我最宝贵的回忆之一是那次约瑟夫·杰斐逊（译注：1829—1905年，著名的美国演员。他所扮演的最有名的角色是根据美国作家华盛顿·欧文所创作的人物瑞普·范·温克尔）表演他心爱的角色瑞普·凡·温克尔的动作和对白时让我摸他的脸和手。这样，我可以获得对戏剧世界微弱的一瞥，我将永远不会忘记那一瞬间的快乐。但是，我多么渴望观看和倾听戏剧表演进行中对白和动作的相互作用啊！而你们看得见的人该能从中得到多少快乐啊！如果我能哪怕是只能看一部戏，我都会知道怎样在我脑海中描绘我通过盲文字母读到或了解到的100部戏的情节。
这样，在我设想的能看见的第二天的夜晚，戏剧文学中的人物形象会使我难以入眠。
第三天
接下来这一天的早上，怀着对发现新的快乐的渴望，我再次迎接黎明，因为我确信，对那些眼睛能真正看得见的人来说，每个黎明都会展现出无尽的美丽。
按我设想出现奇迹的期限，这将是我能看见的第三天，也是最后的一天。我不能把时间浪费在后悔或渴望中，我要看的东西太多了。第一天我献给了我的有生命的和无生命的朋友们，第二天向我展示了人类和自然的历史。今天我将在当今的平凡世界里度过，在为生活事务忙碌的人们常去的地方度过。除了纽约，何处人们还能找到这样多的活动和纷繁的景象呢？所以，纽约便成了我的去处。
我从我在长岛森林山静静的小郊区的家出发，这里，芳草绿树鲜花环绕着整洁的小住房，妇女和孩子们欢声笑语，其乐融融，是城里辛劳的人们安宁的避风港。驾车通过那跨越东河的带花饰的钢铁大桥，我惊奇地发现人脑中巨大的创造力和潜质。船只在繁忙的河上鸣叫着来来往往——高速快艇和笨头笨脑喘着气的拖船。如果我能看见的日子更长些，我要花更多的时间看看这河上快乐的景象。
放眼望去，面前林立着的纽约的高楼大厦，似乎是从童话故事的篇章中出现的一座城市，多么令人敬畏的景象，这些闪闪发光的尖塔，这些巨大的石头与钢铁的建筑群，就像众神为他们自己而建的！这幅生机蓬勃的图景是千百万人每天生活的一部分。我不知道，到底有多少人会对它回头再多看一眼？只怕寥寥无几，他们对这辉煌的景象视而不见，因为这对他们太熟悉了。
我匆匆来到这些巨大建筑之一的帝国大厦的顶端，因为在那里，不久以前，我通过我的秘书的眼睛“俯视”过这座城市。我渴望把我的想象同现实作一番比较。我确信，我对展现在我面前的景观不会失望，因为它对我来说是另一个世界的景象。
现在我开始亲历这座城市。首先，我站在一个热闹的角落，仅仅是看着人们，试图以审视他们来理解他们生活中的某些东西。看到笑容，我感到高兴；看到果敢，我感到骄傲；看到苦难，我就同情。
我漫步在第五大道上（译注：第五大道是纽约曼哈顿区的最繁华最壮观的商业大道，有许多高档精品商店，洛克菲勒中心就在该大道附近），我的目光没有焦点，我没有看特别的目标，只是看那彩色万花筒般川流不息的人群。我相信那成群女人的服装颜色一定是一种华丽的奇观，我会百看不厌的。或许，如果我能看得见，我也会像其他大多数女人一样——也对个人服装的式样和剪裁很感兴趣，而不去注意其色彩。我也相信，我也会成为一个有瘾的橱窗浏览者，因为看那陈列的无数美好的商品一定是赏心悦目之事。
从第五大道起我开始浏览这座城市——到公园大道，到贫民窟，到工厂区，到儿童游乐园去。我通过参观外国居民区来进行一次不出国的国外旅行。我总是睁大眼睛看所有的景象，既看幸福的，也看悲哀的，以便我可以深入探究和加深理解人们是如何工作和生活的。我心中充满了人和事物的形象，我的眼睛不轻易放过任何一件小事，它力求触及并紧紧抓住所见的每件事。有些景象是愉快的，让心里充满快乐，而有些是悲惨的，对这些事，我并不闭上我的眼睛，因为这也是生活的一部分，闭起双眼就是关闭了心灵与思想。
我能看得见的第三天即将结束了。也许还有许多强烈的愿望我应花费最后的几个小时去实现，但是，我怕这最后一天的晚上我又溜到戏院去，去看一部欢快有趣的戏剧以便能欣赏人类精神世界里喜剧的含蓄意义。
午夜，我摆脱盲人苦境的短暂时刻就要结束了，永恒的黑夜又回到我身上。当然，在这短短的3天中，我并没有看到我想看的所有事情，唯有在黑暗重新降临在我身上之时，我才意识到我还有多少事情没有看到。但我的脑海里充满了这么多美好的记忆，以至我没有时间去后悔。此后，对每个东西的触摸都将使我想起那东西看起来是什么样的。
也许，这篇简短的关于怎样度过这能看得见的3天的概述，和你们自己在遭致失明的情况下所设想的不一致。然而，我确信，如果你真的面临那不幸的命运，你的目光将会尽量投向你过去从未看见过的事物，为你今后的漫漫长夜保存下回忆，你将以过去从未有过的方式去利用你的眼睛。你所看到的每件事会变得珍贵起来，你的眼睛会触及并抓住在进入你视线范围之内的每件事物。然后，你最终真正地看见了，于是，一个美丽的新世界在你面前展开了。
我，一个盲人，可以给那些能看得见的人一个提示——对想充分利用视力天赋的人的一个忠告：善用你的双眼吧，就好像你明天就会遭致失明一样。这同样的方法也能用于其他的感官上，去听悦耳的乐声，鸟儿的鸣唱，乐队的强劲旋律，就好像你明天就遭致失聪一样；去触摸你想摸的每个物体，就像你明天会失去触觉一样；去闻花朵的芳香，津津有味地去尝美味佳肴，就好像你明天会再也不能闻到、尝到一样。充分利用每一个感官，通过自然提供给你的几种接触方式，为世界向你显示的所有愉快而美好的一切而自豪吧。但是，在所有的感觉之中，我相信视觉一定是最令人赏心悦目的。



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
海伦·凯勒（Helen Keller），19世纪美国盲聋女作家、教育家、慈善家、社会活动家。她自幼因病成为盲聋哑人，但她自强不息，克服巨大的困难读完了大学。她一生写了十几部作品，同时致力于救助伤残儿童、保护妇女权益和争取种族平等的社会活动。1964年获总统自由勋章。她的事迹曾两次被拍成电影。
《假如给我三天光明》是海伦·凯勒的代表作。她以一个身残志坚的柔弱女子的视角，告诫身体健全的人们应该珍惜生命，珍惜造物主赐予的一切。
核心单词
miracle [ˈmirəkl] n. 奇迹；奇迹般的人
countenance [ˈkauntinəns] n. 面容，脸色；表情
accurately [ˈækjuritli] adv. 准确地；精确地
stalwart [ˈstɔːlwət] adj. 健壮的；结实的
splendor [ˈsplendə] n. 光辉；壮丽；辉煌
manual [ˈmænjuəl] adj. 手工的；用手操作的
scurry [ˈskəːri] v. 急匆匆地跑；急赶
翻译行不行
The eyes of seeing persons soon become accustomed to the routine of their surroundings, and they actually see only the startling and spectacular.
 
Upon my short visit to this temple of art, I should not be able to review a fraction of that great world of art which is open to you.



The Last Class
Alphonse Daudet
I was very late for school that morning, and I was terribly afraid of being scolded, especially as Monsieur Hamel had told us that he should examine us on participles, and I did not know the first thing about them. For a moment I thought of staying away from school and wandering about the fields. It was such a warm, lovely day. I could hear the blackbirds whistling on the edge of the wood, and in the Rippert field, behind the sawmill, the Prussians going through their drill. All that was much more tempting to me than the rules concerning participles; but I had the strength to resist, and I ran as fast as I could to school.
As I passed the mayor's office, I saw that there were people gathered about the little board on which notices were posted. For two years all our bad news had come from that board—battles lost, conscriptions, orders from headquarters; and I thought without stopping, "What can it be now?"
Then, as I ran across the square, Watcher the blacksmith, who stood there with his apprentice, reading the placard, called out to me, "Don't hurry so, my boy; you'll get to your school soon enough!" I thought that he was making fun of me, and I ran into Monsieur Hamel's little yard all out of breath.
Usually, at the beginning of school, there was a great uproar which could be heard in the street, desks opening and closing, lessons repeated aloud in unison, with our ears stuffed in order to learn quicker, and the teacher's stout ruler beating on the desk, "A little more quiet!" I counted on all this noise to reach my bench unnoticed; but as it happened, that day everything was quiet, like a Sunday morning. Through the open window I saw my comrades already in their places, and Monsieur Hamel walking back and forth with the terrible iron ruler under his arm. I had to open the door and enter, in the midst of that perfect silence. You can imagine whether I blushed and whether I was afraid! But no! Monsieur Hamel looked at me with no sign of anger and said very gently, "Go at once to your seat, my little Frantz, we were going to begin without you."
I stepped over the bench and sat down at once at my desk. Not until then, when I had partly recovered from my fright, did I notice that our teacher had on his handsome blue coat, his plaited ruff, and the black silk embroidered breeches, which he wore only on days of inspection or of distribution of prizes. Moreover, there was something extraordinary, something solemn about the whole class. But what surprised me most was to see at the back of the room, on the benches which were usually empty, some people from the village sitting, as silent as we were: old Hauser with his three-cornered hat, the ex-mayor, the ex-postman, and others besides. They all seemed depressed; and Hauser had brought an old spelling-book with gnawed edges, which he held wide-open on his knee, with his great spectacles askew.
While I was wondering at all this, Monsieur Hamel had mounted his platform, and in the same gentle and serious voice with which he had welcomed me, he said to us, "My children, this is the last time that I shall teach you. Orders have come from Berlin to teach nothing but German in the schools of Alsace and Lorraine. The new teacher arrives tomorrow. This is the last class in French, so I beg you to be very attentive." Those few words overwhelmed me. Ah! The villains! That was what they had posted at the mayor's office.
My last class in French! And I barely knew how to write! So I should never learn! I must stop short where I was! How angry I was with myself because of the time I had wasted, the lessons I had missed, running about after nests, or sliding on the Saar! My books, which only a moment before I thought so tiresome, so heavy to carry—my grammar, my sacred history—seemed to me now like old friends, from whom I should be terribly grieved to part. And it was the same about Monsieur Hamel. The thought that he was going away, that I should never see him again, made me forget the punishments, the blows with the ruler.
Poor man! It was in honor of that last lesson that he had put on his fine Sunday clothes; and I understood now why those old fellows from the village were sitting at the end of the room. It seemed to mean that they regretted not having come oftener to the school. It was also a way of thanking our teacher for his forty years of faithful service, and of paying their respects to the fatherland which was vanishing.
I was at that point in my reflections, when I heard my name called. It was my turn to recite. What would I not have given to be able to say from beginning to end that famous rule about participles, in a loud, distinct voice, without a slip! But I got mixed up at the first words, and I stood there swaying against my bench, with a full heart, afraid to raise my head. I heard Monsieur Hamel speaking to me, "I will not scold you, my little Frantz; you must be punished enough; that is the way it goes; every day we say to ourselves, 'Shaw! I have time enough. I will learn tomorrow.' And then you see what happens. Ah! It has been the great misfortune of our Alsace always to postpone its lessons until tomorrow. Now those people are entitled to say to us, 'What! You claim to be French, and you can neither speak nor write your language!' In all this, my poor Frantz, you are not the guiltiest one. We all have our fair share of reproaches to address to ourselves. Your parents have not been careful enough to see that you were educated. They preferred to send you to work in the fields or in the factories, in order to have a few more sous. And have I nothing to reproach myself for? Have I not often made you water my garden instead of studying? And when I wanted to go fishing for trout, have I ever hesitated to dismiss you?"
Then, passing from one thing to another, Monsieur Hamel began to talk to us about the French language, saying that it was the most beautiful language in the world, the most clear, the most substantial; that we must always retain it among ourselves, and never forget it, because when a people falls into servitude, so long as it clings to its language, it is as if it held the key to its prison. Then he took the grammar and read us our lesson. I was amazed to see how readily I understood. Everything that he said seemed so easy to me, so easy. I believed, too, that I had never listened so closely, and that he, for his part, had never been so patient with his explanations. One would have said that, before going away, the poor man desired to give us all his knowledge, to force it all into our heads at a single blow.
When the lesson was at an end, we passed to writing. For that day Monsieur Hamel had prepared some entirely new examples, on which was written in a fine, round hand, "France, Alsace, France, and Alsace." They were like little flags, waving all about the class, hanging from the rods of our desks. You should have seen how hard we all worked and how silent it was! Nothing could be heard save the grinding of the pens over the paper. At one time some cockchafers flew in, but no one paid any attention to them, not even the little fellows who were struggling with their straight lines, with a will and conscientious application, as if even the lines were French. On the roof of the schoolhouse, pigeons cooed in low tones, and I said to myself as I listened to them, "I wonder if they are going to compel them to sing in German too!".
From time to time, when I raised my eyes from my paper I saw Monsieur Hamel sitting motionless in his chair and staring at the objects about him as if he wished to carry away in his glance the whole of his little schoolhouse. Think of it! For forty years he had been there in the same place, with his yard in front of him and his class just as it was! But the benches and desks were polished and rubbed by use; the walnuts in the yard had grown, and the hop-vine which he himself had planted now festooned the windows even to the roof. What a heart-rending thing it must have been for that poor man to leave all those things, and to hear his sister walking back and forth in the room overhead, packing their trunks! For they were to go away the next day—to leave the province forever. However, he had the courage to keep the class to the end. After the writing, we had the lesson in history; then the little ones sang all together the ba, be, bi, bo, bu. Yonder, at the back of the room, old Hauser had put on his spectacles, and, holding his spelling-book in both hands, he spelled out the letters with them. I could see that he too was applying himself. His voice shook with emotion, and it was so funny to hear him, that was we all long to laugh and to cry. Ah! I shall remember that last class. Suddenly the church clock struck twelve, and then the Angelus rang. At the same moment, the bugles of the Prussians returning from drill blared under our windows Monsieur Hamel rose, pale as death, from his chair. Never had he seemed to me so tall.
"My friends," he said, "My friends, I—I—" But something suffocated him. He could not finish the sentence. There upon he turned to the blackboard took a piece of chalk, and, bearing on with all his might, he wrote in the largest letters he could "VIVE LA FRANCE!" then he stood there, with his head resting against the wall, and without speaking, he motioned to us with his hand, "That is all go."
最后一课
［法］阿尔封斯·都德
那天早晨，我去上学，去得非常晚，我好害怕被责骂，特别是，韩麦尔先生跟我们说过，他要考我们分词规则，而我连头一个字都不会。这时，在我的头脑里冒出了逃学，去野外玩一玩的念头。天气是那么暖和，那么晴朗！画眉在小树林边鸣叫，普鲁士士兵正在锯木厂后面的草地上操练。所有这一切都比分词规则更吸引我，但我还是顶住了诱惑，加快脚步向学校方向跑去。
从村政府门前经过的时候，我看见许多人站在小布告栏前。这两年来，所有的坏消息，诸如吃败仗啦，征兵征物啦，还有普鲁士占领军司令部发布的命令啦，都是从那里来的。我边跑边想：“又有什么事吗？”
当我跑着穿过广场的时候，正在布告栏前和徒弟一起看布告的瓦克特尔铁匠朝我高喊：“小家伙，不用赶得那么急；你去得再晚也不会迟到的！”我以为他在跟我开玩笑，便上气不接下气地跑进韩麦尔先生的小教室。
往常，开始上课的时候，总是一片乱哄哄的嘈杂声，课桌的开关声，同学们一起捂住耳朵高声背诵课文的声音，街上都听得见。先生的大戒尺敲打着课桌：“安静一点！”我打算趁这片嘈杂声，偷偷地溜到我的座位上去。可是，这一天不同于往常，一切都很安静，就像是星期天的早晨。透过敞开的窗户，我看见同学们已经整整齐齐地坐在他们的座上，韩麦尔先生腋下夹着那把可怕的铁戒尺，来回地踱着步子。我必须推开教室门，在这一片静谧中走进教室。你们可以想像，当时我会多么尴尬，多么害怕！可是，没有。韩麦尔先生看着我，没有生气，而是非常温和地对我说：“快点回到座位上，我的小弗朗士，我们就要开始上课了。”
我跨过凳子，马上坐到座位上。我从惊慌中稍稍定下神来，这才注意到，我们的老师穿着他那件漂亮的蓝色外套，领口系着折得很精致的领结，头上戴着那顶刺绣的黑绸小圆帽，这套装束，只有在上头派人来学校视察或学校发奖时他才穿戴的。此外，整个教室也有一种不同寻常的庄严的气氛。但是，最使我吃惊的是，教室里那些平常空着的凳子上，坐着一些跟我们一样默不作声的村里的人，有头戴三角帽的奥泽尔老人，有前任镇长，有以前的邮递员，另外还有其他人。所有这些人都显得很忧伤；奥泽尔老人还带了一本边角都已破损的旧识字课本，摊放在膝头上，课本上横放着他那副大眼镜。
正当我对这一切感到莫名惊诧时，韩麦尔先生已走上讲台，用刚才对我说话的那种既温和又庄重的声音，对我们说道：“孩子们，我这是最后一次给你们上课了。柏林来了命令，阿尔萨斯和洛林两省的学校只准教德语，新的老师明天就到。今天是你们最后一堂法语课，所以我请你们一定专心听讲。”这几句话使我惊呆了。啊！这些坏蛋，他们贴在村政府布告栏上的就是这个消息。
我的最后一堂法语课！我只是刚刚学会写字！今后永远也学不到法语了！法语就到此为止了！我现在是多么悔恨自己蹉跎光阴啊！悔恨自己从前逃课去掏鸟窝，去萨尔河溜冰！我的那些书，我的语法课本，我的神圣的历史书，刚才背在身上还觉得那么讨厌，那么沉重，现在却像老朋友一样，让我难舍难分。还有韩麦尔先生。一想到他就要走了，再也见不到了，我就忘记了以前的处惩和责打。
可怜的人！他身着漂亮的节日盛装，为的是向这最后的一堂课表达敬意。现在，我明白了为什么村里的老人都坐在教室后面。这好像在说，他们后悔从前不常来学校。这也像是对我们的老师40年的优秀教学，对今后不属于他们的国土表示他们的敬意的一种方式。
我正陷于沉思之中，突然听见叫我的名字。轮到我背分词规则了。要是我能把这条重要的分词规则大声、清晰、准确无误地从头背到尾，有什么代价我不愿付出呢？但是，我连开始的那些词都搞不清楚。我站在凳子前面，左摇右晃，心里难受极了，不敢抬头。我听见韩麦尔先生说：“我不责备你，我的小弗朗士，你可能受够了惩罚，事情就是如此。每天，我们都对自己说：‘算了吧！我有的是时间，我明天再学。’现在，你知道出了什么事吗？唉！我们阿尔萨斯人的最大不幸就是把教育拖延到明天。现在，那些人有权利对我们说：‘怎么！你们声称自己是法国人，可你们既不会说也不会写你们的语言！’我可怜的弗朗士，造成所有这一切，责任最大的并不是你。我们每个人都有许多应该责备自己的地方。你们的父母没有尽心让你们好好读书。他们宁愿把你们打发到田里或纱厂里去干活，为的是多挣几个钱。我自己呢，难道我一点也没有应该责备自己的地方吗？我不也是经常让你们到我的花园浇水以此代替学习吗？当我想钓鳟鱼的时候，我不是随随便便就给你们放假吗？”
韩麦尔先生从一件事谈到另一件事，然后开始给我们讲法语，他说，法语是世界上最优美的语言，是最清晰的语言，最严谨的语言，我们应该掌握它，永远也不要忘记。因为当一个民族沦为奴隶时，只要它好好地保存自己的语言，就好像掌握了打开监牢的钥匙。然后，他拿了一本语法书，我们开始朗诵课文。令我吃惊的是，我竟理解得这么透彻。他所讲的一切对我都显得很容易，很容易。我同样觉得，我还从来没有这么认真听讲过，他也从来没有这样耐心讲解过。这个可怜的人，仿佛想在离开这里以前，把他全部的知识都灌输给我们，让我们一下子掌握这些知识。
课文讲解完了，我们开始练习写字。这一天，韩麦尔先生为我们准备了许多崭新的字帖，上面用美丽的圆体字写着：“法兰西”、“阿尔萨斯”、“法兰西”、“阿尔萨斯”。这些字帖卡片悬挂在我们课桌的金属杆上，就像许多小旗在教室里飘扬。每个人都是那样聚精会神，教室里是那样寂静无声！只听得见笔尖在纸上的沙沙声。有一回，几只金龟子跑进了教室，但是谁也不去注意它们，连年龄最小的也不例外，他们正专心致志地练直杠笔画，仿佛这些笔画也是法语。学校的屋顶上，鸽子低声地咕咕地叫着，我一边听，一边寻思：“他们该不会强迫这些鸽子用德语唱歌吧？”
我时不时地从书本上抬起眼睛，看见韩麦尔先生一动不动地坐在椅子上，注视着周围的一切东西，仿佛要把这个小小教室里的一切都装进目光里带走。可想而知！40年来，他一直住在这个地方，守着对面的院子和一直没有变样的教室。唯独教室里的凳子、课桌被学生磨光滑了；院子里的胡桃树长高了；他自己亲手种下的那棵啤酒花如今爬满了窗户，爬上了屋顶。这个可怜的人听到他妹妹在楼上的卧室里来来回回地收拾行李，想到自己就要告别眼前的一切，这对他来说是多么伤心难过的事啊！因为，他们明天就要动身了，永远离开自己的家乡。可是，他竟然还有勇气把我们的课上完。习字过后，我们上了历史课；接着小家伙们一起唱起了BaBeBiBoBu。教室后头，奥泽尔老人戴上了眼镜，两手捧着识字课本，跟我们一起拼读。我发现他也一样专心，他的声音由于激动而颤抖，听起来很滑稽，叫我们哭笑不得。噢！我将永远也不会忘记这最后的一课。突然，教堂的钟声敲了12下，而后是祈祷的钟声。与此同时，普鲁士士兵的操练完回营的号声在我们的窗户下回响。韩麦尔先生从椅子上站了起来，面色十分苍白。他在我的心目中，从来也没有显得这么高大。
“我的朋友们，”他说道，“我的朋友们，我……我……”但是，像是有什么东西堵住了他的喉咙，他没能说完这句话。这时，他转过身子，拿起一截粉笔，使尽了全身力气，在黑板上尽可能大地写下几个字：“法兰西万岁！”然后，他呆呆地站在那里，头靠着墙壁，一句话也说不出来，只是用手向我们示意：“下课了，你们走吧。”



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
阿尔封斯·都德（Alphonse Daudet），19世纪法国著名现实主义作家。由于穷困，他在十五岁就独立谋生，先是在一所小学校里担任学生自修辅导员，后来到巴黎从事文艺创作，过着清苦的青年文人生活。都德一生写过近百篇短篇小说。他的文笔简洁生动、题材丰富多彩、构思新颖巧妙、风格素雅清淡。
《最后一课》描写的是普法战争后被割让给普鲁士的阿尔萨斯省的一所乡村小学向祖国语言告别的最后一堂课。该文通过一个童稚无知小学生的自叙和他心理活动的描写，生动地表现了法国人民遭受异国统治的痛苦和对自己祖国的热爱。
核心单词
terribly [ˈteribli] adv. 可怕地；很，非常
grieved [ɡriːvd] adj. 伤心的，悲痛的
sway [swei] v. 摇动，摇摆
servitude [ˈsəːvitjuːd] n. 奴役（状态）；束缚
bugle [ˈbjuːɡl] n. 军号，喇叭
翻译行不行
Through the open window I saw my comrades already in their places, and Monsieur Hamel walking back and forth with the terrible iron ruler under his arm.
 
Poor man! It was in honor of that last lesson that he had put on his fine Sunday clothes; and I understood now why those old fellows from the village were sitting at the end of the room.



The Boys' Ambition
Mark Twain
When I was a boy, there was but one permanent ambition among my comrades in our village on the west bank of the Mississippi River. That was, to be a steamboat man. We had transient ambitions of other sorts, but they were only transient. When a circus came and went, it left us all burning to become clowns; the first Negro minstrel show that came to our section left us all suffering to try that kind of life; now and then we had a hope that if we lived and were good, God would permit us to be pirates. These ambitions faded out, each in its turn; but the ambition to be a steamboat man always remained.
Once a day a cheap, gaudy packet arrived upward from St. Louis, and another downward from Keokuk. Before these events, the day was glorious with expectancy; after them, the day was a dead and empty thing. Not only the boys, but the whole village, felt this. After all these years I can picture that old time to myself now, just as it was then.
My father was a justice of the peace, and I supposed he possessed the power of life and death over all men and could hang anybody that offended him. This was distinction enough for me as a general thing; but the desire to be a steamboat man kept intruding, nevertheless. I first wanted to be a cabin-boy, so that I could come out with a white apron on and shake a tablecloth over the side, where all my old comrades could see me; later I thought I would rather be the deckhand who stood on the end of the stage—plank with the coil of rope in lust hand, because he was particularly conspicuous. But these were only daydreams—they were too heavenly to be contemplated as real possibilities.
By and by one of our boys went away. He was not heard of for a long time. At last he turned up as apprentice engineer or "striker" on a steamboat. This thing shook the bottom out of all my Sunday-school teachings. That boy had been notoriously worldly, and I just the reverse; yet he was exalted to this eminence, and I left in obscurity and misery.
There was nothing generous about this fellow in his greatness. He would always manage to have a rusty bolt to scrub while his boat tarried at our town, and he would sit on the inside guard and scrub it, where we could all see him and envy him and loathe him. And whenever his boat was laid up he would come home and swell around the town in his blackest and greasiest clothes, so that nobody could help remembering that he was a steamboat man; and he used all sorts of steamboat technicalities in his talk, as if he were so used to them that he forgot common people could not understand them. Two or three of the boys had long been persons of consideration among us because they had been to St. Louis once and had a vague general knowledge of its wonders, but the day of their glory was over now. They lapsed into a humble silence, and learned to disappear when the ruthless "cub" -engineer approached. This fellow had money, too, and hair oil. If ever a youth was cordially admired and hated by his comrades, this one was. No gift could withstand his charms. He "cut out" every boy in the village.
When his boat blew up at last, it diffused a tranquil contentment among us such as we had not known for months. But when he came home the next week, alive, renowned, and appeared in church all battered up and bandaged, a shining hero, stared at and wondered over by everybody, it seemed to us that the partiality of Providence for an undeserving reptile had reached a point where it was open to criticism.
孩子们的志愿
［美］马克·吐温
在密西西比河西岸的小镇上，我还是个小孩子的时候，家乡的伙伴们都有一个恒久的志向，这个志向就是当一名轮船上的水手。我们也有过其他的愿望，但它们都不过是一时的想法。马戏团在村子里表演过后，我们都积极踊跃地希望扮演小丑；第一次到附近看过黑人吟唱团的表演后，我们都急不可待地想要体验一下那种生活。我们还有一个愿望：如果我们本分地过日子，上帝就会允许我们成为海盗。没过多久，这些愿望都接二连三地被遗忘了。但在我们的内心深处，当水手的志愿没有改变。
每天都有一艘廉价但外表艳丽的邮船从圣路易斯开过来，有另一艘从奇奥库克向下游驶去。船只抵达之前，人们翘首以盼，日子也变得津津有味。船只离开以后，日子又变得毫无生气、无聊至极了。不单单是孩子们，整个镇子上的人们都是同样的感觉。尽管这么多年过去了，可到今天，我还能在心中回想出当日的情景，仿佛回到了过去。
父亲是镇上的治安官，在我看来，他掌管着每个人的生杀大权，任何一个得罪他的人都会被绞死。总的来说，就这一点就足以让我风光无限了。然而，当水手的念头还是不时地在我的脑海中闪现。起初我想当个船上的小伙计，因为这样我就可以系上白围裙，站在船边摇一摇桌布，以便让我儿时的小伙伴们看见我。可是随后，我想我宁愿成为一名水手，手中握着一卷绳子站在踏板边缘，因为那样才会吸引众人的目光。不过这些想法仅仅是白日梦而已，这些简直是天方夜谭，根本不可能会实现。
没多久，我们这群伙伴中的一个男孩离开了小镇。他销声匿迹了好长一段时间。最后，他终于以一种特殊的身份出现了——成了一艘轮船上的见习机械师或是“锤手”。我在主日学校所受的教诲也因为这件事而全部改变了。这个男孩曾是个臭名远扬的坏蛋，而我刚好与他不同。可是现在，他却得意洋洋，而我却一文不值，苦恼不堪。
这个小子发达之后，变得没有一点气量。一旦他的船停泊在我们小镇上，他总是能设法找来一块生锈的铁栓擦，并且他一直刻意地坐在靠岸的这边栏杆上擦，一定让我们都看见他，让我们对他又是羡慕又是嫉恨。如果一旦那艘船停得久一些，他就会回家看看。在镇上的每个角落，都可以看到他穿着那套油腻、肮脏的外套到处招摇，恨不得告诉每个人他是一名轮船水手。他一开口，便全是术语，好像已经习以为常似的，却忘记了普通人根本听不懂。我们那些伙伴中有两三个一直受到大家的羡慕，因为他们以前去过一次圣路易斯，对那儿的新鲜事略知一二，但是如今他们的光辉岁月已经结束了。他们很有自知之明，从此不再声张；而且一旦那个冷酷无情的机械师“小崽子”来到身边，他们赶紧溜走。这个家伙还有很多钱，头上抹着亮亮的发油。假如有个年轻人既能让他的伙伴羡慕不已，又能让伙伴对他恨之入骨，那么这个人就非他莫属。任何一个女孩都抵抗不了他的魅力，他是镇上风头“最胜”的男孩。
后来，传来他那条船爆炸的消息。私下里，我们所有人都对他的灾难感到很高兴，而且好几个月都没有这么开心了。然而，出乎意料的是，一个星期以后，这个家伙居然又活生生地回来了，并且还因此成了名人。他满身伤痕，绑着厚厚的绷带来到教堂，他成了名声显赫的大英雄。所有人都注视着他，每个人都对他吃惊不已。在我们看来，老天是如此偏袒一个一文不值的卑鄙小人，这简直令人无法忍受。



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
马克·吐温（Mark Twain），美国的幽默大师、作家、演说家，19世纪后期美国现实主义文学的杰出代表。他的高超幽默、机智与名气，堪称是美国最知名的人士之一。他的作品集幽默和讽刺于一体，既富有独特的个人机智与妙语，又不乏深刻的社会洞察与剖析。
本篇选自马克·吐温名作《密西西比河上的生活》，作者在该文中阐述了童年的梦想。每个孩子的童年都有着色彩斑斓的愿望，这些童真是值得永远珍惜的。因为他们纯真、他们勇敢，他们有不达目的誓不罢休的冲劲。
核心单词
permanent [ˈpəːmənənt] adj. 永久的，永恒的；
minstrel [ˈminstrəl] n. 诗人；歌唱家；音乐家
notoriously [nəuˈtɔːriəsli] adv. 恶名昭彰地，声名狼藉地
tarry [ˈtɑːri] v. 耽搁，迟延
cordially [ˈkɔːdjəli] adv. 热诚地，诚挚地，友善地
tranquil [ˈtræŋkwil] adj. 平静的；安静的
reptile [ˈreptail] n. 可鄙的人，卑鄙屈节的小人
翻译行不行
When I was a boy, there was but one permanent ambition among my comrades in our village on the west bank of the Mississippi River.
 
This was distinction enough for me as a general thing; but the desire to be a steamboat man kept intruding, nevertheless.
 
There was nothing generous about this fellow in his greatness.



The Sorrows of Young Werther
Johann Wolfgang Von Goethe
Why do I not write to you? And you, a learned man, ask me this? You should be clever enough to guess that I am in a happy mood because in a word I have made an acquaintance who moves my heart in a strange way. I have... I do not know.
It is not easy for me to tell you, in chronological order just how it happened, how I met such a lovely being. I am contented and happy, and therefore not a good historian.
An angel! Nonsense! Everyone calls his loved one thus, does he not? And yet I cannot describe to you how perfect she is, or why she is so perfect; enough to say that she has captured me completely.
So much innocence combined with so much intelligence; such kindness with such firmness; such inner serenity in such an active life.
But all this is foolish talk pure abstract words which fail to describe one single feature of her real person. Another time no, not another time, right at this moment will tell you everything. If I do not do it now, it will never be done.
Because between you and me since I began this letter I have been three times on the point of laying down my pen, having my horse saddled and riding out to her. Although I swore to myself this morning not to do it, I am going every other moment to the window to see how high the sun has climbed. I could not bear it any longer; I had to see her. Here I am back, Wilhelm; I will now eat my supper and then go on writing to you. What a delight it was to see her among the dear lively children, her eight brothers and sisters!
少年维特的烦恼
［德］约翰·沃尔夫冈·冯·歌德
为什么我没有给你写信？你，凭你的学识，居然会问我这个问题？你准能猜到，我一切都很好，因为，简单说吧，我认识了一个人，她紧紧地牵动着我的心。我已经……我也不知道自己怎么啦。
我很难把这事的经过有条不紊地告诉你，我认识了一位最最可爱的人。我现在感觉既快乐又幸福，所以不能把事情很客观地写出来。
一位天使！不用说！谁谈起自己的意中人时都会这么说，不是吗？可是我却无法向你描述她是多么完美，以及她为什么会那么完美；一句话，她已经把我整个心都俘获了。
她那么淳朴，又那么聪明；那么善良，又那么坚定；那么辛苦，内心又那么充满宁静。
但所有这些全都是令人讨厌的空泛之词，丝毫反映不出她真实的样子。下次，不，不是下次，我现在就要立即告诉你。要是现在不说，那就永远不会说了。
因为，说心里话，从开始写这封信到现在，我已经有三次想搁下笔，打算让人给马备好鞍，骑马出去找她了。今天早晨我还发誓不这样做，可我还是时不时地跑到窗前，看看太阳已经爬到多高了。我无法控制自己，我还是去了她那儿。现在我回来了，威廉，我要吃着夜宵继续给你写信。看到她同一群活泼可爱的孩子，她的八个弟妹，在一起，我是多么欣喜啊！



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
约翰·沃尔夫冈·冯·歌德（Johann Wolfgang Von Goethe），18世纪中叶到19世纪初德国和欧洲最重要的剧作家、诗人、思想家，他所处的那个时代正是欧洲社会大动荡大变革的年代。由于当时封建制度的日趋崩溃，革命力量的不断高涨，促使歌德不断接受先进思潮的影响，从而加深了自己对于社会的认识，创作出了当代最优秀的文艺作品。歌德除了诗歌、戏剧、小说之外，在文艺理论、哲学、历史学、造型设计等方面都取得了卓越的成就。
《少年维特的烦恼》是一部书信体小说。主人公维特向往自由、平等的生活，希望从事有益的实际工作。但是，他所处的那个社会却充满着等级的偏见和鄙陋的习气。保守腐败的官场、庸俗屈从的市民，势利傲慢的贵族使他和周围的现实格格不入。而他自己又陷入毫无希望的爱情之中，最后走上了自杀的不归路。通过维特的悲剧，小说揭露和批判了当时德国社会许多不合理的现实，表达了觉醒的德国青年一代的革命情绪。
核心单词
acquaintance [əˈkweintəns] n. 相识的人，熟人
capture [ˈkæptʃə] v. 捕获；俘虏
serenity [siˈreniti] n. 平静，沉着
abstract [ˈæbstrækt] adj. 难懂的，深奥的
swear [swɛə] v. 发誓；宣誓
翻译行不行
Why do I not write to you? And you, a learned man, ask me this?
 
But all this is foolish talk pure abstract words which fail to describe one single feature of her real person.



Youth
Aristotle
To begin with the Youthful type of character. Young men have strong passions, and tend to gratify them indiscriminately. They are changeable and fickle in their desires, which are violent while they last, but quickly over: their impulses are keen but not deep-rooted, and are like sick people's attacks of hunger and thirst. They are hot-tempered, and quick-tempered, and apt to give way to their anger; bad temper often gets the better of them, for owing to their love of honour they cannot bear being slighted, and are indignant if they imagine themselves unfairly treated. While they love honour, they love victory still more; for youth is eager for superiority over others, and victory is one form of this. They love both more than they love money, which indeed they love very little, not having yet learnt what it means to be without it—this is the point of Pittancus, remark about Amphiaraus. They look at the good side rather than the bad, not having yet witnessed many instances of wickedness. They trust others readily, because they have not yet often been cheated.
They are sanguine; nature warms their blood as though with excess of wine; and besides that, they have as yet met with few disappointments. Their lives are mainly spent not in memory but in expectation; for expectation refers to the future, memory to the past, and youth has a long future before it and a short past behind it: on the first day of one's life one has nothing at all to remember, and can only look forward.
They are easily cheated, owing to the sanguine disposition just mentioned. Their hot tempers and hopeful dispositions make them more courageous than older men are; the hot temper prevents fear, and the hopeful disposition creates confidence; we cannot feel tear so long as we are feeling angry, and any expectation of good makes us confident.
They are shy, accepting the rules of society in which they have been trained, and not yet believing in any other standard of honour. They have exalted notions, because they have not yet been humbled by life or learnt its necessary limitations; moreover, their hopeful disposition makes them think themselves equal to great things—and that means having exalted notions. They would always rather do noble deeds than useful ones: their lives are regulated more by moral feeling than by reasoning; and whereas reasoning leads us to choose what is useful, moral goodness leads us to choose what is noble.
They are fonder of their friends, intimates, and companions than older men are, because they like spending their days in the company of others, and have not yet come to value either their friends or anything else by their usefulness to themselves. All their mistakes are in the direction of doing things excessively and vehemently. They disobey Chilon's precept by overdoing everything, they love too much and hate too much, and the same thing with everything else. They think they know everything, and are always quite sure about it; this, in fact, is why they overdo everything... They are ready to pity others, because they think everyone an honest man, or anyhow better than he is: they judge their neighbor by their own harmless natures, and so cannot think he deserves to be treated in that way. They are fond of fun and therefore witty, wit being well-bred insolence.
年轻人
［古希腊］亚里士多德
我们首先来讨论一下年轻人的性格特征。年轻人有炽热的激情，而且想不管不顾地逐个满足。他们的愿望举棋不定，有的时候很猛烈，但转瞬即逝。他们极易冲动，但根基不深，如同病人遭到饥渴的侵袭一样。他们热情奔放，又性如烈火，很容易发火，常常管不住自己的脾气。由于珍惜荣誉，他们不想让人轻视，所以如果想到别人不公平的对待，他们就会怒发冲冠。诚然，他们爱惜荣誉，却更钟情于胜利，青年人热衷于胜人一筹，而胜利就是其中的一种表现形式。他们对荣誉和胜利的爱远远胜过了金钱。他们不太在意钱，因为还没真正明白没钱会怎么样——庇塔喀斯谈论安菲阿劳斯时就是这么说的。他们倾向于看到事物好的发展方向，而非坏的趋势，那是由于他们还没有目睹过多少不道德的事。他们很乐意相信别人，那是由于他们很少上当受骗。
他们面色红润，大自然仿佛用了过度的葡萄酒来温暖他们的血液。除了这些，他们也没有经历过什么沮丧的事。他们不是生活在对往昔的回忆中，而是生活在对未来的盼望中，因为盼望意味着未来，回忆意味着过去，年轻人未来的日子还很长远，过去的时光只有短暂的一小部分。当人第一天来到这个世界的时候，他根本没有什么可以回忆的事情，唯一能做的就是寄希望于未来。
他们会轻而易举地让人欺骗，那都归结于我们刚刚所说的精力旺盛的脾性。因为拥有情绪高涨、满怀希望的气质，他们会比老年人更勇敢，更有胆量。情绪高涨的内心让他们远离恐惧，满怀希望的气质让他们信心百倍；我们感到愤怒的时候，就不会害怕，而任何对美好事物的向往又让我们充满自信。
他们是害羞的，顺其自然地遵守社会的惯例，但还没有承认其他形式的荣誉标准。他们有崇高的理想，因为他们还没有体会生活的艰辛而变得谦虚起来，也没有理解生活中各种必要的束缚。更为严重的是，他们满怀希望，居然以为自己可以与日月相比——这就是心高气傲，目空一切。他们一直从事高尚的行为，而不在乎其实效；他们的生活多是遵循道德感，而非理智。尽管理智教导我们做有用的事，道德品质却指引我们做高尚的事。
与老年人相比，年轻人更喜爱自己的朋友、挚交和伙伴，因为整天呼朋唤友的生活才是他们的钟爱，而且无论是朋友还是其他东西，他们都不会用对自己的实用性来判定其价值。至于他们所犯的错误，是因为他们做事不是过头就是过猛。他们不遵守奇伦法则，做什么事都过分强调，要么爱得过多，要么恨得太狠，做其他事情也是一样。他们认为自己无所不知，而且说起来也信心十足，实际上，这就是他们行事过头的症结所在。他们时刻准备去同情别人，因为他们认为所有人都是诚实的，或者比他真实的为人要好，他们用自己善良的本质来判断左邻右舍，不能忍受自己会亏待邻居们。他们喜欢玩闹，因此非常诙谐机智，而机智是一种文雅的傲慢。



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
亚里士多德（Aristotle），世界古代史上最伟大的哲学家、科学家和教育家之一。他是柏拉图的学生、亚历山大的老师。公元前335年，他在雅典办了一所叫吕克昂的学校，被称为“逍遥学派”。马克思曾称亚里士多德是“古希腊哲学家中最博学的人物”。他的思想对人类产生了深远的影响。
亚里士多德对事物的洞察力、对问题的分析深刻程度非同一般。青春期的少年都是心浮气躁，生活里满是叛逆和没来由的烦恼。亚里士多德从哲学的角度，清晰透彻地分析了年轻人的个性特点，生动具体地描述了年轻人踌躇满志、血气方刚的缘由和利弊。
核心单词
gratify [ˈɡrætifai] v. 使高兴，使满意
fickle [ˈfikl] adj. 易变的，无常的
superiority [sju(ː)piəriˈɔriti] n. 优越，优势
sanguine [ˈsæŋɡwin] adj. 怀着希望的；乐观的
insolence [ˈinsələns] n. 傲慢；无礼
翻译行不行
To begin with the Youthful type of character.
 
They are shy, accepting the rules of society in which they have been trained, and not yet believing in any other standard of honour.
 
All their mistakes are in the direction of doing things excessively and vehemently.



Run Through the Rain
Anonymous
She had been shopping with her Mom in Wal-Mart. She must have been 6 years old, this beautiful brown haired, freckle-faced image of innocence. It was pouring outside. The kind of rain that gushes over the top of rain gutters, so much in a hurry to hit the Earth it has no time to flow down the spout.
We all stood there under the awning and just inside the door of the Wal-Mart. We waited, some patiently, others irritated because nature messed up their hurried day. I am always mesmerized by rainfall. I get lost in the sound and sight of the heavens washing away the dirt and dust of the world. Memories of running, splashing so carefree as a child come pouring in as a welcome reprieve from the worries of my day.
Her voice was so sweet as it broke the hypnotic trance we were all caught in, "Mom, let's run through the rain," she said.
"What?" Mom asked.
"Let's run through the rain!" She repeated.
"No, honey, we'll wait until it slows down a bit," Mom replied.
This young child waited about another minute and repeated, "Mom, let's run through the rain."
"We'll get soaked if we do, " Mom said.
"No, we won't, Mom. That's not what you said this morning, " the young girl said as she tugged at her Mom's arm.
"This morning? When did I say we could run through the rain and not get wet?"
"Don't you remember? When you were talking to Daddy about his cancer, you said, 'If God can get us through this, he can get us through anything!'"
The entire crowd stopped dead silent. I swear you couldn't hear anything but the rain. We all stood silently. No one came or left in the next few minutes. Mom paused and thought for a moment about what she would say.
Now some would laugh it off and scold her for being silly. Some might even ignore what was said. But this was a moment of affirmation in a young child's life. Time when innocent trust can be nurtured so that it will bloom into faith. "Honey, you are absolutely right. Let's run through the rain. If we get wet, well maybe we just needed washing," Mom said. Then off they ran.
We all stood watching, smiling and laughing as they darted past the cars and. They held their shopping bags over their heads just in case. They got soaked. But they were followed by a few who screamed and laughed like children all the way to their cars. And yes, I did. I ran. I got wet. I needed washing. Circumstances or people can take away your material possessions, they can take away your money, and they can take away your health. But no one can ever take away your precious memories. So, don't forget to make time and take the opportunities to make memories every day!
To everything there is a season and a time to every purpose under heaven. I hope you still take the time to run through the rain.
雨中的奔跑
佚　名
她和妈妈刚从沃尔玛出来。这个小女孩一定已有6岁了，她有着一头漂亮的棕色头发，长着雀斑的脸上充满童真的表情。外面下着倾盆大雨。雨水溢满了檐槽，来不及排走，就迫不及待地涌向了大地。
我们都站在沃尔玛门口的遮篷下。大家在等待，有的人很耐心，也有人很烦躁，因为老天在给他们本已忙碌的一天添乱。雨天总能引起我的遐思。我出神地听着、看着老天洗刷冲走这世界的污垢和尘埃，孩提时无忧无虑地在雨中奔跑玩水的记忆汹涌而至，暂时缓解了我这一天的焦虑。
小女孩甜美的声音打破了这沉寂的气氛，“妈妈，我们在雨里跑吧。”她说。
“什么？”母亲问。
“我们在雨里跑吧。”她重复道。
“不，亲爱的，我们等雨小一点再走。”母亲回答说。
过了一会小女孩又说：“妈妈，我们跑出去吧。”
“这样的话我们会湿透的。”母亲说。
“不会的，妈妈。你今天早上不是这样说的。”小女孩一边说一边拽拽母亲的手。
“今天早上？我什么时候说过我们不会被淋湿啊？”
“你不记得了吗？你和爸爸谈他的癌症时，你不是说‘如果上帝让我们闯过这一关，那我们就没有什么过不去了。’”（编注：英文里through一词表示“躲过，通过”的意思。母亲讲可以避开一切，在小女孩看来自然也应该包括能避开雨，不被淋湿了。）
人群一片寂静。我发誓，除了雨声，什么都听不到。我们都静静地站着。接下来的几分钟没有一个人走动。母亲停了一下，在想着应该说些什么。
有人也许会对此一笑了之，或者责备孩子的不懂事。有人甚至不把她的话放在心上。但这却是一个小孩子一生中需要被肯定的时候。若受到鼓舞，此时孩子单纯的信任就会发展成为坚定的信念。“亲爱的，你说得对，我们跑过去吧。如果淋湿了，那也许是因为我们的确需要冲洗一下了。”母亲说完后，母女俩就冲向雨中。
我们站在那里，笑着看她们飞快地跑过停着的汽车。他们把购物袋高举过头想挡挡雨，但还是湿透了。好几个人也跟着冲了出去，奔向自己的车子。他们像孩子般尖叫着，大笑着。当然，我也这样做了，跑了出去，淋湿了。我也需要接受洗礼。环境或其他人可以夺去你的物质财富，抢走你的金钱，带走你的健康，但没有人可以带走你珍贵的回忆。因此，记得要抓紧时间，抓住机会每天都给自己留下一些回忆吧！
世间万物皆有自己的季节，做任何事情也有一个恰当的时机。希望你有机会也在雨中狂奔一回。



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
你改变不了环境，但可以改变自己；你改变不了过去，但可以改变现在。过去的就让它过去，未来会更好。因为抛弃了不必要的包袱，生活才会更美好。前面的路，即使很崎岖、很陡峭，也要依然勇往直前，不要后悔，别让生命留下太多的遗憾！就像文中的妈妈和女儿一样，勇敢地跑向雨中。
核心单词
freckle [ˈfrekl] n. 雀斑；斑点
irritate [ˈiriteit] v. 使恼怒；使烦躁
hypnotic [hipˈnɔtik] adj. 催眠的
tug [tʌɡ] v. 用力拉
silly [ˈsili] adj. 愚蠢的；糊涂的
affirmation [æfəːˈmeiʃən] n. 断言；肯定
precious [ˈpreʃəs] adj. 贵重的，宝贵的，珍贵的
翻译行不行
I get lost in the sound and sight of the heavens washing away the dirt and dust of the world.
 
The entire crowd stopped dead silent. I swear you couldn't hear anything but the rain.
 
To everything there is a season and a time to every purpose under heaven. I hope you still take the time to run through the rain.



Stars on a Snowy Night
Bing Xin
The thermometer had dropped to 18 degrees below zero, but still chose to sleep in the porch as usual. In the evening, the most familiar sight to me would be stars in the sky. Though they were a mere sprinkle of twinkling dots, yet I had become so accustomed to them that their occasional absence would bring me loneliness and ennui.
It had been snowing all night, not a single star in sight. My roommate and I, each wrapped in a quilt, were seated far apart in a different corner of the porch, facing each other and chatting away.
She exclaimed pointing to something afar, "Look, Venus in rising!" I looked up and saw nothing but a lamp round the bend in a mountain path. I beamed and said pointing to a tiny lamplight on the opposite mountain, "It's Jupiter over there!"
More and more lights came into sight as we kept pointing here and there. Lights from hurricane lamps flickering about in the pine forest created the scene of a star-studded sky. With the distinction between sky and forest obscured by snowflakes, the numerous lamp-lights now easily passed for as many stars.
Completely lost in a make-believe world, I seemed to see all the lamplights drifting from the ground. With the illusory stars hanging still overhead, I was spared the effort of tracing their positions when I woke up from my dreams in the dead of night.
Thus I found consolation even on a lonely snowy night!
雨雪时候的星辰
冰　心
寒暑表降到冰点下18度的时候，我们也是在廊下睡觉。每夜最熟识的就是天上的星辰了。也不过是点点闪烁的光明，而相看惯了，偶然不见，也有些想望与无聊。
连夜雨雪，一点星光都看不见。荷和我拥衾对坐，在廊子的两角，遥遥谈话。
荷指着说：“你看维纳斯（Venus）升起来了！”我抬头望时，却是山路转折处的路灯。我怡然一笑，也指着对山的一星灯火说：“那边是丘比特（Jupiter）呢！”
愈指愈多。松林中射来零乱的风灯，都成了满天星宿。真的，雪花隙里，看不出来天空和森林的界限，将繁灯当作繁星，简直是抵得过。
一念至诚的将假作真，灯光似乎都从地上飘起。这幻成的星光，都不移动，不必半夜梦醒时，再去追寻他们的位置。
于是雨雪寂寞之夜，也有了慰安了！



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
冰心（1900—1999），原名为谢婉莹，笔名为冰心，取“一片冰心在玉壶”之意。现代著名诗人、作家、翻译家、儿童文学家。母爱、童真和自然是她作品的主旋律。她非常喜欢孩子，把孩子看作“最神圣的人”。
《雨雪时候的星辰》是冰心早期的抒情散文。文章赞美自然、想象精细、文笔清新，充满了诗情画意。
核心单词
thermometer [θəˈmɔmitə(r)] n. 温度计，寒暑表
sprinkle [ˈspriŋkl] v. 洒，喷淋；撒
porch [pɔːtʃ] n. 门廊；入口处
hurricane [ˈhʌrikən] n. 飓风，暴风雨
illusory [iˈluːsəri] adj. 幻觉的，梦幻似的；迷惑人的
consolation [ˌkɔnsəˈleiʃən] n. 安慰，慰藉
翻译行不行
It had been snowing all night, not a single star in sight.
 
More and more lights came into sight as we kept pointing here and there.
 
With the illusory stars hanging still overhead, I was spared the effort of tracing their positions when I woke up from my dreams in the dead of night.



The Old Man and The Sea
Ernest Hemingway
He did not remember when he had first started to talk aloud when he was by himself. He had sung when he was by himself in the old days and he had sung at night sometimes when he was alone steering on his watch in the smacks or in the turtle boats. He had probably started to talk aloud, when alone, when the boy had left. But he did not remember. When he and the boy fished together they usually spoke only when it was necessary. They talked at night or when they were storm-bound by bad weather. It was considered a virtue not to talk unnecessarily at sea and the old man had always considered it so and respected it. But now he said his thoughts aloud many times since there was no one that they could annoy.
"If the others heard me talking out loud they would think that I am crazy," he said aloud. "But since I am not crazy, I do not care. And the rich have radios to talk to them in their boats and to bring them the baseball. Now is no time to think of baseball," he thought. "Now is the time to think of only one thing. That which I was born for. There might be a big one around that school", he thought. "I picked up only a straggler from the albacore that were feeding. But they are working far out and fast. Everything that shows on the surface today travels very fast and to the northeast. Can that be the time of day? Or is it some sign of weather that I do not know?"
He could not see the green of the shore now but only the tops of the blue hills that showed white as though they were snow-capped and the clouds that looked like high snow mountains above them. The sea was very dark and the light made prisms in the water. The myriad flecks of the plankton were annulled now by the high sun and it was only the great deep prisms in the blue water that the old man saw now with his lines going straight down into the water that was a mile deep.
The tuna, the fishermen called all the fish of that species tuna and only distinguished among them by their proper names when they came to sell them or to trade them for baits, were down again. The sun was hot now and the old man felt it on the back of his neck and felt the sweat trickle down his back as he rowed.
"I could just drift", he thought, "and sleep and put a bight of line around my toe to wake me. But today is eighty-five days and I should fish the day well". Just then, watching his lines, he saw one of the projecting green sticks dip sharply.
"Yes," he said. "Yes," and shipped his oars without bumping the boat. He reached out for the line and held it softly between the thumb and forefinger of his right hand. He felt no strain nor weight and he held the line lightly. Then it came again. This time it was a tentative pull, not solid nor heavy, and he knew exactly what it was. One hundred fathoms down a marlin was eating the sardines that covered the point and the shank of the hook where the hand-forged hook projected from the head of the small tuna.
The old man held the line delicately, and softly, with his left hand, unleashed it from the stick. Now he could let it run through his fingers without the fish feeling any tension.
"This far out, he must be huge in this month," he thought, Eat them, fish. Eat them. Please eat them. How fresh they are and you down there six hundred feet in that cold water in the dark. Make another turn in the dark and come back and eat them."
He felt the light delicate pulling and then a harder pull when a sardine's head must have been more difficult to break from the hook. Then there was nothing.
"Come on," the old man said aloud, "Make another turn. Just smell them. Aren't they lovely? Eat them good now and then there is the tuna. Hard and cold and lovely. Don't be shy, fish. Eat them."
He waited with the line between his thumb and his finger, watching it and the other lines at the same time for the fish might have swum up or down. Then came the same delicate pulling touch again.
"He'll take it," the old man said aloud, "God help him to take it." He did not take it though. He was gone and the old man felt nothing.
"He can't have gone," he said, "Christ knows he can't have gone. He's making a turn. Maybe he has been hooked before and he remembers something of it.
Then he felt the gentle touch on the line and he was happy.
"It was only his turn," he said, "He'll take it."
He was happy feeling the gentle pulling and then he felt something hard and unbelievably heavy. It was the weight of the fish and he let the line slip down, down, down, unrolling off the first of the two reserve coils. As it went down, slipping lightly through the old man's fingers, he still could feel the great weight, though the pressure of his thumb and finger were almost imperceptible.
"What a fish," he said, "He has it sideways in his mouth now and he is moving off with it."
"Then he will turn and swallow it", he thought. He did not say that because he knew that if you said a good thing it might not happen. He knew what a huge fish this was and he thought of him moving away in the darkness with the tuna held crosswise in his mouth. At that moment he felt him stop moving but the weight was still there. Then the weight increased and he gave more line. He tightened the pressure of his thumb and finger for a moment and the weight increased and was going straight down.
"He's taken it," he said, "Now I'll let him eat it well."
He let the line slip through his fingers while he reached down with his left hand and made fast the free end of the two reserve coils to the loop of the two reserve coils of the next line. Now he was ready. He had three forty-fathom coils of line in reserve now, as well as the coil he was using.
"Eat it a little more," he said, "Eat it well." "Eat it so that the point of the hook goes into your heart and kills you," he thought, "Come up easy and let me put the harpoon into you. All right. Are you ready? Have you been long enough at table."
"Now!" he said aloud and struck hard with both hands, gained a yard of line and then struck again and again, swinging with each arm alternately on the cord with all the strength of his arms and the pivoted weight of his body.
Nothing happened. The fish just moved away slowly and the old man could not raise him an inch. His line was strong and made for heavy fish and he held it against his hack until it was so taut that beads of water were jumping from it.
Then it began to make a slow hissing sound in the water and he still held it, bracing himself against the thwart and leaning back against the pull. The boat began to move slowly off toward the north-west.
The fish moved steadily and they travelled slowly on the calm water. The other baits were still in the water but there was nothing to be done.
"I wish I had the boy," the old man said aloud, "I'm being towed by a fish and I'm the towing bitt. I could make the line fast. But then he could break it. I must hold him all I can and give him line when he must have it. Thank God he is traveling and not going down.
"What I will do if he decides to go down, I don't know. What I'll do if he sounds and dies, I don't know. But I'll do something. There are plenty of things I can do.
He held the line against his back and watched its slant in the water and the skiff moving steadily to the north-west.
"This will kill him," the old man thought, "He can't do this forever. But four hours later the fish was still swimming steadily out to sea, towing the skiff, and the old man was still braced solidly with the line across his back. "It was noon when I hooked him," he said, "And I have never seen him."
He had pushed his straw hat hard down on his head before he hooked the fish and it was cutting his forehead. He was thirsty too and he got down on his knees and, being careful not to jerk on the line, moved as far into the bow as he could get and reached the water bottle with one hand. He opened it and drank a little. Then he rested against the bow. He rested sitting on the unstepped mast and sail and tried not to think but only to endure.
Then he looked behind him and saw that no land was visible. "That makes no difference", he thought, "I can always come in on the glow from Havana. There are two more hours before the sun sets and maybe he will come up before that. If he doesn't maybe he will come up with the moon. If he does not do that maybe he will come up with the sunrise. I have no cramps and I feel strong. It is he that has the hook in his mouth. But what a fish to pull like that. He must have his mouth shut tight on the wire. I wish I could see him. I wish I could see him only once to know what I have against me."
The fish never changed his course nor his direction all that night as far as the man could tell from watching the stars. It was cold after the sun went down and the old man's sweat dried cold on his back and his arms and his old legs. During the day he had taken the sack that covered the bait box and spread it in the sun to dry. After the sun went down he tied it around his neck so that it hung down over his back and he cautiously worked it down under the line that was across his shoulders now. The sack cushioned the line and he had found a way of leaning forward against the bow so that he was almost comfortable. The position actually was only somewhat less intolerable; but he thought of it as almost comfortable.
"I can do nothing with him and he can do nothing with me," he thought, "Not as long as he keeps this up."
Once he stood up and urinated over the side of the skiff and looked at the stats and checked his course. The line showed like a phosphorescent streak in the water straight out from his shoulders. They were moving more slowly now and the glow of Havana was not so strong, so that he knew the current must be carrying them to the eastward. If I lose the glare of Havana we must be going more to the eastward, he thought. For if the fish's course held true I must see it for many more hours. I wonder how the baseball came out in the grand leagues today, he thought. It would be wonderful to do this with a radio. Then he thought, think of it always. Think of what you are doing. You must do nothing stupid.
Then he said aloud, "I wish I had the boy. To help me and to see this."
"No one should be alone in their old age," he thought, "But it is unavoidable. I must remember to eat the tuna before he spoils in order to keep strong. Remember, no matter how little you want to, that you must eat him in the morning. Remember," he said to himself.
During the night two porpoises came around the boat and he could hear them rolling and blowing. He could tell the difference between the blowing noise the male made and the sighing blow of the female. "They are good," he said, "They play and make jokes and love one another. They are our brothers like the flying fish."
Then he began to pity the great fish that he had hooked. "He is wonderful and strange and who knows how old he is," he thought. "Never have I had such a strong fish nor one who acted so strangely. Perhaps he is too wise to jump. He could ruin me by jumping or by a wild rush. But perhaps he has been hooked many times before and he knows that this is how he should make his fight. He cannot know that it is only one man against him, nor that it is an old man. But what a great fish he is and what will he bring in the market if the flesh is good. He took the bait like a male and he pulls like a male and his fight has no panic in it. I wonder if he has any plans or if he is just as desperate as I am."
老人与海
［美］厄内斯特·海明威
他记不起他是什么时候第一次开始在独自呆着时自言自语的了。往年他独自呆着时曾唱歌来着，有时候在夜里唱，那是在小渔船或捕海龟的小艇上值班掌舵时的事。大概是在孩子离开了他，他独自呆着时开始自言自语的，不过他记不清了。他跟孩子一块儿捕鱼时，他们一般只在有必要时才说话。他们在夜间或者碰到坏天气被暴风雨困在海上的时候说话。没有必要不在海上说话，被认为是种好规矩，老人一向认为的确如此，始终遵守它。可是这会儿他把心里想说的话说出声来有好几次了，因为没有旁人会受到他说话的打扰。
“要是别人听到我在自言自语，会当我发疯了，”他说出声来，“不过既然我没有发疯，我就不管，还是要说。有钱人在船上可以听收音机，可以知道棒球赛的消息。不过，现在可不是想棒球赛的时候，现在只应该想一件事，就是我生来要干的那件事。那个鱼群周围很可能有一条大的，我只逮住了正在吃小鱼的金枪鱼群中一条失散的。可是它们正游向远方，游得很快。今天凡是在海面上露面的都向着东北方向游得很快。难道一天的这个时辰该如此吗？要不，这是什么我不懂得的天气征兆？”
他眼下已看不见海岸的那一道绿色了，只看得见那些青山的仿佛积着白雪的山峰，以及山峰上空像是高耸的雪山般的云块。海水颜色深极了，阳光在海水中幻成七色彩虹。那数不清的斑斑点点的浮游生物，由于此刻太阳升到了头顶上空，都看不见了，眼下老人看得见的仅仅是蓝色海水深处幻成的巨大的七色光带，还有他那几根笔直垂在有一英里深的水中的钓索。
渔夫们管所有这种鱼都叫金枪鱼，只有等到把它们卖出，或者拿来换鱼饵时，才分别叫它们各自的专用名字。这时它们又沉下海去了。阳光此刻很热，老人感到脖颈上热辣辣的，划着划着，觉得汗水一滴滴地从背上往下淌。
“我大可随波逐流，”他想，“我自管睡去，预先把钓索在脚趾上绕上一圈，有动静时可以把我弄醒。不过今天是第85天，我该一整天好好钓鱼。”就在这时，他凝视着钓索，看见其中有一根挑出在水面上的绿色钓竿猛地往水中一沉。
“来啦，”他说。“来啦，”说着从桨架上取下双桨，没有让船颠簸一下。他伸手去拉钓索，把它轻轻地夹在右手大拇指和食指之间。他感到钓索并不抽紧，也没什么分量，就轻松地握着。跟着它又动了一下。这回是试探性的一拉，拉得既不紧又不重，他就完全明白这是怎么回事了。在一百英寻的深处有条大马林鱼正在吃包住钓钩尖端和钩身的沙丁鱼，这个手工制的钓钩是从一条小金枪鱼的头部穿出来的。
老人轻巧地攥着钓索，用左手把它从竿子上轻轻地解下来。他现在可以让它穿过他手指间滑动，不会让鱼感到一点儿牵引力。
“在离岸这么远的地方，它长到本月份，个头一定挺大了，”他想。“吃鱼饵吧，鱼啊。吃吧，请你吃吧。这些鱼饵多新鲜，而你啊，待在这六百英尺的深处，在这漆黑黑的冷水里。在黑暗里再绕个弯子，拐回来把它们吃了吧。”
他感到微弱而轻巧的一拉，跟着较猛烈的一拉，这时准是有条沙丁鱼的头很难从钓钩上扯下来，然后没有一丝动静了。
“来吧，”老人说出声来，“再绕个弯子吧。闻闻这些鱼饵。它们不是挺鲜美吗？趁它们还新鲜的时候吃了，回头还有那条金枪鱼。又结实，又凉快，又鲜美。别怕难为情，鱼儿，把它们吃了吧。”
他把钓索夹在大拇指和食指之间等待着。同时盯着它和其他那几根钓索，因为这鱼可能已游到了高一点的地方或低一点的地方。跟着又是那么轻巧的一拉。
“它会咬饵的，”老人说出声来，“求天主帮它咬饵吧。”然而它没有咬饵。它游走了，老人没感到有任何动静。
“它不可能游走的，”他说，“天知道它是不可能游走的。它正在绕弯子呢。也许它以前上过钩，还有点儿记得。”
跟着他感到钓索轻轻地动了一下，他高兴了。
“它刚才不过是在转身，”他说，“它会咬饵的。”
感到这轻微的一拉，他很高兴，接着他感到有些猛拉的感觉，很有分量，叫人难以相信。这是鱼本身的重量造成的，他就松手让钓索朝下溜，一直朝下，朝下溜，从那两卷备用钓索中的一卷上放出钓索。它从老人的指间轻轻地滑下去的时候，他依旧感到很大的分量，尽管他的大拇指和食指施加的压力简直小得觉察不到。
“多棒的鱼啊，”他说，“它正把鱼饵斜叼在嘴里，带着它在游走呢。”
“它就会掉过头来把饵吞下去的，”他想。他没有把这句话说出声来，因为他知道，一桩好事如果说破了，也许就不会发生了。他知道这条鱼有多大，他想象到它嘴里横衔着金枪鱼，在黑暗中游走。这时他觉得它停止不动了，可是分量还是没变。跟着分量越来越重了，他就再放出一点钓索。他一时加强了大拇指和食指上的压力，于是钓索上的分量增加了，一直传到水中深处。
“它咬饵啦，”他说，“现在我来让它美美地吃一顿。”
他让钓索在指间朝下溜，同时伸出左手，把两卷备用钓索的一端紧系在旁边那根钓索的两卷备用钓索上。他如今准备好了。他眼下除了正在使用的那钓索卷儿，还有三个40英寻长的卷儿可供备用。
“再吃一些吧，”他说，“美美地吃吧。”
“吃了吧，这样可以让钓钩的尖端扎进你的心脏，把你弄死，”他想。“轻松愉快地浮上来吧，让我把鱼叉刺进你的身子。得了。你准备好了吗？你进餐的时间够长了吗？”
“好了，就是现在！”他说出声来，用双手使劲猛拉钓索，收进了一码，然后连连猛拉，使出胳膊上的全副劲儿，拿身子的重量作为支撑，挥动双臂，轮换地把钓索往回拉。
什么用也没有。那鱼只顾慢慢地游开去，老人无法把它往上拉一英寸。他这钓索很结实，是制作来钓大鱼的，他把它套在背上猛拉，钓索给绷得太紧，上面竟蹦出水珠来。
随后它在水里渐渐发出一阵拖长的噬噬声，但他依旧攥着它，在座板上死劲撑住了自己的身子，仰着上半身来抵消鱼的拉力。船儿慢慢地向西北方向驶去。
大鱼一刻不停地游着，鱼和船在平静的水面上慢慢地行进。另外那几个鱼饵还在水里，没有动静，用不着应付。
“但愿那孩子在这儿就好了，”老人说出声来，“我正被一条鱼拖着走，成了一根系纤绳的短柱啦。我可以把钓索系在船舷上。不过这一来鱼儿会把它扯断的。我得拼命牵住它，必要的时候给它放出钓索。谢谢老天，它还在朝前游，没有朝下沉。”
“如果它决意下沉，我该怎么办？我不知道。如果它潜入海底，死在那儿，我该怎么办？我不知道。可是我必须干些什么，我能做的事情多着呢。”
他攥住了勒在背脊上的钓索，紧盯着它直往水中斜去，小船呢，不停地朝西北方驶去。
“这样能叫它送命，”老人想，“它不能一直这样干下去。”然而过了四个钟点，那鱼照样拖着这条小船，不停地向大海游去，老人呢，依然紧紧攥着勒在背脊上的钓索。“我是中午把它钓上的，”他说，“可我始终还没见过它。”
他在钓上这鱼以前，把草帽拉下，紧扣在脑瓜上，这时勒得他的脑门好痛。他还觉得口渴，就双膝跪下，小心不让扯动钓索，尽量朝船头爬去，伸手去取水瓶。他打开瓶盖，喝了一点儿，然后靠在船头上休息。他坐在从桅座上拔下的绕着帆的桅杆上，竭力不去想什么，只顾熬下去。
等他回顾背后时，一看陆地已没有一丝踪影了。“这没有关系，”他想，“我总能靠着哈瓦那的灯火回港的。离太阳落下还有两个钟点，也许不到那时鱼就会浮上来。如果它不上来，也许会随着月出浮上来。如果它不这样干，也许会随着日出浮上来。我手脚没有抽筋，我感到身强力壮，是它的嘴给钓住了啊。不过拉力这样大，该是条多大的鱼啊。它的嘴准是死死地咬住了钢丝钓钩。但愿能看到它。但愿能知道我这对手是什么样儿的，哪怕只看一眼也好。
老人凭着观察天上的星斗，看出那鱼整整一夜始终没有改变它的路线和方向。太阳下去后，天气转凉了，老人的背脊、胳膊和衰老的腿上的汗水都干了，感到发冷。白天里，他曾把盖在鱼饵匣上的麻袋取下，摊在阳光里晒干。太阳下去了，他把麻袋系在脖子上，让它披在背上，他并且小心地把它塞在如今正挂在肩上的钓索下面。有麻袋垫着钓索，他就可以弯腰向船头靠去，这样简直可说很舒服了。这姿势实在只能说是多少叫人好受一点儿，可是他自以为简直可说很舒服了。
“我拿它一点办法也没有，它也拿我没办法，”他想，“只要它老是这样干下去，双方都一点没办法。”
他有一回站起身来，隔着船舷撒尿，然后抬眼望着星斗，核对他的航向。钓索从他肩上一直钻进水里，看来像一道磷光。鱼和船此刻行动放慢了。哈瓦那的灯火也不大辉煌，他于是明白，海流准是在把他们双方带向东方。“如果我就此看不见哈瓦那炫目的灯光，我们一定是到了更东的地方，”他想，“因为，如果这鱼的路线没有变的话，我准会好几个钟点看得见灯光。不知今天的棒球大联赛结果如何，”他想，“干这行当有台收音机才美哪。”接着他想，老是惦记着这玩意儿。想想你正在干的事情吧。你哪能干蠢事啊。
然后他说出声来：“但愿孩子在就好了。可以帮我一手，让他见识见识这种光景。”
“谁也不该上了年纪独个儿待着，”他想，“不过这也是避免不了的。为了保存体力，我一定要记住趁金枪鱼没坏时就吃。记住了，哪怕只想吃一点点，也必须在早上吃。记住了，”他对自己说。
夜间，两条海豚游到小船边来，他听见它们翻腾和喷水的声音。他能辨别出那雄的发出的喧闹的喷水声和那雌的发出的喘息般的喷水声。
“它们都是好样的，”他说，“它们嬉戏，打闹，相亲相爱。它们是我们的兄弟，就像飞鱼一样。”
跟着他怜悯起这条被他钓住的大鱼来了。“它真出色，真奇特，而且有谁知道它年龄多大呢，”他想。我从没钓到过这样强大的鱼，也没见过行动这样奇特的鱼。也许它太机灵，不愿跳出水来。它可以跳出水来，或者来个猛冲，把我搞垮。不过，也许它曾上钩过好多次，所以知道应该如何搏斗。它哪会知道它的对手只有一个人，而且是个老头儿。不过它是条多大的鱼啊，如果鱼肉良好的话，在市场上能卖多大一笔钱啊，它咬起饵来像条雄鱼，拉起钩索来也像雄鱼，搏斗起来一点也不惊慌。不知道它有没有什么打算，还是就跟我一样地不顾死活？



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
厄内斯特·海明威（Ernest Hemingway），美国小说家，1954年度诺贝尔文学奖获得者、“新闻体”小说的创始人。被称为“文坛硬汉”的海明威的文风一向以简洁明快而著称，俗称“电报式”。他的创作风格也很独特，从来都是站着写作。
这部小说是根据一位古巴渔夫的真实经历而创作的。作者用写实的手法记录了圣地亚哥老人捕鱼的全过程，塑造了一个在重压下仍然保持优雅风度、在精神上永远不可战胜的老人形象。作者热情地赞颂了人类面对艰难困苦时所显示的坚不可摧的精神力量。
核心单词
smack [smæk] n. 滋味，味道
straggler [ˈstræɡlə] n. 流浪者；走散的人；离群的动物
plankton [ˈplæŋkt(ə)n] n. 浮游生物
trickle [ˈtrikl] v. 滴；淌；细细地流
fathom [ˈfæðəm] v. 测量……的深度
coil [kɔil] v. 成圈状；盘绕
pivot [ˈpivət] n. 枢；支枢；中心点
skiff [skif] n. 小艇；小型帆船
bait [beit] n. 饵；引诱物
翻译行不行
He did not remember when he had first started to talk aloud when he was by himself.
 
The fish never changed his course nor his direction all that night as far as the man could tell from watching the stars.



Playing a Violin with Three Strings
Anonymous
On Nov. 18, 1995, Itzhak Perlman, the violinist, came on stage to give a concert. If you have ever been to a Perlman concert, you know that getting on stage is no small achievement for him. He was stricken with polio as a child, and so he walks with the aid of two crutches.
The audience sit quietly while he makes his way across the stage to his chair and begins his play. But this time, something went wrong. Just as he finished the first few bars, one of the strings on his violin broke. We thought that he would have to stop the concert. But he didn't. Instead, he waited a moment, closed his eyes and then signaled the conductor to begin again.
The orchestra began and he played with such passion and such power and such purity as they had never heard before.
Of course, anyone knows that it is impossible to play a harmonious work with just three strings. I know that, and you know that, but that night Itzhak Perlman refused to know that.
When he finished, there was an awesome silence in the room. And then people rose and cheered. There was an extraordinary outburst of applause from every corner of the auditorium.
He smiled, wiped the sweat from this brow and then he said in a quiet, sacred tone, "You know, sometimes it is the artist's task to find out how much music you can still make with what you have left."
This powerful line has stayed in my mind ever since I heard it. Perhaps that is the definition of life—not just for artists but for all of us.
He has prepared all his life to make music on a violin of four strings, but all of a sudden, in the middle of a concert, he finds himself with only three strings; so he makes music with three strings, and the music he made that night with just three strings was more beautiful, more sacred, more memorable, than any that he had ever made before, when he had four strings.
So, perhaps our task in this shaky, fast-changing, bewildering world in which we live is to make music, at first with all that we have, and then, when that is no longer possible, to make music with what we have left.
断弦的小提琴
佚　名
1995年11月18日，小提琴家伊扎克·帕尔曼举办了一场音乐会。如果你曾经听过帕尔曼的音乐会，你就知道对他来说走上舞台可不是一件容易的事情。他小的时候患过小儿麻痹症，所以他走路要借助双拐。
观众在静静地等待着他穿过舞台坐在椅子上开始表演。但是这一次出了点意外。当他刚刚演奏完前面几小节的时候，一根琴弦断了。我们以为他不得不结束这场演奏会，然而他却没有。他停了一下，闭上了眼睛，然后向指挥示意重新开始。
乐队再一次开始演奏，他用前所未有的激情、力量和纯洁的内心而演奏着。
当然，我们都知道仅用三根琴弦是无法演奏出和谐的乐曲的。你我都明白这一事实，但是那晚伊扎克·帕尔曼就是拒绝承认。
当演奏结束的时候，大厅里先是一阵可怕的沉寂。接着，人们从座位上起立并欢呼起来，从观众席的每一个角落都爆发出了热烈的掌声。
他微笑着，擦去了额头的汗珠，他用平静的、虔诚的语气说道，“有些时候音乐家需要明白，用不完整的乐器，你还能演奏出怎样的音乐。”
从那天起，我就一直铭记这句铿锵有力的话。要知道，也许这就是对生命的解释——不仅是对音乐家，而且是对所有的人。
伊扎克·帕尔曼一生都在做着用四弦小提琴演奏音乐的准备，然而，突然间，就在音乐会上，他发现他只剩下三根琴弦，于是他用三根琴弦演奏。那一晚他用三根琴弦演奏的音乐比他以往用四根琴弦演奏的音乐更美妙，更神圣，更难忘。
我们要学会在这个动荡多变、充满迷惑的世界里演奏音乐，也许开始的时候倾尽所有来演奏，当有些东西不再拥有的时候，就用我们所剩下的来演奏音乐。



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
伊扎克·帕尔曼（Itzak Perlman），以色列著名小提琴家。4岁时因患小儿麻痹症成为终身残废。他自幼酷爱音乐，十岁上电台演奏，后进特拉维夫音乐学院学习。他的演奏准确灵巧、轻松自如，善于以变幻无穷的音色表现各个不同时代作曲家的特点和心理。他很注意音乐处理的逻辑性，把浪漫主义的热情和古典主义的匀称感完美地结合在一起，是一位极有名望的小提琴演奏大师。该文描叙的就是伊扎克·帕尔曼在一次演出中的偶遇。
核心单词
signal [ˈsiɡnl] n. 信号；暗号
harmonious [hɑːˈməunjəs] adj. 调和的；和谐的；协调的
awesome [ˈɔːsəm] adj. 令人敬畏的；可怕的；有威严的
outburst [ˈautbəːst] n. （情感、力量等的）爆发，迸发
shaky [ˈʃeiki] adj. 不稳固的；摇晃的；不坚定的
bewilder [biˈwildə] v. 使迷惑；使糊涂；难住
翻译行不行
If you have ever been to a Perlman concert, you know that getting on stage is no small achievement for him.
 
The audience sit quietly while he makes his way across the stage to his chair and begins his play.
 
Of course, anyone knows that it is impossible to play a harmonious work with just three strings.



Childhood
Leo Tolstoy
Happy, happy, never-retuning time of childhood! How can we help loving and dwelling upon its recollections? They cheer and elevate the soul, and become to one a source of higher joys.
Sometimes, when dreaming of bygone days, fancy that, tired out with running about I have sat down in my high arm-chair by the tea-table. It is late, and I have long since drunk my cup of milk. My eyes are heavy with sleep as I sit there and listen. How could I not listen, seeing that Mamma is speaking to somebody, and that the sound of her voice is so melodious and kind? How much its echoes recall to my heart! With my eyes veiled with drowsiness I gaze at her wistfully. Suddenly she seems to grow smaller and smaller, and her face vanishes to a point; yet I can still see it — can still see her as she looks at me and smiles. Somehow it pleases me to see her grown so small. I blink and blink, yet she looks no larger than a boy reflected in the pupil of an eye. Then I rouse myself, and the picture fades. Once more I half-close my eyes, and cast about to try and recall the dream, but it has gone, I rise to my feet, only to fall back comfortably into the armchair.
"There! You are falling asleep again, little Nicolas," says Mamma, "You had better go to by-by."
"No, I won't go to sleep, Mamma," I reply, though almost inaudibly, for pleasant dreams are filling all my soul. The sound sleep of childhood is weighing my eyelids down, and for a few moments. I sink into slumber and oblivion until awakened by some one. I feel in my sleep as though a soft hand were caressing me. I know it by the touch, and, though still dreaming, I seize hold of it and press it to my lips. Every one else has gone to bed, and only one candle remains burning in the drawing-room. Mamma has said that she herself will wake me. She sits down on the arm of the chair in which I am asleep, with her soft hand stroking my hair, and I hear her beloved, well-known voice say in my ear, "Get up, my darling. It is time to go by-by."
No envious gaze sees her now. She is not afraid to shed upon me the whole of her tenderness and love. I do not wake up, yet I kiss and kiss her hand.
"Get up, then, my angel."
She passes her other arm round my neck, and her fingers tickle me as they move across it. The room is quiet and in half-darkness, but the tickling has touched my nerves and I begin to awake. Mamma is sitting near me—that I can tell — and touching me; I can hear her voice and feel her presence. This at last rouses me to spring up, to throw my arms around her neck, to hide my head in her bosom, and to say with a sigh, "Ah, dear, darling Mamma, how much I love you!"
She smiles her sad, enchanting smile, takes my head between her two hands, kisses me on the forehead, and lifts me on to her lap. "Do you love me so much, then?" she says. Then, after a few moments' silence, she continues, "And you must love me always, and never forget me. If your Mamma should no longer be here, will you promise never to forget her — never, Nicolas?" and she kisses me more fondly than ever.
"Oh, but you must not speak so, darling Mamma, my own darling Mamma!" I exclaim as I clasp her knees, and tears of joy and love fall from my eyes.
How, after scenes like this! I would go upstairs, and stand before the icons, and say with a rapturous feeling, "God bless Papa and Mamma!" and repeat a prayer for my beloved mother which my childish lips had learnt to lisp—the love of God and other blending strangely in a single emotion!
After saying my prayers, I would wrap myself up in the bedclothes. My heart would feel light, peaceful, and happy, and one dream would follow another. Dreams of what? They were all of them vague, but all of them full of pure love and of a sort of expectation of happiness. Usually, also, there would be some favorite toy—a china dog or the bedarner into the bed-corner behind the pillow, and it would please me to think how warm and comfortable and well cared—for it was there. Also, I would pray God to make everyone happy, so that every one might be contented, and also to send fine weather tomorrow for our walk. Then I would turn myself over on to the other side, and thoughts and dreams would become jumbled and entangled together until at last I slept soundly and peacefully, though with a face wet with tears.
Do in after life the freshness and light-heartedness, the craving for love and for strength of faith, ever return which we experience in our childhood's years? What better time is there in our lives than when the two best of virtues—innocent gaiety and a boundless yearning for affection—are our sole objects of pursuit? Where now are our ardent prayers? Where now are our best gifts—the pure tears of emotion which a guardian angel dries with a smile as he sheds upon us lovely dreams of ineffable childish joy? Can it be that life has left such heavy traces upon one's heart that those tears and ecstasies are for ever vanished? Can it be that there remains to us only the recollection of them?
童年
［俄］列夫·托尔斯泰
幸福的，幸福的，一去不复返的童年时代啊！怎能不爱惜、不珍重对童年的回忆呢？这些回忆使我精神舒爽，心情振奋，是我的无上乐趣的源泉。
有时，我会回忆起流逝的岁月。那时跑不动了，我就在茶桌旁那把高背安乐椅上安逸地坐下来；夜深了，我就喝光所有的牛奶，迷迷糊糊地合上眼睛，静坐在那儿聆听着妈妈在同什么人说话，她的声音是那么婉转优美！那声音不停地在我的心灵深处荡漾，让我想起那段美妙的时光。我用迷糊的睡眼渴望地看着妈妈的脸。忽然，妈妈的身影逐渐变小，她的面孔缩小成了一个小黑点；可是，我依然可以看到她，她笑眯眯地瞥了我一眼。不知什么缘故，我喜欢看见妈妈变得这么小的样子。我眨了眨双眼，她的样子变得和瞳孔里的小孩儿一样大了。后来我被惊醒了，画面也不见了。我眨眨眼睛，举目四望，努力想使梦中的景象再现，却一点也想不起来了。我本想站起来，却又马上惬意地靠在安乐椅上。
“你又睡着了，尼古拉斯，”妈妈对我说，“你还是上楼去睡比较好。”
“我不想睡，妈妈。”我朦朦胧胧地叨念，我心里装的都是那些迷幻而幸福的梦想。还是小孩的我抵挡不住那浓浓的睡意，眼皮慢慢合了起来，刹那间就来到了沉沉的梦乡，直到最终被人唤醒。朦胧间，我觉得有人用手在轻轻地抚摩我，这种触摸的感觉告诉我，是妈妈的手。睡梦中的我情不自禁地拉住那只手，把它牢牢地按在嘴唇上。所有的人都已经离开，客厅里只剩下一根燃烧的蜡烛。妈妈说，她要自己叫醒我。妈妈坐在我睡的那张椅子扶手上，用她那温暖的手抚摸着我的头发，用我熟悉的、暖人的声音在我耳边说：“起来吧，我的乖宝贝，该去睡觉了。”
她不会因为任何人嫉妒的眼光而有丝毫犹疑，她根本不顾虑把她的全部温柔和慈爱赋予我。我合着眼，只是一次又一次地亲她的手。
“起来吧，我的天使！”
她的另外一只手搂住我的脖子。手指滑过我的脖子，让我觉得很痒。房间里没有一点儿声音，光线忽明忽暗，但挠痒让我精神振奋，睡意全无。此刻，妈妈就坐在我的身边——这我感觉得到——充满爱意地抚着我；我听到她的声音，真实地感觉到了她的气息。我赶紧跳了起来，双手抱住妈妈的脖颈，把头钻进她的怀里，叹息了一声说道：“噢，亲爱的，亲爱的妈妈，我多么爱你呀！”
妈妈露出忧郁而迷人的微笑，然后用双手托住我的头，亲亲我的前额，最后抱起来让我坐在她的腿上。“这么说你十分爱我？”她停了片刻，随后说，“记住，你一定要永远爱我，永远不要忘了我。如果妈妈不在人世了，你不会忘掉她吧？尼古拉斯，你不会忘记吧？”她更加轻柔地亲我。
“不，不要这么说，我亲爱的妈妈，我最亲爱的妈妈！”我喊了起来，使劲抱住她的双腿，爱和狂喜的泪水止不住地往下流。
所有的事情都过去后，我回到楼上，虔诚地站在圣像前祷告：“主啊，求你祝福我的爸爸和妈妈。”这一刻我的心情是多么美好啊！幼稚的我重复着为亲爱的妈妈的祈祷——我对她的爱和对上帝的爱神奇地融合在了一起。
说完祈祷词后我爬进被窝，心情是又轻快，又平和，又快乐。美梦接二连三，我梦见了什么呢？它们大都不合逻辑，然而，纯洁的爱和对幸福的向往却充溢在我的梦里。随后，我就把我宠爱的瓷玩具——一只小狗或者一只小兔——放到枕头后面的床角，看着它们如此安逸温暖地躺在那里，我就感到心满意足了。接着，我又祈祷，恳求上帝赐给大家幸福，让人们都心想事成，还恳求上帝让明天有个好天气，那样我们才能去散步；后来我翻了一下身，思绪和梦境交织混杂在一起；最后，我舒服地进入了梦乡，脸上还留着湿漉漉的泪水。
只有童年时代才会有朝气蓬勃、心无杂念的心情，对爱的向往和对信仰的坚定，在我们以后的人生岁月里真的还能得到吗？当天真的喜悦和对爱的无限渴求——这两种崇高的美德——成为生命中仅有的愿望，我们的生命中，还会有比这更美妙的事物吗？那些衷心的祈祷现在在哪里？最珍贵的礼物——由情感激发的纯洁泪水——现在又在哪里呢？守护天使曾降临在我们周围，微笑着拭去那些眼泪，指引我们进入那充满无法形容的童真乐趣的甜蜜梦境。难道生活在我们的心头划过的伤痕，已经让那些泪水和欢乐永远远离我们了吗？难道剩下的只是对昔日的留恋了吗？



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
列夫·托尔斯泰（Leo Tolstoy），19世纪末20世纪初俄国最伟大的批判现实主义作家，是世界文学史上最杰出的作家之一，他被称为具有“最清醒的现实主义”的“天才艺术家”。他的主要作品有长篇小说《战争与和平》、《安娜·卡列尼娜》、《复活》等。
核心单词
dwelling [ˈdweliŋ] n. 住处，住宅
bygone [ˈbaiɡɔ(ː)n] adj. 过去的，已往的
melodious [miˈləudjəs] adj. 旋律优美的，悦耳动听的
enchanting [inˈtʃɑːntiŋ] adj. 迷人的，使人着魔的
rapturous [ˈræptʃərəs] adj. 着迷的；销魂的
entangled [inˈtæŋɡld] adj. 卷入的；陷入的
gaiety [ˈɡeiəti] n. 快乐，高兴，喜庆
ineffable [inˈefəbl] adj. 说不出的；难以形容的
翻译行不行
Happy, happy, never-retuning time of childhood! How can we help loving and dwelling upon its recollections?
 
After saying my prayers, I would wrap myself up in the bedclothes.
 
Do in after life the freshness and light-heartedness, the craving for love and for strength of faith, ever return which we experience in our childhood's years?



生命如花绽放
Live like flowers blooming



Tolerance
Hendrik Willem Van Loon
Happily lived mankind in the peaceful valley of ignorance.
To the north, to the south, to the west and to the east stretched the ridges of the hills everlasting.
A little stream of knowledge tricked slowly through a deep worn gully.
It came out of the mountains of the past.
It lost itself in the marshes of the future.
It was not much, as rivers go. But it was enough for the humble needs of the villagers.
In the evening, when they had watered their cattle and had filled their casks, they were content to sit down to enjoy life.
The old men who knew were brought forth from the shady corners where they had spent their day, pondering over the mysterious pages of an old book.
They mumbled strange words to their grandchildren, who would have preferred to play with the pretty pebbles, brought down from distant lands.
Often these words were not very clear.
But they were writ a thousand years ago by a forgotten race. Hence they were holy.
For in the valley of ignorance, whatever was old was venerable. And those who dared to gainsay the wisdom of the fathers were shunned by all decent people. And so they kept their peace.
Fear was ever with them. What if they should be refused the common share of the products of the garden?
Vague stories there were, whispered at night among the narrow streets of the little town, vague stories of men and women who had dared to ask questions.
They had gone forth and never again had they been seen.
A few had tried to scale the high walls of the rocky range that hid the sun.
Their whitened bones lay at the foot of the cliffs.
The years came and the years went by.
Happily lived mankind in the peaceful valley of ignorance.
Out of the darkness crept a man.
The nails of his hands were torn.
His feet were covered with rags, red with the blood of long marches.
He stumbled to the door of the nearest hut and knocked.
Then he fainted. By the light of a frightened candle, he was carried to a cot.
In the morning throughout the village it was known, "He has come back."
The neighbors stood around and shook their heads. They had always known that this was to be the end.
Defeat and surrender awaited those who dared to stroll away from the foot of the mountains.
And in one corner of the village the old men shook their heads and whispered burning words.
They did not mean to be cruel, but the law was the law. Bitterly this man had sinned against the wishes of those who knew.
As soon as his wounds were healed he must be brought to trial.
They meant to be lenient.
They remembered the strange, burning eyes of his mother. They recalled the tragedy of his father, lost in the desert these thirty years ago.
The law, however, was the law; and the law must be obeyed.
The men who knew would see to that.
They carried the wanderer to the market place, and the people stood around in respectful silence.
He was still weak from hunger and thirst and the elders bade him sit down, He refused.
They ordered him to be silent.
But he spoke.
Upon the old men he turned his back and his eyes sought those who but a short time before had been his comrades.
"Listen to me," he implored, "Listen to me and be rejoiced. I have come back from beyond the mountains. My feet have trod a fresh soil. My hands have felt the touch of other races. My eyes have seen wondrous sights.
"When I was a child, my world was the garden of my father.
"To the west and to the east, to the south and to the north lay the ranges from the beginning of time.
"When I asked what they were hiding, there was a hush and a hasty shaking of heads. When I insisted, I was taken to the rocks and shown the bleached bones of those who had dared to defy the gods.
"When I cried out and said, 'It is a lie! The Gods love those who are brave!' the men who knew came and read to me from their sacred books. The law, they explained, had ordained all things of heaven and earth. The valley was ours to have and to hold. The animals and the flowers, the fruit and the fishes were ours, to do our bidding. But the mountains were of the gods. What lay beyond was to remain unknown until the end of time.
"So they spoke, and they lied. They lied to me, even as they have lied to you.
"There are pastures in those hills. Meadows too, as rich as any. And men and women of our own flesh and blood. And cities resplendent with the glories of a thousand years of labor.
"I have found the road to a better home. I have seen the promise of a happier life. Follow me and I shall lead you thither. For the smile of the gods is the same there as here and everywhere."
He stopped and there went up a great cry of horror.
"Blasphemy!" cried the old men. "Blasphemy and sacrilege! A fit punishment for his crime! He has lost his reason. He dares to scoff at the law as it was written down a thousand years ago. He deserves to die!"
And they took up heavy stones.
And they killed him.
And his body they threw at the foot of the cliffs, that it might lie there as a warning to all who questioned the wisdom of the ancestors.
Then it happened a short time later that there was a great drought. The little brook of knowledge ran dry. The cattle died of thirst. The harvest perished in the fields, and there was hunger in the valley of ignorance.
The old men who knew, however, were not disheartened. Everything would all come right in the end, they prophesied, for so it was wrote in their most holy chapters.
Besides, they themselves needed but little food. They were so very old.
Winter came.
The village was deserted.
More than half of the populace died from sheer want.
The only hope for those who survived lay beyond the mountains.
But the law said "No!"
And the law must be obeyed.
One night there was a rebellion.
Despair gave courage to those whom fear had forced into silence.
Feebly the old men protested.
They were pushed aside. They complained of their lot. They bewailed the ingratitude of their children, but when the last wagon pulled out of the village, they stopped the driver and forced him to take them along.
The flight into the unknown had begun.
It was many years since the wanderer had returned. It was no easy task to discover the road he had mapped out.
Thousands fell a victim to hunger and thirst before the first cairn was found.
From there on the trip was less difficult.
The careful pioneer had blazed a clear trail through the woods and amidst the endless wilderness of rock.
By easy stages it led to the green pastures of the new land.
Silently the people looked at each other.
"He was right after all," they said, "He was right, and the old men were wrong..."
"He spoke the truth, and the old men lied..."
"His bones lie rotting at the foot of the cliffs, but the old men sit in our carts and chant their ancient lays..."
"He saved us, and we slew him..."
"We are sorry that it happened, but of course, if we could have known at the time..."
Then they unharnessed their horses and their oxen and they drove their cows and their goats into the pastures and they built themselves houses and laid out their fields and they lived happily for a long time afterwards.
A few years later an attempt was made to bury the brave pioneer in the fine new edifice which had been erected as a home for the wise old men.
A solemn procession went back to the now deserted valley, but when the spot was reached where his body ought to have been, it was no longer there.
A hungry jackal had dragged it to his lair.
A small stone was then placed at the foot of the trail (now a magnificent highway). It gave the name of the man who had first defied the dark terror of the unknown, that his people might be guided into a new freedom.
And it stated that it had been erected by a grateful posterity.
As it was in the beginning—as it is now—and as some day (so we hope) it shall no longer be.
宽容
［美］亨德里克·威廉·房龙
宁静无知的山谷里，人们幸福地生活着。
没有尽头的山脉向东南西北各个方向绵延。
知识的小溪流沿着幽深而残破的山谷缓缓地流着。
它发源于往日的荒山。
它消失在未来的沼泽。
这条小溪没有江河那样汹涌澎湃的波涛，但对于只有微薄需求的村民来说，已经是绰绰有余。
晚上，村民们喂罢牲口，把水桶里灌满了水，便心满意足地坐下来，尽享人生之乐。
思想陈旧的老人们被搀扶出门，他们整个白天都待在荫凉的角落里，苦苦思索着一本神秘的古书。
他们对儿孙们念叨着那些稀奇古怪的字眼，可是孩子们总想着玩那些从远处带来的石头。
这些字眼的含义经常含糊不清。
不过，它们是一个如今不为人知的部落在一千年前写下的，因而神圣不可亵渎。
在愚昧的山谷里，古老的东西总是受到敬重。谁否定先人的智慧，谁就会遭到正派人的冷落。所以大家处在一起相安无事。
恐惧总是跟随着人们。谁要是分不到果园里一个份额的果实，又能怎么办呢？
夜深的时候，人们簇拥在狭窄的街头巷尾，讲述着那些情节早已模糊不清的往事，论说那些勇于提出质疑的男男女女。
这些男男女女后来都走了，再没回来过。
另外一部分人试图攀缘挡住太阳的岩墙陡壁。
但结局是他们横尸于山崖脚下，白骨累累。
岁月流逝，年复一年。
在这宁静的无知山谷里，人们幸福地生活着。
黑暗中，一个人正在爬行。
他的指甲已经磨破了。
他的脚上缠着破破烂烂的布，由于长途跋涉，流出的鲜血已经把布浸透了。
他跌跌撞撞地来到最近的一间草屋，敲了敲门。
接着他便晕了。借助颤动的烛光，他被抬到一张吊床上。
到了早上，全村的人都知道：“他回来了。”
邻居们围在他的身边，无奈地摇摇头。他们明白，这是早已注定的结局。
那些敢于离开山谷的人，等待他的是屈服和失败。
在村子的一个角落，思想迂腐的老人们摇着头，压低了声音说着恶狠狠的话。
他们并非生来残忍，但法律就是法律。他违背了那些思想陈腐的长辈们的意志，就是犯下了滔天大罪。
他的伤势一旦痊愈，就必须接受判决。
迂腐的长辈们本想慈悲为怀。
他们没有忘记他母亲怪异的跳跃着光芒的眼眸，也回想起了30年前他父亲在沙漠失踪的悲剧。
不过法律就是法律，法律是不可违抗的。
而那些思想守旧的老人就是法律的执行者。
那些迂腐的老人把出游的人抬到闹市区。人们在都毕恭毕敬地在周围站着，鸦雀无声。
出游的人由于饥渴，身体还很虚弱。老人们让他坐下，他拒绝了。
他们让他闭嘴。
但是他坚持要说。
他转过来背对老人，眼光在人群中搜索不久前还与他志同道合的人。
“听我说，”他恳请道，“请听我说，大家会很高兴的。我刚从山那边回来，我的双脚踏上了一片新鲜的土地，我的手被其他的民族抚摸过，我的双眼见到了奇妙的景象。”
“小时候，父亲的花园就是我的整个世界。”
“早在上帝创造世界的时候，花园东西南北各个方位的边界就被确定下来了。”
“只要我问起边界的那一边藏着什么，大家就把头摇个不停，口里发出嘘嘘的声音。但是我非要打破砂锅问到底，于是他们就带我来这块岩石上，让我看看那些蔑视上帝的人的森森白骨。”
“‘骗人’我大声喊道，‘上帝偏爱英勇的人。’于是，迂腐的长辈们走过来，为我读他们的圣书。他们说，上帝的旨意已经决定了天地间万物的命运。山谷是我们的，由我们来掌管，飞禽走兽和花朵，还有果实和鱼虾都是属于我们的，我们决定它们的命运。但山是上帝的，我们不应该知道山对面的一切事物，直到世界的末日。”
“这就是他们说的，他们在撒谎，他们欺骗了我，就像欺骗了你们一样。”
“山的那一边有牧场，有和我们一样的牧草，那里的男女老少有和我们同样的血肉之躯。那历经了一千年的城市，被能工巧匠雕刻得雄壮美丽，光彩闪烁。”
“我已经找到了一条大道，可以通往更美好的家园，我已经看到了幸福生活的曙光。跟随我走吧，我带着你们奔向那里。上帝在别处有和在这里一样的微笑。”
他停下来了，人群发出了惊恐的叫喊声。
“亵渎，这是对神灵的亵渎，”顽固不化的老人大声叫着，“要让他罪有应得！他已经失去理智了，竟敢戏谑一千年前制定下来的法律。他死有余辜！”
人们举起了沉重的石头。
他们杀死了这个出游的人。
人们把他的尸体扔到山崖底下，以此训诫其他那些胆敢怀疑祖先智慧的人，杀一儆百。
没有多久，一场特大干旱爆发了。涓涓的知识小溪流干枯了，牲畜都干渴而死，田地里的粮食都枯萎了，无知的山谷里到处都是饥渴的呻吟。
不过，那些顽固的老人并没有灰心。他们预言说，所有的一切都会转危为安，至少那些先知先觉的圣书上是这样写的。
而且，他们自己已经很老了，吃不了多少粮食了。
冬天来临了。
村庄里荒无人烟。
饥寒交迫夺去了大多数人的生命。
活着的人把生存的唯一希望寄托在山的那一边。
但是法律却说：“不可以！”
法律是必须要遵守的。
一天夜晚，叛乱爆发了。
绝望赋予那些由于恐惧而逆来顺受的人们以勇气。
迂腐的老人们无力地抗争着。
他们被推到一边，还在抱怨自己不幸的命运，诅咒儿孙的忘恩负义。但是当最后一辆马车驶离村落时，他们拦住了它，迫使车夫把他们带走。
就这样，投奔前途未卜的新世界的旅程开始了。
从那个出游者回来到现在已经过了很多年了，所以要找到他开辟的道路，绝不是容易的事情。
成千上万的人在路途上饥渴而亡，人们终于找到了第一座用石子垒起的路标。
从那以后，旅途中的磨难少了一些。
那个细心的开拓者已经用火在一望无际的险山乱林中烧出了一条宽阔大道。
沿着这条大道，人们一步步地走到了一个有着绿色牧场的新世界。
人们相对无言。
“他到底还是对的，”人们说，“正确的是他，错误的是那些冥顽不化的老人……”
“他的话是真实的，那些迂腐的老人在撒谎……”
“他的尸首腐烂在山崖下，可是那些顽固的老人却坐在我们的车里，还唱着那陈旧不堪的歌谣。”
“他救了我们，我们却杀害了他。”
“我们确实对这件事情非常内疚，不过，当时我们如果知道的话，当然就……”
接着，他们为牛马解下套具，把牛羊赶进牧场，建造自己的房屋，规划自己的土地。从此，他们过上了幸福的生活。
几年之后，人们为智慧老人建起了一座崭新的大厦作为住宅，并准备把英勇的先驱者的遗骸埋在里面。
一支庄严的队伍回到了早已荒芜人烟的山谷。但是，山崖脚下空空如也，开拓者的尸骨已经无影无踪。
饥饿的豺狗早就把尸首拖入了自己的洞穴。
人们在开拓者足迹的尽头放上了一块小石头（那里现在已经是一条大道），他们把开拓者的名字刻在石头上——这是第一个挑战未知世界的黑暗和恐怖的人的名字，是他把人们带向了新的自由。
石头上还写着，它是由前来感恩朝拜的后人建造的。
这样的事情过去发生过，现在也还在发生，不过将来（我们希望）不要再发生了。



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
亨德里克·威廉·房龙（Hendrik Willem Van Loon)，荷兰作家。他是出色的通俗作家，他被称为伟大的文化普及者，大师级的人物。他的著作涉及历史、文化、文明和科学等方面。他的绝大部分著作都是畅销书，历经近一个世纪仍不失魅力，影响着一代又一代的读者，其代表作有：《人类的故事》、《圣经的故事》、《宽容》等。
本文是《宽容》的序言，被称为一篇优美而深刻的奇文。文中时间、人名和地点的模糊，以及结尾处的直接劝诫都使文章拥有了寓言的味道。
核心单词
stretch [stretʃ] v. 展开，铺开
gully [ˈɡʌli] n. 小峡谷；冲沟
stroll [strəul] v. 散步，溜达；缓步走
wondrous [ˈwʌndrəs] adj. 令人惊奇的；不可思议的；奇妙的
resplendent [risˈplendənt] adj. 灿烂的；光辉的；华丽的
populace [ˈpɔpjuləs] n. 平民，百姓，民众
blaze [bleiz] n. 强烈的光，光辉
翻译行不行
Happily lived mankind in the peaceful valley of ignorance.
 
The old men who knew, however, were not disheartened.
 
It was no easy task to discover the road he had mapped out.



What I Have Lived for
Bertrand Russell
Three passions, simple but overwhelmingly strong, have governed my life: the longing for love, the search for knowledge, and unbearable pity for the suffering of mankind. These passions, like great winds, have blown me hither and thither, in a wayward course, over a deep ocean of anguish, reaching to the verge of despair.
I have sought love, first, because it brings ecstasy—ecstasy so great that I would have sacrificed all the rest of life for a few hours of this joy. I have sought it, next, because it relieves loneliness—that terrible loneliness in which one shivering consciousness looks over the rim of the world into cold unfathomable lifeless abyss. I have sought it, finally, because in the union of love I have seen, in a mystic miniature, the prefiguring vision of the heaven that saints and poets have imagined. This is what I sought, and though it might seem too good for human life, this is what—at last—I have found.
With equal passion I have sought knowledge. I have wished to understand the hearts of men. I have wished to know why the stars shine. And I have tried to apprehend the Pythagoreans power by which number holds away above the flux. A little of this, but, not much, I have achieved.
Love and knowledge, so far as they were possible, led upward toward the heavens. But always pity brought me back to earth. Echoes of cries of pain reverberated in my heart. Children in famine, victims tortured by oppressors, helpless old people a hated burden to their sons, and the whole world of loneliness, poverty, and pain make a mockery of what human life should be. I long to alleviate the evil, but I cannot, and I too suffer.
This has been my life. I have found it worth living. And I would gladly live it again if the chance were offered to me.
我为什么活着
［英］伯特兰·罗素
对爱的渴望、对知识的追求和对人类苦难难以忍受的怜悯之心——这三种朴素而不可抗拒的情感主宰着我的生活。这些情感似阵阵飓风，任意地把我吹得飘来荡去，穿过痛苦的海洋，抵达绝望的彼岸。
我曾寻求过爱，首先是因为爱可以使人欣喜若狂——它是如此令人狂喜，为了片刻的欢娱，我宁愿牺牲我的余生；我曾寻求过爱，其次是因为它能解除人的孤独感——置身于这可怕的孤独中，那令人震颤的感觉，会掠过这个世界的边缘，把人带入无声无息的寒气袭人的无底深渊；我曾寻求过爱，还因为在爱的结合，在这一神秘的缩影中，我看到了圣贤和诗人们所曾幻想的天堂景色。这也正是我追求的。尽管这对世间凡人而言似乎是一种奢望，但这是我最终所找到的。
带着同样的激情，我曾追求过知识。我曾希望了解人类的心灵，我曾想知道星辰为何发光，我曾试图理解毕达哥拉斯的力量，通过他的力量，数驾驭了万物的变化。我获得了一点知识，但并不多。
爱和知识，它们可以把人引入天堂。但是怜悯之心又常常把我带回尘世。痛苦的呼唤在我心中回响激荡。嗷嗷待哺的孩子，被鞭挞的受压迫者，孤独无助的老人——儿女们憎恨的负担，还有那充满着孤独、贫穷和痛苦的世界，都在嘲弄着人类生活本应有的美好。我渴望减少人间的邪恶，却无能为力，也因此受着煎熬。
这就是我的生活，我觉得活得值。假若天赐良机，我愿高高兴兴地再如此活一次。



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
伯特兰·罗素（Bertrand Russell），二十世纪最有影响力的哲学家、数学家和逻辑学家之一，同时也是活跃的政治活动家。无数人将罗素视为这个时代的先知。1950年，罗素获得诺贝尔文学奖，以表彰其“多样且重要的作品，持续不断的追求人道主义理想和思想自由”。
这篇散文体现了罗素作为哲学家的机智、作为数学家的求实和作为思想家的幽默。在文中，作者把对孤独的恐惧扩大到了极致，这样能突出表达对爱的渴望，也能和读者产生情感上的共鸣。文中的字里行间饱含着巨大的激情，由此显示出罗素博大的情怀和崇高的人格魅力。
核心单词
overwhelmingly [ˌəuvəˈwelmiŋli] adv. 压倒地；无法抵抗地
ecstasy [ˈekstəsi] n. 狂喜；出神；入迷
apprehend [ˌæpriˈhend] v. 理解，领会
victim [ˈviktim] n. 受害者，受骗者
alleviate [əˈliːvieit] v. 减轻；缓和
翻译行不行
Three passions, simple but overwhelmingly strong, have governed my life: the longing for love, the search for knowledge, and unbearable pity for the suffering of mankind.
 
Love and knowledge, so far as they were possible, led upward toward the heavens.
 
This has been my life. I have found it worth living. And I would gladly live it again if the chance were offered to me.



However Mean Your Life Is
Henry David Thoreau
However mean your life is, meet it and live it; do not shirk it and call it hard names. It is not so bad as you are. It looks poorest when you are richest. The fault-finder will find faults even in paradise.
Love your life, poor as it is. You may perhaps have some pleasant, thrilling, glorious hours, even in a poorhouse. The setting sun is reflected from the windows of the almshouse as brightly as from the rich man's abode; the snow melts before its door as early in the spring. I do not see but a quiet mind may live as contentedly there, and have as cheering thoughts, as in a palace. The town's poor seem to me often to live the most independent lives of any. Maybe they are simply great enough to receive without misgiving. Most think that they are above being supported by the town; but it oftener happens that they are not above supporting themselves by dishonest means, which should be more disreputable. Cultivate poverty like a garden herb, like sage. Do not trouble yourself much to get new things, whether clothes or friends. Turn the old; return to them. Things do not change; we change. Sell your clothes and keep your thoughts. God will see that you do not want society. If I were confined to a corner of a garret all my days, like a spider, the world would be just as large to me while I had my thoughts about me. The philosopher said, "From an army of three divisions one can take away its general, and put it in disorder; from the man the most abject and vulgar one cannot take away his thought." Do not seek so anxiously to be developed, to subject yourself to many influences to be played on; it is all dissipation. Humility like darkness reveals the heavenly lights. The shadows of poverty and meanness gather around us, "and lo! creation widens to our view." We are often reminded that if there were bestowed on us the wealth of Croesus, our aims must still be the same, and our means essentially the same. Moreover, if you are restricted in your range by poverty, if you cannot buy books and newspapers, for instance, you are but confined to the most significant and vital experiences; you are compelled to deal with the material which yields the most sugar and the most starch. It is life near the bone where it is sweetest. You are defended from being a trifler. No man loses ever on a lower level by magnanimity on a higher. Superfluous wealth can buy superfluities only. Money is not required to buy one necessary of the soul.
I live in the angle of a leaden wall, into whose composition was poured a little alloy of bell-metal. Often, in the repose of my mid-day, there reaches my ears a confused tintinnabulum from without. It is the noise of my contemporaries. My neighbors tell me of their adventures with famous gentlemen and ladies, what notabilities they met at the dinner-table; but I am no more interested in such tilings than in the contents of the Daily Times. The interest and the conversation are about costume and manners chiefly; but a goose is a goose still, dress it as you will. They tell me of California and Texas, of England and the Indies, of the Hon. Mr. — of Georgia or of Massachusetts, all transient and fleeting phenomena, till I am ready to leap from their courtyard like the Mameluke bey.
I delight to come to my bearings—not walk in procession with pomp and parade, in a conspicuous place, but to walk even with the Builder of the universe, if I may—not to live in this restless, nervous, bustling, trivial Nineteenth Century, but stand or sit thoughtfully while it goes by. What are men celebrating? They are all on a committee of arrangements, and hourly expect a speech from somebody. God is only the president of the day, and Webster is his orator. I love to weigh, to settle, to gravitate toward that which most strongly and rightfully attracts me—not hang by the beam of the scale and try to weigh less — not suppose a case, but take the case that is; to travel the only path I can, and that on which no power can resist me. It affords me no satisfaction to commence to spring an arch before I have got a solid foundation. There is a solid bottom everywhere. We read that the traveler asked the boy if the swamp before him had a hard bottom. The boy replied that it had. But presently the traveler's horse sank in up to the girths, and he observed to the boy, "I thought you said that this bog had a hard bottom". "So it has," answered the latter, "but you have not got half way to it yet." So it is with the bogs and quicksands of society; but he is an old boy that knows it. Only what is thought, said, or done at a certain rare coincidence is good. I would not be one of those who will foolishly drive a nail into mere lath and plastering; such a deed would keep me awake nights. Give me a hammer, and let me feel for the furring. Do not depend on the putty. Drive a nail home and clinch it so faithfully that you can wake up in the night and think of your work with satisfactory — a work at which you would not be ashamed to invoke the Muse. So will help you God, and so only. Every nail driven should be as another rivet in the machine of the universe, you carrying on the work.
Rather than love, than money, than fame, give me truth. I sat at a table where were rich food and wine in abundance, and obsequious attendance, but sincerity and truth were not; and I went away hungry from the inhospitable board. The hospitality was as cold as the ices. I thought that there was no need of ice to freeze them. They talked to me of the age of the wine and the fame of the vintage; but I thought of an older, a newer, and purer wine, of a more glorious vintage, which they had not got, and could not buy. The style, the house and grounds and "entertainment" pass for nothing with me. I called on the king, but he made me wait in his hall, and conducted like a man incapacitated for hospitality. There was a man in my neighborhood who lived in a hollow tree. His manners were truly regal. I should have done better had I called on him.
无论你的生活如何卑微
［美］亨利·大卫·梭罗
不管你的生活如何卑微，你都要正视它，生活下去；不要逃避生活，也不要恶语相加。你的生活不像你自己想象得那么糟糕。当你最富有的时候，生活看上去反倒是最贫穷的。故意挑毛病的人即使在天堂也能挑出瑕疵。
虽然生活清贫，但你要对生活付出热情。即便身处贫民院，你也可能会分享到一段快乐、激动、灿烂的时光。西下的落日洒在贫民院窗户上的光芒，与照在富贵人家豪宅上的一样光彩夺目；到了早春的时候，门前的积雪同样会融化。我唯一能看到的是：一个心态平静的人在那里可以心满意足地生活，怀着乐观向上的思想，仿佛居住在皇宫里一般。在我看来，城镇贫民的生活反倒常常是最独立的。也许他们很伟大，可以坦然地对待世间的事情。大部分人对于城镇的恩惠不屑一顾，可在现实生活中，他们维持生活的手段反而经常是不诚实的，这让他们更为声名狼藉。像圣贤一样，如同培育花园中的花草一样来培育贫困吧。没必要不辞辛苦地去获取新东西，不管是衣服还是朋友，让旧的翻新，回到它们的怀抱。世间万物不会变化，变的是我们。卖掉衣服时，你要保留自己的思想。上帝会见证，你并不想融入社会。如果我整天被局限在阁楼的角落，如同一只蜘蛛，可只要我还有自己的思想，那么世界还是原来那样大。一位哲人曾说过：“三军可夺帅也，匹夫不可夺志也。”不要迫切谋求自己的发展，不要让各种影响干扰自己，这一切都是浪费。因为谦卑如同黑暗，揭露出天国之光。贫穷与卑贱的阴云纠缠着我们，“看啊！天地万物在我们的眼界中扩大了。”我们常常得到警示，如果上天赋予我们克洛索斯相同的财富，我们的目标一定不会改变，我们的方式也将不会改变。此外，如果贫困束缚了你，例如，你没钱买书和报纸，你的经验只是局限于最有意义、最为重要的那一部分；你被迫与那些糖和淀粉含量最高的物质应付。越靠近骨头的地方就越甜美，你不可能再成为一个不务正业的人。宽宏大量，不会让曾在较低层次的人在较高层次失去什么。过多的财富只能买到过多的物品，而人所必需的灵魂是用金钱买不到的。
我住在一堵铅墙的角落里，而且铅墙里还灌注了一点银铜的合金。每当我正午休息时，经常能听到阵阵杂乱无章的喧闹声。这噪音源自我的同代人，我的邻居向我所讲述的他的奇遇，都是和那些知名的绅士淑女有关的，如他们在宴会桌上遇到了哪些重要人物。但是我对这些事情根本没有兴趣，这如同《每日时报》的内容一样乏味，主要围绕服饰打扮和礼节举止是兴趣和谈话的主题。但是任你怎么去刻意装扮，呆头鹅总归是呆头鹅。他们向我不厌其烦地讲起加利福尼亚和得克萨斯，英格兰和东西印度群岛，来自佐治亚或马萨诸塞的尊敬的某某先生——全是瞬间即逝、不能长存的事情，我终于无法忍受，差点要像马穆鲁克大人一样从他们的庭院中偷偷溜走。
我喜欢处在我自己的世界——不愿招人耳目地走在盛大的游行庆祝队伍中，而想与宇宙的创造者平等地一起同行，假如可以的话，我不想生活在这个轻浮急躁、神经兮兮、熙熙攘攘、举止随便的19世纪，而想伴着19世纪一天天地流逝，或立或坐，思考着。人们在庆祝什么呢？他们都成了某个筹备委员会成员，时刻期待着某个大人物的演说。上帝不过是今天的轮值主席，而韦伯斯特才是他的演说家。对于那些强烈地、正确地让我感兴趣的事物，我喜爱估量它们的重量，解决它们，让它们吸引——决不想放在秤杆上，尝试减轻重量——不妄加推测任何事情，而是完全根据其实际情况来解决；在那条我能走的必经之路上继续前行。在这条路上，我可以战胜任何力量。在拥有坚实稳固的基础之前，就开始着手建造起一座拱门，我不会因为这样的行为，感到丝毫满足。所有地方的底部都是结实的。我们从书中得知这样一个故事：一个旅行者问一个男孩，前方的这块沼泽底部是不是坚固。男孩回答道：“是坚固的。”可是旅行者没走多远，他的马便深陷沼泽，不一会儿就到了马的腰部，他对男孩说，“我本以为你说的是这块沼泽底部是坚固的……”“是坚固的啊，”男孩说道，“可是你还没有触到它的底部一半深呢。”社会的泥沼和流沙也是这个道理，但是只有少年老成的人才知晓这一点。只有在一些少有的巧合中，人们的所想、所言、所为才是正确的。有一些人愚蠢地只知道是将钉子钉入板条和灰泥中，我可不想与这样的人为伍；要是那么做，我会彻夜难眠。给我一把锤子，让我感受一下钉板条的感觉。不要依靠油灰状的黏性材料。钉入一只钉子，就钉得结结实实，就算是在半夜醒来，一想到自己的工作，你也会心满意足——即便请来缪斯女神，你对这件工作也没有愧疚。这么做，而且只有这么做，上帝才会伸出援助之手。钉入的每颗钉子，都应像宇宙机器中的铆钉一样固定，你的工作才能继续下去。
我不在乎爱、金钱、名誉，我只要真理。我坐在摆满佳肴美酒的桌旁，身边有谄媚的侍从，但是却少了真诚和誓言。我饿着肚子转身离开这冷漠的餐桌。这种盛情如冰一样冰冷，我想无需再用冰块来冻结它们。他们告诉我葡萄美酒的年份和产地的历史，这让我想起了一种更年深月久且更新更纯、更光荣的佳酿，可他们手上没有，也无法买到。我把他们的风格、豪宅、庭园和“娱乐”当做草芥。我去拜见国王，他却让我在客厅等候，他的行为如同丧失了好客能力似的。我的一个邻居住在树洞里，他的举止才是真正的王者。我要是去拜访他，待遇肯定会好得多。



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
亨利·大卫·梭罗（Henry David Thoreau），美国作家及自然主义者。他的作品主张对不公正的政府进行非暴力抵抗运动，并产生了广泛的影响。他的论文《论公民的不服从权利》，就曾影响了托尔斯泰和圣雄甘地。
亨利·大卫·梭罗在文中阐述了他对人生的见解，他喜欢清贫，对爱、金钱和荣誉不屑一顾，追求理想的人生。文中的佳句比比皆是，令人回味无穷。
核心单词
almshouse [ˈɑːmzhaus] n. 贫民所，救济院
garret [ˈɡærət] n. 阁楼
vital [ˈvaitl] adj. 极其重要的，必不可少的
starch [stɑːtʃ] n. 淀粉
transient [ˈtrænziənt] adj. 短暂的；一时的
invoke [inˈvəuk] v. 恳求，祈求，乞求
obsequious [əbˈsiːkwiəs] adj. 谄媚的，奉承的
vintage [ˈvintiʤ] n. 葡萄酒
翻译行不行
However mean your life is, meet it and live it; do not shirk it and call it hard names.
 
Rather than love, than money, than fame, give me truth.



How to Grow Old
Bertrand Russell
In spite of the title, this article will really be on how not to grow old, which, at my time of life, is a much more important subject. My first advice would be to choose your ancestors carefully. Although both my parents died young, I have done well in this respect as regards my other ancestors. My maternal grandfather, it is true, was cut off in the flower of his youth at the age of sixty-seven, but my other three grandparents all lived to be over eighty. Of remoter ancestors I can only discover one who did not live to a great age, and he died of a disease which is now rare, namely, having his head cut off. A great grandmother of mine, who was a friend of Gibbon, lived to the age of ninety-two, and to her last day remained a terror to all her descendants. My maternal grandmother, after having nine children who survived, one who died in infancy, and many miscarriages, as soon as she became a widow, devoted herself to woman's higher education. She was one of the founders of Girton College, and worked hard at opening the medical profession to women. She used to relate how she met in Italy an elderly gentleman who was looking very sad. She inquired the cause of his melancholy and he said that he had just parted from his two grandchildren. "Good gracious," she exclaimed, "I have seventy-two grandchildren, and if I were sad each time I parted from one of them, I should have a dismal existence!" Madre snaturale," he replied. But speaking as one of the seventy-two, I prefer her recipe. After the age of eighty she found she had some difficulty in getting to sleep, so she habitually spent the hours from midnight to 3 a.m. in reading popular science. I do not believe that she ever had time to notice that she was growing old. This, I think, is proper recipe for remaining young. If you have wide and keen interests and activities in which you can still be effective, you will have no reason to think about the merely statistical fact of the number of years you have already lived, still less of the probable brevity of you future.
As regards health I have nothing useful to say since I have little experience of illness. I eat and drink whatever I like, and sleep when I cannot keep awake. I never do anything whatever on the ground that it is good for health, though in actual fact the things I like doing are mostly wholesome.
Psychologically there are two dangers to be guarded against in old age. One of these is undue absorption in the past. It does not do to live in memories, in regrets for the good old days, or in sadness about friends who are dead. One's thoughts must be directed to the future and to things about which there is something to be done. This is not always easy: one's own past is gradually increasing weight. It is easy to think to oneself that one's emotions used to be more vivid than they are, and one's mind keener. If this is true it should be forgotten, and if it is forgotten it will probably not be true.
The other thing to be avoided is clinging to youth in the hope of sucking vigor from its vitality. When your children are grown up they want to live their own lives, and you continue to be as interested in them as you were when they were young, you are likely to become a burden to them, unless they are unusually callous. I do not mean that one should be without interest in them, but one's interest should be contemplative and, if possible, philanthropic, but not unduly emotional. Animals become indifferent to their young as soon as their young can look after themselves, but human beings, owing to the length of infancy, find this difficult.
I think that a successful old age is easiest for those who have strong impersonal interests involving appropriate activities. It is in this sphere that long experience is really fruitful, and it is in this sphere that the wisdom born of experience can be exercised without being oppressive. It is no use telling grown-up children not to make mistakes, both because they will not believe you, and because mistakes are an essential part of education. But if you are one of those who are incapable of impersonal interests, you may find that your life will be empty unless you concern yourself with you children and grandchildren. In that case you must realize that while you can still render them material services, such as making them an allowance or knitting them jumpers, you must not expect that they will enjoy your company.
Some old people are oppressed by the fear of death. In the young there is a justification for this feeling. Young men who have reason to fear that they will be killed in battle may justifiably feel bitter in the thought that they have been cheated of the best things that life has to offer. But in an old man who has known human joys and sorrows, and has achieved whatever work it was in him to do, the fear of death is somewhat abject and ignoble. The best way to overcome it—so at least it seems to me—is to make your interests gradually wider and more impersonal, until bit by bit the walls of the ego recede, and your life becomes increasingly merged in the universal life. An individual human existence should be like a river—small at first, narrowly contained within its banks, and rushing passionately past rocks and over waterfalls. Gradually the river grows wider, the banks recede, the waters flow more quietly, and in the end, without any visible break, they become merged in the sea, and painlessly lose their individual being. The man who, in old age, can see his life in this way, will not suffer from the fear of death, since the things he cares for will continue, And if, with the decay of vitality, weariness increases, the thought of rest will not be unwelcome. I should wish to die while still at work, knowing that others will carry on what I can no longer do and content in the thought that what was possible has been done.
如何慢慢变老
［英］伯特兰·罗素
与题目如何变老不同，本文真正的主旨是如何避免变老。这样的话题对我这样年纪的人来说，显得更为重要。要避免变老，我的第一个建议是：一定要小心翼翼地选择自己的祖先。虽然我的双亲在年轻的时候就去世了，可假如算上其他先人，我选的祖先还是相当不错的。确实，我的外祖父在67岁的时候便离开了人世，但是我的外祖母和祖父母三人都活了80多岁。时间更为久远一些的祖先当中，我只找到有一位没有能够安享晚年的，他是死于一种目前已极为少见的疾病，即被人砍了头。我有一位曾祖母，她还是吉本的好友，整整活了92岁，并且直到离开世界前的最后一天，她在后代的心目中都很有威严。我的外祖母，养活了9个孩子，还有一个幼年时去世的孩子，并且有过多次小产。丈夫去世之后，她便马上致力于女子高等教育事业。她是格顿学院的奠基人之一，并为打开女性通向医学殿堂的大门作出了不懈的努力。她常常讲起在意大利的经历。她曾遇见一位年长的绅士，看上去闷闷不乐。于是她就问这位绅士为什么悲伤，他回答说他不久前刚和两个孙子辈的孩子永别了。“天啊！”她惊叫道，“我有72个孙子孙女，要是每当他们中的某个死去，我都十分悲伤的话，那我的生活得多么悲惨啊！”这位绅士满脸惊讶地用意大利语说道：“多么不寻常的母亲啊。”但是，作为那72个子孙中的一员，我赞同她的理念。刚过80岁，她发现自己很难入睡，于是她慢慢地养成了习惯，从子夜时分到凌晨三点开始阅读科普文章。我不相信她会有时间注意到自己已经正慢慢变老。我认为，这样的行为方式正是永驻青春的奥妙所在。如果你有广泛而浓厚的兴趣，而且能积极踊跃地参加一些活动。自己已经活了多少年，这些具体的数字根本没有必要多加考虑，更无需为剩下的时日多少而担心。
关于身体健康，我没有什么值得借鉴的事情，因为我很少生病。我想吃就吃，想喝就喝，困了就睡。我做事情的原则是：不会因为对健康有益才去做。在实际生活中，我所喜欢做的事情大多是有益的。
从心理学上看，有两种危险是值得步入老年的人预防的。其一是思念过去而不能自拔，生活在回忆里，深切地留恋美好的往事，为朋友的去世悲恸不已，这样做什么好处也没有。一个人的心思一定要放在未来，放在力所能及的事情上。这往往很难做到，随着年岁的增长，人的经历会在心中占据越来越重的地位，人们很容易想到，自己现在的情感不比先前热烈，先前的思维要比现在敏捷得多。如果这是事实的话，你就必须放弃这一念头，可如果真的忘掉了，这又不是事实了。
另一点就是要避免希望可以从青年人的身上得到他们生命的活力。当孩子们一个个变成大人之后，他们想拥有自己的生活。如果你还是像他们小时候那样，一直照顾他们，你很可能会成为他们的负担，除非他们一直是麻木不仁。我的意思并不是说人们应该对自己的成年子女漠不关心，而是在心里关心就足够了。如果条件允许的话，在物质方面给他们一些资助，而不应太注重感情。一旦动物幼崽能够独立生活了，动物就会立刻把它们扔到一边，而人类却因为抚育婴儿时间较长，最后发现很难做到这样。
我觉得，在一些适当的活动中，具有强烈的、非个人的兴趣，这样的成功的老年生活是最安逸的。恰恰在这一领域，丰富的经验才是真正有效果的；也刚好在这一领域，由经验而来的智慧才可以灵活运用而又不让旁人感到压迫。不停地嘱咐已经成年的子女别犯错误，那根本没有用，一来因为他们不再信任你的话，二来因为犯错误是教育的必经之路。可是，如果你无法对在意的事情不掺杂个人情感，你可能就会发现，假如自己对儿孙们不操心的话，生活就会空虚无趣。在这种情况下，你一定要认识到，即便你能在物质上给予他们帮助，比如不时给他们钱用来补贴家用或为他们编织毛衣，但是你别期盼他们会喜欢和你在一起。
有些老人因为害怕死亡，而惶惶不可终日。年轻人有这种情绪还讲得过去，他们有理由担心自己将来会战死杀场。可一旦意识到自己被骗，已经失去了生活中最为美好的东西，他们的愤愤不平倒是情有可原，也无可指责。可是，一个老人已经品尝过了人生的酸甜苦辣，已经达到了自己事业的高峰，如果仍然害怕死亡那就是可鄙可耻的事情了。战胜这种惧怕心理的最好的办法——起码在我看来是——是逐渐拓展自己的兴趣，让它更为宽泛一些，更为脱离个人感情色彩，直到自我的束缚慢慢消去，直到你的私人生活与尘世的生活越发和谐。个人的生存应该如同一条河流——源头是一股溪流，两岸之间狭隘无比，波涛奔涌地冲击岩石，越过瀑布，河岸朝两边慢慢隐退，河面变得越来越宽，河水的流动更为平缓，最终静静地融入大海。河水与海水毫无痛楚地合二为一成为一体，忘却彼此。用这种观点来对待生活的老人就不会害怕死亡，因为他心中所牵挂的事情仍将发展。进一步来说，假如伴随着精力的每况愈下，精神日趋惶惶不安，安乐归西的想法也不失为一种好的选择。我希望工作精力旺盛的时候，便去往极乐世界，因为我清楚，我已经不能再工作，别人会将我未完成的事业进行下去。一想到自己所能做的一切，我便心满意足了。



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
伯特兰·罗素（Bertrand Russell），二十世纪英国哲学家、数学家、逻辑学家、历史学家。他与怀特海合著的《数学原理》对逻辑学、数学、集合论、语言学和分析哲学有着巨大影响。
罗素在文中探讨了人应该如何对待自己的晚年和将至的死期。文章着重谈论了步入晚年后要做的心理调节以及对人生结局应有的态度。人生犹如一条细细的小河，最终汇入大海，过程虽然历尽艰辛，但最后的结局却风平浪静。
核心单词
ancestor [ˈænsistə] n. 祖宗，祖先
terror [ˈterə] n. 恐怖，惊骇
dismal [ˈdizməl] adj. 忧郁的；沉闷的；
undue [ˈʌnˈdjuː] adj. 过度的；过分的
vitality [vaiˈtæliti] n. 活力，生气
cheat [tʃiːt] v. 欺骗；骗取
ignoble [iɡˈnəubl] adj. 卑鄙的；不光彩的
decay [diˈkei] v. 腐朽，腐烂；蛀蚀
翻译行不行
As regards health I have nothing useful to say since I have little experience of illness.
 
It does not do to live in memories, in regrets for the good old days, or in sadness about friends who are dead.
 
The other thing to be avoided is clinging to youth in the hope of sucking vigor from its vitality.



The Beautiful Life
Anonymous
There were a sensitivity and a beauty to her that have nothing to do with looks. She was the one to be listened to, whose words were so easy to take to heart.
It is said that the true nature of being is veiled. The labor of words, the expression of art, the seemingly ceaseless buzz that is human thought all have in common the need to get at what really is so. The hope to draw close to and possess the truth of being can be a feverish one. In some cases it can even be fatal, if pleasure is one's truth and its attainment more important than life itself. In other lives, though, the search for what is truthful gives life.
I used to find notes left in the collection basket, beautiful notes about my homilies and about the writer's thoughts on the daily scriptural readings. The person who penned the notes would add reflections to my thoughts and would always include some quotes from poets and mystics he or she had read and remembered and loved. The notes fascinated me. Here was someone immersed in a search for truth and beauty. Words had been treasured, words that were beautiful. And I felt as if the words somehow delighted in being discovered, for they were obviously very generous to the as yet anonymous writer of the notes. And now this person was in turn learning the secret of sharing them. Beauty so shines when given away. The only truth that exists is, in that sense, free.
It was a long time before I met the author of the notes.
One Sunday morning, I was told that someone was waiting for me in the office. The young person who answered the rectory door said that it was "the woman who said she left all the notes." When I saw her I was shocked, since I immediately recognized her from church but had no idea that it was she who wrote the notes. She was sitting in a chair in the office with her hands folded in her lap. Her head was bowed and when she raised it to look at me, she could barely smile without pain. Her face was disfigured, and the skin so tight from surgical procedures that smiling or laughing was very difficult for her. She had suffered terribly from treatment to remove the growths that had so marred her face.
We chatted for a while that Sunday morning and agreed to meet for lunch later that week.
As it turned out we went to lunch several times, and she always wore a hat during the meal. I think that treatments of some sort had caused a lot of her hair to fall out. We shared things about our lives. I told her about my schooling and growing up. She told me that she had worked for years for an insurance company. She never mentioned family, and I did not ask.
We spoke of authors we both had read, and it was easy to tell that books are a great love of hers.
I have thought about her often over the years and how she struggled in a society that places an incredible premium on looks, class, wealth and all the other fineries of life. She suffered from a disfigurement that cannot be made to look attractive. I know that her condition hurt her deeply.
Would her life have been different had she been pretty? Chances are it would have. And yet there were a sensitivity and a beauty to her that had nothing to do with looks. She was one to be listened to, whose words were so easy to take to heart. Her words came from a wounded but loving heart, very much like all hearts, but she had more of a need to be aware of it, to live with it and learn from it. She possessed a fine-tuned sense of beauty. Her only fear in life was the loss of a friend.
How long does it take most of us to reach that level of human growth, if we ever get there? We get so consumed and diminished, worrying about all the things that need improving, we can easily forget to cherish those things that last. Friendship, so rare and so good, just needs our care—maybe even the simple gesture of writing a little note now and then, or the dropping of some beautiful words in a basket, in the hope that such beauty will be shared and taken to heart.
The truth of her life was a desire to see beyond the surface for a glimpse of what it is that matters. She found beauty and grace and they befriended her, and showed her what is real.
美丽人生
佚　名
她有着一种与外表无关的灵气和美丽。她的话语轻而易举地征服了人心，那正是我们要聆听的声音。
很多人都说人生的真谛是个未知的概念。言词的费力诠释、艺术的着力表现还有人类那似乎永无休止的纷繁思考，三者都苦苦追寻人生的真谛。希望走近以至完全把握存在的真意可以令人十分狂热。有时候，有些人以自己笃信的真理为志趣，追寻真理甚于保全生命，于是就有舍生取义之举。然而，也有另外的一种人生，他们在寻求真谛的过程中灌溉生命。
过去，我常常在教堂的心意篮里面发现一些优美的小短文，有些是关于我的布道，有些是作者日常读《圣经》的感想。写这些短文的人不仅对我的一些观点加以反思，同时还会引用一些他／她曾经读过的，令他／她难忘又喜爱的诗人或者神秘主义者的话。我被这些短文迷住了。我看到了一个执著于追寻真与美的人。其珍而重之的字句，优美动人。我还感觉到好像那些字句也乐于让我们发现，它们是那么毫无保留地，慷慨地为这无名氏作者借用，而现在轮到这位无名氏来学习与人分享这些美文的奥秘。分享令美愈加闪耀生辉，在这个意义上说，其实世上唯一的真理是分毫不费的。
过了很久我才见到这些短文的作者。
一个星期天的早上，我被告知有人正在办公室等我。帮我应门的年轻人说“是个女人，说留言是她放的。”当我看见她的时候，我大吃了一惊，因为我马上就认出她是我的教区信徒，只是我一直不知道那些短文是她写的。她坐在办公室的一张椅子上，两手紧握搁在大腿上，低垂着头。当她抬头看我的时候，我注意到她微笑起来十分费劲。那是一张破了相的脸，外科手术使她的脸皮绷得紧紧的，笑对她来说是非常困难的。为了去除脸上碍眼的肉瘤她接受了手术，这令她吃尽了苦头。
那个星期天早上我们聊了一会儿，并决定再找个时间一起吃午饭。
后来我们不止吃了一顿，而是好几顿。每次一起吃饭的时候她都戴着帽子。我想可能是她接受的某种治疗使她掉了不少头发。我们分享了各自生活中的点点滴滴。我跟她讲我读书和成长的故事。她告诉我她在一家保险公司里已经工作多年了。她从来没有提过自己的家庭，我也没有问。
我们还谈到大家都读过的作家作品，不难发现她非常喜欢看书。
这些年我经常想起她，在这个以外表、地位和财富等虚名浮利挂帅的社会中她是怎样一路挺过来的呢？毁掉的容颜使她怎么也无法变得耀眼迷人。我知道这深深地刺痛着她。
如果她长得漂亮，她的生命轨迹会不会有所不同呢？有可能。不过她有种独特的灵气和美，与外表没有任何关系。她的话轻而易举地征服了人心，她正是我们要聆听的声音。她的隽语出于一颗受过伤却充满爱的心，就像所有人的心一样，只不过她比别人更注重对自己心灵的关注、用心去体会生活并从中学习。她拥有一种细腻的美感。她生命里唯一的恐惧就是失去朋友。
我们究竟要花多长时间才能达到如此高度的成熟？能否最终达到还是个未知数呢。我们老觉得身心疲惫，怀才不遇，只顾为眼前的不足忧心忡忡，却忘了珍视一些历久常新的东西。友谊珍贵而美好，只要我们用心呵护，有时候简简单单的表示就已经足够了，譬如偶尔写几句话给朋友，或者在篮子里投入一些优美动人的字条，以期大家都能分享，记住美妙的时刻、美好的感觉。
她生命的真谛就是要透过事物的表面一睹其真正的本质。她发现了美和上帝的慈爱，而美和慈爱也待她如友，把生命的真谛呈现给她。



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
这篇文章向我们阐明了一个亘古不变的真理：容颜终将老，唯独内在的魅力才最吸引人。文中的那个女人，带着毁掉的容颜在这个充满虚名浮利的社会，一路艰难地向前，仍然不放弃对真与美的追寻。正是这种细腻的美感让她拥有了与众不同的灵气。
核心单词
ceaseless [ˈsiːslis] adj. 不停的，不间断的
feverish [ˈfiːvəriʃ] adj. 发热的，发烧的
mystic [ˈmistik] adj. 神秘的，不可思议的
procedure [prəˈsiːʤə] n. 程序；手续
insurance [inˈʃuərəns] n. 保险；保险契约
premium [ˈprimjəm] n. 奖品；奖金
diminish [diˈminiʃ] v. 减少，减小，缩减
glimpse [ɡlimps] n. 瞥见；一瞥
翻译行不行
There were a sensitivity and a beauty to her that have nothing to do with looks.
 
Would her life have been different had she been pretty?
 
The truth of her life was a desire to see beyond the surface for a glimpse of what it is that matters.



The Most Important Day in My Life
Helen Keller
The most important day I remember in all my life is the one on which my teacher, Anne Mansfield Sullivan, came to me. I am filled with wonder when I consider the immeasurable contrasts between the two lives which it connects. It was the third of March, 1887, three months before I was seven years old.
On the afternoon of that eventful day, I stood on the porch, dumb, expectant. I guessed vaguely from my mother's signs and from the hurrying to and fro in the house that something unusual was about to happen, so I went to the door and waited on the steps. The afternoon sun penetrated the mass of honeysuckle that covered the porch, and fell on my upturned face. My fingers fingered almost unconsciously on the familiar leaves and blossoms which had just come forth to greet the sweet southern spring. I did not know what the future held of marvel or surprise for me. Anger and bitterness had preyed upon me continually and a deep languor had succeeded this passionate struggle.
Have you ever been at sea in a dense fog, when it seemed as if a tangible white darkness shut you in, and the great ship, tense and anxious, groped her way toward the shore with plummet and sounding-line, and you waited with beating heart for something to happen? I was like that ship before my education began, only I was without compass or sounding-line, and had no way of knowing how near the harbour was. "Light! Give me light!" was the wordless cry of my oil, and the light of love shone on me in that very tour.
I felt approaching footsteps, I stretched out my hand as I supposed to my mother. Some one took it, and I was caught up and held close in the arms of her who had come to reveal all things to me, and, more than all things else, to love me.
The morning after my teacher came she led me into her room and gave me a doll. The little blind children at the Perkins Institution had sent it and Laura Bridgman had dressed it; but I did not know this until afterward. When I had played with it a little while, Miss Sullivan slowly spelled into my hand the word "d-o-l-l". I was at once interested in this finger play and tried to imitate it. When I finally succeeded in making the letters correctly I was flushed with childish pleasure and pride. Running downstairs to my mother I held up my hand and made the letters for doll. I did not know that I was spelling a word or even that words existed; I was simply making my fingers go in monkey-like imitation. In the days that followed I learned to spell in this uncomprehending way a great many words, among them pin, hat, cup and a few verbs like sit, stand and walk. But my teacher had been with me several weeks before I understood that everything has a name.
One day, while I was playing with my new doll, Miss Sullivan put my big rag doll into my lap also, spelled "d-o-l-l" and tried to make me understand that "d-o-l-l" applied to both.Earlier in the day we had had a tussle over the words "m-u-g" and "w-a-t-e-r". Miss Sullivan had tried to impress it upon me that "m-u-g" is mug and that "w-a-t-e-r" is water, but I persisted in confounding the two. In despair she had dropped the subject for the time, only to renew it at the first opportunity. I became impatient at her repeated attempts and, seizing the new doll, I dashed it upon the floor. I was keenly delighted when I felt the fragments of the broken doll at my feet. Neither sorrow nor regret followed my passionate outburst. I had not loved the doll. In the still, dark world in which I lived there was no strong sentiment or tenderness. I felt my teacher sweep the fragments to one side of the hearth, and I had a sense of satisfaction that the cause of my discomfort was removed. She brought me my hat, and I knew I was going out into the warm sunshine. This thought, if a wordless sensation may be called a thought, made me hop and skip with pleasure.
We walked down the path to the well-house, attracted by the fragrance of the honeysuckle with which it was covered. Some one was drawing water and my teacher placed my hand under the spout. As the cool stream gushed over one hand she spelled into the other the word water, first slowly, then rapidly. I stood still, my whole attention fixed upon the motions of her fingers. Suddenly I felt a misty consciousness as of something forgotten—a thrill of returning thought: and somehow the mystery of language was revealed to me. I knew then that "w-a-t-e-r" meant the wonderful cool something that was flowing over my hand. That living word awakened my soul, gave it light, hope, joy, set it free! There were barriers still, it is true, but barriers that could in time be swept away.
我生命中最重要的一天
［美］海伦·凯勒
我有生以来最重要的一天，就是安妮·曼斯菲尔德·沙利文老师来到我身边的那天。那是1887年3月3日，还差3个月我就7岁了。从这重要的一天起，我将开始全新的生活，一想到这里，我的心中便满是惊奇。
那是个重要日子的午后，我站在走廊上，一声不吭，满怀期待。从母亲的手势和其他人忙来忙去的样子，我隐约感到要有不同寻常的事情发生。于是，我来到门口，站在台阶上默默地期待着。午后的阳光穿透覆盖在门廊上的一大片金银花，洒在我微微仰起的脸上。我的手指不经意间触到那熟知的花叶上——南方的花朵绽放着来迎接可爱的春天。我不清楚自己的未来会有什么惊喜和奇迹，愤怒和苦痛已经折磨我有一段时间，这种经历过后，我感到心力交瘁。
朋友，你是否曾在茫茫大雾的情况下，还在海面上航行？如同一层可以触摸到的白色黑暗将你包围，大船凭借着测深锤和探深绳，紧张忧虑地在大海中探索着上岸的道路。你的心怦怦直跳，期待这将要发生的一切？在我没有接受教育之前，我就如同这样的航船，只不过我既没有指南针也没有探深绳，无法知道距离岸边还有多远。“光明！光明！快给我光明！”我在心灵深处无声地呼喊。刚好在此时，爱的光明照耀到我的身上。
我听到有脚步向我走来。本以为是母亲，我便马上伸出双手。有个人握住了我的手，把我紧紧拥在怀里。她就是让我领悟世界万物的人，更重要的是她给予了我爱。
第二天早晨，沙利文老师把我领到她的房间，然后送给我一个洋娃娃。洋娃娃是珀金斯盲童学校的小学生送的，衣服是劳拉·布里奇曼亲手制作的。不过，这些都是我后来得知的。我和洋娃娃玩了一会儿后，沙利文小姐抓住我的手，一笔一画地而且慢慢地在我的手掌上写下了“doll”这个词。我立刻对这个手指游戏产生了兴趣，跟着去模仿她的动作。当我最后成功地拼对这个词时，我露出孩子般的自豪和喜悦，兴奋得满脸通红。我立刻跑下楼找到母亲，伸出自己的手拼写“doll”这个词让她看。我当时并不知道自己在拼写单词，甚至不知道世界上还有文字；我仅仅是用手指模仿沙利文老师的动作。从那以后，我在懵懵懂懂中，学会了拼写好些单词，像“针”、“帽子”、“杯子”什么的，还有像“坐”、“站”、“行”这样的动词。老师来到我身边几个星期后，我才知道原来世间万物都有名称。
有一天，当我正在玩我的新娃娃的时候，沙利文小姐走了过来，她把那个旧的布娃娃拿来放在我的膝上，然后在我手上拼写“doll”这个词，想试图让我知道我的新娃娃和布娃娃一样都叫做“doll”。那天早上，我和沙利文小姐刚刚因为“杯”和“水”这两个字发生过争执。她想让我明白“杯”是“杯”，“水”是“水”，可我老是把两个词弄错。她变得束手无策，只好先把问题放在一边，等以后有机会再说。当她叫我再一次练习拼写“doll”这个词时，我不耐烦地抓起新洋娃娃，猛地摔在了地上。我能感觉到脚边摔碎的玩具娃娃的碎片，心中十分畅快。出完气后，我没感到一丝惭愧或后悔，我根本不爱洋娃娃。在我那个沉静而黑暗的私人世界里，根本不存在温柔和同情。我觉察到沙利文小姐把可怜的洋娃娃的碎片扫到炉子边。想到那个给我带来麻烦的东西被移走了，我感到十分满意。沙利文小姐给我拿来了帽子，我明白又可以去享受外面暖和的阳光了。这一想法——如果无言的感觉可以称作为想法的话——会令我快乐地活蹦乱跳。
我们沿着小路来到井房，房顶上大片盛开的金银花，散发出扑鼻的芳香，我们被深深地陶醉其中。有人正在那儿取水，沙利文老师把我的一只手放在喷水口下。随着一股清凉的水从我手上流过，她在我的另一只手上拼写“water”。开始写得很慢，第二次就快了很多。我站在那儿一动不动，聚精会神地感受她手指的动作。突然间我茅塞顿开，我模糊地感到心中某种遗忘的东西被唤醒了——恍然大悟的美妙感觉让我情绪高涨。不经意间，我知道了语言文字的奥秘。我随后就明白了“water”这个字意味着正在我手上流过的这种凉爽而神奇的东西。这个活生生的单词唤醒了我的灵魂，并给予我光明、希望、快乐和自由。毫无疑问，生活依旧困难重重，但我始终坚信自己能排除一切障碍。



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
海伦·凯勒（Helen Keller），19世纪美国盲聋女作家、教育家、慈善家、社会活动家。她自幼因病成为盲聋哑人，但她自强不息，克服巨大的困难读完了大学。她一生写了十几部作品，同时致力于救助伤残儿童、保护妇女权益和争取种族平等的社会活动。
海伦·凯勒在文中叙述了沙利文老师高超的教育艺术，同时也表现了作者求知的愿望及艰辛而愉快的生活经历。
核心单词
vaguely [ˈveiɡli] adv. 不清晰地；含糊地；模糊地
honeysuckle [ˈhʌnisʌk(ə)l] n. 【植】忍冬
languor [ˈlæŋɡə] n. 倦怠
plummet [ˈplʌmit] n. 坠子；测铅
tussle [ˈtʌsl] n. 扭打；争斗
sentiment [ˈsentimənt] n. 感情，心情
fragrance [ˈfreiɡrəns] n. 芬芳；香味
gush [ɡʌʃ] v. 喷，涌，（眼泪等）涌流
barrier [ˈbæriə] n. 障碍，阻碍
翻译行不行
I was like that ship before my education began, only I was without compass or sounding-line, and had no way of knowing how near the harbour was.
 
This thought, if a wordless sensation may be called a thought, made me hop and skip with pleasure.



The World as I See It
Albert Einstein
What an extraordinary situation is that of us mortals! Each of us is here for a brief sojourn; for what purpose he knows not, though he sometimes thinks he feels it. But from the point of view of daily life, without going deeper, we exist for our fellowmen—in the first place for those on whose smiles and welfare all our happiness depends, and next for all those unknown to us personally with whose destinies we are bound up by the tie of sympathy. A hundred times every day I remind myself that my inner and outer life depend on the labors of other men, living and dead, and that I must exert myself in order to give in the same measure as I have received and am still receiving. I am strongly drawn to the simple life and am often oppressed by the feeling that I am engrossing an unnecessary amount of the labor of my fellowmen. I regard class differences as contrary to justice and, in the last resort, based on force. I also consider that plain living is good for everybody, physically and mentally.
In human freedom in the philosophical sense I am definitely a disbeliever. Everybody acts not only under external compulsion but also in accordance with inner necessity. Schopenhauer's saying, that "a man can do as he will, but not will as he will," has been an inspiration to me since my youth up, and a continual consolation and unfailing well-spring of patience in the face of the hardships of life, my own and others'. This feeling mercifully mitigates the sense of responsibility which so easily becomes paralyzing, and it prevents us from taking ourselves and other people too seriously; it conduces to a view of life in which humor, above all, has its due place.
To inquire after the meaning or object of one's own existence or of creation generally has always seemed to me absurd from an objective point of view. And yet everybody has certain ideals which determine the direction of his endeavors and his judgments. In this sense I have never looked upon ease and happiness as ends in themselves—such an ethical basis I call more proper for a herd of swine. The ideals which have lighted me on my way and time after time given me new courage to face life cheerfully, have been Truth, Goodness, and Beauty. Without the sense of fellowship with men of like mind, of preoccupation with the objective, the eternally unattainable in the field of art and scientific research, life would have seemed to me empty. The ordinary objects of human endeavor—property, outward success, luxury—have always seemed to me contemptible.
My passionate sense of social justice and social responsibility has always contrasted oddly with my pronounced freedom from the need for direct contact with other human beings and human communities. I gang my own gait and have never belonged to my country, my home, my friends, or even my immediate family, with my whole heart; in the face of all these ties I have never lost an obstinate sense of detachment, of the need for solitude—a feeling which increases with the years. One is sharply conscious, yet without regret, of the limits to the possibility of mutual understanding and sympathy with one's fellow-creatures. Such a person no doubt loses something in the way of geniality and light-heartedness; on the other hand, he is largely independent of the opinions, habits, and judgments of his fellows and avoids the temptation to take his stand on such insecure foundations.
My political ideal is that of democracy. Let every man be respected as an individual and no man idolized. It is an irony of fate that I myself have been the recipient of excessive admiration and respect from my fellows through no fault, and no merit, of my own. The cause of this may well be the desire, unattainable for many, to understand the one or two ideas to which I have with my feeble powers attained through ceaseless struggle. I am quite aware that it is necessary for the success of any complex undertaking that one man should do the thinking and directing and in general bear the responsibility. But the led must not be compelled, they must be able to choose their leader... The really valuable thing in the pageant of human life seems to me not the State but the creative, sentient individual, the personality; it alone creates the noble and the sublime, while the herd as such remains dull in thought and dull in feeling.
This topic brings me to that worst outcrop of the herd nature, the military system, which I abhor. That a man can take pleasure in marching in formation to the strains of a band is enough to make me despise him. He has only been given his big brain by mistake; a backbone was all he needed. This plague-spot of civilization ought to be abolished with all possible speed. Heroism by order, senseless violence, and all the pestilent nonsense that does by the name of patriotism—how I hate them! War seems to me a mean, contemptible thing: I would rather be hacked in pieces than take part in such an abominable business. And yet so high, in spite of everything, is my opinion of the human race that I believe this bogey would have disappeared long ago, had the sound sense of the nations not been systematically corrupted by commercial and political interests acting through the schools and the Press.
The fairest thing we can experience is the mysterious. It is the fundamental emotion which stands at the cradle of tree art and tree science. He who knows it not and can no longer wonder, no longer feel amazement, is as good as dead, a snuffed-out candle. It was the experience of mystery—even if mixed with fear—that engendered religion. A knowledge of the existence of something we cannot penetrate, of the manifestations of the profoundest reason and the most radiant beauty, which are only accessible to our reason in their most elementary forms—it is this knowledge and this emotion that constitute the truly religious attitude; in this sense, and in this alone, I am a deeply religious man. I cannot conceive of a God who rewards and punishes his creatures, or has a will of the type of which we are conscious in ourselves. An individual who should survive his physical death is also beyond my comprehension, nor do I wish it otherwise; such notions are for the fears or absurd egoism of feeble souls. Enough for me the mystery of the eternity of life, and the inkling of the marvelous structure of reality, together with the single-hearted endeavor to comprehend a portion, be it ever so tiny, of the reason that manifests itself in nature.
我的世界观
［美］阿尔伯特·爱因斯坦
人终究一死，我们所面临的情形是多么不同寻常！每个人来到这个世界上，都是短暂的停留；至于来的原因，却无人知晓。虽然偶尔自以为对此似有感悟，可是没有深入探讨。从日常生活方面来讲，我们是为了同胞而活着——最重要的是这样一些人，他们的微笑和幸福决定了我们所有的幸福；接下来是一些素未谋面的人，他们依靠同情的纽带与我们的命运紧密相连。每天我无数次地告诫自己，他人的劳作，包括那些活着的人和已故的人，支持着我全部的精神生活和物质生活。因此，我一定要全心全意地付出，达到和他们相同的高度，来回报我已经获得并且仍在汲取的恩惠。我十分向往简朴的生活，并且时常心中有愧，因为觉得自己分享了我同胞们太多的劳动成果。我把阶级不同看成与正义格格不入，而且最终被迫采取强制手段。我同样认为，不管是在肉体上还是在精神上，任何人会因为过朴素的生活而受益匪浅。
我根本不相信哲学意义上的那种人类自由。每个人的行为不仅要受到外界强制的局限，而且要合乎内在的必要性。叔本华曾说，“人虽然可以为所欲为，但是不能随心所欲。”从青年时代起，我就总是被这句名言激励着。当自己或别人经历生活中种种磨难时，我总能从这句话中寻得慰藉，从而获得永不干枯的耐心源泉。拥有这种心情，不仅宽厚地减轻了那种使人容易感到心有余而力不足的责任感，也避免了我们太过认真地对待自己和别人；同样有利于人们获得一种人生观，就是首先给予幽默感以应有地位。
从客观的观点方面，想要探究自身存在乃至一般创造物的意义或目的，我总是觉得不免不合常理。然而，每个人的理想不同，他们的努力和判断方向也不同。从这一意义上看，我永远不会把安逸和享乐当成人生目的本身——我认为这种伦理基础更适合于一群猪猡。真、善、美点亮我的道路，并且不停地赋予我新的勇气，我才能高兴地面对生活的理想。没有志同道合的友情，没有全身心投入于客观世界，追寻在艺术与科学研究领域无法企及的目标，那么我的生活将是空虚的。人们朝思暮想的一般对象——财富、表面的成功、奢侈——对我来说都是可鄙的。
我对社会正义感和社会责任感充满热情，可与此形成鲜明对照的是，我又明显缺乏与别人和社会直接接触的愿望。我一直是按照自己的心愿做事；我未曾全心全意地热爱我的国家、我的家庭、我的朋友，甚至我的至亲；在面对所有这些关系纽带时，我一直保持着一种顽固的超然感以及避世的需要——这种感受随着年龄的增长不断加强。人们真真切切地觉得，人们的相互理解和共鸣是有界限的，虽然这没什么可惜的。毫无疑问，这样的人会因为亲切和同情心失去一些东西，然而另一方面，他可以在很大程度上避免别人的意见、习惯和判断的影响，并且能够抵住诱惑，在这些不可靠的基础之上建立其立场。
我的政治理想是实现民主制度。尊重每一个作为个体的人，摈弃偶像崇拜。尽管并非是我自己的过错，也并非是我自己的功劳所获，人们却总是过分钦佩和尊敬我本人，这真的是一种命运的戏弄。理解一两个我靠不懈地努力所探知到的理论，或许就是许多人充满渴望却又无法企及的原因。我很明白，任何复杂的事业要想取得成功，就需要有一个人能承担起思考、指挥、全权负责的重任。但是一定不要强迫被领导者，他们一定要能够选定自己的领导者……在我看来，人生精彩的表演中，真正的价值不是国家，而是有创造性的、富有感知能力的个人，是人格；人是唯一能创造出高尚和卓越的生灵，而剩下的芸芸众生在思想和感觉上总是停滞不前。
这个话题让我想起民众本质中最坏的一种表现，即我痛恨不已的军事制度。一个人伴着军乐队的曲调，在队列中前行，而他却能因此高兴。这一行为就足以让我轻视他。他能有一个大脑，就是天大的错误；对他来说一个脊椎骨柱已是足够了。在文明社会中，我们应该尽快驱除这种罪恶的祸端。受命而为的英雄主义、泯灭人性的残酷暴行、假借爱国主义之名的一切可恶的胡作非为——诸如此类都令我痛恨不已！在我看来，战争是可鄙、无耻的勾当，我宁愿粉身碎骨，也不愿参与这种令人厌恶的战争。即便如此，对于人类我还会给予很高的评价，我相信，如果商业利益和政治利益没有通过学校和媒体系统，腐蚀各民族的正常理智，那么战争这一妖魔很早之前就不复存在了。
我们最美好的经历莫过于对神秘的体验。真正的艺术和真正的科学发源地的基本情感，便是对神秘的体验。对这种情感浑然不知、没好奇心、失去了惊诧感的人，和死人没什么区别，他就像一根被掐灭的蜡烛。正是由于对奥秘的体验——即便夹杂着恐惧——诞生了宗教。我们感到无法理解的事物就在我周围，体会到最深奥的理性和最光彩夺目的美，我们只能用理性去感知这些最原始的形式——真正的宗教虔诚恰恰是这种认识和这种情感结合体，并且只有在这个意义上，我才是一个坚定的宗教支持者。我无法设想会有那样一个上帝：它会犒劳、惩罚自己创造的生物，或者具有我们自己才能体会到的那种意志。一个人在失去生命后他还能继续在另一世界里生活，这不在我的理解能力之内，我也没有心思去理解，那些脆弱灵魂的恐惧或可笑的利己主义者，才会专门研究这些观念。生命永驻的奥秘，现实世界结构中那不可思议的暗示，加上全心全意去探求以便理解自然界展现理性的一部分，无论多么不值一提，对我而言，已经非常满足。



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
阿尔伯特·爱因斯坦（Albert Einstein），美国物理学家、思想家及哲学家，现代物理学的开创者和奠基人。1999年12月26日，爱因斯坦被美国《时代周刊》评选为“世纪伟人”。2009年10月4日，诺贝尔基金会评选爱因斯坦为诺贝尔奖百余年历史上最受尊崇的3位获奖者之一。
本文出自爱因斯坦1934年同名著作《我的世界观》。文中阐述了爱因斯坦的内心世界，描述了他的人生观和世界观、他对生活的理解和对科学的探索以及他对自由和民主的观念。
核心单词
welfare [ˈwelfɛə] n. 福利；幸福
engrossing [inˈɡrəusiŋ] adj. 使人全神贯注的；引人入胜的
mitigate [ˈmitiɡeit] v. 使缓和；减轻
eternally [iˈtɜːnəli] adv. 永恒地；不绝地
obstinate [ˈɔbstinit] adj. 顽固的，固执的
sublime [səˈblaim] adj. 崇高的，令人崇敬的
accessible [əkˈsesəbl] adj. 可接近的；可进入的
inkling [ˈiŋkliŋ] n. 暗示；迹象
翻译行不行
What an extraordinary situation is that of us mortals!
 
It is the fundamental emotion which stands at the cradle of tree art and tree science.



Francis Bacon On Truth
Francis Bacon
Truth, which only doth judge itself, teacheth that the inquiry of truth, which is the love-making or wooing of it, the knowledge of truth, which is the presence of it, and the belief of truth, which is the enjoying of it, is the sovereign good of human nature. The first creature of God, in the works of the days, was the light of the sense; the last was the light of reason; and his sabbath work ever since is the illumination of his Spirit. First he breathed light upon the face of the matter or chaos; then he breathed light into the face of man; and still he breatheth and inspireth light into the face of his chosen. The poet that beautified the sect mat was otherwise inferior to the rest saith yet excellently well: It is a pleasure to stand upon the shore and to see ships tossed upon the sea; a pleasure to stand in the window of a castle and to see a battle and the adventures thereof below; but no pleasure is comparable to the standing upon the vantage ground of truth (a hill not to be commanded, and where the air is always clear and serene), and to see the errors and wanderings and mists and tempests in the vale below; so always that this prospect be with pity, and not with swelling or pride. Certainly, it is heaven upon earth to have a man's mind move in charity, rest in providence, and turn upon the poles of truth.
To pass from theological and philosophical truth to the truth of civil business: it will be acknowledged even by those that practice it not that clear and round dealing is the honor of man's nature; and that mixture of falsehood is like alloy in coin of gold and silver, which may make the metal work the better, but it embaseth it. For these winding and crooked courses are the goings of the serpent, which goeth basely upon the belly, and not upon the feet. There is no vice that doth so cover a man with shame as to be found false and perfidious. And therefore Montaigne said prettily, when he inquired the reason why the word of the lie should be such a disgrace and such an odious charge. Saith he, If it be well weighed, to say that a man lieth is as much to say as that he is brave toward God and a coward toward men. For he faces God, and shrinks from man. Surely the wickedness of falsehood and breach of faith cannot possibly be so highly expressed as in that it shall be the last peal to call the judgments of God upon the generations of men; it being foretold that when Christ cometh, he shall not find faith upon the earth.
培根论真理
［英］弗朗西斯·培根
真理只能自我判别，教导人们追寻真理，即对真理的追求；对真理的认知，对真理的信仰，也意味着对真理的享受。这三个要素组成了人性中无比高尚的美德。感性之光是上帝创造世界时创造的第一件东西，最后创造的才是理性之光。上帝精神的再现则是安息日。起初，上帝将光明赋予混乱的物质世界，然后用光明悄然地点亮人类的心灵世界；现在他依然把圣光赐予其所思选的臣民。有一派哲学在其他方面没有什么实际作用，可其中有一位诗人说了一句经典名言：依在海岸边，注视着在大海中飘荡的船帆，是一件快乐的事情；靠在城堡垛口，注视激战中的战场，也是一件快乐的事；但没有什么能赶得上站在真理的前沿（那是一座谁也无法侵占的山岭，那里空气清爽，万籁寂静），观察山谷中的错误、迷茫、薄雾与风暴，那更是叫人欢欣雀跃。并且这种期望的态度是同情，而非自满或自大。的确，假如一个人的想法中满是仁爱，顺应天意，走在真理的前沿，即便生活在人间，也不逊于天堂。
前面讲了神学与哲学意义上的真理，现在来讨论一下日常生活中的真理。品格恶劣，精于世故的人，也被迫接受光明正大——人类的一种崇高品德。虚伪如同用金银合金制成硬币，即便可以增大金属的硬度，却贬低了其内在的真正价值。虚伪与欺诈如同弯曲的小路，唯有走路时依靠肚腹而不是双脚的毒蛇，才选择这条道路。假如一个说谎话、背信弃义的人露出了破绽，由此带来的羞耻感是没有办法掩盖的。因此，蒙田在议论“谎言”一词为何如此让人厌恶时，说过这样一句至理名言：“我们不如这样想，一个人说自己在上帝面前肆意妄为，而在凡人面前却很懦弱，这同说谎没有什么区别。”因为谎言可以面对上帝，却不敢面对凡人。当然，在描述虚伪与背信弃义的危害性时，恳求上帝对世世代代的人类进行裁决，他们无疑是最后的警钟。人们预示：耶稣灵魂来到世上后，他在地球上不会找到丝毫信仰。



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
弗兰西斯·培根（Francis Bacon），英国哲学家、思想家、作家和科学家。他推崇科学、发展科学的进步思想和崇尚知识的进步口号，一直推动着社会的进步。这位一生追求真理的思想家，被马克思称为“英国唯物主义和整个现代实验科学的真正始祖”。培根提出了“知识就是力量”的著名论断，至今都在影响着一代又一代的人。
这篇著名的散文首版于1625年。在这篇文章中，弗兰西斯·培根宣称：哲学与神学意义上的真理，与日常生活中的诚实都是“至高无上的人类美德”。
核心单词
sovereign [ˈsɔvrin] n. 君主，元首
sect [sekt] n. 派别；党派
vantage [ˈvɑːntidʒ] n. 优势；优越的位置
alloy [ˈælɔi] n. 杂质，掺杂物
perfidious [pəːˈfidiəs] adj. 不诚实的；背信弃义的
翻译行不行
It is a pleasure to stand upon the shore and to see ships tossed upon the sea;
 
Certainly, it is heaven upon earth to have a man's mind move in charity, rest in providence, and turn upon the poles of truth.
 
There is no vice that doth so cover a man with shame as to be found false and perfidious.



Random Thoughts on the Window
Qian Zhongshu
It is spring again and the window can be left open as often as one would like. As spring comes in through the windows, so people—unable to bear staying inside any longer—go outdoors. The spring outside, however, is much too cheap, for the sun shines on everything, and so does not seem as bright as that which shoots into the darkness of the house. Outside the sun-slothed breeze blows everywhere, but it is not so lively as that which stirs the gloominess inside the house. Even the chirping of the birds sounds so thin and broken that the quietness of the house is needed to set it off. It seems that spring was always meant to be put behind a windowpane for show, just like a picture in a frame.
At the same time it also becomes clear that the door has a different significance from the window. Of course, doors were made for people to pass through; but a window can also sometimes serve as an entrance or as an exit, and is used as such by thieves and by lovers in novels. In fact the fundamental difference between a door and a window has nothing to do with them being either entrances or exits. When it comes to the admiration of spring, it could be put this way: a door makes it possible for one to go out, whereas a window makes it possible for one not to have to. A window helps to pull down the partition between man and nature. It leads breezes and sunlight in, and keeps part of the spring in the house. It allows one to sit and enjoy the spring in peace, and makes it unnecessary to go looking for it outside.
窗
钱钟书
又是春天，窗子可以常开了。春天从窗外进来，人在屋子里坐不住，就从门里出去。不过屋子外的春天太贱了！到处是阳光，不像射破屋里阴深得那样明亮；到处是给太阳晒得懒洋洋的风，不像搅动屋里沉闷的那样有生气。就是鸟语，也似乎琐碎而单薄，需要屋里的寂静来做衬托。我们因此明白，春天是该镶嵌在窗子里看的，好比画配了框子。
同时，我们悟到，门和窗有不同的意义。当然，门是造了让人出进的。但是，窗子有时也可作为进出口用，譬如小偷或小说里私约的情人就喜欢爬窗子。所以窗子和门的根本分别，决不仅是有没有人进来出去。若据赏春一事来看，我们不妨这样说：有了门，我们可以出去；有了窗，我们可以不必出去。窗子打通了大自然和人的隔膜，把风和太阳逗引进来，使屋子里也关着一部分春天，让我们安坐了享受，无需再到外面去找。



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
钱钟书（1910—1998），著名学者、作家、古典文学研究家。
钱钟书先生的这篇散文说的是窗子，但其用意绝不仅是说说窗子而已，而是要以窗子来比喻生活、比喻人生。从语言上看，《窗》延续了一贯的钱派手法，用词平实、普通，没有复杂的结构，从容地叙述、说理，却又紧扣主题。
核心单词
stir [stəː] v. 搅拌，搅动
chirp [tʃəːp] v. （小鸟）发啁啾声；（昆虫）发唧唧声
frame [freim] n. 架构，骨架；结构
partition [pɑːˈtiʃən] n. 分开；分割；划分
breeze [briːz] n. 微风，和风
翻译行不行
It is spring again and the window can be left open as often as one would like.
 
It seems that spring was always meant to be put behind a windowpane for show, just like a picture in a frame.
 
It allows one to sit and enjoy the spring in peace, and makes it unnecessary to go looking for it outside.



流年似水
Those flowing time



The Sight of Father's Back
Zhu Ziqing
It is more than two years since I saw my father last time, and what I can never forget is the sight of his back. In the winter of more than two years ago, grandma died and father lost his job. Misfortunes never come singly. I left Beijing for Xuzhou to join father in hastening home to attend grandma's funeral. When I met father in Xuzhou, the sight of the disorderly mess in his courtyard and the thought of grandma started tears trickling down my cheeks. Father said, "That things have come to such a pass, now not be too sad. Fortunately, Heaven always leaves one a way out."
After arriving home, father sold out all the family belongings in order to pay off the debts. He also borrowed money to meet the funeral expenses. Between grandma's funeral and father's unemployment, our family was then in reduced circumstances. After the funeral was over, father was to go to Nanjing to look for a job and I was to return to Beijing to study, so we started out together.
I spent the first day in Nanjing strolling about with some friends at their invitation. The next morning, I'd ferry across the river to Pukou, and, from there, catch an afternoon train for Beijing. Father said he was too busy to go and see me off at the railway station, but would ask a hotel waiter that he knew to accompany me there instead. He urged the waiter again and again to take good care of me, but still did not quite trust him. He hesitated for quite a while about what to do. As a matter of fact, nothing would matter at all because I was already twenty then and had gone to Beijing quite a few times. After some wavering, he finally decided that he himself would accompany me to the station. I repeatedly tried to talk him out of it, but he only said, "never mind! It won't be comfortable for them to go there!"
We entered the railway station after crossing the river. While I was at the booking office buying a ticket, father saw to my luggage. There was quite a bit of luggage and he had to bargain with the porter over the fee. I was then such a smart-aleck that I frowned upon the way father was haggling and on the verge of chipping in a few words when the bargain was finally clinched. Getting on the train with me, he picked me a seat close to the carriage door. I put on the brownish fur-lined overcoat he had tailor-made for me. He told me to be watchful on the way and be careful not to catch cold at night. He also asked the train attendants to take good care of me. I sniggered at father for being so impractical; for it was utterly useless to entrust me to those attendants, who cared for nothing but money. Besides, it was certainly no problem for a person of my age to look after himself. Oh, when I come to think of it, I can see how smarty I was in those days!
I said, "Dad, you might leave now." But he looked out of the window and said, "I'm going to buy you some tangerines. You just stay here. Don't move around." I caught sight of several vendors waiting for customers outside the railings beyond a platform. But to reach that platform would require crossing the railway track and doing some climbing up and down. That would be a strenuous job for father, who was fat. I wanted to do all that myself, but he stopped me, so I could do nothing but let him go. I watched him hobble towards the railway track in his black skullcap, black cloth mandarin jacket and dark blue cotton-padded cloth ling gown. He had little trouble climbing down the railway track, but it was a lot more difficult for him to climb up that platform after crossing the railway track. His hands held onto the upper part of the platform, his legs huddled up and his corpulent body tipped slightly towards the left, obviously making an enormous exertion. While I was watching him from behind, tears gushed from my eyes. I quickly wiped them away lest he or others should catch me crying. The next moment when I looked out of the window again, father was already on the way back, holding bright red tangerines in both hands. In crossing the railway track, he first put the tangerines on the ground, climbed down slowly and then picked them up again. When he came near the train, I hurried out to help him by the hand. After boarding the train with me, he laid all the tangerines on my overcoat, and patting the dirt off his clothes, he looked somewhat relieved and said after a while, "I must be going now. Don't forget to write me from Beijing!" I gazed after his back retreating out of the carriage. After a few steps, he looked back at me and said, "Go back to your seat. Don't leave your things alone." I, however, did not go back to my seat until his figure was lost among crowds of people hurrying to and fro and no longer visible. My eyes were again wet with tears.
In recent years, I have been living an unsettled life, so did my father, and the circumstances of our family going from bad to worse. Father left home to make a life when young and did achieve quite a few things all on his own. To think that he should now be so downcast in old age—the discouraging state of affairs filled him with an uncontrollable feeling of deep sorrow, and his pent-up emotion had to find a vent. That is why even more domestic trivialities would often make him angry, and meanwhile he became less and less nice with me. However, the separation of the last two years has made him more forgiving towards me. He keeps thinking about me and my son. After I arrived in Beijing, he wrote me a letter, in which he says, "I'm all right except for a severe pain in my arm. I even have trouble using chopsticks or writing brushes. Perhaps it won't be long now before I depart this life." Through the glistening tears which these words had brought to my eyes I again saw the back of father's corpulent form in the dark blue cotton-padded cloth long gown and the black cloth mandarin jacket. Oh, I'm not sure when I could see him again!
背影
朱自清
我与父亲不相见已二年余了，我最不能忘记的是他的背影。那年冬天，祖母死了，父亲的差使也交卸了，正是祸不单行的日子，我从北京到徐州，打算跟着父亲奔丧回家。到徐州见着父亲，看见满院狼藉的东西，又想起祖母，不禁簌簌地流下眼泪。父亲说：“事已如此，不必难过，好在天无绝人之路！”
父亲回家变卖典质，父亲还了亏空；又借钱办了丧事。这些日子，家中光景很是惨淡，一半为了丧事，一半为了父亲的赋闲。丧事完毕，父亲要到南京谋事，我也要回北京念书，我们便同行。
到南京时，有朋友约去游逛，勾留了一日；第二日上午便须渡江到浦口，下午上车北去。父亲因为事忙，本已说定不送我，叫旅馆里一个熟识的茶房陪我同去。他再三嘱咐茶房，甚是仔细。但他还是不放心，怕茶房不妥帖：颇踌躇了一会。其实我那年已二十岁，北京已来往过两三次，是没有什么要紧的了。他踌躇了一会，终于决定还是自己送我去。我两三回劝他不必去；他只说：“不要紧，他们去不好！”
我们过了江，进了车站。我买票，他忙着照顾行李。行李太多了，得向脚夫行些小费，才可过去。他便又忙着和他们讲价钱。我那时真是聪明过分，总觉他说话不大漂亮，非自己插嘴不可。但他终于讲定了价钱，就送我上车。他给我拣定了靠车门的一张椅子；我将他给我做的紫毛大衣铺好座位。他嘱我路上小心，夜里要警醒些，不要受凉。又嘱托茶房好好照应我。我心里暗笑他的迂；他们只认得钱，托他们真是白托！而且我这样大年纪的人，难道还不能料理自己么？唉，我现在想想，那时真是太聪明了！
我说道：“爸爸，你走吧。”他往车外看了看，说，“我买几个橘子去。你就在此地，不要走动。”我看那边月台的栅栏外有几个卖东西的等着顾客。走到那边月台，须穿过铁道，须跳下去又爬上去。父亲是一个胖子，走过去自然要费事些。我本来要去的，他不肯，只好让他去。我看见他戴着黑布小帽，穿着黑布大马褂，深青布棉袍，蹒跚地走到铁道边，慢慢探身下去，尚不大难。可是他穿过铁道，要爬上那边月台，就不容易了。他用两手攀着上面，两脚再向上缩；他肥胖的身子向左微倾，显出努力的样子。这时我看见他的背影，我的泪很快地流下来了。我赶紧拭干了泪，怕他看见，也怕别人看见。我再向外看时，他已抱了朱红的橘子往回走了。过铁道时，他先将橘子散放在地上，自己慢慢爬下，再抱起橘子走。到这边时，我赶紧去搀他。他和我走到车上，将橘子一股脑儿放在我的皮大衣上。于是扑扑衣上的泥土，心里很轻松似的，过一会儿说：“我走了，到那边来信！”我望着他走出去。他走了几步，回过头看见我，说：“进去吧，里边没人。”等他的背影混入来来往往的人里，再找不着了，我便进来坐下，我的眼泪又来了。
近几年来，父亲和我都是东奔西走，家中光景是一日不如一日。他少年出外谋生，独自支持，做了许多大事。哪知老境却如此颓唐！他触目伤怀，自然情不能自己。情郁于中，自然要发之于外；家庭琐屑便往往触他之怒。他待我渐渐不同往日。但最近两年的不见，他终于忘却我的不好，只是惦记着我，惦记着我的儿子。我北来后，他写了一信给我，信中说道，“我身体平安，唯膀子疼痛厉害，举箸提笔，诸多不便，大约大去之期不远矣。”我读到此处，在晶莹的泪光中，又看见那肥胖的，青布棉袍，黑布马褂的背影。唉！我不知何时再能与他相见！



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
朱自清（1898～1948），原名朱自华，字佩弦，号秋实。现代著名散文家、诗人、学者。朱自清的散文素朴缜密、清隽沉郁，以语言洗练、文笔清丽著称，极富真情实感。
《背影》作于1925年10月。该文描述了在家庭遭变故的情况下，父亲送别儿子的经过。通过朴素真切的语言，表达了父亲的一片爱子之心和儿子对父亲的思念之情。
核心单词
mess [mes] n. 困境，狼狈的处境
strolling [ˈstrəuliŋ] adj. 闲逛
luggage [ˈlʌɡidʒ] n. 行李
snigger [ˈsniɡə] n. 窃笑；暗笑
corpulent [ˈkɔːpjulənt] adj. 肥胖的
tangerine [tændʒəˈriːn] n. 橘子
separation [sepəˈreiʃən] n. 分开；分离
翻译行不行
It is more than two years since I saw my father last time, and what I can never forget is the sight of his back.
 
While I was at the booking office buying a ticket, father saw to my luggage.
 
In recent years, I have been living an unsettled life, so did my father, and the circumstances of our family going from bad to worse.



In Search Of Lost Time
Marcel Proust
Can it really be sixty-two years ago that I first saw you?
It is truly a lifetime, I know. But as I gaze into your eyes now, it seems like only yesterday that I first saw you, in that small cafe in Hanover Square.
From the moment I saw you smile, as you opened the door for that young mother and her newborn baby. I knew. I knew that I wanted to share the rest of my life with you.
I still think of how foolish I must have looked, as I gazed at you, that first time. I remember watching you intently, as you took off your hat and loosely shook your short dark hair with your fingers. I felt myself becoming immersed in your every detail, as you placed your hat on the table and cupped your hands around the hot cup of tea, gently blowing the steam away with your pouted lips.
From that moment, everything seemed to make perfect sense to me. The people in the cafe and the busy street outside all disappeared into a hazy blur. All I could see was you.
All through my life I have relived that very first day. Many, many times I have sat and thought about that the first day, and how for a few fleeting moments I am there, feeling again what is like to know true love for the very first time. It pleases me that I can still have those feelings now after all those years, and I know I will always have them to comfort me.
Not even as I shook and trembled uncontrollably in the trenches, did I forget your face. I would sit huddled into the wet mud, terrified, as the hails of bullets and mortars crashed down around me. I would clutch my rifle tightly to my heart, and think again of that very first day we met. I would cry out in fear, as the noise of war beat down around me. But, as I thought of you and saw you smiling back at me, everything around me would be become silent, and I would be with you again for a few precious moments, far from the death and destruction. It would not be until I opened my eyes once again, that I would see and hear the carnage of the war around me.
I cannot tell you how strong my love for you was back then, when I returned to you on leave in the September, feeling battered, bruised and fragile. We held each other so tight I thought we would burst. I asked you to marry me the very same day and I whooped with jy when you looked deep into my eyes and said "yes" to being my bride.
I'm looking at our wedding photo now, the one on our dressing table, next to your jewellery box. I think of how young and innocent we were back then. I remember being on the church steps grinning like a Cheshire cat, when you said how dashing and handsome I looked in my uniform. The photo is old and faded now, but when I look at it, I only see the bright vibrant colors of our youth. I can still remember every detail of the pretty wedding dress your mother made for you, with its fine delicate lace and pretty pearls. If I concentrate hard enough, I can smell the sweetness of your wedding bouquet as you held it so proudly for everyone to see.
I remember being so over enjoyed, when a year later, you gently held my hand to your waist and whispered in my ear that we were going to be a family.
I know both our children love you dearly; they are outside the door now, waiting.
Do you remember how I panicked like a mad man when Jonathon was born? I can still picture you laughing and smiling at me now, as I clumsily held him for the very first time in my arms. I watched as your laughter faded into tears, as I stared at him and cried my own tears of joy.
Sarah and Tom arrived this morning with little Tessie. Can you remember how we both hugged each other tightly when we saw our tiny granddaughter for the first time? I can't believe she will be eight next month. I am trying not to cry, my love, as I tell you how beautiful she looks today in her pretty dress and red shiny shoes, she reminds me so much of you that first day we met. She has her hair cut short now, just like yours was all those years ago. When I met her at the door her smile wrapped around me like a warm glove, just like yours used to do, my darling.
I know you are tired, my dear, and I must let you go. But I love you so much it hurts to do so.
As we grew old together, I would tease you that you had not changed since we first met. But it is true, my darling. I do not see the wrinkles and grey hair that other people see. When I look at you now, I only see your sweet tender lips and youthful sparkling eyes as we sat and had out first picnic next to that small stream, and chased each other around that big old oak tree. I remember wishing those first few days together would last forever. Do you remember how exciting and wonderful those days were?
I must go now, my darling. Our children are waiting outside. They want to say goodbye to you.
I wipe the tears away from my eyes and bend my frail old legs down to the floor, so that I can kneel beside you. I lean close to you and take hold of your hand and kiss your tender lips for the very fast time.
Sleep peacefully my dear.
I am sad that you had to leave me, but please don't worry. I am content, knowing I will be with you soon. I am too old and too empty now to live much longer without you.
I know it won't be long before we meet again in that small cafe in Hanover Square.
Goodbye, my darling wife.
追忆似水年华
［法］马塞尔·普鲁斯特
我们初次相遇，难道真的是62年前吗？
年华似水，倏忽间我们已相携一世。望着你的眼睛，当年的邂逅历历如在昨昔，就在汉诺威广场的那间小咖啡馆里。
从见到你的那一刻起，那一刻你正为一位年轻的母亲和她的小宝宝开门，当那一刻看到你的盈盈笑靥，我就明白我只愿与你执手携老，共度今生。
我仍然不时想起，那天自己那样地盯着你，一定很傻；就那样情不自禁怔怔地望着你，追随你摘下小帽，用手指松了松短短的黑发，追随你把帽子放在桌前，双手捧起暖暖的茶杯，追随你微撅的樱唇，轻轻吹走飘腾的热气，我的目光始终追随着你，感觉自己在你的温柔举止间慢慢融化。
从那一刻起，对我来说，一切似乎都变得完美了。咖啡馆里的来来往往和外面闹市的熙熙攘攘忽然都模糊了起来，我眼里能看到的，只有你。
光阴似箭，那一天却不断在我的记忆里重演，鲜活如初。多少次我再次坐下，不断追忆那天的点滴，不断回味那些飞纵的瞬间，重新体会一见钟情的美丽。岁月的流逝却并没有带走我的爱恋感觉，这些体验会永远伴随我，安抚我的寥寥余生。
即使是当我在战壕中控制不住地颤抖，我也不曾忘记你的容颜。我蜷缩在稀泥中，身边是枪林弹雨，弥漫硝烟，我把步枪紧紧地攥在胸前，一颗惊恐不安的心，还是想起了我们初识的那一天。身旁战火纷飞，恐惧让我想要大声呼叫，直到想起你，仿佛见到你在我身后盈盈浅笑，战场忽然沉寂下来，在这珍贵的瞬间，我觉得自己暂时远离了毁灭和死亡，飞向你的身旁。我拼命想留住这美好，直到睁开眼，周围却依然是血与火的生死战场。
九月休假回到你身边，我疲惫而脆弱，没能告诉你战火纷飞时我对你的爱有多深。我们只能紧紧拥抱在一起，仿佛要把对方挤碎。也就在那天，面对我的求婚，你深深凝望我的眼睛，答应做我的新娘，而我早已欢喜地大喊大叫。
我现在正看着我们的结婚照片，总是放在梳妆台上的那张，就在你的首饰盒旁。那时候，我们多么年轻、多么纯真。我记得我们站在教堂的台阶上，开心得像一对甜蜜的鸳鸯，你还说我穿着制服多么英武俊朗。照片已经旧得泛黄了，但我看到的，却只有当年青春的明媚姿彩。我仍然记得你母亲为你做的那件新娘礼服，那些精致的花边和漂亮的珠饰。让我再想一想，我还能闻到那婚礼花束的甜香，你那么骄傲地捧着花，让每一个人分享你的幸福时光。
一年后，你轻轻地把我的手放到你的腹前，对着我的耳朵悄悄透露这个让我欣喜若狂的好消息：我们就快有宝宝啦。
我知道我们的孩子都深深地爱你，他们现在就在门外等候。
你还记得乔纳森出生的时候我那手足无措的慌张样子吗？当我笨拙地把他抱在怀里，我还记得你笑话我的样子，我看着他，我们都情不自禁地迸出了开心的泪花。
今天早晨萨拉和汤姆带着小缇西也赶到了。你还记得吗？第一次看到这个可爱的小孙女，我俩高兴地紧紧拥抱。真让人难以相信，她下个月就8岁了。亲爱的，我不得不忍住眼泪告诉你，小家伙今天穿着漂亮的裙子，闪亮的红色小鞋，让我立刻想起当年相遇时的你，连她的短发也像极了年轻的你。当我在门口看到她的时候，她的笑容暖人心脾，这竟然也和你一模一样。
我明白，亲爱的，你累了，我应该让你离开。可是爱人即逝，孤侣何伤！
这些年我们相濡以沫，白首到老，我总是逗你说你的容颜依然如昔。可这是真的，亲爱的，我真的见不到他人眼里的皱纹和白发。现在我望着你，也还是只能看到你娇嫩温柔的红唇和秋水流盼的眼眸，仿佛我们第一次在那条小溪边野餐，在那棵巨大的老橡树旁追逐嬉戏。那时候我们刚刚在一起，总是盼望那样的日子生生世世，你还记得吗？那些日子是多么激情荡漾，让人不忍回首……
亲爱的，我应该走了。孩子们都等在外面，他们要和你道别。
我擦去了眼角的泪，跪在你的身边，轻轻靠近你，握住你的双手，最后一次吻你。
亲爱的，安心地睡吧。
这分离扯碎了我的心。别担心，我很快就会来陪伴你。生死茫茫，尘世间没有你，这满腔的衷肠凭谁倾诉？这形单影只的寂寥复有何欢？
很快，我们就能在汉诺威广场的那间小咖啡馆里再相逢。
再会了，我的爱妻。



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
马塞尔·普鲁斯特（Marcel Proust），法国20世纪伟大的小说家，意识流小说流派的开山鼻祖。1984年6月被法国《读书》杂志评选为法国、西班牙、联邦德国、英国、意大利等欧洲国家的“最伟大作家”之一。普鲁斯特的特色在于他精细地描写每一个感知、每一个人物、每一个寓言，而且在他的书中能感觉到那流动的真实感，从他的童年到青年都有可追踪的痕迹。
《追忆似水年华》以独特的艺术形式，表现了文学创作上的新观念和新技巧。小说以追忆的手段，借助超越时空概念的潜在意识，不时交叉地重现已逝去的岁月，从中抒发了对故人、往事的无限怀念和难以排遣的惆怅。
核心单词
intently [inˈtentli] adv. 专心地，专注地
pout [paut] v. 板脸，不高兴
hazy [ˈheizi] adj. 模糊的，朦胧的
vibrant [ˈvaibrənt] adj. 振动的；颤动的
clumsily [ˈklʌmzili] adv. 笨拙地；粗陋地
chase [tʃeis] v. 追逐；追捕
翻译行不行
It is truly a lifetime, I know.
 
Not even as I shook and trembled uncontrollably in the trenches, did I forget your face.
 
I wipe the tears away from my eyes and bend my frail old legs down to the floor, so that I can kneel beside you.



The Giving Tree
Shel Silverstein
A long time ago, there was a huge apple tree. A little boy loved to come and play around it every day. He climbed to the treetop, ate the apples, took a nap under the shadow... He loved the tree and the tree loved to play with him.
Time went by... The little boy had grown up and he no longer played around the tree.
One day, the boy came back to the tree and looked sad. "Come and play with me," the tree asked the boy.
"I am no longer a kid; I don't play around trees anymore," the boy replied, "I want toys. I need money to buy them."
"Sorry, but I don't have money... but you can pick all my apples and sell them. So, you will have money." The boy was so excited. He picked all the apples on the tree and left happily. The boy didn't come back after he picked the apples.
The tree was sad.
One day, the boy returned and the tree was so excited. "Come and play with me," the tree said.
"I don't have time to play. I have to work for my family. We need a house for shelter. Can you help me?" "Sorry, I don't have a house. But you can cut off my branches to build your house." So the boy cut all the branches of the tree and left happily.
The tree was glad to see him happy but the boy didn't appear since then. The tree was again lonely and sad.
One hot summer day, the boy returned and the tree was delighted. "Come and play with me!" the tree said.
"I am sad and getting old. I want to go sailing to relax myself. Can you give me a boat?" "Use my trunk to build the boat. You can sail and be happy." So the boy cut the tree trunk to make a boat. He went sailing and did not show up for a long time.
Finally, the boy returned after he left for so many years. "Sorry, my boy. But I don't have anything for you any more. No more apples for you," the tree said. "I don't have teeth to bite," the boy replied. "No more trunk for you to climb on." "I am too old for that now," the boy said. "I really want to give you something... the only thing left is my dying roots," the tree said with tears. "I don't need much now, just a place to rest. I am tired after all these years," the boy replied. "Good! Old tree roots are the best place to lean on and rest. Come here, please sit down with me and have a rest." The boy sat down and the tree was glad and smiled with tears...
This is a story of everyone. The tree is our parents. When we were young, we loved to play with Mom and Dad... When we grow up, we leave them, and only come to them when we need something or when we are in trouble. No matter what, parents will always be there and give everything they could to make you happy. You may think that the boy is cruel to the tree but that's how all of us are treating our parents.
爱心树
［美］谢尔·希尔弗斯坦
很久以前，有一株高大繁茂的苹果树。一个小男孩每天都喜欢到树下玩耍。他爬上树梢，美美地摘下树上的苹果吃，吃完了就在树荫里打盹儿……他爱树，树也爱和他玩耍。
日子一天天过去……小男孩长大了，很久不再来和树玩耍。
一天，小男孩来到树旁，他看起来很不开心。“和我玩吧。”树说。
“我不再是小孩子了，不会再和你玩了。”男孩答道，“我想要玩具。我需要钱来买。”
“对不起，我没有钱……但是你可以把我的苹果都摘下来拿去卖掉。这样，你就有钱了。”男孩很兴奋，他摘下所有的苹果，高高兴兴地走了。从那以后很久没有回来。
树很伤心。
一天，男孩回来了，树好高兴。“来和我玩吧。”树说。
“我没有时间，我得干活养家，我们需要一所房子遮蔽风雨，你能帮我吗？”“对不起，我没有房子。但是你可以砍下我的树枝去建一所房子。”于是，男孩砍下所有的树枝，高高兴兴地走了。
看到男孩开心，树也好开心，但是从那时起男孩很久没再来过。树又变得孤独、伤心起来。
盛夏的一天，男孩回来了，树好高兴。“来和我玩吧！”树说。“我不快乐，我开始老了，我想去航海放松自己，你能给我一条船吗？”“用我的树干造一条船吧，你就能航海了，你会快乐的。”于是，男孩锯下所有的树干做成一条船。他航海去了，之后很久没有出现。
许多年过去了，男孩终于回来了。“对不起，我的孩子。我再也没有任何东西可以给你了，我没有苹果了。”树说。“我也没有牙齿咬了。”男孩答道。“我没有树枝让你爬了。”“我也太老了，爬不动了。”男孩说。“我真想为你做些什么，可我只剩下快要死去的树桩了。”树含着泪说。“现在我什么也不需要了，只想有一个休息的地方就好。经过这么多年，我累了。”男孩答道。“太好了！老树桩就是倚着休息最好的地方。来吧，快坐到我身上来休息吧。”于是，男孩坐下来，树好高兴，它笑了，脸上挂着泪……
这是我们每个人的故事。树就是我们的父母。小时候，我们喜欢和爸爸妈妈一起玩耍……长大后，便离开他们，只在我们有需要或遇到困难时才会想到他们。尽管如此，为了使我们幸福，父母总会守候着我们，心甘情愿地付出一切。你也许觉得那个男孩太残忍，但是我们不就在那样对待我们的父母吗？



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
谢尔·希尔弗斯坦（Shel Silverstein），美国人，集漫画家、作家、诗人和作曲家于一身，尤以创作儿童文学而著名。他的作品幽默、温馨，简单朴实的文字蕴含着无限的人生哲学。
作者在文中把父母比作树，把果实、树枝、树干所有的一切都无条件给了子女。故事带给我们深深的感动。爱情和友情都有可能消逝，唯有父母亲情总是不改为子女牺牲的初衷，永伴我们左右。
核心单词
treetop [triːtɔp] n. 树梢
branch [brɑːntʃ] n. 树枝；枝
trunk [trʌŋk] n. 树干
bite [bait] v. 咬；啃
cruel [ˈkruəl] adj. 残忍的，残酷的
翻译行不行
Time went by... The little boy had grown up and he no longer played around the tree.
 
The boy didn't come back after he picked the apples.
 
No matter what, parents will always be there and give everything they could to make you happy.



Wonderful... Lousy...
Budd Schulberg
When I was eight or nine years old, I wrote my first poem.
At that time my father was head of Paramount Studios. My mother was involved in various intellectual projects.
My mother read the little poem and began to cry, "Buddy, you didn't really write this beautiful, beautiful poem!"
I stammered that I had. She poured out her praise. Why, this poem was nothing short of genius!
I glowed. "What time will Father be home?" I asked. I could hardly wait to show him.
I spent the best part of that afternoon preparing for his arrival. First, I wrote the poem out in my finest flourish. Then I crayoned an elaborate border around it that would do justice to its brilliant content. As seven o'clock drew near, I confidently placed it on my father's plate on the dining-room table.
But my father did not return at seven. I could hardly stand the suspense. I admired my father. He had begun his motion—picture career as a writer. He would be able to appreciate this wonderful poem of mine even more than my mother.
This evening when my father burst in, his mood seemed even more thunderous than usual. An hour late for dinner, he could not sit down but circled the long dining room table with a drink in his hand, calling down terrible oaths on his employees.
He wheeled in his pacing, paused and glared at his plate. There was a suspenseful silence. "What is this?" He was reaching for my poem.
"Ben, a wonderful thing has happened," my mother began, "Buddy has written his first poem! And it's beautiful, absolutely amazing..."
"If you don't mind, I'd like to decide for myself," father said.
I kept my face lowered to my plate as he read that poem. It was only ten lines. But it seemed to take hours. I remember wondering why it was taking so long. I could hear my father breathing. Then I could hear him dropping the poem back on the table. Now came the moment of decision.
"I think it's lousy," he said.
I couldn't look up. My eyes were getting wet.
"Ben, sometimes I don't understand you," my mother said. "This is just a little boy. These are the first lines of poetry he's ever written. He needs encouragement."
"I don't know why," My father held his ground, "Isn't there enough lousy poetry in the world already? No law says Buddy has to become a poet."
They quarreled over it. I couldn't stand it anther second. I ran from the dining room bawling. Up in my room I threw myself on the bed and sobbed.
That may have been the end of the anecdote, but not of its significance for me. Inevitably the family wounds healed. My mother began talking to my father again. I even began writing poetry again, though I dared not expose it to my father.
A few years later I took a second look at that first poem; it was a pretty lousy poem. After a while, I worked up the courage, to show him something new, a short story. My father thought it was overwritten but not hopeless. I was learning to rewrite. And my mother was learning that she could criticize me without crushing me. You might say we were all learning. I was going on.
But it wasn't until years later that the true meaning of that painful "first poem" experience dawned on me. As it became clearer and clearer to me how fortunate I had been. I had a mother who said, "Buddy, did you really write this? I think it's wonderful!" and a father who shook his head no and drove me to tears with "I think it's lousy," A writer—in fact every one of us in life—needs that loving force from which all creation flows. Yet alone that force is incomplete, even misleading, balance of the force that cautions, "Watch. Listen. Review. Improve."
Sometimes you find these opposing forces in associates, friends, loved ones. But finally you must balance these opposites within yourself: first, the confidence to go forward, to do, to become; second, the tempering of self-approval with hardheaded, realistic self-appraisal.
Those conflicting but complementary voices of my childhood echo down through the years—wonderful... lousy... wonderful... lousy—like two opposing winds battering me. I try to navigate my craft so as not to capsize before either.
精彩极了……糟糕透了……
［美］巴德·舒尔伯格
当我八九岁的时候，写了生平第一首诗。
那时，父亲是派拉蒙电影制片厂的厂长，母亲从事文化事业。
母亲读完这首小诗后喊道：“巴蒂，难以置信你能写出这么美、这么美的诗！”
我结结巴巴地说是我写的。她大大地表扬了我一番。天啊，这首诗整个是一个天才的杰作。
我脸上现出愉快的表情。“爸爸什么时候回来？”我问道，我迫不及待地想给他看看。
整个下午的大部分时间我都在为父亲的到来做着准备。我先用最漂亮的花体字抄写了一遍，然后用彩色笔画了一圈儿精美的花边儿，让它与内容相配。当七点将近的时候，我满怀信心地把它摆在餐桌上父亲的餐盘里。
但是七点钟父亲没有回来，我不能耐受这种心悬的感觉。我崇拜父亲，他是以作家的身份开始他的电影生涯的。他会比母亲更能欣赏优美的诗的。
这天晚上，父亲突然闯进家门，他的情绪比往常要暴躁得多。他比通常吃晚饭的时间晚回来一小时，他坐不下来，手拿酒杯围着长餐桌转圈圈，咒骂他的员工。
他走着走着转过身停了下来，盯着他的餐盘。屋里静悄悄的，我的心悬了起来。“这是什么？”他伸手去拿我的诗。
“本，发生了一件了不起的事，”母亲开始说话了，“巴蒂写了他的第一首诗，而且写得很好，绝对出乎意料……”
“如果你不介意，我想自己来判断。”父亲说。
他读诗时，我一直低垂着头，盯着盘子。短短十行诗似乎用了好几个小时，我记得当时不明白他为什么用了这么长的时间。我能听见我父亲的呼吸，接着听见他把诗放回到桌子上，到了作出结论的时候了。
“我认为写得很糟。”他说。
我无法抬起头，两眼开始湿润起来。
“本，有时，我真不理解你，”母亲说道，“他只是个小孩子。这是他平生写的第一首诗，他需要鼓励。”
“我不明白为什么，”父亲仍坚持自己的观点，“难道世界上这样糟糕的诗还不够多吗？没有哪条法律说巴蒂必须成为诗人不可。”
他们为此争吵起来，我再也无法忍受了，哭着跑出餐厅，到楼上我的房间，扑倒在床上抽泣起来。
这件事好像已经过去了，但是它对我的深远意义却没有终结。同往常一样，家庭的创伤已经愈合，母亲又开始与父亲说话了，我也继续写诗，但是我不敢拿给父亲看。
几年以后，当我再读我的第一首诗时，发现它的确写得很糟糕。过了一阵子，我鼓起勇气给父亲看一个新作品——一篇短篇小说。父亲认为写得太累赘，但并不是一无是处。我学着重新写，而母亲也开始学着批评我但又不使我有挫折感。你可以说我们都在学习。那时我快12岁了。
但是直到多年以后我才渐渐地明白了痛苦的“第一首诗”的经历的真正意义，我才越来越明白自己曾经多么幸运。我有一位说“巴蒂，这当真是你写的吗？我觉得很棒”的母亲，还有一位摇头否定说“我认为写的很糟”使我流泪的父亲。一个作家——实际上我们生活中的每一个人——都需要爱的力量作为一切创作的动力，但是仅仅有爱的力量是不完整的，甚至是误导的，平衡的爱应该是告诉对方“观察、倾听、总结、提高。”
有时你会遭遇来自同事、朋友及所热爱的人的反对和压力，但是最终你必须自己平衡这种反对意见：首先要满怀信心向前走，去做该做的事情，去成为想成为的人；其次，调节你的自满情绪，冷静地、现实地评价自己。
那些儿时听到的对立的而又相互补充的声音，多年以来一直在我耳畔回响——精彩极了……糟糕透了……精彩极了……糟糕透了，它们好像两股对立的风吹打在我的身上。我努力驾驶着我的航船，不让他被任何一股风颠覆。



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
巴德·舒尔伯格（Budd Schulberg），美国著名的畅销书作家。他是好莱坞电影制片人本杰明·舒尔伯格之子。他曾在派拉蒙当编剧。他出版的作品有《码头风云》、《醒着的梦》、《我喜欢这个不讨人喜欢的人》等。
在这篇文章中，作者巧妙地把对人生的思考融入到了感性的言辞中，显示出作者深厚的文学底蕴和深邃的思想。在字里行间流露出真实的感受，让我们明白到了一个亘古不变的道理：任何人都不能只活在赞扬中，适时的批评才会让人成长。
核心单词
crayon [ˈkreiən] n. 颜色粉笔；蜡笔
lousy [ˈlauzi] adj. 差劲的；讨厌的
anecdote [ˈænikdəut] n. 轶事，趣闻
associate [əˈsəuʃieit] v. 使联合，使结合
navigate [ˈnæviɡeit] v. 驾驶；操纵；导航
capsize [kæpˈsaiz] v. 使倾覆；弄翻
翻译行不行
I spent the best part of that afternoon preparing for his arrival.
 
I remember wondering why it was taking so long.
 
But it wasn't until years later that the true meaning of that painful "first poem" experience dawned on me.



Love
Eileen Chang
This is real.
There was once a daughter of a tolerably well-off family in the country who was very lovely and sought out by many matchmakers, although nothing had come of their efforts. That year, she was only fifteen or sixteen years old. One spring evening, she stood by the back door, hands resting on a peach tree. She remembered that she was wearing a moon-white tunic. She had seen the young man who lived across the way, but they had never spoken. He walked toward her, came to a halt close by, and said softly: "So you're here, too?" She did not say anything, and he did not say more. They stood for a moment and then went their separate ways.
That was all.
Later, the girl was abducted by a swindler in the family and sold as a concubine in some far-off town, then sold several times more, passing through any number of trials and ordeals. When she was old, she still remembered that incident and often spoke of that evening in spring, the peach tree by the back door, that young man.
When you meet the one among the millions, when amid millions of years, across the borderless wastes of time, you happen to catch him or her, neither a step too early nor a step too late, what else is there to do except to ask softly: "So you're here, too?"
爱
张爱玲
这是真的。
有个村庄的小康之家的女孩子，生得美，有许多人来做媒，但都没有说成。那年她不过十五六岁吧，是春天的晚上，她立在后门口，手扶着桃树。她记得她穿的是一件月白的衫子。对门住的年轻人同她见过面，可是从来没有打过招呼的，他走了过来，离得不远，站定了，轻轻的说了一声：“噢，你也在这里吗？”她没有说什么，他也没有再说什么，站了一会，各自走开了。
就这样就完了。
后来这女子被亲眷拐子卖到他乡外县去作妾，又几次三番地被转卖，经过无数的惊险的风波，老了的时候她还记得从前那一回事，常常说起，在那春天的晚上，在后门口的桃树下，那年轻人。
于千万人之中遇见你所遇见的人，于千万年之中，时间的无涯的荒野里，没有早一步，也没有晚一步，刚巧赶上了，那也没有别的话可说，唯有轻轻地问一声：“噢，你也在这里吗？”



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
张爱玲（Eileen Chang），原名张瑛，1921年生于上海一个没落的官宦之家，其祖父为张佩纶，外曾祖父为李鸿章。她在1943年发表小说《沉香屑·第一炉香》并一举成名，同年发表代表作《金锁记》、《倾城之恋》等。1955年留美定居。1995年9月8日在洛杉矶家中去世，终年75岁。张爱玲写这个故事的时候，正是与胡兰成热恋的时候。张爱玲一直拒绝浪漫，但她与胡兰成的这段热恋，又是她一生中短暂的浪漫时期，几乎是唯一的一次。所以在张爱玲众多作品中，《爱》这篇小散文显示出了别样的风采，如此明亮的诗意，寄托了她此时此刻对爱的理解与感慨、遐思。人在热恋时，对爱的理解与其他时期都有所不同。
核心单词
tolerably [ˈtɔlərəb(ə)li] adv. 可容忍地
matchmaker [ˈmætʃmeikə(r)] n. 媒人
halt [hɔːlt] n. 暂停，停止；终止
abduct [æbˈdʌkt] v. 诱拐；绑架；劫持
concubine [ˈkɔŋkjubain] n. 妾；姘妇
amid [əˈmid] prep. 在……之间；在……之中
翻译行不行
She had seen the young man who lived across the way, but they had never spoken.
 
They stood for a moment and then went their separate ways.
 
When she was old, she still remembered that incident and often spoke of that evening in spring, the peach tree by the back door, that young man.



Thank You for Correcting Me, Sister!
Sister Helen P. Mrosia
He was in the third grade class I taught at Saint Mary's School in Morris, Minnesota. All 34 of my students were dear to me, but Mark Eklund was one in a million. Very neat in appearance, he had that happy-to-be attitude that made even his occasional mischievousness delightful.
Mark also talked incessantly. I tried to remind him again and again that talking without permission was not acceptable. What impressed me so much, though, was the sincere response every time I had to correct him for misbehaving. "Thank you for correcting me, Sister!" I didn't know what to make of it at first, but before long I became accustomed to hearing it many times a day.
One morning my patience was growing thin when Mark talked once too often. I made a novice-teacher's mistake. I looked at Mark and said, "If you say one more word, I am going to tape your mouth shut!"
It wasn't ten seconds later when Chuck blurted out, "Mark is talking again." I hadn't asked any of the students to help me watch Mark, but since I had stated the punishment in front of the class, I had to act on it.
I remember the scene as if it had occurred this morning. I walked to my desk, very deliberately opened the drawer and took out a roll of masking tape. Without saying a word, I proceeded to Mark's desk, tore off two pieces of tape and made a big × with them over his mouth. I then returned to the front of the room.
As I glanced at Mark to see how he was doing, he winked at me. That did it! I started laughing. The entire class cheered as I walked back to Mark's desk, removed the tape and shrugged my shoulders. His first words were "Thank you for correcting me, Sister."
At the end of the year I was asked to teach junior high math. The years flew by, and before I knew it Mark was in my classroom again. He was more handsome than ever and just as polite. Since he had to listen carefully to my instruction in the "new math", he did not talk as much in ninth grade.
One Friday things just didn't feel right. We had worked hard on a new concept all week, and I sensed that the students were growing frustrated with themselves—and edgy with one another. I had to stop this crankiness before it got out of hand. So I asked them to list the names of the other students in the room on two sheets of paper, leaving a space between each name. Then I told them to think of the nicest thing they could say about each of their classmates and write it down.
It took the remainder of the class period to finish the assignment, but as the students left the room, each one handed me their paper. Chuck smiled. Mark said, "Thank you for teaching me, Sister. Have a good weekend."
That Saturday, I wrote down the name of each student on a separate sheet of paper, and I listed what everyone else had said about that individual. On Monday I gave each student his or her list. Some of them ran, two pages. Before long, the entire class was smiling. "Realty?" I heard whispered. "I never knew that meant anything to anyone !" "I didn't know others liked me so much!"
No one ever mentioned those papers in class again. I never knew if they discussed them after class or with their parents, but it didn't matter. The exercise had accomplished its purpose. The students were happy with themselves and one another again.
That group of students moved on. Several years later, after I had returned from a vacation, my parents met me at the airport. As we were driving home, Mother asked the usual questions about the trip: How the weather was, my experiences in general. There was a slight lull in the conversation. Mother gave Dad a sideways glance and simply said, "Dad?" My father cleared his throat, "The Eklunds called last night," he began. "Really?" I said, "I haven't heard from them for several years. I wonder how Mark is." Dad responded quietly, "Mark was killed in Vietnam," he said, "The funeral is tomorrow, and his parents would like it if you could attend." To this day I can still point to the exact spot on 1-494 where Dad told me about Mark.
I had nevel seen a serviceman in a military coffin before. Mark looked so handsome, so mature. All I could think at that moment was, Mark, I would give all the masking tape in the world if only you could talk to me. The church was packed with Mark's friends. Chuck's sister sang "The Battle Hymn of the Republic." Why did it have to rain on the day of the funeral? It was difficult enough at the graveside. The pastor said the usual prayers and the bugler played taps. One by one those who loved Mark took a last walk by the coffin and sprinkled it with holy water.
I was the last one to bless the coffin. As I stood there, one of the soldiers who had acted as a pallbearer came up to me. "Were you Mark's math teacher?" he asked. I nodded as I continued to stare at the coffin. "Mark talked about you a lot," he said.
After the funeral, most of Mark's former classmates headed to Chuck's farmhouse for lunch. Mark's mother and father were there, obviously waiting for me. "We want to show you something," his father said, taking a wallet out of his pocket. "They found this on Mark when he was killed. We thought you might recognize it."
Opening the billfold, he carefully removed two worn pieces of notebook paper that had obviously been taped, folded and refolded many times. I knew without looking that the papers were the ones on which I had listed all the good things each of Mark's classmates had said about him. "Thank you so much for doing that," Mark's mother said, "As you can see, Mark treasured it."
Mark's classmates started to gather around us. Chuck smiled rather sheepishly and said, "I still have my list. It's in the top drawer of my desk at home." John's wife said, "John asked me to put his in our wedding album." "I have mine, too," Marilyn said, "It's in my diary." Then Vicki, another classmate, reached into her pocketbook, took out her wallet and showed her worn and frazzled list to the group. "I can carry this with me at all times," Vicki said without batting an eyelash, "I think we all saved our lists."
That's when I finally sat down cried. I cried for Mark and for all his friends who would never see him again.
修女，谢谢您的指教！
［美］莫丽萨修女
我曾在明尼苏达州莫里斯市的圣玛丽中学带三年级班，班上有34名学生，我都很喜爱。而马克·埃克隆是最特别的一个。他衣冠整洁，有点玩世不恭，甚至偶尔的淘气行为也很招人喜欢。
马克上课时经常说话。我一次次地提醒他，未经允许不能随便讲话。然而使我印象深刻的是，每次我纠正他的不礼貌行为时。他总会真挚地回答：“修女，谢谢您的指教！”最初听到这话时，我简直不知所措。但每天听得多了，很快也就习惯了。
一天早上，马克又不停地说话，我忍无可忍。犯了一个新老师常犯的错误。我盯着马克说：“如果你再多说一个字我就把你的嘴巴用胶带封上！”
10秒钟还不到，查克就大叫：“马克又说话了！”我并没让其他同学帮我监督马克，但既然当着全班学生的面说出了要惩罚他的话，那就一定要执行。
我还清楚地记得当时的情景，仿佛就发生在今天早上：我走上讲台，从容地打开抽屉，拿出胶带，一言不发地走到马克桌前，撕下两片胶带交叉地贴在他的嘴巴上，然后回到讲台。
我瞥了他一眼想看他有何反应，他却冲我眨眨眼。我忍不住笑了，只好走到马克桌前，撕下胶带，无奈地耸耸肩，学生们都笑了。没想到他的第一句话还是：“修女，谢谢您的指教。”
那年年底，我被安排去教初中数学。时光荏苒，一晃几年过去了，马克又成了我们班的学生。他比以前更帅气了，还像以往一样彬彬有礼。因为要细心听我教的“新数学”，九年级的马克不像以前那样爱说话了。
一个星期五，事情很不顺心。整整一星期，我们都在努力学习一个新概念，我感到学生们都有些气馁了，而且急躁易怒。情况变得更糟糕，我必须控制这种焦躁。于是我让学生们在两张纸上列出班上同学的名字，在名字之间留出空白，并想想每位同学的优点，然后写在纸上。
这花去了那节课的剩余时间，当学生们离开教室时，每个人都交上了他们写好的东西。查克面带微笑地看着我。马克对我说：“修女，谢谢您的指教。周末愉快！”
那个周六，我在纸上分别写下了每个学生的名字，并记下他们的优点。星期一，我把这些纸发给每个人，有些人的优点长达两页。不一会儿，全班学生都开心极了。“真的吗？”我听到他们小声议论着，“我从没想过，那对别人如此有意义！”“我从不知道别人这么喜欢我！”
之后，没人再提纸条的事了。我不知道课后他们是否与父母谈过此事，但那并不重要。这次活动已经达到了目的，学生们之间又能相亲相爱，愉快相处了。
这届学生继续升到高年级。几年后，我度假回来，父母到机场接我，开车回家的路上，母亲问了我旅途中诸如天气、经历之类的一些琐事。突然，她停下了，侧脸看了父亲一眼，说：“她爸？”父亲清了下嗓子说道：“埃克隆家昨晚打电话来了。”“真的吗？”我问，“我好几年都没有他们的消息了，不知道马克现在过得怎样。”
父亲很平静，“马克牺牲在越南了。”他说，“葬礼明天举行，他的父母很希望你能参加。”直到现在，我仍清晰记得是在1-494公路上，父亲告诉了我这一噩耗。
我以前从未见过士兵躺在军用灵柩里的样子。马克看上去很英俊、成熟。那一刻，我想到的是：马克，只要你能和我说说话。我愿将世上所有的胶带丢弃。教堂里都是马克的朋友，查克的姐姐唱着《合众国战歌》。为什么非得在葬礼那天下雨？沉重的心已经够难受了。牧师按常规做了祷告，号手吹起了军号。深爱着马克的人们一个接一个地围着棺木走了一圈，并向它洒圣水。
我最后一个向马克的灵柩祝福。站在那里时，一个抬灵柩的士兵走了过来。“您是马克的数学老师吗？”他问我。我点点头，继续盯着灵柩。“马克以前经常提到您。”他说道。
葬礼后，许多马克以前的同学都去查克的农场吃午饭。马克的父母也在那边，显然是在等着我。“我们想给您看些东西，”马克的父亲边说边从口袋里拿出一只皮夹，“马克牺牲时，他的战友在他身上发现的，我们认为您可能认得。”
他打开皮夹，小心翼翼地取出两张破损的笔记本纸，两张纸很明显被经常打开、折起，也用胶带粘过好多次了。不用看内容我就知道是当初我列出同学们说过的关于马克的优点的那两张纸。“很感谢您这么做，”马克的母亲说道，“您看，马克很珍视它。”
马克的同学开始围过来。查克笑着，腼腆地说：“我也保存着那张纸条。放在家里书桌最上层的抽屉里。”约翰的妻子说：“约翰让我把纸条放在我们的结婚相册里。”“我的也还在，”玛丽琳说，“我夹在日记本里。”接着维姬从她的手提包里拿出皮夹，把她那张旧的、磨损的纸条给大家看。“我一直随身带着，”维姬认真地说道，“我想我们每个人都保存着它。”
那一刻我坐下来，哭了，为马克哭泣，也为再也见不到马克的朋友们而哭泣。



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
莫丽萨修女（Sister Helen P. Mrosia），美国著名的小学老师，她独特的教育方法为大家所称赞。她把独特的教育方法以及心得体会记录下来，如今她的很多散文已成为教育界探索教学方法的宝典。
在这篇文章中，作者向我们说明了一个事实：老师的力量总能出乎我们的预料。莫丽萨修女当年一个无心的举动，却使整个班的学生在成长的道路上心存感激，他们是如此珍视朋友间的这份感情。老师让他们重新认识到了自己的可贵之处。多年以后，这份感动仍然伴随着大家。
核心单词
mischievous [ˈmistʃivəs] adj. 恶作剧的；调皮的，淘气的
deliberately [diˈlibərətli] adv. 慎重地；谨慎地
crankiness [ˈkrækinis] n. 任性；古怪
sprinkle [ˈspriŋkl] v. 洒，喷淋；撒
frazzle [ˈfræzl] v. 把……穿破；使……磨损
翻译行不行
I tried to remind him again and again that talking without permission was not acceptable.
 
I remember the scene as if it had occurred this morning.
 
It took the remainder of the class period to finish the assignment, but as the students left the room, each one handed me their paper.



Appointment with Love
García Márquez
Six minutes to six, said the clock over the information booth in New York's Grand Central Station, The tall, young Army lieutenant heart was pounding with a beat. In six minutes he would see the woman who had filled such a special place in his life for the past 13 months, the women he had never seen, yet whose written words had sustained him unfailingly.
Lieutenant Blandford remembered one day in particular, during the worst of the fighting, when his plane had been caught in the midst of a pack of enemy planes. In one of his letters he had confessed to her that he often felt fear, and only a few days before this battle he had received her answer, "Of course you fear... all brave men do. Next time you doubt yourself, I want you to hear my voice reciting to you, 'yeah, though I walk through the Valley of the Shadow of Death, I will fear no evil, for thou art with me.' ..." He had remembered, and it had renewed his strength.
Now he was going to hear her real voice. Four minutes to six.
A girl passed close to him, and Lieutenant Blandford started. She was wearing a flower, but it was not the little red rose they had agreed upon. Besides, this girl was only about 18, and Hollis Meynell had told him she was 30. "What of it?" he had answered, "I'm 32." He was 29.
His mind went back to that book he had read in the training camp. Of Human Bondage it was; and throughout the book were notes in a woman's handwriting. He had never believed that a woman could see into a man's heart so tenderly, so understandingly. Her name was on the book plate: Hollis Meynell. He had got hold of a New York City telephone book and found her address. He had written; she had answered. Next day he had been shipped out, but they had gone on writing.
For 13 months she had faithfully replied, when his letter did not arrive, she wrote any way, and now he believed that he loved her and that she loved him.
But she had refused all his pleas to send him her photograph. She had explained, "If your feeling for me has any reality, what I look like won't matter. Suppose I'm beautiful. I'd always be haunted by the feeling that you had been taking a chance on just that, and that kind of love would disgust me. Suppose I'm plain (and you must admit that this is more likely), then I'd always fear that you were only going on writing because you were lonely and had no one else. No, don't ask for my picture. When you come to New York, you shall see me and then you shall make your decision."
One minute to six... he pulled hard on a cigarette. Then Lieutenant Blandford's heart leaped.
A young woman was coming toward him. Her figure was long and slim; her blond hair lay back in curls over her delicate ears. Her eyes were as blue as flowers, her lips and chin had a gentle firmness. In her pale-green suit, she was like springtime come alive.
He started toward her, forgetting to notice that she was wearing no rose, and as he moved, a small, provocative smile curved her lips.
"Going my way, soldier?" she murmured. He made one step closer to her. Then he saw Hollis Meynell.
She was standing almost directly behind the girl, a woman well past 40, her graying hair tucked under a worn hat. She was more than plump; her thick ankled feet were thrust into low-heeled shoes.
But she wore a red rose on rumpled coat.
The girl in the green suit was walking quickly.
Blandford felt as though he were being split into two, so keen was his desire to follow the girl, yet so deep was his longing for the women whose spirit had truly companioned and upheld his own; and there she stood. He could see her pale, plump face was gentle and sensible; her gray eyes had a warm twinkle.
Lieutenant Blandford did not hesitate. His fingers gripped the worn copy of Human Bondage which was to identify him to her. This would not be love, but it would be something precious, a friendship for which he had been and must ever be grateful...
He squared his shoulders, saluted, and held the book out toward the woman, although even while he spoke he felt the bitterness of his disappointment. "I'm John Blandford, and you... you are Miss Meynell. May... may I take you to dinner?"
The woman smiled. "I don't know what this is all about, son," she answered, "That young lady in the green suit, she begged me to wear this rose on my coat. And she said that if you asked me to go out with you, I should tell you she's waiting for you in that restaurant across the street. She said it was some kind of a test."
爱的约会
［哥伦比亚］加西亚·马尔克斯
在纽约地铁中心总站，咨询处上方的时钟指向了5点54分。年轻高大的陆军中尉抬起黝黑的脸庞，眯着眼睛看上面的时间。一颗心激动得怦怦直跳，6分钟后，他就要见到那个女人了——在过去的13个月里一直占据着他心灵某个特殊位置的女人。虽然他们素未谋面。但她的信却一直是他的精神支柱。
布兰福德中尉记得那天，战斗最艰苦的时刻，他的飞机被敌机重重包围。他曾在一封信里对她坦言他常会感到畏惧。就在战争打响的前几天，他收到了她的回信：“你当然会畏惧，勇士们都会那样。下次在你不自信时，我希望你能听到我为你朗诵的声音：‘啊，是的，尽管我要走过死亡之谷。但我将勇往直前，因为你与我同在。’……”他记得，正是那封信使他重新振作。
此时他就要听到她真实的声音了，还有4分钟就6点了。
一个女孩走近他，布兰福德中尉一惊。她戴着一朵花，但不是他们约好的那种红玫瑰。这女孩只有18岁左右，而霍丽丝·梅内尔告诉过他，她已30岁。“有什么关系呢？”他还回信说，“我32岁，”其实他只有29岁。
他又想到了在训练营时看过的一本书——《人性的枷锁》，书里有一个女人写的批注。他难以相信，一个女人竟能如此透彻地读懂男人的心。书签上有她的名字：霍丽丝·梅内尔。于是他找来一本纽约市电话簿，查到了地址，给她写信并收到了回信。因为执行任务，第二天他就坐船离开了，但他们仍然保持通信。
13个月里，她始终诚挚地给他回信。通常是他的信还未到，她的信就来了。因此，他深信他们彼此深爱着。
然而，她拒绝送他照片，并解释说：“如果你真心对我，我的外表并不重要。如果我长得很漂亮，我会认为，你是爱我的外貌，那样会令我很反感。如果我长相平凡（你必须承认这个更有可能），就会担心你和我通信是因为内心孤独，无人倾诉。别向我要照片。你来纽约时就可以看到我了，可以在那时作出某些决定。”
还有1分钟就6点了……布兰福德猛抽了一口烟，心跳更加快了。
一位年轻的女士向他走来，她身材苗条，金黄的卷发拢在小巧的耳后，双唇红润，下巴精致，眼睛深蓝动人。她穿着淡绿的西装，浑身散发着青春的活力。
他开始向她走去，根本没注意她是否戴着玫瑰花，他走近，看到她嘴角浮起动人的微笑。
“问路吗，军人？”她轻轻地说。他又走近一步，接着，他看到了霍丽丝·梅内尔。
霍丽丝·梅内尔就站在这姑娘的身后，一个40多岁的女人。灰白的头发塞在破旧的帽子下面，很胖，厚实的双脚穿着低跟鞋。
可在她那皱巴巴的外衣上别着一朵红玫瑰。
绿衣女孩匆匆离去。
布兰福德心碎了，他多想跟着那女孩啊，然而他又真切地渴望见这个女人，是她的精神一直陪伴他，激励他。她就站在那里，苍白丰满的面庞，温柔而理性，灰色的眼睛里闪着温和的光芒。
布兰福德没有犹豫，他紧抓着那本破旧的《人性的枷锁》。它是向她证明身份的依据。尽管这不会是爱情，但是是一种珍贵的东西，是他曾经拥有并要感激的友情……
尽管因深深的失望而感到痛苦，布兰福德仍摆正双肩，敬了个礼，然后把书递给那个女人：“我是约翰·布兰福德，您……您是梅内尔女士吧，我可以……可以请您吃饭吗？”
女人微笑着。“孩子，我不明白这是怎么回事。”她说道，“那位穿绿衣服的年轻小姐请求我戴上这朵玫瑰，她说如果你请我一块儿出去，就告诉你，她在街对面的餐厅等你。她说这是一种考验。”



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
加西亚·马尔克斯（García Márquez），哥伦比亚作家、记者和社会活动家。他于1971年获美国哥伦比亚大学名誉文学博士称号。1972年获拉丁美洲文学最高奖——委内瑞拉加列戈斯文学奖，且是1982年诺贝尔文学奖的得主。
文中反复出现的时间让人感受到主人公的紧张和期待，借此展开主人公对往事的回忆，使13个月的交往时间与相约等待的空间相互切换。这种时间与空间的不停交错与切换使情节发展得更加扣人心弦。
核心单词
lieutenant [lefˈtenənt] n. 中尉，少尉
tenderly [ˈtendəli] adv. 温和地，柔和地
haunt [hɔːnt] v. （思想，回忆等）萦绕在…心头；使困扰
provocative [prəˈvɔkətiv] adj. 气人的；挑拨的
twinkle [ˈtwiŋkl] v. 闪烁；闪耀
precious [ˈpreʃəs] adj. 贵重的，宝贵的
翻译行不行
He had never believed that a woman could see into a man's heart so tenderly, so understandingly.
 
I'd always be haunted by the feeling that you had been taking a chance on just that, and that kind of love would disgust me.
 
This would not be love, but it would be something precious, a friendship for which he had been and must ever be grateful...



Every Woman is Beautiful
Anonymous
A little boy asked his mother, "why are you crying?"
"Because I'm a woman," she told him.
"I don't understand," he said.
His mum just hugged him and said, "and you never will."
Later the little boy asked his father, "why does mother seem to cry for no reason?"
"All women cry for no reason," was all his dad could say.
The little boy grew up and became a man, still wondering why women cry.
Finally he put in a call to God; and when God got on the phone, he asked, "God, why do women cry so easily?"
God said, "when I made the woman she had to be special. I made her shoulders strong enough to carry the weight of the world; yet, gentle enough to give comfort.
I gave her an inner strength to endure childbirth and the rejection that many times comes from her children.
I gave her a hardness that allows her to keep going when everyone else gives up, and take care of her family through sickness and fatigue without complaining.
I gave her the sensitivity to love her children under any and all circumstances, even when her child has hurt her very badly.
And finally, I gave her a tear to shed. This is hers exclusively to use whenever it is needed.
You see: the beauty of a woman is not in the clothes she wears, the figure that she carries, or the way she combs her hair. The beauty of a woman must be seen in her eyes, because that is the doorway to her heart and the place where love resides."
Every Woman is beautiful.
每个女人都漂亮
佚　名
一个男孩问他的妈妈，“你为什么要哭呢？”
妈妈说，“因为我是女人啊。”
男孩说，“我不懂。”
妈妈抱起他说，“你永远不会懂的。”
后来小男孩就问他爸爸，“妈妈为什么莫名其妙就哭呢？”
“所有女人都是这样的。”爸爸说。
小男孩长大了，变成了男人，但仍不懂女人为什么要哭。
最后，他打电话给上帝，当上帝拿起电话时，他问道：“上帝，女人为什么那么容易哭泣呢？”
上帝回答说：“当我创造女人时，让她很特别。我使她的肩膀能挑起整个世界的重担；并且又柔情似水。
我让她的内心很坚强，能够承受分娩的痛苦和忍受自己孩子多次的拒绝。
我赋予她耐心，使她在别人放弃的时候继续坚持。并且无怨无悔地照顾着自己的家人，无论是在他们生病时或疲劳时。
我赋予她在任何情况下都会爱孩子的感情，即使她的孩子深深地伤害了她。
然后，我让她可以流泪。只要她愿意，这是她所独有的。
你看，女人的漂亮不是因为她穿的衣服、保持的体型或者她梳头的方式。女人的漂亮必须从她的眼睛中去看，因为那是她心灵的窗户和爱所居住的地方。”
每一个女人都漂亮。



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
正如这篇经典的散文中所说的，女人的漂亮不是因为她穿的衣服、保持的体型或者她梳头的方式。女人的漂亮必须从她的眼睛中去发现，因为那是她心灵的窗户和爱所居住的地方。
核心单词
hug [hʌɡ] v. 紧抱；拥抱；怀抱
strength [streŋθ] n. 力量；实力；效力
endure [inˈdjuə] v. 忍耐，忍受
fatigue [fəˈtiːɡ] n. 疲劳，劳累
doorway [ˈdɔːwei] n. 出入口，门道
翻译行不行
The little boy grew up and became a man, still wondering why women cry.
 
I gave her an inner strength to endure childbirth and the rejection that many times comes from her children.
 
The beauty of a woman must be seen in her eyes, because that is the doorway to her heart and the place where love resides.



Westminster Abbey
Washington Irving
On one of those sober and rather melancholy days, in the latter part of Autumn, when the shadows of morning and evening almost mingle together, and throw a gloom over the decline of the year, I passed several hours in rambling about Westminster Abbey. There was something congenial to the season in the mournful magnificence of the old pile; and, as I passed its threshold, seemed like stepping back into the regions of antiquity, and losing myself among the shades of former ages.
I entered from the inner court of Westminster School, through a long, low, vaulted passage, that had an almost subterranean look, being dimly lighted in one part by circular perforations in the massive walls. Through this dark avenue I had a distant view of the cloisters, with the figure of an old verger, in his black gown, moving along their shadowy vaults, and seeming like a spectre from one of the neighboring tombs. The approach to the abbey through these gloomy monastic remains prepares the mind for its solemn contemplation. The cloisters still retain something of the quiet and seclusion of former days. The gray walls are discolored by damps, and crumbling with age; a coat of hoary moss has gathered over the inscriptions of the mural monuments, and obscured the death's—heads, and other funereal emblems. The sharp touches of the chisel are gone from the rich tracery of the arches; the roses which adorned the key-stones have lost their leafy beauty; everything bears marks of the gradual dilapidations of time, which yet has something touching and pleasing in its very decay.
The sun was pouring down a yellow autumnal ray into the square of the cloisters; beaming upon a scanty plot of grass in the center, and lighting up an angle of the vaulted passage with a kind of dusky splendor. From between the arcades, the eye glanced up to a bit of blue sky or a passing cloud, and beheld the sungilt pinnacles of the abbey towering into the azure heaven.
As I paced the cloisters, sometimes contemplating this mingled picture of glory and decay, and sometimes endeavoring to decipher the inscriptions on the tombstones, which formed the pavement beneath my feet, my eye was attracted to three figures, rudely carved in relief, but nearly worn away by the footsteps of many generations. They were the effigies of three of the early abbots; the epitaphs were entirely effaced; the names alone remained, having no doubt been renewed in later times. (Vitalis. Abbas. 1082, and, Gislebert us Crispinus. Abbas. 1114, and Laurentius. Abbas. 1176.) I remained some little while, musing over these casual relics of antiquity, thus left like wrecks upon this distant shore of time, telling no tale but that such beings had been, and had perished; teaching no moral but the futility of that pride which hopes still to exact homage in its ashes and to live in an inscription. A little longer, and even these faint records will be obliterated, and the monument will cease to be a memorial. Whilst I was yet looking down upon these gravestones, I was roused by the sound of the abbey clock, reverberating from buttress to buttress, and echoing among the cloisters. It is almost startling to hear this warning of departed time sounding among the tombs, and telling the lapse of the hour, which, like a billow, has rolled us onward towards the grave. I pursued my walk to an arched door opening to the interior of the abbey. On entering here, the magnitude of the building breaks fully upon the mind, contrasted with the vaults of the cloisters. The eyes gaze with wonder at clustered columns of gigantic dimensions, with arches springing from mem to such an amazing height; and man wandering about their bases, shrunk into insignificance in comparison with his own hand work. The spaciousness and gloom of this vast edifice produce a profound and mysterious awe. We step cautiously and softly about, as if fearful of disturbing the hallowed silence of the tomb; while every football whispers along the walls, and chatters among the sepulchers, making us more sensible of the quiet we have interrupted.
It seems as if the awful nature of the place presses down upon the soul, and hushes the beholder into noiseless reverence. We feel that we are surrounded by the congregated bones of the great men of past times, who have filled history with their deeds, and the earth with their renown.
And yet it almost provokes a smile at the vanity of human ambition, to see how they are crowded together and jostled in the dust; what parsimony is observed in doling out a scanty nook, a gloomy corner, a little portion of earth, to those, whom, when alive, kingdoms could not satisfy; and how many shapes, and forms, and artifices are devised to catch the casual notice of the passenger, and save from forgetfulness, for a few short years, a name which once aspired to occupy ages of the world's thought and admiration.
...
I continued in this way to move from tomb to tomb, and from chapel to chapel. The day was gradually wearing away; the distant tread of loiterers about the abbey grew less and less frequent; the sweet-tongued bell was summoning to evening prayers; and I saw at a distance the choristers, in their white surplices, crossing the aisle and entering the choir. I stood before the entrance to Henry the Seventh's chapel. A flight of steps lead up to it, through a deep and gloomy, but magnificent arch. Great gates of brass, richly and delicately wrought, turn heavily upon their hinges, as if proudly reluctant to admit the feet of common mortals into this most gorgeous of sepulchres.
On entering, the eye is astonished by the pomp of architecture, and the elaborate beauty of sculptured detail. The very walls are wrought into universal ornament, incrusted with tracery, and scooped into niches, crowded with the statutes of saints and martyrs. Stone seems, by the cunning labor of the chisel, to have been robbed of its weight and density, suspended aloft, as if by magic, and the fretted roof achieved with the wonderful minuteness and airy security of a cobweb.
Along the sides of the chapel are the lofty stalls of the Knights of the Bath, richly carved of oak, though with the grotesque decorations of Gothic architecture. On the pinnacles of the stalls are affixed the helmets and crests of the knights, with their scarfs and swords; and above them are suspended their banners, emblazoned with armorial bearings, and contrasting the splendor of gold and purple and crimson with the cold gray fretwork of the roof. In the midst of this grand mausoleum stands the sepulchre of its founder—his effigy, with that of his queen, extended on a sumptuous tomb, and the whole surrounded by a superbly wrought brazen railing.
There is a sad dreariness in this magnificence: this strange mixture of tombs and trophies; these emblems of living and aspiring ambition, close beside mementos which show the dust and oblivion in which all must sooner or later terminate. Nothing impresses the mind with a deeper feeling of loneliness than to tread the silent and deserted scene of former throng and pageant. On looking round on the vacant stalls of the knights and their esquires, and on the rows of dusty but gorgeous banners that were once born before them, my imagination conjured up the scene when this hall was bright with the valor and beauty of the land; glittering with the splendor of jeweled rank and military array; alive with the tread of many feet and the hum of an admiring multitude. All had passed away; the silence of death had settled again upon the which had found their way into the chapel, and built their nests among its friezes and pendants—sure sign of solitariness and desertion.
When I read the names inscribed on the banners, they were those of men scattered far and wide about the world; some tossing upon distant seas; some under arms in distant lands; same mingling in the busy intrigues of courts and cabinets; all seeking to deserve one more distinction in this mansion of shadowy honors: the melancholy reward of a monument.
Two small aisles on each side of this chapel present a touching instance of the equality of the graves; which brings down the oppressor to a level with the oppressed, and mingles the dust of the bitterest enemies together. In one is the sepulchre of the haughty Elizabeth; in the other is that of her victim, the lovely and unfortunate Mary. Not an hour in the day but some ejaculation of pity is uttered over the fate of the latter, mingled with indignation at her oppressor. The walls of Elizabeth's sepulchre continually echo with the sighs of sympathy heaved at the grave of her rival.
A peculiar melancholy reigns over the aisle where Mary lies buried. The light struggles dimly through windows darkened by dust. The greater part of the place is in deep shadow, and the walls are stained and tinted by time and weather. A marble figure of Mary is stretched upon the tomb, round which is an iron railing, much corroded, bearing her national emblem—the thistle. I was weary with wandering, and sat down to rest myself by the monument, revolving in my mind the checked and disastrous story of poor Mary.
The sound of casual footsteps had ceased from the abbey. I could only hear, now and then, the distant voice of the priest repeating the evening service, and the faint responses of the choir, these paused for a time, and all was hushed. The stillness, the desertion and obscurity that were gradually prevailing around, gave a deeper and more solemn interest to the place.
For in the silent grave no conversation,
No joyful tread of friends, no voice of lovers,
No careful father's counsel—nothing's heard,
For nothing is, but all oblivion,
Dust and an endless darkness.
西敏大寺
［美］华盛顿·欧文
正值深秋时节，这种天气让人感觉庄重而抑郁，早晨的阴影几乎和傍晚相互连接，给这岁末的幽情更加笼罩了一层灰蒙蒙的色彩。就是在这样一天，我一个人在西敏大寺走了几个小时。在这古老的建筑群中，有一种凄凉的感觉刚好与这个季节的色调相吻合；我跨进门槛，似乎一脚迈进了古老的年代，将自己融入到那些前人的阴影当中。
我是从西敏学校的内庭进去的，穿过一条低矮的有着弧顶的长廊，感觉像是在地下室。周围是厚厚的墙壁，只有墙上的小孔透出丝丝光亮，反而显得这里更加幽暗了。穿过这条长廊，我可以远远地看见前方的拱廊；一个上了年纪的教堂司事，身着黑色长袍，正从阴影里走过，那模样就像是一个刚刚从附近墓中爬出来的幽灵。这条路正是古修道院的遗址，景色分外凄凉，我的头脑也因此陷入了庄严的沉思默想之中。这条道路一如既往地寂静，与世隔绝。灰色的墙壁因为受到潮湿空气的侵蚀，早已褪了色，而且由于年代久远，也逐渐呈现出崩溃的迹象。墙壁上覆盖了一层灰白的苔藓，让人无法辨认清楚上面的碑文、骷髅像和各种丧葬的标识。弧顶上本来雕刻有华丽富贵的花纹，可如今早已不见了那些斧凿的痕迹；当年拱形石上枝繁叶茂的玫瑰花也不见了昔日的风采。这里所有的事物都刻上了岁月流逝的痕迹，然而就是在这样的颓废之中，依然有一种让人怦然心动、欢喜愉悦的感觉。
一道秋意绵绵的金色阳光从拱廊的方场上空倾泻下来，照耀着场上稀稀拉拉的小草，也给拱廊的一角披上一层阴郁的光线。从拱廊中间抬头远望，可以看见一小片蓝天或时不时飘过的白云，还有那铺洒了金子般阳光的塔尖，正笔直地向蓝天延伸。
我缓慢地走在拱廊上，时而思索着这融合了辉煌与颓败的景象，时而又力求辨析我脚下墓石上的碑文。这时，三座雕塑工艺粗糙的浮像吸引了我的眼光，经过几代人在上面来来回回地行踏，它们几乎很难辨认清楚了。这是这座寺院早期三位住持的浮像，上面的墓志铭已经全被磨掉了，只剩下三个名字，很明显这也是由后人重新修整了的。（泰里斯住持，1082年；吉斯勃塔斯·克里斯宾诺斯住持，1114年；劳伦地奥斯住持，1176年。）我在这里停留片刻，默默地看着这些残缺不全的古人遗迹。它们就像几艘抛锚了的破船，停靠在悠悠岁月的岸边，唯一能说给人们听的就是这几个人曾经活着，而现在已经不复存在了。它们所蕴涵的道德意义不过是告诫那些企图死后还想受人敬仰的人，要依靠墓志铭得以永生简直是痴心妄想。再过些时日，甚至连这些模糊不清的记录都将消失，而所谓的纪念碑也不再是什么纪念物了。就在我俯视这些墓碑时，突然被大寺的钟声唤醒。钟声在墙壁之间回荡，刹那间整个拱廊都产生共鸣。从坟墓里传出来的钟声，真是让人不寒而栗，它向人们提醒时光的消逝，好似巨大的浪潮，不断地把我们推向坟墓。我继续向前走，到达了一扇通向大寺里面的拱门前面。走进大门，只见在拱门的衬托下，里面的建筑物显得更加雄伟壮丽。我瞪大了双眼看着那一根根巨大的圆柱，圆柱上横架着一支支拱梁，它们这么高，真让人惊叹不已。站在柱脚下，人们不禁会想到，与人类自己的建筑比起来，人类自己的确是无足轻重。这座空旷幽暗的大寺，顿时让人产生一种神秘的敬畏之情。我们小心谨慎轻轻地走过，生怕打破了墓地的肃静；而每一次四周的墙壁传出脚步声时，坟墓间也作出了低沉的回应，我们也更加深刻地体会到四周的宁静，只是此时的宁静却被我们破坏了。
也许是寺院本身庄严肃穆的特性压抑着游客的心灵，使我们大家都肃然起敬，并且压低了所有的声音。我们感觉周身都被古代伟人的遗骸包围着，他们的丰功伟绩满载史册，声名遍誉世界。
但是，想到人类所谓的宏伟抱负到头来不过是虚幻一场，我不禁要嘲笑他们：如今这些英雄七零八散地拥挤在这尘土之中，想当初他们在世时，整个帝国都不曾令他们心满意足，而死后却只是在这个吝啬的地方里的一个阴暗角落，分得了一点点贫瘠的土地，过去他们试图让人们永远铭记他们的名字并世世代代瞻仰他们，可如今人们却在他们的坟墓上想方设法地雕刻出各种形状和花纹——而这么做只是为了吸引游客们不经意瞥来的目光，免得人们过不了几年就把他们当年显赫一时的名字抛之脑后了。
我仍然顺着这条路走过一座座坟墓，一所所礼拜堂。天色慢慢地暗了下来，从远处传来的游客的脚步声也越来越稀少了。动听的铃声提醒着人们作晚祷告的时间到了，远远地我就能看见唱诗班的人们穿着白色的法衣穿过走廊纷纷就位。我站在亨利七世礼拜堂的入口处，大堂前有几层台阶，然后要穿过一道很长的有些昏暗但很雄伟的拱门。巨大的铜制大门上雕满了精细华丽的花纹，门上的铰链发出沉重的响声，一副傲气十足的样子，似乎是不让这些凡夫俗子进入这最豪华的灵堂。
进入大堂内，里面华丽的建筑和精美的雕刻简直让人目不暇接。大墙上每一个地方都布满了精巧的装饰，里面镶嵌着雕花窗格，拼成一座座的壁龛，里面塞满了圣人和殉难者的雕像。炉火纯青的雕琢技术把石头雕刻得仿佛失去了它本来的重量和密度，像被施了魔法似地吊在半空中。还有那屋顶，装饰着无比精巧美丽的花纹，好像是一张无比牢固不能被破坏的蛛网那样悬在半空中。
在礼拜堂的两侧，设有巴斯武士高大的坐席，全部用橡木雕琢得富贵华丽，上面还有哥特式建筑的怪异装饰。武士的头盔、绶带和佩剑被摆放在坐席的顶端上。在这些物品的上方悬挂着武士的旗帜，上面装饰着纹章，这些金色、紫色和大红色耀眼夺目，与精雕细凿的灰暗屋顶形成鲜明的对比。在这个宏伟大厅的正中间，就是这座陵墓的主人——亨利七世的坟墓，他和皇后的雕像躺在一块豪华的墓石上，周围环绕着铸炼精细的黄铜栅栏。
在这种奢华瑰丽的气氛中，却让人有种沉闷压抑的感觉，这是一个把坟墓和战利品混合在一起的怪异场合，这些标志象征着朝气蓬勃和雄心壮志，如今却被摆放在满是灰尘和被人遗忘的纪念物中间，而所有的一切最终也会消逝在这些尘埃和遗忘之中。走在这个曾经热闹繁华而如今孤寂苍凉的地方，头脑中涌起一种无法言说的落寞感受。环视周围武士和他们的侍从们空空如也的座位，看着飘扬在他们面前的一排排布满了灰尘却依然锦绣华丽的军旗，我不禁想象起昔日的盛况：全国上下的英雄和美人都云集在这宽敞明亮的大厅里，这里因为有了这些珠光宝气的仕女和英武的武士行列而璀璨生辉；不绝于耳的脚步声和赞扬声在整个大厅回荡。而这一切突然就消失不见了，重新恢复了这死气沉沉的寂静，偶尔会有几声小鸟的鸣叫作为一点小插曲。连鸟儿都驻扎了这所礼拜堂，并把它们的巢穴建造在梁柱之间——由此可见，这里是多么的荒凉和寂寞。
我读着旗子上刺绣的人名，这些人曾经被派驻在各个地方，有的远渡重洋，有的征战他乡，有的在宫廷与内阁的阴谋中纠缠，他们有个共同的愿望就是，使自己的名声在这所阴暗的墓堂中得到更多的表彰——也就是一块阴郁的纪念碑。
在礼拜堂的两侧设有小型的侧堂——这样做的目的是为了明示这座墓地的平等观念：它把压迫者和被压迫者放在同一个地位，让世代宿敌的遗骸相聚在一起。其中的一个侧堂是那位傲慢的伊丽莎白之墓，而另外一个则是那可爱又可怜的被她杀死了的玛丽之墓。对于后者，每一天里的每个时刻都会有人来悲怜叹息她凄惨的命运，在这声声叹息中也包含了对前者悲愤的感情。于是，在伊丽莎白墓地周围的墙壁上就经常回荡着人们同情玛丽的声音。
一种怪异阴郁的气氛笼罩在埋葬着玛丽的那个侧堂之上。阳光透过布满灰尘的窗户照射进来，一切都是这么幽暗，大部分的地方都被深深的阴影覆盖着，岁月和气候在墙壁上留下了痕迹。一座玛丽的大理石雕像躺在碑石上面，四周的铁栅栏锈迹斑斑，上面还雕刻着她的国徽——苏格兰的蓟花。我已经走得有点累了，于是坐在纪念碑下歇息，脑海里便不由自主地想起玛丽坎坷不幸的一生。
寺院里零零碎碎的脚步声渐渐地消失了。我的耳边偶尔传来远处修士们进行晚祷的声音和唱诗班轻柔的应答声。当所有这些声音都静息后，整个大寺也沉静下来了。平静、荒凉和幽暗慢慢地靠近，使人们对这个地方产生了一种更加深邃和庄严的感情。
在寂静的墓地里没有说话的声音，
没有朋友们轻快的脚步声，没有情侣们呼唤的声音，
也没有细心的父亲忠诚的告诫——什么都听不到，
因为一切都是虚无，一切都被遗忘，
只有尘土和无边无际的黑暗。



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
华盛顿·欧文（Washington Irving），美国著名作家，也是19世纪最伟大的美国散文家之一。欧文从少年时代起就喜爱阅读司各特、拜伦和彭斯等人的作品。中学毕业后，他遵从父命在律师事务所学习法律，但他的志趣却在文学方面。《见闻札记》是欧文的代表作。1859年欧文与世长辞。美国人民为了怀念这位在文学方面做出突出贡献的作家，在纽约降半旗致哀。他的许多优秀作品则被人们传诵至今，成为珍贵的文学遗产。他本人更被尊称为“美国文学之父”。
此文是华盛顿·欧文生平最得意的文章之一。欧文的文笔可谓独树一帜、温雅可爱、感情充沛。文中阐述了作者对文人地位的反思，文章感人至深，最能体现作者的性情。
核心单词
sober [ˈsəubə] adj. 认真的；严肃的，持重的
monastic [məˈnæstik] adj. 修道院的；修道士的
tracery [ˈtreisəri] n. 【建】（哥特式建筑）花饰窗格
cloister [ˈklɔistə] n. 回廊
abbot [ˈæbət] n. 男修道院院长；大寺院男住持
antiquity [ænˈtikwiti] n. 古，古代
martyr [ˈmɑːtə] n. 烈士，殉难者
effigy [ˈefiʤi] n. 肖像；模拟像
翻译行不行
It seems as if the awful nature of the place presses down upon the soul, and hushes the beholder into noiseless reverence.
 
Nothing impresses the mind with a deeper feeling of loneliness than to tread the silent and deserted scene of former throng and pageant.



大自然的爱恋
The nature's love



The Lotus Pool By Moonlight
Zhu Ziqing
The last few days have found me very restless. This evening as I sat in the yard to enjoy the cool, it struck me how different the lotus pool I pass every day must look under a full moon. The moon was sailing higher and higher up the heavens, the sound of childish laughter had died away from the lane beyond our wall, and my wife was in the house patting Juner and humming a lullaby to him. I quietly slipped on a long gown, and walked out leaving the door on the latch.
A cinder-path winds along by the side of the pool. It is off the beaten track and few pass this way even by day, so at night it is still more quiet. Trees grow thick and bosky all around the pool, with willows and other trees I cannot name by the path. On nights when there is no moon the track is almost terrifyingly dark, but tonight it was quite clear, though the moonlight was pale.
Strolling alone down the path, hands behind my back, I felt as if the whole earth and sky were mine and I had stepped outside my usual self into another world. I like both excitement and stillness, under the full moon, I could think of whatever I pleased or of nothing at all, and that gave me a sense of freedom. All daytime duties could be disregarded. That was the advantage of solitude: I could savour to the full that expanse of fragrant lotus and the moonlight.
As far as the eye could see, the pool with its winding margin was covered with trim leaves, which rose high out of the water like the flared skirts of dancing girls. And starring these tiers of leaves were white lotus flowers, alluringly open or bashfully in bud, like glimmering pearls, stars in an azure sky, or beauties fresh from the bath. The breeze carried past gusts of fragrance, like the strains of a song faintly heard from a far-off tower. And leaves and blossoms trembled slightly, while in a flash the scent was carried away. As the closely serried leaves bent, a tide of opaque emerald could be glimpsed. That was the softly running water beneath, hidden from sight, its colour invisible, though the leaves looked more graceful than ever.
Moonlight cascaded like water over the lotus leaves and flowers, and a light blue mist floating up from the pool made them seem washed in milk or caught in a gauzy dream. Though the moon was full, a film of pale clouds in the sky would not allow its rays to shine through brightly; but I felt this was all to the good-though refreshing sleep is indispensable, short naps have a charm all their own. As the moon shone from behind them, the dense trees on the hills threw checkered shadows, dark forms loomed like devils, and the sparse, graceful shadows of willows seemed painted on the lotus leaves. The moonlight on the pool was not uniform, but light and shadow made up a harmonious rhythm like a beautiful tune played on a violin.
Far and near, high and low around the pool were trees, most of them willows. These trees had the pool entirely hemmed in, the only small clearings left being those by the path, apparently intended for the moon. All the trees were somber as dense smoke, but among them you could make out the luxuriant willows, while faintly above the tree-tops loomed distant hills-their general outline only. And between the trees appeared one or two street lamps, listless as the eyes of someone drowsy. The liveliest sounds at this hour were the cicadas chirruping on the trees and the frogs croaking in the pool; but this animation was theirs alone, I had no part in it.
Then lotus-gathering flashed into my mind. This was an old custom south of the Yangtse, which apparently originated very early and was most popular in the period of the Six Kingdoms, as we see from the songs of the time. The lotus were picked by girls in small boats, who sang haunting songs as they padded. They turned out in force, we may be sure, and there were spectators too, for that was a cheerful festival and a romantic one. We have a good account of it in a poem by Emperor Yuan of the Liang dynasty called Lotus Gatherers:
 
Deft boys and pretty girls
reach an understanding while boating;
Their prows veer slowly,
but the winecups pass quickly;
Their oars are entangled,
as they cut through the duckweed,
and girls with slender waists
turn to gaze behind them.
Now spring and summer meet,
leaves are tender, flowers fresh;
with smiles they protect their silks,
drawing in their skirts, afraid lest the boat upset.
 
There we have a picture of these merry excursions. This must have been a delightful event, and it is a great pity we cannot enjoy it today.
I also remember some lines from the poem West Islet:
 
When they gather lotus at Nantang in autumn
the lotus blooms are higher than their heads;
They stoop to pick lotus seeds,
seeds as translucent as water.
 
If any girls were here now to pick the lotus, the flowers would reach above their heads too—ah, rippling shadows alone are not enough! I was feeling quite homesick for the south, when I suddenly looked up to discover I had reached my own door. Pushing it softly open and tiptoeing in, I found all quiet inside, and my wife fast asleep.
荷塘月色
朱自清
这几天心里颇不宁静。今晚在院子里坐着乘凉，忽然想起日日走过的荷塘，在这满月的光里，总该另有一番样子吧。月亮渐渐地升高了，墙外马路上孩子们的欢笑，已经听不见了；妻在屋里拍着闰儿，迷迷糊糊地哼着眠歌。我悄悄地披了大衫，带上门出去。
沿着荷塘，是一条曲折的小煤屑路。这是一条幽僻的路；白天也少人走，夜晚更加寂寞。荷塘四面，长着许多树，蓊蓊郁郁的。路的一旁，是些杨柳，和一些不知道名字的树。没有月光的晚上，这路上阴森森的，有些怕人。今晚却很好，虽然月光也还是淡淡的。
路上只我一个人，背着手踱着。这一片天地好像是我的；我也像超出了平常的自己，到了另一世界里。我爱热闹，也爱冷静；爱群居，也爱独处。像今晚上，一个人在这苍茫的月下，什么都可以想，什么都可以不想，便觉是个自由的人。白天里一定要做的事，一定要说的话，现在都可不理。这是独处的妙处，我且受用这无边的荷香月色好了。
曲曲折折的荷塘上面，弥望的是田田的叶子。叶子出水很高，像亭亭的舞女的裙。层层的叶子中间，零星地点缀着些白花，有袅娜地开着的，有羞涩地打着朵儿的；正如一粒粒的明珠，又如碧天里的星星，又如刚出浴的美人。微风过处，送来缕缕清香，仿佛远处高楼上渺茫的歌声似的。这时候叶子与花也有一丝的颤动，像闪电般，霎时传过荷塘的那边去了。叶子本是肩并肩密密地挨着，这便宛然有了一道凝碧的波痕。叶子底下是脉脉的流水，遮住了，不能见一些颜色；而叶子却更见风致了。
月光如流水一般，静静地泻在这一片叶子和花上。薄薄的青雾浮起在荷塘里。叶子和花仿佛在牛乳中洗过一样；又像笼着轻纱的梦。虽然是满月，天上却有一层淡淡的云，所以不能朗照；但我以为这恰是到了好处——酣眠固不可少，小睡也别有风味的。月光是隔了树照过来的，高处丛生的灌木，落下参差的斑驳的黑影，峭楞楞如鬼一般；弯弯的杨柳的稀疏的倩影，却又像是画在荷叶上。塘中的月色并不均匀；但光与影有着和谐的旋律，如梵婀玲上奏着的名曲。
荷塘的四面，远远近近，高高低低都是树，而杨柳最多。这些树将一片荷塘重重围住；只在小路一旁，漏着几段空隙，像是特为月光留下的。树色一例是阴阴的，乍看像一团烟雾；但杨柳的风姿，便在烟雾里也辨得出。树梢上隐隐约约的是一带远山，只有些大意罢了。树缝里也漏着一两点路灯光，没精打采的，是渴睡人的眼。这时候最热闹的，要数树上的蝉声与水里的蛙声；但热闹是它们的，我什么也没有。
忽然想起采莲的事情来了。采莲是江南的旧俗，似乎很早就有，而六朝时为盛；从诗歌里可以约略知道。采莲的是少年的女子，她们是荡着小船，唱着艳歌去的。采莲人不用说很多，还有看采莲的人。那是一个热闹的季节，也是一个风流的季节。梁元帝《采莲赋》里说得好：
 
于是妖童媛女，
荡舟心许；
鷁首徐回，
兼传羽杯；
欋将移而藻挂，
船欲动而萍开。
尔其纤腰束素，
迁延顾步；
夏始春余，
叶嫩花初，
恐沾裳而浅笑，
畏倾船而敛裾。
 
可见当时嬉游的光景了。这真是有趣的事，可惜我们现在早已无福消受了。
于是又记起《西洲曲》里的句子：
 
采莲南塘秋，莲花过人头；低头弄莲子，莲子清如水。
 
今晚若有采莲人，这儿的莲花也算得“过人头”了；只不见一些流水的影子，是不行的。这令我到底惦着江南了。——这样想着，猛一抬头，不觉已是自己的门前；轻轻地推门进去，什么声息也没有，妻已睡熟好久了。



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
朱自清（1898-1948），现代著名作家、诗人、学者。朱自清的散文语言一贯有朴素的美，他力求“真”，“真就是自然”。他不用绮丽、古奥、生僻的字词来雕琢描绘事物，而是显千情万态于轻描淡写之中。
文中作者的内心独白直接而集中地表现了作者的思想感情。这一大段独白是从外部不宁静到观赏荷塘月色的怡然自得的一个过渡，表达了作者心灵世界与外部世界的冲突和寻求摆脱冲突的愿望。作者的这种心情，在月下荷塘这样一个幽美的环境中，表现的便是忧愁与喜悦相交织的审美情怀。
核心单词
fragrant [ˈfreiɡrənt] adj. 香的，芳香的
azure [ˈæʒə] adj. 天蓝色的，蔚蓝的
gauzy [ˈɡɔːzi] adj. 纱似的，薄的
luxuriant [lʌɡˈzjuəriənt] adj. 繁茂的；浓密的
entangled [inˈtæɡld] adj. 卷入的；陷入的
excursion [iksˈkəːʃən] n. 远足；短途旅行
translucent [trænzˈljuːsnt] adj. 半透明的
翻译行不行
The moon was sailing higher and higher up the heavens, the sound of childish laughter had died away from the lane beyond our wall, and my wife was in the house patting Juner and humming a lullaby to him.
 
Far and near, high and low around the pool were trees, most of them willows.



Tulips
Joseph Addison
I chanced to rise very early one particular morning this summer, and took a walk into the country to divert myself among the fields and meadows, while the green was new, and the flowers in their bloom. As at this season of the year every lane is a beautiful walk, and every hedge full of nosegays, I lost myself, with a great deal of pleasure, among several thickets and bushes that were filled with a great variety of birds, and an agreeable confusion of notes, which formed the pleasantest scene in the word to one who had passed a whole winter in noise and smoke. The freshness of the dews that lay upon everything about me, with the cool breath of the morning, which inspired the birds with so many delightful instincts, created in me the same kind of animal pleasure, and made my heart overflow with such secret emotions of joy and satisfaction as are not to be described or accounted for. On this occasion I could not but reflect upon a beautiful simile in Milton:
As one who long in populous city pent
Where houses thick and sewers annoy the air
Forth issuing on a summer's morn, to breathe
Among the pleasant villages and farms
Adjoin'd from each thing met conceived delight
The smell of grain, or tended grass, or kine
Or dairy, each rural sight, each rural sound
Those who are conversant in the writings of polite authors receive an additional entertainment from the country, as it revives in their memories those charming descriptions, with which such authors do frequently abound.
I was thinking of the foregoing beautiful simile in Milton, and applying it to myself, when I observed to the windward of me a black cloud, falling to the earth in long trails of rain, which made me betake myself for shelter to a house saw at a little distance from the place where I was walking. As I sat in the porch, I heard the voices of two or three persons, who seemed very earnest in discourse. My curiosity was raised when I heard the names of Alexander the Great and Artaxerxes; and as their talk seemed to run on ancient heroes, I concluded there could not be any secret in it; for which reason thought I might very fairly listen to what they said.
After several parallels between great men, which appeared to me altogether groundless and chimerical, I was surprised to hear one say, that he valued the Black Prince more than the Duke of Venoms. How Duke of Vendos should become a rival of Black Prince, I couldn't conceive; and was more startled when I heard a second affirm, with great vehemence, that if the Emperor of Germany was not going off, he should like him better than either of them. He added, that though the season was so changeable, the Duke of Marlborough was in blooming beauty. I was wondering to myself from whence they had received this odd intelligence: especially when I heard them mention the names of several other great generals, as the Prince of Hess and the King of Sweden, who, they said, were both running away. To which they added, what I entirely agreed with them in, that the Crown of France was very weak, but that the Marshal Villars still kept his colors. At last, one of them told the company, if they would go along with him, he would show them a chimney-sweeper and a painted lady in the same bed, which he was sure would very much please them. The shower which had driven them as well as myself into the house, was now over; and as they were passing by me into the garden, I asked them to let me be one of their company.
The gentleman of the house told me, if I delighted in flowers, it would be worth my while; for that he believed he could show me such a blow of tulips as was not to be matched in the whole country.
I accepted the offer, and immediately found that they had been talking in terms of gardening, and that the kings and generals they had mentioned were only so many tulips, to which the gardeners, according to their usual custom, had given such high titles and appellations of honor.
I was very much pleased and astonished at the glorious show of these gay vegetables, that arose in great profusion on all the banks about us. Sometimes I considered every leaf as an elaborate piece of tissue, in which the threads and fibers were woven together into different configurations, which gave a different coloring to the light as it glanced on the several parts of the surface. Sometimes I considered the whole bed of tulips, according to the notion of the greatest mathematician and philosopher that ever lived, as a multitude of optic instruments, designed for the separating light into all those various colors of which it is composed.
I was awakened out these my philosophical speculations, by observing the company often seemed to laugh at me. I accidentally praised a tulip as one of the finest I ever saw; upon which they told me, it was a common Fool's Coat. Upon that I praised another, which it seems was but another kind of Fool's Coat.
I had the same fate with two or three more, for which reason I desired the owner of the garden to let me know which were the finest of the flower; for that I was so unskillful in the art, that I thought the most beautiful were the most valuable, and that those which had the gayest colours were the most beautiful. The gentleman smiled at my ignorance. He seemed a very plain honest man, and a person of good sense, had not his head been touched with that distemper which Hippocrates calls the Tulippomania; in so much that he would talk very rationally on any subject in the world but a tulip.
He told me, that he valued the bed of flowers which lay before us, and was not above twenty yards in length and two in breadth, more than he would the best hundred acres of land in England, and added, that it would have been worth twice the money it is, if a foolish cook, maid of his had not almost ruined him in the last winter, by mistaking a handful of tulip roots for a heap of onions, and "by that means," said he, "made me a dish of pottage that cost me above thousand pounds sterling." He then showed me what he thought the finest of his tulips, which I found received all their value from their rarity, and oddness, and put me in mind of our great fortunes, which are not always the greatest beauties.
I have often looked upon it as a piece of happiness, that I have never fallen into any of these fantastical tastes, nor esteemed anything the more for its being the uncommon and hard to be met with, For this reason I look upon the whole country in springtime as a spacious garden, and make as many visits to a spot of daisies or a bank of violets, as a florist does to his borders or parterres. There is not a bush in blossom within a mile of me, which I am not acquainted with, nor scarce a daffodil of cowslip that withers away in my neighborhood without my missing it, I walked home in this temper of mind through several fields and meadows with hand unspeakable pleasure, not without reflecting on the bounty of Providence which has made the most pleasing and most beautiful objects the most ordinary and most common.
郁金香
［英］约瑟夫·艾迪生
今年夏天的一个清晨，我碰巧起得很早。于是，便跑去乡间散步，希望能在绿草丛中和田野间得到一份安逸。夏天，正是绿草芬芳，百花绽放的季节。每年一到这个时节，任何一条小路都是一片美妙的景色，任何一道篱笆上都点缀着鲜花。四周满是丛生的灌木，我快乐地沉浸在鸟儿委婉动听的歌唱声中。我已经在嘈杂和浓烟中熬过了整整一个冬天，眼前的景色可谓是人间仙境。清新的露水洒落在世间万物上（包括我），还有那清爽宜人的清晨空气，周围的一切不但让鸟儿焕发出欢快的本性，也让我感到丝丝喜悦，内心深处充溢着一种神秘的、无以言表的满足与快乐。在这样的情景下，我总是不由地想起弥尔顿诗句中那个精妙的比喻：犹如长久禁锢于躁动的市井之人，择夏日的一个清晨，步出城墙，步出林立的房屋，步出水天污浊，吐纳于宜人的田间村舍。乡间万物孕育着乐趣，谷物、干草、黄牛、牛乳，每一处农家美景，每一处乡间乐赋。
那些熟悉这些名人佳作的人，在他们的脑海里总能浮现名人笔下反复出现的娇媚景色，因此他们更能从乡间美景中获得一份意外的乐趣。
正当我独自品味着弥尔顿的诗句时，忽然发现迎面飘来一团乌云，刹那间绵长的雨丝急坠而下。我赶忙起身，举目四望，向不远处的一座农舍跑去。当我坐在门廊中时，听到两三个人谈话的声音。他们似乎正在十分认真地争论着什么。听他们提到亚历山大大帝和阿塔克西斯的名字，我的好奇心立即被吸引了出来。因为他们争论的好像是古代英雄和伟人，我想里面应该不会有任何秘密。想到这儿，我想或许可以仔细地听一下他们的谈话。
他们先是比较了几个伟人。在我看来，这种比较根本毫无根据，纯属虚构。我十分诧异地听到其中一个人说，他认为黑色王子远比旺多姆公爵好得多。旺多姆公爵和黑色王子怎么能作比较呢？我感到非常不解。然后，我又听到第二个人斩钉截铁地说，如果德国皇帝不退位的话，那么他就最推崇德国皇帝。听到这里，我更是惊叹不已。这个人又补充说，尽管岁月如流水，但马尔伯勒公爵始终是风流倜傥。他们从哪里知道的这些谬论，我绞尽脑汁也想不明白。还有比这更荒谬的：他们还谈到了几位将军，其中就有黑森王子和瑞典国王，他们说这两个人现在正在逃亡中。后来他们所说的，我是完全同意的。他们提到法国国王身体虚弱，维拉尔元帅却仍旧精神饱满。最后，他们当中的一个人说，如果大家同意跟他一起去，他会叫他们看到一个扫烟囱的人和一个美丽的少女“同床共枕”。他确信，这样的场景一定会令大家非常开心。我和他们都是跑到这家农舍来避雨的，此时大雨已经停了。当他们从我身旁经过，朝花园走去的时候，我便要求加入到他们的队伍之中。
农舍的主人对我说，如果我对花感兴趣的话，很值得去花园看一看。因为他相信，他让我看的那片郁金香，在全国都找不出可以与之媲美的。
我接受了他的邀请，也马上明白刚才那几个人谈论的是园艺。他们所说的国王、将帅全是郁金香的名字。花匠们按照习惯做法赋予那些花头衔或称号。
看到花团锦簇的美妙画面，我真是又惊又喜。一垄一垄的花儿，密密麻麻地将我笼罩。一时间，我觉得每一片叶子都变成一方精美别致的薄纱，经纬交错，形成一幅幅千娇百媚的画卷。阳光照在薄纱不同的角落上，叶子便映出五彩斑斓的色彩。有时我觉得，这大片的郁金香，在曾经最伟大的数学家和哲学家看来，就是由众多的光学仪器把光线分散成为的各种不同的颜色。
意识到大家似乎一直在嘲笑我，我这才从陶醉中清醒过来。我赞美一朵郁金香，认为它是世界上最美丽的花朵。但他们却出乎意料地告诉我，那仅仅是最普通的“愚人衣”。然后，我又去赞美另一朵，但那朵花好像也属于“愚人衣”。
赞美其他两三朵花时，我遇到了相同的情况。于是，我恳求花园的主人告诉我，哪些是最好的花。因为我对花一知半解，一直以为最美的就是最有价值的，最鲜艳的就是最美的。看到我这样，主人只是一笑了之。他看上去是位单纯老实的人，有较高的品位，头脑也很理智。除了郁金香，他可以理性地谈论世间的任何事物。
他告诉我，他自己特别珍惜我们面前的那个花坛。虽然那个花坛不足20码长，宽也不足2码，但是即使有人用英国最肥沃的百亩良田来换，他也坚决不换。他又补充说，去年冬天，要不是他的一个愚蠢的厨娘误把一堆郁金香球茎当成了洋葱做了汤，差点要了他的命，否则，这个花坛的价钱至少是现在的两倍。他说：“厨娘做的那碗汤，花了我整整一千多英镑。”他随后又给我看了他心目中最好的郁金香。我觉得那些郁金香珍贵的原因，主要是稀有，形态也非常奇异。由此我想到，不论我们有多少财富，都没有什么可珍贵的。
我从来没有捕风捉影的嗜好，不会因为某样东西不同寻常、很稀有，便用不同的眼光看待它。我认为这是一件高兴的事。因此，我把春日的乡野看作是一座花园，时常去看看雏菊，看看紫罗兰，就像花匠照看自己的花坛一样。周围绽放的每一朵花儿，都是那么的熟悉，我不会错过一朵水仙、一簇迎春，即使它们的凋谢我也都知道。带着这种心情，我穿过几处农田，几片草地，向家走去。我想，这是普罗维登斯的赏赐，他把那些最令人高兴的、最美丽的事物变得那么平凡，那么简单。



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
约瑟夫·艾迪生（Joseph Addison），英国散文家、诗人、剧作家、政治家。艾迪生的名字在文学史上常常与他的好朋友理查德·斯蒂尔一起被提起，两人最重要的贡献是创办了两份著名的杂志《闲谈者》与《旁观者》。约瑟夫·艾迪生在该文中建议那些躁动的市井之人，应在某个夏日的清晨，走入一幅由花儿组成的绝美景致中，定会有一种无以言表的满足和快乐。
核心单词
divert [diˈvəːt] v. 使转向；使改道
nosegay [ˈnəuzɡei] n. 花束
dew [djuː] n. 露
instinct [ˈinstiŋkt] n. 本能；天性
vehemence [ˈviːiməns] n. 热烈；强烈
fiber [ˈfaibə] n. 纤维
rarity [ˈrɛəriti] n. 稀有，罕见
scarce [skɛəs] adj. 缺乏的；不足的
翻译行不行
Those who are conversant in the writings of polite authors receive an additional entertainment from the country, as it revives in their memories those charming descriptions, with which such authors do frequently abound.
 
He then showed me what he thought the finest of his tulips, which I found received all their value from their rarity, and oddness, and put me in mind of our great fortunes, which are not always the greatest beauties.



The Crescent Moon
Rabindranath Tagore
The Home
I paced alone on the road across the field while the sunset was hiding its last gold like a miser.
The daylight sank deeper and deeper into the darkness, and the widowed land, whose harvest had been reaped, lay silent.
Suddenly a boy's shrill voice rose into the sky. He traversed the dark unseen, leaving the track of his song across the hush of the evening.
His village home lay there at the end of the waste land, beyond the sugarcane field, hidden among the shadows of the banana and the slender areca palm, the coconut and the dark green jack-fruit trees.
I stopped for a moment in my lonely way under the starlight, and saw spread before me the darkened earth surrounding with her arms countless homes furnished with cradles and beds, mothers' hearts and evening lamps, and young lives glad with a gladness that knows nothing of its value for the world.
The Beginning
"Where have I come from, where did you pick me up?" the baby asked its mother.
She answered half crying, half laughing, and clasping the baby to her breast, "you were hidden in my heart as its desire, my darling.
"You were in the dolls of my childhood's games; and when with clay I made the image of my god every morning, I made and unmade you then."
"You were enshrined with our household deity; in his worship I worshipped you."
In all my hopes and my loves, in my life, in the life of my mother you have lived.
"In the lap of the deathless Spirit who rules our home you have been nursed for ages."
"When in girlhood my heart was opening its petals, you hovered as a fragrance about it."
"Your tender softness bloomed in my youthful limbs, like a glow in the sky before the sunrise."
"Heaven's first darling, twin-born with the morning light, you have floated down the stream of the world's life and at last you have stranded on my heart."
"As I gaze on your face, mystery overwhelms me; you who belong to all have become mine."
"For fear of losing you I hold you tight to my breast. What magic has snared the world's treasure in these slender arms of mine?"
The Further Bank
I long to go over there to the further bank of the river.
Where those boats are tied to the bamboo poles in a line;
Where men cross over in their boats in the morning with ploughs on their shoulders to till their far-away fields.
Where the cowherds make their lowing cattle swim across to the riverside pasture; Whence they all come back home in the evening, leaving the jackals to howl in the island overgrown with weeds.
Mother, if you don't mind, I should like to become the boatman of the ferry when I am grown up.
They say there are strange pools hidden behind that high bank.
Where flocks of wild ducks come when the rains are over, and thick reeds grow round the margins where water-birds lay their eggs;
Where snipes with their dancing tails stamp their tiny footprints upon the clean soft mud;
Where in the evening the tall grasses crested with white flowers invite the moonbeam to float upon their waves.
Mother, if you don't mind, I should like to become the boatman of the ferryboat when I am grown up.
I shall cross and cross back from bank to bank, and all the boys and girls of the village will wonder at me while they are bathing.
When the sun climbs the mid sky and morning wears on to noon, I shall come running to you, saying "Mother, I am hungry!"
When the day is done and the shadows cower under the trees, I shall come back in the dusk.
I shall never go away from you into the town to work like father.
Mother, if you don't mind, I should like to become the boatman of the ferryboat when I am grown up.
Sympathy
If I were only a little puppy, not your baby, mother dear, would you say "No" to me if I tried to eat from your dish?
Would you drive me off, saying to me, "Get away, you naughty little puppy?"
Then go, mother, go! I will never come to you when you call me, and never let you feed me any more.
If I were only a little green parrot, and not your baby, mother dear, would you keep me chained lest I should fly away?
Would you shake your linger at me and say, "What an ungrateful wretch of a bird! It is gnawing at its chain day and night."
Then go, mother, go! I will run away into the woods; I will never let you take me in your arms again.
新月
［印度］罗宾德纳特·泰戈尔
家
我独自在横跨过田地的小路上走着，夕阳像一个吝啬鬼，正藏起它最后的一点金光。
白昼渐渐地没入深深的黑暗之中，那收割后的田野孤寂、沉默地躺在那里。
天空突然被一个男孩子尖锐的歌声划破，他穿过黑暗，留下歌声回荡在静谧的黄昏里。
他的家就在荒地边缘的村落里，在甘蔗田的后面，藏在香蕉树、瘦长的槟榔树、椰子树和深绿色的榴莲的阴影里。
星光下，我在独自行走，途中停留了片刻，看着黄澄澄的大地展开在我面前，正用她的双臂拥抱着无数的家庭，在那里有摇篮和床铺，有母亲们的爱心和夜晚的灯光，还有年幼的生命，他们满心欢乐，却浑然不知这样的欢乐对于世界的价值。
开始
“我是从哪里来的，您在哪里把我捡起来的？”孩子问他的妈妈。
她把孩子紧紧地搂在胸前，似哭似笑地答道：“你曾被我当做心愿藏在我的心里，我的宝贝。”
“你曾藏在我孩童时玩的泥娃娃身上；每天早晨我用泥土塑造我的神像，那时我反复地将你塑造又捏碎。”
“你曾和我们家的守护神一同受祀奉，我崇拜家神时也就崇拜了你。”
“你曾活在我所有的希望和爱里，活在我的生命里，活在我母亲的生命里。”
“在支配着我们家庭的不朽“精神”的膝上，你已经被抚育了好几代了。”
“当我在女孩时代时，我的心如花瓣儿张开，你就像一股花香似的散发出来。”
“你柔软的温柔，在我青春的肢体上开花了，像太阳出来之前划过天空的第一道曙光。”
“上天的第一宠儿与晨曦一同降临，你沿着世界生命的溪流而下，终于停泊在我的心头。”
“当我凝视你的脸时，神秘之感震撼着我，原属于一切人的你，竟成了我的。”
“为了怕失去你，我把你紧紧地拥在怀里。是什么魔术把这世界的宝贝引到我这纤弱的手臂中的呢？”
对岸
我渴想到那个地方，河的对岸去。
在那边，那些船儿排成一行系在竹竿上；
早晨人们乘船到那边去，肩上扛着锄头，到他们远处的田中去耕耘。
在那边，放牛的人赶着他们的牛群涉水到对岸的牧场；
黄昏，他们都回家了，只留下豺狼在这长满野草的岛上哀叫。
妈妈，如果您不介意，我长大后，要当这渡船的船夫。
有人说在这个高岸的后面藏着许多古怪的池塘。
雨过后，一群群的野鸭飞到那里去，茂盛的芦苇长满了池塘的四周，水鸟在那里生蛋；
沙锥（一种鸟）摇着会跳舞的尾巴，在洁净的软泥上印下它们细小的足印；
黄昏时，长草顶着白花，邀月光在长草的波浪上漂荡。
妈妈，如果您不介意，我长大后，要当这渡船的船夫。
我要从此岸到彼岸，渡来渡去，村里所有正在沐浴的男孩女孩，都要诧异地望着我。
太阳升到半空，早晨变为正午，我会跑到您那里去，说道：“妈妈，我饿了！”
一天结束了，影子俯伏在树底下，我会在黄昏时回家来。
我一定不会像爸爸那样，离开你到城里去工作。
妈妈，如果您不介意，我长大后，一定要当这渡船的船夫。
同情
假如我只是一只小狗，而不是您的小孩，亲爱的妈妈，当我想吃您盘子里的东西时，您会不会向我说“不”？
您是不是会把我赶开，对我说道：“滚开，你这淘气的小狗？”
那么走吧！妈妈，我走了。当您喊我的时候，我再也不到您那里去了，也永远不再要您喂东西给我吃了。
如果我只是一只绿色的小鹦鹉，而不是您的小孩，亲爱的妈妈，您会把我紧紧地锁住以防我飞走吗？
您是不是会对我指指点点说：“真是一个不知感恩的贱鸟呀！整天只知道咬它的链子。”
那么走吧！妈妈，我走了。我要到树林里去，我绝不再让您抱我入怀了。



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
罗宾德拉纳特·泰戈尔（Rabindranath Tagore），印度著名诗人、作家、艺术家、社会活动家、哲学家和印度民族主义者。他生于加尔各答市一个有深厚文化教养的家庭，属于婆罗门种姓。他于1913年凭借宗教抒情诗《吉檀迦利》获得诺贝尔文学奖，是首位获此殊荣的印度人。他与黎巴嫩诗人纪·哈·纪伯伦齐名，并称为“站在东西方文化桥梁的两位巨人”。
《家》选自泰戈尔著名的《新月集》。在这篇文章中，作者为我们塑造了一个迷人的儿童世界。他致力讴歌的是人类生活中最为宝贵的——童真，他以天才之笔塑造了一批神形兼备的天使般的儿童艺术形象。
核心单词
miser [ˈmaizə] n. 吝啬鬼；守财奴
areca [æˈrikə] n. 【植】槟榔树；槟榔
enshrine [inˈʃrain] v. 珍藏；铭记
ferry [ˈferi] n. 摆渡；渡轮
puppy [ˈpʌpi] n. 小狗，幼犬
naughty [ˈnɔːti] adj. 顽皮的，淘气的；撒野的
翻译行不行
Mother, if you don't mind, I should like to become the boatman of the ferryboat when I am grown up.
 
Would you drive me off, saying to me, "Get away, you naughty little puppy?"
 
Then go, mother, go! I will run away into the woods; I will never let you take me in your arms again.



A White Rose
Bing Xin
How come I stand alone by the river? The hazy sky is that dawn or dusk? Where can I inquire? I simply feel I am in an ocean of flowers, amid the flowers mixed a few white roses.
There she comes, she comes down from the hill. With a bunch of flowers in hands, she appears in a plain white dress with beautiful make up.
"Come hither, give you a white rose, you may pin on the lapel," I say. She beams with a word, but I can not hear. However, I seem to no pick one, and she does not wear it, holding the flowers still, she walks forward.
Looking up the path she passed, I can see both sides of the path covered with blooming flowers, drooping flowers, and fallen flowers.
I suppose white flower is better than red flower all the time; yet why didn't I pick one, and she didn't wear one?
What's the place forward? Why not go with her?
It's over, the flowers disappear, and the dream awakes, what may be ahead? If I had picked one, had she been wearing it?
一朵白蔷薇
冰心
怎么独自站在河边上？这朦胧的天色，是黎明还是黄昏？何处询问，只觉得眼前竟是花的世界。中间杂着几朵白蔷薇。
她来了，她从山上下来了。靓妆着，仿佛是一身缟白，手里抱着一大束花。
我说，“你来，给你一朵白蔷薇，好簪在襟上。”她微笑说了一句话，只是听不见。然而似乎我竟没有摘，她也没有戴，依旧抱着花儿，向前走了。
抬头望她去路，只见得两旁开满了花，垂满了花，落满了花。
我想白花终比红花好；然而为何我竟没有摘，她也竟没有戴？
前路是什么地方，为何不随她走去？
都过去了，花也隐了，梦也醒了，前路如何？便摘也何曾戴？



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
冰心（1900—1999），现代著名诗人、作家、翻译家、儿童文学家。冰心散文的语言清丽、典雅。她善于提炼口语，使之成为文学语言，她能把古典文学中的辞章、词汇吸收融化，注入到现代语言中去。
文中的“她”应该是梦想的化身。在作者迷惘、略显忧伤之时，梦醒了，又回到了现实，梦境中的路还在吗？真的会有人引领自己去追逐梦想吗？这一切只能在现实中求证。
核心单词
hazy [ˈheizi] adj. 模糊的，朦胧的
inquire [inˈkwaiə] v. 讯问；查问
lapel [ləˈpel] n. （西服上的）翻领
suppose [səˈpəuz] v. 猜想，以为
awake [əˈweik] v. 唤醒，使醒过来
翻译行不行
The hazy sky is that dawn or dusk?
 
Looking up the path she passed, I can see both sides of the path covered with blooming flowers, drooping flowers, and fallen flowers.
 
It's over, the flowers disappear, and the dream awakes, what may be ahead? If I had picked one, had she been wearing it?



To Rome by Pisa and Siena
Charles Dickens
There is nothing in Italy, more beautiful to me, than the coast-road between Genoa and Spezzia. On one side: sometimes far below, sometimes nearly on a level with the road, and often skirted by broken rocks of many shapes: there is the free blue sea, with here and there a picturesque felucca gliding slowly on; on the other side are lofty hills, ravines besprinkled with white cottages, patches of dark olive woods, country churches with their light open towers, and country houses gaily painted. On every bank and knoll by the wayside, the wild cactus and aloe flourish in exuberant profusion; and the gardens of the bright villages along the road, are seen, all blushing in the summer-time with clusters of the Belladonna, and are fragrant in the autumn and winter with golden oranges and lemons.
Some of the villages are inhabited, almost exclusively, by fishermen; and it is pleasant to see their great boats hauled up on the beach, making little patches of shade, where they lie asleep, or where the women and children sit romping and looking out to sea, while they mend their nets upon the shore. There is one town, Camoglia, with its little harbour on the sea, hundreds of feet below the road; where families of mariners live, who, time out of mind, have owned coasting-vessels in that place, and have traded to Spain and elsewhere. Seen from the road above, it is like a tiny model on the margin of the dimpled water, shining in the sun. Descended into, by the winding mule-tracks it is a perfect miniature of a primitive seafaring town; the saltest, roughest, most piratical little place that ever was seen. Great rusty iron rings and mooring-chains, capstans, and fragments of old masts and spars, choke up the way; hardy rough-weather boats, and seamen's clothing, flutter in the little harbour or are drawn out on the sunny stones to dry; on the parapet of the rude pier, a few amphibious-looking fellows lie asleep, with their legs dangling over the wall, as though earth or water were all one to them, and if they slipped in, they would float away, dozing comfortably among the fishes; the church is bright with trophies of the sea, and votive offerings, in commemoration of escape from storm and shipwreck. The dwellings not immediately abutting on the harbour are approached by blind low archways, and by crooked steps, as if in darkness and in difficulty of access they should be like holds of ships, or inconvenient cabins under water; and everywhere, there is a smell of fish, and sea-weed, and old rope.
The coast-road whence Camoglia is described so far below, is famous, in the warm season, especially in some parts near Genoa, for fire-flies. Walking there on a dark night, I have seen it made one sparkling firmament by these beautiful insects: so that the distant stars were pale against the flash and glitter that spangled every olive wood and hillside, and pervaded the whole air.
It was not in such a season, however, that we traversed this road on our way to Rome. The middle of January was only just past, and it was very gloomy and dark weather; very wet besides. In crossing the fine pass of Bracco, we encountered such a storm of mist and rain, that we travelled in a cloud the whole way. There might have been no Mediterranean in the world, for anything that we saw of it there, except when a sudden gust of wind, clearing the mist before it, for a moment, showed the agitated sea at a great depth below, lashing the distant rocks and spouting up its foam furiously. The rain was incessant; every brook and torrent was greatly swollen; and such deafening leaping, and roaring, and thundering of water, I never heard the like of in my life.
Hence, when we came to Spezzia, we found that the Magra, an unbridged river on the high-road to Pisa, was too high to be safely crossed in the Ferry Boat, and were fain to wait until the afternoon of next day, when it had, in some degree, subsided. Spezzia, however, is a good place to tarry at; by reason, firstly, of its beautiful bay; secondly, of its ghostly Inn; thirdly, of the head-dress of the women, who wear, on one side of their head, a small doll's straw hat, stuck on to the hair; which is certainly the oddest and most roguish head-gear that ever was invested.
The Magra safely crossed in the Ferry Boat—the passage is not by any means agreeable, when the current is swollen and strong—we arrived at Carrara, within a few hours. In good time next morning, we got some ponies, and went out to see the marble quarries.
They are four or five great glens, running up into a range of lofty hills, until they can run no longer, and are stopped by being abruptly strangled by Nature. The quarries, or "caves," as they call them there, are so many openings, high up in the hills, on either side of these passes, where they blast and excavate for marble: which may turn out good or bad: may make a man's fortune very quickly, or ruin him by the great expens of working what is worth nothing. Some of these caves were opened by the ancient Romans, and remain as they left them to this hour. Many others are being worked at this moment; others are to be begun tomorrow, next week, next month; others are unbought, unthought of and marble enough for more ages man has passed since the place was restored to, lies hidden everywhere: patiently awaiting its time of discovery.
...
Carrara, shut in by great hills, is very picturesque and bold. Few tourists stay there; and the people are nearly all connected, in one way or another, with the working of marble. There are also villages among the caves, where the workmen live. It contains a beautiful little Theatre, newly built; and it is an interesting custom there, to form the chorus of labourers in the marble quarries, who are self-taught and sing by ear. I heard them in a comic opera, and in an act of "Norma"; and they acquitted themselves very well; unlike the common people of Italy generally, who (with some exceptions among the Neapolitans) sing vilely out of tune, and have very disagreeable singing writes.
From the summit of a lofty hill beyond Carrara, the first view of the fertile plain in which the town of Pisa lies—with Leghorn, a purple spot in the flat distance—is enchanting. Nor is it only distance that lends enchantment to the view; for the fruitful country, and rich woods of olivetrees through which the road subsequently passes, render it delightful.
The moon was shining when we approached Pisa, and for a long time we could see, behind the wall, the leaning Tower, all awry in the uncertain light; the shadowy original of the old pictures in school-books, setting forth "The Wonders of the World". Like most things connected in their first associations with school-books and school-times, it was too small. I felt it keenly. It was nothing like so high above the wall as I had hoped. It was another of the many deceptions practiced by Mr. Harris, Bookseller, at the corner of St. Paul's Churchyard, London. His Tower was a fiction, but this was a reality—and, by comparison, a short reality. Still, it looked very well, and very strange, and was quite as much out of the perpendicular as Harris had represented it to be. The quiet air of Pisa too; the big guard-house at the gate, with only two little soldiers in it; the streets with scarcely any show of people in them; and the Arno, flowing quaintly through the center of the town; were excellent. So, I bore no malice in my heart against Mr. Harris (remembering his good intentions), but forgave him before dinner, and went out, full of confidence, to see the Tower next morning.
I might have known better; but, somehow, I had expected to see it, casting its long shadow on a public street where people came and went all day. It was a surprise to me to find it in a grave retired place, apart from the general resort, and carpeted with smooth green turf. But, the group of buildings, clustered on and about this verdant carpet: comprising the Tower, the Baptistery, the Cathedral, and the Church of the Campo Santo: is perhaps the most remarkable and beautiful in the whole world; and from being clustered there, together, away from the ordinary transactions and details of the town, they have a singularly venerable and impressive character. It is the architectural essence of a rich old city, with all its common life and common habitations pressed out, and filtered away.
...
If Pisa be the seventh wonder of the world in right of its Tower, it may claim to be, at least, the second or third in right of its beggars. They waylay the unhappy visitor at every turn, escort him to every door he enters at, and lie in wait for him, with strong reinforcements, at every door by which they know he must come out. The grating of the portal on its hinges is the signal for a general shout, and the moment he appears, he is hemmed in, and fallen on, by heaps of rags and personal distortions. The beggars seem to embody all the trade and enterprise of Pisa. Nothing else is stirring, but warm air. Going through the streets, the fronts of the sleepy houses look like backs. They are all so still and quiet, and unlike houses with people in them, that the greater part of the city has the appearance of a city at daybreak, or during a general siesta of the population. Or it is yet more like those backgrounds of houses in common prints, or old engravings, where windows and doors are squarely indicated, and one figure (a beggar of course) is seen walking off by itself into illimitable perspective.
经比萨和锡耶纳到罗马
［英］查尔斯·狄更斯
在我看来，位于热那亚和斯培西亚之间的那条滨海大道，意大利再没有什么可以与之相媲美的了。一面是奔腾的蓝色海洋，它时而水位很低，时而几乎与路面持平，海水的边缘被碎石隔成许多不同的形状，海面上还随处有别致的三桅小帆船慢慢飘过。另一面则是高高的山丘，峡谷周围布满了白色的村舍，还有黑色的橄榄树、乡村教堂和它那明亮敞开的城堡，以及涂彩明快的庄园点缀。路旁的每处浅滩和小山上，生长着茂盛的野生的仙人掌和芦荟。沿路的明亮的庄园里，在夏日，可以看到一簇簇盛开的红色颠茄花；而在秋、冬季节，金橘和柠檬的芳香溢满庄园。
有些村庄，所有居住的村民几乎都是渔民。他们被巨大的船只拖上海滩，形成一些荫凉，渔民会躺在那里休息；妇女和孩子们坐在那里边织网边嬉闹，远眺大海。看到这样的情景会令你感觉很快乐。有一个叫卡莫格利亚的小镇，它的小海港在大路下面数百英尺的地方。水手们的家就在那里。很久以前，他们拥有那里的沿海贸易船只，与西班牙和其他地方进行贸易往来。从大路上看去，小海港就像是泛着涟漪的大海边缘上的一个小模型，在阳光的照射下闪着光芒。沿着蜿蜒的骡车道下去，你会发现它是一个原始航海小镇完美的缩影，那将是你生平所见的最有咸味、最粗野、最具海盗气息的小地方。大量锈蚀的铁环、锚索、绞盘和旧船桅的断片和碎屑堆满了道路。饱经风浪的船只和水手的衣服，或是在小海港中摆动，或是铺在阳光下的石头上晾干。在粗糙的码头护墙上，几个像两栖动物一样的家伙正躺在那里睡觉。他们的腿悬挂在墙外，似乎对他们来说无所谓水与陆。如果掉入水中，他们就漂走，在鱼儿们之间舒服地瞌睡一会。海上战利品和祭祀的贡品醒目地摆在教堂里，这是为了纪念水手们从暴风雨和船难中的逃生。水手们的房屋不是直接与海港相接，而是通过隐蔽而低矮的拱门和弯曲的台阶逐步接近，如同在黑暗和艰难中，他们摸索进入船舱或不便的水下房仓的通道一样。到处是鱼腥味、海藻和破绳索。
从滨海大道可以远远地看到下面的卡莫格利亚。温暖的季节里，卡莫格利亚，尤其是热那亚附近的那些地方，以萤火虫而出名。漆黑的夜晚在那里漫步，我看到那些美丽的昆虫使天空闪闪发光：那闪烁的光芒点缀了每片橄榄树林和每座小山丘，照亮了整个天空，连远处的星星也黯然失色。
然而，在我们前往罗马经过这里时，却没赶上这样的季节。此时正值一月中旬，天气阴郁，还很潮湿。在横越美丽的伯拉科关口时，我们遭遇了浓雾和暴风雨，以至于整个旅途都是阴郁的天气。我们根本看不到地中海的存在，只有突然的一阵狂风吹走眼前浓雾的那一刻，才能看到下面很深的澎湃海水，抽打着远处的岩石，猛烈地喷出它的泡沫。雨不停地下着，每一条小溪和急流都迅速地涨起来，这样震耳欲聋的撞击声、咆哮声和轰鸣声，是我从未听到过的。
当我们到达斯培西亚时，发现马格拉河水位太高，以至于乘渡船不能安全过河。马格拉河上又没有通往比萨的桥梁。于是，我们欣然接受了事实，等第二天下午水势稍平时再过河。不过，斯培西亚却是个滞留的好地方。首先是因为它那美丽的海湾，其次是恐怖的客栈，最后则是那里女性的头饰。女人们在头的一侧，都佩戴一顶玩偶草帽，这种草帽的确是那种最怪异、最顽皮的设计。
我们乘渡船安全地渡过了马格拉河——当水流湍急、河水上涨时，渡河一点也不令人惬意——数小时后，我们到达卡拉拉。第二天早上，我们找来了几匹小马去参观采石场。
采石场从四五个巨大的峡谷，向上一直延伸到一群高山上，直到被大自然的鬼斧神工挡住去路，不能再延伸为止。采石场，或者当地人们所谓的“窑洞”，其实就是在山上的很多洞穴。人们可以在这些洞穴中的任何一个洞口爆炸，开凿大理石。这种开采运气可好可坏，它可以使一个人暴富，也可以使一个人倾其所有，血本无归。这些山洞有些是古罗马人开采的，至今仍保留着被遗弃时的样子；另外有许多山洞是新近开采的；有一些可能会在明天、下周、下个月开始开采；还有的尚未被人承包，未被考虑到。自这里被修复以来，就有足够多的大理石隐藏在各处，供未来的人开采：耐心地等待被发现的时刻。
卡拉拉城为群山环抱，风景独特，地势险峻。很少会有游客在那里逗留。这里的人，或多或少几乎都与大理石开采相关联。有些村庄也坐落在这些石窟中，开采大理石的人就住在那里。村里还有一座漂亮的小剧院，是不久前刚刚建成的。在那里有一个有趣的习俗，就是组建采石场的工人合唱队。他们都是自学歌曲，靠耳朵辨音唱歌。我听过他们在名为《诺玛》幽默剧中的演唱，他们能将自己的情怀表达得淋漓尽致，通常也不会像普通的意大利人（除了某些那不勒斯人之外）那样唱歌跑调，不堪入耳。
从卡拉拉之外的一座高山的顶部，第一眼看到的肥沃平原——比萨镇的所在地——更是迷人。而来亨却只是远处平原上的紫色斑点。并不仅仅是距离才成就这种迷人的风景，还有那丰饶的物产，大量的橄榄树林，和蜿蜒于林间的道路，都给人赏心悦目的感觉。
到达比萨时已是深夜。在好长的一段时间里，我们都能看到围墙后面的斜塔，在朦胧的月光中更显得倾斜。这就是教科书中古老图片的阴影原形，正向世人展示着“世界奇迹”。与很多教科书、学生时代初次相关联的事物一样，它太渺小了。我对此的感受十分强烈，想象中的城堡能高出围墙许多，这与我的想象迥然不同。书商哈里斯先生在伦敦圣保罗教堂一角售书，这是他的另一个诡计。他所说的斜塔是编造出来的，眼前的这个斜塔才是真实的。而且相比较而言，现实中的斜塔比虚构的还要矮一截。尽管如此，它看上去却很出色，很特别，倾斜的程度与哈里斯所说的完全一样。比萨也很安静；门口的警卫室里只有两个小士兵在执勤；街上的行人很是罕见；亚诺河优雅地流过城镇中心……这一切都那么美好。我心里对哈里斯先生并无半点怨恨之意（只记得他的好意），于是在晚饭前就原谅了他。然后第二天一早，又满怀信心地去看斜塔了。
我本应对斜塔了解甚详的，可是我想象中的斜塔却是这样的：它将倒影落在大街上，在那里人们终日来来去去。我惊讶地发现，斜塔是在一座荒旧的墓地里，这与一般的观光胜地不同；塔的四周有郁郁葱葱的草地；草地四周有一些建筑群，其中有斜塔、洗礼堂、大教堂、圣广场教堂。或许，圣广场教堂是世界上最雄伟的、最显著的建筑物。它们都坐落于此，远离世俗与城市的喧嚣，给人异乎寻常的庄严和肃穆。它们是绝经沧桑的古老城市的建筑精华，渗透并浓缩了老城中的平凡生活和平凡居所。
如果比萨因其斜塔成为世界第七大奇观，那么，因其乞丐之多至少也可位居第二或第三了。乞丐们会在每一个拐弯处围截不幸的游客，一直尾随他进门；然后在每一扇他有可能出来的门外，就会有更多的乞丐等他。门嘎吱声响起时，就是总攻的信号，他出来的那一刻已被乞丐们包围，落入衣衫褴褛、身体畸形的乞丐们手中。似乎乞丐遍及比萨的所有贸易和行业。除了暖风，一切都是静止的。走过街道，你会发现，那些了无生气的房屋的前门与后院没什么分别。它们都是那样的静寂，就像是无人居住的房屋一样。城市里更多的是像拂晓时分的景象，或是人们午睡时的样子。或者，它们更像那些常见读物或旧雕版图上的背景屋舍，门窗都是方形的，一个身影（当然是个乞丐）正从那里走开，向远方走去。



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
查尔斯·狄更斯（Charles Dickens），英国维多利亚时期的著名小说家。在英国文学史上，狄更斯是一颗最为光彩照人的明星。从小饱尝人间艰辛的狄更斯最同情劳苦人民和孤苦无依的孩子。他凭借勤奋和天赋创作出了一大批经典著作。他也是一位幽默大师，常常用妙趣横生的语言在浪漫和现实中讲述人间真相。
核心单词
skirt [skəːt] n. 裙子；衬裙
knoll [nəul] n. 圆丘，小丘
primitive [ˈprimitiv] adj. 原始的；远古的
furiously [ˈfjuəriəsli] adv. 狂怒地；狂暴地；猛烈地
quarry [ˈkwɔri] n. （采）石场；露天矿场
abruptly [əˈbrʌptli] adv. 突然地；意外地
quaintly [kweintli] adv. 离奇有趣地；奇怪地
portal [ˈpɔːtəl] n. 门，正门；入口
illimitable [iˈlimitəbl] adj. 无限的；无边际的；无穷的
翻译行不行
Seen from the road above, it is like a tiny model on the margin of the dimpled water, shining in the sun.
 
It was not in such a season, however, that we traversed this road on our way to Rome.
 
Nothing else is stirring, but warm air.



Late Summer
Ernest Hemingway
In the late summer of that year we lived in a house in a village that looked across the river and the plain to the mountains. In the bed of the river there were pebbles and boulders, dry and white in the sun, and the water was clear and swiftly moving and blue in the channels. Troops went by the house and down the road and the dust they raised powdered the leaves of the trees. The trunks of the trees too were dusty and the leaves fell early that year and we saw the troops marching along the road and the dust rising and leaves, stirred by the breeze, falling and the soldiers marching and afterward the road bare and white except for the leaves.
The plain was rich with crops; there were many orchards of fruit trees and beyond the plain the mountains were brown and bare. There was fighting in the mountains and at night we could see the flashes from the artillery. In the dark it was like summer lightning, but the nights were cool and there was not the feeling of a storm coming.
Sometimes in the dark we heard the troops marching under the window and guns going past pulled by motor-tractors. There was much traffic at night and many mules on the roads with boxes of ammunition on each side of their pack-saddles and gray motor-trucks that carried men, and other trucks with loads covered with canvas that moved slower in the traffic. There were big guns too mat passed in the day drawn by tractors, the long barrels of the guns covered with green branches and green leafy branches and vines laid over the tractors. To the north we could look across a valley and see a forest of chestnut trees and behind it another mountain on this side of the river. There was fighting for that mountain too, but it was not successful, and in the fall when the rains came the leaves all fell from the chestnut trees and the branches were bare and the trunks black with rain. The vineyards were thin and bare, branched too and all the country wet and brown and dead with the autumn. There were mists over the river and clouds on the mountain and trucks splashed mud on the road and the troops were muddy and wet in their capes; their rifles were wet and under their capes the two leather cartridge-boxes on the front of belts, gray leather boxes heavy with the packs of clips of thin, long 6.5mm. cartridges, bulged forward under the capes so that the men, passing on the road, marched as though they were six months gone with child.
晚夏
［美］厄内斯特·海明威
那年晚夏，我们住在乡间的一栋房子里，隔着河流和平原可以望见高山。河床里的鹅卵石和圆石，在阳光的照耀下干燥白皙，清澈的河水湍急地流过，河道里一汪蔚蓝。部队沿着房子向大路挺进，扬起滚滚尘土，覆盖了树叶和枝干。树叶那年落得早，我们看着部队行进在路上，所过之处，尘土飞扬。微风吹得树叶纷然而落，士兵们踏过的路上只剩下哗哗的落叶，一眼望去白晃晃、空荡荡的。
平原上的庄稼长势良好，有许多果园；而平原外的山峦，则是满目褐黄，光秃秃一片。山谷里战斗打得正紧，夜里我们还能看到炮火。黑暗中，这番情景酷似夏季的闪电，只是现在夜里凉快些，人们觉察不到夏天暴风雨来临前的那种闷热罢了。
有时在夜色中，我们能听见部队从窗下走过，摩托牵引机拖着大炮发出的声响声声入耳。夜里的交通颇为繁忙，路上有很多驮着弹药箱的骡子，运送士兵的灰色卡车，还有一种开得稍缓慢的卡车，运载的东西被帆布盖着。白天也有用牵引车运送的重炮，翠绿的树枝遮盖着长长的炮管，郁郁葱葱、繁茂的枝条和葡萄藤把整个车身都覆盖了。朝北望是片山谷，山谷后面有一片栗树树林，林子后面，也就是在河的这一边，又有一座高山。这座高山里也曾经发生过交战，只是没有成功。一到秋天，雨水就连绵而至，山上栗树的叶子掉得精光，只剩下赤裸的树枝，还有那被雨水打得漆黑的树干。葡萄园中也是枯枝败叶，稀疏光秃；乡间的每一样东西都是湿润的，目光所至，皆是一片萧瑟的秋意。雾气弥漫着河流，浮云在山涧萦绕，路上卡车驶过处泥浆飞溅，士兵们顶着湿漉漉的披肩，浑身都是烂泥；他们的来复枪也被淋湿了，每个人身前的皮带都挂着两个灰皮子弹盒，里面排满了又长又窄的6.5毫米口径的子弹，鼓鼓囊囊地盖在披肩下，走在路上，乍一看，他们就像是一群怀胎六月的妇人。



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
厄内斯特·海明威（Ernest Hemingway），美国小说家。他于1899年出生于一个医生家庭，曾参加过第一次世界大战，后担任驻欧洲记者，并以记者的身份参加了第二次世界大战和西班牙内战。在晚年疾病缠身，于1961年自杀。他的早期长篇小说《太阳照样升起》、《永别了，武器》成为表现美国“迷惘的一代”的主要代表作。
本篇选自著名的小说《永别了，武器》。文章通过对河床里的鹅卵石、清澈的溪水、平原上的庄稼等景致的描写，把第一次世界大战后迷惘一代的悲观、怀疑、绝望表现得淋漓尽致。他们怀疑一切、厌恶一切，几乎否定一切传统价值。
核心单词
pebble [ˈpebl] n. 小圆石，小鹅卵石
powdered [ˈpaudəd] adj. 变成粉末的，粉末（状）的
orchard [ˈɔːʧəd] n. 果树园，果树林
artillery [ɑːˈtiləri] n. 火炮；大炮
ammunition [ˌæmjuˈniʃən] n. 弹药，军火
chestnut [ˈʧestnʌt] n. 栗子
cartridge [ˈkɑːtriʤ] n. 弹药筒；子弹；炸药包
翻译行不行
There was fighting in the mountains and at night we could see the flashes from the artillery.
 
To the north we could look across a valley and see a forest of chestnut trees and behind it another mountain on this side of the river.



A Winter Walk
Henry David Thoreau
The wind has gently murmured through the blinds, or puffed with feathery softness against the windows, and occasionally sighed like a summer zephyr lifting the leaves along, the livelong night. The meadow mouse has slept in his snug gallery in the sod, the owl has sat in a hollow tree in the depth of the swamp, the rabbit, the squirrel, and the fox have all been housed. The watch-dog has lain quiet on the hearth, and the cattle have stood silent in their stalls. The earth itself has slept, as it were its first, not its last sleep, save when some street sign or woodhouse door has faintly creaked upon its hinge, cheering forlorn nature at her midnight work—the only sound awake twixt Venus and Mars—advertising us of a remote inward warmth, a divine cheer and fellowship, where gods are met together, but where it is very bleak for men to stand. But while the earth has slumbered, all the air has been alive with feathery flakes descending, as if some northern Ceres reigned, showering her silvery grain over all the fields.
We sleep, and at length awake to the still reality of a winter morning. The snow lies warm as cotton or down upon the window sill; the broadened sash and frosted panes admit a dim and private light, which enhances the snug cheer within. The stillness of the morning is impressive. The floor creaks under our feet as we move toward the window to look abroad through some clear space over the fields, we see the roofs stand under their snow burden. From the eaves and fences hang stalactites of snow, and in the yard stand stalagmites covering some concealed core. The trees and shrubs rear white arms to the sky on every side; and where were walls and fences, we see fantastic forms stretching in frolic gambols across the dusky landscape, as if Nature had strewn her fresh designs over the fields by night as models for man's art.
Silently we unlatch the door, letting the drift fall in, and step abroad to face the cutting air. Already the stars have lost some of their sparkle, and a dull, leaden mist skirts the horizon. A lurid brazen light in the east proclaims the approach of day, while the western landscape is dim and spectral still, and clothed in a somber Tartarean light, like the shadowy realms. They are infernal sounds only that you hear—the crowing of cocks, the barking of dogs, the chopping of wood, the lowing of kine, all seem to come from Pluto's barnyard and beyond the Styx—not for any melancholy they suggest, but their twilight bustle is too solemn and mysterious for earth. The recent tracks of the fox or otter, in the yard, remind us that each hour of the night is crowded with events, and the primeval nature is still working and making tracks in the snow. Opening the gate, we tread briskly along the lone country road, crunching the dry and crisped snow under our feet, or aroused by the sharp, clear creak of the wood sled, just starting for the distant market, from the early farmer's door, where it has lain the summer long, dreaming amid the chips and stubble; while far through the drifts and powdered windows we see the farmer's early candle, like a paled star, emitting a lonely beam, as if some severe virtue were at its matins there. And one by one the smokes begin to ascend from the chimneys amid the trees and snows.
We hear the sound of woodchopping at the farmers'doors, far over the frozen earth, the baying of the house-dog, and the distant clarion of the cock—though the thin and frosty air conveys only the finer particles of sound to our ears, with short and sweet vibrations, as the waves subside soonest on the purest and lightest liquids, in which gross substances sink to the bottom. They come clear and bell-like, and from a greater distance in the horizons, as if there were fewer impediments in summer to make them faint and ragged. The ground is sonorous, like seasoned wood, and even the ordinary rural sounds are melodious, and the jingling of the ice on the trees is sweet and liquid. There is the least possible moisture in the atmosphere, all being dried up or congealed, and it is of such extreme tenuity and elasticity that it becomes a source of delight. The withdrawn and tense sky seems groined like the aisles of a cathedral, and the polished air sparkles as if there were crystals of ice floating in it. As they who have resided in Greenland tell us that when it freezes "the sea smokes like burning turf-land, and a fog or mist arises, called frost-smoke, "which" cutting smoke frequently raises blisters on the face and hands, and is very pernicious to the health." But this pure, stinging cold is an elixir to the lungs, and not so much a frozen mist as a crystallized midsummer haze, refined and purified by cold.
In winter, nature is a cabinet of curiosities, full of dried specimens, in their natural order and position. The meadows and forests are a hortus siccus. The leaves and grasses stand perfectly pressed by the air without screw or gum, and the bird's nests are not hung on an artificial twig, but where they builded them.
But now, while we have loitered, the clouds have gathered again, and a few straggling snowflakes are beginning to descend. Faster and faster they fall, shutting out the distant objects from sight. The snow falls on every wood and field, and no crevice is forgotten; by the river and the pond, on the hill and in the valley. Quadrupeds are confined to their coverts and the birds sit upon their perches this peaceful hour. There is not so much sound as in fair weather, but silently and gradually every slope, and the gray walls and fences, and the polished ice, and the sere leaves, which were not buried before, are concealed, and the tracks of men and beasts are lost. With so little effort does nature reassert her rule and blot out the trace of men. Hear how Homer has described the same: "The snowflakes fall thick and fast on a winter's day. The winds are lulled, and the snow falls incessant, covering the tops of the mountains, and the hills, and the plains where the lotus tree grows, and the cultivated fields, and they are falling by the inlets and shores of the foaming sea, but are silently dissolved by the waves." The snow levels all things, and infolds them deeper in the bosom of nature, as, in the slow summer, vegetation creeps up to the entablature of the temple, and the turrets of the castle, and helps her to prevail over art.
冬日漫步
［美］亨利·大卫·梭罗
微风缓缓地吹着百叶窗，吹在窗上，非常温柔，像羽毛似的；偶尔也会犹如几声叹息，听起来像夏日漫漫长夜里风轻抚着树叶的声音。在铺着草皮的地下，田鼠正在地洞里呼呼大睡，猫头鹰则在沼泽地深处的一棵空心树里蹲着，兔子、松鼠、狐狸都呆在家里。看门的狗静静地躺在暖炉旁，牛羊在栏里悄无声息。连大地都在沉睡——但这不是寿终正寝，而是忙碌一年后第一次美美地睡上一觉。夜已经深了，大自然还在忙碌着，只有街上一些招牌或小木屋的门轴不时嘎吱嘎吱地响，给沉寂的大自然来一点慰藉。也只有这些声音，预示着在茫茫宇宙中，在金星和火星之间，天地万物中还有一些是清醒的。我们想起了看似遥远却也许近在心中的“温暖感觉”，还有那些只有天神们在相聚时才能感受到的——一种神圣的鼓舞和难得的交情，而这些对于凡人是不胜苍凉的。大地此刻在酣睡，可是空气还很活跃，鹅毛大雪漫天飞舞，好像是一个北方的五谷女神，正在把她的银种子撒在我们的田野上。
我们也进入了梦乡，等到醒来时，恰是冬季的早晨。世界静悄悄的，雪下了厚厚的一层。窗棂上像铺了柔软的棉花或羽绒；窗格子显得宽了些，玻璃上爬满了冰纹，看起来黯淡而神秘，使家里变得更加温馨舒适。早晨的寂静真令人难忘。我们踏着吱吱作响的地板来到窗口前，站在一块没有结冰的地方，眺望田野风景。屋顶被皑皑白雪覆盖着，雪冻成的冰条挂在屋檐下和栅栏上；院子里的雪柱像竹笋一样立着，雪柱里有没有藏着什么东西，就无从知晓了。树木和灌木向四面八方伸展着它们白色的枝干；原来是墙壁和篱笆的地方，形态更加奇妙，在昏暗的大地上，它们向左右延伸，似乎在跳跃，仿佛一夜的工夫，大自然就重新设计了一幅田野美境，供人类的艺术家来临摹。
我们静静地拔去了门闩，让飞雪飘进屋里；走出屋外，寒风如刀割般迎面扑来。星星有点黯淡无光，地平线上笼罩了一层深色沉重的薄雾。东方露出一点耀眼的古铜色光彩，预示着天就要亮了；可是西边的景物，还是很模糊，一片昏暗，无声无响，似乎是笼罩着地狱之光，鬼影扑现着，好像是非人间。耳边的声音也有点阴气森森——鸡鸣犬吠，木柴断裂的声音，牛群低沉的叫声——这一切好像来自阴阳河彼岸冥王星的农场；倒不是这些声音本身特别凄凉，只是天还没有亮，所以听起来很肃穆很神秘，不像是来自于人间。院子里，雪地上，狐狸和水獭所留下的印迹清晰可见，这些提醒我们：即使是在冬夜最寂静的时候，自然界里的生物也在时时刻刻活动着，并且在雪地里留下足迹。打开大门，我们迈着轻快的脚步，踏上僻静的乡村小路，雪很干很脆，踩上去发出吱吱的响声；早起的农夫，驾着雪橇，到远处的市场上去赶集。这辆雪橇整个夏天都闲置在农夫的门口，如今与木屑稻梗做伴，可算是有了用武之地。它尖锐、清晰、刺耳的声音，可真能让早起赶路的人头脑清醒。透过堆满积雪的农舍，我们看见农夫早早地把蜡烛点亮了，就像一颗孤寂的星星，散发着稀落的光，宛如某种朴素的美德在作晨祷。接着，烟囱里冒出的炊烟从树丛和雪堆里袅袅升起。
我们能听见农夫劈砍柴火的声音，大地冰封，不时有鸡鸣狗叫声传出。寒冷的空气，只能把那些尖锐的声音传入我们的耳朵，那些声音听起来短促悦耳；凡是清醇轻盈的液体，稍有波动也很快停止，因为里面的晶体硬块，很快沉到底下去了。声音从地平线的远处传来，像钟声一样清晰响亮，冬天的空气清新，不像夏天那样混合着许多杂质，因而声音听来也不像夏天那样刺耳模糊。走在冰封的土地上，声音犹如敲击坚硬的木块那样洪亮，甚至是乡村里最平凡的声响，都听起来美妙动听，树上的冰条，互相撞击，听起来像铃声一样悦耳，乐在其中。空气里几乎没有水分，水蒸气不是干化，就是凝固成霜了。空气十分稀薄而且似乎带弹性，人呼吸进去，顿感心旷神怡。天空似乎被绷紧了，往后移动，从下向上望，感觉像置身于大教堂中，头上是一块块连在一起的弧形的屋顶，空气被过滤得纯粹明净，好像有冰晶沉浮在中间，正如格陵兰的居民告诉我们的，当那里结冰的时候，“海就冒烟，像大火爆发的威力；而且伴有雾气升腾，称为烟雾；这烟雾能让人的手和脸起疱肿胀，并对人体有害。”但是我们这里的空气，虽然冰寒刺骨，但是质地清纯，可以滋养心肺，提神醒脑。我们不会把它当作冻霜，而会把它看作仲夏雾气的结晶，经过严寒的凝结，变得更加清纯了。
大自然在冬天就是一间美术品陈列室，各种干枯了的标本按照它们生长的次序，摆得井然有序。草原和树林成了一座“植物标本馆”。树叶和野草保持着完美的形态，在空气的压力下，不需要用螺丝钉或胶水来固定。巢不用挂在假树上，虽然树已经枯萎了，可那毕竟是真树，鸟儿在哪里建的，还保留在哪里。
就在我们四处游荡的这会儿，天空又有阴云密布，雪花纷然而落。雪越下越大，远处的景物渐渐地脱离了我们的视线。雪花光顾了每一棵树和田野，无孔不入，痕迹遍布河边、湖畔、小山和低谷。四足动物都躲藏起来了，小鸟在这平和的时刻里也休息了，周围几乎听不到任何声音，比好天气的日子更加宁静。可是，渐渐地，山坡、灰墙和篱笆、光亮的冰还有枯叶，所有原来没有被白雪覆盖的，现在都被埋住了，人和动物的足迹也消失了。大自然轻而易举地就实施了它的法规，把人类行为的痕迹抹擦得干干净净。听听荷马的诗：“冬天里，雪花降落，又多又快。风停了，雪下个不停，覆盖了山顶和丘陵，覆盖了长着酸枣树的平原和耕地；在波澜壮阔的海湾海岸边，雪也纷纷地下着，只是雪花落到海里，就被海水悄无声息地融化了。”白雪充塞了所有的事物，使万物平等，把它们深深地裹在自然的怀抱里；就像漫漫夏季里的植被，爬上庙宇的柱顶，爬上堡垒的角楼，覆盖人类的艺术品。
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导读
亨利·大卫·梭罗（Henry David Thoreau），博物学家、散文家、超验主义作家。他的作品朴实无华、亲近自然，极大地感染了第一次世界大战后美国人的思想，从而奠定了他在美国文学史上的崇高地位。他从1837年开始写日记，这本日记成为他死后出版的几部著作的来源。他于1960年入选美国伟人名人堂。
核心单词
feathery [ˈfeðəri] adj. 有羽毛的；被羽毛覆盖的
snug [snʌɡ] adj. 舒适的；温暖的
slumber [ˈslʌmbə] n. 【书】睡眠；微睡
stalagmite [ˈstæləgmait] n. 石笋；石笋状
infernal [inˈfəːnl] adj. 阴间的；地狱的
ascend [əˈsend] v. 登高；上升
elixir [iˈliksə] n. 炼金药，万能药
entablature [enˈtæeblətʃə] n. 【建】古典柱式的顶部
翻译行不行
The stillness of the morning is impressive.
 
There is the least possible moisture in the atmosphere, all being dried up or congealed, and it is of such extreme tenuity and elasticity that it becomes a source of delight.
 
With so little effort does nature reassert her rule and blot out the trace of men.



On Tea and Friendship
Lin Yutang
I do not think that, considered from the point of view of human culture and happiness, there have been more significant inventions in the history of mankind, more vitally important and more directly contributing to our enjoyment of leisure, friendship, sociability and conversation, than the inventions of smoking, drinking and tea. All three have several characteristics in common: first of all, that they contribute toward our sociability; secondly, that they do not fill our stomach as food does, and therefore can be enjoyed between meals; and thirdly, that they are all to be enjoyed through the nostrils by acting on our sense of smell. So great are their influences upon culture that we have smoking cars besides dining cars, and we have wine restaurants or taverns and tea houses. In China and England at least, drinking tea has become a social institution.
The proper enjoyment of tobacco, drink and tea can only be developed in an atmosphere of leisure, friendship and sociability. For it is only with men gifted with the sense of comradeship, extremely select in the matter of forming friends and endowed with a natural love of the leisurely life, that the full enjoyment of tobacco and drink and tea becomes possible. Take away the element of sociability, and these things have no meaning. The enjoyment of these things, like the enjoyment of the moon, the snow and the flowers, must take place in proper company, for this I regard as the thing that the Chinese artists of life most frequently insist upon: that certain kinds of flowers must be enjoyed with certain types of persons, certain kinds of scenery must be associated with certain kinds of ladies, that the sound of raindrops must be enjoyed, if it is to be enjoyed fully, when lying on a bamboo bed in a temple deep in the mountains on a summer day; that, in short, the mood is the thing, that there is a proper mood for everything, and that wrong company may spoil the mood entirely. Hence the beginning of any artist of life is that he or anyone who wishes to learn to enjoy life must, as the absolutely necessary condition, find friends of the same type of temperament, and take as much trouble to gain and keep their friendship as wives take to keep their husbands, or as a good chess player takes a journey of a thousand miles to meet a fellow chess player.
The atmosphere, therefore, is the thing. One must begin with the proper conception of the scholar's studio and the general environment in which life is going to be enjoyed. First of all, there are the friends with whom we are going to share this enjoyment. Different types of friends must be selected for different types of enjoyment. It would be as great a mistake to go horseback riding with a studious and pensive friend, as it would be to go to a concert with a person who doesn't understand music. Hence as a Chinese writer expresses it:
For enjoying flowers, one must secure big-hearted friends. For going to sing-song houses to have a look at sing-song girls, one must secure temperate friends. For going up a high mountain, one must secure romantic friends. For boating, one must secure friends with an expansive nature. For facing the moon, one must secure friends with a cool philosophy. For anticipating snow, one must secure beautiful friends. For a wine party, one must secure friends with flavor and charm.
Having selected and formed friends for the proper enjoyment of different occasions, one then looks for the proper surroundings. It is not so important that one's house be richly decorated as that it should be situated in beautiful country, with the possibility of walking about on the rice fields, or lying down under shady trees on a river bank. The requirements for the house itself are simple enough. One can "have a house with several rooms, grain fields of several mow, a pool made from a basin and windows made from broken jars, with the walls coming up to the shoulders and a room the size of a rice bushel, and in the leisure time after enjoying the warmth of cotton beddings and a meal of vegetable soup, one can become so great that his spirit expands and fills the entire universe. For such a quiet studio, one should have wut'ung trees in front and some green bamboos behind. On the south of the house, the eaves will stretch boldly forward, while on the north side, there will be small windows, which can be closed in spring and winter to shelter one from rain and wind, and opened in summer and autumn for ventilation. The beauty of the wut'ung tree is that all its leaves fall off in spring and winter, thus admitting us to the full enjoyment of the sun's warmth, while in summer and autumn its shade protects us from the scorching heat." Or as another writer expressed it, one should "build a house of several beams, grow a hedge of chin trees and cover a pavilion with a hay-thatch. Three mow of land will be devoted to planting bamboos and flowers and fruit trees, while two mow will be devoted to planting vegetables. The four walls of a room are bare and the room is empty, with the exception of two or three rough beds placed in the pavilion. A peasant boy will be kept to water the vegetables and clear the weeds. So then one may arm one's self with books and a sword against solitude, and provide a ch'in (a stringed instrument) and chess to anticipate the coming of good friends."
An atmosphere of familiarity will then invest the place.
"In my studio, all formalities will be abolished, and only the most intimate friends will be admitted. They will be treated with rich or poor fare such as I eat, and we will chat and laugh and forget our own existence. We will not discuss the right and wrong of other people and will be totally indifferent to worldly glory and wealth. In our leisure we will discuss the ancients and the moderns, and in our quiet, we will play with the mountains and rivers. Then we will have thin, clear tea and good wine to fit into the atmosphere of delightful seclusion. That is my conception of the pleasure of friendship."
In such a congenial atmosphere, we are then ready to gratify our senses, the senses of color and smell and sound. It is then that one should smoke and one should drink. We then transform our bodies into a sensory apparatus for perceiving the wonderful symphony of colors and sounds and smells and tastes provided by Nature and by culture. We feel like good violins about to be played on by master violinists. And thus "we burn incense on a moonlight night and play three stanzas of music from an ancient instrument, and immediately the myriad worries of our breast are banished and all our foolish ambitions or desires are forgotten. We will then inquire, what is the fragance of this incense, what is the color of the smoke, what is that shadow that comes through the white papered windows, what is this sound that arises from below my fingertips, what is this enjoyment which makes us so quietly happy and so forgetful of everything else, and what is the condition of the infinite universe?"
Thus chastened in spirit, quiet in mind and surrounded by proper company, one is fit to enjoy tea. For tea is invented for quiet company as wine is invented for a noisy party. There is something in the nature of tea that leads us into a world of quiet contemplation of life. It would be as disastrous to drink tea with babies crying around, or with loud-voiced women or politics-talking men, as to pick tea on a rainy or a cloudy day. Picked at early dawn on a clear day, when the morning air on mountain top was clear and thin, and the fragrance of dews was still upon the leaves, tea is still associated with the fragrance and refinement of the magic dew in its enjoyment. With the Taoist insistence upon return to nature, and with its conception that the universe is kept alive by the interplay of the male and female forces, the dew actually stands for the "juice of heaven and earth" when the two principles are united at night, and the idea is current that the dew is a magic food, fine and clear and ethereal, and any man or beast who drinks enough of it stands a good chance of being immortal. De Quincey says quite correctly that tea "will always be the favorite beverage of the intellectual," but the Chinese seem to go further and associate it with the high-minded recluse.
Tea is then symbolic of earthly purity, requiring the most fastidious cleanliness in its preparation, from picking, frying and preserving to its final infusion and drinking, easily upset or spoiled by the slightest contamination of oily hands or oily cups. Consequently, its enjoyment is appropriate in an atmosphere where all ostentation or suggestion of luxury is banished from one's eyes and one's thoughts. After all, one enjoys sing-song girls with wine and not with tea, and when sing-song girls are fit to drink tea with, they are already in the class that Chinese poets and scholars favor. Su Tungp'o once compared tea to a sweet maiden, but a later critic, T'ien Yiheng, author of Chuch'ü an Hsiaop'in (Essay On Boiling Spring Water) immediately qualified it by adding that tea could be compared, if it must be compared to women at all, only to the Fairy Maku, and that, "as for beauties with peach-colored faces and willow waists, they should be shut up in curtained beds, and not be allowed to contaminate the rocks and springs." For the same author says, "One drinks tea to forget the world's noise; it is not for those who eat rich food and dress in silk pyjamas."
It must be remembered that, according to Ch'alu, "the essence of the enjoyment of tea lies in appreciation of its color, fragrance and flavor, and the principles of preparation are refinement, dryness and cleanliness." An element of quiet is therefore necessary for the appreciation of these qualities, an appreciation that comes from a man who can "look at a hot world with a cool head." Since the Sung Dynasty, connoisseurs have generally regarded a cup of pale tea as the best, and the delicate flavor of pale tea can easily pass unperceived by one occupied with busy thoughts, or when the neighborhood is noisy, or servants are quarreling, or when served by ugly maids. The company, too, must be small. For, "it is important in drinking tea that the guests be few. Many guests would make it noisy, and noisiness takes away from its cultured charm. To drink alone is called secluded; to drink between two is called comfortable; to drink with three or four is called charming, to drink with five or six is called common; and to drink with seven or eight is called [contemptuously] philanthropic." As the author of Ch'asu said, "to pour tea around again and again from a big pot, and drink it up at a gulp, or to warm it up again after a while, or to ask for extremely strong taste would be like farmers or artisans who drink tea to fill their belly after hard work; it would then be impossible to speak of the distinction and appreciation of flavors."
For this reason, and out of consideration for the utmost rightness and cleanliness in preparation, Chinese writers on tea have always insisted on personal attention in boiling tea, or since that is necessarily inconvenient, that two boy servants be specially trained to do the job. Tea is usually boiled on a separate small stove in the room or directly outside, away from the kitchen. The servant boys must be trained to make tea in the presence of their master and to observe a routine of cleanliness, washing the cups every morning (never wiping them with a towel), washing their hands often and keeping their fingernails clean. "When there are three guests, one stove will be enough, but when there are five or six persons, two separate stoves and kettles will be required, one boy attending to each stove, for if one is required to attend to both, there may be delays or mix-ups." True connoisseurs, however, regard the personal preparation of tea as a special pleasure. Without developing into a rigid system as in Japan, the preparation and drinking of tea is always a performance of loving pleasure, importance and distinction. In fact, the preparation is half the fun of the drinking, as cracking melon-seeds between one's teeth is half the pleasure of eating them.
Usually a stove is set before a window, with good hard charcoal burning. A certain sense of importance invests the host, who fans the stove and watches the vapor coming out from the kettle. Methodically he arranges a small pot and four tiny cups, usually smaller than small coffee cups, in a tray. He sees that they are in order, moves the pewter-foil pot of tea leaves near the tray and keeps it in readiness, chatting along with his guests, but not so much that he forgets his duties. He turns round to look at the stove, and from the time the kettle begins to sing, he never leaves it, but continues to fan the fire harder than before. Perhaps he stops to take the lid off and look at the tiny bubbles, technically called "fish eyes" or "crab froth," appearing on the bottom of the kettle, and puts the lid on again. This is the "first boil." He listens carefully as the gentle singing increases in volume to that of a "gurgle," with small bubbles coming up the sides of the kettle, technically called the "second boil." It is then that he watches most carefully the vapor emitted from the kettle spout, and just shortly before the "third boil" is reached, when the water is brought up to a full boil, "like billowing waves," he takes the kettle from the fire and scalds the pot inside and out with the boiling water, immediately adds the proper quantity of leaves and makes the infusion. Tea of this kind, like the famous "Iron Goddess of Mercy," drunk in Fukien, is made very thick. The small pot is barely enough to hold four demi-tasses and is filled one-third with leaves. As the quantity of leaves is large, the tea is immediately poured into the cups and immediately drunk. This finishes the pot, and the kettle, filled with fresh water, is put on the fire again, getting ready for the second pot. Strictly speaking, the second pot is regarded as the best; the first pot being compared to a girl of thirteen, the second compared to a girl of sweet sixteen, and the third regarded as a woman. Theoretically, the third infusion from the same leaves is disallowed by connoisseurs, but actually one does try to live on with the "woman."
The above is a strict description of preparing a special kind of tea as I have seen it in my native province, an art generally unknown in North China. In China generally, tea pots used are much larger, and the ideal color of tea is a clear, pale, golden yellow, never dark red like English tea.
Of course, we are speaking of tea as drunk by connoisseurs and not as generally served among shopkeepers. No such nicety can be expected of general mankind or when tea is consumed by the gallon by all comers. That is why the author of Ch'asu, Hs ü Ts'eshu, says, "When there is a big party, with visitors coming and coming, one can only exchange with them cups of wine, and among strangers who have just met or among common friends, one should serve only tea of the ordinary quality. Only when our intimate friends of the same temperament have arrived, and we are all happy, all brilliant in conversation and all able to lay aside the formalities, then may we ask the boy servant to build a fire and draw water, and decide the number of stoves and cups to be used in accordance with the company present." It is of this state of things that the author of Ch'achieh says, "We are sitting at night in a mountain lodge, and are boiling tea with water from a mountain spring. When the fire attacks the water, we begin to hear a sound similar to the singing of the wind among pine trees. We pour the tea into a cup, and the gentle glow of its light plays around the place. The pleasure of such a moment cannot be shared with vulgar people."
In a true tea lover, the pleasure of handling all the paraphernalia is such that it is enjoyed for its own sake, as in the case of Ts'ai Hsiang, who in his old age was not able to drink, but kept on enjoying the preparation of tea as a daily habit. There was also another scholar, by the name of Chou Wenfu, who prepared and drank tea six times daily at definite hours from dawn to evening, and who loved his pot so much that he had it buried with him when he died.
The art and technique of tea enjoyment, then, consists of the following: first, tea, being most susceptible to contamination of flavors, must be handled throughout with the utmost cleanliness and kept apart from wine, incense, and other smelly substances and people handling such substances. Second, it must be kept in a cool, dry place, and during moist seasons, a reasonable quantity for use must be kept in special small pots, best made of pewterfoil, while the reserve in the big pots is not opened except when necessary, and if a collection gets moldy, it should be submitted to a gentle roasting over a slow fire, uncovered and constantly fanned, so as to prevent the leaves from turning yellow or becoming discolored. Third, half of the art of making tea lies in getting good water with a keen edge; mountain spring water comes first, river water second, and well water third; water from the tap, if coming from dams, being essentially mountain water and satisfactory. Fourth, for the appreciation of rare cups, one must have quiet friends and not too many of them at one time. Fifth, the proper color of tea in general is a pale golden yellow, and all dark red tea must be taken with milk or lemon or peppermint, or anything to cover up its awful sharp taste. Sixth, the best tea has a "return flavor" (hueiwei), which is felt about half a minute after drinking and after its chemical elements have had time to act on the salivary glands. Seven, tea must be freshly made and drunk immediately, and if good tea is expected, it should not be allowed to stand in the pot for too long, when the infusion has gone too far. Eight, it must be made with water just brought up to a boil. Nine, all adulterants are taboo, although individual differences may be allowed for people who prefer a slight mixture of some foreign flavor (e.g., jasmine, or cassia). Eleven, the flavor expected of the best tea is the delicate flavor of "baby's flesh."
In accordance with the Chinese practice of prescribing the proper moment and surrounding for enjoying a thing, Ch'asu, an excellent treatise on tea, reads thus:
Proper moments for drinking tea:
When one's heart and hands are idle.
Tired after reading poetry.
When one's thoughts are disturbed.
Listening to songs and ditties.
When a song is completed.
Shut up at one's home on a holiday.
Playing the ch'in and looking over paintings.
Engaged in conversation deep at night.
Before a bright window and a clean desk.
With charming friends and slender concubines.
Returning from a visit with friends.
When the day is clear and the breeze is mild.
On a day of light showers.
In a painted boat near a small wooden bridge.
In a forest with tall bamboos.
In a pavilion overlooking lotus flowers on a summer day.
Having lighted incense in a small studio.
After a feast is over and the guests are gone.
When children are at school.
In a quiet, secluded temple.
Near famous springs and quaint rocks.
Moments when one should stop drinking tea:
At work. Watching a play.
Opening letters.
During big rain and snow.
At a long wine feast with a big party.
Going through documents.
On busy days.
Generally conditions contrary to those enumerated in the above section.
Things to be avoided:
Bad water.
Bad utensils.
Brass spoons.
Brass kettles.
Wooden pails (for water).
Wood for fuel (on account of smoke).
Soft charcoal.
Coarse servant.
Bad-tempered maid.
Unclean towels.
All varieties of incense and medicine.
Things and places to be kept away from:
Damp rooms.
Kitchens.
Noisy streets.
Crying infants.
Hotheaded persons.
Quarreling servants.
Hot rooms.
茶和交友
林语堂
我以为从人类文化和快乐的观点论起来，人类历史中的杰出新发明，其能直接有力地有助于我们的享受空闲、友谊、社交和谈天者，莫过于吸烟、饮酒、饮茶的发明。这三件事有几样共同的特质：第一，它们有助于我们的社交；第二，这几件东西不至于一吃就饱，可以在吃饭的中间随时吸饮；第三，都是可以藉嗅觉去享受的东西。它们对于文化的影响极大，所以餐车之外另有吸烟车，饭店之外另有酒店和茶馆，至少在中国和英国，饮茶已经成为社交上一种不可少的制度。
烟酒茶的适当享受，只能在空闲、友谊和乐于招待之中发展出来。因为只有富于交友心，择友极慎，天然喜爱闲适生活的人士，方有圆满享受烟酒茶的机会。如将乐于招待心除去，这三种东西便成毫无意义。享受这三件东西，也如享受雪月花草一般，须有适当的同伴。中国的生活艺术家最注意此点，例如：看花须和某种人为伴，赏景须有某种女子为伴，听雨最好须在夏日山中寺院内躺在竹榻上。总括起来说，赏玩一样东西时，最紧要的是心境。我们对每一种事物，各有一种不同的心境。不适当的同伴，常会败坏心境。所以生活艺术家的出发点就是：他如更想要享受人生，则第一个必要条件即是和性情相投的人交朋友，须尽力维持这友谊，如妻子要维持其丈夫的爱情一般，或如一个下棋名手宁愿跑一千里的长途去会见一个同志一般。
所以气氛是重要的东西。我们必须先对文士的书室的布置，和它的一般的环境有了相当的认识，方能了解他怎样在享受生活。第一，他们必须有共同享受这种生活的朋友，不同的享受须有不同的朋友。和一个勤学而含愁思的朋友共去骑马，即属引非其类，正如和一个不懂音乐的人去欣赏一次音乐表演一般。因此，某中国作家曾说过：
赏花须结豪友，观枝须结淡友，登山须结逸友，泛舟须结旷友，对月须结冷友，捉酒须结韵友。
他对各种享受已选定了不同的适当游伴之后，还须去找寻适当的环境。所住的房屋，布置不必一定讲究，地点也不限于风景优美的乡间，不必一定需一片稻田方足供他的散步，也不必一定有曲折的小溪以供他在溪边的树下小憩。他所需的房屋极其简单，只需：“有屋数间，有田数亩，用盆为池，以瓮为牖，墙高于肩，室大于斗，布被暖余，藜羹饱后，气吐胸中，充塞宇宙。凡静室，须前栽碧梧，后种翠竹。前檐放步，北用暗窗，春冬闭之，以避风雨，夏秋可开，以通凉爽。然碧梧之趣，春冬落叶，以舒负喧融和之乐，夏秋交荫，以蔽炎烁蒸烈之威。”或如另一位作家所说，一个人可以“筑室数楹，编槿为篱，结茅为亭。以三亩荫竹树栽花果，二亩种蔬菜。四壁清旷，空诸所有。蓄山童灌园薙草，置二三胡床着亭下。挟书剑，伴孤寂，携琴奕，以迟良友。”
到处充满着亲热的空气。
吾斋之中，不尚虚礼。凡入此斋，均为知己。随分款留，忘形笑语。不言是非，不侈荣利。闲谈古今，静玩山水。清茶好酒，以适幽趣。臭味之交，如斯而已。
在这种同类相引的气氛中，我们方能满足色香声的享受，吸烟饮酒也在这个时候最为相宜。我们的全身便于这时变成一种盛受器械，能充分去享受大自然和文化所供给我们的色声香味。我们好像已变为一把优美的小提琴，正待由一位大音乐家来拉奏名曲了。于是我们“月夜焚香，古桐三弄，便觉万虑都忘，妄想尽绝。试看香是何味，烟是何色，穿窗之白，是何影，指下之余是何音，恬然乐之，而悠然忘之者，是何趣，不可思量处是何境？”
一个人在这种神清气爽、心气平静、知己满前的境地中，方真能领略到茶的滋味。因为茶须静品，而酒则须热闹。茶之为物，性能引导我们进入一个默想人生的世界。饮茶之时而有儿童在旁哭闹，或粗蠢妇人在旁大声说话，或自命通人者在旁高谈国是，即十分败兴，也正如在雨天或阴天去采茶一般的糟糕。因为采茶必须天气清明的清早，当山上的空气极为清新，露水的芬芳尚留于叶上时，所采的茶叶方称上品。照中国人说起来，露水实在具有芬芳和神秘的功用，和茶的优劣很有关系。照道家的返自然和宇宙之能生存全恃阴阳二气交融的说法，露水实在是天地在夜间和融后的精英。至今尚有人相信露水为清鲜神秘的琼浆，多饮即能致人兽长生。特昆雪所说的话很对，他说：“茶永远是聪慧的人们的饮料。”但中国人则更进一步，而视它为风雅隐士的珍品。
因此，茶是凡间纯洁的象征，在采制烹煮的手续中，都须十分清洁。采摘烘焙，烹煮取饮之时，手上或±壶中略有油腻不洁，便会使它丧失美味。所以也只有在眼前和心中毫无富丽繁华的景象和念头时，方能真正地享受它。和妓女作乐时，当然用酒而不用茶。但一个妓女如有了品茶的资格，则她便可以跻于诗人文士所欢迎的妙人儿之列了。苏东坡曾以美女喻茶，但后来，另一个持论家，“煮泉小品”的作者田艺恒即补充说，如果定要以茶去拟女人，则唯有麻姑仙子可做比拟。至于“必若桃脸柳腰，宜亟屏之销金幔中，无俗我泉石。”又说：“啜茶忘喧，谓非膏梁纨绮可语。”
据《茶录》所说：“其旨归于色香味，其道归于精燥洁。”所以如果要体味这些质素，静默是一个必要的条件；也只有“以一个冷静的头脑去看忙乱的世界”的人，才能够体味出这些质素。自从宋代以来，一般喝茶的鉴赏家认为一杯淡茶才是最好的东西，当一个人专心思想的时候，或是在邻居嘈杂、仆人争吵的时候，或是由面貌丑陋的女仆侍候的时候，当会很容易地忽略了淡茶的美妙气味。同时，喝茶的友伴也不可多，“因为饮茶以客少为贵。客众则喧，喧则雅趣乏矣。独啜曰幽；二客曰胜；三四曰趣；五六曰泛；七八曰施。”《茶蔬》的作者说：“若巨器屡巡，满中泻饮，待停少温，或求浓苦，何异农匠作劳，但需涓滴；何论品赏？何知风味乎？”
因为这个理由，因为要顾到烹时的合度和洁净，有茶癖的中国文士都主张烹茶须自己动手。如嫌不便，可用两个小童为助。烹茶须用小炉，烹煮的地点须远离厨房，而近饮处。茶童须受过训练，当主人的面前烹煮。一切手续都须十分洁净，茶杯须每晨洗涤，但不可用布揩擦。童儿的两手须常洗，指甲中的污腻须剔干净。“三人以上，止爇一炉，如五六人，便当两鼎，炉用一童，汤方调适，若令兼作，恐有参差。”真正鉴赏家常以亲自烹茶为一种殊乐。中国的烹茶饮茶方法不像日本那么过分严肃和讲规则，而仍属一种富有乐趣而又高尚重要的事情。实在说起来，烹茶之乐和饮茶之乐各居其半，正如吃西瓜子，用牙齿咬瓜子壳之乐和吃瓜子肉之乐实各居其半。
茶炉大都置在窗前，用硬炭生火。主人很郑重地扇着炉火，注视着水壶中的热气。他用一个茶盘，很整齐地装着一个泥茶壶和四个比咖啡杯小一些的茶杯。再将贮茶叶的锡罐安放在茶盘的旁边，随口和来客谈着天，但并不忘了手中所应做的事。他时时顾看炉火，等到水壶中渐发沸声后，他就立在炉前不再离开，更加用力地扇火，还不时要揭开壶盖望。那时壶底已有小泡，名为“鱼眼”或“蟹沫”，这就是“初滚”。他重新盖上壶盖，再煽上几扇，壶中的沸声渐大，水面也渐起泡，这名为“二滚”。这时已有热气从壶口喷出来，主人也就格外注意。到将届“三滚”，壶水已经沸透之时，他就提起水壶，将小泥壶里外一浇，赶紧将茶叶加入泥壶，泡出茶来。这种茶如福建人所饮的“铁观音”，大都泡得很浓。小泥壶中只可容水四小杯，茶叶占去其三分之一的容隙。因为茶叶加得很多，所以一泡之后即可倒出来喝了。这一道茶已将壶水用尽，于是再灌入凉水，放到炉上去煮，以供第二泡之用。严格地说起来，茶在第二泡时为最妙。第一泡譬如一个十二三岁的幼女，第二泡为年龄恰当的十六女郎，而第三泡则已是少妇了。照理论上说起来，鉴赏家认第三泡的茶为不可复饮，但实际上，则享受这个“少妇”的人仍很多。
以上所说是我本乡中一种泡茶方法的实际素描。这个艺术是中国的北方人所不晓的。在中国一般的人家中，所用的茶壶大都较大。至于一杯茶，最好的颜色是清中带微黄，而不是英国茶那样的深红色。
我们所描写的当然是指鉴赏家的饮茶，而不是像店铺中的以茶奉客。这种雅举不是普通人所能办到，也不是人来人往，论碗解渴的地方所能办到。《茶蔬》的作者许次纾说得好：“宾朋杂沓，止堪交钟觥筹；乍会泛交，仅须常品酬酢。惟素心同调，彼此畅适，清言雄辩，脱略形骸，始可呼童篝火，吸水点汤，量客多少，为役之烦简。”而《茶解》作者所说的就是此种情景：“山堂夜坐，汲泉煮茗。至水火相战，如听松涛。倾泻入杯，云光滟潋。此时幽趣，故难与俗人言矣。”
凡真正爱茶者，单是摇摩茶具，已经自有其乐趣。蔡襄年老时已不能饮茶，但他每天必烹茶以自娱，即其一例。又有一个文士名叫周文甫，他每天自早至晚，必在规定的时刻自烹自饮六次。他极宝爱他的茶壶，死时甚至以壶为殉。
因此，茶的享受技术包括下列各节：第一，茶味娇嫩，茶易败坏，所以整治时，须十分清洁，须远离酒类香类一切有强味的事物，和身带这类气息的人；第二，茶叶须贮藏于冷燥之处，在潮湿的季节中，备用的茶叶须贮于小锡罐中，其余则另贮大罐，封固藏好，不取用时不可开启，如若发霉，则须在文火上微烘，一面用扇子轻轻挥扇，以免茶叶变黄或变色；第三，烹茶的艺术一半在于择水，山泉为上，河水次之，井水更次，水槽之水如来自堤堰，因为本属山泉，所以很可用得；第四，客不可多，且须文雅之人，方能鉴赏±壶之美；第五，茶的正色是清中带微黄，这浓的红茶即不能不另加牛奶、柠檬、薄荷或他物以调和其苦味；第六，好茶必有回味，大概在饮茶半分钟后，当其化学成分和津液发生作用时，即能觉出；第七，茶须现泡现饮，泡在壶中稍稍过候，即会失味；第八，泡茶必须用刚沸之水；第九，一切可以混杂真味的香料，须一概摒除，至多只可略加些桂皮或花，以合有些爱好者的口味而已；第十，茶味最上者，应如婴孩身上一般的带着“奶花香”。
据《茶疏》之说，最宜于饮茶的时候和环境是这样：
 
饮　时：
心手闲适　披咏疲倦　意绪棼乱　听歌拍曲　歌罢曲终
杜门避事　鼓琴看画　夜深共语　明窗净几　佳客小姬
访友初归　风日晴和　轻阴微雨　小桥"舫　茂林修竹
荷亭避暑　小院焚香　酒阑人散　儿辈斋馆　清幽寺观
名泉怪石
 
宜　辍：
做事　观剧　发书柬　大雨雪　长筵大席　阅卷帙
人事忙迫　及与上宜饮时相反事
 
不宜用：
恶水　敞器　铜匙　铜铫　木桶　柴薪　麸炭　粗童　恶婢
不洁巾帨　各色果实香药
 
不宜近：
阴屋　厨房　市喧　小儿啼　野性人　童奴相哄　酷热斋舍



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
林语堂（1895—1976），中国当代著名学者、文学家、语言学家。他早年留学国外，回国后在北京大学等著名大学任教，1966年定居台湾，一生著述颇丰。
本文选自《生活的艺术》。在该书中，林语堂通过对尘世与天国、灵与肉、个人与社会三种关系的深刻剖析，提出悠闲的生活必须具备三个条件：闲暇、悠闲的情感和不计个人得失。林语堂悠闲哲学思想对现代人类的生活产生了深远的影响。
核心单词
studious [ˈstjuːdjəs] adj. 勤奋好学的，用功的
secure [siˈkjuə] adj. 安心的，无忧虑的
stretch [stretʃ] v. 伸直；伸出；伸长
anticipate [ænˈtisipeit] v. 预期，期望；预料
symphony [ˈsimfəni] n. 交响乐，交响曲
ostentation [ˌɔstenˈteiʃən] n. 虚饰；卖弄
pyjamas [piˈʤɑːməz] n. （尤指男人的）睡衣裤
routine [ruːˈtiːn] n. 例行公事；日常工作；惯例
quantity [ˈkwɔntiti] n. 数量；分量
vulgar [ˈvʌlgə(r)] adj. 粗俗的；下流的；粗鲁的
翻译行不行
The proper enjoyment of tobacco, drink and tea can only be developed in an atmosphere of leisure, friendship and sociability.
 
We will not discuss the right and wrong of other people and will be totally indifferent to worldly glory and wealth.



Spell of the Rising Moon
Peter Steinhart
There is a hill near my home that I often climb at night. The noise of the city is a far-off murmur. In the hush of dark I share the cheerfulness of crickets and the confidence of owls. But it is the drama of the moonrise that I come to see. For that restores in me a quiet and clarity that the city spends too freely.
From this hill I have watched many moonsrises. Each one had its own mood. There have been broad, confident harvest moons in autumn; shy, misty moons in spring; lonely, winter moons rising into the utter silence of an ink-black sky and smoke-smudged orange moons over the dry fields of summer. Each, like fine music, excited my heart and then calmed my soul.
Moon gazing is an ancient art. To prehistoric hunters the moon overhead was as unerring as heartbeat. They knew that every 29 days it becomes full-bellied and brilliant, then sickened and died, and then was reborn. They knew the waxing moon appeared larger and higher overhead after each succeeding sunset. They knew the waning moon rose later each night until it vanished in the sunrise. To have understood the moon's patterns from experience must have been a profound thing.
But we, who live indoors, have lost contact with the moon. The glare of street lights and the dust of pollution veil the night sky. Though men have walked on the moon, it grows less familiar. Few of us can say when the moon will rise tonight.
Still, it tugs at our minds. If we unexpectedly encounter the full moon, huge and yellow over the horizon, we are helpless but to stare back at its commanding presence. And the moon has gifts to bestow upon those who watch.
I learned about its gifts one July evening in the mountains. My car had mysteriously stalled, and I was stranded and alone. The sun had set, and I was watching what seemed to be the bright-orange glow of a forest fire beyond a ridge to the east. Suddenly, the ridge itself seemed to burst into flame. Then, the rising moon, huge and red and grotesquely mishappen by the dust and sweat of the summer atmosphere, loomed up out of the woods.
Distorted thus by the hot breath of earth, the moon seemed ill-tempered and imperfect. Dogs at nearby farmhouses barked nervously, as if this strange light had wakened evil spirits in the weeds.
But as the moon lifted off the ridge it gathered firmness and authority. It's complexion changed from red, to orange, to gold, to impassive yellow. It seemed to draw light out of the darkening earth, for as it rose, the hills and valleys below grew dimmer. By the time the moon stood clear of the horizon, full chested and round and the color of ivory, the valleys were deep shadows in the landscape. The dogs, reassured that this was the familiar moon, stopped barking. And all at once I felt a confidence and joy close to laughter.
The drama took an hour. A Moonrise is slow and serried with subtleties. To watch it, we must slip into an older, more patient sense of time. To watch the moon move inexorably higher is to find an unusual stillness within ourselves. Our imaginations become aware of the vast distances of space, the immensity of the earth and huge improbability of our own existence. We feel small but privileged.
Moonlight shows us none of life's harder edges. Hillsides seem silken and silvery, the oceans still and blue in its light. In moonlight we become less calculating, more drawn to our feelings.
And odd things happen in such moments. On that July night, I watched the moon for an hour or two, and then got back into the car, turned the key in the ignition and heard the engine start, just as mysteriously as it had stalled a few hours earlier. I drove down from the mountains with the moon on my shoulder and peace in my heart.
I return often to the rising moon. I am drawn especially when events crowd ease and clarity of vision into a small corner of my life. This happens often in the fall. Then I go to my hill and await the hunter's moon, enormous and gold over the horizon, filling, the night with vision.
An owl swoops from the ridge top, noiseless but bright as flame. A cricket shrills in the grass. I think of poets and musicians. Of Beethoven's "Moonlight Sonata" and of Shakespeare, whose Lorenzo declaims in The Merchant of Venice," How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this bank! /Here will we sit and let the sounds of music/Creep in our ears." I wonder if their verse and music, like the music of crickets, are in some way voices of the moon. With such thoughts, my citified confusions melt into the quiet of the night.
Lovers and poets find deeper meaning at night. We are all apt to pose deeper questions — about our origins and destinies. We indulge in riddles, rather than in the impersonal geometries that govern the daylight world. We become philosophers and mystics.
At moonrise, as we slow our minds to the pace of the heavens, enchantment steals over us. We open the vents of feeling and exercise parts of our minds that reason locks away by day. We hear, across the distances, murmurs of ancient hunters and see a new the visions of poets and lovers of long ago.
月亮升起来
［美］皮特·斯坦哈特
有一座小山就座落在家的附近，我常常会在夜间去爬山。到了山上，城市里的嘈杂就会变成远方的低语。在安静的黑夜里，我能够感觉到蟋蟀的欢乐和猫头鹰的自信。不过看月出才是我爬山的目的，重新找回在城市中轻易就迷失的那份宁静与纯真。
在小山上，我看过很多次月出。每次月出都是风情万种，不尽相同。秋日里，圆圆的月亮袒露出丰收的自信；春风中，月亮灰蒙蒙地表达着羞涩；冬日里，冰轮般的月亮孤独地悬在漆黑的空中；夏日中，橘黄色的月亮朦朦胧胧地俯瞰着干燥的田野。每一种月亮都似精美的音乐，感动我的心灵，抚慰我的灵魂。
很久以前，人们就喜欢赏月。远古时代的猎人，对空中月亮的了解如同知晓自己心跳一样，丝毫不差。他们熟悉29天中的每个月亮，月亮会由明亮饱满变得萎缩，直至消失，然后再次复活；他们知道，月盈期间，每经日落，头顶的月亮就会显得更高更大；他们还知道，月亏期间，月出一日更比一日迟，直到有一天太阳升起时仍不见月亮的踪迹。古人能根据经验知道月亮的行踪变化，真是造诣颇深的事情。
但生活在室内的我们，已经失去了和月亮的联系。城市耀眼的街灯、污染的烟尘遮蔽了原本晴朗的夜空。人类虽已在月亮上迈出了第一步，反而对月亮变得更加陌生。没有几人能说得出今晚月亮何时升起。
但无论如何，月亮仍然牵挂着我们的心。如果不经意间看到刚刚升起的、大大的、黄澄澄的满月，谁都会情不自禁地停下来，一睹她高贵的姿容。而月亮也会赐予观看她的人礼物。
在山间七月的一个夜晚，我得到她的礼物。车子莫名其妙地熄了火，我束手无策一个人困在山中。太阳已经落山了，我看到东边山头闪出一团橘红色的光线，好像森林着火一样。刹那间，山头也被火焰吞噬。过了一会儿，月亮突然从密林中探出大大的涨红的脸，夏日空气中弥漫的尘雾与汗气，使月亮显得有些荒谬的变形。
大地灼热的呼吸曲解了它，月亮变得格外暴躁，不再完美。不远处农舍里的狗紧张地乱叫起来，好像这奇怪的光亮唤醒了野草中的魔鬼。
然而，随着月亮慢慢爬上山头，它聚合了全身的坚定与威严；它的面孔也从红变成了橘黄，又变成金色，最后成为淡淡的黄。月亮不断地上升，下面的丘陵山谷逐渐暗淡朦胧，好像大地的光亮让月亮渐渐吸走了似的。待到皓月当空，圆圆的月亮洒下象牙般乳白的清辉，下面的山谷在这样的风景里，形成了一片片幽深的阴影。这时，那些乱叫的狗才打消了疑虑——原来那团光是它们熟悉的月亮——停止了吠叫。在那一刻，我忽然也觉得信心十足，心情欢畅，禁不住笑了起来。
整整一个小时，我都沉浸在这奇美的景观里。月出是缓缓的，而又充满惊喜的。想要欣赏月出，我们得退回到过去的时代，带着一种对时间有耐心的心态去欣赏。看着月亮毫无顾忌地不断攀升能使我们找到内心少有的宁静。我们的想象力能让我们感到宇宙的广阔和大地的无限，忘却自己的存在，感觉自我的渺小，却又深感自己的独特。
月光从不向我们展示生活的艰辛。山坡好像让银色月光披上了柔和的轻纱。在月光的照耀下，海水显得碧蓝而静谧。沉浸在月光中，我们不再像白天那般精于算计，而是交融在自然的情感之中。
正当我陶醉于月色之美时，奇妙的事情发生了。就是在七月的那个夜晚，我看了一两个小时的月景后，当我回到车里，再次转动钥匙发动汽车时，发动机出人意料地响了起来，和几个小时前熄火时一样蹊跷而神秘。我开着车沿着山路回家，月光洒在肩上，心中满是平静。
从那以后，我常常会到山上看月出。当麻烦不断，尤其是在秋季感到身心疲惫、头晕眼花时，我就会爬上那座小山。我等着猎人之月的出现，等着金色丰盈的月亮俯照大地，给黑夜带来光明。
一只猫头鹰静悄悄从山头俯冲而下，却在月色下如火光闪过。一只蟋蟀在草丛中尖声歌唱。我不由想起了诗人和音乐家，想起了贝多芬的《月光奏鸣曲》和莎士比亚笔下的《威尼斯商人》。如同《威尼斯商人》中洛伦左的话：“月光沉睡在这岸边多么迷人！／我们要坐在这里让音乐之声／潜入我们的耳内。”我不清楚他们的诗篇与音乐是否与蟋蟀的歌声相似，是否可以在某种程度上算作是月的声音。想到这些，城市生活带给我的混乱心绪，便在夜的宁静中消失了。
恋人和诗人在夜里能寻找到更深奥的生活意义。其实我们都爱问一些深奥的问题——关于我们的祖先，我们的命运。我们只想纵容这些永远找不到答案的谜团，而不喜欢那些主导着白天世界的没有情感的几何教科书。在夜里，我们都懂得了哲理和神秘。
当月亮升起之时，我们放缓思想，让它追随天堂的脚步。不经意间，一种魔力就会遍布全身。我们会敞开情感之门，让白天被理智束缚的那部分思绪自由奔涌。我们能跨越遥远的时空，听见远古猎人的细语，看到久远时代恋人与诗人眼中的世界。



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
皮特·斯坦哈特（Peter Steinhart），美国博物学家、作家。他曾是杂志《奥特朋》的专栏作家，且一干就是20年。他的作品曾被多家报刊采用，如《纽约时报》、《洛杉矶时报》等。
该文以优美的笔调，描绘了诗情画意般的月出景色。作者远离城市的喧嚣，痴迷于月亮升起的美妙景色。在曼妙的月色中，寻觅了一份悠然自得的心境。文章的开篇并没有直接描述月色，而是叙述看月的地点、古代人与月亮的历史，给人真实质朴的感觉，流露出了自然而真挚的思想情感。
核心单词
restore [risˈtɔː] v. 恢复
misty [ˈmisti] adj. 雾的；有雾的；
ridge [riʤ] n. 屋脊，山脊，山脉
grotesquely [ɡrəuˈteskli] adv. 古怪地，怪异地
inexorably [inˈeksərəbli] adv. 无情地；冷酷地
shrill [ʃril] adj. 尖声的，刺耳的
enchantment [inˈtʃɑːntmənt] n. 魅力，迷人之处
翻译行不行
To prehistoric hunters the moon overhead was as unerring as heartbeat.
 
It seemed to draw light out of the darkening earth, for as it rose, the hills and valleys below grew dimmer.
 
At moonrise, as we slow our minds to the pace of the heavens, enchantment steals over us.



Nature
Ralph Waldo Emerson
To go into solitude, a man needs to retire as much from his chamber as from society. I am not solitary whilst I read and write, though nobody is with me. But if a man would be alone, let him look at the stars. The rays that come from those heavenly worlds, will separate between him and what he touches. One might think the atmosphere was made transparent with this design, to give man, in the heavenly bodies, the perpetual presence of the sublime. Seen in the streets of cities, how great they are! If the stars should appear one night in a thousand years, how would men believe and adore; and preserve for many generations the remembrance of the city of God which had been shown! But every night come out these envoys of beauty, and light the universe with their admonishing smile.
The stars awaken a certain reverence, because though always present, they are inaccessible; but all natural objects make a kindred impression, when the mind is open to their influence. Nature never wears a mean appearance. Neither does the wisest man extort her secret, and lose his curiosity by finding out all her perfection. Nature never became a toy to a wise spirit. The flowers, the animals, the mountains, reflected the wisdom of his best hour, as much as they had delighted the simplicity of his childhood. When we speak of nature in this manner, we have a distinct but most poetical sense in the mind. We mean the integrity of impression made by manifold natural objects. It is this which distinguishes the stick of timber of the wood-cutter, from the tree of the poet. The charming landscape which I saw this morning, is indubitably made up of some twenty or thirty farms. Miller owns this field, Locke that, and Manning the woodland beyond. But none of them owns the landscape. There is a property in the horizon which no man has but he whose eye can integrate all the parts, that is, the poet. This is the best part of these men's farms, yet to this their warranty-deeds give no title. To speak truly, few adult persons can see nature. Most persons do not see the sun. At least they have a very superficial seeing. The sun illuminates only the eye of the man, but shines into the eye and the heart of the child. The lover of nature is he whose inward and outward senses are still truly adjusted to each other; who has retained the spirit of infancy even into the era of manhood. His intercourse with heaven and earth, becomes part of his daily food. In the presence of nature, a wild delight runs through the man, in spite of real sorrows. Nature says, he is my creature, and maugre all his impertinent griefs, he shall be glad with me. Not the sun or the summer alone, but every hour and season yields its tribute of delight; for every hour and change corresponds to and authorizes a different state of the mind, from breathless noon to grimmest midnight. Nature is a setting that fits equally well a comic or a mourning piece.
自然
［美］拉尔夫·沃尔多·爱默生
一个想要追求孤独的人，不但要离开自己的卧室，还要离开社会。在我阅读和写作之时，尽管无人相伴，可我没有觉得孤独。然而，假如有谁用尽心思追求孤独，那就让他抬头凝望星空吧。那来自天国的光芒，能在他和他生活的天地之间分出一条界限。你也许会认为，如此的构想简直太棒了：空旷辽阔的大地之上，人们抬头仰视星空，仿佛从中领悟到某种崇高的永恒。从城市的街道看过去，那种场面的确令人恭敬！假设天上的星星一千年才出现一次，可想而知他们会对这上苍的显圣该是何等的崇敬，又该是如何仔细地将它收藏进记忆里好流芳百世啊！只可惜，这些美的使者夜夜都会带着劝诫式的微笑降临，将光辉普照整个宇宙。
星星使我们产生敬畏之心，不是因为它常常高悬于空中，而是因为它的可望而不可即。然而，只要拥有一颗包容的心，你就会发现世间万物和人类其实都是心灵相通的。自然从不把它吝啬的一面显露出来，顶尖聪明之人也不会强求打开它全部的奥秘，而会保留好奇之心去探寻它所有的完美之处。在智者看来，自然永远不会是一个玩物。鲜花、动物、山脉——折射出他们的纯真童年——也是他最高智慧的体现。当我们以这种方式来谈论自然时，头脑中自然会产生一种清晰而又极富诗意的画面，这种画面是世间万物在我们的印象中留下印迹的总和。也正是在这种印象的指引下，才会有伐木工手中的是木头，而诗人笔下却是大树的区别。今天早上我所看到的那一片令人陶醉的景色，毫无疑问它是由二三十个农场组成的。米勒占有这一块土地，洛克是那一片田野的主人，树林外面的那一片则归曼宁所有……可是，他们谁都不能拥有这片风景。远处有一块土地，谁也不能将其划在自己的名下，唯有那个又能看见土地又看得见风景的人，才是它真正的主人，而诗人正符合这样的要求。这个地方是农场主所有财产中最值钱的一部分，但按照他们的担保契约却并不是这样。坦诚讲，现在没有多少成年人能真正看得见自然了。大多数人都不看太阳，至少，只是肤浅地看。对成人而言，太阳只照亮了他们的眼睛，对孩子来说，太阳却照进了他们的眼睛与心灵。一个自然爱好者，他外在的知觉和内心的感触是相互和谐的，甚至在他成年以后，依然拥有一颗童心。在他看来，与天地的接触，是日常生活中不可分割的一部分，只要身处大自然中，不管生活中遭遇多大的悲痛，但内心总会产生巨大的快乐。大自然说，他是我的杰作，不管他有多少没有缘由的悲伤，他都会同我一起快乐。自然赋予给我们不仅仅是阳光、夏日、四季的变换，她每时每刻都在给予我们快乐与欣喜。这是因为，每一刻、每一个变化，不管是压抑的中午还是黑暗的午夜，都意味着一种别样的心情。在自然的舞台上，不仅能上演喜剧，也能烘托悲剧。



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
拉尔夫·瓦尔多·爱默生（Ralph Waldo Emerson），美国著名散文作家、思想家、诗人。《论文集》为爱默生赢得了极高的声誉，他的思想被称为超验主义的核心，他本人则被冠以“美国的文艺复兴领袖”之美誉。
作者在该文中置身于自然之中，抛开了尘世的虚荣和纷争，进入理想的境界。在艺术上作者采用内心独白的表述，语言亲切自然、感情真挚。文章情景交融、充满诗情画意，给人精神上美的享受。
核心单词
retire [riˈtaiə] v. 退休；退役
perpetual [pəˈpetjuəl] adj. 永久的；长期的
manifold [ˈmænifəuld] adj. 各式各样的；种种的
illuminate [iˈljuːmineit] v. 照亮；照射
maugre [ˈmɔːɡə(r)] prep. 【古】尽管
翻译行不行
To go into solitude, a man needs to retire as much from his chamber as from society.
 
Neither does the wisest man extort her secret, and lose his curiosity by finding out all her perfection.
 
To speak truly, few adult persons can see nature.



Sunrise at Sea
Ba Jin
I would often get up early to watch the sunrise when it was not yet quiet light and all was quiet except for the droning of the ship engine.
The sky was pale with a bluish blue. Soon a streak of pink dawn broke over the horizon, expanding gradually and becoming brighter and brighter. Knowing that the sun was about to rise, I had my eyes fixed on the distant edge of the sea.
As expected, the sun soon appeared revealing half of its face, which was very red but not bright. It kept rising laboriously bit by bit as if weighted down with a heavy burden on its back until, after breaking through the rosy clouds; it completely emerged from the sea aglow with a lovely red. Then, before I knew it, the dark red orb began to shine blazingly, dazzling my eyes until they stung and all of a sudden lighting up the surrounding cloud.
Sometimes, hidden by the clouds, the sun nonetheless shed its rays straight onto the sea water, making it difficult for me to distinguish between the sky and the sea because what I saw in front of me was nothing but a wide expanse of brilliant light.
Sometimes, with thick layers of dark clouds hanging in the sky, the sun was hardly visible to the naked eye. But its radiance managed to show through the dark clouds to edge them with golden lace. Then, after gradually breaking through the tight encirclement, it came into full view and even dyed the dark clouds purple or scarlet. At the moment, apart from the sun, the clouds and the seawater, I too was luminous.
Wasn't that a marvelous spectacle?
海上日出
巴　金
为了看日出，我常常早起。那时天还没有大亮，周围非常清静，船上只有机器的响声。
天空还是一片浅蓝，颜色很浅。转眼间天边出现了一道红霞，慢慢地在扩大它的范围，加强它的亮光。我知道太阳要从天边升起来了，便不转眼地望着那里。
果然过了一会儿，在那个地方出现了太阳的小半边脸，红是真红，却没有亮光。这个太阳好像负着重荷似的一步一步、慢慢地努力上升，到了最后，终于冲破了云霞，完全跳出了海面，颜色红得非常可爱。一刹那间，这个深红的圆东西，忽然发出了夺目的亮光，射得人眼睛发痛，它旁边的云片也突然有了光彩。
有时太阳走进了云堆中，它的光线却从云里射下来，直射到水面上。这时候要分辨出哪里是水，哪里是天，倒也不容易，因为我就只看见一片灿烂的亮光。
有时天边有黑云，而且云片很厚，太阳出来，人眼还看不见。然而太阳在黑云里放射的光芒，透过黑云的重围，替黑云镶了一道发光的金边。后来太阳才慢慢地冲出重围，出现在天空，甚至把黑云也染成了紫色或者红色。这时候发亮的不仅是太阳、云和海水，连我自己也成了明亮的了。
这不是很伟大的奇观么？



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
巴金（1904—2005），原名李尧棠，现代文学家、翻译家、出版家，“五四”新文化运动以来最有影响的作家之一，中国现代文坛的巨匠。他的代表作有《爱情三部曲》：《雾》、《雨》、《电》；《激流三部曲》：《家》、《春》、《秋》；散文集《随想录》等。
1927年1月，巴金从上海乘船赴巴黎留学，他把旅程见闻整理成《海行杂记》。《海上日出》是杂记中的第23篇。文章展现雄伟壮丽而又十分奇妙的海上日出景象，给人奋发向上、努力拼搏的启迪。
核心单词
engine [ˈenʤin] n. 发动机，引擎
bluish [ˈbluːiʃ] adj. 带蓝色的，有点蓝的
laboriously [ləˈbɔːriəsli] adv. 艰苦地，费力地；辛勤地
orb [ɔːb] n. 球；球状物
visible [ˈvizəbl] adj. 可看见的；显而易见的
scarlet [ˈskɑːlit] n. 绯红色，鲜红色
marvelous [ˈmaːviləs] adj. 令人惊叹的；非凡的；不可思议的
翻译行不行
Knowing that the sun was about to rise, I had my eyes fixed on the distant edge of the sea.
 
As expected, the sun soon appeared revealing half of its face, which was very red but not bright.
 
Then, after gradually breaking through the tight encirclement, it came into full view and even dyed the dark clouds purple or scarlet.



Flowery Tuscany
D. H. Lawrence
North of the Alps, the everlasting winter is interrupted by summers that struggle and soon yield; south of the Alps, the everlasting summer is interrupted by spasmodic and spiteful winters that never get a real hold, but that are mean and dogged. The in between, in either case, is just as it may be. But the lands of the sun are south of the Alps, forever.
In the morning, the sun shines strong on the horizontal green cloud-puffs of the pines, the sky is clear and full of life, the water runs hastily, still browned by the last juice of crushed olives. And there the earth's bowl of crocuses is amazing. You cannot believe that the flowers are really still. They are open with such delight, and their pistil is so red-orange, and they are so many, all reaching out wide and marvellous, that it suggests a perfect ecstasy of radiant, thronging movement, lit-up violet and orange, and surging in some invisible rhythm of concerted, delightful movement. You cannot believe they do not move, and make some sort of crystalline sound of delight. If you sit still and watch, you begin to move with them, like moving with the stars, and you feel the sound of their radiance. All the little cells of the flowers must be leaping with flowery life and utterance.
And now that it is March, there is a rush of flowers. Down by the other stream, which turns sideways to the sun, and tangles the brier and bramble, down where the hellebore has stood so wan and dignified all winter, there are now white tufts of primroses, suddenly come. Among the tangle and near the water-lip, tufts and bunches of primroses, in abundance. Yet they look more wan, more pallid, more flimsy than English primroses. They lack some of the full wonder of the northern flowers. One tends to overlook them, to turn to the great, solemn-faced purple violets that rear up from the bank, and above all, to the wonderful little towers of the grape hyacinth.
This is the time, in March, when the sloe is white and misty in the hedge-tangle by the stream, and on the slope of land the peach tree stands pink and alone. The almond blossom, silvery pink, is passing, but the peach, deep-toned, bluey, not at all ethereal this reveals itself like flesh, and the trees are like isolated individuals, the peach and the apricot. It is so conspicuous and so individual, that pink among the coming green of spring, because the first flowers that emerge from winter seem always white or yellow or purple. Now the celandines are out, and along the edges of the podere, the big, sturdy, black-purple anemones, with black hearts.
The daisies are out too, in sheets, and they too red-mouthed. The first ones are big and handsome. But as March goes on, they dwindle to bright little things, like tiny buttons, clouds of them together. That means summer is nearly here.
In some places there are odd yellow tulips, slender, spiky and Chinese-looking. They are very lovely, pricking out their dulled yellow in slim spikes. But they too soon lean, expand beyond themselves, and are gone like an illusion. And when the tulips are gone, there is a moment's pause, before summer. Summer is the next move.
In the pause towards the end of April, when the flowers seem to hesitate, the leaves make up their minds to come out. For sometime, at the very ends of the bare boughs of fig trees, spurts of pure green have been burning like little cloven tongues of green fire vivid on the tips of the candelabrum. Now these spurts of green spread out, and begin to take the shape of hands, feeling for the air of summer. And tiny green figs are below them, like glands on the throat of a goat.
Now the aspens on the hill are all remarkable with the translucent membranes of blood-veined leaves. They are gold-brown, but not like autumn, rather like thin wings bats when like birds—call them birds—they wheel in clouds against the setting sun, and the sun glows through the stretched membrane of their wings, as through thin, brown-red stained glass. This is the red sap of summer, not the red dust of autumn.
The cherry tree is something the same, but more sturdy. Now, in the last week of April, the cherry blossom is still white, but waning and passing away: it is late this year, and the leaves are clustering thick and softly copper in their dark blood-filled glow. It is queer about fruit trees in this district. The pear and the peach were out together. But now the pear tree is a lovely thick softness of new and glossy green, vivid with a tender fullness of apple-green leaves, gleaming among all the other green of the landscape, the half-high wheat, emerald, and the grey olive, half-invisible, the browning green of the dark cypress, the black of the evergreen oak, the rolling of the heavy green puffs of the stone-pines, the flimsy green of small peach and almond trees, the sturdy young green of horse-chestnut. So many greens, all in flakes and shelves and tilted tables and round shoulders and plumes and shaggles and uprisen bushes, of greens and greens, sometimes blindingly brilliant at evening, when the landscape looks as if it were on fire from inside, with greenness and with gold.
In the wood, the scrub-oak is only just coming uncrumpled, and the pines keep their hold on winter. They are wintry things, stone-pines. At Christmas, their heavy green clouds are richly beautiful. When the cypresses rise their tall and naked bodies of dark green, and the osiers are vivid red-orange, on the still blue air, and the land is lavender; then, in mid-winter, the landscape is most beautiful in colour, surging with colour.
Not that this week is flowerless. But the flowers are a little lonely things, here and there: the early purple orchid, ruddy and very much alive, you come across occasionally, then the little groups of bee-orchids, with their ragged concerted indifference to their appearance. Also there are the huge bud-spikes of the stout, thickflow-ering pink orchid, huge buds like fat ears of wheat, hard-purple, and splendid. But already odd grains of the wheat-ear are open, and out of the purple hangs the dell-cate pink rag of floweret. Also mere are very lovely and choice cream-clouted orchids with brown spots on the long and delicate lip. These grow in the more moist places, and have exotic tender spikes, very rare-seeming. Another orchild is a little pretty yellow one.
By May, the nightingale will sing an unbroken song, and the discreet barely audible Tuscan cuckoo will be a little more audible. Then the lovely pale-lilac irises will come out in all their showering abundance of tender, proud, spiky bloom, till the air will gleam with mauve, and a new crystalline lightness will be everywhere. There will be tufts of iris everywhere, arising up proud and tender. When the rose-coloured wild gladiolus is mingled in the corn, and the love-in-the-mist opens blue: in May and June, before the corn is cut. But as yet is neither May nor June, but the end of April, the pause between spring and summer, the nightingale singing uninterrupted, the bean-flowers dying in the bean-fields, the bean-perfume passing with spring, the little birds hatching in the nests, the olives pruned, and the vines, the last bit of late ploughing finished, and not much work to hand, now, not until the peas are ready to pick, in another two weeks or so.
So the change, the endless and rapid change. In the sunny countries, the change seems more vivid, and more complete than in the grey countries. In the grey countries, there is a grey or dark permanency, over whose surface passes change ephemeral, leaving no real mark.
But in the sunny countries, change is the reality and permanence is artificial and a condition of imprisonment. Hence, to the northerner, the phenomenal world is essentially tragical, because it is temporal and must cease to exist. Its very existence implies ceasing to exist, and this is the root of the feeling of tragedy. But to the southerner, the sun is so dominant that shadow, or dark, is only merely relative: merely the result of something getting between one and the sun.
In the human race, the one thing that is always there is the shining sun, and dark shadow is an accident of intervention. For my part, if the sun always shines, and always will shine, in spite of millions of clouds of words. In the sunshine, even death is sunny. And there is no end to the sunshine.
That is why the rapid change of the Tuscan spring is utterly free, for me, of any senses of tragedy. The sun always shines. It is our fault if we don't think so.
如花的托斯卡纳
［英］D·H·劳伦斯
在阿尔卑斯山的北面，持续的冬天会受到夏季的顽强入侵，但夏天很快屈服了。而其南面，夏季会被间歇性的、充满敌意的寒冬袭扰，但冬天永远也不能真正占了上风。在南北两者之间，任何一种情况都有可能发生。但是，阳光普照的地方，永远都是阿尔卑斯山的南面。
清晨，阳光强烈地照射在地平线上松树团团的绿雾上，天空清新，充满了生机。河水急匆匆地流着，直到被最后一些压碎的橄榄汁染成棕色。遍地的番红花更是令人诧异不已。你不会相信这些花是静止的。它们如此欢快地绽放，雌蕊是那样的橘红。不计其数的花朵，竞相开放，争奇斗艳，让人如痴如醉。花朵们翩翩起舞，那明亮起来的紫色和橙色的色调，合着无形的美妙节奏欢快地摆动。你不得不相信它们在动，而且发出了水晶般的欢快声。如果你是坐着欣赏花朵，你就会不由自主地随着它们舞动，那样的情形就好像跟着星星走一样。当然，你还会听到花朵们的欢快声。花的每一个小细胞都跳跃着绚丽的生命和思想。
现在正是三月，也是花儿竞相开放的时节。在其他一些朝太阳方向流动的溪流边，荆棘灌木交错，菟葵无助而不屈地对抗冬天，一丛丛白色的樱草花出乎意料地生长着。丛丛的樱草花占满了杂乱的灌木丛和溪水的拐角处。可它们比菟葵无助，更加苍白，比英格兰的樱草花单薄许多。樱草花不像北面的花朵那样让人惊奇。人们往往会注意不到它，而是会被长在河岸边庄严而美丽的紫罗兰所吸引，会更愿意欣赏那些深紫色的风信子小花塔。
三月，刚好是溪边灌木乱丛中白色的野李花朦朦胧胧、粉红的桃树独自站立在山坡的时节。银粉色的杏花已渐渐褪去，桃树裹着深深的蓝，一点也不飘逸，却是本来面目，而桃树与杏树，看起来就像毫不相干的个体。绿意盎然的春天里，桃树的粉色是如此别致。因为最先从冬天开出来的花，通常看起来都是白色或黄色的或紫色的。白屈菜也冒出头来了。在湖边你可以发现高大强壮，黑色花蕊的银莲花。
雏菊穿着红色的衣服成群地跑出来，开始的时候，它们长得又大又漂亮。可是渐渐地，进入三月中下旬，花就变成了光鲜的小东西，像小小的纽扣聚在一起。这预示着夏天的来临。
你还可以在一些地方，看到一些修长、带穗的黄色郁金香。在细长的穗上嵌着光亮的黄色，十分惹人喜爱。不过，它们也很快变得倾斜，然后虚弱起来，仿佛幻觉一样消失得无影无踪。
郁金香离开以后，在夏天前，花儿们都短暂地歇息了一下。夏天即将到来。
寂静的四月底，在花儿们踌躇不定的时候，叶子们一股脑地跑了出来。一时间，纯净的绿色在无花果的树枝尖冒出，好像烛台顶那生动的绿色小火舌头一样在燃烧。现在，这团绿焰伸展开来，变成小手的样子，触摸着夏天的气息。小小的绿色无花果像一只山羊喉咙的腺附下面。
现在，山坡上白杨的叶子上有一层半透明薄膜的叶脉，显得格外引人注目。与秋天不同，叶子是金棕色的，像是薄翼的蝙蝠，如同鸟儿一样——我们暂时就叫它们鸟吧——在落日的余晖中，叶子在云层里涌动，太阳照射在这薄翼拉紧似的薄膜上，仿佛透过棕红色的彩绘玻璃。这是夏天里树叶旺盛时所特有的红色树液，并不意味着秋天的红尘。
樱桃树和白杨差不多，只是更加顽强。现在都已是四月的最后一个星期，白色的樱桃花依然绽放，可已经渐渐虚弱，即将逝去。今年的时节晚了，树叶团团紧簇，鲜红的光亮中挥洒着轻柔的铜色。这个地方的果树十分不同寻常，梨花和桃花会在同一时节开放。不过，现在这里有还未伸长的麦子，翠绿色的橄榄，柏树所特有的棕绿，长青橡树的黑色，石松浓重的绿色，小桃树和杏树脆弱的绿色，七叶树强壮的新绿。而在这所有的绿色中，梨树清新光亮的绿色是可爱的、浓密的、轻柔的，像苹果绿色叶子柔和的饱满一样鲜明。在这绿色的海洋中，绿色一片一片的，一层一层的，像斜斜的一块板，像圆圆的肩膀，又像羽毛，像矮树丛，像挺直的灌木。有时在夜晚，从外面向绿色里望去，仿佛绿色带着绿色、带着金色在里面燃烧，显得光彩夺目。
在森林里，矮灌木即将倒下，而松树在冬天里则稳稳地保持自己的站姿。冬天是最适宜石松生长的季节。一到圣诞节的时候，石松团团的深绿色更显得婀娜多姿。当柏树裸露地显示出自己高高的、墨绿色的身躯时，柳树仍然在蓝色的空气中展现着自己活泼的鲜橙色。大地染上淡紫色的时候，浓冬时节就到了。这儿将成为颜色的世界，颜色才是最美的风景。
当然，这一个星期还会有花的足迹，但这时候的花儿成了孤独的小东西，四处分散。你会在不经意间发现它们的足迹：提前出来的紫兰花，红润而有生命力；成群结队的蜜蜂兰，它们对自身的外表，都显露出刻意的、不屑的神情。当然，也少不了顶着巨大的花苞穗，长满茂密花儿的强壮的粉红兰花，兰花那巨大的花苞穗如同饱满的麦穗一样，配上耀眼的紫色，让人觉得完美无缺。但零星的麦穗已经开花了，在紫色中旋着一幅由娇嫩小花编织成的精致花布。还有那些非常可爱的、米色的兰花，在它们的细长花蕊上有些棕色斑点。兰花喜欢在较潮湿的地方生长，因此它奇异柔和的穗是不常见的。其他的兰花都是小小的花形，漂亮的黄色。
五月一到，夜莺便不间断地唱着一首歌。这时候，小心翼翼的托斯卡纳杜鹃也会唱出平日里听不到的歌。接着，浅淡紫色的丁香花大量地出现，展示着它们柔嫩、穗状的花，直到空气中露出紫红，清澈透明的轻柔四处飘荡。世界将变成一丛丛蝴蝶花的天下，它们得意而柔嫩地昂起头。五六月，谷物还没收割的时候，在野外，玫瑰色的唐菖蒲就会混合在谷物中。而黑种草开着蓝色的花朵。但现在还没到五月或六月——只是四月末，春夏之间的间歇。在这个时节里，夜莺不停地歌唱；豆地里的豆花正在凋谢；豆的芳香正随着春天一起逝去；小鸟在巢里成长；橄榄已被修剪；葡萄已经过了最后的耕种时间；两个星期后豌豆成熟之前，没有多少活要做。
这样才是变化，永不停息的快速变化。在阳光照耀的地方，变化似乎更显著，比在昏暗地带更彻底。而在没有阳光的地方，是一成不变的灰暗和阴暗。变化只是短暂的事，不会留下任何记号。
然而，对于生活在阳光地带的人，却是不同的概念。变化对他们来说就是现实，永久是人创造的，是一种囚禁。因此，生活在北面的人认为，变化中的世界实际上是悲惨的，因为世界只是短暂的，注定消逝的。世界的存在意味着自己的结束，这就是伤感本身。而生活在南面的人，对他们来说，阳光具有决定性的作用，阴影或黑暗不过是相关联的事物——只是在人和太阳之间才会出现的东西。
对于人类来说，有一件事是千真万确的，那就是在这个世界上，仅有一个发光的太阳，黑色的影子不过是一个干扰的意外罢了。而在我看来，尽管争议纷纷，但太阳一直光芒四射，也将永远光芒四射。在阳光下，即便死亡也是充满阳光的。阳光没有终点。
托斯卡纳的春天飞快地流逝，而我没有感到一丝的悲惨。这就是原因所在。太阳永远在照耀。如果不这样想，那就是我们的责任了。



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
D·H·劳伦斯（D.H. Lawrence），英国诗人、小说家、散文家。D·H·劳伦斯是20世纪英国最独特也是最有争议的作家，被称为“英国文学史上最伟大的人物之一”。劳伦斯的书语言优美、气势恢宏，但除了《虹》在末尾勾勒出一幅彩虹似的带着希望的远景以外，其余的书都显得色调暗淡、冷漠，构成了一种独特的劳伦斯式的色彩。
核心单词
spasmodic [spæzˈmɔdik] adj. 抽筋的；持续的
hastily [ˈheistili] adv. 匆忙地，仓促地
ecstasy [ˈekstəsi] n. 狂喜；出神
tuft [tʌft] n. 一簇，一束
dwindle [ˈdwindl] v. 渐渐减少；变小
illusion [iˈluːʒən] n. 错觉，幻觉
sturdy [ˈstəːdi] adj. 健壮的，结实的
ephemeral [iˈfemərəl] adj. 仅有一日生命的；短暂的
utterly [ˈʌtəli] adv. 完全地；彻底地；十足地
翻译行不行
All the little cells of the flowers must be leaping with flowery life and utterance.
 
In the human race, the one thing that is always there is the shining sun, and dark shadow is an accident of intervention.



Rafting Down the Neckar
Mark Twain
When the landlord learned that I and my agents were artists, our party rose perceptibly in his esteem; we rose still higher when he learned that we were making a pedestrian tour of Europe.
He told us all about the Heidelberg road, and which were the best places to avoid and which the best ones to tarry at; he charged me less than cost for the things I broke in the night; he put up a fine luncheon for us and added to it a quantity of great light-green plums, the pleasantest fruit in Germany; he was so anxious to do us honor that he would not allow us to walk out of Heilbronn, but called up Gotz von Berlichingen's horse and cab and made us ride.
I made a sketch of the turnout., It is not a Work, it is only what artists call a "study" —a thing to make a finished picture from. This sketch has several blemishes in it; for instance, the wagon is not traveling as fast as the horse is. This is wrong. Again, the person trying to get out of the way is too small, he is out of perspective, as we say. The two upper lines are not the horse's back, they are the reins; there seems to be a wheel missing — this would be corrected in a finished Work, of course. That thing flying out behind is not a flag, it is a curtain. That other thing up there is the sun, but I didn't get enough distance on it. I do not remember, now, what that thing is that is in front of the man who is running, but I think it is a haystack or a woman. This study was exhibited in the Paris Salon of 1879, but did not take any medal; they do not give medals for studies.
We discharged the carriage at the bridge. The river was full of logs — long, slender, barkless pine logs — and we leaned on the rails of the bridge, and watched the men put them together into rafts. These rafts were of a shape and construction to the. crookedness and extreme narrowness of the Neckar. They were from fifty to one hundred yards long, and they gradually tapered from a nine-log breadth at their sterns, to a "three-log breadth at their bow-ends. The main part of the steering is done at the bow, with a pole; the three-log breadth there furnishes room for only the steersman, for these little logs are not larger around that an average young lady's waist. The connections of the several sections of the raft are slack and pliant, so that the raft may be readily bent into any sort of curve required by the shape of the river.
The Neckar is in many places so narrow that a person can throw a dog across it, if he has one; when it is also sharply curved in such places, the raftsman has to do some pretty nice snug piloting to make the turns. The river is not always allowed to spread over its whole bed — which is as much as thirty, and sometimes forty yards wide — but is split into three equal bodies of water, by stone dikes which throw the main volume, depth, and current into the central one. In low water these neat narrow-edged dikes project f?ur or five inches above the surface, like the comb of a submerged roof, but in high water they are overflowed. A hatful of rain makes high water in the Neckar, and a basketful produces an overflow.
There are dikes abreast the Schloss Hotel, and the current is violently swift at' that point. I used to sit for hours in my glass cage, watching the long, narrow rafts slip along through the central channel, grazing the right-bank dike and aiming carefully for the middle arch of the stone bridge below; I watched them in this way, and lost all this time hoping to see one of them hit the bridge-pier and wreck itself sometime or other, but was always disappointed. One was smashed there one morning, but I had just stepped into my room a moment to light a pipe, so I lost it.
While I was looking down upon the rafts that morning in Heilbronn, the daredevil spirit of adventure came suddenly upon me, and I said to my comrades:
"I am going to Heidelberg on a raft. Will you venture with me?"
Their faces paled a little, but they assented with as good a grace as they could. Harris wanted to cable his mother — thought it his duty to do that, as he was all she had in this world — so, while he attended to this, I went down to the longest and finest raft and hailed the captain with a heary "Ahoy, shipmate!" which put us upon pleasant terms at once, and we entered upon business. I said we were on a pedestrian tour to Heidelberg, and would like to take passage with him. I said this partly thorough young Z, who spoke German very well, and partly through Mr. X who spoke it peculiarly. I can understand German as well as the maniac that invented it, but I talk it best through an interpreter.
The captain hitched up his trousers, then shifted his quid thoughtfully. Presently he said just what I was expecting he would say — that he had no license to carry passengers, and therefore was afraid the law would be after him in case the matter got noised about or any accident happened. So I chartered the raft and the crew and took all the responsibilities on myself.
With a rattling song the starboard watch bent to their work and hove the cable short, then got the anchor home, and our bark moved off with a stately stride, and soon was bowling along at about two knots an hour.
Our party were grouped amidships. At first the talk was a little gloomy, and ran mainly upon the shortness of life, the uncertainty of it, the perils which beset it, and the need and wisdom of being always prepared for the worst; this shaded off into low-voiced references to the dangers of the deep, and kindred matters; but as the gray cast began to redden and the mysterious solemnity and silence of the dawn to give place to the joy-songs of the birds, the talk took a cheerier tone, and our spirits began to rise steadily.
Germany, in the summer, is the perfection of the beautiful, but nobody has understood, and realized, and enjoyed the utmost possibilities of this soft and peaceful beauty unless he has voyaged down the Neckar on a raft. The motion of a raft is the needful motion; it is gentle, and gliding, and smooth, and noiseless; it calms down all feverish activities, it soothes to sleep all nervous hurry and impatience; under its restful influence all the troubles and vexations and sorrows that harass the mind vanish away, and existence becomes a dream, a charm, a deep and tranquil ecstasy. How it contrasts with hot and perspiring pedestrianism, and dusty and deafening railroad rush, and tedious jolting behind tired horses over blinding white roads!
We went slipping silently along, between the green and fragrant banks, with a railroad rush, and tedious jolting behind tired horsesover blinding white roads!
We went slipping silently along, between the green and fragrant banks, with a sense of pleasure and contentment that grew, and grew, all the time. Sometimes the banks were overhung with thick masses of willows that wholly hid the ground behind; sometimes we had noble hills on one hand, clothed densely with foliage to their tops, and on the other hand open levels blazing with poppies, or clothed in the rich blue of the corn-flower; sometimes we drifted in the shadow of forests, and sometimes along the margin of long stretches of velvety grass, fresh and green and bright, a tireless charm to the eye. And the birds! — they were everywhere; they swept back and forth across the river constantly, and their jubilant music was never stilled.
It was a deep and satisfying pleasure to see the sun create the new morning, and gradually, patiently, lovingly, clothe it on with splendor after splendor, and glory after glory, till the miracle was complete. How different is this marvel observed from a raft, from what it is when one observes it through the dingy windows of a railway-station in some wretched village while he munches a petrified sandwich and waits for the train.
内卡河上木筏行
［美］马克·吐温
当旅店老板得知我和我的代理人是艺术家时，我们在他心中的地位就提升了一大截，得知我们正在徒步旅行欧洲后，我们的地位就更高了。
他向我们介绍了海德堡的路线情况，告诉我们最好绕过哪些地方，最好在哪些地方多逗留些时日；对那晚我所使用的物品，他只收取了低于成本的费用；还为我们准备了一桌丰盛的午餐，并送了很多德国人最喜爱的嫩绿洋李。为了给我们赏光，他坚决不答应我们步行离开海尔布隆，于是，叫了葛兹·封·贝利欣根的马车来载我们离开。
我用素描的形式把马车画了下来。它算不上是件作品，只是画家所谓的“习作”——一种能成就完美画面的东西。这幅素描有几处败笔，如：马车的速度与马的步伐不一致，这是不正确的。而且，给马车让路的人实在太小了，就是我所说的不符合透视画法。最上边的两条线不是马背的曲线，而是缰绳；似乎还丢了一只车轮——当然完美的画中，这些败笔都会被纠正。马车后面飞舞的不是旗帜，而是车上的蓬帘。画中还有太阳，不过我没有空出足够的空间。现在，我记不清奔跑的那个人前面是什么东西了，不过我想那可一是堆干草，或者是个女人。1879年的巴黎画廊上，这幅习作被展览出来，但是并没有获得任何奖项，因为展览不为习作设奖。
车到桥头的时候，我们付了钱打发马车回去了。河面上漂满了原木——细长的、没有树皮的松树圆木——我们倚靠在桥栏上，看着人们把这些木头捆成木筏。这些木筏的形状和结构都适用于内卡河道弯曲和极狭窄的特点。它们的长度由100码逐渐缩为50码，由尾部9根原木的宽度缩小到头部3根的宽度。主要的舵是一根撑篙，安装在木筏的前部。3根原木的宽度，只能容纳一个舵手，因为这些小木材的粗细也不过一名普通妇女的腰围大小。木筏几部分的连接是松散的，灵活性也较强，以便随时变向来适应河流任何水流形式的需要。
内卡河的很多地方都非常狭窄，以至于你可以把一只小狗扔到对面。当一些地方水流陡变时，撑筏者就不得不使出几招绝技，引航变向。河流并不总是淹没整个河床——河床的宽度达到30码，有些地方甚至达到40码——但是石堤把注入其中的水流分隔成三等份，并把主要的水量汇集到中心水道中去。在浅水期，这些整齐的、狭窄的石堤会露出水面四五英寸，就像被淹没的房屋的屋顶。但在深水期，它们就都会被河水淹没。在内卡河，一帽子的雨水就能使水位上涨，一满筐的雨水就会使水决堤！
舒劳斯旅馆与几条堤坝走向相同，与它并排的那一段，水流湍急。我时常坐在自己的房间，透过玻璃看那长而狭窄的木筏沿着中心水道，顺流而下，擦过堤岸的右侧边缘，小心地对准下游石桥的中孔滑下。我就这样望着它们，在对什么时候能看到它们撞在桥墩，成为残骸的憧憬中迷失了自我。然而，我总是失望。一天早晨，有一条木筏粉碎在那里，不过却是在我刚刚踏进房间去点烟时撞击的，因此我还是错过了。
在海尔布隆的那个早晨，当我俯瞰着木筏时，蛮勇的冒险精神突然产生，我对我的同伴们说：“我准备乘木筏去海德堡。你们和我一起去冒险吗？”
他们的脸色吓得苍白，不过还是尽可能优雅地表示赞同。哈里斯想给他的母亲发一封电报——认为这是他的职责，因为他是母亲在这个世界上唯一的亲人——因此，他去发电报了。与此同时，我跑上那条最长、最好的木筏，热情地向舵手打招呼道：“嗨，你们好啊！”这一问候立刻使气氛活跃起来，接着我们便进入了正题。我说，我们原本是要徒步旅行到海德堡去的，但现在打算乘坐他们的木筏去那里。我的这些话有一部分是通过蔡德先生翻译的，他的德语说得很好；另一部分则是通过爱克司先生翻译的，他的德语说得相当地道。我能像发明它的狂人一样听明白德语，不过我要通过翻译才能把它说好。
木筏上的舵手提提裤子，边嚼着烟草块，边思考，正如我所预料的，他说他没有运送旅客的执照，万一这件事宣扬出去或者出了什么事故，他就会被追查。于是，我租下了这条木筏，雇了他的舵手，一切责任由我承担。
伴着一阵激昂的号子声，右舷的舵手们开始忙活了起来，他们收起缆索，升起筏锚，我们的木筏便飞速地向前游去。很快，时速就达到了20海里。
我们一行人聚集在木筏的中央。起初，大家的谈话有些低沉，主要围绕着短暂且难测的，其间危机重重生命，随时做好最坏的准备是必需的也是明智的。这种交谈渐渐变成低语，内容都是些海洋的危险之类的。然而，当灰色的东方出现红霞，在黎明那神秘的庄严和静寂中传来小鸟欢快的歌声时，大家的谈话也欢快了许多，我们的情绪也逐渐高昂了起来。
夏日的德国是至善至美的。但是，如果不乘木筏从内卡河漂流而下，是不可能理解、感知和享受这种至高的温柔、平和的美妙的。木筏的漂流是不可或缺的运动，它柔美、顺滑、流畅、无声；它平息一切狂躁的行为；缓和所有不安的仓促和急躁情绪。在其宁静的影响之下，一切影响情绪的烦恼、悲伤都销声匿迹，变成一个梦、一种魅力、一种深深的、宁静的喜悦。炎热、辛劳的徒步行走，与尘土飞扬、隆隆行驶的火车，还有在炫目的大道路颠簸的疲惫的马车，形成了鲜明的对比啊！
带着不断高涨的愉悦和满足感，我们在郁葱芳香的河岸间静静地滑行。有的地方，岸边倒垂下的浓密柳枝，覆盖了后面所有的土地；有的地方，河岸一侧壮丽的山脉，上面植被丰盈，另一侧则是一望无际的平原，开放着鲜艳的罂粟花，或是靛蓝恰人的矢车菊。我们时而漂流在森林的阴影之下，时而沿着天鹅绒般柔软的草地边缘滑行。那映入眼帘的草地是那么碧绿清新，灼灼明亮，蕴涵着无限的魅力。还有那随处可见的鸟儿。它们频繁地穿梭于两岸之间，鸣起的欢歌不绝于耳。
看日出能令人百般回味且愉悦人心。太阳冉冉升起，耐心地、温柔地铺上一层又一层光彩，拨撒着一片又一片壮丽。直到一个新的早晨完整地筑就起来。在木筏上观赏日出与等候在火车站的候车室中，嚼着干巴巴的三明治，透过窗户眺望破落的小村庄的感觉有着天壤之别。



实战提升
Practising & Exercise
导读
马克吐温（Mark Twain），美国作家。本名塞谬尔·朗赫恩·克莱门斯。马克·吐温是其笔名。他出生于密西西比河畔小城汉尼拔的一个乡村贫穷律师家庭。他从小在外拜师学徒，当过排字工人，密西西比河水手、南军士兵，还经营过木材业、矿业和出版业，但有效的工作是当记者和写幽默文学。马克·吐温是美国批判现实主义文学的奠基人，世界著名的短篇小说大师。他经历了美国从“自由”资本主义到帝国主义的发展过程，其思想和创作也表现为从轻快调笑到辛辣讽刺再到悲观厌世的发展阶段。
核心单词
solemnity [səˈlemniti] n. 严肃，一本正经
perfection [pəˈfekʃən] n. 尽善尽美，完美，完成
vexations [vekˈseiʃəs] adj. 伤脑筋的
foliage [ˈfəuliiʤ] n. 树叶，植物
petrified [ˈpetriˌfai] v. 石化，吓呆
翻译行不行
We went slipping silently along, between the green and fragrant banks, with a railroad rush, and tedious jolting behind tired horsesover blinding white roads!
 
How different is this marvel observed from a raft, from what it is when one observes it through the dingy windows of a railway-station in some wretched village while he munches a petrified sandwich and waits for the train.
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