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前　言

在这个世界上，有这样一些人——他们一走近书店，心就怦怦乱跳，不管有多少琐事缠身，总忍不住进店转转；见到一本心仪的书，不弄到手就坐立难安，哪怕买了书就要挨饿，也觉得心满意足。他们最爱做的，是在午后时分沏一杯香茶，捧读一本墨香淡淡、诗意浓浓的好书；他们最难忍的，是眼见好书被人蹂躏却无可奈何，抑或爱书在眼皮底下被抢去借走；他们最渴望的，莫过于拥有一间窗明几净、翰墨芬芳的书房，坐拥书城、徜徉书海。这些人，便是所谓的爱书之人了。

许多名人亦为爱书人，他们会在文章中经意不经意地流露爱书之情。这些文章林林总总，篇幅不一，或论读书历程和体会，或谈购书方法与艰辛，或道藏书室中的轶闻趣事，或抒群书散尽的悲伤感触。这套专为爱书人准备的“新东方双语书话译丛”系列之中，就收录了百余篇这样的文章。

此套丛书共五本，分别是：

. 探讨读书方法与阅读境界的《书林辟径——邂逅生命中挚爱的书》

. 分享书海轶闻与随想感悟的《书海逸趣——有书陪伴的人生不寂寞》

. 介绍书籍天敌与呵护爱书的《护书之苦——书若安好，便是晴天》

. 讲述静处书斋与淘书苦乐的《藏书之乐——书架上的珍宝》

. 谈及爱书缘起与书虫定义的《一派书心——缘何此生只爱书》

在这套书中，你将看见形形色色的爱书人。有些以清新隽永的文字，如炉边谈话般将阅读心得娓娓道来；有些以诙谐幽默的笔触，令你或是会心微笑或是心有戚戚；有些担忧书的未来演进，如数家珍地罗列自己与书的陈年往事；有些则对此不以为然，并以各种事例证明，书籍永远是人类的挚友……同为爱书人的你，是否深有共鸣？

值得一提的是，为了让读者在文山书海遨游的同时，能够领略大师笔下清晰明澈的英文，“新东方双语书话译丛”系列特以中英对照的形式呈现。其中每一篇英文，无不经过多方查找、层层筛选，意图穷尽西方books about books的经典之作，以及《纽约书评》《伦敦书评》等报刊的最新评述；每一篇译文，也都经过反复修改、多重校对，力求在贴近原文风格的同时，更符合当代读者的眼光、口味。

“新东方双语书话译丛”系列虽只有小小五本，但从策划、选文到翻译、注释再到编辑、出版却尝尽了“十月怀胎”的艰辛。在这漫长的征程中，我与王岑卉、钱卫、陈滢、姚洋、李鹏程等诸位优秀译者常常为一个句子的结构推敲再三，也曾为一个短语的用法争执良久，为一个动词的译法辗转半宿更是稀松平常之事。足足十个月废寝忘食的坚持，才有了今天呈现于诸位眼前的精美小书。然而，书海无垠、译界无涯。该系列虽为悉心打造之作，但难免存在疏漏之处。如果您认为选取篇目尚可斟酌、译文质量仍可精进，欢迎随时与我们联系沟通！

我们的电子邮箱：siyadatransart@163.com

我们的新浪微博：weibo.com/siyada

最后，要感谢俞敏洪老师的殷切鼓励，感谢新东方大愚文化传播有限公司的鼎力协助。没有你们的激励与帮助，就没有今天这套“新东方双语书话译丛”系列的诞生。

谨以此书献给天下爱书人！愿各位畅享阅读之乐！

唐静
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Reading


论读书

Lucius Annaeus Seneca

鲁齐乌斯·安奈乌斯·塞内加



作者简介


 

鲁齐乌斯·安奈乌斯·塞内加（Lucius Annaeus Seneca，约前4—65），古罗马政治家、哲学家、悲剧作家、雄辩家，宣扬新斯多葛伦理学，主张无条件屈从神意和不可避免的命运。他曾任罗马帝国会计官和元老院元老以及古罗马暴君尼禄（Nero）的家庭教师和顾问。

塞内加一生漫游各地，勤于思考。他几经仕途的大起大落，因此深通世事，能于平常小事中挖掘出深邃的思想。塞内加著作颇丰，著有11部戏剧、14部问答体作品、一部书信集等，西方人耳熟能详的“塞内加说”犹如中国人常说的“子曰诗云”。塞内加的思想对后世产生了不可磨灭的影响。

本文选自塞内加的代表作《道德书简》（Letters from a Stoic: Epistulae Morales ad Lucilium
 ）。该书为世人公认的必读书。书中信件多以自身或他人经历开头，接着从哲理的角度进行严肃的反思和深入的分析。本文通过生动的比喻，阐述了“阅读不可散漫，亦不可随性”的重要性，显示了作者独特的智慧。
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Nothing, to my way of thinking, is a better proof of a well ordered mind than a man's ability to stop just where he is and pass some time in his own company.

Be careful, however, that there is no element of discursiveness and desultoriness about this reading you refer to, this reading of many different authors and books of every description. You should be extending your stay among writers whose genius is unquestionable, deriving constant nourishment from them if you wish to gain anything from your reading that will find a lasting place in your mind. To be everywhere is to be nowhere. People who spend their whole life traveling abroad end up having plenty of places where they can find hospitality but no real friendships. The same must needs be the case with people who never set about acquiring an intimate acquaintanceship with any one great writer, but skip from one to another, paying flying visits to them all. Food that is vomited up as soon as it is eaten is not assimilated into the body and does not do one any good; nothing hinders a cure so much as frequent changes of treatment; a wound will not heal over if it is being made the subject of experiments with different ointments; a plant which is frequently moved never grows strong. Nothing is so useful that it can be of any service in the mere passing. A multitude of books only gets in one's way. So if you are unable to read all the books in your possession, you have enough when you have all the books you are able to read.

And if you say, “But I feel like opening different books at different times”, my answer will be this: tasting one dish after another is the sign of a fussy stomach, and where the foods are dissimilar and diverse in range they lead to contamination of the system, not nutrition. So always read well-tried authors, and if at any moment you find yourself wanting a change from a particular author, go back to ones you have read before.

Each day, too, acquire something which will help you to face poverty, or death, and other ills as well. After running over a lot of different thoughts, pick out one to be digested thoroughly that day. This is what I do myself; out of the many bits I have been reading I lay hold of one. My thought for today is something which I found in Epicurus (Yes, I actually make a practice of going over to the enemy's camp—by way of reconnaissance, not as a deserter!). “A cheerful poverty,”he says, “is an honorable state”. But if it is cheerful it is not poverty at all. It is not the man who has too little who is poor, but the one who hankers after more. What difference does it make how much there is laid away in a man's safe or in his barns, how many head of stock he grazes or how much capital he puts out at interest, if he is always after what is another's and only counts what he has yet to get, never what he has already. You ask what is the proper limit to a person's wealth? First, having what is essential, and second, having what is enough.





我认为，能放下手中的事静心独处一段时间，正是一个人意志力强的最佳证明。

你提及自己爱浏览不同作家的多种书籍。请注意，阅读不可散漫，亦不可随性。如果想靠阅读获取永久铭记的知识，就该多花时间研读被公认为才华横溢的作家的作品，从他们那里不断汲取营养。想要无处不在，只会无处扎根。一生在国外游荡的旅人，会在许多地方受到殷勤的接待，却得不到真正的友谊。那些蜻蜓点水地涉猎各家作品、却不专心研读任何名家的读者，下场同样如此。即吃即呕不利于身体对食物的吸收，对健康无甚裨益；不断改换治疗方法，最不利于疾病治愈；不断测试各种膏药疗效，不利于伤口愈合；不断移栽植物，不利于其茁壮成长。即使再有益的东西，走马观花也无法让人获益。书籍过多只会阻挡前路。如果你无法读完所有的藏书，拥有能读完的书便已足够。
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如果你说：“但我想在不同的时候读不同的书”，我的回答是：一道接一道地品尝菜肴，无非是挑食的表现。吃下花样繁多、种类各异的食物，不是滋补身体，而是损害健康。因此，专注地阅读某些名家的著作吧。如果你觉得已经读厌某位作家的作品，还可以重温读过的其他作家的著作。

每天都学点新知识，有助于你直面贫困、死亡和其他不幸。每天，在过眼众多不同的思想后，选取一种在当日彻底消化。我本人就是这样做的：从读过的书里的众多思想中选取一种，将其牢牢掌握。我今天的思想就来自伊壁鸠鲁
1

 （是的，我走向了敌对阵营。不过，我这样做的目的是侦察敌情，而非叛逃！）。伊壁鸠鲁说：“安贫乐道是一种值得推崇的状态。”不过，既然是乐，就谈不上穷。穷人不是拥有得太少，而是想要得太多。如果一个人总在觊觎别人的财富，总是计算尚未到手之物，而从不在意已拥有的东西，那么，他保险柜里有多少珍宝，谷仓里有多少粮食，牧场里有多少牲畜，有多少资金在放外贷，又有什么意义呢？你问，一个人要有多少财产才合适呢？标准之一是必要，标准之二是够用。
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————————————————————


1
 ．伊壁鸠鲁（Epicurus，前341—前270），古希腊著名哲学家，快乐主义伦理学的代表人物，于公元前307年建立了自己的学派。伊壁鸠鲁学派由有着共同兴趣和人生观的人组成，伊壁鸠鲁则是团体中备受敬爱的导师，这个团体经常在他买下的一座花园里活动，因此被称为“花园派”。



The Choice of Books


择书之道

Sir John Lubbock

约翰·卢布克爵士



作者简介


 

约翰·卢布克爵士（Sir John Lubbock，1834—1913），英国银行家、政治家、自然主义者。作为政治家，他促进了公共假日（Bank Holiday）法案的颁布，同时对保护国家古迹作出了非凡贡献；作为自然主义者，他在昆虫学和人类学方面颇有研究，并撰写了大量科普读物，如《史前时代》（Prehistoric Times
 ）、《蚂蚁、蜜蜂和黄蜂》（Ants, Bees, and Wasps
 ）、《昆虫的起源和变形》（The Origin and Metamorphoses of Insects
 ）等。

卢布克爵士在1889年出版了《生活的乐趣》（The Pleasures of Life
 ）一书，书中有两篇关于阅读的文章，本文即其中一篇。卢布克爵士旁征博引，借名人名言谈论自己的择书之道。感兴趣的读者可查阅原书附录中卢布克爵士所选的“百本好书”书单。
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“All round the room my silent servants wait

My friends in every season, bright and dim,

Angels and Seraphim

Come down and murmur to me, sweet and low,

And spirits of the skies all come and go

Early and Late.”

And yet too often they wait in vain. One reason for this is, I think, that people are overwhelmed by the crowd of books offered to them.

In old days books were rare and dear. Now on the contrary, it may be said with greater truth than ever that

“Words are things, and a small drop of ink,

Falling like dew upon a thought, produces

That which makes thousands, perhaps millions, think.”

Our ancestors had a difficulty in procuring them. Our difficulty now is what to select. We must be careful what we read, and not, like the sailors of Ulysses, take bags of wind for sacks of treasure—not only lest we should even now fall into the error of the Greeks, and suppose that language and definitions can be instruments of investigation as well as of thought, but lest, as too often happens, we should waste time over trash. There are many books to which one may apply, in the sarcastic sense, the ambiguous remark said to have been made to an unfortunate author, “I will lose no time in reading your book.”

There are, indeed, books are books, and there are books which, as Lamb said, are not books at all. It is wonderful how much innocent happiness we thoughtlessly throw away. An Eastern proverb says that calamities sent by heaven may be avoided, but from those we bring on ourselves there is no escape.

Many, I believe, are deterred from attempting what are called stiff books for fear they should not understand them; but there are few who need complain of the narrowness of their minds, if only they would do their best with them.

In reading, however, it is most important to select subjects in which one is interested. I remember years ago consulting Mr. Darwin as to the selection of a course of study. He asked me what interested me most, and advised me to choose that subject. This, indeed, applies to the work of life generally.

I am sometimes disposed to think that the readers of the next generation will be, not our lawyers and doctors, shopkeepers and manufacturers, but the laborers and mechanics. Does not this seem natural? The former work mainly with their head; when their daily duties are over the brain is often exhausted, and of their leisure time much must be devoted to air and exercise. The laborer and mechanic, on the contrary, besides working often for much shorter hours, have in their work-time taken sufficient bodily exercise, and could therefore give any leisure they might have to reading and study. They have not done so as yet, it is true; but this has been for obvious reasons. Now, however, in the first place, they receive an excellent education in elementary schools, and in the second have more easy access to the best books.

Ruskin has observed that he does not wonder at what men suffer, but he often wonders at what they lose. We suffer much, no doubt, from the faults of others, but we lose much more by our own ignorance.

“If,”says Sir John Herschel, “I were to pray for a taste which should stand me instead under every variety of circumstances, and be a source of happiness and cheerfulness to me through life, and a shield against its ills, however things might go amiss and the world frown upon me, it would be a taste for reading. I speak of it of course only as a worldly advantage, and not in the slightest degree as superseding or derogating from the higher office and surer and stronger panoply of religious principles—but as a taste, and instrument, and a mode of pleasurable gratification. Give a man this taste, and the means of gratifying it, and you can hardly fail of making a happy man, unless, indeed, you put into his hands a most perverse selection of books.”

It is one thing to own a library; it is quite another to use it wisely. I have often been astonished how little care people devote to the selection of what they read. Books, we know, are almost innumerable; our hours for reading are, alas! very few. And yet many people read almost by hazard. They will take any book they chance to find in a room at a friend's house; they will buy a novel at a railway-stall if it has an attractive title; indeed, I believe in some cases even the binding affects their choice. The selection is, no doubt, far from easy. I have often wished someone would recommend a list of a hundred good books. If we had such lists drawn up by a few good guides they would be most useful. I have indeed sometimes heard it said that in reading every one must choose for himself, but this reminds me of the recommendation not to go into the water till you can swim.

In the absence of such lists I have picked out the books most frequently mentioned with approval by those who have referred directly or indirectly to the pleasure of reading, and have ventured to include some which, though less frequently mentioned, are especial favorites of my own. Everyone who looks at the list will wish to suggest other books, as indeed I should myself, but in that case the number would soon run up.

I have abstained, for obvious reasons, from mentioning works by living authors, though from many of them—Tennyson, Ruskin, and others—I have myself derived the keenest enjoyment; and I have omitted works on science, with one or two exceptions, because the subject is so progressive.

I feel that the attempt is over bold, and I must beg for indulgence, while hoping for criticism; indeed one object which I have had in view is to stimulate others more competent far than I am to give us the advantage of their opinions.

Moreover, I must repeat that I suggest these works rather as those which, as far as I have seen, have been most frequently recommended, than as suggestions of my own, though I have slipped in a few of my own special favorites.

In any such selection much weight should, I think, be attached to the general verdict of mankind. There is a “struggle for existence”and a “survival of the fittest”among books, as well as among animals and plants. As Alonzo of Aragon said, “Age is a recommendation in four things—old wood to burn, old wine to drink, old friends to trust, and old books to read.”Still, this can not be accepted without important qualifications. The most recent books of history and science contain or ought to contain, the most accurate information and the most trustworthy conclusions. Moreover, while the books of other races and times have an interest from their very distance, it must be admitted that many will still more enjoy, and feel more at home with, those of our own century and people.





“屋中随处可见静候召唤的仆从，

一年四季，白昼黑夜，

天使，我忠实的友人

降落凡间，在我耳畔甜蜜呢喃，

天堂的精灵来回往复，

由晨至暮。”

但仆从往往空等。我认为有个理由是，主人迷失在了浩瀚的书海之中。

过去书籍稀有而昂贵，现在的情况恰恰相反。下列话语从未如此真实：

“文字是重要的东西，一小滴墨水，

如露水般滴落于思绪之中，

能使千万人思索。”

我们的祖先获取书籍不容易，我们如今面临的难题则是选书。我们必须精心挑选所读之书，不可像尤利西斯的水手那样，将成袋的空气当作满载的珍宝
1

 ——我们不仅要以希腊人的失误为前车之鉴，将语言和定义当作调查和思考的工具，更要避免将时间浪费在糟粕上（此事常有发生）。有人曾将一句一语双关的评论赠与某位糟糕的作家：“读你的书，我可不会浪费时间。”
2

 这句颇有讽刺意味的评论也适用于许多书。

确实，有些书称得上是书，但如兰姆
3

 所言，有些书根本不配称为书。想想我们曾不假思索地放弃了多少纯粹的乐趣，真是不可思议。东方谚语有云：“天作孽，犹可违；自作孽，不可活。”

我想，许多人对所谓“艰深晦涩的著作”望而却步，是因为害怕理解不了；但只要愿意全身心投入阅读，没有几个人需要因自己思想狭隘而自怨自艾。

然而，阅读时选择自己感兴趣的主题至关重要。我记得自己多年前曾问达尔文先生该如何选择研究的课题。他问我对什么最感兴趣，建议我就选择那个主题。确实，这种方法也普遍适用于日常生活。

我有时会想，或许下一代的读者不是律师、医生、店主、制造商，而是劳工和技师。这难道不是很自然吗？前者工作主要依靠脑力，劳作一日后大脑往往已疲惫不堪，大部分闲暇时光自然要花在户外活动和体育锻炼上。劳工和技师则恰恰相反。他们不但通常工作时间短得多，而且在工作时间已经充分锻炼了身体，闲暇时光则可用于阅读和研究。没错，他们现在还没有这么做；但这是出于显而易见的原因。不过，如今他们已经具备了两点条件：首先，他们都接受了良好的初级教育；其次，他们比过去更容易获得最优秀的书籍。

罗斯金
4

 评论道，他并不为人们遭受的苦难感到惊讶，却常常惊讶于人们失去的东西。毫无疑问，我们因为别人的过错受了不少苦，而我们因为自己的无知失去的东西要多得多。

约翰·赫歇尔爵士
5

 说过：“如果我要祈求拥有这样一种爱好——无论当下情况如何，无论世事多么坎坷，它都能给我带来欢乐，帮我抵御苦难——我希望这种爱好是阅读。当然，我说的是俗世的益处，我无意用其取代或贬损更高的权威和不容置疑的宗教信条。阅读是一种爱好、一件工具、一种愉悦满足的方式。如果让一个人拥有这种爱好和书籍，除非你提供的书过于邪恶堕落，否则他很难不感到幸福。”

拥有书房是一回事，善用书房则是另一回事。人们选择自己要读的书时如此漫不经心，这常常令我震惊。我们知道，书籍数不胜数，而我们的阅读时间却少之又少。然而，许多人读书几乎是在碰运气。他们会在朋友家里随手拿起一本书，会在火车站的书摊上买一本名字抓人眼球的小说。是的，我相信有些情况下，连书籍装帧都会影响他们的选择。选书无疑并不简单。我常常希望有人为我推荐一张“百本好书”书单。如果有一些优秀的导师开列这类书单，那必定对读者大有裨益。我有时也听人说，每个人都应该自己选书。但这让我想起了一句建议——学会游泳前，千万别下水。

既然没有这种书单，我就自己写一份。我关注那些直接或间接提及阅读乐趣的人，挑选出他们最常提及和夸赞的书；我还大胆囊括了一些他们较少提及，但特别对我胃口的书。每个看见这份书单的人都会想推荐其他书——我就是这样——但如此一来，书目中书的数量便会激增。

虽然不少在世的作者——如丁尼生
6

 、罗斯金等人——曾带给我许多乐趣，但出于显而易见的原因，我在书单里没有提及他们的作品。我也略过了科学著作，仅有一两本例外，因为科学的发展实在迅速。

我觉得自己的尝试实在鲁莽，希望得到读者的宽容和指正。实际上，我写这份书单的目的是抛砖引玉，激励那些才能远胜于我的人发表见解。

此外，我必须重申，书单里的大部分作品都曾受到众人推荐，并非出于我的个人喜好。不过我还是添了几本自己特别喜欢的书。

我想，作任何抉择时，考虑人类普遍的判断标准都是很重要的。“物竞天择，适者生存”法则适用于动植物，也适用于书。正如阿拉贡的阿隆索所说：“在四件事上，光阴留痕最值得称道——老柴最好烧，陈酒最耐品，旧友最可靠，老书最宜读。”但这种说法也须加以限定。最新出版的历史和科学书籍，理应包含最准确的信息、最可信的结论。必须承认的是，尽管关于其他种族、其他时代的作品会因距离而产生美感，但关于吾国吾民的书籍却更能带来阅读享受，让人读来更加舒服自在。

 

————————————————————


1
 ．此典出自荷马史诗《奥德赛》。奥德修斯（即罗马神话中的尤利西斯）一行人逃到风神岛，风神送给他们一个口袋，可以把所有逆风都装进去，以使他们一帆风顺地回家。船快行驶到家时，众水手以为口袋里面装的是金银财宝，便趁奥德修斯睡觉时打开口袋，结果被风吹回了风神岛。


2
 ．原文一语双关，既可理解为“我会抓紧时间去读你的书”，也可理解为“我不会浪费时间去读你的书”。此处明显取后者之意。


3
 ．查尔斯·兰姆（Charles Lamb，1775—1834），英国著名散文家，以散文集《伊利亚随笔》和《伊利亚续笔》闻名于世。


4
 ．约翰·罗斯金（John Ruskin，1819—1900），英国政论家、艺术批评家。他推崇中世纪艺术，强调审美教育。


5
 ．约翰·赫歇尔爵士（Sir John Herschel，1792—1871），英国数学家、天文学家。他曾为土星的7颗卫星和天王星的4颗卫星命名。


6
 ．阿尔弗雷德·丁尼生（Alfred Tennyson，1809—1892），英国维多利亚时代桂冠诗人。他的诗歌辞藻华丽，音韵铿锵，追求音乐性。他的代表作有《悼念》《国王叙事诗》等。



Part of a Man's Life: Books Unread


人生必经之途：未读之书

Thomas Wentworth Higginson

托马斯·温特沃斯·希金森
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作者简介


 

托马斯·温特沃斯·希金森（Thomas Wentworth Higginson，1823—1911），美国教士、作家、激进的废奴主义者。他在19世纪四五十年代的废奴运动中非常活跃，在南北战争中为南军立下不少战功。内战结束后，他一直撰文维护黑人和妇女的权利，终其一生从未曾停下手中的笔。

希金森的作品文笔优雅，词情恳切，富有人文气息，充满对自然的向往。美国著名女诗人埃米莉·狄更生（Emily Dickinson）对希金森极为仰慕，曾去信恳求希金森担任其导师，并自称“您的学生”。两人一度保持通信，交流彼此对文学的看法。狄更生去世后，希金森等人整理出版的诗集引起世人关注，奠定了狄更生在美国文坛的地位。

希金森经常在《大西洋月刊》（Atlantic Monthly
 ）上发表文章，狄更生最初就是通过此刊物与其相识的。本文首次发表于1904年《大西洋月刊》，对“梦中翻阅未读之书”的描写尤为精彩。读罢此文，你或许能够理解狄更生何以对其仰慕不已。







“No longer delude thyself; for thou wilt never read thine own memoranda, nor the recorded deeds of old Romans and Greeks, and those passages in books which thou hast been reserving for thine old age.”

In the gradual growth of every student's library, he may—or—may not continue to admit literary friends and advisers; but he will be sure, sooner or later, to send for a man with a tool-chest. Sooner or later, every nook and corner will be filled with books, every window will be more or less darkened, and added shelves must be devised. He may find it hard to achieve just the arrangement he wants, but he will find it hardest of all to meet squarely that inevitable inquiry of the puzzled carpenter as he looks about him, “Have you really read all these books?”The expected answer is, “To be sure, how can you doubt it?”Yet if you asked him in turn, “Have you actually used every tool in your tool-chest?”you would very likely be told, “Not one half as yet, at least this season; I have the others by me, to use as I need them.”Now if this reply can be fairly made in a simple, well-defined, distinctly limited occupation like that of a joiner, how much more inevitable it is in a pursuit which covers the whole range of thought and all the facts in the universe. The library is the author's tool-chest. He must at least learn, as he grows older, to take what he wants and to leave the rest.

This never was more tersely expressed than by Margaret Fuller when she says, “A man who means to think and write a great deal must, after six and twenty, learn to read with his fingers.”A few men of leisure may satisfy themselves by reading over and over a single book and ignoring all others, like that English scholar who read Homer's Iliad and Odyssey
 every year in the original, devoting a week to each canto, and reserving the minor poems for his summer vacation. Nay, there are books in the English language so vast that the ordinary reader recoils before their text and their footnotes.

Of course, the books which go most thoroughly unread are those which certainly are books, but of which we explore the backs only, as in fine old European libraries; books as sacredly preserved as was once that library at Blenheim—now long since dispersed—in which, when I idly asked the custodian whether she did not find it a great deal of trouble to keep them dusted, she answered with surprise, “No, sir, the doors have not been unlocked for ten years.”It is so in some departments of even American libraries.

Matthew Arnold once replied to a critic who accused him of a lack of learning that the charge was true, but that he often wished he had still less of that possession, so hard did he find it to carry lightly what he knew. The only knowledge that involves no burden lies, it may be justly claimed, in the books that are left unread. I mean those which remain undisturbed, long and perhaps forever, on a student's bookshelves; books for which he possibly economized, and to obtain which he went without his dinner; books on whose backs his eyes have rested a thousand times, tenderly and almost lovingly, until he has perhaps forgotten the very language in which they are written. He has never read them, yet during these years there has never been a day when he would have sold them; they are a part of his youth. In dreams he turns to them; in dreams he reads Hebrew again; he knows what a Differential Equation is; “how happy could he be with either.”He awakens, and whole shelves of his library are, as it were, like fair maidens who smiled on him in their youth but once, and then passed away. Under different circumstances, who knows but one of them might have been his? As it is, they have grown old apart from him; yet for him they retain their charms.

Books which we have first read in odd places always retain their charm, whether read or neglected. Thus Hazlitt always remembered that it was on the 10th of April, 1798, that he “set down to a volume of the New Eloise
 at the Inn at Llangollen over a bottle of sherry and a cold chicken.”In the same way I remember how Professor Longfellow in college recommended to us, for forming a good French style, to read Balzac's Peau de Chagrin
 ; and yet it was a dozen years later before I found it in a country inn, on a lecture trip, and sat up half the night to read it. It may be, on the other hand, that such haphazard meetings with books sometimes present them under conditions hopelessly unfavorable, as when I encountered Whitman's Leaves of Grass
 for the first time on my first voyage in an Azorian barque; and it inspires to this day a slight sense of nausea, which it might, after all, have inspired equally on land.

Wordsworth says in his Personal Talk
 , “Dreams, books are each a world.”And the books unread mingle with the dreams and unite the charm of both. This applies especially, I think, to books of travel: we buy them, finding their attractions strong, but somehow we do not read them over and over, unless they prove to be such books as those of Urquhart—the Pillars of Hercules
 especially, where the wealth of learning and originality is so great that we seem in a different region of the globe on every page. One of the most poetic things about Whittier's temperament lay in this fact, that he felt most eager to visit each foreign country before he had read any book about it. After reading, the dream was half fulfilled, and he turned to something else, so that he died without visiting any foreign country. But the very possession of such books, and their presence on the shelves, carries one to the Arctic regions or to the Indian Ocean.

“After all,”as the brilliant and melancholy Rufus Choate said, “a book is the only immortality”and sometimes when a book is attacked and even denounced, its destiny of fame is only confirmed. Thus the vivacious and cheery Pope, Pio Nono, when asked by a too daring author to help on his latest publication, suggested that he could only aid it by putting it in the Index Expurgatorius. Yet if a book is to be left unread at last, the fault must ultimately rest on the author, even as the brilliant Lady Eastlake complained, when she wrote of modern English novelists, “Things are written now to be read once, and no more; that is, they are read as often as they deserve. A book in old times took five years to write and was read five hundred times by five hundred people. Now it is written in three months, and read once by five hundred thousand people. That's the proper proportion.”
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“别再自欺欺人；因为你将再也无法阅读自己的备忘录、希腊罗马的先贤著作，或是为晚年预留的书中段落。”
1



随着藏书日益增多，学者或许不承认文学是良师益友，但他迟早会需要找个木匠。迟早有一天，屋里每个角落都会被书占据，每扇窗户或多或少都会被书遮挡，有必要新添几个书架。他会发现，要把书收拾成理想的样子实在不易，但要回答木匠的提问更加困难。困惑的木匠四处张望一番后，不免要提出这样的问题：“你真的读过所有这些书？”他预计得到的答案是：“那当然，你难道还怀疑吗？”但如果你反问他：“你真的用过工具箱里的每件工具？”他很可能这么说：“一半都没用过呢，至少这个季节是这样。我还带着别的工具，需要的时候用得着。”如果我的回答也像木匠的一样简单、定义清晰、限定明确，那么“打破沙锅问到底”将更加不可避免。书房正是作家的工具箱。随着年龄的增长，他至少应该学会取舍。

对此，没有人比玛格丽特·富勒
2

 表达得更加简明扼要。她说：“欲成为思想家之人，6岁后需学会‘动手’读书；欲成为作家之人，20岁后也需如此。”有些闲人满足于反复阅读同一本书，而忽视其他所有书。比如，某位英国学者每年都读一遍荷马的《伊利亚特》和《奥德赛》
3

 原本。他每周读一篇长诗，短诗则留到暑假读。然而，英文书籍如此浩瀚无垠，普通读者还没看到正文和脚注，就已经望而却步了。

当然，还有些书根本没人读。它们确确实实是书，但就像在很好的欧洲旧式图书馆里一样，人们只查看它们的书脊。这些书曾被郑重其事地保存在布伦海姆图书馆
4

 里，不过如今早已散落八方。我曾顺口问过布伦海姆的书库保管员，让那些书保持清洁是不是很麻烦，她一脸惊讶地答道：“不麻烦，先生，书库大门已经10年没开过了。”美国图书馆的某些部门也是如此。

有位评论家曾指责马修·阿诺德
5

 知识不够丰富。阿诺德回应说，这个说法完全正确，但他还常常希望能再少点，因为知识让人不堪重负，携现有知识已难轻装上阵。你或许可以理直气壮地宣称，唯一不会成为负担的知识只存在于没有读过的书里。我指的是学者书架上那些久被遗忘、或许将永被遗忘的书。为了那些书，他或许节俭度日；为了那些书，他或许不吃晚饭便跑去买；买回书之后，他曾带着爱意和柔情，千万次扫视它们的书脊，直到可能忘却它们是用何种语言写成。他从没读过那些书，但多年来从未动过卖书的念头；它们是他青春的一部分。在梦里，他会翻开那些书；在梦里，他又会读希伯来文了，也知道微分方程是什么了；“只会其中之一他也会开心！”他醒来，满架藏书依然如故，恰如青春少女对他嫣然一笑，然后便飘然而去。如果一切重来，梦中场景或能成真？现实中，书已老朽，离他远去；但对他而言，书的魅力犹存。

在非同寻常的情形下第一次读的书，无论你是读完了还是半途而废，它的魅力都将永存。哈兹利特
6

 总是忆起1798年4月10日，他“坐在兰戈伦一间小酒馆里，就着一瓶雪利酒和一个鸡肉冷盘读《新爱洛伊丝》
7

 。”我则以同样的方式忆起，大学里朗费罗教授推荐我们读巴尔扎克的《驴皮记》
8

 ，以便培养良好的法式格调；而直到十几年后，我在一次演说之旅中，在乡间客栈发现了这本书，才拿来熬夜苦读。有些时候，人和书的邂逅也会发生在不太理想的情况下。比如我初次遇见惠特曼的《草叶集》
9

 时，正好赶上头一回坐亚速尔帆船出海。直至今日，翻开《草叶集》还会让我有点头晕目眩，即使在陆地上也一样。

华兹华斯在他的《私语》
10

 中写道：“梦与书，各是一个世界。”未读之书与梦境交会，两者的魅力融于一体。我想，这句话尤其适合游记：我们买下游记，觉得它们极具吸引力，但我们不会一遍又一遍地阅读，除非是厄克赫特
11

 的作品，尤其是像《赫拉克勒斯之柱》
12

 这样知识丰富的原创作品，每一页都能让你驰骋于地球上不同的角落。惠蒂埃
13

 的气质中最富诗意之处是，他在读关于某国的作品之前，极度渴望前往该国一游，但读完书后，梦想实现了一半，他就转头迷上了别国。因此直至去世，他从未踏出国门一步。但拥有这些游记，把它们搁在架上展示，足以让你的想象飞向南极或是印度洋。

正如才华横溢而忧郁深沉的鲁弗斯·乔特
14

 所说，“毕竟，书是唯一不朽之物”。有时，人们抨击甚至谴责某书，只会让它一举成名。因此，当一位大胆的作家请教皇皮奥·诺诺
15

 帮忙宣传新书时，这位诙谐的教皇表示，他只能帮忙将此书列入教廷禁书目录。但如果一本书最后无人阅读，作者本人应该对此负责。才华横溢的伊斯特莱克夫人
16

 在描述英国现代小说家时，曾这样抱怨过：“如今的书写来只为让人读一遍，无需多读；也就是说，它们只配让人读一遍。过去一本书写好需要5年，会被500人读500遍；如今一本书写好只需3个月，会被50万人读一遍。这个比例很恰当。”

 

————————————————————


1
 ．节选自《沉思录》，古罗马皇帝马可·奥勒留·安东尼·奥古斯都的哲理闲思录。该书记录了作者对人生哲理的感悟，是古罗马斯多葛派哲学的里程碑。


2
 ．萨拉·玛格丽特·富勒（Sarah Margaret Fuller，1810—1850），美国著名记者、评论家、作家。


3
 ．史诗《伊利亚特》和《奥德赛》均以特洛伊战争为背景，相传为古希腊吟游诗人荷马所著。


4
 ．布伦海姆图书馆，坐落于布伦海姆宫，藏书约1万册。


5
 ．马修·阿诺德（Matthew Arnold，1822—1888），英国诗人、文艺评论家，牛津大学教授。


6
 ．威廉·哈兹利特（William Hazlitt，1778—1830），英语随笔首屈一指的大家，英语文学批评的大家。


7
 ．《新爱洛伊丝》，法国文学家让·雅克·卢梭的爱情小说，其中包含了卢梭的教育观点、文艺观点以及社会平等的思想。


8
 ．《驴皮记》，法国文学家奥诺雷·德·巴尔扎克的第一部长篇哲理小说。


9
 ．《草叶集》，美国著名诗人沃尔特·惠特曼的代表作。


10
 ．《私语》是英国诗人威廉·华兹华斯的一首关于孤独的诗歌。


11
 ．托马斯·厄克赫特（Thomas Urquhart，1611—1660），英国作家、翻译家。


12
 ．《赫拉克勒斯之柱》，地中海游记。


13
 ．约翰·格林里夫·惠蒂埃（John Greenleaf Whittier，1807—1892），美国诗人。


14
 ．鲁弗斯·乔特（Rufus Choate，1799—1859），美国律师、议员、演说家，1915年入选美国名人榜。


15
 ．皮奥·诺诺（Pio Nono），教皇庇护九世的意大利文昵称。


16
 ．伊斯特莱克夫人（Lady Eastlake，1809—1893），原名伊丽莎白，英国女作家。
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Books Within Books


书中书

Max Beerbohm

马克斯·比尔博姆







作者简介


 

马克斯·比尔博姆（Max Beerbohm，1872—1956），英国散文家、剧评家、漫画家。他出生于伦敦，在牛津大学接受高等教育，1898年接替萧伯纳成为《星期六评论》（Saturday Review
 ）的戏剧评论家。他于1911年出版了小说《朱莱卡·多布森》（Zuleika Dobson
 ），嘲讽了牛津大学里的荒诞生活。比尔博姆以讽刺文学作品中的矫揉造作和荒诞不经见长，其文笔睿智老辣，漫画风格独特，被英国文豪萧伯纳（George Bernard Shaw）誉为“举世无双的马克斯”。

本文节选自比尔博姆1914年出版的文集《即使在当下》（And Even Now
 ），主要谈论“书中书”，即小说中虚构人物写成的虚构作品。作者眼光独到，想象奇特，对五花八门的“书中书”如数家珍，令人大开眼界。
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They must, I suppose, be classed among biblia a-biblia [Greek]. Ignored in the catalogue of any library, not one of them lurking in any uttermost cavern under the reading-room of the British Museum, none of them ever printed even for private circulation, these books written by this and that character in fiction are books only by courtesy and good will.

But how few, after all, the books that are books! Charles Lamb let his kind heart master him when he made that too brief list of books that aren't. Book is an honourable title, not to be conferred lightly. A volume is not necessarily, as Lamb would have had us think, a book because it can be read without difficulty. The test is, whether it was worth reading. Had the author something to set forth? And had he the specific gift for setting it forth in written words? And did he use this rather rare gift conscientiously and to the full? And were his words well and appropriately printed and bound? If you can say Yes to these questions, then only, I submit, is the title of “book”deserved. If Lamb were alive now, he certainly would draw the line closer than he did. Published volumes were few in his day (though not, of course, few enough). Even he, in all the plenitude of his indulgence, would now have to demur that at least 90 percent of the volumes that the publishers thrust on us, so hectically, every spring and autumn, are abiblia [Greek].

What would he have to say of the novels, for example? These commodities are all very well in their way, no doubt. But let us have no illusions as to what their way is. The poulterer who sells strings of sausages does not pretend that every individual sausage is in itself remarkable. He does not assure us that “this is a sausage that gives furiously to think,”or “this is a singularly beautiful and human sausage,”or “this is undoubtedly the sausage of the year.”Why are such distinctions drawn by the publisher? When he publishes, as he sometimes does, a novel that is a book (or at any rate would be a book if it were decently printed and bound) then by all means let him proclaim its difference—even at the risk of scaring away the majority of readers.

I admit that I myself might be found in that majority. I am shy of masterpieces; nor is this merely because of the many times I have been disappointed at not finding anything at all like what the publishers expected me to find. As a matter of fact, those disappointments are dim in my memory: it is long since I ceased to take publishers' opinions as my guide. I trust now, for what I ought to read, to the advice of a few highly literary friends. But so soon as I am told that I “must”read this or that, and have replied that I instantly will, I become strangely loth to do anything of the sort. And what I like about books within books is that they never can prick my conscience. It is extraordinarily comfortable that they don't exist.

And yet—for, even as Must
 implants distaste, so does Can't
 stir sweet longings—how eagerly would I devour these books within books! What fun, what a queer emotion, to fish out from a four penny-box, in a windy by-street, Walter Lorraine
 , by Arthur Pendennis, or Passion Flowers
 , by Rosa Bunion! I suppose poor Rosa's muse, so fair and so fervid in Rosa's day, would seem a trifle fatigued now; but what allowances one would make! Lord Steyne said of Walter Lorraine
 that it was “very clever and wicked.”I fancy we should apply neither epithet now. Indeed, I have always suspected that Pen's maiden effort may have been on a plane with The Great Hoggarty Diamond
 . Yet I vow would I not skip a line of it.


Who Put Back the Clock?
 is another work which I especially covet. Poor Gideon Forsyth! He was abominably treated, as Stevenson relates, in the matter of that grand but grisly piano; and I have always hoped that perhaps, in the end, as a sort of recompense, Fate ordained that the novel he had anonymously written should be rescued from oblivion and found by discerning critics to be not at all bad. Such a humiliation as Gideon's is the more poignant to me because it is so rare in English fiction. In nine cases out of ten, a book within a book is an immediate, an immense success.
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On the whole, our novelists have always tended to optimism—especially they who have written mainly to please their public. It pleases the public to read about any sort of success. The greater, the more sudden and violent the success, the more valuable is it as ingredient in a novel. And since the average novelist lives always in a dream that one of his works will somehow “catch on”as no other work ever has caught on yet, it is very natural that he should fondly try meanwhile to get this dream realised for him, vicariously, by this or that creature of his fancy. True, he is usually too self-conscious to let this creature achieve his sudden fame and endless fortune through a novel. Usually it is a play that does the trick. In the Victorian time it was almost always a book of poems. Oh for the spacious days of Tennyson and Swinburne! In how many a three-volume novel is mentioned some “slim octavo”which seems, from the account given, to have been as arresting as Poems and Ballads
 without being less acceptable than Idylls of the King
 ! These verses were always the anonymous work of some very young, very poor man, who supposed they had fallen still-born from the press until, one day, a week or so after publication, as he walked “moodily”and “in a brown study”along the Strand, having given up all hope now that he would ever be in a position to ask Hilda to be his wife, a friend accosted him—“Seen The Thunderer
 this morning? By George, there's a column review of a new book of poems,”etc. In some three-volume novel that I once read at a seaside place, having borrowed it from the little circulating library, there was a young poet whose sudden leap into the front rank has always laid a special hold on my imagination. The name of the novel itself I cannot recall; but I remember the name of the young poet—Aylmer Deane; and the forever unforgettable title of his book of verse was Poments: Being Poems of the Mood and the Moment
 . What would I not give to possess a copy of that work?

Though he had suffered, and though suffering is a sovereign preparation for great work, I did not at the outset foresee that Aylmer Deane was destined to wear the laurel. In real life I have rather a flair for future eminence. In novels I am apt to be wise only after the event. There the young men who do in due course take the town by storm have seldom shown (to my dull eyes) promise. Their spoken thoughts have seemed to me no more profound or pungent than my own. All that is best in these authors goes into their work. But, though I complain of them on this count, I admit that the thrill for me of their triumphs is the more rapturous because every time it catches me unawares. One of the greatest emotions I ever had was from the triumph of The Gift of Gifts
 . Of this novel within a novel the author was not a young man at all, but an elderly clergyman whose life had been spent in a little rural parish. He was a dear, simple old man, a widower. He had a large family, a small stipend. Judge, then, of his horror when he found that his eldest son, “a scholar at Christminster College, Oxbridge,”had run into debt for many hundreds of pounds. Where to turn? The father was too proud to borrow of the neighbourly nobleman who in Oxbridge days had been his “chum.”Nor had the father ever practised the art of writing. (We are told that “his sermons were always extempore.”) But, years ago, “he had once thought of writing a novel based on an experience which happened to a friend of his.”This novel, in the fullness of time, he now proceeded to write, though “without much hope of success.”He knew that he was suffering from heart-disease. But he worked “feverishly, night after night,”we are told, “in his old faded dressing-gown, till the dawn mingled with the light of his candle and warned him to snatch a few hours' rest, failing which he would be little able to perform the round of parish duties that awaited him in the daytime.”No wonder he had “not much hope.”No wonder I had no spark of hope for him. But what are obstacles for but to be overleapt? What avails heart-disease, what avail eld and feverish haste and total lack of literary training, as against the romantic instinct of the lady who created the Rev. Charles Hailing? “The Gift of Gifts
 was acclaimed as a masterpiece by all the first-class critics.”Also, it very soon “brought in”ten times as much money as was needed to pay off the debts of its author's eldest son. Nor, though Charles Hailing died some months later, are we told that he died from the strain of composition. We are left merely to rejoice at knowing he knew at the last “that his whole family was provided for.”

I wonder why it is that, whilst these Charles Hailings and Aylmer Deanes delightfully abound in the lower reaches of English fiction, we have so seldom found in the work of our great novelists anything at all about the writing of a great book. It is true, of course, that our great novelists have never had for the idea of literature itself that passion which has always burned in the great French ones. Their own art has never seemed to them the most important and interesting thing in life. Also it is true that they have had other occupations—fox-hunting, preaching, editing magazines, what not. Yet to them literature must, as their own main task, have had a peculiar interest and importance.

No fine work can be done without concentration and self-sacrifice and toil and doubt. It is nonsense to imagine that our great novelists have just forged ahead or ambled along, reaching their goal, in the good old English fashion, by sheer divination of the way to it. A fine book, with all that goes to the making of it, is as fine a theme as a novelist can have. But it is a part of English hypocrisy—or, let it be more politely said, English reserve—that, whilst we are fluent enough in grumbling about small inconveniences, we insist on making light of any great difficulties or griefs that may beset us. And just there, I suppose, is the reason why our great novelists have shunned great books as subject-matter.

…

I crave—it may be a foolish whim, but I do crave—ocular evidence for my belief that those books were written and were published. I want to see them all ranged along goodly shelves. A few days ago I sat in one of those libraries which seem to be doorless. Nowhere, to the eye, was broken the array of serried volumes. Each door was flush with the surrounding shelves; across each the edges of the shelves were mimicked; and in the spaces between these edges the backs of books were pasted congruously with the whole effect. Some of these backs had been taken from actual books, others had been made specially and were stamped with facetious titles that rather depressed me. “Here,”thought I, “are the shelves on which Dencombe's works ought to be made manifest. And Neil Paraday's too, and Vereker's.”Not Henry St. George's, of course: he would not himself have wished it, poor fellow! I would have nothing of his except Shadowmere
 . But Ray Limbert!—I would have all of his, including a first edition of The Major Key
 , “that fiery-hearted rose as to which we watched in private the formation of petal after petal, and flame after flame”; and also The Hidden Heart
 , “the shortest of his novels, but perhaps the loveliest,”as Mr. James and I have always thought…How my fingers would hover along these shelves, always just going to alight, but never, lest the spell were broken, alighting!





我想，它们一定属于希腊语中的“非书之书”。它们不见于任何藏书目录，没有潜伏在大英博物馆阅览室最幽深的角落里，一本也没有印出来过，哪怕是供私下流通。这些书出自小说里的虚构人物之手，纯粹是美好设想的产物。

但毕竟，真正能称之为书的作品又有几本呢！查尔斯·兰姆曾开列过一份书单。他心慈手软，只列了寥寥几本“非书之书”。“书”是个光荣的称谓，不可轻易获得。兰姆提醒我们，读来毫无困难的书不一定可称之为书。关键在于，此书是否值得一读：作者是否言之有物？下笔时是否有如神助？行文是否秉正翔实？印刷、装帧是否恰如其分？我认为，只有你对上述问题都回答“是”，这部作品才配得上“书”的称号。如果兰姆活在当下，他定的标准或许会更严格。在他的年代，出版的作品不多。（当然，仍然不够少。）眼见如今出版商在每年春秋两季如此疯狂地推出新书，即使是他这么宽宏大量的人，也会认定其中至少有90％称不上是书。

那么，他会如何评价小说？无疑，这些商品一经宣传会很有市场。但我们暂不考虑宣传。叫卖成串香肠的家禽贩子不会假装其中每一根极为出色。他不会向我们保证“这根香肠发人深省”或“这是一根极其美妙而彰显人性的香肠”或“这无疑是年度香肠”。那为什么出版商要关注这种区别？有时，他们出版了一部可称之为书的小说（如果印刷、装帧恰当，至少看上去是本书），却想尽办法来宣扬这种区别，甚至是冒着吓跑大多数读者的危险。

我承认，自己属于大多数读者。我不愿读“大师杰作”；只因为我很多次大失所望地发现，出版商大肆宣传的作品名不符实。实际上，那些失望已渐渐淡出我的记忆，因为我早就不把出版商的宣传当作购书指南。如今，对于该读哪些书，我只相信一些精通文学的朋友的建议。但每当有人告诉我“必读”某书，我嘴里答应着马上看，心中却生出奇怪的抵触情绪。我之所以喜欢“书中书”，是因为它们从不让我良心不安。它们并不存在，这点让我特别舒心。

然而，“必读”会惹人反感，“读不到”则会激起甜蜜的渴望——我多想尽情品味“书中书”的芳泽！在凉风习习的街头，从4便士一本的廉价书箱里，淘到阿瑟·潘登尼斯
1

 的《沃尔特·洛兰》或是罗莎·布尼恩的《激情之花》
2

 ，该是多么有趣、多么奇妙！我想，可怜的罗莎的灵感，在那个年代或许令人激情澎湃，现在看来却是老调重弹；但她能赚多少零花钱啊！斯泰因爵士
3

 说《沃尔特·洛兰》“很机敏，很邪恶”。我想，时至今日这两个形容词都用不上了。事实上，我一直怀疑，潘登尼斯的处女作应该与《大钻石》
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 不相上下。但我发誓，书里每一行字我都不会跳过不看。

《光阴一去不复返》也是我垂涎已久的作品。可怜的吉迪恩·福赛斯
5

 ！据史蒂文森
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 所述，吉迪恩那部关于恐怖大钢琴的作品遭受了残酷的对待。我一直期望着，或许在最后一刻，命运之神会拯救他匿名写成的那部作品，让其免于被世人遗忘，让挑剔的批评家发现它并不糟糕，以此作为对他的补偿。吉迪恩遭受的羞辱让我倍感心痛，因为这种情况在英国小说中极少出现。书里出现的书十之八九会一炮打响、大获成功。

总的来说，我们的小说家总是抱有乐观主义精神，尤其是那些用文字取悦大众的人。他们用各种各样的成功来取悦大众。成功越巨大、来得越突然、越猛烈，这个情节在小说里就越重要。由于小说家一般都心怀梦想，希望自己的某部作品能“风靡一时”，取得前所未有的成功，他们自然会通过笔下人物为自己间接实现这个梦想。没错，作者通常很有自知之明，不好意思让笔下人物靠写小说一夜成名、财源滚滚。他们往往靠写戏剧取得成功。在维多利亚时代，在丁尼生和斯温伯恩
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 的自由繁荣的时代，一本诗集就能使人成功。多少三卷本小说提到过“薄薄的八开本”诗集——从书中描述来看，它们和《诗歌及民谣》一样引人入胜，和《国王叙事诗》一样大受欢迎！这些诗通常是某个穷小子的匿名作品，他从未奢望自己的作品能付梓。直到某一天，在诗集出版后一周左右，他“心情烦躁、心不在焉地”走在斯特兰德大街
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 上，放弃了向希尔达求婚的打算。这时，一个朋友和他打招呼：“看今天早上的《雷神报》了吗？乔治的专栏评论了一本新诗集。”等等。我曾在海边读过某部从小型流动图书馆借来的三卷本小说。书里有位一举成名的年轻诗人，此人给我留下了深刻印象。我已记不得小说的名字，却记住了年轻诗人的名字——艾尔默·迪恩，还有他那本令我永世难忘的诗集的标题——《诗，瞬间心情之花》。为了拥有这样一本作品，我可以不惜代价。

尽管艾尔默·迪恩曾历经磨难，且磨难往往是杰作极好的前奏，但我起初并没有想到他能摘得桂冠。在现实生活中，我擅长预知未来的成功；但看小说时，我却是事后诸葛。以我的愚钝之眼看，那些事后火遍全城的年轻人，之前并未展示出多少天赋。在我看来，他们的作品里表达的思想不比我的深刻或犀利多少。这还是作者最优秀的思想渗入作品的结果呢。尽管我对作品颇有微词，但我得承认，他们的成功总能在不知不觉之中让我惊喜感动。我最激动的一次是读到《天赋之礼》这部小说中的小说大获成功之时。故事主角不是年轻人，而是一位年迈的牧师。他一辈子都生活在某个农村的小教区。他是一位和蔼可亲、生活简朴的老人，也是一个鳏夫。他有一大家子人，收入却少得可怜。后来，他惊恐地发现长子、“牛津大学基督教士学院的学者”，背负了数百英镑的债务。该找谁帮忙？这位父亲自尊心很强，不愿向关系不错的贵族、昔日在牛津的“密友”开口借钱。这位父亲也没有任何写作经验。（作者告诉我们，“他的布道都是即兴演讲”。）但多年以前，“他曾计划以友人的故事为素材撰写一部小说”。如今时机已经成熟，他开始动笔写这部小说，尽管“不抱成功的希望”。他知道自己患有心脏病。但据书中所写，“他穿着陈旧褪色的睡袍，彻夜伏案，奋笔疾书；直到晨光依稀，烛光黯淡，才休息几个小时，以便白天履行教区职责”。难怪他“没抱什么希望”，难怪连我都不看好他。但有什么障碍是不能逾越的呢？心脏疾病、年老体衰、狂热急切、缺乏文学训练，这些怎么能对抗创造查尔斯·黑林牧师的女作家的浪漫情怀？“所有一流的评论家都宣称《天赋之礼》是一部杰作。”此外，钱也很快“到手”，这一大笔钱是其长子所欠债务的十倍。尽管查尔斯·黑林几个月后就撒手人寰，但他是否死于过度劳累，我们不得而知。我们看到他在弥留之际深知“家人将衣食无忧”，只会满腔喜悦。

我一直想知道，为什么英国廉价小说里乐于频频出现查尔斯·黑林和艾尔默·迪恩这样的人，我们伟大的小说家却很少让主人公撰写杰作。没错，相较于法国小说家始终燃烧的写作热情，我们伟大的小说家从来对文学创作本身没什么热情。在他们看来，文学创作从来不是生活中最重要、最有趣的部分。没错，他们往往身兼数职——猎狐、布道、编辑杂志等等。但文学创作作为其主业，应该是兴趣独具、尤为重要的事。

没有专心致志和自我牺牲，没有埋头苦干和怀疑精神，就不可能写出一本好书。如果你认为，我们伟大的小说家单靠推测写书的过程，就能依照英国传统方式那样或快或慢地取得成功，那你就是大错特错了。一本好书由许多因素共同促成，小说家选择的主题在其中最为重要。但由于英式的伪善——或更礼貌地说，英式的矜持——我们一方面抱怨鸡毛蒜皮的小麻烦，一方面轻视可能困扰我们的大麻烦。我想，正因为如此，我们伟大的小说家避免用“伟大的作品”作为主题。

……

我渴望——或许是愚蠢的心血来潮，但我确实渴望——亲眼见到那些书完成创作、出版。我想看见它们整齐排列在精美的书架上。几天前，我就坐在那样一间看不见门的书房里。放眼望去，屋里尽是一排排密集的书卷，每扇门都被四周的书架淹没，每个书架都极其相似；为了整体效果的美观，书架上放满了装帧一致的书脊。有些是真正作品的书脊，其他则是特制的书脊，上面印着滑稽的书名。这让我相当沮丧。我想：“邓库姆的作品应该放在这个书架上展示，尼尔·帕拉迪和维里克的作品也该放在这儿。”当然，别放亨利·圣乔治的作品——那个可怜人自己肯定也不愿意！除了《绝影》之外，我不会买他的其他作品。但雷·林伯特可不同！——我想拥有他的全部作品，包括《大调》的初版。那本书里有这么一句话：“我们看着那朵火焰玫瑰如何铸就，一片花瓣接一片花瓣，一簇火焰接一簇火焰。”我还想要《隐藏之心》
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 。我与詹姆斯先生一致认为，该书是“他最短的或许也是最美的一部小说”。……我的手指在书架边盘旋，欲落未落；唯恐指尖落下，咒语便被打破。

 




作者是否言之有物？下笔时是否有如神助？行文是否秉正翔实？印刷、装帧是否恰如其分？我认为，只有你对上述问题都回答“是”，这部作品才配得上“书”的称号。


Max Beerbohm 马克斯·比尔博姆
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 ．阿瑟·潘登尼斯，英国小说家威廉·梅克比斯·萨克雷作品《潘登尼斯》中的主人公。


2
 ．英国小说家威廉·梅克比斯·萨克雷曾以迈克尔·安杰洛·提特马斯为笔名，在报纸杂志上发表了一系列附有自创插画的故事和讽刺文章。他去世后，人们将“提特马斯”的文章集结成册，名为《提特马斯的圣诞读物》。罗莎·布尼恩是书中出现的一位女诗人，《激情之花》是她的诗集。


3
 ．斯泰因爵士，《潘登尼斯》里的人物。


4
 ．《大钻石》，英国小说家威廉·梅克比斯·萨克雷的另一部作品。


5
 ．吉迪恩·福赛斯，英国作家罗伯特·路易斯·史蒂文森的讽刺幽默小说《入错棺材死错人》中的人物。


6
 ．罗伯特·路易斯·史蒂文森（Robert Louis Stevenson，1850—1894），苏格兰小说家、诗人与旅游作家，其冒险小说《金银岛》最为人熟知。


7
 ．阿尔加侬·查尔斯·斯温伯恩（Algernon Charles Swinburne，1837—1909），英国诗人、批评家。


8
 ．斯特兰德大街，英国伦敦中西部的一条大街。


9
 ．亨利·詹姆斯写过一组描写作家、艺术家生活的中短篇小说。邓库姆、尼尔·帕拉迪、维里克、亨利·圣乔治和雷·林伯特均为其笔下的作家。《绝影》《大调》和《隐藏之心》分别是这些虚构作家的作品。
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The Art of Reading


阅读的艺术

André Maurois

安德烈·莫洛亚







作者简介


 

安德烈·莫洛亚（André Maurois，1885—1967），法国作家、法兰西学院院士。他在一战时应征服役，担任英军与法国炮队之间的翻译联络官。在此期间，他根据军旅生活所见所闻，写成《布朗勃尔上校的沉默》（The Silence of Colonel Bramble
 ），并一举成名。

莫洛亚著有长篇小说《贝尔纳·盖斯奈》（Bernard Quesnay
 ）和《爱的气候》（The Climates of Love
 ）等，并写下了大量脍炙人口的传记文学作品，如《巴尔扎克传——普罗米修斯》（Prometheus: The Life of Balzac
 ）、《拜伦传》（Byron
 ）和《泰坦巨人：三代仲马传》（Titans: A Three-Generation Biography of the Dumas
 ）等。

本文选自安德烈·莫洛亚1939年出版的作品《生活的艺术》（The Art of Living
 ）。书中，作者以流畅的文笔展示了自己的人生阅历和前贤的嘉言懿行。全书虽无深邃的哲学思想，却有隽永的人生哲理。本文畅谈阅读的艺术，细数阅读的规律，对爱书人有一定的参考价值。
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Can reading be called work? Valery Larbaud calls it the “unpunished vice”, and Descartes, on the contrary, says it is “a conversation with the most honest people of past centuries.”Both of them are right.

The vicious reading occurs in people who find in reading a kind of opium that liberates them from the real world sinking them into an imaginary one. They cannot spend one minute without reading; to them, everything is good; they will open an encyclopedia and read an essay on water-color technique as voraciously as they will read an article on firearms. Left alone in a room, they will go straight to a pile of newspapers and magazines and plunge into the middle of any column, rather than be left their own thoughts for a moment. They seek neither ideas nor facts in reading, but merely the endless procession of words which prevents them from facing the world or their souls. They retain very little substance of what they read; they set up no scale of values amongst the various sources of information. As practiced by them, reading is completely passive; they hold the texts; they do not interpret them; they do not make any room for them in their minds; they do not assimilate them.

Pleasure reading is much more active. The novel lover reads for his pleasure, to find either beautiful impressions, or the awakening and exaltation of his own emotions, or the adventures which life has denied him. Another will read for the pleasure of discovering among the poets and moralists a more perfect expression of his own observations and feelings. Still another will read, without studying a particular period of history, for the pleasure of verifying the similarities of human suffering throughout the course of the centuries. This sort of pleasure reading is healthy.

Finally, work reading is the sort done by the man who is seeking in a book definite knowledge or material needed for the creation or completion in his mind of a structure whose magnitude he has conceived in general terms. Work reading must be done with pen or pencil in hand, unless the reader possesses an extraordinary memory. It is useless to read if we must reread each time we need to return to the subject. If I may cite my own example, when I read a volume of history or a serious book of any kind, I always write a few key words indicating the important topics covered. Underneath each word I write the page number where the corresponding passage is located, in case I need to consult it without having to read the entire book again.

Reading, like all work, has its rules. Let us outline some of them.

The First rule is that a perfect knowledge of a few writers and a few subjects is more valuable than a superficial one of a great many. The beautiful features of a piece of writing are seldom apparent at first reading. In youth, one should search among books as one searches the world for friends, and once these friends are found, chosen, and adopted, one must retire with them. Intimacy with Montaigne, Saint-Simon, Retz, Balzac, or Proust is sufficient to enrich an entire life.

The second rule is that the great writings of the past must figure preeminently in our readings. Of course it is both natural and necessary to be interested in the writers of our times, for it is among them that we are likely to find friends who have our own cares and needs. But let us not submerge ourselves in the tide of insignificant books. The number of masterpieces is such that we would never be able to know them all. Let us trust the selection made in past centuries. A man may be wrong; a generation may be wrong; humanity is never wrong. Homer, Tacitus, Shakespeare, and Molière certainly deserve their glory. We should give them some preference over those who have not undergone the test of time.

The third rule is to choose our literary nourishment well. Each mind requires its own particular food. Let us learn to recognize which authors are our authors. They will be very different from those of our friends. In literature as in love, we are surprised at what is chosen by others. Let us be faithful to what is appropriate for us. We are the best judges of that.

The fourth rule is that whenever possible our reading should be done in the atmosphere of composure and respect which surrounds a fine concert or a noble ceremony. Reading is not to run through a page, interrupt to answer the telephone, pick up a book when one's thoughts are elsewhere, lay it down until the next day. The true reader procures long periods of solitude; for some especially admired author, he reserves a Sunday afternoon in the Winter; he is thankful for a train journey which provides him with the opportunity to read a whole novel of Balzac, Stendhal, or the Mémoires d'Outre-Tombe
 . He experiences an intense pleasure from rereading a favorite phrase or passage he loves (the Madeleine in Proust, or Levine's betrothal in Tolstoy), as the music lover does when he hears the magician's theme in Stravinsky's Petrouchka
 .

The fifth rule, finally, is to make ourselves worthy of great books because in reading, like in the Spanish inns and in love, one finds only what one brings to them. The delineation of emotions interests only those who have experienced them or young people who await their flowering with hope and anguish. There is nothing so moving as the spectacle of a young man who could endure nothing but adventure stories last year and has suddenly developed a great liking for Anna Karenina or Dominique
 , because now he knows what the joys and the pains of love are like. Great men of action read Kipling, great statesmen read Tacitus or Retz. It was a great spectacle to see Lyautey absorbed in Shakespeare's Coriolanus
 the day after an unjust government took Morocco from him. The art of reading is in great part that of finding life once again in the books, and thanks to them, in understanding life better.
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可以称阅读为劳作吗？瓦雷里·拉尔博
1

 称其为“不受惩罚的罪恶”，笛卡儿
2

 则恰恰相反，称之为“与过去几个世纪里最诚实的人们交谈”。两人的说法都有理。

有些人视书为让自己脱离现实、深陷虚境的麻醉剂，“恶性阅读”就发生在他们身上。如果无书可读，他们一分钟也忍受不了；对他们来说，什么书都是好书；无论是百科全书中关于水彩技法的散文，还是关于火器枪械的文章，他们一样会贪婪阅读。如果是独自待在屋里，他们会直奔成堆的报刊、杂志，急匆匆地浏览任意专栏，而不自己思考问题。他们阅读不是为寻找观点或事实，而是无休止地徜徉于文字之中，以免面对现实世界或自己的内心。他们读完书后记不住内容，面对丰富的信息毫无辨别能力。他们进行的这种阅读完全是被动的；他们手捧文本，却不分析解读，也不储存信息，更不吸收知识。

“趣味阅读”则主动得多。有些人以读小说为乐，去寻找美妙的印象、情感的复苏和日常生活中缺少的冒险。也有人以读诗歌和伦理学著作为乐，探寻对自身体会、自身感受更完美的阐释。还有人以读历史为乐。他们不是研究特定时期的历史，而是查证千百年来人类相似的苦难经历。这种“趣味阅读”有益健康。

最后，“工作阅读”是指一个人去书里寻找特定的知识和材料，以便创作或完成他头脑中已有大体框架的巨著。“工作阅读”时最好手里拿着笔，除非你记忆力超群。如果每次需要回顾某个话题时都得重读一遍，那阅读又有什么用呢？以我自己为例，我读历史书或其他严肃书籍时，总会记下阐明该书主旨的几个关键词，并在每个词下面标明相关段落所在的页码。如此一来，当我需要查阅资料时，就不需要重读整本书了。

像所有工作一样，阅读也有准则。我谨列举如下几条。

准则一：对少数作家作品了如指掌，胜过对众多作家作品略知一二。作品的美妙之处极少在第一次阅读时显现。年轻人应该像遨游世界一般在书海中遨游，去寻找志同道合的友人。当你发现、选择、确定那些友人之后，便要与其携手一生。与蒙田
3

 、圣西门
4

 、雷斯
5

 、巴尔扎克
6

 、普鲁斯特
7

 等人亲密无间，足以让你一生充实。

准则二：昔日经典必须是阅读的主体。当然，对当代作家感兴趣既合理也有必要，因为他们可能与我们有着相同的关注和需要。但切勿被无关紧要的书潮淹没。杰作的数量如此之多，我们永远无法了解全部。要相信千百年来的披沙沥金：一个人或许走眼，一代人或许错看，但人类不会误判。荷马、塔西佗
8

 、莎士比亚
9

 、莫里哀
10

 显然无愧于他们的荣耀。我们应当偏爱这些名家，而非未经时间检验的作家。

准则三：慎重选择文学养料。每个人都有适合自己的精神食粮。要学会辨别哪些作家适合我们。他们可能和前面所说的友人完全不同。读文学作品就像坠入爱河，我们总是对别人的选择感到吃惊。要忠于适合自己的作家。对此，我们自己是最佳的裁判。

准则四：阅读时必须平和镇静、心怀敬意，如同身处美妙的音乐会或神圣的典礼。阅读时不可一目十行、断断续续、心不在焉，或是把书放到第二天再读。真正的读者需要长时间的独处；为了阅读某位特别喜爱的作家的著作，他会预留出冬天一个星期日的下午；他会感谢火车之旅让自己有空阅读巴尔扎克、司汤达
11

 的整部小说，或是《墓畔回忆录》
12

 。重读某个心爱的短语或段落时（比如普鲁斯特笔下的“玛德琳小点心”或托尔斯泰
13

 笔下的“勒维纳的婚礼”），他会像音乐迷听到斯特拉文斯基
14

 的剧作《彼得鲁什卡》里的魔术师主旋律一样，感觉到一种强烈的快感。

准则五，也是最后一条准则：让自己配得上伟大的作品。因为阅读就像身处西班牙旅店或沐浴爱河——你只会找到自己带进去的东西。对情感描写感兴趣的，不是已经有过切身体会的过来人，就是满怀希望、焦急等待爱情之花绽放的年轻人。一个去年还只读冒险小说的小伙子，突然对《安娜·卡列尼娜》或《多米尼克》
15

 萌生了强烈兴趣，因为他现在明白了爱恋的甜蜜与痛苦。没有什么场景能比这更令人感动了。伟大的行动主义者读吉卜林
16

 的著作，伟大的政治家读塔西佗或雷斯的著作。利奥泰
17

 在非法政府接管摩洛哥政权的第二天，就一头扎进了莎士比亚的《科利奥兰纳斯》
18

 之中，这是多么伟大的场景。在很大程度上，阅读的艺术就是在书中再一次发现生活，并更好地理解生活。

 




要相信千百年来的披沙沥金：一个人或许走眼，一代人或许错看，但人类不会误判。


André Maurois 安德烈·莫洛亚



 

————————————————————


1
 ．瓦雷里·拉尔博（Valery Larbaud，1881—1957），法国小说家、诗人、评论家。


2
 ．勒内·笛卡儿（René Descartes，1596—1650），法国思想家、科学家，解析几何的创始人，欧洲近代资产阶级哲学的奠基人之一，被誉为“近代科学的始祖”。


3
 ．蒙田，全名为米歇尔·德·蒙泰涅（Michel de Montaigne，1533—1592），文艺复兴时期最有影响力的法国作家之一，欧洲近代散文的创始人，代表作为《蒙田随笔》。


4
 ．克劳德·昂列·圣西门（Claude Henri de Rouvroy, comte de Saint-Simon，1760—1825），法国哲学家和社会改革家，空想社会主义者。


5
 ．雷斯（Cardinal de Retz，1613—1679），法国政治家、红衣主教、作家。


6
 ．奥诺雷·德·巴尔扎克（Honoré de Balzac，1799—1850），法国19世纪著名作家，法国现实主义文学成就最高者之一。


7
 ．马塞尔·普鲁斯特（Marcel Proust，1871—1922），法国小说家，意识流作家。


8
 ．普布利乌斯·科尔奈利乌斯·塔西佗（Publius Cornelius Tacitus，约55—120），古罗马帝国执政官、雄辩家、元老院元老，也是著名的历史学家。


9
 ．威廉·莎士比亚（William Shakespeare，1564—1616），英国文艺复兴时期的伟大戏剧家、诗人，著有37部诗剧，154首十四行诗，代表欧洲文艺复兴时期最高的文学成就。


10
 ．莫里哀（Molière，1622—1673），法国喜剧作家和演员，古典主义喜剧的创建者，法国芭蕾舞喜剧的创始人。


11
 ．司汤达（Stendhal，1783—1842），本名马利—亨利·贝尔，法国文学家，代表作有《红与黑》《巴马修道院》等。


12
 ．《墓畔回忆录》，法国作家弗朗索瓦—勒内·德夏多布里昂写于1809到1841年间的自传。


13
 ．列夫·尼古拉耶维奇·托尔斯泰（Lev Nikolayevich Tolstoy，1828—1910），俄国文学家，其代表作《战争与和平》等家喻户晓。


14
 ．伊戈尔·费奥多罗维奇·斯特拉文斯基（Igor Fyodorovich Stravinsky，1882—1971），美籍俄罗斯作曲家。


15
 ．《多米尼克》，法国作家欧仁·弗罗芒坦的心理学小说。


16
 ．约瑟夫·鲁德亚德·吉卜林（Joseph Rudyard Kipling，1865—1936），生于印度孟买，英国作家和诗人，被誉为“短篇小说艺术创新之人”，1907年荣获诺贝尔文学奖。


17
 ．路易·赫伯特·利奥泰（Louis Hubert Lyautey，1854—1934），一战法军名将，1912—1925年在摩洛哥建立法国保护国制度。


18
 ．《科利奥兰纳斯》，莎士比亚晚年撰写的罗马历史悲剧。
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The Books in My Life


我一生中的书

Henry Miller

亨利·米勒



作者简介


 

亨利·米勒（Henry Miller，1891—1980），美国小说家，20世纪最重要的作家之一。其代表作是自传性小说三部曲《北回归线》（Tropic of Cancer
 ）、《黑色的春天》（Black Spring
 ）和《南回归线》（Tropic of Capricorn
 ）。这些作品一度被出版社认为是淫秽之作而拒绝出版，问世后迅速在文坛上下引起轰动。

米勒被20世纪60年代“反正统文学运动”成员称为“自由与性解放的预言家”。当代诗歌鼻祖艾兹拉·庞德（Ezra Pound）则将其与文豪詹姆斯·奥古斯丁·阿洛伊修斯·乔伊斯（James Augustine Aloysius Joyce）和弗吉尼亚·伍尔芙（Virginia Woolf）相提并论。

本文选自米勒1952年出版的作品《我一生中的书》（The Books in My Life
 ）。作者饶有趣味地将人们“从未读过的书”分为三类，并将自己差点“错失良书”的经历娓娓道来，让人忍俊不禁。
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I think it important to stress at the outset a psychological fact about the reading of books which is rather neglected in most works on the subject. It is this: many of the books one lives with in one's mind are books one has never read. Sometimes these take on amazing importance. There are at least three categories of this order. The first comprises those books which one has every intention of reading some day but in all probability never will; the second comprises those books which one feels he ought to have read, and which, some at least, he undoubtedly will read before he dies; the third comprises the books one hears about, talks about, reads about, but which one is almost certain never to read because nothing, seemingly, can ever break down the wall of prejudice erected against them.

In the first category are those monumental works, classics mostly, which one is usually ashamed to admit he has never read: tomes one nibbles at occasionally, only to push them away, more than ever convinced that they are still unreadable. The list varies with the individual. For myself, to give a few outstanding names, they comprise the works of such celebrated authors as Homer, Aristotle, Francis Bacon, Hegel, Rousseau (excepting Emile
 ), Robert Browning, Santayana. In the second category I conclude Arabia Deserta
 , The Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire, The Hundred and Twenty Days of Sodom
 , Casanova's Memoirs
 , Napoleon's Memoirs
 , Michelet's History of the French Revolution
 . In the third Pepys' Diary, Tristram Shandy, Wilhelm Meister, The Anatomy of Melancholy, The Red and the Black, Marius the Epicurean, The Education of Henry Adams
 .

Sometimes a chance reference to an author one has neglected to read or abandoned all thought of ever reading—a passage, say, in the work of an author one admires, or the words of a friend who is also a book lover—is sufficient to make one run for a book, read it with new eyes and claim it as one's very own. In the main, however, the books one neglects, or deliberately spurns, seldom get read. Certain subjects, certain styles, or unfortunate associations connected with the very names of certain books, create a repugnance almost insuperable. Nothing on earth, for example, could induce me to tackle anew Spenser's Faery Queen
 , which I began in college and fortunately dropped because I left that institution in a hurry. Never again will I look at a line of Edmund Burke, or Addison, or Chaucer, though the last-named I think altogether worthy of reading. Racine and Corneille are two others I doubt if I shall ever look at again, though Corneille intrigues me because of a brilliant essay I read not long ago on Phédre in The Clown's Grail
 .
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On the other hand there are books which lie at the very foundations of literature but which are so remote from one's thinking and experience as to render them “untouchable.”Certain authors, supposed to be the bulwark of our particular Western culture, are more foreign in spirit to me than are the Chinese, the Arabs, or primitive peoples. Some of the most exciting literary works spring from cultures which have not contributed directly to our development. No fairy tales, for example, have exercised a more potent influence over me than those of the Japanese, which I became acquainted with through the work of Lafcadio Hearn, one of the exotic figures in American literature. No stories were more seductive to me as a child than those drawn from the Arabian Nights' Entertainment
 . American Indian folklore leaves me cold, whereas the folklore of Africa is near and dear to me. And, as I have said repeatedly, whatever I read of Chinese literature (barring Confucius) seems as if written by my immediate ancestors.

I said that sometimes it is an esteemed author who puts one on the track of a buried book. “What! He liked that book
 ?”you say to yourself, and immediately the barriers fall away and the mind becomes not only open and receptive but positively aflame. Often it happens that it is not a friend of similar tastes who revives one's interest in a dead book but a chance acquaintance. Sometimes this individual gives the impression of being a nitwit, and one wonders why he should retain the memory of a book which this person casually recommended, or perhaps did not recommend at all but merely mentioned in the course of conversation as being an “odd”book. In a vacant mood, at loose ends, as we say, suddenly the recollection of this conversation occurs, and we are ready to give the book a trial. Then comes a hock, the shock of discovery.


Wuthering Heights
 is for me an example of this sort. From having heard it praised so much and so often, I had concluded that it was impossible for an English novel—by a woman!—to be that good. Then one day a friend, whose taste I suspected to be shallow, let drop a few pregnant words about it. Though I promptly proceeded to forget his remarks, the poison sank into me. Without realizing it, I nurtured a secret resolve to have a look at this famous book one day. Finally, just a few years ago, Jean Varda put it in my hands. I read it in one gulp, astounded as is everyone, I suspect, by its amazing power and beauty. Yes, one of the very great novels in the English language. And I, through pride and prejudice, had almost missed reading it.





首先，我认为有必要强调一个关于读书的心理学现象，大多谈及这个话题的著作都忽略了这个现象——人们心中惦念的往往是未曾读过的书。有些时候，这些书极其重要。人们惦念的书至少可以分为三类：第一类书你一直想读，却很可能永远不会读；第二类书你觉得应该读过，而且在有生之年至少会读一些；第三类书你听说过、谈论过、看到过相关信息，但几乎肯定不会去读这类书，因为你对它们的偏见根深蒂固，似乎难以动摇。

第一类书是不朽之作，大多是经典名著。人们通常羞于承认没读过这种书。对于这些大部头，人们偶尔看上一点，然后便搁置一旁，同时更加确信自己还是读不进去。这种书因人而异。对我来说，如果要举几位名家的话，荷马、亚里士多德、弗兰西斯·培根、黑格尔、卢梭（《爱弥儿》除外）、罗伯特·布朗宁、桑塔亚那
1

 的作品都属于此类。第二类书，我列入了《古沙国游记》《罗马帝国衰亡史》《索多玛120天》、卡萨诺瓦的《我的一生》、拿破仑的《回忆录》和米什莱的《法国革命史》。第三类书则包括佩皮斯的《日记》《项狄传》《威廉·麦斯特》《忧郁的解剖》《红与黑》《伊壁鸠鲁主义者马里厄斯》和《亨利·亚当斯的教育》。

有时，别人偶然提及某位你没有读过，或是根本没想过要读他的作品的作者——比如你崇拜的作家有一段文字写到了他，或是同为爱书人的朋友提到了他——这足以让你跑去寻找这本书，用全新的眼光审视它，并想马上据为己有。但大体而言，人们很少去读从前忽略或刻意摒弃的书。某些主题、某些文风、与某些书名相关的不幸联想，都会引起让人难以抑制的抵触情绪。比如，没有什么能诱使我再读一遍斯宾塞
2

 的《仙后》。我上大学时开始读这本书，因为匆匆离校而幸运地中断了阅读。至于埃德蒙·伯克
3

 、艾迪生
4

 或乔叟
5

 的作品，尽管最后一位作家我觉得还值得一读，但我永远不会再看上一行了。尽管我不久前在《小丑的追求》中看到一篇关于《菲德拉》的精彩文章，对高乃依
6

 产生兴趣，但我怀疑自己是不会再看拉辛
7

 和高乃依这两个人的作品了。

另一方面，有些书虽是文学的奠基之作，但离人们的思想经历太远，难免让人觉得“可望而不可即”。某些作家虽是西方独特文化的精神堡垒，却比中国人、阿拉伯人甚至原始人更让我感到陌生。有些最精彩的文学作品诞生于对我们的社会发展并无直接贡献的文化。例如，没有哪种神话比日本神话对我影响更大。通过小泉八云
8

 ，这位美国文学中颇具异国色彩的作家，我渐渐熟悉了日本神话。在我还是孩子的时候，没有哪个故事比《天方夜谭》更吸引我。我对美国印第安传说毫无兴致，却对非洲神话倍感亲近。正如我不止一次地说，我读的中国文学作品（除了孔子的著作）都像是我的祖先所写。

我说过，有时你崇拜的作家会将你引向一部湮没许久的书。“什么？他喜欢那本书？”你这么自言自语，心中障碍立刻消失，不仅变得开放宽容，兴致也高涨起来。让人们对某本老书燃起兴致的，往往不是志趣相投的好友，而是极其偶然的邂逅。有时那个人给你留下的印象是个笨蛋，你会奇怪自己为什么记得他无意中推荐的一本书；或许他根本没推荐，不过是谈话中提到了一本“怪”书。正如人们所说，在闲散无聊、无事可做时，这次谈话会突然从记忆里蹦出来，我们会想试着读读这本书。我们会因发现奇书而惊讶，然后身陷其中。

《呼啸山庄》对我来说就是这样。我经常听见人们对此书高度赞誉，但我断定英国小说——还是出自女人之手！——不可能有那么棒。后来某一天，一个在我看来品位不高的朋友，谈到此书时用了几个意味深长的词。我很快就忘掉了他的评论，但毒液已渗入我心。我无意中已暗下决心，有朝一日要看看这本著名的书。终于，在几年之前，让·瓦尔达给了我这本书。我一口气读完了整本书，被它惊人的力量和美所震惊。我猜，所有人都是这样。是的，它是英语文学中最伟大的小说之一。而我，出于傲慢与偏见，几乎错失良书。

 




让人们对某本老书燃起兴致的，往往不是志趣相投的好友，而是极其偶然的邂逅。


Henry Miller 亨利·米勒



 

————————————————————


1
 ．乔治·桑塔亚那（George Santayana，1863—1952），美国自然主义哲学家、散文家、诗人、小说家。


2
 ．埃德蒙·斯宾塞（Edmund Spenser，1552—1599），英国文艺复兴时期的伟大诗人，对后世的弥尔顿、雪莱和济慈等诗人有深远影响。


3
 ．埃德蒙·伯克（Edmund Burke，1729—1797），爱尔兰思想家，常被视为英美保守主义思想的奠基者。


4
 ．约瑟夫·艾迪生（Joseph Addison，1672—1719），英国散文家、诗人。


5
 ．杰弗里·乔叟（Geoffrey Chaucer，1340—1400），英国诗人，被誉为“英国诗歌之父”。


6
 ．皮埃尔·高乃依（Pierre Corneille，1606—1684），法国古典主义悲剧代表作家，17世纪法国“戏剧三杰”之一。


7
 ．让·拉辛（Jean Racine，1639—1699），法国剧作家、古典悲剧大师。


8
 ．小泉八云（Kozumi Yakumo，1850—1904），原名帕特里克·拉夫卡迪奥·赫恩（Patrick Lafcadio Hearn），日本作家兼学者。他写过不少向西方介绍日本和日本文化的书，是现代怪谈文学的鼻祖。



Pillow Books


枕边书

Clifton Fadiman

克里夫顿·费迪曼

[image: ]








作者简介


克里夫顿·费迪曼（Clifton Fadiman，1904—1999），美国知名作家、编辑。他1925年毕业于哥伦比亚大学，毕业后在西蒙与舒斯特国际出版公司（Simon & Schuster）工作了10年，最终成为主编。此后10年间，他在《纽约客》（The New Yorker
 ）书评版任职，并成为“每月一书”图书俱乐部（Book of the Month Club）编辑。70年代，他在《蟋蟀杂志》（Cricket Magazine
 ）上开辟了儿童书书评专栏，深受读者喜爱。

本文首刊于1955年的《假日》（Holiday
 ）杂志，后收入1955年出版的费迪曼作品集《一个人的舞会》（Party of One
 ）。如果你亦是床头阅读的铁杆粉丝，枕边闲书数册，睡前必品书香，那么，这篇令人忍俊不禁的幽默小品正适合伴你入梦。
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Reading in bed, like other gentle customs of the pre-Tension Age, may be on the way out. Yet it is a minor art we should not willingly let die.

There are three schools. At one extreme are those who say, with Sir J. C. Squire, “The bedside book for me is the book that will longest keep me awake.”I suspect such literary night owls of being less avid of reading than fearful of sleeping, like the student Lia Hsun, who, according to Giles's Chinese Biographical Dictionary
 , “had a lighted twist of hemp arranged in such a way as to bum his hair if he began to nod from drowsiness.”They would do as well to stuff the pillow with a pair of spurs.

At a far remove from those who misuse books to keep themselves awake are those who misuse books to put themselves to sleep. When laudanum failed, the poet Coleridge was forced to administer something stronger—the blank-verse odes of his friend Southey. We have no Southeys today, but a dose of current historical romance might do as well, or a bitter ounce of novel by any of our young men who have reached the land of despair without bothering to pass through the intervening country of reflection.

I hold with neither the Benzedrine, nor the Second school. As for the first, to read the whole night through is to trespass upon nature. The dark hours belong to the unconscious, which has its own rights and privileges. To use the literary lockout against the unconscious is unfair to the dreamers' union. Hence the wise bed-reader, rendering unto Morpheus the things that are Morpheus', will shun any book that appears too interesting.

Nor, in my view, should a book be used merely as an opiate. Indeed, I do not understand how it can be. Dull books soothe only dull brains—a moderately healthy mind will be irritated rather than rested by a dull book. (This irritation is of a special kind; it is known as boredom, and no one need blush for it. He who boasts that he is never bored confesses himself half-dead, irritability being one of the marks of all living tissue.) But is this capacity to irritate through ennui really what we seek in a pillow book? I doubt it. Books that bore you into a kind of dull paralysis are committing mayhem on your mind. I avoid them as I do the man with total recall of his morning paper, the woman with total recall of her shopping day.

As a middle-of-the-roader I have found (nothing surprising about it) that the ideal book to read before sleep should neither bore nor excite.

Take newspapers, which tend to do both. Charles Lamb said, “Newspapers always excite curiosity. No one ever lays one down without a feeling of disappointment.”I do not urge upon anyone my own reactionary notion, which is that the proper time to read a newspaper is when passing the newsstand. For me much daily journalism might as well be condensed to sky writing. But even if this extreme position be disallowed, there is something to be urged against the habit of reading newspapers before sleep—apart from the legacy of smudge they leave upon sheets, pillows and fingers. Preslumber reading should be a kind of small private devotion during which we beat a quiet retreat from the practical.

Now the newspaper is but the daily reiteration of the practical. It is the enemy of the settled mind, which is the province of those truly important concerns that are not practical at all, but speculative. The newspaper, with its unkillable obsession with the actual, is the systematic generator of worry. All newspaper readers furrow their brows. This may be a good thing during the active day, but to read the paper in bed is to open Pandora's box at the very moment when we are least able to deal with its contents. It is to fall asleep with a gadfly inside your skull.

There is a famous essay, Mr. Bennett and Mrs. Brown.
 In this essay Virginia Woolf attacked novelists like Wells, Bennett, and Galsworthy on the grounds that reading their books left one feeling incomplete, even frustrated. Such novels, she said, seemed to call for action on your part: reform the economic system, improve education, divorce your wife. I think Virginia Woolf thought up this pretty theory to camouflage the fact that she just didn't like novels so different from her own. However, applied more narrowly to bedside books, it makes fair sense.

The man of Wall Street should not take to bed the stock market quotations; the quiet counterpane is no proper field for raging bulls and bears. Problem novels (usually produced by problem children) should never companion your pillow; midnight is no hour to worry about the time being out of joint. Avoid political arguments that step upon your toes, whether the toes be Republican or Democratic. Await a more fitting hour than bedtime to scare yourself stiff with the latest volume on the atom bomb. Above all, put from you all reading matter that aims (like this essay) to persuade you of something or change you into a finer and more alert citizen. The state of a man comfortably tucked in bed is already kingly; it will not brook improvement. All books too close to our worn and fretted daily lives make dubious bedtime reading. Avoid the call to action.

In my own case I can think of two seeming exceptions to this rule. The first is travel books. The normal human being is made restless by such reading, and quite properly so. But I am of such rooted and stationary nature that I can enjoy the most seductive tales of gypsying without feeling any impulse to kick away the blanket and phone for reservations on the next plane to Rio. However, if I owned an itching foot, I would confine such unsettling reading to the non-horizontal hours. The second exception concerns my favorite bedtime pabulum, books about food and drink. For me there are few nobler experiences than to read myself almost to sleep over a classic like P. Morton Shand's A Book of Food
 or André Simon's Concise Encyclopaedia of Gastronomy
 or M. F. K. Fisher's Here Let Us Feast
 . I say almost to sleep, for of course such reading can have but one outcome—a 2 A. M. invasion of refrigerator and cellar. This would appear a flat contradiction of my rule: No calls to action. Yet the contradiction is apparent, not real. Such reading, it is true, maketh a full man, but a full man is a better sleeper, and so books on food and wine lead roundabout to sweet slumber.

In sum, for me the best bed books are those that deny the existence of tomorrow. To read in bed is to draw around us invisible, noiseless curtains. Then at last we are in a room of our own and are ready to burrow back, back, back to that private life of the imagination we all led as children and to whose secret satisfactions so many of us have mislaid the key. Not that the book need be “good.”Indeed, like another bedtime favorite of mine, science fiction (some of it), it can be pleasant trash. But, “good”or “bad,”it should act as a bridge, a middle term between the sharp fact of daily existence and the cloudy fact of the dream life. It must commit me to nothing, least of all to assent or contradiction. All the better if it be removed in some degree from my current time, my current place—life is too short for us to spend more than a few hours a day being up-to-date. Finally, it should not be in any way excessive, whether in humor or depth or even originality.

Nevertheless, if for you the World Almanac
 satisfies these conditions, then by all means bed yourself with the World Almanac
 . The books that do the job for me may quite well bore you to a catalepsy or infuriate you to a raging insomnia. The following paragraphs may therefore be of no use to you. On the other hand, they may.

Most intelligent bed-readers will get a not too stimulating pleasure from any well-conceived general anthology, such as Huntington Cairns's The Limits of Art
 or Somerset Maugham's more conventional Traveller's Library
 . Maugham's own tales, published complete in two stout volumes, The World Over and East and West
 , are perfect for the alcove. I like detective stories, if good, but must confess that most of the current crop read as if they had been punched out on an IBM machine. Sound collections, like those by Dorothy Sayers, of short whodunits are most satisfactory. E. C. Bentley's two detective novels and his handful of short stories have recently been put into a single volume, Trent's Case Book: a superior affair
 ; and there is also available a Josephine Tey omnibus. Otherworldly tales (but they must stop just short of the gruesome) do nicely. The contrast between their shudders and one's own snug safety supplies a childish pleasure whose roots lie too deep for us to scorn them. Of anthologies of the weird there are dozens—Alexander Laing's The Haunted Omnibus
 and the Modern Library's Great Tales of Terror and the Supernatural
 are among the better ones.

I like also to roam around in the General Catalogue of the Oxford University Press, a publication that costs you nothing and is rich with peculiar treasures. There is nothing quite like these endless book titles and brief descriptions to produce in the reader a gentle, serene amazement at the quantity of extraordinary matters, from Acrocephaly and Acrocephalosyndactyly to the Zla-ba-Bsam-,grub, that have engaged the minds of our fellow human beings. Here we find Galen's On Medical Experience
 , with this bit of useful information: “Since the original Greek text of this work was lost, except for two small fragments, this ninth-century Arabic translation is the earliest known complete version.”

Books about people who lived lives fantastically different from my own I have found excellent for the bedside. I like to read about the Middle Ages; you may prefer Polynesia or even more alien climes, such as William Faulkner's Southland. Books of popular science please me, but there are few writers today who have the liveliness and wit of Eddington, Jeans, and H. G. Wells. (Rachel Carson's The Sea Around Us
 and Guy Murchie's Song of the Sky
 are delightful exceptions.) Nonacademic books about words and language are first-rate for me, but this may be a narrow professional interest.
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As for novels, give me no profound Russians, no overlucid Frenchmen, no opaque Germans. Give me solid Englishmen of the nineteenth century or early twentieth—William De Morgan, Wilkie Collins, George Borrow, Charles Reade. (I omit Dickens and Thackeray as too obvious.) Above all give me Trollope, from whom I have received so much pleasure that I would willingly call him another St. Anthony; Trollope, who breaks through the time barrier and teleports the horizontal reader instantly to a divinely settled, comfortable, income-taxless vanished world. His half a hundred novels are good for five years of bedside reading. Of those who minister to the tired, night-welcoming mind, Trollope is king. He never fails to interest, but not too much; to soothe, but not too much. Trollope is the perfect novelist for the bedside.





床头阅读，就像“压力时代”之前的其他好习惯一样，或许正在逐渐消逝。但这是一门我们不愿眼睁睁看它逝去的艺术。

对此有三派观点。第一派极端人士赞同J. C. 斯夸尔爵士
1

 的说法：“对我来说，枕边书是让我保持清醒时间最长的书。”我猜，这些书呆子兼夜猫子不是读书入迷，而是害怕睡觉，就像翟理斯
2

 《中国人名大辞典》里的孙敬那样“头悬梁，以驱赶睡意”。往枕头里塞一对马刺，也能有同样的效果。

与把书误用作提神剂的人相反，有些人把书误用作安眠药。当鸦片酊失去效果时，诗人柯勒律治
3

 不得不服用更强效的药物——好友骚塞
4

 的无韵抒情诗，来帮助自己入睡。当代没有骚塞的无韵诗，却有一堆历史浪漫小说，以及从不自省、无病呻吟的年轻人所写的苦情小说，它们都有同样的催眠效果。

我既不赞成把书当作苯丙胺（一种提神剂），也不提倡第二派人的做法。至于第一派人，整夜读书违背了自然法则。黑夜属于睡眠，睡眠有其权利。用文学作品来抵抗睡眠，对于爱做梦的人来说不公平。因此，明智的床头阅读者会听从梦神摩耳甫斯
5

 的安排，避免阅读太有趣的书。

在我看来，也不应该把书用作鸦片。事实上，我不理解书还能这么用。乏味的书只能抚慰迟钝的大脑——对心智健康的人来说，乏味的书只会让他们反感，而起不到安抚作用。（这是一种特殊的反感，即通常所说的厌倦。你无需为厌倦而脸红。吹嘘自己从不厌倦，就是承认自己“半死不活”，因为会反感是“活人”的标志之一。）但我们想从枕边书中获得的，难道是这种厌倦吗？我表示怀疑。让你思维麻痹的乏味书籍会对你的头脑造成损害。我对待这类书，就像对待爱复述晨报内容的男人、爱回忆购物经历的女人那样，唯恐避之不及。

作为中间派，我发现最理想的睡前读物应该既不乏味也不刺激。这个发现没什么奇怪。

就拿兼具这两点的报纸来说吧。查尔斯·兰姆说过：“报纸总能激起人们的好奇，但放下后没有人不觉得失望。”我从不劝人接受我的反动观点——阅读报纸的最佳时机是途经报摊时。在我看来，许多每日新闻最好精简成空中文字
6

 。但即使不接受这种极端思想，除了报纸留在被单、枕头和手指上的污迹外，还有其他理由让你放弃睡前读报的习惯。睡前阅读应该是一种小小的私人爱好。在此过程中，我们能享受远离现实的宁静。

如今，报纸只是每日现实的重复。有些人觉得真正值得关注的是毫不实际、纯属理论的事，报纸则会破坏他们安宁的心境。报纸永远只迷恋现实，只会让人陷入烦恼。所有读报人都眉头紧锁。这在忙碌的白天或许是件好事，但在床头读报，就像在最没有抵抗力的时刻打开潘多拉的盒子，就像是入睡时有只牛虻在脑袋里乱转。

弗吉尼亚·伍尔芙
7

 在名篇《贝内特先生与布朗夫人》中，攻击了威尔斯、贝内特和高尔斯华绥等小说家，说读他们的书让人觉得生活残缺，甚至感到沮丧。她说，那些小说似乎在号召读者们自己行动起来——改革财政制度、提高教育水平、和妻子离婚。我认为，伍尔芙提出这套冠冕堂皇的理论只为掩盖一个事实，即她不喜欢和自己作品风格迥异的小说。但用这个理论评判睡前读物，却不失为一条好标准。

华尔街的金融家不该把股市报价单带到床上；安静的睡床不适合谈论火爆的牛市和低迷的熊市。问题小说（通常由问题儿童写成）绝不该陪在你的枕边；午夜不是担心时局动荡的好时光。无论你是属于民主党还是共和党，都别在睡前进行政治讨论。等到比睡前更合适的时候，再拿关于原子弹的最新著作把自己吓呆吧。总而言之，只要是带有目的性的读物（比如这篇文章），要说服你去做什么，或要把你变成更优秀、更警醒的公民，就要把它抛开。舒舒服服躺在床上的人，已经拥有王者的尊贵，不需要任何的改善。过于贴近我们疲惫、焦躁的日常生活的书，或许都不适合睡前阅读。要避免引起冲动。

就我自己来说，有两种书似乎是例外。第一种是游记。普通人会被这类书弄得心神不定，而且很可能是这样。但我天性沉稳，就算读最具诱惑力的吉卜赛式流浪故事，也不会冲动到一脚踢开毯子，打电话预订下一个飞往里约热内卢的航班机票。然而，如果我脚痒痒了，就绝不会在太阳下山后读这种令人心神不宁的书。第二种例外涉及我最喜欢的睡前精神食粮——关于美酒佳肴的书。对我来说，阅读P. 莫顿·尚德的《美食之书》，或是安德烈·西蒙的《简明烹饪百科全书》，或是M. F. K. 费希尔的《在此共享盛宴》等经典作品，直到几乎睡着，很少有比这更美妙的经历了。我说“几乎睡着”，是因为读这种书只会有一个后果——凌晨2点钟起床搜刮冰箱和酒窖。这看似和我的准则——避免引起冲动——有些矛盾。但矛盾是表象，实则不然。这种阅读确实使人充实（肚子和脑袋都如此），充实者睡得更香。所以说，关于美酒佳肴的书兜了个圈子，最终会把你带进甜美梦乡。

总而言之，最好的枕边书让我忘记还有明天。在床上阅读，就像在周遭拉起隐形无声的窗帘。最后，我们待在自己的房间里，一路回溯到孩提时想象中的私人生活，找回孩提时那种秘密的满足感——我们很多人早已遗失了通往彼方的钥匙。那种书不必是“佳作”。的确，就像我喜欢的另一种睡前读物，即某些科幻小说，它可以是令人愉快的垃圾文学。但无论是“佳作”还是“糟粕”，它都该起到桥梁的作用，一头连着白天的鲜活现实，一头连着梦中的朦胧世界。它必须什么也不向我要求，尤其不要我赞成或反对。如果它能让我暂离所处时代、所处境地，那就更好了——生命短暂，我们没时间一天花几个小时追赶潮流。最后，它还不能太过幽默、太有深度或太具创意。

不过，如果对你来说《世界年鉴》符合这些要求，那就拿《世界年鉴》作床头伴侣吧。适合我的书可能让你厌烦透顶，或是惹得你恼怒失眠。因此，下面几段话可能对你毫无用处，也可能对你有所助益。

最明智的床头读者，会在精心编著的通俗选集——如亨廷顿·凯恩斯的《艺术的极限》或萨默塞特·毛姆更大众化的《旅行者的图书馆》之中享受温和的乐趣。毛姆自己的故事，汇集成厚厚的两卷本《世界的终结》和《东方与西方》，正是睡前阅读的佳品。我喜欢侦探小说，但得是优秀侦探小说才行。然而必须承认，如今的侦探小说，读起来大多像是用IBM电脑批量生产的一样。说到短篇侦探小说，多萝西·塞耶斯等人的作品集最适合睡前读。最近，E. C. 本特利的两篇侦探小说和一些短篇故事汇成了一册《特伦特探案集：高级案件》，约瑟芬·铁伊也出了作品选集。睡前读读怪诞小说也不错，但其中的恐怖片段最好点到即止。书中令人战栗的内容和读者暖和舒适的床铺形成对比，带给人一种孩子气的欢乐。这种欢乐根深蒂固，没有人能对此表示不屑。有很多怪诞小说选集，比如亚历山大·莱恩的《闹鬼的公共汽车》和现代文库版的《恐怖与灵异故事集锦》都是较好的选择。

我还喜欢浏览牛津大学出版社的总书目。这种出版物不用花钱买，而且富含奇珍异宝。没有什么能像这些无穷无尽的书名和简介一样，让你为有这么多奇事感到温柔平和的惊喜。从Acrocephaly到Acrocephalosyndactyly再到Zla-ba-Bsam-，grub
8

 ，无不令人心醉神迷。从盖伦
9

 《医学经验》的简介中，我们能找到一点有用信息：“由于希腊文原版已经散失，唯余两份零散残片，故9世纪的阿拉伯文译本是本书现存最早的完整版。”

我发现，如果书中人物和我的生活大相径庭，那么此书将是绝佳睡前读物。我喜欢关于中世纪的书；你或许青睐波利尼西亚或异国风物，比如威廉·福克纳
10

 笔下的南部。流行的科学读物同样合我心意，但如今很少有作家的文字能像爱丁顿、金斯、H. G. 韦尔斯那样生动风趣。（雷切尔·卡森的《我们周遭的大海》和盖伊·默基的《天空之歌》算是两个令人欣喜的例外。）关于语言文字的非学术书对我来说是一流的睡前读物，但这或许是我狭窄的专业兴趣使然。

至于小说，别让我读深奥的俄国小说、浅显的法国小说、晦涩的德国小说，让我读19世纪或20世纪初可靠的英国小说吧，比如威廉·德摩根、威尔基·柯林斯、乔治·博罗、查尔斯·里德的作品。（我省略了狄更斯和萨克雷，因为很明显他们会上榜。）我最喜欢的作家当属特洛勒普
11

 ，他的作品带给了我无尽欢乐，我真想称他为另一位圣安东尼
12

 。特洛勒普打破了时间的界限，将平躺的读者瞬间传送到一个神灵庇佑、舒适安宁、免所得税的失落的世界。他写下的50本小说，足足能让人享受5年的睡前阅读时光。在那些安抚疲惫心灵、伴你进入梦乡的作者当中，特洛勒普可称君王。他的书从来不乏趣味，却不会让人过于兴奋；能让你得到安慰，却又是适可而止。说到睡前阅读，特洛勒普是最完美的小说家。

 

————————————————————


1
 ．约翰·科林斯·斯夸尔爵士（Sir John Collings Squire，1884—1958），英国诗人，第一次世界大战后极具影响力的文学编辑。


2
 ．赫伯特·艾伦·翟理斯（Herbert Allen Giles，1845—1935），英国语言学家，剑桥大学第二任汉学教授。他编撰的《华英字典》影响了几代外国学生。


3
 ．塞缪尔·泰勒·柯勒律治（Samuel Taylor Coleridge，1772—1834），英国桂冠诗人和评论家，“湖畔派”浪漫诗人。


4
 ．罗伯特·骚塞（Robert Southey，1774—1843），英国桂冠诗人，与华兹华斯和柯勒律治并称三大“湖畔派诗人”。


5
 ．摩耳甫斯（Morpheus），希腊神话中的梦神，拥有改变梦境的能力。当他拂动幽雅而美丽的羽翼时，人们便会安睡，在他的怀抱中休憩。


6
 ．空中文字，指飞机拖曳的烟雾在空中写成的文字，此处指新闻最好精简到几个字就能概括。


7
 ．弗吉尼亚·伍尔芙（Virginia Woolf，1882—1941），英国女作家，意识流小说的代表人物，也是女性意识流小说家中成就最高的一位。


8
 ．前两词为肢体畸形的两种症状，后一词为西藏瑜伽书的作者姓名，说明从A到Z都有怪词出现。


9
 ．盖伦（Galen，129—200），被誉为仅次于希波克拉底的医学权威。


10
 ．威廉·卡斯伯特·福克纳（William Cuthbert Faulkner，1897—1962），美国文学家，1949年诺贝尔文学奖获得者。


11
 ．安东尼·特洛勒普（Anthony Trollope，1815—1882），英国小说家，代表作是六部系列小说组成的《巴塞特郡见闻录》。


12
 ．圣安东尼（St. Anthony），基督教圣徒，旷野隐修的始祖，许多教派都有纪念他的宗教节日。
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Why Read the Classics?


为何阅读经典？

Italo Calvino

伊塔洛·卡尔维诺



作者简介


伊塔洛·卡尔维诺（Italo Calvino，1924—1985），新闻工作者、短篇小说家、意大利当代最具世界影响力的作家，力求表达自己对人生的感悟和信念。其代表作有《我们的祖先》三部曲（Our Ancestors
 ）、《命运交织的城堡》（The Castle of Crossed Destinies
 ）、《通向蜘蛛巢的小径》（The Path to the Nest of Spiders
 ）、《看不见的城市》（Invisible Cities
 ）等。他于1985年猝然逝世，与当年的诺贝尔文学奖失之交臂，但他在国际文坛上留下了深远的影响。

本文节选自散文集《文学的作用》（The Uses of Literature: Essays
 ）。该书由卡尔维诺编辑，帕特里克·克雷（Patrick Creagh）译为英文。全书收录36篇文章，谈论了许多经典名著在卡尔维诺人生的不同阶段给他带来的启迪。书中评述的作家从古代的荷马（Homer）、奥维德（Ovid），到近现代的丹尼尔·笛福（Daniel Defoe）、欧内斯特·米勒·海明威（Ernest Miller Hemingway）均有涉及。在本文中，作者列出了“经典”的14个定义，全面阐释了自己心目中的不朽之作。
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Let us begin with a few suggested definitions.

1．The classics are the books of which we usually hear people say: “I am rereading…”and never “I am reading…”.

This at least happens among those who consider themselves “very well read.”It does not hold good for young people at the age when they first encounter the world, and the classics as a part of that world.

The reiterative prefix before the verb “read”may be a small hypocrisy on the part of people ashamed to admit they have not read a famous book. To reassure them, we need only observe that, however vast any person's basic reading may be, there still remain an enormous number of fundamental works that he has not read.

Hands up, anyone who has read the whole of Herodotus and the whole of Thucydides! And Saint-Simon? And Cardinal de Retz? But even the great nineteenth-century cycles of novels are more often talked about than read. In France they begin to read Balzac in school, and judging by the number of copies in circulation, one may suppose that they go on reading him even after that, but if a Gallup poll were taken in Italy, I'm afraid that Balzac would come in practically last. Dickens fans in Italy form a tiny elite; as soon as its members meet, they begin to chatter about characters and episodes as if they were discussing people and things of their own acquaintance. Years ago, while teaching in America, Michel Butor got fed up with being asked about Emile Zola, whom he had never read, so he made up his mind to read the entire Les Rougon-Macquart
 cycle. He found it was completely different from what he had thought: a fabulous mythological and cosmogonical family tree, which he went on to describe in a wonderful essay.

In other words, to read a great book for the first time in one's maturity is an extraordinary pleasure, different from (though one cannot say greater or lesser than) the pleasure of having read it in one's youth. Youth brings to reading, as to any other experience, a particular flavor and a particular sense of importance, whereas in maturity one appreciates (or ought to appreciate) many more details and levels and meanings. We may therefore attempt the next definition:

2．We use the word “classics”for those books that are treasured by those who have read and loved them; but they are treasured no less by those who have the luck to read them for the first time in the best conditions to enjoy them.

In fact, reading in youth can be rather unfruitful, owing to impatience, distraction, inexperience with the product's “instructions for use,”and inexperience in life itself. Books read then can be (possibly at one and the same time) formative, in the sense that they give a form to future experiences, providing models, terms of comparison, schemes for classification, scales of value, exemplars of beauty—all things that continue to operate even if the book read in one's youth is almost or totally forgotten. If we reread the book at a mature age we are likely to rediscover these constants, which by this time are part of our inner mechanisms, but whose origins we have long forgotten. A literary work can succeed in making us forget it as such, but it leaves its seed in us. The definition we can give is therefore this:

3．The classics are books that exert a peculiar influence, both when they refuse to be eradicated from the mind and when they conceal themselves in the folds of memory, camouflaging themselves as the collective or individual unconscious.

There should therefore be a time in adult life devoted to revisiting the most important books of our youth. Even if the books have remained the same (though they do change, in the light of an altered historical perspective), we have most certainly changed, and our encounter will be an entirely new thing.

Hence, whether we use the verb “read”or the verb “reread”is of little importance. Indeed, we may say:

4．Every rereading of a classic is as much a voyage of discovery as the first reading.

5．Every reading of a classic is in fact a rereading.

Definition 4 may be considered a corollary of this next one:

6．A classic is a book that has never finished saying what it has to say.

Whereas definition 5 depends on a more specific formula, such as this:

7．The classics are the books that come down to us bearing upon them the traces of readings previous to ours, and bringing in their wake the traces they themselves have left on the culture or cultures they have passed through (or, more simply, on language and customs).

All this is true both of the ancient and of the modern classics. If I read the Odyssey
 I read Homer's text, but I cannot forget all that the adventures of Ulysses have come to mean in the course of the centuries, and I cannot help wondering if these meanings were implicit in the text, or whether they are incrustations or distortions or expansions. When reading Kafka, I cannot avoid approving or rejecting the legitimacy of the adjective “Kafkaesque,”which one is likely to hear every quarter of an hour, applied indiscriminately. If I read Turgenev's Fathers and Sons
 or Dostoevsky's The Possessed
 , I cannot help thinking how these characters have continued to be reincarnated right down to our own day.

The reading of a classic ought to give us a surprise or two vis-à-vis the notion that we had of it. For this reason I can never sufficiently highly recommend the direct reading of the text itself, leaving aside the critical biography, commentaries, and interpretations as much as possible. Schools and universities ought to help us to understand that no book that talks about a book says more than the book in question, but instead they do their level best to make us think the opposite. There is a very widespread topsyturviness of values whereby the introduction, critical apparatus, and bibliography are used as a smoke screen to hide what the text has to say, and, indeed, can say only if left to speak for itself without intermediaries who claim to know more than the text does. We may conclude that:

8．A classic does not necessarily teach us anything we did not know before. In a classic we sometimes discover something we have always known (or thought we knew), but without knowing that this author said it first, or at least is associated with it in a special way. And this, too, is a surprise that gives a lot of pleasure, such as we always gain from the discovery of an origin, a relationship, an affinity. From all this we may derive a definition of this type:

9．The classics are books that we find all the more new, fresh, and unexpected upon reading, the more we thought we knew them from hearing them talked about.

Naturally, this only happens when a classic really works as such—that is, when it establishes a personal rapport with the reader. If the spark doesn't come, that's a pity; but we do not read the classics out of duty or respect, but only out of love. Except at school. And school should enable you to know, either well or badly, a certain number of classics among which—or in reference to which—you can then choose your classics. School is obliged to give you the instruments needed to make a choice, but the choices that count are those that occur outside and after school.

It is only by reading without bias that you might possibly come across the book that becomes your book. I know an excellent art historian, an extraordinarily well-read man, who out of all the books there are has focused his special love on the Pickwick Papers
 ; at every opportunity he comes up with some quip from Dickens's book, and connects each and every event in life with some Pickwickian episode. Little by little he himself, and true philosophy, and the universe, have taken on the shape and form of the Pickwick Papers
 by a process of complete identification. In this way we arrive at a very lofty and demanding notion of what a classic is:

10．We use the word “classic”of a book that takes the form of an equivalent to the universe, on a level with the ancient talismans. With this definition we are approaching the idea of the “total book,”as Mallarmé conceived of it.

But a classic can establish an equally strong rapport in terms of opposition and antithesis. Everything that Jean-Jacques Rousseau thinks and does is very dear to my heart, yet everything fills me with an irrepressible desire to contradict him, to criticize him, to quarrel with him. It is a question of personal antipathy on a temperamental level, on account of which I ought to have no choice but not to read him; and yet I cannot help numbering him among my authors. I will therefore say:

11．Your classic author is the one you cannot feel indifferent to, who helps you to define yourself in relation to him, even in dispute with him.

I think I have no need to justify myself for using the word “classic”without making distinctions about age, style, or authority. What distinguishes the classic, in the argument I am making, may be only an echo effect that holds good both for an ancient work and for a modern one that has already achieved its place in a cultural continuum. We might say:

12．A classic is a book that comes before other classics; but anyone who has read the others first, and then reads this one, instantly recognizes its place in the family tree.

At this point I can no longer put off the vital problem of how to relate the reading of the classics to the reading of all the other books that are anything but classics. It is a problem connected with such questions as, why read the classics rather than concentrate on books that enable us to understand our own times more deeply? Or, where shall we find the time and peace of mind to read the classics, overwhelmed as we are by the avalanche of current events?

We can, of course, imagine some blessed soul who devotes his reading time exclusively to Lucretius, Lucian, Montaigne, Erasmus, Quevedo, Marlowe, the Discourse on Method
 , Wilhelm Meister, Coleridge, Ruskin, Proust, and Valéry, with a few forays in the direction of Murasaki
 or the Icelandic sagas. And all this without having to write reviews of the latest publications, or papers to compete for a university chair, or articles for magazines on tight deadlines. To keep up such a diet without any contamination, this blessed soul would have to abstain from reading the newspapers, and never be tempted by the latest novel or sociological investigation. But we have to see how far such rigor would be either justified or profitable. The latest news may well be banal or mortifying, but it nonetheless remains a point at which to stand and look both backward and forward. To be able to read the classics you have to know “from where”you are reading them; otherwise both the book and the reader will be lost in a timeless cloud. This, then, is the reason why the greatest “yield”from reading the classics will be obtained by someone who knows how to alternate them with the proper dose of current affairs. And this does not necessarily imply a state of imperturbable inner calm. It can also be the fruit of nervous impatience, of a huffing-and-puffing discontent of mind.

Maybe the ideal thing would be to hearken to current events as we do to the din outside the window that informs us about traffic jams and sudden changes in the weather, while we listen to the voice of the classics sounding clear and articulate inside the room. But it is already a lot for most people if the presence of the classics is perceived as a distant rumble far outside a room that is swamped by the trivia of the moment, as by a television at full blast. Let us therefore add:

13．A classic is something that tends to relegate the concerns of the moment to the status of background noise, but at the same time this background noise is something we cannot do without.

14．A classic is something that persists as a background noise even when the most incompatible momentary concerns are in control of the situation.





首先，我们要提出一些可探讨的定义。

一、所谓经典，就是我们通常说的“我在重读”而非“我正在读”的书。

至少自诩“博学”的人会这么做。年轻人处于初识世界的阶段，经典作为那个世界的一部分，重读经典不适用于他们。

有反复之意的“重”字，放在动词“读”之前，对于耻于承认自己没读过某部名著的人来说，多少显得有些虚伪。为了让这些人安心，我们必须指出，无论一个人的基础阅读量多大，都会存在大量他没有读过的经典作品。

有谁读完了希罗多德和修昔底德的全部作品？请举手。圣西门呢？红衣主教雷斯呢？但即使是关于19世纪的伟大小说，通常也是谈论者多于阅读者。法国人上学时就开始读巴尔扎克的作品，而且从各种版本的销量判断，人们毕业后还会继续读他的书。但如果在意大利做一次受欢迎程度调查，巴尔扎克恐怕会排在最后一名。意大利的狄更斯爱好者组成了一个小型精英俱乐部；俱乐部成员一见面，就开始讨论书里的人物和趣事，就像谈论熟人和身边事一样。多年前，米歇尔·布托尔
1

 在美国教书时，人们总和他谈论埃米尔·左拉
2

 。他从没读过左拉的书，所以对此不胜其烦。于是，他下决心读完了全套《卢贡—马卡尔家族》
3

 ，并发现这部作品和自己想象中的完全不同——书里有一套近乎神话的宏大家族谱系。他后来用一篇精彩的文章描写了这个谱系。

换句话说，心智成熟后初次阅读一部伟大作品可谓其乐无穷。这有别于年轻时的读书之乐（尽管你无法说出乐趣孰多孰少）。年轻时的阅读体验像其他体验一样，别有一番滋味，也有特殊的重要意义。但心智成熟之后，一个人会更懂得（或更应该懂得）欣赏细节、层次和深意。由此，我们引入下一定义：

二、我们用“经典”这个词指代一类书，读过且喜爱这些书的人珍视它们。有幸在绝佳条件下第一次读这些书的人，同样会将它们视若珍宝。

事实上，年轻时阅读大多难有成果，因为年轻人没有耐性、不够专注，不懂如何将书用于“指导实际”，而且生活阅历也不足。年轻时读的书可能（也许是同时）塑造一个人，影响他的未来，并提供效仿的对象、比较的条件、分类的方式、评价的标准以及美的范例。即使你几乎已忘却年轻时读过的书，却仍受到这些东西的影响。如果在心智成熟后重读此书，我们可能会重新发现这些不变的因素。这时，这些东西已成为我们内心的组成部分，尽管你已记不清它们源自何处。一部文学作品可能会被人遗忘，但会在我们心中播下种子。因此，我们可以得出如下定义：

三、经典是能发挥特殊影响力的书。它们扎根于记忆深处，拒绝被赶出头脑，将自己伪装成集体或个人的潜意识。

因此，成年后也该拿出一段时间来，重读对自己年轻时影响最大的书。即使书还是原样（尽管从历史的角度看，书本身也发生了变化），但人几乎肯定发生了变化。与旧书重逢将是一种全新的体验。

所以说，我们用的动词是“阅读”还是“重读”其实并不重要。实际上，我们可能说：

四、每次重读经典都是一次发现之旅，宛如初次阅读。

五、每次阅读经典实际上都是重读。

定义四或许是下文定义六的必然结果：

六、经典是有无限阐释余地的书。

不过，定义五需要更详尽的解释，例如：

七、经典是这样一类书，它们来到我们面前时，本身带有前人的阅读痕迹，并一路洒下它们所传承的文化（或者简单来说，这里的文化指语言和习俗）。

古代经典和现代经典都是如此。如果我读《奥德赛》，我读的是荷马写下的文本，但也不会忘记几个世纪中尤利西斯冒险的意义。我不禁会想，这些意义究竟是暗含于文本之中，还是经过覆盖、歪曲、延伸的结果。读卡夫卡
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 作品的时候，我无法避免对“卡夫卡式”这个形容词表示肯定或否定。这个词几乎每一刻钟就会出现一次，而且出现得很随意。如果我读屠格涅夫的《父与子》或陀思妥耶夫斯基的《群魔》，我不禁会设想，书中人物如何能轮回转世直到今日。

阅读经典应当带给我们惊喜，或引发与原有观念相反的思考。因此，我强烈建议直接阅读文本本身，尽可能把评传、注释、演绎抛在一边。学校和大学本应帮助我们理解这一点——没有哪本关于某书的书，能比原书说得更多。然而，它们尽力灌输给我们的理念恰恰相反。介绍、书评和参考书目就像烟幕一样，隐藏了文本的真实含义；事实上，只有摈弃自诩“理解比原文更深入”的中介，文本才能发出自己的声音。对这个问题，有许多颠三倒四、流传甚广的讨论。我们可以总结为：

八、经典不一定能教给我们从前不知道的东西。在经典作品中，我们有时会发现自己一直知道，或是自以为知道的东西，但不知是这位作者，或至少是他以特殊的方式，最先提出了这个说法。这也是一种惊喜，就像我们发现一个起源、一类关系、一种本质时获得的惊喜。由此，我们可以引申出这样的定义：

九、经典是这样一类书，越是我们自认为通过别人谈论已经知晓的东西，越会在阅读它们时发现更新鲜、更新奇、更意想不到的一面。

自然，只有读者与书产生共鸣，经典才会起到这种效果。如果双方没能擦出火花，那真是遗憾；但我们读经典不是出于责任或尊重，而是出于喜爱。除非是在学校。无论方式是好是坏，学校都应该让你知道一定数量的经典。接下来，你可以在这些书里选择适合自己的经典，或是参考这些书找到适合你的经典。学校应该给你提供做选择的工具，但真正算数的选择是人们置身校外或毕业之后作出的。

只有不带偏见地阅读，你才可能遇见属于你的书。我认识一位杰出的艺术史学家，一个博览群书的人。他在读过的所有书里，尤其钟情《匹克威克外传》
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 。他只要有机会就引用狄更斯书里的名言，并把身边的每件事都和书中的趣事联系起来。渐渐地，他的整个人、人生观乃至整个思想体系都与《匹克威克外传》趋同。基于此，我们得出了一个非常高级的、极其严格的“经典”定义：

十、我们用“经典”这个词指代一类书，它们如宇宙万物般形态各异，又如古代符咒般神秘莫测。根据这个定义，我们正不断趋近马拉美
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 构想的“全书”境界。

但经典能引起共鸣，同样能引起反对。让—雅克·卢梭
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 的言行都很亲切，但我总是有一种冲动，想去反驳他、批评他、与他争辩。气质不合引起了我对他的反感，我无计可施，只好不读他的书；但我又忍不住将他列为经典作家。所以我要说：

十一、适合你的经典作家，就是你无法置之不理的作家。即使你们存在分歧，他仍能帮助你界定自己在双方关系中所处的地位。

我认为，使用“经典”这个词无需区分作者的年龄、文风和权威性。我主张，“经典”的判断标准在于，无论是古代作品还是现代作品，都需要在文化谱系中占有一席之地。我们可以说：

十二、“经典”是位居其他经典之上的书。先读过其他经典的人，接下来读这部经典，会立刻识别其在经典谱系中的地位。

说到这里，我不能再忽视一个关键问题——如何将“阅读经典”和“阅读除了经典之外的其他作品”联系起来。这个问题牵扯到了其他问题，例如：为什么要阅读经典，而不读那些能让我们更深刻地了解当下的书？或者，当我们脑中充斥着当下事件时，去哪里寻找空闲的时间和平和的心态来阅读经典？

当然，我们可以想象有些幸运儿专门读《方法论》、卢克莱修、琉善、蒙田、伊拉斯谟、克维多、马洛、威廉·麦斯特、柯勒律治、拉斯金、普鲁斯特和瓦勒里的作品，还可以一探《源氏物语》或冰岛传奇。他们可以这么做，而无需撰写新书评论、教职论文或是即将截稿的杂志文章。为了这顿阅读大餐不受污染，这些幸运儿不能看报纸，也不能受到最新小说或社会调查的诱惑。但这么严苛的阅读条件是否合理？是否有益？最新的新闻或许充斥着陈词滥调，或许令人痛心，但它仍提供了一种回顾过去、前瞻未来的视角。要想能阅读经典，你必须知道自己所处的时代背景；否则，读者就会和书一起，迷失在永恒的云雾之中。这就是为什么，只有懂得交替阅读经典作品和了解当下事件的人，才能从阅读经典中获得最大的“益处”。这不是说你一定能获得内心的平静。阅读经典也可以让你性急难耐、气喘吁吁、意犹未尽。

或许理想的状态是，既关注窗外当下事件的嘈杂噪音，如交通堵塞和天气骤变，也聆听室内清晰的经典之声。不过对多数人而言，当生活被当下的琐事——比如聒噪的电视所淹没时，能将经典视为室外远方的噪音已经不错了。所以让我们再加上：

十三、经典是这样一类书，它们能将时下人们关注的问题降格为背景噪音
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 ；但与此同时，人们无法离开这些背景噪音。

十四、经典像背景噪音一样顽固，即使与时下大多数人的关注点大相径庭。

 

————————————————————


1
 ．米歇尔·布托尔（Michel Butor，1926—），法国“新小说派”作家和诗人，曾在多个大学教授哲学和法国文学。


2
 ．埃米尔·左拉（Emile Zola，1840—1902），法国现实主义作家，自然主义的创始人。


3
 ．《卢贡—马卡尔家族》，左拉的代表作，被誉为“第二帝国时代一个家族的自然史和社会史”。


4
 ．弗朗茨·卡夫卡（Franz Kafka，1883—1924），奥地利小说家，其作品大多用变形荒诞的形象和象征直觉的手法，表现孤立而绝望的个人。


5
 ．《匹克威克外传》，讲述天真善良的有产者匹克威克和朋友漫游英国的奇趣经历，是一部既有浪漫奇想又紧贴现实的幽默讽刺小说。


6
 ．斯特凡·马拉美（Stéphane Mallarmé，1842—1898），法国诗坛现代主义和象征主义的领袖人物。


7
 ．让—雅克·卢梭（Jean-Jacques Rousseau，1712—1778），法国思想家、文学家，启蒙运动的代表人物之一。


8
 ．背景噪音，指在工业测量中，与测量对象无关的一切干扰。



A Picture Book Is Worth a Thousand Words


一册绘本抵千字

Erin Ganju

埃琳·甘朱
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作者简介


 

埃琳·甘朱（Erin Ganju），“阅读之家”（Room to Read）组织的创始成员兼首席执行官。“阅读之家”是公益教育组织，旨在让更多孩子学会读写，减小地区和经济差异带来的教育上的不平等，改变发展中国家数百万孩子的命运。“阅读之家”的目标是在2015年将1亿孩子纳入计划。目前，“阅读之家”已在世界各地建立了1000多所学校和上万个图书馆，并资助无数孩子接受教育。

本文是2010年10月13日甘朱在“阅读之家”官方博客上发表的文章，用于回应《纽约时报》（The New York Times
 ）关于儿童书的报道。作者认为绘本对孩子的成长至关重要，绝非普通人理解的那样，只是“傻瓜读物”。她还建议父母陪孩子一起阅读，引发孩子对阅读的兴趣。培养爱书之心，必须“从娃娃抓起”。你认为呢？







We've long dreamt about the day the front page of The New York Times
 runs a story on children's books. Children's books are what we live and breathe at Room to Read because of what they contribute to the development of a child's literacy and learning skills. It's what we believe has the power to change the world and entire generations of communities living in poverty, particularly in the developing world.

Unfortunately, The New York Times'
 story wasn't exactly what we had envisioned, as it centered on the loss of retail sales of picture books. In a down economy, that's not surprising. What was surprising is that the decline in sales isn't because children are no longer drawn to colorfully illustrated tomes; rather because parents are no longer recognizing the value picture books have in catalyzing their children's literacy skills development.

Apparently, parents have begun pressing their kindergartners and first-graders to leave the picture books behind and move on to more text-heavy “chapter books.”One children's book publisher noted a 35 percent drop in the number of picture books published in the last few years. The primary reason, according to those in the industry, is pressure from parents who are very mindful of increasingly rigorous standardized testing in schools.

We've actually seen the opposite hold true in developing nations, where picture books (or story books) remain a crucial tool in laying a solid foundation for literacy and life-long learning among children. In places like Sri Lanka, South Africa and other countries where Room to Read works, many children come from largely oral storytelling traditions and the shift to the written word is a difficult transition. Many of these children have never been read to aloud, and they find it difficult to relate the “spoken”word to the “written”word.

Picture books help bridge this gap because they give children the opportunity to explore, discover, learn, and imagine through stories and characters. Books inform and transfer knowledge, and are critical to the development of a child's reading skills—including phonemic awareness, phonics, fluency, vocabulary and comprehension. Picture books kick-start that journey because they combine visual and verbal narratives, often presenting imagery from children's everyday lives which helps them connect life experiences to the pictures, information, events, and text. Even more, by discussing what they see in story books, children ask questions—which also helps develop their speaking skills, a key component of literacy.

Literacy experts quoted in the news article were quick to point out that picture books are not for dummies, and they praise the genre for helping develop a child's critical thinking skills. As a mother of a four-and-a-half-year-old, I couldn't agree more.

My daughter Julia loves to use picture books as the basis of inspiration for story time with her captivated audience of stuffed animals. We'll make a day of going to the library next to the park, and she will spend as much time selecting her next 10-15 books for the week as she does running around the playground. She loves books with lots of pictures because it gives her a sense of independence to “read”the story through the pictures. Now, at bedtime, Julia often wants to read me a story, and it's my greatest joy to see her develop an enjoyment of reading—reading is not a task or something she has to do, but something she does for play. And that's key because the path to creating lifelong, independent readers starts when children see reading as fun and pleasurable on their own.

At Room to Read we're committed to education, and so obviously, it's a wonderful thing that children are able to read chapter books at an early age. But if you focus on just the skills part and prematurely force children to get to a certain level, it may be at the cost of developing good habits of reading. So we caution well-intentioned parents against hurrying to clear their kids' bookshelf of story books, because in doing so, you're clearing away the potential for a connection to books that children will cherish their entire lives. Instead, let's work to develop a generation of independent readers who love to read, and read to learn.





我们一直梦想有那么一天，《纽约时报》头版能刊登关于儿童书的报道。儿童书是我们“阅读之家”存在的理由，因为它们有助于提升孩子的读写和学习能力。我们深信，这些能力将改变世界和整整一代贫困人口，在发展中国家和地区尤其如此。

不幸的是，《纽约时报》的报道和我们预想的相去甚远，它关注的是绘本销量下滑。在经济萧条的情况下，这并不奇怪。奇怪的是，销量下滑并不是因为孩子们不再喜欢色彩缤纷的绘本，而是因为家长不再认可绘本对于提高孩子读写能力的价值。

显然，家长开始强迫自己上幼儿园或一年级的孩子丢开绘本，去读文字更多的“章节书”。一位儿童书出版商注意到，过去几年中绘本的销量下滑了35％。根据业内观点，造成这种现象的首要原因是家长带来的压力，家长非常关注学校里日益严苛的标准化考试。

事实上，我们在许多发展中国家见过相反的实例。在那些地方，绘本（或故事书）仍对培养孩子扎实的读写功底和终生学习能力起着关键作用。在“阅读之家”开展工作的斯里兰卡、南非和其他国家，许多孩子在口述故事的传统中长大，从口语转化到书面语的过程十分艰难。许多孩子从来没有听过别人给他们大声念书，他们觉得把字音和字形联系起来很困难。

绘本有助于弥补这个缺陷，因为它们让孩子在故事和角色中去探索、发现、学习和想象。书籍提供并传递知识，对提高孩子的阅读能力十分关键。阅读能力包括认识音素、看字读音、流畅阅读、词汇量和理解能力。绘本能带孩子开启这段旅程，因为它们将眼睛看和嘴巴说结合起来，通常生动地展现了孩子们的日常生活，有助于他们将自己的生活和图画、信息、事件、文字联系起来。除此之外，通过讨论他们在书里看到的故事，孩子还可以发问——这同样有助于提高他们的表达能力，而表达能力也是读写能力的关键要素。

这篇文章引用了读写专家的话，他们敏锐地指出“绘本不是傻瓜读物”，并称赞绘本有助于提高孩子的批判思维能力。作为一个4岁半孩子的母亲，我对此完全赞同。

我女儿朱莉娅在给毛绒玩具（她的超级听故事粉丝）讲故事时，喜欢把绘本当作故事的灵感来源。我们会在公园边的图书馆待上一天，她会挑选下一周要看的10～15本书。她花在挑书上的时间和在游乐场里玩耍的时间差不多。她喜欢带有许多插图的书，因为看图“读”故事让她觉得自己挺独立。现在，朱莉娅在睡前常常想给我读个故事。看见她越来越喜欢阅读，我真是快乐无比。对她来说，阅读不是任务或必须做的事，而是和玩耍一样的事。这是关键，因为孩子将阅读视为乐事，是培养终生读者、独立读者的起始。

“阅读之家”致力于教育事业，而孩子很早就能读“章节书”显然是件很棒的事。但如果只为了培养技能，过早强迫孩子达到某一水平，就可能无法培养他们良好的阅读习惯。所以我们提醒好心的父母，别急着清空孩子的故事书架。因为在这么做的时候，你也在清除孩子可能终身获益的阅读习惯。来吧，让我们一起努力，培养喜爱读书、边读边学的一代独立读者。

 




孩子将阅读视为乐事，是培养终生读者、独立读者的起始。


Erin Ganju 埃琳·甘朱




 

 

 

 

第二章　读之妙方
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Of Books


论　书

Michel de Montaigne

蒙田







作者简介


 

蒙田（Michel de Montaigne，1533—1592），文艺复兴时期最有影响力的法国作家之一，欧洲近代散文的创始人，代表作为晚年所著的《蒙田随笔》（Essays
 ）。

在《蒙田随笔》中，蒙田几乎无所不谈，日常生活、传统习俗、人生哲理等均有涉及，他还旁征博引了许多古希腊、古罗马作家的论述。各章篇幅长短不一，文章结构随意自然，文字平易通畅，语言生动睿智。该书与《培根人生论》（Bacon's Essays
 ）和《帕斯卡尔思想录》（Pascal's Pensées
 ）一起，被誉为欧洲近代哲理散文三大经典。

本文选自1575年出版的《蒙田随笔》中关于阅读的篇目。除了感受散文之美，读者还可领略蒙田本人评价甚高的小说、诗歌、史论，以及“阅读时遇到困难，从不死钻牛角尖”的风采。
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I seek, in the reading of books, only to please myself by an honest diversion; or, if I study, it's for no other science than what treats of the knowledge of myself, and instructs me how to die and how to live well.

I do not bite my nails about the difficulties I meet with in my reading; after a charge or two, I give them over. Should I insist upon them, I should both lose myself and time; for I have an impatient understanding, that must be satisfied at first: what I do not discern at once is by persistence rendered more obscure. I do nothing without gaiety; continuation and a too obstinate endeavour, darkens, stupefies, and tires my judgment. My sight is confounded and dissipated with poring; I must withdraw it, and refer my discovery to new attempts.

If one book does not please me, I take another; and I never meddle with any, but at such times as I am weary of doing nothing. I care not much for new ones, because the old seem fuller and stronger; neither do I converse much with Greek authors, because my judgment cannot do its work with imperfect intelligence of the material.

Amongst books that are simply pleasant, of the moderns, Boccaccio's Decameron
 , Rabelais, and the Basia
 of Johannes Secundus (if those may be ranged under the title) are worth reading for amusement. As to the Amadis
 , and such kind of stuff, they had not the credit of arresting even my childhood. And I will, moreover, say, whether boldly or rashly, that this old, heavy soul of mine is now no longer tickled with Ariosto, no, nor with the worthy Ovid; his facility and inventions, with which I was formerly so ravished, are now of no more relish, and I can hardly have the patience to read them.

But, to pursue the business of this essay, I have always thought that, in poesy, Virgil, Lucretius, Catullus, and Horace by many degrees excel the rest; and signally, Virgil in his Georgics
 , which I look upon as the most accomplished piece in poetry; and in comparison of which a man may easily discern that there are some places in his Aeneids
 , to which the author would have given a little more of the file, had he had leisure; and the fifth book of his Aeneids
 seems to me the most perfect. I also love Lucan, and willingly read him, not so much for his style, as for his own worth, and the truth and solidity of his opinions and judgments. As for good Terence, the refined elegance and grace of the Latin tongue, I find him admirable in his vivid representation of our manners and the movements of the soul; our actions throw me at every turn upon him; and I cannot read him so often that I do not still discover some new grace and beauty. Such as lived near Virgil's time complained that some should compare Lucretius to him. I am of opinion that the comparison is, in truth, very unequal: a belief that, nevertheless, I have much ado to assure myself in, when I come upon some excellent passage in Lucretius. But if they were so angry at this comparison, what would they say to the brutish and barbarous stupidity of those who, nowadays, compare him with Ariosto? Would not Ariosto himself say?

The first, without being moved, or without getting angry, make themselves sufficiently felt; they have matter enough of laughter throughout, they need not tickle themselves; the others have need of foreign assistance; as they have the less wit they must have the more body; they mount on horseback, because they are not able to stand on their own legs. As in our balls, those mean fellows who teach to dance, not being able to represent the presence and dignity of our noblesse, are fain to put themselves forward with dangerous jumping, and other strange motions and tumblers tricks; and the ladies are less put to it in dance; where there are various coupees, changes, and quick motions of body, than in some other of a more sedate kind, where they are only to move a natural pace, and to represent their ordinary grace and presence. And so I have seen good drolls, when in their own everyday clothes, and with the same face they always wear, give us all the pleasure of their art, when their apprentices, not yet arrived at such a pitch of perfection, are fain to meal their faces, put themselves into ridiculous disguises, and make a hundred grotesque faces to give us whereat to laugh. This conception of mine is nowhere more demonstrable than in comparing the Aeneid with Orlando Furioso
 ; of which we see the first, by dint of wing, flying in a brave and lofty place, and always following his point; the latter, fluttering and hopping from tale to tale, as from branch to branch, not daring to trust his wings but in very short flights, and perching at every turn, lest his breath and strength should fail.

These, then, as to this sort of subjects, are the authors that best please me.

As to what concerns my other reading, that mixes a little more profit with the pleasure, and whence I learn how to marshal my opinions and conditions, the books that serve me to this purpose are Plutarch, since he has been translated into French, and Seneca. Both of these have this notable convenience suited to my humour, that the knowledge I there seek is discoursed in loose pieces, that do not require from me any trouble of reading long, of which I am incapable. Such are the minor works of the first and the epistles of the latter, which are the best and most profiting of all their writings. It is no great attempt to take one of them in hand, and I give over at pleasure; for they have no sequence or dependence upon one another.





我读书只求以诚实的方式取悦自己。或者说，如果我是在研究的话，我只研究涉及自身的知识，它会指导我如何充实地生活，如何从容地死去。

阅读遇到困难时，我从不死钻牛角尖；反复思量仍无结果，我便将它们放弃。若要打破沙锅问到底，只会既耗时又费力；因为我缺乏耐心，希望初次阅读就能理解；如果不能立刻领悟，坚持下去只会更加糊涂。我做事需要愉快的心情，太过努力、孜孜以求，会影响我的判断力，让我变得糊涂、麻木、疲惫不堪。苦读会让我的视力变得模糊、涣散；我必须稍事休息，再去寻找新发现。

如果一本书不能取悦我，我便取出另一本；只有当我对什么事都提不起精神时，才胡乱翻书。我不在乎新书，因为旧书似乎更充实、更强大；我也不与希腊作家对话，因为我对希腊文一知半解，无法作出良好的判断。

在单纯有趣的书里，薄伽丘的《十日谈》、拉伯雷的作品、约翰尼斯·塞昆德斯的《巴西亚》（如果它们可以归为一类的话）都值得现代人读来取乐。至于《阿玛迪斯》和类似作品，从小到大，它们从来没有吸引过我。此外，我要不揣冒昧地说，阿里奥斯托如今已打动不了我这老朽沉重的灵魂，就连可敬的奥维德也无能为力；奥维德的技巧和创意过去曾令我陶醉不已，如今却让我提不起胃口。我几乎没有耐心再读他们的著作。

但为了将这篇文章写下去，我一直认为，维吉尔、卢克莱修、卡图卢斯和贺拉斯的诗歌可谓出类拔萃，其中，又以维吉尔的《农事诗》最为突出——我认为这部作品已臻化境。相比之下，他的《埃涅阿斯记》则很容易挑出瑕疵。倘若作者有空加以润色，这部书的质量还能有所提升。在我看来，《埃涅阿斯记》的第五卷最为完美。我也喜爱卢坎，愿意读他的作品。让我着迷的不是他的写作风格，而是作者的个人价值和真知灼见。至于亲爱的泰伦提乌斯
1

 ，他那精炼典雅的拉丁语，以及对人物风貌和精神活动的生动描绘，都让我钦佩不已。在生活的每个转折点上，我都会请求他的指点；他的作品常读常新，我总能从中发现新的雅致和优美之处。与维吉尔同时代的读者抱怨说，人们应该将他与卢克莱修相提并论。我自己认为，这种比较实际上有失公允。然而，读到卢克莱修的某些精彩段落时，我会质疑自己原本的判断。但如果他们看不惯这种比较，那么看到今天人们将他和阿里奥斯托相比，面对这种野蛮而愚蠢的做法，他们又会说些什么？阿里奥斯托自己不会这么说吗？

有些人无需煽情，也无需激怒读者，就能充分表达情感；他们不必硬生生逗人发笑，因为信手拈来尽是笑料。其他人则需要外援；他们智慧不足，只好求助于肢体语言；他们要骑上马背，因为无法靠自己的双腿站立。就像在我们的舞会上，那些庸俗的舞女无从展示贵族的尊贵气质，不得不翻跟头、耍花样，靠奇怪而危险的动作引人注目。淑女们则很少采用这些花样。有各种向舞伴施礼、变换位置、迅速摇摆身体的舞步，也有较为平稳沉静的舞步，即以自然的步调展现普通的优雅和端庄。同样，我见过优秀的滑稽演员，哪怕穿着日常服饰、脸上不施油彩，也能充分展示滑稽艺术的魅力；而火候不够的学徒们，则不得不涂脂抹粉、穿上奇装异服、扮出种种怪相，才能惹人发笑。我的这个观点，通过比较《埃涅阿斯记》和《疯狂的罗兰》就能很好地诠释。在《埃涅阿斯记》中，作者尽情伸展双翅，勇敢高傲地飞翔，总是追随自己的论点。而在《疯狂的罗兰》中，作者拍打着翅膀，从一个故事跳到另一个故事，就像从一个枝头跳到另一个枝头，不相信自己的翅膀能够胜任长途飞行，只好四处歇息，生怕因不得喘息和乏力而掉落天际。

就这个主题而言，这些正是最能取悦我的作家。

至于我阅读的其他作品，比取悦自己更具教益。从这些书里，我学会了如何将自身观点与所处情景相结合。在这一点上，普鲁塔克
2

 （因为他的作品被成了法文）和塞内加对我有所帮助。他们两人的文字都举重若轻，与我的幽默感相通。他们采用的文体都简短零散，省去了我读长篇大论的麻烦——我也读不动长篇大论。普鲁塔克的短篇和塞内加的书信，是两人最优秀、最有教益的作品。这些作品没有先后顺序和相关联系，任选一篇读来都会让我乐而忘返。

 




我缺乏耐心，希望初次阅读就能理解；如果不能立刻领悟，坚持下去只会更加糊涂。


Michel de Montaigne 蒙田



 

————————————————————


1
 ．泰伦提乌斯（Publius Terentius Afer，约前190—前159），古罗马喜剧作家，名字在英语中常作Terence。他的喜剧触及各种现实问题，特别是家庭关系和爱情婚姻问题。


2
 ．普鲁塔克（Plutarch，46—125），古罗马作家，著有《希腊罗马名人传》，对后世的传记文学影响极大。他擅长刻画人物形象，注重心理描写，喜欢夹叙夹议和利用史料引申观点，风格独树一帜。



The Summing Up


写作回忆录

William Somerset Maugham

威廉·萨默塞特·毛姆
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作者简介


 

威廉·萨默塞特·毛姆（William Somerset Maugham，1874—1965），英国著名小说家，其文章常在讥讽中潜藏对人性的怜悯与同情。毛姆的不少作品均为中国读者耳熟能详，如《月亮和六便士》（The Moon and Sixpence
 ）和《刀锋》（The Razor's Edge
 ）等。《人性的枷锁》（Of Human Bondage
 ）更是倾尽其毕生心血的巨著，奠定了他伟大小说家的地位。2006年底，由影星爱德华·诺顿和娜奥米·沃茨领衔主演，改编自毛姆小说《面纱》（The Painted Veil
 ）的同名电影上映，再度掀起“毛姆热”。

本文节选自1938年出版的《写作回忆录》（The Summing Up
 ）。文中，毛姆开列了自己的“已读书单”，并谈及自己读到烂书也难以“半途而废”的阅读习惯。爱书人的种种“怪癖”或许能使你会心一笑。
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At eighteen I knew French, German and some Italian, but I was extremely uneducated and I was deeply conscious of my ignorance. I read everything that came my way. My curiosity was such that I was as willing to read a history of Peru or the reminiscences of a cowboy as a treatise on Provencal poetry or the Confessions
 of St. Augustine. I suppose it gained me a certain amount of general knowledge which is useful for the novelist to have. One never knows when an out-of-the-way bit of information will come in handy. I made lists of what I read and one of these lists by some accident I still have. It is my reading for two months and, but that I made it only for myself, I could not believe that it was veracious. It shows that I read three of Shakespeare's plays, two volumes of Mommsen's History of Rome
 , a large part of Lanson's Literature Francaise
 , two or three novels, some of the French classics, a couple of scientific works and a play of Ibsen's. I was indeed the industrious apprentice.

During the time I was at St. Thomas's Hospital I went systematically through English, French, Italian and Latin literature. I read a lot of history, a little philosophy and a good deal of science. My curiosity was too great to allow me to give much time to reflect upon what I read; I could hardly wait to finish one book, so eager was I to begin another. This was always an adventure, and I would start upon a famous work as excitedly as a reasonable young man would go in to bat for his side or a nice girl goes to a dance. Now and then journalists in search of copy ask me what the most thrilling moment of my life is. If I were not ashamed to, I might answer that it is the moment when I began to read Goethe's Faust
 .

I have never quite lost this feeling, and even now the first pages of a book sometimes send the blood racing through my veins. To me reading is a rest as to other people conversation or a game of cards. It is more than that; it is a necessity, and if I am deprived of it for a little while I find myself as irritable as the addict deprived of his drug. I would sooner read a time-table or a catalogue than nothing at all. That is putting it too low. I have spent many delightful hours poring over the price list of the Army and Navy Stores, the lists of second-hand booksellers and the A.B.C. All these are redolent of romance. They are much more entertaining than half the novels that are written.

I have put books aside only because I was conscious that time was passing and that it was my business to live. I have gone into the world because I thought it was necessary in order to get the experience without which I could not write, but I have gone into it also because I wanted experience for its own sake. It did not seem to me enough only to be a writer. The pattern I had designed for myself insisted that I should take the utmost part I could in this fantastic affair of being a man. I desired to feel the common pains and enjoy the common pleasures that are part of the common human lot. I saw no reason to subordinate the claims of sense to the tempting lure of spirit and I was determined to get whatever fulfillment I could out of social intercourse and human relations, out of food, drink and fornication, luxury, sport, art, travel, and as Henry James says, whatever. But it was an effort and I have always returned to my books and my own company with relief.

And yet, though I have read so much, I am a bad reader. I read slowly and I am a poor skipper. I find it difficult to leave a book, however bad and however much it bores me, unfinished. I could count on my fingers the number of books that I have not read from cover to cover. On the other hand there are few books that I have read twice. I know very well that there are many of which I cannot get the full value on a single reading, but in that they have given me all I was capable of getting at the time, and this, though I may forget their details, remains a permanent enrichment. I know people who read the same book over and over again. It can only be that they read with their eyes and not with their sensibility. It is a mechanical exercise. It is doubtless a harmless occupation, but they are wrong if they think it an intelligent one.

In my youth, when my instinctive feeling about a book differed from that of authoritative critics I did not hesitate to conclude that I was wrong. I did not know how often critics accept the conventional view and it never occurred to me that they could talk with assurance of what they did not know very much about. It was long before I realized that the only thing that mattered to me in a work of art was what I thought about it. I have acquired now a certain confidence in my own judgment, for I have noticed that what I felt instinctively forty years ago about the writers I read then, and what I would not heed because it did not agree with current opinion, is now pretty generally accepted. For all that I sill read a great deal of criticism, for I think it a very agreeable form of literary composition. One does not always want to be reading to the profit of one's soul and there is no pleasant way of idling away an hour or two than reading a volume of criticism. It is diverting to agree; it is diverting to differ; and it is always interesting to know what an intelligent man has to say about some writer, Henry More, for instance, or Richardson, whom you have never had occasion to read.

But the only important thing in a book is the meaning it has for you; it may have other and much more profound meanings for the critic, but at second hand they can be of small service to you. I do not read a book for the book's sake, but for my own. It is not my business to judge it, but to absorb what I can of it, as the amoeba absorbs a particle of a foreign body, and what I cannot assimilate has nothing to do with me. I am not a scholar, a student or a critic; I am a professional writer and now I read only what is useful to me professionally. Anyone can write a book that will revolutionize the ideas that have been held for centuries on the Ptolemies and I shall contentedly leave it unread; he can describe an incredibly adventurous journey in the heart of Patagonia and I shall remain ignorant of it. There is no need for the writer of fiction to be an expert on any subject but his own; on the contrary, it is hurtful to him, since, human nature being weak, he is hard put to it to resist the temptation of inappositely using his special knowledge.





18岁时，我已懂得法语、德语和一些意大利语，但我极度无知，而且深知自己的无知。我碰见什么书都读。为了满足永无止境的好奇心，我愿意读秘鲁的历史、牛仔的回忆录，也愿读研究普罗旺斯抒情诗的论文以及圣奥古斯丁的《忏悔录》。我猜，这些书让我获得了一些对小说家有用的常识。一些不同寻常的知识，说不定什么时候就能派上用场。我把读过的书都列了书单，其中一张书单意外地留到了今天，上面记录了我两个月读的书。我列书单只给自己看，但我不敢相信上面写的是真的——我在两个月里读了三部莎士比亚戏剧、两卷蒙森的《罗马史》、朗松《法国文学史》的大部分、两三部小说、一些法国经典名著、几部科学著作和一部易卜生的戏剧。那时我真是个勤奋的学徒。

我在圣托马斯医院时，系统地阅读了英国、法国、意大利和拉丁文学。我读了很多历史书、一点哲学书和一大堆科学著作。我的好奇心太过旺盛，让我无暇回味读过的书；我还没读完手头的书，就迫不及待地翻开另一本书。这简直就是一场探险。我开始读一本名著时，就像理智的小伙准备为自己一方击球，或是漂亮的姑娘参加舞会一样激动不已。常有为某本书做调研的记者问我，我一生中最激动的时刻是何时。如果我不是羞于吐露真情，我可能这么回答：是我开始读歌德的《浮士德》时。

我从未失去这种感觉。即使是现在，有时一本书的前几页还会让我热血沸腾。阅读对我来说是休息，就像聊天或打牌对其他人来说是休息一样。不仅如此，阅读是我的必需品。如果我离开书一小会儿，就会像瘾君子离开毒品一样急躁易怒。过不了多久，我就宁愿去读日程表或书籍目录，也不愿意没东西可读。这是把它们贬得太低了。我会花几个小时浏览军用物品商店的价目表、二手书店的书单和字母表，并且乐在其中。它们散发着浪漫的气息，比一半的小说都有趣多了。

我愿意把书搁下，只因为意识到时光飞逝，生活才是人生要务。我走进这个世界，不仅因为我觉得需要获取经验作为写作素材，还因为我也为了体验人生而去体验。我似乎不满足于只做个作家。我为自己设计的人生道路要求我竭力享受生而为人的一切精彩。我想要痛常人之痛，乐常人之乐。我认为没有理由让感官的欲求屈从于精神的诱惑。我决定尽可能从以下方面寻求满足：社交、佳肴、美酒、通奸、奢侈品、体育、艺术、旅游，以及亨利·詹姆斯
1

 说的“无论什么”。但这要耗费精力，所以我总是如释重负地回到书的身旁。

然而，尽管读了许多书，我却是个糟糕的读者。我读书很慢，又不会跳读。无论一本书有多糟糕，无论它令我多厌烦，都很难让我半途而废。我没有从头读到尾的书可谓屈指可数；但读过两遍的书也没几本。我很清楚，很多书只读一遍无法获得其全部价值，但因为它们已经使我得到了那时能有的收获，所以尽管我可能淡忘书中的细节，但却保留了永恒的财富。我知道有些人反复读同一本书。这只可能是他们读书过眼不过心。这是一种机械化的活动。这无疑是一种无害的消遣，但如果他们觉得这是明智之举，那就大错特错了。

年轻时，当我对某本书的直觉看法与权威评论家不同时，我会毫不犹豫地认为自己错了。我不知道评论家持有成见的情况是多么普遍，也不知道他们对自己不熟悉的事物也能品头论足。过了很久我才意识到，艺术作品对我的唯一意义在于我对它的看法。如今，我对自己的判断力有了些许自信，因为我注意到：40年前我对一些作家的直觉看法，当时因为不符合主流观点，我没有太过留心。如今，这些看法已经普遍被人接受。尽管如此，我仍会读大量的书评，因为我认为它是一种很令人愉快的文学创作形式。一个人不会总想着阅读要对灵魂有益。想要消磨一两个小时，没有比读一本书评更愉快的事了。无论是看法一致还是意见不同，它都可供消遣。知道一位智者怎么看待某些你没读过他的书的作家——比如亨利·莫尔或理查森——总是件有趣的事情。

然而，书中唯一重要的东西是它对你的意义；对于书评家来说，它或许有别的意义，有更深的含义，但从提供间接信息的方面看，它对你帮助不大。我不是为书读书，而是为我自己读书。评判书的好坏不关我的事；我要吸收自己能吸收的部分，就像变形虫吸收异物一般，无法吸收的部分则与我无关。我不是学者、研究者或书评家；我是一名职业作家，现在只读对写作有用的书。任何人都可以写一本书，颠覆几个世纪以来关于托勒密王朝
2

 的看法，我可以开开心心地不去读它；别人可以描写在巴塔哥尼亚中心地带的奇妙冒险之旅，我则可以对此一无所知。小说家只要精通本职就好，无需样样在行；反过来说，样样在行对他有害无益；因为人性软弱，他很难抵制诱惑，会滥用自己的特殊知识。

 

————————————————————


1
 ．亨利·詹姆斯（Henry James，1843—1916），在美国出生的英国小说家，出身名门望族。其作品的基本主题是新大陆的旺盛生机与旧世界的腐败堕落之间的冲突。


2
 ．托勒密王朝（前323—前30），希腊人在埃及建立的王朝，由亚历山大大帝部将托勒密所建，其亡国之君是著名的埃及艳后克利奥帕特拉七世。



The Etiquette of Talking Back


回应的礼节

Mortimer Jerome Adler

莫蒂默·杰尔姆·阿德勒
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作者简介


 

莫蒂默·杰尔姆·阿德勒（Mortimer Jerome Adler，1902—2001），以学者、教育家、编辑等多重身份享有盛名。在芝加哥大学执教时，他协助策划了“名著计划”，并于1952年起任哲学研究所所长。他在著作中普及推广西方文明的伟大思想，如《西方世界的伟大著作》（Great Books of the Western World
 ）、《如何阅读一本书》（How to Read a Book
 ）和《六种伟大思想》（Six Great Ideas
 ）等。他还是1974年第15版《大英百科全书》（Encyclopedia Britannica
 ）的编辑。

本文节选自1940年出版的《如何阅读一本书》。莫蒂默认为，阅读就像一种无声的对话，既然作者娓娓道来，读者就该认真回应。如此这般，才能对一本书有真正的了解，才能不辜负作者的一片苦心。
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Reading a book is a kind of conversation. You may think it is not conversation at all, because the author does all the talking and you have nothing to say. If you think that, you do not realize your opportunities and obligations as a reader.

As a matter of fact, the reader has the last word. The author has had his say, and then it is the reader's turn. The conversation between a book and its reader would appear to be an orderly one, each party talking in turn, no interruptions, and so forth. If, however, the reader is undisciplined and impolite, it may be anything but orderly. The poor author cannot defend himself. He cannot say, “Here, wait till I've finished, before you start disagreeing. ”He cannot protest that the reader has missed his point.

Ordinary conversations between persons who confront each other are good only when they are carried on decently. I am not thinking merely of the decencies according to conventions of social politeness. There is, in addition, an intellectual etiquette one should observe. Without it, conversation is bickering rather than profitable communication. I am assuming here, of course, that the conversation is about a serious matter on which men can agree or disagree. Then it becomes important that they conduct themselves well. Otherwise, there is no profit in the enterprise. The profit in good conversation is something learned.

What is true of ordinary conversation is even more true of the rather special situation in which a book has talked to a reader and the reader answers back. That the author is well disciplined, we shall take for granted temporarily. That he has conducted his part of the conversation well can be assumed in the case of great books. What can the reader do to reciprocate? What must he do to hold up his end well?

The reader has an obligation as well as an opportunity to talk back. The opportunity is clear. Nothing can stop a reader from pronouncing judgment. The roots of the obligation, however, lie a little deeper in the nature of the relation between books and readers.

If a book is of the sort which conveys knowledge, the author's aim was to instruct. He has tried to teach. He has tried to convince or persuade his reader about something. His effort is crowned with success only if the reader finally says, “I am taught. You have convinced me that such and such is true, or persuaded me that it is probable.”But even if the reader is not convinced or persuaded, the author's intention and effort should be respected. The reader owes him a considered judgment. If he cannot say, “I agree,”he should at least have grounds for disagreeing or even suspending judgment on the question.

I am saying no more than that a good book deserves an active reading. The activity of reading does not stop with the work of understanding what a book says. It must be completed by the work of criticism, the work of judging. The passive reader sins against this requirement, probably even more than against the rules of analysis and interpretation. He not only makes no effort to understand; he dismisses a book simply by putting it down or forgetting it. Worse than faint praise, he damns it by no critical consideration whatsoever.

…

Remember Bacon's recommendation to the reader: “Read not to contradict and confute; not to believe and take for granted; nor to find talk and discourse; but to weigh and consider.”Sir Walter Scott cast even more direful aspersions on those “who read to doubt or read to scorn.”

There is a certain truth here, as we shall see, but I do not like the aura of impeccability with which books are thus surrounded, and the false piety it breeds. Readers may be like children, in the sense that great authors can teach them, but that does not mean they must not be heard from. I am not sure Cervantes was right in saying, “There is no book so bad but something good may be found in it.”I do think, however, that there is no book so good that fault cannot be found with it.

It is true that a book which can enlighten its readers, and is in this sense better, should not be criticized by them until they understand it. When they do, they have elevated themselves almost to peerage with the author. Now they are fit to exercise the rights and privileges of their new position. Unless they exercise their critical faculties now, they are doing the author an injustice. He has done what he could to make them his equal. He deserves that they act like his peers, that they engage in conversation with him, that they talk back.

As I pointed out before, docility is generally confused with subservience. (We tend to forget that the word “docile”is derived from the Latin root which means to teach or be taught.) A person is wrongly thought to be docile if he is passive and pliable. On the contrary, docility is the extremely active virtue of being teachable. No one is really teachable who does not freely exercise his power of independent judgment. The most docile reader is, therefore, the most critical. He is the reader who finally responds to a book by the greatest effort to make up his own mind on the matters the author has discussed.





读书是一种对话。或许你认为这根本不是对话，因为作者侃侃而谈，你却无话可说。如果你这么想，说明你没有意识到作为读者应有的机会和责任。

事实上，读者在作者之后发言。作者说完了要说的话，接下来轮到读者了。书和读者之间的对话有序可循，双方轮流陈述，不会被打断、干扰。但如果读者缺乏修养、蛮横无理，这番对话就可能毫无章法。可怜的作者无法为自己辩护。他没法说：“抱歉，等我把话说完，您再提出异议。”读者的理解有偏差，他也无法据理力争。

只有当双方都有礼有节，普通的对话才可能顺利进行。我设想的有礼有节，不仅是社交礼仪意义上的习俗，更是一个人应该遵循的知性礼仪。没有这样的礼节，对话就不是有效的沟通，而是混乱的争吵。当然，我在此假设的是围绕一个严肃问题的对话，一个人可以赞成也可以反对。然后，双方的自制就变得相当重要，否则整个过程就无益可言。好的对话之所以有益，就在于你能从中学到东西。

日常对话中是这样，阅读时更是这样——在某种特殊情境下，书向读者倾诉，读者作出回应。我们暂且假定作者遵守礼仪。假定在一本好书中，作者对话时会很好地控制自己。读者该如何回报？他要如何扮演好自己的角色？

读者有机会也有责任回应。这里说的“机会”很明显。没有什么能阻止读者宣布自己的判断。然而，“责任”则深植于书与读者关系的本质。

[image: ]


在一本传授知识的书里，作者的目标是指导。他试着教育读者，说服读者相信某事。只有读者最后说出“我懂了！你说服了我这是真的，这是有可能的”，作者才算成功。但即便读者没有被说服，作者的意图和努力仍需得到尊重。读者欠作者一个经过深思熟虑的判断。如果读者不能说“我同意”，至少也要给出个不同意或稍后再判断的理由。

我只想说，一本好书值得我们主动去阅读。阅读的主动性不应停留在理解书的内容，要加上批评和判断，主动阅读才算完成。被动阅读者违背了这个要求，甚至可以说违背了分析和阐释的原则。他们不仅不试图理解，而且看书时随随便便就放下，或者忘得一干二净。比苍白无力的赞美之词更糟的是不假思索就破口大骂。

……

请记住培根对读者的忠告：“读书不为争长道短，不为轻信盲从，不为高谈阔论，而应推敲度量。”沃尔特·司各特爵士
1

 对那些“阅读只为怀疑，或只会嘲讽”的人给出了更严厉的批判。

我们都知道，这种说法是对的。但我不喜欢所谓“毫无瑕疵”的书，也不喜欢它们导致的盲目崇拜。伟大作家可以教导读者，从这个意义上看，读者或许像是孩子；但这不意味着读者就不能对书作出批评。塞万提斯
2

 说：“没有一本书会坏到找不到优点。”我不知道这个说法是否正确。但我认为，没有一本书会好到找不到缺点。

确实，对于一本能带给读者启迪的书，即在这一意义上优点多于缺点的书，读者应该等理解之后再作评论。这么做的时候，读者已将自己提升到几乎与作者平等的地位。现在，他们该熟悉一下自己的新职权和新特权。除非不具备评论能力，否则他们得给作者一个公正的评判。作者已倾尽所有，对读者平等相待。读者也应对作者平等相待，全身心投入对话、积极作出回应。

正如我此前所说，顺从和卑躬屈膝通常被混为一谈。（我们忘记了“顺从”这个词源于拉丁语，本义是“教导”或“传授”。）如果一个人被动且易受影响，我们会误认为他很顺从。恰恰相反，顺从是一种易于受教的、极其积极的品质。一个人如果无法独立判断，就不是真的易于受教。因此，最顺从的读者也最具批判精神。这种读者在经过深思熟虑之后，最终会对一本书作出回应，就作者讨论的问题发表意见。

 




一个人如果无法独立判断，就不是真的易于受教。


Mortimer Jerome Adler 莫蒂默·杰尔姆·阿德勒



 

————————————————————


1
 ．沃尔特·司各特（Walter Scott，1771—1832），英国著名历史小说家和诗人，一生创作了20余部历史小说。


2
 ．米盖尔·德·塞万提斯·萨韦德拉（Miguel de Cervantes Saavedra，1547—1616），文艺复兴时期西班牙小说家、剧作家、诗人，讽喻小说《堂吉诃德》是其代表作。
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Reading


谈阅读

Wystan Hugh Auden

威斯坦·休·奥登



作者简介


 

威斯坦·休·奥登（Wystan Hugh Auden, 1907—1973），英裔美国诗人，20世纪最伟大的作家之一。他自幼在牛津接受教会文学熏陶，在担任英国左翼政党主笔多年后，于20世纪40年代移居美国。奥登在政治、心理学、神学方面均有建树，作品以《葬礼蓝调》（Funeral Blues
 ）和《1939年9月1日》（September
 1, 1939）流传最广，均被翻拍成电影。

本文节选自1962年出版的奥登散文集《染工之手与其他散篇》（The Dyer's Hand and Other Essays
 ），文风极其犀利，名言警句层出不穷。文中提及了一个关于阅读的经典问题——荒岛求生，该带何书？不知作者睿智精辟的回答会不会令你大跌眼镜。
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A book is a mirror: if an ass peers into it, you can't expect an apostle to look out.

—G. C. Lichtenberg

One only reads well that which one reads with some quite personal purpose. It may be to acquire some power. It can be out of hatred for the author.

—Paul Valery

The interest of a writer and the interests of his readers are never the same and if, on occasion, they happen to coincide, this is a lucky accident.

In relation to a writer, most readers believe in the Double Standard: they may be unfaithful to him as often as they like, but he must never, never be unfaithful to them.

To read is to translate, for no two persons' experiences are the same. A bad reader is like a bad translator: he interprets literally when he ought to paraphrase and paraphrases when he ought to interpret literally. In learning to read well, scholarship, valuable as it is, is less important than instinct; some great scholars have been poor translators.

We often derive much profit from reading a book in a different way from that which its author intended but only (once childhood is over) if we know that we are doing so.

As readers, most of us, to some degree, are like those urchins who pencil mustaches on the faces of girls in advertisements.

One sign that a book has literary value is that it can be read in a number of different ways. Vice versa, the proof that pornography has no literary value is that, if one attempts to read it in any other way than as a sexual stimulus, to read it, say, as a psychological case—history of the author's sexual fantasies, one is bored to tears.

Though a work of literature can be read in a number of ways, this number is finite and can be arranged in a hierarchical order; some readings are obviously “truer”than others, some doubtful, some obviously false, and some, like reading a novel backwards, absurd. That is why, for a desert island, one would choose a good dictionary rather than the greatest literary masterpiece imaginable, for, in relation to its readers, a dictionary is absolutely passive and may legitimately be read in an infinite number of ways.

We cannot read an author for the first time in the same way that we read the latest book by an established author. In a new author, we tend to see either only his virtues or only his defects and, even if we do see both, we cannot see the relation between them. In the case of an established author, if we can still read him at all, we know that we cannot enjoy the virtues we admire in him without tolerating the defects we deplore. Moreover, our judgment of an established author is never simply an aesthetic judgment. In addition to any literary merit it may have, a new book by him has a historic interest for us as the act of a person in whom we have long been interested. He is not only a poet or a novelist; he is also a character in our biography.

A poet cannot read another poet, nor a novelist another novelist, without comparing their work to his own. His judgments as he reads are of this kind: My God! My Great-Grandfather! My Uncle! My Enemy! My Brother! My imbecile Brother!

In literature, vulgarity is preferable to nullity, just as grocer's port is preferable to distilled water.

Good taste is much more a matter of discrimination than of exclusion, and when good taste feels compelled to exclude, it is with regret, not with pleasure.

Pleasure is by no means an infallible critical guide, but it is the least fallible.

A child's reading is guided by pleasure, but his pleasure is undifferentiated; he cannot distinguish, for example, between aesthetic pleasure and the pleasures of learning or daydreaming. In adolescence we realize that there are different kinds of pleasure, some of which cannot be enjoyed simultaneously, but we need help from others in defining them. Whether it be a matter of taste in food or taste in literature, the adolescent looks for a mentor in whose authority he can believe. He eats or reads what his mentor recommends and, inevitably, there are occasions when he has to deceive himself a little; he has to pretend that he enjoys olives or War and Peace
 a little more than he actually does. Between the ages of twenty and forty we are engaged in the process of discovering who we are, which involves learning the difference between accidental limitation which it is our duty to outgrow and the necessary limitations of our nature beyond which we cannot trespass with impunity. Few of us can learn this without making mistakes, without trying to become a little more of a universal man than we are permitted to be.

It is during this period that a writer can most easily be led astray by another writer or by some ideology. When someone between twenty and forty says, apropos of a work of art, “I know what I like,”he is really saying “I have no taste of my own but accept the taste of my cultural milieu,”because, between twenty and forty, the surest sign that a man has a genuine taste of his own is that he is uncertain of it. After forty, if we have not lost our authentic selves altogether, pleasure can again become what it was when we were children, the proper guide to what we should read.

Though the pleasure which works of art give us must not be confused with other pleasures that we enjoy, it is related to all of them simply by being our pleasure and not someone else's.





一本书就是一面镜子：如果一头毛驴朝镜里看，你就别指望能照出个圣徒。

——G. C. 利希滕贝格
1



只有带着点私人目的去读书，才可能读得好。或许是想汲取力量，或许是出于对作者的憎恨。

——保尔·瓦雷里
2



作家和读者的兴趣永远不一样。如果两者偶尔一致，那是幸运的巧合。

对于读者与作家的关系，大多数读者持双重标准：读者可以随心所欲地对作者不忠，作者却万万不能对读者不忠。

阅读就是翻译，因为没有两个人的阅读体验是相同的。拙劣的读者就像蹩脚的译者——该意译时直译，该直译时意译。学习如何阅读时，学问固然有价值，却不如直觉重要；有些伟大的学者就是糟糕的译者。

摈弃作者有意安排的途径，另辟蹊径地读一本书，往往能获益匪浅。不过只有当（已不再是孩子的）我们知道自己在做什么时，这种情况才成立。

在某种程度上，大多数读者就像往广告女郎脸上画胡子的顽童。

一本书具有文学价值的标志之一，是它能以多种方式阅读。反之亦然，色情作品没有文学价值的证据是，如果你读它不是为了寻找性刺激，而是为了——打个比方——研究作者性幻想史的心理案例，那你一定觉得无聊透顶。

尽管文学作品能以多种方式阅读，但方式十分有限，而且可以按等级次序排列。有些方式明显比其他“更真实”，有些比较可疑，有些明显是错的，有些——比如倒着读小说——则是荒谬的。这就是为什么被困荒岛时，人们会选择带一部好词典，而非他能想到的最伟大的文学名著。因为对读者来说，词典是绝对被动的，能以无限种方式阅读。

我们第一次阅读某位作家的作品时，不可能采取阅读成名作家新作的方式。对于一位新作家，我们倾向于只看优点或缺点；即使既看见优点也看见缺点，我们也弄不清两者的关系。对于成名作家——如果我们还读他的作品的话——我们就会知道，不容忍令人叹息的缺点，就无法欣赏令人钦佩的优点。再者，我们对成名作家的评价，不仅仅是审美的评价。他的新书除了文学作品本身的优点，还包含着我们长久以来对他的喜爱。他不只是诗人或小说家，还是我们自传中的一个角色。

诗人读其他诗人的诗歌，或小说家读其他小说家的小说时，一定会把别人和自己的作品作个比较。他对所读作品的评价总是这类：我的上帝啊！我的祖爷爷啊！我的舅舅啊！我的敌人啊！我的兄弟啊！我的蠢兄弟啊！

在文学作品中，粗俗无聊胜过空洞无物，就像杂牌葡萄酒胜过蒸馏水。

好的品味不是指排斥劣作，而是指识别优劣。如果某人品味极好而不得不排斥某书，那他也是心怀遗憾，而非心情愉悦。

让人心情愉悦绝非万无一失的指南，但至少犯错最少。

孩子阅读为求一乐，但乐趣对他来说没有差别。比如，他无法区别审美的乐趣、学习的乐趣和做白日梦的乐趣。进入青春期后，我们意识到有许多不同的乐趣，也知道其中有些无法同时感受，但我们需要别人帮忙界定这些乐趣。无论是品尝美食还是鉴赏文学作品，年轻人都会寻找一位值得信赖的权威导师。他按照导师的推荐去吃东西和阅读，当然也难免会偶尔欺骗一下自己；他不得不装作喜欢吃橄榄，或是喜欢读《战争与和平》，但实际上没那么喜欢。20岁到40岁是我们弄清“自己是谁”的时期，包括弄懂“偶然的限制”（我们有责任在成长中突破这种限制）与“天性必须的限制”（逾越这种限制必受惩罚）之间的区别。在这个学习过程中，很少有人能不犯错，很少有人不想超越自我的局限，成为一个不平凡的人。

在这个时期，一位作家最容易被另一位作家或某些空论引入歧途。当一个20岁到40岁之间的人提到一件艺术品时说，“我知道自己喜欢什么”，他实际上说的是“我没有自己的品位，只是接受了我文化背景的品位”。因为在20岁到40岁之间，一个人拥有真正独立品位的最确定的标志，就是他对此不敢确定。40岁之后，如果我们还没丧失真正的自我，乐趣就会再次像在我们儿时一样，指引我们应该读些什么。

艺术品带给我们的乐趣，不能和我们享受的其他乐趣混为一谈。但是两者之间存在联系——这是属于我们的乐趣，而不属于其他人。

 

————————————————————


1
 ．格奥尔格·克里斯托夫·利希滕贝格（Georg Christoph Lichtenberg，1742—1799），德国物理学家、讽刺作家。


2
 ．保尔·瓦雷里（Paul Valery，1871—1945），旧译梵乐希，法国象征派大师、法兰西学院院士，被誉为“20世纪法国最伟大的诗人”。



How to Enjoy the Classics


如何欣赏经典

Steve Allen

史蒂夫·艾伦
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作者简介


 

史蒂夫·艾伦（Steve Allen，1921—2000），多才多艺的美国艺人，不仅在电视节目和电影中演出、主持喜剧节目，还拥有作家、钢琴家、作曲家等多重身份。他先是作为客串主持人在一些娱乐节目中登场，后来开设了自己的脱口秀栏目。他热爱书籍和音乐，录制过多张爵士乐专辑，并获得了1963年格莱美“最佳爵士原创歌曲”奖。他一生出版过50多本书，可谓著作等身。

本文是作者1980年发表在《新闻周刊》（Newsweek
 ）上的一篇文章。作者以清晰明澈的语言，针对“为何要阅读经典，如何享受阅读经典之乐”给出了自己的答案。如果你曾因种种原因与经典“绝缘”，本文或许能唤起你些许的旧时记忆。







In school we learn one of the most amazing and difficult feats man has ever accomplished—how to read
 —and at the same time we learn to hate to read the things worth reading most!

It's happened to us all—with assignment reading! It happened to me. The teacher assigned Moby Dick
 . I didn't want to read it. So I fought it. I disliked it. I thought I won.

But I lost. My struggle to keep at arm's length from Moby Dick
 cost me all the good things that can come from learning to come to terms with those special few books we call the “classics.”

I've come back to Moby Dick
 on my own since. I like
 it. And I've discovered a new level of pleasure from it with each reading.


What is a classic?


A classic is a book that gives you that exhilarating feeling, if only for a moment, that you've finally uncovered part of the meaning of life.

A classic is a book that's stood the test of time, a book that men and women all over the world keep reaching for throughout the ages for its special enlightenment.

Not many books can survive such a test. Considering all the volumes that have been produced since man first put chisel to stone, classics account for an infinitesimal share of the total—less than 0.001 percent. That's just a few thousand books. Of those, under 100 make up the solid core.

Why should you tackle the classics? Why try to enjoy them? I suggest three good reasons:

1．Classics open up your mind.

2．Classics help you grow.

3．Classics help you understand your life, your world, yourself.

That last one is the big one. A classic can give you insights into yourself that you will get nowhere else. Sure, you can get pleasure out of almost any book. But a classic, once you penetrate it, lifts you up high! Aeschylus's Oresteia
 was written nearly 2,500 years ago—and it still knocks me out! But I can hear you saying, “I've tried
 reading classics. They are hard to understand. I can't get into them.”

Let me offer some suggestions that will help you open up this wondrous world. Pick up a classic you've always promised to try. Then take Dr. Allen's advice.


Know what you're reading


Is it a novel, drama, biography, history? To find out, check the table of contents, read the book cover, the preface, or look up the title or author in The Reader's Encyclopedia
 .


Don't read in bed


Classics can be tough going; I'll admit it. You need to be alert, with your senses sharp. When you read in bed you're courting sleep—and you'll blame it on the book when you start nodding off.


Don't let a lot of characters throw you


Dostoevsky tosses fifty major characters at you in The Brothers Karamazov
 . In the very first chapter of War and Peace
 , Tolstoy bombards you with twenty-two names—long, complicated ones like Anna Pavlovna Scherer, Anatole and Prince Bolkonski. Don't scurry for cover. Stick with it. The characters will gradually sort themselves out and you'll feel as comfortable with them as you do with your own dear friends who were strangers, too, when you met them.


Give the author a chance


Don't say “I don't get it!”too soon. Keep reading right to the end. Sometimes, though, you may not be ready for the book you're trying to get into. I tackled Plato's Republic
 three times before it finally opened up to me. And man, was it worth it! So if you really can't make a go of the book in your lap, put it aside for another day, or year, and take on another one.


Read in big bites


Don't read in short nibbles. How can you expect to get your head into anything that way? The longer you stay with it, the more you get into the rhythm and mood—and the more pleasure you get from it.


Read what the author read


To better understand where the author is coming from, as we say, read the books he once read and that impressed him. Shakespeare, for example, dipped into North's translation of Plutarch's Lives
 for the plots of Julius Caesar, Antony and Cleopatra and A Midsummer Night's Dream
 . It's fun to know you're reading what he
 read.


Read about the author's time


You are the product of your time. Any author is the product of his time. Knowing the history of that time, the problems that he and others faced, their attitudes—will help you understand the author's point of view. Important point: You may not agree with the author. No problem. At least he's made you think!


Read about the author's life


The more you know about an author's own experiences, the more you'll understand why he wrote what he wrote. You'll begin to see the autobiographical odds and ends that are hidden in his work. A writer can't help but reveal himself. Most of our surmises about Shakespeare's life come from clues found in his plays.


Read the book again


All classics bear rereading. If after you finish the book you're intrigued but still confused, reread it then and there. It'll open up some more to you.

If you did read a classic a few years back and loved it, read it again. The book will have so many new things to say to you, you'll hardly believe it's the same one.


A few classics to enjoy


You can find excellent lists of the basic classics compiled by helpful experts, like Clifton Fadiman's Lifetime Reading Plan
 , the Harvard Classics
 and Mortimer J. Adler's Great Books. Look into them.

But before you do, I'd like to suggest a few classics that can light up your life. Even though some might have been spoiled for you by the required reading stigma, try them. Try them. And try them.

1．Homer: Iliad
 and Odyssey
 . The Adam and Eve of Western literature. Read a good recent translation. My favorite is by Robert Fitzgerald.

2．Rabelais: Gargantua and Pantagruel
 . A Gargantuan romp. I recommend the Samuel Putnam translation.

3．Geoffrey Chaucer: Canterbury Tales
 . Thirty folks on a four-day pilgrimage swapping whoppers. Don't be surprised if the people you meet here are like people you know in your
 life.

4．Cervantes: Don Quixote
 . The first modern novel, about the lovable old Don with his “impossible dream.”How could you go through life without reading it once
 ?

5．Shakespeare: Plays. Shakespeare turned out 37 plays. Some are flops, some make him the greatest writer ever. All offer gold. His best: Hamlet, Macbeth
 and Romeo and Juliet
 . (See them on the stage, too.)

6．Charles Dickens: Pickwick Papers
 . No one can breathe life into characters the way Dickens can. Especially the inimitable Samuel Pickwick, Esq.

7．Mark Twain: Huckleberry Finn
 . Maybe you had to read this in school. Well, climb back on that raft with Huck and Jim. You'll find new meaning this time.

Of course, these few suggestions hardly scratch the surface.

Don't just dip your toe into the deep waters of the classics. Plunge in! Like generations of bright human beings before you, you'll find yourself invigorated to the marrow by thoughts and observations of the most gifted writers in history. You still enjoy looking at classic paintings. You enjoy hearing musical classics. Good books will hold you, too.

Someone has said the classics are the diary of man. Open up the diary. Read about yourself —and understand
 yourself.





在学校里，我们学会了一项人类完成的最惊人也最困难的壮举——阅读
 。与此同时，我们也学会了讨厌那些最值得一读的东西！

这件事每个人都经历过——老师布置的阅读作业！我经历过。老师让我们读《白鲸记》
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 ，我不想读，所以对着干，我不喜欢这本书。我以为自己赢了。

但是我输了。努力和《白鲸记》保持距离，使我没能从少数被称为“经典”的特殊书籍里学到有益的东西。

后来，我自愿重读了《白鲸记》。我喜欢
 上了它。每次阅读，我都能从中发现新的乐趣。

何为经典？

经典是给你愉悦之感的书，哪怕只有一瞬间也好，你终于从中揭示了生活的部分意义。

经典是经受住了时间考验的书，许多个世纪以来，全世界人不断拿来阅读，只为寻找特殊的启迪。

能通过这种考验的书不多。想一想从人类第一次在石上刻字起出版的所有书，经典只占其中极小一部分——不到0.001％，也就是区区几千本。在这里面，只有不到100本是精华。

为什么你应该拿起经典？为什么要试着欣赏经典？我提出了三个好理由：

一、经典开阔你的思维。

二、经典助你成长。

三、经典帮你理解生活、世界、你自己。

最后一点尤为重要。经典能让你洞察自身，这在别处可找不到。当然，你能从几乎任何书里获得乐趣。但是说到经典，一旦你读透了它，你自己就会得到提升！埃斯库罗斯的《奥瑞斯提亚》
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 写于近2500年前——它仍能让我神魂颠倒！但我能听到你在说：“我试着
 读过经典。它们太难理解了，我看不懂。”

让我给你提供些建议，帮你开启这个奇妙的世界。拿起一本你一直答应要试着读读的经典，然后接受艾伦博士的建议吧。


知道你读的是什么


它是小说、戏剧、传记还是历史？要弄清这一点，看一下目录，读一下封面和序言，或在《读者百科全书》里查一下书名或作者。


别在床上读书


我承认，经典读起来挺难。你需要时刻警醒、感官敏锐。当你在床上读书时，你就是在向睡神示爱——当开始打瞌睡时，你会抱怨是书不好。


别被众多人物混淆视线


陀思妥耶夫斯基在《卡拉马佐夫兄弟》
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 里把50个主要人物一股脑儿扔向你。在《战争与和平》的第一章里，托尔斯泰用22个名字轰炸你。那些名字又长又复杂，比如安娜·帕夫洛夫娜·舍列尔、阿纳托利、博尔孔斯基王子。别急着合上书，坚持下去。人物性格的差别会逐渐展现。你也会觉得，和他们在一起就像和自己的老朋友相处一样自在。毕竟，在你们相遇前，老朋友也是陌生人。


给作者一个机会


别那么快就说“我弄不懂”。坚持从头读到尾。尽管有时候，你可能还没准备好读那本书。在翻开柏拉图的《理想国》之前，我曾三次试着去读这本书。这绝对值得！所以，如果你确实读不下去膝上放的那本书，那就把它搁上一天或是一年，再试着读一次。


用大块时间阅读


不要零零散散地阅读。那样读你怎么能沉浸其中？你沉浸其中的时间越长，就越能把握书里的韵律和情感——你获得的乐趣也就越多。


阅读作者读的书


为了更好地理解作者思想的来源，读一读他曾读过并受其影响的书。例如，莎士比亚设计《凯撒大帝》《安东尼与克利奥帕特拉》和《仲夏夜之梦》的情节时，细致研读过诺斯
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 翻译的普鲁塔克的《希腊罗马名人传》。知道你在读作者
 读过的书是件挺有意思的事。


阅读作者的时代背景资料


你是自己时代的产物，作者是他那个时代的产物。了解那个时代的历史、他和其他人面对的难题、他们的态度，都有助于你理解作者的观点。重要的一点是，你可能不同意作者的观点。没关系。至少他让你思考了！


阅读作者的生平资料


你对作者本人的经历了解得越多，就越能理解他为什么会写这些作品。你会在他的作品里发现隐藏的自传轶事。作者忍不住要展示自己。我们对莎士比亚生平的大部分推测都来自他在戏剧里透露的线索。


再读一遍那本书


所有经典都经得起重读。如果你读完一本感兴趣的书，但仍觉得迷惑，那就马上重读一遍。它会带给你新的惊喜。

如果你几年前读过一部经典，并且爱上了它，那就再读一遍。它将有非常多的新东西要说给你听。你会很难相信它还是原来那本。


可供欣赏的一些经典


你可以找到专家开列的精彩“经典基础阅读”书单，比如克里夫顿·费迪曼的《一生的读书计划》《哈佛经典》和莫蒂默·J. 阿德勒的《伟大著作》。浏览一下这些书吧。

但在你开始前，我想推荐一些能点亮你生命的经典。尽管其中一些你或许曾被要求去读，所以早就倒了胃口，但不妨试着读读。试着读读吧。

一、荷马的《伊利亚特》和《奥德赛》。西方文学的鼻祖。读个现代的好译本。我最喜欢的是罗伯特·菲茨杰尔德
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 的译本。

二、拉伯雷的《巨人传》。卡冈都亚式的嬉闹。我推荐萨穆埃尔·帕特南
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 的译本。

三、杰弗里·乔叟的《坎特伯雷故事集》。在4天的朝圣之旅中，30个人轮流说弥天大谎。如果你在书里读到的人很像你在现实
 生活中认识的人，也别惊讶。

四、塞万提斯的《堂吉诃德》。第一部现代小说，讲述了可爱的“老堂”和他“不可能实现的梦想”。你怎么能一辈子都不读一遍
 这本书？

五、莎士比亚的戏剧。莎士比亚完成了37部戏剧。有些失败了，有些则让他成为了有史以来最伟大的作家。每一部作品都蕴含真金。其中最优秀的是《哈姆雷特》《麦克白》和《罗密欧与朱丽叶》。（戏剧演出也值得一看。）

六、查尔斯·狄更斯的《匹克威克外传》。说到将人物刻画得栩栩如生，无人能与狄更斯抗衡，特别是独具个性的塞缪尔·匹克威克先生。

七、马克·吐温的《哈克贝里·芬历险记》。或许你上学时必须读这本书。那么，重新爬上哈克和吉姆的小木筏吧，这次你会读出新的含义。

当然，这些只是经典的冰山一角。

面对经典的深潭，别只是浸湿脚尖。一头扎进去吧！你会像之前历代的智者一样，面对历史上最具天赋的作家，被他们的思想和洞察力激励至深。你仍会喜欢欣赏经典名画，倾听经典名曲，好书一样会吸引你。

有人说，经典是人类的日记。翻开这本日记，阅读关于自己的事——理解
 你自己。

 




面对经典的深潭，别只是浸湿脚尖。一头扎进去吧！


Steve Allen 史蒂夫·艾伦



 

————————————————————


1
 ．《白鲸记》，美国作家赫尔曼·梅尔维尔的小说，描写了亚哈船长为了追逐并杀死白鲸莫比·迪克，最终与白鲸同归于尽的故事。这部小说场面宏阔博大，思想内涵复杂，哲理性很强，被誉为美国最伟大的小说之一。


2
 ．《奥瑞斯提亚》，描述了迈锡尼宫廷政变和亲仇相杀的悲惨故事。


3
 ．《卡拉马佐夫兄弟》，展示了错综复杂的社会、家庭矛盾和人性悲剧。


4
 ．托马斯·诺斯（Thomas North，1535—1604），英国翻译家，普鲁塔克作品的英语译者。


5
 ．罗伯特·菲茨杰尔德（Robert Fitzgerald，1910—1985），美国诗人、翻译家，以古希腊和拉丁文翻译著称。


6
 ．萨穆埃尔·帕特南（Samuel Putnam，1892—1950），美国翻译家，最有名的译著是《堂吉诃德》英译本。
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The two ways of reading I am advocating, the innocent way and the demystified way, go counter to one another. Each prevents the other from working—hence the aporia of reading. Combining these two modes of reading in one act of reading is difficult, perhaps impossible, since each inhibits and forbids the other. How can you give yourself wholeheartedly to a literary work, let the work do its work, and at the same time distance yourself from it, regard it with suspicion, and take it apart to see what makes it tick? How can one read allegro and at the same time lento, combining the two tempos in an impossible dance of reading that is fast and slow at once?

Why, in any case, would anyone want to deprive literature of its amazing power to open alternative worlds, innumerable virtual realities? It seems like a nasty and destructive thing to do. This chapter you are now reading, alas, is an exemplification of this destructiveness. Even in its celebration of literature's magic, it suspends that magic by bringing it into the open.

Two motives may be identified for this effort of demystification. One is the way literary study, for the most part institutionalized in schools and universities, to a lesser degree in journalism, is part of the general penchant of our culture toward getting knowledge for its own sake. Western universities are dedicated to finding out the truth about everything, as in the motto of Harvard University: “Veritas.”This includes the truth about literature. In my own case, a vocation for literary study was a displacement of a vocation for science. I shifted from physics to literature in the middle of my undergraduate study. My motive was a quasi-scientific curiosity about what seemed to me at that point (and still does) the radical strangeness of literary works, their difference from one another and from ordinary everyday uses of language. What in the world, I asked myself, could have led Tennyson, presumably a sane man, to use language in such an exceedingly peculiar way? Why did he do that? What conceivable use did such language use have when it was written, or could it have today? I wanted, and still want, to account for literature in the same way as physicists want to account for anomalous “signals”coming from around a black hole or from a quasar. I am still trying, and still puzzled.

The other motive is apotropaic. This is a noble or ignoble motive, depending on how you look at it. People have a healthy fear of the power literary works have to instill what may be dangerous or unjust assumptions about race, gender, or class. Both cultural studies and rhetorical reading, the latter especially in its “deconstructive”mode, have this hygienic or defensive purpose. By the time a rhetorical reading, or a “slow reading,”has shown the mechanism by which literary magic works, that magic no longer works. It is seen as a kind of hocus-pocus. By the time a feminist reading of Paradise Lost
 has been performed, Milton's sexist assumptions (“Hee for God only, shee for God in him”) have been shown for what they are. The poem, however, has also lost its marvelous ability to present to the reader an imaginary Eden inhabited by two beautiful and eroticized people: “So hand in hand they passed, the loveliest pair / That ever since in loves embraces met.”The demystified reader may also have been reminded by the implacable critic that this Edenic vision is presented through the eyes of a resentful and envious witness, Satan. “O Hell!”says Satan, “what do mine eyes with grief behold!”

Milton's Satan might be called the prototypical demystifier, or suspicious reader, the critic as sceptic or disbeliever. Or the prototype of the modern critical reader might be Friedrich Nietzsche. Nietzsche was trained as a professor of ancient rhetoric. His The Genealogy of Morals
 , along with much other writing by him, is a work of cultural criticism before the fact. In a famous statement in On Truth and Lie in an Extra-Moral Sense
 , Nietzsche defines truth, “veritas,”not as a statement or representation of things as they are, but as a tropological fabrication, in short, as literature. “Truth,”says Nietzsche, “is a mobile army of metaphors, metonymies, and anthropomorphisms.”

…

No doubt about it, these two forms of critical reading, rhetorical reading and cultural studies, have contributed to the death of literature.





我提倡两种阅读方式，一种是天真无邪的阅读，一种是去神秘化的阅读。两者相互矛盾，一种方式阻止另一种方式发挥作用，阅读的困境由此产生。要在一次阅读中融合上述两种阅读方式，这很难做到，或许根本不可能做到，因为两者相互限制、相互妨碍。你怎么可能既全身心投入一部文学作品，让它发挥自己的作用，又和它保持距离，带着怀疑的态度审视它，拆卸开来看它如何发挥作用？你怎么可能在阅读中同时依照快慢两种节奏，在阅读之舞中同时踩着快慢两种节拍？

文学能为我们打开异界之门，展现无数幻象。为什么会有人想剥夺这种神奇的力量？这看上去就是卑鄙的毁灭之举。很遗憾，你现在所读的这个章节，正是这种毁灭之举的例证。本章既颂扬了文学的魔力，又通过公之于众使其魔力尽失。

这种去神秘化的努力有两个动机。第一个动机是文学研究。文学研究大部分在院校内被体制化，少数在新闻报纸中被体制化。它是我们文化中的普遍信条，即为求知而求知。如哈佛大学的校训“察验真理”所言，西方大学致力于寻找一切事物的真理。这包含关于文学的真理。对我来说，对文学的研究取代了我对科学的探索。我本科读到一半时将研究方向从物理转向文学。我的动机是一种类似科学研究的好奇。我当时对文学作品本身、每部作品之间的区别、书面语和日常用语的区别怀着强烈的好奇，现在依然如此。我问自己，究竟是什么使得丁尼生，这样一个看似理智的人，以如此奇特的方式运用语言？他为何那么做？那种语言在当时有什么可以料想的用途？现在又如何？我曾经想，现在也想，像物理学家解释黑洞或类星体发出的不规则“信号”
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 那样解释文学作品。我现在仍在努力，仍在困惑。

另一个动机是驱邪。这种动机是高尚还是卑劣，要看你如何判断。人们对文学的力量有一种有益的恐惧，害怕文学会向我们灌输关于种族、性别或阶级的危险假设或偏颇观念。文化研究和修辞阅读，特别是后者的“解构”模式，就拥有这种保健或防卫的目的。当修辞性的阅读或曰“慢读”揭示了文学发挥魔力的机制之后，这种魔力就消失无踪了。它看上去就像是一种戏法。当对《失乐园》进行女性主义解读之后，弥尔顿性别歧视的假设就显露无遗，比如“他只为上帝，她则为他心中的上帝”这句。然而，这首诗也失去了魔力，无从展现那对美妙伉俪栖息的虚构的伊甸园。“他们手牵手
2

 走过，那对爱侣/自从相遇拥抱之后。”不依不饶的批评家会提醒“去神秘化”的读者，这幅景象是撒旦——那个又妒又恨的目击者——眼中的伊甸园。撒旦说：“见鬼！我悲怆的眼中看到了什么！”

弥尔顿笔下的撒旦，可以称为去神秘化的原型。心存怀疑的读者和评论家都属于这一类。或者说，弗里德里希·尼采也许是现代批判型读者的原型。尼采接受过古典修辞学的专业训练。他的《论道德的谱系》和其他一些著作，都是“文化批评”一词出现前的文化批评。《超道德意义上的真理和谎言》记载了尼采对“真理”界定的著名论点——不是对事物原本形态的陈述或展现，而是比喻的造物，简而言之即文学。尼采说：“真理是一支由隐喻、转喻、拟人组成的移动军队。”

……

上述两种批判性阅读方式——修辞阅读与文化研究，无疑对文学的灭亡起到了推波助澜的作用。

 

————————————————————


1
 ．黑洞是一种引力极强的天体，连光也不能逃脱它的引力。类星体是一种光谱像行星状星云但又不是星云的天体，它们会向宇宙发出脉冲信号，这种信号被科学家称为“来自外星的信号”。


2
 ．“亚当与夏娃手牵手”是《失乐园》一再出现的主题，牵手代表两人成为一体。
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Literary Gluttony


—How to Consume More Books This Year


文学饕餮——今年如何多消化些书

Scott H. Young

斯科特·H. 扬



作者简介


 

斯科特·H. 扬（Scott H. Young），美国著名大学生博主、网络撰稿人，文章主题多与工作效率、生活习惯、自我提升有关。他曾登上“该死的，要快乐！”（Be Happy Dammit
 !）脱口秀节目，写过《七大诀窍让你拥有无咖啡因的清醒早晨》（7 Tips for Morning Alertness Without the Caffein
 ）等轻松的文章，并著有《苦读少，学得多》（Learn More, Study Less
 ）一书。

本文于2008年1月8日刊发于lifehack.org网站。文中，作者提出了两个看似简单却不好回答的问题——“为什么要不嫌麻烦地多读书？”“今年如何多读些书？”文章语言平实，却道出了不少实用的读书小窍门，但愿能帮你轻松提升阅读量。







Over 40％ of Americans claim not to have read any books in the previous year. The survey was last conducted in 2002, and noted falling reading rates from previous years. I'm sure if you're reading through lifehack.org that you probably don't expect reading to stop after you graduate. Yet, with such dismal statistics, how can you beat the odds and read more books this year?


Why Bother Reading More?


I'm sure you've seen the advertisements where famous celebrities sit next to a stack of books they haven't read and tell you to read more. While I agree with the message, the posters take for granted that ordering you to read more is enough to convince you that you should bother.

I usually read 50-70 books each year and I believe it is one of the best investments of time and money I can make. But I wasn't really sold on the process of reading in my spare time until a few years ago. I might only have read four of five books outside of class in 2002. My decision to build the habit of reading more books came from being sold on the benefits of reading more. Here are some of the reasons to start:

Knowledge.

It only takes reading 10-20 books on a subject until you know more on that topic than most of the population. Read 200-300 books on a subject and you're an expert.

Flow.

Unlike the passive activity of television, reading takes mental effort. This mental effort results in keeping your mind sharp and engaged.

Self-improvement.

A book doesn't have to be in the self-help aisle in order to give you ideas for improvement. Great works of fiction, books on science, culture and philosophy are full of ideas that you can't get just from skimming an online article.

Awareness.

What's happening in the world? What trends are continuing into the future? Where is the world headed? Unfortunately just flicking through the 24-hour news programs on television are more likely to give you advice on the latest antics of Britney Spears than a broad perspective on the world.

Power.

Ignorance is not bliss. You can't change something you don't know about. Learning about yourself, science, culture and the world as a whole gives you a power most people lack—awareness.

Pride.

Not the most noble of benefits, but it still is a plus. Reading classic works of literature gives you the ability to know what people are referring to when they reference ideas like “doublethink”or quote Shakespeare.

Changed outlook.

This one is harder to realize until after you've read a few dozen books, but reading great books can completely change your outlook on life. Books force you to think, and while you may feel you're doing a good job of that already, they can make you think in ways you hadn't even considered.

There are many other reasons for reading and I suggest you come up with your own. But wanting to read more (like wanting to exercise, drink less or get promoted) doesn't make it so. Reading more books requires forming the right habits so that reading becomes an automatic activity, rather than a chore.


How to Read More Books This Year?


Here are a few tips for boosting the amount of books you can read:

Speed-reading.

Speed-reading has been attacked by all sorts of people for being fake, compromising understanding or based on junk-science. I think this is based on the misconception that speed-reading is all about a magical technique that allows you to blur through pages, rather than plain, common-sense habits to make reading faster. There are entire books on speed reading, but here are a few tips that have stuck with me since I first learned to speed read a few years ago:

Use a pointer.

Run your index finger beneath the text on the page. This keeps your eyes focused on a specific point on the page. After a week or two of adapting to using your finger, this can boost your reading rate considerably.

Practice read.

Practice reading means “reading”slightly faster than you can actually comprehend. While you won't get any new information from practice reading, this trains you to read without needing to sub vocalize (repeat the words in your head).

Start a morning ritual.

Recently I decided to set aside time for reading each morning. Following when I wake up at 5:30, I read for an hour and a half. This lets me squeeze in reading time on a schedule that would otherwise be too busy during the day. Even if you can only devote 15-30 minutes of reading each morning you can read 20-30 books each year.

One book at a time.

Trying to multi-task between books is wasting your time. My rule is that I should continue reading one book until I finish it, or decide to quit it entirely. Putting one book on hold to start another just crowds your to-do list.

Carry a book with you.

If you plan on going anywhere, keep a book with you and you can read if you are forced to wait. Throughout your day there are probably many moments where you have to wait for a few minutes in lines, during breaks or when traveling. Having a book with you means those moments aren't wasted.

Audio books.

Most popular books have audio versions. While the audio versions are more expensive (use the library), you can have something to play in your car when you are driving or in your iPod when walking around.
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超过40％的美国人称自己在过去一年里没读过书。上次开展这个调查是在2002年，那时的阅读率与前些年相比已有明显下降。我确信，如果你读lifehack.org上的文章，你毕业后很可能不会停止阅读。然而，面对如此凄惨的统计数据，你怎么才能战胜不利条件，并在这一年里多读些书呢？


为何要不嫌麻烦地多读书？


相信你看过这样的广告：名人们坐在自己没读过的一堆书旁，告诉你要多读些书。我赞成他们传递的信息，但这类广告想当然地认为，命令你多读些书就足以说服你——你应该不嫌麻烦地去读书。

我通常每年读50～70本书，并相信这是时间和金钱的最佳投资方式之一。但实际上，直到几年前，我才接受用空闲时间读书这个观念。我2002年在课外读的书只有四五本。我决定培养多读书的习惯，是因为我接受了“多读有益”的想法。开始多读书的原因如下：

获取知识

你只要读10～20本关于某个主题的书，就会比大部分人都知道得多。读200～300本关于某个主题的书，你就成了这行的专家。

活跃思维

和看电视这种被动活动不同，阅读需要耗费脑力。这种脑力活动能让你保持思维敏锐、思想集中。

自我提升

不一定得是放在“自助类”架上的书才能让你获得自我提升的理念。伟大的小说和科学、文化、哲学类书籍都充满了你仅凭浏览网络文章无法获得的理念。

洞察世事

世界上正在发生什么事？未来事态将如何发展？整个世界将走向何方？不幸的是，每天24小时的电视新闻向你提供的很可能不是广阔的全球视野，而是布兰妮·斯皮尔斯
1

 的最新八卦。

获得能力

无知并非福祉。你无法改变你不了解的事物。学着了解你自己、科学、文化和整个世界，它将赐予你一种大多数人都缺乏的能力——洞察力。

骄傲自豪

这不是最高尚的好处，但不失为加分的亮点。如果你读过经典文学作品，起码别人提及“双重思想”
2

 或引用莎士比亚的名句时，你能知道他们在说什么。

改变看法

这一点比较难理解，除非你读过许多书。然而，阅读杰作可以彻底改变你对生活的看法。书籍迫使你去思考。你或许觉得自己现在很有想法，但它会让你用前所未有的方式进行思考。

此外还有很多阅读的理由，我建议你找到自己的理由。但只是“想要”多读些书（就像“想要”锻炼、“想要”少喝酒、“想要”升职一样）不会让愿望成真。要读更多的书，就要养成正确的习惯——让阅读成为自觉的行为，而非讨厌的事情。


今年如何多读些书？


以下是一些帮你提升阅读量的诀窍：

快速阅读

很多人抨击快速阅读，说它很虚伪、影响理解、以垃圾科学为基础。我想这是因为人们心存误解，认为快速阅读是能让人一目十行的神奇技巧，而不是提升读书速度的普通阅读习惯。谈快速阅读的书很多，下面则是我自己使用多年的一些诀窍：

用手指示

用食指点着书页上的文字。这能让你的目光集中在书页上的某一点。试着用手指这么边点边读，一两周后，你的阅读效率会有显著提升。

练习阅读

这意味着“阅读”的速度比你能理解的速度稍快一些。或许你从中得不到什么新知识，却可以改掉“默读”的习惯，不用再在头脑中重复每个单词。

开始晨读

最近，我决定每天早上挤出一点时间阅读。我每天5:30起床后，读一个半小时的书。这让我从忙碌的日程里挤出了阅读的时间，否则我白天太忙会没时间读书。即使你每天早上只能挤出15～30分钟的时间阅读，每年也能读上20～30本书。

每次一本

同时读几本书只会浪费时间。我的原则是坚持读一本书，一直读到最后一页或是我决定放弃时为止。一本书还没读完就开始读另一本，这样只会打乱你的读书计划。

随身带书

如果你准备去某处，随身带本书吧，将等待时刻变成阅读时光。一整天里，当排队等候、工间休息或在路上时，你很可能需要等待几分钟。随身带书意味着不会浪费那些时间。

有声读物

大多数畅销书都有“有声版”。虽说有声版比较昂贵（你可以从图书馆借阅），但你开车时可以在车上“听书”，散步时也可以用iPod“听书”。
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————————————————————


1
 ．布兰妮·斯皮尔斯，昵称“小甜甜布兰妮”，美国流行歌手，以个性十足的青春气息和动感强劲的舞姿著称。


2
 ．“双重思想”是乔治·奥威尔在政治讽喻名作《1984》中自造的新词，指一个人能同时接受两套相互矛盾的理论。


 

 

 

 

第三章　读之艺术
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Detached Thoughts on Books and Reading


读书漫谈

Charles Lamb

查尔斯·兰姆



作者简介


 

查尔斯·兰姆（Charles Lamb，1775—1834），英国著名散文家和评论家。兰姆43岁时，《伦敦杂志》（London Magazine
 ）主编向其约稿，内容形式不限，每月刊出一篇。为了不受拘束地写自己最熟悉、最愿意写的东西，兰姆借用老同事的名字“伊利亚”作为笔名，陆续发表了60多篇随笔散文。这些随笔散文后来结集出版，名为《伊利亚随笔》（The Essays of Elia
 ）和《伊利亚续笔》（The Last Essays of Elia
 ）。

本文节选自1833年出版的《伊利亚续笔》。文中，兰姆对自己读过的诗书戏剧娓娓道来，笔法夹叙夹议，格调亦庄亦谐。文中对“非书之书”（biblia a-biblia
 ）的论述常被后人引用。
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To mind the inside of a book is to entertain one's self with the forced product of another man's brain. Now I think a man of quality and breeding may be much amused with the natural sprouts of his own.

—Lord Foppington in the Relapse


An ingenious acquaintance of my own was so much struck with this bright sally of his lordship, that he has left off reading altogether, to the great improvement of his originality. At the hazard of losing some credit on this head, I must confess that I dedicate no inconsiderable portion of my time to other people's thoughts. I dream away my life in others' speculations. I love to lose myself in other men's minds. When I am not walking, I am reading; I cannot sit and think. Books think for me.

I have no repugnance. Shaftesbury is not too genteel for me, nor Jonathan Wild
 too low. I can read anything which I call a book. There are things in that shape which I cannot allow for such.

In this catalogue of books which are no books—biblia a-biblia—
 I reckon Court Calendars, Directories, Pocket Books, Draught Boards, bound and lettered on the back, Scientific Treatises, Almanacks, Statutes at Large; the works of Hume, Gibbon, Robertson, Beattie, Soame Jenyns, and, generally, all those volumes which “no gentleman's library should be without”; the histories of Flavius Josephus (that learned Jew), and Paley's Moral Philosophy
 . With these exceptions, I can read almost anything. I bless my stars for a taste so catholic, so unexcluding.

I confess that it moves my spleen to see these things in books' clothing perched upon shelves, like false saints, usurpers of true shrines, intruders into the sanctuary, thrusting out the legitimate occupants. To reach down a well-bound semblance of a volume, and hope it is some kind-hearted playbook, then, opening what “seem its leaves”, to come bolt upon a withering Population Essay
 . To expect a Steele, or a Farquhar, and find—Adam Smith. To view a well-arranged assortment of blockheaded Encyclopaedias (Anglicanas
 or Metropolitanas
 ) set out in an array of Russia, or Morocco, when a tithe of that good leather would comfortably re-clothe my shivering folios; would renovate Paracelsus himself, and enable old Raymund Lully to look like himself again in the world. I never see these impostors, but I long to strip them, to warm my ragged veterans in their spoils.

To be strong-backed and neat-bound is the desideratum of a volume. Magnificence comes after. This, when it can be afforded, is not to be lavished upon all kinds of books indiscriminately. I would not dress a set of Magazines, for instance, in full suit. The dishabille, or half-binding (with Russia backs ever) is our costume. A Shakespeare, or a Milton (unless the first editions), it were mere foppery to trick out in gay apparel. The possession of them confers no distinction.

The exterior of them (the things themselves being so common), strange to say, raises no sweet emotions, no tickling sense of property in the owner. Thomson's Seasons
 , again, looks best (I maintain it) a little torn, and dog's-eared. How beautiful to a genuine lover of reading are the sullied leaves, and worn out appearance, nay, the very odour (beyond Russia), if we would not forget kind feelings in fastidiousness, of an old “Circulating Library”Tom Jones
 , or Vicar of Wakefield
 ! How they speak of the thousand thumbs, that have turned over their pages with delight!—of the lone sempstress, whom they may have cheered (milliner, or harder-working mantua-maker) after her long day's needle-toil, running far into midnight, when she has snatched an hour, ill spared from sleep, to steep her cares, as in some Lethean cup, in spelling out their enchanting contents! Who would have them a whit less soiled? What better condition could we desire to see them in?
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In some respects the better a book is, the less it demands from binding. Fielding, Smollett, Sterne, and all that class of perpetually self-reproductive volumes—Great Nature's Stereotypes—we see them individually perish with less regret, because we know the copies of them to be “eterne.”But where a book is at once both good and rare—where the individual is almost the species, and when that perishes,


We know not where is that Promethean torch
 .


That can its light relumine
 —

such a book, for instance, as the Life of the Duke of Newcastle
 , by his Duchess—no casket is rich enough, no casing sufficiently durable, to honour and keep safe such a jewel.

…

Milton almost requires a solemn service of music to be played before you enter upon him. But he brings his music, to which, who listens, had need bring docile thoughts, and purged ears.

Winter evenings—the world shut out—with less of ceremony the gentle Shakespeare enters. At such a season, the Tempest
 , or his own Winter's Tale
 —

These two poets you cannot avoid reading aloud—to yourself, or (as it chances) to some single person listening. More than one—and it degenerates into an audience.

Books of quick interest, that hurry on for incidents, are for the eye to glide over only. It will not do to read them out. I could never listen to even the better kind of modern novels without extreme irksomeness.

A newspaper, read out, is intolerable. In some of the Bank offices it is the custom (to save so much individual time) for one of the clerks—who is the best scholar—to commence upon the Times
 , or the Chronicle
 , and recite its entire contents aloud pro bono publico. With every advantage of lungs and elocution, the effect is singularly vapid. In barbers' shops and public-houses a fellow will get up, and spell out a paragraph, which he communicates as some discovery. Another follows with his selection. So the entire journal transpires at length by piece-meal. Seldom-readers are slow readers, and, without this expedient no one in the company would probably ever travel through the contents of a whole paper.

Newspapers always excite curiosity. No one ever lays one down without a feeling of disappointment.

What an eternal time that gentleman in black, at Nando's, keeps the paper! I am sick of hearing the waiter bawling out incessantly, “the Chronicle
 is in hand, Sir.”

Coming in to an inn at night—having ordered your supper—what can be more delightful than to find lying in the window-seat, left there time out of mind by the carelessness of some former guest—two or three numbers of the old Town and Country Magazine
 , with its amusing tête-à-tête
 pictures—“The Royal Lover and Lady G—;”“The Melting Platonic and the Old Beau,”—and such like antiquated scandal? Would you exchange it—at that time, and in that place—for a better book?

Poor Tobin, who latterly fell blind, did not regret it so much for the weightier kinds of reading—the Paradise Lost
 , or Comus
 , he could have read to him—but he missed the pleasure of skimming over with his own eye—a magazine, or a light pamphlet.

I should not care to be caught in the serious avenues of some cathedral alone, and reading Candide
 !

I do not remember a more whimsical surprise than having been once detected—by a familiar damsel—reclined at my ease upon the grass, on Primrose Hill, reading—Pamela
 . There was nothing in the book to make a man seriously ashamed at the exposure; but as she seated herself down by me, and seemed determined to read in company, I could have wished it had been — any other book. We read on very sociably for a few pages; and, not finding the author much to her taste, she got up, and—went away. Gentle casuist, I leave it to thee to conjecture, whether the blush (for there was one between us) was the property of the nymph or the swain in this dilemma. From me you shall never get the secret.

I am not much a friend to out-of-doors reading. I cannot settle my spirits to it. I knew a Unitarian minister, who was generally to be seen upon Snow-hill (as yet Skinner's-street was not), between the hours of ten and eleven in the morning, studying a volume of Lardner. I own this to have been a strain of abstraction beyond my reach. I used to admire how he sidled along, keeping clear of secular contacts. An illiterate encounter with a porter's knot, or a bread basket, would have quickly put to flight all the theology I am master of, and have left me worse than indifferent to the five points.

There is a class of street-readers, whom I can never contemplate without affection—the poor gentry, who, not having wherewithal to buy or hire a book, filch a little learning at the open stalls—the owner, with his hard eye, casting envious looks at them all the while, and thinking when they will have done. Venturing tenderly, page after page, expecting every moment when he shall interpose his interdict, and yet unable to deny themselves the gratification, they “snatch a fearful joy.”Martin B.—, in this way, by daily fragments, got through two volumes of Clarissa
 , when the stall-keeper damped his laudable ambition, by asking him (it was in his younger days) whether he meant to purchase the work. M. declares, that under no circumstances of his life did he ever peruse a book with half the satisfaction which he took in those uneasy snatches. A quaint poetess of our day has moralised upon this subject in two very touching but homely stanzas.

I saw a boy with eager eye

Open a book upon a stall,

And read, as he'd devour it all;

Which when the stall-man did espy,

Soon to the boy I heard him call,

“You, Sir, you never buy a book,

Therefore in one you shall not look.”

The boy pass'd slowly on, and with a sigh

He wish'd he never had been taught to read,

Then of the old churl's books he should have had no need.

Of sufferings the poor have many,

Which never can the rich annoy:

I soon perceiv'd another boy,

Who look'd as if he had not any

Food, for that day at least—enjoy

The sight of cold meat in a tavern larder.

This boy's case, then thought I, is surely harder,

Thus hungry, longing, thus without a penny,

Beholding choice of dainty-dressed meat:

No wonder if he wish he ne'er had learn'd to eat.





把心思放在一本书的内容上，就是用别人苦思冥想的结果为自己取乐。如今我认为，有本领、有教养之人或许能从自己头脑的产物中获得极大的乐趣。

——《旧病复发》中的福平顿爵士
1



爵士的这番妙语深深打动了我的一位绝顶聪明的友人，于是他为了提高自己的独创能力而彻底终止了阅读。我则冒着在这方面丢脸的危险承认，我花了大量时间关注别人的思想。我在别人的思索中虚度光阴，我爱在别人的思想中迷失自我。我不是在走路，便是在读书；我不能坐下来思考——书本替我思考。

我不反感任何书。我不会觉得沙夫茨伯里太高雅，或是觉得《魏尔德传》太低俗。我可以读一切我称为“书”的东西。有些东西徒具书的外表，我不把它们称为书。

在这个“非书之书”的目录里，我列入了法庭日程表、礼拜规则大全、袖珍书、前面有封面、背面有字的跳棋棋盘、科学论文、年鉴、法案汇编；休谟、吉本、罗伯逊、贝蒂、索姆·杰宁斯的作品，以及所有的“绅士必备藏书”；还有犹太学者弗拉维奥·约瑟夫斯所著的史书，以及佩利的《道德哲学》。除了这些例外，我几乎什么都读。我能有如此毫不挑剔、兼收并蓄的品位，真要感谢命运的庇佑。

我得承认，每当看见那些披着书籍外衣的东西高踞书架之上，像假圣人一样篡夺神殿、侵占圣堂、驱逐合法的主人时，我就会怒火中烧。取下一册装订考究的“假书”，满心希望它是本令人愉悦的好书，然后翻开那“看似书页的东西”一瞧，却发现是本乏味的《人口论》。期待的是斯蒂尔或法夸尔，找到的却是亚当·斯密。我看见一系列摆放整齐、呆头呆脑的百科全书（《圣公会百科》或《大都会百科》），全用俄罗斯软革或摩洛哥山羊皮装帧一新，而只需拿出这些优质皮革十分之一，就足以给我那些旧书换上新装。我想让帕拉塞尔斯的书焕然一新，让雷蒙德·吕里的书在世人面前恢复本来的面貌。我从没亲眼见过那些冒牌货，但我早就想扒下它们的外套，拿给我衣衫褴褛的老兵们取暖。

一本书首先得有结实的书脊和整齐的装订。富丽堂皇的装帧倒在其次。即使你负担得起，也不需要把各类书不加区分地统统精装。例如，我不会把一套杂志做成全精装，平装或是俄罗斯软革做书脊的半皮面装订
2

 足矣。将莎士比亚或弥尔顿的作品（除非是初版）打扮得艳丽夺目，则完全是纨绔子弟的习气。收藏这样的书完全不是什么荣耀的事。

说来也怪，如果书的内容非常一般，其外表也不能令书的主人感到高兴和满意。再次以汤姆逊的《四季》为例——我要坚持说，这本书的样子以稍有磨损、略带卷边为佳。如果我们还没有因吹毛求疵而忘记流动图书馆
3

 的旧书《汤姆·琼斯》或《威克菲尔德牧师传》带来的亲切感觉，那么你就会知道，对于真正热爱阅读的人来说，那污损的书页、那残破的封皮，还有那俄罗斯软革之外的书香，是多么美妙！它们向人们诉说，有成千上万个拇指曾带着喜悦翻过自己的书页！它们向人们诉说，自己曾给某位孤独的缝衣女工、制帽女工或是努力工作的女装裁缝送去过欢乐！她做了漫长一天的针线活后，挤出了一小时的睡眠时间，一直读书读到半夜，在细读动人故事的过程中忘却了烦恼。谁还会挑剔它们沾满污渍？我们怎能要求它们保持好的品相？

从某些方面来说，越是好书，对装帧的要求越低。对于菲尔丁、斯摩莱特、斯特恩等人的著作，以及所有会“繁衍生息”的书籍——繁衍生息是大自然的规律——我们看见某一本书消逝并不会觉得太惋惜，因为我们知道它们会不断重印、“永远存在”。但当一本书既是善本又是珍本，甚至可能是硕果仅存的孤本，一旦它消逝——

天上火种何处寻，

再使人间见光明？
4



比如，纽卡斯尔公爵夫人所写的《纽卡斯尔公爵传》就是这样一本书。为了妥善保存这件珍宝，并表达对它的尊崇，用再贵重的宝盒、再结实的封套都不为过。

……

在读弥尔顿的作品之前，需要先听一首庄严肃穆的乐曲。然而，弥尔顿会把自己作品中的音乐带给那些摒除杂念、侧耳倾听的读者。

严冬之夜，与世隔绝，与不拘虚礼、温文尔雅的莎士比亚做伴。在这个季节，适合读他的《暴风雨》或《冬天的故事》。

这两位诗人的作品，让你不禁高声朗读——或读给自己，或（如果凑巧的话）可与几人分享。听众超过一人，这便成了朗诵会。

针对偶发事件的应时之作，浏览即可，不宜朗读。即便是优秀现代小说，每当听人朗读，我仍深感厌恶。

大声读报让人无法容忍。在某些银行的办公室里，有这么一个习惯：为了节约每个人的时间，会由一位最有学问的职员先读《泰晤士报》或《纪事报》，然后为大家高声复述报上内容。尽管读报者声音洪亮、滔滔不绝，别人听起来却索然无味。在理发店或酒吧里，某个人会站起身来，读上一段自认为是新发现的文章。另一个人则读上一段自己选的内容。如此一来，一张报纸就被分成了一个个小块。很少读书的人阅读速度较慢，如果不是靠着这种办法，这些人恐怕永远也不能从头到尾看完一张报纸。

报纸总能激起人们的好奇心，读完后却总是让人失望。

南都饭店的一位黑衣绅士读起报来真是没完没了！我听腻了侍者不断大声吆喝：“《纪事报》到了，先生！”

夜晚走进一家饭馆，点好了晚餐，此时在临窗座位上发现两三本过期的《乡镇杂志》（可能是从前某位客人不小心落下的），上面都是逗趣的亲密照片（《高贵的情人和G夫人》、《动人的柏拉图主义者和老花花公子》）以及类似的过时丑闻。还有什么能比这更令人开心？此时此地，你难道愿意拿它换一本正经好书？

可怜的托宾最近失明了。对于没法读《失乐园》《考玛斯》这类有分量的作品，他倒不觉得遗憾，因为别人可以读给他听。但他怀念亲眼浏览杂志和逗乐的小册子的乐趣。

我敢在教堂的林荫道上读书，被抓个现行我也不在乎，哪怕我读的是《老实人》。

我还记得一次最出其不意的遭遇。当时，我躺在普里姆罗斯山的一片草地上，悠闲自在地读着《帕美拉》，被一位熟识的小姐逮了个正着。书里倒没什么见不得人的东西，但当她在我身边坐下，似乎打算和我一起读的时候，我却希望手里是另外一本书。我们很礼貌地一起读了几页，她发现作家不太对自己胃口，就起身走开了。爱刨根问底的读者，我要请你猜一猜：在这种两难处境中，我俩有一个人脸红。那么，脸上浮现红晕的究竟是那位仙女，还是这个牧童？你从我这里绝对套不出这个秘密。

我不是户外阅读的支持者。我在户外难以集中精神。我认识一位唯一神教派
5

 的牧师，每天上午10点到11点间，他一边在斯诺希尔散步（当时还没有斯金纳大街），一边研读拉德纳的作品。我很佩服他那种远离尘嚣、孑然独行的风度，但同时也得承认，这种凝神贯注实在超出我的能力。如果换成是我，只要看见一个搬运工用的垫肩或一个面包篮，就会把熟知的神学知识抛到九霄云外，连五大论点
6

 都会忘得一干二净。

还有一类伫立街头的读者。我注视他们的时候，心中总是充满深情。这些穷绅士没钱买书或租书，只能从开放的书摊上偷点知识。书摊老板眼神冰冷，始终又恨又妒地瞪着他们，看这些人何时才肯放下书。这些人战战兢兢，翻过一页又一页，每时每刻都担心老板禁止自己看书。但他们无法否认自己的满足，他们“在担惊受怕中获得了乐趣”。马丁·B. 年轻时就用这种方法，每天去书摊蹭书看，分次分批地读了两大本《克拉丽莎》。但书摊老板走过来问他到底打不打算买书，向他这番雄心壮志劈头浇下一盆凉水。马丁表示，自己一辈子都没有像惶惶不安地蹭书时那么满足。当代一位古怪的女诗人
7

 以此为题材，写下了两段动人而质朴的小诗。

我看见一个满眼渴望的男孩，

在书摊前翻开一本书，

他狼吞虎咽地阅读；

书摊老板突然将他认出，

他只听见老板把话吐：

“先生，你从没买过一本书，

所以在这里一本也不许读。”

男孩叹着气慢慢走开，

他恨不得自己从不识字，

也就无需在老吝啬鬼的书摊停步。

穷人有许多辛酸，

富人则无需心烦。

我很快又看见另一个男孩，

看上去至少一天粒米未进，

盯着客栈储藏室的冷肉发呆。

我想，这孩子的日子真不好过，

饥肠辘辘，满心渴望，却身无分文，

无怪乎他恨不得自己不识饭味，

也就无需对美味肉块望洋兴叹。

 

————————————————————


1
 ．《旧病复发》，又名《美德遇险记》，英国王政复辟时期的戏剧家约翰·凡布鲁所写的喜剧，福平顿爵士是剧中人物。


2
 ．半皮面装订，一种书籍装帧法，仅在书脊和四角用皮革装帧。


3
 ．流动图书馆 ，大型图书馆按时派往小乡镇或特定社区的图书馆，通常用一部小货车装满书籍送往各处。


4
 ．此处诗句采用意译，原文引用了普罗米修斯为人类盗取天火的希腊神话传说。


5
 ．唯一神教派，基督教中的一派，主张神格只能由一神代表，反对三位一体说。


6
 ．五大论点，唯一神教派的五大重要信条，又称“五唯一”，即唯一圣经、唯一基督、唯一恩典、唯一信仰、唯一真神的荣耀。


7
 ．指玛丽·安·兰姆（Mary Ann Lamb，1764—1847），英国女作家，本文作者查尔斯·兰姆的姐姐。
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作者简介


 

拉尔夫·沃尔多·爱默生（Ralph Waldo Emerson，1803—1882），美国思想家、文学家、诗人，确立美国文化精神的代表人物。美国总统亚伯拉罕·林肯（Abraham Lincoln）称他为“美国的孔子”和“美国文明之父”。

爱默生最著名的作品为《随笔集》（Essays
 ）。他经常发表演说，1841年将演讲词集结成《随笔集》第一册，三年后结集出版第二册。他的随笔语句简洁生动，充满警句格言，既有抑扬顿挫的慷慨陈词，又能体现温文尔雅的学者风度，为其赢得了“美国的文艺复兴领袖”的美名。

本文节选自爱默生1837年8月31日在剑桥大学演讲的讲稿，宣告美国文学脱离英国文学而独立，被誉为美国思想文化领域的“独立宣言”。文中告诫美国学者切勿盲目追随传统，或遵循刻板教条。无论对阅读还是研究，这一观点均颇具借鉴意义。
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The theory of books is noble. The scholar of the first age received into him the world around; brooded thereon; gave it the new arrangement of his own mind, and uttered it again. It came into him, life; it went out from him, truth. It came to him, short-lived actions; it went out from him, immortal thoughts. It came to him, business; it went from him, poetry. It was dead fact; now, it is quick thought. It can stand, and it can go. It now endures, it now flies, it now inspires. Precisely in proportion to the depth of mind from which it issued, so high does it soar, so long does it sing.

Or, I might say, it depends on how far the process had gone, of transmuting life into truth. In proportion to the completeness of the distillation, so will the purity and imperishableness of the product be. But none is quite perfect. As no air-pump can by any means make a perfect vacuum, so neither can any artist entirely exclude the conventional, the local, the perishable from his book, or write a book of pure thought, that shall be as efficient, in all respects, to a remote posterity, as to cotemporaries, or rather to the second age. Each age, it is found, must write its own books; or rather, each generation for the next succeeding. The books of an older period will not fit this.

Yet hence arises a grave mischief. The sacredness which attaches to the act of creation, the act of thought, is instantly transferred to the record. The poet chanting was felt to be a divine man. Henceforth the chant is divine also. The writer was a just and wise spirit. Henceforward it is settled, the book is perfect; as love of the hero corrupts into worship of his statue. Instantly the book becomes noxious. The guide is a tyrant. The sluggish and perverted mind of the multitude, always slow to open to the incursions of Reason, having once so opened, having once received this book, stands upon it, and makes an outcry if it is disparaged. Colleges are built on it. Books are written on it by thinkers, not by Man Thinking, by men of talent, that is, who start wrong, who set out from accepted dogmas, not from their own sight of principles. Meek young men grow up in libraries, believing it their duty to accept the views, which Cicero, which Locke, which Bacon, have given; forgetful that Cicero, Locke, and Bacon were only young men in libraries, when they wrote these books.

Hence, instead of Man Thinking, we have the bookworm. Hence the book-learned class, who value books, as such; not as related to nature and the human constitution, but as making a sort of Third Estate with the world and the soul. Hence, the restorers of readings, the emendators, the bibliomaniacs of all degrees.

Books are the best of things, well used; abused, among the worst. What is the right use? What is the one end which all means go to effect? They are for nothing but to inspire. I had better never see a book than to be warped by its attraction clean out of my own orbit, and made a satellite instead of a system. The one thing in the world of value is the active soul. This every man is entitled to; this every man contains within him, although in almost all men obstructed, and as yet unborn. The soul active sees absolute truth and utters truth, or creates. In this action it is genius; not the privilege of here and there a favorite, but the sound estate of every man. In its essence it is progressive.

The book, the college, the school of art, the institution of any kind, stop with some past utterance of genius. This is good, say they,—let us hold by this. They pin me down. They look backward and not forward. But genius always looks forward. The eyes of man are set in his forehead, not in his hindhead. Man hopes. Genius creates. Whatever talents may be, if the man create not, the pure efflux of the Deity is not his; —cinders and smoke there may be, but not yet flame. There are creative manners, there are creative actions, and creative words; manners, actions, words, that is, indicative of no custom or authority, but springing spontaneous from the mind's own sense of good and fair.
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书的理论是高贵的。古老的学者接纳自己周遭的世界，以此为基础进行思索，将知识在头脑中重新排列，最后得出思考的结果。进入头脑的是生活，输出头脑的是真知。通过他的头脑加工，短暂的行为能化作不朽的思考，纯粹的生意能化作优美的诗歌。曾经已逝的事实，如今化作敏捷的思想。它时而驻足，时而前行。如今，它继续前进、自由翱翔、给人启迪。准确说来，思之愈深，则翔之愈高、传之愈久。

或者说，这完全取决于“将生活化为真知”的程度有多深。蒸馏的程度越高，产物就越纯净、越不易腐。但没有东西会那么完美。就像气泵抽不出绝对的真空，艺术家也无法彻底排除习俗、地域、时效的影响，无法写出思想纯粹的作品。这种作品能从各个方面影响当代人和后代，或者说流传到下一个时代。人们发现，每个时代都必须写下自己的作品，或者说，每一代人都必须写下作品留给后代。更加古老的作品则无法流传。

但这会造成极大的危害。与创造（即思考）相关的圣物立即被记入史册。人们将发出咏叹的诗人视为圣人，那么他的咏叹就成了圣诗；作者公正贤明，那么他的作品就必定完美无瑕——对英雄的热爱蜕化成对其塑像的崇拜。一旦如此，书也就有了毒素，导师变成了暴君。民众心智开启迟缓，容易误入歧途，接受理性的过程缓慢。一旦他们心智开启，接受了某本书，就会坚持书中观点。若此书遭人非议，他们会公开抗议。大学就是以此为基础建立。书不是由“思想者”写成，而是由“思考者”
1

 写就。那些天才开始时就错了——他们不从自身观点出发，而是拘泥于刻板教条。在图书馆长大的温良青年，确信接受西塞罗、洛克、培根的观点是自身责任所在，却忘记了西塞罗、洛克、培根当年写书时，也只不过是图书馆里的青年。

于是，我们有了书呆子，而非“思想者”。于是，我们有了珍视书本的“知识分子阶级”。他们既不关注自然也不关注人性，而是关注世界与灵魂之间的“第三层”。于是，我们有了重振阅读派、修正派和程度不一的藏书狂。

书，善用之，乃万物精华；滥用之，则秕糠不如。那么何为善用？人们千方百计想要达到的目标是什么？书的作用无非是给人启迪。如果一本书的引力会让我偏离自身轨道，不再拥有自己的行星体系，而成为绕其旋转的一颗卫星，那我最好永远不要看见它。世间最可贵的东西莫过于活跃的心智。尽管它与生俱来，藏于每个人心中，但大多数人的心智受到堵塞、尚未开启。心智活跃之人能看见绝对的真理，并能说出真理或进行创造。在这个过程中，心智活跃是一种天赋。它不是上天宠儿的特权，而是人人皆有的资产。它的本质是进步。

曾经的某位天才说过的话，能让书本、大学、艺术院校及各类机构裹足不前。人们说，天才的话说得对，我们要贯彻下去。这些人让我寸步难行。这些人只顾后而不瞻前，但天才总是着眼未来。人的眼睛不在脑后，而在额前。常人只会期盼，天才则会创造。一个人若不能创造，就算再有天赋，也没有丝毫灵性——或许有些烟尘，却难以成为烈焰。世间有许多创造性的方法、行为和语言。这些方法、行为、语言不以习俗或权威为据，而是心灵良知的自然流露。

 




书，善用之，乃万物精华；滥用之，则秕糠不如。


Ralph Waldo Emerson 拉尔夫·沃尔多·爱默生



 

————————————————————


1
 ．“思想者”不同于“思考者”。“思考者”是被动思考、靠吸吮他人思想活着的人，而“思想者”要形成自己的思想。
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Marginalia


旁注之美

Edgar Allan Poe

埃德加·爱伦·坡



作者简介


埃德加·爱伦·坡（Edgar Allan Poe，1809—1849），美国作家、文艺评论家，也是美国最早的短篇小说家之一，尤以恐怖小说和侦探小说闻名于世。他于1841年发表的《莫格街谋杀案》（The Murders in the Rue Morgue
 ）被公认为最早的侦探小说，埃德加·爱伦·坡本人也被奉为侦探小说的鼻祖。他的恐怖小说《陷坑与钟摆》（The Pit and the Pendulum
 ）、《大漩涡历险记》（A Descent Into the Maelstrom
 ）等更是为中国读者熟知。

埃德加·爱伦·坡是个唯美主义者，这篇关于页边留白和旁注的散文就能看出这一点。本文节选自1844年11月出版的《民主书评》（Democratic Review
 ）杂志。作者“不是喜爱页边留白本身，而是觉得它适合用铅笔记下自己的思考、赞同、异议和短评”的阅读习惯是否能引起你的共鸣？
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In getting my books, I have been always solicitous of an ample margin; this not so much through any love of the thing itself, however agreeable, as for the facility it affords me of pencilling suggested thoughts, agreements, and differences of opinion, or brief critical comments in general. Where what I have to note is too much to be included within the narrow limits of a margin, I commit it to a slip of paper, and deposit it between the leaves, taking care to secure it by an imperceptible portion of gum tragacanth paste.

All this may be whim; it may be not only a very hackneyed, but a very idle, practice; yet I persist in it still, and it affords me pleasure, which is profit, in despite of Mr. Bentham, with Mr. Mill on his back.

This making of notes, however, is by no means the making of mere memoranda, a custom which has its disadvantages, beyond doubt. “Ce que je mets sur papier,”says Bernardin de St. Pierre, “je remets de ma mémoire, et par conséquence je l'oublie”; and, in fact, if you wish to forget anything on the spot, make a note that this thing is to be remembered.

But the purely marginal jottings, done with no eye to the memorandum-book, have a distinct complexion, and not only a distinct purpose, but none at all; this it is which imparts to them a value. They have a rank somewhat above the chance and desultory comments of literary chit-chat, for these latter are not unfrequently “talk for talk's sake,”hurried out of the mouth; while the marginalia are deliberately pencilled, because the mind of the reader wishes to unburthen itself of a thought—however flippant, however silly, however trivial, still a thought; indeed not merely a thing that might have been a thought in time and under more favorable circumstances. In the marginalia, too, we talk only to ourselves; we therefore talk freshly, boldly, originally, with abandonnement
 , without conceit; much after the fashion of Jeremy Taylor, and Sir Thomas Browne, and Sir William Temple, and the anatomical Burton, and that most logical analogist, Butler, and some other people of the old day, who were too full of their matter to have any room for their manner, which, being thus left out of question, was a capital manner, indeed—a model of manners, with a richly marginalic air.

The circumscription of space, too, in these pencillings, has in it something more of advantage than inconvenience. It compels us (whatever diffuseness of idea we may clandestinely entertain) into Montesquieu-ism, into Tacitus-ism (here I leave out of view the concluding portion of the Annals
 ), or even into Carlyle-ism, a thing which, I have been told, is not to be confounded with your ordinary affectation and bad grammar. I say “bad grammar,”through sheer obstinacy, because the grammarians (who should know better) insist upon it that I should not. But then grammar is not what these grammarians will have it, and, being merely the analysis of language with the result of this analysis, must be good or bad just as the analyst is sage or silly—just as he is a Horne Tooke or a Cobbett.

But to our sheep. During a rainy afternoon, not long ago, being in a mood too listless for continuous study, I sought relief from ennui
 in dipping here and there, at random, among the volumes of my library—no very large one, certainly, but sufficiently miscellaneous, and, I flatter myself, not a little recherché
 .

Perhaps it was what the Germans call the “brain-scattering”humor of the moment; but, while the picturesqueness of the numerous pencil-scratches arrested my attention, their helter-skelteriness of commentary amused me. I found myself, at length, forming a wish that it had been some other hand than my own which had so bedevilled the books, and fancying that, in such case, I might have derived no inconsiderable pleasure from turning them over. From this the transition-thought (as Mr. Lyell, or Mr. Murchison, or Mr. Featherstonhaugh would have it) was natural enough: there might be something even in my scribblings which, for the mere sake of scribbling, would have interest for others.

…

I concluded, at length, to put extensive faith in the acumen and imagination of the reader;—this as a general rule. But, in some instances, where even faith would not remove mountains, there seemed no safer plan than so to remodel the note as to convey at least the ghost of a conception as to what it was all about. Where, for such conception, the text itself was absolutely necessary, I could quote it; where the title of the book commented upon was indispensable, I could name it. In short, like a novel-hero dilemma'd, I made up my mind “to be guided by circumstances,”in default of more satisfactory rules of conduct.





拿到一本书时，我总希望有充裕的页边留白。我不是喜爱页边留白本身，而是觉得它适合用铅笔记下自己的思考、赞同、异议和短评。如果窄窄的页边空间有限，不足以记下我的所思所想，我会写在另一张纸上，把它夹在书页之间，并用一点点胶水将它粘住。

这或许是一时兴起，或许是陈腐的陋习，或许是闲人的习惯，但我仍坚持这么做。我能从中获得愉悦，并从愉悦中获利——尽管边沁
1

 和密尔
2

 都不这么认为。

但毫无疑问的是，我写旁注绝不是写备忘——写备忘这个习惯存在缺陷。贝尔纳丹·德·圣皮埃尔说：“将思绪记录下来，凭借记忆酝酿，最终仍会遗忘。”事实上，如果你想立刻忘记某事，把它写成备忘即可。

但纯粹的（不为备忘的）旁注和备忘录完全不同。旁注不是没有特定的目的，而是根本没有目的性。这种毫无目的性正是它的价值所在。旁注的档次高于偶一为之、断断续续的文学闲谈类评论。后者是脱口而出、“没话找话”的废话，旁注则是经过深思熟虑、谨慎写下的成果，因为读者想把自己的思想一吐为快——无论多轻率、多愚蠢、多琐碎，那毕竟是思想，而不是换一个时间、换一种场合就不能称为思想的东西。在旁注里，我们只是自说自话。因此，我们的观点新鲜、大胆、独特，敢于放纵自己，但不狂妄自大。杰里米·泰勒、托马斯·布朗爵士、威廉·坦普尔爵士、爱“解剖”的伯顿、最有逻辑的推理家巴特勒，以及其他的昔日文人，他们的著作总是挤得满满当当，这无疑使其无法彰显风度。风度的确非常重要——堪称风度典范的书籍要有充裕的页边留白。

限制可供落笔的页边空间利大于弊。这迫使我们无论脑中有多少漫无边际的想法，都要像孟德斯鸠、塔西佗或卡莱尔一般精练行文。当然，塔西佗《编年史》结尾处的长篇大论不在此列。据说，旁注会和你平日虚伪做作、语法拙劣的文章截然不同。我固执地提出“语法拙劣”，是因为语法学家（他们应该知道得比我多）坚持认为我不该这样。但那样的话，语法就不是这些语法学家说了算的。语法只是语言的分析，加上分析的结果。语法是优是劣，取决于分析者是智者还是蠢货，是霍恩·图克
3

 还是科贝特
4

 。

但说回到我们自己。不久前，在一个阴雨的午后，我整个人无精打采，没有办法继续研究。为了摆脱倦怠的心境，我在书房里随意翻阅藏书。我的藏书当然不多，但是种类够杂。我还得自夸一句，其中可有不少珍本。

当时，我或许处于德国人称为“精神涣散”而感到幽默的情形下。书中栩栩如生的涂鸦吸引了我的注意，那些仓促写成的评论也让我感到有趣。最后，我竟希望它们不是出自我手，而是别人所为。我想象着，如果是这样，我翻书时看见它们将有更大的惊喜。从这一点出发，可以这么换位思考——莱尔先生
5

 、默奇森先生
6

 或费瑟斯通豪先生
7

 也会这么想——即使在我的信笔涂鸦中，也会有一些别人感兴趣的东西。

……

我的最终结论是，原则上要充分相信读者的敏锐度和想象力。但有些情况下，即使信念也无法移动高山。我只得重新调整旁注的格式，以便至少能传达我想说的概念。如果原文对理解这个概念至关重要，我会引用原文；如果提到的书名不可或缺，我会列出书名。简而言之，由于没有更让人满意的旁注准则，我只好像小说里处于困境的英雄一样，下定决心“顺其自然”。

 

————————————————————


1
 ．杰里米·边沁（Jeremy Bentham，1748—1832），英国功利主义哲学家、经济学家。


2
 ．约翰·斯图尔特·密尔（John Stuart Mill，1806—1873），英国著名哲学家和经济学家，支持边沁的功利主义观点。


3
 ．约翰·霍恩·图克（John Horne Tooke，1736—1812），英国政治家、语言学家、幽默大师，代表作《致地主》（Fads Addressed to Landholders）。


4
 ．威廉·科贝特（William Cobbett，1763—1835），英国记者，著有《英语语法》（A Grammer of the English Language）一书。


5
 ．查尔斯·莱尔（Charles Lyell，1797—1875），英国律师，地质学家，对达尔文、赫胥黎等人产生过重要影响。


6
 ．罗德里克·默奇森（Roderick Murchison，1792—1871），苏格兰地质学家，曾与莱尔一起到法国南部研究地层结构。


7
 ．费瑟斯通豪（Fetherstonhaugh），英国著名的父子爵士。



Reading


阅　读

Henry David Thoreau

亨利·戴维·梭罗
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作者简介


 

亨利·戴维·梭罗（Henry David Thoreau，1817—1862），美国超验主义作家、诗人和思想家。梭罗生前只出版过两本书，其一是1854年出版的《瓦尔登湖》（Walden
 ）。他在生前鲜为人知，20世纪后才逐渐在世界范围内产生巨大影响。

梭罗崇尚回归自然。他曾说，要将《圣经》里说的一周工作6天休息1天，改为工作1天休息6天。他在瓦尔登湖实现了这一愿望。在那里，他一年只需工作6周就可挣足生活费，剩下46周可做自己爱做的事。他通常用写作和观察自然来“打发”时间。《瓦尔登湖》就是他闲适田园生活的收获。

本文节选自《瓦尔登湖》中关于阅读的篇章。梭罗引用诗人乌亭之语“静坐不动而尽览神界，此类益处我曾在书中得见”，一语道破阅读的妙处。此外，作者对阅读经典原著的推崇和对阅读庸俗文学的嘲讽，都值得现代人深思。
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My residence was more favorable, not only to thought, but to serious reading, than a university; and though I was beyond the range of the ordinary circulating library, I had more than ever come within the influence of those books which circulate round the world, whose sentences were first written on bark, and are now merely copied from time to time on to linen paper. Says the poet Mir Camar Uddin Mast, “Being seated, to run through the region of the spiritual world; I have had this advantage in books. To be intoxicated by a single glass of wine; I have experienced this pleasure when I have drunk the liquor of the esoteric doctrines.”I kept Homer's Iliad
 on my table through the summer, though I looked at his page only now and then. Incessant labor with my hands, at first, for I had my house to finish and my beans to hoe at the same time, made more study impossible. Yet I sustained myself by the prospect of such reading in future. I read one or two shallow books of travel in the intervals of my work, till that employment made me ashamed of myself, and I asked where it was then that I lived.

The student may read Homer or Aeschylus in the Greek without danger of dissipation or luxuriousness, for it implies that he in some measure emulate their heroes, and consecrate morning hours to their pages. The heroic books, even if printed in the character of our mother tongue, will always be in a language dead to degenerate times; and we must laboriously seek the meaning of each word and line, conjecturing a larger sense than common use permits out of what wisdom and valor and generosity we have.

The modern cheap and fertile press, with all its translations, has done little to bring us nearer to the heroic writers of antiquity. They seem as solitary, and the letter in which they are printed as rare and curious, as ever. It is worth the expense of youthful days and costly hours, if you learn only some words of an ancient language, which are raised out of the trivialness of the street to be perpetual suggestions and provocations. It is not in vain that the farmer remembers and repeats the few Latin words which he has heard. Men sometimes speak as if the study of the classics would at length make way for more modern and practical studies; but the adventurous student will always study classics, in whatever language they may be written and however ancient they may be. For what are the classics but the noblest recorded thoughts of man? They are the only oracles which are not decayed, and there are such answers to the most modern inquiry in them as Delphi and Dodona never gave. We might as well omit to study Nature because she is old.

To read well, that is, to read true books in a true spirit, is a noble exercise, and one that will task the reader more than any exercise which the customs of the day esteem. It requires a training such as the athletes underwent, the steady intention almost of the whole life to this object. Books must be read as deliberately and reservedly as they were written. It is not enough even to be able to speak the language of that nation by which they are written, for there is a memorable interval between the spoken and the written language, the language heard and the language read. The one is commonly transitory, a sound, a tongue, a dialect merely, almost brutish, and we learn it unconsciously, like the brutes, of our mothers. The other is the maturity and experience of that; if that is our mother tongue, this is our father tongue, a reserved and select expression, too significant to be heard by the ear, which we must be born again in order to speak.

…

However much we may admire the orator's occasional bursts of eloquence, the noblest written words are commonly as far behind or above the fleeting spoken language as the firmament with its stars is behind the clouds. There are the stars, and they who can may read them. The astronomers forever comment on and observe them. They are not exhalations like our daily colloquies and vaporous breath. What is called eloquence in the forum is commonly found to be rhetoric in the study. The orator yields to the inspiration of a transient occasion, and speaks to the mob before him, to those who can hear him; but the writer, whose more equable life is his occasion, and who would be distracted by the event and the crowd which inspire the orator, speaks to the intellect and health of mankind, to all in any age who can understand him.

No wonder that Alexander carried the Iliad
 with him on his expeditions in a precious casket. A written word is the choicest of relics. It is something at once more intimate with us and more universal than any other work of art. It is the work of art nearest to life itself. It may be translated into every language, and not only be read but actually breathed from all human lips; —not be represented on canvas or in marble only, but be carved out of the breath of life itself. The symbol of an ancient man's thought becomes a modern man's speech. Two thousand summers have imparted to the monuments of Grecian literature, as to her marbles, only a maturer golden and autumnal tint, for they have carried their own serene and celestial atmosphere into all lands to protect them against the corrosion of time. Books are the treasured wealth of the world and the fit inheritance of generations and nations. Books, the oldest and the best, stand naturally and rightfully on the shelves of every cottage. They have no cause of their own to plead, but while they enlighten and sustain the reader his common sense will not refuse them. Their authors are a natural and irresistible aristocracy in every society, and, more than kings or emperors, exert an influence on mankind. When the illiterate and perhaps scornful trader has earned by enterprise and industry his coveted leisure and independence, and is admitted to the circles of wealth and fashion, he turns inevitably at last to those still higher but yet inaccessible circles of intellect and genius, and is sensible only of the imperfection of his culture and the vanity and insufficiency of all his riches, and further proves his good sense by the pains which be takes to secure for his children that intellectual culture whose want he so keenly feels; and thus it is that he becomes the founder of a family.

Those who have not learned to read the ancient classics in the language in which they were written must have a very imperfect knowledge of the history of the human race; for it is remarkable that no transcript of them has ever been made into any modern tongue, unless our civilization itself may be regarded as such a transcript. Homer has never yet been printed in English, nor Aeschylus, nor Virgil even—works as refined, as solidly done, and as beautiful almost as the morning itself; for later writers, say what we will of their genius, have rarely, if ever, equalled the elaborate beauty and finish and the lifelong and heroic literary labors of the ancients. They only talk of forgetting them who never knew them. It will be soon enough to forget them when we have the learning and the genius which will enable us to attend to and appreciate them. That age will be rich indeed when those relics which we call Classics, and the still older and more than classic but even less known Scriptures of the nations, shall have still further accumulated, when the Vaticans shall be filled with Vedas and Zendavestas and Bibles, with Homers and Dantes and Shakespeares, and all the centuries to come shall have successively deposited their trophies in the forum of the world. By such a pile we may hope to scale heaven at last.

The works of the great poets have never yet been read by mankind, for only great poets can read them. They have only been read as the multitude read the stars, at most astrologically, not astronomically. Most men have learned to read to serve a paltry convenience, as they have learned to cipher in order to keep accounts and not be cheated in trade; but of reading as a noble intellectual exercise they know little or nothing; yet this only is reading, in a high sense, not that which lulls us as a luxury and suffers the nobler faculties to sleep the while, but what we have to stand on tip-toe to read and devote our most alert and wakeful hours to.
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我的住处比大学更宜进行思考，更宜进行严肃的阅读。虽然我读的书在普通流动图书馆的借阅范围外，我受传世之书的影响却最多。这些书的语句最初写在树皮上，如今经过代代相传才落于布纹纸上。诗人密尔·喀尔·乌亭·玛斯脱说：“静坐不动而尽览神界，此类益处我曾在书中得见。一杯红酒即令人沉醉，此类愉悦我曾在畅饮秘教之液时体验。”我整个夏天都把荷马的《伊利亚特》放在桌边，尽管只是偶尔翻看上几页。起初，我手头有无尽的工作，既要盖房又需种豆，使得我没时间读书。但我告诉自己，以后会有读它的机会。我在工作间歇读了一两本肤浅的游记，直到我自惭形秽，我扪心自问，自己到底住在什么地方。

学者阅读希腊文的荷马或埃斯库罗斯作品，或许不会有奢侈浪费的危险。因为这暗示着，他在某种程度上会效仿书中英雄，将神圣的清晨时光奉献给书页。这些伟大的书籍，即使以我们的母语印成，也总会在衰退的时代变成死去的语言。因此我们必须努力寻找每个词、每句话的含义，用我们拥有的智慧、勇气和气量去推测它们超越普通用法的深远涵义。

廉价而众多的现代版本及其各种译本，并未拉近我们和古时伟大作家的距离。这些作品看上去仍然寂寞，书中文字仍然一如既往地稀奇。年轻时值得花点时间学习一门古代语言，即便只学到一些词语也好。那些街头琐事中提炼出的语言，是那么意味深长、启迪心智。农夫将听见的几个拉丁词记在心中、挂在嘴边，这并非徒劳无益。人们有时会说，对经典的研究最终会让位于更时兴、更实用的研究，但爱冒险的学者总会去研究经典，无论它们以哪种语言写成，无论这些书有多古老。原因在于，难道经典不是人类思想最崇高的记录吗？它们是唯一不朽的神谕。德尔斐
1

 和多多那
2

 神殿无法解答的现代问题，在经典中却可以找到答案。如果因为经典古老就不去研究，那我们也无须研究古老的大自然了。

好好阅读，即阅读拥有真正灵魂的真正的书籍，是一种崇高的锻炼，这种锻炼比读者平常习惯的锻炼更加艰难。读者需要接受运动员般的训练，并且持之以恒，终生全心投入。阅读时应当如作者写书时一般谨慎矜持。能用该书所用的语言讲话还不足以阅读该书，因为口语和书面语——聆听的语言和阅读的语言——之间存在显著的差别。口语通常是暂时性的，不过是一种声音、一种语言、一种土话，几乎可以说是野蛮的，我们像野蛮人一样从母亲那里无意识地习得。书面语则是口语的成熟洗练版。如果说口语是母语，书面语则是父语。后者是含蓄委婉地选词择句后的表达，意味深长到不能只用耳倾听，我们必须重生才能张口说出。

……

无论我们多么钦佩演说家偶尔的雄辩，最崇高的文字通常隐藏在瞬息即逝的口语背后，就像隐藏在浮云背后的群星闪耀的苍穹。群星在天空闪耀，凡能观察者皆可解读星空。天文学家永远在观察星空、解释群星。它们不像我们的日常对话和呼吸，不会随风飘散。讲坛上所谓的雄辩，在学者看来只是浮夸修辞。演说家依赖于转瞬即逝的灵感，向面前的乌合之众、向愿意听他说的人雄辩滔滔。但对作家来说，较为稳定平和的生活才是他们施展抱负的舞台，让演说家热血沸腾的事件和人群只会让他们心烦意乱。他们只向智者和健康者、向每个时代理解他们的人娓娓道来。

无怪乎亚历山大远征时将《伊利亚特》装在宝匣中随身携带。撰写的文字是最上等的圣物。它比其他艺术品更加普及，和我们也更加亲密。它是最接近生命本身的艺术品。它能被译为各种文字，不仅可以让人阅读，还可以在人类唇间呼吸吞吐。它不仅呈现为油画和大理石雕像，还展现为生命本身的呼吸。古代智者的思想象征成为现代人的言谈。在希腊文学的遗迹上，两千载光阴只留下了一抹深邃的秋色，正如它在大理石雕像上留下的一抹金色。因为希腊文学带着独特的宁静安详和神圣气息，传播到世界各地，为自己抵御了时间的剥蚀。书是全世界的珍宝，是每一代人、每个民族的优秀遗产。最老最好的书自然应当置于每间屋舍的书架之上。书没有理由为自己申诉，但随着读者从中获得启迪和支持，他具备的常识就会让他接受书。在任何一个社会里，书的作者都必然是精英贵族，对全人类的影响远在帝王之上。当一个目不识丁、或许遭人鄙夷的商人靠勤奋进取获得了闲暇和自由，成功跻身于百万富翁和时尚人士的圈子，他最后会不可避免地希望进入智者和天才的圈子，尽管那个圈子仍然高不可攀。于是，他会发觉自己缺少文化修养，自己所有的财富也买不来文化。他会煞费苦心地让孩子拥有自己求之不得的文化氛围，以此证明自己的良好品味，并进而成为了一个家族的创始人。

没有学会阅读古代经典的原版著作之人，对人类历史的了解存在极大的缺陷。因为值得注意的是，没有一部古代经典被译成了现代语言，除非你认为我们的文明本身就是一份副本。荷马的著作没有被译成英文，埃斯库罗斯和维吉尔也没有——那是多么精炼优美的作品，美得一如黎明。至于后世作家，即使被我们称为才华横溢，也极少能写出像古代作家那样复杂精致、完美无缺的豪迈杰作。只有不知道它们的人，才会叫人忘记它们。如果我们拥有学问和天赋，能够接近和欣赏它们，便会迅速忘记那些人的话。当那些被称为“经典”的圣物持续增多，当那些更加古老、更不为人所知的各民族经文不断累积，当梵蒂冈堆满了吠陀经、阿维斯陀经、《圣经》以及荷马、但丁、莎士比亚的作品，当未来的岁月在世界的讲坛上堆满自己的纪念品，那个时代将是多么富庶。借着这样的书堆，我们或许有希望攀上天堂。

人类从未阅读过伟大诗人的作品，因为只有伟大诗人能够理解它们。人类阅读这些诗篇就像大多数人解读星空，最多是星象学意义上的观察，而不是天文学意义上的研究。大多数人学习阅读是为了寻个小方便，就像他们学算术是为了记账和免得做买卖受骗；但他们并不清楚或根本不知道，阅读是一种崇高的智力锻炼。从高级的层面看，阅读不是一种奢侈的享受，使我们高贵的能力沉沉睡去；相反，我们要踮起足尖以集中注意力，将最警觉、最清醒的时刻献给阅读。

 

————————————————————


1
 ．德尔斐，希腊太阳神阿波罗的神殿所在地。古人有重大疑难问题时会到此占卜，请求神冥指点前程迷津。


2
 ．多多那，希腊众神之神宙斯的神谕圣殿所在地。
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How Should One Read a Book?


应该如何读书？

Virginia Woolf

弗吉尼亚·伍尔芙



作者简介


 

弗吉尼亚·伍尔芙（Virginia Woolf，1882—1941），英国女作家，意识流小说的代表人物。

她生于伦敦的书香名门，天分极高但身体虚弱。她自幼立志成为作家，22岁开始在《泰晤士报文学评论》（Times Literary Supplement
 ）等报刊上发表文章。她的文学成就主要体现在小说上，代表作有《雅各的房间》（Jacob's Room
 ）和《达洛维夫人》（Mrs. Dalloway
 ）等。她的小说往往富有诗意，语言更像诗体散文，带有唯美主义的情调。此外，伍尔芙还写过许多散文和随笔，《普通读者I》（The Common Reader
 ）和《普通读者II》（The Second Common Reader
 ）均收录了她的文论。

本文选自1932年出版的《普通读者II》，是一篇脍炙人口的读书随感。文中，伍尔芙与读者分享了自己阅读小说、传记、诗歌的心得，笔触清新淡雅，令人对书中世界悠然神往。
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In the first place, I want to emphasise the note of interrogation at the end of my title. Even if I could answer the question for myself, the answer would apply only to me and not to you. The only advice, indeed, that one person can give another about reading is to take no advice, to follow your own instincts, to use your own reason, to come to your own conclusions. If this is agreed between us, then I feel at liberty to put forward a few ideas and suggestions because you will not allow them to fetter that independence which is the most important quality that a reader can possess. After all, what laws can be laid down about books? The battle of Waterloo was certainly fought on a certain day; but is Hamlet
 a better play than Lear
 ? Nobody can say. Each must decide that question for himself. To admit authorities, however heavily furred and gowned, into our libraries and let them tell us how to read, what to read, what value to place upon what we read, is to destroy the spirit of freedom which is the breath of those sanctuaries. Everywhere else we may be bound by laws and conventions—there we have none.

But to enjoy freedom, if the platitude is pardonable, we have of course to control ourselves. We must not squander our powers, helplessly and ignorantly, squirting half the house in order to water a single rose-bush; we must train them, exactly and powerfully, here on the very spot. This, it may be, is one of the first difficulties that faces us in a library. What is “the very spot”? There may well seem to be nothing but a conglomeration and huddle of confusion. Poems and novels, histories and memoirs, dictionaries and blue-books; books written in all languages by men and women of all tempers, races, and ages jostle each other on the shelf. And outside the donkey brays, the women gossip at the pump, the colts gallop across the fields. Where are we to begin? How are we to bring order into this multitudinous chaos and so get the deepest and widest pleasure from what we read?

It is simple enough to say that since books have classes—fiction, biography, poetry—we should separate them and take from each what it is right that each should give us. Yet few people ask from books what books can give us. Most commonly we come to books with blurred and divided minds, asking of fiction that it shall be true, of poetry that it shall be false, of biography that it shall be flattering, of history that it shall enforce our own prejudices. If we could banish all such preconceptions when we read, that would be an admirable beginning. Do not dictate to your author; try to become him. Be his fellow-worker and accomplice. If you hang back, and reserve and criticise at first, you are preventing yourself from getting the fullest possible value from what you read. But if you open your mind as widely as possible, then signs and hints of almost imperceptible fineness, from the twist and turn of the first sentences, will bring you into the presence of a human being unlike any other. Steep yourself in this, acquaint yourself with this, and soon you will find that your author is giving you, or attempting to give you, something far more definite. The thirty-two chapters of a novel—if we consider how to read a novel first—are an attempt to make something as formed and controlled as a building; but words are more impalpable than bricks, reading is a longer and more complicated process than seeing. Perhaps the quickest way to understand the elements of what a novelist is doing is not to read, but to write; to make your own experiment with the dangers and difficulties of words. Recall, then, some event that has left a distinct impression on you—how at the corner of the street, perhaps, you passed two people talking. A tree shook; an electric light danced; the tone of the talk was comic, but also tragic; a whole vision, an entire conception, seemed contained in that moment.

But when you attempt to reconstruct it in words, you will find that it breaks into a thousand conflicting impressions. Some must be subdued; others emphasized; in the process you will lose, probably, all grasp upon the emotion itself. Then turn from your blurred and littered pages to the opening pages of some great novelist—Defoe, Jane Austen, Hardy. Now you will be better able to appreciate their mastery. It is not merely that we are in the presence of a different person—Defoe, Jane Austen, or Thomas Hardy—but that we are living in a different world. Here, in Robinson Crusoe
 , we are trudging a plain high road; one thing happens after another; the fact and the order of the fact is enough. But if the open air and adventure mean everything to Defoe they mean nothing to Jane Austen. Hers is the drawing-room, and people talking, and by the many mirrors of their talk revealing their characters. And if, when we have accustomed ourselves to the drawing-room and its reflections, we turn to Hardy, we are once more spun round. The moors are round us and the stars are above our heads. The other side of the mind is now exposed—the dark side that comes uppermost in solitude, not the light side that shows in company. Our relations are not towards people, but towards Nature and destiny. Yet different as these worlds are, each is consistent with itself. The maker of each is careful to observe the laws of his own perspective, and however great a strain they may put upon us they will never confuse us, as lesser writers so frequently do, by introducing two different kinds of reality into the same book. Thus to go from one great novelist to another—from Jane Austen to Hardy, from Peacock to Trollope, from Scott to Meredith—is to be wrenched and uprooted; to be thrown this way and then that. To read a novel is a difficult and complex art. You must be capable not only of great fineness of perception, but of great boldness of imagination if you are going to make use of all that the novelist—the great artist—gives you.

But a glance at the heterogeneous company on the shelf will show you that writers are very seldom “great artists”; far more often a book makes no claim to be a work of art at all. These biographies and autobiographies, for example, lives of great men, of men long dead and forgotten, that stand cheek by jowl with the novels and poems, are we to refuse to read them because they are not “art”? Or shall we read them, but read them in a different way, with a different aim? Shall we read them in the first place to satisfy that curiosity which possesses us sometimes when in the evening we linger in front of a house where the lights are lit and the blinds not yet drawn, and each floor of the house shows us a different section of human life in being? Then we are consumed with curiosity about the lives of these people—the servants gossiping, the gentlemen dining, the girl dressing for a party, the old woman at the window with her knitting. Who are they, what are they, what are their names, their occupations, their thoughts, and adventures?

Biographies and memoirs answer such questions, light up innumerable such houses; they show us people going about their daily affairs, toiling, failing, succeeding, eating, hating, loving, until they die. And sometimes as we watch, the house fades and the iron railings vanish and we are out at sea; we are hunting, sailing, fighting; we are among savages and soldiers; we are taking part in great campaigns. Or if we like to stay here in England, in London, still the scene changes; the street narrows; the house becomes small, cramped, diamond-paned, and malodorous. We see a poet, Donne, driven from such a house because the walls were so thin that when the children cried their voices cut through them. We can follow him, through the paths that lie in the pages of books, to Twickenham; to Lady Bedford's Park, a famous meeting-ground for nobles and poets; and then turn our steps to Wilton, the great house under the downs, and hear Sidney read the Arcadia
 to his sister; and ramble among the very marshes and see the very herons that figure in that famous romance; and then again travel north with that other Lady Pembroke, Anne Clifford, to her wild moors, or plunge into the city and control our merriment at the sight of Gabriel Harvey in his black velvet suit arguing about poetry with Spenser. Nothing is more fascinating than to grope and stumble in the alternate darkness and splendour of Elizabethan London. But there is no staying there. The Temples and the Swifts, the Harleys and the St. Johns beckon us on; hour upon hour can be spent disentangling their quarrels and deciphering their characters; and when we tire of them we can stroll on, past a lady in black wearing diamonds, to Samuel Johnson and Goldsmith and Garrick; or cross the channel, if we like, and meet Voltaire and Diderot, Madame du Deffand; and so back to England and Twickenham—how certain places repeat themselves and certain names!—where Lady Bedford had her Park once and Pope lived later, to Walpole's home at Strawberry Hill. But Walpole introduces us to such a swarm of new acquaintances, there are so many houses to visit and bells to ring that we may well hesitate for a moment, on the Miss Berry's doorstep, for example, when behold, up comes Thackeray; he is the friend of the woman whom Walpole loved; so that merely by going from friend to friend, from garden to garden, from house to house, we have passed from one end of English literature to another and wake to find ourselves here again in the present, if we can so differentiate this moment from all that have gone before.

This, then, is one of the ways in which we can read these lives and letters; we can make them light up the many windows of the past; we can watch the famous dead in their familiar habits and fancy sometimes that we are very close and can surprise their secrets, and sometimes we may pull out a play or a poem that they have written and see whether it reads differently in the presence of the author. But this again rouses other questions. How far, we must ask ourselves, is a book influenced by its writer's life—how far is it safe to let the man interpret the writer? How far shall we resist or give way to the sympathies and antipathies that the man himself rouses in us—so sensitive are words, so receptive of the character of the author? These are questions that press upon us when we read lives and letters, and we must answer them for ourselves, for nothing can be more fatal than to be guided by the preferences of others in a matter so personal.

But also we can read such books with another aim, not to throw light on literature, not to become familiar with famous people, but to refresh and exercise our own creative powers. Is there not an open window on the right hand of the bookcase? How delightful to stop reading and look out! How stimulating the scene is, in its unconsciousness, its irrelevance, its perpetual movement—the colts galloping round the field, the woman filling her pail at the well, the donkey throwing back his head and emitting his long, acrid moan. The greater part of any library is nothing but the record of such fleeting moments in the lives of men, women, and donkeys.

…

Are there not some pursuits that we practise because they are good in themselves, and some pleasures that are final? And is not this among them? I have sometimes dreamt, at least, that when the Day of Judgment dawns and the great conquerors and lawyers and statesmen come to receive their rewards—their crowns, their laurels, their names carved indelibly upon imperishable marble—the Almighty will turn to Peter and will say, not without a certain envy when he sees us coming with our books under our arms, “Look, these need no reward. We have nothing to give them here. They have loved reading.”





首先，我想强调一下标题后面的问号。即使我能回答这个问题，答案也只适合我而不是你。实际上，一个人能给另一个人唯一的阅读建议，就是别接受任何建议，而是听从自己的直觉，运用自己的理性，得出自己的结论。如果我们对此达成了共识，我就能无拘无束地提出一些想法和建议，因为你不会让自己的独立见解受到禁锢——独立见解正是读者所能拥有的最重要的品质。说到底，你能给阅读制定什么规则呢？滑铁卢之战发生在某一天，此事确凿无疑；但《哈姆雷特》比《李尔王》更优秀吗？没人说得清。每个人都会得出自己的答案。如果允许权威人士走进我们的书房，让他们告诉我们如何阅读、该读什么、我们读的书有何价值，无论他们穿着多么雍容华贵，这都会破坏书所蕴涵的自由精神。世间别处皆有规范习俗，唯有阅读完全自由。

但要享受自由——如果你能忍受这个俗套的说法——我们就必须约束自己。我们不能挥霍自己的能力，不能只为了给一丛玫瑰浇水，就无助而无知地把水喷遍半所房子；我们必须精心培养自己的能力，从此时此地开始。我们在书房面临的第一个问题或许就是——此时从何处开始？我们眼前似乎一片混乱。诗歌和小说、史书和回忆录、词典和蓝皮书
1

 在架上挤成一团。它们以不同的语言写就，作者有男有女，其性格、种族、年龄更是各不相同。门外有驴子嘶叫，女人在水泵边闲聊，马驹在田野上奔跑。我们该从何处开始？我们该如何给这片混乱制定规则，以便从所读的书里获得最深刻、最广博的乐趣？

书分为不同种类，如小说、传记、诗歌，所以我们应该区别对待，汲取各类书所应提供的养分。这话说起来简单，但多数人往往向书要求它提供不了的东西。通常，我们对书的看法既模糊又割裂，在小说中寻找真实，在诗歌中寻找假象，希望传记里有奉承之词，指望历史符合一己之见。如果我们阅读时能摒弃这些偏见，那将是个极好的开端。别指挥作者做这做那，试着做他吧，做他的同事和同伙。如果你一开始就故步自封、先入为主、求全责备，只会妨碍自己从所读的书里获得最大收益。但如果你能尽量敞开心扉，那么那些起初看来纠结扭曲的句子都会提供一些微妙的暗示，将你带到一个与众不同的人面前。投身其中，熟悉此景，你很快就会发现，作者向你传达的东西，或试图向你传达的东西，是如此显而易见。我们先来说说如何阅读小说。作者撰写小说的32个章节，就像构建和管理一座大厦；但词语不像砖块那样看得见、摸得着，阅读比观看更漫长、更复杂。要理解小说家究竟做了些什么，最快的方式或许不是阅读，而是写作——以此来体会遣词造句的危险和艰辛。请回想一件给你留下了清晰印象的事，比如在街角和两个聊天的人擦身而过。树影婆娑，灯光摇曳，聊天的语调既滑稽又悲凉。那个瞬间似乎包含了完整的想象和全部的概念。

但当你试图用文字再现这一场景时，它却支离成了千百个矛盾的印象。有些需要略述，有些需要强调。在诉诸文字的过程中，你或许已无法把握当时的感受。那么，还是抛开你模糊混乱的记录，翻开笛福、简·奥斯汀、哈代等伟大小说家的作品吧。现在你才能更好地欣赏他们的杰作。我们不仅面对不同的作家——笛福、简·奥斯汀、托马斯·哈代，还置身于不同的世界。读《鲁滨孙漂流记》时，我们是在一马平川的公路上蹒跚前行，事情一件接一件发生，弄清事实和事实的顺序就够人受的了。但如果说荒郊和冒险对笛福意味着一切，它们对简·奥斯汀来说则毫无意义。奥斯汀关注的是客厅和聊天的人们，以及通过言谈反映的人物性格。在习惯了客厅及聊天反映的人物性格之后，我们再回头去读哈代，就会又一次晕头转向。在哈代的作品中，我们周遭是茫茫荒野，头顶是浩瀚星空。这时人性的另一面又展现出来了——不是在群体中让人展现出的内心光明的一面，而是孤独使人暴露出的内心黑暗的一面。此时，我们不是与人沟通，而是与自然和命运交流。尽管这些世界截然不同，但每个世界都能自洽。每位创造者都谨慎地遵循自身的法则。无论他们向我们展示了多少紧张关系，都不至于让人摸不着头脑。他们不会像普通作家经常做的那样，将两类格格不入的现实塞进同一本书。从一位伟大的小说家读到另一位——从简·奥斯汀到哈代，从皮考克到特洛勒普，从斯科特到梅瑞狄斯，这是一种折磨，就像被从一个世界猛然拔起，再抛进另一个世界。阅读小说是一项艰难而复杂的艺术。如果你想好好利用小说家——同时也是伟大的艺术家——能给你的一切，你不仅要有细致入微的感悟力，还得有大胆无畏的想象力。

但只要扫一眼书架上良莠不齐的作品，你就会知道，只有极少的作家可称为“伟大的艺术家”，能称为“艺术品”的书就更少了。例如，记叙已逝伟人生平的传记和自传，与小说和诗集肩并肩立在书架上。我们要拒绝读那些传记，因为它们并非“艺术品”吗？还是说，我们应该读这些书，但要带着另一种目的，以另一种方式去读。阅读是否应该先满足我们时不时冒出的好奇心？我们就像夜晚时分徘徊在一栋灯火通明、帘幕未降的大屋前，屋里每一层向我们展示了人类生活的不同方面。然后，我们会对这些人充满好奇，为他们的生活而着迷。那长舌的仆人、用餐的绅士、为赴舞会而梳妆打扮的女孩和坐在窗前编织的老妇人，他们是什么人？是干什么的？叫什么名字？他们在做什么？在想什么？有过怎样的冒险？

传记和回忆录会回答这类问题，会照亮无数座这样的大屋。这些书会告诉我们，人们如何处理日常事务、如何辛苦劳作、如何经历成败、如何享受美食、如何体验爱恨，直到生命终结。有时，当我们还在观察的时候，大屋的影像突然淡去，铁栅栏也消失无踪；我们突然来到了海上；出外狩猎、航行、战斗；与野蛮人和士兵为伍；参与一场场伟大的战役。或者，如果我们喜欢待在英国伦敦，场景也会发生变化——街道变得狭窄，屋子变得矮小，房间变得逼仄，出现菱形窗格，空气充满恶臭。我们看见诗人多恩正逃离这样一座屋子。因为墙壁太薄，孩子的哭声穿墙而入。我们可以跟随他，穿过书中所写的通道，来到特威克纳姆，来到贝德福德女士的花园，一个著名的贵族和诗人的聚集地。然后，我们来到草坡下的威尔顿大宅，聆听锡德尼为妹妹诵读《阿尔卡迪亚》
2

 。接着，我们在那片沼泽中漫步，观察那部著名浪漫小说中提及的苍鹭。而后，我们与彭布罗克夫人安妮·克利福德一道向北进发，去往她的那片荒野；或是跑到城里去，看穿黑色天鹅绒上衣的加布里埃尔·哈维如何与斯宾塞进行诗歌论战，并从中取乐。伊丽莎白女王时期的伦敦，黑暗与光辉交织，没有什么比在此蹒跚摸索更令人着迷。但我们不宜久留，坦普尔、斯威夫特、哈雷和圣·约翰召唤着我们向前。我们可以花很多个小时解读他们作品里的争论、诠释他们作品里的人物。读厌了之后，我们继续闲逛，和一位戴钻石的黑衣女子擦肩而过，去塞缪尔·约翰逊、戈德史密斯和盖瑞克那儿做客。如果我们愿意的话，还可以跨越海峡，去拜访伏尔泰、狄德罗和德芳夫人，再回到英国的特威克纳姆——这个地名又出现了！它曾是贝德福德女士花园的所在地，后来是蒲柏的居所——前往沃波尔
3

 位于草莓山庄的家。但沃波尔向我们介绍了一大群新朋友，有那么多屋子等我们去拜访，那么多门铃等我们去按响，以至于我们对是否要前往犹豫了片刻。在贝瑞小姐的门阶上，我们稍作迟疑，便看见了萨克雷——他是沃波尔喜爱的这位女士的朋友。因此，我们只是在朋友、花园和大屋之间穿梭，便将英国文学史转了个遍，醒来发现自己回到了当下——如果我们还能区分当下和过去的话。

这便是阅读这些生平和信件的一种方式。我们可以让它们照亮往昔的窗口，关注已逝名人身上似曾相识的习惯。有时，我们会想象自己和他们很亲密，惊讶于他们的小秘密；有时，我们会找出他们写的戏剧或诗歌，看看了解作者之后读起来有何不同。但这也会引起其他问题。我们必须问自己，作家的生平对一本书的影响有多大？对作家阐释到什么程度算合适？作家本人引起我们的同情或憎恶，我们应该抵制还是接受？作者的文字如此敏锐，他的性格是否同样善于接纳？读作家生平和信件时，我们都会产生这些疑问。我们必须自己回答，因为在涉及如此个人化的事情时，受他人偏好引导是最致命的。

但我们也可以抱着另一个目的读这些书——不是为了弄懂文学作品，不是为了熟悉各位名人，而是为了恢复和锻炼自己的创造力。书架右手边不是有扇敞开的窗户吗？放下手中的书朝窗外望去是多么令人愉快的事！马驹在田野上奔跑，女人从井中提水，驴子把头扭向身后，发出长长的、刺耳的嘶鸣——这幅并不刻意、毫无联系、持续变化的场景是多么启迪人心。任何书房最妙的部分，莫过于记录这些转瞬即逝的片段，记录这些男人、女人和驴子的生活瞬间。

……

我们追求某些事物，不就是因为追求本身的美好以及最终获得的快乐？阅读不就是这样的乐事吗？至少我有时会想象，末日审判
4

 时人们到上帝面前领取奖赏，伟大的征服者获得了王冠，优秀的律师获得了桂冠，杰出的政治家获得了刻在大理石上不朽的名字。上帝看见我们胳膊底下夹着书走来，会不无妒意地把头转向圣彼得
5

 ，说：“看，这些人不需要奖赏。我们这里什么也给不了他们。他们爱的是阅读。”

 

————————————————————


1
 ．蓝皮书，一般指包括名人录、指南、手册之类的工具书，也包括纪念画册等。


2
 ．菲利普·锡德尼爵士（Sir Philip Sidney，1554—1586），英国作家、政治家和军人。1580年，锡德尼在威尔顿大宅与妹妹相依为命，《阿尔卡迪亚》即为这一时期写成。


3
 ．这里指英国第四任牛津伯爵霍勒斯·沃波尔（Horace Walpole，1717—1797）。后文提及的贝瑞小姐（Miss Berry）和萨克雷（Thackeray）都是其作品《沃波尔书信》 中出现的人物。


4
 ．末日审判，指基督教及其他一些宗教中上帝在世界终结前对世人进行审判。


5
 ．圣彼得，耶稣十二门徒之一，也是耶稣拣选的第一个门徒。


[image: ]



The Art of Reading


读书的艺术

Lin Yutang

林语堂







作者简介


 

林语堂（1895—1976），既是以英文写作扬名海外的中国作家，也是集语言学家、哲学家、文学家、旅行家、发明家于一身的知名学者。他一生著述颇丰，曾主编《论语》半月刊，创办《人间世》《宇宙风》，提倡“以自我为中心，以闲适为格调”的小品文，成为论语派主要人物。1935年后，他用英文创作了《吾国吾民》（My Country and My People
 ）等文化著作和《京华烟云》（Moment in Peking
 ）等长篇小说。

本文节选自1937年出版的《生活的艺术》（The Art of Living
 ）。该书是林语堂旅美专事创作后的第一部书，位居美国畅销书排行榜榜首达52周，后接连再版40余次，被译成十余种外国文字。本文可谓字字珠玑，文中对“风雪之夜，闭户翻书”的描写尤其令人神往。







Reading or the enjoyment of books has always been regarded among the charms of a cultured life and is respected and envied by those who rarely give themselves that privilege. This is easy to understand when we compare the difference between the life of a man who does no reading and that of a man who does. The man who has not the habit of reading is imprisoned in his immediate world, in respect to time and space. His life falls into a set routine; he is limited to contact and conversation with a few friends and acquaintances, and he sees only what happens in his immediate neighborhood. From this prison there is no escape. But the moment he takes up a book, he immediately enters a different world, and if it is a good book, he is immediately put in touch with one of the best talkers of the world. This talker leads him on and carries him into a different country or a different age, or unburdens to him some of his personal regrets, or discusses with him some special line or aspect of life that the reader knows nothing about. An ancient author puts him in communion with a dead spirit of long ago, and as he reads along, he begins to imagine what that ancient author looked like and what type of person he was. Both Mencius and Ssema Ch'ien, China's greatest historian, have expressed the same idea. Now to be able to live two hours out of twelve in a different world and take one's thoughts off the claims of the immediate present is, of course, a privilege to be envied by people shut up in their bodily prison. Such a change of environment is really similar to travel in its psychological effect.

But there is more to it than this. The reader is always carried away into a world of thought and reflection. Even if it is a book about physical events, there is a difference between seeing such events in person or living through them, and reading about them in books, for then the events always assume the quality of a spectacle and the reader becomes a detached spectator. The best reading is therefore that which leads us into this contemplative mood, and not that which is merely occupied with the report of events. The tremendous amount of time spent on newspapers I regard as not reading at all, for the average readers of papers are mainly concerned with getting reports about events and happenings without contemplative value.

The best formula for the object of reading, in my opinion, was stated by Huang Shanku, a Sung poet and friend of Su Tungp'o. He said, “A scholar who hasn't read anything for three days feels that his talk has no flavor (becomes insipid), and his own face becomes hateful to look at (in the mirror).”What he means, of course, is that reading gives a man a certain charm and flavor, which is the entire object of reading, and only reading with this object can be called an art. One doesn't read to “improve one's mind,”because when one begins to think of improving his mind, all the pleasure of reading is gone. He is the type of person who says to himself:“I must read Shakespeare, and I must read Sophocles, and I must read the entire Five Foot Shelf of Dr. Eliot, so I can become an educated man.”I'm sure that man will never become educated. He will force himself one evening to read Shakespeare's Hamlet
 and come away, as if from a bad dream, with no greater benefit than that he is able to say that he has “read”Hamlet
 . Anyone who reads a book with a sense of obligation does not understand the art of reading. This type of reading with a business purpose is in no way different from a senator's reading up of flies and reports before he makes a speech. It is asking for business advice and information, and not reading at all.

Reading for the cultivation of personal charm of appearance and flavor in speech is then, according to Huang, the only admissible kind of reading. This charm of appearance must evidently be interpreted as something other than physical beauty. What Huang means by “hateful to look at”is not physical ugliness. There are ugly faces that have a fascinating charm and beautiful faces that are insipid to look at. I have among my Chinese friends one whose head is shaped like a bomb and yet who is nevertheless always a pleasure to see. The most beautiful face among Western authors, so far as I have seen them in pictures, was that of G. K. Chesterton. There was such a diabolical conglomeration of mustache, glasses, fairly bushy eyebrows and knitted lines where the eyebrows met! One felt there were a vast number of ideas playing about inside that forehead, ready at any time to burst out from those quizzically penetrating eyes. That is what Huang would call a beautiful face, a face not made up by powder and rouge, but by the sheer force of thinking. As for flavor of speech, it all depends on one's way of reading. Whether one has “flavor”or not in his talk, depends on his method of reading. If a reader gets the flavor of books, he will show that flavor in his conversations, and if he has flavor in his conversations, he cannot help also having a flavor in his writing.

Hence I consider flavor or taste as the key to all reading. It necessarily follows that taste is selective and individual, like the taste for food. The most hygienic way of eating is, after all, eating what one likes, for then one is sure of his digestion. In reading as in eating, what is one man's meat may be another's poison. A teacher cannot force his pupils to like what he likes in reading, and a parent cannot expect his children to have the same tastes as himself. And if the reader has no taste for what he reads, all the time is wasted. As Yüan Chunglang says, “You can leave the books that you don't like alone, and let other people read them.”

There can be, therefore, no books that one absolutely must read. For our intellectual interests grow like a tree or flow like a river. So long as there is proper sap, the tree will grow anyhow, and so long as there is fresh current from the spring, the water will flow. When water strikes a granite cliff, it just goes around it; when it finds itself in a pleasant low valley, it stops and meanders there a while; when it finds itself in a deep mountain pond, it is content to stay there; when it finds itself traveling over rapids, is hurries forward. Thus, without any effort or determined aim, it is sure of reaching the sea some day.

There are no books in this world that everybody must read, but only books that a person must read at a certain time in a given place under given circumstances and at a given period of his life. I rather think that reading, like matrimony, is determined by fate or yinyüan. Even if there is a certain book that everyone must read, like the Bible, there is a time for it. When one's thoughts and experience have not reached a certain point for reading a masterpiece, the masterpiece will leave only a bad flavor on his palate. Confucius said, “When one is fifty, one may read the Book of Changes
 ,”which means that one should not read it at forty-five. The extremely mild flavor of Confucius' own sayings in the Analects
 and his mature wisdom cannot be appreciated until one becomes mature himself.

Furthermore, the same reader reading the same book at different periods, gets a different flavor out of it. For instance, we enjoy a book more after we have had a personal talk with the author himself, or even after having seen a picture of his face, and one gets again a different flavor sometimes after one has broken off friendship with the author. A person gets a kind of flavor from reading the Book of Changes
 at forty, and gets another kind of flavor reading it at fifty, after he has seen more changes in life. Therefore, all good books can be read with profit and renewed pleasure a second time. I was made to read Westward Ho
 ! and Henry Esmond
 in my college days, but while I was capable of appreciating Westward Ho
 ! in my teens, the real flavor of Henry Esmond
 escaped me entirely until I reflected about it later on, and suspected there was vastly more charm in that book than I had then been capable of appreciating.

Reading, therefore, is an act consisting of two sides, the author and the reader. The net gain comes as much from the reader's contribution through his own insight and experience as from the author's own. In speaking about the Confucian Analects
 , the Sung Confucianist Ch'eng YiCh'uan said, “There are readers and readers. Some read the Analects
 and feel that nothing has happened, some are pleased with one or two lines in it, and some begin to wave their hands and dance on their legs unconsciously.”

I regard the discovery of one's favorite author as the most critical event in one's intellectual development. There is such a thing as the affinity of spirits, and among the authors of ancient and modern times, one must try to find an author whose spirit is akin with his own. Only in this way can one get any real good out of reading. One has to be independent and search out his masters. Who is one's favorite author, no one can tell, probably not even the man himself. It is like love at first sight. The reader cannot be told to love this one or that one, but when he has found the author he loves, he knows it himself by a kind of instinct. We have such famous cases of discoveries of authors. Scholars seem to have lived in different ages, separated by centuries, and yet their modes of thinking and feeling were so akin that their coming together across the pages of a book was like a person finding his own image.

In Chinese phraseology, we speak of these kindred spirits as reincarnations of the same soul, as Su Tungp'o was said to be the reincarnation of Chuangtse or T’ao Yüanming, and Yüan Chunglang was said to be the reincarnation of Su Tungp'o. Su Tungp'o said that when he first read Chuantse
 , he felt as if all the time since his childhood he had been thinking the same things and taking the same views himself. When Yüan Chunglang discovered one night Hsü WenCh'ang, a contemporary unknown to him, in a small book of poems, he jumped out of bed and shouted to his friend, and his friend began to read it and shout in turn, and then they both read and shouted again until their servant was completely puzzled. George Eliot described her first reading of Rousseau as an electric shock. Nietzche felt the same thing about Schopenhauer, but Schopenhauer a peevish master and Nietzche was a violent-tempered pupil, and it was natural that the pupil later rebelled against the teacher.

It is only this kind of reading, this discovery of one's favorite author, that will do one any good at all. Like a man falling in love with his sweetheart at first sight, everything is right. She is of the right height, has the right face, the right color of hair, the right quality of voice and the right way of speaking and smiling. This author is just right for him; his style, his taste, his point of view, his mode of thinking, are all right. And then the reader proceeds to devour every word and every line that the author writes, and because there is a spiritual affinity, he absorbs and readily digests everything. The author has cast a spell over him, and he is glad to be under the spell, and in time his own voice and manner and way of smiling and way of talking become like the author's own. Thus he truly steeps himself in his literary lovers and derives from these books sustenance for his soul. After a few years, the spell is over and he grows a little tired of his lover and seeks for new literary lovers, and after he has had three or four lovers and completely eaten them up, he merges as an author himself. There are many readers who never fall in love, like many young men and women who flirt around and are incapable of forming a deep attachment to a particular person. They can read any and all authors, and they never amount to anything.

Such a conception of the art of reading completely precludes the idea of reading as a duty or as an obligation. In China, one often encourages students to “study bitterly.”There was a famous scholar who studied bitterly and who stuck an awl in his calf when he fell asleep while studying at night. There was another scholar who had a maid stand by his side as he was studying at night, to wake him up every time he fell asleep. This was nonsensical. If one has a book lying before him and falls asleep while some wise ancient author is talking to him, he should just go to bed. No amount of sticking an awl in his calf or of shaking him up by a maid will do him any good. Such a man has lost all sense of pleasure of reading. Scholars are worth anything at all never know what is called “a hard grind”or what “bitter study”means. They merely love books and read on because they cannot help themselves.

With this question solved, the question of time and place for reading is also provided with an answer. There is no proper time and place for reading. When the mood for reading comes, one can read anywhere. If one knows the enjoyment of reading, he will read in school or out of school, and in spite of all schools. He can study even in the best schools. Tseng Kuofan, in one of his family letters concerning the expressed desire of one of his younger brothers come to the capital and study at a better school, replied that: “If one has the desire to study, he can study at a country school, or even a desert or in busy streets, and even as a woodcutter or a swineherd. But if one has no desire to study, then not only is the country school not proper for study, but even a quiet country home or a fairy island is not a proper place for study.”There are people who adopt a self-important posture at the desk when they are about to do reading, and then complain they are unable to read because the room is too cold, or the chair is too hard, or the light is too strong. And there are writers who complain that they cannot write because there are too many mosquitos, or the writing paper is too shiny, or the noise from the street is too great. The great Sung scholar, Ouyang Hsiu, confessed to “three on's”for doing his best writing: on the pillow, on horseback and on the toilet. Another famous Ch'ing scholar, Ku Ch'ienli, was known for his habit “reading Confucian classics naked”in summer. On the other hand, there is a good reason for not doing any reading in any of the seasons of the year, if one does not like reading:

To study in spring is treason;

And summer is sleep's best reason;

If winter hurries the fall;

Then stop till next spring season.

What, then, is the true art of reading? The simple answer is to just take up a book and read when the mood comes. To be thoroughly enjoyed, reading must be entirely spontaneous. One takes a limp volume of Lisao
 , or of Omar Khayyam
 , and goes away hand in hand with his love to read on a river bank. If there are good clouds over one's head, let them read the clouds and forget the books, or read the books and the clouds at the same time. Between times, a good pipe or a good cup of tea makes it still more perfect. Or perhaps on a snowy night, when one is sitting before the fireside, and there is a kettle singing on the hearth and a good pouch of tobacco at the side, one gathers ten or a dozen books on philosophy, economics, poetry, biography and piles them up on the couch, and then leisurely turns over a few of them and gently lights on the one which strikes his fancy at the moment. Chia Shengt'an regards reading a banned book behind closed doors on a snowy night as one of the greatest pleasures of life. The mood for reading is perfectly described by Ch'en Chiju (Meikung): “The ancient people called books and paintings ‘limp volumes' and ‘soft volumes'; therefore the best style of reading a book or opening an album is the leisurely style.”In this mood, one develops patience for everything. As the same author says, “The real master tolerates misprints when reading story, as a good traveler tolerates bad roads when climbing a mountain, one going to watch a snow scene tolerates a flimsy bridge, one choosing to live in the country tolerates vulgar people, and one bent on looking at flowers tolerates bad wine.”

The best description of the pleasure of reading I found in the autobiography of China's greatest poetess, Li Ch'ingchao (Yi-an, 1081-1141). She and her husband would go to the temple, where secondhand books and rubbings from stone inscriptions were sold, on the day he got his monthly stipend as a student at the Imperial Academy. Then they would buy some fruit on the way back, and coming home, they began to pare the fruit and examine the newly bought rubbings together, or drink tea and compare the variants in different editions. As described in her autobiographical sketch known as Postscript to Chinshihlu
 (a book on bronze and stone inscriptions):

“I have a power for memory, and sitting quietly after supper in the Homecoming Hall, we would boil a pot of tea and, pointing to the piles of books on the shelves, make a guess as to on what line of what page in what volume of a certain book a passage occurred and see who was right, the one making the correct guess having the privilege of drinking his cup of tea first. When a guess was correct, we would lift the cup high and break out into a loud laughter, so much so that sometimes the tea was spilled on our dress and we were not able to drink. We were then content to live and grow old in such a world! Therefore we held our heads high, although we were living in poverty and sorrow….In time our collection grew bigger and bigger and the books and art objects were piled up on tables and desks and beds, and we enjoyed them with our eyes and our minds and planned and discussed over them, tasting a happiness above those enjoying dogs and horses and music and dance.”





读书或赏书一直是文明生活的雅事，那些不大有机会享受这种权利的人往往对此又羡又妒。将读书者和不读书者的生活两相比较，便很容易理解这一点。没有读书习惯的人被禁锢于眼前的世界，无论时间上还是空间上都是如此。他的生活有一套常规，只限于与少数熟人接触交谈，只目睹邻里周遭发生之事，而无法逃脱这个牢笼。但当他拿起一本书时，他会立刻进入一个不同的世界；如果那是一本好书，他会立刻结识世上最佳的健谈者。这位健谈者会引导他前进，带领他进入不同的国度与年代，或是向他倾诉自己的悔恨，或是与他探讨几句妙语名言，或是与他讨论他从前并不知晓的人生感悟。阅读古时作家的著作，就像和多年前已逝的灵魂交谈。随着阅读的进行，他开始想象那位古人相貌如何、性格怎样。孟子和中国伟大的史学家司马迁都表达过同样的观点。如果每12小时能在不同的世界生活两小时，让自己的思想完全逃离眼前的世界，这当然会让困于躯体牢笼的人嫉妒。这样的环境转变就像在不同的心境中穿行。

不仅如此，书总能引发读者思考。即使此书只谈及现实场景，但亲眼所见或亲身经历与从书中所读有所不同，因为书中场景往往成为一种景观，读者则是超然物外的观察者。因此，最佳的阅读体验应将人带入沉思的心境，而非只被事件报道占据。我认为，花大把时间读报并不算是阅读，因为普通的读报者只关注事件报道，而这些事件并没有深思的价值。

我认为，苏东坡的好友、宋代诗人黄山谷
1

 对阅读目的的说法最妙。他说：“三日不读，便觉语言无味，面目可憎”。当然，他指的是阅读使人独具风雅——这就是阅读的全部目的所在。只有以此为目的的阅读才可称为艺术。阅读不能以“提升心智”为目的。如果开始想着提升心智，阅读的乐趣便丧失殆尽。如果一个人说“我必须读莎士比亚、索福克勒斯的作品和查尔斯·艾略特的‘五英尺书架’
2

 中的所有作品，如此一来，我就能成为有教养的人”，那么我确信他永远不会变得有教养。他可以强迫自己挑灯夜读莎士比亚的《哈姆雷特》，但读完就像从噩梦中醒来，除了能说自己“读过”《哈姆雷特》外，就再没有任何益处。出于义务去读书的人并不理解阅读的艺术。这样读书和参议员在演讲前阅读文件和报告没什么区别。那是寻求业务建议和收集信息，根本不是阅读。
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依黄山谷所言，为了让自己外表优雅、谈吐风趣而读书，是唯一可采纳的阅读方式。此处的“外表优雅”显然不是指相貌美丽。黄山谷所说的“面目可憎”亦非容貌丑陋。丑人也可能迷人，美人也可能令人生厌。我的中国朋友里有一位脑袋活像炮弹，但我却总是很高兴见到他。在我见过的西方作家肖像中，最美的脸孔当属吉尔伯特·基思·切斯特顿。他的胡须、眼镜、浓眉及眉间的川字纹组合起来简直像魔鬼！我觉得他的头脑里回旋着无数想法，随时会从充满疑惑的锐利的双眼中喷涌而出。黄山谷会称之为“美丽脸孔”，因为这张脸并非由脂粉装扮，而是纯粹由思想塑造。至于谈吐风趣，则取决于一个人阅读的方式。一个人的谈吐是否“有趣味”，取决于他如何阅读。如果读者领悟了书的趣味，他的谈吐就会有趣；如果他谈吐风趣，笔下作品也会流露趣味。

因此，我认为趣味或品味是一切阅读的关键。阅读的趣味就像饮食的品味，必须按照自己的品味选择要读的。毕竟，最健康的进食方法是吃自己喜欢的东西，因为这些东西肯定能消化。阅读正如进食，一个人的美食或许是另一人的毒药。教师不能强迫学生读自己喜欢的书，父母也不能盼着子女与自己品味相同。如果读者对所读之书毫无兴致，那就只会浪费时间。正如袁中郎
3

 所说：“己所不好之书，可令他人读之。”

由此看来，世间并无必读之书。因为我们对知识的兴趣如树木般生长，如河水般流淌。只要有适合的汁液，树木便会茁壮生长；只要有鲜活的泉涌，河水便会向前流淌。水流若遇岩石阻挡，便绕石而行；若遇低洼溪谷，便曲折蜿蜒；若入深山池塘，便怡然停驻；若顺急流而下，便奔腾向前。如此一来，水流并无明确目标，亦未费心劳力，但有朝一日必将抵达海洋。

世间并无人人必读之书，只有一个人在某时某地、某种处境下、人生某个阶段中必读之书。我宁愿认为阅读像婚姻一样，由命运或姻缘决定。即使存在一本人人必读的书，比如《圣经》，阅读此书也有一定的时机。如果一个人的思想和经历尚未达到阅读经典的程度，经典只会让他品出不好的滋味。孔子曰“五十以学易”，就是说一个人哪怕已经45岁，尚不能去读《易经》。孔子《论语》中的格言恬淡温和，只有心智成熟的读者才能欣赏其中深沉的智慧。

此外，同一位读者读同一本书，不同时期能读出不同的滋味。例如，我们和作者当面交谈，或是看过作者肖像之后，能更好地欣赏他写的书。与作者绝交之后再看他的书，则另有一番滋味。40岁时读《易经》是一种味道，年届半百、历经变故后再读《易经》则是另一番滋味。因此，所有好书第二次阅读时都能获得新的益处和乐趣。我大学时被逼着读《西行记》和《亨利·埃斯蒙德》，尽管我少年时已能欣赏《西行记》的妙处，但《亨利·埃斯蒙德》的真谛我却是多年之后才有所体会。我怀疑这本书里还有许多我不曾体察的趣味。

由此可见，阅读的行为包含两方面——作者和读者。书能提供多少益处，取决于读者和作者双方的洞察和经历。宋代大儒程伊川谈及孔子的《论语》时说道：“读《论语》，有读了后全然无事者，有读了后其中得一两句喜者，有读了后知好之者，有读了后不知手之舞之足之蹈之者。”

我认为，找到自己最喜欢的作家，是一个人智力发展过程中最重要的事件。世间确有性情相投一事，读书人必须在古今作家中，找到与自己灵魂相通的一人。只有这样，他才能从阅读中得到真正的收获。一个人必须独立寻找自己的导师。谁是他最喜欢的作家？没有人知道，或者他自己都不知道。这就像一见钟情。不能要求读者喜欢这个或那个作家，但当他发现自己喜欢的作家，自然会一见倾心。关于这一点有很多著名的例子。有些学者生活在不同时代，彼此相距几个世纪，但思考方式和感觉却如出一辙。在书中看到另一位学者的文字，就像一个人看见自己的倒影。

按照中国的说法，我们将这种精神的传承称为“灵魂转世”，例如苏东坡就被认为是庄子或陶渊明的转世
4

 ，袁中郎则被认为是苏东坡的转世。苏东坡说，自己第一次读《庄子》时，觉得自己自幼年起就和庄子有同样的思想。袁中郎夜读同辈无名诗人徐文长
5

 的一本小诗集，从床上一跃而起，大喊友人来读，友人读着也开始大喊。两人喊复读，读复喊，直到把仆人完全弄糊涂了。乔治·艾略特将自己第一次读卢梭的感觉描述为“触电”。尼采第一次读叔本华时也有同感。但叔本华是位暴躁的老师，尼采是个坏脾气的学生，后来学生反叛老师是很自然的事。

只有发现心仪作家的阅读才有益处可言。男子对他的爱人一见钟情时，会觉得她的身高、脸孔、发色、嗓音、言笑都恰到好处；读者遇上心仪的作家，也会觉得他的文风、品味、观点、思考模式都恰到好处。接下来，读者便开始贪婪地阅读作家写下的一字一句。由于双方性情相投，他很快就消化吸收了一切。作者对他下了魔咒，他则乐于身陷魔咒。久而久之，他的声音及言笑会和作者越来越相似。至此，他就完全投入了文学情人的怀抱，并从书中获取自己所需的精神食粮。几年之后，魔咒消失无踪，他有点儿厌倦了旧情人，开始寻找新的文学情人。当有过三四个情人并将其“生吞活剥”之后，他自己也和作家融为一体。许多读者从未坠入爱河，正如许多青年男女只会到处调情，却无法钟情于某个特定的人。他们可以读所有作家的作品，却永远得不到收获。

“阅读的艺术”这个概念完全打破了“视阅读为责任”的观点。在中国，人们常常鼓励学生“苦读”。一位著名的苦读学者在夜里读书时，只要一打瞌睡就拿锥子刺股。另一位学者夜里读书时让丫鬟站在身边，一见他打盹就马上把他叫醒。这实在荒谬。如果一个人面前摊着一本书，古代智者娓娓道来时他竟然犯困，那他干脆上床睡觉好了。用锥刺股或让丫鬟叫醒对他并无益处。这种人已经完全失去了阅读的乐趣。真正的学者从来不知道“磨炼”和“苦读”所谓何物。他们纯粹是喜欢书，情不自禁要往下读。

这个问题解决之后，阅读的时间、地点也有了答案。阅读无需合适的时间地点。只要有阅读的兴致，无论何处都可以。如果一个人明白阅读的乐趣，则无论进入何种学校、无论在上学还是已毕业，他都会读书；即便在最优秀的学校里，他也能读书。针对小弟希望入京就读好学校，曾国藩在一封家书中写道：“苟能发奋自立，则家塾可读书，即旷野之地，热闹之场，亦可读书；负薪牧豕，皆可读书。苟不能发奋自立，则家塾不宜读书，即清净之乡，神仙之境，皆不能读书。”有些人准备读书时在桌前装腔作势，抱怨房间太冷、板凳太硬、光线太强害得自己没法读书；也有些作家抱怨蚊子太多、稿纸太反光、街道太闹害得自己写不出东西。宋代大学者欧阳修说自己的好文章都得于“三上”，即枕上、马上、厕上。另一位清代著名学者顾千里则以夏天“裸体读经”而闻名。另一方面，如果一个人不爱读书，则一年四季都有不读书的好理由：

春天不是读书天，

夏日炎炎最好眠，

等到秋来冬又至，

不如等待到来年。

那什么是真正的“读书的艺术”？答案很简单：兴致起时，拿起书就读。完全发自内心才能彻底享受阅读。一个人可以带上一本《离骚》或奥玛珈音
6

 的书与爱人携手出游，在河畔同读诗篇。如果空中云彩飘动，亦可仰视浮云，忘却手中之书，或是既看云也读书。偶尔加上烟斗一柄、好茶一杯便更加完美。或是在风雪之夜，靠炉而坐，炉上有沸水一壶，身边有好烟一袋，将十几本哲学、经济、诗歌、传记堆在沙发上，然后随心所致，翻而读之。金圣叹
7

 认为“雪夜闭户读禁书”是人生最大的乐趣之一。陈继儒（眉公）
8

 对阅读心境的描写最为精彩：“古人称书画为丛笺软卷，故读书开卷以闲适为尚。”如此心境之下，一个人对一切皆有耐心。此作家还说过：“真学士不以鲁鱼亥豕为意，好旅客登山不以路恶难行为意，看雪景者不以桥不固为意，卜居乡间者不以俗人为意，爱看花者不以酒劣为意。”

在中国最伟大的女诗人李清照（易安居士，1081—1141）的自传中，我找到了对阅读之乐的最佳描述。她的丈夫是太学学生。他每月领到俸禄后，夫妻俩便去相国寺（当时卖旧书和碑帖）购置碑帖。回家的路上，他们还会买些水果。回家之后，夫妻俩一边剥水果一边赏玩新买的碑帖，或是一边品茶一边比较不同版本。正如她在《金石录后序》这篇自传体序中所写：

“余性偶强记，每饭罢，坐归来堂，烹茶，指堆积书史，言某事在某书某卷第几页第几行，以中否角胜负，为饮茶先后。中即举杯大笑，至茶倾覆怀中，反不得饮而起，甘心老是乡矣！故虽处忧患困穷，而志不屈。……于是几案罗列，枕席枕藉，意会心谋，目往神授，乐在声色犬马之上。”

 




我们对知识的兴趣如树木般生长，如河水般流淌。只要有适合的汁液，树木便会茁壮生长；只要有鲜活的泉涌，河水便会向前流淌。


Lin Yutang 林语堂



 

————————————————————


1
 ．黄山谷（1045—1105），即黄庭坚，北宋书法家、文学家。他的诗书画号称“三绝”。其与苏东坡齐名，人称“苏黄”。


2
 ．查尔斯·艾略特的“五英尺书架”，指《哈佛经典》，一套51卷本的经典图书汇集。他曾在一次演讲中说，每天花15分钟阅读放在五英尺书架上的经典图书，就能获得人文教育。出版商看见商机并邀请其选择书目，《哈佛经典》由此诞生。


3
 ．袁中郎（1568—1610），即袁宏道，明代文学家。他在文学上反对“文必秦汉，诗必盛唐”的风气，提出“独抒性灵，不拘格套”的性灵说。


4
 ．陶渊明是苏东坡一生最崇拜的人，苏东坡曾按照陶渊明诗集的韵写了一本诗，并表示自己是陶渊明转世。


5
 ．徐渭（1521—1593），字文长，中国明代文学家，他的诗被袁中郎尊为明代第一。


6
 ．奥玛珈音（Omar Khayyam，1048—1131），波斯诗人，著有《鲁拜集》。


7
 ．金圣叹（1608—1661），明末清初人，著名的文学家、文学批评家。


8
 ．陈继儒（1558—1639），字仲醇，号眉公、麋公，明代文学家、书画家。
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