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第一卷 清空心灵的沙子 Emptied The Sand Soul

一粒小沙子不小心闯进了你的眼睛里，你是不是特别难受呢？因为一个人的眼睛是多么干净透明啊！哪能容得下一粒沙子呢？我们都知道“人的眼睛容不下沙子”，可又有谁注意到了自己心灵里的沙子呢？清纯空灵的东西是不能有一丝杂质的，我们的心灵也一样。拥有一颗澄澈美丽的心灵是每一个人的愿望。清空你心灵中的沙子吧，还自己一片晴朗的心空！


Run Through The Rain雨中的记忆

She had been shopping with her Mom in Wal-Mart. She must have been 6 years old, this beautiful brown haired, freckle-faced image of innocence. It was pouring outside. The kind of rain that gushes over the top of rain gutters, so much in a hurry to hit the Earth it has no time to flow down the spout.

We all stood there under the awning and just inside the door of the Wal-Mart. We waited, some patiently, others irritated because nature messed up their hurried day. I am always mesmerized by rainfall. I get lost in the sound and sight of the heavens washing away the dirt and dust of the world. Memories of running, splashing so carefree as a child come pouring in as a welcome reprieve from the worries of my day.

Her voice was so sweet as it broke the hypnotic trance we were all caught in. "Mom, let's run through the rain." she said.

"What?" Mom asked.

"Let's run through the rain!" She repeated.

"No, honey. We'll wait until it slows down a bit." Mom
 replied.

This young child waited about another minute and repeated:"Mom, let's run through the rain."

"We'll get soaked if we do." Mom said.

"No, we won't, Mom. That's not what you said this morning." the young girl said as she tugged at her Mom's arm.

"This morning? When did I say we could run through the rain and not get wet?"

她和妈妈刚在沃尔玛购完物。这个天真的小女孩应该6岁大了，头发是美丽的棕色，脸上有雀斑。外面下着倾盆大雨。雨水溢满了檐槽，来不及排走，就迫不及待地涌向了大地。

我们都站在沃尔玛门口的遮篷下。大家在等待，有的人很耐心，也有人烦躁，因为老天在给他们本已忙碌的一天添乱。雨天总引起我的遐思。我出神地听着、看着老天洗刷冲走这世界的污垢和尘埃，孩时无忧无虑地在雨中奔跑玩水的记忆汹涌而至，暂时缓解了我这一天的焦虑。

小女孩甜美的声音打破了这令人昏昏欲睡的气氛，“妈妈，我们在雨里跑吧。”她说。

“什么？”母亲问。

“我们在雨里跑吧！”她重复。

“不，亲爱的，我们等雨小一点再走。”母亲回答说。

过了一会小女孩又说：“妈妈，我们跑出去吧。”

“这样的话我们会湿透的。”母亲说。

“不会的，妈妈。你今天早上不是这样说的。”小女孩一边说一边拉着母亲的手。

“今天早上？我什么时候说过我们淋雨不会湿啊？”


"Don't you remember? When you were talking to Daddy about his cancer, you said，‘If God can get us through this, he can get us through anything!’"

The entire crowd stopped dead silent. I swear you couldn't hear anything but the rain. We all stood silently. No one came or left in the next few minutes. Mom paused and thought for a moment about what she would say.

Now some would laugh it off and scold her for being silly. Some might even ignore what was said. But this was a moment of affirmation in a young child's life. Time when innocent trust can be nurtured so that it will bloom into faith. "Honey, you are absolutely right. Let's run through the rain. If get wet, well maybe we just needed washing." Mom said. Then off they ran.

We all stood watching, smiling and laughing as they darted past the cars. And they held their shopping bags over their heads just in case. They got soaked. But they were followed by a few who screamed and laughed like children all the way to their cars. And yes, I did. I ran. I got wet. I needed washing. Circumstances or people can take away your material possessions, they can take away your money, and they can take away your health. But no one can ever take away your precious memories. So, don't forget to make time and take the opportunities to make memories every day!

To everything there is a season and a time to every purpose under heaven. I hope you still take the time to run through the rain.


“你不记得了吗？你和爸爸谈他的癌症时，你不是说‘如果上帝让我们闯过这一关，那我们就没有什么过不去了。’”

人群一片寂静。我发誓，除了雨声，你什么都听不到。我们都静静地站着。接下来的几分钟没有一个人走动。母亲停了一下，在想着应该说些什么。

有人也许会对此一笑了之，或者责备这孩子的不懂事，有人甚至不把她的话放在心上。但这却是一个小孩子一生中需要被肯定的时候。若受到鼓舞，此时孩子单纯的信任就会发展成为坚定的信念。“亲爱的，你说得对，我们跑过去吧。如果淋湿了，那也许是因为我们的确需要冲洗一下了。”母亲说。然后她们就冲出去了。

我们站在那里，笑着看她们飞快地跑过停着的汽车。他们把购物袋高举过头想挡挡雨，但还是湿透了。好几个人像孩子般尖叫着，大笑着，也跟着冲了出去，奔向自己的车子。当然，我也这样做了，跑了出去，淋湿了。我也需要接受洗礼。环境或其他人可以夺去你的物质财富，抢走你的金钱，带走你的健康，但没有人可以带走你珍贵的回忆。因此，记得要抓紧时间，抓住机会每天都给自己留下一些回忆吧！

世间万物皆有自己的季节，做任何事情也有一个恰当的时机。希望你有机会在雨中狂奔一回。


The Girl Who Lives Forever永恒的女孩

Night had fallen over the North African desert, and our battalions tanks were huddled in a protective circle. A group of my fellow soldiers stood around a radio. As I approached, one of them put his finger to his lips.

From the radio came a bugle call, then a tender, comekiss-me woman’s voice singing in German the most haunting melody I'd ever heard.

Vor der Kaserne

vor dem grossen Tor

stand eine Laterne

und steht sie noch davor…

I didn't understand the words, nor did most of us. For we were not the German Africacorps but the British Eighth Army--the Desert Rats. Yet we were captivated by this mysterious voice that somehow reached deep into our thoughts and memories.

Only a short distance away, German soldiers were listening to the same song, sharing our loneliness and longings. This was the spring of 1942; both sides were far from home, but we were all in love with the same girl in the song. So were
 millions of other soldiers of almost every nationality--and they continue to sing of her to this day. Her name was Lilli Marlene.

Who was Lilli, and how did she transcend borders, languages and generations to become every soldier's sweetheart? Her story began in 1915, in the early stage of World War I.

夜幕笼罩着北非沙漠。我们营的坦克围成了一个保护圈，我的一帮战友围站在一个收音机旁。当我走近时，其中一位将手指放在嘴唇上，示意我别出声。

从收音机里传来号角声，随后传来一个女人温柔缠绵的歌声，她在用德语唱着一支我有生以来听过的最难以忘怀的曲子：

Vor der Kaserne

vor dem grossen Tor

stand eine Laterne

und steht sie noch davor…

我不明白歌词是什么意思，我们大多数人都不明白。因为我们不是德国的非洲军团，而是英国第八军沙漠之鼠。但我们仍被这神秘的歌声所吸引，不知怎么的，这个声音已经深深地印在了我们的脑海和记忆里。

仅仅咫尺之遥的地方，德国士兵也正在收听这同一首歌曲，和我们一同感受着孤独与渴望。这是1942年的春天。对阵双方的士兵都远离家乡，但我们都爱着歌中的那一个姑娘，几乎每个国家中都有千百万的士兵在爱着她——而且直到今天他们仍在歌唱着她。她的名字叫丽莉·玛琳。

丽莉是谁，她又是怎么超越国家、语言和年龄的界限而成为每个士兵的心上人的呢？她的故事开始于1915年，第一次世界大战早期。


One foggy April night in Berlin, Hans Leip, a young officer cadet and budding poet, was standing guard outside a fusiliers barracks. Across the way, fog swirled eerily around a brightly lit lantern.

A little while before, Leip had been in the arms of a pretty greengrocers daughter nicknamed Lili. He was dreamily thinking about her when out of the lamp-lit haze came Marleen, a coquettish beauty with sea-green eyes whom Leip had met at an art gallery. For him it was love at first sight.

Marleen was on her way to a nearby hospital to help nurse wounded soldiers. She waved and called a greeting just as the sergeant of the guard came to the gate. Unable to reply, Leip forlornly watched her disappear in the fog.

That night, he lay on his bunk dreaming of Lili and Marleen, and was inspired to write a poem coupling their names. He called it "Song of a Young Sentry".

It tells of a soldier standing in lamplight outside a barracks saying good-bye to his sweetheart, Lilli Marleen. A bugle sounds. The soldier yearns to stay with Lili, but the bugle calls again. As he leaves, he wonders aloud: Should anything happen to me, will another man stand under the lamplight with my love? Or will my ghost embrace her once again?

Posted to the Russian front, Leip never saw Lili or Marleen again. Some 20 years later he included "Song of a Young Sentry" in an anthology of his poems. Berlin composer Norbert Schultze spotted the poem, set it to music, entitled it "Lili Marleen" and offered it to tenor Jan Bayern——who turned it
 down as "too simple."

4月的柏林，一个雾蒙蒙的夜晚，汉斯·莱普正站在一个燧发枪团的营房外站岗。他既是一个年轻的军校学员，又是一个崭露头角的诗人。马路对面，一盏明亮的灯四周阴森森地围绕着一圈雾气。

片刻之前，他还在一个小名叫丽莉的漂亮姑娘的怀抱中，她是一个蔬菜水果店主的女儿。他正在如痴如梦地想念着她。这时，从灯光照耀下的迷雾中走来了玛伦，一个长着海蓝色眼睛的风骚美人，莱普曾在一个艺术画廊中遇到过她。他对她一见钟情。

玛伦到附近一家医院帮助护理伤兵，正好路过这里。她招手向莱普大声问好，可这时恰逢警卫队的中士走到了门口，莱普不敢回答，只能颓然地望着她消失在雾中。

那天夜里，他躺在床上梦想着丽莉和玛伦，这激发起了他的创作灵感，他将她们的名字连在一起写下了一首诗，并取名为《年轻哨兵之歌》。

诗中讲的是一个士兵站在营房外的灯光下向她的心上人丽莉·玛伦告别的故事：出征的号角响了，但士兵仍渴望和丽莉呆在一起，他不愿与她分离。可是号角声再次响起，催促着他。离别之际，他禁不住想：未来将会发生什么事呢，会不会有另一个男人和我的爱人再站在这个灯光下呢？我的灵魂可以再次拥抱她吗？

此后，莱普被派往了俄国前线，他再也没有见到丽莉和玛伦。大约20年后，他将这首《年轻哨兵之歌》收进了他的一本诗集。柏林作曲家诺伯特·舒尔茨看到了这首诗，将它谱成曲，起名叫《丽莉·玛伦》，并将它送给男高音歌唱家詹·拜恩，请他演唱，可他却以“太简单”为由拒绝了。


Schultze gave "Lili Marleen" to a nightclub singer named Lale Andersen, a striking blonde with a haunting, sensual voice that suited the songs melancholy. In 1939 the Electrola Company recorded it. By then war had broken out, and only 700 copies of "Lili" were sold——each worth about '300 today.

The song remained in obscurity for two years. After Germany occupied Yugoslavia, the Wehrmacht opened Radio Belgrade to broadcast to its troops in the Balkans and North Africa. The station director had to scrounge some records. In a cellar at Radio Vienna, a soldier unearthed a dust-covered collection of recordings among them Andersen's "Lili Marleen". On the evening of August 18, 1941, it went on the air for the first time.

My future brother-in-law, then a tank officer in the Africacorps, heard the song. "I was spell-hound," he told me years later. So were thousands of other soldiers. Requests for repeats poured into Radio Belgrade.

The song also became a homefront favorite, broadcast regularly on Radio Berlin. "My son has fallen," wrote one German mother to composer Schultze. "In his last letter he wrote of'Lili Marleen.' I think of him whenever I hear your song."

The Africacorps' commander, Gen. Erwin Rommel, shrewdly saw the song as a means to rally his men. He ordered "Lili" played every night. At 9:55 each evening the song became Radio Belgrade's sign-off and cast its magic spell almost until the war's end.


舒尔茨又将《丽莉·玛伦》送给了一个名叫拉尔·安德森的夜总会歌手，她是一个迷人的金发女郎，有着一副令人难忘的、美妙的嗓音，正适合这首歌忧伤的旋律。1939年，爱来客都乐唱片公司给安德森的这首歌灌录了磁带。到战争爆发时，《丽莉·玛伦》只卖出了700盘——今天每盘价值300美元。

在此后的两年里，这首歌一直默默无闻。在德国占领南斯拉夫之后，德军开设了贝尔格莱德广播电台，向驻扎在巴尔干和北非的德军广播。这样，电台台长就不得不四处寻找唱片来播出。在维也纳电台的地下室中，一名士兵发现了一堆上面积满灰尘的唱片，其中就有安德森演唱的《丽莉·玛伦》。1941年8月18日晚上，贝尔格莱德广播电台首次播放了这首歌。

我未来的内弟，当时在北非军团中担任坦克兵军官，听到了这首歌。几年之后，他对我说：“我一听就被它深深地迷住了。”成千上万的士兵也被它深深地迷住了，他们纷纷写信给贝尔格莱德广播电台要求重播。

在后方，这首歌也广受欢迎，在柏林电台定期播出。一位德国母亲给作曲家舒尔茨的信中写道：“我的儿子已经阵亡了，他的最后一封来信中提到了《丽莉·玛伦》。我一听到你的这首歌就会想起他。”

北非军团司令埃尔温·隆梅尔将军精明的将这首歌作为了一种鼓舞士气的手段。他命令每天夜里都要播出《丽莉·玛伦》。于是，每天晚上9点55分，这首歌就成了贝尔格莱德电台的结束曲，散发着它的神奇魅力。这种情绪几乎一直持续到战争结束。


In his book The Great Lili, Carlton Jackson records that Nazi propaganda minister Josegh Goebbels detested"Lili." He wanted morale-boosters like "Bombs on England". He ordered the original master copy of Lale Andersen's recording destroyed. When Stalingrad fell in January 1943, after 300,000 German soldiers had been killed, Goebbels banned the song entirely, saying that "a dance of death roamed throughout its bard."

But unknown to Goebbels, a second master had been sent to neutral Switzerland. Three days after his ban，"Lili" was back on the air.

Unable to stifle the song, Goebbels vented his anger on the singer. He ordered Lale Andersen put under surveillance and had rumors spread that she was a friend of Jews. Andersen did have close Jewish friends. To one in Switzerland, she wrote letters saying how much she wanted to get out of Germany.

In Italy, after a troop concert tour, Andersen decided to escape across the Swiss border by train. She was seized on a Milan station platform by two Gestapo agents. Back in Berlin, a Nazi official produced copies of her incriminating letter. Falsely accused of being a spy, she was placed under house arrest and told she might be sent to a concentration camp.

British Intelligence heard of her arrest. The BBC broadcast the news that the Nazi had put Germany's beloved singer into a concentration camp. This British intervention may have helped save her. The Gestapo seemed to lose interest in her, and she
 slipped away quietly to her grandparents' home on a North Sea island, staying there until the war ended.

卡尔顿·杰克逊在他的《伟大的丽莉》一书中记录了纳粹宣传部长约瑟夫·戈培尔对《丽莉·玛伦》这首歌的憎恶。他想要的是像《轰炸英格兰》这样的鼓舞士气的歌曲。他命令销毁拉尔·安德森录制这首歌所用的母带。1943年1月，当在斯大林格勒会战中被打败、30万德军阵亡之后，戈培尔下令彻底禁播这首歌，说它是“弥漫在酒吧中的死亡舞曲”。

但戈培尔不知道，还有一盒母带已经被送到了中立国瑞士。在他下令禁播的3天之后，《丽莉·玛伦》又回到了电波之中。

由于无法阻止这首歌的播出，戈培尔便将怒火发泄到了歌手身上。他下令监视拉尔·安德森的一举一动，并散布谣言说她是犹太人的朋友。安德森的确有一些交往密切的犹太人朋友，于是她给其中一位住在瑞士的朋友写信说她是多么地想离开德国。

在意大利参加完一场军队举行的巡回音乐会以后，安德森决定乘火车越过边境逃往瑞士。在米兰火车站的月台上，她被两个盖世太保密探抓住了。回到柏林以后，一个纳粹军官向她出示了那些表明她“有罪”的信件的副本，歪曲地指控她是间谍，将她软禁了起来，并扬言要将她送进集中营。

英国情报机构获悉了她的被捕。英国广播公司（BBC）广播了纳粹分子把这位深受大家喜爱的德国歌手投进了集中营的消息。英方的这次介入可能有助于她的获救。盖世太保好像对她失去了兴趣，使她得以悄悄溜到了在北海的一个小岛上她祖父母的家里，并在那里一直呆到了战争结束。


As novelist John Steinbeck once wrote，"Songs have a way of leaping boundaries." The German song was "captured" by the British fighting Rommel in the desert. But like Goebbels, British army brass disliked the song. It was not the right thing for their soldiers to march to especially singing in German.

Back in England, Carlton Jackson relates, some Eighth Army veterans were belting out "Lili Marleen" one night in a pub frequested by song publisher J.J. Phillips. He remarked that village police might think they were German spies. "If you're so fired up about it," a soldier yelled, "why don't you write us some English words?"

Phillips took up the challenge with the help of songwriter Tommie Connor. Lili became "My Lilli of the Lamplight";"Marleen" changed to "Marlene"; and out went the fog and the spirit rising from the grave to kiss her. The new Lilli was the girl left behind, waiting wistfully for her soldier to return safely.

Underneath the lantern by the barrack gate,

Darling, I remember the way you used to wait;

It was there that you whispered tenderly,

My Lilli of the lamplight,

My own Lilli Marlene.

It was an immediate hit. Within six months sheet-music sales topped half a million copies. The haunting ballad ex-
 pressed all the fears of a soldier far from home, yearning to be in his love's arms. Adaptations of Leip's poem have appeared in more than 40 languages.

正如小说家约翰·斯坦贝克曾写过的那样：“歌曲有一种超越国界的能力。”这首德国歌曲也吸引了在沙漠中与隆梅尔作战的英国军人。但像戈培尔一样，英军的高级将领也不喜欢这首曲子，他们认为它对于那些要冲锋陷阵的士兵来说是不适宜的 尤其适用德语演唱的。

卡尔顿·杰克逊在书中说，回到英国后，一天夜里，第八军的一些老兵来到了一家酒吧大唱着《丽莉·玛伦》，而这家酒吧也是歌曲出版商J·J·飞利浦斯经常光顾的地方。听到老兵们的歌唱，飞利浦斯对他们说，村里的警察可能会以为他们是德国间谍。“如果你对它很不满的话，”一个老兵大声喊道，“为什么不为我们给它填上英语歌词？”

飞利浦斯接受了这个挑战，在词作者汤米·康纳的帮助下，将《丽莉·玛伦》改为了《我灯光下的丽莉》；将“玛伦”改为了“玛琳”；并在歌词中写道：当迷雾散尽，战士的灵魂将从陵墓中升腾出来，去亲吻他亲爱的姑娘。新的丽莉是一个留在后方、苦苦期待她的心上人平安归来的姑娘。

在军营门口的灯光下，

我想起了你曾在此等候的模样；

我的宝贝，你在那里对我温柔低语，

我灯光下的丽莉，

我心爱的丽莉·玛琳。

这首歌立即就引起了轰动。不到6个月，单曲销售量就达到了50万张。那缠绵婉转的曲调诉说着每一个远离家乡士兵对战争的恐惧和对爱人怀抱的深深的眷恋。莱普的这首诗也被用40多种语言改编出版。


Over the decades moviegoers have heard the straight version of "Lilli" in dozens of feature films and documentaries. And she is still heard today whenever old soldiers gather to sing of loneliness and loves gone by.

Why did the song steal so many hearts? Lale Andersen's simple reply was: "Can the wind explain why it becomes a storm?" Amid the brutal, ugly cacophony of war, Lilli Marlene always struck a sweet and tender note. She belongs to all nations.

在此后的几十年中，观众都可以在数十部故事片和纪录片中听到“丽莉”。直到今天，当老兵们聚在一起时，也仍能听到他们在唱着这首歌，唱着他们的孤独和那些早已逝去的爱情。

为什么这首歌偷走了这么多人的心？拉尔·安德森的回答言简意赅：“我们为什么要去问风是怎么成为风暴的呢？”在残酷丑陋的战争喧嚣中，丽莉·玛琳总是用她那温柔甜蜜的音符去抚慰人们心灵的创伤。她永远属于所有的民族。


Two Truths To Live By人生的两条真理

The art of living is to know when to hold fast and when to let go. For life is a paradox: it enjoins us to cling to its many gifts even while it ordains their eventual relinquishment. The rabbis of old put it this way: "A man comes to this world with his fist clenched, but when he dies, his hand is open."

Surely we ought to hold fast to life, for it is wondrous, and full of a beauty that breaks through every pore of God own earth. We know that this is so, but all too often we recognize this truth only in our backward glance when we remember what it was and then suddenly realize that it is no more.

人生的艺术就是要懂得适时地收与放。而人生其实就是这样的一个矛盾：尽管到头来注定一切都不能长久，它还是令我们依恋于它所赋予的各种恩赐。正如前辈们所言：“人出生时双拳紧握而来，过世时却是松手而去。”


我们当然要抓紧这神奇而美妙的生命，它的美孕育在我们这片神圣土地的每个角落。我们其实都懂得这个道理，可是我们却常常在回顾往昔时才突然觉醒意识到其中之美，可为时已晚，一切都时过境迁。

We remember a beauty that faded, a love that waned. But we remember with far greater pain that we did not see that beauty when it flowered, that we failed to respond with love when it was tendered.

A recent experience re-taught me this truth. I was hospitalized following a severe heart attack that had been in intensive care for several days. It was not a pleasant place.

One morning, I had to have some additional tests. The required machines were located in a building at the opposite end of the hospital, so I had to be wheeled across the courtyard on a gurney.

As we emerged from our unit, the sunlight hit me. That's all there was to my experience. Just the light of the sun, and yet how beautiful it was—how warming, how sparkling, how brilliant!

I looked to see whether anyone else relished the sun's golden glow, but everyone was hurrying to and fro, most with eyes fixed on the ground. Then I remembered how often I, too, had been indifferent to the grandeur of each day, too preoccupied with petty and sometimes even mean concerns to respond to the splendor of it all.

The insight gleaned from that experience is really as commonplace as was the experience itself: life 's gifts are precious—but we are too heedless of them.


Here then is the first pile of life's paradoxical demands on us: Never too busy for the wonder and the awe of life. Be reverent before each dawning day. Embrace each hour. Seize each golden minute.

Hold fast to life，but not so fast that you cannot let go. This is the second side of life's coin, the opposite pole of its paradox: we must accept our losses, and learn how to let go.

我们深深铭记的是褪色的美，消逝的爱。但是这种记忆中却饱含了苦涩，我们痛惜没有在美丽绽放的时候注意到它，没有在爱情到来的时候给出回应。

最近自己的一个经历又令我悟出了这其中的道理。我因为严重的心脏病发作而住进了加护病房。那地方可不是好呆的。

一天上午时分，我要接受几项辅助检查。因为检查的器械在医院对面的一幢建筑中，所以我就要穿过庭院，躺在轮床上被推到那里。

就在从病房出来的那一瞬，迎面的阳光一下子洒在我的身上。我所感觉的就只有这阳光，它是如此美丽，如此温暖，如此璀璨和辉煌！

我看看周围是否有人也沉醉在这金色的阳光中，而事实是大家都来去匆匆，大都目不斜视，双眼只顾盯着地面。继而我就想到我平常也太过于沉湎于日常的琐碎俗物中，而对身边的美景漠然甚至是视而不见。

从这次的经历中我所洞悉的实际就像这个经历本身一样并无什么奇特之处：生活的恩赐是珍贵的——只是我们对此留心甚少。

那么人生给予我们的第一个矛盾的真理就是：不要太过忙碌而错过了人生的美好和庄严。虔诚地迎接每个黎明的到来。把握每个小
 时，抓住宝贵的每分每秒。

紧紧地把握人生，但是又不能抓得过死，松不开手。这正是人生的另外一面，也就是矛盾的另一面：我们要接受失去的一切，懂得如何放手。

This is not an easy lesson to learn, especially when we are young and think that the world is ours to command, that whatever we desire with the full force of or passionate being can, nay, will, be ours. But then life moves along to confront us with realities, and slowly but surly this second truth dawns upon us.

At every stage of life we sustain losses—and grow in the process. We begin our independent lives only when we emerge from the womb and lose its protective shelter. We enter a progression of schools, then we leave our mothers and fathers and our childhood homes. We get married and have children and then have to let them go. We confront the death of our parents and our spouses. We face the gradual or not so gradual waning of our own strength. And ultimately, as the parable of the open and closed hand suggests, we must confront the inevitability of our own demise, losing ourselves, as it were, all that we were or dreamed to be.

But why should we be reconciled to life's contradictory demands? Why fashion things of beauty when beauty is evanescent? Why give our heart in love when those we love will ultimately be torn from our grasp?

In order to resolve this paradox, we must seek a wider perspective, viewing our lives as through windows that open on
 eternity. Once we do that, we realize that though our lives are finite, our deeds on earth weave a timeless pattern.

Life is never just being. It is a becoming, a relentless flowing on. Our parents live on through us, and we will live on through our children. The institutions we build endure, and we will endure through them. The beauty we fashion cannot be dimmed by death. Our flesh may perish, our hands will wither, but that which they create in beauty and goodness and truth lives on for all time to come.

这个其实并不是容易做到的，尤其当我们尚年轻时，自以为世界在我们的掌控之中，而不论什么，只要是心想就会事成，而且一定能事成！但是现实往往事与愿违，然后渐渐地这第二条真理必然显现在我们面前。

在人生的每个阶段我们都会承受失去——也因而成长起来。当我们出生时失去母体的保护，从那一刻我们开始了独立的生命。而后我们上学了，一级一级地升上去，离开了父母和儿时的家庭。我们结婚生子然后又只能看着他们离去。我们遭遇父母及爱人的离逝。我们也要面临自己逐渐或者突然的衰老。而最终，就像握手和松手的比喻那样，我们必须面对自己不可避免的死亡。就这样我们失去了一切，其中包括我们自己人生已经所有的以及尚未实现的。

但是我们为什么要服从于这种人生中矛盾的要求呢？为什么明知美是短暂的还要去创造美好？为何明知自己所爱的人会最终离我们而去却还要全心全意去爱？

要解开这个矛盾我们就必须把眼光放开，像透过可以通向永恒的窗户那样来审视我们的生活。一旦这样做，我们就会知道我们的生命虽然有限，可我们在地球上的作为却在造就永恒。


人生不仅仅是静止的一生而已。它是在不断变幻的，是一股不屈不挠的奔流。我们的父母通过我们得到生命的延续，然后我们通过我们的子女得到生命的延续。我们所确立的制度会历久长存，而我们自己也随之长存。我们所崇尚的美不会因为我们的死亡就失去颜色。我们的身体会腐朽，我们的双手会枯萎，但是我们所创造的美、善和真是永存而不朽的。

Don't spend and waste your lives accumulating objects that will only turn to dust and ashes. Pursue not so much the material as the ideal, for ideals alone invest life with meaning and are of enduring worth.

Add love to a house and you have a home. Add righteousness to a city and you have a community. Add truth to a pile of red brick and you have a school. Add religion to the humblest of edifices and you have a sanctuary. Add justice to the far-flung round of human endeavor and you have civilization. Put them all together, exalt them above their present imperfections, add to them the vision of humankind redeemed, forever free of need and strife and you have a future lighted with the radiant colors of hope.

不要浪费你的生命去聚敛财物，他们只会变为尘埃，化为虚无。追求理想而不是物质的东西，因为只有理想赋予生命意义，也只有理想才会有恒久的价值。

房子有了爱便成为了家。城市有了道义就成为了社会。红砖有了真理就成为了学堂。陋室有了宗教就成为了圣殿。人类全方面的努力有了正义就成为了文明。把这一切全放在一处，完善他们，使之精益求精。而这一切有了在人类获得救赎后那永远无欲无求的远景，便成
 就了一个充满希望的绚烂未来。

Emptied The Sand Soul清空心灵的沙子

Here is a story. A participant in the long-distance race got his shoes filled with sand when he was crossing a beach. He had to got the sand out hastily before he resumed running. Unfortunately a grain of sand remained rubbing the sole and became increasingly telling so that each step meant a twinge of pain. Reluctant to halt and get rid of the sand, he continued to run in spite of the pain until he could stand no more. He dropped out of the contest just a few yards from the finishing line. As he managed to get out of the shoe painfully, he was surprised to find the cause of his lasting torment was only a grain of sand.

有这么一个故事：有一个参加长跑比赛的选手在经过一片沙滩时,鞋子里灌满了沙子,他匆匆把鞋子脱下,胡乱地把沙子倒出,便又急
 忙地继续往前跑。可是有一粒沙子仍留在他的鞋里，在他以后的路程中，那粒沙子磨着他的脚，使他跑一步，痛一步。但他并没有停下把鞋子脱掉，抖出那粒磨自己脚的沙子，而仍是匆匆前行，在离终点不远的地方，因脚痛难忍，他不得不止步，最后放弃了比赛。当他忍着揪心的痛把鞋脱掉时，他发现让自己痛苦并放弃比赛的竟仅仅是一粒沙子。

It seems that the greatest obstacle on one's way forward may not be a high mountain or a deep valley but a grain of sand that is hardly visible. To avoid blame on a minor fault one may tell a lie. That adds a burden to a heavy heart and weighs it down. In the days to come he will have to fabricate one falsehood after another to cover the lie he told and the fault he committed. Thus he will never be able to free himself from lingering anxiety, worry and regret, to the ignorance that all his sufferings originate in only a grain of sand--the first lie he told.

看来，有时阻挠我们前进的不是高山、深渊，而是极细小的一粒沙子。为了避免因一次轻微的过失遭指责，我们便编出谎言来掩盖。于是从编造第一个谎言开始，我们便背上了两个沉甸甸的包袱：“过失”与“谎言”。以后的日子，便常常为掩饰“过失”与“谎言”而不得不再造出新的谎言，从此自己便不得不在紧张、担心、痛苦的岁月中熬过。那第一个谎言，就是一粒沙。


Everyday Is A Gift珍惜每一天

My brother-in-law opened the bottom drawer of my sister's bureau and lifted out a tissue-wrapped package. "This", he said, "is not a slip. This is lingerie." He discarded the tissue and handed me the slip.

It was exquisite, silk, handmade and trimmed with a cobweb of lace. The price tag with an astronomical figure on it was still attached.

"Jan bought this the first time we went to New York, at least 8 or 9 years ago. She never wore it. She was saving it for a special occasion.

妹夫打开了妹妹衣柜最底层抽屉，拿出一个用纸包装的包裹。“这个，”他说，“不是件普通内衣，而是一件豪华内衣。”他把薄纸撕
 开，递给了我那件内衣。

它的确精致无比，丝质、全手工缝制，周围还有一圈网状蕾丝花边。价签都尚未拆去，上面的数字高得惊人。

“这是我们第一次去纽约时简买的，至少已是八、九年前的事了。她从没有穿过它。她想等一个特殊的日子再穿它。”

Well, I guess this is the occasion.

He took the slip from me and put it on the bed, with the other clothes we were taking to the mortician. His hands lingered on the soft material for a moment, then he slammed the drawer shut and turned to me, "Don't ever save anything for a special occasion. Every day you' re alive is a special occasion."

I remembered those words through the funeral and the days that followed when I helped him and my niece attend to all the sad chores that follow an unexpected death. I thought about them on the plane returning to California from the midwestern town where my sister's family lives. I thought about all the things that she hadn't seen or heard or done. I thought about the things that she had done without realizing that they were special.

I'm still thinking about his words, and they've changed the weeds in the garden. I'm spending more time with my family and friends and less time in committee meetings. Whenever possible, life should be a pattern of experience to savour, not endure. I'm trying to recognize these moment now and cherish them.

I'm not "saving" anything; we use our good china and
 crystal for every special. Event such as losing a pound, getting the sink unstopped, the first camellia blossom… I wear my good blazer to the market if I feel like it. My theory is if I look prosperous, I can shell out $28. 49 for one small bag of groceries without wincing. I'm not saving my good perfume for special parties; clerks in hardware stores and tellers in banks have noses that function as well as my party going friends.

唉，我想现在便是那特殊的日子了。

妹夫从我手中拿过内衣放在床上，和其他我们要带给殡仪服务人员的衣服放在一起。他的手在那柔软织物上徘徊了一会儿，随即砰然关上抽屉，转身对我说：“永远不要把任何东西留给什么特殊日子。你活着的每一天就是一个特殊的日子。”

这两句话久久在我耳边回响着，伴我度过了葬礼和帮妹夫、侄女处理妹妹意外死亡后的伤心后事的那几天。我从位处中西部的妹妹家返回加州时，在飞机上还是在想这两句话。我想到妹妹未曾有机会看到、听到或去做的事。我想到她淡然做过，但却没有意识到其特殊性的事。

我至今还在想着妹夫说的话，正是它们改变了我的心境。我花了更多的时间与家人朋友在一起，而少花些时间在那些工作会议上。无论何时，生活应当是一种“品味”而非一种“忍受”。我在学习欣赏每一刻，并珍惜每一刻。

我不再去“珍藏”任何东西；只要有一点好事，我们就不吝啬使用精美的瓷器和水晶制品，比如说当体重减了一磅时，当厨房水槽堵塞通了时，当第一朵山茶花绽放时……如果我想穿，我就穿上我名牌衣服去市场购物。我的理论是：如果我看上去还富足的话，我可以毫
 不心疼地为一小袋杂货付出28.49美元。我不再为特殊的派对而珍藏我上好的香水；五金店售货员和银行出纳员们的嗅觉，不会比派对上朋友们来得差。

"Someday" and "one of these days" are losing their grip on my vocabulary. If it's worth seeing or hearing or doing, I want to see and hear and do it now. I' m not sure what my sister would've done had she know that she wouldn't be here for the tomorrow we all take for granted.

I think she would have called family members and a few close friends. She might have called a few former friends to apologize, and mend fences for past squabbles. I like to think she would have gone out for a Chinese dinner, her favorite food. I'm guessing. I'll never know.

It's those little things left undone that would make me angry if I knew that my hours were limited. Angry because I put off seeing good friends whom I was going to get in touch with someday. Angry because I hadn't written certain letters that I intended to write one of these days. Angry and sorry that I didn't tell my husband and daughter often enough how much I truly love them.

I'm trying very hard not to put off, hold back, or save anything that would add laughter and luster to our lives. And every morning when I open my eyes, I tell myself that every day, every minute, every breath truly, is... a gift from God.


“有朝一日”和“终有一天”这样的词正从我的常用词汇中淡出。如果值得去看、去听或去做，我当即就要去看、去听或去做。人们总是理所当然地以为自己必然有明天，不知假如妹妹知道她将没有明日，她会做些什么。

我想她会给家人和几位密友打电话。她可能还会给几位昔日朋友打电话主动道歉，摒弃前嫌。我想她可能会外出吃顿她喜欢的中餐。我只是猜想而已。我永远也不会知道。

假如我知道我的时间不多了，那些没来得及做的小事会让我恼火。恼火是因为我一拖再拖没能去看看“有朝一日”会去看的好友们。恼火是因为我还没有写出我“终有一天”要写的信。恼火与内疚是因为我没能更经常地告诉我的丈夫和女儿：我是多么真切地爱他们。

我正努力不再拖延、保留或珍藏那些能给我们生活带来欢笑和光彩的东西。每天清晨当我睁开双眼，我便告诉自己每一天、每一分钟、每一瞬间都真是……上帝赐予的礼物。


A Smile Saved A Life一个微笑挽救一条生命

"I was sure that I was to be killed. I became terribly nervous. I fumbled in my pockets to see if there were any cigarettes, which had escaped their search. I found one and because of my shaking hands, I could barely get it to my lips. But I had no matches, they had taken those. "

"I looked through the bars at my jailer. He did not make eye contact with me. I called out to him 'Have you got a light?' He looked at me, shrugged and came over to light my cigarette."

"As he came close and lit the match, his eyes inadvertently locked with mine. At that moment, I smiled. I don't know why I did that. Perhaps it was nervousness, perhaps it was
 because, when you get very close, one to another, it is very hard not to smile. In any case, I smiled. In that instant, it was as though a spark jumped across the gap between our two hearts, our two human souls. I know he didn't want to, but my smile leaped through the bars and generated a smile on his lips, too. He lit my cigarette but stayed near, looking at me directly in the eyes and continuing to smile."

"I kept smiling at him, now aware of him as a person and not just a jailer. And his looking at me seemed to have a new dimension too. 'Do you have kids?' he asked."

“一想到自己明天就没命了，不禁陷入极端的惶恐。我翻遍了口袋，终于找到一支没被他们搜走的香烟，但我的手紧张得不停发抖，连将烟送进嘴里都成问题，而我的火柴也在搜身时被拿走了。”

“我透过铁栏望着外面的警卫，他并没有注意到我在看他，我叫了他一声：‘能跟你借个火吗？’他转头望着我，耸了耸肩，然后走了过来，点燃我的香烟。”

“当他帮我点火时，他的眼光无意中与我的相接触，这时我突然冲着他微笑。我不知道自己为何有这般反应，也许是过于紧张，或者是当你如此靠近另一个人，你很难不对他微笑。不管是何理由，我对他笑了。就在这一刹那，这抹微笑如同火花般，打破了我们心灵间的隔阂。受到了我的感染，他的嘴角不自觉地也现出了笑容，虽然我知道他原无此意。他点完火后并没立刻离开，两眼盯着我瞧，脸上仍带着微笑。”

“我也以笑容回应，仿佛他是个朋友，而不是个守着我的警卫。他看着我的眼神也少了当初的那股凶气，‘你有小孩吗？’”他开口问
 道。

"'Yes, here, here.' I took out my wallet and nervously fumbled for the pictures of my family. He, too, took out the pictures of his family and began to talk about his plans and hopes for them. My eyes filled with tears. I said that I feared that I'd never see my family again, never have the chance to see them grow up. Tears came to his eyes, too. Suddenly, without another word, he unlocked my cell and silently led me out. Out of the jail, quietly and by back routes, out of the town. There, at the edge of town, he released me. And without another word, he turned back toward the town."

"My life was saved by a smile." Yes, the smile is the unaffected, unplanned, natural connection between people. I really believe that if that part of you and that part of me could recognize each other, we wouldn't be enemies. We couldn't have hate or envy or fear."

“‘有，你看。’我拿出了皮夹，手忙脚乱地翻出了我的全家福照片。他也掏出了照片，并且开始讲述他对家人的期望与计划。这时我
 眼中充满了泪水，我说我害怕再也见不到家人。我害怕没机会看着孩子长大。他听了也流下两行眼泪。突然间，他二话不说地打开了牢门，悄悄地带我从后面的小路逃离了监狱，出了小镇，就在小镇的边上，他放了我，之后便转身往回走，不曾留下一句话。”

“一个微笑居然能救自己一条命。是的，微笑是人与人之间最自然真挚的沟通方式。如果我们能用心灵去认识彼此，我坚信世间不会有结怨成仇的憾事。恨意、妒嫉、恐惧也会不复存在。”

Airport Unforgettable Dinner难忘的机场晚餐

Several years ago, as I was looking over my travel itinerary for a business trip from San Francisco to New Orleans, I noticed that I would have some time at the airport in Dallas before catching my connecting flight. So I called my friend Luke who lives in Dallas, and said，"Luke, I've got an hourand-a-half layover at the airport. If you'll come out and meet my plane, I'll treat you to dinner." Luke enthusiastically agreed.

几年前，我从旧金山到新奥尔良出公差；在查阅行程安排的时候，我注意到在达拉斯机场转机的间隙，有一段自由支配的时间；于
 是，我打电话给达拉斯的朋友卢克说：“卢克，我要在达拉斯机场转机，中间有一个半小时的时间。如果你来接我，我请你吃晚饭。”卢克爽快地答应了。

When the pilot announced that our flight would be delayed on the ground an extra few minutes in San Francisco because of air traffic control I paid no attention, but as those few minutes dragged on, I became more agitated and upset. Every minute that passed was one minute less that I would be able to spend with my friend.

The plane arrived in Dallas an hour late. That left me only half an hour to visit with Luke and I still needed time to catch my connecting flight. At this point, I knew that our having dinner together was totally out of the question.

When I stepped off the plane, Luke was there, waiting for me. "Hey, Luke," I said apologetically," thanks for coming out to meet me. I hope you didn't have to wait here too long."

"Oh, no problem," he replied easily. "I called ahead and found out your plane was going to be late."

"Oh, good," I replied. "Look, I'm really sorry about dinner, but I'll owe you one next time. Come on, we'll find out what gate my next plane is leaving from. We can head over there together and talk a bit."


I started walking but Luke didn't budge.

"I am very interested in having dinner with you," he said to me.

I looked back at him incredulously. "What are you talking about?" I laughed. "The only way you're going to have dinner with me tonight is if you buy a plane ticket to New Orleans!"

"We're having dinner," replied Luke with determination."Believe me, I have this whole thing scoped out. Just follow me."

当飞行员宣布由于空中交通管制,飞机将在旧金山机场推迟几分钟起飞时,我并未在意;但随着时间一再拖延,我变得越来越烦躁不安，因为每过去一分钟,就意味着我和朋友见面的时间少一分钟。

飞机到达拉斯时晚点一个小时。这样一来,我只有半个小时的时间可以和卢克共度了,而且,我还要转机；所以,我估计和卢克共进晚餐看来是没戏。

当我走下飞机时,卢克正站在人群中等着接我呢。“嗨,卢克,”我满怀歉意地说,“谢谢你来接我,希望没让你等太久。”

“哦,没关系,”他轻松地答道：“我提前打了电话,知道飞机晚点。”

“噢,那就好,”我回答说：“呃,抱歉今天不能请你吃晚饭了,下次一定补上。快点儿,我们去找找转机口，我们边走边聊吧。”

说完,我向前走去,但卢克却站在那里一动也没动。

“我可是非常想和你一起吃晚饭啊,”他对我说。

我疑惑地回头看着他,笑道：“你说什么呢？除非你也买一张飞往新奥尔良的机票,我们今天才能共进晚餐! ”

“我们这就去吃晚餐,”卢克胸有成竹地答道：“相信我,我已经全都安排好了,你就跟我走吧。”


He picked up one of my bags and carried it out through the security check. I followed him closely, silently protesting and growing more anxious with every passing moment. He started running, down into the parking garage, and I ran along behind him, thinking to myself, "There is no way we are going to get into his car, drive to a restaurant, have dinner, and still get back in time for me to make my plane!"

The two of us hustled down a short flight of stairs in the parking garage and walked rapidly along several rows of cars until we came to the place where Luke's car was parked. I immediately noticed that in the parking space next to his car, he had set up a folding table.

Luke pulled out his car keys and opened the trunk of his car. He reached in and pulled out a checkered picnic tablecloth, which he spread with a grand flourish over the table. Then he grabbed two folding chairs and set them up next to the table. Then a bottle of champagne and a large container of hors d'oeuvres. He set a candle in the center of the table and lit it.


There we were, sitting across the table from each other in the middle of a parking lot, toasting each other with champagne and grinning from ear to ear. Drivers in search of a parking place were annoyed at us for taking up the space, but once they took a closer look, many of them broke into astonished smiles.

With seven and one-half minutes to go, we put everything back in the trunk and ran for my plane. We readily got through the security check and arrived back at Gate 23 with five minutes to spare. What Luke and I had not remembered, however, was that my next flight was leaving from Gate 31, which was in the other terminal! There was no way I was going to get from Terminal 2 to Terminal 3 in time to make my plane.

他说着拎起我的一个包径直向前走去，过了安检；无奈的我只能紧紧地跟在他后面，心里暗暗埋怨他,并且随着时间一分一秒地流逝,我越来越感到焦急；这时，他跑了起来,进了多层停车库，而我则跟在他后面跑着，心想：“现在要坐他的车去饭店吃晚餐，再返回来赶飞机，这简直是不可能!”

我们飞快地跑下多层停车库的一小段楼梯，然后又迅速地穿过好几排汽车，才来到卢克的汽车前面；这时，我立刻发现在他汽车旁边的停车位上,他早就已经摆好了一张折叠桌。

卢克不由分说地掏出车钥匙，打开了汽车的后备箱，从里面拿出了一块野餐用的方格桌布，潇洒地将其展开铺在桌子上；接着,他又拽出两把折叠椅展开在桌旁；然后,是一瓶香槟酒和一大罐开胃菜；接着，他在桌子中央点上了一根蜡烛。


就这样，在停车场中央，我们面对面地坐着，互敬着香槟，开心地笑着；不过,这可惹恼了那些找位置停车的司机了，因为我们占了停车位；然而当他们驶近看清楚之后，许多人都惊讶地笑了。

离飞机起飞只剩7分半钟的时候，我们把所有东西都收进后备箱，便撒开腿跑去赶飞机；当我们迅速地通过安检回到23号登机门时，距离飞机起飞仅剩下5分钟了；但是，我和卢克竟然忘了我要转乘的那趟航班是在31号入口登机，是在另外一个候机室！要知道在5分钟的时间里，从第二候机室赶到第三候机室再登上飞机，这是根本不可能的!

I was starting to get hysterical. But Luke was ready for anything he flagged down an airport employee who was driving an electric cart, and we jumped on the back.

"Our plane is leaving from Gate 31 in three minutes!" Luke implored.

The driver was up to the challenge. He drove the cart like a Grand Prix racer, dodging and weaving around the pedestrians. We loudly applauded his every move. We were laughing. We were screaming. We were cheering him on.

We arrived at the gate with only seconds to spare. The flight attendant scolded me, in mock anger.

"Where have you been？You think we can wait all day for you？Get on this plane right now!"

She grabbed my ticket, rushed me on board and slammed the door behind me. I collapsed into my seat, relieved and energized by the whole bizarre experience.

Throughout the entire flight, images of my dinner with Luke popped into my head. But then I realized the whole thing
 had happened so quickly that I hadn't really had a chance to thank him properly. So as soon as the plane landed I called him at home and said，"Luke, that was such a wonderful thing you did for me. I really want to thank you."

"You don't have to thank me," Luke replied evenly."Somebody already beat you to it."

"What are you talking about?" I asked.

"When I got back to my car," he explained，"there was a flower on the windshield, with a little note that said: Anybody who would do something like that for another person must be a beautiful human being."

这时,我快急疯了。但是,卢克好像早有准备似的,他招手拦下一位驾驶电动车的机场职员,接着我和他一起跳上车的后部。

“我们的飞机还有3分钟就要从31号登机口起飞了!”卢克恳求道。

这位司机立刻接受了这严峻的挑战。他把车开得像参加国际汽车大奖赛似的，左突右冲，躲避着过往的行人，我们不禁一次又一次地为他大声鼓掌喝彩；就这样，一路上，我们笑着；叫着，不停地为他叫好着。

当我们赶到登机处的时候，离起飞时间只剩下几秒钟了，乘务员故作生气地厉声责备道：

“你刚才干嘛去啦？你以为我们会在这儿为你等上一整天啊？赶快上去!”

她一把夺过我的机票,催促我上了飞机，然后“砰”地一声关上了舱门；我瘫坐在自己的座位上，长长地舒了一口气，刚才的历险令
 我心潮澎湃。

在整个飞行过程中，我和卢克共进晚餐的情景仍历历在目；但是，我忽然意识到，整件事发生得太快了，我竟然没有找到机会好好谢谢他。因此，飞机一着陆,我就立即给卢克家打电话：“卢克,你为我所做的一切真是太棒了！我真的非常感谢你! ”

“你不必感谢我,”卢克平静地答道；“已经有人代劳了。”

“什么意思?”我问道。

他解释道：“当我回到车上时,我发现在挡风玻璃上插着一枝花，还夹了一张小纸条，上面写着：一个愿意为他人做这样事情的人一定是一个心灵美好的人! ”

Spring Thaw春日的融雪

Every April I am beset by the same concern — that spring might not occur this year. The landscape looks forsaken, with hills, sky and forest forming a single gray meld, like the wash an artist paints on a canvas before the masterwork. My spirits ebb, as they did during an April snowfall when I first came to Maine 15 years ago. "Just wait," a neighbor counseled. "You'll wake up one morning and spring will just be here."

And so, on May 3 that year I awoke to a green so startling
 as to be almost electric, as if spring were simply a matter of flipping a switch. Hills, sky and forest revealed their purples, blues and green. Leaves had unfurled, goldfinches had arrived at the feeder and daffodils were fighting their way heavenward.

Then noticed that there was the old apple tree. It sits on an undeveloped lot in my neighborhood. It belongs to no one and therefore to everyone. The tree's dark twisted branches sprawl in unpruned abandon. Each spring it blossoms so profusely that the air becomes saturated with the aroma of apple. When I drive by with my windows rolled down, it gives me the feeling of moving in another element, like a kid on a water slide.

每年四月，我都会为同一个念头所困扰——今年春天可能不会来了吧。举目所及, 一片荒凉：山岭、天空、森林都灰蒙蒙的，如同画家大作初创前在画布上所绘的底色。我的情绪低落，正如15年前那个雪花纷飞的四月，我第一次来到缅因州时的心情一样。“等等看，”一个邻居劝我：“说不定哪天早晨你一觉醒来，春天已经来了。”

的确，那年的5月3日，我一觉醒来，惊觉绿色来得如此迅速,竟如电光火石一般，仿佛春天由一个开关控制，一按即来。只见群山披紫、天宇澄蓝、丛林拢翠、碧叶舒展，黄雀翩翩觅食，水仙朝天竞相生长。

就在那时, 我注意到了那棵苍老的苹果树。它矗立在社区里一块未开发的土地上。它不属于任何人，因此也就属于所有人。它黝黑曲折的枝条从未修剪恣意蔓伸。每到春天苹果花就开得很盛，空气中弥漫着苹果的清香。每当敞着车窗从它身旁经过，我都会感觉自己进入了另一个世界——就像一个孩子坐在水滑梯上一样。


Until last year, I thought I was the only one aware of this tree. And then one day, in a fit of spring madness, I set out with pruner and lopper to remove a few errant branches. No sooner had I arrived under its boughs then neighbors opened their windows and stepped onto their porches. These were people I barely knew and seldom spoke to, but it was as if I had come unbidden into their personal gardens.

My mobile-home neighbor was the first to speak. "You're not cutting it down, are you?" Another neighbor winced as I lopped off a branch. "Don't kill it, now."he cautioned. Soon half the neighborhood had joined me under the apple arbor. It struck me that I had lived there for five years and only now was learning these people's names, what they did for a living and how they passed the winter. It was as if the old apple tree was gathering us under its boughs for the dual purpose of
 acquaintanceship and shared wonder. I couldn't help recalling Robert Frost'swords:

The trees that have it in their pent-up buds

To darken nature and be summer woods.

One thaw led to another. Just the other day I saw one of my neighbors at the local store. He remarked how this recent winter had been especially long and lamented not having seen or spoken at length to anyone in our neighborhood. And then, recouping his thoughts, he looked at me and said, "We need to prune that apple tree again."

直到去年，我一直以为只有自己一个人留意苹果树。某日，出于春天引起的疯狂冲动，我拿上修枝剪与整枝器想为它修剪旁枝。我刚走到树下，邻居们便纷纷打开窗户，走到门廊上。这些人我几乎不认识，也很少与他们交谈，然而当时的情形就仿佛我闯入了他们的私家花园一般。

一位家住在活动房中的邻居首先发问：“你该不是想砍倒它吧？”另一个邻居看到我砍掉了一根树枝便心疼起来：“喂，别把它弄死了。”他警告我。不多时，半个社区的邻居都聚集到了它的树阴下。我突然意识到自己已经在这里住了5年，直到现在才弄清楚邻居们的名字以及他们如何谋生、如何过冬。老苹果树把我们召集到它身下似乎有两个目的：让我们相互结识，共享自然的美景。我不由地想起罗伯特·弗洛斯特的诗句：

那长满幽闭的花蕾的春树，

长成夏日的丛林，将为天地遮荫……

那次融洽的交流开了个好头。就在前几天，我在附近小店里遇到
 一个邻居。他谈到今年的冬天特别漫长, 还抱怨自己不曾在社区里遇到几个人, 也没和他们说过几句话。 接着他理了理思绪，看着我说道：“我们需要再给那棵苹果树修修枝了。”

Do What You Love做自己喜欢的事

Although I have many job titles, the one I am most proud of is "Professional Skateboarder".

I believe that people should take pride in what they do, even if it is scorned or misunderstood by the public at large.

I have been a professional skateboarder for 24 years. For much of that time, the activity that paid my rent and gave me my greatest joy was tagged with many labels, most of which were ugly. It was a kid's fad, a waste of time, a dangerous
 pursuit, a crime.

When I was about 17, three years after I turned pro, my high school "careers" teacher scolded me in front of the entire class about jumping ahead in my workbook. He told me that I would never make it in the workplace if I didn't follow directions explicitly.He said I'd never make a living as a skateboarder, so it seemed to him that my future was bleak.

Even during those dark years, I never stopped riding my skateboard and never stopped progressing as a skater. There have been many, many times when I've been frustrated because I can't land a maneuver. I've come to realize that the only way to master something is to keep it at—despite the bloody knees, despite the twisted ankles, despite the mocking crowds.

虽然我有许多工作头衔，但是最让我骄傲的那个头衔还是“职业滑板手”。

我认为人们应该为自己所从事的工作而骄傲，即便那份工作会被社会大众蔑视或者误解。

我已经做了24年的职业滑板手了。虽然这份工作不仅帮我支付了房租，还为我带来了巨大的欢乐，但是大多数时候它还是被贴上了各种各样的标签，而且其中多数标签还相当地丑陋。很多人认为滑板是小孩子的玩意，是一种既浪费时间又危险的嗜好，甚至是一种犯罪。

在我17岁的时候，即成为职业滑板手的第三年，我的高中职业指导老师曾在全班同学面前责骂我不该马马虎虎地浏览工作手册。他告诉我说，如果我不明确地按照他的指导来做，日后我在工作间将永远无法做好工作。他告诫我，我不可能靠做一个滑板手来维持生计；在他看来，我的未来一片暗淡。


但是，即使是在那些光景惨淡的年月里，我也从未停止过练习滑板，也从未停止争取一个职业滑板手应该取得的进步。我也曾多次为做不出某个高难度动作而沮丧不已。但我渐渐意识到，要想掌握某样东西，唯一的方法就是坚持不懈——虽然膝盖会流血，脚踝会扭伤，还会受到人们的嘲笑。

Skateboarding has gained mainstream recognition in recent years, but it still has negative stereotypes. The pro skaters I know are responsible members of society. Many of them are fathers, homeowners, world travelers and successful entrepreneurs. Their hairdos and tattoos are simply part of our culture, even when they raise eyebrows during PTA meetings.

So here I am, 38 years old, a husband and father of three, with a lengthy list of responsibilities and obligations. And although I have many job titles—CEO, Executive Producer, Senior Consultant, Foundation Chairman, Bad Actor—the one I am most proud of is "Professional Skateboarder." It's the one I write on surveys and customs forms, even though I often end up in a secondary security checkpoint.

My youngest son's pre-school class was recently asked
 what their dads do for work. The responses were things like, "My dad sells money" and "My dad figures stuff out." My son said, "I've never seen my dad do work."

It's true. Skateboarding doesn't seem like real work, but I'm proud of what I do. My parents never once questioned the practicality behind my passion, even when I had to scrape together gas money and regarded dinner at Taco Bell as a big night out.

I hope to pass on the same lesson to my children someday. Find the thing you love. My oldest son is an avid skater and he's really gifted for a 13-year-old, but there's a lot of pressure on him. He used to skate for endorsements, but now he brushes all that stuff aside. He just skates for fun and that's good enough for me.

You might not make it to the top, but if you are doing what you love, there is much more happiness there than being rich or famous.

近年来，滑板运动渐渐获得了主流大众的认可，但仍然有些老顽固对它持否定态度。而我所认识的职业滑板选手们都是社会中认真负责的人。他们中的许多人都身为父亲、房主、世界旅行家和成功的企业家。他们的发型和纹身都是我们文化的一部分,即使他们在家长教师协会会议上令其他家长大吃一惊。

现在我已经38岁了，已经为人丈夫，并有了三个孩子，也要承担一大串的责任和义务。虽然我有许多工作头衔——首席执行官、执行制作人、高级顾问、基金会主席、差劲的演员，但是最让我骄傲的那个头衔还是“职业滑板手”。我在调查表和海关单据上都不会忘记加上这个头衔，即便最后我常常会被请进中级安全检查站。


我最小的儿子所在的学前班的老师最近问他们，你们的爸爸是做什么工作的。很多孩子的回答是这样的：“我爸爸是卖钱的”或者“我爸爸是帮忙出谋划策的”。而我的儿子却回答说：“我从来没看见我爸爸工作过。”

这是一句大实话。玩滑板看起来并不像是一份真正的工作，但是我却为它而骄傲。我的父母亲从来没有质疑过我对滑板的狂热有没有现实意义，即使我曾经不得不艰难地凑集煤气费，并且把在塔可钟速食店里吃顿晚饭看得像过节一样。

我希望有一天能给我的孩子们上同样的一课——找到你喜欢的事情。我最大的孩子也热衷于玩滑板，13岁的他确实是很有天赋，但是他也同样面临着许多压力。以前他玩滑板是为了博取认可，但是现在他排除了一切杂念，只是为了乐趣而玩，这令我很高兴。

你可能永远都达不到顶峰，但是如果你正在做你喜欢的事情，那么与其中蕴藏的快乐相比，财富或名声又算得了什么呢？

Love And Music In Their Hearts心灵之歌

For many years as I went about my weekend routine of doing all those chores around our house, I would regularly hear the sound of a piano playing and singing in the background. One of our neighbors has always had a love of music and obviously the family enjoyed gathering around the piano on the weekend.


Living in a fairly relaxed and quiet suburban area does have many pluses, however, this little bonus of weekend enjoyment was something I looked forward to, although at the time I never realised that I did.

Around three years ago the music and singing stopped and it wasn't until our neighbors told me of the troubles that their teenage son was dealing with that I came to realise why—the family was no longer a happy one.

Over the following months, I was to discover our neighbors' son had got involved with a group of other teenagers who indulged in late night partying, drinking, drugs and doing lots of other anti-social things. Such is peer pressure I guess, however, it didn't make it any easier for my two delightful neighbors who had always been such wonderful parents and who had brought some weekend enjoyment to me as I went about the household chores.

Over the last couple of years I have often spent time with them in an endeavour to be of some assistance to them in the time of trouble. I also had a couple of conversations with their son but nothing seemed to be working to get this young man back on track and his family, personal and schooling life suffered greatly.

很多年以来，每当我周末在屋子里干家务活时，总会定时听到一阵钢琴声以及跟着钢琴乐唱起的歌声。那美妙的充满爱意的音乐是从我的一位邻居的家里传出来的，显然，这家人很喜欢周末聚在钢琴旁弹琴唱歌，享受天伦之乐。

居住在这个相当悠闲宁静的郊区的确有许多好处，其中聆听邻居
 家的琴声和歌声可算是周末闲暇中的意外收获，令我尤其期待，但在当时，我却从未意识到这一点。

大约是三年前，钢琴声和歌声突然停止了。直到那位邻居告诉我他们的小孩正在面临的问题，我才明白是怎么一回事——这个家庭不再是一个幸福的整体了。

接下来的几个月，我发现邻居家的儿子和一群叛逆少年混在一起，他们沉迷于深夜狂欢、酗酒、磕药，并且做许多危害社会的事情。我猜想也许这就是所谓的“同龄压力” 吧。对此，我那两个友善的邻居忧心忡忡。他们一直是一对优秀的家长，当我周末处理家庭杂务时，他们还曾带给我美好的享受。

在接下来的几年里，我经常和这对邻居夫妇接触交流，并在他们遇到麻烦时尽力给予他们一些帮助。我也曾和他们的儿子交谈过几次，但收效不大。这个少年似乎很难重新回到正途。他的家人、他个人以及学校生活为此都受到了很大影响。

Just over a year ago things started to change for the better and this young man who was now almost out of his teens started to come out of the horror period in his life. He went back to school to complete his high school studies and has now gone to commence studies to become a naturopath. From afar and as a neighbor it is great to see that at last everything is back on track for this young man and his parents.

From time to time all our immediate neighbors get together to celebrate those special yearly occasions. Just recently our neighbors with the son who had come back on track, invited us and a number of other families over for lunch to celebrate one of those special yearly occasions.

During the course of a relaxing and enjoyable afternoon I
 sat on the piano stool in front of the now silent piano. It is a piano with a highly polished black finish. I could not help but notice that there were some words and some images scratched onto the front of the piano, immediately above the keyboard.

The words said "I Hate You" and they appeared they may have been scratched onto the piano in a fit of rage as they were very rough and fairly deeply etched into the surface of the piano. An attempt had also been made to cover up these three words with a series of scratches crisscrossing over the top of the words.

Immediately underneath this crudely written and very sad statement were three images spread across the front of the piano. The images were three stick figures, two large ones and a slightly smaller one, followed by the shape of a heart and then a flower.

然而，恰恰在一年前，情况开始出现好转。这个少年几乎已经脱离那帮坏小子，并开始走出他人生中这段可怕的时期。他重新回到学校完成他的中学学业。现在，他正在认真学习以成为一名理疗家。作为一位局外人同时又是他的邻居，看到这个少年和他的父母终于重新恢复了正常的生活状态，我由衷地高兴。

我们这些熟络的邻居时常会聚在一起庆祝那些一年一度的特别节日。最近，那位儿子刚刚改邪归正的邻居邀请我们以及其他一些家庭去他们家共进午餐以庆祝一个特别的年度节日。

那是一个轻松愉快的下午，我坐在钢琴凳上，我的前面便是那架很久未曾奏响的钢琴。那是一架表面涂了光亮黑漆的钢琴。不经意间，我留意到那架钢琴的表面——就在钢琴琴键的上面，有一些刻划的字迹和图案。


琴键上面刻着“我恨你”的字样，那三个字似乎是在情绪极度愤怒的情况下刻上去的——那些字的字迹显得很粗暴，并且深深地镂刻在钢琴的表面。而在那三个字的上面又有一连串互相交叉的刮痕，似乎要盖住那三个字。

在那几个粗鲁的字迹和令人寒心的言语的下面，还有三个横跨在钢琴表面的图案。那是三个棍状的人物图像，两个大的，一个略微小一点，紧接着还有一个心形和一朵花儿。

As I sat there I felt the urge to find out what these three words and three images meant, however, I did not feel it was appropriate to ask for fear that it someway related to past events that were best forgotten. The answer came without me even having to ask as our neighbor and mother of the young man saw me looking at the front of the piano and came over to sit next to me on the piano stool.

She explained with just a hint of tears in her eyes that her son had scratched the words onto the piano during a fit of anger as he struggled to come to terms with the pressures he was facing at one of the lowest points in his life. She also
 explained that they had then endeavoured to remove the words themselves but to no avail and could not afford the high cost of repairing the panel. Equally, at that time they did not know if he would do it again and so decided to leave it there.

She went on to tell me that some months later, both she and her husband came home one afternoon to find that the three words had been scratched over in an attempt to cover them up and that the stick figures, heart and flower had been added, and they both took that as a sign that their son had come back to them in both spirit and body. She then smiled at me in a way that said we are okay now and then went off to speak to other neighbors.

There is no doubt that for many months these three words etched on the piano would have created significant distress and sadness for my two neighbors as it was clear that they had been directed at them. What the son had done had hurt them deeply, however, the son had come to realize what he had done and what it meant to his parents during that low period in his life finally. I thought at that very moment that he may have decided to make a statement which said I am sorry and the only way he could do that was with the three images.

我坐在那里，迫切地想弄清楚那三个字和三个图案所代表的意思。但我又觉得直接去询问太唐突，我怕询问起来会勾起过去的一些不好的回忆——那些过往还是不要提起的好。然而，当我的邻居——


54那个年轻人的母亲看见我正在观察钢琴的表面时，她走过来，挨着我坐在琴凳上，告诉了我想知道的答案。

她眼里闪着泪花向我解释说，那三个字是她儿子在极度愤怒的情绪下刻上去的。当时他正处于人生最低迷的一段时期，正在极力与自己面临的压力进行抗争。她说他们曾经试图抹去那些字迹，但都无济于事；加上修复钢琴面板的费用很高，他们无力负担。同时，当时他们也不知道儿子是否会再次刻上那些字迹，于是决定不再去理会。

接着她告诉我，几个月后的一个下午，当她和丈夫回到家，发现那三个字已经被刮去，覆盖在字上面的是那些棍状的人物图像，还有心形和花。他们都把这看做是儿子身心回归的标志。然后她对我笑了笑，似乎在告诉我他们现在过得很好。之后，她走开，去和其他邻居攀谈起来。

可想而知，很长一段时间里，那刻在钢琴上的三个字给我的两个邻居带来了刻骨铭心的痛苦和悲伤——那几个字很明显是针对他们的。那位儿子过往的行为曾经深深伤害了他们，但最终他意识到了自己人生低谷时期的所作所为对父母的伤害。我想，就在他幡然醒悟的那一刻，他也许已经决定要进行一次忏悔告白，而他唯一的方式就是画下那三个图案。

I am reminded of a well-known quote："People will forget what you said or what you did, but people will never forget how you made them feel."

What that young man said and did in writing those three words may over time be forgotten, however, what he did and said when he etched those three images into the piano made his parents feel something that will never be forgotten—it was a visual expression of the love of a son who had returned to them.

Their family life seems much more settled and happier now even if the sound of music and singing does not punctuate the weekends as it did before. however, this neighbor can live without that in the knowledge that there is again love and
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历史的长河中、现实的生活中有许许多多杰出的伟大人物，也许正是他们改写了历史的进程，改变了亿万人民的生存境况，他们是普通人们无限景仰的英雄。可是我们都要明白，我们大多数人是再普通再平凡不过的人。也正是有了我们，历史才能演绎下去，人类才成其为人类，生活才成其为生活。在社会的大浪潮中，做自己力所能及之事，就是一种贡献，就是一种幸福，你的人生也就能平凡而快乐着。


The Cobbler And The Banker皮匠和银行家

A cobbler passed his time in singing from morning till night. it was wonderful to see, wonderful to hear him. he was more contented in shoes, than was any of the seven sages.

His neighbor, on the contrary, who was rolling in wealth, sung but little and slept less. He was a banker; when by chance he fell into a doze at day-break, the cobbler awoke him with his song. The banker complained sadly that Providence had not made sleep a saleable commodity, like edibles or drinkables. Having at length sent for the songster, he said to him, "How much a year do you earn, Master Gregory?"

"How much a year, sir?" said the merry cobbler laughing,"I have reckon in that way, living as I do from one day to another; somehow I manage to reach the end of the year; each day brings its meal."

"Well then! How much a day do you earn, my friend?"

"Sometimes more, sometimes less; but the worst of it is, and, without that our earnings would be very tolerable, a number of days occur in the year on which we are forbidden to work; and the curate, moreover, is constantly adding some
 new saint to the list."

The banker, laughing at his simplicity, said," In the future I shall place you above want.Take this hundred crowns, preserve them carefully, and make use of them in time of need."

一个皮匠从早到晚在唱歌中度过。无论见到他本人或听见他的歌声都使人觉得很愉快。他对于制鞋工作比当上了希腊七圣还要满足。

与此相反，他的邻居是个银行家，拥有万贯家财，却很少唱歌，晚上也睡得不好。他偶尔在黎明时分迷迷糊糊刚入睡，皮匠的歌声便开始把他吵醒了。银行家郁郁寡欢地抱怨上帝没有把睡眠也制成一种像食品或饮料那样可以买卖的商品。后来，银行家就叫人把这位歌手请来，问道：“格列戈里师傅，你一年赚多少钱？”

“先生，你问我一年赚多少钱吗？”快乐的皮匠笑道：“我从来不算这笔帐，我是一天一天地过日子，总而言之坚持到年底，每天挣足三餐。”

“啊，朋友，那么你一天赚多少钱呢？”

“有时多一点，有时少一点；不过最糟糕的是一年中总有些日子不准我们做买卖，牧师又常常在圣徒名单上添新名字，否则我们的收入也还算不错的。”

银行家被皮匠的直率逗笑了，他说：“我要你从今以后不愁没钱用。这一百枚钱你拿去，小心放好，需要时拿来用吧。”


The cobbler fancied he beheld all the wealth which the earth had produced in the past century for the use of mankind. Returning home, he buried his money and his happiness at the same time, No more singing; he lost his voice, the moment he acquired that which is the source of so much grief. Sleep quitted his dwelling; and cares, suspicions, and false alarms took its place. All day, his eye wandered in the direction of his treasure; and at night, if some stray cat made a noise, the cat was robbing him. At length the poor man ran to the house of his rich neighbor; "Give me back." said he," sleep and my voice, and take your hundred crowns."

皮匠觉得自己好像看到了过去几百年来大地为人类所需而制造出来的全部财富。他回到家中，埋藏好硬币，同时也埋葬了他的快乐。他不再唱歌了；从他得到这种痛苦的根源那一刻起，他的嗓子就哑了。睡眠与他分手；取而代之的却是担心、怀疑、虚惊。白天，他的目光尽朝埋藏硬币的方向望；夜间，如果有只迷途的猫弄出一点声响，他就以为是有人来抢他的钱。最后，这个可怜的皮匠跑到他那富有的邻居家里说：“把你的一百枚钱拿回去，还我的睡眠和歌声来。”


The Country Maid And Her Milk Can村姑和牛奶罐

A country maid was walking along with a can of milk upon her head, when she fell into the following train of reflections. "The money for which I shall sell this milk will enable me to increase my stock of eggs to three hundred, These eggs, allowing for what may prove addle, and what may be destroyed by vermin, will produce at least two hundred and fifty chickens.

一个村姑头上顶着一罐牛奶在路上行走。走着走着，她的脑子里浮现出一连串的幻想：“我卖了这罐牛奶后，用这笔钱买鸡蛋，这样我有的鸡蛋可以增加到300个。用这300个鸡蛋孵小鸡，这就算有坏的、生虫的，至少也能孵出250只小鸡。


The chickens will be fit to carry to market just at the time when poultry is always dear; so that by the new year I cannot fail of having money enough to purchase a new gown. Green—let me consider—yes, green becomes my complexion best. and green it shall be, In this dress I will go to the fair, where all young fellows will strive to have me for a parter; but no—I shall refuse every one of them, and with a disdainful toss turn from them."

Transported with this idea, she could not forbear acting with her head the thought that passed in her mind, when down came the can of milk! And all her imaginary happiness vanished in a moment.

等小鸡长大后，正好能赶上卖个好市价；那么到了新年，我就能有钱买一件新晚装。买一件绿色的——让我好好想想——对，绿色与我的肤色最相衬。我穿上这件衣服去赶集，所有的年轻小伙子都会抢着邀请我做舞伴；但是不行——我要轻蔑地把头一扬，转身过去不理他们，让他们人人都碰个钉子。”

她想得得意忘形，情不自禁地把头一扬，刹那间，牛奶罐跌了下来！她幻想的一切幸福瞬间破灭了。


The Life Of Perfection健全的人生

Once a circle missed a wedge. The circle wanted to be whole, so it went around looking for its missing piece. But because it was incomplete and therefore could roll only very slowly, it admired the flowers along the way. It chatted with worms. It enjoyed the sunshine.It found lots of different pieces, but none of them fit. So it left them all by the side of the road and kept on searching.

从前，一只圆圈缺了一块楔子。它想保持完整，便四处寻找那块楔子。由于不完整，所以它只能慢慢地滚动。一路上，它对花儿露出羡慕之色；它与蠕虫谈天侃地；它还欣赏到了阳光之美。圆圈找到了许多不同的楔子，但没有一件与它相配。所以，它将它们统统弃置路旁，继续寻觅。


Then one day the circle found a piece that fit perfectly. It was so happy. Now it could be whole, with nothing missing. It incorporated the missing piece into itself and began to roll. Now that it was a perfect circle, it could roll very fast, too fast to notice flowers or talk to the worms. When it realized how different the world seemed when it rolled so quickly, it stopped, left its found piece by the side of the road and rolled slowly away.

The lesson of the story, I suggested, was that in some strange sense we are more whole when we are missing something. The man who has everything is in some ways a poor man. He will never know what it feels like to yearn, to hope, to nourish his soul with the dream of something better. He will never know the experience of having someone who loves him give him something he has always wanted or never had.

There is a wholeness about the person who has come to terms with his limitations, who has been brave enough to let go of his unrealistic dreams and not feel like a failure for doing so. There is a wholeness about the man or woman who has learned that he or she is strong enough to go through a tragedy and survive, she can lose someone and still feel like a complete person.

Life is not a trap set for us by God so that he can condemn us for failing. Life is not a spelling game, where no matter how many words you've gotten right, you're disqualified if you make one mistake. Life is more like a baseball season, where even the best team loses one third of its games and even the worst team has its days of brilliance. Our goal is to win more
 games than we lose.

终于有一天，它找到了一个完美的配件。圆圈是那样的高兴，现在它可以说是完美无缺了。它装好配件，并开始滚动起来。现在它已成了一个完美的圆圈，所以滚动得非常快，以至于难以欣赏花儿，也无暇与蠕虫倾诉心声。当圆圈意识到因快奔疾驰而失去了原有的世界时，它不禁停了下来，将找到的配件弃置路旁，又开始慢慢地滚动。

我觉得这个故事告诉我们，从某种奇妙的意义上讲，当我们失去了一些东西时反而更加完美。一个拥有一切的人其实在某个方面是个穷人。他永远也体会不到什么是渴望、期待及如何用美好梦想滋养自己的灵魂。他也永远不会有这样一种体验：一个爱他的人送给他某种他梦寐以求的或者从未拥有过的东西意味着什么。

人生的完整性在于知道如何面对缺陷，如何勇敢地摒弃不现实的幻想而又不以此为缺憾。人生的完整性还在于学会勇敢面对人生悲剧而继续生存，能够在失去亲人后依然表现出完整的个人风范。

人生不是上帝为谴责我们的缺陷而给我们布下的陷阱。人生也不是一场拼字游戏比赛，不管你拼出多少单词，一旦出现了一个错误，你便前功尽弃。人生更像是一个棒球赛季，即使最好的球队也会输掉1/3的比赛，而最差的球队也有春风得意的日子。我们的目标就是多赢球，少输球。


When we accept that imperfection is part of being human, and when we can continue rolling through life and appreciate it, we will have achieved a wholeness that others can only aspire to. That, I believe, is what God asks of us——not "Be perfect", not "Don't even make a mistake", but "Be whole."

If we are brave enough to love, strong enough to forgive, generous enough to rejoice in another's happiness, and wise enough to know there is enough love to go around for us all, then we can achieve a fulfillment that no other living creature will ever know.

当我们接受不完整性是人类本性的一部分，当我们不断地进行人生滚动并能欣赏其价值时，我们就会获得其他人仅能渴望的完整人生。我相信这就是上帝对我们的要求：不求“完美”，也不求“永不犯错误”，而是求得人生的“完整”。

如果我们能够勇敢地去爱，坚强地去宽容，大度地去为别人的快乐而高兴，明智地理解身边充满爱，那么我们就能取得别的生物所不能取得的成就。


Where Are We Heading我们将走向何方

The paradox of our time in history is that we have taller buildings, but shorter tempers; wider freeways, but narrower viewpoints; we spend more, but have less; we buy more but enjoy less.

We have bigger houses and smaller families; more conveniences, but less time; we have more degrees, but less sense; more knowledge, but less judgment; more experts, but more problems; more medicine, but less wellness.

我们这个时代在历史上的说法就是我们拥有更高的建筑，但是有更暴的脾气；我们拥有更宽阔的高速公路，却有更狭隘的观点；我们花费得更多，拥有得却更少；我们购买得更多却享受得更少。

我们的房子越来越大，家庭却越来越小；便利越来越多，时间却越来越少；学位越来越多，感觉却越来越少；知识越来越多，观点却越来越少；专家越来越多，问题也越来越多；药物越来越多，福利却越来越少。


We drink too much, spend too recklessly, laugh too little, drive too fast, get too angry too quickly, stay up too late, get up too tired, read too little, watch TV too much, and pray too seldom.

We talk too much, love too seldom, and hate too often. We've learned how to make a living, but not a life; we've added years to life, not life to years.

We've been all the way to the moon and back, but have trouble crossing the street to meet the new neighbor. We've conquered outer space, but not inner space; we've done larger things, but not better things.

We've cleaned up the air, but polluted the soul; we've split the atom, but not our prejudice. We write more, but learn less; we plan more, but accomplish less.

We've learned to rush, but not to wait; we have higher incomes, but, lower morals.

We build more computers to hold more information to produce more copies than ever, but have less communication; we've become long on quantity, but short on quality.

These are the days of two incomes, but more divorce; of fancier houses, but more broken homes.

These are the days of quick trips, disposable diapers, throw away morality, one night stands, overweight bodies, and pills that do everything from cheer, to quiet, to kill. Where are we heading...?

If we die tomorrow, the company that we are working for could easily replace us in a matter of days. But the family we left behind will feel the loss for the rest of their lives.


我们喝得太多，花钱大手大脚，笑得太少，开车太快，易怒，熬夜，赖床，书读得越来越少，电视看得越来越多，却很少向上帝祈祷。

我们常常夸夸其谈，却很少付出爱心，且常常心中充满了仇恨。我们学会了如何谋生，而不知如何生活。我们延长了生命的期限，而不是生活的期限。

我们登上了月球，并成功返回，却不能穿过街道去拜访新邻居。我们已经征服了太空，却征服不了自己的内心；我们的事业越做越大，但质量却没有提高。

我们清洁了空气，却污染了灵魂；我们分离了原子，却无法驱除我们的偏见；我们写得更多，学到的却更少；我们的计划更多，完成的却更少。

我们学会了奔跑，却忘记了如何等待；我们的收入越来越高，道德水平却越来越低。

我们制造了更多的计算机来存储更多的信息，制造了最多的副本，却减少了交流；我们开始渴望数量，但忽视了质量。

这个时代有双收入，但也有了更高的离婚率；有更华丽的房屋，却有更多破碎的家庭。

这个时代有了快速旅游，免洗尿布，抛弃道德，一夜情，超重的身体，以及可以从快乐中走向静止和自杀的药物。我们将走向何方……？

如果我们明天就死掉，我们为之工作的公司可能会在一天内很轻易地找人代替我们的位置。但是当我们离开家人后，他们的余生将会在失落中度过。


And come to think of it, we pour ourselves more into work than to our family is an unwise investment indeed.

So what is the morale of the story？

Don't work too hard， and you know what's the full word of family?

FAMILY = (F)ATHER (A)ND (M)OTHER, (I) (L)OVE (Y) O U .

考虑一下吧，我们将自己的时间更多地投入到工作中，而放弃与家人在一起的时光，实在并非明智之举。

那么这则故事的主旨是什么呢？

不要工作得太辛苦，你知道家的全称吗？

家＝爸爸妈妈，我爱你们。


Reflection Of Life生命的反射

A son and his father are walking on the mountains. Suddenly, his son falls, hurts himself and screams:"AAAhhhhhhhh!!!" To his surprise, he hears the voice repeating, somewhere in the mountain:"AAAhhhhhh!!!"

Curious, he yells:"Who are you?" He receives the answer:"Who are you?" Angered at the response, he screams:"Coward!" He receives the answer:"Coward!"

有一个小男孩跟他的父亲走在山中，小男孩不小心跌倒了,忍不住痛得大叫了一声“哇……喔”，但是令他吃惊的是,他听到了一个声音从山中的某处传出来,重复他的声音“哇……喔”。

他很好奇地大声问：“你是谁？”结果他得到的答案也是“你是谁？”小男孩生气了,大声地吼着：“胆小鬼！”这一次得到的答案也是“胆小鬼！”


He looks to his father and asks: "What's going on?" The father smiles and says: "My son, pay attention." And then he screams to the mountain: "I admire you!" The voice answers:"I admire you!" Again the man screams: "You are a champion!" The voice answers: "You are a champion!"

The boy is surprised, but does not understand. Then the father explains: "People call this ECHO, but really this is LIFE." It gives you back everything you say or do. Our life is simply a reflection of our actions.

If you want more love in the world, create more love in your heart.If you want more competence in your team, improve your competence. This relationship applies to everything, in all aspects of life; Life will give you back everything you have given to it. Your life is not a coincidence, it's a reflection of you!

他很好奇地问他父亲：“到底怎么回事啊？”父亲笑笑地跟儿子说：“儿子啊, 注意听喔。”父亲大吼了一声：“我欣赏你!”结果另一个声音传回来：“我欣赏你!”同样的，父亲再一次大声地说：“你是冠军!”这个声音也回答：“你是冠军!”

小男孩感到非常地讶异,但又不解。此时父亲向小男孩解释说：“一般人们称这是回音, 但实际上这是‘生命’。你所说的做的每一件事最后都会回应到你身上，我们的生命就是很简单地回应我们所做过的事。

如果你要这个世界有更多的爱，那么你就要在你的心中创造出更多的爱；如果你要你的团队更优秀，那么你也要先让你自己更优秀；这样的关系可以套用在每一件事上，在生命中的每一件事。生命，会回应给你每一件你曾做过的事。生命中没有意外，它就是你的反射！


A Glass Of Milk一杯牛奶的温暖

One day, a poor boy who was trying to pay his way through school by selling goods door to door found that he only had one dime left. He was hungry so he decided to beg for a meal at the next house.

However, he lost his nerve when a lovely young woman opened the door. Instead of a meal he asked for a drink of water. She thought he looked hungry so she brought him a large glass of milk. He drank it slowly, and then asked, "How much do I owe you?"

一天，一个贫穷的小男孩为了攒够学费正挨家挨户地推销商品。饥寒交迫的他摸遍全身，却只有一角钱。于是他决定向下一户人家讨口饭吃。

然而，当一位美丽的年轻女子打开房门的时候，这个小男孩却有点不知所措了。他没有要饭，只乞求给他一口水喝。这位女子看到他饥饿的样子，就倒了一大杯牛奶给他。男孩慢慢地喝完牛奶，问道：“我应该付多少钱？”


"You don't owe me anything," she replied，"Mother has taught me never to accept pay for a kindness." He said, "Then I thank you from the bottom of my heart." As Howard Kelly left that house, he not only felt stronger physically, but it also increased his faith in God and the human race. He was about to give up and quit before this point.

Years later the young woman became critically ill. The local doctors were baffled. They finally sent her to the big city, where specialists can be called in to study her rare disease. Dr. Howard Kelly, now famous was called in for the consultation. When he heard the name of the town she came from, a strange light filled his eyes. Immediately, he rose and went down through the hospital hall into her room.

Dressed in his doctor's gown he went in to see her. He recognized her at once. He went back to the consultation room and determined to do his best to save her life. From that day on, he gave special attention to her case.

After a long struggle, the battle was won. Dr. Kelly requested the business office to pass the final bill to him for approval. He looked at it and then wrote something on the side. The bill was sent to her room. She was afraid to open it because she was positive that it would take the rest of her life to pay it off. Finally she looked, and the note on the side of the bill caught her attention. She read these words...

"Paid in full with a glass of milk."

(Signed) Dr. Howard Kelly

Tears of joy flooded her eyes as she prayed silently: "Thank You, God. Your love has spread through human hearts and
 hands."

年轻女子微笑着回答：“一分钱也不用付。我妈妈教导我，施以爱心，不图回报。”男孩说：“那么，就请接受我由衷的感谢吧！”说完，霍华德·凯利就离开了这户人家。此时的他不仅自己浑身是劲儿，而且更加相信上帝和整个人类。本来，他都打算放弃了。

数年之后，那位女子得了一种罕见的重病，当地医生对此束手无策。最后，她被转到大城市医治，由专家会诊治疗。大名鼎鼎的霍华德·凯利医生也参加了医疗方案的制定。当他听到病人来自的那个城镇的名字时，一个奇怪的念头霎时间闪过他的脑际。他马上起身直奔她的病房。

身穿手术服的凯利医生来到病房，一眼就认出了恩人。回到会诊室后，他决心一定要竭尽所能来治好她的病。从那天起，他就特别关照这个对自己有恩的病人。

经过艰苦的努力，手术成功了。凯利医生要求把医药费通知单送到他那里，他看了一下，便在通知单的旁边签了字。当医药费通知单送到她的病房时，她不敢看。因为她确信，治病的费用将会花费她整个余生来偿还。最后，她还是鼓起勇气，翻开了医药费通知单，旁边的那行小字引起了她的注意，她不禁轻声读了出来：

“医药费已付：一杯牛奶。”

(签名)霍华德·凯利医生

喜悦的泪水溢出了她的眼睛，她默默地祈祷着：“谢谢你，上帝，你的爱已通过人类的心灵和双手传播了。”


Christmas Morning另一种快乐

A light drizzle was falling as my sister Jill and I ran out of the Methodist Church, eager to get home and play with the presents that Santa had left for us and our baby sister, Sharon. Across the street from the church was a Pan American gas station where the Greyhound bus stopped. It was closed for Christmas, but I noticed a family standing outside the locked door, huddled under the narrow overhang in an attempt to keep dry. I wondered briefly why they were there but then forgot about them as I raced to keep up with Jill.

Once we got home, there was barely time to enjoy our presents. We had to go off to our grandparents' house for our annual Christmas dinner. As we drove down the highway through town, I noticed that the family was still there, standing outside the closed gas station.

My father was driving very slowly down the highway. The closer we got to the turnoff for my grandparents' house, the slower the car went. Suddenly, my father U-turned in the middle of the road and said，"I can't stand it!"

"What?" asked my mother.


"It's those people back there at the Pan Am, standing in the rain. They've got children. It's Christmas. I can't stand it."

When my father pulled into the service station, I saw that there were five of them: the parents and three children—two girls and a small boy.

My father rolled down his window. "Merry Christmas," he said.

天上下着毛毛细雨，我和姐姐吉尔跑出卫理公会教堂，满心只想着快点回到家玩圣诞老人给我们和小妹妹莎伦准备的礼物玩具。教堂的对面是泛美油站，灰狗长途汽车会在那里中途停站。因为是圣诞节，那天油站没开，不过我发现在紧锁的站门外站着一家人，他们挤在狭小的檐篷下，想尽量不被雨淋湿。我闪过一个疑问，他们为什么站在那里呢？但在我赶上吉尔的时候也就把这个疑团抛诸脑后了。

回到家后其实根本没时间让我们尽情把玩礼物，因为我们马上又得去爷爷奶奶家共进一年一度的圣诞大餐。在开车经过刚才那条大路时，我看到那一家人仍然站在紧闭的油站门外。

在那主干道上爸爸的车开得很慢。越接近去爷爷奶奶家的分岔路口，车子就越慢。突然，爸爸在半路中途来了个180度转弯，把车子原路驶回，他说：“我实在不忍心！”

“什么？”妈妈问他。

“那几个在雨中站在泛美油站外的人。他们还带着小孩呢。圣诞节当前，我真的不忍心啊。”

爸爸把车开到油站旁停下，我看见那一家总共有5个人：父母俩和三个孩子——两个女孩跟一个小男孩。

爸爸摇下车窗对他们说：“圣诞快乐！”


"Howdy," the man replied. He was very tall and had to stoop slightly to peer into the car.

Jill, Sharon, and I stared at the children, and they stared back at us.

"You waiting on the bus?" my father asked.

The man said that they were. They were going to Birmingham, where he had a brother and prospects of a job.

"Well, that bus isn't going to come along for several hours, and you're getting wet standing here. Winborn's just a couple miles up the road. They've got a shed with a cover there, and some benches," my father said. "Why don't You all get in the car and I'll run you up there."

The man thought about it for a moment, and then he beckoned to his family. They climbed into the car. They had no luggage, only the clothes they were wearing.

Once they settled in, my father looked back over his shoulder and asked the children if Santa had found them yet. Three glum faces mutely gave him his answer.

"Well, I didn't think so," my father said, winking at my mother，"because when I saw Santa this morning, he told me that he was having trouble finding all, and he asked me if he could leave your toys at my house. We'll just go get them before I take you to the bus stop."

All at once, the three children's faces lit up, and they began to bounce around in the back seat, laughing and chattering.


“你好，”那个男人回了一句。他长得很高，要稍微弯下腰来往我们车里瞧。

我和吉尔、莎伦盯着那几个小孩，他们也瞪眼看着我们。

“你们在等汽车吗？”爸爸问他们。

男人回答说是，他们准备去伯明翰，他有个哥哥在那边，而且期望能谋到一份工作。

“汽车起码要好几个小时后才到这里，站在这儿等车你们都会淋湿的。往前几英里就是温邦站，那儿有个棚屋，有地方避雨，还有些板凳。不如上车我送你们到那里吧。”

男人想了一下然后示意他家人过来。他们钻进车里，除了身上穿着的衣服，他们没有任何行李。

等他们坐好了，爸爸转过头来问那几个孩子，圣诞老人找到他们没有。三张忧郁的脸无声地回答了他。

“我看不是吧，”爸爸边说边向妈妈眨眼暗示，“早上我碰到圣诞老人了，他说找不到你们，想把给你们的礼物暂时放到我们家里来。现在咱们就去拿礼物吧，待会儿我再送你们去车站。”

三个孩子的脸顿时阴霾尽散，还在后排座位蹦蹦跳跳，笑笑嚷嚷起来。


When we got out of the car at our house, the three children ran through the front door and straight to the toys that were spread out under our Christmas tree. One of the girls spied Jill's doll and immediately hugged it to her arms. I remember that the little boy grabbed Sharon's ball. And the other girl picked up something of mine. All this happened a long time ago, but the memory of it remains clear. That was the Christmas when my sisters and I learned the joy of making others happy.

My mother noticed that the middle child was wearing a short-sleeved dress, so she gave the girl Jill's only sweater to wear.

My father invited them to join us at our grandparents' for Christmas dinner, but the parents refused. Even when we all tried to talk them into coming, they were firm in their decision.

Back in the car, on the way to Winborn, my father asked the man if he had money for bus fare.

His brother had sent tickets, the man said.

My father reached into his pocket and pulled out two dollars, which was all he had left until his next payday. He pressed the money into the man's hand. The man tried to give it back, but my father insisted. "It'll be late when you get to Birmingham, and these children will be hungry before then. Take it. I've been broke before, and I know what it's like when you can't feed your family."

We left them there at the bus stop in Winborn. As we drove away, I watched out the window as long as I could, looking back at the little girl hugging her new doll.


到了我家一下车，那三个孩子穿过大门就直奔摆在圣诞树下的礼物。其中一个小女孩发现了吉尔的洋娃娃礼物，马上把它抱入怀中。我记得那小男孩抓走了莎伦的小球，而另外一个女孩就挑走了一件我的东西。这些都是很久很久以前的事了，然而回忆起来还是那么清晰，因为在那个圣诞日我和我的姐妹领会到了让别人快乐而获得的愉悦。

妈妈看到他们家老二穿着的裙子是短袖的，便把吉尔仅有的毛衣给了她穿。

爸爸邀请他们一起去爷爷奶奶家吃圣诞大餐，但他们两夫妇拒绝了。就算怎么游说，他们还是坚拒了我们的好意。

回到车里在去温邦的路上爸爸问那男人有没有钱买车票。

他说哥哥寄了车票来。

爸爸从口袋里掏出仅有的两美元，本来是我们要熬到下次发工资的，他却把这钱塞到了男人的手里。男人想把钱推回来，但爸爸硬要他收下。“等你们到伯明翰就已经很晚了，路上孩子们会饿的。收下吧，我以前也曾一贫如洗，让家人挨饿的滋味不好受，我知道的。”

把他们送到温邦的车站后，我们就开车离开了。我从车窗回望良久，凝望着那小女孩拥着她的新洋娃娃。


Through The Eyes Of A Child透过婴儿的眼睛

I opened my eyes. I was looking up at the ceiling. Why I was looking there, I don't know, but I kept looking anyway, and laughing. I kicked my legs and shuck my arms, but it brought me no closer to what I was looking at. I called out"Ga, ga, gaagh, goo."

There was no reply.

I lifted my head. But it fell back down. I was lying on my back, and I was covered from foot to neck in the blanket my Dada had tucked me into. I wanted to move my arms over my covers. But I didn't know how to move them in coordinated motions. I had been practising since I arrived from my mother. But it takes a bit of time getting used to.

I called out again "Goo-goo-mama."

Again there was no reply. I kept kicking and shaking my arms. I shuck my head. I tried all the movements I had learned so far. But nothing seemed to move my cosy restraints. I looked up at the ceiling again. It was the same as it had been earlier on. But it was all I had to look at. There was bars on both
 sides of me which I could probably look through. But believe me, for the effort it would take to turn my head sideways; the ceiling was a much better option. As the room got brighter, I became more and more awake, and more and more restless.

I called out again "Mama-Dada-ga ga-goo goo."

我睁开眼睛，我正仰望天花板。我不知道自己为何盯着那里，但我一直在看，在笑。我踢腿，甩手臂，但并未能因此而更靠近景物。我大喊：“嘎，嘎，嘎啊，咕。”

没有回应。

我抬起头，又倒回去。我仰卧着，从脖子到脚被爸爸塞进毯子里。我想把双臂伸到被子外，但是不知道怎样才能协调进行。自出娘胎后，我就一直在练习，但我还是需要一些时间去适应。

我再次大喊：“咕，咕，妈妈。”

依然没有回应。我不断地蹬踢，挥舞双臂，晃动头脑。我尝试了所有已掌握的动作，仍然无法移动包裹我的温暖的束缚。我再次仰望天花板，那里跟先前一样，没有改变，可那是我能看到的一切。我的两侧有围栏，我的目光可以穿过围栏。但我知道，如果我要那样扭头看的话，准会把我的脖子弄歪的；其实还是天花板好看一点。房间越来越明亮，我就越加清醒，越加烦躁不安。

我又大喊：“妈妈，爸爸，嘎嘎，咕咕。”


Still there was no reply. I kicked and I kicked. I pushed with my arms. I was determined. I was uncomfortable from lying there for so long. All I wanted to do was change my position. Oh yeah, and get out of my wet nappy.

I called louder this time "Mama-mama-mama." Then out of frustration I said "Goo -gah-ga."

I kept trying to free myself, and finally it paid off. One of my arms was free. I could move it right up to my head. I could touch my mouth, my nose, my ears, and the bars of my sleeping place. I could touch the bars. I could touch the bars and I could grip. What if I was to grip the bars and kick and shake at the same time? I tried it and I could.

I shouted a victory chant "Ga ga-goo goo."

I kept kicking and shaking, and eventually my other arm was free. I had two arms to use now, and now that I had them I was going to use them well. I tried to push my cover down. But it was too much of a chore. So I hung onto the bar again with one hand. If my arms were longer I could have reached the other side as well. But they weren't, so I couldn't. I kept kicking and kicking. Then I had an idea. I kicked my legs, at the same time as pushing with my hands. It was working. My restraint was getting looser. I could move more freely. I was warm and I needed air. I stopped kicking for a bit and had another look at the ceiling. It was still the same.

I called out one last time "Ga ga mama-dada."

Still there was no reply. Just a funny noise from my dada's nose. I started kicking again. I was making real progress. I was starting to do some new movements. I had the sheets down
 to the top of my wet nappy. I had got this far. I could get further. As the sheet worked its way down to my feet I was feeling good.

I sang a little song "Ga ga goo goo-ga goo ga."

仍然没有回应，我不断地踢呀踢，用双臂推。我下定了决心。躺在那里太久了，我不舒服。我一门心思要改变我的位置，噢，好了，终于摆脱了湿湿的尿布。

这次我更大声喊道：“妈妈，妈妈，妈妈”。我感到很失败，只好嘀咕着：“咕，嘎，嘎。”

我仍然尝试挣脱束缚，最后终于奏效了。我的一只手臂可以自由活动了，我可以把手臂伸到头顶上，可以摸自己的嘴巴，鼻子，耳朵，还有身旁的围栏。我可以摸到围栏了。不仅如此，还能抓住它呢。如果我抓住栏杆，同时又踢又摇，会是怎样的呢？我试了，我可以。

我大声欢呼：“嘎嘎，咕咕。”

我不断地踢蹬，摇晃，最后，我的另外一只手臂也自由了。我现在有两个手臂用了，我要好好运用它们。我努力把被子往下推，却无济于事。于是我手抓栏杆，挂在围栏上，如果我的手臂够长，就可以触及另外一端。但是不够长，所以我不能够。我不断地踢呀踢，我灵机一动，我用腿踢，同时用双手推，成功啦。我的束缚越来越松，我可以更自由地活动了。我很温暖，我需要空气，我停止踢蹬，看了一眼天花板，那里没有任何改变。

我最后一次大喊：“嘎嘎，妈妈，爸爸。”

仍然没有回应，只有一个滑稽的噪音从我爸爸鼻子里发出来。我又开始踢蹬了，我有了真正的进展，我开始做一些新的动作。我把被子蹬到湿尿布上。我已经大大的成功了，还可以更成功。当我把被子蹬到脚下时，我感觉棒极了。

我哼着小曲：“嘎嘎咕咕，嘎咕嘎。”


At last my feet were free. My arms were free. Now if I could just learn how to stand up. If I could grip the bars with both hands and pull myself up, I could look at my sleeping mama and dada, instead of looking at the never changing ceiling. I managed to roll over onto my tummy. I moved my legs and my arms in different directions. I was slowly getting into the position I wanted to be in. I was making real progress. I was determined to stand by myself.

I heard a noise coming from where mama and dada were sleeping. I tried to look over. But my head was too heavy in the position I was in. I got a burst of energy and grabbed hold of the bars. I moved my legs. My head was rising up, and my body was following it. I was almost on my feet.

I called out "Dada—mama!"

There was no reply. I looked over at them. They were sleeping. They were sleeping, and I was standing. For the first time in my life I was standing, and they were asleep. I had to wake them. I had to let them see me.

I called out "Mama-mama-gaah."

There was no reply, and I didn't know how long I could stay like this for. I started shaking my legs. The bars shuck with me, and with them shaking there was a noise. I shuck harder. I called out. There was a movement in the bed. My mother's head had moved and her eyes had opened. I was excited for her to see me standing up like this. I smiled at her. She smiled back at me.

I said "Ga ga - goo."

Then it dawned on her. I could stand! I was doing it now!
 I could stand up! She sat up, smiled at me and said, "Hello sweetie. Did you stand up all by yourself？"

I laughed, and with pride I said "Goo gah."

最后我的脚自由了，手臂也自由了。要是现在我可以学会如何站起来就好了。如果我能够双手抓住栏杆把自己拉起来，我就能看到我熟睡的爸爸妈妈，而不是老看着那一成不变的天花板。我终于能翻过身来，我朝各个方向移动着我的腿和手臂，慢慢地我挪到了想去的位置。我真的大有进步了，我决定自己站起来。

我听到从爸妈睡觉的地方传来了一个声音。我竭力想看看是怎么回事，但我的头太重了。我一鼓作气，抓住栏杆。我移动了我的双腿。我抬起头，身体也随之立起。我差不多可以站起来了。

我大喊：“爸爸妈妈！”

没有回应。我朝他们看过去，他们在睡觉。他们在睡觉，而我却站着。在我的生命中，我第一次站起来了，而他们却在熟睡。我必须唤醒他们，让他们看看我。

我大喊：“妈妈，妈妈，嘎啊！”

没有回应，我不知道还能这样站多久。我开始摇晃双腿，围栏跟着摇晃，而且还发出了一些响声。我更使劲地摇晃，我大声喊叫。床上有动静了，我妈的头动了，她睁开眼睛。她能看见我如此站起来，我兴奋极了。我朝她微笑，她也向我微笑。

我说：“嘎嘎，咕。”

她渐渐明白了。我可以站起来了！我正站着！我可以站起来！她坐起来，微笑着对我说：“亲爱的，你自己站起来的吗？”

我笑了，很自豪地说：“咕，嘎。”


She lay back down and said "Good boy. Now lie back down and go asleep."

I smiled back and said "Goo goo goo." and I won't tell you what that means!

她躺回去，说道：“好孩子，躺回去，睡觉吧。”

我微笑着对她说：“咕，咕，咕。”我不会告诉你这是什么意思的！


Go Home回家

They say you can never go home again.

Well, you can. Only you might find yourself staying at a Travel Lodge, driving a rented Ford Contour and staking out your childhood home like some noir private eye just trying to catch a glimpse of the Johnny-come-latelys that are now living in YOUR HOUSE.

人们都说你是再也回不了你的家了。

其实你是可以的。这样的话，你会发现自己将会住进寒酸的汽车旅馆里面，开着租来的廉价福特康拓车，在你童年的家门口久久地徘徊，就像黑色电影里的私家侦探一样，你总想窥探那些占了你“巢穴”的到底是些什么样的人。


It's a familiar story. Kids grow up, parents sell the family home and move to some sunnier climate, some condo somewhere, some smaller abode. We grown up kids box up all the junk from our childhoods—dusty ballet shoes, high school text books, rolled up posters of Adam Ant—and wonder where home went.

I'm not a sentimental person, I told myself. I don't need to see old 3922 26th Street before we sell the place. I even skipped the part where I return home to salvage my mementos from the garage. I let my parents box up the stuff which arrived from San Francisco like the little package you get when released from jail. You know, here's your watch, the outfit you wore in here, some cash. Here's the person you once were.

After a year, San Francisco called me home again. I missed it. High rents had driven all my friends out of the city to the suburbs so I made myself a reservation at a motel and drove there in a rented car.

The next day, I cruised over to my old neighborhood. There was the little corner store my mom used to send me to for milk, the familiar fire station, the Laundromat.

I cried like the sap I never thought I'd be. I sat in the car, staring at my old house, tears welling up. It had a fresh paint job, the gang graffiti erased from the garage door. New curtains hung in the window.

I walked up and touched the doorknob like it was the cheek of a lover just home from war. I noticed the darker paint where our old mezuzah used to be. I sat on our scratchy brick stoop, dangling my legs off the edge, feeling as rootless as I've ever felt.


这样的故事让你觉得似曾相识——孩子长大了，父母们便要把老家卖掉，搬到气候更宜人的地方去，住公寓或更小的房子。而我们这些已经长大成人的孩子，将所有童年时期的破烂玩意儿打包收拾好，包括已经尘封了的芭蕾舞鞋、高中时期的课本和已经卷好的歌手亚当·恩特的海报，可当我们收拾好之后，才惊奇地发现家不见了！

我对自己说，我并不是个多愁善感的人。我们老家，26街3922号卖掉之前我并没有要去多看一眼的冲动，甚至没有亲自回老家打捞车库里的那些纪念品，而是让父母帮我打包后从旧金山寄了过来。收到那包裹的时候感觉就像出狱一样——这是你的手表，这是你在这穿过的，这里还有些现金……你可以从这包东西看到自己的过去。

搬家一年后，出于对家乡的想念，我回了趟旧金山。当时因为房租太高，朋友们都搬到市郊去住了。我无处可投，便向当地一家汽车旅馆订了个房，租了辆车开了去。

第二天我便到处去走访那些老街坊。我旧地重游了街道拐角的那家迷你便利店，当年妈妈经常打发我到去那里买牛奶，还有那熟悉的消防局和洗衣店。

我坐在车里，直直地盯着老家看。此时的我，哭得像个傻瓜一样，我从来没有想过自己会哭得那么凶。此刻的老屋，里里外外都被重新粉刷了一遍，车库门上的涂鸦作品也被抹去，窗上还挂起了新窗帘。

我走到门前，轻轻地触摸了门把手，就像轻抚从战场归来的爱人的脸一样。门上那块颜色黯淡的漆，正是我们以前贴平安符的地方呀！我在砖面粗糙的门廊上坐下，双脚悬荡着，一种前所未有的无根感涌上心头。


You can't go home in a lot of ways, I discovered that night, when I met up with an ex-boyfriend.

"Great to see you," he said, giving me a tense hug. "The thing is, I only have an hour."

What am I, the LensCrafters of social engagements?

As it happens, his new girlfriend wasn't too keen on my homecoming. We had a quick drink and he dropped me back off at my motel where I scrounged up my change to buy some Whoppers from the vending machine for dinner. I settled in for the evening to watch "Three to Tango" on HBO.

"You had to watch a movie with a Friends' cast member,"said my brother, nodding empathetically."That's sad."

My brother and I met up at our old house, like homing pigeons. We walked down the street for some coffee and I filled him in on my trip. He convinced me to stay my last night at his new place in San Bruno, just outside the city. I'll gladly pay $98 a night just for the privilege of not inconveniencing anyone, but he actually seemed to want me.

"I love having guests," he insisted. So I went.

It's surprising how late in life you still get that "I can't believe I'm a grown-up feeling," like when your big brother, the guy who used to force you to watch "Gomer Pyle" reruns, owns his own place. It was small and sparse and he had just moved in but it was his. The refrigerator had nothing but mustard, a few cheese slices and fourteen cans of Diet 7-Up.

We picked up some Taco Bell, rented a movie, popped some popcorn and I fell asleep on his couch.


是啊！有很多时候你是回不了家的。那天晚上我和前男友的碰面，使我终于明白了这一点。

“见到你真是太好了，”他见面就说，然后紧紧地拥抱了我，“可我有事，我只有一个小时的时间。”他接着说。

他把我当什么了？听起来像是一小时快速配眼镜一样！

可想而知的是，他的新女友并不怎么欢迎我的突如其来。我们随便喝了点东西，然后他就把我送回了旅馆。我凑了点零钱，找个自动贩卖机买了些汉堡包，晚餐就这么打发了。晚上将就着在旅馆里看了电影台播放的《三人探戈》。

“你应该看一部由《老友记》那帮演员演的一部片子，”电话那边哥哥同情地劝我说，“你现在看的那部太悲伤了。”

我和哥哥在老屋门口见了面，就像两只归家的鸽子。我们沿着街道找了家咖啡店，我把这几天发生的事情告诉了他。哥哥说最后一天就到他新家去住吧，就在市郊的圣布鲁诺城。其实我很乐意付98美金一晚住旅馆，只要能不麻烦别人，但哥哥似乎真地很想我过去住。

“我喜欢家里有客人来住！”哥哥坚持说。于是我就跟着去了。

很奇怪为什么人们总是不愿意承认自己已经长大了。看看我哥，我还记得他以前一遍一遍地强迫我看那部老掉牙的电影《傻子格麦派》，而现在他居然有了他自己的房子。哥哥刚搬来不久，地方不大，摆设也少，但却是他自己的家。冰箱里面的东西很少，有几根芥菜、几片芝士切片，还有十四罐健怡七喜。

我们在一家墨西哥速食店买了些食物，再去租了部电影，啃了点爆米花。后来我就在哥哥的沙发椅上睡着了。


Insomniacs rarely fall asleep on people's couches, I assure you. I don't know why I slept so well after agonizing all weekend over the question of home, if I had one anymore, where it was. I only know that curled up under an old sleeping bag, the sound of some second-rate guy movie playing in the background, my brother in a chair next to me, I felt safe and comfortable and maybe that's part of what home is.

But it's not the whole story. As much as I'd like to buy the cliches about home being where the heart is, or as Robert Frost put it, "The place where when you have to go there, they have to take you in," a part of me thinks the truth is somewhere between the loftiness of all those platitudes and the concreteness of that wooden door on 26th street.

I'll probably be casing that joint from time to time for the rest of my life. I'll sit outside, like a child watching someone take away a favorite toy, and silently scream, "MINE!"

我敢保证，常失眠的人是很难在别人家的沙发上睡着的。可是不知道为什么这次我却睡得很好，尽管我整个周末都在苦苦思考一个问题——如果我有家的话，那么我的家到底在哪里？我只知道，当我蜷缩在破破的睡袋里头，哥哥坐在椅子上看着蹩脚演员主演的电影，就在我的身旁，我会觉得既安全又舒适——或许家的一部分就应该是这样的。

但这些并不是全部。我可以相信诸如“家就在心中”这样的老话，也欣赏诗人罗伯特·莱特所说的：“家就是当你想去，人家就得让你进去的地方。”但同时我也坚信，真正的家既可以如陈词滥调所形容的那般飘渺，也可以跟26街那扇木门一样的坚实。


在以后的日子里，我可能还会不止一次地回到老屋门前徘徊。我会坐在屋子外面，像个小孩看到有人拿走了他心爱的玩具那样，默默地在心底大喊：“那是我的！”


When The Wind Blows当风吹起的时候

Years ago a farmer owned land along the Atlantic seacoast. He constantly advertised for hired hands. Most people were reluctant to work on farms along the Atlantic. They dreaded the awful storms that raged across the Atlantic，wreaking havoc on the buildings and crops. As the farmer interviewed applicants for the job，he received a steady stream of refusals.

Finally，a short，thin man，well past middle age，approached the farmer.“Are you a good farmhand？”the farmer asked him.

"Well，I can sleep when the wind blows," answered the little man.

Although puzzled by this answer，the farmer，desperate for help，hired him. The little man worked well around the farm，busy from dawn to dusk，and the farmer felt satisfied with the man's work.

Then one night the wind howled loudly in from offshore. Jumping out of bed，the farmer grabbed a lantern and rushed next door to the hired hand's sleeping quarters. He shook the little man and yelled，"Get up！A storm is coming！Tie things
 down before they blow away!"

The little man rolled over in bed and said firmly，"No sir. I told you，I can sleep when the wind blows."

几年前，一个农场主在大西洋沿岸拥有一块土地，他经常贴广告雇佣人手。可是，很多人都不愿意在大西洋岸边的农场干活，他们害怕大西洋上空剧烈的风暴会破坏房屋和庄稼。所以当这个农场主招工面试时，收到的是一连串坚定的拒绝。

最后，有一个个头不高、略显瘦弱、已过中年的男人来到农场主面前。“你是个干农活的好手吗？”农场主问他。

“是的，起风的时候我可以睡觉，”那个矮个男人回答道。

尽管农场主对他的回答有点迷惑，可苦于没有帮手，于是雇佣了他。那个矮个男人在农场干活很卖力，从天亮一直忙到天黑，因此农场主对他的工作很满意。

一天晚上，海面上刮起了咆哮的大风，农场主从床上跳了起来，抓起灯笼就向旁边雇工住的地方冲去。他晃着那个矮个男人喊道：“起来！刮风暴了！快把东西系好，别刮跑了！”

那个矮个男人在床上翻了一下身，平静地说道：“不，先生，我告诉过你，刮风的时候我可以睡觉。”


Enraged by the response，the farmer was tempted to fire him on the spot. Instead，he hurried outside to prepare for the storm. To his amazement，he discovered that all of the haystacks had been covered with tarpaulins. The cows were in the barn，the chickens were in the coops，and the doors were barred. The shutters were tightly secured. Everything was tied down. Nothing could blow away.

The farmer then understood what his hired hand meant，so he returned to his bed to also sleep while the wind blew.

When you're prepared，spiritually，mentally，and physically，you have nothing to fear.

农场主被他的回答激怒了，气得真想当场把他解雇。不过，还是赶紧跑出去应付暴风雨吧。然而，令他惊奇的是，他发现所有的干草垛已经盖好了防水油布，牛在牲口棚里面，小鸡在鸡笼里，门闩好了，百叶窗也关紧了，一切都栓牢了，什么东西都刮不走了。

此刻，农场主才明白了雇工那句话的意思，于是，风刮起来的时候，他也回自己的床上睡觉了。

当精神上、心理上和物质上都做好准备的时候，一切就无所畏惧了。


One Minute Novelist一分钟小说家

When I was 25 years old and working in Chicago as an editor at the American Bar Association, I wanted nothing more than to become a novelist. In the mornings, I'd awaken at six to write. In the evenings, I was known to stand up, midconversation with friends, and announce I had an idea and had to go home to write.

One October day, a co-worker and I were trying to think up Halloween costumes. "How about if I went as a writer, with a typewriter slung from my shoulders?" I asked."I could walk around like one of those cigarette girls, saying,'Short stories? Novels'?"

25岁那年，我在芝加哥美国律师协会当编辑，一心只想成为小说家。每天早上，我6点钟就起来写作。晚上跟朋友聊天聊到一半时，我会突然站起来，宣布有了灵感，必须马上回家写作。我的这种习惯早已为朋友们所熟知。

10月的一天，我和一位同事一起设计万圣节前夕化装服。“如果我肩上挂着打字机去当作家，你觉得这个主意怎么样？”我问，“我可以像那些卖香烟的女郎一样，一边四处转悠，一边叫卖：‘要短篇故事吗？要小说吗？’”


Of course, I never did it.

But something about the idea grabbed me: writing in public on demand; not performance art, but performance writing. Behind the absurdity, I sensed the possibility of touching people more directly with my writing than I ever had while sitting alone at my desk. If nothing else, it would be a great story for my grandchildren.

I tried out the idea on my writers? group first."So, what do you think?" I asked, looking around the room, like a dog waiting to be petted.

"Well, Dan," said one friend," it's kind of weird."

I didn't mind—that was the whole point.

So on Sunday, April 24, 1983, I carried my 28-pound, circa 1953 typewriter and a director's chair through the stiff winds of Chicago and set up shop on Michigan Avenue. Perching the typewriter on my lap, I taped a sign to the back of it—"60-Second Novels Written While You Wait"—and invited anyone who passed by to get an instant novel.

The whole thing took on the aspect of a psychological experiment. Some people laughed cynically and said,"What a gimmick!" Others looked sympathetic ("A starving poet!"). One lady asked me if I was selling the typewriter. But I had never felt more alive.

Then a couple walked up."I don't know what you're doing," the woman said,"but whatever it is, I want one." The man added, with a wry smile,"It certainly is something extremely unusual."

I asked their names (plus a few other nosy questions) and
 began writing. I titled their story，"Something Extremely Unusual."

当然，我并没这样去做。

不过这一想法吸引了我：当众应要求写作；不是表演艺术，而是表演创作。在这一奇想后面，我感觉到，这种现场写作比我独自一人坐在办公桌前更能直接打动人们的心。这也许算不了什么，但对我的孙子来说，却会是一个了不起的传奇故事。

我试着先对我那一群文友讲了这一想法。“嗯，你们觉得怎么样？”我一边问，一边四下里瞧了瞧，就像一只等待宠爱的小狗一样期待着他们的反应。

“哎，丹，”一位朋友说，“这有点不可思议。”

我不介意——这才是关键所在！

于是在1983年4月24日，星期天，我背着一台大约制造于1953年的重达28磅的打字机，扛着一把老板椅，顶着芝加哥刺骨的寒风，来到密歇根大街上，开始营业。我把打字机放在膝上，在打字机的背面贴上标签——“60秒速成小说，立等可取”——便开始向路人发出邀请，来买一篇这样的速成品。

整件事完全成了一场心理实验。有人玩世不恭地笑一笑说：“瞧这骗人的鬼把戏！”有人则显得富于同情心：“大概是位饥肠辘辘的诗人！”还有一位女士问我是否正在出售打字机。尽管如此，我从未感到自己像今天这么有活力。

接着有一对夫妇走了过来。女人说：“我不知道你在干什么，但不管是什么，我都要一篇。”男人则苦笑着嘲讽道：“一定是什么非同寻常的玩意儿。”

我问了他们的名字(外加几个涉及隐私的问题)，便开始当场写作。我给他们的故事取名叫“非同寻常的一件事”。


As I typed, I noticed shoes crowding toward me on the sidewalk. Whispers and chuckles came from behind my back. When I finally pulled the page out of the typewriter, I looked up to see about 25 people surrounding me.

"Read it!" shouted a few of them. I did. And when it was over, they applauded. In that moment, the entire direction of my life veered off-road. I had no idea what I had discovered—or what had discovered me—but I could see that it worked. So I wrote another, and another. Rather than scaring me into silence, the crowd spurred me on. They were the ultimate deadline.

My life took on a Clark Kent—Superman split: mildmannered reporter for the ABA by day; 60-Second Novelist, fighting a battle for literature and tips, by night.

That first summer, I feared I was turning into a Stupid Human Trick: "Dan Hurley, the human story machine. Put in a word, he spits out a story!" I also feared that I'd soon get bored. But 17 years and thousands of novels later, I'm still waiting.

I've since devoted my life to writing these novels: on streets and online, at department stores and trade shows, at bars and bar mitzvahs. No venue is too ordinary or bizarre.

The longer I keep at it, the more people seem to open up to me. They give me their trust. I give them stories that are some hither to unknown confection of fact, fiction, fable and bibliotherapy. But before I type the first word, I give them something else: my ears, my eyes, my total, 200-percent attention.


我一边打字，一边注意到人行道上不断有人围拢过来。站在我背后的人不是小声议论，就是乐得咯咯笑。我终于写完了，把稿纸从打字机上抽出来。我抬头一看，围观的人群竟有25人之多。

“读出来听一听！”有几个人大声喊道。我读了起来。刚一读完，他们便热烈鼓掌。就在那一刻，我的生活整个儿偏离了原来的轨道。我不知道自己到底发现了什么——或者说是什么发现了我——但我明白，我成功了。就这样，我现场写了一篇又一篇。围观的人没有把我吓得不敢作声，而是让我备受鼓舞。他们才是最后的截稿日期哩。

我仿佛有了超人克拉克·肯特那样的分身术，白天是美国律师协会温文尔雅的记者，晚上就成了一个为文学和小费而奋斗的一分钟小说家。

那年夏天，我担心自己会不会变成一场愚人把戏：“丹·赫尔利——人类小说机器。只要你输入一个词，他就会吐出一篇故事！”我还担心，我是否很快就会厌倦这一行当。但是过了17年，我写了成千上万篇这样的小说，却仍然意犹未尽。

17年来，我全身心致力于这种小说创作：在街头，在网上，在百货商店，在展览馆，在酒吧，或是在犹太男孩成人仪式上。再平淡无奇或是非同寻常的地点我都去过。

我干这行的时间越长，就越是有更多的人对我袒露心声。他们信任我。我则为他们写小说——那种迄今为止并不广为人知的由事实、梦幻、寓言和读书疗法调制而成的短篇故事。不过，我每次动手敲打一篇小说之前，还要为人们准备另外几样东西：我的耳朵，我的眼睛，我的全部身心和200%的注意力。


At this point, there aren't enough seats in Madison Square Garden to contain all the people I've written for (by now the figure is more than 25,000). From the first day, I kept a carbon copy of each story. The pile of tissue-thin duplicates now stands over four feet tall in my study. They're white, green, pink, blue and yellow—a rainbow of stories, a pillar of life's little lessons.

There may be no getting around the Stupid Human Trick aspect of it all. But I'd like to think there's something more, something that speaks to the incredible power of the life stories we tell about ourselves. After all, everyone's a born author... of his or her own life story.

Here is my favorite.

At a seaside amusement park north of New York City, I wrote this story for a pretty young woman named Alice, in which I dared to predict her future:

A Walk Along the Ocean

Alice went out with a guy for four years and then he broke up with her because he was confused, which made her very unhappy at the time, but now she thinks it was for the best. In the year and a half since then, she has gone out on dates, but either she likes the guy and he doesn't like her, or vice versa.

Well, this is all pretty rotten.

So she has taken to seeing her grandmother, a very wise woman, encouraging and loving. Alice talks with her and feels much better, and finds warmth and laughter. But how will she ever find true love?


到目前为止，我为其写过故事的人已经多到连麦迪逊广场花园都容纳不下了(总数现已超过25,000人次)。从第一天开始，我就为每个故事都留了副本。如今在我的书房里，那一大堆故事副本已经高过4英尺。纸的颜色五花八门，有白色的、绿色的、粉红的、蓝色和黄色的——就像一道由故事拼成的彩虹，又像一根记载生活点滴教训的立柱。

也许我再也不用回避生活中的这种“愚人把戏”了。我常常想，我们各自讲述的那些有关自己生活的故事里蕴含着更多的东西，蕴含着一种不可思议的力量。不管怎么说，每一个人都是天生的作家，擅长讲述自己的生活故事。

下面的这篇故事是我的得意之作。

在纽约市北边的一个海滨娱乐公园，我为一位名叫艾丽丝的漂亮女士写下了这个故事。在故事中，我大胆地预言了她的未来。

海边漫步

艾丽丝同一位小伙子好了4年，小伙子却把握不住他们的未来，跟她分了手。她当时十分伤心，可现在想来觉得那是最圆满的结局。此后的一年半时间里，她经历过几场约会，但要么是她看上了对方而对方却不喜欢她，要么是对方钟情于她而她却又不愿以情相许。

唉，好事难成。

于是她开始定期去看望她的外祖母。外祖母是个非常聪慧的女性，乐观而又富于爱心。艾丽丝跟她谈过之后，感觉好多了，重又找到了温暖和笑声。但是她到底该怎样找到真爱呢？


One day, after visiting her grandmother, Alice will go for a walk along the ocean, and she shall meet a man. He will ask her a question and the first thing she will think is, "Wow, is this guy something!" and they will talk and fall in love.

He might come from a ship. He might be swimming. He might be walking. Maybe he will fall from the sky, or maybe he will come from beneath the waves. But the important thing is he will come from the ocean after she goes to see her Grandma and isn't even thinking about a man. For there are plenty of fish in the sea, and many men, too.

The fact that Alice and I met not 20 yards from the water's edge didn't occur to me the day I wrote her story. Two months later I walked into a writing class and sat down in the only available seat."Remember me?" said the person beside me. It was Alice.

We've been married for nine years now and have a beautiful five-year-old daughter, Anne. We're living proof that you can rewrite your life story to find a happy ending.

And so, not only did my crazy idea to write stories on the street bring me a career, it brought me a wife and a family. I guess you could say my dream of becoming a novelist also came true. Not quite the way I had anticipated—writing novels on the street, one page in length, one person at a time. But then, no good story turns out the way you expect.


一天，拜访过外祖母之后，艾丽丝一个人沿着海边散步。她将遇见一个男子。他会问她某个问题，而她的第一个念头就是：“哇，这小伙子一定来历不凡！”他们开始交谈，谈着谈着便跌入了爱河。

他可能是乘船来的，可能是游泳来的，也可能是步行而来。要不，他也许是从天而降，或是从波浪底下冒出来的。但这些都不重要，重要的是，在她看过外祖母之后，完全没有想到会碰上一个男人时，他就从海里出现了，而海里的男人跟鱼一样多。

事实是，我同艾丽丝在离海边不到20码远的地方不期而遇。在我为她写下这篇小说的那一天，这是我没有想到的。两个月之后，我走进一堂写作课，在没人坐的惟独一个空位上坐下时，身旁有人问道：“你还记得我吗？”那人正是艾丽丝。

如今，我们已经结婚9年了，还有了一个5岁的漂亮女儿安妮。我们成了一种活生生的见证，那就是，你能够重写自己的生活，以找到一个完美的结局。

正因为如此，当初那个当街头作家的疯狂念头不仅为我造就了一份职业，而且让我娶回爱妻，建立了家庭。我想你可以说我当小说家的梦想也变成了现实。只是我取得成功的方式并非完全如我所料——在街头上写小说，一篇一页纸，一次一个人。不过，美好的故事并不会按你所期待的方式发生。


A Cat Is Tale: Bandit And Mum一只猫咪的故事：强盗和它妈妈

Driving home from work one evening, my headlights illuminated two eyes on the side of the road. I stopped to investigate, finding a bedraggled-looking cat looking up at me, meowing pitifully. A car must have hit it and it now lay in the gutter, unable to move. I checked for a collar and ID but there was none. I flattened a cardboard box from the boot and slid the cat onto it, covering it in a rug.

At the nearest veterinary clinic, the vet gently examined it. "He's about eight months old and has a broken front and hind leg, but I would need X-rays to know the extent of the damage, "he told me." As he's not your cat, I don't know if you want to go ahead with this. It could be rather expensive."

I knew it would cost me hundreds of dollars, but the alternative was the cat being put to sleep. The following morning the vet rang to say the X-rays confirmed a broken front leg and two badly splintered breaks in the hind leg. "I'll put a metal pin in his back leg to keep it immobilized until it's healed, "he told me. "He'll have slightly shorter hind legs but it won't affect his movements at all."


一天晚上,下班后我开车回家。这时车前灯照到了路边的两只眼睛。我停下来，发现一只满是污泥的小猫正看着我，可怜地喵喵叫着。它一定是被汽车撞了，现在它躺在排水沟里，动弹不得。我试着找它的项圈和身份牌，但我什么也没找到。我把后备箱里的一只纸箱踩扁，将小猫轻轻放上去，并给它盖上毯子。

在最近的一家兽医诊所里，医生轻柔地为小猫做了检查。“它大概8个月大，一条前腿和后腿折断了，但是我需要拍个X光片才能确认它的伤势，”医生对我说，“因为不是你的猫，我也不知道你是不是打算给它拍片。拍片挺贵的。”

我知道这要花几百元，但如果不这样就要看着小猫安息。第二天早上，医生来电话告诉我X光拍片结果，说是前腿骨折，后腿有两处粉碎性断裂。“我会在它后腿里放一个金属钉来固定，直到愈合，”他告诉我，“它的后腿会稍短些，但是对行动不会有任何影响。”


I contacted the RSPCA to no avail, so all day I looked forward to picking up my little friend. Carrying the cat, the vet smiled, "He's a happy little fellow — he hasn't stopped purring since he woke up. The staff are quite taken with him!" I hardly recognized him. His previously matted, dirty fur was now beautiful silver grey, with a dark charcoal mask around his eyes and nose, like a bandit. His front leg was in a cast and the hind leg was taped. He lay there looking at me, purring loudly.

I thanked the doctor and went out to pay the bill. "I think you've given me the wrong account," I said. "This is only$85. He's had X-rays and an operation on his legs." "No, that's right," she replied. "The vet has only charged you for the drugs and medication. There's a message on the bottom." Written underneath the total were the words "SPECIAL RATE FOR ADOPTIONS." I was speechless at his kind and generous gesture. It was obvious he would be embarrassed if I made a fuss, so I paid the account and underneath his message I wrote"WITH GRATEFUL THANKS, BANDIT AND MUM."

我试着联系皇家防止虐待动物协会，但是没有结果。于是整天我都期待着把我的小朋友接走。医生抱着小猫，笑着说，“它是个快乐的小家伙，醒来后一直在呜呜叫。医护人员都非常喜爱它！”我差点认不出它来了。先前肮脏不堪、乱成一团的毛现在变成一身漂亮的银灰色，眼睛和鼻子上带着一个黑色木炭面罩，看上去像个强盗。它前腿打着石膏，后腿缠着绷带。它躺在那里，看着我，大声呜呜地叫着。

我谢过医生后出去付款。“我想你给错单子了吧，”我说，“这张
 只有85元，它拍了X光片，腿上还做了手术。”“不，这单子是对的，”她回答道，“医生只收你医药费和治疗费。底下有附言。”在总数的下面有一行字“领养人特惠价格”。医生的善良和慷慨让我顿时无语。显然，如果我大惊小怪会让他很尴尬，于是我付了款，并在他的附言底下写道：“非常感激，‘强盗’和它妈妈”。


A Nickel In The Road地上的五分硬币

Exercising is not one of my favorite pastimes but I know it's good for me, so every day I try to get outside and take a two-mile walk. Most days I carry a small notebook and pen with me so that I can jot down the random, brilliant thoughts that come to me.

A few weeks ago I was rounding a corner about half way through my walk and noticed a nickel in the road. I adjusted my gait so that I stepped on the coin and kept walking.

Within a few steps I started thinking of my daughter who always stops to pick up loose change. She wouldn't have passed this one by. I was half tempted to turn around and go back for it, but I thought it would be embarrassing if someone happened to see me stooping down to pick up a nickel.

It didn't take me long to transition my thoughts from that nickel to those small opportunities that have been in front of me that I've stepped on or passed by. How many have I overlooked because I thought they were not important? How many
 have I been too embarrassed to try? How many have I stepped on because I wanted to show the world they were unworthy of my attention?

Later that day I told my daughter about the nickel incident because it continued to weigh on my mind. She said, "I would have picked it up. Did you know that one day at school I found a dollar on the floor?"

运动并不是我最喜欢的消遣方式，不过我知道它对身体有好处。因此，每天我都会尽量到外面步行两英里。通常我都随身带着纸笔，以便把在脑海中冒出的奇思妙想记下来。

几个星期前的一天，在我走到大约一半，正要经过一个转角时，突然发现地上有枚五分硬币。我调整了一下步伐，踏过这枚硬币继续向前走。

走了几步，我便想起了我的女儿，她总会在路上停下来捡起这些零钱，要是她的话肯定不会错过这一个。想到这儿，我禁不住想折回去捡起它。不过我又想，要是刚好给别人看到我弯腰去捡五分钱的话，那就太尴尬了。

我很快就从那个五分硬币联想到生活中那些小机遇，它们曾经摆在我面前，而我要么视而不见，要么与之擦身而过。仅仅因为觉得它们不重要，我忽视了多少这样的机遇？因为怕不好意思，我又有多少次选择了不去尝试？由于故作清高，向别人显示我毫不在乎这些小东西，我又错过了多少这样的机会？

那天，这件事一直在我的脑海中盘旋，于是我把这件事情跟女儿说了。她说：“要是我的话，我一定把这五分钱捡起来。你知道吗，有一天我在学校地上捡到了一块钱。”


She had taken advantage of seemingly small opportunities, but when added up, they became something worthwhile. In my daughte's case, she was able to buy a can of soda from the vending machine she wouldn't have been able to do otherwise.

The next morning I paid attention as I walked that same road. I was determined to pick up that nickel if I saw it again. But alas, it was gone. Not surprising I guess. Someone else is usually willing to take advantage of the opportunities that others choose to pass by. Unfortunately, by the time I decided to take advantage of it, the opportunity was no longer there.

Since the day I walked past that nickel in the road, I've been more attuned to opportunities that surround me. I've been paying attention to my response to them. Instead of quickly discounting the ones that appear to be small payoffs, I'm looking at the bigger picture: What can a small opportunity add to what I already have going on? How can a small opportunity serve as the beginning of something bigger?

What a great life lesson, and it only cost me a nickel!

她把握住身边每个看似微不足道的机遇。然而，这些机遇累积起来，它们发挥的作用就很有价值了。对我女儿而言，她就可以用那一块钱在学校的自动售货机买一罐汽水。如果没有这一块钱，她就喝不上汽水了。

第二天早上，当我再次从那条路上走过的时候，我特别留神。如果再看到那枚硬币，我一定会把它捡起来。然而，唉，正如我预料的那样，硬币已经不见了。看来，一定是有心人抓住了我轻易放过的机会，把这枚硬币捡走了。不幸的是，等我回头想抓住这个机会时，才
 发现已经错过了。

自从错过那枚硬币之后，我慢慢学会把握身边的各种机遇。我开始关注自己对这些机遇的反应。我不再轻易忽略那些看似回报低微的机遇，而是从全局出发来考虑：一个微不足道的机遇对现在的我有何裨益？这样一个机遇怎样才能成为我进一步发展的起点？

这是何等的人生经验！而它只需区区五分钱。



第三卷种植幸福Planting Happiness

幸福是什么？我们怎样才能获得幸福？人们时时刻刻都在追求自己的幸福人生，可是，似乎许多人都还没有真正触及到幸福的“橄榄枝”。人人都以为有一个现成的幸福果子在等着他去摘取，但最终才发现，自己完全错了！幸福就在我们每一个人身边，幸福是一种感觉。你要学会在自己的内心深处种植一颗幸福之树，让它开花结果，让它不但甜美了你自己，更能感染你的家人和你周围的的人。


A Friend In Need有需要的朋友

Brownie and Spotty were neighbor dogs who met every day to play together. Like pairs of dogs you can find in most any neighborhood, these two loved each other and played together so often that they had worn a path through the grass of the field between their respective houses.

One evening, Brownie's family noticed that Brownie hadn' t returned home. They went looking for him with no success. Brownie didn't show up the next day, and, despite their efforts to find him, by the next week he was still missing.

Curiously, Spotty showed up at Brownie's house alone. Barking, whining and generally pestering Brownie's human family. Busy with their own lives, they just ignored the nervous little neighbor dog.

Finally, one morning Spotty refused to take "no" for an answer. Ted, Brownie's owner, was steadily harassed by the furious, adamant little dog. Spotty followed Ted about, barking insistently, then darting toward a nearby empty lot and back, as if to say, "Follow me! It's urgent!"


布朗尼和斯波蒂是邻居，两只每天相会一起玩的狗。像几乎能在任何社区找到的成对的狗一样，它们俩互相爱慕，常在一起玩耍嬉戏，两家之间的草地上已经踏出了一条小径。

一天傍晚，布朗尼的主人家发现它没有回家，搜寻一番也没找到。第二天，布朗尼依然没露面。尽管人们还在努力寻找着，到了第二周，它还是不见踪影。

奇怪的是，斯波蒂独自出现在布朗尼主人家，吠叫、哀嚎，还总是缠着家里的人，但他们忙于自己的生活，没有在意邻居家这只神经质的小狗。

一天早上，斯波蒂终于拒绝接受“不”的回答。布朗尼的主人特德被这只暴怒的、不依不饶的小狗骚扰个不停。斯波蒂到处跟着特德，汪汪地叫个不停，然后窜到近处空地上，又窜回来，似乎在说：“跟我来！情况紧急！”


Eventually, Ted followed the frantic Spotty across the empty lot as Spotty paused to race back and bark encouragingly. The little dog led the man under a tree, past clumps of trees, to a desolate spot a half mile from the house. There Ted found his beloved Brownie alive, one of his hind legs crushed in a steel leghold trap. Horrified, Ted now wished he'd taken Spotty's earlier appeals seriously. Then Ted noticed something quite remarkable.

Spotty had done more than simply led Brownie's human owner to his trapped friend. In a circle around the injured dog, Ted found an array of dog food and table scraps which were later identified as the remains of every meal Spotty had been fed that week!

Spotty had been visiting Brownie regularly, in a single minded quest to keep his friend alive by sacrificing his own comfort. Spotty had evidently stayed with Brownie to protect him from predators, snuggling with him at night to keep him warm and nuzzling him to keep his spirits up.

Brownie's leg was treated by a veterinarian and he recovered. For many years thereafter, the two families watched the faithful friends frolicing and chasing each other down that well worn path between their houses.

最后，特德跟着发疯似的斯波蒂穿过空地，小狗停步奔回，用叫声催促着。它领着特德从一棵树下穿过，经过树丛，来到离房子半英里远的一处荒地。在那里，特德发现他心爱的布朗尼还活着，一条后腿被一个钢制捕捉器夹着。特德大为震惊，后悔当初没有认真对待斯
 波蒂的求助。随后，一幅非凡的景象映入眼帘。

斯波蒂不仅仅只是带领布朗尼的主人来到它被困的朋友跟前。在受伤的布朗尼四周，特德发现有一圈狗食和餐桌上的残羹剩饭——后来证实是那个星期每餐喂斯波蒂吃剩下的食物！

斯波蒂一直定时来看望布朗尼，一心一意要让它的朋友活下去，吃苦受累在所不惜。显然，斯波蒂陪着布朗尼，保护它免遭其他捕食动物的侵袭，夜间偎依着它为它驱寒，用鼻口拱它振作它的精神。

兽医治愈了布朗尼的伤腿。自那以后多年中，两家邻居不时会看到这一对忠实的朋友嬉戏玩耍，在两幢住房间久踩成径的草地上相互追逐。


A Little Piece Of Me生命的过客

When he told me he was leaving,I felt like a vase which has just smashed. There were pieces of me all over the tidy, tan tiles. He kept talking, telling me why he was leaving, explaining it was for the best, I could do better, it was his fault and not mine. I had heard it before many times and yet somehow was still not immune; perhaps one did not become immune to such felony.

He left and I tried to get on with my life. I filled the kettle and put it on to boil, I took out my old red mug and filled it with coffee watching as each coffee granule slipped in to the bone china. That was what my life had been like, endless omissions of coffee granules, somehow never managing to make that cup of coffee.

Somehow when the kettle piped its finishing warning I pretended not to hear it. That's what Mike's leaving had been like, sudden and with an awful finality. I would rather just wallow in uncertainty than have things finished. I laughed at myself. Imagine getting all philosophical and sentimental about a mug of coffee. I must be getting old.


当他告诉我他要离开的时候，我感觉自己就像花瓶裂成了碎片，跌落在茶色瓷砖地板上。他一直在说话，解释着为什么要离开，说什么这是最好的，我可以做得更好，都是他的错，与我无关。虽然这些话我已经听上好几千遍了，可每次听完都让我很受伤，或许在这样巨大的打击面前没有人能做到无动于衷。

他走了，我尝试着继续过自己的生活。我烧开水，拿出红色杯子，看着咖啡粉末一点点地落入骨灰瓷的杯子里。这正是我自己的生活写照，不断地往下掉咖啡粉末，却从来没有真正地泡成一杯咖啡。

水开了，水壶发出警报声，我假装没有听见。迈克的离去也是一样，突如其来，并且无可挽回。要知道，我宁愿忍受分与不分的煎熬，也不愿意以这样的方式被宣判“死刑”。想着想着我就哑然失笑，自己竟然为一杯咖啡有如此多的人生感怀，我自己一定是老了。


And yet it was a young woman who stared back at me from the mirror. A young woman full of promise and hope, a young woman with bright eyes and full lips just waiting to take on the world. I never loved Mike anyway. Besides there are more important things. More important than love, I insist to myself firmly. The lid goes back on the coffee just like closure on the whole Mike experience.

He doesn't haunt my dreams as I feared that night. Instead I am flying far across fields and woods, looking down on those below me. Suddenly I fall to the ground and it is only when I wake up that I realize I was shot by a hunter, brought down by the burden of not the bullet but the soul of the man who shot it. I realize later, with some degree of understanding, that Mike was the hunter holding me down and I am the bird that longs to fly. The next night my dream is similar to the previous nights, but without the hunter. I fly free until I meet another bird who flies with me in perfect harmony. I realize with some relief that there is a bird out there for me, there is another person, not necessarily a lover perhaps just a friend, but there is someone out there who is my soul mate. I think about being a broken vase again and realize that I have glued myself back together, what Mike has is merely a little part of my time in earth, a little understanding of my physical being. He has only, a little piece of me.


可是镜子里回瞪着我的那个女孩还是那么年轻啊！明目皓齿，充满了前途与希望，光明的未来在向她招手。没关系的，反正我也从来没有爱过迈克。何况，生命中还有比爱更重要的东西在等待着我，我对自己坚持说。我将咖啡罐的盖子盖好，也将所有关于迈克的记忆尘封起来。

那天晚上，出乎意料的是，他并没有入到我的梦中。在梦里，我飞过田野和森林，俯瞰着大地。突然间，我掉了下来……醒来后才发现原来自己被猎人打中了，但是令我坠落的不是他的子弹，而是他的灵魂。我后来才渐渐明白，原来迈克就是那个使我坠落的猎人，而我是那只渴望飞翔的小鸟。到了第二天晚上，我仍然做了类似的梦，但是猎人不见了，我一直在自由地飞翔，直到遇上另外一只小鸟和我比翼双飞。我开始意识到，总有那么一只鸟，那么一个人在前面等我，这个人可能是我的爱人，可能只是朋友，但一定是知我懂我的人，这令我感觉如释重负。我想起曾经觉得自己像花瓶一样裂开了，才意识到原来自己已经把自己修理好了。迈克只是我生命过程中的小小过客，他仅仅了解我的表面，他仅仅是我生命中的小小一部分。


I Want To Know Your Story我想知道你的故事

It doesn't interest me what you do for a living. I want to know what you ache for, and if you dare to dream of meeting your heart's longing.

It doesn't interest me how old you are. I want to know if you will risk looking like a fool for love, for your dreams, for the adventure of being alive.

It doesn't interest me what planets are squaring your moon. I want to know if you have touched the center of your own sorrow, if you have been opened by life's betrayals or have become shriveled and closed from fear of further pain!

I want to know if you can sit with pain, mine or your own, without moving to hide it or fade it or fix it.

I want to know if you can be with joy, mine or your own, if you can dance with wildness and let the ecstasy fill you to the tips of your fingers and toes without cautioning us to be careful, be realistic, or to remember the limitations of being human.


It doesn't interest me if the story you're telling me is true. I want to know if you can disappoint another to be true to yourself; if you can bear the accusation of betrayal and not betray your own soul. I want to know if you can be faithful and therefore be trustworthy.

I want to know if you can see beauty even when it is not pretty every day, and if you can source your life from god's presence. I want to know if you can live with failure, yours and mine, and still stand on the edge of a lake and shout to the silver of the full moon，"Yes!"

你以什么为生我不感兴趣。我想知道的是你因什么而痛苦，想知道你是否敢于去梦想以满足心灵的渴望。

你的年龄我不感兴趣。我想知道的是你是否甘当傻瓜去追求爱、追求梦想和经历生活的惊险刺激。

是什么磨圆了你的棱角我不感兴趣。我想知道的是你是否触碰过自己受伤的心，是否因为生活辜负过你而变得豁达，还是因为害怕遭受更多的痛苦而变得无助、紧闭心扉。

我想知道你是否能痛苦着我的痛苦而不是避开它，躲着它。

我想知道你是否能欢乐着我的欢乐，是否能狂舞一曲，让快乐溢满你的指尖和脚趾，而不是告诫我们：要小心翼翼、要现实、要牢记做人的局限。

你说的是真是假我不感兴趣。我想知道的是你是否为了忠实于自己而敢于令他人失望，是否敢于承担背叛的骂名而不愿违背良心，是否能做到诚实可靠从而值得信赖。

我想知道你是否能领略美，是否因为生命的存在而追溯生命的起源，我想知道你是否愿意接受你我的失败并仍然敢于站在湖边，对着银色的满月大声回答“是”。


It doesn't interest me to know where you live or how much money you have. I want to know if you can get up after a night of grief and despair, weary and bruised to the bone, and do what needs to be done for the children.

It doesn't interest me who you are, how you came to be here. I want to know if you will stand in the center of the fire with me and not shrink back.

It doesn't interest me where or what or with whom you have studied. I want to know what sustains you from the inside when all else falls away. I want to know if you can be alone with yourself, and if you truly like the company you keep in the empty moments.

你栖身何处、有多少金钱我不感兴趣。我想知道的是一夜伤心和绝望、一身疲惫和伤痕之后，你是否照样起床，履行应尽的义务，养育待哺的孩子。

你有何背景、何以成为现在的你我不感兴趣。我想知道的是你是否愿意与我一道，站在烈火中央而不退缩。

你在哪里受的教育，学的什么以及与谁为师我不感兴趣。我想知道的是一切消逝之后是什么在内心支撑着你，你是否能够独自面对自己，是否真正喜欢你在空虚的时刻结交的伙伴。


Thief小偷

He is waiting for the airline ticket counter when he first notices the young woman. She has glossy black hair pulled tightly into a knot at the back of her head-the man imagines it loosed and cascading to the small of her back-and carries over she shoulder of her leather coat a heavy black purse. She wears black boots of soft leather. He struggles to see her face——she is ahead of him in line-but it is not until she has bought her ticket and turns to walk away that he realizes her beauty, which is pale and dark-eyed and full-mouthed, and which quickens his heart beat. She seems aware that he is staring at her and lowers her gaze abruptly.

他第一次注意到那个年轻女人，是在他到航空公司售票处排队买票的时候。她的乌黑发亮的一头秀发在脑后紧紧地结成一个结。那人想象着那头秀发披散开来瀑布般落在腰间的情形，只见那女人穿着皮外套的肩上挎着一个沉甸甸的黑色坤包，脚上穿着一双黑色软皮靴。他竭力想看到她的容貌，她就排在他的前面。但是，一直到她买好票走开，他才一睹她的芳容：雪白的皮肤，乌黑发亮的眼睛，丰满的嘴唇。他心旌摇荡，狂跳不止。那年轻女人几乎察觉到他在注视着她，便突然垂下了眼睛。


The airline clerk interrupts. The man gives up looking at the woman—he thinks she may be about twenty-five—and buys a round-trip, coach class ticket to an eastern city.

His flight leaves in an hour. To kill time, the man steps into one of the airport cocktail bars and orders a scotch and water. While he sips it he watches the flow of travelers through the terminal-including a remarkable number, he thinks, of an unattached pretty women dressed in fashion magazine clothes——until he catches sight of the black-haired girl in the leather coat. She is standing near a Travelers Aid counter, deep in conversation with a second girl, a blond in a cloth coat trimmed with gray fur. He wants somehow to attract the brunette's attention, to invite her to have a drink with him before her own flight leaves for wherever she is traveling, but even though he believes for a moment she is looking his way he cannot catch her eye from out of the shadows of the bar. In another instant the two women separate; neither of their direction is toward him. He orders a second Scotch and water.

When next he sees her, he is buying a magazine to read during the flight and becomes aware that someone is jostling him. At first he is startled that anyone would be so close as to touch him, but when he sees who it is he musters a smile.

"Busy place," he says.

She looks up at him—is she blushing? —and an odd grimace crosses her mouth and vanishes. She moves away from him and joins the crowds in the terminal.


售票员一说话打断了他的想象。他不再看那女人——他想她可能有25岁左右——然后买了一张到东部一个城市的二等往返机票。

飞机过1个小时才起飞。为了消磨时间，他走进机场的一家鸡尾酒吧，要了一杯兑水的苏格兰威士忌、他一边慢慢地喝着酒，一边望着大厅里川流不息的乘客——他想，其中有好多一定都是未婚的漂亮女人，她们穿的是时装杂志上介绍的那种衣服——直到后来他又瞥见那个穿皮外套的黑发姑娘。她站在旅客服务台旁边，和另外一个姑娘眉飞色舞地聊着什么。另外那个姑娘金发碧眼，身穿一件镶着灰色猫皮的布外套。不知怎么的，他想引起黑发姑娘的注意，想趁这个姑娘要乘的飞往什么地方去的班机还没离开之前，请她喝上一杯。然而，尽管他认为她向他这边张望了一小会儿，但他在酒吧的阴暗处，吸引不了她的秋波。过了没多大一会儿，这两个女人就分手了，都没有朝这个方向走来。他又要了一杯兑水的苏格兰威士忌。

当他再次看见她的时候，他正在买一本杂志，以便在飞机上看。突然，他觉得有人挨近了他。他先是吃了一惊，怎么会有人靠得这么近碰到他的身体呢？但等看清是谁之后，他的脸上浮起了微笑。

“这地方人可真多，”他说。

她抬眼看着他——她是害羞脸才红的吗？——她的嘴角掠过一丝奇怪的表情，转眼就消失了。她从他的身边走开，加入了大厅的人流之中。


The man is at the counter with his magazine, but when he reaches into his back pocket for his wallet the pocket is empty. Where could I have lost it? he thinks. His mind begins enumerating the credit cards, the currency, the membership and identification cards; his stomach churns with something very like fear. The girl who was so near to me, he thinks and all at once he understands that she has picked his pocked.

What is he to do? He still has his ticket, safely tucked inside his suitcoat—he reaches into the jacket to feel the envelope, to make sure. He can take the flight, call someone to pick him up at his destination—since he cannot even afford bus fare—conduct his business and fly home. But in the meantime he will have to do something about the lost credit cards-call home, have his wife get the numbers out of the top desk drawer, phone the card companies—so difficult a process, the whole thing suffocating. What shall he do?

First. Find a policeman, tell what has happened, describe the young woman，her，he thinks，for seeming to be attentive to him, to let herself stand so close to him, to blush prettily when he spoke—and all the time she wanted only to steal from him. And her blush was not shyness but the anxiety of being caught; that was most disturbing of all. deceitful creatures. He will spare the policeman the details—just tell what she has down, what is in the wallet. He grits his teeth. He will probably never see his wallet again.


他拿着杂志站在柜台边，但当他将手伸进后边的口袋拿钱夹的时候，发现里边什么也没有了。他在心里想着：我可能是在什么地方把它弄丢的呢？他开始在脑海里清点装在钱夹里的信用卡、钞票、会员证、身份证等东西。一种酷似恐惧的感觉使他的胃部剧烈地痉挛起来。那个姑娘挨我那样近，他想——他立马明白了，是她偷了他的钱夹。

怎么办呢？飞机票还在，装在上衣内袋里是万无一失的——他将手伸到衣服里面，摸了摸装机票的纸袋，心才落了地。他可以乘这班飞机，到达目的地，叫人来接。他连坐公共汽车的钱都没有了。完事之后，再乘飞机回家。但是，在此期间要对那些信用卡失窃采取措施——要打电话，让妻子将放在写字台最上面抽屉里的信用卡号码取出来，和一家家信用卡公司通电话——真是麻烦死了，要全部办完，准会要命。怎么办呢？

首先找警察把事情经过以及那年轻女人的模样告诉他。这女人真可恶，好像对他很有意思，站得离他是那样近，听他说话时她的脸红得是那样妩媚动人——却要挖空心思想偷他的东西。原来她脸红不是因为害羞，而是做贼心虚。这是最恼人的。这该死的骗人的娘们。这些细节还是不给警察说好——单讲她所做的事情、他的钱夹里有什么东西就行了。他咬牙切齿。很可能他再也见不到自己的钱夹了。


He is trying to decide if he should save time for talking to a guard near the X-ray machines when he is appalled—and elated—to see the black—haired girl. She is seated against a front window of the terminal, taxis and private cars moving sluggishly beyond her in the gathering darkness: she seems engrossed in a book. A seat beside her is empty, and the man occupies it.

"I've been looking for you," he says.

She glances at him with no sort of recognition. "I don't know you," she says.

"Sure you do."

She sighs and puts the book aside. "is this all you charac—ters think about—picking up girls like we were stray animals? What do you think I am?"

"You lifted my wallet," he says. He is pleased to have said"lifted", thinking it sounds more wordly than stole or took or even ripped off.

"I beg your pardon?" the girl says.

"I know you did—at the magazine counter. If you'll just give it back, we can forget the whole thing. If you don't, then I'll hand you over to the police."

She studies him, her face serious. "All right," she says. She pulls the black bag onto her lap, reaches into it and draws out a wallet.

He takes it from her. "Wait a minute," he says, "This isn't mine."

The girl runs, he bolts after her. It is like a scene in a movie—bystanders scattering, the girl zigzagging to avoid
 collisions, the sound of his own breathing reminding him how old he is—until he hears a woman's voice behind him:

他正在考虑为了节省时间，就跟那个站在金属探测器旁边的保安员谈一下。突然，他眼睛一亮，喜出望外——吃惊地看到了那个黑发女人（报纸上会说：“长着一头乌黑秀发的女贼。”）靠坐在大厅的前窗。在她身后渐浓的暮色中，出租车和私车在慢慢腾腾地移动。她好像在全神贯注地看书。她旁边的座位空着。于是，他坐了下来。

“我正在找你呢，”他说。

她瞟了他一眼，似乎没有认出他是谁。“找不认识你，”她说。

“你不会不认识我的。”

她叹了口气，将书放在一边。“你们这些人怎么光想这个。好像我们女孩子是迷路的小动物，随随便便就能搞到手似的。你把我当成什么人了？”

“你摸走了我的钱夹，”他说。他很得意地说“摸走”，他觉得这个字眼比“偷走”、“盗走”，甚至“掏走”，听上去更加贴切。

“你在说什么呀？”那女孩说。

“我知道是你干的——在杂志柜台边。只要你还给我，事情就一笔勾销，否则就把你交给警察。”

她仔细打量着那人，神情非常严肃。“好吧，”她说着，将她那只黑包拉到膝盖上，手伸进去，掏出了一只皮夹。

他从她手里一把拿过来。“等一下，”他说，“这不是我的。”

那女孩撒腿就跑，他在后面穷追不舍，真像电影中的场面——周围的人纷纷避开。那女孩飞快地左拐右转，避免发生碰撞。他的喘息声使他想起了自己的年纪——后来听到一个女人的喊叫声从背后传来：


"Stop, thief! Stop that man!"

Ahead of him the brunette disappears around a corner and in the same moment a young man in a marine uniform puts out a foot to trip him up. He falls hard, banging knee and elbow on the tile floor of the terminal, but manages to hang on to the wallet which is not his.

The wallet is a woman's, fat with money and credit cards from places like Sak's and Peck & Peck and Lord & Taylor, and it belongs to the blonde in the fur-trimmed coat—the blonde he has earlier seen in conversation with the criminal brunette. She, too, is breathless, as is the police man with her.

"That's him," the blonde girl says,"He lifted my billfold."

It occurs to the man that he cannot even prove his own identity to the policeman.

Two weeks later—the embarrassment and rage have diminished, the family lawyer has been paid, the confusion in his household has receded-the wallet turns up without explanation in one morning's mail. It is intact, no money is missing, all the cards are in place. Though he is relieved, the man thinks that for the rest of his life he will feel guilty around policemen, and ashamed in the presence of women.

“抓、抓贼！抓住那个男人！”

前面，黑发女人已经转过拐角，不见了踪影。与此同时，一个身穿海军陆战队制服的年轻人伸脚一绊。那人猛地跌倒，膝盖和胳膊肘都重重地砸在大厅的地板砖上，但他的手里仍紧紧地攥着那个不属于
 他的皮夹。

这只皮夹是一名妇女的，鼓鼓囊囊地装着钞票和像“萨克”、“佩克与佩克”、“洛德与泰勒”这种公司的信用卡。皮夹的主人是那个穿皮毛镶边外套的金发女人——他早先看到在和那个作贼的黑发女人交谈的金发女人。她也跑得气喘吁吁，像那个和她一同赶来的警察一样。

“就是他，”金发女人说，“是他偷了我的皮夹。”

他突然想到，他甚至无法向警察证实自己的身份。

时隔两星期之后——他不再那样尴尬和恼怒，家庭律师的报酬已经支付，家里的风波也已经过去——他的钱夹在上午送来的邮件中意外地出现了，没有附任何解释。皮夹原封未动，钱一点也没少，所有的证卡都在。尽管松了口气，但他觉得，在自己今后的人生旅途中，他在警察旁边会感到内疚，在女人们面前会感到羞愧难当。


Exquisite Tableware精美的餐具

Recently I gave a dinner party for some close friends. To add a touch of elegance to the evening, I brought out the good stuff--my white Royal Crown Derby china with the fine blueand-gold border. When we were seated, one of the guests noticed the beat-up gravy boat I'd placed among the newer, better dinnerware.

"Is it an heirloom?" she asked tactfully.

I admit the piece does look rather conspicuous. For one thing, it matches nothing else. It's also old and chipped. But that little gravy boat is much more than an heirloom to me. It is the one thing in this world I will never part with.

The story begins more than 50 years ago, when I was seven years old and we lived in a big house along the Ohio River in New Richmond, Ohio. All that separated the house from the river was the street and our wide front lawn. In anticipation of high water, the ground floor had been built seven feet above grade.

Late in December the heavy rains came, and the river
 climbed to the tops of its banks. When the water began to rise in a serious way, my parents made plans in case the river should invade our house. My mother decided she would pack our books and her fine china in a small den off the master bedroom.

最近我举办了一次晚宴，招待几位亲密的朋友。为了给那个晚上增添一点优雅的情趣，我摆出了一件奇珍异宝——绘有精美蓝边和金边的白色王冠德比牌的瓷器。大伙儿就座后，其中一位客人注意到了这只残破的船形肉卤盘——我已把它放在了满桌新颖而别致的餐具当中。

“这是一件传家宝么？”她机敏地问道。

我承认这只盘子看起来确实惹人注目。首先，它跟其他任何东西都不相匹配；再者，它古老而且伤痕累累。但对我而言，这只小小的船形肉卤盘绝不只是一件传家之宝。它是这个世界上我一生都不会放弃的珍爱之物。

故事发生在50多年前，当时我才七岁，我们家住在俄亥俄州新里士满俄亥俄河边的一幢大房子里。房子跟河水只隔着一条街道和房前宽阔的草坪。考虑到河水有上涨的可能，房子一楼的地板安装得比地面高出七英尺。

12月下旬下起了大暴雨，河水涨到河沿上。河水刚开始猛涨时，我爸妈就作出了各种应急方案，以防河水淹进我们的房子。妈妈决定将我们所有的书籍以及她的精美瓷器搬出大卧室，放在楼上的小书斋里。


The china was not nearly as good as it was old. Each piece had a gold rim and a band of roses. But the service had been her mother's and was precious to her. As she packed the china with great care, she said to me, "You must treasure the things that people you love have cherished. It keeps you in touch with them."

这些瓷器丝毫也显不出年代久远的痕迹。每一件都绘有金边和玫瑰花束。这套餐具是我外婆遗留下来的，对我妈来说十分珍贵。她一边小心翼翼地把它们包好，一边对我说：“你必须珍惜这些你所爱的人曾经珍惜过的东西。这可以保持你同他们的联系。”


The Most Beautiful Heart最美的心

One day a young man was standing in the middle of the town proclaiming that he had the most beautiful heart in the whole valley. A large crowd gathered, and they all admired his heart for it was perfect. There was not a flaw in it.

Suddenly, an old man appeared and said, "Why, your heart is not nearly as beautiful as mine."

The crowd and the young man looked at the old man's heart. It was full of scars, it had places where pieces had been removed and other pieces put in, but they didn't fit quite right, and there were several jagged edges. In fact, in some places there were deep gouges where whole pieces were missing.

一天，一位年轻人站在城镇的中央，宣布他的心是整个山谷中最美丽的心。围观的人很多，他们都称赞年轻人的心的确是完美无缺，并没有一点伤痕瑕疵。

突然，一位老人出现在人群中，说：“你的心不如我的美丽。”

围观者和年轻人都朝老人的心看去：它布满了伤疤，有的地方被挖去又重新填补上，但修补得不甚完整，留下一些参差不齐的疤痕。实际上，有的地方缺失了整块，甚至露出很深的豁口。


The young man laughed. "Comparing your heart with mine, mine is perfect and yours is a mess of scars."

"Yes," said the old man, "Yours looks perfect but I would never trade with you. You see, every scar represents a person to whom I have given my love. I tear out a piece of my heart and give it to them, and often they give me a piece of their heart that fits into the empty place in my heart. But because the pieces aren't exact, I have some rough edges, which I cherish, because they remind me of the love we shared."

"Sometimes I have given pieces of my heart away, and the other person hasn't returned a piece of his or her heart to me. These are the empty gouges -- giving love is taking a chance. Although these gouges are painful, they stay open, reminding me of the love I have for those people too, and I hope someday they may return and fill the space I have waiting. So now do you see what true beauty is?"

The young man walked up to the old man, reached into his perfect heart, and ripped a piece out. He offered it to the old man.

The old man placed it in his heart, then took a piece from his old scarred heart and placed it in the wound in the young man's heart. It fit, but not perfectly, as there were some jagged edges.

The young man looked at his heart, not perfect anymore but more beautiful than ever, since love from the old man's heart flowed into his.

They embraced and walked away side by side.


年轻人笑了起来：“我们两人的心相比，我的是那么完美，而你的却是一堆伤疤。”

“是的，”老人说，“你的心从表面来看很完美，但我绝不会跟你交换。你看，每个伤疤都代表我为别人献出的一份爱——我掏出一块心给他们，他们常常会掏出自己的一块回赠给我，以填补我的空缺。但由于这两块不完全一样，伤口的边缘就留下了疤痕，不过我十分珍惜这些疤痕，因为它们使我想起我们共同拥有的爱心。”

“有时我送出了一瓣心，其他人并没有回赠给我，因此就出现了这些豁口——献出爱也是需要冒风险的。尽管这些豁口很疼，我还是让它们敞开着，因为它们能使我想起我付出的爱。我希望有一天，得到爱的人们能够回来填补上我心里的空间。你现在明白什么是真正的美丽了吧？”

年轻人默默走近老人，把手伸进自己完美的心中，撕下一块来，把它献给这位老人。

老人接过馈赠，把它放进自己的心里。然后他从自己疤痕累累的心里掏出一块，放在年轻人心里的那个伤口上。正好放进去，但不是特别吻合，也出现了一些疤痕。

年轻人看着自己的心，看起来不再完美但比以前更美丽了，因为老人心中的爱也流淌到了他的心里。

他们拥抱着，肩并肩离开了。


To Tell The Truth以诚为贵

"Who did this?" asked my teacher. Thirty children tried to think about not only what they had done, but also what our teacher may have found out. "Who did this?" asked my teacher once more. She wasn't really asking, she was demanding an answer. She seldom became angry, but she was this time. She held up a piece of broken glass and asked,"Who broke this window?"

"Oh, oh," I thought. I was the one who broke the window. I had not done it intentionally. It was caused by an errant throw of a baseball. I was working on my knuckleball. It needed more work. Why did it have to be me? It wasn't really my fault. If I admitted guilt, I would be in a lot of trouble. How would I be able to pay for a big window like that? I didn't even get an allowance."My father is going to have a fit," I thought. I didn't want to raise my hand, but some force much stronger than I was pulled it skyward. I told the truth."I did it." I said no more. It was hard enough saying what I had.

My teacher went to one of our library shelves and took down a book. She then began walking towards my desk. I had
 never known my teacher to strike a student, but I feared she was going to start with me and she was going to use a book for the swatting.

“这是谁干的？”老师问。三十名学生都设法去回想他们做了什么。“这是谁干的？”老师又问了一遍。其时，她并不是真的想问，她只是想要一个答案。她很少生气，但这一次她真的生气了。她举起一块打碎的玻璃问道：“是谁打碎了这块玻璃？”

“呃，天哪，”我暗自想道。我就是那个打碎玻璃的人。但我并不是有意要那么做的。只是因为把棒球扔错了地方。当时我正在练习投不旋转球，还需要更多的练习。为什么偏偏是我呢？这并不是我的错啊。如果我承认了，我就会有很多麻烦。我哪里有钱来赔偿这么一大块玻璃呢？我甚至连零用钱都没有。“爸爸一定会大发雷霆，”我想。我并不想举手，但有一种比我自身更强大的力量抬起了我的手。我讲出了真相。“是我干的。”我没再说别的。承认这件事是自己做的真的相当困难。

老师走到图书馆的一个书架旁取下了一本书，然后向我走来。我从不知道老师会打学生，但我害怕我会是她动手打的第一个学生，她将用这一本书重重地猛击我。


"I know how you like birds," she said as she stood looking down at my guilt-ridden face. "Here is that field guide about birds that you are constantly checking out. It is yours. It's time we got a new one for the school anyway. The book is yours and you will not be punished as long as you remember that I am not rewarding you for your misdeed, I am rewarding you for your truthfulness."

I couldn't believe it! I wasn't being punished and I was getting my very own bird field guide. The very one that I had been saving up money to buy. The money I feared would be going to the school to buy a new window.

I wore out that book trying to match the live, flying birds to their depictions in that field guide. The book is gone, so is my wonderful teacher. All that remains of that day is my memory and the lesson my teacher taught me. That lesson stays with me every day and it will echo forever.

“我知道你很喜欢小鸟，”她看着我那张充满了愧疚的脸，说道，“这是一本关于野生鸟儿的指导书。它是你的了。反正学校也该买本新的了。只要你记住我奖励你不是因为你做错事，而是因为你诚实，你就不会受到惩罚。”

这真是难以置信！我不仅没有受到惩罚，还拥有了自己的野生鸟儿指南。那可是我一直攒钱想买的书啊。这钱我本来还担心会赔给学校去买一块新玻璃呢。

我努力想找到书中描述的那些活的飞翔的鸟儿，所以那本书都被我翻破了。现在这本书和我的那位好老师都已经不在了。剩下的只有我对那天的记忆以及老师对我说的话。那个教训永远都会在我的脑海里重现。


How To Grow Happiness种植幸福的三个步骤

Someone says that Happiness comes of the capacity to feel deeply, to enjoy simply, to think freely, and to be needed. I have no objection to that, only wondering how to grow happiness.

Step one:

Plant yourself deep in a bed of faith, and pack it down solid and tight. Drench daily with positive thinking, and keep saturated just right. Mulch often with forgiveness, for this will help you grow. Quickly remove any seeds of worry, for they will soon germinate, and keep out the weeds of despair. Nourish disappointments with hope whenever it is needed, and always stay cool and shaded when you feel irritated or heated. Trim away guilt or depression, for they create decay, and cultivate with happy memories as often as every day.

有人说幸福来源于深切地去感触，简单地去享受，自由地去思考，以及被需要。 对此我并无异议，只是在想如何才能种植幸福。

步骤一：

把自己紧紧牢牢地埋在“信念”的土壤里。每天浇灌以“积极”的思想，并始终保持湿润。经常以“宽容”来护根，这样有利于幸福的幼苗成长。一旦发现忧虑的种子，及时除掉，否则它们很快会生根发芽，同时你也要将绝望消灭在萌芽状态。在必要时，用希望来滋养失望；烦躁不安的时候，保持冷静。修剪枝叶，修剪去愧疚和沮丧，否则衰枝败叶会很快出现。每天用“幸福回忆”细心照料幼苗。


Step two:

Harvest the lessons of the past; just dig, pick, and hoe. And nurture the roots of the present, for now is when you flourish and grow. Start planting for the future; set your goals in a row. Spade the bed well for all your dreams to grow.

Step three:

Remember that grief is a natural predator, so learn to tolerate some damage. Protect your garden with daily prayers, for this will help you manage. Bury the criticism and complaining, for they are injurious pests. Sow the seed of love wherever you may go--for joy, love and laughter are surely bound to grow. Although the thorns of life may be here to stay, just sprout a smile along the Way, and be thankful for what you have.

步骤二：

挖掘、收割、筛选，从“过往”收获经验。精心照料“此时此刻”的根茎，因为这正是旺盛生长的时期。有所计划与目标，着手种植“明天”。翻掘一下泥土，为孕育明天的梦想做好准备。

步骤三：

记住，“整日沉浸于悲痛中”会吞噬你的灵魂，所以要学会宽容应付灾难。每天“祈祷”，保护你的花园，这有利于掌控。将“批评”与”埋怨”这些害虫掩埋起来。将“爱”的种子播散到你足迹所至的每个角落，“欢乐”、“爱”和“微笑”就会生机无限地发育成长。哪怕生命“荆棘”满途，也要在一旁种上微笑的芽苗……不管一切如何，为今天你所拥有的全部而心存感激吧！


The 50-Percent Theory Of Life生活半对半

I believe in the 50-percent theory. Half the time things are better than normal; the other half, they are worse. I believe life is a pendulum swing. It takes time and experience to understand what normal is, and that gives me the perspective to deal with the surprises of the future.

Let's benchmark the parameters: Yes, I will die. I've dealt with the deaths of both parents, a best friend, a beloved boss and cherished pets. Some of these deaths have been violent, before my eyes, or slow and agonizing. Bad stuff, and it belongs at the bottom of the scale.

我信奉对半理论。生活时而无比顺畅，时而倒霉透顶，好坏参半。我觉得生活就像来回晃动的钟摆。读懂生活的常态需要时间和阅历，也正是这样才练就了我面对未来荣辱不惊的生活态度。

让我们掂量这些点点滴滴：是的，我注定会死去。我已经经历了双亲的仙逝，一位友人的亡故，一位敬爱的老板的离逝，还有心爱宠物的死亡。当中一些变故突如其来，直击眼前；有些却长期折磨，痛苦不堪。糟糕的事儿，它们驻留谷底。


Then there are those high points: romance and marriage to the right person; having a child and doing those Dad things like coaching my son's baseball team, paddling around the creek in the boat while he's swimming with the dogs, discovering his compassion so deep it manifests even in his kindness to snails, his imagination so vivid he builds a spaceship from a scattered pile of Legos.

But there is a vast meadow of life in the middle, where the bad and the good flip-flop acrobatically. This is what convinces me to believe in the 50-percent theory.

One spring I planted corn too early in a bottomland so flood-prone that neighbors laughed. I felt chagrined at the wasted effort. Summer turned bruta——the worst heat wave and drought in my lifetime. The air-conditioner died, the well went dry, the marriage ended, the job lost, the money gone. I was living lyrics from a country tune——music I loathed. Only a surging Kansas City Royals team, bound for their first World Series, buoyed my spirits.

Looking back on that horrible summer, I soon understood that all succeeding good things merely offset the bad. Worse than normal wouldn't last long. I am owed and savor the halcyon times. They reinvigorate me for the next nasty surprise and offer assurance that I can thrive. The 50 percent theory even helps me see hope beyond my Royals' recent slump, a field of struggling rookies sown so that some year soon we can reap an October harvest.


当然生活也不乏熠熠光彩：坠入爱河缔结良缘；养育幼子身为人父，训练儿子的棒球队，当他和狗在水中嬉戏时，摇桨划船前瞻后顾，感受他如此强烈的同情心——即使对蜗牛也善待有加，发现他如此活跃的想象力——即使零散的积木也能堆出太空飞船。

但在它们发生期间有一片宽广的草坪，在那儿上演的各种好事坏事像耍杂技一样地翻新。这就是让我信服对半理论的原因。

有一年春天，我在一片容易被淹的低洼地过早地种下了玉米，邻居们都为此嘲笑我。一番心血付之东流让我懊恼不已。接着我生命中最难熬的酷暑来临了——热浪袭人，酿至旱灾。空调失灵，水井枯竭，婚姻破裂，惨遭失业，积蓄挥空。我正经历某个乡村调频描绘的情节，我讨厌这种音乐。只有一支人气攀升的堪萨斯皇家棒球队的小组因他们的第一次出征世界大赛团结起来使我精神振奋。

回想那个可怕的夏天，我不久就明白了所有的好事坏事不过是正负抵消。不顺心的境遇不会延宕过久。太平时光是我应得的，我要尽情享受。它们给我新的活力以应对突如其来的险境，并确保我再度辉煌。对半理论甚至帮我在我喜爱的皇家棒球队最近的低潮中看到希望——这是一块艰难行进的新手们耕耘的土地，播种了，假以时日我们就可以收获十月的金秋。


Oh, yeah, the corn crop? For that one blistering summer, the ground moisture was just right, planting early allowed pollination before heat withered the tops, and the lack of rain spared the standing corn from floods. That winter my crib overflowed with corn—fat, healthy three-to-a-stalk ears filled with kernels from heel to tip—while my neighbors' fields yielded only brown, empty husks.

Although plantings past may have fallen below the 50-percent expectation, and they probably will again in the future, I am still sustained by the crop that flourishes during the drought.

哦，对了，玉米收成？就那年炎热的夏天，庄稼地的湿度恰到好处，过早的种植使授粉避开酷热在顶梢干枯前完成，雨水稀少使地里长着的玉米免遭水灾。那年冬天，我的粮仓里堆满了玉米——饱满结实的玉米，每株秆上结三个，每个玉米从底到顶端长满了玉米粒——而我的邻居们地里长出来的只是暗沉干瘪的壳。

尽管过去播种的收获没有达到50%的期望，而且将来也可能是这样，我仍然要为经历旱季依然丰收的玉米而坚守阵地。


The Importance Of Being Honest诚信的重要性

In the busy city of New York, such an astonishing thing that ever happened.

On a Friday night, a poor young artist stood at the gate of the subway station, playing his violin. Though the music was great, people were quickly going home for the weekend. In this case, many of them slowed down their paces and put some money into the hat of the young man.

在繁华的纽约，曾经发生了这样一件震撼人心的事情。

星期五的傍晚，一个贫穷的年轻艺人仍然像往常一样站在地铁站门口，专心致志地拉着他的小提琴。琴声优美动听，虽然人们都急急忙忙地赶着回家过周末，但还是有很多人情不自禁地放慢了脚步，时不时地会有一些人在年轻艺人跟前的礼帽里放一些钱。


The next day, the young artist came to the gate of the subway station, and put his hat on the ground gracefully. Different than the day before, he took out a large piece of paper and laid it on the ground and put some stones on it. Then he adjusted the violin and began playing. It seemed more pleasant to listen to.

Before long, the young violinist was surrounded with people, who were all attracted by the words on that paper. It said,"Last night, a gentleman named George Sang put an important thing into my hat by mistaken.Please come to claim it soon."

Seeing this, it caused a great excitement and people wondered what it could be. After about half an hour, a middleaged man ran there in a hurry and rushed through the crowd to the violinist and grabbed his shoulders and said, "Yes, it's you. You did come here. I knew that you're an honest man and would certainly come here."

The young violinist asked calmly, "Are you Mr. George Sang?"

The man nodded. The violinist asked, "Did you lose something?"

"Lottery. It's lottery," said the man.

The violinist took out a lottery ticket on which George Sang's name was seen. "Is it?" he asked.

George nodded promptly and seized the lottery ticket and kissed it, then he danced with the violinist.


第二天黄昏，年轻的艺人又像往常一样准时来到地铁门口，把他的礼帽摘下来很优雅地放在地上。和以往不同的是，他还从包里拿出一张大纸，然后很认真地铺在地上，四周还用自备的小石块压上。做完这一切以后，他调试好小提琴，又开始了演奏，声音似乎比以前更动听更悠扬。

不久，年轻的小提琴手周围站满了人，人们都被铺在地上的那张大纸上的字吸引了，有的人还踮起脚尖看。上面写着：“昨天傍晚，有一位叫乔治·桑的先生错将一份很重要的东西放在我的礼帽里，请您速来认领。”

见此情景，人群之间引起一阵骚动，都想知道这是一份什么样的东西。过了半小时左右，一位中年男人急急忙忙跑过来，拨开人群就冲到小提琴手面前，抓住他的肩膀语无伦次地说：“啊！是您呀，您真的来了，我就知道您是个诚实的人，您一定会来的。”

年轻的小提琴手冷静地问：“您是乔治·桑先生吗？”

那人连忙点头。小提琴手又问：“您遗落了什么东西吗？”

那位先生说：“奖票，奖票”。

小提琴手于是掏出一张奖票，上面还醒目地写着乔治·桑，小提琴手举着彩票问：“是这个吗？”

乔治·桑迅速地点点头，抢过奖票吻了一下，然后又抱着小提琴手在地上跳起了舞。


The story turned out to be this: George Sang is an office clerk. He bought a lottery ticket issued by a bank a few days ago. The awards opened yesterday and he won a prize of $500, 000. So he felt very happy after work and felt the music was so wonderful, that he took out 50 dollars and put in the hat. However the lottery ticket was also thrown in. The violinist was a student at an Arts College and had planned to attend advanced studies in Vienna. He had booked the ticket and would fly that morning. However when he was cleaning up he found the lottery ticket. Thinking that the owner would return to look for it, he cancelled the flight and came back to where he was given the lottery ticket.

Later someone asked the violinist: "At that time you were in needed to pay the tuition fee and you had to play the violin in the subway station every day to make the money. Then why didn't you take the lottery ticket for yourself?"

The violinist said, "Although I don't have much money, I live happily; but if I lose honesty I won't be happy forever."

Through our lives, we can gain a lot and lose so much. But being honest should always be with us. If we bear ourselves in a deceptive and dishonest way, we may succeed temporarily. However, from the long-term view, we will be a loser. Such kind of people are just like the water on the mountain. It stands high above the masses at the beginning, but gradually it comes down inch by inch and loses the chance of going up.


原来事情是这样的：乔治·桑是一家公司的小职员，他前些日子买了一张一家银行发行的奖票，昨天上午开奖，他中了50万美元的奖金。昨天下班，他心情很好，觉得音乐也特别美妙，于是就从钱包里掏出50美元，放在了礼帽里，可是不小心把奖票也扔了进去。小提琴手是一名艺术学院的学生，本来打算去维也纳进修，已经定好了机票，时间就在今天上午，可是他昨天整理东西时发现了这张奖票，想到失主会来找，于是今天就退掉了机票，又准时来到这里。

后来，有人问小提琴手：“你当时那么需要一笔学费，为了赚够这笔学费，你不得不每天到地铁站拉提琴。那你为什么不把那50万元的奖票留下呢？”

小提琴手说：“虽然我没钱，但我活得很快乐；假如我没了诚信，我一天也不会快乐。”

在人的一生中，我们会得到许多，也会失去许多，但守信用却应是始终陪伴我们的。如果以虚伪、不诚实的方式为人处世，也许能获得暂时的“成功”，但从长远看，他最终是个失败者。这种人就像山上的水，刚开始的时候，是高高在上，但逐渐逐渐地它就越来越下降，再没有一个上升的机会。


The Nails And The Fence钉子和篱笆

There was a little boy with a bad temper. His father gave him a bag of nails and told him that every time he lost his temper, to hammer a nail in the back fence.

The first day the boy had driven 37 nails into the fence.

Then it gradually dwindled down. He discovered it was easier to hold his temper than to drive those nails into the fence.

Finally the day came when the boy didn't lose his temper at all. He told his father about it and the father suggested that the boy now pull out one nail for each day that he was able to hold his temper.

The days passed and the young boy was finally able to tell his father that all the nails were gone. The father took his son by the hand and led him to the fence. He said, "You have done well, my son, but look at the holes in the fence. The fence will never be the same. When you say things in anger, they leave a scar just like this one. You can put a knife in a man and draw it out. It won't matter how many times you say I'm sorry, the wound is still there. A verbal wound is as bad
 as a physical one."

Friends are a very rare jewel, indeed. They make you smile and encourage you to succeed. They lend an ear, they share a word of praise, and they always want to open their hearts to us. Show your friends how much you care.

以前，有个小男孩，脾气很坏，他爸爸就给他一包钉子，让他每次发脾气的时候就往篱笆上钉钉子。

就在第一天，小家伙就已经在篱笆上钉了37个钉子。

慢慢地，他钉的越来越少了，原来他发现控制住自己的脾气要比往篱笆上钉钉子容易得多。

最后，终于有一天，小家伙脾气都不发了。他对爸爸说了这件事，可爸爸却建议他每天再从篱笆上拔出一颗钉子，这样他的脾气就能控制住了。

日子一天天过去，最后，那个男孩告诉他爸爸说钉子他都拔完了。爸爸就牵着他的手，带他去篱笆那儿。爸爸说：“儿子，你做得很好。但是，你看看篱笆上的小洞，每根篱笆都绝不会相同的。每次你发脾气的时候，它们都会就像这个一样留下伤疤。你用刀刺伤一个人，可以把刀拔出来。但是，无论你说多少遍对不起都是没用的，因为伤还在那里。言语里的伤害和身体上的伤害都同样糟糕。”

事实上，朋友是珍贵的珠宝。他们给你欢笑，给你走向成功的鼓励；他们倾听你的心声，分享成功的欢乐；而且，他们始终都向你敞开他们的胸怀，这些都说明你应该更加珍惜你的朋友。



第四卷 每个人都可以是天使Everyone Can Be An Angel

天使是上帝派遣下来拯救人们的苦难和抚慰人们心灵的美丽精灵。其实，每个人心中都有一个天使，那就是一颗仁爱的心；每个人也都可以成为天使，那就是在付出你的爱的时候。医生是拯救病人的天使，老师是教育孩子的天使，司机和乘务员是乘客的天使，母亲是孩子们眼中的天使……让我们都来做美丽的天使，让爱温暖人间。


A Good Heart To Lean On善心可依

When I was growing up, I was embarrassed to be seen with my father. He was severely crippled and very short, and when we would walk together, his hand on my arm for balance, people would stare. I would inwardly squirm at the unwanted attention. If he ever noticed or was bothered, he never let on.

It was difficult to coordinate our steps—his halting, mine impatient—and because of that, we didn't say much as we went along. But as we started out, he always said, "You set the pace. I will try to adjust to you. "

Our usual walk was to or from the subway, which was how he got to work. He went to work sick, and despite nasty weather. He almost never missed a day, and would make it to the office even if others could not. A matter of pride.

When snow or ice was on the ground, it was impossible for him to walk, even with help. At such times my sisters or I would pull him through the streets of Brooklyn, NY, on a child's sleigh to the subway entrance. Once there, he would cling to the handrail until he reached the lower steps that the
 warmer tunnel air kept ice-free. In Manhattan the subway station was the basement of his office building, and he would not have to go outside again until we met him in Brooklyn' on his way home.

在我成长的过程中，我一直羞于让别人看见的和父亲在一起。我的父亲身材矮小，腿上有严重的残疾。当我们一起走路时，他总是挽着我以保持身体平衡，这时总招来一些异样的目光，令我无地自容。可是如果他注意到了这些，不管他内心多么痛苦，也从不表现出来。

走路时，我们很难相互协调起来——他的步子慢慢腾腾，我的步子焦燥不安。所以一路上我们交谈得很少。但是每次出行前，他总是说，“你走你的，我想法儿跟上你”。

我们常常往返于从家到他上班乘坐的地铁站的那段路上。他有病也要上班，哪怕天气恶劣。他几乎从未误过一天工，就是在别人不能去的情况下，他也要设法去上班。实在值得骄傲！

每当冰封大地，雪花飘飘的时候，若是没有帮助，他简直举步维艰。每当此时，我或我的姐妹们就用儿童雪橇把他拉过纽约布鲁克林区的街道，一直送他到地铁的入口处。一到那儿，他便手抓扶手一直走到底下的台阶时才放开手，因为那里通道的空气暖和些，地面上没有结冰。到了曼哈顿，地铁站就在他办公楼的地下一层，在我们在布鲁克林接他回家之前他无须再走出楼来。


When I think of it now, I marvel at how much courage it must have taken for a grown man to subject himself to such indignity and stress. And at how he did it--without bitterness or complaint.

He never talked about himself as an object of pity, nor did he show any envy of the more fortunate or able. What he looked for in others was a "good heart", and if he found one, the owner was good enough for him.

Now that I am older, I believe that is a proper standard by which to judge people, even though I still don't know precisely what a "good heart" is. But I know the times I don't have one myself.

Unable to engage in many activities, my father still tried to participate in some way. When a local sandlot baseball team found itself |without a manager, he kept it going. He was a knowledgeable baseball fan and often took me to Ebbets Field to see the Brooklyn Dodgers play. He liked to go to dances and parties, where he could have a good time just sitting and watching.

On one memorable occasion a fight broke out at a beach party, with everyone punching and shoving. He wasn't content to sit and watch, but he couldn't stand unaided on the soft sand. In frustration he began to shout, "I' ll fight anyone who will sit down with me!"

Nobody did. But the next day people kidded him by saying it was the first time any fighter was urged to take a dive even before the bout began.


如今每当我想起这些，我惊叹一个成年男子要经受住这种侮辱和压力得需要多么大的勇气啊！叹服他竟然能够做到这一点，不带任何痛苦，没有丝毫抱怨。

他从不说自己可怜，也从不嫉妒别人的幸运和能力。他所期望的是人家“善良的心”，当他得到时，人家真地对他很好。

如今我已经长大成人，我明白了“善良的心”是评价人的恰当的标准，尽管我仍不很清楚它的确切涵义，但是我却知道我有缺乏善心的时候。

虽然父亲不能参加许多活动，但他仍然设法以某种方式参与进来。当一个地方棒球队发现缺少一个领队时，他便作了领队。因为他是个棒球迷，有丰富的棒球知识，他过去常带我去埃比茨棒球场观看布鲁克林的鬼精灵队的比赛。他喜欢参加舞会和晚会，乐意坐着看。

记得有一次的海边晚会上，有人打架，动了拳头，推推搡搡。他不甘于坐在那里当观众，但又无法在松软的沙滩上自己站起来。于是，失望之下，他吼了起来：“谁想坐下和我打？”

没有人响应。但是第二天，人们都取笑他说比赛还没开始，拳击手就被劝认输，这还是头一次看见。


I now know he participated in some things vicariously through me, his only son. When I played ball (poorly), he"played" too. When I joined the Navy he "joined" too. And when I came home on leave, he saw to it that I visited his office. Introducing me, he was really saying, "This is my son, but it is also me, and I could have done this, too, if things had been different." Those words were never said aloud.

He has been gone many years now, but I think of him often. I wonder if he sensed my reluctance to be seen with him during our walks. If he did, I am sorry I never told him how sorry I was, how unworthy I was, how I regretted it. I think of him when I complain about trifles, when I am envious of another's good fortune, when I don't have a "good heart".

At such times I put my hand on his arm to regain my balance, and say, "You set the pace, I will try to adjust to you."

现在我知道一些事情他是通过我——他唯一的儿子来做的。当我打球时(尽管我打得很差)，他也在“打球”。当我参加海军时，他也“参加”。当时我回家休息时，他一定要让我去他的办公室。在介绍我时，他真真切切地说，“这是我儿子，但也是我自己，假如事情不是这样的话，我也会去参军的。”

父亲离开我们已经很多年了，这些话从来没有被大声说过。但是我时常想起他。我不知道他是否意识到我曾经不愿意让人看到我和他走在一起的心理。假如他知道这一切，我现在感到很遗憾，因为我从没告诉过他我是多么愧疚、多么不孝、多么悔恨。每当我为一些琐事
 而抱怨时，为别人的好运而妒忌时，为我自己缺乏“善心”时，我就会想起我的父亲。

此时，我会挽着他的胳膊保持身体平衡，并且说，“你走你的，我想法儿跟上你。”


Turning-point Of Our Life生活的转折点

My father was, I am sure, intended by nature to be a cheerful, kindly man. Until he was thirty-four years old he worked as a farm-hand for a man named Thomas Butterworth whose place lay near the town of Biddable, Ohio. He had then a horse of his own and on Saturday evenings drove into town to spend a few hours in social intercourse with other farmhands. In town he drank several glasses of beer and stood about in Ben Head's saloon—crowded on Saturday evenings with visiting farm-hands. Songs were sung and glasses thumped on the bar. At ten o'clock my father drove home along a lonely country road, made his horse comfortable for the night and himself went to bed, quite happy in his position in life. He had at that time no notion of trying to rise in the world.

It was in the spring of his thirty-fifth year that father married my mother, then a country schoolteacher, and in the following spring I came wriggling and crying into the world. Something happened to the two people. They became ambitious. The American passion for getting up in the world took possession of them.


我相信父亲天生就是一个快活、和善的人。他当过农场雇工，在俄亥俄州比德韦尔镇附近为一个名叫托马斯·巴特活斯的人干活，一直干到三十四岁。那时他自己有一匹马。星期六晚上，他总要骑着它到镇上去，跟其他雇工们一起聊上几个小时。在镇上，他总泡在本·黑兹酒吧间里，喝上几杯啤酒。每适星期六晚上，酒吧间里总是挤满了前来消遣的雇工，到处是歌声和酒杯碰击酒吧的声音。一到十点，父亲就沿着一条人迹稀少的乡间小道骑马回家。安顿好马以后，自己也就上床睡觉了。他对他所处的地位是相当满意的。那时他还没有要在这个世道上向上爬的念头。

在他三十五岁那年的春天，他和我母亲结婚了。当时母亲是乡村学校的一名教师。第二年春天，我就呱呱坠地了。从那时起，他俩也发生了变化，开始变得雄心勃勃了。美国人的那种要出人头地的强烈欲望占据了他们的心灵。


It may have been that mother was responsible. Being a schoolteacher she had no doubt read books and magazines. She had, I presume, read of how Garfield, Lincoln, and other Americans rose from poverty to fame and greatness and as I lay beside her——in the days of her lying-in——she may have dreamed that I would some day rule men and cities. At any rate she induced father to give up his place as a farm-hand, sell his horse and embark on an independent enterprise of his own. She was a tall silent woman with a long nose and troubled Grey eyes. For herself she wanted nothing. For father and myself she was incurably ambitious.

可能这要怪我母亲。她是一个教师，肯定读过一些书和杂志。我猜想，她读过有关伽菲尔德、林肯和其他一些美国人是怎样从穷苦人变成有声望的伟人的书籍；或许，在她的产期里，她也梦想过躺在她身边的我，有朝一日也会去统治人们和城市。不管怎么说，是她劝说父亲辞掉雇工工作，卖掉那匹马，去从事一项独立的事业。她个子挺高，沉默寡言，长长的鼻子，一双灰眼睛，流露出忧郁的神情。她为她自己并无所求，可为父亲和我，却有着无法遏制的勃勃野心。


The Meaning Of Life生命的意义

Once upon a time there was a young man who used to meditate all day about the meaning of life. Most of the time he was pondering about what is the most important thing in life. He thought the importance could more easily lead people beyond the exterior of existence, and disclose to them the reason of things.

No matter how long he meditated and observed, he could get no result. To clear his doubts, he decided to go and visit an old sage, who lived alone in a faraway forest.

When he finally met the old sage, he was asked what brought him there. The young man replied he was searching for the most precious deed a man could do to get close to God.

从前有一个年轻人成天思考着生命的意义。大多数时间他都在思考什么才是生命中最重要的事情，因为他认为事件的重要性能够更容易地引导人们超脱事物的外表，揭露事情的本质。

不管他怎么思考和观察，都得不到答案。为了解决自己的疑问，他决定去拜访一个独居在森林的老圣人。

当他最后见到老圣人的时候，圣人问他有什么事情。年轻人回答说他正在寻找能接近上帝的最有价值的事情。


"What did you do on your way here?" asked the sage.

The young man thought the old man did not get the question, and repeated his demand.

Then the sage asked again，"What did you do on your way here?"

"I toiled," said the young man,"because the road up the hill was very steep. I gasped and felt very thirsty. But I made an effort to patiently endure that troublesome walking."

"What did you do next?"

"I meditated, as I do every day. Today I pondered about imperturbability that can be both a virtue and a fault."

"What did you do next?"

"I helped an old man by taking his bundle of wood to his place. This meant a long detour on my route, but he was too weak for that burden."

"What did you do next?"

The young man hesitated, then admitted，"I sat on a stone for a moment, and played with a marble that my father gave me when I left school. I apologize for wasting my time like that."

"What action made you feel lighter?" asked the old man.

The young man, puzzled, looked at the sage，"I came to you with a demand."

The sage repeated, as if he had not heard this last objection,"What action made you feel lighter?"

"Playing with the marble," said the confused young man,"I was really free and happy; I had no thoughts, no worries."


“在你来这里的路上，你做了什么？”圣人问道。

年轻人以为老人没有明白他的问题，就又重复了他的问题。

然而圣人依然问道：“路上你做了些什么？”

“我很辛苦地来到了这里，”年轻人说道，“因为上山的路非常的陡峭，搞得我气喘吁吁，并且非常渴，但我奋力地、耐心地坚持走完了这段艰苦的路程。”

“然后你做了什么？”

“就和每天一样，我在思考。今天我在思考关于冷静的问题，我认为冷静既是优点也是一种缺陷。”

“然后你做了什么？”

“我帮助一个老人把一捆柴送到他住的地方，这意味着我要绕一大圈路，但是老人已经疲弱得背不动了。”

“然后你做了什么？”

年轻人犹豫了一下，然后说道：“我在一个大石头上坐了一会，还玩了一会儿弹球，那弹球是我离开学校的时候父亲给我的。我对我那样的浪费时间感到抱歉。”

“什么事情能够让你感到更轻松一点？”老人问道。

年轻人感到很困惑，看着圣人，问道：“请回答我的问题，我是来问你问题的。”

圣人就像没有听到年轻人的抗议一样，继续重复他的问题：“什么东西能够让你感到轻松一点？”

“玩弹球，”困惑的年轻人回答道，“玩弹球的时候，我感到很放松，很快乐，不思考和担忧什么。”


"That was the best time today," said the sage, "when you yielded to play." Play is a light yet serious activity, because then God is near you. You go beyond the surface of existence in the very same moment as you rise above it.

“当你沉浸于玩乐的时候，”圣人说，“那是今天最美好的时候。”玩是非常轻松但又严肃的事，因为上帝就在你身边。每次当你能从中看到更远的时候，你就已经超越了表层的东西。


You Must Have Good Luck你一定会有好运

It was a hot, muggy August afternoon, and I had every reason to feel sorry for myself. A comedy of hassles began with the normal airport security gauntlet, followed by a random drug test, and a missed flight home due to a number of mechanical, weather problems.

During the usual pandemonium at the gate, I no ticed a 5-year-old boy standing by his mother and watching me. He looked at me, then my bag, then back at me.

Cautiously, he left his mother's side and slowly began to walk toward me, glancing between my bag, his mother, and me. As he came closer, I was both relieved and alarmed that it wasn't me he was after. It was my hat.

在一个闷热而潮湿的8月的下午，我有足够的理由同情我自己。争吵混乱的闹剧从飞机的安检开始，紧接着是抽样药检，然后是由于天气因素和机械故障造成的误点航班。

登机口一片混乱与喧闹，这时我注意到一个5岁的小男孩，他正站在他妈妈的身边盯着我。他看看我，再看看我的提包，又再看看我。

他小心谨慎地离开妈妈那边，慢慢地向我走来，他不时地看看我，看看他妈妈和我的提包。他靠近我时，我才发现他并不是冲着我而是冲着我的帽子来的，这既让我宽慰，又让我觉得奇怪。


I started to tell him not to bother my things, but something made me stop and watch. He stopped in front of my bag, looking at my hat, then up at me.

With wide eyes, he gently touched the bill of my hat，running his index finger slowly along the edge，carefully touching the emblem.

Again, he looked up at me, now smiling, but saying nothing. I asked him if he would like to wear my captain hat. He excitedly nodded his head, still smiling. I placed my hat on his head, but it fell down around his ears. He didn't seem to mind and held it up in the proper position with both hands. He ran to show his mother, then back to me still smiling from ear to ear.

With much reverence and ceremony, he slowly removed my hat with both hands and presented it to me as though it were the crown jewels.

I put my hat on and gave him an airplane card. This, too, he held with both hands in awe.

After this exchange, he still hadn't spoken, although I knew he was excited. I also was happy that I had been briefly distracted from my self-pity fester.

Still holding the card carefully with both hands, he looked up at me and said，"Mister, you sure are lucky."

"Yes，" I said，"I sure am."

I contemplated the wisdom of a 5-year-old boy, as I got the last seat on that flight home.


我本想告诉他不要乱动我的东西，但是不知道为什么我没去拦他，而是想看看他究竟要做什么。他在我的提包前停下，看看我的帽子，然后抬头看看我。

他的眼睛睁得很大，他轻轻地摸了摸我的帽檐，食指慢慢地沿着帽边划来划去，然后小心地摸着帽子的徽章。

他抬起头来笑眯眯地看着我，但是没有说话。我问他想不想戴戴我的上尉帽子。他激动地连连点头，脸上依旧挂着那种微笑。我把帽子扣在他的头上，帽子一下滑到他的耳际，但是他丝毫不介意，两只小手把帽子调到合适的位置。他跑过去给他的妈妈看，然后又眉开眼笑地跑回来。

他用两只小手慢慢地把帽子取下，犹如手捧王冠一样，他以一种非常崇敬的方式把帽子还给了我。

我戴上帽子，给了他一张明信片，他仍旧是充满崇敬地用双手捧住。

拿到这张明信片后，他非常激动，但是他还是没有说话。其实，我也非常高兴，因为他把我从坏心境中拉了出来。

他的两只小手仍然小心捧着明信片，然后，他抬起头来看看我，对我说：“先生，你一定会有好运的。”

“是的，”我说，“我肯定。”

我是最后一个坐到座位上的人，在返乡的飞行中，我思考着那5岁小男孩话中的智慧。


Life Experience生活的经验

"Everything happens for the best." My mother said whenever I faced disappointment. "If you carry on, one day something good will happen. And you'll realize that it wouldn't have happened if not for that previous disappointment."

Mother was right, as I discovered after graduating from college in 1932. I had decided to try for a job in radio, then work my way up to sports announcer. I hitchhiked on the door of every station—and got turned down every time.

In one studio, a kind lady told me that big stations wouldn't risk hiring an inexperienced person. "Go out in the sticks and find a small station that'll give you a chance." She said.

I thumbed home to Dixon, Illi. While there were no radioannoucing jobs in Dixon, my father said Mont－gomery Ward had opened a store and wanted a local athlete to manage its sports department. Since Dixon was where I had played highschool football, I applied. The job sounded just right for me, but I wasn't hired.

My disappointment must have shown. "Everything happens for the best." Mom reminded me.


Dad offered me the car to drive 70 miles to the Tri-Cities. I tried WOC Radio in Davenport, Iowa. The program director, a wonderful Scotsman named Peter Macarthur, told me they had already hired an announcer.

“任何事都会有个完美的结局。”无论何时我面对失望，妈妈都会这么说。“如果你坚持不懈，总有一天美好的事情会发生。并且你会意识到如果没有以前的沮丧，美好的事就不会发生。”

1932年我大学毕业后，发现妈妈是对的。我已经决定尝试找一家电台工作，然后逐步做到体育节目播音员。我搭便车到每个电台，但是每次都被拒绝。

在一个播音室，一位好心的女士告诉我，大的电台不会冒险雇用一个没有经验的人。“出去到远离城市的边远地方，并找一个小的电台，那会给你一个机会。”她说。

我搭便车回到了位于伊利诺伊州迪克森的家。当时在迪克森没有电台广播的工作，我父亲说蒙哥马利·沃德开了一家商店，并且需要一个当地运动员管理体育用品部。因为迪克森是我高中打橄榄球的地方，我申请了那个职位。工作听起来对我很适合，但我没能被录用。

我的失望一定挂在了脸上。“每件事都会有个圆满的结局。”妈妈提醒我。

父亲提供给我一辆车，开出70里路到了Tri-Cities。我试着去了爱荷华州达文波特的 WOC 电台。节目负责人是一位叫彼特·麦克阿瑟的好心的苏格兰人，他告诉我他们已经雇用了一个广播员。


As I left his office, my frustration boiled over. I asked aloud,"How can a fellow get to be a sports announcer if he can't get a job in a radio station?" I was waiting for the elevator when I heard Macarthur calling. "What was that you said about sports? Do you know anything about football?" Then he stood me before a microphone and asked me to broadcast an imaginary game.

The preceding autumn, my team had won a game in the last 20 seconds with a 65-yard run. I did a 15-minute buildup to that play, and Peter told me I would broadcast Saturday's game!

On my way home, as I have many times since, I thought of my mother's words， “If you carry on, one day something good will happen—something that wouldn't have happened if not for that previous disappointment.”

I often wonder what direction my life might have taken if I'd gotten the job at Montgomery Ward.

A Lesson for Living.

当我离开他的办公室时，我沮丧至极。我大声问：“如果一个人在电台都不能找到工作，他又怎么能成为一个体育播音员呢？”这时我正在等电梯，我突然听到麦克阿瑟问：“你刚才说什么体育?你知道关于橄榄球的事吗？”然后他让我站在麦克风前播了一段想像中的体育比赛。

前一个秋天，我们的球队以一个65码的跑动在最后20秒钟赢得了一场比赛。我对那场比赛作了一个15分钟的评论，然后彼得告诉
 我说我可以播星期六的节目。

在回家的路上，我又一次想起妈妈的话：“如果你坚持不懈，总有一天美好的事情会发生；如果没有以前的失望，美好的事就不会发生。”

我经常想如果我得到了蒙哥马利·沃德的工作，我的生命将转向哪个方向。

这就是生活的经验。


Life Changes生命的转变

In 1921, Lewis Lawes became the warden of Sing Sing Prison. No prison was tougher than Sing Sing during that time. But when Warden Lawes retired some 20 years later, that prison had become a humanitarian institution. Those who had studied the system said credit for the change belonged to Lawes. But when he was asked about the transformation, here was what he said，"I owe it all to my wonderful wife, Catherine, who is buried outside the prison walls."

Catherine Lawes was a young mother with three small children when her husband became the warden. Everybody warned her from the beginning that she should never set foot inside the prison walls, but that didn't stop Catherine! When the first prison basketball game was held, she went into the gym with her three beautiful kids and she sat in the stands with the inmates.

Her attitude was："My husband and I are going to take care of these men and I believe they will take care of me! I don't have to worry!" She insisted on getting acquainted with them and their records. She discovered one convicted murderer
 was blind so she paid him a visit. Holding his hand in hers she said，"Do you read Braille?"

"What's Braille?" he asked. Then she taught him how to read. Years later he would still weep in love for her. Later, Catherine found a deaf-mute in the prison. She went to school to learn how to use sign language. Many people said that Catherine Lawes was the body of Jesus who came alive again in Sing Sing from 1921 to 1937.

1921年，刘易斯·劳斯当上了纽约州新新监狱的监狱长。当时，没有哪个监狱比新新监狱更难管理。但在大约20年后劳斯退休的时候，那个监狱已经变成了一个充满人情味儿的地方。研究过其管理体制的人都认为，这种转变要归功于劳斯。而当劳斯被问及这种转变时，他是这样说的：“这一切都要归功于我伟大的妻子凯瑟琳，她就长眠在监狱的围墙外。”

当刘易斯·劳斯当上监狱长时，凯瑟琳·劳斯已经是有三个孩子的年轻母亲了。一开始，每个人都提醒她不要进入监狱，但那阻止不了凯瑟琳！当监狱举行第一次篮球比赛的时候，她和她那三个漂亮的孩子来到了体育馆，和犯人们一起坐在看台上。

她认为：“我丈夫和我照顾他们，我相信他们也会照顾我的！我用不着担心！”她坚持要熟悉那些犯人和他们的档案。她发现一个被判杀人罪的犯人是个盲人，于是就去探望他。她握住他的手说：“你懂布莱叶盲文吗？”

“什么是布莱叶盲文？”他问。于是，她就教他如何读布莱叶盲文。多年以后他仍对她感激涕零。后来，凯瑟琳发现监狱里有一个聋哑犯人，她就去学校学习手语。许多人说，耶稣在1921年至1937年的新新监狱里复活了，凯瑟琳·劳斯就是耶稣的化身。


Then, she was killed in a car accident. The next morning Lewis Lawes didn’t come to work, so the acting warden took his place. It seemed almost instantly that the prisoners knew something was wrong.

The following day, her body was resting in a casket in her home, where three-quarters of a mile from the prison. As the acting warden took his early morning walk, he was shocked to see a large crowd of the toughest, hardest-looking criminals gathered like a herd of animals at the main gate. He came closer and noted tears of grief and sadness. He knew how much they loved Catherine. He turned around and faced the men,"All right, men you can go. Just be sure and check in tonight!" Then he opened the gate and a parade of criminals walked, without a guard, the three-quarters of a mile to stand in line to pay their final respects to Catherine Lawes.

And every one of them checked back in. Every one!

后来，凯瑟琳在一次车祸中丧生。第二天早晨，刘易斯·劳斯没上班，由代理监狱长替他。监狱的犯人立刻觉察到事情不对头。

第二天，她的尸体成殓在家中的灵柩里，家离监狱有3/4英里的路程。早上当代理监狱长巡视的时候，他惊愕地看到一大群最粗暴、最难看的罪犯像一群野兽般地聚集在大门口。他走近之后才注意到，他们竟流下了悲恸的眼泪。他知道他们是多么地爱凯瑟琳。他转过身来面对着这些人说：“好吧，你们可以出去，不过晚上一定要回来报到！”然后，他打开了门，犯人们走了出来，排着整齐的队伍，他们最后一次表达对凯瑟琳·劳斯的尊敬。在这3/4英里长的路上没有一个警卫。

晚上，他们每一个人都回来报到了。每一个！


Never Late永远不晚

Several years ago, while attending a communications course, I experienced a most unusual process. The instructor asked us to list anything in our past that we felt ashamed of, guilty about, regretted, or incomplete about. The next week he invited participants to read their lists aloud. This seemed like a very private process, but there was always some brave soul in the crowd who would volunteer. As people read their lists, mine grew longer. After three weeks, I had 101 items on my list. The instructor then suggested that we find ways to make amends, apologize to people, or take some actions to right any wrongdoing. I was seriously wondering how this could ever improve my communication ability, having visions of alienating just about everyone from my life.

几年前，在参加了一个交际课程班时，我体验了一段不同寻常的经历。教员要求我们列出过去所有让我们羞愧、内疚、遗憾或未完成的事情。第二周他邀请学员们大声朗读他们的清单。这看起来像一个不宜公开的事情，但众多人中总有一些勇敢的人自愿参加。当人们读他们的清单时，我的那份变得更长了。三周过后，我的清单上有101条。然后教员建议我们找一些途径来弥补，向人道歉或采取行动改正错误。我很想知道这怎么能够提高我们的交际能力，这样做只能众叛亲离。


The next week, the man next to me raised his hand and volunteered this story:

“While making my list, I remembered an incident in high school. I grew up in a small town in Iowa. There was a sheriff in the town that none of us kids liked. One night, my two buddies and I decided to play a trick on Sheriff Brown. After drinking a few beers, we found a can of red paint, climbed the tall water tank in the middle of the town, and wrote, on the tank, in bright red letters: Sheriff Brown is an s.o.b. The next day, the town arose to see our glorious sign. Within two hours, Sheriff Brown had my two pals and me in his office. My friends confessed2 and I lied, denying the truth. No one ever found out.”

"Nearly 20 years later, Sheriff Brown's name appears on my list. I didn't even know if he was still alive. Last weekend, I dialed information in my hometown back in Iowa. Sure enough, there was a Roger Brown still listed. I dialed his number. After a few rings, I heard:'Hel－lo?' I said:'Sheriff Brown?' Pause.'Yup.' 'Well, this is Jimmy Calkins. And I want you to know that I did it.' Pause.'I knew it!' he yelled back. We had a good laugh and a lively discussion. His closing words were，'Jimmy, I always felt bad for you because your buddies got it off their chest, and I knew you were carrying it around all these years. I want to thank you for calling me... for your sake.'"

Jimmy inspired me to clear up all 101 items on my list. It took me almost two years, but it became the springboard and true inspiration for my career as a conflict mediator. No matter
 how difficult the conflict, crisis or situation, I always remember that it's never too late to clear up the past and begin resolution.

又过了一周，坐在我旁边的那个人举起手，自告奋勇地讲出了下面这个故事：

“当我写我的清单时，我想起了高中时的一件小事。我在爱荷华州的一个小城中长大，这里有一个我们孩子们都不喜欢的治安官。一天晚上，我和我的两个朋友决定捉弄一下治安官布朗。喝了一点儿啤酒后，我们找了一桶漆，爬到城中心的大水罐上，用明亮的红漆写道：治安官布朗是个s.o.b。第二天，全城的人起来后都看我们醒目的大标语。两小时内，治安官布朗派人把我和我的两个朋友带到了办公室。我的两个朋友承认了错误，而我撒了谎，隐瞒了事实。最终也没有人发现这件事。”

“大约20年过去了，治安官布朗的名字出现在我的清单上。我甚至不知道他是否还活着。上周末，我打电话到家乡爱荷华州查资料。这里竟然还有一个罗杰·布朗。我拨了他的号码，响了几声之后，我听见：‘喂？’我说：‘治安官布朗吗？’停了一下。‘是。’‘嗯，我是吉米·考克斯。我想让你知道我过去做的那件事。’又停了一下。‘我早知道了！’他大声说道。我们开心地笑了，并愉快地聊了一会儿。他最后说：‘吉米，我总是为你感到难过，因为你的朋友把事情从内心说了出来，而我知道你这些年一直在心里承受着这件事。我想谢谢你给我打电话——也是为了你自己的解脱。’”

吉米鼓励我处理好我清单上的101件事。这几乎花了我两年时间，但这件事变成了我从事矛盾调解员这个职业的发展起点和真正的鼓舞。不管矛盾、危机或情形多么困难，我总是记住清除过去的影响，并且开始解决问题，这样做永远都不晚。


Danny's Gift丹尼的礼物

This year a new student named Danny had moved into the class I taught. He was the oldest of five children. Danny's dad was a truck driver and not home much, and his mom worked odd jobs when she could to help make ends meet. In October, I gave Danny a pair of mittens and hat, never thought he would be so proud when he received his hat and mittens—because these are a few of the things he actually owned. He wore them to the playground between classes and carefully put them in his desk when he came in. After school, I found his mittens and hat in his desk. When I questioned him whether he forgot to bring them home, he explained that stuff got easily misplaced at home with so many kids and he didn't want to lose his only hat and mittens.

Danny didn't have a lot to be proud of. He wasn't a very goodstudent, but he tried hard. His best subject was art.I incorporated several artprojects into the reading curriculum that year to boost his self-esteem.

Soon it came time for Christmas. Parents decided to collect twenty-five cents from each child who could afford it and buy
 a present for me. I wasn't supposed to know, but not much gets by a teacher in her own classroom, especially at lunchtime, the child would get back the changes, took out a quarter then giggle and put it in their inner pocket. Danny was on free lunch for underprivileged children; so I was pretty sure he wouldn't be bring a quarter. But that is the beauty of this kind of present. I would never know who contributed and who did not. The card would be signed by the whole class.

今年我教的班上来了一个新学生叫丹尼。他是家里五个孩子中最大的，父亲是卡车司机，经常不回家，母亲则靠打零工来贴补家用。十月到了，我送给他一副手套和一顶帽子，没想到他是那么自豪——因为这是他拥有的不多的几样东西之一。每到课间他都带着帽子和手套到操场上去，上课后又小心地把它们放回课桌里。放学后我在丹尼的课桌里发现了他的帽子和手套。当我问他是否忘记带它们时，丹尼回答说：家里孩子多，东西经常会被乱拿，他怕失去自己惟一的手套和帽子。

可以让丹尼感到自豪的事情不多，尽管很努力，但他不是一个拔尖的学生。他惟一的长项是美术。这学期，我在阅读课程里穿插了图画作业，来增长丹尼的自信心。

很快圣诞节到了，家长们决定让可以负担得起的孩子每人出25美分，作为给我买礼物的钱。他们本来要瞒着我的，但是在自己的班级里发生的事又怎么会逃过一个老师的眼睛呢？尤其是午饭时间，当学生们拿到买午餐找回的零钱，他们会神秘地一笑，然后把25美分放进贴身口袋里。由于家境困难，丹尼的午餐是免费的，我当然知道他没有买礼物的25分钱。但孩子们凑钱买礼物的好处是：我不知道到底谁参与了，谁没有，卡片上会写上全班的名字。


The day of the party was unusually exciting. We watched a Christmas movie in the afternoon. We exchanged gifts, and then the students presented me with my gift. Before that, Danny asked me for a piece of paper and a piece of tape. Although I was a little surprised why he wanted those things during a party, I happily provided the items. I went back to my office after the children left. On my desk, I found a folded piece of red art paper. I opened the hand-made Christmas card up and couldn't hold my tears.

The notes said,"To my favorite teacher. You have always been there for me, and I really appreciate it. I couldn't afford to get you anything so I am giving you everything I have. Merry Christmas. Danny."

Inside the card was taped a dime—everything Danny had.

开圣诞晚会那天，教室里热闹非凡。下午我们先看了一部关于圣诞节的电影，同学们之间交换礼物，最后全班把我的礼物送给我。在这之前丹尼向我要了一张图画纸和一块透明胶带。尽管很奇怪他为什么要这些东西，我还是愉快地给了他。孩子们回家后我来到办公室，在书桌上发现了一张折起来的图画纸。打开这个用手工制作的贺年卡，我的眼泪禁不住流下来。

卡片上写着：“送给我最喜欢的老师，需要时您总是在我身边，我非常感谢。因为买不起什么礼物，我现在要把我所有的全都送给您。圣诞快乐。丹尼。”

卡片里用胶带粘着一个10美分的硬币——丹尼所有的一切。



第五卷 身边的寓言 Fable Around

在我们身边，每时每刻都在上演着各种各样的故事，这些故事组合在一起就是一部丰富的人生史。寓言往往被认为是虚构的故事，寓言能够告诉我们一些做人做事的道理。我们身边同样有着许许多多真实的“寓言故事”，个中甘苦，人情冷暖，足够我们品味一生，回味无穷。


The Selfish Giant自私的巨人

Every afternoon, as the children were coming back from school, they used to go and play in the giant's garden.

It was a beautiful large garden. Beautiful flowers grew in the grass. There were twelve fruit trees. In the spring the fruit trees were covered with red and white flowers, and later in the year they bore rich fruit. The birds sang in the trees so sweetly that sometimes the children stopped their games and listened to them. "How happy we are here!" they cried to each other.

One day the giant came back. He had been away for seven years. When he arrived, he saw the children playing in his garden. "What are you doing here?" he cried in a very loud voice. The children ran away.

"My own garden is my own garden," said the giant. "I will allow no one to play in it but myself. "So he built a high wall round it and put up a notice: Keep out. He was a very selfish giant.

So the children had nowhere to play. They tried to play on the road, but the road was dusty and full of hard stone, and they did not like it. They wandered round the high walls when
 their lessons were finished and talked about the beautiful garden inside. "How happy we were there!" they said to each other.

每天下午，孩子们放学回来之后，总爱到巨人的花园里去游玩。

这是一个漂亮的大花园。草丛中盛开着美丽的花朵。另外园里还有12株果树。春天来临时，树上开满红色和白色的花朵；秋天到来时，树上果实累累。鸟儿在树上歌唱，唱得那么动听，孩子们有时会停止游戏，来倾听鸟儿唱歌。他们彼此欢叫着：“我们在这儿多快乐呀！”

巨人离家已经七年了。一天他回来了。他一进家，就看到孩子们在花园里玩，他大吼道：“你们在这儿干什么？”孩子们一听就吓跑了。

“我自己的花园就应归我自己，”巨人说，“除了我自己，我不许任何人在里面游玩。”于是他在花园四周筑了一道高高的围墙，还贴了一张告示：“禁止入内。”他是一个非常自私的巨人。

孩子们因此没有玩的地方了。他们只好在马路上玩，可路上尘土飞扬而且到处是坚硬的石头，他们不喜欢。他们放学后就在高墙外转来转去，谈论着墙内美丽的花园。他们相互说着：“以前我们在这儿多快乐呀！”


The spring came, and there were flowers and little birds all over the country. But in the garden of the Selfish Giant it was till winter the birds did not like to sing in it because there were no children, and the trees forgot to bear flowers. Snow covered up the grass, and ice covered all the trees with silver. The north wind came, and driving rain.

"I can't understand why the spring is so late in coming," said the Selfish Giant as he sat at the window of his house and looked out at his cold white garden. "I hope that there will be a change in the weather."

But the spring never came, nor the summer. When there was golden fruit in every other garden, there was no fruit in the the giant's garden. It was always winter there with the north wind, and snow, and ice, and driving rain. The giant was lying in bed one morning when he heard some beautiful music. It was a little bird singing outside his window. It was so long since he had heard the song of a bird that it seemed to him the most beautiful music in the world. Then the north wind and the rain stopped.

"I believe that spring has come at last!" said the giant. He jumped out of bed and looked out.

What did he see?

He saw a most wonderful sight. The children had come in through a hole in the wall and were sitting in the branches of the trees. There was a little child in every tree that he could see. The trees were so glad to have the children back that they had covered themselves with flowers: the birds were flying about and singing with joy, and flowers were looking up
 through the green grass.

A little boy was standing in the farthest corner of the garden. He was so small that he could not reach up to the branches of the tree, but was wandering round it and weeping. That tree was still covered with ice and snow.

春天来了，全国到处开满鲜花，鸟儿到处飞。但是在自私的巨人的花园里却仍是一派残冬的景象——因为园内没有孩子的踪迹，鸟儿也就不愿在这儿歌唱，连树都忘了开花。雪花铺满草地，寒冰覆盖着所有的树木，使它们披上银装。北风刮来，接着又下起了倾盆大雨。

自私的巨人坐在屋子窗前，望着外面寒冷雪白的花园，说：“我弄不懂为什么今年春天来得那么迟。我希望天气能变得好一些。”

但是春天和夏天一直都没来。当别的花园结满金色的果子时，巨人的花园里却一个果子也没有。那儿永远是冬季，有凛冽的北风，寒冷的冰雪和瓢泼的大雨。一天早上巨人躺在床上，忽然听到一种优美的音乐。这是一只小鸟在窗外唱歌。他已经很久没听到鸟儿的歌声了，所以他以为这是世上最美的音乐。接着，北风息了，暴雨停了。

“我相信春天到底来了！”巨人说着跳下床朝外面看去。

他看到了什么？

他看见一副美妙的景象。孩子们从围墙的一个洞钻进花园里来，坐在树枝上。他在每棵树上都能看到一个孩子。孩子们又都回来了，果树很高兴，用各种各样的花朵将自己重新装饰起来，鸟儿欢快地四处飞翔，歌唱，花儿也在绿色的草丛中抬头张望。

一个小男孩站在花园最远的一个角落里。他太小了还够不着树枝，只好在树下徘徊哭泣。那棵树仍被冰雪覆盖着。


"How selfish I have been!" said the giant. "Now I know why the spring would not come here. I'll put the little boy on the top of the tree. Then I'll pull down the wall and my garden shall be a children's playground forever." He was really sorry for what he had done.

So he went down: he opened the door very quietly, and went out into the garden. But, when the children saw him, they were afraid and ran away. Only the little boy did not run: his eyes were so full of tears that he did not see the giant coming. The giant came quietly behind him. He took the little boy gently in his hand and put him up into the tree. Then the tree was suddenly covered with flowers, and the birds came and sang in it, and the little boy put his arms round the giant's neck and kissed him.

The other children saw that giant was not bad and selfish now, so they came running back.

"It's your garden now, little children," said the giant, and he pulled down the wall.

When the people were going along the road to the town, they found the giant playing with the children in the most beautiful garden they had ever seen.

The children played all day, and in the evening they came to the giant to say goodbye to him.

"But where is your little friend?" he said. "Where is the little boy I put in the tree?" The giant loved him best because the little boy had kissed him.

"We don't know," answered the children. "he has gone away."


“我多自私呀！”巨人说，“现在我知道为什么春天不肯到这儿来了。我要把这个男孩抱到树上，然后推倒围墙，那我的花园将永远是孩子们的游戏场。”他对自己以前做的事确实感到后悔了。

于是他走了出来，轻轻地打开门走进花园。但是孩子们一看到他，就都吓跑了。只有那个小男孩没有跑：他眼里含着泪水，没看见巨人走了过来。巨人悄悄地来到他身后，他伸手把男孩轻轻抱起来，放到树上。那棵树顿时开满鲜花，鸟儿也飞来了在树上唱歌，小男孩伸出双手搂着巨人的脖子吻了他一下。

其他的男孩认为巨人不再那么坏，那么自私，于是他们又都跑了回来。

“孩子们，这儿现在是你们的花园了。”巨人说着把围墙推倒了。人们顺大路进城时，看到巨人正和孩子们在花园里玩，那个花园是他们见过的最美丽的。

孩子们在那儿玩了一整天。傍晚时，他们去向巨人告别。

“你们那位小朋友哪儿去了？”他说，“我抱到树上的那个男孩去哪儿了？”巨人最喜欢的就是他，因为那小男孩曾吻过他。

“我们不知道，”孩子们回答说，“他已经走了。”


"You must tell him to come tomorrow, he must come tomorrow." "We don't know where he lives. We had never seen him before." The giant felt very sad. Every afternoon when school ended, the children came and played with the giant. But the little boy whom the giant loved was never seen again. The giant was very kind to all the children, but he did want to see his first little friend. "How much I would like to see him!" he said.

Years went by, and the giant became very old and weak. He could not play in the garden now; so he sat in a big chair and watched the children at their games and looked at his beautiful garden. "I have many beautiful flowers," he said,"but the children are the most beautiful flowers of all."

One morning, when he was dressing himself, he looked out of the window. He did not hate the winter now, because he knew that the spring was sleeping and the flowers were resting: he knew that they would come again.

Suddenly he rubbed his eyes; he looked again at the wonderful sight! In the farthest corner of the garden there was a tree quite covered with beautiful white flowers. Its branches were golden, and silver fruit hung down from them. And the little boy whom he loved was standing under the tree.

He ran out into the garden: he hurried across the grass and came near the child. When he came quite close, his face became red with anger and he said, "Who has dared to wound you?" There were marks on the child's hands, and on the little feet.

"Who had dared to wound you?" cried the giant. "Tell me and I will take my sword and kill him!"


"No," said the child, "These are the wounds of love."

"Who are you?" said the giant. He was afraid, and knelt before the little child.

"You once let me play in your garden," said the child."Today you'll come with me into my garden in heaven."

“你们告诉他让他明天一定要来。”可孩子们回答说：“我们没人知道他住哪儿，我们以前从没见过他。”巨人对所有的孩子都很好，可他确实很想见到他的第一位小朋友。他说：“我多想再见见他呀！”

许多年过去了，巨人变得很老，很衰弱了。现在他再也不能在园子里玩耍了。于是他就坐在一张大椅子上看着孩子们做游戏，欣赏那美丽的花园。他说，“我有许多美丽的花，可孩子们才是最美丽的花。”

一天早晨，当他正穿衣服时，他朝窗外看了看。他现在不讨厌冬天了，因为他知道春天正酣睡，花儿在休息，他知道它们一定会再来。

突然，他揉了揉眼睛，他又看到那幅美妙的画面！在花园最远的角落里有一棵树，树上开满了美丽的白花。树枝是金色的，上面悬挂着银色的果子，而且他所爱的小男孩就站在树下。

他跑进花园，急急忙忙地穿过草丛，来到男孩身边。当他走近男孩时，他气得满脸通红，他说：“谁竟敢伤害你？”因为他看到男孩的手和脚上都是伤痕。“谁竟敢伤害你？”巨人喊道，“告诉我，我要用剑杀了他！”

“不，”孩子说，“这是爱的伤痕。”

“你是谁？”巨人问道，他感到很敬畏，跪在男孩面前。

“你曾经让我在你的花园里游玩，”男孩说，“今天我就要把你带到我天国里的花园里去。”


When the children came into the garden on that afternoon, they found the giant lying dead under the tree, covered with white flowers.

那天下午，孩子们又来到花园时，发现巨人躺在一棵树下死了，他的身上撒满了白花。


A Fish Around The World一条见过世面的鱼

A herring once decided to swim right around the world."I'm tired of the North Sea," he said："I want to find out what else there is in the world." So he swam off south into the deep Atlantic. He swam and swam far, far away from the seas he knew, through the warm waters of the equator and on down into the south Atlantic. And all the time he saw many strange and wonderful fish that he had never seen before.

从前，有一条鲱鱼决心要环游世界。“我已经厌倦了北海，”他说，“我想知道世界其它地方有些什么东西。”于是他往南游向深深的大西洋。他游啊，游啊，游得离他熟悉的海洋很远了，游过了赤道附近的温暖水域，又继续往南游，进入南大西洋。一路上，他看到了很多他以前从来没见过的稀奇古怪的鱼。


Once he was nearly eaten by a shark. And once he was nearly electrocuted by an electric eel. And once he was nearly stung by a stingray.

But he swam on and on. Round the tip of Africa and into the Indian Ocean, and he passed by devilfish and sailfish and sawfish and swordfish and bluefish and blackfish and mudfish and some fish, and he was amazed by the different shapes and sizes and colors. On he swam into the Java Sea. And he saw fish that leapt out of the water and fish that lived on the bottom of the sea and fish that could walk on their fins. And on he swam through the Coral Sea where the shells of millions and millions of tiny creatures had turned to rock and stood as big as mountains.

But still he swam on into the wide Pacific. He swam over the deepest parts of the ocean where the water is so deep that it is inky black at the bottom and the fish carried lanterns over their heads and some have lights on their tails. And through the Pacific he swam and then he turned north and headed up to the cold Siberian Sea where huge white icebergs sailed past him like mighty ships, and still he swam on and on and into the frozen Arctic Ocean where the sea is forever covered in ice. And on he went past Greenland and Iceland and finally he swam home into his own North Sea. All his friends and relations gathered around and made a great fuss of him. They had a big feast and offered him the very best food they could find, but the herring just yawned and said, "I've swum around the entire world. I've seen everything there is to see and I have eaten more exotic and wonderful dishes than you could possibly
 imagine." And he refused to eat anything. Then his friends and relations begged him to come home and live with them. But he refused. "I've been everywhere there is and that old rock is too dull and small for me." And he went off and lived on his own.

有一次，他差一点被鲨鱼吃掉；还有一次，他差一点被一条电鳗电死；又有一次，他差一点被一条黄貂鱼刺伤。

可他还是继续不停地往前游，游过非洲顶端，进入印度洋。形形色色的鱼从他身边游过，有章鱼、旗鱼、锯鳐、箭鱼、竹荚鱼、黑鲸、泥鱼等等，他惊异于各种鱼类的不同形状、形体和颜色。他继续游到了爪哇海，见到了能跃出水面的鱼，生活在海底的鱼，可以用鳍走路的鱼。他继续向前游到了珊瑚海，在那里，有成千上万的微小生物的壳变成了岩石，堆积如山。

可他还是继续向前游到了宽阔的太平洋，他游过了太平洋最深的部分，那里的水是如此之深，以至于海底是一片漆黑，有些鱼头顶上提着灯笼，有些鱼尾巴上点着灯。游过了太平洋，他向北游往寒冷的西伯利亚海，那里巨大的白色冰山像艘巨轮从他身边漂过。他还是继续往前一直游，游到了冰冷的北冰洋，那里的海面常年被冰块覆盖着。他继续前进，游过了格林兰岛和冰岛，最后，他游回了北海——他的老家。 他所有的亲戚朋友都来了，围着他问长问短。他们设宴款待他，把他们能找到的最好的食物端出来请他品尝，可鲱鱼只是打了个哈欠，说：“我游遍了整个世界。我见识过了世界上所有的东西，我尝过的奇珍异馐多得、好得超出了你们的想象。”他拒绝吃任何东西。后来他的亲戚朋友恳求他回去和他们同住，可他拒绝了。“我什么地方都去过了，那块破旧的岩石太阴暗了，要我去住也太小了。”说完他就走了，一个人住。


And when the breeding season came, he refused to join in the spawning, saying，"I've swum around the entire world. And now I know how many fish there are in the world. I can't be interested in herrings anymore.

Eventually, one of the oldest of the herrings swam up to him and said，"Listen, if you don't spawn with us, some herrings eggs will go unfertilized and will not turn into healthy young herrings. If you don't live with your family, you'll make them sad and if you don't eat, you'll die."

But the herring said， "I don't mind. I've been everywhere there is to go, I've seen everything there is to see, and now I know everything there is to know."

The old fish shook his head. "No one has ever seen everything there is to see," he said. "Nor known everything there is to know."

"Look," said the herring，"I've swum through the North Sea, the Atlantic Ocean, the Indian Ocean, the Java Sea, the Coral Sea, the Great Pacific Ocean, the Siberian Sea, and the frozen Arctic. Tell me, what else is there for me to see or know?"

"I don't know," said the old herring. "But there may be something."

Well just then, a fishing boat came by, and all the herrings were caught in a net and taken to market that very day. And a man bought the herring and ate it for his supper, and he never knew that it had swum right around the world and had seen everything there was to see, and knew everything there was to know.


当繁殖季节来临时，他拒绝参加产卵活动，说：“我游遍了整个世界。现在我知道了世界上的鱼有多少种，我不可能再对鲱鱼感兴趣了。”

最后，一条年长的鲱鱼游到他面前，说：“听着，如果你不和我们一起产卵的话，有些鲱鱼卵就不能受精，就不能孵出健康的小鲱鱼。如果你不和你的家人住在一起，你会伤了他们的心。而且，如果不吃东西你会死的。”

可是鲱鱼说：“我不在乎。能去的地方我都去过了，能见得到的东西我也都见过了，现在，我是无所不知了。”

老鲱鱼摇摇头，说：“没有人见识过世界上的一切，也没有人无所不知。”

“你看，”鲱鱼说，“我游过了北海、大西洋、印度洋、爪哇海、珊瑚海、太平洋、西伯利亚海，还有冰天雪地的北冰洋。请你告诉我，我还有什么要看、还有什么要知道的吗？”

“我不知道，”老鲱鱼说：“不过总会有什么是你没见过、不知道的吧。”

正在这时，一条捕鱼船开了过来，所有的鲱鱼被一网打尽，当天就被送到了市场。一个人买走了那条鲱鱼，把他当晚餐吃了。这个人永远也不会知道他吃掉的这条鲱鱼曾经环游过世界、见识过世界上的一切、对世界上的东西无所不知。


A Handful Of Clay一撮黏土

There was a handful of clay in the bank of a river. It was only common clay, coarse and heavy; but it had high thoughts of its own value, and wonderful dreams of the great place which it was to fill in the world when the time came for its virtues to be discovered.

Overhead, in the spring sunshine, the trees whispered together of the glory which descended upon them when the delicate blossoms and leaves began to expand, and the forest glowed the fair, clear colors, as if the dust of thousands of rubies and emeralds were hanging, in soft clouds, above the earth.

The flowers, surprised with the joy of beauty, bent their heads to one another, as the wind caressed them, and said:"Sisters, how lovely you have become. You make the day bright."

The river, glad of new strength and rejoicing in the unison of all its waters, murmured to the shores in music, telling of its release from icy fetters, its swift flight from the snow-clad
 mountains, and the mighty work to which it was hurrying——the wheels of many mills to be turned, and great ships to be floated to the sea.

Waiting blindly in its bed, the clay comforted itself with lofty hopes. "My time will come," it said. "I was not made to be hidden forever. Glory and beauty and honor are coming to me in due season."

从前在一条河边有这么一撮黏土。说来也不过是普通的黏土，质地粗拙；但他对自己的价值却抱有很高的看法，对它在世界上所可能占有的地位具有奇妙的梦想，认为一旦时运到来，自己的美德终将为人发现。

头顶上，在明媚的春光里，树木正在交头接耳地窃窃私语，讲述着当纤细的林花和树叶开始吐放，林中一片澄澈艳丽时它们身上所沾沐的无尽光辉，那情景，宛如无数红绿宝石粉末所形成的朵朵彩云，轻柔地悬浮在大地之上。

花儿看到这种美景惊喜极了，它们在春风的抚摸中探头欠身互相祝贺：“姐妹们，你们出落得多可爱啊，你们真是给白日增辉。”

河水也因为增添了新的力量而感到高兴，它沉浸在水流重聚的欢乐之中，不断以美好的音调向河岸喃喃絮语，叙述着自己是怎么挣脱冰雪的束缚，怎么从积雪覆盖的群山奔腾跑到这里，以及它匆忙前往担负的重大工作——无数水车的轮子等待着它去推动，巨大的船只等待着它去送往海上。

黏土懵懵懂懂地呆在河床，不断用种种远大理想来安慰自己。“我的时运终将到来，”它说，“我是不会长久被埋没的。世间的种种光彩，荣耀，在适当的时候，会降临到我的头上。”


One day the clay felt itself taken from the place where it had waited so long. A flat blade of iron passed beneath it, and lifted it, and tossed it into a cart with other lumps of clay, and it was carried far away, as it seemed, over a rough and stony road. But it was not afraid, nor discouraged, for it said to itself: "This is necessary. The path to glory is always rugged. Now I am on my way to play a great part in the world."

But the hard journey was nothing, compared with the tribulation and distress that came after it. The clay was put into a trough and mixed and beaten and stirred and trampled. It seemed almost unbearable. But there was consolation in the thought that something very fine and noble was certainly coming out of all this trouble. The clay felt sure that, if it could only wait long enough, a wonderful reward was in store for it.

Then it was put upon a swiftly turning wheel, and whirled around until it seemed as if it must fly into a thousand pieces. A strange power pressed it and molded it, as it revolved, and through all the dizziness and pain it felt that it was taking a new form.

Then an unknown hand put it into an oven, and fires were kindled about it—fierce and penetrating—hotter than all the heats of summer that had ever brooded upon the bank of the river. But through all, the clay held itself together and endured its trials, in the confidence of a great future. "Surely," it thought, "I am intended for something very splendid, since such pains are taken with me. Perhaps I am fashioned for the ornament of a temple, or a precious vase for the table of a king."


At last the baking was finished. The clay was taken from the furnace and set down upon a board, in the cool air, under the blue sky. The tribulation was passed. The reward was at hand.

一天，黏土发现它自己挪了位置，不在原来长期苦守的地方了。一铲下去，它被挖了起来，然后和别的泥土一起装到一辆车上，沿着一条似乎很不平坦铺着石块的路，运到遥远的地方去。但它并不害怕，也不气馁，而只是心里在想：“这完全是必要的。通往光荣的道路总是艰难崎岖的。现在我就要到世界上去完成我的重大使命。”

这段路程非常辛苦，但比起后来所经受的种种折磨痛苦却又不算什么。黏土被抛进一个槽子里面，然后便是一番搀和，捶打，搅拌，践踏。真是不堪其苦。但是一想到某种美好崇高的事物必将从这一番痛苦中产生出来，也就感到释然了。黏土坚决相信，只要它能耐心地等待下去，总有一天它将得到重酬。

接着它被放到一只飞速转动着的盘旋上去，自己也跟着团团旋转起来，那感觉真好象自己即将被甩得粉身碎骨。在旋转中，仿佛有一种神力把它紧紧粘连在一起，所以尽管它经历一切眩晕痛苦，它觉着自己已经开始变成一种新的形状。

然后一只陌生的手把它投进炉灶，周围烈火熊熊——真是痛心刺骨——那灼热程度远比盛夏时节河边的艳阳要厉害得多。但整个期间，黏土始终十分坚强，经受了一切考验，对自己的伟大前途信心不坠。它心想，“既然人家对我下了这么大的工夫，我是注定要有一番锦绣前程的。看来我不是去充当庙堂殿宇里的华美装饰，便是成为帝王几案上的名贵花瓶。”

最后烘培完毕。黏土从灶中取出，放在一块木板上面，让它在蓝天之下凉风之中慢慢冷却。一番磨难既过，报偿的日子也就不远了。


Close beside the board there was a pool of water, not very deep, not very clear, but calm enough to reflect, with impartial truth, every image that fell upon it. There for the first time, as it was lifted from the board, the clay saw its new shape, the reward of all its patience and pain, the consummation of its hopes—a common flower-pot, straight and stiff, red and ugly. And then it felt that it was not destined for a king's house, nor for a palace of art, because it was made without glory or beauty or honor; and it murmured against the unknown maker, saying, "Why hast thou made me thus？"

Many days it passed in sullen discontent. Then it was filled with earth, and something—it knew not what—but something rough and brown and dead-looking, was thrust into the middle of the earth and covered over. The clay rebelled at this new disgrace."This is the worst of all that has happened to me, to be filled with dirt and rubbish.Surely I am a failure."

But presently it was set in a greenhouse, where the sunlight fell warm upon it, and water was sprinkled over it, and day by day as it waited, a change began to come to it. Something was stirring within it—a new hope. Still it was ignorant, and knew not what the new hope meant.

木板之旁便有一泓潭水，水虽不深也不很清，但却波纹平静，能把潭边的事物，公正如实地反映出来。当黏土被人从板上拿起来时，它这才第一次窥见了自己新的形状，而这便是它千辛万苦之后的报偿，它的全部心愿的成果——一只普普通通的花盆，线条粗硬，又红又丑。这时它才感觉到自己既不可能登帝王之家，也不可能入艺术之
 宫，因为自己的外貌一点也不高雅华贵；于是它对自己那位无名的制造者喃喃抱怨起来，“你为什么把我造成这等模样？”

自此一连数日它抑郁不快。接着它给装上了土，另外还有一件东西——是什么它弄不清，但灰黄粗糙，样子难看——也给插到了土的中间，然后用东西盖上。这个新的屈辱引起了黏土的极大不满。“我的不幸现在是到了极点，让人装起脏土垃圾来了。我这一生算是完了。”

但是过了不久，黏土又给人放进了一间温室，这里阳光和煦地照射着它，并且经常给它喷水，这样就在它一天天静静等候的时候，某种变化终于开始到来。某种东西正在体内萌动 ——莫非是希望重生！但它对此仍然毫不理解，也不懂得这个希望意味着什么。


One day the clay was lifted again from its place, and carried into a great church. Its dream was coming true after all. It had a fine part to play in the world. Glorious music flowed over it. It was surrounded with flowers. Still it could not understand. So it whispered to another vessel of clay, like itself, close beside it, "Why have they set me here? Why do all the people look toward us?" And the other vessel answered,"Do you not know? You are carrying a royal scepter of lilies. Their petals are white as snow, and the heart of them is like pure gold. The people look this way because the flower is the most wonderful in the world. And the root of it is in your heart."

Then the clay was content, and silently thanked its maker, because, though an earthen vessel, it held so great a treasure.

一天黏土又给人从原地搬起，送进一座宏伟的教堂。它多年的梦想这回终将实现了。它在世界上的确是有所作为的。这时空际仙乐阵阵，四周百花飘香。但它对这一切仍不理解。于是便向它身旁和它一模一样的另一个黏土器皿悄声问到，“为什么他们把我放在这里？为什么所有的人都向我们张望？”那个器皿答到，“怎么你还不知道吗？你现在身上正怀着一棵状如王节的美丽百合。它那花瓣皎白如雪，它那花心有如纯金。人们的目光都集中到这里，因为这株花乃是世界上最了不起的。而花的根就在你的心里。

这时黏土心满意足了，它暗暗地感谢它的制造者，因为虽然自己只是一只泥土器皿，但里面装的却是一件稀世奇珍。


Paradise Flowers天国的花朵

High up in the clear, pure air flew an angel, with a flower plucked from the garden of heaven. As he was kissing the flower a very little leaf fell from it and sunk down into the soft earth in the middle of a wood. It immediately took root, sprouted, and sent out shoots among the other plants.

"What a ridiculous little shoot!" said one."No one will recognize it; not even the thistle nor the stinging-nettle."

"It must be a kind of garden plant," said another; and so they sneered and despised the plant as a thing from a garden. But it was different from othe plants; it was growing up without cease and it's long branches stretched around.

在稀薄的、清爽的空气中，有一个安琪儿拿着天上花园中的一朵花在高高地飞。当她在吻着这朵花的时候，有一小片花瓣落到树林中潮湿的地上。这花瓣马上就生了根，并且在许多别的植物中间冒出芽来。

“这真是一根很滑稽的插枝。”别的植物说。蓟和荨麻都不认识它。

“这一定是花园里长的一种植物！”它们说，并且还发出一声冷笑。它们认为它是花园里的一种植物而开它的玩笑。但是它跟别的植物不同；它在不停地生长；它把长枝子向四面伸开来。


"Where are you coming?" said the tall thistles whose leaves were all armed with thorns. "It is stupid nonsense to allow yourself to shoot out in this way; we are not here to support you."

Winter came, and the plant was covered with snow, but the snow glittered over it as if it had sunshine beneath as well as above.

When spring came, the plant appeared in full bloom: a more beautiful object than any other plant in the forest. And now the professor of botany presented himself, one who could explain his knowledge in black and white. He examined and tested the plant, but it did not belong to his system of botany, nor could he possibly find out to what class it did belong. "It must be some degenerate species," said he; "I do not know it, and it is not mentioned in any system."

"Not known in any system!" repeated the thistles and the nettles.

The large trees which grew round it saw the plant and heard the remarks, but they said not a word either good or bad, which is the wisest plan for those who are ignorant.

There passed through the forest a poor innocent girl; her heart was pure, and her understanding increased by her faith. Her chief inheritance had been an old Bible, which she read and valued. From its pages she heard the voice of God speaking to her, and telling her to remember what was said of Joseph's brethren when persons wished to injure her. "They imagined evil in their hearts, but God turned it to good." If we suffer wrongfully, if we are misunderstood or despised, we must think
 of Him who was pure and holy, and who prayed for those who nailed Him to the cross, "Father forgive them, for they know not what they do."

“你要伸到什么地方去呢？”高大的蓟说。它的每片叶子都长满了刺。“你占的地方太多！这真是岂有此理！我们可不能扶持你呀！”

冬天来了；雪把植物盖住了。不过雪层上发出光，好像有太阳从底下照上来似的。

在春天的时候，这棵植物开出花来；它比树林里的任何植物都要美丽。 这时来了一位植物学教授。他有许多学位来说明他的身份。他对这棵植物望了一眼，检验了一番；但是他发现他的植物体系内没有这种东西。他简直没有办法把它分类。“它是一种变种！”他说,“我不认识它，它不属于任何一科！”

“不属于任何一科！”蓟和荨麻说。

周围的许多大树都听到了这些话。它们也看出来了，这种植物不属于它们的系统。但是它们什么话也不说——不说坏话，也不说好话。对于傻子说来，这是一种最聪明的办法。

这时有一个贫苦的天真女孩子走过树林。她的心很纯洁；因为她有信心，所以她的理解力很强。她全部的财产只是一部很旧的《圣经》，不过她在每页书上都听见上帝的声音：如果有人想对你做坏事，你要记住约瑟的故事——“他们在心里想着坏事情，但是上帝把它变成最好的东西。”如果你受到委屈，被人误解或者被人侮辱，你只须记住上帝：他是一个最纯洁、最善良的人。他为那些讥笑他和把他钉上十字架的人祈祷：“天父，请原谅他们吧，他们不知道他们自己在做什么事情！”


The girl stood still before the wonderful plant, for the green leaves exhaled a sweet and refreshing fragrance, and the flowers glittered and sparkled in the sunshine like colored flames, and the harmony of sweet sounds lingered round them as if each concealed within itself a deep fount of melody, which thousands of years could not exhaust. With pious gratitude the girl looked upon this glorious work of God, and bent down over one of the branches, that she might examine the flower and inhale the sweet perfume. Then a light broke in on her mind, and her heart expanded. Gladly would she have plucked a flower, but she could not overcome her reluctance to break one off. She knew it would so soon fade; so she took only a single green leaf, carried it home, and laid it in her Bible, where it remained ever green, fresh, and unfading. Between the pages of the Bible it still lay when, a few weeks afterwards, that Bible was laid under the young girl's head in her coffin. A holy calm rested on her face, as if the earthly remains bore the impress of the truth that she now stood in the presence of God.

In the forest the wonderful plant still continued to bloom till it grew and became almost a tree, and all the birds of passage bowed themselves before it.

"That plant is a foreigner, no doubt," said the thistles and the burdocks. "We can never conduct ourselves like that in this country." And the black forest snails actually spat at the flower.

Then came the swineherd; he was collecting thistles and shrubs to burn them for the ashes. He pulled up the wonderful plant, roots and all, and placed it in his bundle. "This will be
 as useful as any," he said, so the plant was carried away.

女孩子站在这棵稀奇的植物面前——它的绿叶发出甜蜜和清新的香气，它的花朵在太阳光中射出五光十色的焰火般的光彩。每朵花发出一种音乐，好像它里面有一股音乐的泉水，几千年也流不尽。女孩子怀着虔诚的心情，望着造物主的这些美丽的创造。她顺手把一根枝条拉过来，细看它上面的花朵，闻一闻这些花朵的香气。她心里轻松起来，感到一种愉快。她很想摘下一朵花，但是她不忍把它折断，因为这样花就会凋谢了。她只是摘下一片绿叶。她把它带回家来，夹在《圣经》里。叶子在这本书里永远保持新鲜，从来没有凋谢。叶子就这样藏在《圣经》里。几个星期以后，当这女孩子躺在棺材里的时候，《圣经》 就放在她的头底下。她安静的脸上露出了一种庄严的、死后的虔诚的表情，好像她的这个尘世的躯壳，就说明她现在已经是在上帝面前。

但是那棵奇异的植物仍然在树林里开着花。它很快就要长成一棵树了。许多候鸟，特别是鹳鸟和燕子，都飞到这儿来，在它面前低头致敬。

“这东西已经有点洋派头了！”蓟和牛蒡说。“我们这些本乡生长的植物从来没有这副样子！”黑蜗牛实际上已经在这植物身上吐粘液了。

这时有一个猪倌来了。他正在采集荨麻和蔓藤，目的是要把它们烧出一点灰来。这棵奇异的植物也被连根拔起来了，扎在一个柴捆里。“也叫它能够有点用处！”他说，同时他也就这样做了。


Not long after, the king of the country suffered from the deepest melancholy. He was diligent and industrious, but employment did him no good. They read deep and learned books to him, and then the lightest and most trifling that could be found, but all to no purpose. Then they applied for advice to one of the wise men of the world, and he sent them a message to say that there was one remedy which would relieve and cure him, and that it was a plant of heavenly origin which grew in the forest in the king's own dominions. The messenger described the flower so that is appearance could not be mistaken."It is always green.despite of in winter or summer.every night pluck a fresh leaf and put it on the king's Forehead,then the kind's head will become fresh and clear.At mid-night,he'll have a beautiful dream,the second day he must be in high spirits." this direction was distinct.all doctors and the botanical professor went to the forest—yes,but where was the plant?

Then said the swineherd, "I am afraid I carried this plant away from the forest in my bundle, and it has been burnt to ashes long ago. But I did not know any better."

"You did not know, any better! Ignorance upon ignorance indeed!"

The poor swineherd took these words to heart, for they were addressed to him; he knew not that there were others who were equally ignorant. Not even a leaf of the plant could be found. There was one, but it lay in the coffin of the dead; no one knew anything about it.

Then the king, in his melancholy, wandered out to the spot in the wood. "Here is where the plant stood," he said, "it
 is a sacred place." Then he ordered that the place should be surrounded with a golden railing, and a stationed near it.

但是这个国家的君主多少年以来一直害着很重的忧郁病。他是非常忙碌和勤俭，但是这对他的病却没有什么帮助。人们念些深奥的书给他听，或念些世上最轻松的读物给他听，但这对他的病也没有什么好处。人们请教世界上一个最聪明的人，这人派来一个信使。信使对大家说，要减轻和治好国王的病，现在只有一种药方。“在国王的领土里，有一个树林里长着一棵来自天上的植物。它的形状是如此这般，人们决不会弄错。”这儿还附带有一张关于这棵植物的图解，谁一看就可以认得出来。“它不论在冬天或夏天都是绿的。人们只须每天晚上摘下一片新鲜的叶子，把它放在国王的额上，那么国王的头脑就会变得清新，他夜间就会做一个美丽的梦，他第二天也就会有精神了。”这个说明已经是够清楚了。所有的医生和那位植物学教授都到树林里去——是的，不过这棵植物在什么地方呢？

“我想我已经把它扎进柴捆里去了！”猪倌说，“它早就已经烧成灰了。别的事情我不知道！”

“你不知道！”大家齐声说。“啊，愚蠢啊！愚蠢啊！你是多么伟大啊！”

猪倌听到这话可能感到非常难过，因为这是专讲给他一个人听的。他们连一片叶子也没有找到。那唯一的一片叶子是藏在那个死女孩的棺材里，而这事情谁也不知道。

于是国王在极度的忧郁中亲自走到树林中的那块地方去。“那棵植物曾经在这儿生长过！”他说,“这是一块神圣的地方！”于是这块地的周围就竖起了一道金栏杆。有一个哨兵日夜在这儿站岗。


The botanical professor wrote a long treatise about the heavenly plant, and for this he was loaded with gold, which improved the position of himself and his family.

And this part is really the most pleasant part of the story. For the plant had disappeared, and the king remained as melancholy and sad as ever, but the sentry said he had always been so.

植物学教授写了一篇关于这棵天上植物的论文。他凭这篇论文得到了勋章。这对他说来是一件很愉快的事情，而且对于他和他的家庭也非常相称。

事实上这是这整个故事最有趣的一段，因为这棵植物不见了。国王仍然是忧郁和沮丧的。“不过他一直是这样。”哨兵说。


The Marble Tile And The Marble Statue地砖与雕像的对话

One night, a marble tile in a museum talked to a marble statue.

"Marble statue, it's just not fair! Why does everybody from all over the world come all the way here just to step on me while admiring you? We are from the same cave. Not fair!"

一晚，博物馆里的大理石地砖与大理石雕像攀谈起来。

“大理石雕像，这真不公平！为什么全世界的人千里迢迢跑到这儿来瞻仰你，却把我踩在脚下？我们来自同一个洞穴呢。不公平啊！”


"My dear friend, do you remember the day when the designer tried to work on you? You resisted the tools because you were afraid of the pain. He couldn't work on you, so he worked on me instead. I knew that I would be something different after his efforts, so I bore all the painful tools he used on me...My friend, there is a price to everything in life. Since you decided to give up half way, you can't blame anybody who steps on you now."

“亲爱的朋友，你记得那天设计师想对你进行加工的事么？因为你害怕工具带来的痛苦，所以你抗拒它们。设计师无法对你进行加工，所以转而加工我。我知道经过他的努力之后，我就会改头换面，所以我忍受了他使用的所有工具给我造成的疼痛……朋友，生命中的任何事情都是要付出代价的。既然你以前决定了中途放弃，那么，你现在就别责怪他人把你踩在脚下啦。”


The Ants And The Grasshopper蚂蚁和蚱蜢

One fine day in winter some ants were busy drying their store of corn, which had got rather damp during a long spell of rain.

Presently up came a grasshopper and begged them to spare her a few grains.

"For," she said," I'm simply starving."

the ants stopped work for a moment, though this was against their principles.

冬日一个阳光灿烂的日子，一些蚂蚁正忙着弄干它们的粮仓，由于下了很长时间的雨，粮仓里已经非常潮湿了。

这时来了一只蚱蜢，向他们乞讨一点粮食。

“可怜可怜我吧，”她说，“我饿坏了。”

蚂蚁们停下了手头的工作，虽然这与他们的原则是相违背的。


"May we ask," said they，"what were you doing with yourself all last summer? Why didn't you collect a store of food for the winter?"

"The fact is," replied the grasshopper，"I was so busy singing that I hadn't the time."

"If you spent the summer singing," replied the ants, "you can't do better than spend the winter dancing."

And they laughed and went on with their work.

“我们能问你一下吗？”他们说，“整个夏天你都在做些什么呢？为什么你不为冬天储存一些粮食呢？”

“实际上，”蚱蜢回答，“我忙着唱歌，没有时间存储粮食。”

“如果你整个夏天都在唱歌，”蚂蚁们回答，“那么，你就在冬天跳舞吧。”

他们笑着，又忙开了自己的工作。


Lazy Harry懒汉海利

Harry was so lazy that although he had nothing else to do but drive his goat out to graze every day, he still heaved many a sigh when he got back home in the evening after completing his day's labors. "What a weary job it is," he would say,"what a terrible burden, year after year, driving that goat out into the fields every day till Michaelmas! If I could even lie down and take a nap while she feeds! But no, I've got to keep my eyes open or she'll damage the young trees, or squeeze through a hedge into someone's garden, or even run away altogether. What sort of a life is that? No peace of mind, no relaxation."

海利是个懒汉。他除了每天赶着山羊去吃草外，什么事都不干。就这样，到了傍晚，干完了一天的活计，回家，还总是唉声叹气，说：“这真是累人的活。多么沉重的负担啊，一年又一年，直到米迦勒节都得赶着山羊到野外去。要是山羊吃草时，我能躺下睡个觉该多好啊！可是不行啊,我还得睁大眼睛看着，别让山羊伤着小树，别让山羊钻进树篱笆到别人家的院子去，或者别逃跑了。这是什么生活啊？一刻也不能安静，不能放松。”


He sat down and collected his thoughts and tried to work out some way of getting this burden off his back. For a long time all his ponderings were in vain, then suddenly the scales seemed to fall from his eyes."I know what I'll do!" he exclaimed."I'll marry Fat Katie; she's got a goat as well, so she can take mine out with hers and I won't have to go on wearing myself to a shadow like this."

So Harry got up, set his weary limbs in motion and walked right across the street, for it was no further than that to where Fat Katie's parents lived; and there he asked for the hand of their hard-working, virtuous daughter. Her parents didn't stop to think twice, "Like to like makes a good match," they remarked, and gave their consent. So now Fat Katie became Harry's wife and drove both the goats out to graze. Harry spent his days very pleasantly, with nothing more strenuous to recover from than his own idleness. He only went out with her now and then, saying, "I'm just doing this so that I'll enjoy my bit of a rest afterwards all the more; you lose all your appreciation of it otherwise."

But Fat Katie was no less idle than Harry."Harry dear," she said one day,"Why should we needlessly make our lives a misery like this and spoil the best years of our youth? Those two goats wake us out of our best morning sleep anyway with their bleating: wouldn't it be better to give them both to our neighbor and get a beehive from him in exchange? We'll put up the beehive in a sunny place behind the house and just leave it to look after itself. Bees don't need to be minded and taken out to graze: they'll fly out and find their own way home and
 make honey,without our having to raise a finger." "You're a very sensible girl," answered Harry，"and we'll do as you suggest right away.What's more，honey's tastier than goat's milk and it does you more good and you can store it for longer."

他坐下，沉思起来，想怎么才能摆脱着沉重的负担呢。他绞尽脑汁想了好久，还是想不出好法子。突然，他好像恍然大悟似的，喊起来：“我知道该怎么办了。我要娶胖子凯迪亚。她也有一只山羊，因此，她可以把我的山羊一起赶出去放。那么，我就用不着这么辛苦了。”

于是，海利起来，活动活动他懒散的身子，横穿马路走过去。胖子凯迪亚的爸妈住的地方离这儿并不太远。他对他们说，他要娶勤苦善良的凯迪亚为妻子。胖子凯迪亚的爸爸没有多想，说：“鱼找鱼，虾找虾。”他们答应了这一要求。这样，胖子凯迪亚成了海利的妻子，赶着两只山羊去放牧。海利每天过着快乐的生活，没什么劳累，只是歇着他那把懒骨头。有时，他也陪妻子出去放羊，他说：“这样我才会感到在休息。要不就连休息的感觉都没有。”

可是，凯迪亚更加懒惰。一天，她说：“亲爱的海利，我们为什么每天不必要地吃这么多苦呢？为什么把我们最好的青春时光白白浪费掉呢？为什么我们不把那每天早上咩咩叫，干扰我们呼呼大睡的两只山羊，和邻居换一箱蜜蜂来呢？我们要是把一箱蜜蜂放在房子后边太阳下，那就用不着照看呀。蜜蜂用不着我们看着，更用不着我们到野外去放养。蜜蜂会自己飞出去，再自己飞回来，酿蜜，用不着我们费事。”海利回答说：“你是个聪明的女人。我们马上按你的说法办。再说蜂蜜比山羊奶更好吃，对身体有好处，也便于长期保存。”


The neighbor willingly gave them a beehive in exchange for their two goats. The bees flew in and out tirelessly from early in the morning till late in the evening and filled the hive with the finest honey, so that in the autumn Harry was able to collect a whole jar of it.

They stood the jar on a shelf that was fixed to the wall above their bed; and fearing that someone might steal it or the mice mighty get at it, Katie fetched in a sturdy haze rod and put it at the bedside, so that she wouldn't have to bestir herself unnecessarily but just reach for it and drive away any unwelcome visitors without having to get up.

Lazy Harry didn't like to rise before midday: "Too soon out of bed and you'll soon be dead," he would remark. So there he was one morning, still lolling among the feathers in broad daylight, having a good rest after his long sleep, and he said to his wife: "Women have a sweet tooth, and you've been at that honey again; I think our best plan, before it all gets eaten up by you, would be to give it in exchange for a goose and a young gander."

"But not till we have a child to mind them!"replied Fat Katie."You don't suppose I'd want to be bothered with young goslings, needlessly wearing out my strength?" "And do you suppose," said Harry, "that the boy will look after geese? Nowadays children don't do what they're told any more, they do just as they please, because they think they're cleverer than their parents, just like that farmhand who was sent to fetch a cow and started chasing three blackbirds." "Well then," answered Katie, "this one had better look out if he doesn't do as
 I tell him. I'll take a stick to him and give his hide a real good tanning. Watch me, Harry!" she exclaimed in her excitement, seizing the stick she kept to drive away the mice, "watch me beat the backside off him!" She lifted the stick, but unfortunately struck the honey jar above the bed. The jar was knocked against the wall and fell to smithereens, and all that fine honey went trickling over the floor.

邻居高高兴兴地用一箱蜜蜂，换两只山羊。蜜蜂，从早到晚，飞进飞出，勤勤恳恳。蜂箱里装忙了最好的蜂蜜，因此，到了秋天，海利收获到了一满罐蜜蜂。

他们夫妇把这一罐蜂蜜放在卧室墙头的隔板上。为了防止有人来偷，或老鼠来吃，凯迪亚弄了一根结结实实的榛木棒子，放在床头。这样，他们用不着起床就可以拿到棒子，能把那不请自到的“客人”赶跑了。

懒汉海利不到中午不愿起床。他说：“早起的人，将死得很早。”一天早晨，太阳已经升起很高很高，海利还赖在鹅毛被窝里。长时间的睡眠后，得到了充足的休息，他对妻子说：“女人爱吃甜的。你又去吃蜂蜜了。我看我们得在蜂蜜没让你吃光之前，用它换一只大鹅和一只小雏鹅。”

“可是，得等我生了放鹅的孩子以后才能买。难道让我为小鹅去伤神费力吗？”凯迪亚说。海利说：“你以为男孩喜欢放鹅吗？现在的孩子呀，都不听话。他们总以为自己比爸爸妈妈要聪明，总要做自己喜欢做的事。像那个农场工人，他被派去找回母牛来，他却去追赶那三只鸟了。”“不，他要是不听我的话，他可要小心了。”凯迪亚回答说，“我要拿起手杖，狠狠地揍他。看着，海利，”她兴奋地喊着，操起准备赶老鼠的那根木棒子，又说，“看我怎么把他的屁股打烂！”她扬起棒子，真糟糕，正碰着床上的蜂蜜罐子。罐子撞着墙，碎得稀里哗啦往下掉，甜甜的蜂蜜淌在地板上。


"Well, so much for the goose and the young gander," said Harry, "we shan't have to mind them now. But it's a bit of luck that the jar didn't fall on my head; we've every cause to be content with our lot." And seeing that some honey was still left in one of the fragments, he reached out and picked it up and said cheerfully: "Wife, let's enjoy the little that's left over here, and then take a bit of a rest after the fright we've had. What does it matter if we get up a little later than usual, the day's still long enough." "Oh yes," answered Katie, "better late than never. You know the one about the snail that was invited to the wedding? It set out and got there in time for the christening. And just outside the house it fell from the top of a fence, and said to itself: 'More haste, less speed.'"

“好了，再也不要谈论鹅的事了，”海利说，“我们根本不用放鹅了。幸运的是罐子没落在我头上，我们有理由说我们的运气好。”海利看那破罐碎片上还有一些蜂蜜，伸手就去拿，高兴地说：“喂，我们来享受这剩下的一点儿蜂蜜吧。可吓了这么一大跳以后，该稍稍休息休息了。我们比平常晚一点起来，有什么？日子长着呢。”“是呀，”凯迪亚回答说，“迟做总比不做好。你知道，有回，蜗牛被邀请去参加婚礼的故事。蜗牛动身走了，到人家婚后生下的孩子行洗礼的时候才到。蜗牛从房前的篱笆上落下来，还自言自语地说：‘欲速则不达。’”
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