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意切情深信达雅






　——序《英诗经典名家名译》



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

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

一看目录，我在万米高空立即激动不已。译者全是令我肃然起敬又感到亲切的名字。

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

前辈翻译家们追求“信、达、雅”。落实这“三字经”却并非易事。

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

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

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

不妨说，这套诗集中外皆宜，老少咸宜，会书中两种语文或其中一种的人皆宜。






李肇星







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





前　言





诗人与小说家



哈代作为诗人与小说家的成就不相上下，但他从来都把自己首先看作诗人，他的创作生涯是从诗开始（1856年）并以诗结束（1928年）的。哈代回顾他的少年时代说：“诗真的在我心中觉醒了，我感到了诗在文学中至高无上的位置。”不过他的诗人地位得到承认较迟，他五十多岁时停止小说创作而回归诗歌，他的第一部诗集迟至五十八岁（1898年）才出版，而此时他早已因《远离尘嚣》、《卡斯特桥市长》、《德伯家的苔丝》、《无名的裘德》等名著，作为小说家闻名于世了。哈代为我国读者所熟悉的一面也正是小说家。他作为世界一流诗人的地位直到二十世纪后半叶才确立，如今哈代已被文学界公认为英诗经典和“英国性”的传承人。

弗吉尼亚·伍尔芙说：“哈代提供给我们的不仅仅是某时某地生活的摹本，而是世界和人的命运在一个伟大的想象力、一位深邃的诗歌天才、一个仁爱而人性的灵魂面前的显象。”奥登赞美哈代“以鹰隼的眼光，从极大的高度观察生活”；庞德说在哈代去世后，再也没有人能教他写诗了；二十世纪中叶后主宰英国诗坛的菲利普·拉金认哈代为师，他评价哈代诗集“比这个世纪至今能贡献的所有最佳诗歌作品要好上许多倍”；评论家哈罗德·布卢姆也认为“二十世纪的诗集中极少能与《冬天的话》的伟大相比”。多种版本的《牛津诗选》选入哈代作品在数量上都居前列。

哈代可说是英国传统诗的最后一位大诗人，又是英国现代诗的第一位大诗人。回想华兹华斯和柯尔律治于1798年出版《抒情歌谣集》，掀起英国诗歌的高潮，经历了浪漫派诗歌的叱咤风云和维多利亚诗歌的摇曳多姿，到一百年后的1898年哈代出版《威塞克斯诗集》之时，新浪漫主义诗风已流于萎靡颓废。哈代诗起一代之衰，出现在英国传统诗与现代诗的断层间，成为坚实的关键一环。他一扫雕琢和无病呻吟的时弊，写出关切现世，诚挚率真，冷峻深沉，悲悯沉郁，既带泥土气又充满现代反思的新风格的诗。贯串于哈代诗中的是反传统的态度和对存在困境的思考，他写诗的主要素材是并不浪漫而很难入诗的“中性的灰色和偶然”（《他从未期望过高》），而在他悲剧意识的底层，我们却总能听到压低音调的理想主义。

哈代的诗创作持续了漫长的七十二年，而他的诗的经典化过程也同样漫长。在他生前，评论界对他的诗指责挑剔多于认同，加以在他的晚年又逢现代主义诗歌异军突起引人瞩目，人们都被风头正劲的现代主义所吸引，忽视了蕴涵在哈代诗平易朴实、真挚低调中的伟大。而哈代一生中尽管文艺潮流剧变，他却始终坚持自己一贯风格不为时尚所动。因此，他不仅在十九世纪后期诗歌中显得非常独特，他在二十世纪争奇斗炫的现代派诗歌间，因其平民的、朴实的、质疑的、理想的和个人化的倾向（与现代派诗歌贵族的、精英的、晦涩的、碎片化的、非个人化的风格大异其趣），仍显得非常独特，成为一棵独立诗坛的常青树。他的诗风深刻影响了弗罗斯特、奥登、狄兰·托马斯、菲利普·拉金等现代诗人。

如上所述，哈代的诗到二十世纪八十年代奠定了经典地位，诗人哈代受到的重视也超过了小说家哈代。王佐良于八十年代编《英国诗选》时对哈代作了这样的评述：

“他比当时的后浪漫派要朴素、深刻，而他土生土长的气质和英国传统的艺术手法又使他截然不同于当时正在风靡西方世界的现代派诗人如艾略特。事实上，后者是攻击哈代所作的，而且颇多附和者。然而时间是公正的评判者。到了今天，人们越来越多地看出哈代诗作的内在优点，而艾略特等人炫奇的手法则已过时，以致有的论者认为现代主义只是一种旁支，哈代才代表了英国诗歌的主流。”



生平与创作



托马斯·哈代1840年6月出生在英国多塞特郡的一间茅屋里。多塞特郡位于英格兰西南部，是英国最贫困落后的郡县之一，他出生的小村叫上博坎普敦，在郡治多切斯特以东约五公里，村子紧靠着荒野和丛林。哈代一姓曾是名门望族，但在十八世纪已经破落。他父亲是个砖瓦匠领班，小提琴拉得很好，也是教区唱诗班成员，小哈代得以从父亲继承了音乐爱好。到了晚上，父亲用小提琴奏出各种舞曲，小哈代就会合着节拍跳舞。他母亲做过女佣，但她的爱好是读书，喜欢古典文学并颇有文学素养，她是儿子的启蒙教师，培养了他的文学兴趣。而且，在哈代身边就有浓厚的民间文学氛围。从而，他虽生长在偏僻农村，自童年起就得到了文学、音乐的熏陶和周围大自然的滋养。

哈代八岁起在本村上学，十岁到十六岁在郡中心的多切斯特上学，学校课程中有拉丁文和法语。他爱独自读书，读过许多文学作品包括古代经典，自己也喜欢写作。但按他的家庭条件，根本没有上大学深造的经济实力，所以1856年他十六岁时就继承父业，跟当地的建筑师希克斯当学徒去了，1860年满师后当了希克斯的助手。英国的教堂很古老，希克斯做的是修缮教堂的工作，所以哈代经常要跑多塞特郡内郡外各地。他热爱读书，但只有清早时间可利用，于是他常常早上五点钟起来读书，直读到必须去上班之时。不过，从事建筑业对他的文学梦不无好处，给他积累了不少今后创作所需的生活体验。

1862年哈代离多切斯特赴伦敦换换环境，他为修缮和设计教堂建筑的布隆菲尔德当助手，在那里干了五年，加入了建筑师协会。同时他参观画廊和博物馆，看话剧和歌剧，熟悉了伦敦的文化生活，也熟悉了维多利亚时代的新思潮和诗歌成就。他继续读许多文学和哲学书，也写了许多诗，但未能得到发表（只发表过散文作品）。他这时期创作的诗，后来有些收入《威塞克斯诗集》，另一些完成的或未完成的诗稿，则在修改后陆续编入其后的各卷诗集。值得注意的是，他二十多岁写的诗已预示了他今后文学创作的基本主题：人们的苦难和世界的冷漠。

哈代在伦敦，因出身低微、个性腼腆内向、又没什么社会关系，难谋发展，而对社会的不公和阶级歧视则深有感受。他因日夜工作学习累坏了身体，对伦敦也有了厌倦之情，遂于1867年仍回到老东家希克斯那里工作，同时开始写小说。

1867到1869年间，哈代与十六岁的表妹特丽菲娜（当时在做实习教师）有过一段恋情，在哈代小说中常常看得到特丽菲娜的影子。1870年，哈代在威塞克斯地区以西的康沃尔郡勘测和修缮教堂时，遇到当地教长的妻妹，热情活泼的爱玛·吉福德，爱玛佩服哈代的文学才能，二人相约再见，不久就确定了恋人关系，哈代并以爱玛为原型写了小说《一双蓝眼睛》。在爱玛支持下，哈代于1872年大胆地决定放弃建筑业而投身文学创作。直到1874年，哈代新作小说《远离尘嚣》大获成功，有了经济基础，他才和爱玛成婚，此时哈代已三十四岁，爱玛也快满三十四了（虽然她登记的年龄是二十九）。他们的婚姻起初几年十分幸福快乐，但后来渐渐出现分歧和疏远。

爱玛的父亲是个事务律师，中产阶级的出身和家境使爱玛抱有优越感，觉得自己是下嫁（泥水匠和女佣家庭出身的）哈代，然后她又未能生育子女，这都使她和婆母相处不融洽。婚后十年间，哈代夫妇多次在伦敦和多切斯特地区往返迁居。在伦敦居住便于哈代和文学界、出版界接触，但伦敦的空气污染不利于健康；而住在多切斯特地区则比较闭塞不便，而且爱玛不愿在此与婆母为邻。直到一场大病后，哈代决定回乡，并于1883年在多切斯特东郊开始建造自己设计的住宅，于1885年迁入定居。哈代把住宅命名为“麦克斯门”，感到很合心意，而爱玛对离开伦敦是不大乐意的。

哈代的小说作品渐渐有了销路，但他的悲剧意识和对社会的批判意识常惹人非议。出版商不断地要求他降低调子，抹平棱角，不料越写到后来，哈代的批判锋芒却越犀利。在哈代小说中，如今被奉为文学经典的《德伯家的苔丝》和《无名的裘德》，分别于1891和1895年出版，因揭露社会不公，批判维多利亚时代的传统道德和价值观念，震惊了当时的社会，引发激烈争议。尤其是后一部，讲述的是主人公裘德（他和哈代一样是个出身低微的建筑师）勤奋好学并有天资，但竭尽努力也进不了大学；他和思想开放的表妹淑相爱同居，又得到悲剧的结局。由于小说猛烈抨击了当时的教育、宗教和婚姻制度，使得舆论哗然，甚至有人称该书及其作者为“淫乱的裘德”和“堕落的哈代”。威克菲尔德主教更在报纸上宣称他“把这本令人作呕的书扔进了火中”，并宣称“收藏这种垃圾使图书馆丢脸”。哈代在事后指出：神学和焚烧本来就有长期的不解之缘，这位主教“用火作文学批评，其气急败坏是由于他恨不得（用火刑）烧了我”。

实际上，写作《苔丝》和《裘德》，标志的是哈代思想的成熟和不再迁就社会舆论。尽管这股风暴甚嚣尘上，也给了哈代很大的刺激，但终于挡不住时代的趋势。按照哈代的说法，“它对人的行为留下的唯一影响是：这次经验彻底治愈了我对写小说的兴趣。”

哈代决定从此封笔不写小说，回归诗歌创作。哈代认为以同样的思想写诗会比写小说少惹麻烦；其次他相信自己也更擅于写诗，想当初年轻时，他是因写诗不能出版不能糊口才从事小说创作的。如今他的小说虽遭非议，但争议却增加了销路，有了版税收入，他解除了写诗无法糊口的担忧，现在可以做自己喜欢做的事了。

于是，哈代在1898年底出版了他的第一部诗《威塞克斯诗集》，他年轻时写的一些诗也包括其中。起初人们以为他只是客串一下，岂料哈代从此就写诗不辍。到1925年，他在完成第七本诗集《人间杂剧》后，尽管健康和视力日见衰退，仍表现了超乎寻常的创作能量，1928年去世前，他在为第八本诗集《冬天的话》准备的前言片断中不无自豪地说：“据我所知，我是唯一能在……岁生日出版一卷新作诗集的英国诗人。”这里留下的填空题中准备填进“八十八”或更高的年龄，但哈代没活到那个生日。

通常，诗与青春有天然的亲密联系。诗情到老年往往会衰退，如华兹华斯受封桂冠诗人时早已江郎才尽，有些早露头角的少年诗人甚至刚到成年就耗竭了诗才。哈代却是个例外，他的诗多数作于五十五岁到八十七岁间，而直至最后也未见诗思衰退的迹象，在诗人中是罕见的。

哈代的诗虽没引起小说那么大的麻烦，但得到社会接受也很艰难，舆论对他的诗褒贬不一，起初还是负面评论占上风。因为他的诗与维多利亚时代的价值观念相悖，与社会的沾沾自喜的风气和“上帝仁慈”的信仰相悖，《威塞克斯诗集》面世时竟被人评为“充斥着自古以来载入诗集的最骇人听闻的胡言乱语”。随着他的八部诗集与史诗剧《列王》陆续出版，哈代逐渐奠定了诗人的名声，但在他生前，对他的诗的接受始终是有限的。

哈代揭露维多利亚时代伪善的道德、法律和宗教，不仅招致评论界的激烈反应，也加剧了他和爱玛的分歧：爱玛的观念很正统，她对宗教还越来越虔诚，经常向教会慈善机构捐款，到处散发宗教宣传小册子；而哈代却在《无名的裘德》中抨击宗教和现行婚姻制度（他只肯定爱情与心灵的结合），再加上小说的女主人公淑又明显带有哈代爱慕过的菲娜表妹和弗洛伦斯·亨尼克的身影，都使爱玛忍无可忍。

弗洛伦斯·亨尼克是一个文学爱好者，她出身文学世家，丈夫是军人。哈代1893年结识亨尼克夫人，因她有素养、有气质且爱好写作，哈代对她非常欣赏爱慕，但她未越轨，二人间是精神恋爱。哈代与弗洛伦斯·亨尼克作为挚友通信交往持续终身，这对哈代与爱玛的紧张关系不啻火上浇油。面对爱玛的愤怒指责，哈代通常沉默以对，并携爱玛到欧陆或国内旅游，但缓和不了紧张关系。

进入二十世纪，哈代逐渐得到社会迟到的承认。哈代于1905年获得阿伯丁大学荣誉博士学位，1908年获封爵士（哈代拒绝接受），1910年获得英王乔治授予的功勋章，1912年获得皇家文学学会金质奖章，1913年获得他年轻时想进而进不去的剑桥大学荣誉博士学位。爱玛自从下嫁哈代，不仅在出身和教育上抱优越感，甚至自诩文学才能也优于哈代，此时心理很不平衡；而哈代则越来越不顾及爱玛的情感。1905年，又一位崇拜哈代的青年女作者弗洛伦斯·达格戴尔由亨尼克夫人引见哈代，哈代对她也很欣赏，除帮助她改稿投稿外，又请她为写作《列王》查找资料，1910年后弗洛伦斯成为哈代的助手。

爱玛于1912年11月病逝，事情发生得突然，使哈代深受震动。他自责对爱玛的病情估计不足，没意识到她情况如此严重，也自责长期以来对爱玛很不关心，自责没有满足爱玛的愿望陪她重游她的出生地普利茅斯……。爱玛的死唤醒了哈代往昔的温情，在深深怀旧中他“重新爱上”了已逝的爱玛。于是他一处处去重访他与爱玛恋爱时到过的故地，写下怀念亡妻的“1912—13年组诗”（通常被称为“爱玛组诗”，其副题则是借用古罗马诗圣维吉尔的诗句“旧焰余烬”），收入诗集《境遇的嘲弄》；而在之后的四部诗集里又陆续收入了数十首同一主题的诗。

爱玛死后，弗洛伦斯·达格戴尔住到哈代住宅里来全面照顾哈代的生活。1914年哈代与弗洛伦斯结婚，哈代时年七十四岁，弗洛伦斯三十五岁。

晚年的哈代已是当代最重要的文学家，他在家中接待了许多作家，包括萧伯纳、豪斯曼、吉卜林、叶芝、福斯特、弗吉尼亚·伍尔芙、庞德等。1927年秋哈代得病，到12月因肋膜炎病重，1928年1月累及心脏而逝世。去世前他请弗洛伦斯给他朗读了海亚姆《鲁拜集》中对上帝（天命）发出强烈抗议之声的第81首：“你呀，你造人用的是劣质的泥，你还特地造蛇放在乐园里；为了你涂黑人脸的万般罪孽——宽恕人吧！让人也好宽恕你。”

哈代的传记（其性质主要是哈代自传），由第二任哈代夫人弗洛伦斯整理，分为两卷出版，上卷题为《托马斯·哈代的早年生活：1841—1891》（The Early Life of Thomas Hardy, 1841—1891
 ），下卷题为《托马斯·哈代的后期岁月：1892—1928》（The Later Years of Thomas Hardy, 1892—1928
 ）。

哈代是一位勤劳的笔耕者，他一共留下了十四部长篇小说、四十多篇短篇小说、九百多首诗、长篇史诗剧三部曲《列王》，以及许多其他作品和日记、书信、回忆。



哈代与威塞克斯



哈代可说是个乡土作家，他说过：“一般完全还原到特殊——这是一切伟大诗歌的共同特征。”他的诗和小说都扎根于威塞克斯，富于浓郁的乡土色彩，特殊而又实在。

“威塞克斯”是英格兰西南部的古名，意为“西撒克逊”，本是盎格鲁-撒克逊人在中世纪进入英伦后所建的诸多小王国之一，这个王国后来兼并列国，一度建立过英国威塞克斯王朝。在古老的威塞克斯地区，除中世纪历史遗迹外，还有远古留下来的巨石阵，也有许多古罗马历史遗迹，氛围里充满了历史感。

哈代把“威塞克斯”作为地理名词使用，在地理意义上，大体就是呈半岛形的英格兰西南部，包括哈代的家乡多塞特郡及其周围的几个郡（但半岛最西尖端的康沃尔郡不在内）。这个地区不算大，南临英吉利海峡，西北临大西洋和布里斯托尔湾，内陆离海最远也不过五十来公里。这里到处分布着牧场、丘陵和湿地荒原，风景秀美，但土地比较贫瘠，而哈代又赶上资本主义侵入农村，造成农民破产、农村凋零的历史时期。这一切综合起来，使他笔下的威塞克斯成了一个含义丰富的符号，她象征着古老神秘的人文历史、秀丽苍凉的自然环境、淳朴美好的乡土文化，但也是上演严酷人生悲剧的舞台。

哈代一生，除了在伦敦住过及短期外出旅游，始终住在他的家乡，对家乡怀有深厚感情。不仅是《威塞克斯诗集》，他所有的诗文都浸染着威塞克斯色彩。所以提及哈代，人们不能不想起威塞克斯；而且现在若提及威塞克斯，人们也不能不想起哈代。哈代对当地的描写具体入微，诗和小说中的地名，都能与当地的真实地名一一找到对应，如“卡斯特桥”对应的是多塞特郡的郡治多切斯特。因哈代作品的巨大影响，他的诗和小说里的许多半现实半梦幻的地方，以及本已淡出历史而由哈代重新建构的“威塞克斯”，现在都已脍炙人口，成了巨大的旅游资源。在英国西南部旅游，哈代作品元素随处可见。

我们不一定要身临其境，只要读哈代的诗，就能亲切感受到威塞克斯的自然风光和文化氛围了，如《比尼崖》、《欣欣向荣的五月》中的自然景色，《新岁苏醒》、《天气》、《不友善的五月》中的四季气候，《热蒂的报婚》、《第三道接吻门》中的淳朴民俗，《鹿访独屋》、《骄傲的歌唱家》中的生物情态等等。我还想点出，诗人在《无与伦比》中对甜苹果酒（半发酵的果汁）和舞蹈的眷恋引人注目。我们知道哈代从小热爱音乐和舞蹈，这既滋养着他的艺术风格，也培育着他的乡土情怀。在他的诗和小说中，乡村舞蹈的描写往往是最倾注了感情的，如《跳舞的夜》从期待角度写舞，《深更时分》和《凤凰之舞》则从怀旧角度写舞，都反映着哈代对家乡之舞的永不忘情。

哈代写舞的含义深长，不仅是在情感和社交的层面上，而且体现着诗人对生活的爱和热情，意指着存在与时间，表现着生命的律动。这既是他乡土情怀的聚焦，也是对加在他身上的“悲观主义”标签的有力驳斥。



存在与时间



哈代作品的思想内容包括社会层面和哲学层面，如果说他的小说相对偏重社会层面，那么他的诗歌相对偏重的就是哲学层面了。在这个意义上，存在与时间是哈代诗中的永恒主题。他的诗表现了人的存在困境和深刻的孤独，同时也表现了坚持抗争不向命运低头的精神。

哈代对时间（作为存在的基本规定性）有着超乎常人的敏锐感觉。看到青春的逝去、亲友的凋零、威塞克斯农村的破败和民俗的遗失，使他痛感一切都在时间之流里，没有什么美好事物能够留存。但他不采取以酒浇愁的颓废态度，而是直面存在，揭示存在困境的悲剧性的真谛。面对无情的时间和上帝，诗人一面代表人类的切身感受发出抗议：“我们称此为残酷！”一面又代表上帝作出干脆利落的回答：“这可没听说过”（《上帝的一课》）。哈代虽抱理想主义，但在严酷的客观规律面前从来不抱幻想，也不说安慰的假话。

哈代对时间的描写贯串于每部诗集，但表现为多姿多彩的手法和无穷的变奏。如在《记忆和我》里，随着时间的流逝，青春、欢乐、爱情……都成了栖身破棚里的幽灵；在《风雨声里》，不仅生活的欢乐场景随风而去，连碑刻的姓名也被雨水剔除。但他并不对时间降伏，而是与无比强大的时间作顽强不屈的抗争。如在《五同学》中，赶路者在人生征途上前仆后继，奋进不止，颇有悲壮的气概；在《凤凰之舞》中这种抗争表现得更是淋漓尽致而分外感人，主人公珍妮成了诗人哈代精神的化身，哈代自己写诗到生命最后一刻，就是这样一曲凤凰之舞。

哈代的诗中到处充溢着时间因素，这在他诗集的题名上就看得出来。因本书目录里只印了诗集的简称，这里把哈代诗集的全名与初版年代列出如下：

《威塞克斯诗集及其他诗》（Wessex Poems and Other Verses
 ）（1898）

《昔日与今日的诗》（Poems of the Past and the Present
 ）（1901）

《列王》（The Dynasts
 ）（1904—1908）

《时光的笑柄》（Time's Laughingstocks
 ）（1909）

《境遇的嘲弄》（Satires of Circumstance）
 （1914）

《显象的片刻》（Moments of Vision
 ）（1917）

《近期与早期抒情诗及许多其他诗》（Late Lyrics and Early with Many Other Verses
 ）（1922）

《人间杂剧，遥远的幻想，歌和杂诗》（Human Shows, Far Phantasies, Songs and Trifles
 ）（1925）

《冬天的话，包括多样化的情调和格律》（Winter Words in Various Moods and Metres
 ）（1928）

你瞧，第一部诗集书名中虽没有用时间字样，但“威塞克斯”本身就是含有古老历史感的时间名词，而以后各部诗集的书名则显然都在强调着或意指着时间因素。这里解释一下若干书名：

首先，由于哈代早年写的诗都未发表，后来他每个诗集都是新作旧作合编，因此称之为“昔日与今日”、“近期与早期”（未加说明的诗集内容也是如此）。而且，因当年他老是在忙忙碌碌赶写小说供刊物连载，虽不放弃写诗，但多是在灵感来时匆匆写下一两节的未完成品。后来他对留下的诗稿陆续加以补足，所以早年的诗会出现在他的每一本诗集中。

其次，我们注意到他诗集的书名中屡屡出现“笑柄”、“嘲弄”、“显象”、“片刻”等自嘲因素，哈代以此表示人在时间和境遇面前的谦虚。《显象的片刻》显的什么象？据哈代的解释是“显示人在冷漠宇宙中的微不足道，为的是抑制人的自命不凡”。

顺便也介绍几句哈代的《列王》，这是一部气势宏伟的史诗剧，分为三部十九幕一百余场，讲述的是拿破仑战争——拿破仑与欧洲各国统治者争霸欧洲带来的巨大灾难。哈代采用史诗形式，颠覆了自古以来史诗歌颂战争英雄的传统，从受难的人民的立场来揭露披着华丽堂皇外衣的列王的野心。在史诗剧中，他采用了从全景鸟瞰到特写不断切换镜头的电影手法，又运用古希腊戏剧形式，安排了岁月精灵、同情精灵、反讽精灵、邪恶精灵、谣言精灵等角色插入评论和合唱，来表现作者的思考和深刻哲理，而核心是对战争历史的反思和对人类存在困境的探讨。

哈代对抗时间的主要手段则是记忆。时间的力量在于消泯，而记忆的力量在于保存。如拉金所言“艺术的最重要的本性就是保存”，哈代痛感时间和人们的麻木不仁销蚀和摧毁着一切宝贵的价值，他的全部诗歌就是他对此的反抗和保存的努力。包括威塞克斯的淳朴民俗，对逝去的亲人和美好日子的回忆，都在哈代的记忆和艺术中得到保存和复活。

没记性的人太多了。而哈代是非常有记性的、敏感而细心的人。他不忘过去的时日，不忘过去的感情。他常通过深情回忆，从时间深处捞出那么多最微小和微妙的细节。在这个流变的、不确定的世界上，记忆竟成了最确定的因素。哈代甚至能栩栩如生地把幽灵召回到原有场景中来，结果连露伊莎都大吃一惊：“我怎么会又在此地出现？”（《致小径上的露伊莎》）即便是非亲非故，当他见主人一旦去世她的吊钟海棠就被全部刈除时，也表现了那么敏感细腻的心（《住房前的吊钟海棠》）。

哈代的不忘旧情，当然以他对爱玛的悼亡诗最为典型。哈代在爱玛死后不时回到这一主题上来，回忆得非常具体入微，如他七十五岁时说的：“我有能力把一种情感埋在心中或脑中四十年，然后再把它挖出来，仍和埋的时候同样新鲜。”这组诗被认为是英国悼亡诗中最杰出和最有独特风格的。

哈代不断强调过去的不可重回，但他却在诗中对抗时间，不断地重回和重建过去。固然，他对过去的重建必然带有主观情感，正如他对教堂的修缮一样，在重建或修缮中就包含着补偿和治疗。读者明白，“爱玛组诗”的悲剧性在于双重的失却：除了死亡，还有生前已发生的感情裂痕和疏离，使得作者呼唤的复归完全不可能。即使爱玛能复活，也只会反对哈代诗中的思想，而不能恢复早年的亲爱，因此没有任何安慰或纠正，治疗和团圆都只能在诗中实现了。



偶然与自然



哈代从小深受基督教精神和氛围的浸染，但因生活在上帝“正在死去”的时代，也由于生活的坎坷和勤于学习思考，哈代很快就对宗教产生了质疑，认为人间的苦难与全能仁爱的上帝的概念是不可能调和的，从而走上对宗教教义与传统观念怀疑、蔑视、揭露和反抗的道路。但哈代仍然珍惜和继承了基督教的悲悯情怀。

哈代的作品富含悲剧意识。他在作品中表现的，除了社会和人际关系中的冷漠无情，还有冥冥之中的偶然。有时它很像是一种宿命，哈代的小说中常有命运捉弄人的描写，这使他的作品带有古希腊悲剧的味道。

是谁在摆布人的命运呢？起初是古希腊的诸神，然后是基督教的上帝，如今连上帝也不在位了，哈代在叔本华和哈特曼的意志哲学影响下，把这种捉弄人的命运或偶然命名为“内在意志”。所谓内在并不是指内心，而是指内在于和弥漫于宇宙里的一种“意志”，其实这是无数客观因素（包括自然因素和人的因素）综合作用的合力。它无情而不可理喻，在最好的时候是盲目的，最坏的时候似乎是恶意的。例如在《双峰会》中，那个“内在意志”（又称“岁月纺织工”）就仿佛是“故意”的：当美丽的泰坦尼克号（按传统观念，船的形象是女性）尚未长成时，就把她许配给了一座同样未长成的冰山。这对素不相识的冤家在懵懂之中相隔万里而同步生长，却不知已为他们安排好了“未来完婚”。但这种“故意”或宿命其实并非神意，我们也可以把它看作是诗人以包办婚姻作妙喻的艺术手法。

在哈代看来，归根结底，命运既没有好意也没有恶意，“内在意志”只不过是无动于衷的客观性罢了。希腊悲剧中的宿命是神意规定无可逃遁的必然，而哈代描述的其实是偶然，只不过偶然一旦发生就成了必然。在有神的时代，好歹还有个神对命运负责，如今只剩下了“掷骰子的”偶然，于是被捉弄的人陷入了“投诉无门”的困境，比从前更为困惑无助（《偶然》）。

由于悲剧意识和忧患意识，哈代经常被贴上“悲观主义”的贬义标签，哈代对此很不以为然。他认为他的态度是积极而不是消极的，他直面社会现实，揭露弊端，求的是改进（即所谓社会进化向善主义，至少，人的恶劣因素应当可以改善）。正如他的组诗《在黑暗中》所描述，在他看来，“如果存在走向较好前景的途径，其前提是要正视最坏的现实”。而悲剧的实质正是直面现实，“悲剧是真相，喜剧却是伪装”（《他不认识我》）。

他1912年为威塞克斯版作品集写的“总序”中说：“这些印象一直被批为‘悲观主义’（仿佛那是一个极为邪恶的形容词似的），这表现了一种奇怪的混乱观念。明显地，哲学具有高于‘悲观主义’或‘进化向善主义’的特征——那就是真实。”在1922年《近期与早期抒情诗》的序言《自辩》中，他又引用了华兹华斯《永生的信息》中的两个用语“寻根究底的盘诘”和“空茫的疑惑忧虑”，并说按他的诗歌信念，“若要对此加以禁止，将导致思维的麻痹和僵死。……本书作者被指控的‘悲观主义’，实际上只是为了探究现实的这种‘盘诘’罢了。”

我们再来看看哈代的自然观。当命运不再由神意掌控之时，自然也同时失去了神性的光晕。哈代热爱自然和自然中的盎然生机，但已不再抱华兹华斯的自然崇拜，不再像华兹华斯那样在自然中寻找失去的天堂和永生的契机。哈代持的是丁尼生式的进化论自然观，他完全理解自然规律的铁面无情。特别值得指出的是，早在十九世纪末，他就警示了人类活动破坏自然的危机。他为野生动物和大树请命（《穿皮草的女士》、《伐树》），还严正谴责人的理性疯长、机械化失控，“膨胀会超出地球的极限”，致使物种凋落、森林荒芜，告诫人们“一切美好事物将永远消失”的可怕前景（《母亲在悲叹》），不愧为远见卓识。

哈代自己与自然相处极为和谐友爱。如《蕨丛里的童年》和《乡居鸟情》等诗描写诗人与自然间的亲密关系，十分动人，《以后》和《“我是那一个”》中，诗人对自然和谦卑无辜的小生物的关切之情也溢于言表。这里要插白一句：哈代是劳动阶级出身，完全是自学成才，他总是把自己定位于普通人，他过的是平凡的日子，关注的是低微的生命，《以后》、《“我是那一个”》和《散步的一双》等诗，画出了他的一幅朴实谦和的自画像。

哈代对自然环境的关切，还有对女性的社会地位和命运的关切，对威塞克斯乡土理念和民俗传统的关切，现在终于都得到了人们的回应。当代的生态批评、女性主义批评等新兴理论研究者发现哈代是走在我们前面的先行者。



建筑与诗艺



哈代的建筑师和诗人的双重身份不是互不相干的，他从美学角度把二者结合起来了：他写诗结构严谨又千变万化，体现着建筑美学。他采用格律诗形式，不赞成无结构、无韵的自由诗。

哈代晚年，中国诗人徐志摩登门拜访，哈代一见面就问：“中国诗用韵不？”徐志摩回答：“我们从前只有押韵的散文，没有无韵的诗，但最近……”哈代对最近变得无韵的诗不感兴趣，说他赞成用韵，道理是：“你投块石子到湖心里去，一圈圈的水纹漾了开去，韵是波纹。少不得。抒情诗是文学的精华的精华。颠不破的钻石，不论多小。磨不灭的光彩。”徐志摩说自己爱哈代的诗，“因为它们不仅结构严密像建筑，同时有思想的血脉在流走，像有机的整体”。哈代随着就重复了两遍：“是的，有机的，是的，有机的：诗必须是活的东西。”

哈代谈的是他的诗歌美学。他的诗有鲜明的个人风格，跟散文化的现代诗固然不同，跟之前风行的浪漫主义诗也很不一样，不论是语言、音韵或诗的推进运动，都使读惯浪漫派作品的人觉得有点怪，只有与勃朗宁的诗较为近似。

哈代的诗艺独特在哪里呢？哈代的解释是：这是由于他的诗与建筑领域的哥特式复兴有密切关系。英国教堂建筑都属哥特式，而哈代做建筑师的年代正逢英国哥特式复兴时期，他后来虽不做建筑师了，仍一直关切着修缮教堂如何保存原有结构和风格的问题，而且把这一精神移用到他的诗歌中来了。按：哥特式教堂建筑风格粗犷宏伟，静态中呈现动态，石墙厚重里含着朴实和沉郁，尖塔高耸中寓有理想和悲悯；整齐的簇柱和复杂的拱券骨架可对应哈代精心设计的诗体结构，玲珑剔透的彩色拼画玻璃窗和雕刻装饰可对应哈代琳琅满目的韵式。还有如哈代所说，哥特式教堂建筑中有“狡猾的不规则的艺术”，用到诗里大概就成了他那些时而显得怪异的拼接，时而显得粗糙的词语和音律。

以下我们再梳理一下哈代诗艺的这几个特色：

其一是风格厚重。哈代到处发掘诗意，涉及的题材非常广，他可以写宏观题材，也可以写微小低贱看来很不入诗的题材，如半夜里的三等车厢或大雨淋泡下的羊市，但情调大体都是重多于轻，忧多于乐。他在一则手记中写道：“在抽掉了全部的虚假浪漫之后，生活中还留存着足够的美可以构成美妙的图案。……艺术的本质就是把缺陷造成前所未有的美的基础，这种美本来是潜在于其中的。”不论他写什么题材，最有魅力的总是他那种直面现实、深沉而正直、决不躲躲闪闪的风格。还值得指出：他的诗一方面严峻倔强，一方面又平易近人。哈代不摆架子，惯于平等对待读者，把读者视为与他同类的（质朴仁爱而会思考探究的）人。这种态度使人感到亲切。

其二是音律多彩。“建筑是凝固的音乐”，哈代的诗风有建筑特性也有音乐特性，是有机的活体，厚重而不呆滞。他音乐素养好，对音律和诗体形式高度热衷，他吸收民间谣曲，也学习古典诗律，擅用“抑抑扬”、“抑扬抑”等英诗较罕见的音步，擅用希腊式六音步、七音步长句，还有许多诗（哈代式的长短句）是“自度曲”。他一生都在不断实验新的形式，所用的诗体、音律和韵式数量之多，超过任何一个英语诗人。英诗格律通过哈代得到了全面传承与发展。有人讽刺哈代是个“桂冠工程师”，我看这也不算什么贬义词。其实哈代并不为形式而形式，他多变的格律和形式总是从内容要求出发选取的最“合身”的服装，是诗表现的“意味”的重要部分。他常常顺着诗行语气，自然而然地形成格律。例如，诗行节奏的艰涩，正是在表现人与命运格斗的艰难；诗行节奏的貌似破碎，正是在表现心理的危机。

其三是棱角粗糙。哈代的诗常被认为音律粗糙、语言怪异。这是因为哈代认为完全符合格律的并不是好的艺术，诗与建筑一样，在规律性中又要有巧妙的出人意外的变化。同时，哈代追求的并不是高雅和悦耳，他的诗没有浪漫华丽的词藻，也没有桂冠诗人丁尼生那种柔美的旋律（例如“斑鸠在古老的榆树上呢喃，还有无数蜜蜂在嗡嗡吟唱”）。哈代的诗艺虽然琳琅满目，但那些图案花样不像锦绣，倒像是石匠用钢凿凿出来的（按：英国的砖瓦匠也是石匠，因为多用石材）。他用的词汇也和音律一样有点儿“混搭”味道，威塞克斯方言土语和古奥的拉丁词互相磕碰，又有哈代的自造词夹杂其间，给人突兀之感，但细加品味，又觉得他所选用的词自有道理，别的词替代不了。诗就是要有点陌生化。哈代打比喻说，用俗了的诗语就如用旧的硬币，形象都磨光了，只有新铸的硬币才粗糙而形象鲜明。

最后再说几句译者感言。我青年时代研习英诗，但因卷入革命大潮而未能翻译。到“文革”结束，我五十多岁才遍游“诗海”，曾译哈代诗二十四首，编入《英国维多利亚时代诗选》等书，但繁忙中无暇翻译更多。年逾八十宣布“下课”后，我的工作已不是继续开拓，而是收我铺得太大了的摊子，出几本总结性的书。本来完全不考虑新的稿约，可是外研社诚约我译哈代，却使我发生了根本动摇。因为哈代属于我最喜爱的诗人之列，也因为今年初最相知的好友杨德豫去世给我巨大震动，使我沉浸于哈代诗境并译了《五同学》等诗，于是便决心搁置“总结”而投入这项工作。既是弥补心中的长久亏欠，也是寄托对挚友的深切怀念。

说实话我并不倾心浪漫派（青年时代也许难免有一些），哈代的诗与我要契合得多。况且我在五十多到八十多岁的年龄译哈代诗，与哈代作为诗人的年龄段不谋而合，大大增添了感情共鸣。本书选入哈代诗一〇四首，其中新译八十首。

我译诗侧重传达原作风格，赞成歌德“逼近原作的形式”的主张。不过形式上的模仿不可能全面，只能抓突出的关键点，这就好比画人物肖像，要抓准特点才能得似。由于汉语与属印欧语系的英语差异很大，有些形式特点翻译时是无法仿制的，如中国诗词的平仄对仗在英译时无法仿制，英诗中的“抑抑扬”等节奏及过于复杂的韵式在中译时也无法仿制。

哈代的韵式和格律特别繁复，译文若照样复制起来，可能根本听不出有韵。这是由于现代汉语和英语的音韵有很大不同：前者韵特别宽，后者韵特别窄。现代汉语只有十七韵，比古汉语少得多了，实践上通常又合为十三辙，而现代英语由于元音辅音组合有如万花筒，严格算来有六千余韵之多（平均每韵只有七个词），因此英语诗人写诗一定要频繁变韵，很少像中国诗那样一韵到底的。同时，英语诗韵因多辅音烘托，加强了韵的音色个性，音韵效率高，二词押韵，哪怕是相隔五六行遥相呼应，也听得很清楚。而现代汉语因合辙押韵的词太多而平常化了，难给听者留下印象，所以中国诗用韵就要反复和密集（如绝句是aaxa式，当今流行歌曲是aaaa式），而且很少变韵。二词押韵，假如距离稍远，隔两行还没回应就淡出失效了。因此哈代彩色拼画玻璃窗般的韵式在汉语中很难仿制；其中特别繁杂的，即便复制出来，也往往白费气力而失去音韵效果。

哈代是非常讲究音乐性的，所以在逼近原作形式时，我们也不能不顾及音乐效果。我采取的翻译策略是：首先是模拟哈代韵式，如应答的韵隔得远，再加插“行中韵”（增加韵频）以加强之；如果连此法也达不到音韵效果，则要考虑对韵式稍作简化变通，减少变韵。变通方式因地制宜，每例不同，读者只要对照中英韵式不难看出，不再一一加注（格律上的变通与此同理）。

译文韵式变通最大的，试举《家谱》为例。在此诗中，哈代采用繁复韵式来表现错综纠结的族谱谱系。原诗五节，韵式用字母表示出来是：abcadcb，efdegdf，hgijgjh，klilmki，nmonmopp，其末节是彼特拉克体十四行诗和莎士比亚式十四行诗结尾的叠加，而全诗韵式比复杂的十四行诗还复杂得多，一个韵可能隔五六行才得到呼应。译文如忠实复制原诗韵式，不说汉语十三辙悉数用上还不够，而且音韵效果全无，变成了无韵自由诗，与哈代意向背道而驰了。因此译文只得简化韵式，改为以“谱”字为主韵贯串之，而穿插他韵陪衬。这当然是个别的特例，在大部分诗中我都尽力体现了哈代的精心结构。

译诗永远是一种在得失取舍之间“患得患失”的艰难选择。就艺术形式方面而论，在韵式和音步上总会有所失，但在“有机活体”的建筑和音乐效果上逼近原作应当更为重要。
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Wessex Poems






威塞克斯诗集






Hap



If but some vengeful god would call to me

From up the sky, and laugh: "Thou suffering thing,

Know that thy sorrow is my ecstasy,

That thy Love's loss is my hate's profiting!"





Then would I bear it, clench myself, and die,

Steeled by the sense of ire unmerited;

Half-eased in that a Powerfuller than I

Had willed and meted me the tears I shed.





But not so. How arrives it joy lies slain,

And why unblooms the best hope ever sown?

— Crass Casualty obstructs the sun and rain,

And dicing Time for gladness casts a moan…

These purblind Doomsters had as readily strown

Blisses about my pilgrimage as pain.

1866




偶然



但求有个复仇之神从天上喊我，

并且大笑着说：“受苦受难的东西！

要明白：你的痛苦就是我的娱乐，

你的爱之亏损就是我的恨之赢利！”





那时啊，我将默然忍受，坚持至死，

在不公正的神谴之下心如铁石；

同时又因我所流的全部眼泪

均由比我更强者判决，而稍感宽慰。





可惜，并无此事。为什么欢乐遭杀戮，

为什么播下的美好希望从未实现？

——是纯粹的偶然遮住了阳光雨露，

掷骰子的时运不掷欢欣却掷出悲叹……

这些盲目的裁判本来能在我的旅途

播撒幸福，并不比播撒痛苦更难。

1866年




A Confession to a Friend in Trouble



Your troubles shrink not, though I feel them less

Here, far away, than when I tarried near;

I even smile old smiles — with listlessness —

Yet smiles they are, not ghastly mockeries mere.





A thought too strange to house within my brain

Haunting its outer precincts I discern:


— That I will not show zeal again to learn



Your griefs, and, sharing them, renew my pain…






It goes, like murky bird or buccaneer

That shapes its lawless figure on the main,

And staunchness tends to banish utterly

The unseemly instinct that had lodgment here;

Yet, comrade old, can bitterer knowledge be

Than that, though banned, such instinct was in me!

1866




向逆境中的友人坦承



自从我远离后，我对你的逆境

感受减弱了，尽管逆境并未改善；

我甚至露出了旧日的笑容，漠然，

但毕竟是微笑，不是咧嘴的嘲弄。





一个念头太出格，我脑中难容，

但我察觉，它在周遭萦绕不散：


我不想再热衷打听你的辛酸，



免得与你分忧，而重新惹我悲痛……






这念头多么像不祥之鸟或海盗——

逍遥法外的身影在海上漂游，

忠诚的心啊，一心想彻底赶开

这一盘踞此地的不体面的念头；

可是，老友啊，有这种下意识存在，

即使驱走了，我心中何等难受！

1866年




Neutral Tones



We stood by a pond that winter day,

And the sun was white, as though chidden by God,

And a few leaves lay on the starving sod;


— They had fallen from an ash, and were gray.







Your eyes on me were as eyes that rove

Over tedious riddles of years ago;

And some words played between us to and fro


On which lost the more by our love.







The smile on your mouth was the deadest thing

Alive enough to have strength to die;

And a grin of bitterness swept thereby


Like an ominous bird a-wing…







Since then, keen lessons that love deceives,

And wrings with wrong, have shaped to me

Your face, and the God-curst sun, and a tree,


And a pond edged with grayish leaves.



1867




灰色调



那个冬日，我俩站在池边，

太阳苍白得像遭了上帝责备，

枯萎的草坪上几片树叶发灰，

那是一棵白腊树落下的叶片。





你看我的双眼，仿佛是在看

多年前已猜破了的沉闷的谜；

你我间交换的几句文字游戏

把我们的爱贬损得更加惨淡。





你唇上的微笑充满死的滋味，

它的活力刚刚够赴死之用，

其中掠过一抹枯涩的影踪，


像一只不祥的鸟在飞……







辛酸的一课啊：爱情善欺善毁，

这一课从此为我画出你的面目，

画出上帝诅咒的太阳，一棵树，

还有灰色落叶镶边的一池水。

1867年




She at His Funeral



They bear him to his resting-place—

In slow procession sweeping by;

I follow at a stranger's space;

His kindred they, his sweetheart I.

Unchanged my gown of garish dye,

Though sable-sad is their attire;

But they stand round with griefless eye,

Whilst my regret consumes like fire!

187_




她在他的葬礼上



他们把他抬向安息之地——

延伸的队列缓慢地行进；

我是陌生人，隔着一段距离；

他们是亲属，我只是情人。

我没有换掉我的花衣裳，

尽管他们的丧服是一片黑色；

但他们围着，眼光毫不悲伤，

而吞噬我的是遗恨之火！

187_年




The Dance at the Phoenix



To Jenny came a gentle youth


From inland leazes lone,



His love was fresh as apple-blooth


By Parrett, Yeo, or Tone.



And duly he entreated her

To be his tender minister,


And take him for her own.







Now Jenny's life had hardly been


A life of modesty;



At few in Casterbridge had seen


More loves of sorts than she



From scarcely sixteen years above;

Among them sundry troopers of


The King's-Own Cavalry.







But each with charger, sword, and gun,


Had bluffed the Biscay wave;



And Jenny prized her rural one


For all the love he gave.



She vowed to be, if they were wed,

His honest wife in heart and head


From bride-ale hour to grave.







Wedded they were. Her husband's trust


In Jenny knew no bound,



And Jenny kept her pure and just,


Till even malice found



No sin or sign of ill to be

In one who walked so decently


The duteous helpmate's round.







Two sons were born, and bloomed to men,


And roamed, and were as not:



Alone was Jenny left again


As ere her mind had sought



A solace in domestic joys,

And ere the vanished pair of boys


Were sent to sun her cot.







She numbered near to sixty years,


And passed as elderly,



When, on a day, with flushing fears,


She learnt from shouts of glee,



And shine of swords and thump of drum,

Her early loves from war had come,


The King's-Own Cavalry.







She turned aside, and bowed her head


Anigh Saint Peter's door;



"Alas for chastened thoughts!" she said;


"I'm faded now, and hoar,



And yet those notes — they thrill me through,

And those gay forms move me anew


As they moved me of yore!"…







'Twas Christmas, and the Phoenix Inn


Was lit with tapers tall,



For thirty of the trooper men


Had vowed to give a ball



As "Theirs" had done ('twas handed down)

When lying in the self-same town


Ere Buonaparté's fall.







That night the throbbing "Soldier's Joy",


The measured tread and sway



Of "Fancy-Lad" and "Maiden Coy",


Reached Jenny as she lay



Beside her spouse; till springtide blood

Seemed scouring through her like a flood


That whisked the years away.







She rose, arrayed, and decked her head


Where the bleached hairs grew thin;



Upon her cap two bows of red


She fixed with hasty pin;



Unheard descending to the street

She trod the flags with tune-led feet,


And stood before the Inn.







Save for the dancers', not a sound


Disturbed the icy air;



No watchman on his midnight round


Or traveller was there;



But over All-Saints', high and bright,

Pulsed to the music Sirius white,


The Wain towards Bullstake Square.







She knocked, but found her further stride


Checked by a sergeant's call:



"Gay Granny, whence come you?" he cried;


"This is a private ball."



— "No one has more right here than me!

Ere you were born, man," answered she,


"I knew the regiment all!"







"Take not the lady's visit ill!"


The steward said; "for, see,



We lack sufficient partners still,


So, prithee let her be!"



They seized and whirled her 'mid the maze,

And Jenny felt as in the days


Of her immodesty.







Hour chased each hour, and night advanced;


She sped as shod with wings;



Each time and every time she danced —


Reels, jigs, poussettes, and flings:



They cheered her as she soared and swooped,

(She had learnt ere art in dancing drooped


From hops to slothful swings).







The favorite Quick-step "Speed the Plough" —


(Cross hands, cast off, and wheel) —



"The Triumph", "Sylph", "The Row-dow-dow",


Famed "Major Malley's Reel",



"The Duke of York's", "The Fairy Dance",

"The Bridge of Lodi" (brought from France),


She beat out, toe and heel.







The "Fall of Paris" clanged its close,


And Peter's chimed to four,



When Jenny, bosom-beating, rose


To seek her silent door.



They tiptoed in escorting her,

Lest stroke of heel or clink of spur


Should break her goodman's snore.







The fi re that lately burnt fell slack


When lone at last was she;



Her nine-and-fifty years came back;


She sank upon her knee



Beside the durn
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 , and like a dart

A something arrowed through her heart


In shoots of agony.







Their footsteps died as she leant there,


Lit by the morning star



Hanging above the moorland, where


The aged elm-rows are;



As overnight, from Pummery Ridge

To Maembury Ring and Standfast Bridge


No life stirred, near or far.







Though inner mischief worked amain,


She reached her husband's side;



Where, toil-weary, as he had lain


Beneath the patchwork pied



When with lax longings she had crept

Therefrom at midnight, still he slept


Who did in her confide.







A tear sprang as she turned and viewed


His features free from guile;



She kissed him long, as when, just wooed,


She chose his domicile.



She felt she would give more than life

To be the single-hearted wife


That she had been erstwhile…







Time wore to six. Her husband rose


And struck the steel and stone;



He glanced at Jenny, whose repose


Seemed deeper than his own.



With dumb dismay, on closer sight,

He gathered sense that in the night,


Or morn, her soul had flown.







When told that some too mighty strain


For one so many-yeared



Had burst her bosom's master-vein,


His doubts remained unstirred.



His Jenny had not left his side

Betwixt the eve and morning-tide:


— The King's said not a word.







Well! times are not as times were then,


Nor fair ones half so free;



And truly they were martial men,


The King's-Own Cavalry.



And when they went from Casterbridge

And vanished over Mellstock Ridge,


'Twas saddest morn to see.
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凤凰之舞



有个温柔小伙子来追珍妮，

来自内地的牧场；

他清新的爱情像苹果花儿

在帕雷特河边开放。

他认真追求，诚意说服，

求她答应做他的贤内助，

永远认他作情郎。





却说珍妮的生活和性情

算不上拘谨规范，

刚刚到十六岁上初长成，

就开始激情体验，

她在卡斯特桥很多相识，

其中有各种各样的兵士，

都属皇家骑兵团。





个个配备火枪、剑和战马，

比斯开湾有战绩；

但珍妮看重乡下来的他，

看重他诚心实意。

她保证说，如果他俩成婚，

她会做忠实妻子永不变心，

从喜酒直到墓地。





于是他们结了婚。她老公

对珍妮无限信任；

而珍妮保持纯洁，正大光明，

就连恶意的人

存心要到她身上来找碴儿，

对这位贤内助，也没法儿

挑剔她的忠贞。





她生了两个儿子，养大了，

离家外出在远途：

珍妮被撂在家成了空巢，

想当年她的家屋

靠两个孩子增添了欢愉，

使她的持家充满了乐趣，

而今却重新孤独。





六十的岁数已越来越近，

她步入了老年，

有一天，忽感到猛地一震，

她听得欢声一片，

伴着剑光闪闪鼓声咚咚，

从战场回来了她的旧情——

皇家御林骑兵团。





她低下头，她转向一侧，

在圣彼得教堂旁；

“抑制了的心情呀！”她说，

“如今我白发苍苍，

但这音乐仍使我全身战栗，

鲜亮军装仍使我激动不已，

像久久之前一样！”……





——正值圣诞节，凤凰酒店

高烛通明放光辉，

因为今夜有三十个军人

决意组织舞会。——

他们前辈在拿破仑覆亡前，

骑兵团在本市驻扎期间，

有这传统之规。





那夜，令人心跳的“士兵乐”、

“怕羞妹”的摇摆、

“少年郎”有节律的踏和跺

向珍妮耳中传来，

当她躺在老伴身边；舞曲声声

使她热血沸腾，冲走了年龄，

一如春潮澎湃。





她起身来，打扮整洁，

为装点双鬓斑斑，

用红丝带挽两个蝴蝶结，

匆匆别在女帽边；

悄没声响地下楼上了街，

踩着石板路，循着音乐

来到了酒店门前。





除了舞蹈声，冰冻的空中

没杂音打岔；

再没有别人半夜里出行

也没更夫巡查；

唯见诸圣堂上明亮的天狼

应着乐音闪光，拴牛广场上

是北斗星高挂。





她敲门，不料一个军士

拦住不让进门：

“老奶奶，你哪里来的？

我们没请外人。”

“这里没一个人比我更有权！”

她回答道，“我认识整个团！

那时你还没出生。”





“对待女士来访不要粗暴！”

服务员发了话；

“你瞧，这儿女舞伴还少，

就请你放她一马！”

于是她被抱着在迷宫飞旋，

珍妮感到重温了青春之年

她的浪漫潇洒。





小时追小时，夜在赶路，

脚下生翅般轻快；

她跳着每一种舞：里尔舞、

吉格、弗灵和蒲赛，

兴高采烈地飞升又降低

（她从前就会低姿舞技——

从跳跃到慢摇摆）。





她心爱的快步“扶犁舞”——

（交叉手、丢开、转）、

“马利少校舞”和“西尔芙”、

“闹多多”和“凯旋”、

“约克公爵”和“舞蹈仙子”、

法国“洛底桥”，她敲出拍子

用脚跟和脚尖。





“巴黎陷落”奏响了终曲，

圣彼得钟敲四下，

怀着剧跳的心，珍妮站起

找她静静的家。

护送者小心翼翼踮着脚，

免得靴跟、马刺声惊扰

还在打鼾的他。





炉火即将烧尽，火光幽幽，

当只剩她一人，

她的年岁重新回到五十九；

她身挨着房门

跪倒在地，一阵剧痛来袭，

有什么东西像飞镖似的

刺穿了她的心。





他们的脚步远去，她靠着，

沐浴在晨星光里，——

晨星照临整片荒原沼泽，

老榆树成行站立；

寒夜将尽，从彭梅里山

到斯丹发桥和曼伯利环，

到处阒无声息。





体内的恶作剧在加力发威，

她爬近老公的身；

而他因干活累，身盖花缀被
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仍旧睡得很沉；

像昨夜珍妮因心情荡漾，

而爬起时一样，他睡得正香：

对妻子完全信任。





她滴下了泪，当她转身注视

他无邪的面庞；

她久久吻他，像答应求婚时，

一吻选了他的房。

她感到再付生命也不惜

来做他一心一意的妻，

正如此生一样……





时间到六点。她丈夫起床，

用火镰打击火石；

他瞧一眼珍妮，今儿早上

咋睡得比他还实？

怀着惊慌，到床边再细看，

他明白了：在凌晨或夜间

她灵魂已飞逝。





他被告知，由于负荷剧烈

加上她的年纪，

导致了胸腔主动脉破裂。

但他仍毫不怀疑：

从傍晚到早晨整段时间

他的珍妮没离开过身边。

——骑兵没透露秘密。





那年头，女性的自由度

不及今天一半；

而他们有真正军人风度——

皇家御林骑兵团。

他们开拔离开了卡斯特桥，

当他们翻过梅尔斯托山坳，

晨光哀恸黯淡。
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Her Immortality



Upon a noon I pilgrimed through


A pasture, mile by mile,



Unto the place where last I saw


My dead Love's living smile.







And sorrowing I lay me down


Upon the heated sod:



It seemed as if my body pressed


The very ground she trod.







I lay, and thought; and in a trance


She came and stood thereby —



The same, even to the marvellous ray


That used to light her eye.







"You draw me, and I come to you,


My faithful one," she said,



In voice that had the moving tone


It bore ere she was wed.







"Seven years have circled since I died:


Few now remember me;



My husband clasps another bride;


My children's love has she.







"My brethren, sisters, and my friends


Care not to meet my sprite:



Who prized me most I did not know


Till I passed down from sight."







I said: "My days are lonely here;


I need thy smile alway:



I'll use this night my ball or blade,


And join thee ere the day."







A tremor stirred her tender lips,


Which parted to dissuade:



"That cannot be, O friend," she cried;


"Think, I am but a Shade!







"A Shade but in its mindful ones


Has immortality;



By living, me you keep alive,


By dying you slay me.







"In you resides my single power


Of sweet continuance here;



On your fidelity I count


Through many a coming year."







— I started through me at her plight,


So suddenly confessed:



Dismissing late distaste for life,


I craved its bleak unrest.







"I will not die, my One of all! —


To lengthen out thy days



I'll guard me from minutest harms


That may invest my ways!"







She smiled and went. Since then she comes


Oft when her birth-moon climbs,



Or at the seasons' ingresses,


Or anniversary times;







But grows my grief. When I surcease,


Through whom alone lives she,



Her spirit ends its living lease,


Never again to be!






她的永生



中午我穿过辽阔的草原


去重访旧日的游踪，



我曾在那儿最后一次看见


我死去的恋人生前的笑容。







我怀着满腔悲痛躺下，


躺在发烫的草地，



我觉得好像我的身体


紧压住她的足迹。







我想出了神，在恍惚中


她来到我的身旁，——



她眼睛闪着神奇的光辉，


完全跟当年一样。







她说：“因为你招我，我就来


回报你忠诚的爱，”



她的声音如同嫁人以前


那样柔情脉脉。“







我死后已流转七度春秋，


还有谁把我记在心头？



我丈夫抱着另一位新娘，


我儿女的爱被她占有。







我的兄弟姐妹，我的朋友，


谁愿与我魂梦邂逅？



要知道谁对我情意最重，


唯有在我逝去之后。”







我说：“我在人间日子孤寂，


我愿和你的笑颜相依，



今夜借助于弹丸或锋刃，


天明前就和你相聚。”







她急急劝阻，一阵战栗


震动她温柔的嘴唇：



“朋友啊，不成！”她喊道，


“要知道我仅仅是一个魂！







魂只在永不相忘的心中


获得永生的资格；



你以你的生命使我活着，


你死，就是杀害了我。







你身上寄托着我唯一的权利——


使我得到甜蜜的继续；



我指望你的忠诚经得起


未来岁月的风雨。”







她的表白出乎我的意外，


她的苦境震撼了我，



我驱除近日对生活的厌恶，


我渴望这萧瑟的生活！







“我不死！我唯一的恋人！


为了延长你的时限，



我要避免途中的种种伤害，


防备最小的危险！”







她微笑着去了。从此以后


她常来和我相见——



每逢她生日之夜明月初上，


或是每逢周年纪念；







但与年俱增的是我的悲哀：


一旦我的终结到来，



她的魂就结束了租借期，


从此永不存在！






Thoughts of Phena




At News of Her Death














Not a line of her writing have I,


Not a thread of her hair,



No mark of her late time as dame in her dwelling, whereby


I may picture her there;



And in vain do I urge my unsight


To conceive my lost prize



At her close, whom I knew when her dreams were upbrimming with light,


And with laughter her eyes.







What scenes spread around her last days,


Sad, shining, or dim?



Did her gifts and compassions enray and enarch her sweet ways


With an aureate nimb?



Or did life-light decline from her years,


And mischances control



Her full day-star; unease, or regret, or forebodings, or fears


Disennoble her soul?







Thus I do but the phantom retain


Of the maiden of yore



As my relic; yet haply the best of her — fined in my brain


It maybe the more



That no line of her writing have I,


Nor a thread of her hair,



No mark of her late time as dame in her dwelling, whereby


I may picture her there.




March
 1890




念菲娜




闻菲娜去世志哀














我没有一行她的字迹，

没有一绺她的秀发，

没有一点她后来当主妇的印记

好让我把情境描画；

我错失的她后期怎样？

我的想象全归徒劳；

而早年啊她的梦想充溢着阳光，

她的眼睛充溢欢笑。





最后环绕她的是何情境——

是悲或欢，明或暗？

她的温柔，是否因善良和才情

而加上灿烂光环？

她的光辉是否随年龄减退，

她的太阳是否被遮没，

是否有不安、忧虑、畏惧或后悔

把她的心灵折磨？





我只能把她少女的魂留下

作我唯一的纪念；

也许这是我能呈现的最美好的她，

也许还多亏了今天

我没有一行她的字迹，

没有一绺她的秀发，

没有一点她后来当主妇的印记

好让我把情境描画。

1890年3月







【译析】

 菲娜是哈代的表妹，全名特丽菲娜。从她十六岁当实习教师至十九岁到伦敦上师范学院期间，哈代和她交往甚密，传记作者猜测他们之间曾有恋情，但达到什么程度难以实证。无论如何，从“我错失的她”可看出哈代对菲娜的感情；哈代的许多小说里也能看到菲娜的身影，如《无名的裘德》的女主人公淑。



菲娜病故时只有三十九岁，据哈代日记记载，此诗的开头部分是他在往伦敦的火车上写的，当时根本不知菲娜病危（哈代称此为心灵感应的奇异例证），他在得知菲娜去世消息后续完全诗。





Nature's Questioning



When I look forth at dawning, pool,


Field, flock, and lonely tree,




All seem to gaze at me



Like chastened children sitting silent in a school;





Their faces dulled, constrained, and worn,


As though the master's ways




Through the long teaching day



Had cowed them till their early zest was overborne.





Upon them stirs in lippings mere


(As if once clear in call,




But now scarce breathed at all) —



"We wonder, ever wonder, why we find us here!





"Has some Vast Imbecility,


Mighty to build and blend,




But impotent to tend,



Framed us in jest, and left us now to hazardry?





"Or come we of an Automaton


Unconscious of our pains?…




Or are we live remains



Of Godhead dying downwards, brain and eye now gone?





"Or is it that some high Plan betides,


As yet not understood,




Of Evil stormed by Good,



We the Forlorn Hope over which Achievement strides?"





Thus things around. No answerer I…


Meanwhile the winds, and rains,




And Earth's old glooms and pains



Are still the same, and Life and Death are neighbours nigh.




自然之问



迎着曙光，举目四望，牛羊、


田野、孤树、水池，




似乎都在向我凝视，



像受严厉管教的孩子，默默坐在课堂；





它们脸色黯淡，憔悴，发僵，


似乎老师的方式




通过漫长的课时，



压制了初生的盎然生机，换作了沮丧。





它们翕动着嘴唇在低语


（似乎曾经的高呼，




变了如今的嗫嚅）：



“我们不明白我们为什么会在这里！





“是哪个巨大的弱智之徒，


有能力创造，搅混，




没能力照看关心，



把我们塞进一个玩笑，交给意外摆布？





“或许我们来自个自动机制，


它对我们痛苦无知？……




或许是，上帝垂死，



脑死亡，眼无视，留下我们这些残肢？





“或许是，上苍大展宏图，


但目前无人能懂，




善卷起恶的暴风，



伟大功业践踏着我们凄惨的希望迈步？”





我环顾万物，无话答复……


这时分，风骤雨疏，




大地上古老的痛苦



依然如故，生命永与紧邻的死亡为伍。




"I look into my glass"



I look into my glass,

And view my wasting skin,

And say, "Would God it came to pass

My heart had shrunk as thin!"





For then, I, undistrest

By hearts grown cold to me,

Could lonely wait my endless rest

With equanimity.





But Time, to make me grieve;

Part steals, lets part abide;

And shakes this fragile frame at eve

With throbbings of noontide.




对镜



当我照我的镜，

见我形容憔悴，

我说：“但愿上天让我的心

也像这样凋萎！”





那时，人心对我变冷，

我也不再忧戚，

我将能孤独而平静，

等待永久的安息。





可叹时间偷走一半，

却让一半留存，

被时间摇撼的黄昏之躯中

搏动着正午的心。




Poems of the Past and the Present






昔日与今日的诗






Drummer Hodge





I



They throw in Drummer Hodge, to rest


Uncoffined — just as found:



His landmark is a kopje-crest


That breaks the veldt around;



And foreign constellations west


Each night above his mound.





II



Young Hodge the Drummer never knew —


Fresh from his Wessex home —



The meaning of the broad Karoo,


The Bush, the dusty loam,



And why uprose to nightly view


Strange stars amid the gloam.





III



Yet portion of that unknown plain


Will Hodge for ever be;



His homely Northern breast and brain


Grow to some Southern tree,



And strange-eyed constellations reign


His stars eternally.






鼓手霍吉
 


①










1



找到了鼓手霍吉，就如此

不加装殓，扔进了坑。

土丘的隆顶作他的标志，

点缀着草原的低平；

异国的星座向西飞逝，

每夜越过他的土冢。



2



刚刚来自威塞克斯故乡，

年轻的鼓手全然不知

这灌木丛、这粉状的土壤、

这广阔的台地有何意义；

不懂为何每当夜色苍茫，

升起的星星这样奇异。



3



尽管如此，霍吉将永远化作

陌生平原的一撮土；

他朴实的头脑、北国的胸脯

将长成某种南国的树，

那些闪着奇异光芒的星座

将永远作他命运的主。



注释






①

 　鼓手的姓氏Hodge在威塞克斯方言里是“庄稼汉”的意思，从而带有了某种泛指的意味。关于此诗背景参见下诗［译析］。





A Wife in London





I-The Tragedy



She sits in the tawny vapour


That the Thames-side lanes have uprolled,




Behind whose webby fold on fold



Like a waning taper


The street-lamp glimmers cold.







A messenger's knock cracks smartly,


Flashed news is in her hand




Of meaning it dazes to understand



Though shaped so shortly:



He — has fallen — in the far South Land
 …





II-The Irony



'Tis the morrow; the fog hangs thicker,


The postman nears and goes:




A letter is brought whose lines disclose



By the firelight flicker


His hand, whom the worm now knows:







Fresh — firm — penned in highest feather —


Page-full of his hoped return,




And of home-planned jaunts by brake and burn



In the summer weather,


And of new love that they would learn.




December
 1899




伦敦的妻





一、悲　剧



她坐在棕黄色的雾中，

雾从伦敦街巷溢出，

透过巷里重重的浓雾，

一盏冷冷街灯

瑟缩如同将熄的蜡烛。





信差敲门声响得剧烈，

她拿到了电报通知书，

其含义的理解令人恍惚，

虽然文字简洁：

他已捐躯——在远方南土……



二、作　弄



到次日，雾气笼得更浓，

邮递员来了马上又走；

收了封信就着炉火瞅：

信里行行分明

出自他正被蛆虫亲近的手：





新鲜，有力，精神饱满——

满纸写满回家的憧憬，

计划夏天重温家乡风景，

同游丛林溪涧，

续写他俩更新的爱情。

1899年12月







【译析】

 此诗和前一首《鼓手霍吉》写的都是布尔战争，哈代对这场战争作了严厉谴责。



布尔战争的背景是这样的：荷兰人于17世纪开始侵入南非殖民，英国于19世纪初入侵并占领南部沿海，荷裔布尔人（Boer是荷兰语“农民”的意思）被迫迁入内陆，建奥兰治自由邦和德兰士瓦共和国。19世纪后期布尔地区发现丰富的钻石和金矿，引起英国觊觎，并发动了两次布尔战争，尤以第二次规模为大。布尔人是强悍的农民，1899年底曾三次重创英军，英军在大量增兵后，1902年终于吞并了奥兰治和德兰士瓦。



哈代为了表现这场战争与阵亡士兵无关，在《鼓手霍吉》里刻意渲染异国环境的陌生性，并使用南非荷兰语词汇kopje, veldt来写景。与此相同背景的诗还有118—119页的《他杀死的人》。





Shelley's Skylark




(The neighbourhood of Leghorn: March, 1887)














Somewhere afield here something lies

In Earth's oblivious eyeless trust

That moved a poet to prophecies —

A pinch of unseen, unguarded dust:





The dust of the lark that Shelley heard,

And made immortal through times to be; —

Though it only lived like another bird,

And knew not its immortality.





Lived its meek life; then, one day, fell —

A little ball of feather and bone;

And how it perished, when piped farewell,

And where it wastes, are alike unknown.





Maybe it rests in the loam I view,

Maybe it throbs in a myrtle's green,

Maybe it sleeps in the coming hue

Of a grape on the slopes of yon inland scene.





Go find it, faeries, go and find

That tiny pinch of priceless dust,

And bring a casket silver-lined,

And framed of gold that gems encrust;





And we will lay it safe therein,

And consecrate it to endless time;

For it inspired a bard to win

Ecstatic heights in thought and rhyme.




雪莱的云雀



（1887年3月于里窝那附近）













有样东西躺在此地偏僻的田边，

交给这无心无眼的大地照顾，

此物曾感动一位诗人作出预言，——

这撮不起眼的无人理会的尘土：





这是雪莱聆听的云雀的遗体，

曾被化为不朽，并把时间穿越，

尽管它活得和其他小鸟无异，

对自己不朽之名也毫无知觉。





活完谦卑的一生，一朝跌落，

剩下这么一小团细骨和羽毛；

它怎么死的，何时唱最后的歌，

在何处朽腐，全都无人知晓。





也许它就安息在眼前这片土壤，

也许它在桃金娘绿叶里悸动，

也许在深入内陆的坡地上

它正在渐渐溶入葡萄的紫红。





仙子们哪，快去四处寻找吧，

把那一小撮无价的尘土找到，

还要准备一个精美的小匣，

要镶金包银，还要嵌上珠宝；





再让我们把它好好地装殓，

作为向无穷的时间的供奉，

因为它曾赋予一位诗人灵感，

去冲击思想与韵律的狂醉顶峰。







【译析】

 雪莱1820年在意大利里窝那近郊聆听云雀获得灵感而作名诗《致云雀》；1887年哈代来到此地，有感而作此诗向雪莱致敬。



但若将二诗稍作对比就可见到：雪莱的云雀“绝不是一只鸟”（bird thou never wert），哈代的云雀却“活得和其他小鸟无异”，雪莱的云雀是“一团无形的欢乐”（an unbodied joy），哈代的云雀是“一团细骨和羽毛”，雪莱的云雀“飞进穹苍”（the blue deep thou wingest），哈代的云雀跌落尘土。因此此诗实际上又是对浪漫主义的全盘祛魅和解构。





The Mother Mourns



When mid-autumn's moan shook the night-time,


And sedges were horny,



And summer's green wonderwork faltered


On leaze and in lane,







I fared Yell'ham-Firs way, where dimly


Came wheeling around me



Those phantoms obscure and insistent


That shadows unchain.







Till airs from the needle-thicks brought me


A low lamentation,



As though from a tree-god disheartened,


Perplexed, or in pain.







And, heeding, it awed me to gather


That Nature herself there



Was breathing in aërie accents,


With dirgelike refrain,







Weary plaint that Mankind, in these late days,


Had grieved her by holding



Her ancient high fame of perfection


In doubt and disdain…







— "I had not proposed me a Creature


(She soughed) so excelling



All else of my kingdom in compass


And brightness of brain







"As to read my defects with a god-glance,


Uncover each vestige



Of old inadvertence, annunciate


Each flaw and each stain!







"My purpose went not to develop


Such insight in Earthland;



Such potent appraisements affront me,


And sadden my reign!







"Why loosened I olden control here


To mechanize skywards,



Undeeming great scope could outshape in


A globe of such grain?







"Man's mountings of mind-sight I checked not,


Till range of his vision



Now tops my intent, and finds blemish


Throughout my domain.







"He holds as inept his own soul-shell —


My deftest achievement —



Contemns me for fitful inventions


Ill-timed and inane:







"No more sees my sun as a Sanct-shape,


My moon as the Night-queen,



My stars as august and sublime ones


That influences rain:







"Reckons gross and ignoble my teaching,


Immoral my story,



My love-lights a lure, that my species


May gather and gain.







"'Give me,' he has said, 'but the matter


And means the gods lot her,



My brain could evolve a creation


More seemly, more sane.'







— "If ever a naughtiness seized me


To woo adulation



From creatures more keen than those crude ones


That first formed my train —







"If inly a moment I murmured,


'the simple praise sweetly,



But sweetlier the sage' — and did rashly


Man's vision unrein,







"I rue it!… His guileless forerunners,


Whose brains I could blandish,



To measure the deeps of my mysteries


Applied them in vain.







"From them my waste aimings and futile


I subtly could cover;



'Every best thing,' said they, 'to best purpose


Her powers preordain.' —







"No more such!… My species are dwindling,


My forests grow barren,



My popinjays fail from their tappings,


My larks from their strain.







"My leopardine beauties are rarer,


My tusky ones vanish,



My children have aped mine own slaughters


To quicken my wane.







"Let me grow, then, but mildews and mandrakes,


And slimy distortions,



Let nevermore things good and lovely


To me appertain;







"For Reason is rank in my temples,


And Vision unruly,



And chivalrous laud of my cunning


Is heard not again!" 
 

①









注释






①

 　这首诗的格律在英诗中很特别，是“抑扬抑格”（amphibrach）3，2，3，2音步，仅每小节的第4行押韵，且一韵到底。



一韵到底在中文诗中很常见，但中文不能体现“抑扬抑”格律，译文只大致仿效原诗的形式结构。





母亲在悲叹



当秋声萧瑟摇撼着长夜，

而芦苇已枯干，

当牧场和小径夏季的绿锦

已变得惨淡，





我走在耶勒姆云杉道上，

朦胧的幻影

从昏暗中浮现，执拗地

围绕着我转。





随着微风从云杉丛传来

低声的悲叹，

仿佛是，有个树神在伤心，

痛苦而不安。





我敬畏地听着，忽然醒悟：

是自然本身

在秋声中悄悄吟唱和倾诉

她的哀和怨，





她诉说着，人类最近以来

很伤她的心，

她自古完美的崇高名声

遭人类轻慢……





“我从未设想一种生物

在我王国里

凭大脑聪明，压倒超越

所有的同伴，





“并以自命为神的眼光

挑我的缺陷，

到处揭发说我粗心大意，

说我有污点！





“我的目的本不是在地球

发展这种智力，

这种霸道评论侮辱了我，

毁伤我的治权！





“我为何在此放松了控制，

让机械化疯长，

没料到它的膨胀会超出

地球的极限？





“我没能扼制住人的心眼，

以至他的幻想

压倒我的意图，来全方位地

挑鼻子挑眼。





“他蔑的成就——

他自己的躯体，——

鄙薄我不合时尚潮流，

笨拙而肤浅；





“他不再认我的太阳为神圣，

月亮为夜王后，

不再认我的星空昭示雨季，

崇高而庄严；





“他把我的教导和我的故事

贬为粗野卑贱，

把我的爱情之光贬为诱饵，

叫物种去抢占。





“他说道：‘只要给我物质，

由我代神分派，

由我的头脑策划创世，一定

更十美十全。’





“都怪我当初调皮的一念，

想听几句美言，

让一些生物比我早期制造的

更聪敏一点；





“都怪我心里曾默默地说：

‘简朴赞歌美，

睿智当更美。’草率放任了人

幻想越界限，





“悔不该啊！……他正直的先人

头脑堪夸赞，

但若想要衡量我的无限奥秘，

也望洋兴叹，





“他们那代人还没有毁掉我

虚幻的心愿；

他们说：‘她的创造及其效果

都至美至善。’





“俱往矣！我的物种在凋落，

森林在荒芜，

我的鹦鹉不再敲打坚果，

云雀不再鸣啭。





“我的豹因其美纹而濒危，

大象因长牙，

我的子孙拙劣仿效自然杀戮，

加速其摧残。





“让我只能长霉菌和毒草，

黏滑的怪胎，

一切美好事物将永远消失，

与我绝了缘；





“因我的庙堂里理性疯长，

狂想失了控，

再听不到对我精妙机巧的

忠诚的礼赞！”




At a Lunar Eclipse



Thy shadow, Earth, from Pole to Central Sea,

Now steals along upon the Moon's meek shine

In even monochrome and curving line

Of imperturbable serenity.





How shall I link such sun-cast symmetry

With the torn troubled form I know as thine,

That profile, placid as a brow divine,

With continents of moil and misery?





And can immense Mortality but throw

So small a shade, and Heaven's high human scheme

Be hemmed within the coasts yon arc implies?





Is such the stellar gauge of earthly show,

Nation at war with nation, brains that teem,

Heroes, and women fairer than the skies?




观月食



地球啊，你的影子，从月海到极地，

正在明朗柔和的月面上悄悄潜行，

呈现为黑白素淡的一道弧形，

如此沉稳踏实，安详而静谧。





我怎能把太阳映射出的匀称范例，

对应我熟悉的你撕裂的面容？

怎能把这圣容般淡定的侧影

与苦难深重的五洲视为同一？





天下芸芸苍生，怎么会仅仅投去

这么小小的影？天对人的无限期盼

怎么能圈进远方这弧形一隅？





难道天尺一寸，就量尽人间活剧——

列国的厮杀争战，思潮哲人的涌现，

以及英雄豪杰，及赛天仙的美女？




A Broken Appointment



You did not come,

And marching Time drew on, and wore me numb. —

Yet less for loss of your dear presence there

Than that I thus found lacking in your make

That high compassion which can overbear

Reluctance for pure lovingkindness' sake

Grieved I, when, as the hope-hour stroked its sum,

You did not come.





You love not me,

And love alone can lend you loyalty;

— I know and knew it. But, unto the store

Of human deeds divine in all but name,

Was it not worth a little hour or more

To add yet this: Once you, a woman, came

To soothe a time-torn man; even though it be

You love not me?




爽约



你没赴约，

步步逼近的时间使我僵硬，冻结。

但我悲伤的首先不是缺少你，

而是由于今晚我发觉你身上

缺少同情——它能纯粹为了仁慈

而克服心中的勉强，——我悲伤，

当最后一响希望的钟声熄灭，

你没赴约。





你不爱我，

而唯有爱，能开出忠诚的花朵，

——这我早知。但在美好行为当中，

在不带高尚名义的高尚行为里，

难道不值得花上小小的一点钟

去添上：你，女人，有一次来到此地，

让一个男人免受时间折磨；哪怕说

你不爱我？




A Spot



In years defaced and lost,

Two sat here, transport-tossed,

Lit by a living love

The wilted world knew nothing of:


Scared momently




By gaingivings,




Then hoping things




That could not be.







Of love and us no trace

Abides upon the place;

The sun and shadows wheel,

Season and season sereward steal;


Foul days and fair




Here, too, prevail,




And gust and gale




As everywhere.







But lonely shepherd souls

Who bask amid these knolls

May catch a faery sound

On sleepy noontides from the ground:


"O not again




Till Earth outwears




Shall love like theirs




Suffuse this glen!"






纪念地



在记忆磨灭的年代

一对情侣在此恩爱，

在爱的火光里燃烧，

全然不知世界变得萧条；

时而感到

疑虑惊慌，

时而怀抱

无望的希望。





我们的爱情在此地

没留下丝毫痕迹；

太阳和阴影轮转，

季节交替悄然走向凋残；

时而晴天，

时而风雨，

这个地点

与别处无异。





但是孤独的牧羊人

在这山间午休时分，

于睡意朦胧里

会听得此地有仙界声息：

“他俩的爱

充满幽谷，

天老地荒

永不再重复！”




His Immortality





I



I saw a dead man's finer part

Shining within each faithful heart

Of those bereft. Then said I: "This must be

His immortality."



II



I looked there as the seasons wore,

And still his soul continuously bore

A life in theirs. But less its shine excelled

Than when I first beheld.



III



His fellow-yearsmen passed, and then

In later hearts I looked for him again;

And found him — shrunk, alas! into a thin

And spectral mannikin.



IV



Lastly I ask — now old and chill —

If aught of him remain unperished still;

And find, in me alone, a feeble spark,

Dying amid the dark.


February
 1899




他的永生





1



我曾见一位死者的荣光

在亲故们忠诚的心中闪亮。

当时我说：“我看到了保证——

他将得到永生。”



2



我看见：经过岁月磨损，

他们心中继续活着他的灵魂；

可是他的光辉已渐渐黯淡——

比起我初见的那天。



3



当他的同年人都已死亡，

我再在晚辈的心中把他寻访，

呀！他已萎缩得难以认出——

一个幽灵般的侏儒。



4



如今我已年衰气冷，

我查问：他是否还有什么残存？

只在我心中有一颗火星摇曳——

在黑暗中渐渐熄灭。

1899年2月




The Last Chrysanthemum



Why should this flower delay so long


To show its tremulous plumes?



Now is the time of plaintive robin-song,


When flowers are in their tombs.







Through the slow summer, when the sun


Called to each frond and whorl



That all he could for flowers was being done,


Why did it not uncurl?







It must have felt that fervid call


Although it took no heed,



Waking but now, when leaves like corpses fall,


And saps all retrocede.







Too late its beauty, lonely thing,


The season's shine is spent,



Nothing remains for it but shivering


In tempests turbulent.







Had it a reason for delay,


Dreaming in witlessness



That for a bloom so delicately gay


Winter would stay its stress?







— I talk as if the thing were born


With sense to work its mind;



Yet it is but one mask of many worn


By the Great Face behind.






最后一朵菊花



为什么这朵花延误至今，

才展示颤抖的羽毛？

此刻百花都已寿终正寝，

红胸鸟哀哀啼叫。





太阳在那漫长的夏季里

曾招呼众叶群芳，

说他为促开花已尽了全力，

她为何还不绽放？





她一定听到这热情招呼

却并未引起重视，

此刻方醒，已是万木萧疏，

植物收干了液汁。





她孤独的美色姗姗来迟，

错过了季节爱抚，

剩下的唯有以战栗之躯

承受寒风的冷酷。





她来迟有何缘由可说？

莫非幻想过于天真，

以为对如此娇美的花朵

严冬也会手下留情？





——我似乎是在说物件

也有智力有情意；

而它只是那伟大的隐藏的脸

戴的无数面具之一。




The Darkling Thrush



I leant upon a coppice gate


When Frost was spectre-gray,



And Winter's dregs made desolate


The weakening eye of day.



The tangled bine-stems scored the sky


Like strings of broken lyres,



And all mankind that haunted nigh


Had sought their household fires.







The land's sharp features seemed to be


The Century's corpse outleant,



His crypt the cloudy canopy,


The wind his death-lament.



The ancient pulse of germ and birth


Was shrunken hard and dry,



And every spirit upon earth


Seemed fervourless as I.







At once a voice arose among


The bleak twigs overhead



In a full-hearted evensong


Of joy illimited;



An aged thrush, frail, gaunt, and small,


In blast-beruffled plume,



Had chosen thus to fling his soul


Upon the growing gloom.







So little cause for carollings


Of such ecstatic sound



Was written on terrestrial things


Afar or nigh around,



That I could think there trembled through


His happy good-night air



Some blessed Hope, whereof he knew


And I was unaware.



31 December
 1900




黑暗中的鸫鸟



我倚在以树丛作篱的门边，

寒霜像幽灵般发灰，

冬的沉渣使那白日之眼

在苍白中更添憔悴。

纠缠的藤蔓在天上划线，

宛如断了的琴弦，

而出没附近的一切人类

都已退到家中火边。





陆地轮廓分明，望去恰似

斜卧着世纪的尸体，

阴沉的天穹是他的墓室，

风在为他哀悼哭泣。

自古以来萌芽生长的冲动

收缩得又干又硬，

大地上每个灵魂与我一同

似乎都已丧失热情。





突然间，头顶上有个声音

在细枝萧瑟间升起，

一曲黄昏之歌满腔热情

唱出了无限欣喜，——

这是一只鸫鸟，瘦弱、老衰，

羽毛被阵风吹乱，

却决心把它的心灵敞开，

倾泻向渐浓的黑暗。





远远近近，任你四处寻找，

在地面的万物上

值得欢唱的原因是那么少，

是什么使它欣喜若狂？

这使我觉得：它颤音的歌词，

它欢乐的晚安曲调

含有某种幸福希望——为它所知，

而不为我所知晓。

1900年12月31日




The Comet at Yell'ham





I



It bends far over Yell'ham Plain,

And we, from Yell'ham Height,

Stand and regard its fiery train,

So soon to swim from sight.



II



It will return long years hence, when

As now its strange swift shine

Will fall on Yell'ham; but not then

On face of mine or thine.




耶勒姆观彗星





1



它在平原上空远远地转身，

而我们站在耶勒姆高地遥望：

看它曳着火一般的长裙

很快就要游出视野隐进穹苍。



2



经漫长岁月，它将回归此处，

它迅捷的奇光像今天一样，

将临照耶勒姆，却不能再度

临照我的或你的面庞。




The Ruined Maid



"O 'Melia, my dear, this does everything crown!

Who could have supposed I should meet you in Town?

And whence such fair garments, such prosperi-ty?" —

"O didn't you know I'd been ruined?" said she.





— "You left us in tatters, without shoes or socks,

Tired of digging potatoes, and spudding up docks;

And now you've gay bracelets and bright feathers three!" —

"Yes: that's how we dress when we're ruined," said she.





— "At home in the barton you said 'thee' and 'thou',

And 'thik oon', and 'theäs oon', and 't'other'; but now

Your talking quite fits 'ee for high compa-ny!" —

"A polish is gained with one's ruin," said she.





— "Your hands were like paws then, your face blue and bleak,

But now I'm bewitched by your delicate cheek,

And your little gloves fit as on any la-dy!" —

"We never do work when we're ruined," said she.





— "You used to call home-life a hag-ridden dream,

And you'd sigh, and you'd sock; but at present you seem

To know not of megrims or melancho-ly!" —

"True. One's pretty lively when ruined," said she.





— "I wish I had feathers, a fine sweeping gown,

And a delicate face, and could strut about Town!" —

"My dear — a raw country girl, such as you be,

Cannot quite expect that. You ain't ruined," said she.

1866




堕落的姑娘



“哟！密莉亚，亲爱的，这可真希奇！

谁料得到我会在城里碰见你？

而且哪来这么漂亮的衣裳，这么阔？”

“哦，你不知道我已经堕落？”她说。





“你厌倦了锄草，也不想再把土豆挖，

你一身破烂离了家，没鞋也没袜；

而如今你有华丽的羽毛和手镯！”

“是的，堕落的人这样打扮，”她说。





“在家乡，在农场，你说的是‘你’和‘咱’，

还有‘啥家伙’和‘咋个办’，可是今天，

你说出来的话在上等社会完全合格！”

“堕落能换得高雅的表面，”她说。





“那时你手像爪子，脸儿又瘦又青，

如今你戴着小手套，就像贵妇人，

你如花如玉的脸蛋简直迷住了我！”

“我们堕落后从来就不干活，”她说。





“你老是说，家乡的生活是一场恶梦，

你老是叹气叹个不停，可如今，

你看起来无忧无愁，似乎挺快活！”

“真的，堕落的人表现很活泼，”她说。





“我真想有羽毛、华丽的拖地长袍，

还有漂亮的脸蛋，能在城里炫耀！”

“一个新来的乡下姑娘，我亲爱的，

别指望这一切。你没有堕落，”她说。

1866年




Memory and I



"O Memory, where is now my Youth,

Who used to say that life was truth?"





"I saw him in a crumbled cot


Beneath a tottering tree;



That he as phantom lingers there


Is only known to me."







"O Memory, where is now my Joy,

Who lived with me in sweet employ?"





"I saw him on a lonely lawn,


Where laughter used to be;



That he as phantom wanders there


Is known to none but me."







"O Memory, where is now my Hope,

Who charged with deeds my skill and scope?"





"I saw her in a tomb of tomes,


Where dreams are wont to be;



That she as spectre haunteth there


Is only known to me."







"O Memory, where is now my Faith,

One time a champion, now a wraith?"





"I saw her in a ravaged aisle,


Bowed down on bended knee;



That her poor ghost outflickers there


Is known to none but me."







"O Memory, where is now my Love,

That rayed me as a god above?"





"I saw her in an ageing shape


Where beauty used to be;



That her fond phantom lingers there


Is only known to me."






记忆和我



“记忆
 呀，我的青春
 在哪里？

他以前总说：生活就是真理。”





“我见他在摇摇欲倒的树下


呆在一间破棚里；



如今他像个幽灵在那里栖身，


除我之外无人知悉。”







“记忆呀，我的欢乐
 在哪里？

他以前总是给我带来甜蜜。”





“我见他徘徊在寂寞的草地，


那里欢笑已绝迹；



如今他像个幽灵在那里流连，


除我之外无人知悉。”







“记忆呀，我的希望
 在哪里？

他总是要我发挥才干和志气。”





“我看见她在书堆的坟场里，


那是梦境萦回之地；



如今她像个鬼魂在那里萦绕，


除我之外无人知悉。”







“记忆呀，我的信仰
 在哪里？

曾位居第一，而今破灭无遗。”





“我看见她在毁圮的教堂里，


低垂着头，屈着膝；



她可怜的鬼影在那儿摇曳明灭，


除我之外无人知悉。”







“记忆呀，我的爱情
 在哪里？

他曾像天神一样许我福祉。”





“我到美的旧址去把她寻访，


却只见苍老的影子，



她痴痴的幽灵在那儿流连不舍，


除我之外无人知悉。”






Time's Laughingstocks






时光的笑柄






The End of the Episode




Indulge no more may we



In this sweet-bitter pastime:

The love-light shines the last time


Between you, Dear, and me.








There shall remain no trace



Of what so closely tied us,

And blank as ere love eyed us


Will be our meeting-place.








The flowers and thymy air,



Will they now miss our coming?

The dumbles thin their humming


To find we haunt not there?








Though fervent was our vow,



Though ruddily ran our pleasure,

Bliss has fulfilled its measure,


And sees its sentence now.








Ache deep; but make no moans:



Smile out; but stilly suffer:

The paths of love are rougher


Than thoroughfares of stones.






曲终



我们莫再迷恋

这又甜又苦的游戏，——

爱情之光最后一次

闪耀在你我之间。





我俩紧密的联系

将不留踪迹地消失，

我俩约会的地址

将恢复早先的孤寂。





百花和香草的薰风

是否会把我们思念？

野蜂不见我们流连，

是否会压低嗡鸣？





尽管我们盟誓热烈，

尽管欢乐如泉水涌出，

幸福达到了它的限度，

如今看到了最后判决。





深深地痛，但不呻吟，

出声地笑，无声地受苦，——

爱之路比那石头路

要更为崎岖难行。




The Night of the Dance



The cold moon hangs to the sky by its horn,


And centres its gaze on me;



The stars, like eyes in reverie,

Their westering as for a while forborne,


Quiz downward curiously.







Old Robert draws the backbrand in,


The green logs steam and spit;



The half-awakened sparrows flit

From the riddled thatch; and owls begin


To whoo from the gable-slit.







Yes; far and nigh things seem to know


Sweet scenes are impending here;



That all is prepared; that the hour is near

For welcomes, fellowships, and flow


Of sally, song, and cheer;







That spigots are pulled and viols strung;


That soon will arise the sound



Of measures trod to tunes renowned;

That She will return in Love's low tongue


My vows as we wheel around.






跳舞的夜



冷月如钩在天边高挂，

她对我特别注意；

星星眯着眼如在梦里，

暂时停下了西去的步伐，

对下界深表好奇。





老罗伯把烧半截的柴塞进，

生柴吱吱冒汽泡；

从破漏如筛的屋顶茅草

飞出半醒的麻雀，猫头鹰

也在墙洞鸣叫。





周围的一切好像都知道

甜蜜一幕将拉开；

万事齐备，时刻即将到来：

欢迎着伴侣打趣说笑，

唱着歌儿乐开怀；





酒桶已开塞，琴已调好弦，

马上就要奏起乐曲，

舞步就要踩着新的韵律；

回应我的盟誓，在旋舞间

她将报以爱的低语。




Misconception



I busied myself to find a sure


Snug hermitage



That should preserve my Love secure


From the world's rage;



Where no unseemly saturnals,

Or strident traffic-roars,

Or hum of intervolved cabals

Should echo at her doors.





I laboured that the diurnal spin


Of vanities



Should not contrive to suck her in


By dark degrees,



And cunningly operate to blur

Sweet teachings I had begun;

And then I went full-heart to her

To expound the glad deeds done.





She looked at me, and said thereto


With a pitying smile,



"And this
 is what has busied you


So long a while?



O poor exhausted one, I see

You have worn you old and thin

For naught! Those moils you fear for me

My nature revels in!"




误会



我忙忙碌碌，努力寻觅


舒适的隐居，



以保护我的爱人躲避


人世的乱局；



那里没有彻夜酗酒放荡，

没有烦人车马喧，

也没有帮派的倾轧吵嚷

回响在她门前。





我全力防范那浮华炫富


每日的熏陶



终于会逐步地把她吸入


黑暗的泥沼，



把我刚开始的爱的教育

狡诈地抹掉痕迹。

之后我挺得意地找她去

汇报我的成绩。





她瞧瞧我，怜悯地微笑，


然后对我说：



“这么长时间你的辛劳，


全是为这个
 ？



哦可怜你累得又老又瘦，

枉费了一片情怀！——

你为我忧惧的浑潮浊流

恰恰是我本性的最爱！”




Let Me Enjoy





I



Let me enjoy the earth no less

Because the all-enacting Might

That fashioned forth its loveliness

Had other aims than my delight.



II



About my path there flits a Fair,

Who throws me not a word or sign;

I'll charm me with her ignoring air,

And laud the lips not meant for mine.



III



From manuscripts of moving song

Inspired by scenes and dreams unknown

I'll pour out raptures that belong

To others, as they were my own.



IV



And some day hence, towards Paradise

And all its blest — if such should be —

I will lift glad, afar-off eyes,

Though it contain no place for me.




让我享受尘世之乐





1



让我享受尘世之乐吧，

尽管那制定一切的伟力

创造出世间的美好甜蜜

不是以我的欢乐为目的。



2



我身旁掠过一位丽人，

她没有向我说话或示意；

我赞美不属于我的樱唇，

以她的冷漠陶醉自己。



3



我捧着动人的歌的抄本，

不知它来自何种灵感，

我借它倾注狂喜的心情——

别人的，就像自己的一般。



4



有朝一日，向着那天堂

及其居民（假设真有其事）

我会高兴地抬眼遥望，

尽管那里没我的位置。




The Ballad-Singer



Sing, Ballad-singer, raise a hearty tune;

Make me forget that there was ever a one

I walked with in the meek light of the moon


When the day's work was done.







Rhyme, Ballad-rhymer, start a country song;

Make me forget that she whom I loved well

Swore she would love me dearly, love me long,


Then — what I cannot tell!







Sing, Ballad-singer, from your little book;

Make me forget those heart-breaks, achings, fears;

Make me forget her name, her sweet sweet look —


Make me forget her tears.






歌谣手
 


①








唱吧，歌谣手，唱出热情的歌，

让我忘却曾经有过一个人，——

每当干完一天活，趁月光柔和，

我常和她同行。





唱吧，歌谣手，唱一支家乡的歌，

让我忘却我最爱的那一个，

她发誓要深深爱我，长久爱我；

后来呢，我没法说！





唱吧，歌谣手，唱你的小歌本，

让我忘却烦忧、悲痛和心碎，

让我忘却她的名字、她的甜美，

忘却她的眼泪。



注释






①

 　此诗和以下三首都选自组诗《在卡斯特桥市集》。卡斯特桥是哈代虚构的地名，以他家乡多塞特郡的郡治多切斯特为原型。哈代有著名小说《卡斯特桥市长》传世。





Former Beauties



These market-dames, mid-aged, with lips thin-drawn,

And tissues sere,

Are they the ones we loved in years agone,

And courted here?





Are these the muslined pink young things to whom

We vowed and swore

In nooks on summer Sundays by the Froom,

Or Budmouth shore?





Do they remember those gay tunes we trod

Clasped on the green;

Aye; trod till moonlight set on the beaten sod

A satin sheen?





They must forget, forget! They cannot know

What once they were,

Or memory would transfigure them, and show

Them always fair.




以前的美人



这些市场上的婆子，一身旧纱布，

紧绷着薄嘴唇，

莫非这就是我们当年所爱慕

和追求的美人？





莫非这就是那些粉红色的少女，

每逢夏天的星期日，

我们曾在溪边和海岸隐蔽之处

向她们山盟海誓？





她们可还记得，合着快乐的舞曲，

我们相抱欢舞不已，

直到月光用一幅光洁的缎子

盖住踩乱了的草地？





唉，她们肯定忘了，她们不可能

记得从前的自己，

否则，回忆定会改变形象，使她们

永远显得美丽。




After the Club-Dance



Black'on frowns east on Maidon,


And westward to the sea,



But on neither is his frown laden


With scorn, as his frown on me!







At dawn my heart grew heavy,


I could not sip the wine,



I left the jocund bevy


And that young man o' mine.







The roadside elms pass by me, —


Why do I sink with shame



When the birds a-perch there eye me?


They, too, have done the same!






舞会之后



黑山向东边古堡蹙眉，

向西边大海蹙额，

但只有它向我的皱眉

才充满轻蔑的神色！





天明时分我心头发沉，

我不能再啜饮酒浆，

我离开了快乐的一群，

离开了我的少年郎。





我在路旁榆树下走过，

为什么羞愧难当？

怕树上的小鸟儿看我？——

它们做的和我一样！




The Inquiry



And are ye one of Hermitage —

Of Hermitage, by Ivel Road,

And do ye know, in Hermitage,

A thatch-roofed house where sengreens grow?

And does John Waywood live there still —

He of the name that there abode

When father hurdled on the hill


Some fifteen years ago?







Does he now speak o' Patty Beech,

The Patty Beech he used to — see,

Or ask at all if Patty Beech

Is known or heard of out this way?

— Ask ever if she's living yet,

And where her present home may be,

And how she bears life's fag and fret


After so long a day?







In years agone at Hermitage

This faded face was counted fair,

None fairer; and at Hermitage

We swore to wed when he should thrive.

But never a chance had he or I,

And waiting made his wish outwear,

And Time, that dooms man's love to die,


Preserves a maid's alive.






探问



你可是来自赫密泰奇——

那个小村，就在埃弗路边，

你可知道，在赫密泰奇

有座茅屋，屋边长满石莲？

你可知道，约翰·韦伍德

是不是还住在那里？

他爸在山坡上扎篱笆的，

大概十五年前？





他可还会说起派蒂·碧琪，

他以前常约会的人，

或打听一声派蒂·碧琪，

问问有关她的音讯？

问一声她还在不在人世，

她现在家住何地？

她怎么度过漫长的一日，

忍受劳苦艰辛？





多年之前啊，在赫密泰奇，

人们曾夸我美貌超群，

我们盟誓，在赫密泰奇，

等他成功我们就成婚。

可是我们没盼到命运改，

等待，消磨了他的心意，

时间啊，杀死了男人的爱，

偏把姑娘的爱留存。




The Dark-Eyed Gentleman





I



I pitched my day's leazings in Crimmercrock Lane,

To tie up my garter and jog on again,

When a dear dark-eyed gentleman passed there and said,

In a way that made all o' me colour rose-red,


"What do I see —




O pretty knee!"



And he came and he tied up my garter for me.



II



'Twixt sunset and moonrise it was, I can mind:

Ah, 'tis easy to lose what we nevermore find! —

Of the dear stranger's home, of his name, I knew nought,

But I soon knew his nature and all that it brought.


Then bitterly




Sobbed I that he



Should ever have tied up my garter for me!



III



Yet now I've beside me a fine lissom lad,

And my slip's nigh forgot, and my days are not sad;

My own dearest joy is he, comrade, and friend,

He it is who safe-guards me, on him I depend;


No sorrow brings he,




And thankful I be



That his daddy once tied up my garter for me!




黑眼睛先生





1



我在巷里放下一整天拾来的麦穗捆，

想系好袜带，再慢慢搬运，

恰巧与一位可亲的黑眼睛先生相逢，

他说话的口气使我满脸玫瑰红：

“喔，多么可爱——

多美的膝盖！”

于是他过来替我系好了袜带。



2



我记得，太阳已落月亮还没升起，

啊，失去永不复返的东西是何等轻易！

我不知亲切的陌生人姓名和住所，

但很快得知了他的人品与后果，

我哭泣哀哀，

只怨他不该

有一天过来替我系好了袜带！



3



所幸我现在身边有个好少年，

失足已成往事，日子不再辛酸；

他是我的伴侣、朋友和欢乐，

我依靠着他，他保护着我；

他不使我悲哀，

我或许会感谢

他爹有一天替我系好了袜带！




The Reminder



While I watch the Christmas blaze

Paint the room with ruddy rays,

Something makes my vision glide

To the frosty scene outside.





There, to reach a rotting berry,

Toils a thrush, — constrained to very

Dregs of food by sharp distress,

Taking such with thankfulness.





Why, O starving bird, when I

One day's joy would justify,

And put misery out of view,

Do you make me notice you!




提醒



当我看着圣诞节的炉火

把房间渲染成融融暖色；

不知是什么，叫我的目光

瞥向了窗外的寒冬景象。





那儿一只鸫鸟，迫于饥饿，

正极力去够一粒烂浆果，——

值艰难时节，不得不感谢

哪怕一丁点儿残渣碎屑。





挨饿的鸟啊，恰好当我

设法证实我一天的欢乐，

正试图忘却苦难和不幸，

你何苦又来把我提醒！




She Hears the Storm



There was a time in former years —


While my roof-tree was his —



When I should have been distressed by fears


At such a night as this.







I should have murmured anxiously,


"The pricking rain strikes cold;



His road is bare of hedge or tree,


And he is getting old."







But now the fitful chimney-roar,


The drone of Thorncombe trees,



The Froom in flood upon the moor,


The mud of Mellstock Leaze,







The candle slanting sooty wick'd,


The thuds upon the thatch,



The eaves-drops on the window flicked,


The clacking garden-hatch,







And what they mean to wayfarers,


I scarcely heed or mind;



He has won that storm-tight roof of hers


Which Earth grants all her kind.






她听风雨



从前有过那样的年月，——


我和他共一个屋顶，



那时逢这样的风雨夜，


我会多么忧虑担心！







我一定会焦急地喃喃：


“风寒雨冷扎人疼！



他路上又没树篱遮拦，


况且年岁也不饶人。”







但如今不论烟囱叫啸，


索恩科姆树林轰鸣，



弗鲁姆水涨，荒原涝


还是牧场一片泥泞，







不论烛芯冒烟火恍惚，


茅草屋顶发巨声，



屋檐滴水敲打窗户，


还是劈啪后园门，







以及此时旅人的遭遇，


我都已不再挂心：



他已得她的屋顶遮风雨，


地母庇儿女一视同仁。






New Year's Eve



"I have finished another year," said God,


"In grey, green, white, and brown;



I have strewn the leaf upon the sod,

Sealed up the worm within the clod,


And let the last sun down."







"And what's the good of it?" I said.


"What reasons made you call



From formless void this earth we tread,

When nine-and-ninety can be read


Why nought should be at all?







"Yea, Sire; why shaped you us, 'who in


This tabernacle groan' —



If ever a joy be found herein,

Such joy no man had wished to win


If he had never known!"







Then he: "My labours — logicless —


You may explain; not I:



Sense-sealed I have wrought, without a guess

That I evolved a Consciousness


To ask for reasons why.







"Strange that ephemeral creatures who


By my own ordering are,



Should see the shortness of my view,

Use ethic tests I never knew,


Or made provision for!"







He sank to raptness as of yore,


And opening New Year's Day



Wove it by rote as theretofore,

And went on working evermore


In his unweeting way.



1906




除夕夜



“完成了又一年工作，”上帝说，


“用尽了灰、绿、白、棕色；



我用落叶铺满了草地，

把蚯蚓都封进了洞里，


送走了最后的日落。”







“做这些又有什么用？”我问，


“是什么促使你从虚空中



造出我们脚下踏的土？

明明有九十九可以数，


为什么又造一个零？







“你呀，为什么造人，叫‘我们


在这帐棚里叹息呻吟’，
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假如许给人一种福乐，

却从没一个人体验过，


他岂能对此倾心？”







上帝说：“我的工作与逻辑无涉。


要解释的是你，不是我；



我造的是混沌，不是思，

没想到演化出一个意识


来问这些‘为什么’。







“这种短命蜉蝣也真奇怪，


本来也是我造出来，



却要来说我的眼光短，

还要来运用伦理推断，


这我可从未安排！”







说完他又回到入迷的专注，


去为新年揭开序幕，



按常规把它的经纬编织，

以他一贯不经意的方式


继续着他的忙碌。



1906年



注释






①

 　此句出自《圣经·哥林多后书》。帐棚是旅途中临时歇宿之地，喻指人生现世。





God's Education



I saw him steal the light away


That haunted in her eye:



It went so gently none could say

More than that it was there one day


And missing by-and-by.







I watched her longer, and he stole


Her lily tincts and rose;



All her young sprightliness of soul

Next fell beneath his cold control,


And disappeared like those.







I asked: "Why do you serve her so?


Do you, for some glad day,



Hoard these her sweets — ?" He said, "O no,

They charm not me; I bid Time throw


Them carelessly away."







Said I: "We call that cruelty —


We, your poor mortal kind."



He mused. "The thought is new to me.

Forsooth, though I men's master be,


Theirs is the teaching mind!"






上帝的一课



我看见他窃走了她的眼神，


她明眸的光辉熠熠



谁也说不上何时何日

已不知不觉黯然消失，


如今全不见踪迹。







我再关注，发觉他又窃走


她玫瑰百合般的丽姿；



她的青春、活泼、灵秀

也都落入了他冷酷的手，


无一幸免转瞬即逝。







我问道：“你为何对她如此？


你是否藏起她的美质



想来日享用？”他说，“这一切

可迷不住我；我已吩咐时间


立刻弃之如同敝屣。”







我说：“我们称此为残酷！


为何不稍微仁慈？”



他沉思。“这可没听说过。

真是的，虽然我是人的主，


他们倒好为人师！”






The Man He Killed




"Had he and I but met




By some old ancient inn,



We should have sat us down to wet


Right many a nipperkin!








"But ranged as infantry,




And staring face to face,



I shot at him as he at me,


And killed him in his place.








"I shot him dead because —




Because he was my foe,



Just so: my foe of course he was;


That's clear enough; although








"He thought he'd 'list, perhaps,




Off-hand like — just as I —



Was out of work — had sold his traps —


No other reason why.








"Yes; quaint and curious war is!




You shoot a fellow down



You'd treat if met where any bar is,


Or help to half-a-crown."



1902




他杀死的人



“假如他和我两个

在一处老酒店相会，

我们本该相邀同坐

好好儿干上几杯！





“可是作为步兵相遇，

他盯着我，我盯着他，

我们互相瞄准射击，

我把他当场射杀。





“我把他击毙，只因……

理由非常简单：

只因他是我的敌人，

这明明白白；尽管





“他当兵大概和我一样，

没有更多的考虑，

只为找不到活干，

也卖掉了营生工具。





“战争真是奇怪得很，

对本当互相接济

或请他喝一杯的人，

我去把他一枪击毙。”

1902年




Satires of Circumstance






境遇的嘲弄






Channel Firing



That night your great guns, unawares,

Shook all our coffins as we lay,

And broke the chancel window-squares,

We thought it was the Judgment-day





And sat upright. While drearisome

Arose the howl of wakened hounds:

The mouse let fall the altar-crumb,

The worms drew back into the mounds,





The glebe cow drooled. Till God called, "No;

It's gunnery practice out at sea

Just as before you went below;

The world is as it used to be:





"All nations striving strong to make

Red war yet redder. Mad as hatters

They do no more for Christés sake

Than you who are helpless in such matters.





"That this is not the judgment-hour

For some of them's a blessed thing,

For if it were they'd have to scour

Hell's floor for so much threatening…





"Ha, ha. It will be warmer when

I blow the trumpet (if indeed

I ever do; for you are men,

And rest eternal sorely need)."





So down we lay again. "I wonder,

Will the world ever saner be,"

Said one, "than when He sent us under

In our indifferent century!"





And many a skeleton shook his head.

"Instead of preaching forty year,"

My neighbour Parson Thirdly said,

"I wish I had stuck to pipes and beer."





Again the guns disturbed the hour,

Roaring their readiness to avenge,

As far inland as Stourton Tower,

And Camelot, and starlit Stonehenge.


April
 1914




海峡炮声



前夜你们的大炮突然轰响，

震动了我们安卧的棺材，

也震破了圣坛的玻璃窗，

我们以为最后审判日已到来，





而直挺挺地坐起。狗被吵醒，

一阵嗥叫凄凉而惊恐；

耗子扔下祭坛上的碎饼，

蚯蚓连忙缩进了土冢。





牛也张着口。直到上帝说：“否！

这只是海上演习炮声响，

正像你们入地的那时候；

世界和先前并无两样：





“所有国家都在全力以赴

把火红的战火烧得更红。
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若要说为基督服务，这批狂徒

比无能为力的你们更无用。





“他们也算是福大命大，——

亏得这并不是最后审判，

否则，为了这等凶神恶煞

该罚他们到地狱去擦地板……





“哈哈！等我把号角吹起，
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那时才热闹（但我已不知道

我还要不要吹；因为永远安息，

这才是人们的迫切需要）。”





于是我们重新躺下。“我猜不透

世界会不会变得更理智——”

有一个说，“比我们那时候，

比上帝送我们入地之日！”





众骷髅闻此言一齐摇头，

我的邻人瑟德利牧师发了言：

“我早该爱上烟草和啤酒，

悔不该传教传了四十年。”





炮声又一次震撼夜空，

怒吼着宣扬报复的决心，

传进内陆，传到亚瑟王宫、

斯图尔顿塔和星光下的巨石阵。
 

③





1914年4月



注释






①

 　此诗作于1914年5月，是有预见性的，仅三个月后第一次世界大战就爆发了。





②

 　此处可能是借用《圣经·约伯记》39. 24-25.中形容战马的诗句：“一听角声就不耐站立。角每发声，它说呵哈；它从远处闻着战气；……”





③

 　亚瑟王是中古传奇中的不列颠国王，相传其王宫在卡米洛特；斯图尔顿是撒克逊王阿尔弗雷德战胜丹麦入侵之地；巨石阵是新石器时代遗迹，为围成环状的巨石构成，据推测为太阳神庙。这几处历史遗迹都在威塞克斯，距英吉利海峡很近。哈代家乡能清晰听到海峡炮声。





The Convergence of the Twain




(Lines on the loss of the
 
Titanic

 )












I



In a solitude of the sea

Deep from human vanity,

And the Pride of Life that planned her, stilly couches she.



II



Steel chambers, late the pyres

Of her salamandrine fires,

Cold currents thrid, and turn to rhythmic tidal lyres.



III



Over the mirrors meant

To glass the opulent

The sea-worm crawls — grotesque, slimed, dumb, indifferent.



IV



Jewels in joy designed

To ravish the sensuous mind

Lie lightless, all their sparkles bleared and black and blind.



V



Dim moon-eyed fishes near

Gaze at the gilded gear

And query: "What does this vaingloriousness down here?"…



VI



Well: while was fashioning

This creature of cleaving wing,

The Immanent Will that stirs and urges everything



VII



Prepared a sinister mate

For her — so gaily great —

A Shape of Ice, for the time far and dissociate.



VIII



And as the smart ship grew

In stature, grace, and hue,

In shadowy silent distance grew the Iceberg too.



IX



Alien they seemed to be:

No mortal eye could see

The intimate welding of their later history,



X



Or sign that they were bent

By paths coincident

On being anon twin halves of one august event,



XI



Till the Spinner of the Years

Said "Now!" And each one hears,

And consummation comes, and jars two hemispheres.




双峰会




（诗志泰坦尼克号之殇）












1



她正孤独寂寞地

躺在深深的海底，

如今远离了策划她的人世浮华和奢靡。



2



钢舱房变火葬堆，

寒流冲激，鬼火微，

如今做了潮汐的琴，定时奏出乐音低回。



3



镜子本来的用意

是把豪华反映无遗，

如今却爬满蠕虫，冷漠无言，黏滑怪异。



4



迷人的珍宝珠玉

是为点燃声色之欲，

如今陷于黑暗和泥淤，光彩丧失无余。



5



面对镀金的钟表

海鱼瞪圆了眼瞧，

问道：“虚荣的东西，到这儿炫什么耀？”



6



原来是：当这一只

破浪巨物建造之时，

那内在于宇宙并推动万物运行的意志，



7



为华美伟大的船

配了个不祥的伴——

准备遥远未来完婚——他的造型是冰山。



8



当亮丽的她增长

其身材、姿色、容光，

那冰山也悄悄地同步生长，在蒙蒙远方。



9



他俩陌生而远隔，

没一个凡人能预测

他们日后的命运会交融并亲密结合，



10



或表示他们的路径

由于偶然的相重，

将来会使他们成为最高级事件的双峰，



11



直到岁月纺织工

发出“时辰到！”的令，

一声巨响宣告完成，两个半球为之震动。




The Year's Awakening



How do you know that the pilgrim track

Along the belting zodiac

Swept by the sun in his seeming rounds

Is traced by now to the Fishes' bounds

And into the Ram, when weeks of cloud

Have wrapt the sky in a clammy shroud,

And never as yet a tinct of spring

Has shown in the Earth's apparelling;

O vespering bird, how do you know,


How do you know?







How do you know, deep underground,

Hid in your bed from sight and sound,

Without a turn in temperature,

With weather life can scarce endure,

That light has won a fraction's strength,

And day put on some moments' length,

Whereof in merest rote will come,

Weeks hence, mild airs that do not numb;

O crocus root, how do you know,


How do you know?




February
 1910




新岁苏醒



你怎么知道的——沿着黄道——

据观察太阳似乎沿着它绕

而巡礼苍穹，如今其步履

正穿行在双鱼宫的疆域，

将进白羊宫；好几周以来，

云层像贝壳般把天空封盖，

大地的服饰仍一味萧瑟，

找不出一丝微露的春色；

晚唱的鸟啊，你怎么知道的？

你怎么知道的？





你怎么知道的——深埋土中——

躲在你苗床里，又瞎又聋，

温度没变，没显示出复苏，

天气是生命难以忍受的严酷，

只是光的力量赢了一分，

只是白昼长度加了几瞬，

但由此预测：几周之后，

空气将不会再冻僵指头；

番红花球啊，你怎么知道的？

你怎么知道的？

1910年2月




The Going



Why did you give no hint that night

That quickly after the morrow's dawn,

And calmly, as if indifferent quite,

You would close your term here, up and be gone


Where I could not follow




With wing of swallow



To gain one glimpse of you ever anon!






Never to bid good-bye,




Or lip me the softest call,



Or utter a wish for a word, while I

Saw morning harden upon the wall,


Unmoved, unknowing




That your great going



Had place that moment, and altered all.





Why do you make me leave the house

And think for a breath it is you I see

At the end of the alley of bending boughs

Where so often at dusk you used to be;


Till in darkening dankness




The yawning blankness



Of the perspective sickens me!






You were she who abode




By those red-veined rocks far West,



You were the swan-necked one who rode

Along the beetling Beeny Crest,


And, reining nigh me,




Would muse and eye me,



While Life unrolled us its very best.





Why, then, latterly did we not speak,

Did we not think of those days long dead,

And ere your vanishing strive to seek

That time's renewal? We might have said,


"In this bright spring weather




We'll visit together



Those places that once we visited."






Well, well! All's past amend,




Unchangeable. It must go.



I seem but a dead man held on end.

To sink down soon… O you could not know


That such swift fleeing




No soul foreseeing —



Not even I — would undo me so!


December
 1912




离去



为什么你那夜毫无暗示，

表明一等黎明到来之后，

你就要平静从容地起身离去，

从此结束你在此地的逗留？


你去之处我难追随，




即便如燕子有翅能飞，



要想再见你一眼也永不能够！






没有向我低声呼唤，




没有一个告别的字，



也没有表现说话的意愿，

当我看见晨光在墙上凝滞，


你庄严的启程




正在当时发生，



一切已变，而我却还懵然无知。





为什么你总是引我走出门口，

恍惚间你的身影会突然现出，

正在树枝笼罩的小径尽头

黄昏时分你惯常喜爱之处；


直到夜晚潮气侵袭，




而大张着口的空虚



使我的凝望再也支持不住！






你原来住在西方，




从红岩来的女人，



你有天鹅般优美的颈项，

你骑马越过比尼山，不畏险峻，


你与我并辔挽缰，




你沉思着向我凝望，——



当生活正展示它最美好的一瞬。





为什么我俩近来无话可谈？

为什么不想想那逝去的生活，

不趁你离去前，努力实现

昔日的复活？我们本可以说：


“趁此明媚春光，




让我们同去寻访



我们往日访过的每个场所。”






唉！一切无可挽回，




无可改变，逝者必逝。



我似乎自己已死，徒然直立

只能加速我的沉没。你岂知


你去得如此匆匆




（无人预见，连我也不曾），



已完全搅翻了我的心志！
 

①





1912年12月



注释






①

 　从此诗到《女骑手的魅影》的六首诗选自“1912年—1913年组诗”即“爱玛组诗”。





Without Ceremony



It was your way, my dear,

To vanish without a word

When callers, friends, or kin

Had left, and I hastened in

To rejoin you, as I inferred.





And when you'd a mind to career

Off anywhere-say to town —

You were all on a sudden gone

Before I had thought thereon,

Or noticed your trunks were down.





So, now that you disappear

For ever in that swift style,

Your meaning seems to me

Just as it used to be:

"Good-bye is not worth while!"




不拘礼



亲爱的，这真是你

不拘礼仪的方式：

当亲友们刚离去，

我赶来与你相聚，

而你已悄悄地消逝。





以往，每当你决意

旅行或是进城里，

也总是说走就走，——

我还没回过念头

或注意到你拿行李。





就这样，你的永逝

也来得如此迅疾，

这意思，我懂得，

正如你一贯风格：

“不在乎告辞礼仪！”




The Haunter



He does not think that I haunt here nightly:


How shall I let him know



That whither his fancy sets him wandering


I, too, alertly go? —



Hover and hover a few feet from him


Just as I used to do,



But cannot answer the words he lifts me —


Only listen thereto!







When I could answer he did not say them:


When I could let him know



How I would like to join in his journeys


Seldom he wished to go.



Now that he goes and wants me with him


More than he used to do,



Never he sees my faithful phantom


Though he speaks thereto.







Yes, I companion him to places


Only dreamers know,



Where the shy hares print long paces,


Where the night rooks go;



Into old aisles where the past is all to him,


Close as his shade can do,



Always lacking the power to call to him,


Near as I reach thereto!







What a good haunter I am, O tell him!


Quickly make him know



If he but sigh since my loss befell him


Straight to his side I go.



Tell him a faithful one is doing


All that love can do



Still that his path may be worth pursuing,


And to bring peace thereto.






魂



他没想到我夜夜萦回于此，

我怎能使他得知：

不论幻想引导他漫游何地，

我也感应而至？——

飘拂环绕，仅有咫尺之遥，

永在他身边萦萦，

但他对我说话，我却不能回答，

只能默默地听！





当我能回答时，他没说这些话，

当我能使他得知：

我多么欢喜和他一同游历，

他却少有兴致。

如今他强烈希望重访旧地，

一心想要我陪同，

他对我说个不停，却看不见

我的忠诚魂灵。





是的，我陪他同往了每一处，

但只在梦里可知，

我们去访胆怯善跳的野兔，

去访寒鸦的栖枝，

去访教堂老座席，怀念童年，

跟着他如影随形，

但尽管近在咫尺，却默默无言，

不能叫他一声！





唉，我是个多么萦萦不舍的魂，

赶快让他得知：

如果他思念我，只要轻叹一声，

我就应声而至。

告诉他：忠诚的魂在做一切，

遵照爱的命令，

她仍不离不弃，追随他的路径，

为他带来安宁。




The Voice



Woman much missed, how you call to me, call to me,

Saying that now you are not as you were

When you had changed from the one who was all to me,

But as at first, when our day was fair.





Can it be you that I hear? Let me view you, then,

Standing as when I drew near to the town

Where you would wait for me: yes, as I knew you then,

Even to the original air-blue gown!





Or is it only the breeze, in its listlessness

Travelling across the wet mead to me here,

You being ever dissolved to wan wistlessness,

Heard no more again far or near?





Thus I; faltering forward,

Leaves around me falling,

Wind oozing thin through the thorn from norward

And the woman calling.


December
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声音



我思念的女人，我听见你的声音

一声声在把我呼唤，呼唤，

说你已不再是与我疏远时的模样

又复是当初我们幸福时的容颜。





真是你的声音吗？那么让我看看你，

站着，就像当年等我在小镇边，

像你惯常那样站着：我熟悉的身姿，

与众不同的连衣裙，一身天蓝！





也许，这不过是微风朝我这边吹来，

懒洋洋地拂过湿润的草地，

而你已永远化为无知觉的空白，

无论远近，我再也听不到你？






我的周围落叶纷纷，




我迎向前，步履蹒跚。



透过荆棘丛渗过来稀薄的北风，


送来一个女人的呼唤。



1912年12月




Beeny Cliff





March

 1870—
 
March

 1913












I



O the opal and the sapphire of that wandering western sea,

And the woman riding high above with bright hair flapping free —

The woman whom I loved so, and who loyally loved me.



II



The pale mews plained below us, and the waves seemed far away

In a nether sky, engrossed in saying their ceaseless babbling say,

As we laughed light-heartedly aloft on that clear-sunned March day.



III



A little cloud then cloaked us, and there flew an irised rain,

And the Atlantic dyed its levels with a dull misfeatured stain,

And then the sun burst out again, and purples prinked the main.



IV



— Still in all its chasmal beauty bulks old Beeny to the sky,

And shall she and I not go there once again now March is nigh,

And the sweet things said in that March say anew there by and by?



V



What if still in chasmal beauty looms that wild weird western shore,

The woman now is — elsewhere — whom the ambling pony bore,

And nor knows nor cares for Beeny, and will laugh there never-more.




比尼崖




1870年3月—1913年3月












1



啊流荡的西海，闪着蛋白石与蓝宝石的光彩，

骑马的女郎，高高的崖上，金发飞扬的丰采，——

她曾忠诚地爱过我，我对她也曾深深挚爱。



2



苍白的海鸥在我们的下方悲鸣，海浪缕缕，

在脚下的蓝天里，远远地，没完没了喋喋絮语，

而我俩在崖顶欢笑，艳阳三月，无忧无虑。



3



一片云罩住了我们，一阵彩虹雨飞过身边，

大西洋海面改色，染上了一块黯淡的污斑，

然后太阳破云而出，重新用紫袍把大海装扮。



4



——古老的比尼崖仍以它绝壁之美，矗立天际，

如今又逢阳春三月，她与我何不重游故地，

再次诉说那个三月在那儿说过的浓情蜜意？



5



西海岸呀绝壁之美依旧，荒野，奇诡而陡峭，

但当年骑马漫步的女郎呢，如今已踪迹飘渺，

已不再惦记着比尼崖，也永不会再在崖上欢笑。
 

①







注释






①

 　比尼崖位于英格兰西南部康沃尔半岛，西临大西洋凯尔特海。临海是断崖峭壁，崖上往后却是较平缓的草坡，故能骑马登崖。





The Phantom Horsewoman





I



Queer are the ways of a man I know:

He comes and stands

In a careworn craze,

And looks at the sands

And the seaward haze,

With moveless hands

And face and gaze,

Then turns to go…

And what does he see when he gazes so?



II



They say he sees as an instant thing

More clear than to-day,

A sweet soft scene

That was once in play

By that briny green;

Yes, notes alway

Warm, real, and keen,

What his back years bring —

A phantom of his own figuring.



III



Of this vision of his they might say more:

Not only there

Does he see this sight,

But everywhere

In his brain — day, night,

As if on the air

It were drawn rose bright —

Yea, far from that shore

Does he carry this vision of heretofore:



IV



A ghost-girl-rider. And though, toil-tried,

He withers daily,

Time touches her not,

But she still rides gaily

In his rapt thought

On that shagged and shaly

Atlantic spot,

And as when first eyed

Draws rein and sings to the swing of the tide.

1913




女骑手的魅影





1



我知道有个人行为非常古怪：

他总到这里来，

憔悴，心神恍惚，

久久凝视海滩，

凝望海上青雾，

无动作无表情，

唯有目光凝固，

然后转身离开……

他看见什么，当他凝视发呆？



2



人们说他看见幻影，栩栩如生，

比现实还清楚，

昔日景象重现，

甜蜜温馨一幕

在碧海边上演，

昔日音符复苏，

真切鲜明温暖。——

他以一片憧憬

从他的逝去岁月唤回了魅影。



3



关于这点人们所说还差得远：

其实他不仅仅

在此看见幻象，

而且不分日夜

把它携带心上

像海市蜃楼般

浮现而且发光。——

他从这处海岸

把幻象随身带到地角天边：



4



那是一个骑马女郎的鬼影。

他虽日渐凋谢，

她的容光不变，

他迷醉里见她

马上风采烂漫，

在嶙峋荒野的

那片大西洋岸，

像当初一样鲜明，——

手执缰绳以歌声应和涛声。

1913年




"She charged me"



She charged me with having said this and that

To another woman long years before,

In the very parlour where we sat, —





Sat on a night when the endless pour

Of rain on the roof and the road below

Bent the spring of the spirit more and more…





— So charged she me; and the Cupid's bow

Of her mouth was hard, and her eyes, and her face,

And her white forefinger lifted slow.





Had she done it gently, or shown a trace

That not too curiously would she view

A folly passed ere her reign had place,





A kiss might have ended it. But I knew

From the fall of each word, and the pause between,

That the curtain would drop upon us two

Ere long, in our play of slave and queen.




“她指责我”



她指责我在很多年月以前

对另一个女人说过一些话，

就在我们此刻坐着的客厅，——





此时天已黑，雨下得很大，

向屋顶，向路面，倾泻不停，

对精神的压力在不断加码……





——她就这样指责不停；面孔、

眼睛、慢慢扬起的白皙手指、

嘴唇的曲线硬得像爱神的弓。





假如她稍微温和些，而不是

过于刨根挖底，追究挑剔

她登基前发生的那点傻事，





那么一个吻就解决了问题。

但感受着那一字一顿的沉重，

我懂了：我俩演的女王与奴隶

这场戏很快就将落幕。告终。




The Workbox



"See, here's the workbox, little wife,

That I made of polished oak."

He was a joiner, of village life;

She came of borough folk.





He holds the present up to her

As with a smile she nears

And answers to the profferer,

"'twill last all my sewing years!"





"I warrant it will. And longer too.

'Tis a scantling that I got

Off poor John Wayward's coffin, who

Died of they knew not what.





"The shingled pattern that seems to cease

Against your box's rim

Continues right on in the piece

That's underground with him.





"And while I worked it made me think

Of timber's varied doom;

One inch where people eat and drink,

The next inch in a tomb.





"But why do you look so white, my dear,

And turn aside your face?

You knew not that good lad, I fear,

Though he came from your native place?"





"How could I know that good young man,

Though he came from my native town,

When he must have left there earlier than

I was a woman grown?"





"Ah, no. I should have understood!

It shocked you that I gave

To you one end of a piece of wood

Whose other is in a grave?"





"Don't, dear, despise my intellect,

Mere accidental things

Of that sort never have effect

On my imaginings."





Yet still her lips were limp and wan,

Her face still held aside,

As if she had known not only John,

But known of what he died.




针线盒



“瞧这个针线盒，爱妻，

是我用光洁的橡木做的。”

他，是村里的细木匠，

她呢，从镇上嫁到此地。





他把这礼物递给妻子，

妻子走近来面带笑容，

对送礼的丈夫回答道：

“这针线盒够我一辈子用！”





“这我能担保。还不止呢。

这盒子用的是边角料，

给约翰·韦沃德做棺材剩下的，

他为何死去，谁也不知道。





“你看这鳞状的木纹

似乎到你的盒边已经结束，

其实却继续向前延伸，

沿着伴他长眠的棺木。





“我做活时不禁心中思量：

木料有不同的命数：

这一寸在人们吃喝的世上，

第二寸却进了坟墓。





“亲爱的，你怎么脸色发白，

干吗把脸转到一旁？

你不至于认得那个青年吧？

虽说他和你该是同乡？”





“虽然他和我来自一个镇里，

我又怎么会认得他？

他一定早已离开了本地，

而我那时怕还没长大。”





“噢，那么，我早该想到，

准是这件事吓坏了你：

我给你这一头木料，

那一头却在坟墓里！”





“亲爱的，别小看我的智力，

纯粹偶然的事物

从不至于影响我的心理，

弄得我心神恍惚。”





但她的嘴唇苍白，发颤，

她的脸仍躲向一边，

仿佛她不但认识约翰，

还知道他死的根源。




At Tea



The kettle descants in a cosy drone,

And the young wife looks in her husband's face,

And then at her guest's, and shows in her own

Her sense that she fills an envied place;

And the visiting lady is all abloom,

And says there was never so sweet a room.





And the happy young housewife does not know

That the woman beside her was first his choice,

Till the fates ordained it could not be so…

Betraying nothing in look or voice

The guest sits smiling and sips her tea,

And he throws her a stray glance yearningly.




品茶



水壶在惬意地嗡嗡哼唱，

年轻妻子瞧瞧丈夫的脸，

又瞧瞧客人，而自己脸上

表现出她的位置令人称羡。

来访的女客也笑意吟吟，

极口夸赞这房间的温馨。





快乐的主妇不知情的是：

身旁的女客正是他的初恋，

直到命运注定难成好事……

来客的音容笑貌不露破绽，

安坐着品她的茶，唯有男人

飘去一丝迷失的恋恋眼神。




Moments of Vision






显象的片刻






At the Word "Farewell"



She looked like a bird from a cloud


On the clammy lawn,



Moving alone, bare-browed


In the dim of dawn.



The candles alight in the room


For my parting meal



Made all things withoutdoors loom


Strange, ghostly, unreal.







The hour itself was a ghost,


And it seemed to me then



As of chances the chance furthermost


I should see her again.



I beheld not where all was so fleet


That a Plan of the past



Which had ruled us from birthtime to meet


Was in working at last:







No prelude did I there perceive


To a drama at all,



Or foreshadow what fortune might weave


From beginnings so small;



But I rose as if quicked by a spur


I was bound to obey,



And stepped through the casement to her


Still alone in the gray.







"I am leaving you… Farewell!" I said,


As I followed her on



By an alley bare boughs overspread;


"I soon must be gone!"



Even then the scale might have been turned


Against love by a feather,



— But crimson one cheek of hers burned


When we came in together.






说出“告辞”之时



她像云中飞来的小鸟

落在露湿的草地，

没戴头巾，一大清早

行走在晨曦里。

这时室内点燃着烛火，

准备为我饯行，

映得户外一切影影绰绰，

虚幻而幽暗不明。





那时辰本身就有点灵异，

使我顿感冲动：

这是时机中的最佳时机，——

我要约她重逢。

在一闪即逝中我还不知：

从我们的诞生

就一直在往一处引的

缘分终于启动：





我没见任何序曲预示

戏剧即将开幕，——

从这样低的起点开始

岂能编织财富？

但我像被马刺刺了一下，

叫我必须服从，

我一步跨出窗口去会她，

她仍在晨雾中。





“我要走了……向你告辞！”

我跟上去和她相依

（笼罩小径的是光秃的树枝），

“马上就得离开你！”

即便此刻天平仍会否决爱，

只需一根羽毛！

——可是当我们同回屋里来，

她半边脸飞红发烧。







【译析】

 1870年3月，哈代受师父希克斯委派赴康沃尔。希克斯要为那里的一所圣朱里奥教堂做大修，派哈代先去绘制平面图和查明细节，哈代在那里停留四天，结识了牧师的妻妹爱玛。此诗是纪实性的，记叙的是四天后的清晨哈代告辞时发生的情景。





To Shakespeare: After Three Hundred Years



Bright baffling Soul, least capturable of themes,

Thou, who display'dst a life of commonplace,

Leaving no intimate word or personal trace

Of high design outside the artistry



Of thy penned dreams,





Still shalt remain at heart unread eternally.





Through human orbits thy discourse to-day,

Despite thy formal pilgrimage, throbs on

In harmonies that cow Oblivion,

And, like the wind, with all-uncared effect



Maintain a sway





Not fore-desired, in tracks unchosen and unchecked.





And yet, at thy last breath, with mindless note

The borough clocks but samely tongued the hour,

The Avon just as always glassed the tower,

Thy age was published on thy passing-bell



But in due rote





With other dwellers' deaths accorded a like knell.





And at the strokes some townsman (met, maybe,

And thereon queried by some squire's good dame

Driving in shopward) may have given thy name,

With, "Yes, a worthy man and well-to-do;



Though, as for me,





I knew him but by just a neighbour's nod, 'tis true.





"I' faith, few knew him much here, save by word,

He having elsewhere led his busier life;

Though to be sure he left with us his wife."

— "Ah, one of the tradesmen's sons, I now recall…



Witty, I've heard…





We did not know him… Well, good-day. Death comes to all."





So, like a strange bright bird we sometimes find

To mingle with the barn-door brood awhile,

Then vanish from their homely domicile —

Into man's poesy, we wot not whence,



Flew thy strange mind,





Lodged there a radiant guest, and sped for ever thence.

1916




莎士比亚三百年祭



令人困惑不解的闪光的灵魂！

你展现了普通平凡的一生，

但是，除了你笔下生辉的梦，

你没留下丝毫个人的索隐，


没透露雄才大略，



你永在人心，却永远无法读尽。





不管你生平的细节如何，

你的话生机勃勃活在人间，

化作了交响，吓阻了忘川，

在无人注意中像风一样


普盖四面八方，



不受约定，不经选择，不可阻挡。





可是你去世之时，镇上的钟

仍照样不经意地报着时间，

埃文河面仍照样映出塔尖，

你的丧钟报你的逝世年龄，


也用同样的规格，



与一般居民的丧钟没什么不同。





闻此钟声，镇上某住户可能

（因上街购物的乡绅娘子

碰到询问）说起你的名字：

“是个可敬的人，家境也小康；


可是我对他么，



了解不多，不过是点个头的街坊。





“说实话这里很少人了解他，

他忙活些什么事，总在外地，

只有他娘子留在我们这里。”

“哦，我想起来了，生意人的儿子……


挺机灵的，听说是……



不认识……没法子的，人都会死。”





这样，恰像一只光彩的奇鸟

夹杂在家禽中度过一段时间，

然后又从它们住所消失不见——

你奇异的心灵飞进了人间的诗，


光彩耀目的来客呀



稍作羁留后又离了我们，从此消逝。

1916年




"I travel as a phantom now"



I travel as a phantom now,

For people do not wish to see

In flesh and blood so bare a bough


As Nature makes of me.







And thus I visit bodiless

Strange gloomy households often at odds,

And wonder if Man's consciousness


Was a mistake of God's.







And next I meet you, and I pause,

And think that if mistake it were,

As some have said, O then it was


One that I well can bear!



1915




“我如今漫游如幽灵一般”



我如今漫游如幽灵一般，

因为人们都不乐意看见

我被自然化成了光枝秃干，


还有血有肉活在人间。







我就像幽灵无影无形，

访问陌生人家，格格不入，

暗自寻思：造成人有心灵


莫不是上帝的错误。







然后我遇到了你，我止步，

并且转念：如果诚然

这如人所称是上帝之误，


我也承受，心甘情愿！



1915年




Lines to a Movement in Mozart's E-flat Symphony





Show me again the time







When in the Junetide's prime





We flew by meads and mountains northerly! —

Yea, to such freshness, fairness, fulness, fineness, freeness,



Love lures life on.











Show me again the day







When from the sandy bay





We looked together upon the pestered sea! —

Yea, to such surging, swaying, sighing, swelling, shrinking,



Love lures life on.











Show me again the hour







When by the pinnacled tower





We eyed each other and feared futurity! —

Yea, to such bodings, broodings, beatings, blanchings, blessings,



Love lures life on.











Show me again just this:







The moment of that kiss





Away from the prancing folk, by the strawberry-tree! —

Yea, to such rashness, ratheness, rareness, ripeness, richness,



Love lures life on.








题莫扎特降E调交响曲某乐章





让我重温那时节，







风华正茂的六月，





我们沿着草原和高山飞向北方！——

啊！向着这样的清新、晴朗、丰满、美好、舒畅，



爱引诱生命前往。











让我重温那一天，







在海湾边的沙滩，





我们一同眺望烦躁不安的大海！——

啊！向着这样翻腾、动荡、叹息、上涨、退缩，



爱引诱生命前往。











让我重温那时间，







站在尖顶的塔边，





我们相对凝望而忧虑着未来！——

啊！向着这样的预感、沉思、悸动、恐惧、祝福，



爱引诱生命前往。











让我重温那一瞬，







那一个短暂的吻，





在杨梅树下，远离招摇的人群！——

啊！向着这样的鲁莽、早熟、珍奇、成熟、浓烈，



爱引诱生命前往。








The Pedigree





I





I bent in the deep of night





Over a pedigree the chronicler gave

As mine; and as I bent there, half-unrobed,

The uncurtained panes of my window-square let in the watery light



Of the moon in its old age:





And green-rheumed clouds were hurrying past where mute and cold it globed

Like a drifting dolphin's eye seen through a lapping wave.



II





So, scanning my sire-sown tree,





And the hieroglyphs of this spouse tied to that,

With offspring mapped below in lineage,



Till the tangles troubled me,





The branches seemed to twist into a seared and cynic face

Which winked and tokened towards the window like a Mage

Enchanting me to gaze again thereat.



III





It was a mirror now,





And in it a long perspective I could trace

Of my begetters, dwindling backward each past each



All with the kindred look,





Whose names had since been inked down in their place



On the recorder's book,





Generation and generation of my mien, and build, and brow.



IV





And then did I divine





That every heave and coil and move I made

Within my brain, and in my mood and speech,



Was in the glass portrayed





As long forestalled by their so making it;

The first of them, the primest fuglemen of my line,

Being fogged in far antiqueness past surmise and reason's reach.



V





Said I then, sunk in tone,





"I am merest mimicker and counterfeit! —



Though thinking, I am I
 ,





And what I do I do myself alone."

— The cynic twist of the page thereat unknit

Back to its normal figure, having wrought its purport wry,

The Mage's mirror left the window-square,

And the stained moon and drift retook their places there.

1916




家谱





1



夜阑人静，我脱了外衣，

伏案低头研读一本族谱——

我被告知是我的家谱。这时，

没遮窗帘的玻璃窗透进月色如水，

月亮已经老了，

在绿泪浸湿的流云间冷冷地圆圆地漂浮，

活像一只浪里海豚圆睁的眼珠。



2



我阅览着父系的谱系树

和婚配联结的错综路线，

下承子裔血统的联络图，

直到这些缠绕把我迷惑，

枝枝桠桠扭结成了一张枯干冷嘲的脸，

对我眨眼，像巫师那样指使着我，

要我再朝窗户关注。



3



窗户忽已变了魔镜，

我深深地透视进去，

看见我的列祖列宗，一个比一个远去，

他们都长着家族的面目；

而记录者已用墨水把他们的大名

录在族谱上各自的位置，

一代代传递着我的容貌、造型和风度。



4



此时我看出了：

不论我以思维、情绪或言语

做出什么起伏、盘旋或转移，

全都已预先录制在魔镜里，

逃不脱祖宗先发制人的框定和模塑；

而他们之首——我家谱系的始祖

藏在迷雾深处我推测莫及之远古。



5




于是我低声嗫嚅：



“我只是个最低级的傀儡和仿制物！”

但心里想：“我就是我，

我做一切都由我自主。”

于是页面上冷嘲的面孔立刻瓦解，

扭曲的线条恢复了正常形态，

巫师的魔镜离开了窗户，

变色的月亮和流云也回归了原处。

1916年




"Something tapped"



Something tapped on the pane of my room

When there was never a trace

Of wind or rain, and I saw in the gloom

My weary Belovéd's face.





"O I am tired of waiting," she said,

"Night, morn, noon, afternoon;

So cold it is in my lonely bed,

And I thought you would join me soon!"





I rose and neared the window-glass,

But vanished thence had she:

Only a pallid moth, alas,

Tapped at the pane for me.


August
 1913




“有谁在敲”



有谁在敲我房间的窗？

但没有雨也没有风，

我向夜色迷茫里望，

看到爱人疲惫的面影。





她说：“我已倦于等待——

日日夜夜，时时刻刻；

独守空床寒冷难捱，

只盼你快来与我会合！”





我忙起身走近窗台，

但她的形象已经隐没：

敲打我窗玻璃的，唉！

是一只苍白的飞蛾。

1913年8月




Great Things



Sweet cyder is a great thing,

A great thing to me,

Spinning down to Weymouth town

By Ridgway thirstily,

And maid and mistress summoning

Who tend the hostelry:

O cyder is a great thing,

A great thing to me!





The dance it is a great thing,

A great thing to me,

With candles lit and partners fit

For night-long revelry;

And going home when day-dawning

Peeps pale upon the lea:

O dancing is a great thing,

A great thing to me!





Love is, yea, a great thing,

A great thing to me,

When, having drawn across the lawn

In darkness silently,

A figure flits like one a-wing

Out from the nearest tree:

O love is, yes, a great thing,

A great thing to me!





Will these be always great things,

Great things to me?…

Let it befall that One will call,

"Soul, I have need of thee":

What then? Joy-jaunts, impassioned flings,

Love, and its ecstasy,

Will always have been great things,

Great things to me!




无与伦比



甜苹果酒在我心目中

真是无与伦比，

沿山路绕到韦茅斯镇，

这时口渴已极，

小客店主妇和姑娘们

热情招徕生意：

哦苹果酒在我心目中

真是无与伦比！





跳舞在我的心目中

真是无与伦比，

点亮蜡烛配好舞伴，

热舞通宵不息；

狂欢到天明回家去，

曙光已照草地：

哦跳舞在我的心目中

真是无与伦比！





爱情在我的心目中

真是无与伦比，

乘着夜色摸过绿茵，

静静地悄没声息，

树荫后又一个人影

就飞出来会齐：

哦爱情在我的心目中

真是无与伦比！





这些无与伦比对我能否

永远无与伦比？

有一天我将听到召唤：

“灵魂归来，我要你！”

那又何妨？远足，热舞，

爱情销魂的狂喜

已永远定格为无与伦比，

我的无与伦比！




The Figure in the Scene



It pleased her to step in front and sit

Where the cragged slope was green,

While I stood back that I might pencil it

With her amid the scene;

Till it gloomed and rained;

But I kept on, despite the drifting wet

That fell and stained

My draught, leaving for curious quizzings yet

The blots engrained.





And thus I drew her there alone,

Seated amid the gauze

Of moisture, hooded, only her outline shown,

With rainfall marked across.

— Soon passed our stay;

Yet her rainy form is the Genius still of the spot,

Immutable, yea,

Though the place now knows her no more, and has known her not

Ever since that day.

From an old note




景中人像



她很高兴上前面坐下，

在这崖顶的绿茵上，

让我退后几步作速写画：

画风景中她的肖像；

雨不期而至，

但我还在画，尽管风飘雨滴

打湿了图纸，

留下了令人好奇和不可解的

斑斑的水渍。





这样，我画她独自一人，

坐着，被水雾笼罩，

只现出轮廓，戴着头巾，

画面斜贯雨的线条。

——场景太易逝！

但她的雨中像化作此地神灵，

已永不消失，

尽管此地再也没见过她的影，

自从那一日。

摘自旧志




Logs on the Hearth




(A Memory of a Sister)














The fire advances along the log


Of the tree we felled,



Which bloomed and bore striped apples by the peck

Till its last hour of bearing knelled.





The fork that first my hand would reach


And then my foot



In climbings upward inch by inch, lies now

Sawn, sapless, darkening with soot.





Where the bark chars is where, one year,


It was pruned, and bled —



Then overgrew the wound. But now, at last,

Its growings all have stagnated.





My fellow-climber rises dim


From her chilly grave —



Just as she was, her foot near mine on the bending limb,

Laughing, her young brown hand awave.


December
 1915




炉中柴




（对妹妹的怀念
 

①



 ）














被火苗一点点吞噬的柴

原是砍倒的树；

它一年年开花，并丰产斑纹苹果，

直到斧子宣告年华结束。





首先是我的手够到这树杈，

然后是我的脚；

我们当年从这里往上爬，如今它

已被锯断并在渐渐烤焦。





树皮上这块烧焦处，一度

遭修剪，出过血；

然后它愈合了伤处。如今一切了结，

它的生命力才终于断绝。





当年和我爬树的伙伴啊，

从她的冷墓里

飞起，恰如旧日：我俩脚踩同一枝，

她欢笑着挥舞晒黑的手臂。

1915年12月



注释






①

 　此诗为悼念哈代的妹妹玛丽而作，玛丽于1915年去世。





The Five Students



The sparrow dips in his wheel-rut bath,


The sun grows passionate-eyed,



And boils the dew to smoke by the paddock-path;


As strenuously we stride, —



Five of us; dark He, fair He, dark She, fair She, I,



All beating by.









The air is shaken, the high-road hot,


Shadowless swoons the day,



The greens are sobered and cattle at rest; but not


We on our urgent way, —



Four of us; fair She, dark She, fair He, I, are there,



But one — elsewhere.









Autumn moulds the hard fruit mellow,


And forward still we press



Through moors, briar-meshed plantations, clay-pits yellow,


As in the spring hours — yes,



Three of us: fair He, fair She, I, as heretofore,



But — fallen one more.









The leaf drops: earthworms draw it in


At night-time noiselessly,



The fingers of birch and beech are skeleton-thin,


And yet on the beat are we, —



Two of us; fair She, I. But no more left to go



The track we know.









Icicles tag the church-aisle leads,


The flag-rope gibbers hoarse,



The home-bound foot-folk wrap their snow-flaked heads,


Yet I still stalk the course, —



One of us… Dark and fair He, dark and fair She, gone:



The rest — anon.








五同学



麻雀在车辙里洗它的沙澡，


太阳的目光增热度，



照得路边草地的露水烟气袅袅；


这时分我们迈大步，——



我们五个：褐发他，金发他，褐发她，金发她，和我，



个个朝气勃勃。









空气在颤动，烤热了公路，


白昼昏晕无阴影，



牲口歇息，绿叶肃穆；而唯独


我们在赶路匆匆，——



我们四个：金发她，褐发她，金发他，和我，在其列，



一个——已缺。









秋天把水果催熟催甜，


我们仍奋进不止，



穿过沼地、黄土坑、错杂石南的田园，


是的，正如在春时，——



我们三个：金发他，金发她，和我，照样在继续着，



但又一个凋落。









叶子落下：蚯蚓乘夜幕


无声息地拖进洞，



桦树和山毛榉的手指枯瘦如骨，


但我们仍在途中，——



我们两个：金发她，和我。沿我们所知的路向前，



别无——同伴。









教堂彩色窗上缀着冰凌，


拴旗绳在风中嘶叫，



冒雪回家的行人紧裹头巾，


而我还奔着这条道——



我们一个……褐发和金发他，褐发和金发她，都已不在：



其余——也快。











【译析】

 无论是原文诗题中的“Students”或译文诗题中的“同学”，都带象征意味，指的是人生征途上的“同学”关系。诗中的五个人，包括“我”和与“我”有密切友谊的四人，哈代指明过其中一人是贺拉斯·穆尔。哈代当学徒时，与在剑桥女王学院学习的穆尔成为知交，穆尔在文学上对哈代曾多有指引。穆尔于1873年自杀，是“五同学”中倒下的第一人。两个“女生”，应该是指菲娜和爱玛。



虽然作者解构了征途的最终目的，但五同学奋进不止，永不言败。其中的蕴涵和勃朗宁的名作《罗兰公子来到了暗塔》有几分神似。





During Wind and Rain



They sing their dearest songs —

He, she, all of them — yea,

Treble and tenor and bass,


And one to play;



With the candles mooning each face…


Ah, no; the years O!



How the sick leaves reel down in throngs!





They clear the creeping moss —

Elders and juniors — aye,

Making the pathways neat


And the garden gay;



And they build a shady seat…


Ah, no; the years, the years;



See, the white storm-birds wing across.





They are blithely breakfasting all —

Men and maidens — yea,

Under the summer tree,


With a glimpse of the bay,



While pet fowl come to the knee…


Ah, no; the years O!



And the rotten rose is ript from the wall.





They change to a high new house,

He, she, all of them — aye,

Clocks and carpets and chairs


On the lawn all day,



And brightest things that are theirs…


Ah, no; the years, the years;



Down their carved names the rain-drop ploughs.




风雨声里



他们在唱最心爱的歌，——

他，她，他们大家，——对，

男女声兼高低音，

还有琴声来相陪；

烛光人面相辉映……

哦，且住！岁月漠漠；

且看病叶一群群旋舞着飘落！





他们在把青苔清除，——

年长者和年轻者，——对，

把小径都弄干净，

让花园里添光辉；

还在树荫添座位……

哦，且住！岁月忽忽；

且看报风暴的海燕飞行匆促！





他们在用早餐，快乐活泼——

男士们和淑女们，——对，

坐在夏的浓荫里，

闲来眺望海景美，

宠物小鸟跳上膝……

哦，且住！岁月漠漠；

且看朽腐的蔷薇从墙上剥脱。





他们乔迁入高堂华屋，

他，她，他们大家，——对，

时钟，地毯，座椅，

整天在草坪上堆，

全部家具属顶级……

哦，且住！岁月忽忽；

且看雨滴把他们的碑名剔除。







【译析】

 哈代的诗虚实相映，意境虽为泛指，场景则多有所本。如本诗中的场景，完全根据爱玛的回忆录，她在其中描述了童年家住普利茅斯的生活。第一节说的是爱玛学会并参加多声部合唱，当时是她父亲奏小提琴，母亲弹钢琴；而第四节说的是她家乔迁到博德明。爱玛家境富有，但诗中一切光辉浮华都被风雨销蚀，爱玛的死使之更显虚幻。根据诗题的点明，以及每节诗末叠句的音调和节奏，我们隐约听到了莎士比亚《第十二夜》中小丑唱的闭幕曲：“嘿，嗬，风雨声声”（With hey, ho, the wind and the rain）。





He Fears His Good Fortune



There was a glorious time

At an epoch of my prime;

Mornings beryl-bespread,

And evenings golden-red;


Nothing gray:



And in my heart I said,

"However this chanced to be,

It is too full for me,

Too rare, too rapturous, rash,

Its spell must close with a crash


Some day!"







The radiance went on

Anon and yet anon,

And sweetness fell around

Like manna on the ground.


"I've no claim,"



Said I, "to be thus crowned:

I am not worthy this: —

Must it not go amiss? —

Well… let the end foreseen

Come duly! — I am serene."


— And it came.






为好运惊心的人



我有段时间运气腾飞，

兴旺发达一片光辉：

我的早晨碧玉装点，

我的黄昏金红渲染，


没一点灰！



于是我心中转念：

“不管这是什么来由，

对我都有点过头：

太稀罕，太彩头，太浮，

这好运一定会突然结束，


轰然崩溃！”







可是好运继续来到，

似乎还是没完没了，

我还在得甜头，中彩，

好比是馅饼掉下来。
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“我不想要，”



我说，“受到如此款待，

我配不上如此，——

该不是送错了地址？——

该结束的就让它结束！

我很平静，我不在乎。”


它结束了。





注释






①

 　manna直译为“吗哪”，《圣经》中天降在野地上的神粮，滋味如掺蜜的薄饼。为求易解暂译“馅饼”。





Midnight on the Great Western



In the third-class seat sat the journeying boy,


And the roof-lamp's oily flame



Played down on his listless form and face,

Bewrapt past knowing to what he was going,



Or whence he came.









In the band of his hat the journeying boy


Had a ticket stuck; and a string



Around his neck bore the key of his box,

That twinkled gleams of the lamp's sad beams



Like a living thing.









What past can be yours, O journeying boy


Towards a world unknown,



Who calmly, as if incurious quite

On all at stake, can undertake



This plunge alone?









Knows your soul a sphere, O journeying boy,


Our rude realms far above,



Whence with spacious vision you mark and mete

This region of sin that you find you in,



But are not of?








夜半在大西铁路上



三等车厢坐着个旅行的男孩，

油灯挂在车厢顶摇摆，

映照出他疲倦的面容和体态

似乎懵然不知他正往哪里去，



从何方来。









他把火车票，——这旅行的男孩，

插在他帽子的箍圈上，

而箱子的钥匙则挂在脖子上

反映着凄凄灯光，像活的一样



闪烁摇晃。









哦朝向未知世界旅行的男孩，

你才可能有几多历史

就敢于如此：独自一人出行，

平静而不加探究地孤注一掷



投入未知？









你的心可知道，哦旅行的男孩，

高于这粗野世界的世界，

并从那高度广度来判断量度

这个你已落入而还不从属的



罪恶地带？








In Time of "the Breaking of Nations"





I



Only a man harrowing clods

In a slow silent walk

With an old horse that stumbles and nods

Half asleep as they stalk.



II



Only thin smoke without flame

From the heaps of couch-grass;

Yet this will go onward the same

Though Dynasties pass.



III



Yonder a maid and her wight

Come whispering by:

War's annals will cloud into night

Ere their story die.

1915




正值“打碎列国”之际





1



只见庄稼汉扶着犁耙

无声地慢步向前，

他那匹打盹儿的老马

点着头，步履蹒跚。



2



熏肥的草堆不窜明火，

只飘着袅袅轻烟；

样样农事都照常要做，

哪管你王朝变迁。



3



姑娘和她的小伙走过，

说不完细语绵绵；

战争编年将沉入夜色，

而他们的故事绵延。

1915年







【译析】

 此诗作于第一次世界大战方酣之时，诗题出自《圣经•耶利米书》51.20.“耶和华的铁锤”一节：“你是我争战的斧子和打仗的兵器；我要用你打碎列国，用你毁灭列邦；……”哈代以此神启经文展示人类的好战顽性。





Afterwards



When the Present has latched its postern behind my tremulous stay,

And the May month flaps its glad green leaves like wings,

Delicate-filmed as new-spun silk, will the neighbours say,

"He was a man who used to notice such things"?





If it be in the dusk when, like an eyelid's soundless blink,

The dewfall-hawk comes crossing the shades to alight

Upon the wind-warped upland thorn, a gazer may think,

"To him this must have been a familiar sight."





If I pass during some nocturnal blackness, mothy and warm,

When the hedgehog travels furtively over the lawn,

One may say, "He strove that such innocent creatures should come to no harm,

But he could do little for them; and now he is gone."





If, when hearing that I have been stilled at last, they stand at the door,

Watching the full-starred heavens that winter sees,

Will this thought rise on those who will meet my face no more,

"He was one who had an eye for such mysteries"?





And will any say when my bell of quittance is heard in the gloom,

And a crossing breeze cuts a pause in its outrollings,

Till they swell again, as they were a new bell's boom,

"He hears it not now, but used to notice such things"?




以后



当“现在”在我不安的逗留告终时闩上了后门，

当五月扑动欢乐的绿叶像鸟儿鼓翅，

片片都覆盖着精细的膜如同蛛丝，邻居们

会不会说：“他平素爱注意这样的事”？





如果在暮色里，夜隼随着寒露悄悄下降，

穿过暗影飞来，像眨眼般无声无息，

落在被风压弯的山地荆棘上，凝视者会想：

“对于他，这景象该是多么熟悉。”





如果我消逝于夜蛾飞舞的温暖的黑夜，

当那刺猬小心翼翼地漫游草地，

有人会说：“他力求使这些无辜生物不受迫害，

但他也无能为力；而如今他已离去。”





如果听得我最终归于沉默，人们站在门口

凝望着冬夜缀满天空的星斗辉煌，

永远告别了我的人们，会不会浮起一个念头：

“他最善于欣赏这样的神奇景象”？





当暮色苍茫中响起我离去的钟声，它的嗡鸣

被逆风切断而暂止，待到再响之时，

仿佛是一口新钟，这时会不会有人说：“他如今

听不见了，但他平素爱捕捉细微的事”？




Late Lyrics and Earlier






近期与早期抒情诗






Weathers





I



This is the weather the cuckoo likes,



And so do I;





When showers betumble the chestnut spikes,



And nestlings fly:





And the little brown nightingale bills his best,

And they sit outside at "The Travellers' Rest,"

And maids come forth sprig-muslin drest,

And citizens dream of the south and west,



And so do I.







II



This is the weather the shepherd shuns,



And so do I;





When beeches drip in browns and duns,



And thresh, and ply;





And hill-hid tides throb, throe on throe,

And meadow rivulets overflow,

And drops on gate-bars hang in a row,

And rooks in families homeward go,



And so do I.








天气





1



这种天气，布谷鸟最爱，


我也一样：



栗子花穗在阵雨里摇摆，


雏鸟飞翔；



棕色小夜莺唱到了最酣，

人们坐在旅客歇脚店前，

姑娘们穿出了花布衫，

城里人梦想西南海滩，


我也一样。





2



这种天气，牧人们要躲，


我也一样：



山毛榉变棕褐，狂风折磨，


雨滴流淌；



潮水被山挡痛苦挣扎，

牧场小溪河漫溢爆发，

水珠排成排横木栏上挂，

白嘴鸦一群群飞回家，


我也一样。






Summer Schemes



When friendly summer calls again,



Calls again





Her little fifers to these hills,

We'll go — we two — to that arched fane

Of leafage where they prime their bills

Before they start to flood the plain

With quavers, minims, shakes, and trills.



"— We'll go," I sing; but who shall say







What may not chance before that day!









And we shall see the waters spring,



Waters spring





From chinks the scrubby corpses crown;

And we shall trace their oncreeping

To where the cascade tumbles down

And sends the bobbing growths aswing,

And ferns not quite but almost drown.



"— We shall," I say; but who may sing







Of what another moon will bring!








夏天的计划



等宜人的夏天再次呼唤，


再次呼唤



她的小歌手们来到山乡，

我俩也要去那绿叶圣殿，

趁它们初试歌喉的时光。

接着，它们将使山野充满

啭鸣、短音、颤音和悠扬。


“一定去，”我唱；但谁敢说




那天之前不会发生什么！







我们要去看山泉之源，


山泉之源



怎样从杂木下的裂隙冒出；

我们还要追踪它潜行向前，

直到它化作瀑布跌落之处。

那儿蕨叶几乎要被水淹，

草木丛被冲得跌宕起伏。


“我们一定要去，”我说；




但谁又能唱下个月的歌！






Faintheart in a Railway Train



At nine in the morning there passed a church,

At ten there passed me by the sea,

At twelve a town of smoke and smirch,

At two a forest of oak and birch,


And then, on a platform, she:







A radiant stranger, who saw not me.

I said, "Get out to her do I dare?"

But I kept my seat in my search for a plea,

And the wheels moved on. O could it but be


That I had alighted there!






火车上的优柔寡断者



上午九点，窗外闪过教堂，
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十点，窗外过的是海滨，

十二点，城镇，煤烟，肮脏，

两点，橡树和白桦树林，

然后，她，在站台上，光彩照人：





是个陌生女郎，她没看见我。

我琢磨：“为她下车，敢不敢？”

绞脑汁找借口间，我没离座，

而车轮已动。哦假如能果断点！

哦假如我就在那站，下了车！



注释






①

 　乘火车有隐喻人生旅途的意味。





"I sometimes think"




(For F. E. H.)














I sometimes think as here I sit

Of things I have done,

Which seemed in doing not unfit

To face the sun:

Yet never a soul has paused a whit

On such — not one.





There was that eager strenuous press

To sow good seed;

There was that saving from distress

In the nick of need;

There were those words in the wilderness:

Who cared to heed?





Yet can this be full true, or no?

For one did care,

And, spiriting into my house, to, fro,

Like wind on the stair,

Cares still, heeds all, and will, even though

I may despair.




“我有时候会想”




（给弗罗伦斯·爱米丽·哈代）














我有时候会坐在这里想：

我所做过的事，

做的时候也敢面对太阳，

没感到过不合适；

但从来就没有一人相谅，

或为此驻足片时。





那只是想撒几颗善良的种，

心里催逼得紧；

那是从极端艰难困苦中

省下的一分银；

那是荒野里发出的呼声，

但有谁肯关心？





然而这仍然能成真，假使

竟有一人关切，

把生命注入我的屋子，恰似

清风吹拂台阶，

关怀一切，关注不懈，哪怕是：

我的幻想破灭。




A Jog-Trot Pair



Who were the twain that trod this track


So many times together





Hither and back,





In spells of certain and uncertain weather?





Commonplace in conduct they


Who wandered to and fro here





Day by day:





Two that few dwellers troubled themselves to know here.





The very gravel-path was prim


That daily they would follow:





Borders trim:





Never a wayward sprout, or hump, or hollow.





Trite usages in tamest style


Had tended to their plighting.





"It's just worth while,





Perhaps," they had said. "And saves much sad good-nighting."





And petty seemed the happenings


That ministered to their joyance:





Simple things,





Onerous to satiate souls, increased their buoyance.





Who could those common people be,


Of days the plainest, barest?





They were we;





Yes; happier than the cleverest, smartest, rarest.




散步的一双



这条路上两个人是谁——

他们天天一同散步，


走去又走回，



不论天气好点儿差点儿，总不耽误？





他们的行为极为平凡，

在这儿徘徊不停


一天又一天，



这儿也很少有人会费事把他们打听。





他们每天都要走的

石子路很平整：


绿化带修剪过，



没有枝条横出，路面没有坑洼不平。





最老一套的日常话

变了他们的誓言。


“也许这倒好，”



他们说，“省却许多道晚安的伤感。”





看来微不足道的琐事

也带给他们欣喜；


简单和朴实



无法满足人们，却增添他们的乐趣。





这两个普通人是谁呢，

过的日子平凡之极？——


那是我们啊，



幸福却超过那些最精明最了不起的。
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注释






①

 　此诗描写哈代和弗罗伦斯的生活。





"The curtains now are drawn"




(Song)








I



The curtains now are drawn,

And the spindrift strikes the glass,

Blown up the jaggèd pass

By surly salt sou'-west,

And the sneering glare is gone

Behind the yonder crest,

While she sings to me:

"O the dream that thou art my Love, be it thine,

And the dream that I am thy Love, be it mine,

And death may come, but loving is divine."



II



I stand here in the rain,

With its smite upon her stone,

And the grasses that have grown

Over women, children, men,

And their texts that "Life is vain";

But I hear the notes as when

Once she sang to me:

"O the dream that thou art my Love, be it thine,

And the dream that I am thy Love, be it mine,

And death may come, but loving is divine."




“此刻窗帘都已拉上”




（歌）








1



此刻窗帘都已拉上，

风夹飞沫敲打着玻璃——

粗厉的西南风带着盐粒

沿着弯曲山径往上吹；

而一轮冷笑的眩光

已消失于远方的山背，

此刻她对我唱：

“你是我的爱——这是你的梦，

我是你的爱——这是我的梦，

任凭死亡来，爱着就是神圣。”



2



在此地，我站在雨中，

沉重的雨打着她的墓石，

打着墓上的青草萋萋，

一样的草覆盖着男女老幼

和他们的碑铭：“生是虚空”；

然而我耳畔歌声扬起，

听得她对我唱：

“你是我的爱——这是你的梦，

我是你的爱——这是我的梦，

任凭死亡来，爱着就是神圣。”

1913年




The West-of-Wessex Girl



A very West-of-Wessex girl,

As blithe as blithe could be,

Was once well-known to me,

And she would laud her native town,

And hope and hope that we

Might sometime study up and down

Its charms in company.





But never I squired my Wessex girl

In jaunts to Hoe or street

When hearts were high in beat,

Nor saw her in the marbled ways

Where market-people meet

That in her bounding early days

Were friendly with her feet.





Yet now my West-of-Wessex girl,

When midnight hammers slow

From Andrew's, blow by blow,

As phantom draws me by the hand

To the place — Plymouth Hoe —

Where side by side in life, as planned,

We never were to go!

Begun in Plymouth, March
 1913




威塞克斯西边的女郎



来自威塞克斯更西边的女郎，

我对她曾如此熟悉，

她生性快活而欢喜，

为了想赞美她家乡故土，

她曾盼我同她一起

去游历普利茅斯的各处，

去探究它的魅力。





但我没陪我的威塞克斯女郎

趁我们心脏还强壮，

去游那街道和丘梁，

没去看她如何重新走遍

大理石铺路的市场，

重新踏踏她活泼的童年

亲切脚踏过的家乡。





如今我威塞克斯西边的女郎，

当圣安德鲁教堂

把子夜钟声敲响，

终于作为鬼魂牵着我的手

来到普利茅斯丘梁——

我们尽管筹划，却没能够

活着同游的地方！

1913年3月起稿于普利茅斯




Going and Staying





I



The moving sun-shapes on the spray,

The sparkles where the brook was flowing,

Pink faces, plightings, moonlit May,

These were the things we wished would stay;


But they were going.





II



Seasons of blankness as of snow,

The silent bleed of a world decaying,

The moan of multitudes in woe,

These were the things we wished would go;


But they were staying.





III



Then we looked closelier at Time,

And saw his ghostly arms revolving

To sweep off woeful things with prime,

Things sinister with things sublime


Alike dissolving.






逝与留





1



水花映照中的变幻日影，

清溪流涌中的闪光晶莹，

红颜、盟誓、五月的月明，

这都是我们切盼长留的事，


偏偏它们易逝。





2



茫茫雪压下的荒芜季节，

腐朽世界的默默流血，

受难群众的呻吟不绝，

我们切盼把这些都打发走，


偏偏它们爱留。





3



待我们对时间观察仔细，

才发现他抡起幽灵之臂，

轮番扫荡悲苦和花季，

把邪恶与崇高一同消除，


他毫不踌躇。






The Fallow Deer at the Lonely House



One without looks in to-night


Through the curtain-chink



From the sheet of glistening white;

One without looks in to-night


As we sit and think




By the fender-brink.







We do not discern those eyes


Watching in the snow;



Lit by lamps of rosy dyes

We do not discern those eyes


Wondering, aglow,




Fourfooted, tiptoe.






鹿访独屋



今夜窗外有人在往里看，

从闪烁的雪地上

透过窗帘的缝隙间

今夜窗外有人在往里看，

当我们在炉旁

坐着沉思默想。





我们没察觉有一双眼睛

正从雪地凝望；

在玫瑰色灯光映照中

我们没察觉有一双眼睛

闪着好奇的光，

踮起四脚张望。




At Lulworth Cove




(A Century Back
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Had I but lived a hundred years ago

I might have gone, as I have gone this year,

By Warmwell Cross on to a Cove I know,

And Time have placed his finger on me there:





"You see that man
 ?" — I might have looked, and said,

"O yes: I see him. One that boat has brought

Which dropped down Channel round Saint Alban's Head.

So commonplace a youth calls not my thought."





"You see that man
 ?" — "Why yes; I told you; yes:

Of an idling town-sort; thin; hair brown in hue;

And as the evening light scants less and less

He looks up at a star, as many do."





"You see that man
 ?" — "Nay, leave me!" then I plead,

"I have fifteen miles to vamp across the lea,

And it grows dark, and I am weary-kneed:

I have said the third time; yes, that man I see!"





"Good. That man goes to Rome — to death, despair;

And no one notes him now but you and I:

A hundred years, and the world will follow him there,

And bend with reverence where his ashes lie."


September
 1920



注释






①

 　Note. — In September 1820 Keats, on his way to Rome, landed one day on the Dorset coast, and composed the sonnet "Bright star! would I were steadfast as thou art." The spot of his landing is judged to have been Lulworth Cove.





在勒尔沃思海湾




一个世纪前
 

①


















假如我生活在一百年以前，

假如我也像今年去的那次，

经渥姆威尔路口走到那个海湾，

在那儿，时间定会对我这样指示：





“你看到那个人吗？”我瞧了一瞧

答道：“看到了。那个搭船来的人，

那船顺海峡而来，绕圣阿尔班角。

这么平常的小伙子哪值得我关心。”





“你看到那个人吗？”“我说看到了：

很瘦，棕头发，无所事事的城里人；

天色越来越暗了，这时间不早了，

他在抬头望星，——这也平常得很。”





“你看到那个人吗？”“你别再烦了！

我经过荒野还有十五哩路要赶，

天色越来越暗了，我的腿也酸了：

那个人我看到了！我已说了第三遍！”





“好。那人去罗马，走向死亡和末路；

今天无人关注他，只除了我和你：

但过一百年，全世界会追随他的脚步，

向他骨灰安葬之地鞠躬表达敬意。”

1920年9月



注释






①

 　作者原注：1820年9月济慈乘船赴罗马，途中曾在多塞特郡海边上岸，停留一日，写成十四行诗“明亮的星！我愿学你坚定不移”。他上岸的地点，据判就是勒尔沃思海湾。





On the Way



The trees fret fitfully and twist,

Shutters rattle and carpets heave,

Slime is the dust of yestereve,



And in the streaming mist





Fishes might seem to fin a passage if they list.






But to his feet,




Drawing nigh and nigher




A hidden seat,




The fog is sweet




And the wind a lyre.







A vacant sameness grays the sky,

A moisture gathers on each knop

Of the bramble, rounding to a drop,



That greets the goer-by





With the cold listless lustre of a dead man's eye.






But to her sight,




Drawing nigh and nigher




Its deep delight,




The fog is bright




And the wind a lyre.






走近



树木在一阵阵烦躁扭动，

百叶窗发响，地毯被风掀，

昨夜的尘土已吸潮变黏；


瞧浓雾在流涌，



似乎只要鱼愿意都能在其中游泳。






但当他的脚步




向那隐蔽的座椅




渐渐走近，走近——




这雾多么甜蜜！




风也在为他奏琴。







空虚把天涂成一片灰色，

野蔷薇的每个芽苞鼓起

都有潮气凝聚圆圆水滴


凝视着行路者：



冷漠的光泽，如死人眼珠般浑浊。






但当她的视线




向她期待的欢欣




渐渐走近，走近——




这雾多么明媚！




风也在为她奏琴。






Growth in May



I enter a daisy-and-buttercup land,

And thence thread a jungle of grass:

Hurdles and stiles scarce visible stand

Above the lush stems as I pass.





Hedges peer over, and try to be seen,

And seem to reveal a dim sense

That amid such ambitious and elbow-high green

They make a mean show as a fence.





Elsewhere the mead is possessed of the neats,

That range not greatly above

The rich rank thicket which brushes their teats,

And her gown, as she waits for her Love.

Near Chard




欣欣向荣的五月



我走进一片雏菊和毛茛花地，

由此进了茂密草丛：

连木围栏都几乎被植物遮蔽，

当我穿越这一片枝叶葱茏。





只有树篱努力保持高出一头，

而且似乎也已明白：

瞧野心勃勃的绿意高已及肘，

自己身为篱笆，也不能再显摆。





另一边牧场上有牛群在徜徉，

草高使牛都显得矮，

茂盛的灌木丛刷着牛的乳房

和她的裙衫，当她在等她的爱。

写于查德附近




Fetching Her



An hour before the dawn,



My friend,





You lit your waiting bedside-lamp,

Your breakfast-fire anon,

And outing into the dark and damp

You saddled, and set on.





Thuswise, before the day,



My friend,





You sought her on her surfy shore,

To fetch her thence away

Unto your own new-builded door

For a staunch lifelong stay.





You said: "It seems to be,



My friend,





That I were bringing to my place

The pure brine breeze, the sea,

The mews — all her old sky and space,

In bringing her with me!"





— But time is prompt to expugn,



My friend,





Such magic-minted conjurings:

The brought breeze fainted soon,

And then the sense of seamews' wings,

And the shore's sibilant tune.





So, it had been more due,



My friend,





Perhaps, had you not pulled this flower

From the craggy nook it knew,

And set it in an alien bower;

But left it where it grew!




娶她回家



黎明之前一点钟，


朋友啊，



你把准备在床边的灯点燃，

早饭做得急匆匆，

你出门进入了潮湿和黑暗，

你备好鞍，赶路程。





这样，在清晨时候，


朋友啊，



你上她涌浪的海滨找到她，

把她从那儿娶走，

一直带回你刚造好的新家，

奠定终生的居留。





你说：“觉得仿佛是，


朋友啊，



当我娶她回家时，我已经

把大海、海风的气息、

海鸥──她原来的整个环境

都带回了我家里！”





但是时间迅即反击，


朋友啊，



它破除了魔咒召来的幻象：

带回的海风迅即止息，

随着也消失了海鸥的翅膀

和海浪拍岸的音律。





看来，也许你当初，


朋友啊，



不该贸然地拔出这株小花，

从它多岩的故土

移植远方花园；不如让它

留在它生长之处！




In the Small Hours



I lay in my bed and fiddled

With a dreamland viol and bow,

And the tunes flew back to my fingers

I had melodied years ago.

It was two or three in the morning

When I fancy-fiddled so

Long reels and country-dances,

And hornpipes swift and slow.





And soon anon came crossing

The chamber in the gray

Figures of jigging fieldfolk —

Saviours of corn and hay —

To the air of "Haste to the Wedding",

As after a wedding-day;

Yea, up and down the middle

In windless whirls went they!





There danced the bride and bridegroom,

And couples in a train,

Gay partners time and travail

Had longwhiles stilled amain!…

It seemed a thing for weeping

To find, at slumber's wane

And morning's sly increeping,

That Now, not Then, held reign.




深更时分



我睡在床上手持琴弓，

奏响梦幻国里的琴弦，

我多年前奏的曲调

一一飞回我的指尖。

大约凌晨两三点钟

我在梦幻提琴上奏出

长里尔舞和乡村舞、

快板和慢板号笛舞。





出现了舞蹈的队列，

在灰暗的房间里穿越，

人们跳着吉格舞步

于割麦和收草的田野，——

正如婚礼后的欢庆，

来往穿梭在房间中，

合着《赶婚庆》的曲调，

卷起了无风的旋风！





新郎新娘都在欢舞，

一双双男女在后追随，

舞伴们的热情洋溢

叫停了时间和劳累！……

当睡意消退而晨光

悄悄爬入，我忽地醒悟

朝代是当今，已非当年，

这一刻啊，简直想哭。




The Dream is — Which?



I am laughing by the brook with her,

Splashed in its tumbling stir;

And then it is a blankness looms

As if I walked not there,

Nor she, but found me in haggard rooms,

And treading a lonely stair.





With radiant cheeks and rapid eyes

We sit where none espies;

Till a harsh change comes edging in

As no such scene were there,

But winter, and I were bent and thin,

And cinder-gray my hair.





We dance in heys around the hall,

Weightless as thistleball;

And then a curtain drops between,

As if I danced not there,

But wandered through a mounded green

To find her, I knew where.


March
 1913




哪一个是梦？



我和她欢笑在滚滚溪水边，

在溪里溅水花玩；

但突然间一片空白出现——

我和她已不在那里，

我见我正穿过冷酷的房间，

独登无人的楼梯。





面颊发红发烫，眼光闪闪，

我俩坐处无人窥见；

但无情的切换突然到来——

景色化入了冬季，

我的头发变成了一片灰白，

人也已佝偻无力。





我俩绕着大厅跳乡村舞步，

像蓟花绒球般飞舞；

但突然间大幕落入当中，

已经换了块场地，

我正为寻她而彷徨青冢，

我知道该在哪里。

1913年3月




The Country Wedding




(A Fiddler's Story)














Little fogs were gathered in every hollow,

But the purple hillocks enjoyed fine weather

As we marched with our fiddles over the heather

— How it comes back! — to their wedding that day.





Our getting there brought our neighbours and all, O!

Till, two and two, the couples stood ready.

And her father said: "Souls, for God's sake, be steady!"

And we strung up our fiddles, and sounded out "A".





The groomsman he stared, and said, "You must follow!"

But we'd gone to fiddle in front of the party,

(Our feelings as friends being true and hearty)

And fiddle in front we did — all the way.





Yes, from their door by Mill-tail-Shallow,

And up Styles-Lane, and by Front-Street houses,

Where stood maids, bachelors, and spouses,

Who cheered the songs that we knew how to play.





I bowed the treble before her father,

Michael the tenor in front of the lady,

The bass-viol Reub — and right well played he! —

The serpent Jim; ay, to church and back.





I thought the bridegroom was flurried rather,

As we kept up the tune outside the chancel,

While they were swearing things none can cancel

Inside the walls to our drumstick's whack.





"Too gay!" she pleaded. "Clouds may gather,

And sorrow come." But she gave in, laughing,

And by supper-time when we'd got to the quaffing

Her fears were forgot, and her smiles weren't slack.





A grand wedding 'twas! And what would follow

We never thought. Or that we should have buried her

On the same day with the man that married her,

A day like the first, half crazy, half clear.





Yes: little fogs were in every hollow,

Though the purple hillocks enjoyed fine weather,

When we went to play 'em to church together,

And carried 'em there in an after year.




乡村婚礼




（一个小提琴手的叙述）














小雾积聚在沟沟洼洼间，

紫色的丘陵却天清气爽，

我们带着琴走在石南地上，

记得多清楚啊——婚礼的那天。





我们来到，引来乡亲一大片，

直到一双一双站好了队形。

新娘的父亲说：“稳重，镇静！”

于是我们一齐把琴调准A弦。





伴郎瞪了一眼，叫我们走后面，

但我们偏喜欢在前头奏琴，

（我们的友情可是一片诚心，）

于是我们从始至终走在队前。





从他们家门出发，走过尾溪边，

走过前街面，走过栅栏巷，

站在街边的夫妻们、小伙姑娘

喝彩欢迎我们的熟练表演。





我拉高音，在她爹前面走，

迈克拉次高音，在夫人前头，

鲁勃拉低音，可真是一把好手！

吉姆吹蛇管，吹到教堂又吹回头。





我觉得新郎有点过分激动，

当我们在圣坛外奏乐不停，

他俩作了永不取消的誓盟，

而我们在墙外把鼓点敲奏。





“别奏太欢！”她求道，“晴会转阴，

乐会生愁。”但她笑着让了步，

当晚饭时，我们到了宴饮之处，

她仍面带笑容，已经忘了忧愁。





真是个热闹的婚礼！谁能料及

后来的事？谁料到我们后来

把他们两夫妻在同一天埋，——

那天也是一半晴朗一半雾气。





是的，小雾积在沟沟洼洼里，

紫色的丘陵却天清气爽，

我们吹打着送他们上了教堂，

后来又送他们进教堂墓地。




The Last Time



The kiss had been given and taken,


And gathered to many past:



It never could reawaken;


But I heard none say: "It's the last!"







The clock showed the hour and the minute,


But I did not turn and look:



I read no finis in it,


As at closing of a book.







But I read it all too rightly


When, at a time anon,



A figure lay stretched out whitely,


And I stood looking thereon.






最后一次



吻，给过了，获取了，

和多次吻一同归入往事：

永不再醒。但我听不到

人们说“这是最后一次！”





钟显示着分秒、小时，

但我并没有回头凝望：

我没读到那个“完”字，

像阖上一本书时那样。





可是，终于有了这一次

我准确无误读到此字：

当一个身形苍白，僵直，

而我站在一旁凝视。




Human Shows






人间杂剧






A Bird-Scene at a Rural Dwelling



When the inmate stirs, the birds retire discreetly

From the window-ledge, whereon they whistled sweetly


And on the step of the door,




In the misty morning hoar;



But now the dweller is up they flee

To the crooked neighbouring codlin-tree;

And when he comes fully forth they seek the garden,

And call from the lofty costard, as pleading pardon


For shouting so near before




In their joy at being alive: —



Meanwhile the hammering clock within goes five.





I know a domicile of brown and green,

Where for a hundred summers there have been

Just such enactments, just such daybreaks seen.




乡居鸟情



屋里有动静，鸟儿们小心地

往后撤：在灰蒙蒙的晨雾里

它们正在窗沿和门口

台阶上甜蜜地啁啾，

现在见屋主人已经起床，

它们退到近旁苹果树上；

他来到门口，它们避到园里，

从高树上向他叫一声对不起，

为刚才喧闹得太近，

但全是为乐享生命：——

这时刻屋里的钟敲响了五点正。





我知道一个棕色和绿色家园，

这样的规矩已奉行一百个夏天，

天天都像这样迎接晨光初现。




Life and Death at Sunrise




(Near Dogbury Gate, 1867)














The hills uncap their tops

Of woodland, pasture, copse,

And look on the layers of mist

At their foot that still persist:

They are like awakened sleepers on one elbow lifted,

Who gaze around to learn if things during night have shifted.





A waggon creaks up from the fog

With a laboured leisurely jog;

Then a horseman from off the hill-tip

Comes clapping down into the dip;

While woodlarks, finches, sparrows, try to entune at one time,

And cocks and hens and cows and bulls take up the chime.





With a shouldered basket and flagon

A man meets the one with the waggon,

And both the men halt of long use.

"Well," the waggoner says, "what's the news?"

"— 'Tis a boy this time. You've just met the doctor trotting back.

She's doing very well. And we think we shall call him ‘Jack'."





"And what have you got covered there?"

He nods to the waggon and mare.

"Oh, a coffin for old John Thinn:

We are just going to put him in."

"— So he's gone at last. He always had a good constitution."

"— He was ninety-odd. He could call up the French Revolution."




生死迎日出




（1867年在道格伯里门附近）














山丘们摘帽迎晨光，

露出了山林和牧场，

瞧瞧它们脚下周遭

还是层层雾气围绕；

它们欠起身来，好像是刚刚睡醒，

四面观望着，看夜来有什么动静。





一挂大车从雾里浮出，

吱吱嘎嘎上坡慢步；

然后又见一位骑者

马蹄得得下了山坡；

这时百灵、燕雀、麻雀试音齐鸣，

公鸡母鸡和牛也加入这片和声。





赶车的遇到一老友

身背着水壶和背篓，

俩人照例停步搭话，

赶车的说：“有新闻吗？”

“是个男孩。医生刚刚骑马回转。

母子平安。起名杰克，我们打算。”





他用下巴指了指大车：

“你车上盖着是什么？”

“哦，棺材，拉给老约翰，

我们马上要把他装殓。”

“到底是走了，他身板可真算硬。”

“九十多了呢，他记得法国革命。”




A Sheep Fair



The day arrives of the autumn fair,


And torrents fall,



Though sheep in throngs are gathered there,


Ten thousand all,



Sodden, with hurdles round them reared:

And, lot by lot, the pens are cleared,

And the auctioneer wrings out his beard,

And wipes his book, bedrenched and smeared,

And rakes the rain from his face with the edge of his hand,


As torrents fall.







The wool of the ewes is like a sponge


With the daylong rain:



Jammed tight, to turn, or lie, or lunge,


They strive in vain.



Their horns are soft as finger-nails,

Their shepherds reek against the rails,

The tied dogs soak with tucked-in tails,

The buyers' hat-brims fill like pails,

Which spill small cascades when they shift their stand


In the daylong rain.












POSTSCRIPT











Time has trailed lengthily since met


At Pummery Fair



Those panting thousands in their wet


And woolly wear:



And every flock long since has bled,

And all the dripping buyers have sped,

And the hoarse auctioneer is dead,

Who "Going — going!" so often said,

As he consigned to doom each meek, mewed band


At Pummery Fair.






羊市



那天正好开秋季羊市，


赶上大雨淋漓，



羊群聚集了一万只，


全都淋得透湿。



它们周围筑起了围栏，

一拨一拨被清出羊圈，

拍卖师把大胡子拧干，

用手掌边刮刮沾雨的脸，

还不时擦账本，免得水湮了字迹，


因为大雨淋漓。







羊毛如海绵吸水饱胀，


在整天的雨里，



挤紧的羊想转、躺、冲撞，


全都白费气力。



羊角泡得像指甲般软，

牧人冒着汽，倚着木栏，

一边拴着夹尾巴挨淋的犬，

顾客的帽沿也被水灌满，

稍微变个姿势，就犹如瀑布泻地，


在整天的雨里。









附记





时间已过很久，一去不回，


自从那一大批



泡湿的羊众喘息着聚会


在彭梅里市集：



全体羊众早流完血了，

湿淋淋的顾客早散了，

喉咙喊哑的拍卖师呢

也死了，一声声“卖了，卖了！”

他曾把全体温顺之众送往绝地，


在彭梅里市集。






The Weary Walker



A plain in front of me,

And there's the road

Upon it. Wide country,

And, too, the road!





Past the first ridge another,

And still the road

Creeps on. Perhaps no other

Ridge for the road?





Ah! Past that ridge a third,

Which still the road

Has to climb furtherward —

The thin white road!





Sky seems to end its track;

But no. The road

Trails down the hill at the back.

Ever the road!




疲倦的旅人



平原展开在我面前，

上面有条路。

田野宽广一望无边，

有宽广的路！





翻过一道山梁又一道，

还是这条路。

也许再没有山岭山坳

在前面拦路？





啊！又见第三道岭，

而我这条路

还得继续蜿蜒攀登，——

发白的窄路！





天际是它的终点吗？

错了。这条路

在山背后逶迤而下。

仍是这条路！




Farmer Dunman's Funeral



"Bury me on a Sunday,"

He said; "so as to see

Poor folk there. 'Tis their one day

To spare for following me."





With forethought of that Sunday,

He wrote, while he was well,

On ten rum-bottles one day,

"Drink for my funeral
 ."





They buried him on a Sunday,

That folk should not be balked

His wish, as 'twas their one day:

And forty couple walked.





They said: "To have it Sunday

Was always his concern;

His meaning being that one day

He'd do us a good turn.





"We must, had it been Monday,

Have got it over soon,

But now we gain, being Sunday,

A jolly afternoon."




农民邓曼的葬礼



“请在星期天安葬我，”

他说，“因为我想见见

穷哥儿们；他们送我呢，

也只抽得出这一天。”





他趁身体还好之时，

就为那个星期天作筹备，

把十瓶朗姆酒写上了字：

“为我的葬礼干一杯。”





他们把他安葬在星期天，

因为这天他们有空；

人们遵守了他的遗愿，

四十对夫妇为他送终。





他们说：“要星期天办，

他对这事一直很关心；

他意思是：只有这天

他能好好儿款待我们。





“假如星期一，那就只好

匆匆走过场把他送出；

而星期天呢，我们得到了

热闹酣畅的一下午。”




Retty's Phases





I



Retty used to shake her head,

Look with wicked eye;

Say, "I'd tease you, simple Ned,

If I cared to try!"

Then she'd hot-up scarlet red,

Stilly step away,

Much afraid that what she'd said

Sounded bold to say.



II



Retty used to think she loved

(Just a little) me

Not untruly, as it proved

Afterwards to be.

For, when weakness forced her rest

If we walked a mile,

She would whisper she was blest

By my clasp awhile.



III



Retty used at last to say

When she neared the Vale,

"Mind that you, Dear, on that day

Ring my wedding peal!"

And we all, with pulsing pride,

Vigorous sounding gave

Those six bells, the while outside

John filled in her grave.



IV



Retty used to draw me down

To the turfy heaps,

Where, with yeoman, squire, and clown

Noticeless she sleeps.

Now her silent slumber-place

Seldom do I know,

For when last I saw her face

Was so long ago!

From an old draft of 1868




热蒂的报婚





1



从前，热蒂喜欢摇着头，

眼光里闪着淘气；

她说：“奈德你呀太憨厚，

瞧我来欺负你！”

然后她会红脸把性子耍，

不答理人就走开，

心里却挺担心自己说话

是不是太厉害。



2



热蒂总认为她对我

真格地（有点儿）爱，

后来事实证明也没错，

这可假不来。

比方说我们同走了一段路，

她累了歇一会儿，

她会悄悄说：她真正的幸福

就是我抱那一阵儿。



3



每次当她快走到黑泽谷，

热蒂会说道：

“亲，到那天你可得记住，

我的报婚钟要你敲！”

后来我们六人，心跳而豪迈，

敲得六口钟齐鸣，

欢乐报婚钟声中，教堂外，

约翰把她的墓填平。



4



那时热蒂喜欢把我拉倒

在这起伏青草地，

如今她睡在这儿无人知晓，

挨着绅、农和戏子。

她现在安眠的确切地点

连我也不熟知，

自从我最后看到她的脸

已经隔了一世！

据1868年旧稿







【译析】

 此诗以欢快活泼的笔调开端，而归结于又一出威塞克斯少女的悲剧。诗中的黑泽谷，原文Vale指的是Blackmore Vale，这块地方正是小说《德伯家的苔丝》故事发生的背景。奈德（诗中的说话人“我”）是个哈代作品中常见的谈不上结婚条件的穷小子。热蒂从“真正的幸福”退到只要求所爱的人为她敲报婚钟，已经是够让人心酸的了。但就连这样象征性的幸福，又岂是苔丝、热蒂们能轻易得到的。



按当地习俗，未婚女子的葬礼要由未婚男子抬棺，在棺上填土时还要敲报婚钟来代替丧钟（报婚钟是由各种音高的编钟欢快合奏的，与单调缓慢的丧钟不同），其含义是不让死神剥夺她当新娘的荣耀。



附带还要说明：原文诗题中的phases本义是指热蒂一生中的两个时段、两个形相或局面，而这具体体现在教堂本该为她敲响的报婚钟，从报婚变成了报丧，因此译文用了现题。





The Echo-Elf Answers



How much shall I love her?

For life, or not long?


"Not long."







Alas! When forget her?

In years, or by June?


"By June."







And whom woo I after?

No one, or a throng?


"A throng."







Of these shall I wed one

Long hence, or quite soon?


"Quite soon."







And which will my bride be?

The right or the wrong?


"The wrong."







And my remedy — what kind?

Wealth-wove, or earth-hewn?


"Earth-hewn."






回声精灵的回答



我将爱她多长久？

爱终生，或片刻？

“片刻。”





可叹何时能忘却？

过多年，或春末？

“春末。”





接着我将追何人？

追一个，或一拨？

“一拨。”





其中我要娶一位，

经慢磨，或急迫？

“急迫。”





我的新娘是哪个？

是选对，或选错？

“选错。”





给我纠正靠什么？

靠金窝，或土窝？

“土窝。”




Cynic's Epitaph



A race with the sun as he downed


I ran at evetide,



Intent who should first gain the ground



And there hide.









He beat me by some minutes then,


But I triumphed anon,



For when he'd to rise up again



I stayed on.








自嘲者的墓志铭



黄昏时分太阳沉西，

我和他比赛，

比的是谁先到目的“地”，


还要躲起来。







他比我稍稍快了几分，

但我终获第一，

因为他还得重新起身，


而我一劳永逸。






Winter Words






冬天的话






Proud Songsters



The thrushes sing as the sun is going,

And the finches whistle in ones and pairs,

And as it gets dark loud nightingales



In bushes





Pipe, as they can when April wears,


As if all Time were theirs.







These are brand new birds of twelvemonths' growing,

Which a year ago, or less than twain,

No finches were, nor nightingales,



Nor thrushes,





But only particles of grain,


And earth, and air, and rain.






骄傲的歌唱家



鸫鸟用歌声把太阳欢送，

金翅雀啁啾着独唱或对唱，

天色入夜又听得夜莺嘹亮


啭鸣于灌木丛中，



它们在整个四月纵情欢唱，

仿佛全部时间归它们包场。





这些鸟全是新星，只有一岁，

至多不到两岁，须知在去岁

它们还不是金翅雀或歌鸫


也不是什么夜莺，



而只不过是些谷穗、

泥土、空气和雨水！




"I am the one"



I am the one whom ringdoves see



Through chinks in boughs







When they do not rouse







In sudden dread,





But stay on cooing, as if they said:



"Oh; it's only he."









I am the passer when up-eared hares,



Stirred as they eat







The new-sprung wheat,







Their munch resume





As if they thought: "He is one for whom



Nobody cares."









Wet-eyed mourners glance at me



As in train they pass







Along the grass







To a hallowed spot,





And think: "No matter; he quizzes not



Our misery."









I hear above: "We stars must lend



No fierce regard







To his gaze, so hard







Bent on us thus, —





Must scathe him not. He is one with us



Beginning and end."








“我是那一个”



我是那一个——野鸽子们


见我（通过树枝缝隙），




从来不会




突然惊飞，



而会继续咕咕，仿佛在说：


“只是他而已。”







我是那一个——竖耳野兔，


因我路过有点扰动，




也会继续




啮食新苗



仿佛在想：“对那个人


谁都不在意。”







送丧者的泪眼望见我，


当他们络绎而过——




循着绿茵




走向圣地，



会想：“没事，他不探询


我们的悲戚。”







我听得上方：“我们星星


对他眼睛如此地




紧盯我们




不必介意，



天不责怪他。那人与我们


始终在一起。”






To Louisa in the Lane



Meet me again as at that time

In the hollow of the lane;

I will not pass as in my prime

I passed at each day's wane.

— Ah, I remember!

To do it you will have to see

Anew this sorry scene wherein you have ceased to be!





But I will welcome your aspen form

As you gaze wondering round

And say with spectral frail alarm,

"Why am I still here found?

— Ah, I remember!

It is through him with blitheful brow

Who did not love me then, but loves and draws me now!"





And I shall answer: "Sweet of eyes,

Carry me with you, Dear,

To where you donned this spirit-guise;

It's better there than here!"

— Till I remember

Such is a deed you cannot do:

Wait must I, till with flung-off flesh I follow you.




致小径上的露伊莎



请再次像从前那样遇到我,

在那条空寂的小径；

我不会再像少年时那样走过，

当年每天，当白昼将尽。

——啊，我记起了！

你已从那场景中消殒，……

假如你能再看到那遗憾的场景！





这次我要欢迎你白杨般的身影，

而你却惊讶地环顾四面，

你身为一个脆弱慌张的幽灵：

“我怎么会又在此地出现？

——啊，我记起了！

都因那个漫不经心的他的‘缘’：

当年不爱我；如今他爱我，在召唤！”





我会回答：“明眸的姑娘，

亲爱的，求你把我带走，

去你那方，换幽灵的装，

彼方比此方更胜一筹！”

——直到我记起

你无力实现奇迹，我必须

等到弃此凡躯，才能随你而去。







【译析】

 哈代十到十六岁在多切斯特镇学校上学，每天回家要走四到五公里，在这条树篱夹道的乡村小径上，他会遇到从村校放学的露伊莎。据哈代夫人弗洛伦斯记叙的哈代传记载，他们似有暗恋，但他们二人间曾有过的唯一交流，仅仅是露伊莎羞怯的微笑和少年哈代一声嗫嚅的“Good evening”。哈代去世之前不久作此诗，是对少年时代的追忆。



露伊莎早于哈代十多年已经去世，而在哈代印象中，她仍是当年那个清纯的少女，那个“白杨般的身影”。





An Unkindly May



A shepherd stands by a gate in a white smock-frock:

He holds the gate ajar, intently counting his flock.





The sour spring wind is blurting boisterous-wise,

And bears on it dirty clouds across the skies;

Plantation timbers creak like rusty cranes,

And pigeons and rooks, dishevelled by late rains,

Are like gaunt vultures, sodden and unkempt,

And song-birds do not end what they attempt:

The buds have tried to open, but quite failing

Have pinched themselves together in their quailing.

The sun frowns whitely in eye-trying flaps

Through passing cloud-holes, mimicking audible taps.

"Nature, you're not commendable to-day!"

I think. "Better to-morrow!" she seems to say.





That shepherd still stands in that white smock-frock,

Unnoting all things save the counting his flock.




不友善的五月



一个牧人身套罩衫，把着圈门，

只开一道口，专注地数他的羊群。





酸涩的春风在使性子，粗野冲动，

携带大批肮脏的云块横越天空；

林木像生锈的起重机，咯吱咯吱，

斑鸠和乌鸦被夜来的雨水淋湿，

像憔悴的兀鹫，羽毛凌乱滴水，

小鸟尝试唱歌，但次次有头无尾；

花苞试图开花，但也非常失败，

被吓了回去，重新收缩起来。

苍白的太阳皱着眉头在云缝间

匆匆闪现，像点到为止的鼓点。

“自然啊，今天不敢恭维！”我琢磨。

“明天会好些的！”自然仿佛在说。





那牧人仍身套罩衫，把着圈门，

万事不关心，专注地数他的羊群。




The Lodging-House Fuchsias



Mrs Masters's Fuchsias hung

Higher and broader, and brightly swung,


Bell-like, more and more



Over the narrow garden-path,

Giving the passer a sprinkle-bath



In the morning.









She put up with their pushful ways,

And made us tenderly lift their sprays,


Going to her door:



But when her funeral had to pass

They cut back all the flowery mass



In the morning.








住房前的吊钟海棠



马斯特斯夫人的吊钟海棠

繁茂而缤纷，迎风摇荡，

越长越茂盛，

把花园小径遮盖得很严密，

谁走过都得享受一场淋浴——


如果在早晨。







对它们的推挤她高兴忍受，

还要别人抬起水花要温柔，

如果你上门；

可是她的灵柩要通过之时

人们截光了全部茂密花枝——


在那天早晨。






Throwing a Tree




(New Forest)














The two executioners stalk along over the knolls,

Bearing two axes with heavy heads shining and wide,

And a long limp two-handled saw toothed for cutting great boles,

And so they approach the proud tree that bears the death-mark on its side.





Jackets doffed they swing axes and chop away just above ground,

And the chips fly about and lie white on the moss and fallen leaves;

Till a broad deep gash in the bark is hewn all the way round,

And one of them tries to hook upward a rope, which at last he achieves.





The saw then begins, till the top of the tall giant shivers:

The shivers are seen to grow greater each cut than before:

They edge out the saw, tug the rope; but the tree only quivers,

And kneeling and sawing again, they step back to try pulling once more.





Then, lastly, the living mast sways, further sways: with a shout

Job and Ike rush aside. Reached the end of its long staying powers

The tree crashes downward: it shakes all its neighbours throughout,

And two hundred years steady growth has been ended in less than two hours.




伐树




（新森林）














两名刽子手越过山丘悄悄靠近去，

提着沉甸甸亮闪闪的两把大斧，

还有二人拉的一条锋利放树长锯，

趋向那棵壮丽的树（它树身已被加了死亡标注）。





上衣一脱，他们抡斧从矮处下手，

青苔和落叶上飞撒白花花的碎木；

直到树皮砍出一圈宽而深的伤口，

其中一人再费尽周折，用绳和钩把树顶钩住。





然后开始锯，直到巨树树顶战栗，

每拉一锯都增大着战栗的幅度；

他们退锯拉绳，但树颤抖着屹立，

只得重新跪下拉锯，然后退后去再试图拽树。





活的桅杆终于渐渐倾斜：大喊一声，

约伯和艾克逃开。坚韧生命力告终，

大树轰然倒下，四邻震撼摇动，

两百年坚定不移的生长被不到两个小时断送。







【译析】

 此诗副题的新森林是地名，位于英国南部，哈代家乡多塞特郡以东。新森林风景优美，中世纪时被英王威廉一世划为猎场。到工业化时代，哈代见这里的古树纷纷被伐，遂作诗为大树请命。他在此诗中采用“抑抑扬”格长句又夹杂拗格，读起来有如长锯来回拉锯一般，显示着双方角力过程的艰涩和大树的痛楚，也表现着诗人的痛心。



到二十世纪末，哈代关切的新森林逐渐得到保护，2005年建立新森林国家公园，占地566平方公里。





The Lady in the Furs



"I'm a lofty lovely woman,"


Says the lady in the furs,



In the glance she throws around her


On the poorer dames and sirs:



"This robe, that cost three figures,


Yes, is mine," her nod avers.







"True, my money did not buy it,


But my husband's, from the trade;



And they, they only got it


From things feeble and afraid



By murdering them in ambush


With a cunning engine's aid.







"True, my hands, too, did not shape it


To the pretty cut you see,



But the hands of midnight workers


Who are strangers quite to me:



It was fitted, too, by dressers


Ranged around me toilsomely.







"But I am a lovely lady,


Though sneerers say I shine



By robbing Nature's children


Of apparel not mine,



And that I am but a broom-stick,


Like a scarecrow's wooden spine."



1925




穿皮草的女士



“我是个高贵的美人，”

穿皮草的女士说，

瞥一眼周围的女士先生——

他们个个比不上她阔：

“没错。价格三位数，

这件皮袍属于我。”





“没错，不用我掏钱，

是老公他做生意很能赚。

动物们软弱又胆小，

人们要谋皮不算难：

谋杀只须设好埋伏，

布下狡诈的机关。





“没错，我不动手，瞧瞧

这漂亮款式、剪裁缝纫，

半夜加班的是工人，

我从来也不认识她们；

还要服装师精拼细接，

做到完全合我的身。





“我是个可爱的贵妇人，

哪怕人家嘲笑我华而俗，

说我剥夺自然的孩子，

披着不属于我的衣服，

说我只是根扫帚柄，

当了稻草人的木头骨。”





1925年



【译析】

 近年兴起的反对穿皮裘的呼声，其实哈代在近百年前就已发出了。



说明一下：1925年英镑还是金本位制，含金量是7.3克，据此可估计当时“三位数”的价值。





Childhood among the Ferns



I sat one sprinkling day upon the lea,

Where tall-stemmed ferns spread out luxuriantly,

And nothing but those tall ferns sheltered me.





The rain gained strength, and damped each lopping frond,

Ran down their stalks beside me and beyond,

And shaped slow-creeping rivulets as I conned,





With pride, my spray-roofed house. And though anon

Some drops pierced its green rafters, I sat on,

Making pretence I was not rained upon.





The sun then burst, and brought forth a sweet breath

From the limp ferns as they dried underneath:

I said: "I could live on here thus till death";





And queried in the green rays as I sate:

"Why should I have to grow to man's estate,

And this afar-noised World perambulate?"




蕨丛里的童年



那天一场小雨里，我在牧场上坐，

那儿茂盛的蕨丛长得枝高叶阔，

不靠其他，就靠蕨叶遮盖着我。





雨渐大，打湿了每张下垂的叶片，

顺着叶柄往下流，在我的四面，

流到地，水渐渐汇成细流涓涓，





当我骄傲地察看我的遮雨小棚，

虽然不久就有些雨滴穿透绿顶，

我假装没被淋到，仍安坐不动。





雨过天晴，慢慢儿地晾干蕨丛，

清甜气息从地上软软的蕨叶蒸腾，

我说：“我可以在这儿过上一生；”





当我坐在这绿光里，我问自己：

“我为什么必须长入成年时期，

走进远方那个喧嚣不已的人世？”




He Did Not Know Me




(Woman's Sorrow Song)














He said: "I do not know you;

You are not she who came

And made my heart grow tame?"

I laughed: "The same!"





Still said he: "I don't know you."

— "But I am your Love!" laughed I:

"Yours — faithful ever — till I die,

And pulseless lie!"





Yet he said: "I don't know you."

Freakful, I went away,

And met pale Time, with "Pray,

What means his Nay?"





Said Time: "He does not know you

In your mask of Comedy."

"But," said I, "that I have chosen to be:

Tragedy he."





— "True; hence he did not know you."

— "But him I could recognize?"

— "Yea. Tragedy is true guise,

Comedy lies."




他不认识我




（女人的悲歌）














他说：“我不认识你；

你不是那个她吧——

征服我心的那个她？”

我笑了：“那就是我呀！”





他仍说：“我不认识你。”

“我是你爱人！”我笑，

“忠实到老，到死，

永远也变不了！”





他仍说：“我不认识你。”

不可思议，我只好走人，

碰到苍白的时间，我问：

“怎么回事，他不认？”





时间说：“他不认识你，

因为你戴着喜剧面具。”

我说：“但那是我自己

选定；而他是悲剧。”





“对，所以他不认识你。”

“但我认得他模样？”

“没错，悲剧是真相，

喜剧却是伪装。”




"We say we shall not meet"



We say we shall not meet

Again beneath this sky,

And turn with heavy feet,


Murmuring "Good-bye!"







But laugh at how we rued

Our former time's adieu

When those who went for good


Are met anew.







We talk in lightest vein

On trifles talked before,

And part to meet again,


But meet no more.






“我们说后会已无期”



我们说后会已无期

在这个天空之下，

拖着沉重步子分离，

念着保重的话。





可是诀别过了的人

忽一天又重新聚首，

说起上次那种伤心，

笑这无谓担忧。





我们没要紧地聊天，

气氛轻松而诙谐，

分手时说好了再见，

此次却是永别。




Seeing the Moon Rise



We used to go to Froom-hill Barrow


To see the round moon rise




Into the heath-rimmed skies,



Trudging thither by plough and harrow

Up the pathway, steep and narrow,



Singing a song.





Now we do not go there. Why?


Zest burns not so high!







Latterly we've only conned her


With a passing glance




From window or door by chance,



Hoping to go again, high yonder,

As we used, and gaze, and ponder,



Singing a song.





Thitherward we do not go:


Feet once quick are slow!




August
 1927




看月亮升起



以前我们常上弗卢姆山


去看圆月升起




在荒野的天际，



一路跋涉穿越犁翻的田，

沿狭窄陡峭的山路登攀，


高唱一支歌。



如今我们怎么不去那儿了？


如火的热情降温了！







近来我们只是远远眺望，


站在门前窗前，




偶尔扫上一眼，



心想着再去，到高山上，

像从前一样，凝视，冥想，


高唱一支歌。



但是我们却不去那儿了，


矫健的脚步迟钝了！



1927年8月




He Never Expected Much




[or]



A CONSIDERATION



[A reflection] On my Eighty-Sixth Birthday














Well, World, you have kept faith with me,



Kept faith with me;





Upon the whole you have proved to be


Much as you said you were.



Since as a child I used to lie

Upon the leaze and watch the sky,

Never, I own, expected I


That life would all be fair.







'Twas then you said, and since have said,



Times since have said,





In that mysterious voice you shed


From clouds and hills around:



"Many have loved me desperately,

Many with smooth serenity,


While some have shown contempt of me



Till they dropped underground.





"I do not promise overmuch,



Child; overmuch;





Just neutral-tinted haps and such,"

You said to minds like mine.


Wise warning for your credit's sake!



Which I for one failed not to take,


And hence could stem such strain and ache



As each year might assign.




他从未期望过高




［或］八六生辰感怀



［或自省］














好吧，世界，你我互守信用，


都互守了信用；



从你的表现看，总体而论


你的话是实情。



从童年起，我躺在牧场上

就常常仰望着天空默想，

说实话我从来就不曾期望


生活对我公平。







你当初就曾说，你后来也说，


你一贯对我说，



从周围的山峰，天上的云朵，


传来你神秘之声：



“许多人豁出一切地爱我，

许多人爱得平静而温和，

也有人对我蔑视和鄙薄，


直到终此生命。







“我不会给人过多的诺言，


孩子啊，过多诺言；



只给人中性的灰色和偶然。”


你如此告诫众生。



睿智的警示啊，你信誉卓卓！

我至少没拒斥这一课，靠这，

才担当起每年派给我的份额——


沉沉压力和伤痛。






Boys Then and Now



"More than one cuckoo?"

And the little boy

Seemed to lose something

Of his spring joy.





When he'd grown up

He told his son

He'd used to think

There was only one,





Who came each year

With the trees' new trim

On purpose to please

England and him:





And his son — old already

In life and its ways —

Said yawning: "How foolish

Boys were in those days!"




从前的孩子和现在的孩子



“布谷鸟不是一只？”

这让孩子扫兴，

使他惘然若失，

影响了春的喜庆。





当他长大之后，

对他儿子说道：

他本来以为那是

同一只布谷鸟，





它每年特意赶来，

当树改扮新装，

为英国，也为他

带来欢乐春光；





他儿子也已年老，

习性也已老化，

打着哈欠说：“瞧，

从前的孩子多傻！”




The Third Kissing-Gate



She foots it forward down the town,

Then leaves the lamps behind,

And trots along the eastern road

Where elms stand double-lined.





She clacks the first dim kissing-gate

Beneath the storm-strained trees,

And passes to the second mead

That fringes Mellstock Leaze.





She swings the second kissing-gate

Next the gray garden-wall,

And sees the third mead stretching down

Towards the waterfall.





And now the third-placed kissing-gate

Her silent shadow nears,

And touches with; when suddenly

Her person disappears.





What chanced by that third kissing-gate

When the hushed mead grew dun?

Lo — two dark figures clasped and closed

As if they were but one.




第三道接吻门



今天她走路到镇上去，

返回时背后已亮灯；

在两行夹道的榆树之间

她向东赶路急匆匆。





她在风暴弄伤的大树下

把头道接吻门甩开，

从这儿走进第二块牧场，

已属梅尔斯脱地界。





她甩开了第二道接吻门

沿着灰色的园墙边，

看见第三块牧场平展展，

溪水瀑布就在前面。





现在来到第三道接吻门，

她的身影悄悄靠近，

触及了栏杆，但在这儿

她却似乎忽然消隐。





第三道门边出了什么事，

当草场暗转而静寂？

哦，两个人影抱在一起，

仿佛已经合二为一。







【译析】

 “接吻门”是每次只容一人通过的牧场围栏门，可作V形转动，前开后拦，用以拦住牲口而方便人的出入。



由于两人同行时只能依次通过，于是当一对情人从这儿经过，走在前面的一个就喜欢利用过门机会，索取一吻才放第二人过门。



虽然若从词源上考察，对kissing gate作如上解释其实很可能是一种“曲解”；kissing一词的本义大概是：该门的开闭只“触及”立杆，而不须插闩。不过因为若这样解释就毫无味道了，所以人们情愿接受浪漫的“曲解”。



进入机械化电子化的时代，kissing gate的原理被应用于车站检票口后，完全丧失了牧场上的牧歌情调。





Christmas: 1924



"Peace upon earth!" was said. We sing it,

And pay a million priests to bring it.

After two thousand years of mass

We've got as far as poison-gas.

1924




1924年圣诞节



“让和平降临大地！”我们唱着颂诗，

为祈求和平供养着百万牧师。

做了两千年弥撒，终于有了成绩——

我们得到的最新奖励是毒气。

1924年




He Resolves to Say No More



O my soul, keep the rest unknown!

It is too like a sound of moan



When the charnel-eyed







Pale Horse has nighed:





Yea, none shall gather what I hide!





Why load men's minds with more to bear

That bear already ails to spare?



From now alway







Till my last day





What I discern I will not say.





Let Time roll backward if it will;

(Magians who drive the midnight quill



With brain aglow







Can see it so,)





What I have learnt no man shall know.





And if my vision range beyond

The blinkered sight of souls in bond,



— By truth made free —







I'll let all be,





And show to no man what I see.




他决定不再多说



灵魂啊，把其余深藏心底！

它已太像一声呻吟叹息。


灰马逼近，
 

①








眼光森森，



无人将再知我心中之隐。





何必给人心灵添加重负，

当他们已负担过多病苦？


从此刻始，




至我末日，



我将不再说我察觉之事。





即便有可能叫时间倒转；

（魔术师到午夜灵光一闪，


能凭咒文




倒转时轮，）



我所获悉的也不告诉人。





即便我视力去蔽，能超越

被束缚灵魂的遮蔽眼界，


也不卷入。




真理明目，



我所见的不会向人吐露。



注释






①

 　《圣经·启示录》6.7.“七印”一节：“揭开第四印的时候，……我就观看，见有一匹灰色马；骑在马上的，名字叫做死”。
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