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意切情深信达雅——序《英诗经典名家名译》



译序



Hymn to the Night



夜的赞歌



A Psalm of Life



人生颂


From Voices of the Night (1839)

以上选自《夜籁》（1839）


The Light of Stars



星光



The Skeleton in Armor



铠甲骷髅



The Wreck of the Hesperus



“金星号”遇难记



The Village Blacksmith



乡下铁匠



The Rainy Day



雨天



Maidenhood



少女



Excelsior



更高的目标


From Ballads and Other Poems (1814)

以上选自《歌谣及其他》（1814）


To William E. Channing



致威廉·埃·查宁



The Slave's Dream



奴隶的梦



The Slave in the Dismal Swamp



阴湿沼地的奴隶



The Slave Singing at Midnight



奴隶的夜半歌声



The Quadroon Girl



混血女



The Warning



警告


From Poems on Slavery (1842)

以上选自《奴役篇》（1842）


The Arsenal at Springfield



斯普林菲尔德兵工厂



The Bridge



桥



The Day is Done



白昼已告终



The Arrow and the Song



箭与歌



Mezzo Cammin



中途



The Evening Star



黄昏星



Dante



但丁



Curfew



夜钟（二首）


From The Belfry of Bruges and Other Poems (1845)

以上选自《布吕赫钟楼及其他》（1845）


Dedication



献词



The Secret of the Sea



海的奥秘



Twilight



暮色



The Lighthouse



灯塔



The Open Window



敞开的窗户


From The Seaside and the Fireside (1849)

以上选自《海边与炉边》（1849）


Birds of Passage



候鸟



Prometheus



普罗米修斯



Daylight and Moonlight



日光与月光



My Lost Youth



逝去的青春



Children



孩子们



The Children's Hour



孩子的时辰



Enceladus



恩刻拉多斯



Snow-Flakes



雪花



Fata Morgana



海市蜃楼



The Meeting



相逢



The Challenge



挑战



The Brook and the Wave



小溪和海浪



Charles Sumner



查尔斯·萨姆纳



Travels by the Fireside



炉边的远游



Cadenabbia



卡代纳比亚



The White Czar



白沙皇


From Birds of Passage (1858)

以上选自《候鸟集》（1858）


Paul Revere's Ride



保罗·里维尔星夜飞驰



The Birds of Killingworth



基灵沃思的鸟儿


From Tales of a Wayside Inn (1863)

以上选自《路旁旅店故事集》（1863）


Divina Commedia



咏《神曲》（六首）


From Flower-de-Luce (1866)

以上选自《鸢尾集》（1866）


Chaucer



乔叟



Shakespeare



莎士比亚



Milton



弥尔顿



Keats



济慈



A Summer Day by the Sea



海滨一夏日



The Tides



潮



Nature



造化



Venice



威尼斯


From A Book of Sonnets (1875)

以上选自《十四行诗集》（1875）


Dedication



献词



The Tide Rises, the Tide Falls



潮水升，潮水落



The Poet and His Songs



诗人和他的歌


From Ultima Thule (1880)

以上选自《天涯岛》（1880）


Becalmed



停船



Autumn Within



心里的秋天



The Four Lakes of Madison



麦迪逊城的四湖



Four by the Clock



四点钟



The City and the Sea



城与海



Decoration Day



烈士纪念日



A Fragment



断片



Loss and Gain



得失



The Bells of San Blas



圣布拉斯的钟声


From The Harbor (1882)

以上选自《泊港集》（1882）



朗费罗（1807－1882），美国诗人，被誉为美国19世纪最伟大的浪漫主义诗人之一。

杨德豫（1928－2013），湖南长沙人。译有莎士比亚长诗《鲁克丽斯受辱记》和华兹华斯、柯尔律治、拜伦、朗费罗等人的诗选。1998年，因《华兹华斯诗选》译本获首届鲁迅文学翻译彩虹奖。


意切情深信达雅——序《英诗经典名家名译》

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

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

一看目录，我在万米高空立即激动不已。译者全是令我肃然起敬又感到亲切的名字。

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

前辈翻译家们追求“信、达、雅”。落实这“三字经”却并非易事。

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

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

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

不妨说，这套诗集中外皆宜，老少咸宜，会书中两种语文或其中一种的人皆宜。





李肇星





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


译　序

一

亨利·瓦兹沃思·朗费罗（Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, 1807—1882）是19世纪美国著名诗人。他的诗曾经在美国和欧洲拥有众多的读者，获得广泛的声誉。他的名篇《人生颂》，是英语诗歌中最早译成汉语的一首。
①



朗费罗于1807年2月27日诞生在美国缅因州濒大西洋岸的波特兰。父亲是律师，母亲是诗歌爱好者。他的童年和少年时期是在故乡度过的。在这里，他熟悉了海洋、船舶和水手的生涯，熟悉了祖国的历史和民间传说，熟悉了当地老一代移民的故事，也熟悉了印第安人的神话。他从小喜爱文学作品，13岁就开始在波士顿《美国文学报》上发表诗作。1822年，进入缅因州博多因学院学习，在学院的最后一年，成为《美国文学报》的经常撰稿人。1825年毕业后，受学院委派，到欧洲去游学，先后到了法国、西班牙、意大利和德国，研究这些国家的语言和文学。1829年回到美国以后，在博多因学院讲授了六年现代语文。1831年，和波特兰的玛丽·勃特尔结婚。1834年，接受了哈佛大学的聘请。1835年，再度去欧洲，经过英国，到瑞典、丹麦和德国，研究它们的文学。在旅途中，他的夫人病逝于荷兰的鹿特丹。1836年回国后，定居于离波士顿不远的剑桥，在哈佛大学任教。从1839年起，不断出版一本又一本的诗集。1842年，到欧洲疗养，住在德国莱茵河上的马伦堡，同年经英国回国。1843年，和弗朗西丝·阿普尔顿结婚。1854年，辞去哈佛大学的教职，专事创作。1861年，他的夫人不幸烧伤致死，这使他的创作活动中断了一个时期。1868年，第四次赴欧，这时他已是名震海外的诗人，在欧洲各国受到盛大欢迎和隆重接待；1869年回国。1882年3月24日，朗费罗逝世于剑桥。朗费罗除了毕生从事诗歌创作以外，还写过一些戏剧、小说和散文。此外，他曾辛勤致力于介绍欧洲文学，翻译过不少欧洲作家的作品。

二

朗费罗主张为人生而艺术，他说：“文学是一种导人向善的工具。”在《普罗米修斯》一诗中，他指出诗人的使命应该是“把手中光明火炬高擎，把脚下黑暗国土照遍”，“使各族人民更高尚、自由”。在《歌手们》这首诗中，他更具体地提出了诗人的三项任务：娱悦，鼓舞，教导。朗费罗本人的创作，就是他这种主张的具体实践。

朗费罗的诗集中，有大量以日常生活为题材的篇章。诗人以细腻隽永的笔触，描写美国人民的生活，美国的自然风景、田野和农庄、海洋和潮汐、牧歌式的家常景象、生活的情趣、孩子的天真，还娓娓动听地讲述了一些韵味盎然的民间故事和传说。朗费罗是以写这类诗见长的，也是以写这类诗闻名于世的。他的这类作品中不乏出色的名篇。诗人是一个富于同情心的人，他希望他这些以平凡的日常生活为题材的作品，能够为普通人所理解和喜爱，能够给他们带来愉悦，而当他们遇到痛苦或不幸的时候，能够给他们以安舒和抚慰。

朗费罗也写过一些政治社会题材的诗。《保罗·里维尔星夜飞驰》是美国家弦户诵的名篇，诗中歌颂了北美独立战争中为击败英国殖民军立下卓越功勋的平民英雄。美国南北战争前后，维持还是废除蓄奴制度的斗争席卷全国，朗费罗是坚定的废奴主义者，他的著名组诗《奴役篇》，不仅历历如绘地描写了美国黑奴的痛苦境遇，还大胆预言被奴役的黑人将会奋起抗争，摧毁美国的“特权殿宇”。对于遭受残酷掠夺和迫害的美洲印第安人，朗费罗也抱着恳挚的同情和关切，长诗《哈依瓦撒之歌》是一部印第安民族英雄史诗，他因这部作品而受到印第安人的敬爱。《斯普林菲尔德兵工厂》是一篇和平宣言，是一篇对非正义战争的控诉书，诗人在这首诗中预言：未来的时代里，将再没有任何国家挥动武器，威胁世界和平。长诗《伊凡吉琳》揭露了殖民统治者对和平居民的暴力迫害，描绘了和平村庄被毁灭，人民被迫流离失所的悲惨图景。诗人还谴责了美国社会里贫富悬殊的现象，他在《挑战》一诗中写道：“里面是珍馐和光亮，空气也充满馨香；外面却一片漆黑，又冷又饿又绝望。”这些诗句很容易令我们想起杜甫的“朱门酒肉臭，路有冻死骨”等名句。

朗费罗的作品中既有浪漫主义的因素，也有现实主义的因素。他由于对现实世界不满而幻想一个合理的、完美的理想世界，他向往大自然的淳朴，向往田园牧歌的风味，向往“像空气一样愉快而自由”的生活，向往孩子的无邪的心灵，向往虚幻不可知的“更高的目标”，向往迷人的神话境界。这些，以及他对民间题材的重视和兴趣，都使他很像一个浪漫派诗人。他的长诗《哈依瓦撒之歌》和一些抒情诗、歌谣，都有浓郁的浪漫主义气息。朗费罗作品中的现实主义特色则在于：以很大程度的真实性反映了诗人的时代、诗人的国家，反映了美国人民的生活和美国的民族特性。尤其是《保罗·里维尔星夜飞驰》和《奴役篇》等作品，闪耀着现实主义的光辉。但是，和那些伟大的浪漫主义诗人相比，我们会觉得朗费罗的诗缺少奔放的激情、宏伟的气魄和瑰丽的想象，即缺少奇思壮采；和那些伟大的现实主义作家相比，我们也会觉得朗费罗的作品反映现实的深度和广度都是很不够的。

本书所依据的朗费罗诗集原文主要有以下三种：牛津大学出版社（Oxford University Press）1925年版；瓦德一洛克公司（Ward，Lock and Company）版（年份不详）；霍顿一米夫林公司（Houghton，Mifflin and Company）1900年版。还参考了两种别的版本。

本书初版于1959年。
②

 当时译者尚未找到“以格律体译格律体”的正确途径，朗费罗原诗都是格律体，译诗却变成了“半自由体”。1983年对此书作了修改和增补，尽可能把半自由体的译诗改成了格律体，但未能做到全都贴近原诗的格律。现在本书所收的74首译诗中，有43首是贴近原诗格律的（译诗每行的顿数都与原诗的音步数一致，韵式也完全仿照原诗），另外的31首大体上也改成了格律体，但与原诗的格律有出入。





译　者　

2001年5月改定

注释


①
 据钱锺书先生考证。


②
 《朗费罗诗选》于1959年10月由人民文学出版社出版，译者于2001年依据原文对此书译文作了校订，2006年3月由台北的城邦文化事业公司出版。此处刊载的是译者向城邦交付的译序全文。
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Hymn to the Night

I heard the trailing garments of the Night

Sweep through her marble halls!

I saw her sable skirts all fringed with light

From the celestial walls!





I felt her presence, by its spell of might,

Stoop o'er me from above;

The calm, majestic presence of the Night,

As of the one I love.





I heard the sounds of sorrow and delight,

The manifold, soft chimes,

That fill the haunted chambers of the Night,

Like some old poet's rhymes.





From the cool cisterns of the midnight air

My spirit drank repose;

The fountain of perpetual peace flows there,—

From those deep cisterns flows.





O holy Night! from thee I learn to bear

What man has borne before!

Thou layest thy finger on the lips of Care,

And they complain no more.





Peace! Peace! Orestes-like I breathe this prayer!

Descend with broad-winged flight,

The welcome, the thrice-prayed for, the most fair,

The best-beloved Night!


夜的赞歌

我听见夜的曳地轻裳

拂过她的大理石厅堂！

我看见她的貂黑衣裾

缀饰着天国宫墙的荧光！





从那强大的魅力，我察觉

她的丰姿从上空俯临；

夜的端凝沉静的丰姿，

宛如我的恋人的倩影。





我听到欢愉和哀怨的歌声，

多种多样的柔和韵律，

洋溢在精灵出没的夜宫，

好似古代诗人的诗句。





午夜的空气如清凉水池，

心魂向这儿汲取安舒；

恒久宁静的澄洁泉水

就从这些深池里流出。





夜呵！你教我学会忍受

人们曾经忍受的一切！

你手指轻触“忧伤”的唇吻，
①



他便悄然停止了呜咽。





像奥瑞斯忒斯，我祈求宁静！
②



受欢迎、被祈求、最可爱的夜！

展开你广阔无垠的翅膀

飞来吧，降临我们的世界！

注释


①
 作者把“忧伤”（Care）拟为一个人，故Care一词像人名一样大写。类似的抽象名词拟人化，在英美诗歌中习见。中译文以加引号来表示。


②
 奥瑞斯忒斯，古希腊剧作家埃斯库罗斯和欧里庇得斯的悲剧中的人物。他为父亲阿伽门农复仇，杀死了母亲克吕泰墨斯特拉及其情夫。此后，他被复仇女神追赶，内心痛苦万状，曾在神庙中向神祷告，祈求宁静和平。详见埃斯库罗斯《复仇女神》一剧。


A Psalm of Life

What the Heart of the Young Man Said to the Psalmist









Tell me not, in mournful numbers,

Life is but an empty dream!—

For the soul is dead that slumbers,

And things are not what they seem.





Life is real! Life is earnest!

And the grave is not its goal;

Dust thou art, to dust thou returnest,

Was not spoken of the soul.





Not enjoyment, and not sorrow,

Is our destined end or way;

But to act, that each to-morrow

Find us farther than to-day.





Art is long, and Time is fleeting,

And our hearts, though stout and brave,

Still, like muffled drums, are beating

Funeral marches to the grave.





In the world's broad field of battle,

In the bivouac of Life,

Be not like dumb, driven cattle!

Be a hero in the strife!





Trust no Future, howe'er pleasant!

Let the dead Past bury its dead!

Act,—act in the living Present!

Heart within, and God o'erhead!





Lives of great men all remind us

We can make our lives sublime,

And, departing, leave behind us

Footprints on the sands of time;





Footprints, that perhaps another,

Sailing o'er life's solemn main,

A forlorn and shipwrecked brother,

Seeing, shall take heart again.





Let us, then, be up and doing,

With a heart for any fate;

Still achieving, still pursuing,

Learn to labor and to wait.


人生颂

年轻人的心对歌者说的话









不要在哀伤诗句里告诉我：

“人生不过是一场幻梦！”

灵魂睡着了，就等于死了，
①



事物的真相与外表不同。





人生是真的！人生是实的！

它的归宿决不是荒坟；

“你本是尘土，必归于尘土”，
②



这是指躯壳，不是指灵魂。





我们命定的目标和道路

不是享乐，也不是受苦；

而是行动，在每个明天

都超越今天，跨出新步。





智艺无穷，时光飞逝；
③



这颗心，纵然英勇刚强，

也只如闷声擂动的鼙鼓，

奏着进行曲，向坟地送葬。





世界是一片辽阔战场，

人生是到处扎寨安营；

莫学那听人驱策的哑畜，

做一个威武善战的英雄！





别指靠将来，不管它多可爱！

把已逝的过去永久掩埋！

行动吧——趁着活生生的现在！

胸中有赤心，头上有真宰！





伟人的生平启示我们：

我们能够生活得高尚，

而当告别人世的时候，

留下脚印在时间的沙上；
④







也许我们有一个弟兄

航行在庄严的人生大海，

遇险沉了船，绝望的时刻，

会看到这脚印而振作起来。





那么，打起精神来干吧，

对任何命运要敢于担戴；

不断地进取，不断地追求，

要善于劳动，善于等待。

注释


①
 “睡着”，这里是指消沉萎靡。这行诗与“哀莫大于心死”意思相近。


②
 “你本是尘土，必归于尘土”，这是耶和华对亚当说的话，见《旧约·创世记》第3章。


③
 此语原出于古希腊医学家希波克拉底（约前460—前377）的《格言集》。


④
 “沙”指古代计时用的沙漏中的沙粒。“时间的沙”指人类的历史。而从下一节诗来看，这里的“沙”又可解释为“人生大海”岸边的沙滩。


The Light of Stars

The night is come, but not too soon;

And sinking silently,

All silently, the little moon

Drops down behind the sky.





There is no light in earth or heaven

But the cold light of stars;

And the first watch of night is given

To the red planet Mars.





Is it the tender star of love?

The star of love and dreams?

Oh no! from that blue tent above

A hero's armor gleams.





And earnest thoughts within me rise,

When I behold afar,

Suspended in the evening skies,

The shield of that red star.





O star of strength! I see thee stand

And smile upon my pain;

Thou beckonest with thy mailèd hand,

And I am strong again.





Within my breast there is no light

But the cold light of stars;

I give the first watch of the night

To the red planet Mars.





The star of the unconquered will,

He rises in my breast,

Serene, and resolute, and still,

And calm, and self-possessed.





And thou, too, whosoe'er thou art,

That readest this brief psalm,

As one by one thy hopes depart,

Be resolute and calm.





Oh, fear not in a world like this,

And thou shalt know erelong,

Know how sublime a thing it is

To suffer and be strong.


星　光

夜来了，来得从容不迫；

那细小娇柔的月亮

静静地、无声无息地沉落，

藏入天穹的后方。





天上地下再没有光明，

只剩下星光幽冷；

看呵，长夜头一个更辰
①



给了红色的火星。





是不是温柔的爱情之星，
②



爱情和梦幻的星光？

不！在高高蓝色天篷

是英雄盔甲在闪亮。
③







热切情思涌上我胸怀，

当我远远地望见

这颗红色星辰的盾牌
④



高悬在薄暮天边。





力量之星！你和颜悦色

俯视着我的创伤；

举起披甲的手臂招呼我，

又使我心神俱旺。





我的内心再没有光明，

只剩下星光幽冷；

我把长夜头一个更辰

给了红色的火星。





不屈不挠的意志之星

在我的内心升起：

雍容自若，沉着坚定，

安详而又静谧。





你呵，读这首短诗的朋友！

不管你是哪一个，

当你的希望一个个溜走，

你也要坚定沉着！





在这般世界里不要畏惧，

不久，你就会明白：

受苦受难而坚强不屈，

是何等崇高的气概！

注释


①
 古代犹太人和罗马人把一夜分为三个或四个更辰，与我国古人把一夜分为五个更辰相似。“头一个更辰”大致相当于我国过去的初更和二更时分。


②
 “爱情之星”是金星。欧洲人称金星为“维纳斯”，这原是罗马神话中爱神的名字。


③
 欧洲人称火星为“马尔斯”，这原是罗马神话中战神的名字。


④
 战神马尔斯的圣物是一面盾牌。


The Skeleton in Armor

"Speak! speak! thou fearful guest!

Who, with thy hollow breast

Still in rude armor drest,

Comest to daunt me!

Wrapt not in Eastern balms,

But with thy fleshless palms

Stretched, as if asking alms,

Why dost thou haunt me?"





Then, from those cavernous eyes

Pale flashes seemed to rise,

As when the Northern skies

Gleam in December;

And, like the water's flow

Under December's snow,

Came a dull voice of woe

From the heart's chamber.





"I was a Viking old!

My deeds, though manifold,

No Skald in song has told,

No Saga taught thee!

Take heed, that in thy verse

Thou dost the tale rehearse,

Else dread a dead man's curse;

For this I sought thee.





"Far in the Northern Land,

By the wild Baltic's strand,

I, with my childish hand,

Tamed the gerfalcon;

And, with my skates fast-bound,

Skimmed the half-frozen Sound,

That the poor whimpering hound

Trembled to walk on.





"Oft to his frozen lair

Tracked I the grisly bear,

While from my path the hare

Fled like a shadow;

Oft through the forest dark

Followed the were-wolf's bark,

Until the soaring lark

Sang from the meadow.





"But when I older grew,

Joining a corsair's crew,

O'er the dark sea flew

With the marauders.

Wild was the life we led;

Many the souls that sped,

Many the hearts that bled,

By our stern orders.





"Many a wassail-bout

Wore the long Winter out;

Often our midnight shout

Set the cocks crowing,

As we the Berserk's tale

Measured in cups of ale,

Draining the oaken pail,

Filled to o'erflowing.





"Once as I told in glee

Tales of the stormy sea,

Soft eyes did gaze on me,

Burning yet tender;

And as the white stars shine

On the dark Norway pine,

On that dark heart of mine

Fell their soft splendor.





"I wooed the blue-eyed maid,

Yielding, yet half afraid,

And in the forest's shade

Our vows were plighted.

Under its loosened vest

Fluttered her little breast,

Like birds within their nest

By the hawk frighted.





"Bright in her father's hall

Shields gleamed upon the wall,

Loud sang the minstrels all,

Chanting his glory;

When of old Hildebrand

I asked his daughter's hand,

Mute did the minstrels stand

To hear my story.





"While the brown ale he quaffed,

Loud then the champion laughed,

And as the wind-gusts waft

The sea-foam brightly,

So the loud laugh of scorn,

Out of those lips unshorn,

From the deep drinking-horn

Blew the foam lightly.





"She was a Prince's child,

I but a Viking wild,

And though she blushed and smiled,

I was discarded!

Should not the dove so white

Follow the sea-mew's flight,

Why did they leave that night

Her nest unguarded?





"Scarce had I put to sea,

Bearing the maid with me,

Fairest of all was she

Among the Norsemen!

When on the white sea-strand,

Waving his armèd hand,

Saw we old Hildebrand,

With twenty horsemen.





"Then launched they to the blast,

Bent like a reed each mast,

Yet we were gaining fast,

When the wind failed us;

And with a sudden flaw

Came round the gusty Skaw,

So that our foe we saw

Laugh as he hailed us.





"And as to catch the gale

Round veered the flapping sail,

'Death!' was the helmsman's hail,

'Death without quarter!'

Mid-ships with iron keel

Struck we her ribs of steel;

Down her black hulk did reel

Through the black water!





"As with his wings aslant,

Sails the fierce cormorant,

Seeking some rocky haunt,

With its prey laden,—

So toward the open main,

Beating to sea again,

Through the wild hurricane,

Bore I the maiden.





"Three weeks we westward bore,

And when the storm was o'er,

Cloud-like we saw the shore

Stretching to leeward;

There for my lady's bower

Built I the lofty tower,

Which, to this very hour,

Stands looking seaward.





"There lived we many years;

Time dried the maiden's tears;

She had forgot her fears,

She was a mother;

Death closed her mild blue eyes,

Under that tower she lies;

Ne'er shall the sun arise

On such another!





"Still grew my bosom then,

Still as a stagnant fen!

Hateful to me were men,

The sunlight hateful!

In the vast forest here,

Clad in my warlike gear,

Fell I upon my spear,

Oh, death was grateful!





"Thus, seamed with many scars,

Bursting these prison bars,

Up to its native stars

My soul ascended!

There from the flowing bowl

Deep drinks the warrior's soul,


Skoal!
 to the Northland! skoal!
 "

Thus the tale ended.


铠甲骷髅
①



“可怕的客人！你说！

你那空洞的胸窝

还披着粗笨铠甲，

你到这儿来吓唬我！

不曾涂东土香膏，
②



无肉的手掌伸着，

像是在乞求布施，

为什么你要缠住我？”





从那凹陷的两眼，

惨白的微光闪现，

好似严冬十二月

北国微亮的苍天；
③



好似十二月河水

潜流在冰雪底层，

从心房深处吐出

含糊忧郁的语声：





“我是个古代海盗，
④



有多种多样事迹——

从没有歌者唱过，

也不曾载入传奇。
⑤



你要把这些事迹

写在你的诗篇里，

要不，当心我诅咒！

就为了这个，我找你。





“在那遥远的北国，

荒凉的波罗的海滨，

我用幼时的小手

驯养北方的大鹰；
⑥



穿着紧缚的冰鞋，

在海湾冰上滑行，

那狼狈惊吠的猎犬

战兢兢踏上冰凌。





“我常常追逐恶熊

到它冰封的穴洞，

野兔从路旁逃窜，

影子般转眼无踪；

常常穿过黑树林，

尾随巨狼的悲鸣，

听到高飞的百灵鸟

在草原唱起歌声。





“后来我渐渐长大，

加入海盗的一帮，

和这些强徒一起

飞越阴沉的海洋。

我们的生活狂暴，

我们的号令森严：

叫多少心脏流血，

送多少灵魂上天！





“无数次饮宴作乐，

消磨漫长的冬季；

我们午夜的狂呼

常常使雄鸡惊啼；

像熊皮武士记数

用杯杯麦酒算计，
⑦



我们喝干橡木桶，

一个个烂醉如泥。





“有一回，我兴高采烈

讲海上风暴的故事，

一双温柔的蓝眼

热情地向我凝视；

像点点银星照临

幽暗的挪威松顶，

这双星眸的清辉

照临我幽暗的心灵。





“我向这姑娘求爱，

她顺从，又有些畏怯；

密林深处，浓荫里，

我们订下了婚约。

她那娇小的胸脯

颤抖在宽弛衣衫下，

好似巢中的鸟儿

受到鹰隼的惊吓。





“她父王殿堂宽敞，

墙头金盾亮光光，

乐师们高声合唱，

赞颂他功业辉煌。

我请求老希德布兰

答应他女儿的亲事，

乐师们静下来，站着

听我讲我的身世。





“傲然畅饮黑麦酒，

王爷高声笑呵呵；

好像一阵风刮来，

海上便涌起白沫：

他那留须的唇边

发出轻蔑的大笑，

这时，深深角杯里

便轻轻泛起水泡。





“她是王爷的娇女，

我却是海上强徒；

她含羞微笑应允了，

我却被他们逐出！

这样洁白的鸽子

不该随海鸥飞走，

为什么她的香巢

那一夜却无人防守？





“我和这姑娘一起，

刚上船，离开陆地，

（所有北欧人当中，

她的美无人能比！）

只见老希德布兰

带着二十名骑兵，

挥动披甲的手臂，

来到白色的海滨。





“他们迎着风开船，

桅杆弯得像芦苇；

我们正疾驶如飞，

风却跟我们作对；

一阵急遽的狂飙

把船吹向斯科角，
⑧



只见追踪的敌人

向我们狂呼狞笑。





“船帆遇到了回风，

拍动着，旋转不停；

听见舵手的吼声：

‘死吧！决不饶命！’

我们用铁铸龙骨

猛撞敌船的钢筋；

黑色的船身摇晃着，

沉入黑色的海心！





“像一只凶猛鸬鹚，

侧斜着翅膀飞翔，

衔着它的猎获物，

寻找栖宿的岩冈：

我带着这位少女，

面向茫茫的海洋，

再度迎风行驶，

穿越狂飙巨浪。





“西行了三个星期，

大风暴终于平息，

望见下风头展布着

云霓一般的陆地。

那儿，我盖起高塔
⑨



作我妻子的闺房——

这座塔直到此刻

还在向大海暸望。





“在那儿一住多年，

岁月揩干了泪痕；

姑娘早忘掉了恐惧，

她成了慈爱的母亲。

死神合上她双眼，

她就在塔下安寝；

太阳底下再没有

这样可爱的美人！





“寂寞在内心生长，

寂寞如死水一汪！

世人都令我厌恶，

我也厌恶阳光！

在一望无际的深林，

我周身披着戎装，

倒在我的枪矛上——

好呵，快意的死亡！





“就这样，弄一身伤痕，

撞开监牢的铁门，
⑩



我的灵魂升了天，

攀登故国的星辰！

武士的灵魂举盏，

把盈溢美酒饮干，

你好！北国呵！你好！”

——故事到这里讲完。

注释


①
 据作者原注，在美国马萨诸塞州福尔里弗城，曾掘出一具骷髅，披着残破锈蚀的铠甲；而在距福尔里弗不远的罗得岛上的新港，有一座古代遗留下来的圆塔，据丹麦人说，此塔乃是他们的祖先所建造。作者将此二事联系起来，写了这首歌谣。


②
 “东土香膏”，指防腐保尸的药膏。因为未涂此膏，所以胸窝空洞，手掌无肉，躯体不存，仅余骨架。


③
 这首诗中的“北国”和“北方”都是指北欧。


④
 “海盗”，专指8—10世纪经常骚扰西欧海岸的北欧海盗。


⑤
 上一行的“歌者”，专指古代斯堪的纳维亚赞颂伟人的诗歌的作曲者或吟唱者。这一行的“传奇”，专指古代冰岛、挪威一带的传说或英雄故事，也有人音译为“萨迦”。


⑥
 “北方的大鹰”，专指一种产在北欧特别是冰岛的大鹰。


⑦
 “熊皮武士”，是古代斯堪的纳维亚一种身穿熊皮外衣的狂暴武士，他们每次作战之前必狂饮烈酒。


⑧
 斯科角，在丹麦北端。


⑨
 “高塔”，指罗得岛新港的圆塔。


⑩
 这里是把躯壳比喻为禁锢灵魂的监牢。参看《奴隶的梦》最后三行。


The Wreck of the Hesperus

It was the schooner Hesperus,

That sailed the wintry sea;

And the skipper had taken his little daughtèr,

To bear him company.





Blue were her eyes as the fairy-flax,

Her cheeks like the dawn of day,

And her bosom white as the hawthorn buds,

That ope in the month of May.





The skipper he stood beside the helm,

His pipe was in his mouth,

And he watched how the veering flaw did blow

The smoke now West, now South.





Then up and spake an old Sailòr,

Had sailed to the Spanish Main,

"I pray thee, put into yonder port,

For I fear a hurricane.





"Last night, the moon had a golden ring,

And to-night no moon we see!"

The skipper, he blew a whiff from his pipe,

And a scornful laugh laughed he.





Colder and louder blew the wind,

A gale from the Northeast,

The snow fell hissing in the brine,

And the billows frothed like yeast.





Down came the storm, and smote amain

The vessel in its strength;

She shuddered and paused, like a frighted steed,

Then leaped her cable's length.





"Come hither! come hither! my little daughtèr,

And do not tremble so;

For I can weather the roughest gale

That ever wind did blow."





He wrapped her warm in his seaman's coat

Against the stinging blast;

He cut a rope from a broken spar,

And bound her to the mast.





"O father! I hear the church-bells ring,

Oh say, what may it be?"

"'T is a fog-bell on a rock-bound coast!"—

And he steered for the open sea.





"O father! I hear the sound of guns;

Oh say, what may it be?"

"Some ship in distress, that cannot live

In such an angry sea!"





"O father! I see a gleaming light,

Oh say, what may it be?"

But the father answered never a word,

A frozen corpse was he.





Lashed to the helm, all stiff and stark,

With his face turned to the skies,

The lantern gleamed through the gleaming snow

On his fixed and glassy eyes.





Then the maiden clasped her hands and prayed

That savèd she might be;

And she thought of Christ, who stilled the wave,

On the Lake of Galilee.





And fast through the midnight dark and drear,

Through the whistling sleet and snow,

Like a sheeted ghost, the vessel swept

Tow' rds the reef of Norman's Woe.





And ever the fitful gusts between

A sound came from the land;

It was the sound of the trampling surf

On the rocks and hard sea-sand.





The breakers were right beneath her bows,

She drifted a dreary wreck,

And a whooping billow swept the crew

Like icicles from her deck.





She struck where the white and fleecy waves

Looked soft as carded wool,

But the cruel rocks, they gored her side

Like the horns of an angry bull.





Her rattling shrouds, all sheathed in ice,

With the masts went by the board;

Like a vessel of glass, she stove and sank,

Ho! ho! the breakers roared!





At daybreak, on the bleak sea-beach,

A fisherman stood aghast,

To see the form of a maiden fair,

Lashed close to a drifting mast.





The salt sea was frozen on her breast,

The salt tears in her eyes;

And he saw her hair, like the brown sea-weed,

On the billows fall and rise.





Such was the wreck of the Hesperus,

In the midnight and the snow!

Christ save us all from a death like this,

On the reef of Norman's Woe!


“金星号”遇难记
①



这是“金星号”斯库纳帆船
②



航行在严冬的海上；

船长把小女儿带在身边

陪着他一道远航。





她那双眼珠蓝得像亚麻花，

两颊像明艳朝霞，

胸肌洁白，就像五月里

娇蕾初放的山楂。





船长在舵机旁边站着，

把烟斗衔在嘴里，

他观察变换不定的风向：

烟缕向南，又向西。





船上站起来一个年老的

远航过南美的水手，

他说：“风暴快来了，我求您

开进那边的港口。





“昨晚月亮周围有风圈，

今晚看不见明月！”

船长慢慢抽了一口烟，

笑一声，充满轻蔑。





风越刮越响，越刮越冷，

是来自东北的狂飙；

飞雪絮絮地洒落海心，

波涛吐沫如发酵。





大风暴猛然从天而降，

全力向帆船冲撞；

船儿像惊马，颤栗，停顿，

又跃过缆索那么长。





“过来，过来，我的小女儿！

用不着吓得哆嗦；

不管多么凶险的风暴

我都能平安度过。”





他用海员外衣裹住她，

把刺骨寒风抵挡；

又从木杆上割下一条绳，

把她绑在桅柱上。





“爸爸！我听见教堂的钟声，

告诉我，那是什么？”

“那是岩石险岸的雾钟！”——
③



他驶向茫茫海波。





“爸爸！我听见几声枪响，

告诉我，那是什么？”

“那是风暴里有船遇险了，

它会被怒海吞没！”





“爸爸！我看见一点亮光，

告诉我，那是什么？”

可是她父亲冻成了僵尸，

回答她的是沉默。





他浑身僵硬，倒向舵轮，

仰卧着，面孔朝天，

闪烁的雪光里，闪烁的灯光

照着他呆钝的两眼。





这姑娘切望她能够遇救，

便合掌喃喃祈祷；

她想起基督在加利利湖上

平伏过险恶波涛。
④







穿越阴沉惨淡的深宵，

穿越雨雪的呼啸，

帆船像裹着尸衣的鬼魅，

冲向诺曼沃暗礁。
⑤







一阵一阵的狂风之间，

有喧哗来自海岸；

那是暴跳的波涛在猛踹

岸边的石块、沙滩。





激浪在船头下飞涌，船漂着，

漂向悲惨的毁灭；

狂澜把水手们扫离甲板，

像扫荡冰条雪屑。





白浪柔软如梳顺的羊毛，

船就在这里触礁，

凶恶的岩石把船舷戳破，

好像怒牛的尖角。





急响的支桅索覆满坚冰，

随桅柱落到水里；

像条玻璃船，碎了，沉了，

激浪还咆哮不已！





荒凉的海滨，一个渔夫

天亮时吓了一跳，

瞥见那俏丽少女的身躯

绑在桅柱上浮漂。





咸海水凝冻在她的胸前，

咸泪水凝冻在眼里；

她的秀发像暗黄的海藻，

随浪涛沉落、漂起。





这就是在那暴风雪深宵

“金星号”遇难的经过；

愿基督在人生的诺曼沃暗礁

拯救出我们大伙！

注释


①
 这首诗是以1839年10月一次真实的沉船事件为基础的。


②
 斯库纳帆船，双桅或三桅纵帆式帆船。


③
 雾钟设于岩石险岸，在雾天敲响，警告船舶不得在这一带拢岸，以防遇险。


④
 加利利湖，通称加利利海，巴勒斯坦北部的湖泊。耶稣平伏波涛的故事，见《新约·马太福音》第8章、《马可福音》第4章、《路加福音》第8章。


⑤
 诺曼沃，美国马萨诸塞州东北部格洛斯特港口外的一座险礁。


The Village Blacksmith

Under a spreading chestnut-tree

The village smithy stands;

The smith, a mighty man is he,

With large and sinewy hands;

And the muscles of his brawny arms

Are strong as iron bands.





His hair is crisp, and black, and long,

His face is like the tan;

His brow is wet with honest sweat,

He earns whate'er he can,

And looks the whole world in the face,

For he owes not any man.





Week in, week out, from morn till night,

You can hear his bellows blow;

You can hear him swing his heavy sledge,

With measured beat and slow,

Like a sexton ringing the village bell,

When the evening sun is low.





And children coming home from school

Look in the open door;

They love to see the flaming forge,

And hear the bellows roar,

And catch the burning sparks that fly

Like chaff from a threshing-floor.





He goes on Sunday to the church,

And sits among his boys;

He hears the parson pray and preach,

He hears his daughter's voice,

Singing in the village choir,

And it makes his heart rejoice.





It sounds to him like her mother's voice,

Singing in Paradise!

He needs must think of her once more,

How in the grave she lies;

And with his hard, rough hand he wipes

A tear out of his eyes.





Toiling,—rejoicing,—sorrowing,

Onward through life he goes;

Each morning sees some task begin,

Each evening sees it close;

Something attempted, something done,

Has earned his night's repose.





Thanks, thanks to thee, my worthy friend,

For the lesson thou hast taught!

Thus at the flaming forge of life

Our fortunes must be wrought;

Thus on its sounding anvil shaped

Each burning deed and thought.


乡下铁匠

一棵七叶树延伸宽广，
①



乡下铁匠铺靠在树旁；

铁匠是个有力气的汉子，

一双大手又粗又强壮；

胳臂上鼓鼓囊囊的筋肉

结实得就像铁打的一样。





他鬈曲的头发又黑又长，

脸色像树皮一样焦黄；

额上淌的是老实人的汗水，

凭力气干活，取得报偿；

他扬眉睁眼望着全世界，

因为他不欠任何人的账。





星期连星期，早上到晚上，

听得见他那鸣奏的风箱；

听得见他抡起沉重的大锤，

节奏分明，缓慢地敲响，

像教堂司事把晚钟敲动，

当夕阳渐渐沉向西方。





每天，孩子们放学回家，

从敞开的门口向屋里张望；

他们爱看那红红的炉火，

爱听那呜呜吼叫的风箱，

逗弄那爆出的火花点点，

像打谷场上飞迸的谷糠。





一到星期天，他就上教堂，

坐在他的孩子们中央；

他听牧师讲道和祈祷，

也听村里唱诗班合唱，

听出了他那女儿的嗓音，

他呀，不由得心花怒放。





他听来，这嗓音就像她母亲

歌唱在光明圣洁的天堂！

他不禁又一次把她怀想：

不知墓穴里她睡得怎样？

他用又粗又硬的大手

把一滴泪水抹出了眼眶。





辛苦劳作——快乐——悲伤，

一步步走在人生的路上；

每天早上有活计开始，

每天晚上有活计收场；

有的起了头，有的干完了，

给他挣来了一夜的酣畅。





谢谢你了，我可敬的朋友！

谢谢你的教益和榜样！

我们的命运也得要锤炼，

要经受人生的炉火风箱；

在叮[image: alt]
 震响的铁砧上锤出

火花四射的事业和思想。

注释


①
 据美国剑桥版朗费罗诗集的注释，此行诗中的chestnut-tree乃是horse-chestnut tree，即七叶树。


The Rainy Day

The day is cold, and dark, and dreary;

It rains, and the wind is never weary;

The vine still clings to the mouldering wall,

But at every gust the dead leaves fall,

And the day is dark and dreary.





My life is cold, and dark, and dreary;

It rains, and the wind is never weary;

My thoughts still cling to the mouldering Past,

But the hopes of youth fall thick in the blast,

And the days are dark and dreary.





Be still, sad heart! and cease repining;

Behind the clouds is the sun still shining;

Thy fate is the common fate of all,

Into each life some rain must fall,

Some days must be dark and dreary.


雨　天

今天天气又冷，又暗，又凄惨；

雨下个不停，风也老刮个不倦；

藤萝依旧萦绕着颓败的墙垣，

每阵风来，枯叶又落下几片。

今天天气又暗又凄惨。





我的生活又冷，又暗，又凄惨；

雨下个不停，风也老刮个不倦；

心情依旧萦绕着颓败的往昔，

青春的希望早已被狂风吹散！

日子过得又暗又凄惨。





平静些，忧伤的心！且休要嗟怨；

乌云后面依然有阳光灿烂；

你的命运是大众共同的命运，

人人生活里都会有无情的雨点，

总有些日子又暗又凄惨。


Maidenhood

Maiden! with the meek, brown eyes,

In whose orbs a shadow lies

Like the dusk in evening skies!





Thou whose locks outshine the sun,

Golden tresses, wreathed in one,

As the braided streamlets run!





Standing, with reluctant feet,

Where the brook and river meet,

Womanhood and childhood fleet!





Gazing, with a timid glance,

On the brooklet's swift advance,

On the river's broad expanse!





Deep and still, that gliding stream

Beautiful to thee must seem,

As the river of a dream.





Then why pause with indecision,

When bright angels in thy vision

Beckon thee to fields Elysian?





Seest thou shadows sailing by,

As the dove, with startled eye,

Sees the falcon's shadow fly?





Hearest thou voices on the shore,

That our ears perceive no more,

Deafened by the cataract's roar?





Oh, thou child of many prayers!

Life hath quicksand,—Life hath snares!

Care and age come unawares!





Like the swell of some sweet tune,

Morning rises into noon,

May glides onward into June.





Childhood is the bough, where slumbered

Birds and blossoms many-numbered;—

Age, that bough with snows encumbered.





Gather, then, each flower that grows,

When the young heart overflows,

To embalm that tent of snows.





Bear a lily in thy hand;

Gates of brass cannot withstand

One touch of that magic wand.





Bear through sorrow, wrong, and ruth,

In thy heart the dew of youth,

On thy lips the smile of truth.





Oh, that dew, like balm, shall steal

Into wounds that cannot heal,

Even as sleep our eyes doth seal;





And that smile, like sunshine, dart

Into many a sunless heart,

For a smile of God thou art.


少　女

少女！有温柔的褐色眼睛，

瞳孔里面潜伏着阴影，

有如晚空出现的晦冥。





你的鬈发比阳光明艳，

编成一条金色的发辫，

像是汇合众流的山涧。





你两脚不由自主地站在

小溪与河川相遇的地带，

幼年与成年交替的年代。





你以畏怯的眼光凝望：

凝望小溪的急急奔忙，

凝望河川的茫茫宽广！





那流荡的河川，深沉，静默，

你看来，它似乎美妙不过，

仿佛是一条梦幻之河。





而当你望见光明的天仙

召唤你前往神奇的乐园，

为什么你又踌躇不前？
①







莫非你瞥见了掠过的黑影，

犹如鸽子惊恐的眼睛

瞥见苍鹰的影子在飞行？





莫非你听见了河畔的悲声？

我们听惯了瀑布的雷鸣，

岸上的声音已经听不清。





你呵，不断祈祷的孩童！

人世有流沙，人生有陷阱！
②



忧患和衰老冷不防来临！





像昂扬明快的甜美音乐，

清晨转眼掠入了午刻，

五月转眼滑到了六月。





童年是绿枝，枝上歇息着

成群的鸟雀，繁茂的花朵；

而老年：枯枝被白雪覆没。





如今，你心头春潮正涨，

快采集鲜花，趁它们盛放，

用来薰香那白雪篷帐。





拈一朵百合在你手上，

黄铜大门也不能阻挡

这根轻轻一触的魔杖。





经历了酸辛、屈辱和哀怜，

把青春的甘露留在你心间，

把真情的微笑留在你唇边。





哦！那甘露有如香油，
③



会潜入难以愈合的伤口，

闭拢它，像睡眠闭拢双眸；





而那微笑如太阳的光明，

能照亮无数晦暗的心灵，

你就是上帝的一丝笑影。

注释


①
 前面几节是以“小溪”比喻幼年，以“河川”比喻成年。本节“神奇的乐园”是指上文的“梦幻之河”，也就是指成年。


②
 “流沙”，潮湿松软而又很深的沙。人畜企图通过时，往往愈陷愈深而终遭吞没。


③
 “香油”即香膏，古代用以治病的油脂状药物。


Excelsior

The shades of night were falling fast,

As through an Alpine village passed

A youth, who bore, 'mid snow and ice,

A banner with the strange device,

Excelsior!





His brow was sad; his eye beneath,

Flashed like a falchion from its sheath,

And like a silver clarion rung

The accents of that unknown tongue,

Excelsior!





In happy homes he saw the light

Of household fires gleam warm and bright;

Above, the spectral glaciers shone,

And from his lips escaped a groan,

Excelsior!





"Try not the Pass!" the old man said;

"Dark lowers the tempest overhead,

The roaring torrent is deep and wide!"

And loud that clarion voice replied,

Excelsior!





"Oh stay," the maiden said, "and rest

Thy weary head upon this breast!"

A tear stood in his bright blue eye,

But still he answered, with a sigh,

Excelsior!





"Beware the pine-tree's withered branch!

Beware the awful avalanche!"

This was the peasant's last Good-night,

A voice replied, far up the height,

Excelsior!





At break of day, as heavenward

The pious monks of Saint Bernard1

Uttered the oft-repeated prayer,

A voice cried through the startled air,

Excelsior!





A traveller, by the faithful hound,

Half-buried in the snow was found,

Still grasping in his hand of ice

That banner with the strange device,

Excelsior!





There in the twilight cold and gray,

Lifeless, but beautiful, he lay,

And from the sky, serene and far,

A voice fell, like a falling star,

Excelsior!


更高的目标
①



阿尔卑斯山，夜色已降临，

村子里走过一个青年人；

冰雪中，他举起一面旗帜，

旗上有一句古怪的题词：

“更高的目标！”





他面容忧郁，而他的两眼

光焰灼灼，像出鞘的短剑；

那一句神秘言词的音调

鸣响如一支嘹亮的银号：

“更高的目标！”





他看见一个个安乐的家庭，

融融的炉火温暖又光明；

而高处，冰河闪闪如鬼魅，

他唇中逸出了一声低喟：

“更高的目标！”





老人说：“莫想通过那隘口！

阴沉沉的暴风雪快要临头，

又宽又深的飞湍在咆哮！”

然而那号声响亮地答道：

“更高的目标！”





少女对他说：“别走了，停下来，

把困倦的头颈偎在我胸怀！”

他炯炯的蓝眼闪着泪花，

叹息了一声，仍然回答：

“更高的目标！”





“当心松树的断梗枯枝！

当心雪崩和滚落的土石！”

这是农夫最后的叮咛，

有声音回答，越过冈陵：

“更高的目标！”





第二天天光破晓时分，

圣伯纳德的虔敬僧人
②



向苍穹念诵陈旧的祷语，

有呼声掠过受惊的天宇：

“更高的目标！”





救生犬发现了一个过客，
③



半截身子被白雪覆没，

冰封的手里仍然牢执

那面旗，旗上有古怪的题词：

“更高的目标！”





躺在冰冷的灰白曙光里，

他失却生命，但是美丽；

从那明净邃远的天廷

落下一个声音，像陨星：

“更高的目标！”

注释


①
 朗费罗在写给塔克曼（C. K. Tuckerman）的信中，把这首诗的题目“Excelsior”解释为“higher”，又把诗中的青年回答老人、少女、农夫时所说的“Excelsior!”解释为“Higher yet!”。


②
 圣伯纳德，阿尔卑斯山的一个隘口，海拔8150英尺，设有教堂和僧院。


③
 圣伯纳德附近常有旅客游人迷路或遇险，所以该地饲养了一种体形硕大的救生犬用于搜救。与朗费罗同时的美国作家梅尔维尔的小说《白鲸》第81章也曾提到“圣伯纳德犬”。


To William E. Channing

The pages of thy book I read,

And as I closed each one,

My heart, responding, ever said,

"Servant of God! well done!"





Well done! Thy words are great and bold;

At times they seem to me,

Like Luther's, in the days of old,

Half-battles for the free.





Go on, until this land revokes

The old and chartered Lie,

The feudal curse, whose whips and yokes

Insult humanity.





A voice is ever at thy side

Speaking in tones of might,

Like the prophetic voice, that cried

To John in Patmos, "Write!"





Write! and tell out this bloody tale;

Record this dire eclipse,

This Day of Wrath, this Endless Wail,

This dread Apocalypse!


致威廉·埃·查宁
①



一页又一页，我读着你的书，

每一页读到末了，

我的心总要响应，总要说：

“上帝的仆人！干得好！”
②







干得好！你书中写下的言词

是那样崇高而勇敢，

常令我想起往日的路德

争取自由的奋战。
③







干下去！从这片土地上扫除

老朽而横霸的谎言

和封建祸害——它的鞭和轭

凌辱了人的尊严。





一个声音总在你耳旁

用权威口吻讲话，

如同约翰在拔摩岛上

听到的预言：“写吧！”
④







写吧！诉说这血腥的故事，

记录这无尽的哀哭，

这可怕的日蚀，这降罚的日子，

这惊心动魄的《启示录》！
⑤



注释


①
 威廉·埃勒瑞·查宁（1780—1842），美国宗教家、作家，曾积极参加废奴运动。诗中所说“你的书”，是指查宁反对蓄奴制度的著作。


②
 此语出于《新约·马太福音》第25章第21节，也见于弥尔顿《失乐园》第6卷第29行。


③
 马丁·路德（1483—1546），著名的德国宗教家，倡导宗教改革，反对腐败的罗马教会。诗中的“奋战”即指此。


④
 约翰是耶稣的门徒。据《新约·启示录》第1章：“我约翰……曾在那名叫拔摩的海岛上。当主日我被圣灵感动，听见在我后面有大声音如吹号说：你所看见的，当写在书上。”《启示录》据说就是按照这个声音的指示而写的。


⑤
 “哀哭”、“日蚀”、“降罚的日子”，都是《启示录》中的典故。在这里是指美国黑人的惨痛生活。


The Slave's Dream

Beside the ungathered rice he lay,

His sickle in his hand;

His breast was bare, his matted hair

Was buried in the sand.

Again, in the mist and shadow of sleep,

He saw his Native Land.





Wide through the landscape of his dreams

The lordly Niger flowed;

Beneath the palm-trees on the plain

Once more a king he strode;

And heard the tinkling caravans

Descend the mountain road.





He saw once more his dark-eyed queen

Among her children stand;

They clasped his neck, they kissed his cheeks,

They held him by the hand!—

A tear burst from the sleeper's lids

And fell into the sand.





And then at furious speed he rode

Along the Niger's bank;

His bridle-reins were golden chains,

And, with a martial clank,

At each leap he could feel his scabbard of steel

Smiting his stallion's flank.





Before him, like a blood-red flag,

The bright flamingoes flew;

From morn till night he followed their flight,

O'er plains where the tamarind grew,

Till he saw the roofs of Caffre huts,

And the ocean rose to view.





At night he heard the lion roar,

And the hyena scream,

And the river-horse, as he crushed the reeds

Beside some hidden stream;

And it passed, like a glorious roll of drums,

Through the triumph of his dream.





The forests, with their myriad tongues,

Shouted of liberty;

And the Blast of the Desert cried aloud,

With a voice so wild and free,

That he started in his sleep and smiled

At their tempestuous glee.





He did not feel the driver's whip,

Nor the burning heat of day;

For Death had illumined the Land of Sleep,

And his lifeless body lay

A worn-out fetter, that the soul

Had broken and thrown away!


奴隶的梦
①



他躺在没有割完的稻禾旁，

镰刀还握在手上；

蓬乱的头发埋入沙土，

露出黧黑的胸膛。

他在睡梦的烟雾阴影里

又一次看见了故乡。





穿越他梦中的辽阔大地，

尼日尔河水奔流；
②



他又成了尊严的国王，

在平原棕树下行走；

又听见商队清脆的驼铃

慢悠悠下了山头。





又看见他那黑眼珠王后

站在孩子们中间；

他们搂住他脖子，抓住手，

一个劲亲着他的脸！——

他的睡眼里迸出一滴泪，

滚落到沙土里面。





沿着尼日尔河畔的沙岸，

他骑着马儿飞跑；

手上的缰绳是黄金链子，

每一次纵跳，都听到

青钢的刀鞘铿锵作响，

拍打着马儿身腰。





像血红的旌旗，一群火烈鸟

飞翔在他的前面；

他追随它们，整天奔驰在

[image: alt]
 婆树生长的平原，

直到他望见卡菲人村舍，
③



大海也闪入眼帘。





夜间，他听到狮子吼叫，

也听到鬣狗嘶鸣，

而当他双足踏倒芦苇，

走在隐僻的河滨，

又听到河马，脚步似擂鼓，

闯过他辉煌梦境。





森林转动千万条舌头，

高声呼唤着自由；

嗓门粗厉的荒漠暴风

任性地狂呼怒吼；

梦中被惊动，他含笑倾听

这一曲威猛的合奏。





再也不晓得监工的鞭挞，

不觉得烈日的炙烤；

因为死亡照亮了睡乡，

他失却生命的躯壳

像一副残破枷锁，已经

被灵魂挣脱甩掉！

注释


①
 这首诗描写一个美国黑奴临终时的幻梦，这个黑奴原先是非洲的一个国王。


②
 尼日尔河是非洲第三大河，流经西非五国。“尼日尔”的原意是“黑色河”。


③
 卡菲人，非洲南部聪明而有力的黑人民族。


The Slave in the Dismal Swamp

In dark fens of the Dismal Swamp

The hunted Negro lay;

He saw the fire of the midnight camp,

And heard at times a horse's tramp

And a bloodhound's distant bay.





Where will-o'-the-wisps and glow-worms shine,

In bulrush and in brake;

Where waving mosses shroud the pine,

And the cedar grows, and the poisonous vine

Is spotted like the snake;





Where hardly a human foot could pass,

Or a human heart would dare,

On the quaking turf of the green morass

He crouched in the rank and tangled grass,

Like a wild beast in his lair.





A poor old slave, infirm and lame;

Great scars deformed his face;

On his forehead he bore the brand of shame,

And the rags, that hid his mangled frame,

Were the livery of disgrace.





All things above were bright and fair,

All things were glad and free;

Lithe squirrels darted here and there,

And wild birds filled the echoing air

With songs of Liberty!





On him alone was the doom of pain,

From the morning of his birth;

On him alone the curse of Cain

Fell, like a flail on the garnered grain,

And struck him to the earth!


阴湿沼地的奴隶
①



一个被追捕的黑奴，藏在

阴湿沼地的黑魆魆泥塘；

他望见营帐里半夜的火光，

他听到一阵阵马蹄声响，

还听到猎犬狂吠在远方。





在那些芦苇和羊齿丛间，

磷火和流萤青光闪闪；

苍苔覆盖着松树躯干，

杉树茁长，有毒的藤蔓

像蛇一样浑身是花斑。





没有什么人从这里走过，

没有什么人胆敢这么做；

青绿沼泽里，烂泥地上，

他在蓬蓬乱草中蜷缩，

像一头野兽钻进了兽窝。





这是个又老又瘸的奴隶，

他脸上留着大块疮痍，

额头烙有屈辱的印记，

破布条遮住残损的躯体，

就是他那件可耻的号衣。
②







上边的一切都清朗秀丽，

周遭的万物都欢欣如意；

灵巧的松鼠跳来跳去，

野鸟儿唱着自由的歌曲，

歌声注满了共鸣的天宇。





而他，从刚刚出世的辰光

就得把痛苦的厄运承当；

该隐的诅咒从天而降，
③



像连枷打着新收的稻粱，

把他重重打倒在地上。

注释


①
 阴湿沼地，在美国东部弗吉尼亚州与北卡罗来纳州交界的地方，靠近大西洋岸。


②
 “号衣”，奴隶或囚徒所穿的带记号的衣服。


③
 “该隐的诅咒”常见于欧美文学作品，意为“对该隐的诅咒”。该隐因杀死弟弟亚伯而受到诅咒，耕耘而无所收获，漂泊而无家可归。见《旧约·创世记》第4章。


The Slave Singing at Midnight

Loud he sang the psalm of David!

He, a Negro and enslavèd,

Sang of Israel's victory,

Sang of Zion, bright and free.





In that hour, when night is calmest,

Sang he from the Hebrew Psalmist,

In a voice so sweet and clear

That I could not choose but hear,





Songs of triumph, and ascriptions,

Such as reached the swart Egyptians,

When upon the Red Sea coast

Perished Pharaoh and his host.





And the voice of his devotion

Filled my soul with strange emotion;

For its tones by turns were glad,

Sweetly solemn, wildly sad.





Paul and Silas, in their prison,

Sang of Christ, the Lord arisen.

And an earthquake's arm of might

Broke their dungeon-gates at night.





But, alas! what holy angel

Brings the Slave this glad evangel?

And what earthquake's arm of might

Breaks his dungeon-gates at night?


奴隶的夜半歌声

他，一个当奴隶的黑人，

高声唱着大卫的诗篇，
①



歌咏以色列人的胜利，

歌咏光明自由的神山。
②







他唱起希伯来诗人的圣歌，
③



那时的夜色最为幽静，

歌声是这么嘹亮甜美，

使我不能不侧耳倾听。





这是欢庆和赞美的歌声，

正如埃及人听到的颂歌——

当法老和他率领的追兵

在红海全军覆没的时刻。
④







这虔敬歌声使我的心灵

注满了不可思议的感动；

调子忽而是欢欣，忽而是

美妙的庄严，剧烈的悲痛。





保罗和西拉，被人监禁，

歌唱基督，真主来临，

一条震天撼地的巨臂

夜间打破了阴暗的牢门。
⑤







而这个奴隶呵！有什么天使

能给他送来快乐的福音？

有什么震天撼地的巨臂

来给他打破阴暗的牢门？

注释


①
 大卫，以色列王，耶西之子，所罗门之父。他的事迹记载在《旧约》的《撒母耳记》、《列王纪》和《历代志》中。“大卫的诗篇”就是《旧约》中的《诗篇》。


②
 “神山”，原文直译“锡安”。锡安山在耶路撒冷，据说是耶和华的圣山。《诗篇》第48篇就是歌颂锡安山的。


③
 希伯来是犹太人的别称。


④
 法老是埃及王。他和他的军队在红海覆灭的时候，摩西和以色列人向耶和华唱起了颂歌。见《旧约·出埃及记》第14—15章。


⑤
 据《新约·使徒行传》第16章，保罗和西拉曾被罗马人关入监狱，“约在半夜，保罗和西拉，祷告唱诗赞美上帝，众囚犯也侧耳而听。忽然大地震动，甚至监牢的地基都摇动了，监门立刻全开，众囚犯的锁链也都松开了。”


The Quadroon Girl

The Slaver in the broad lagoon

Lay moored with idle sail;

He waited for the rising moon,

And for the evening gale.





Under the shore his boat was tied,

And all her listless crew

Watched the gray alligator slide

Into the still bayou.





Odors of orange-flowers, and spice,

Reached them from time to time,

Like airs that breathe from Paradise

Upon a world of crime.





The Planter, under his roof of thatch,

Smoked thoughtfully and slow;

The Slaver's thumb was on the latch,

He seemed in haste to go.





He said, "My ship at anchor rides

In yonder broad lagoon;

I only wait the evening tides,

And the rising of the moon."





Before them, with her face upraised,

In timid attitude,

Like one half curious, half amazed,

A Quadroon maiden stood.





Her eyes were large, and full of light,

Her arms and neck were bare;

No garment she wore save a kirtle bright,

And her own long, raven hair.





And on her lips there played a smile

As holy, meek, and faint,

As lights in some cathedral aisle

The features of a saint.





"The soil is barren,—the farm is old,"

The thoughtful planter said;

Then looked upon the Slaver's gold,

And then upon the maid.





His heart within him was at strife

With such accursèd gains:

For he knew whose passions gave her life,

Whose blood ran in her veins.





But the voice of nature was too weak;

He took the glittering gold!

Then pale as death grew the maiden's cheek,

Her hands as icy cold.





The Slaver led her from the door,

He led her by the hand,

To be his slave and paramour

In a strange and distant land!


混血女

奴隶贩子把帆船停在

宽阔的咸水湖中；
①



他要等待上升的月亮，

等待黄昏的海风。





他的船拴在岸边，那一群

无精打采的水手

注视着一条灰白鳄鱼

游入静静的湖口。





橙花散发的阵阵香气

飘送到他们身边，

有如天国的仙风袅袅

吹到罪恶的人间。





棕叶盖顶的屋里，农场主

想着心事，抽着烟；

奴隶贩子，像急着要走，

大拇指按着门闩。





他说：“我的帆船就停在

宽阔的咸水湖上；

我只等着晚上的潮水，

等着上升的月亮。”





他们面前，仰脸站着的

是一个混血女郎，

有几分好奇，有几分害怕，

怯生生可怜模样。





她脖子、胳臂露在外边，

一双眼又亮又大；

身上除了那鲜明的袍子，

只披着长长黑发。





一丝笑意浮现在唇边，

圣洁，温和，恬淡，

有如教堂廊道的光亮，

有如圣者的容颜。





农场主想着心事，叨咕着：

“这农场，地老，田荒；”

他看看奴隶贩子的金子，

又看看身边的女郎。





他心里有斗争，晓得是罪孽：

只有他，才最了解

是谁的情欲给了她生命，

她血管流着谁的血。





可是天性的呼声太微弱，

他抓起亮晶晶的黄金！

女郎的双颊死一样惨白，

她两手冷得像冰。





奴隶贩子拉着她的手，

把她拉出了门口，

带她去隔山隔海的异乡，

当他的奴隶、姘头！

注释


①
 “咸水湖”，由沙洲或珊瑚礁与大海隔开而成的湖，湖水实际上是海水，所以是咸的。也称“潟湖”或“礁湖”。


The Warning

Beware! The Israelite of old, who tore

The lion in his path,—when, poor and blind,

He saw the blessed light of heaven no more,

Shorn of his noble strength and forced to grind

In prison, and at last led forth to be

A pander to Philistine revelry,—





Upon the pillars of the temple laid

His desperate hands, and in its overthrow

Destroyed himself, and with him those who made

A cruel mockery of his sightless woe;

The poor, blind Slave, the scoff and jest of all,

Expired, and thousands perished in the fall!





There is a poor, blind Samson in this land,

Shorn of his strength and bound in bonds of steel,

Who may, in some grim revel, raise his hand,

And shake the pillars of this Commonweal,

Till the vast Temple of our liberties

A shapeless mass of wreck and rubbish lies.


警　告

当心！那撕裂狮子的以色列英雄，
①



到后来那样不幸，那样痛苦：

眼睛瞎了，看不见天国的光明，

威武无敌的膂力也全被剪除，

关在监牢里推磨；最后，给领到

非利士人的宴会上，供人耍笑；





这时，他不顾死活，伸出双手，

抱定殿堂的柱子尽力摇晃，

一举摧毁了：那房子，他自己，还有

那狠心取笑他失明痛苦的一帮；

这不幸的奴隶，受尽凌辱的盲人，

与在场的三千男女同归于尽！





我们国土上也有个不幸的瞎参孙，

膂力被剪除，戴上了铁锁钢镣；

在邪孽宴会上，他也会奋不顾身，

举起臂，把这个国家的支柱动摇，

一举把我们宽广的特权殿宇

变成一堆残破的瓦砾和废墟！

注释


①
 “以色列英雄”，指参孙。作者在这首诗中，以参孙来比喻美国被奴役、受欺压的黑人。据《旧约·士师记》第14—16章说：当时非利士人统治以色列人，参孙是以色列大力士，他曾徒手撕裂一头少壮狮子，又曾击杀许多非利士人，烧毁他们堆集的禾捆、未割的庄稼和橄榄园。后来，非利士人知道了参孙膂力的根源在他头发上，便趁他睡觉时，剪除了他头上七条发绺，他的力气就离开他了。非利士人将他拿住，剜掉他两眼，叫他在监牢里推磨。后来有一天，非利士人的首领聚集宴乐，将参孙从监牢里提出来，叫他在三千男女面前戏耍。这时参孙头发已渐渐长起，力量也渐渐复原，他就抱住托房的两根柱子，尽力屈身，房子倒塌，压死了首领和众人，参孙自己也被压死。


The Arsenal at Springfield

This is the Arsenal. From floor to ceiling,

Like a huge organ, rise the burnished arms;

But from their silent pipes no anthem pealing

Startles the villages with strange alarms.





Ah! what a sound will rise, how wild and dreary,

When the death-angel touches those swift keys!

What loud lament and dismal Miserere

Will mingle with their awful symphonies!





I hear even now the infinite fierce chorus,

The cries of agony, the endless groan,

Which, through the ages that have gone before us,

In long reverberations reach our own.





On helm and harness rings the Saxon hammer,

Through Cimbric forest roars the Norseman's song,

And loud, amid the universal clamor,

O'er distant deserts sounds the Tartar gong.





I hear the Florentine, who from his palace

Wheels out his battle-bell with dreadful din,

And Aztec priests upon their teocallis

Beat the wild war-drums made of serpent's skin;





The tumult of each sacked and burning village;

The shout that every prayer for mercy drowns;

The soldiers' revels in the midst of pillage;

The wail of famine in beleaguered towns;





The bursting shell, the gateway wrenched asunder,

The rattling musketry, the clashing blade;

And ever and anon, in tones of thunder

The diapason of the cannonade.





Is it, O man, with such discordant noises,

With such accursed instruments as these,

Thou drownest Nature's sweet and kindly voices,

And jarrest the celestial harmonies?





Were half the power that fills the world with terror,

Were half the wealth bestowed on camps and courts,

Given to redeem the human mind from error,

There were no need of arsenals or forts:





The warrior's name would be a name abhorrèd!

And every nation, that should lift again

Its hand against a brother, on its forehead

Would wear forevermore the curse of Cain!





Down the dark future, through long generations,

The echoing sounds grow fainter and then cease;

And like a bell, with solemn, sweet vibrations,

I hear once more the voice of Christ say, "Peace!"





Peace! and no longer from its brazen portals

The blast of War's great organ shakes the skies!

But beautiful as songs of the immortals,

The holy melodies of love arise.


斯普林菲尔德兵工厂
①



这是国家兵工厂。从地板到天棚，

雪亮的枪炮矗立，像巨大风琴；
②



沉默的发音管还没有奏出乐曲，

以异样恐怖震骇邻近的乡村。





当死神触动这些灵敏的琴键，

会响起何等野蛮凄厉的声音！

那种可怕的交响乐会要混合着

多少人震耳的啼哭，惨痛的悲鸣！





我听见无穷无尽的凶残合唱，

痛苦挣扎的嚎叫，不断的呻吟，

经历了悠悠逝去的漫长岁月，

久远的余音一直回响到如今。





撒克逊铁锤在铁盔铁甲上震响，
③



辛勃利丛林中唱起北国之歌；
④



无边无际的嘈杂喧哗里，听得见

鞑靼铜锣狂鸣在辽远的荒漠。





我听见佛罗伦萨人在他的宫廷

敲动了战斗警钟，噪音可怖；
⑤



阿兹特克的祭司站在神坛上

咚咚擂响暴烈的蟒皮战鼓；
⑥







遭劫被焚的村庄一片哭叫；

惊呼怒吼淹没了喃喃祷告；

士兵在掠获的赃物中狂欢痛饮；

围城里处处饥民断续哀嚎；





爆炸的炮弹，歪斜破裂的门框，

相击的白刃，急急发射的步枪；

有如贯耳的雷霆阵阵轰鸣，

是火炮放开嗓门扬声高唱。





人呵！你就用这样刺耳的喧嚣，

用这些急管繁弦的粗厉合奏，

去淹没大自然甜美温柔的万籁，

去干扰天使们和谐宛转的仙喉？





只消把一半制造恐怖的力量，

把一半供给兵营和宫廷的资财，

拿来拯救人类迷误的心灵，

就再也用不着兵工厂，用不着要塞！





让武士称号成为可鄙的称号！

不管哪一个国家，再敢举起手

去打击一个弟兄，那么，就叫它

千秋万世承受该隐的诅咒！
⑦







一代又一代，直到朦胧的未来，

喧嚣越来越微弱，终于寂静；

有如洪钟的鸣奏，庄严，甘美，

我又听到基督的声音：“和平！”





和平！战争大风琴再也不能

粗腔怪调发出震天的雷鸣！

爱的圣洁乐章会悠然响起，

像天国仙曲一般悦耳动听。

注释


①
 斯普林菲尔德兵工厂，即美国国家兵工厂，1794年建立于马萨诸塞州南部工业城市斯普林菲尔德。朗费罗1843年参观该厂后，写了这首诗。


②
 指炮筒的形状很像巨大管风琴的喇叭。


③
 撒克逊，日耳曼人的一支，3—5世纪经常侵扰北海沿岸，并占据现在的德国西北部地区。


④
 辛勃利，北欧的一个民族，公元前120年曾与条顿人一同侵入罗马境内，击败罗马军队。


⑤
 佛罗伦萨是意大利中部的名城。在佛罗伦萨人改信基督教以前，该城的守护神是战神。


⑥
 阿兹特克人，墨西哥的印第安人。其特点是崇奉勇武，尊敬战士，膜拜军神。


⑦
 “该隐的诅咒”，见前注。


The Bridge

I stood on the bridge at midnight,

As the clocks were striking the hour,

And the moon rose o'er the city,

Behind the dark church-tower.





I saw her bright reflection

In the waters under me,

Like a golden goblet falling

And sinking into the sea.





And far in the hazy distance

Of that lovely night in June,

The blaze of the gleaming furnace

Gleamed redder than the moon.





Among the long, black rafters

The wavering shadows lay,

And the current that came from the ocean

Seemed to lift and bear them away;





As, sweeping and eddying through them,

Rose the belated tide,

And, streaming into the moonlight,

The seaweed floated wide.





And like those waters rushing

Among the wooden piers,

A flood of thoughts came o'er me

That filled my eyes with tears.





How often, oh how often,

In the days that had gone by,

I had stood on that bridge at midnight

And gazed on that wave and sky!





How often, oh how often,

I had wished that the ebbing tide

Would bear me away on its bosom

O'er the ocean wild and wide!





For my heart was hot and restless,

And my life was full of care,

And the burden laid upon me

Seemed greater than I could bear.





But now it has fallen from me,

It is buried in the sea;

And only the sorrow of others

Throws its shadow over me.





Yet whenever I cross the river

On its bridge with wooden piers,

Like the odor of brine from the ocean

Comes the thought of other years.





And I think how many thousands

Of care-encumbered men,

Each bearing his burden of sorrow,

Have crossed the bridge since then.





I see the long procession

Still passing to and fro,

The young heart hot and restless,

And the old subdued and slow!





And forever and forever,

As long as the river flows,

As long as the heart has passions,

As long as life has woes;





The moon and its broken reflection

And its shadows shall appear,

As the symbol of love in heaven,

And its wavering image here.


桥

中宵我伫立桥头，

听到钟声敲动，

明月从钟楼后面

上升到城邑上空。





我瞥见：脚下水中

闪耀着明月倒影，

仿佛是黄金圆盏

坠落了，沉入海心。





幽婉的六月之夜，

在那溟濛的远方，

炉中的火焰融融，

比月光更红更亮。





一排排浮木中间，

有阴影闪烁不定，

大海的洪流好像

要载负它们远行；





飞驰过浮木中间，

晚潮升腾喷洒；

海草四下里漂游，

流到月光底下。





正如河水奔涌在

一根根桥柱之间，

思潮涌上我心头，

泪水涌上我两眼。





多少遍，哦，多少遍，

在悄然逝去的岁月间，

我中宵伫立桥头，

凝视着碧浪青天！





多少遍，哦，多少遍，

我盼望退落的海潮

载负我远行，漂过

浩渺狂暴的波涛！





那时我焦灼而不宁，

生活里充满忧患，

压在我身上的重负

我苦于无力承担。





这重负如今已卸落，

它已深葬在海心；

只有别人的忧伤

还向我投来暗影。





每当我从这座桥上

跨越过这条河水，

往昔的思潮又涌来，

像大海传来的咸味。





我思忖：从那时以来，

有多少愁苦的人群，

承担着忧患的重负，

走过了这座桥身。





我看见长长的行列

仍然在来回走过：

年轻的，焦灼而不宁，

年老的，屈顺而疲弱！





永久而又永久，

当河水还在奔流，

心胸里还有热情，

生活里还有忧愁，





明月和倒影、阴翳，

都会庄严显现：

爱的象征在天上，

闪烁的影子在人间。


The Day is Done

The day is done, and the darkness

Falls from the wings of Night,

As a feather wafted downward

From an eagle in his flight.





I see the lights of the village

Gleam through the rain and the mist,

And a feeling of sadness comes o'er me

That my soul cannot resist:





A feeling of sadness and longing,

That is not akin to pain,

And resembles sorrow only

As the mist resembles the rain.





Come, read to me some poem,

Some simple and heartfelt lay,

That shall soothe this restless feeling,

And banish the thoughts of day.





Not from the grand old masters,

Not from the bards sublime,

Whose distant footsteps echo

Through the corridors of Time.





For, like strains of martial music,

Their mighty thoughts suggest

Life's endless toil and endeavor;

And to-night I long for rest.





Read from some humbler poet,

Whose songs gushed from his heart,

As showers from the clouds of summer,

Or tears from the eyelids start;





Who, through long days of labor,

And nights devoid of ease,

Still heard in his soul the music

Of wonderful melodies.





Such songs have power to quiet

The restless pulse of care,

And come like the benediction

That follows after prayer.





Then read from the treasured volume

The poem of thy choice,

And lend to the rhyme of the poet

The beauty of thy voice.





And the night shall be filled with music,

And the cares, that infest the day,

Shall fold their tents, like the Arabs,

And as silently steal away.


白昼已告终

白昼已告终，黑暗

从夜神翅膀降临，

好像从飞鹰身上

飘落的一片羽翎。





我瞥见村庄的灯火

在细雨潮雾中闪亮，

愁思袭上了心头，

灵魂也不能抵挡。





是忧愁焦灼的心情，

这心情不同于痛苦，

悲哀有几分像它，

只如细雨像潮雾。





来给我读点诗吧，

读几首淳朴的短曲，

宽解这郁结的愁肠，

驱除白昼的思虑。





别去找古代大师，

别去找名家巨匠，

他们的足音仍然

在时间长廊里回荡。





像军乐雄伟的旋律，

他们向我们提醒

人生是无休止的苦斗；

而今夜我渴望宁静。





找一位平凡的诗人，

他的歌由内心迸发，

像夏雨自云端喷洒，

像泪珠从眼眶滚下；





他呀，熬过了多少

劳苦不安的日夜，

心灵里仍然鸣奏着

曼妙动人的音乐。





这样的诗歌能使

忧伤的脉搏安舒，

正如在祈祷以后，

随之而来是祝福。





从你珍藏的书中，

读你喜爱的诗句，

把你柔美的嗓音

献给诗人的韵律。





让夜晚弥漫着乐曲，

白昼扰人的愁绪

就会像阿拉伯人，

卷帐篷悄悄离去。


The Arrow and the Song

I shot an arrow into the air,

It fell to earth, I knew not where;

For, so swiftly it flew, the sight

Could not follow it in its flight.





I breathed a song into the air,

It fell to earth, I knew not where;

For who has sight so keen and strong,

That it can follow the flight of song?





Long, long afterward, in an oak

I found the arrow, still unbroke;

And the song, from beginning to end,

I found again in the heart of a friend.


箭与歌

我把一支箭向空中射出，

它落了下来，不知在何处；

那么急，那么快，眼睛怎能

跟上它一去如飞的踪影？





我把一支歌向空中唱出，

它落了下来，不知在何处；

有谁的眼力这么尖，这么强，

竟能追上歌声的飞飏？





很久以后，我发现那支箭

插在橡树上，还不曾折断；

还有那支歌，首尾俱全，

我也找到了：在朋友心间。


Mezzo Cammin

Half of my life is gone, and I have let

The years slip from me and have not fulfilled

The aspiration of my youth, to build

Some tower of song with lofty parapet.

Not indolence, nor pleasure, nor the fret

Of restless passions that would not be stilled,

But sorrow, and a care that almost killed,

Kept me from what I may accomplish yet;

Though, half-way up the hill, I see the Past

Lying beneath me with its sounds and sights,—

A city in the twilight dim and vast,

With smoking roofs, soft bells, and gleaming lights,—

And hear above me on the autumnal blast

The cataract of Death far thundering from the heights.


中　途

我的生命已度过一半时光，

听任岁月悄悄地离我而去，

不曾实现青年时期的抱负——

建一座诗歌之塔，护之以高墙。

并不是怠惰，并不是欢娱浪荡，

也不是纷扰不宁的焦躁情绪，

而是悲哀，是致人死命的忧郁，

阻碍我实现那可能实现的理想。

像登山到了中途，我回头俯视，

望见了“往昔”，它的声音和景象：

浩茫昏暝的暮色中，那一座城市，

炊烟，晚钟，荧荧闪烁的灯光；

听苍穹高处，飒飒秋风里，那预示

死亡暴雨的雷声已隐隐震响。


The Evening Star

Lo! in the painted oriel of the West,

Whose panes the sunken sun incarnadines,

Like a fair lady at her casement, shines

The evening star, the star of love and rest!

And then anon she doth herself divest

Of all her radiant garments, and reclines

Behind the sombre screen of yonder pines,

With slumber and soft dreams of love oppressed.

O my beloved, my sweet Hesperus!

My morning and my evening star of love!

My best and gentlest lady! even thus,

As that fair planet in the sky above,

Dost thou retire unto thy rest at night,

And from thy darkened window fades the light.


黄昏星
①



你看，西边天上彩绘的凸窗，

窗玻璃已经被夕阳染上红晕，

黄昏星亮了，爱情和憩息的星辰！

像独自倚着窗扉的娟秀女郎。

不久，便卸去周身璀璨的盛装，

她在松林的黑屏风后面就寝，

去寻觅柔婉梦境，在梦里重温

掩抑不露的恋情，沉入了睡乡。

哦！迷人的太白星，我挚爱的伴侣！

清晨和黄昏露面的爱情之星！

无比娴雅、无比高贵的淑女！

当皎洁月魄徐徐升上夜空，

你呀，便默默退隐，回去安歇，

窗口暗下来，灯光已悄然熄灭。

注释


①
 金星（太白星）日出前现于东方，称“启明星”；日落后现于西方，称“黄昏星”。


Dante

Tuscan, that wanderest through the realms of gloom,

With thoughtful pace, and sad, majestic eyes,

Stern thoughts and awful from thy soul arise,

Like Farinata from his fiery tomb.

Thy sacred song is like the trump of doom;

Yet in thy heart what human sympathies,

What soft compassion glows, as in the skies

The tender stars their clouded lamps relume!

Methinks I see thee stand with pallid cheeks

By Fra Hilario in his diocese,

As up the convent-walls, in golden streaks,

The ascending sunbeams mark the day's decrease;

And, as he asks what there the stranger seeks,

Thy voice along the cloister whispers "Peace!"


但　丁
①



托斯卡纳人，以忧伤肃穆的眼睛，
②



以沉思的步履，巡游于黑暗疆域；
③



你心中升起了严峻可畏的思绪，

像墓中站起了法利纳塔的幽灵。
④



你神圣诗篇犹如末日的号声；
⑤



何等真挚的同情，温柔的怜恤

在你的内心闪耀，宛如在天宇

玲珑星斗又燃起云端的明灯！

我恍如看到你，两颊苍白，伫立着，

在教上希拉柳身旁，在他的辖境；
⑥



上升的阳光标志着白昼的减缩，

向寺院墙垣投射一道道金影；

当他问讯这客人寻求什么，

你的语声在廊前低响：“宁静！”

注释


①
 但丁·阿利吉耶里（1265—1321），意大利伟大诗人，文艺复兴运动的先驱，《神曲》的作者。


②
 托斯卡纳，意大利中部地区，以佛罗伦萨为首府。但丁是佛罗伦萨人。


③
 “黑暗疆域”，指地狱。


④
 法利纳塔是13世纪佛罗伦萨吉伯林派的首领，与圭尔弗派斗争甚烈。据《神曲·地狱篇》第10章叙述，但丁进入地狱第6圈后，法利纳塔从他的火墓中站起，同但丁谈话。


⑤
 “神圣诗篇”，指《神曲》。“末日的号声”，典出《新约·马太福音》第24章和《哥林多前书》第15章。


⑥
 希拉柳，与但丁同时的一个僧侣。他曾在一座寺院里遇到但丁，但丁将《神曲》的一部分赠给他作为纪念。“辖境”，指希拉柳所管辖的教区。


Curfew

Ⅰ

Solemnly, mournfully,

Dealing its dole,

The Curfew Bell

Is beginning to toll.





Cover the embers,

And put out the light;

Toil comes with the morning,

And rest with the night.





Dark grow the windows,

And quenched is the fire;

Sound fades into silence,—

All footsteps retire.





No voice in the chambers,

No sound in the hall!

Sleep and oblivion

Reign over all!

Ⅱ

The book is completed,

And closed, like the day;

And the hand that has written it

Lays it away.





Dim grow its fancies;

Forgotten they lie;

Like coals in the ashes,

They darken and die.





Song sinks into silence,

The story is told,

The windows are darkened,

The hearth-stone is cold.





Darker and darker

The black shadows fall;

Sleep and oblivion

Reign over all.


夜　钟
①

 （二首）

一

庄严，忧郁，

向人们播送，

夜晚的钟声

开始敲动。





把炉火封闭了，

把灯光熄灭；

天亮了，奔忙，

天黑了，安歇。





窗口暗下来，

再不见火光；

万籁俱寂，

踪迹隐藏。





外厅静默，

内室悄然；

沉睡和忘却

主宰了人寰。

二

书已经写完了，

像过完的白天；

写书的手儿

扔它到一边。





书中的景象

已被人淡忘，

像残灰剩火

一点点消亡。





歌声沉寂，

故事讲完，

窗口已黑，

炉石已寒。





夜幕落下来，

越来越暗；

沉睡和忘却

主宰了人寰。

注释


①
 “夜钟”，是夜间鸣响、叫人熄灯就寝的钟声，而不是黄昏鸣响的晚祷钟声。


Dedication

As one who, walking in the twilight gloom,

Hears round about him voices as it darkens,

And seeing not the forms from which they come,

Pauses from time to time, and turns and hearkens;





So walking here in twilight, O my friends!

I hear your voices, softened by the distance,

And pause, and turn to listen, as each sends

His words of friendship, comfort, and assistance.





If any thought of mine, or sung or told,

Has ever given delight or consolation,

Ye have repaid me back a thousand-fold,

By every friendly sign and salutation.





Thanks for the sympathies that ye have shown!

Thanks for each kindly word, each silent token,

That teaches me, when seeming most alone,

Friends are around us, though no word be spoken.





Kind messages, that pass from land to land;

Kind letters, that betray the heart's deep history,

In which we feel the pressure of a hand,—

One touch of fire,—and all the rest is mystery!





The pleasant books, that silently among

Our household treasures take familiar places,

And are to us as if a living tongue

Spake from the printed leaves or pictured faces!





Perhaps on earth I never shall behold,

With eye of sense, your outward form and semblance;

Therefore to me ye never will grow old,

But live forever young in my remembrance!





Never grow old, nor change, nor pass away!

Your gentle voices will flow on forever,

When life grows bare and tarnished with decay,

As through a leafless landscape flows a river.





Not chance of birth or place has made us friends,

Being oftentimes of different tongues and nations,

But the endeavor for the selfsame ends,

With the same hopes, and fears, and aspirations.





Therefore I hope to join your seaside walk,

Saddened, and mostly silent, with emotion;

Not interrupting with intrusive talk

The grand, majestic symphonies of ocean.





Therefore I hope, as no unwelcome guest,

At your warm fireside, when the lamps are lighted,

To have my place reserved among the rest,

Nor stand as one unsought and uninvited!


献　词
①



好像黄昏时候的一个行人，

暮色浓黑，耳边传来了语声，

虽有语声，却不见一个人影，

使得他不时停步，转身谛听；





朋友们！就这样，我在暮色中奔走，

听到你们的语声，因遥远而轻柔，

我停步转身，谛听这传来的细语，

声音里充满友情、慰藉和赞助。





倘若我唱出或说出的什么思想

也曾经给予你们安舒或喜悦，

你们已经用友爱的表示和祝愿

向我偿付了不下千倍的酬谢。





感谢你们对我的深情关怀，

温和的话语，沉默而亲切的姿态；

这些告诉我：哪怕最孤寂的时辰，

朋友们尽管无言，也与我同在。





慈惠的音讯，从一处传到一处，

慈惠的信札，揭示了内心经历，

其中，能感到一个手掌的按抚，——

火热的一触，——其余全是奥秘！





我们保存的种种家当中间，

心爱的书册，静静留在老地方，

那些印字的纸页、画成的脸孔，

老是跟我们交谈，像活人一样！





也许今生今世我再也不能

用肉眼看到你们的容颜笑貌；

你们在我心目中再不会衰老，

在我记忆里永远青春年少！





永远别衰老，别变化，也别消退！

当日子过得越来越凄凉阴晦，

你们温婉的语声会长流不息，

像流过枯寂荒原的清清河水。





我们有不同的国籍，用不同的语言，

我们的友谊，与出身、地域无缘；

这友谊来自为共同目标的奋斗，

来自共同的希望、忧虑和志愿。





为此，我盼望陪你们在海边漫步，

抑郁，沉默，而又深情蕴结；

谁也不用唐突的言谈去打扰

浩浩沧溟那威严壮伟的音乐。





当灯火点亮，在你们温暖的炉边，

但愿我不是惹人嫌厌的来客，

别像那不请自来者枯立一旁，

而能够找到给我留下的末座！

注释


①
 这首诗是作者1849年出版的诗集《海边与炉边》卷首的题词。


The Secret of the Sea

Ah! what pleasant visions haunt me

As I gaze upon the sea!

All the old romantic legends,

All my dreams, come back to me.





Sails of silk and ropes of sandal,

Such as gleam in ancient lore;

And the singing of the sailors,

And the answer from the shore!





Most of all, the Spanish ballad

Haunts me oft, and tarries long,

Of the noble Count Arnaldos

And the sailor's mystic song.





Like the long waves on a sea-beach,

Where the sand as silver shines,

With a soft, monotonous cadence,

Flow its unrhymed lyric lines;—





Telling how the Count Arnaldos,

With his hawk upon his hand,

Saw a fair and stately galley,

Steering onward to the land;—





How he heard the ancient helmsman

Chant a song so wild and clear,

That the sailing sea-bird slowly

Poised upon the mast to hear,





Till his soul was full of longing,

And he cried, with impulse strong,—

"Helmsman! for the love of heaven,

Teach me, too, that wondrous song!"





"Wouldst thou,"—so the helmsman answered,

"Learn the secret of the sea?

Only those who brave its dangers

Comprehend its mystery!"





In each sail that skims the horizon,

In each landward-blowing breeze,

I behold that stately galley,

Hear those mournful melodies;





Till my soul is full of longing

For the secret of the sea,

And the heart of the great ocean

Sends a thrilling pulse through me.


海的奥秘

多么迷人的幻象缠住我，

当我向茫茫大海凝眸！

所有古老离奇的传说，

所有的梦境，都回到心头。





古代传奇里闪闪发光的

锦绸的风帆，檀香的缆索；

舟子唱出的清越歌声，

岸上传来的神秘答和！





有一首西班牙古老民谣

总在我心头萦回不去：

它述说高贵的阿纳多伯爵

怎样迷上了船夫的歌曲。





它以柔和的单调节奏

倾泻无韵的抒情诗行，

有如银沙闪烁的海滨

起伏吟啸的层层波浪；





它述说高贵的阿纳多伯爵

手上擎着他那只猎鹰，

瞧见一艘壮丽的大船

扬帆鼓浪向陆地航行；





他听到船上年老的艄公

唱出凄厉而嘹亮的歌声，

引得振翅飞翔的海鸟

也缓缓落在桅杆上静听；





直到他心灵充满了渴望，

他以热切的激情喊出：

“艄公呵！看在天国分上，

教会我这首奇妙歌曲！”





艄公回答：“你愿不愿意

来学习、来探索海的奥秘？

你只有不怕它的惊险，

才能够领略它的神奇！”





从每片掠过地平线的帆篷，

从每阵吹向陆地的和风，

我都看见那壮丽的大船，

我都听到那怆痛的歌声。





直到我的心灵也同样

对海的奥秘充满了渴望，

汹涌的激情流布我周身，

它来自万顷沧溟的心脏。


Twilight

The twilight is sad and cloudy,

The wind blows wild and free,

And like the wings of sea-birds

Flash the white caps of the sea.





But in the fisherman's cottage

There shines a ruddier light,

And a little face at the window

Peers out into the night.





Close, close it is pressed to the window,

As if those childish eyes

Were looking into the darkness

To see some form arise.





And a woman's waving shadow

Is passing to and fro,

Now rising to the ceiling,

Now bowing and bending low.





What tale do the roaring ocean,

And the night-wind, bleak and wild,

As they beat at the crazy casement,

Tell to that little child?





And why do the roaring ocean,

And the night-wind, wild and bleak,

As they beat at the heart of the mother,

Drive the color from her cheek?


暮　色

暮色阴沉，密云笼罩，

海风刮得威猛又狂暴；

雪白，闪亮，像水鸟翅膀，

是白沫飞溅的汹涌浪涛。





只有那边，渔夫小屋里，

透出一点红红的亮光；

窗里一张小小的脸儿

正向窗外的夜色凝望。





小脸儿紧紧贴在窗前，

他那孩子气十足的两眼

仿佛要把那黑暗看穿，

要看到什么人影出现。





一个女人晃动的身形

来来回回在屋里急走；

一会儿看见她高高站起，

一会儿她又弯腰低头。





哦！这汹汹咆哮的大海，

这黑夜寒风刮得好厉害，

当它们扑打那残破的窗棂，

把什么故事告诉了那小孩？





哦！这汹汹咆哮的大海，

这黑夜寒风刮得好厉害，

当它们扑打那母亲的心灵，

她脸色为什么变成惨白？


The Lighthouse

The rocky ledge runs far into the sea,

And on its outer point, some miles away,

The Lighthouse lifts its massive masonry,

A pillar of fire by night, of cloud by day.





Even at this distance I can see the tides,

Upheaving, break unheard along its base,

A speechless wrath, that rises and subsides

In the white lip and tremor of the face.





And as the evening darkens, lo! how bright,

Through the deep purple of the twilight air,

Beams forth the sudden radiance of its light

With strange, unearthly splendor in the glare!





Not one alone; from each projecting cape

And perilous reef along the ocean's verge,

Starts into life a dim, gigantic shape,

Holding its lantern o'er the restless surge.





Like the great giant Christopher it stands

Upon the brink of the tempestuous wave,

Wading far out among the rocks and sands,

The night-o'ertaken mariner to save.





And the great ships sail outward and return,

Bending and bowing o'er the billowy swells,

And ever joyful, as they see it burn,

They wave their silent welcomes and farewells.





They come forth from the darkness, and their sails

Gleam for a moment only in the blaze,

And eager faces, as the light unveils,

Gaze at the tower, and vanish while they gaze.





The mariner remembers when a child,

On his first voyage, he saw it fade and sink;

And when, returning from adventures wild,

He saw it rise again o'er ocean's brink.





Steadfast, serene, immovable, the same

Year after year, through all the silent night

Burns on forevermore that quenchless flame,

Shines on that inextinguishable light!





It sees the ocean to its bosom clasp

The rocks and sea-sand with the kiss of peace;

It sees the wild winds lift it in their grasp,

And hold it up, and shake it like a fleece.





The startled waves leap over it; the storm

Smites it with all the scourges of the rain,

And steadily against its solid form

Press the great shoulders of the hurricane.





The sea-bird wheeling round it, with the din

Of wings and winds and solitary cries,

Blinded and maddened by the light within,

Dashes himself against the glare, and dies.





A new Prometheus, chained upon the rock,

Still grasping in his hand the fire of Jove,

It does not hear the cry, nor heed the shock,

But hails the mariner with words of love.





"Sail on!" it says, "sail on, ye stately ships!

And with your floating bridge the ocean span;

Be mine to guard this light from all eclipse.

Be yours to bring man nearer unto man!"


灯　塔

一长条岩石远远窜入大海，

在它的尽头——已是好几里以外，

灯塔昂然耸立起魁伟的石身，

夜间是一柱火，白天是一柱云彩。
①







这么远，我也能望见海潮上涨，

冲击着塔座，然而听不到声响，

恰似无言的怒气，升腾又消退

在那苍白的唇边，痉挛的脸上。





当暝色渐深渐浓，看！好亮呵，

透过天边暗紫的残霞暮霭，

灯塔蓦然吐射出灿灿明辉，

闪耀着尘世罕见的夺目光彩！





不止它一个；每一处突出的岬角，

海岸近旁每一处险要的岩礁，

都有一尊朦胧的巨影亮起来，

高举明灯俯视不息的波涛。





它就像巨人克利斯朵夫一般，
②



风暴中，站在滔天巨浪的边沿，

徒步远涉，越过石块和沙砾，

去拯救昏冥黑夜里遇险的船员。





汹涌狂澜上颠簸俯仰的航船，

每当望见它亮了，都不胜喜悦，

在出航返航途中，默默无言地

向它招呼，表示欢迎和惜别。





航船从黑暗里出来，一片片帆篷

只在它的亮光下闪露了片刻，

那亮光照见一张张焦灼的脸庞

向它凝视着，又向黑暗中隐没。





水手望着它，回忆起他的童年，

第一次远航，遥瞩它消失不见；

经历了艰危惊险从异域归来，

又见它赫然浮现在远处天边。





坚定，从容沉着，巍然不动，

一年年，度过了多少寂寂长夜，

它那炽烈的光辉永不消损，

它那高烧的炬火永不熄灭！





它看见滚滚洋流以和平之吻
③



把卵石沙砾推拥到它的怀抱；

它看见狂风攥紧它，将它顶起，

拔举它，摇撼它，仿佛它软若羊毛。





惊涛骇浪从它身躯上跃过，

风暴抽打它，把急雨当作钢鞭，

紧紧压住它坚牢不拔的胴体的

是那十二级飓风壮硕的双肩。





海鸟绕着它旋转，风声，振翅声，

凄寂的鸣声，响成了嘈杂一片，

亮光闪花了眼睛，发了狂似的

向火光冲去，葬身于一团烈焰。





像新的普罗米修斯，绑在巉岩上，

手里仍然牢执着约夫的火炬，
④



不理会四外的喧嚣、周遭的冲击，

向水手说出安详慈爱的话语。

它说：“继续航行吧，壮丽的船队！

架起你们跨越大海的桥身；
⑤



由我守护这亮光，不让它消蚀，

由你们带着人4去靠近人4！”

注释


①
 这一行直译是：“夜间是火柱，白天是云柱。”典出《旧约·出埃及记》第13章：“日间耶和华在云柱中领他们的路，夜间在火柱中光照他们，使他们日夜都可以行走。日间云柱，夜间火柱，总不离开百姓的面前。”


②
 克利斯朵夫，传说中的巨人，从洪水、火灾和地震中救护人民的圣者。


③
 古代欧洲教会中信徒们互相亲吻致意，称为“和平之吻”。此处是借用这一词语。


④
 约夫，即尤皮特，罗马神话中的最高天神，相当于希腊神话中的宙斯。


⑤
 “桥身”，原文直译是“浮桥”或“船桥”，指船舶艘艘相连，跨越大海，如一座长桥。


The Open Window

The old house by the lindens

Stood silent in the shade,

And on the gravelled pathway

The light and shadow played.





I saw the nursery windows

Wide open to the air;

But the faces of the children,

They were no longer there.





The large Newfoundland house-dog

Was standing by the door;

He looked for his little playmates,

Who would return no more.





They walked not under the lindens,

They played not in the hall;

But shadow, and silence, and sadness

Were hanging over all.





The birds sang in the branches,

With sweet, familiar tone;

But the voices of the children

Will be heard in dreams alone!





And the boy that walked beside me,

He could not understand

Why closer in mine, ah! closer,

I pressed his warm, soft hand!


敞开的窗户
①



椴树丛边的老屋

静静立在浓荫里，

铺着沙石的小路上

亮光和阴影嬉戏。





我看见育儿室窗户

敞开着，朝向外边；

孩子们可爱的小脸

却不在窗前出现。





看门的纽芬兰大狗

还站在门边等待，

寻找它的小玩伴——

他们再也不回来。





他们不在厅里玩，

也不在椴树底下走；

笼罩一切的只有

阴暗、寂静和哀愁。





小鸟在枝头吟唱，

调子亲切又甜蜜；

孩子们清脆的嗓音

要听见除非在梦里！





走在我身边的小孩，

他不懂：是什么缘故

我把他温软的手儿

更紧更紧地抓住！

注释


①
 据美国剑桥版朗费罗诗集的注释，这首诗中“老屋”的主人里德塞尔男爵遭受酷刑而惨死；至于孩子们的下落如何，注释中没有提到。从这首诗的内容来揣测，孩子们或已遇难，或已流离失所。


Birds of Passage

Black shadows fall

From the lindens tall,

That lift aloft their massive wall

Against the southern sky;





And from the realms

Of the shadowy elms

A tide-like darkness overwhelms

The fields that round us lie.





But the night is fair,

And everywhere

A warm, soft vapor fills the air,

And distant sounds seem near;





And above, in the light

Of the star-lit night,

Swift birds of passage wing their flight

Through the dewy atmosphere.





I hear the beat

Of their pinions fleet,

As from the land of snow and sleet

They seek a southern lea.





I hear the cry

Of their voices high

Falling dreamily through the sky,

But their forms I cannot see.





O, say not so!

Those sounds that flow

In murmurs of delight and woe

Come not from wings of birds.





They are the throngs

Of the poet's songs,

Murmurs of pleasures, and pains, and wrongs,

The sound of wingèd words.





This is the cry

Of souls, that high

On toiling, beating pinions, fly,

Seeking a warmer clime.





From their distant flight

Through realms of light

It falls into our world of night,

With the murmuring sound of rhyme.


候　鸟

一株株高大椴树

洒下浓黑的阴影，

把厚厚实实的屏障

擎举在南国天穹。





从幽幽榆树林里

涌来了沉沉夜色，

好像升腾的潮水

把四周原野淹没。





夜景秀丽而清明，

水汽温和又柔润，

弥漫在处处空中，

远处的声音也迫近。





亮着点点繁星的

夜空淡淡微光里，

疾飞的候鸟掠过了

饱含露水的空气。





我听见它们拍击着

急速如风的翅翼，

从雪霰纷飞的北国，

来寻觅南方的草地。





我听见它们啼鸣，

这轻柔悦耳的鸣声

从天穹飘落人间，

却不见它们的形影。





哦！不要这样讲！

这些喁喁的音响

有欢乐也有悲伤，

并非鸟儿的歌唱。





这些音响是诗人

纷纭繁复的歌曲，

喜悦、痛苦的倾诉，

长着翅膀的言语。





这是灵魂的呼声；

灵魂在高空飞翥，

辛劳的双翅拍击着，

寻觅温暖的去处。





当灵魂远道飞行，

掠过光明的国境，

这呼声，以诗的韵律，

向我们夜世界降临。


Prometheus

Or the Poet's Forethoughts









Of Prometheus, how undaunted

On Olympus' shining bastions

His audacious foot he planted,

Myths are told and songs are chanted,

Full of promptings and suggestions.





Beautiful is the tradition

Of that flight through heavenly portals,

The old classic superstition

Of the theft and the transmission

Of the fire of the Immortals!





First the deed of noble daring,

Born of heavenward aspiration,

Then the fire with mortals sharing,

Then the vulture,—the despairing

Cry of pain on crags Caucasian.





All is but a symbol painted

Of the Poet, Prophet, Seer;

Only those are crowned and sainted

Who with grief have been acquainted,

Making nations nobler, freer.





In their feverish exultations,

In their triumph and their yearning,

In their passionate pulsations,

In their words among the nations,

The Promethean fire is burning.





Shall it, then, be unavailing,

All this toil for human culture?

Through the cloud-rack, dark and trailing,

Must they see above them sailing

O'er life's barren crags the vulture?





Such a fate as this was Dante's,

By defeat and exile maddened;

Thus were Milton and Cervantes,

Nature's priests and Corybantes,

By affliction touched and saddened.





But the glories so transcendent

That around their memories cluster,

And, on all their steps attendant,

Make their darkened lives resplendent

With such gleams of inward lustre!





All the melodies mysterious,

Through the dreary darkness chanted;

Thoughts in attitudes imperious,

Voices soft, and deep, and serious,

Words that whispered, songs that haunted!





All the soul in rapt suspension,

All the quivering, palpitating

Chords of life in utmost tension,

With the fervor of invention,

With the rapture of creating!





Ah, Prometheus! heaven-scaling!

In such hours of exultation

Even the faintest heart, unquailing,

Might behold the vulture sailing

Round the cloudy crags Caucasian!





Though to all there is not given

Strength for such sublime endeavor,

Thus to scale the walls of heaven,

And to leaven with fiery leaven

All the hearts of men forever;





Yet all bards, whose hearts unblighted

Honor and believe the presage,

Hold aloft their torches lighted,

Gleaming through the realms benighted,

As they onward bear the message!


普罗米修斯
①



诗人的预想
②











充满了启示和感召力量：

神话中讲述，诗歌里吟唱

普罗米修斯，果敢刚强，

傲然举足，牢牢地踏在

奥林波斯山辉煌城堡上。
③







美丽动人的是那传说——

说他从天廷向人间飞落；

是那古老的神话故事——

说他大胆盗取和传播

神祇享用的光明之火。





起初是一桩崇高壮举，

出自一种庄严的信念；

然后是天火送到了人间；

然后是兀鹰，高加索巉岩，

他痛楚而又绝望的呼喊。





这一切无非是一种象征，

描绘先知、预言者、歌手；

只有这种人不愧为圣哲：

他们自己把苦难尝够，

使各族人民更高尚、自由。





他们的成就，他们的求索，

他们激昂炽烈的欢乐，

他们对民众说出的话语，

他们亢奋急切的脉搏，

都燃着普罗米修斯之火。





为人类开化付出的劳苦，

难道全都没什么用处？

透过弥天的阴云暗雾，

他们难道必得要目睹

兀鹰在人生荒山上飞翥？





但丁的身世如此凄凉，

挫败和放逐逼得他发狂；
④



还有造化的教士、祭司——

弥尔顿、塞万提斯也同样，
⑤



一生饱尝困苦与忧伤。





却有卓越出众的荣名

在他们身后流传万古；

凭借内心煌煌的灯烛，

照亮生平历历的脚步，

暗淡生涯便光华夺目！





在那阴沉昏昧的深宵，

神秘的乐曲悠扬缭绕；

气势凌人的汹涌思潮，

柔婉、深沉、肃穆的音调，

细语喃喃，清歌袅袅！





一个个凝神屏息的灵魂，

一根根绷紧的生命之弦，

不停地悸动，不停地震颤，

充满了激情，充满了狂欢，

要去创造，要去兴建！





普罗米修斯！你举步登天！

在这欢腾昂奋的时间，

最软弱的心灵也振作起来，

望见那兀鹰往复盘旋

在阴云惨淡的高加索山巅！





尽管并非人人都具有

干这种超凡事业的力量：

去攀登天国的万仞高墙，

以火为酵素，去长久酵动

普天下芸芸众生的心房；





然而，心志不衰的诗人

尊崇和笃信神圣的预言；

把手中光明火炬高擎，

把脚下黑暗国土照遍，

他们肩负着使命向前！

注释


①
 据希腊神话，普罗米修斯偷出天上的火送给人类，为此遭到最高天神宙斯的惩罚，被缚在高加索山崖上，并被兀鹰啄食脏腑。后来他被赫拉克勒斯解救。


②
 “普罗米修斯”一词的原意就是“预想”、“先见”、“先知”。


③
 奥林波斯山是希腊北部的高山。希腊神话说这是诸神居住的地方。


④
 但丁，见前注。他因在政治斗争中失败，长期被放逐，直到逝世，始终未能回到故乡佛罗伦萨。


⑤
 弥尔顿（1608—1674），卓越的英国革命诗人和政治家。他中年双目失明，王朝复辟后曾被捕入狱，后来又为贫困所迫，晚景极为凄凉。塞万提斯（1547—1616），西班牙伟大作家，小说《堂·吉诃德》的作者。1571年在海战中受重伤，左手残废；1575年为海盗所掳，过了五年俘虏生活；还曾数次被捕入狱。


Daylight and Moonlight

In broad daylight, and at noon,

Yesterday I saw the moon

Sailing high, but faint and white,

As a school-boy's paper kite.





In broad daylight, yesterday,

I read a Poet's mystic lay;

And it seemed to me at most

As a phantom, or a ghost.





But at length the feverish day

Like a passion died away,

And the night, serene and still,

Fell on village, vale, and hill.





Then the moon, in all her pride,

Like a spirit glorified,

Filled and overflowed the night

With revelations of her light.





And the Poet's song again

Passed like music through my brain;

Night interpreted to me

All its grace and mystery.


日光与月光

昨天中午，亮堂堂，

我望见天边的月亮，

它那样苍白暗淡，

像学童放出的纸鸢。





亮堂堂，昨天白天，

我吟诵诗人的歌篇，

它那样神奇幽晦，

像幻影，又像鬼魅。





终于，炎炎的白昼

像激情一样溜走，

安详沉静的夜幕

笼罩了村庄山谷。





月亮，皎洁而丰盈，

像容光焕发的仙灵，

把清辉畅然远送，

盈溢于寥廓夜空。





诗人的歌儿又响起，

像乐曲萦回脑际；

夜向我细细阐释

歌声的魅力和奥旨。


My Lost Youth

Often I think of the beautiful town

That is seated by the sea;

Often in thought go up and down

The pleasant streets of that dear old town,

And my youth comes back to me.

And a verse of a Lapland song

Is haunting my memory still:

"A boy's will is the wind's will,

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts."





I can see the shadowy lines of its trees,

And catch, in sudden gleams,

The sheen of the far-surrounding seas,

And islands that were the Hersperides

Of all my boyish dreams.

And the burden of that old song,

It murmurs and whispers still:

"A boy's will is the wind's will,

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts."





I remember the black wharves and the slips,

And the sea-tides tossing free;

And Spanish sailors with bearded lips,

And the beauty and mystery of the ships,

And the magic of the sea.

And the voice of that wayward song

Is singing and saying still:

"A boy's will is the wind's will,

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts."





I remember the bulwarks by the shore,

And the fort upon the hill;

The sunrise gun, with its hollow roar,

The drum-beat repeated o'er and o'er,

And the bugle wild and shrill.

And the music of that old song

Throbs in my memory still:

"A boy's will is the wind's will,

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts."





I remember the sea-fight far away,

How it thundered o'er the tide!

And the dead captains, as they lay

In their graves, o'erlooking the tranquil bay

Where they in battle died.

And the sound of that mournful song

Goes through me with a thrill:

"A boy's will is the wind's will,

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts."





I can see the breezy dome of groves,

The shadows of Deering's Woods;

And the friendships old and the early loves

Come back with a Sabbath sound, as of doves

In quiet neighborhoods.

And the verse of that sweet old song,

It flutters and murmurs still:

"A boy's will is the wind's will,

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts."





I remember the gleams and glooms that dart

Across the school-boy's brain;

The song and the silence in the heart,

That in part are prophecies, and in part

Are longings wild and vain.

And the voice of that fitful song

Sings on, and is never still:

"A boy's will is the wind's will,

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts."





There are things of which I may not speak;

There are dreams that cannot die;

There are thoughts that make the strong heart weak,

And bring a pallor into the cheek,

And a mist before the eye.

And the words of that fatal song

Come over me like a chill:

"A boy's will is the wind's will,

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts."





Strange to me now are the forms I meet

When I visit the dear old town;

But the native air is pure and sweet,

And the trees that o'ershadow each well-known street,

As they balance up and down,

Are singing the beautiful song,

Are sighing and whispering still:

"A boy's will is the wind's will,

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts."





And Deering's Woods are fresh and fair,

And with joy that is almost pain

My heart goes back to wander there,

And among the dreams of the days that were,

I find my lost youth again.

And the strange and beautiful song,

The groves are repeating it still:

"A boy's will is the wind's will,

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts."


逝去的青春

那美丽古城常叫我怀想，
①



它就坐落在大海边上；

多少次，我恍惚神游于故乡，

在那些可爱街衢上来往，

俨然又回到年少的时光。

一首拉普兰民歌的诗句
②



一直在我记忆里回荡：

“孩子的愿望是风的愿望，

青春的遐想是悠长的遐想。”





我望见葱茏的树木成行，

从忽隐忽现的闪闪波光

瞥见了远处环抱的海洋；

那些岛，就像是极西仙境，
③



小时候惹动我多少梦想！

那首古老民歌的叠句

依旧在耳边喃喃低唱：

“孩子的愿望是风的愿望，

青春的遐想是悠长的遐想。”





我记得污黑的码头和船台，

海上恣意奔腾的潮汐；

满嘴胡须的西班牙水手，

一艘艘船舶的壮丽神奇，

茫茫大海诱人的魔力。

那萦回不去的执拗歌声

仍然在那里又唱又讲：

“孩子的愿望是风的愿望，

青春的遐想是悠长的遐想。”





我记得岸上的防御工事，

记得山头耸立的碉楼；

日出时，大炮隆隆怒吼，

鼙鼓一阵阵擂响不休，

号角激昂锐厉地吹奏。

那首民歌的悠扬曲调

依然波动在我的心头：

“孩子的愿望是风的愿望，

青春的遐想是悠长的遐想。”





我记得那次远处的海战，

炮声在滚滚浪潮上震荡；

两位船长，在墓中安躺，

俯临着寂寥宁静的海湾——

那就是他们战死的沙场。
④



那哀怨的歌声往复回翔，

颤栗的音波流过我心房：

孩子的愿望是风的愿望，

青春的遐想是悠长的遐想。”





我看见微风里林木亭亭，

荻岭森林洒布着阴影；
⑤



旧日的友谊，早年的恋情，

以安恬音调回到我心里，

宛如幽静邻里的鸽鸣。

那古老民歌的甜美诗句

依稀在低语，在飘荡不停：

“孩子的愿望是风的愿望，

青春的遐想是悠长的遐想。”





我记得喜与忧，亮光和暗影，

不时掠过我童稚的心灵；

心底蕴藏的歌声和静默

有几分是预言，也还有几分

是狂热而又虚幻的憧憬。

听呵，那起伏不定的歌声

还在唱着，总也不平静：

“孩子的愿望是风的愿望，

青春的遐想是悠长的遐想。”





有一些梦境永不会泯灭；

有一些情景我不能倾诉；

有一些愁思，使心弱神枯，

使双颊失色，苍白凄楚，

使两眼模糊，蒙上潮雾。

那句不祥的歌词好像

一个寒战落到我身上：

“孩子的愿望是风的愿望，

青春的遐想是悠长的遐想。”





当我重临这亲爱的古城，

眼中的景象已这般陌生；

但故乡的空气甘美而纯净，

熟识的街衢洒满了树影，

树枝上下摆动个不停，

都在唱着那动人的歌声，

在低声细诉，在曼声吟咏：

“孩子的愿望是风的愿望，

青春的遐想是悠长的遐想。”





怀着近似痛苦的欢欣，

我的心魂向故国飞奔；

荻岭森林秀丽而鲜润；

从一一重温的缤纷旧梦里，

我又觅回了逝去的青春。

树丛还在反复地吟唱

那奇异而又美妙的诗行：

“孩子的愿望是风的愿望，

青春的遐想是悠长的遐想。”

注释


①
 “美丽古城”，指作者的故乡波特兰。


②
 拉普兰，斯堪的纳维亚半岛北部靠近巴伦支海的地区。


③
 “极西仙境”（或音译为“赫斯珀里得斯”），希腊神话中有金苹果园的仙岛，在极西之地。犹如我国神话中的“蓬莱仙境”一样，象征人们所向往追求的幸福乐土。


④
 1813年9月，美国海船“事业号”与英国海船“拳师号”在波特兰港外交战，两艘船的船长都战死，并肩葬于波特兰公共墓地。


⑤
 荻岭森林，在波特兰附近。


Children

Come to me, O ye children!

For I hear you at your play,

And the questions that perplexed me

Have vanished quite away.





Ye open the eastern windows,

That look towards the sun,

Where thoughts are singing swallows

And the brooks of morning run.





In your hearts are the birds and the sunshine,

In your thoughts the brooklet's flow,

But in mine is the wind of Autumn

And the first fall of the snow.





Ah! what would the world be to us

If the children were no more?

We should dread the desert behind us

Worse than the dark before.





What the leaves are to the forest,

With light and air for food,

Ere their sweet and tender juices

Have been hardened into wood,—





That to the world are children;

Through them it feels the glow

Of a brighter and sunnier climate

Than reaches the trunks below.





Come to me, O ye children!

And whisper in my ear

What the birds and the winds are singing

In your sunny atmosphere.





For what are all our contrivings,

And the wisdom of our books,

When compared with your caresses,

And the gladness of your looks?





Ye are better than all the ballads

That ever were sung or said;

For ye are living poems,

And all the rest are dead.


孩子们

来吧，上这儿来吧，孩子们！

我听见你们嬉笑游玩，

那些叫我烦恼的问题

就都一下子烟消云散。





你们把东边窗户打开，

初升的太阳正在窗外，

那儿，思绪像呢喃的燕子，

像清晨的溪水，流得欢快。





你们心里有鸟儿和阳光，

你们思想里有小溪流过；

我这儿却只有秋天的凄风

和冬天第一次雪花飘落。





啊！若是没有了孩子，

那还算得个什么世界？

我们会惧怕身后的荒凉

甚于惧怕眼前的黑夜。





好比嫩绿的树叶在林间，

把阳光空气当作主食，

叶片中甜美清新的汁液

还不曾化为坚硬的木质，——





孩子在世间也是这般，

凭着他们，世人才感到

天气比树干所接触的更好，

阳光也更明亮地照耀。





来吧，上这儿来吧，孩子们！

在我耳边悄悄告诉我：

你们晴朗温和的天气里，

鸟儿和风儿在唱些什么。





算得了什么，书上的学问？

算得了什么，我们的事业？

哪里比得上你们的爱抚

和你们脸上甜蜜的笑靥？





历来说说唱唱的歌谣

没有哪一首比得上你们；

只有你们是活的诗篇，

别的诗都是死气沉沉。


The Children's Hour

Between the dark and the daylight,

When the night is beginning to lower,

Comes a pause in the day's occupations,

That is known as the Children's Hour.





I hear in the chamber above me

The patter of little feet,

The sound of a door that is opened,

And voices soft and sweet.





From my study I see in the lamplight,

Descending the broad hall stair,

Grave Alice, and laughing Allegra,

And Edith with golden hair.





A whisper, and then a silence:

Yet I know by their merry eyes

They are plotting and planning together

To take me by surprise.





A sudden rush from the stairway,

A sudden raid from the hall!

By three doors left unguarded

They enter my castle wall!





They climb up into my turret

O'er the arms and back of my chair;

If I try to escape, they surround me;

They seem to be everywhere.





They almost devour me with kisses,

Their arms about me entwine,

Till I think of the Bishop of Bingen

In his Mouse-Tower on the Rhine!





Do you think, O blue-eyed banditti,

Because you have scaled the wall,

Such an old mustache as I am

Is not a match for you all!





I have you fast in my fortress,

And will not let you depart,

But put you down into the dungeon

In the round-tower of my heart.





And there will I keep you forever,

Yes, forever and a day,

Till the walls shall crumble to ruin,

And moulder in dust away!


孩子的时辰

白昼与黑夜之间，

当天色开始昏沉，

有一次工间休息，

那是孩子的时辰。





我听见楼上卧室里

脚步声又碎又轻，

门儿打开的响动，

柔和甜蜜的嗓音。





我凭着灯光看到

她们沿楼梯走下：
①



艾蕾笑，艾莉端庄，

小艾荻满头金发。





耳语，然后是静默；

从那种眼神，我猜到

她们正在耍花招，

想要吓我一大跳。





楼梯上发起冲锋，

厅堂里大举进攻！

从三个不设防的门口

闯入我的城堡中！





她们爬上了制高点——

椅子扶手和靠背；

我想逃，可是逃不掉，

四面八方被包围！





她们抱住我狂吻，

险些儿把我吞掉；

我想起莱茵河上

鼠塔的宾根主教！
②







强盗们！且慢吹牛，

说你们攻上了城头，

说我这样的老兵

也不是你们的对手；





我很快抓住了你们，

再不让你们逃跑；

还把你们关进了

我心房深处的监牢。





你们关在这牢里，

永远永远逃不出，

直到牢墙塌下来，

变成瓦砾和尘土！

注释


①
 下文三个名字都是女孩的名字，所以这里写作“她们”。


②
 宾根是德国莱茵河畔一座小城，鼠塔在莱茵河中一个绿岛上。据传说：宾根的主教哈陀住在鼠塔里；在公元970年的饥馑中，一群饥民向哈陀请求施舍粮食，哈陀把他们骗到谷仓中去，从外面锁上门，放火将他们烧死；他因这桩罪行而受到报应，被一群老鼠咬死并吞食了。朗费罗这两行诗是形容孩子们抱着他狂吻，好像一群老鼠要把哈陀主教吞掉一样。


Enceladus

Under Mount Etna he lies,

It is slumber, it is not death;

For he struggles at times to arise,

And above him the lurid skies

Are hot with his fiery breath.





The crags are piled on his breast,

The earth is heaped on his head;

But the groans of his wild unrest,

Though smothered and half suppressed,

Are heard, and he is not dead.





And the nations far away

Are watching with eager eyes;

They talk together and say,

"To-morrow, perhaps to-day,

Enceladus will arise!"





And the old gods, the austere

Oppressors in their strength,

Stand aghast and white with fear

At the ominous sounds they hear,

And tremble, and mutter, "At length!"





Ah me! for the land that is sown

With the harvest of despair!

Where the burning cinders, blown

From the lips of the overthrown

Enceladus, fill the air;





Where ashes are heaped in drifts

Over vineyard and field and town,

Whenever he starts and lifts

His head through the blackened rifts

Of the crags that keep him down.





See, see! the red light shines!

'T is the glare of his awful eyes!

And the storm-wind shouts through the pines

Of Alps and of Apennines,

"Enceladus, arise!"


恩刻拉多斯
①



他在埃特纳山下偃躺，
②



这是小睡，这不是死亡；

他不时挣扎，想要站起来，

高悬在上的惨白穹苍

被他的喘息烤得火烫！





巉岩垒积在他的胸膛，

泥土堆壅在他的头上；

尽管被压倒，被堵住喉腔，

他那狂躁不宁的呻唤

仍然听得见；他并未死亡！





远方，各个部落的人群

苦苦地等待，望眼欲穿；

他们在一起议论、交谈：

“恩刻拉多斯就要站起来，

不是明天，就是今天！”





那些大权在握的霸主，

老气横秋的老朽天神，

听到那预示不祥的声音，

面如土色，肉跳心惊，

颤抖着，咕哝着：“毕竟来临！”





唉！这里是寸草不生，

播下的种子别指望收成！

你看，被困的恩刻拉多斯

嘴里喷出的炽热火星

密密稠稠飏满了天空。





每次，当他一挣扎，一动弹，

想从山岩的黑裂缝中间

把头抬一抬，把身子转一转，

成堆的灰烬便飞起，飘散，

洒遍了城镇、田野、葡萄园。





看呵！看呵！红光闪射！

那是他可怕的眼睛睁开！

在阿尔卑斯山，亚平宁山脉，
③



暴风，扫过松树林，高喊：

“恩刻拉多斯，站起——来！”

注释


①
 恩刻拉多斯，希腊神话中的百臂巨人之一，他曾与天神作战。宙斯将他埋在埃特纳山下。朗费罗写这首诗的主旨是：声援当时为了摆脱奥地利统治而奋勇抗争的意大利人民。


②
 埃特纳，意大利西西里岛东岸的火山。


③
 亚平宁，纵贯意大利半岛的山脉。


Snow-Flakes

Out of the bosom of the Air,

Out of the cloud-folds of her garments shaken,

Over the woodlands brown and bare,

Over the harvest-fields forsaken,

Silent, and soft, and slow

Descends the snow.





Even as our cloudy fancies take

Suddenly shape in some divine expression,

Even as the troubled heart doth make

In the white countenance confession,

The troubled sky reveals

The grief it feels.





This is the poem of the air,

Slowly in silent syllables recorded;

This is the secret of despair,

Long in its cloudy bosom hoarded,

Now whispered and revealed

To wood and field.


雪　花

从漠漠长空胸怀里逸出，

摆脱了天上云衣层层叠叠，

向着枯黄而光秃的林木，

向着收割后的荒凉田野，

无声，舒缓，柔和：

雪花飘落。





像我们的悬想，暧昧朦胧，

骤然之间凝成了神妙词句；

像忧郁的心灵，以苍白面容

把重重心事披露出去：

忧郁的天穹在倾诉

内心的悲苦。





这是天穹挥洒的诗篇，

从容舒缓，用无声的音节写就；

这是“绝望”的秘密，长时间

藏在它浓云密布的心头，

现在才低声吐露：

向田野，向林木。


Fata Morgana

O sweet illusions of Song,

That tempt me everywhere,

In the lonely fields, and the throng

Of the crowded thoroughfare!





I approach, and ye vanish away,

I grasp you, and ye are gone;

But ever by night and by day,

The melody soundeth on.





As the weary traveller sees

In desert or prairie vast,

Blue lakes, overhung with trees,

That a pleasant shadow cast;





Fair towns with turrets high,

And shining roofs of gold,

That vanish as he draws nigh,

Like mists together rolled,—





So I wander and wander along,

And forever before me gleams

The shining city of song,

In the beautiful land of dreams.





But when I would enter the gate

Of that golden atmosphere,

It is gone, and I wonder and wait

For the vision to reappear.


海市蜃楼

诗歌的美妙幻影！

你到处把我引诱：

在荒凉僻静的田野，

在稠人广众的街头！





逼近你，你消失无踪，

捕捉你，你已经溜走；

悠扬的乐曲却依然

日夜不停地演奏。





有如困乏的旅客

踯躅在沙漠荒原，

瞥见蔚蓝的湖水，

绿荫笼罩着湖岸；





壮丽的城池，楼塔，

耀眼的黄金屋顶；

他走近一瞧，都隐去，

化作了轻烟淡影——





就这样，我奔波、瞻望，

老是望见：我前方

有一座诗歌金城

闪耀在瑰丽梦乡；





我刚刚走近门边，

金城便消失不见；

我只得彷徨、等待

奇景再一次出现。


The Meeting

After so long an absence

At last we meet again:

Does the meeting give us pleasure,

Or does it give us pain?





The tree of life has been shaken,

And but few of us linger now,

Like the Prophet's two or three berries

In the top of the uppermost bough.





We cordially greet each other

In the old, familiar tone;

And we think, though we do not say it,

How old and gray he is grown!





We speak of a Merry Christmas

And many a Happy New Year;

But each in his heart is thinking

Of those that are not here.

We speak of friends and their fortunes,

And of what they did and said,

Till the dead alone seem living,

And the living alone seem dead.





And at last we hardly distinguish

Between the ghosts and the guests;

And a mist and shadow of sadness

Steals over our merriest jests.


相　逢

经过长久的离别，

你我终于又相逢；

相逢使我们快乐，

还是使我们苦痛？





生命树已经动摇，
①



老朋友已经稀少，

好比两三个果子

留在最高的枝梢。
②







我们用熟悉的腔调

真诚地互相问好；

都在想（可没说出来）：

他已经多么苍老！





我们讲起一次次

愉快的圣诞和新年；

而两人心里都想着

那些不在的伙伴。





讲着亡友的身世，

他们的行事言谈；

像死者回了阳世，

像活人到了阴间。





贵宾与鬼魂淆混，

几乎已分辨不清；

欢快笑谈蒙上了

惆怅的烟雾阴影。

注释


①
 “生命树”，典出《旧约·创世记》第2章。


②
 《旧约·以赛亚书》第17章：“其间所剩下的不多，好像人打橄榄树，在最高的枝梢上，只剩两三个果子。”


The Challenge

I have a vague remembrance

Of a story, that is told

In some ancient Spanish legend

Or chronicle of old.





It was when brave King Sanchez

Was before Zamora slain,

And his great besieging army

Lay encamped upon the plain.





Don Diego de Ordoñez

Sallied forth in front of all,

And shouted loud his challenge

To the warders on the wall.





All the people of Zamora,

Both the born and the unborn,

As traitors did he challenge

With taunting words of scorn.





The living, in their houses,

And in their graves, the dead!

And the waters of their rivers,

And their wine, and oil, and bread!





There is a greater army,

That besets us round with strife,

A starving, numberless army,

At all the gates of life.





The poverty-stricken millions

Who challenge our wine and bread,

And impeach us all as traitors,

Both the living and the dead.





And whenever I sit at the banquet,

Where the feast and song are high,

Amid the mirth and the music

I can hear that fearful cry.





And hollow and haggard faces

Look into the lighted hall,

And wasted hands are extended

To catch the crumbs that fall.





For within there is light and plenty,

And odors fill the air;

But without there is cold and darkness,

And hunger and despair.





And there in the camp of famine

In wind and cold and rain,

Christ, the great Lord of the army,

Lies dead upon the plain!


挑　战

我隐约记得从前

听说过一个故事，

这故事出自西班牙

古老传说或历史：





骁勇的国王桑乔
①



死在萨莫拉城外，
②



他那支合围的大军

在野外安营扎寨。





堂迭戈·德·奥东涅

一马当先奔向前，

怒冲冲，高声呐喊，

向城上守军挑战。
③







向所有已生未生的

萨莫拉居民挑战，

把他们当作奸贼，

对他们叫骂侮慢。





向屋里住着的活人，

向坟里躺着的死鬼！

向他们桌上的酒食，

向他们河里的流水！





有一支更大的队伍——

浩荡的饥饿大军，

攻打着四面的城门，

将我们团团围困。





千百万受苦的贫民

向我们的酒食挑战，

把我们（活的和死的）

都当作奸贼来责难。





每当我坐在筵席上，

酒兴浓，清歌缭绕，

透过笙歌和欢笑，

我听到可怖的呼嚎。





一张张憔悴的瘦脸，

望着辉煌的厅堂，

为拾取地下的渣屑，

伸出干枯的手掌。





里面是珍馐和光亮，

空气也充满馨香；

外面却一片漆黑，

又冷又饿又绝望。





这饥寒交迫的营垒，

这贫苦大军的主帅——

基督，在寒风冷雨中

倒下了，死于野外！

注释


①
 桑乔二世，11世纪西班牙卡斯蒂利亚王国的国王，1073年被叛臣杀死在萨莫拉城下。后来在西班牙流传过一首著名史诗，题为《桑乔二世与萨莫拉之围》。


②
 萨莫拉，西班牙西部城市，在杜罗河北岸。


③
 据传说，堂迭戈·德·奥东涅是国王桑乔二世的亲属和武士，国王被杀后，他曾向萨莫拉全城挑战。


The Brook and the Wave

The brooklet came from the mountain,

As sang the bard of old,

Running with feet of silver

Over the sands of gold!





Far away in the briny ocean

There rolled a turbulent wave,

Now singing along the sea-beach,

Now howling along the cave.





And the brooklet has found the billow,

Though they flowed so far apart,

And has filled with its freshness and sweetness

That turbulent, bitter heart!


小溪和海浪
①



小溪从山上流下，

像诗人边游边唱，

撒开它银白的脚儿

奔跑在金黄的沙上。





在那远远的咸水洋，

腾跃着狂暴的海浪，

忽而高歌在海滩畔，

忽而怒吼在洞穴旁。





尽管相隔这么远，

小溪也找到了海浪，

用清新甜美来注满

那狂暴苦涩的心肠。

注释


①
 从表层看，这首诗是“将物拟人”，把小溪和海浪人格化了；从深层看，它却是“将人拟物”，因为它真正要表现的不是物而是人。也许，它所暗示的是一个饱经忧患的中年男子与一个柔情似水的少女之间的遇合？我们知道，朗费罗于1835年丧偶以后，曾向年轻而温婉的弗朗西丝·阿普尔顿求婚，其间几经波折，直到1843年才终成眷属。这首诗与诗人自己的这段感情经历也许有些关系吧？请看诗的最后一节，含有多少深情，含有多少欣慰，又含有多少感激！


Charles Sumner

Garlands upon his grave

And flowers upon his hearse,

And to the tender heart and brave

The tribute of this verse.





His was the troubled life,

The conflict and the pain,

The grief, the bitterness of strife,

The honor without stain.





Like Winkelried, he took

Into his manly breast

The sheaf of hostile spears, and broke

A path for the oppressed.





Then from the fatal field

Upon a nation's heart

Borne like a warrior on his shield!—

So should the brave depart.





Death takes us by surprise,

And stays our hurrying feet;

The great design unfinished lies,

Our lives are incomplete.





But in the dark unknown

Perfect their circles seem,

Even as a bridge's arch of stone

Is rounded in the stream.





Alike are life and death,

When life in death survives,

And the uninterrupted breath

Inspires a thousand lives.





Were a star quenched on high,

For ages would its light,

Still travelling downward from the sky,

Shine on our mortal sight.





So when a great man dies,

For years beyond our ken,

The light he leaves behind him lies

Upon the paths of men.


查尔斯·萨姆纳
①



花环在他的坟头，

鲜花在他的柩车上，

我把这首诗献给

他温良勇敢的心肠。





他的生活里充满

磨折，冲突和伤痛，

悲苦，战斗的艰辛，

洁白无瑕的光荣。





像温刻瑞德一样，
②



他挺起豪侠的胸脯

迎接了敌人的枪矛，

为受压迫者开路。





英勇的国士之死，

应该像武士一般：

在祖国心脏的决战中，

用盾牌抬下火线！
③







死神冷不防来临，

逼我们停下脚步；

宏伟计划夭折了，

人生又何尝满足！





而在茫昧的幽冥，

人生却趋于完满，

恰似桥梁的石拱

与倒影合成了圆环。





当“生”在“死”中永生，
④



那不曾中断的呼吸

激励着千万生灵，

死与生又有何异！





一颗星消逝在天上，

一年年，它的光芒

依旧从高空射下，

在人们眼前闪亮。





卓越的伟人逝去，

经过了千秋万古，

身后的光芒依旧

照耀人类的征途。

注释


①
 查尔斯·萨姆纳（1811—1874），美国政治活动家，热心的废奴运动者，朗费罗的友人。


②
 温刻瑞德，传说中的瑞士爱国者。据说，在1386年的森帕赫战斗中，温刻瑞德抓住许多奥地利士兵的枪矛，刺进自己的胸膛，这就在奥军队伍中打开了一个缺口，使瑞士军队得以获胜。


③
 古代斯巴达人认为：战士英勇战死，遗体用盾牌抬下战场，是光荣豪迈的事情。与我国古人所说的“马革裹尸”意思相近。


④
 即“精神不死”、“虽死犹生”之意。下一行的“呼吸”指精神感召力。


Travels by the Fireside

The ceaseless rain is falling fast,

And yonder gilded vane,

Immovable for three days past,

Points to the misty main.





It drives me in upon myself

And to the fireside gleams,

To pleasant books that crowd my shelf,

And still more pleasant dreams.





I read whatever bards have sung

Of lands beyond the sea,

And the bright days when I was young

Come thronging back to me.





In fancy I can hear again

The Alpine torrent's roar,

The mule-bells on the hills of Spain,

The sea at Elsinore.





I see the convent's gleaming wall

Rise from its groves of pine,

And towers of old cathedrals tall,

And castles by the Rhine.





I journey on by park and spire,

Beneath centennial trees,

Through fields with poppies all on fire,

And gleams of distant seas.





I fear no more the dust and heat,

No more I feel fatigue,

While journeying with another's feet

O'er many a lengthening league.





Let others traverse sea and land,

And toil through various climes,

I turn the world round with my hand

Reading these poets' rhymes.





From them I learn whatever lies

Beneath each changing zone,

And see, when looking with their eyes,

Better than with mine own.


炉边的远游

潇潇的急雨连绵不断，

镀金风向标立在那边，

三天里一直纹丝不动，

指向烟雾凄迷的海面。





这场雨逼得我闭门独坐，

靠向炉边融融的火光，

靠向书架上可爱的书册

和那更为可爱的梦乡。





我读着不拘哪位诗人

吟咏海外疆域的诗篇，

年轻时候的灿烂岁月

便缤纷稠叠，回到心间。
①







幻觉中，我又仿佛听到

阿尔卑斯山急流咆哮，

西班牙山头清脆的骡铃，

埃西诺尔的海潮呼啸。
②







又仿佛望见修道院墙垣

闪现在一片松树林间，

钟楼耸出大教堂上空，

城堡峙立于莱茵河畔。





我来到公园和尖塔旁边，

在百年老树浓荫下游逛，

经过红花似火的罂粟田，

经过远海闪烁的微光。





我再也不怕尘土炎威，

再也不觉得烦劳疲惫，

我用别人的腿脚远游，

悠然走过了千山万水。





让别人踏遍川原海岳，

辛勤跋涉于地北天南；

我读着这些诗人的诗篇，

世界就在我手中旋转。





靠着他们，我才熟识了

一处处异域遐方的情景，

我用他们的眼睛观看，

比用自己的看得更清。

注释


①
 朗费罗19岁到22岁曾在西欧、南欧各国游学，28岁到29岁又曾远游北欧。


②
 埃西诺尔，丹麦的海港。


Cadenabbia

Lake of Como









No sound of wheels or hoof-beat breaks

The silence of the summer day,

As by the loveliest of all lakes

I while the idle hours away.





I pace the leafy colonnade,

Where level branches of the plane

Above me weave a roof of shade

Impervious to the sun and rain.





At times a sudden rush of air

Flutters the lazy leaves o'erhead,

And gleams of sunshine toss and flare

Like torches down the path I tread.





By Somariva's garden gate

I make the marble stairs my seat,

And hear the water, as I wait,

Lapping the steps beneath my feet.





The undulation sinks and swells

Along the stony parapets,

And far away the floating bells

Tinkle upon the fisher's nets.





Silent and slow, by tower and town

The freighted barges come and go,

Their pendent shadows gliding down

By town and tower submerged below.





The hills sweep upward from the shore,

With villas scattered one by one

Upon their wooded spurs, and lower

Bellaggio blazing in the sun.





And dimly seen, a tangled mass

Of walls and woods, of light and shade,

Stands, beckoning up the Stelvio Pass,

Varenna with its white cascade.





I ask myself, Is this a dream?

Will it all vanish into air?

Is there a land of such supreme

And perfect beauty anywhere?





Sweet vision! Do not fade away:

Linger, until my heart shall take

Into itself the summer day,

And all the beauty of the lake;





Linger, until upon my brain

Is stamped an image of the scene;

Then fade into the air again,

And be as if thou hadst not been.


卡代纳比亚
①



没有车轮马蹄的声音

把这夏日的宁静打破；

在这举世无双的湖滨，

我把悠闲的时刻消磨。





我在葱蔚的林荫道漫步，

那儿，梧桐树平展的繁枝

编织起凉棚，将我遮护，

不透阳光，也不漏雨丝。





不时有清风飒然而降，

拂动树梢慵懒的绿叶；

缕缕阳光洒在小路上，

像爝火一般闪烁摇曳。





索玛利瓦花园的门边，

我在大理石台阶上坐下；

那儿，我听见水花飞溅，

把脚下石级轻轻拍打。





白石栏杆下边的波浪，

一会儿低落，一会儿汹涌；

远处，水面漂浮的铃铛

在渔夫网上叮[image: alt]
 响动。





傍着那楼台亭榭，有游艇

静静地，缓缓地，划去划来；

游艇的影子也悄悄滑动，

傍着水里的亭榭楼台。





山峦从湖岸向上延展，

岩坡石岭，林木繁茂，

一座座别墅散布其间；

阳光下，贝拉玖晶莹闪耀。
②







隐约望得见：墙垣和树木，

亮光和阴影，聚结成团——

那是瓦伦纳，喷溅着瀑布，

仿佛在招唤斯泰沃雄关。
③







我问我自己：莫非是梦境？

会不会化作飘风逝水？

人世间果真有这种胜境？

有这种登峰造极的完美？





美妙的奇观！留下吧，莫消失：

且等我把这夏日的佳景，

把这湖光的百态千姿，

一一摄取，藏入心灵。





留下吧，等一等，等这些景物

把图像刻入我脑海心田；

到那时，你再化为虚无，

就像从来也不曾出现。

注释


①
 卡代纳比亚，意大利北部旅游胜地，位于阿尔卑斯山下风景如画的科莫湖滨。


②
 贝拉玖，科莫湖畔景色幽美的村镇，与卡代纳比亚隔湖相望。


③
 斯泰沃，阿尔卑斯山的关口，海拔9045英尺。瓦伦纳，不详，当系卡代纳比亚附近另一村镇。


The White Czar

Dost thou see on the rampart's height

That wreath of mist, in the light

Of the midnight moon? Oh, hist!

It is not a wreath of mist;

It is the Czar, the White Czar,

Batyushka! Gosudar!





He has heard, among the dead,

The artillery roll o'erhead;

The drums and the tramp of feet

Of his soldiery in the street;

He is awake! the White Czar,

Batyushka! Gosudar!





He has heard in the grave the cries

Of his people: "Awake! arise!"

He has rent the gold brocade

Whereof his shroud was made;

He is risen! the White Czar,

Batyushka! Gosudar!





From the Volga and the Don

He has led his armies on,

Over river and morass,

Over desert and mountain pass;

The Czar, the Orthodox Czar,

Batyushka! Gosudar!





He looks from the mountain-chain

Toward the seas, that cleave in twain

The continents; his hand

Points southward o'er the land

Of Roumili! O Czar,

Batyushka! Gosudar!





And the words break from his lips:

"I am the builder of ships,

And my ships shall sail these seas

To the Pillars of Hercules!

I say it; the White Czar,

Batyushka! Gosudar!





"The Bosphorus shall be free;

It shall make room for me;

And the gates of its water-streets

Be unbarred before my fleets.

I say it; the White Czar,

Batyushka! Gosudar!





"And the Christian shall no more

Be crushed, as heretofore,

Beneath thine iron rule,

O Sultan of Istamboul!

I swear it! I the Czar,

Batyushka! Gosudar!"


白沙皇
①



彼得大帝









你可曾看见：半夜里，

月光下，壁垒高处，

那一团迷离的烟雾？

嘘！那不是烟雾；

那是沙皇，白沙皇，

雄主！父王！
②







在死者中间，他听到

炮声在头顶震荡；

他的军队脚步声，

鼙鼓声，响在大街上；

他醒了！沙皇，白沙皇，

雄主！父王！





陵墓中，他听到臣民

在呼唤：“醒来！起来！”

他把缝制尸衣的

金灿灿锦缎撕开；

起来了！沙皇，白沙皇，

雄主！父王！





从伏尔加河、顿河，

他率领大军前进，

跨过河川和沼泽，

跨过荒野和山径；

沙皇，东正教沙皇，
③



雄主！父王！





他站在高山上翘望

劈裂大陆的海洋；

他的手遥遥指向

罗米利以南的地方！
④



哦，沙皇，白沙皇，

雄主！父王！





他毅然开口发言：

“是我建造了船舰；

舰队要跨海远征，

到直布罗陀两岸！
⑤



这是我说的，白沙皇，

雄主！父王！





“博斯普鲁斯要开放，
⑥



要给我让出路来；

水道都要把门户

向我的舰队敞开！

这是我说的，白沙皇，

雄主！父王！





“伊斯坦布尔的苏丹！
⑦



基督教徒永不再

屈服于你的淫威下，

遭受蛮横的残害！

我指天发誓！我沙皇，

雄主！父王！”

注释


①
 “白沙皇”是亚洲人对俄皇彼得一世（即彼得大帝，1672—1725）的称呼。“白”是指肤色而言。


②
 据作者原注，“雄主”和“父王”都是俄国人对彼得一世的尊称。


③
 彼得一世在位时，曾从当时俄国东正教教会手中，把宗教权收归己有，使自己成为政教两方面的首脑。


④
 罗米利，不详。疑即Roumelia，过去土耳其统治下的一省，位于南欧巴尔干地区。


⑤
 直布罗陀海峡，地中海与大西洋之间的海峡，北岸为欧洲的西班牙，南岸为非洲的摩洛哥。


⑥
 博斯普鲁斯海峡，黑海与马尔马拉海之间的海峡。


⑦
 伊斯坦布尔，过去的土耳其首都。苏丹，伊斯兰教国家的君主。


Paul Revere's Ride

Listen, my children, and you shall hear

Of the midnight ride of Paul Revere,

On the eighteenth of April, in Seventy-Five;

Hardly a man is now alive

Who remembers that famous day and year.





He said to his friend, "If the British march

By land or sea from the town to-night,

Hang a lantern aloft in the belfry arch

Of the North Church tower, as a signallight,—

One, if by land, and two, if by sea;

And I on the opposite shore will be,

Ready to ride and spread the alarm

Through every Middlesex village and farm,

For the country folk to be up and to arm."





Then he said, "Good night!" and with muffled oar

Silently rowed to the Charlestown shore,

Just as the moon rose over the bay,

Where swinging wide at her moorings lay

The Somerset, British man-of-war;

A phantom ship, with each mast and spar

Across the moon like a prison bar,

And a huge black hulk, that was magnified

By its own reflection in the tide.





Meanwhile, his friend, through alley and street,

Wanders and watches with eager ears,

Till in the silence around him he hears

The muster of men at the barrack door,

The sound of arms, and the tramp of feet,

And the measured tread of the grenadiers,

Marching down to their boats on the shore.





Then he climbed to the tower of the Old North Church,

By the wooden stairs, with stealthy tread,

To the belfry-chamber overhead,

And startled the pigeons from their perch

On the sombre rafters, that round him made

Masses and moving shapes of shade,—

By the trembling ladder, steep and tall,

To the highest window in the wall,

Where he paused to listen and look down

A moment on the roofs of the town,

And the moonlight flowing over all.





Beneath, in the churchyard, lay the dead,

In their night-encampment on the hill,

Wrapped in silence so deep and still

That he could hear, like a sentinel's tread,

The watchful night-wind, as it went

Creeping along from tent to tent,

And seeming to whisper, "All is well!"

A moment only he feels the spell

Of the place and the hour, and the secret dread

Of the lonely belfry and the dead;

For suddenly all his thoughts are bent

On a shadowy something far away,

Where the river widens to meet the bay,—

A line of black that bends and floats

On the rising tide, like a bridge of boats.





Meanwhile, impatient to mount and ride,

Booted and spurred, with a heavy stride

On the opposite shore walked Paul Revere.

Now he patted his horse's side,

Now gazed at the landscape far and near,

Then, impetuous, stamped the earth,

And turned and tightened his saddle-girth;

But mostly he watched with eager search

The belfry-tower of the Old North Church,

As it rose above the graves on the hill,

Lonely and spectral and sombre and still.

And lo! as he looks, on the belfry's height

A glimmer, and then a gleam of light!

He springs to the saddle, the bridle he turns,

But lingers and gazes, till full on his sight

A second lamp in the belfry burns!





A hurry of hoofs in a village street,

A shape in the moonlight, a bulk in the dark,

And beneath, from the pebbles, in passing, a spark

Struck out by a steed that flying fearless and fleet:

That was all! And yet, through the gloom and the light.

The fate of a nation was riding that night;

And the spark struck out by that steed, in his flight,

Kindled the land into flame with its heat.





He has left the village and mounted the steep,

And beneath him, tranquil and broad and deep,

Is the Mystic, meeting the ocean tides;

And under the alders that skirt its edge,

Now soft on the sand, now load on the ledge,

Is heard the tramp of his steed as he rides.





It was twelve by the village clock,

When he crossed the bridge into Medford town.

He heard the crowing of the cock,

And the barking of the farmer's dog,

And felt the damp of the river fog,

That rises after the sun goes down.





It was one by the village clock,

When he galloped into Lexington.

He saw the gilded weathercock

Swim in the moonlight as he passed,

And the meeting-house windows, blank and bare,

Gaze at him with a spectral glare,

As if they already stood aghast

At the bloody work they would look upon.





It was two by the village clock,

When he came to the bridge in Concord town.

He heard the bleating of the flock,

And the twitter of birds among the trees,

And felt the breath of the morning breeze

Blowing over the meadows brown.

And one was safe and asleep in his bed

Who at the bridge would be first to fall,

Who that day would be lying dead,

Pierced by a British musket-ball.





You know the rest. In the books you have read,

How the British Regulars fired and fled,—

How the farmers gave them ball for ball,

From behind each fence and farm-yard wall,

Chasing the red-coats down the lane,

Then crossing the fields to emerge again

Under the trees at the turn of the road,

And only pausing to fire and load.

So through the night rode Paul Revere;

And so through the night went his cry of alarm

To every Middlesex village and farm,—

A cry of defiance, and not of fear,

A voice in the darkness, a knock at the door,

And a word that shall echo forevermore!

For, borne on the night-wind of the Past,

Through all our history, to the last,

In the hour of darkness and peril and need,

The people will waken and listen to hear

The hurrying hoof-beats of that steed,

And the midnight message of Paul Revere.


保罗·里维尔星夜飞驰
①



孩子们，听着，听我讲故事：

讲保罗·里维尔星夜飞驰。

那是七五年，四月十八日，
②



那一年，那一天，声名赫赫，

如今有几个活人还记得？
③







他嘱咐伙伴：“要是英国人

今夜从陆路或海上进军，

你就在北教堂高高的楼顶

挂一盏灯笼，当作信号灯，——

陆路来，挂一盏；海上来，两盏；

我守在对岸，等信号一亮，

就快马加鞭，把警报传遍

米德塞斯的村落和农庄，
④



叫乡亲们起来，武装抵抗。”





他摇动船桨，说一声：“再见！”

便悄悄划向查斯敦岸边。
⑤



月亮出来了，照耀海湾，

那儿，停船处，有一艘大船，

是“萨默塞特号”，英国战舰，

它有如幽灵，一根根桅杆

竖在月光下，像监狱铁栏；

这黑船巨影映现在水里，

更显得船身庞大无比。





他那个伙伴，在街巷穿行，

聚精会神地侧耳倾听，

一片寂静里，听出了动静：

兵营门口聚集着人群，

武器的响动，沉重的足音，

掷弹兵整齐一致的步履

向岸边那一排船艇走去。





他便向北教堂楼顶攀登，

爬上木楼梯，脚步轻轻，

当他登上高高的钟楼室，

昏暗的梁木上栖息的鸽子

便惊起乱飞，像幢幢怪影

在他的周遭旋绕不停；

他沿梯而上，又高又陡，

到了墙头最高的窗口，

在窗前停下，仔细听一听，

望一望千家万户的屋顶，

四外是一片月色清明。





下边，山坡上，是教堂墓地，

死者们睡在幽冥营帐里，

氛围是如此深沉的静穆，

静得能听见夜风吹拂，

轻捷有如哨兵的脚步，

巡游在一座座营帐之间，

仿佛在低语：“万事平安！”

这地点、这时辰的玄妙魔力，

钟楼的荒凉，死亡的神秘，

只在他心头闪过一瞬息；

是什么使他全神贯注？

在河水汇入海湾的远处，

那影影绰绰黑压压一线，

像长桥一样，首尾相连，

顺潮而上的，是一列兵船！





对岸，保罗·里维尔，这时

已穿好马靴，上了马刺，

正走来走去，用沉重步子；

时而轻轻拍一拍马腹，

时而望一望远近景物，

焦躁地跺脚，急不可耐，

又转过身来，紧一紧马肚带；

他那双热切搜索的眼睛

注视着北教堂高高的楼顶，

那钟楼俯临着山坡墓地，

鬼魅般，阴森，荒凉，幽寂。

看哪！看哪！那钟楼顶上

微光一闪，一点红光！

他跃上马鞍，抖动缰绳，

又勒马再看，看得分明：

楼顶又亮起第二盏红灯！





大路上一阵急骤的马蹄声，

明处暗处的一个身影，

一路上卵石迸射的火星；

那一夜情况就只是这些！

又不止这些：就在那一夜，

马背上驮的是国家命运；

马蹄下爆出的火星点点

引燃了全国的腾腾烈焰。





他离开村子，登上山冈，

在他的下方，静穆而深广，

是米斯蒂河，正汇入海洋；
⑥



河边，那一排赤杨树旁，

听得见马蹄得得的声响——

沙土上，轻柔；岩石上，响亮。





教堂大钟敲响了十二点，

他过桥来到梅德福镇边。
⑦



他听见雄鸡夜半啼鸣，

听见农舍里犬吠声声，

感觉到河上的阴湿雾雰——

这场雾升起在薄暮时分。





教堂大钟敲响了一点，

他策马来到列星顿城前。
⑧



镀金风向标沐着月光，

礼拜堂窗户空空荡荡，

像鬼怪眼睛向他直瞪，

仿佛它们已吓得发愣，

仿佛它们这时已预见

血淋淋厮杀近在眼前。





教堂大钟敲响了两点，

他纵马来到康科德桥边。
⑨



他听见羊群咩咩低叫，

听见树林里鸟雀喧噪，

感觉到凌晨的微风习习

轻轻吹过了暗黄色草地。

此刻正安然熟睡的同胞

本来会在这一天被击倒，

本来会在桥头上倒毙——

被英国子弹射穿躯体。





故事的下文你们都知道：

英国兵开了火，又败阵奔逃；

一道道篱笆、院墙后面，

村民用子弹回报子弹；

沿着小路追击英国兵，

穿过田野，奔逐不停，

突然出现在树下拐弯处，

装子弹、射击才暂停脚步。





保罗·里维尔跃马向前，

整整一夜，把警报传遍

米德塞斯的村落和农庄，——

以无畏的呼声，号召反抗。

把人们唤醒，把门户敲开，

这声音响彻千秋万代！

从往昔岁月御风而行，

跨越历史，贯穿永恒：

在黑暗、危险、紧急的时辰，

人民会猛醒，会起来倾听，

会听到那匹马急骤的蹄声

和保罗·里维尔午夜的音信。

注释


①
 保罗·里维尔（1734—1818），美国独立战争中的平民英雄。他出生于马萨诸塞州的波士顿城，当过银匠、雕刻匠和印刷工人，是波士顿抗英联合会会员。1775年4月18日夜间，他得到英军即将突袭的信息后，星夜策马飞驰，从波士顿直到康科德，向沿途民兵和农民报警，从而保证了美国军民在翌日的康科德—列星顿战斗中大获全胜，声势雄壮地揭开了独立战争的序幕。至今，波士顿北教堂前还有他英姿勃勃的骑马雕像。


②
 美国独立战争爆发于1775年4月19日。这一天发生的康科德—列星顿战斗，被称为“震动全世界的枪声”。4月18日即战争爆发前夕。


③
 朗费罗这首诗写于1863年，距离1775年已有88年。


④
 米德塞斯，马萨诸塞州东部一地区。


⑤
 查斯敦，波士顿海湾上的城镇，始建于1629年，1874年并入波士顿城。


⑥
 米斯蒂河，马萨诸塞州东部河流，发源于米斯蒂湖，流向东南，在查斯敦入海。


⑦
 梅德福镇在波士顿西北八公里，是美国最古老的聚落之一，始建于1630年。


⑧
 列星顿，马萨诸塞州东部一城市，在波士顿西北，康科德以南。


⑨
 康科德是一座小城，在波士顿西北31公里，始建于1635年。


The Birds of Killingworth

It was the season, when through all the land

The merle and mavis build, and building sing

Those lovely lyrics, written by His hand,

Whom Saxon Cædmon calls the Blithe-heart King;

When on the boughs the purple buds expand,

The banners of the vanguard of the Spring,

And rivulets, rejoicing, rush and leap,

And wave their fluttering signals from the steep.





The robin and the bluebird, piping loud,

Filled all the blossoming orchards with their glee;

The sparrows chirped as if they still were proud

Their race in Holy Writ should mentioned be;

And hungry crows, assembled in a crowd,

Clamored their piteous prayer incessantly,

Knowing who hears the ravens cry, and said:

"Give us, O Lord, this day, our daily bread!"





Across the Sound the birds of passage sailed,

Speaking some unknown language strange and sweet

Of tropic isle remote, and passing hailed

The village with the cheers of all their fleet;

Or quarrelling together, laughed and railed

Like foreign sailors, landed in the street

Of seaport town, and with outlandish noise

Of oaths and gibberish frightening girls and boys.





Thus came the jocund Spring in Killingworth,

In fabulous days, some hundred years ago;

And thrifty farmers, as they tilled the earth,

Heard with alarm the cawing of the crow,

That mingled with the universal mirth,

Cassandra-like, prognosticating woe;

They shook their heads, and doomed with dreadful words

To swift destruction the whole race of birds.





And a town-meeting was convened straight-way

To set a price upon the guilty heads

Of these marauders, who, in lieu of pay,

Levied black-mail upon the garden beds

And cornfields, and beheld without dismay

The awful scarecrow, with his fluttering shreds;

The skeleton that waited at their feast,

Whereby their sinful pleasure was increased.





Then from his house, a temple painted white,

With fluted columns, and a roof of red,

The Squire came forth, august and splendid sight!

Slowly descending, with majestic tread,

Three flights of steps, nor looking left nor right,

Down the long street he walked, as one who said,

"A town that boasts inhabitants like me

Can have no lack of good society!"





The Parson, too, appeared, a man austere,

The instinct of whose nature was to kill;

The wrath of God he preached from year to year,

And read, with fervor, Edwards on the Will;

His favorite pastime was to slay the deer

In Summer on some Adirondac hill;

E'en now, while walking down the rural lane,

He lopped the wayside lilies with his cane.





From the Academy, whose belfry crowned

The hill of Science with its vane of brass,

Came the Preceptor, gazing idly round,

Now at the clouds, and now at the green grass,

And all absorbed in reveries profound

Of fair Almira in the upper class,

Who was, as in a sonnet he had said,

As pure as water, and as good as bread.





And next the Deacon issued from his door,

In his voluminous neck-cloth, white as snow;

A suit of sable bombazine he wore;

His form was ponderous, and his step was slow;

There never was so wise a man before;

He seemed the incarnate "Well, I told you so!"

And to perpetuate his great renown

There was a street named after him in town.





These came together in the new town-hall,

With sundry farmers from the region round.

The Squire presided, dignified and tall,

His air impressive and his reasoning sound;

Ill fared it with the birds, both great and small;

Hardly a friend in all that crowd they found,

But enemies enough, who every one

Charged them with all the crimes beneath the sun.





When they had ended, from his place apart

Rose the Preceptor, to redress the wrong,

And, trembling like a steed before the start,

Looked round bewildered on the expectant throng;

Then thought of fair Almira, and took heart

To speak out what was in him, clear and strong,

Alike regardless of their smile or frown,

And quite determined not to be laughed down.





"Plato, anticipating the Reviewers,

From his Republic banished without pity

The Poets; in this little town of yours,

You put to death, by means of a Committee,

The ballad-singers and the Troubadours,

The street-musicians of the heavenly city,

The birds, who make sweet music for us all

In our dark hours, as David did for Saul.





"The thrush that carols at the dawn of day

From the green steeples of the piny wood;

The oriole in the elm; the noisy jay,

Jargoning like a foreigner at his food;

The bluebird balanced on some topmost spray,

Flooding with melody the neighborhood;

Linnet and meadow-lark, and all the throng

That dwell in nests, and have the gift of song.





"You slay them all! and wherefore? for the gain

Of a scant handful more or less of wheat,

Or rye, or barley, or some other grain,

Scratched up at random by industrious feet,

Searching for worm or weevil after rain!

Or a few cherries, that are not so sweet

As are the songs these uninvited guests

Sing at their feast with comfortable breasts.





"Do you ne'er think what wondrous beings these?

Do you ne'er think who made them, and who taught

The dialect they speak, where melodies

Alone are the interpreters of thought?

Whose household words are songs in many keys,

Sweeter than instrument of man e'er caught!

Whose habitations in the tree-tops even

Are half-way houses on the road to heaven!





"Think, every morning when the sun peeps through

The dim, leaf-latticed windows of the grove,

How jubilant the happy birds renew

Their old, melodious madrigals of love!

And when you think of this, remember too

'T is always morning somewhere, and above

The awakening continents, from shore to shore,

Somewhere the birds are singing evermore.





"Think of your woods and orchards without birds!

Of empty nests that cling to boughs and beams

As in an idiot's brain remembered words

Hang empty 'mid the cobwebs of his dreams!

Will bleat of flocks or bellowing of herds

Make up for the lost music, when your teams

Drag home the stingy harvest, and no more

The feathered gleaners follow to your door?





What! would you rather see the incessant stir

Of insects in the windrows of the hay,

And hear the locust and the grasshopper

Their melancholy hurdy-gurdies play?

Is this more pleasant to you than the whir

Of meadow-lark, and her sweet roundelay,

Or twitter of little field-fares, as you take

Your nooning in the shade of bush and brake?





"You call them thieves and pillagers; but know,

They are the wingèd wardens of your farms,

Who from the cornfields drive the insidious foe,

And from your harvests keep a hundred harms;

Even the blackest of them all, the crow,

Renders good service as your man-at-arms,

Crushing the beetle in his coat of mail,

And crying havoc on the slug and snail.





"How can I teach your children gentleness,

And mercy to the weak, and reverence

For Life, which, in its weakness or excess,

Is still a gleam of God's omnipotence,

Or Death, which, seeming darkness, is no less

The selfsame light, although averted hence,

When by your laws, your actions, and your speech,

You contradict the very things I teach?"





With this he closed; and through the audience went

A murmur, like the rustle of dead leaves;

The farmers laughed and nodded, and some bent

Their yellow heads together like their sheaves;

Men have no faith in fine-spun sentiment

Who put their trust in bullocks and in beeves.

The birds were doomed; and, as the record shows,

A bounty offered for the heads of crows.





There was another audience out of reach,

Who had no voice nor vote in making laws,

But in the papers read his little speech,

And crowned his modest temples with applause;

They made him conscious, each one more than each,

He still was victor, vanquished in their cause.

Sweetest of all the applause he won from thee,

O fair Almira at the Academy!





And so the dreadful massacre began;

O'er fields and orchards, and o'er woodland crests,

The ceaseless fusillade of terror ran.

Dead fell the birds, with blood-stains on their breasts,

Or wounded crept away from sight of man,

While the young died of famine in their nests;

A slaughter to be told in groans, not words,

The very St. Bartholomew of Birds!





The Summer came, and all the birds were dead;

The days were like hot coals; the very ground

Was burned to ashes; in the orchards fed

Myriads of caterpillars, and around

The cultivated fields and garden beds

Hosts of devouring insects crawled, and found

No foe to check their march, till they had made

The land a desert without leaf or shade.





Devoured by worms, like Herod, was the town,

Because, like Herod, it had ruthlessly

Slaughtered the Innocents. From the trees spun down

The canker-worms upon the passers-by,

Upon each woman's bonnet, shawl, and gown,

Who shook them off with just a little cry;

They were the terror of each favorite walk,

The endless theme of all the village talk.





The farmers grew impatient, but a few

Confessed their error, and would not complain,

For after all, the best thing one can do

When it is raining, is to let it rain.

Then they repealed the law, although they knew

It would not call the dead to life again;

As school-boys, finding their mistake too late,

Draw a wet sponge across the accusing slate.





That year in Killingworth the Autumn came

Without the light of his majestic look,

The wonder of the falling tongues of flame,

The illumined pages of his Doom's-Day book.

A few lost leaves blushed crimson with their shame,

And drowned themselves despairing in the brook,

While the wild wind went moaning everywhere,

Lamenting the dead children of the air!





But the next Spring a stranger sight was seen,

A sight that never yet by bard was sung,

As great a wonder as it would have been

If some dumb animal had found a tongue!

A wagon, overarched with evergreen,

Upon whose boughs were wicker cages hung,

All full of singing birds, came down the street,

Filling the air with music wild and sweet.





From all the country round these birds were brought,

By order of the town, with anxious quest,

And, loosened from their wicker prisons, sought

In woods and fields the places they loved best,

Singing loud canticles, which many thought

Were satires to the authorities addressed,

While others, listening in green lanes, averred

Such lovely music never had been heard!





But blither still and louder carolled they

Upon the morrow, for they seemed to know

It was the fair Almira's wedding-day,

And everywhere, around, above, below,

When the Preceptor bore his bride away,

Their songs burst forth in joyous overflow,

And a new heaven bent over a new earth

Amid the sunny farms of Killingworth.


基灵沃思的鸟儿
①



季节到了，到处有山乌和画眉

营建新巢，一边干活一边唱；

它们所唱的抒情诗，作者是谁？

便是开德蒙所说的“慈爱之王”；
②



树枝上，紫红色花蕾绽苞吐蕊，

是春神先遣队亮出的旗帜徽章；

兴高采烈的小溪，奔腾欢跳，

从峭壁跃下，浪花闪闪如信号。





红襟鸟，蓝色知更鸟，尖声啭鸣，

使花枝招展的果园喜气洋溢；

麻雀叽喳叫，仿佛也知道圣经

提到过它们，因此而自鸣得意；
③



饥肠辘辘的乌鸦聚集成群，

没完没了地叫唤，哀哀求乞，

知道上帝听得见它们啼叫，
④



祷告着：“主呵，今天让我们吃饱！”
⑤







在这片合唱声中，飞来了候鸟，

带着远方热带岛屿的口音——

陌生，却悠扬悦耳；它们一飞到，

便全队齐鸣，向眼底的村庄致敬；

有时也互相嘲笑、抱怨或争吵，

像一群外国水手，在海港城镇

上岸逛街，叽哩咕噜地喧哗，

用洋话骂人，吓唬男孩和女娃。





百把年以前，有传奇色彩的年代里，

在基灵沃思，快乐的春天又来到；

俭朴的农夫们正忙着耕田种地，

惊慌地听到乌鸦哇哇乱叫，

这叫声搅扰了大地回春的欢喜，

像卡珊德拉的话儿，是不祥之兆；
⑥



农夫们摇头皱脸，骂得挺凶，

咒骂所有的鸟儿都快快绝种。





决定了：全镇大会要立即举行，

悬赏缉拿这些掠夺者、罪犯；

这些鸟雀们，从来也不掏分文，

只会向农田果园横征暴敛；

满不在乎地瞅着田间稻草人，

瞅着他身上破布条随风摇颤；

他像个骷髅，伺候着鸟儿的宴会，

有了他，它们更吃得津津有味。





从一座漆成白色的华堂宝殿

（有凹圆柱子，还有朱红色屋顶），

治安官走了出来，步履庄严，

缓缓下阶，好一派威风凛凛！

他连下三级，不斜视左边右边，

沿长街走去，神情仿佛在表明：

“本城既然住下了我这号人物，

社会名流就定然不在少数！”





教区牧师也来了，板着一副脸，

这家伙天赋的本能便是要杀戮；

他宣讲“神怒天罚”一年又一年，

他热心诵读爱德华兹的意志书；
⑦



他特别嗜好的娱乐便是在夏天

到阿迪朗达克山上去捕杀野鹿；
⑧



就连这会儿，他走在乡间小路上，

也挥舞拐棍，把路边百合花扫个光。





这边是专科学校，它那座钟楼

耸立在科学山上，有黄铜风向标；

校长踱出来，懒洋洋环顾四周，

抬头看看云，又低头看看绿草；

都只为高年级标致的阿米拉小妞，

害得他白日做梦，神魂颠倒；

他写过一首十四行，把她夸赞，

说她比水还纯洁，比面包还解馋。





接着，教会执事从家门走出，

雪白的宽大领带挂在脖子前；

穿一套黑色邦巴辛毛葛衣服；

只见他体形笨重，步履蹒跚；

他乃是智慧的化身，旷古所无：

“我早就训示过你们，如此这般！”

想叫他鼎鼎大名永存不灭，

还用他名字命名了本镇一条街。





这几位一齐驾临新盖的会议厅，

再就是来自近郊的农夫、乡下佬。

尊严的治安官当主席，身材笔挺，

仪表不凡，发议论井井有条。

鸟儿们（大鸟或小鸟）却不走运，

整个人堆里，没有谁给它们撑腰；

跟它们作对的可多啦：个个都指责

它们在光天化日之下的罪恶。





大伙儿全都讲完了，校长便起立，

离开座位，来纠正众人的错误；

像出征之前的骏马总有点战栗，

他面对这么多听众，也有点发怵；

想起了美人儿阿米拉，便鼓足勇气，

说出了心里的想法，毫不含糊；

他决定：对听众的喜怒不以为意，

不管听众怎么笑，也坚持讲到底。





“在你们这些议论家以前，柏拉图

早就从他的理想国赶走了诗人；
⑨



你们打算靠一个委员会帮助，

打算在你们这一座小小城镇，

把这些吟游诗人、民谣歌手，

这些天国的乐师——鸟儿们都杀尽！

我们受苦时，是它们演奏乐章

安慰了我们，像大卫对扫罗那样。
⑩







“松树林子里，从那碧绿的树梢，

天一亮，就响起画眉欢快的颂歌；

榆树上有黄莺；还有聒噪的[image: alt]
 鸟

边吃边叫唤，腔调像异邦来客；

蓝色知更鸟，在最高枝上摇呀摇，

酣唱的音波把邻近地区都浸没；

红雀，野百灵，以及世界上所有

在巢里安家的才华天纵的歌手。





“你们却要把鸟儿杀光！为哪条？

它们在下雨以后，脚儿勤快，

去寻找毛虫、象鼻虫，却偶然找到

不足一把的小麦，或大麦，裸麦，

或其他谷粒，因此便法网难逃？

还是怪它们把几颗樱桃啄坏？

那樱桃虽也甜美，怎么比得上

这些小客人会餐时惬意的吟唱？





“想过吗，它们是何等奇妙的生灵？

想过吗，是谁的巨手把它们造出？

谁教会它们语言——在这种语言中，

思想只能用美妙乐曲来表述？

它们的家常话是音响繁复的歌声，

那甜美，人间的乐器是远远不如！

它们建立在绿树顶上的家园

便是从尘世前往天国的中途站！





“想想吧：每天清早，在幽暗林地，

当阳光窥探绿叶织成的格子窗，

心花怒放的鸟儿们又一次唱起

迷人的古老情歌，该多么欢畅！

还得要记住：不论哪个时辰里，

世界上总有些地方刚刚天亮，

大洋两岸，被晨光唤醒的地域中，

永远有鸟儿的歌声响彻长空。





“想想吧：树林里，果园里，鸟儿都绝迹！

树枝上，屋梁上，鸟巢都空空荡荡，

像个傻小子模糊记得的几个字，

白白挂在脑瓜里一团乱丝上！
⑪



你们的牲口把谷物拉回家里，

再没有会飞的拾穗者跟在车旁，

是不是就让羊叫牛鸣的合奏

来补偿那一去不返的妙曲仙喉？





“难道你们情愿去欣赏昆虫

在干草中间嗡嗡不息的吵闹？

难道你们情愿听蚂蚱、蚱蜢

弹琴奏曲，发出凄惶的哀叫？

难道这些更好听，胜过野百灵

飞过的嗖嗖声，和甜润动人的歌调？

胜过小小鸫鸟的叽叽喳喳，

当你们中午歇息在树荫之下？





“你们说鸟儿是小偷、强盗；其实

它们像卫士，把你们农田看守：

是它们使庄稼免遭上百种损失，

是它们赶走麦地里暗藏的敌寇；

就连最黑的鸟儿——乌鸦，也是

你们的兵丁，为你们效劳奔走：

它啄食甲虫，劈开那铁甲外套，

向蜗牛、鼻涕虫发出毁灭的警告。





“想想吧：我历来教育你们的孩子

要温和，要怜惜弱者，要敬畏生命——

只要是生命，强也好，弱也好，它总是

全能的上帝赐予的一线光明；

也敬畏死亡——死亡虽黑暗，其实

正面也明亮，我们所见的是背影。

你们的言行、法令若与此相反，

今后，我对孩子的教育怎么办？”





他的话说完了；这时，在听众中间

响起了一阵低语声，像枯叶作响；

农夫们嘲笑着，低着头，脖子朝下弯，

黄头发凑拢到一块，像麦捆一样；

满脑子只想着牛排牛肉的粗汉

不相信那一套温文尔雅的名堂。

鸟儿们横遭判决；大会还决定：

谁交来乌鸦脑袋，就发给奖金。





有一批未到会的听众（制定法令时

他们无权表决也无权说话），

在报上读到了校长简短的言词，

便向他屋舍欢呼，把心意表达；

他们一个比一个更使他深知：

有了他们，他便是真正的赢家。

欢呼中最甜蜜的欢呼，他得之于你——

标致的阿米拉小妞，在专科学校里！





随后，在果园、田野，在山顶、树林，

可怖的大规模屠杀悍然开始；

鸟儿们掉下来，死去，胸染血痕；

暴行似连珠排炮，无休无止；

有一些鸟儿受了伤，逃离人群，

巢中留下的幼雏便活活饿死；

这是鸟类的圣巴托罗缪惨祸，
⑫



不是用言语，而是用悲啼来诉说。





夏天来了，鸟儿们都已死光；

天气像烧红的煤炭，土地烧成灰；

一座座果园把无数毛虫喂养；

成群的昆虫爬动着，贪吃着美味，

挤满了农田花圃的四面八方；

发现再没有天敌跟它们作对，

便尽情大嚼，把大地变成荒野，

不剩下一点凉荫，一片绿叶。





这城镇，像希律一样，被虫子吃掉，

因为它，像希律一样，也滥杀无辜。
⑬



从棵棵枯树枝头，有游丝悬吊，

尺蠖虫落到过路人脸上，黏糊糊，

也落向太太们软帽、披巾、长袍，

她们赶忙抖掉它，还不免惊呼；

谁出去走走，总有这虫子捣乱，

乡下人都在叨咕它，没了没完。





农夫们焦躁起来，其中有几位

晓得是自己错了，没有发牢骚；

天要下雨，你能有什么作为？

要下让它下——只有这么办最好。

当局又宣布把那道法令作废；

心里也明白：死了的再也活不了。

像学童终于发现题目已做错，

赶快拿起湿海绵把石板涂抹。





基灵沃思的秋天来了，这时节

再也见不到往年的壮丽景象：

见不到火舌般满天飞舞的红叶，

像《土地全书》，一页页被霞光照亮。
⑭



几片残存的叶子，羞红了脸色，

绝望地委身于河沟，随波逐浪；

凄厉的秋风吹扫着，呜咽唏嘘，

哀悼苍穹的那些夭逝的儿女！





可是第二年春天又出了奇迹——

这奇迹，从来不曾有诗人唱过它；

若问世上什么事能和它相比？

怕只有哑畜生居然开口说话！——

驶来了一辆车，车顶用冬青枝盖起，

一架架柳条鸟笼悬挂在枝下，

笼里装满了各色各样的鸣禽，

空间充满了甜美嘹亮的乐音。





奉本镇之命，从四处乡间野外

搜罗到这些鸟儿，送来此处，

随后，把那些柳条囚笼打开，

让鸟儿到树林田野去寻求乐土；

它们高唱的赞歌，很多人听来

像是在嘲讽本镇的当权人物；

众人在绿色小径上倾听良久，

说这样迷人的乐曲自古未有。





到了第二天，歌声更高、更欢畅，

看来，鸟儿们仿佛也欣然知悉

美人儿阿米拉这一天要做新娘；

当校长眉开眼笑，带走娇妻，

只听得前后左右，上下四方，

鸟儿们歌喉齐吐，欢情洋溢；

在基灵沃思阳光照耀的田野里，

如今又是一片崭新的天地。

注释


①
 基灵沃思，美国康涅狄格州南部的乡间小镇。


②
 据传说，开德蒙是7世纪英格兰僧侣和诗人，曾把《旧约》中的故事改写成诗歌。开德蒙所说的“慈爱之王”即上帝。


③
 圣经中多次提到麻雀，例如《旧约·诗篇》第102篇、《新约·马太福音》第10章、《路加福音》第12章等处。


④
 《旧约·诗篇》第147篇：“他（指上帝）赐食给走兽，和啼叫的小乌鸦。”又据《约伯记》第38章，耶和华对约伯说：“乌鸦之雏，因饥饿而飞来飞去，向上帝啼叫，那时，是谁为它提供食物呢？”


⑤
 这句祷告词出于《马太福音》第6章。


⑥
 据古希腊传说，卡珊德拉是特洛亚国王普里阿摩斯的女儿。她能预知灾祸，曾预言特洛亚的毁灭。


⑦
 乔纳森·爱德华兹（1703—1758），美国宗教家、玄学家，著有《意志自由之探讨》一书，“意志书”即该书的简称。


⑧
 阿迪朗达克山，美国纽约州东北部的山脉。


⑨
 柏拉图（前427—前347），古希腊哲学家。在他所著的《理想国》等书中，他抨击荷马史诗，主张驱逐诗人，取缔悲剧和喜剧。


⑩
 扫罗心绪恶劣时，大卫弹琴使他舒畅爽快，事见《旧约·撒母耳记》上篇第16章。


⑪
 这个比喻似乎有点不伦不类，但是别忘了：说话的人是个校长，所以他打比方也爱用学生学文化的比方。


⑫
 1572年8月24日（圣巴托罗缪节），法国天主教派大规模屠杀胡格诺派教徒，死二千余人，称为“圣巴托罗缪惨案”。


⑬
 希律（前74—前4），犹太王，出名的暴君。据《新约·使徒行传》第12章，希律最后是被虫子咬死的。


⑭
 《土地全书》（原文直译是《末日审判书》）是1086年英王威廉一世下令编制的全英格兰土地、财产、农民和牲畜的调查清册。这里是用《全书》的书页来比喻秋天的红叶。


Divina Commedia

Ⅰ

Oft have I seen at some cathedral door

A laborer, pausing in the dust and heat,

Lay down his burden, and with reverent feet

Enter, and cross himself, and on the floor

Kneel to repeat his paternoster o'er;

Far off the noises of the world retreat;

The loud vociferations of the street

Become an undistinguishable roar.

So, as I enter here from day to day,

And leave my burden at this minster gate,

Kneeling in prayer, and not ashamed to pray,

The tumult of the time disconsolate

To inarticulate murmurs dies away,

While the eternal ages watch and wait.

Ⅱ

How strange the sculptures that adorn these towers!

This crowd of statues, in whose folded sleeves

Birds build their nests; while canopied with leaves

Parvis and portal bloom like trellised bowers,

And the vast minster seems a cross of flowers!

But fiends and dragons on the gargoyled eaves

Watch the dead Christ between the living thieves,

And, underneath, the traitor Judas lowers!

Ah! from what agonies of heart and brain,

What exultations trampling on despair,

What tenderness, what tears, what hate of wrong,

What passionate outcry of a soul in pain,

Uprose this poem of the earth and air,

This mediæval miracle of song!

Ⅲ

I enter, and I see thee in the gloom

Of the long aisles, O poet saturnine!

And strive to make my steps keep pace with thine.

The air is filled with some unknown perfume;

The congregation of the dead make room

For thee to pass; the votive tapers shine;

Like rooks that haunt Ravenna's groves of pine

The hovering echoes fly from tomb to tomb.

From the confessionals I hear arise

Rehearsals of forgotten tragedies,

And lamentations from the crypts below;

And then a voice celestial that begins

With the pathetic words, "Although your sins

As scarlet be," and ends with "as the snow."

Ⅳ

With snow-white veil and garments as of flame,

She stands before thee, who so long ago

Filled thy young heart with passion and the woe

From which thy song and all its splendors came;

And while with stern rebuke she speaks thy name,

The ice about thy heart melts as the snow

On mountain heights, and in swift overflow

Comes gushing from thy lips in sobs of shame.

Thou makest full confession; and a gleam,

As of the dawn on some dark forest cast,

Seems on thy lifted forehead to increase;

Lethe and Eunoë—the remembered dream

And the forgotten sorrow—bring at last

That perfect pardon which is perfect peace.

Ⅴ

I lift mine eyes, and all the windows blaze

With forms of Saints and holy men who died,

Here martyred and hereafter glorified;

And the great Rose upon its leaves displays

Christ's Triumph, and the angelic roundelays,

With splendor upon splendor multiplied;

And Beatrice again at Dante's side

No more rebukes, but smiles her words of praise.

And then the organ sounds, and unseen choirs

Sing the old Latin hymns of peace and love

And benedictions of the Holy Ghost;

And the melodious bells among the spires

O'er all the house-tops and through heaven above

Proclaim the elevation of the Host!

Ⅵ

O star of morning and of liberty!

O bringer of the light, whose splendor shines

Above the darkness of the Apennines,

Forerunner of the day that is to be!

The voices of the city and the sea,

The voices of the mountains and the pines,

Repeat thy song, till the familiar lines

Are footpaths for the thought of Italy!

Thy fame is blown abroad from all the heights,

Through all the nations, and a sound is heard,

As of a mighty wind, and men devout,

Strangers of Rome, and the new proselytes,

In their own language hear thy wondrous word,

And many are amazed and many doubt.


咏《神曲》
①

 （六首）

一

多少次，我在大教堂门口看见

一个劳苦人，在暑热、尘埃中小憩，

放下重负，恭恭敬敬走进去，

画着十字，跪倒在地板上面，

把那篇主祷文念了一遍又一遍；
②



与人间的喧嚣扰攘远远隔离，

街市上震耳欲聋的声浪，到这里

变成了模糊难辨的嗡嗡一片。

正像他一样，我天天来到此间，

在这座大教堂门口放下重负，

跪下来祈祷，不觉得有什么难堪；

忧伤日子里心头的扰攘喧呼

化作含糊的喁语而终归消散；

伫候我的是永恒，是千秋万古。

二

多少座神奇雕像装点着高塔！
③



雕像皱褶的衣袖里，有鸟雀营巢；

以绿叶浓荫为天棚，前门和廊道

像格子凉亭一样开满了鲜花，

整个教堂便成了花朵的十字架！

鬼怪和蛟龙，从屋檐承溜口俯眺

已死的基督和两旁未死的强盗，
④



下边，是愁眉苦脸的叛徒犹大！
⑤



哦！从什么痛心疾首的忧愤，

从什么对“绝望”不屑一顾的狂欢，

从什么痛苦灵魂的急切呼吁，

从什么悲悯，眼泪，对邪孽的憎恨，

涌出了这一部囊括天地的诗篇，
⑥



这一部中世纪奇迹一般的乐曲！

三

我走进教堂，在那长廊暗处

瞥见了你——神情忧郁的诗人！

我加快步子，只想跟上你前行；

空气里异香扑鼻，氤氲四布；

死者们闪在一旁，给你让路；

还愿谢恩的香烛光焰荧荧；

好似群鸦旋绕在拉文纳松林，
⑦



旋绕的回声从坟墓飞向坟墓。

我听到忏悔室里的絮絮低语，

重述着一幕幕早已忘却的悲剧，

还听到地下墓穴里哀声呜咽；

然后是天国的声音，悲悯忧恻，

开头：“你们有猩红如血的罪恶，”

结尾：“也能够洗净而洁白如雪。”
⑧



四

披着雪白面纱和火红长袍，

她站在你面前，就是她，在悠悠往昔

让激情和痛苦涨满你年轻的胸臆，

由此，才有你的诗，和你的荣耀。
⑨



当她严词责备你违离正道，

你心头凝聚的冰凌便化为水汽，

像高山积雪消融，使河川横溢，

羞惭的啜泣涌出你唇边眼角。

向她，你全盘供认了心灵的迷误；

有如黎明给幽林送来了曙色，

你的眉宇间展现了一道光明；

这里，“忘川”和“忆溪”（忘却的悲苦

和忆起的旧梦）终于使你获得

全面的宽恕——全面的平静安宁。
⑩



五

我望见：四厢窗口都光彩奕奕，

闪耀着已故圣徒、圣者的形象——

他们，因忠勇献身而备受敬仰；

还望见巨型玫瑰，花瓣繁密，
⑪



以壮丽景象昭示基督的胜利；

天使的歌舞，华光上更添华光；

贝雅特里齐又回到但丁身旁，

不再责备他，却露出赞许的笑意。
⑫



风琴鸣奏，无影无形的唱诗班

把古老拉丁赞美诗曼声吟咏，

赞颂和平与仁爱，向圣灵祝祷；
⑬



铃声清越，飘飏于尖塔之间，

凌越所有的屋顶，响彻天穹，

宣告高举圣餐的时辰已到！
⑭



六

哦，黎明的星辰，自由的星辰！

是你引来了曙色和旭日霞光，

才把亚平宁黑暗的天空照亮，
⑮



你是先驱者，预告白昼的来临！
⑯



山岳、海洋、松林、城邑的声音

都在反复吟哦你宏伟的乐章，

你家弦户诵的诗行像路途一样

载负着意大利思想向前行进！
⑰



你盛名翻山跨海，万邦传遍，

有响声，像一阵大风，从天而下；

虔信者，犹太教新信徒，罗马来客，

全都听到了你惊心动魄的语言——

这语言却是他们家乡的土话，

多少人为之震惊，多少人惶惑。
⑱



注释


①
 《神曲》是但丁的代表作。朗费罗曾把《神曲》译成英文。有些学者认为：咏《神曲》的这六首十四行诗，是朗费罗最好的作品。


②
 “主祷文”，基督教最常用的一篇祈祷经文，据说是由耶稣向门徒们口授的。见于《新约·马太福音》和《路加福音》。


③
 这一行的“高塔”和第3行的“前门”、“廊道”，都是大教堂的组成部分。


④
 承溜口（又名“滴水嘴”或“笕嘴”）装在屋檐上，用以排除屋顶的雨水。在西欧哥特式建筑中，常雕成怪人或怪兽的形状（在这首诗所描写的大教堂中，是雕成鬼怪和蛟龙的形状），雨水从它们口中滴出。“基督”与“强盗”（还有下一行的“犹大”），当系教堂中陈设的宗教画或雕像。基督（耶稣）被钉上十字架时，两旁有两个强盗同时被钉，基督比他们先死，见《新约·马太福音》第27章、《马可福音》第15章。


⑤
 据《新约》福音书，犹大原是耶稣的十二使徒之一，后来为了三十块银币而出卖了耶稣，终于悔恨自缢而死。


⑥
 “囊括天地的诗篇”，指《神曲》。但丁本人也说过类似的话，见《神曲·天国篇》第25章。


⑦
 拉文纳，意大利北部的名城。但丁晚年定居、逝世和葬身于此。拉文纳海滨的松林是著名风景区。


⑧
 这是耶和华说的话，见《旧约·以赛亚书》第1章。


⑨
 “她”指贝雅特里齐（1266—1290），但丁青年时期挚爱的少女。但丁的抒情诗集《新生》就是为她而作的；而《神曲》，据但丁自己说，也是献给她的“一座纪念碑”。在《神曲·炼狱篇》第30—31章中，但丁描述了他与贝雅特里齐在“地上乐园”重逢，贝雅特里齐责备他违离了她所指引的正道，他因此悔恨哭泣，向她承认了自己心灵的迷误。


⑩
 据《炼狱篇》第28章叙述，“地上乐园”有两条河，一条是“忘川”（Lethe），饮其水就能忘掉过去的罪恶；另一条是“忆溪”（Eunoë），饮其水就能记起过去的善行。


⑪
 “玫瑰”，既指大教堂的玫瑰形圆花窗，也指《神曲·天国篇》第30—32章所描述的“天上诸圣的玫瑰”（供天上诸圣排班入座的玫瑰形大会场）。


⑫
 贝雅特里齐以微笑向但丁表示赞许，屡见于《天国篇》各章。


⑬
 基督教有“圣父、圣子、圣灵三位一体”的信条。“圣灵”代表“神爱”，是“三位一体”的第三位。


⑭
 “高举圣餐”是基督教一项礼仪。举行仪式时，由主礼人将“圣餐”（一种面饼，代表基督的身体）高举过头，进行祝祷，称为“祝圣”。但天主教、东正教与新教的仪式有所不同，名称亦各异。“祝圣”时，往往鸣铃为号，称为“圣铃”。


⑮
 亚平宁，指意大利。（亚平宁山脉纵贯意大利半岛，所以该半岛又称亚平宁半岛。）


⑯
 朗费罗的这几行诗，与恩格斯对但丁的评价颇有相似之处。恩格斯说：“封建的中世纪的终结和现代资本主义纪元的开端，是以一位大人物为标志的。这位人物就是意大利人但丁，他是中世纪的最后一位诗人，同时又是新时代的最初一位诗人。”此外，恩格斯在评论但丁和意大利其他伟大人物的时候，还曾指出：现代世界的曙光是从意大利升起的。


⑰
 这首诗的前八行指出：但丁和《神曲》给意大利带来了光明，代表着意大利民族的思想。后六行进一步指出，但丁和《神曲》不仅属于意大利，也属于全世界。


⑱
 据《新约·使徒行传》第2章，耶稣的十二使徒在五旬节聚集到一处，忽然天上有响声下来，像一阵大风吹过，使徒们就都被圣灵充满，凭着圣灵所赐的口才，说起别国的话来；这时，在场的来自各国的听众（耶路撒冷的虔信者、来自罗马的旅客、犹太教的新信徒等等）发现：使徒们所说的竟不是自己的语言，而是听众各自的家乡土话，他们为此感到震惊和惶惑。朗费罗这几行诗是借用《使徒行传》的典故，把但丁《神曲》比作十二使徒的预言；“家乡土话”云云，当系照应上文的“万邦传遍”，暗示《神曲》已成为全世界所有民族共享的精神财富。


Chaucer

An old man in a lodge within a park;

The chamber walls depicted all around

With portraitures of huntsman, hawk, and hound,

And the hurt deer. He listeneth to the lark,

Whose song comes with the sunshine through the dark

Of painted glass in leaden lattice bound;

He listeneth and he laugheth at the sound,

Then writeth in a book like any clerk.

He is the poet of the dawn, who wrote

The Canterbury Tales, and his old age

Made beautiful with song; and as I read

I hear the crowing cock, I hear the note

Of lark and linnet, and from every page

Rise odors of ploughed field or flowery mead.


乔　叟
①



一个老人，独居于园中小房；

房内四壁画满了狩猎的图景：

猎人，猎狗，受伤的野鹿，猎鹰。

他在倾听百灵鸟清晨的歌唱，

这片歌声传来时，旭日的光芒

刚透过铅格窗彩色玻璃的暗影；

他听着，不禁笑起来，还趁着佳兴

取簿册奋笔疾书，像学士一样。

他是黎明时期的一代诗宗，

《坎特伯雷故事集》出自他笔下，

诗歌使他的晚景奕奕生光；

读着他的诗，我恍如听到鸡鸣，

听到百灵和红雀；页页都散发

新耕田野、繁花草原的清香。

注释


①
 杰弗里·乔叟（约1343—1400），文艺复兴初期英国的伟大诗人。对于英国民族文学的发展和文学语言的形成起了重要作用，被称为“英国诗歌之父”。《坎特伯雷故事集》是他的代表作。朗费罗这首诗里的猎人、猎狗、猎鹰、受伤的野鹿、百灵鸟等等，都出自《坎特伯雷故事集》的故事中。


Shakespeare

A vision as of crowded city streets,

With human life in endless overflow;

Thunder of thoroughfares; trumpets that blow

To battle; clamor, in obscure retreats,

Of sailors landed from their anchored fleets;

Tolling of bells in turrets, and below

Voices of children, and bright flowers that throw

O'er garden-walls their intermingled sweets!

This vision comes to me when I unfold

The volume of the Poet paramount,

Whom all the Muses loved, not one alone;—

Into his hands they put the lyre of gold,

And, crowned with sacred laurel at their fount,

Placed him as Musagetes on their throne.


莎士比亚

幻象纷呈：熙熙攘攘的市廛，

无穷尽的人类生活在这里奔涌；

街头巷尾的喧闹；进军的号声；

从停泊船舰登岸嬉游的海员

在那些隐僻去处的吆喝叫喊；

一座座楼塔悠扬清越的钟鸣；

儿童的笑语；园中的万紫千红

把阵阵混融的香气送出墙垣！

最高的诗人！我展读他的典籍，

眼前就出现这光怪陆离的幻象；

缪斯个个都爱他，不止一个：
①



她们把黄金七弦琴递到他手里，
②



把泉边仙桂绿枝缠在他头上，
③



让他就位于她们首领的宝座。
④



注释


①
 缪斯，希腊神话中的九个文艺女神。


②
 “黄金七弦琴”，太阳神阿波罗和缪斯的乐器。


③
 即“桂冠诗人”之意。“泉”指卡斯塔里亚泉。据说，这是缪斯汲水的地方，饮了这泉水就能获得诗人的灵感。


④
 “首领”，指率领缪斯姊妹的太阳神阿波罗。


Milton

I pace the sounding sea-beach and behold

How the voluminous billows roll and run,

Upheaving and subsiding, while the sun

Shines through their sheeted emerald far unrolled,

And the ninth wave, slow gathering fold by fold

All its loose-flowing garments into one,

Plunges upon the shore, and floods the dun

Pale reach of sands, and changes them to gold.

So in majestic cadence rise and fall

The mighty undulations of thy song,

O sightless bard, England's Mæonides!

And ever and anon, high over all

Uplifted, a ninth wave superb and strong,

Floods all the soul with its melodious seas.


弥尔顿
①



漫步于涛声震耳的海滩，我看到

浩瀚浪潮是怎样滚滚奔驰，

升腾，然后又平息，让一轮红日

在那舒展无垠的绿波上朗照；

九级浪，把它宽绰松散的衣袍，

慢慢地，一层又一层，折叠到一起，

腾跃向前，浸没了岸边土地，

把晦暗沙滩渲染成金光闪耀。

你的诗也与此相同：以庄严的节奏，

以波澜壮阔的韵律，起伏回荡，

哦，英国的麦尼狄，失明的诗人！
②



你的诗，也常常凌越所有浪头，

跃起一个雄伟奇丽的九级浪，

以乐曲的海水，浸没了全部灵魂。

注释


①
 弥尔顿，见《普罗米修斯》诗注。


②
 弥尔顿44岁时双目失明。“麦尼狄”，意为“麦尼亚人”，指麦尼亚的歌者荷马。据说荷马是个盲诗人。


Keats

The young Endymion sleeps Endymion's sleep;

The shepherd-boy whose tale was left half told!

The solemn grove uplifts its shield of gold

To the red rising moon, and loud and deep

The nightingale is singing from the steep;

It is midsummer, but the air is cold;

Can it be death? Alas, beside the fold

A shepherd's pipe lies shattered near his sheep.

Lo! in the moonlight gleams a marble white,

On which I read: "Here lieth one whose name

Was writ in water." And was this the meed

Of his sweet singing? Rather let me write:

"The smoking flax before it burst to flame

Was quenched by death, and broken the bruised reed."


济　慈
①



年轻的恩底弥昂睡着他的觉；
②



这牧童，故事还剩一半没有讲；
③



明月东升，幽林被月光照亮，

闪烁如黄金盾牌；哦，又听到

峭壁上夜莺嘹亮深沉的歌调；
④



已经是仲夏，空气却阴冷清凉；

莫非他死了？唉！那羊栏近旁

扔着残破的牧笛，而笛音已杳。

看呵！月光下一方莹白的石碑，

碑上，我读到这样一句铭言：

“名随逝水的一人，在此安歇。”
⑤



这就是对他妙曲仙喉的赞美？

不如让我写：“压伤的芦苇已折断；

麻秆刚冒烟，没烧出旺火，便熄灭。”
⑥



注释


①
 约翰·济慈（1795—1821），与拜伦、雪莱同时并与他们齐名的英国浪漫主义诗人。


②
 恩底弥昂，希腊神话中俊美的牧羊少年。一天晚上，他在山坡上睡觉，月神狄安娜看见了他，在他唇上吻了一下，把他惊醒。狄安娜为了让他的青春和美貌永远不变，就设法使他长睡不醒，每夜去吻他一次。济慈写过一首以恩底弥昂为题的长诗。


③
 “牧童”，即恩底弥昂，也用来隐喻济慈（欧洲文学作品中常以牧童比喻诗人）。


④
 济慈写过一首以夜莺为题的名篇。


⑤
 这是济慈自撰的墓志铭，生前交给他的友人塞温，死后刻在他的墓碑上，意思是说他的姓名很快会泯灭，不留痕迹。原文中用了“lieth”和“writ”这样的古语，如果译文也需要古雅一些，则可译为：“斯人也，名随逝水，身眠此穴。”


⑥
 “芦苇”、“麻秆”等语是比喻济慈的早逝。典出《旧约·以赛亚书》第42章：“压伤的芦苇，他不折断；冒烟的麻秆，他不吹灭。”


A Summer Day by the Sea

The sun is set; and in his latest beams

Yon little cloud of ashen gray and gold,

Slowly upon the amber air unrolled,

The falling mantle of the Prophet seems.

From the dim headlands many a light-house gleams,

The street-lamps of the ocean; and behold,

O'erhead the banners of the night unfold;

The day hath passed into the land of dreams.

O summer day beside the joyous sea!

O summer day so wonderful and white,

So full of gladness and so full of pain!

Forever and forever shalt thou be

To some the gravestone of a dead delight,

To some the landmark of a new domain.


海滨一夏日

夕阳西下，最后的余晖残照中，

灰白而又金黄的纤云一片，

在那琥珀色天穹徐徐舒展，

好像从先知身上飘落的斗篷。
①



座座灯塔在远近岬角齐明，

宛如点亮了大海的街灯盏盏，

看呵，夜的大纛临空飘飐，

白昼已经悄然溜入了梦境。

哦，赏心悦目的海滨夏日！

你是这样洁白，又这样奇诡！

你是充满喜悦，又充满悲哀！

天长地久，不论何时，你总是

一些人为已逝欢情志哀的墓碑，

一些人为新辟疆土志喜的界牌。

注释


①
 “先知”指以利亚。以利亚身上飘落的斗篷，典出《旧约·列王纪》下篇第2章。


The Tides

I saw the long line of the vacant shore,

The sea-weed and the shells upon the sand,

And the brown rocks left bare on every hand,

As if the ebbing tide would flow no more.

Then heard I, more distinctly than before,

The ocean breathe and its great breast expand,

And hurrying came on the defenceless land

The insurgent waters with tumultuous roar.

All thought and feeling and desire, I said,

Love, laughter, and the exultant joy of song

Have ebbed from me forever! Suddenly o'er me

They swept again from their deep ocean bed,

And in a tumult of delight, and strong

As youth, and beautiful as youth, upbore me.


潮

我看见一线漫长空旷的海岸，

沙滩上，海藻和贝壳零星散布，

焦黄光裸的岩石兀立四处，

仿佛退落的潮水永不再怒卷。

随后，比以前更清晰，我又听见

大海在喘息，它浩瀚胸膛在起伏，

狂躁的洪流，以一片鼓噪号呼，

气冲冲扑向毫无防御的岸边。

我说过：所有的心思，感触，愿望，

爱情，欢笑，妙曲清歌的陶醉，

已经永远从我的心头退去！

蓦然，它们又冲出海底之床，

快乐喧哗着，像青春一样俊美，

像青春一样壮健，又把我高举。


Nature

As a fond mother, when the day is o'er,

Leads by the hand her little child to bed,

Half willing, half reluctant to be led,

And leave his broken playthings on the floor,

Still gazing at them through the open door,

Nor wholly reassured and comforted

By promises of others in their stead,

Which, though more splendid, may not please him more;

So Nature deals with us, and takes away

Our playthings one by one, and by the hand

Leads us to rest so gently, that we go

Scarce knowing if we wish to go or stay,

Being too full of sleep to understand

How far the unknown transcends the what we know.


造　化

像一位慈爱的母亲，见天色已晚，

牵着手儿，领孩子上床歇息；

孩子半情愿半勉强，跟她走去，

边走边回头，朝着房门外边

地下那些破玩意儿看了又看；

尽管妈妈答应买新的来代替，

还是不那么放心，不那么如意——

新的虽更好，他却未必更喜欢。

造化对待我们也正像这般，

把我们喜爱的玩意儿一件件拿开，

牵着手儿，仁慈地领我们去睡觉；

我们去了，分不清情愿不情愿，

睡意太浓，顾不得打听明白

未知的比这已知的胜过多少。
①



注释


①
 “已知的”，指生；“未知的”，指死。第11行的“睡觉”也是指死。


Venice

White swan of cities, slumbering in thy nest

So wonderfully built among the reeds

Of the lagoon, that fences thee and feeds,

As sayeth thy old historian and thy guest!

White water-lily, cradled and caressed

By ocean streams, and from the silt and weeds

Lifting thy golden filaments and seeds.

Thy sun-illumined spires, thy crown and crest!

White phantom city, whose untrodden streets

Are rivers, and whose pavements are the shifting

Shadows of palaces and strips of sky;

I wait to see thee vanish like the fleets

Seen in mirage, or towers of cloud uplifting

In air their unsubstantial masonry.


威尼斯

众多城市里，你是最美的白鹄，

（正如古代记事家、游客所形容，）

睡在苇丛里构筑精巧的巢中，

有湖将你哺养，将你围护。

你是雪白的睡莲，洋流所爱抚，

出自水底的淤泥和杂草丛丛，

把金色花须和莲子凌波高耸，

阳光下闪耀着纤茎、花冠和饰物。

莹白的幻异之城！一道道河水

是你的街衢；一片片青天和宫殿的

动荡倒影，是你铺街的砖石；
①



我等着，看你是否像蜃景船队，

是否像虚无缥缈、兀立空间的

云雾楼台一样，霎时便消逝。

注释


①
 威尼斯是著名的水城，城中河道纵横，楼台宫殿多建筑在河边，宛如以河水为街。


Dedication

To G. W. G.









With favoring winds, o'er sunlit seas,

We sailed for the Hesperides,

The land where golden apples grow;

But that, ah! that was long ago.





How far since then the ocean streams

Have swept us from that land of dreams,

That land of fiction and of truth,

The lost Atlantis of our youth!





Whither, ah, whither? Are not these

The tempest-haunted Orcades,

Where sea-gulls scream, and breakers roar,

And wreck and sea-weed line the shore?





Ultima Thule! Utmost Isle!

Here in thy harbors for a while

We lower our sails; a while we rest

From the unending, endless quest.


献　词
①



给G.W.G.









顺风里扬帆，阳光下漂海，

我们寻访过极西仙境——

那儿是乐园，长着金苹果；
②



可是呵，那是老早的事情。





后来，洋流把我们卷走，

远离那恍然如梦的邦家，

远离那真真幻幻的国境，

沉没的大西洲，逝去的年华！
③







上哪儿？啊，上哪儿？这不是

风暴频仍的奥克尼群岛？
④



浪吼，鸥鸣，沿岸罗列着

破船的残骸，零乱的海藻！





阿地末·修离！天涯之岛！
⑤



此刻，我们在你的港口里，

从那永无止境的寻求中

暂时收帆，暂时休息。

注释


①
 这首诗是作者1880年出版的诗集《天涯岛》卷首的题词。


②
 “极西仙境”是金苹果园，见《逝去的青春》诗注。


③
 大西洲（或音译为“阿特兰提斯”），传说中的大岛名。据说此岛已沉入大洋。


④
 奥克尼群岛在苏格兰以北，由七十多个岛屿组成。


⑤
 阿地末·修离，原文为拉丁文Ultima Thule，意为“天涯岛”或“天涯海角”。这里是音译。


The Tide Rises, the Tide Falls

The tide rises, the tide falls,

The twilight darkens, the curlew calls;

Along the sea-sands damp and brown

The traveller hastens toward the town,

And the tide rises, the tide falls.





Darkness settles on roofs and walls,

But the sea, the sea in the darkness calls;

The little waves, with their soft, white hands,

Efface the footprints in the sands,

And the tide rises, the tide falls.





The morning breaks; the steeds in their stalls

Stamp and neigh, as the hostler calls;

The day returns, but nevermore

Returns the traveller to the shore,

And the tide rises, the tide falls.


潮水升，潮水落

潮水升了，潮水落了，

天色已晚，鹬鸟啼鸣；

踏着暗黄色湿润海沙，

行人赶路，前往小城。

潮水升，潮水落。





屋顶墙垣都沉入黑暗里，

黑暗里，大海呼号不息；

细浪用又软又白的手儿

抹去沙上行人的脚迹。

潮水升，潮水落。





厩中的驿马跺蹄长嘶，

天一亮，就听见马夫呼唤；

白天回来了，那位行人呢，

他却永远不再回海岸。

潮水升，潮水落。


The Poet and His Songs

As the birds come in the Spring,

We know not from where;

As the stars come at evening

From depths of the air;





As the rain comes from the cloud,

And the brook from the ground;

As suddenly, low or loud,

Out of silence a sound;





As the grape comes to the vine,

The fruit to the tree;

As the wind comes to the pine,

And the tide to the sea;





As come the white sails of ships

O'er the ocean's verge;

As comes the smile to the lips,

The foam to the surge;





So come to the Poet his songs,

All hitherward blown

From the misty realm, that belongs

To the vast Unknown.





His, and not his, are the lays

He sings; and their fame

Is his, and not his; and the praise

And the pride of a name.





For voices pursue him by day,

And haunt him by night,

And he listens, and needs must obey,

When the Angel says: "Write!"


诗人和他的歌

像春天飞来的鸟儿

不知道来自哪里；

像黄昏出现的星儿

来自深深的天宇；





像霖雨降自云霓，

像溪水源于土地；

像或低或昂的音响

蓦然冲破了沉寂；





像葡萄结在藤上，

像果子挂满枝条；

像清风吹过松柏，

像海洋泛起怒潮；





像隐约几点白帆

闪露在大海边缘；

像微笑浮上唇吻，

银沫从碧波涌现：





诗歌就这样来临，

从烟雾迷离的疆土，

从广漠的陌生境域，

向诗人心灵吹度。





是他的，又不是他的——

他所唱出的歌曲；

是他的，又不是他的——

歌曲的和他的荣誉。





因为诗歌的声音

日夜都向他催逼，

当天使吩咐：“写吧！”

他就得听从，动笔。


Becalmed

Becalmed upon the sea of Thought,

Still unattained the land it sought,

My mind, with loosely-hanging sails,

Lies waiting the auspicious gales.





On either side, behind, before,

The ocean stretches like a floor,—

A level floor of amethyst,

Crowned by a golden dome of mist.





Blow, breath of inspiration, blow!

Shake and uplift this golden glow!

And fill the canvas of the mind

With wafts of thy celestial wind.





Blow, breath of song! until I feel

The straining sail, the lifting keel,

The life of the awakening sea,

Its motion and its mystery!


停　船
①



没有到达要去的口岸，

就在思想大海里停船，

我的心，松松挂着帆篷，

在这儿停着，等待顺风。





船的两边，后面和前面，

大海横陈，像一块地板，——

像青玉地板一样平静，

高处是金色雾雰穹顶。





吹吧，灵感的气息，快吹！

摇撼和擎举这金色光辉！

用你一阵一阵的天风

涨满心灵之船的帆篷。





吹吧，诗歌的气息！直吹到

风帆绷紧，龙骨升高，

大海苏醒，生机洋溢，

活跃骚动，一派神奇！

注释


①
 “停船”，指帆船因无风而停止前进。


Autumn Within

It is autumn; not without,

But within me is the cold.

Youth and spring are all about;

It is I that have grown old.





Birds are darting through the air,

Singing, building without rest;

Life is stirring everywhere,

Save within my lonely breast.





There is silence: the dead leaves

Fall and rustle and are still;

Beats no flail upon the sheaves,

Comes no murmur from the mill.


心里的秋天

秋天来了；不是在外界，

是我心里感到了秋凉。

四处都是青春和美景，

只有我已经老迈苍苍。





鸟儿在空中急速飞行，

歌唱，筑巢，片刻不停；

生机活跃在每个角落，

除了我这孤寂的心灵。





这里是一片静默：枯叶

下坠，飒响，终于沉寂；

听不到连枷拍打稻粱，

也没有水车喁语的声息。


The Four Lakes of Madison

Four limpid lakes,—four Naiades

Or sylvan deities are these,

In flowing robes of azure dressed;

Four lovely handmaids, that uphold

Their shining mirrors, rimmed with gold,

To the fair city in the West.





By day the coursers of the sun

Drink of these waters as they run

Their swift diurnal round on high;

By night the constellations glow

Far down the hollow deeps below,

And glimmer in another sky.





Fair lakes, serene and full of light,

Fair town, arrayed in robes of white,

How visionary ye appear!

All like a floating landscape seems

In cloud-land or the land of dreams,

Bathed in a golden atmosphere!


麦迪逊城的四湖
①



宛如四位水神或林神，

穿着轻飘飘淡蓝衣裙，——

这是四个澄澈的湖沼；

宛如四个可爱的侍女，

把镶有金边的明镜高举，

向西方亮丽城池照耀。





白昼，太阳的骏马在碧霄

奔驰于每日循环的轨道，
②



常来啜饮这儿的湖水；

入夜，荧荧闪闪的繁星

映入明净邃远的湖心，

在水底天穹吐射幽辉。





秀媚的湖沼，恬静而清亮，

秀媚的城池，披缟素轻裳，

你们的神采是何等幻异！

恍如在缥缈的云乡梦境

浮游不定的奇观丽景，

浴着金光灿烂的大气。

注释


①
 麦迪逊，美国威斯康星州首府，以景色秀丽著称。


②
 西方神话中说，太阳是由四匹骏马拉着奔跑的。


Four by the Clock

Four by the clock! and yet not day;

But the great world rolls and wheels away,

With its cities on land, and its ships at sea,

Into the dawn that is to be!





Only the lamp in the anchored bark

Sends its glimmer across the dark,

And the heavy breathing of the sea

Is the only sound that comes to me.


四点钟

天还没有亮，刚刚四点钟，

大千世界已辘辘转动，

陆上的城池，海上的船舶，

都滚入冉冉欲来的曙色！





只有泊岸小舟的孤灯

把一缕微光送入晦冥，

大海沉缓粗重的呼吸

是向我传来的唯一声息。


The City and the Sea

The panting City cried to the Sea,

"I am faint with heat,—Oh breathe on me!"





And the Sea said, "Lo, I breathe! but my breath

To some will be life, to others death!"





As to Prometheus, bringing ease

In pain, come the Oceanides,





So to the City, hot with the flame

Of the pitiless sun, the east wind came.





It came from the heaving breast of the deep,

Silent as dreams are, and sudden as sleep.





Life-giving, death-giving, which will it be;

O breath of the merciful, merciless Sea?


城与海

城市喘咻咻，向大海呼吁：

“我热得发了昏，快向我吹气！”





大海说：“我吹，可是我气息

既能给予生，也能给予死！”





像普罗米修斯正在受苦，

海洋女神给他以安舒，
①







城市被无情烈日炙烤，

清爽的东风飒然来到。





它来自大海起伏的胸脯，

梦一般恬静，睡一般突兀。





多情又无情的大海气息！

你究竟给予生，还是给予死？

注释


①
 据希腊神话，普罗米修斯被缚在高加索山崖上时，海洋女神们曾来安慰他。


Decoration Day

Sleep, comrades, sleep and rest

On this Field of the Grounded Arms,

Where foes no more molest,

Nor sentry's shot alarms!





Ye have slept on the ground before,

And started to your feet

At the cannon's sudden roar,

Or the drum's redoubling beat.





But in this camp of Death

No sound your slumber breaks;

Here is no fevered breath,

No wound that bleeds and aches.





All is repose and peace,

Untrampled lies the sod;

The shouts of battle cease,

It is the truce of God!





Rest, comrades, rest and sleep!

The thoughts of men shall be

As sentinels to keep

Your rest from danger free.





Your silent tents of green

We deck with fragrant flowers;

Yours has the suffering been,

The memory shall be ours.


烈士纪念日
①



在这停息了战火的土地上，

同志们，睡吧，好好休息！

这里再没有敌人骚扰，

也没有哨兵枪声惊动你！





以前，你们曾睡在地上，

每当大炮突然间轰击，

或是鼓声洪亮地敲响，

你们立即警觉地跳起。





如今，在这死神的帐篷，

再没有嘈音干扰睡梦；

这里没有昏热的喘息，

也没有伤口流血疼痛。





这里是一片静穆祥和，

草地如茵，没有人踩过；

争战的喧嚣已化为沉寂，

这是上帝息止了兵戈！
②







愿你们好好休息，同志们，

愿你们好好休息和睡眠！

人们的思想会充当卫兵，

保护你们休息得安全。





在你们幽静的绿色帐顶，

让我们缀上朵朵香花；

你们承担了苦难牺牲，

我们以纪念作为回答。

注释


①
 指美国南北战争烈士纪念日，即5月30日。


②
 这行诗直译当为“这是上帝的休战”。按：中世纪欧洲教会有时宣布在一定时期内停止争斗，名之为“上帝的休战”。


A Fragment

Awake! arise! the hour is late!

Angels are knocking at thy door!

They are in haste and cannot wait,

And once departed come no more.





Awake! arise! the athlete's arm

Loses its strength by too much rest;

The fallow land, the untilled farm

Produces only weeds at best.


断　片

醒来！起来！时辰已晚！

天使正把门扉叩！

他们匆忙不能等，

一旦离去不回头。





醒来！起来！健儿的身手

休息太多力气小；

荒土闲地未耕田，

顶多只能生野草。


Loss and Gain

When I compare

What I have lost with what I have gained,

What I have missed with what attained,

Little room do I find for pride.





I am aware

How many days have been idly spent;

How like an arrow the good intent

Has fallen short or been turned aside.





But who shall dare

To measure loss and gain in this wise?

Defeat may be victory in disguise;

The lowest ebb is the turn of the tide.


得　失

　当我对比

我所获得与我所失掉，

我所错过与我所达到，

发现没有什么可夸耀。





　我已察觉

无端虚掷了多少时光；

美好的意愿就像一支箭，

半途落下了，或飞向一旁。





　可是谁敢

用这种方式来衡量得失？

失败可能是变相的胜利，

最低潮就是高潮的开始。


The Bells of San Blas

What say the Bells of San Blas

To the ships that southward pass

From the harbor of Mazatlan?

To them it is nothing more

Than the sound of surf on the shore,—

Nothing more to master or man.





But to me, a dreamer of dreams,

To whom what is and what seems

Are often one and the same,—

The Bells of San Blas to me

Have a strange, wild melody,

And are something more than a name.





For bells are the voice of the church;

They have tones that touch and search

The hearts of young and old;

One sound to all, yet each

Lends a meaning to their speech,

And the meaning is manifold.





They are a voice of the Past,

Of an age that is fading fast,

Of a power austere and grand;

When the flag of Spain unfurled

Its folds o'er this western world,

And the Priest was lord of the land.





The chapel that once looked down

On the little seaport town

Has crumbled into the dust;

And on oaken beams below

The bells swing to and fro,

And are green with mould and rust.





"Is, then, the old faith dead,"

They say, "and in its stead

Is some new faith proclaimed,

That we are forced to remain

Naked to sun and rain,

Unsheltered and ashamed?





"Once in our tower aloof

We rang over wall and roof

Our warnings and our complaints;

And round about us there

The white doves filled the air,

Like the white souls of the saints.





"The saints! Ah, have they grown

Forgetful of their own?

Are they asleep, or dead,

That open to the sky

Their ruined Missions lie,

No longer tenanted?





"Oh, bring us back once more

The vanished days of yore,

When the world with faith was filled;

Bring back the fervid zeal,

The hearts of fire and steel,

The hands that believe and build.





"Then from our tower again

We will send over land and main

Our voices of command,

Like exiled kings who return

To their thrones, and the people learn

That the Priest is lord of the land!"





O Bells of San Blas, in vain

Ye call back the Past again!

The Past is deaf to your prayer!

Out of the shadows of night

The world rolls into light;

It is daybreak everywhere.


圣布拉斯的钟声
①



圣布拉斯的钟声鸣响，

向那些来自马萨特兰港，

南下的航船诉说些什么？
②



他们，不论船长或船员，

别的声音全都听不见，

只听见腾空拍岸的洪波。





而我，我这多梦的梦中人，

“是什么”、“像什么”也不会区分，

常常把两者混融糅合，——

从圣布拉斯的钟声里，我听到

一种古怪而凄苦的音调，

难以用一个名称来概括。





钟声乃是教堂的声音，

这样的乐曲触动和探寻

老老少少众人的心房；

同样的钟声，而听众各异，

各自阐释这声音的含义，

使它的含义纷繁多样。





这钟声原是往昔的音响，

属于那高贵威严的力量，

属于那倏忽衰谢的时代——

那时，在西方世界上空，

西班牙旌旗舒展飘动，

神父乃是大地的主宰。
③







多年前在这小小海港

凭高俯眺的一座教堂，

崩塌了，变成破瓦寒灰；

残存的几根橡木横梁，

吊着这些钟，来回晃荡，

锈痕斑驳，长满了绿霉。





“莫不是老信条已经废掉，”

它们说，“莫不是新兴的信条

已经定出，已经颁布，

才弄得我们茹苦含辛，

赤条条任凭日晒雨淋，

无遮无盖，蒙羞受辱？





“当年，在孤悬高耸的钟楼，

我们把警世钟声鸣奏，

俯临全城的墙垣屋顶；

那时，环绕在我们四旁，

是一群白鸽凌空飞翔，

宛如圣者洁白的魂灵。





“圣者！他们莫不是已经

把自己的权益忘了个干净？

莫不是已经睡熟或死去，

才听任他们传道所坍塌，

裸露在光天化日之下，

无人来访，无人来住？





“哦！请再次给我们送来

那已逝去的往昔年代——

那时节，信仰充盈于宇宙；

送来那种炽烈的热情，

那些如钢似火的心灵，

那些信神、创业的双手。





“到那时，从那高高的楼顶，

我们将再度发布出号令，

这声音传遍陆地和大海；

像蒙尘君主重返丹墀，

教各处臣民咸得闻知：

神父乃是大地的主宰！”





圣布拉斯的钟声！你白白

想要召回往昔的年代！

往昔听不见你的祷告；

从夜的沉沉暗影里出来，

世界滚入了一片光彩，

人间处处是曙光普照。

注释


①
 这是朗费罗最后一首诗。圣布拉斯，墨西哥西部濒太平洋岸的小城。


②
 马萨特兰，墨西哥重要港口，在圣布拉斯以北。


③
 此处“西方世界”指西半球。16—18世纪西班牙人统治墨西哥时，天主教会拥有很大权力。



The star of the unconquered will,

He rises in my breast,

Serene, and resolute, and still,

And calm, and self-possessed.





不屈不挠的意志之星

在我的内心升起：

雍容自若，沉着坚定，

安详而又静谧。
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