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CHAPTER I THE STREETS—MORNING

第一章　早晨的街道




The appearance presented by the streets of London an hour before sunrise, on a summer's morning, is most striking even to the few whose unfortunate pursuits of pleasure, or scarcely less unfortunate pursuits of business, cause them to be well acquainted with the scene. There is an air of cold, solitary desolation about the noiseless streets which we are accustomed to see thronged at other times by a busy, eager crowd, and over the quiet, closely-shut buildings, which throughout the day are swarming with life and bustle, that is very impressive.

夏日的清晨，伦敦在日出前一小时呈现的景象最为引人入胜，甚至对那些为数不多的因追求不适宜的享乐或不正当的职业而对此景司空见惯的人来说也是如此。其他时刻我们所习惯的充斥着忙碌、焦躁的人群的街道此刻静悄悄的，其他时刻充满生气、喧闹的建筑此刻大门紧闭，变得悄无声息。这些街道和建筑笼罩着一种冷清、孤寂、凄凉的感觉，让人唏嘘。




The last drunken man, who shall find his way home before sunlight, has just staggered heavily along, roaring out the burden of the drinking song of the previous night; the last houseless vagrant whom penury and police have left in the streets, has coiled up his chilly limbs in some paved corner, to dream of food and warmth. The drunken, the dissipated, and the wretched have disappeared; the more sober and orderly part of the population have not yet awakened to the labours of the day, and the stillness of death is over the streets; its very hue seems to be imparted to them, cold and lifeless as they look in the grey, sombre light of daybreak. The coach-stands in the larger thoroughfares are deserted; the night-houses are closed; and the chosen promenades of profligate misery are empty.

最后那个必须在天亮之前回到家里的醉汉，刚刚拖着沉重的脚步跌跌撞撞地走过来，边走边唱着前一天晚上祝酒歌里的副歌。最后那个无家可归的流浪汉因为穷困潦倒，又躲过了警察，得以流浪街头。他已经在石子路的某个角落里蜷缩起冰冷的身体，进入了享受食物和温暖的美梦中。醉汉、沉迷酒色者和流浪汉已经消失时，较为清醒、生活有序可循的人们还没有睡醒开始劳作，街上一片寂静。街上似乎是浸染了这沉寂的色调，因为它们在黎明前灰暗的晨光里显得冷清、死气沉沉。大道上的马车车站没有了人影；妓院也关门了；恣意享乐的可怜人们欢聚的场所也空无一人了。




An occasional policeman may alone be seen at the street corners, listlessly gazing on the deserted prospect before him; and now and then a rakish-looking cat runs stealthily across the road and descends his own area with as much caution and slyness—bounding first on the water-butt, then on the dust-hole, and then alighting on the flag-stones—as if he were conscious that his character depended on his gallantry of the preceding night escaping public observation. A partially opened bedroom-window here and there, bespeaks the heat of the weather, and the uneasy slumbers of its occupant; and the dim scanty flicker of the rushlight, through the window-blind, denotes the chamber of watching or sickness. With these few exceptions, the streets present no signs of life, nor the houses of habitation.

街角处偶尔会有一名警察，独自无精打采地凝视着他眼前的颓然景象。时不时地有只俏皮的猫偷偷地窜过马路，同样警觉狡黠地从自己的地盘上跳下去——先是跳到了水桶上，接着跳到了垃圾坑上，再落到石子堆上——仿佛它意识到了自己的品质取决于前一天晚上的豪勇是否躲过了众人的耳目。处处半开着的卧室窗户表示天气炎热，以及住在其中的主人们睡得并不安稳。灯芯草蜡烛的烛光透过百叶窗，显得昏暗、微弱，表明房间里有病人或有人在照看病人。除了这些屈指可数的例外，街道上毫无生气，房子也没有有人居住的迹象。




An hour wears away; the spires of the churches and roofs of the principal buildings are faintly tinged with the light of the rising sun; and the streets, by almost imperceptible degrees, begin to resume their bustle and animation. Market-carts roll slowly along: the sleepy waggoner impatiently urging on his tired horses, or vainly endeavouring to awaken the boy, who, luxuriously stretched on the top of the fruit-baskets, forgets, in happy oblivion, his long-cherished curiosity to behold the wonders of London.

一个小时之后，教堂的尖顶和主要建筑物的屋顶都被冉冉升起的朝阳染上了淡淡的色彩。几乎是在不知不觉中，街道上开始逐渐恢复喧闹和生气。商贩的运货马车缓慢地驶过。瞌睡的车夫要么焦躁地驱赶着疲惫的马，要么徒劳地努力唤醒正舒舒服服地伸展四肢睡在水果筐上的男孩。他幸福地酣睡着，把很久以来想要一睹伦敦奇观的好奇忘得无影无踪。




Rough, sleepy-looking animals of strange appearance, something between ostlers and hackney-coachmen, begin to take down the shutters of early public-houses; and little deal tables, with the ordinary preparations for a street breakfast, make their appearance at the customary stations. Numbers of men and women (principally the latter), carrying upon their heads heavy baskets of fruit, toil down the park side of Piccadilly, on their way to Covent-garden, and, following each other in rapid succession, form a long straggling line from thence to the turn of the road at Knightsbridge.

相貌粗鲁、睡眼惺忪、相貌奇怪的人——可能是客栈马夫或出租马车车夫之类的人物——开始把早早开门的酒馆的活动遮板取了下来。一张张松木小桌子在老地方摆出，上面准备着普通的街边早餐。许多男男女女（尤其是女人）头上顶着一筐筐沉甸甸的水果，沿着皮卡迪利大街靠近公园的那一侧路艰难地往科文特加登赶去。他们一个紧接着一个，组成了一个零零散散的队伍，从那里一直延伸到骑士桥附近的道路转角处。




Here and there, a bricklayer's labourer, with the day's dinner tied up in a handkerchief, walks briskly to his work, and occasionally a little knot of three or four schoolboys on a stolen bathing expedition rattle merrily over the pavement, their boisterous mirth contrasting forcibly with the demeanour of the little sweep, who, having knocked and rung till his arm aches, and being interdicted by a merciful legislature from endangering his lungs by calling out, sits patiently down on the door-step, until the housemaid may happen to awake.

随处都有砌砖匠带着包在手帕里的当天午餐，迈着轻快的步伐去上工。时而有三四个小学生结伴偷偷出去戏水，在人行道上欢乐地吵闹着。他们喧闹的欢笑与扫烟囱的小孩的神态形成了鲜明的对比。后者又是敲门，又是摇铃，胳膊酸痛。仁慈的立法机关严禁他大喊大叫，以免损伤他的肺，他耐心地坐在门口的台阶上，一直等到女仆碰巧醒来。




Covent-garden market, and the avenues leading to it, are thronged with carts of all sorts, sizes, and descriptions, from the heavy lumbering waggon, with its four stout horses, to the jingling costermonger's cart, with its consumptive donkey. The pavement is already strewed with decayed cabbage-leaves, broken hay-bands, and all the indescribable litter of a vegetable market; men are shouting, carts backing, horses neighing, boys fighting, basket-women talking, piemen expatiating on the excellence of their pastry, and donkeys braying. These and a hundred other sounds form a compound discordant enough to a Londoner's ears, and remarkably disagreeable to those of country gentlemen who are sleeping at the Hummums for the first time.

科文特加登和通向它的条条大道上挤满了各式各样、大小不一的运货马车——从由四匹壮马拉着的笨重的运木材货车到由患痨病的驴子拉着的叮当作响的小商贩的货车，应有尽有。人行道上已经撒满了卷心菜的烂叶子、断了的草绳和菜市场上一切不可名状的垃圾。男人在大声叫嚷，货车在后退，马在嘶鸣，男孩子们在打架，头上顶着筐的女人们在闲聊，卖馅饼的人在描述他们的馅饼有多好，驴子在嘶叫。这些声音和其他上百种声音混合在一起，让伦敦居民们觉得刺耳，更让初次投宿在亨门斯的乡绅们极度厌恶。




Another hour passes away, and the day begins in good earnest. The servant of all work, who, under the plea of sleeping very soundly, has utterly disregarded 'Missis's' ringing for half an hour previously, is warned by Master (whom Missis has sent up in his drapery to the landing-place for that purpose), that it's half-past six, whereupon she awakes all of a sudden, with well-feigned astonishment, and goes down-stairs very sulkily, wishing, while she strikes a light, that the principle of spontaneous combustion would extend itself to coals and kitchen range. When the fire is lighted, she opens the street-door to take in the milk, when, by the most singular coincidence in the world, she discovers that the servant next door has just taken in her milk too, and that Mr. Todd's young man over the way, is, by an equally extraordinary chance, taking down his master's shutters. The inevitable consequence is, that she just steps, milk-jug in hand, as far as next door, just to say 'good morning' to Betsy Clark, and that Mr. Todd's young man just steps over the way to say 'good morning' to both of 'em; and as the aforesaid Mr. Todd's young man is almost as good-looking and fascinating as the baker himself, the conversation quickly becomes very interesting, and probably would become more so, if Betsy Clark's Missis, who always will be a-followin' her about, didn't give an angry tap at her bedroom window, on which Mr. Todd's young man tries to whistle coolly, as he goes back to his shop much faster than he came from it; and the two girls run back to their respective places, and shut their street-doors with surprising softness, each of them poking their heads out of the front parlour window, a minute afterwards, however, ostensibly with the view of looking at the mail which just then passes by, but really for the purpose of catching another glimpse of Mr. Todd's young man, who being fond of mails, but more fond of females, takes a short look at the coach and a long look at the girls, much to the satisfaction of all parties concerned.

又过了一个小时，这一天真的开始了。负责做所有家务的那个女佣以熟睡为借口，全然不理已经摇了半个小时铃的太太。老爷警告她已经六点半了（他穿着打褶的睡衣，受太太派遣专门到平台来警告女佣），她这才猛然醒来，故作震惊，闷闷不乐地下楼，一边划火柴，一边希望煤块和炊具也能自燃。炉火点着之后，她便打开临街门把牛奶拿进来。这时，真是巧得不能再巧了，她看见隔壁的女佣也刚刚把牛奶拿进屋。同样不可思议的巧合是，对面托德先生家的男佣正在卸下他老爷店铺的活动遮板。自然而然地，她提着牛奶罐走向隔壁，只是为了对贝齐·克拉克说一声“早上好”，而托德先生家的年轻男佣就穿过街道来对她们俩说“早上好”。上面提到的托德先生家的年轻男佣长得和那个面包师一样英俊迷人，谈话很快就变得很有趣。或许他们聊得会更起劲，但贝奇·克拉克的女主人总是紧盯着她，此时正生气地敲着卧室的窗户。托德先生家的年轻男佣强装冷静地吹着口哨，往他店铺里走的步伐比来时稍快。两个女佣奔回各自的屋子，轻得让人惊讶地关上了临街门。不过一分钟之后又各自把头伸出前起居室的窗户，装作是看刚刚经过的邮车，其实是想再瞥一眼托德家的年轻男佣。后者喜欢邮车，但更喜欢女性。他瞥了一眼邮车，长长地望了一眼女孩们，当事的各方都感到心满意足。




The mail itself goes on to the coach-office in due course, and the passengers who are going out by the early coach, stare with astonishment at the passengers who are coming in by the early coach, who look blue and dismal, and are evidently under the influence of that odd feeling produced by travelling, which makes the events of yesterday morning seem as if they had happened at least six months ago, and induces people to wonder with considerable gravity whether the friends and relations they took leave of a fortnight before, have altered much since they have left them. The coach-office is all alive, and the coaches which are just going out, are surrounded by the usual crowd of Jews and nondescripts, who seem to consider, Heaven knows why, that it is quite impossible any man can mount a coach without requiring at least sixpenny-worth of oranges, a penknife, a pocket-book, a last year's annual, a pencil-case, a piece of sponge, and a small series of caricatures.

邮车前行着，及时到了公共马车售票处。要乘早班车外出的乘客们惊异地注视着乘这趟早班车到达的乘客们。后者看起来沮丧、低落，显然是旅途带来的那种奇怪的感觉影响了他们，使他们觉得昨天发生的事情仿佛至少在六个月前已经发生过，也促使他们郑重地琢磨，那些和他们在两个星期前分开的亲戚朋友们自从那时是否已经变化很大了。售票处热闹非凡，正要往外开的公共马车像往常一样被一群犹太人和不知属于哪类的人团团围住。他们似乎正在考虑，为什么任何上得了马车的人都需要至少价值六便士的橘子、一把小刀、一本袖珍书、一本去年的年鉴、一个铅笔盒、一小块海绵，以及一小套漫画。天知道他们怎么会想这个。




Half an hour more, and the sun darts his bright rays cheerfully down the still half-empty streets, and shines with sufficient force to rouse the dismal laziness of the apprentice, who pauses every other minute from his task of sweeping out the shop and watering the pavement in front of it, to tell another apprentice similarly employed, how hot it will be to-day, or to stand with his right hand shading his eyes, and his left resting on the broom, gazing at the 'Wonder,' or the 'Tally-ho,' or the 'Nimrod,' or some other fast coach, till it is out of sight, when he re-enters the shop, envying the passengers on the outside of the fast coach, and thinking of the old red brick house 'down in the country,' where he went to school: the miseries of the milk and water, and thick bread and scrapings, fading into nothing before the pleasant recollection of the green field the boys used to play in, and the green pond he was caned for presuming to fall into, and other schoolboy associations.

半个多小时以后，太阳愉悦地把它那明亮的光芒投向依然半空着的街道，强烈的阳光足以迫使沮丧、懒洋洋的学徒振奋起精神来。他每隔一分钟就要停下手中的活（比如在店铺里扫地或在铺面前的人行道上洒水等）去告诉另一个干着类似工作的学徒今天的天气会多么炎热，或者用右手遮住双眼站在那里，左手搭在扫帚上，凝视着“奇妙号”、“绿林狩猎号“或”宁录号”，以及其他疾驰而过的公共马车，直到其在视野中消失。他回到店铺里来时，会羡慕起坐在疾驶的马车里靠边位置的乘客，想着“乡下”的那座旧红砖房子。他曾在那里上过学。他现在喝掺水的牛奶，吃厚面包和面包屑的苦生活在下面的美好回忆中不再苦涩：他和伙伴们曾经在上面玩耍的那片绿色田野，还有那个碧绿的池塘，他曾因为自己掉进去而受到过鞭笞，以及和同学们一起经历的其他事情。




Cabs, with trunks and band-boxes between the drivers' legs and outside the apron, rattle briskly up and down the streets on their way to the coach-offices or steam-packet wharfs; and the cab-drivers and hackney-coachmen who are on the stand polish up the ornamental part of their dingy vehicles—the former wondering how people can prefer 'them wild beast cariwans of homnibuses, to a riglar cab with a fast trotter,' and the latter admiring how people can trust their necks into one of 'them crazy cabs, when they can have a 'spectable 'ackney cotche with a pair of 'orses as von't run away with no vun;' a consolation unquestionably founded on fact, seeing that a hackney-coach horse never was known to run at all, 'except,' as the smart cabman in front of the rank observes, 'except one, and HE run back'ards.'

车夫的双腿之间和挡板外沿放着大箱子和捆着的盒子，出租马车轻快地来往于公共马车售票处或者蒸汽轮船码头的路上，吱吱作响。两轮出租马车和四轮出租马车的车夫在驾驶台上把他们那破烂车的装饰品擦得锃亮——前者想不明白人们为什么“喜欢那些像野兽一样的一列列四轮出租马车胜过一匹快马拉的普通两轮出租马车”；后者则钦佩人们竟敢把自己的脖子托付给“那些发疯的两轮出租马车，他们本可以乘坐由两匹马驾驶的体面安全的四轮出租马车”。毋庸置疑，这句自我安慰的话的确符合事实，因为众所周知，拉四轮出租马车的马似乎根本不会跑。“除了”，正如处在队伍前面的一个机灵的两轮出租马车车夫所说，“除了一种情况——它会朝后跑。”




The shops are now completely opened, and apprentices and shopmen are busily engaged in cleaning and decking the windows for the day. The bakers' shops in town are filled with servants and children waiting for the drawing of the first batch of rolls—an operation which was performed a full hour ago in the suburbs: for the early clerk population of Somers and Camden towns, Islington, and Pentonville, are fast pouring into the city, or directing their steps towards Chancery-lane and the Inns of Court. Middle-aged men, whose salaries have by no means increased in the same proportion as their families, plod steadily along, apparently with no object in view but the counting-house; knowing by sight almost everybody they meet or overtake, for they have seen them every morning (Sunday excepted) during the last twenty years, but speaking to no one. If they do happen to overtake a personal acquaintance, they just exchange a hurried salutation, and keep walking on either by his side, or in front of him, as his rate of walking may chance to be. As to stopping to shake hands, or to take the friend's arm, they seem to think that as it is not included in their salary, they have no right to do it. Small office lads in large hats, who are made men before they are boys, hurry along in pairs, with their first coat carefully brushed, and the white trousers of last Sunday plentifully besmeared with dust and ink. It evidently requires a considerable mental struggle to avoid investing part of the day's dinner-money in the purchase of the stale tarts so temptingly exposed in dusty tins at the pastry-cooks' doors; but a consciousness of their own importance and the receipt of seven shillings a-week, with the prospect of an early rise to eight, comes to their aid, and they accordingly put their hats a little more on one side, and look under the bonnets of all the milliners' and stay-makers' apprentices they meet—poor girls!—the hardest worked, the worst paid, and too often, the worst used class of the community.

店铺此时全都开始营业了，学徒和店员们正忙着清洁、装饰橱窗，迎接这一天的生意。佣人和孩子们把城里的面包店围得水泄不通，等着新鲜出炉的第一批面包卷——在郊区，这项工作整整一个小时以前就完成了，因为早起上班的职员正从萨默斯和坎登城、伊斯灵顿和彭顿维尔涌向市区，还有些步行直奔大法官法庭大道和法学协会。那些薪水的增长和子女的增加绝不相称的中年男子，迈着沉重的步伐坚定地前进着。显然，除了事务所，他们的眼中别无他物。由于在过去的二十年中（除了星期天），他们每天早晨都会碰见这些迎面而来或者他们赶上的人。但尽管有一面之交，彼此却从来不说话。即便是他们碰巧赶上了一个熟人，也不过是相互匆忙地打个招呼，继续往前走，要么走在熟人的一侧，要么走到前面去，这都根据他们走路的速度而定。至于停下来握个手，或者挽住那个熟人的胳膊，他们似乎觉得既然这些不包括在他们的工资里，那他们也没有权利去做。在小事务所工作的小伙子们结伴匆匆赶路，他们年纪轻轻就成了家，戴着大帽子，外套已经用刷子仔细地刷过，这是他们的第一件外套。上周日穿的那条白裤子上处处是灰尘和墨水的污渍。他们难免要经过一场相当艰巨的思想斗争，才能抵抗住摆放在糕点师门前布满灰尘的罐子里并不新鲜的馅饼的诱惑，不花当天的一部分午餐费去买这些。不过，意识到了他们自身的重要性和每周七先令的工资，而且不久工资就能涨到八先令的美好前景，他们便把帽子略微倾向一边，朝所有女帽制造商和胸衣制造商的女学徒们戴着的女帽下面望去——可怜的姑娘们！她们工作得最辛苦，报酬却最低，而且她们通常是被剥削得最厉害的社会阶层。




Eleven o'clock, and a new set of people fill the streets. The goods in the shop-windows are invitingly arranged; the shopmen in their white neckerchiefs and spruce coats, look as if they couldn't clean a window if their lives depended on it; the carts have disappeared from Covent-garden; the waggoners have returned, and the costermongers repaired to their ordinary 'beats' in the suburbs; clerks are at their offices, and gigs, cabs, omnibuses, and saddle-horses, are conveying their masters to the same destination. The streets are thronged with a vast concourse of people, gay and shabby, rich and poor, idle and industrious; and we come to the heat, bustle, and activity of NOON.

十一点钟了，街上又涌进一批人。商品在橱窗里摆放得引人注目。穿着整洁的上衣、围着洁白的领巾的店员们，看起来彷佛是死也不愿把窗户擦干净似的。从科文特加登来的那些运货马车已经消失了，赶大车的人们已经返回，叫卖的小商贩也到郊区进行他们一如既往的“巡回旅行”了。职员们都在他们的事务所里，而轻便马车、出租马车、公共马车和骑用马正把它们的主人们送到相同的目的地去。街道上充斥着拥挤的人群，有兴高采烈的，有衣衫褴褛的；有富有的，有贫穷的；有游手好闲的，有勤劳苦干的。炎热、喧闹又忙碌的正午来到了。








CHAPTER II THE STREETS—NIGHT

第二章　夜晚的街道




But the streets of London, to be beheld in the very height of their glory, should be seen on a dark, dull, murky winter's night, when there is just enough damp gently stealing down to make the pavement greasy, without cleansing it of any of its impurities; and when the heavy lazy mist, which hangs over every object, makes the gas-lamps look brighter, and the brilliantly-lighted shops more splendid, from the contrast they present to the darkness around. All the people who are at home on such a night as this, seem disposed to make themselves as snug and comfortable as possible; and the passengers in the streets have excellent reason to envy the fortunate individuals who are seated by their own firesides.

不过，伦敦街道最为壮观的景象莫过于昏暗、阴沉、迷蒙的冬日夜晚下的街景。此时，适宜的湿气悄无声息地轻轻下来，把人行道弄得滑滑的，却没有清除掉路面上的任何污物。此时，懒洋洋的浓雾笼罩着一切，煤气灯显得更加明亮，灯火通明的店铺显得更加辉煌夺目，与四周的黑夜形成了鲜明的对比。在这样的一个夜晚，所有呆在家里的人们都想尽量让自己温暖舒适。街上的行人有充分的理由去嫉妒那些坐在自家炉边的幸运人们。




In the larger and better kind of streets, dining parlour curtains are closely drawn, kitchen fires blaze brightly up, and savoury steams of hot dinners salute the nostrils of the hungry wayfarer, as he plods wearily by the area railings. In the suburbs, the muffin boy rings his way down the little street, much more slowly than he is wont to do; for Mrs. Macklin, of No. 4, has no sooner opened her little street-door, and screamed out 'Muffins!' with all her might, than Mrs. Walker, at No. 5, puts her head out of the parlour-window, and screams 'Muffins!' too; and Mrs. Walker has scarcely got the words out of her lips, than Mrs. Peplow, over the way, lets loose Master Peplow, who darts down the street, with a velocity which nothing but buttered muffins in perspective could possibly inspire, and drags the boy back by main force, whereupon Mrs. Macklin and Mrs. Walker, just to save the boy trouble, and to say a few neighbourly words to Mrs. Peplow at the same time, run over the way and buy their muffins at Mrs. Peplow's door, when it appears from the voluntary statement of Mrs. Walker, that her 'kittle's jist a-biling, and the cups and sarsers ready laid,' and that, as it was such a wretched night out o' doors, she'd made up her mind to have a nice hot comfortable cup o'tea—a determination at which, by the most singular coincidence, the other two ladies had simultaneously arrived.

在更宽阔平坦的大道上，餐厅的窗帘都拉得严严实实的，厨房里的火熊熊燃烧，发出亮光。饥肠辘辘的赶路人拖着疲惫的脚步从围栏边缓缓走来时，热腾腾的饭菜散发出的香气扑鼻而来。在郊区，卖松饼的男孩摇着铃铛在小巷子里走着。他放慢了脚步，因为住在四号房子的麦克林太太一打开她的临街小门，竭尽全力大喊了一声：“买松饼！” 住在五号房子的沃克太太就把头伸出了起居室的窗户，也尖叫道：“买松饼！”沃克太太的话刚出口，对面的佩普洛太太就放出佩普洛老爷。他猛冲到街上，那速度只有奶油松饼才能激发出来，他使劲把男孩拉回来。于是，为了不让男孩麻烦，麦克林太太和沃尔太太便同时向佩普洛太太说了几句邻里之间的寒暄，跑到街对面她家门口买了松饼。沃克太太自言自语地说着“水烧开了，茶杯和茶碟子都摆好了”。她还说现在外面天气糟糕，因此决定好好喝上一杯热乎乎的茶暖和一下。巧得不能再巧的是，另外两位女士也都作了同样的决定。




After a little conversation about the wretchedness of the weather and the merits of tea, with a digression relative to the viciousness of boys as a rule, and the amiability of Master Peplow as an exception, Mrs. Walker sees her husband coming down the street; and as he must want his tea, poor man, after his dirty walk from the Docks, she instantly runs across, muffins in hand, and Mrs. Macklin does the same, and after a few words to Mrs. Walker, they all pop into their little houses, and slam their little street-doors, which are not opened again for the remainder of the evening, except to the nine o'clock 'beer,' who comes round with a lantern in front of his tray, and says, as he lends Mrs. Walker 'Yesterday's 'Tiser,' that he's blessed if he can hardly hold the pot, much less feel the paper, for it's one of the bitterest nights he ever felt, 'cept the night when the man was frozen to death in the Brick-field.

她们谈了一会儿恶劣的天气和喝茶的益处，又按惯例闲扯了一会儿男孩子的淘气，指出可爱的佩普洛少爷是个例外。之后，沃克太太看见她丈夫沿街走来。这个可怜的人刚从船坞在尘土中一路走回家，一定很想喝茶。于是，她立即拿着松饼奔向街对面，麦克林太太也跟着回去了。她和沃克太太说了几句话之后，便各自钻进不大的家里，砰的一声关上小临街门。这扇门在接下来的整个夜晚都不会再打开，除了九点钟送啤酒的人到达时。他手里的托盘前面放着灯笼，一边借给沃克太太《昨日广告》，一边说自己差点拿不住酒壶，更觉不出自己手里拿着报纸了，因为他觉得除了在砖厂冻死一个人的那个夜晚，他再也没有遇上过今天这么冷的夜晚了。




After a little prophetic conversation with the policeman at the street-corner, touching a probable change in the weather, and the setting-in of a hard frost, the nine o'clock beer returns to his master's house, and employs himself for the remainder of the evening, in assiduously stirring the tap-room fire, and deferentially taking part in the conversation of the worthies assembled round it.

九点钟送啤酒的人和街角的警察聊了几句推断性的话，说到天气很可能有变，会有霜冻之后，就回到他老板的家里，在当晚剩下的时间里毫不懈怠地忙于拨动酒吧间的炉火，谦恭地参与到炉火周围那些大人物的谈话中。




The streets in the vicinity of the Marsh-gate and Victoria Theatre present an appearance of dirt and discomfort on such a night, which the groups who lounge about them in no degree tend to diminish. Even the little block-tin temple sacred to baked potatoes, surmounted by a splendid design in variegated lamps, looks less gay than usual, and as to the kidney-pie stand, its glory has quite departed. The candle in the transparent lamp, manufactured of oil-paper, embellished with 'characters,' has been blown out fifty times, so the kidney-pie merchant, tired with running backwards and forwards to the next wine-vaults, to get a light, has given up the idea of illumination in despair, and the only signs of his 'whereabout,' are the bright sparks, of which a long irregular train is whirled down the street every time he opens his portable oven to hand a hot kidney-pie to a customer.

在这样的一个夜晚，马什大门附近和维多利亚剧院附近的街道显得又脏又让人难受，但在那里晃荡的人却不见减少。甚至那个专门用于烤土豆的由锡块制成的庙宇似的饮食点，此时被上面色彩斑斓的吊灯和光彩夺目的装饰品笼罩着，看起来也不如以往炫丽了。至于卖腰子馅饼的摊位，它的辉煌已经荡然无存。油纸制成的透明灯罩里的蜡烛装饰有各种人物形象，已经被吹灭五十次了。因此，卖腰子馅饼的商人厌烦了去借火，在馅饼摊和隔壁酒窖之间来回折腾，已经绝望地放弃了照明的念头。他摆摊的唯一标志只有闪烁的火光了，他每次打开便携烤箱给顾客拿热腰子馅饼时，就有一串不规则的火花顺着街道旋转而去。




Flat-fish, oyster, and fruit vendors linger hopelessly in the kennel, in vain endeavouring to attract customers; and the ragged boys who usually disport themselves about the streets, stand crouched in little knots in some projecting doorway, or under the canvas blind of a cheesemonger's, where great flaring gas-lights, unshaded by any glass, display huge piles of bright red and pale yellow cheeses, mingled with little fivepenny dabs of dingy bacon, various tubs of weekly Dorset, and cloudy rolls of 'best fresh.'

卖比目鱼、牡蛎和水果的小贩们在狗舍一样的小店里无望地徘徊着，徒劳地竭力招揽顾客。平时在街上到处嬉闹的男孩子们衣衫褴褛，蜷缩着身子，围站在某个凸出的门口或乳酪商的帆布帘子下面。那里有不带玻璃罩的燃烧旺盛的煤气灯，映衬出一大堆一大堆的亮红色和淡黄色的干酪，还夹杂着五便士一块的小块脏熏肉、每周运来的各种各样的桶装多塞特郡肉，以及偏暗色的“极品新鲜”肉卷。




Here they amuse themselves with theatrical converse, arising out of their last half-price visit to the Victoria gallery, admire the terrific combat, which is nightly encored, and expatiate on the inimitable manner in which Bill Thompson can 'come the double monkey,' or go through the mysterious involutions of a sailor's hornpipe.

在这里，他们用戏剧里的对白自娱自乐，出自他们上次买半价票去维多利亚剧院看的戏剧。这些人对每晚都加演的激烈打斗场面很是崇拜，还详细描述比尔·汤普森跳“双猴舞”时独特的风格或者重温水手角笛舞神秘的旋转动作。




It is nearly eleven o'clock, and the cold thin rain which has been drizzling so long, is beginning to pour down in good earnest; the baked-potato man has departed—the kidney-pie man has just walked away with his warehouse on his arm—the cheesemonger has drawn in his blind, and the boys have dispersed. The constant clicking of pattens on the slippy and uneven pavement, and the rustling of umbrellas, as the wind blows against the shop-windows, bear testimony to the inclemency of the night; and the policeman, with his oilskin cape buttoned closely round him, seems as he holds his hat on his head, and turns round to avoid the gust of wind and rain which drives against him at the street-corner, to be very far from congratulating himself on the prospect before him.

快十一点了，冰冷的毛毛细雨已经淅淅沥沥地下了很久，现在开始倾盆而下。卖烤土豆的小贩已经离开了——卖腰子馅饼的商贩才挎着他的“仓库”走开——乳酪商已经收起他的帘子，男孩子们也散了。风正冲着店铺的橱窗吹来，木鞋走在湿滑、不平的人行道上，不断发出咔嗒咔嗒的声音，一把把雨伞沙沙作响，这些都表明这个夜晚的天气有多么恶劣。街角处的那个警察穿着油布斗篷，扣子严严实实地扣着。他把帽子压低，转身避开迎面而来的一阵暴风雨时，似乎对自己将要面临的状况十分不乐观。




The little chandler's shop with the cracked bell behind the door, whose melancholy tinkling has been regulated by the demand for quarterns of sugar and half-ounces of coffee, is shutting up. The crowds which have been passing to and fro during the whole day, are rapidly dwindling away; and the noise of shouting and quarrelling which issues from the public-houses, is almost the only sound that breaks the melancholy stillness of the night.

小杂货铺的门后挂着一个破裂的铃铛，有顾客要买四分之一品脱糖和半盎司咖啡时拉铃，铃铛就发出忧郁的叮当声。现在，这个店铺已经关门了。白天一整天来来往往、络绎不绝的人群迅速减少了，打破这夜晚阴郁的寂静的几乎只有从酒馆里传出来的叫喊声和争吵声。




There was another, but it has ceased. That wretched woman with the infant in her arms, round whose meagre form the remnant of her own scanty shawl is carefully wrapped, has been attempting to sing some popular ballad, in the hope of wringing a few pence from the compassionate passer-by. A brutal laugh at her weak voice is all she has gained. The tears fall thick and fast down her own pale face; the child is cold and hungry, and its low half-stifled wailing adds to the misery of its wretched mother, as she moans aloud, and sinks despairingly down, on a cold damp door-step.

还有另外一个声音，不过已经停止了。那个怀里抱着婴儿的可怜女人，用自己窄小的披肩的边角裹住婴儿瘦小的身躯。她一直试着唱某首流行民谣，希望有同情心的过路人能施舍给她几便士。而她得到的仅仅是别人对她微弱声音的野蛮嘲笑。大颗大颗的泪珠顺着她苍白的脸颊滑落。婴儿饥寒交迫，有些哽住的低声呜咽让这位悲惨的母亲更加伤心，因为她大声痛苦着，绝望地在门前湿冷的台阶上坐下。




Singing! How few of those who pass such a miserable creature as this, think of the anguish of heart, the sinking of soul and spirit, which the very effort of singing produces. Bitter mockery! Disease, neglect, and starvation, faintly articulating the words of the joyous ditty, that has enlivened your hours of feasting and merriment, God knows how often! It is no subject of jeering. The weak tremulous voice tells a fearful tale of want and famishing; and the feeble singer of this roaring song may turn away, only to die of cold and hunger.

歌唱！从这么一个悲惨的人身边经过时，能想到努力歌唱给她的心灵带来的巨大痛苦、给她的精神和灵魂造成的堕落的人少之又少。多么辛辣的讽刺啊！天知道有多少次，疾病缠身、遭人漠视和饥肠辘辘的人无力地吟唱出活跃你们摆酒设宴、嬉戏欢乐之时光的欢快小调！这绝不能是被嘲笑的对象。微弱颤抖的声音讲述着贫困和饥饿的可怕故事。虚弱的歌手唱着本是高昂的歌曲，或许她只能转过身，死于饥寒交迫。




One o'clock! Parties returning from the different theatres foot it through the muddy streets; cabs, hackney-coaches, carriages, and theatre omnibuses, roll swiftly by; watermen with dim dirty lanterns in their hands, and large brass plates upon their breasts, who have been shouting and rushing about for the last two hours, retire to their watering-houses, to solace themselves with the creature comforts of pipes and purl; the half-price pit and box frequenters of the theatres throng to the different houses of refreshment; and chops, kidneys, rabbits, oysters, stout, cigars, and 'goes' innumerable, are served up amidst a noise and confusion of smoking, running, knife-clattering, and waiter-chattering, perfectly indescribable.

一点了！从各个剧场回家的人们走过泥泞的街道。两轮出租马车、四轮出租马车、四轮马车和剧场公共马车疾驰而过。运水工人手里提着昏暗肮脏的灯笼，胸前挂着大铜片，已经连着叫喊奔走了两个小时。此时，他们回到各自的供水站休息，用烟斗和掺杜松子酒的热啤酒这种物质享受来自我慰藉。剧院里买半价票坐在后排的观众和包厢的常客们涌向各个茶点供应处。排骨、腰子、兔肉、牡蛎、烈性黑啤、雪茄和不计其数的酒菜端了上来，周围一片嘈杂，烟雾缭绕。人来回跑着，餐刀发出哗啦声，侍者们喋喋不休地闲聊着，场面完全无法描述。




The more musical portion of the play-going community betake themselves to some harmonic meeting. As a matter of curiosity let us follow them thither for a few moments.

爱好音乐的那部分人就到某个和声会场去寻乐。出于好奇，我们就跟着他们去那边一探究竟。




In a lofty room of spacious dimensions, are seated some eighty or a hundred guests knocking little pewter measures on the tables, and hammering away, with the handles of their knives, as if they were so many trunk-makers. They are applauding a glee, which has just been executed by the three 'professional gentlemen' at the top of the centre table, one of whom is in the chair—the little pompous man with the bald head just emerging from the collar of his green coat. The others are seated on either side of him—the stout man with the small voice, and the thin-faced dark man in black. The little man in the chair is a most amusing personage,—such condescending grandeur, and SUCH a voice!

在一间高大宽敞的房间里，坐着大约八十到一百个客人。他们用小小的白蜡量尺敲击着桌子，用他们的刀柄在旁边连连敲打，就像一群制造大箱子的工匠一样。他们正为三个“专业先生”在中间桌子上端的表演而兴高采烈地鼓掌，三人中有一个人坐在椅子上——他是一个自大的小个子，绿色外套的领子里只露出一个秃头。另外两个人分别坐在他的两旁——一个是声音微弱的矮胖子，一个是身穿黑衣的瘦脸黑男人。坐在椅子上的那个小个子男人是最搞笑的人——那样屈尊的自大，又是那样的声音！




'Bass!' as the young gentleman near us with the blue stock forcibly remarks to his companion, 'bass! I b'lieve you; he can go down lower than any man: so low sometimes that you can't hear him.' And so he does. To hear him growling away, gradually lower and lower down, till he can't get back again, is the most delightful thing in the world, and it is quite impossible to witness unmoved the impressive solemnity with which he pours forth his soul in 'My 'art's in the 'ighlands,' or 'The brave old Hoak.'The stout man is also addicted to sentimentality, and warbles 'Fly, fly from the world, my Bessy, with me,' or some such song, with lady-like sweetness, and in the most seductive tones imaginable.

“男低音！”我们旁边的一个打着蓝色领结的年轻先生权威地对他的同伴说，“男低音！你别不相信。他能唱出的低音无人可及，有时低得你都听不到声音了。”他的声音的确低得听不到。听着他咆哮的声音远去，逐渐变低，最后再也高不回来了，这是世界上最令人愉悦的事情了。看着他全身心投入到《我心在高原》或《勇敢的老霍克》的演唱时所表现出的令人难忘的庄重，谁都无法不为之感动。那个身材矮壮的男子也沉迷在多愁善感中，用颤音唱着《飞吧，与我一起飞离这个世界，我的贝茜》或者类似的歌曲。他表演时有着女性般的甜蜜和人们所能想象出的最性感的声音。




'Pray give your orders, gen'l'm'n—pray give your orders,'—says the pale-faced man with the red head; and demands for 'goes' of gin and 'goes' of brandy, and pints of stout, and cigars of peculiar mildness, are vociferously made from all parts of the room. The 'professional gentlemen' are in the very height of their glory, and bestow condescending nods, or even a word or two of recognition, on the better-known frequenters of the room, in the most bland and patronising manner possible.

“请点菜，先生们，请点菜吧。”那个面色苍白、一头红发的男人说道。房间里四面八方发出一阵乱哄哄的喊声，有人点一杯杜松子酒，有人点一杯白兰地，有人点几品脱烈性黑啤，还有人点特别的温性雪茄。“专业先生”正处在他们荣誉的最顶峰，以最漠然的态度和恩人一样的派头朝房间里比较熟的常客屈尊似的点头，甚至说几句认可的话。




The little round-faced man, with the small brown surtout, white stockings and shoes, is in the comic line; the mixed air of self- denial, and mental consciousness of his own powers, with which he acknowledges the call of the chair, is particularly gratifying. 'Gen'l'men,' says the little pompous man, accompanying the word with a knock of the president's hammer on the table—'Gen'l'men, allow me to claim your attention—our friend, Mr. Smuggins, will oblige.'—'Bravo!' shout the company; and Smuggins, after a considerable quantity of coughing by way of symphony, and a most facetious sniff or two, which afford general delight, sings a comic song, with a fal-de-ral—tol-de-ral chorus at the end of every verse, much longer than the verse itself. It is received with unbounded applause, and after some aspiring genius has volunteered a recitation, and failed dismally therein, the little pompous man gives another knock, and says 'Gen'l'men, we will attempt a glee, if you please.'This announcement calls forth tumultuous applause, and the more energetic spirits express the unqualified approbation it affords them, by knocking one or two stout glasses off their legs—a humorous device; but one which frequently occasions some slight altercation when the form of paying the damage is proposed to be gone through by the waiter. Scenes like these are continued until three or four o'clock in the morning; and even when they close, fresh ones open to the inquisitive novice. But as a description of all of them, however slight, would require a volume, the contents of which, however instructive, would be by no means pleasing, we make our bow, and drop the curtain.

身穿一件棕色小外套和白鞋白袜的一个小个子圆脸男人是演喜剧的。他带着自我否定、同时又意识到自己潜力的复杂神态向主席答谢，让人看了尤其愉快。“先生们，”那个自大的小个子男人一边说一边用主席的锤子在桌子上敲了一下，“先生们，请注意——我们的朋友，斯马金先生要出场了。”“好！”大家喊了起来。斯马金先生伴着和音大咳了一阵，又十分滑稽地发出一两声赢来大众好感的吸鼻声之后，唱了一首滑稽的歌曲。他每个章节之后都伴有“法－朵－拉——拖－朵－拉”的合唱，而且合唱比每个章节都长得多。这个表演得到了热烈的掌声。某个有抱负的才子毛遂自荐朗诵了诗歌，却惨遭失败。之后，那个自大的小个子男人又敲了一下桌子，说道：“先生们，如果大家愿意的话，我们想再尝试个乐子。”这个宣告博得了一阵混乱的欢呼声，活力较为充沛的人为了表达其绝对支持，把一两只厚实的矮脚玻璃杯的腿敲掉了——这是一种诙谐的做法。但侍者提出要赔偿损失时，这也经常会引起小小的争议。这样的场面能一直持续到凌晨三四点钟。甚至在结束的时候，还有一些新的场子会为有探究兴趣的新手们开放。但是，要把他们一一描述，不论多么简略，都能写上一卷书。而且不管内容多么于人有益，也绝不会让人喜欢。我们就鞠躬谢幕吧。








CHAPTER III SHOPS AND THEIR TENANTS

第三章　店铺及其房客




What inexhaustible food for speculation, do the streets of London afford! We never were able to agree with Sterne in pitying the man who could travel from Dan to Beersheba, and say that all was barren; we have not the slightest commiseration for the man who can take up his hat and stick, and walk from Covent-garden to St. Paul's Churchyard, and back into the bargain, without deriving some amusement—we had almost said instruction—from his perambulation. And yet there are such beings: we meet them every day. Large black stocks and light waistcoats, jet canes and discontented countenances, are the characteristics of the race; other people brush quickly by you, steadily plodding on to business, or cheerfully running after pleasure. These men linger listlessly past, looking as happy and animated as a policeman on duty. Nothing seems to make an impression on their minds: nothing short of being knocked down by a porter, or run over by a cab, will disturb their equanimity. You will meet them on a fine day in any of the leading thoroughfares: peep through the window of a west-end cigar shop in the evening, if you can manage to get a glimpse between the blue curtains which intercept the vulgar gaze, and you see them in their only enjoyment of existence. There they are lounging about, on round tubs and pipe boxes, in all the dignity of whiskers, and gilt watch-guards; whispering soft nothings to the young lady in amber, with the large ear-rings, who, as she sits behind the counter in a blaze of adoration and gas-light, is the admiration of all the female servants in the neighbourhood, and the envy of every milliner's apprentice within two miles round.

伦敦的街道为我们的思考提供了多么取之不竭的养料啊！斯特恩同情那个从丹恩旅行到贝尔谢巴、还说沿途都是荒地的人，我们却不能同情他。我们也丝毫不会同情那种拿着帽子和手杖，从科文加登走到圣保罗教堂，又走回市场，却从他的闲逛中得不到任何乐趣的人——我们差点把“乐趣”误说为“启迪”了。但是，我们天天碰到的有这么一类人。他们打着宽大的黑色长筒袜，身穿浅色背心，拿着乌黑发亮的手杖，满脸不满足的表情。这些都是这类人的特征。其他人从你旁边走过时会迅速地擦身而过，或是迈着沉稳的步子去上班，或是兴高采烈地追逐乐趣。这些人则会无精打采地在你身边徘徊着，好似当值警察一样欢喜、充满活力。仿佛任何事情都无法引起他们的注意力：除非被一个搬运工撞倒，或是被一辆两轮出租马车碾过，什么都不会影响到他们的泰然的状态。天气晴朗的日子，你会在任意一条主要街道上发现他们。晚上，如果你能从伦敦西街的一个雪茄店的窗户向外窥视，而且能通过用于遮挡旁人视线的蓝色窗帘之间的缝隙看一眼外面的景象，就一定会看到他们正享受着生活中的唯一乐趣。他们懒洋洋地躺在圆桶上或管道箱上，留着气派十足的络腮胡子，戴着闪闪发光的镀金表链，向戴着大耳环、穿着琥珀色衣服的年轻女郎说着情话。后者由于坐在柜台后，接受着炽热的崇拜，还笼罩在耀眼的煤气灯下，成了街坊里所有女仆羡慕的对象，也成了方圆两英里内所有女帽学徒嫉妒的目标。




One of our principal amusements is to watch the gradual progress— the rise or fall—of particular shops. We have formed an intimate acquaintance with several, in different parts of town, and are perfectly acquainted with their whole history. We could name off-hand, twenty at least, which we are quite sure have paid no taxes for the last six years. They are never inhabited for more than two months consecutively, and, we verily believe, have witnessed every retail trade in the directory.

我们的主要娱乐之一就是观察某一个店铺的变迁——兴衰起落。我们对城内不同地段的几家店十分熟悉，对其全部历史了如指掌。我们可以随口说出至少二十家在过去六年内确定没有交过税的店铺。它们被连续租用的时间从来不超过两个月。另外，我们也十分肯定，《工商业指南》上提到过的零售业都在这儿经营过。




There is one, whose history is a sample of the rest, in whose fate we have taken especial interest, having had the pleasure of knowing it ever since it has been a shop. It is on the Surrey side of the water—a little distance beyond the Marsh-gate. It was originally a substantial, good-looking private house enough; the landlord got into difficulties, the house got into Chancery, the tenant went away, and the house went to ruin. At this period our acquaintance with it commenced; the paint was all worn off; the windows were broken, the area was green with neglect and the overflowings of the water-butt; the butt itself was without a lid, and the street-door was the very picture of misery. The chief pastime of the children in the vicinity had been to assemble in a body on the steps, and to take it in turn to knock loud double knocks at the door, to the great satisfaction of the neighbours generally, and especially of the nervous old lady next door but one. Numerous complaints were made, and several small basins of water discharged over the offenders, but without effect. In this state of things, the marine-store dealer at the corner of the street, in the most obliging manner took the knocker off, and sold it: and the unfortunate house looked more wretched than ever.

其中有一家店铺的历史很有代表性。我们自从它开业以来就有幸了解它，所以对它的命运一直饶有兴趣。它位于泰晤士河靠近萨里的这一边——在离马什大门更远一点的地方。它本来是一处坚固漂亮的私宅，房主遇到了麻烦，房产被大法官收公，房客离开了，房子也就荒废了。我们就是在这个时候开始知道它的。墙上的油漆全部脱落了，窗户被打破了，整个院子因为无人照料加上盛雨的无盖水桶溢满而长满了青苔，临街门最能显出宅子的破败。附近孩子们的一大消遣就是聚集在门前的台阶上，轮流使劲地每人敲两下门，邻居们普遍深受其害，特别是住在隔壁第二家的有些神经质的老太太。街坊们纷纷抱怨，也有些人用脸盆接水去泼那些孩子，但都没起什么作用。在这种情形下，街角船具店的店商以最施恩于人的姿态将这个宅子的门环卸下来卖掉了。于是，这不幸的房子看起来比以往更加破败了。




We deserted our friend for a few weeks. What was our surprise, on our return, to find no trace of its existence! In its place was a handsome shop, fast approaching to a state of completion, and on the shutters were large bills, informing the public that it would shortly be opened with 'an extensive stock of linen-drapery and haberdashery.' It opened in due course; there was the name of the proprietor 'and Co.' in gilt letters, almost too dazzling to look at. Such ribbons and shawls and two such elegant young men behind the counter, each in a clean collar and white neckcloth, like the lover in a farce. As to the proprietor, he did nothing but walk up and down the shop, and hand seats to the ladies, and hold important conversations with the handsomest of the young men, who was shrewdly suspected by the neighbours to be the 'Co.' We saw all this with sorrow; we felt a fatal presentiment that the shop was doomed—and so it was. Its decay was slow, but sure. Tickets gradually appeared in the windows; then rolls of flannel, with labels on them, were stuck outside the door; then a bill was pasted on the street-door, intimating that the first floor was to let unfurnished; then one of the young men disappeared altogether, and the other took to a black neckerchief, and the proprietor took to drinking. The shop became dirty, broken panes of glass remained unmended, and the stock disappeared piecemeal. At last the company's man came to cut off the water, and then the linen-draper cut off himself, leaving the landlord his compliments and the key.

我们有几个星期没来看这个朋友。我们回来时，不禁大为惊讶，那座房子不见了踪影！取而代之的是一家即将完工的漂亮店铺，活动遮板上贴着大张的公告，告知公众它开业在即，卖有“多种亚麻制品和男士服饰”。它按时开业了，镀金的业主姓名以及“股份公司”几个大字闪闪发光，刺眼得简直让人不能直视。多么漂亮的缎带和围巾啊！柜台后的两个年轻小伙子是那么优雅，衣领洁净，还戴着白色的领饰，就像滑稽剧里的情人一样。至于这家店铺的老板，除了在店里走来走去、给女士们搬凳子、和一个被邻居们机灵地怀疑是合作商的帅小伙子进行重要的谈话外，什么也不做。目睹这一切让我们十分伤心，因为我们有一种不祥的预感，这家店注定不会有好结果——事实也确实如此。它的没落虽然缓慢，但果真没落了。标价牌逐渐出现在橱窗中；接着，成捆的法兰绒贴着标签堆到了门外；然后，临街门上贴了一个告示，说不带家具的二楼要外租；再接着，一个站柜台的小伙子不见了，另一个开始戴黑色的领饰，店主则开始借酒消愁。店铺里开始变得脏乱，打破了的玻璃窗一直没有修，存货一件件丢失。最后，自来水公司派人来断了水供应。后来，这个亚麻布商人断了自己的生命，给房东留下了他的问候和钥匙。




The next occupant was a fancy stationer. The shop was more modestly painted than before, still it was neat; but somehow we always thought, as we passed, that it looked like a poor and struggling concern. We wished the man well, but we trembled for his success. He was a widower evidently, and had employment elsewhere, for he passed us every morning on his road to the city. The business was carried on by his eldest daughter. Poor girl! she needed no assistance. We occasionally caught a glimpse of two or three children, in mourning like herself, as they sat in the little parlour behind the shop; and we never passed at night without seeing the eldest girl at work, either for them, or in making some elegant little trifle for sale. We often thought, as her pale face looked more sad and pensive in the dim candle-light, that if those thoughtless females who interfere with the miserable market of poor creatures such as these, knew but one-half of the misery they suffer, and the bitter privations they endure, in their honourable attempts to earn a scanty subsistence, they would, perhaps, resign even opportunities for the gratification of vanity, and an immodest love of self-display, rather than drive them to a last dreadful resource, which it would shock the delicate feelings of these CHARITABLE ladies to hear named.

下一个租户开了一家精美的文具店。这个店铺的装修比上次朴素，但仍然很整洁。但不知为何，每当我们经过时，总会觉得这家店铺看上去在可怜巴巴地挣扎着。我们祝福店主能走运，但我们对他能否成功很不看好。显然，他是一个鳏夫，而且在别的地方有工作，因为他每天早上去城里的路上都会遇到我们。店铺的生意由他的大女儿照料。真是个让人可怜的姑娘！她不需要别人的帮助。我们偶尔有几次瞥见两三个小孩坐在店铺后面的小客厅里，像她一样穿着丧服。每天晚上，我们经过时总会看到大女儿在工作，要么为几个孩子忙活，要么在制作些精巧的小玩意儿用于出售。她那苍白的面庞在昏暗的烛光下显得更加悲伤愁苦。我们常常想，如果那些捣乱这类穷苦人的可怜营生、缺乏头脑的女人们，哪怕只知道一半她们可敬地努力赚取微薄的生活费时所忍受的穷困和遭受的痛苦，或许就会放弃满足虚荣心的机会和傲慢地自我炫耀的爱好。或许她们不会再把那些穷苦人逼得孤注一掷，仅仅是听听那些绝望的做法，那些仁慈的女士们脆弱的感情也会受到震撼。




But we are forgetting the shop. Well, we continued to watch it, and every day showed too clearly the increasing poverty of its inmates. The children were clean, it is true, but their clothes were threadbare and shabby; no tenant had been procured for the upper part of the house, from the letting of which, a portion of the means of paying the rent was to have been derived, and a slow, wasting consumption prevented the eldest girl from continuing her exertions. Quarter-day arrived. The landlord had suffered from the extravagance of his last tenant, and he had no compassion for the struggles of his successor; he put in an execution. As we passed one morning, the broker's men were removing the little furniture there was in the house, and a newly-posted bill informed us it was again 'To Let.' What became of the last tenant we never could learn; we believe the girl is past all suffering, and beyond all sorrow. God help her! We hope she is.

但我们把那家店铺给忘了。喔，我们继续观注着它的境况，而每一天其租户都明显更穷困了。孩子们干干净净，这是事实，但他们的衣服破旧邋遢。本来把楼上的房间租出去可以用来补贴部分房租，但一直没有人来租。此外，大女儿患上了慢性肺病，没法继续干活。季度付款日到了。房东吸取了上一个租客的教训，又对文具商的困苦没有丝毫同情。他要求法院强制执行。有一天早上我们从那里经过，看到财产估价方的雇员正把店铺里的小家具一件件搬出来，门口贴了一张新的告示，这座房子又开始招租了。我们不知道上一个租客后来怎么样了，但相信那个姑娘再也不用忍受任何折磨和痛苦了。上帝保佑她吧！我们希望她不用再忍受。




We were somewhat curious to ascertain what would be the next stage—for that the place had no chance of succeeding now, was perfectly clear. The bill was soon taken down, and some alterations were being made in the interior of the shop. We were in a fever of expectation; we exhausted conjecture—we imagined all possible trades, none of which were perfectly reconcilable with our idea of the gradual decay of the tenement. It opened, and we wondered why we had not guessed at the real state of the case before. The shop—not a large one at the best of times—had been converted into two: one was a bonnet-shape maker's, the other was opened by a tobacconist, who also dealt in walking-sticks and Sunday newspapers; the two were separated by a thin partition, covered with tawdry striped paper.

我们有些好奇，想知道接下来的情况——因为显然这个房子是不可能再发迹了。那张告示很快就被揭了下来，店铺内部也做了些修整。我们焦急地等待着店铺的开张，猜测了一切可能的行业，但没有一种行业让我们觉得这所房子不会日益破败。终于开业了，我们感到奇怪，竟然之前没有猜到这种情况的可能性。这家最繁华的时候面积也不大的店铺已经被改成了两家：一家是女帽制造店；另一家是烟店，也顺带卖手杖和周日报纸。这两家店铺由一块薄板隔开，上面糊满了花哨的条纹纸。




The tobacconist remained in possession longer than any tenant within our recollection. He was a red-faced, impudent, good-for- nothing dog, evidently accustomed to take things as they came, and to make the best of a bad job. He sold as many cigars as he could, and smoked the rest. He occupied the shop as long as he could make peace with the landlord, and when he could no longer live in quiet, he very coolly locked the door, and bolted himself. From this period, the two little dens have undergone innumerable changes. The tobacconist was succeeded by a theatrical hair-dresser, who ornamented the window with a great variety of 'characters,' and terrific combats. The bonnet-shape maker gave place to a greengrocer, and the histrionic barber was succeeded, in his turn, by a tailor. So numerous have been the changes, that we have of late done little more than mark the peculiar but certain indications of a house being poorly inhabited. It has been progressing by almost imperceptible degrees. The occupiers of the shops have gradually given up room after room, until they have only reserved the little parlour for themselves. First there appeared a brass plate on the private door, with 'Ladies' School' legibly engraved thereon; shortly afterwards we observed a second brass plate, then a bell, and then another bell.

在我们的记忆里，那个烟店老板租这所房子的时间比其他房客都长。他是一个脸色发红、厚颜无耻、毫无用处的家伙，显然习惯了随遇而安的生活，充分利用哪怕是糟糕的事。他尽可能地卖雪茄烟，剩下的就自己抽掉。只要他能和房东和平相处下去，他就一直住在这儿。他实在不能安静地度日时，就会镇定地锁上门，自己插上门栓。这一阶段后，这两个破败的小店铺又经历了无数的变化。那个卖烟的走了之后又来了一个剧场理发师，他用各种戏剧中的“角色”和精彩的战斗场面来装点窗户。取代女帽制作店的是一家蔬菜水果店，后来那个剧院理发师则被一个裁缝取代了。变化如此之多，我们近来只能关注到这所住得很糟糕的房子的那些特殊而且确定的变化迹象。这所房子的变动几乎让人觉察不到。店铺的主人们逐渐把屋子一间间退掉，到最后只留下一个小起居间自己住。起初，私人的门上挂了一个铜块，上面清楚地刻着“女子学校”几个字。没过多久，我们就发现第二个铜块，接着是一个铃铛，然后又一个铃铛。




When we paused in front of our old friend, and observed these signs of poverty, which are not to be mistaken, we thought as we turned away, that the house had attained its lowest pitch of degradation. We were wrong. When we last passed it, a 'dairy' was established in the area, and a party of melancholy-looking fowls were amusing themselves by running in at the front door, and out at the back one.

我们在这位老朋友面前停下来，看到这些真真切切的衰败迹象，转身离去时，心想这应该是它最惨的境地了。我们错了。最后一次经过那里时，我们发现那个地方变成了一个“奶站”，一群样子忧郁的家禽正自娱自乐地从前门跑进，又从后门跑出。








CHAPTER IV SCOTLAND-YARD

第四章　苏格兰场




Scotland-yard is a small—a very small-tract of land, bounded on one side by the river Thames, on the other by the gardens of Northumberland House: abutting at one end on the bottom of Northumberland-street, at the other on the back of Whitehall-palace. When this territory was first accidentally discovered by a country gentleman who lost his way in the Strand, some years ago, the original settlers were found to be a tailor, a publican, two eating-house keepers, and a fruit-pie maker; and it was also found to contain a race of strong and bulky men, who repaired to the wharfs in Scotland-yard regularly every morning, about five or six o'clock, to fill heavy waggons with coal, with which they proceeded to distant places up the country, and supplied the inhabitants with fuel. When they had emptied their waggons, they again returned for a fresh supply; and this trade was continued throughout the year.

苏格兰场是一片很小，非常小的区域。它的一边是泰晤士河，另一边与诺森伯兰府邸的花园搭界，一头是诺森伯兰大街的尽头，另一头在怀特霍尔宫的后面。几年前，一位在斯特兰迷了路的乡绅首次意外发现了这个区域。此地最初的居民是一个裁缝、一个酒馆老板、两个经营小饭店的店主，还有一个做水果馅饼的人。那儿还有一群五大三粗的壮汉，他们每天早上五六点钟在苏格兰场的码头把煤运到沉重的运货车上。这些煤会运到国内遥远的地方，给当地的居民提供燃料。运货车在目的地卸货后，又会返回继续装运，如此反复，一年都是这样。




As the settlers derived their subsistence from ministering to the wants of these primitive traders, the articles exposed for sale, and the places where they were sold, bore strong outward marks of being expressly adapted to their tastes and wishes. The tailor displayed in his window a Lilliputian pair of leather gaiters, and a diminutive round frock, while each doorpost was appropriately garnished with a model of a coal-sack. The two eating-house keepers exhibited joints of a magnitude, and puddings of a solidity, which coalheavers alone could appreciate; and the fruit-pie maker displayed on his well-scrubbed window-board large white compositions of flour and dripping, ornamented with pink stains, giving rich promise of the fruit within, which made their huge mouths water, as they lingered past.

由于这里的居民都是靠向这些干简单体力活的人提供必需品而维持生计，所以他们卖的东西和卖东西的地方都带有强烈的迎合这些人口味和愿望的外在特征。裁缝在他的橱窗里展示了一双小矮人式的长筒皮靴和一件小款的圆袍，而每个门柱上都适当地装饰有一个煤袋。那两个经营小饭店的店主则展示着带骨的大块肉和硬实的布丁，这些食物只对搬煤工有吸引力。那个做水果馅饼的人则在他那一尘不染的窗板上展示着用面粉和油混合制成的大块白色馅饼，上面还缀着些粉红色的斑点，表示馅饼里一定夹了许多水果，让路过的工人直流口水。




But the choicest spot in all Scotland-yard was the old public-house in the corner. Here, in a dark wainscoted-room of ancient appearance, cheered by the glow of a mighty fire, and decorated with an enormous clock, whereof the face was white, and the figures black, sat the lusty coalheavers, quaffing large draughts of Barclay's best, and puffing forth volumes of smoke, which wreathed heavily above their heads, and involved the room in a thick dark cloud. From this apartment might their voices be heard on a winter's night, penetrating to the very bank of the river, as they shouted out some sturdy chorus, or roared forth the burden of a popular song; dwelling upon the last few words with a strength and length of emphasis which made the very roof tremble above them.

但整个苏格兰场最好的地方还要数街角那家有不少年头的小酒馆。这个装着壁板、古香古色的昏暗房间经欢腾旺盛的炉火渲染，气氛显得十分活跃。房间里有一口大钟，白色表面，黑色数字。健壮的搬煤工人们聚在这里，坐着一边酣饮巴克利佳酿，一边吞云吐雾，浓浓的烟雾盘旋在他们头顶，像是一片厚重的乌云在房间里升腾。冬天的夜晚，他们的声音从这个房间传出来，一直可以传到河岸上。他们在喊着某个粗犷的合唱曲，或是咆哮着唱出一首流行歌曲的副歌。到最后几个字时，他们还会用力地拖长以示强调，连屋顶都跟着颤动起来。




Here, too, would they tell old legends of what the Thames was in ancient times, when the Patent Shot Manufactory wasn't built, and Waterloo-bridge had never been thought of; and then they would shake their heads with portentous looks, to the deep edification of the rising generation of heavers, who crowded round them, and wondered where all this would end; whereat the tailor would take his pipe solemnly from his mouth, and say, how that he hoped it might end well, but he very much doubted whether it would or not, and couldn't rightly tell what to make of it—a mysterious expression of opinion, delivered with a semi-prophetic air, which never failed to elicit the fullest concurrence of the assembled company; and so they would go on drinking and wondering till ten o'clock came, and with it the tailor's wife to fetch him home, when the little party broke up, to meet again in the same room, and say and do precisely the same things, on the following evening at the same hour.

在这儿，他们还会讲述关于泰晤士河在古代是什么样子的古老传说，那时专利造酒厂还没有建，人们也没想到会修一座滑铁卢桥。说到这些，他们就会面带不详神色地摇摇头，而想知道后事如何的年轻一代搬运工们则会围上来，接受深刻的教诲。这时候，裁缝就会庄严地从嘴中取下烟斗，说他是如何希望会有好结果，但他对此毫无把握，说不出个有道理的所以然——一种神秘的意见，加之带着半预言似的神态说出来，总会得到在座者的一致赞同。于是，他们就继续喝酒，继续疑惑，直到十点钟时，裁缝的妻子过来把他叫走，小聚会也就结束了。但到第二天的同一时间，他们还会来到这个地方，做完全相同的事情，说完全相同的话。




About this time the barges that came up the river began to bring vague rumours to Scotland-yard of somebody in the city having been heard to say, that the Lord Mayor had threatened in so many words to pull down the old London-bridge, and build up a new one. At first these rumours were disregarded as idle tales, wholly destitute of foundation, for nobody in Scotland-yard doubted that if the Lord Mayor contemplated any such dark design, he would just be clapped up in the Tower for a week or two, and then killed off for high treason.

大约就在这个时候，从水路来到苏格兰场的驳船带来了一些谣言，说城里有人说市长大人明确威胁要把旧伦敦桥拆掉，再建一个新的。起初，这些谣言只被当成是毫无根据的无稽之谈，没有人理会，因为苏格兰场的人们都认为，如果市长有这样邪恶的阴谋，他一定会被关到伦敦塔里一两个星期，然后以重度叛国罪被处死。




By degrees, however, the reports grew stronger, and more frequent, and at last a barge, laden with numerous chaldrons of the best Wallsend, brought up the positive intelligence that several of the arches of the old bridge were stopped, and that preparations were actually in progress for constructing the new one. What an excitement was visible in the old tap-room on that memorable night! Each man looked into his neighbour's face, pale with alarm and astonishment, and read therein an echo of the sentiments which filled his own breast. The oldest heaver present proved to demonstration, that the moment the piers were removed, all the water in the Thames would run clean off, and leave a dry gully in its place. What was to become of the coal-barges—of the trade of Scotland-yard—of the very existence of its population? The tailor shook his head more sagely than usual, and grimly pointing to a knife on the table, bid them wait and see what happened. He said nothing—not he; but if the Lord Mayor didn't fall a victim to popular indignation, why he would be rather astonished; that was all.

但是，这些谣言逐渐变得越来越严重，越来越频繁。最后，一艘满载上好沃尔森德煤的驳船带来了确切的消息——老伦敦桥的几个桥拱已经被堵住了，而且建造新桥的准备工作已经在进行中了。得知消息的那个难忘的夜晚，小酒馆里的人们多么激动呀！人人都因为惊慌而面色苍白，望着邻居，在别人的脸上读到了自己内心情绪的共鸣。在场的最老的搬运工向众人断言，一旦桥墩全部拆除，泰晤士河的水就会流光，只留下一片干枯的河谷。那些运煤的驳船怎么办，苏格兰场的生意怎么办，这里的人们怎么办？裁缝比往常更显贤明地摇着头，冷酷地指了指桌子上的一把刀，让大家静观其变。他什么也没说——一个字都没说。他心想，市长大人要不沦为众怒的牺牲品就怪了，仅此而已。




They did wait; barge after barge arrived, and still no tidings of the assassination of the Lord Mayor. The first stone was laid: it was done by a Duke—the King's brother. Years passed away, and the bridge was opened by the King himself. In course of time, the piers were removed; and when the people in Scotland-yard got up next morning in the confident expectation of being able to step over to Pedlar's Acre without wetting the soles of their shoes, they found to their unspeakable astonishment that the water was just where it used to be.

他们确实在等着，一艘艘驳船到来了，但一直没有市长大人遇刺的苗头。新桥的第一块石头铺上了，由一位公爵——国王的弟弟铺的。几年之后，国王亲自宣布新桥启用。在这期间，桥墩都被搬走了。第二天早上，苏格兰场的居民起床后，满怀信心地期待可以不用沾湿鞋底就能走到派德拉田地那边去时，却发现水位还是还是和以前一样高，惊讶地说不出话来。




A result so different from that which they had anticipated from this first improvement, produced its full effect upon the inhabitants of Scotland-yard. One of the eating-house keepers began to court public opinion, and to look for customers among a new class of people. He covered his little dining-tables with white cloths, and got a painter's apprentice to inscribe something about hot joints from twelve to two, in one of the little panes of his shop-window. Improvement began to march with rapid strides to the very threshold of Scotland-yard. A new market sprung up at Hungerford, and the Police Commissioners established their office in Whitehall-plaace. The traffic in Scotland-yard increased; fresh Members were added to the House of Commons, the Metropolitan Representatives found it a near cut, and many other foot passengers followed their example.

第一次改造的结果与苏格兰场居民的预料有很大出入，这对他们产生了颇大的影响。一个小饭店的店主开始讨好公众舆论，在另一社会阶层中招揽顾客。他在小餐桌上铺了白色的桌布，还请一个油漆工学徒在橱窗的一块小格玻璃上写了十二点到两点供应带骨大块肉之类的字样。改良运动迅速地大步迈进苏格兰场的大门。亨格福德新兴起了一个市场，警察局委员们则在怀特霍尔宫设立了自己的办公室。苏格兰场的交通繁忙起来，该区的下议院席位也增加了，首都代表们发现它是通往别处的一条捷径，许多步行的人也纷纷效仿。




We marked the advance of civilisation, and beheld it with a sigh. The eating-house keeper who manfully resisted the innovation of table-cloths, was losing ground every day, as his opponent gained it, and a deadly feud sprung up between them. The genteel one no longer took his evening's pint in Scotland-yard, but drank gin and water at a 'parlour' in Parliament-street. The fruit-pie maker still continued to visit the old room, but he took to smoking cigars, and began to call himself a pastrycook, and to read the papers. The old heavers still assembled round the ancient fireplace, but their talk was mournful: and the loud song and the joyous shout were heard no more.

我们感慨地看着，关注着文明的推进。那个毅然拒绝桌布这一创新的小饭店店主每天都在失去顾客。他的竞争对手赢得了那些顾客，他们变得水火不容。附庸风雅之人不再在苏格兰场喝他每晚一品脱的酒了，而是去议会大街的一个“休闲吧”喝掺水的杜松子酒。那个做水果馅饼的人依旧去以前那个酒馆，但他开始抽雪茄烟，还开始自称为点心师，读起了报纸。老搬煤工人们还是会聚在那个有不少年头的火炉旁，但他们的谈话不无悲伤。当初嘹亮的歌声和欢快的叫喊再也听不到了。




And what is Scotland-yard now? How have its old customs changed; and how has the ancient simplicity of its inhabitants faded away! The old tottering public-house is converted into a spacious and lofty 'wine-vaults;' gold leaf has been used in the construction of the letters which emblazon its exterior, and the poet's art has been called into requisition, to intimate that if you drink a certain description of ale, you must hold fast by the rail. The tailor exhibits in his window the pattern of a foreign-looking brown surtout, with silk buttons, a fur collar, and fur cuffs. He wears a stripe down the outside of each leg of his trousers: and we have detected his assistants (for he has assistants now) in the act of sitting on the shop-board in the same uniform.

苏格兰场现在变成了什么样子？它的陈旧习俗发生了怎样的变化，居民们古老的质朴之风又是怎样消失的！那家有倒塌之势的老酒馆被改造成了一家宽敞高大的“酒窖”，装饰外部时还用金叶片组拼字母，诗人的艺术才华也得以应用，表述如果喝了麦芽酒，走路时一定要扶好栏杆。裁缝在他的橱窗里展示了一件外国式样的棕色外套的样款，衣服的纽扣是丝质的，还有毛皮领子和袖口。他穿的裤子上两侧各有一道条纹，我们发现他的店员们（如今他雇上店员了）也穿着同样的制服，坐在店铺的板子上。




At the other end of the little row of houses a boot-maker has established himself in a brick box, with the additional innovation of a first floor; and here he exposes for sale, boots—real Wellington boots—an article which a few years ago, none of the original inhabitants had ever seen or heard of. It was but the other day, that a dress-maker opened another little box in the middle of the row; and, when we thought that the spirit of change could produce no alteration beyond that, a jeweller appeared, and not content with exposing gilt rings and copper bracelets out of number, put up an announcement, which still sticks in his window, that 'ladies' ears may be pierced within.' The dress-maker employs a young lady who wears pockets in her apron; and the tailor informs the public that gentlemen may have their own materials made up.

在这一小排房子的另一头，一个靴匠自己用砖砌了一座容身之处，还别出心裁地建了二层楼。他在这儿出售靴子，真正的惠灵顿长筒靴。几年前，苏格兰场最早的居民们从没见过或听说过这种靴子。就在几天前，一个做女装的人在这排房子中间开了一家小店。正当我们以为变更之风到此为止时，一家珠宝店又开张了。店主并不满足于只展示成批的镀金项链和铜手镯，还在他的橱窗里贴了一张告示，上面写着“提供为女士穿耳孔服务”，那张告示直到现在还在那里。做女装的那位雇了一个年轻姑娘，她穿一件带口袋的围裙。裁缝则对大众宣布顾客可自带布料。




Amidst all this change, and restlessness, and innovation, there remains but one old man, who seems to mourn the downfall of this ancient place. He holds no converse with human kind, but, seated on a wooden bench at the angle of the wall which fronts the crossing from Whitehall-palace, watches in silence the gambols of his sleek and well-fed dogs. He is the presiding genius of Scotland-yard. Years and years have rolled over his head; but, in fine weather or in foul, hot or cold, wet or dry, hail, rain, or snow, he is still in his accustomed spot. Misery and want are depicted in his countenance; his form is bent by age, his head is grey with length of trial, but there he sits from day to day, brooding over the past; and thither he will continue to drag his feeble limbs, until his eyes have closed upon Scotland-yard, and upon the world together.

在这一切变化、动荡与创新之中，只有一位老人看上去为这古老地方的没落而伤悲。他不跟任何人说话，只是坐在怀特霍尔宫十字路口对面那堵墙角落里的一条木质长凳上，默默地看着他那几只毛发光滑、膘肥体圆的狗嬉戏打闹。他是苏格兰场的大才子。年复一年，无论天气好坏，不管炎热还是寒冷，不管是阴天，晴天，雨天，冰雹，或是大雪，他总是呆在他的老位置。他的面容上写着悲苦与贫穷，年老使他的身躯弯了，长期的苦难使他头发灰白，但他坐在那里，日复一日，思考着过去。他拖着虚弱的身体走到那儿，直到他再也看不到苏格兰场，再也看不到这个世界。




A few years hence, and the antiquary of another generation looking into some mouldy record of the strife and passions that agitated the world in these times, may glance his eye over the pages we have just filled: and not all his knowledge of the history of the past, not all his black-letter lore, or his skill in book-collecting, not all the dry studies of a long life, or the dusty volumes that have cost him a fortune, may help him to the whereabouts, either of Scotland-yard, or of any one of the landmarks we have mentioned in describing it.

再过几年，下一代的古文物研究者翻阅记载着搅动了这个时代的世界的冲突和激情的一些发了霉的记录时，也许会撇两眼我们刚刚写下的文字。然而，穷极他所有的历史知识、书本中的所有知识、他收藏书籍的一切本领、漫长生命中枯燥的埋首研究，以及他花巨资得来的落满灰尘的书卷，他也无法知道苏格兰场和我们描述苏格兰场时提到的那些地标所在。








CHAPTER V SEVEN DIALS

第五章　七街转盘区




We have always been of opinion that if Tom King and the Frenchman had not immortalised Seven Dials, Seven Dials would have immortalised itself. Seven Dials! the region of song and poetry—first effusions, and last dying speeches: hallowed by the names of Catnach and of Pitts—names that will entwine themselves with costermongers, and barrel-organs, when penny magazines shall have superseded penny yards of song, and capital punishment be unknown!

我们一直认为，如果汤姆·金和那个法国人没有让七街转盘区不朽，它也会让自身不朽的。七街转盘区啊！歌曲和诗歌之地——见证了最初抒发的强烈感情和临终前的话语，因卡特纳赫和皮茨的名字而变得神圣——这两个名字只会在廉价的杂志取代廉价的歌曲且无人知晓死刑后，才会与小贩和手摇风琴扯上关系。




Look at the construction of the place. The Gordian knot was all very well in its way: so was the maze of Hampton Court: so is the maze at the Beulah Spa: so were the ties of stiff white neckcloths, when the difficulty of getting one on, was only to be equalled by the apparent impossibility of ever getting it off again. But what involutions can compare with those of Seven Dials? Where is there such another maze of streets, courts, lanes, and alleys? Where such a pure mixture of Englishmen and Irishmen, as in this complicated part of London? We boldly aver that we doubt the veracity of the legend to which we have adverted. We CAN suppose a man rash enough to inquire at random—at a house with lodgers too—for a Mr. Thompson, with all but the certainty before his eyes, of finding at least two or three Thompsons in any house of moderate dimensions; but a Frenchman—a Frenchman in Seven Dials! Pooh! He was an Irishman. Tom King's education had been neglected in his infancy, and as he couldn't understand half the man said, he took it for granted he was talking French.

来看一下这个地方的构成。戈耳狄俄丝之结还是老样子，汉普顿宫的迷宫、比尤拉温泉疗养院的迷宫和白色领饰的领结也是老样子，戴上去很困难，而摘下来似乎也同样不可能。但什么样的错综复杂能和七街转盘区相比呢？哪儿还有这样迷宫般的庭院弄堂和大街小巷？还有哪个地方像伦敦这一复杂区域这样严格地杂居着英国人和爱尔兰人？我们勇敢地断言，我们怀疑提到的那个传说的可信性。我们可以设想，一个鲁莽的人随便到一个有人住的房子里去找汤普森先生，那么他一定可以在任何中等大小的房子里找到至少两三个姓汤普森的人。但若要找一个法国人——在七街转盘区找一个法国人！呸！他是个爱尔兰人啊！汤姆·金幼年时没有受过良好的教育，那个人说的话他有一半听不懂，所以就想当然地以为他说的是法语了。




The stranger who finds himself in 'The Dials' for the first time, and stands Belzoni-like, at the entrance of seven obscure passages, uncertain which to take, will see enough around him to keep his curiosity and attention awake for no inconsiderable time. From the irregular square into which he has plunged, the streets and courts dart in all directions, until they are lost in the unwholesome vapour which hangs over the house-tops, and renders the dirty perspective uncertain and confined; and lounging at every corner, as if they came there to take a few gasps of such fresh air as has found its way so far, but is too much exhausted already, to be enabled to force itself into the narrow alleys around, are groups of people, whose appearance and dwellings would fill any mind but a regular Londoner's with astonishment.

第一次来到七街转盘区的陌生人会像贝尔佐尼那样，站在七条昏暗的街口，不知道要选哪条。他久久地环顾四围，以使他的好奇心和新鲜感长久地保持下去。从他进入的那个不规则的广场开始，街道和房屋向四面八方延伸，消失在有害健康的雾气中。这雾气笼罩在房顶上，使远处的事物变得模糊不清，阻碍了视线。每一个角落里都有人在闲逛，像是要吸几口好不容易吹到这儿的新鲜空气一样。但这些新鲜空气已经疲惫不堪了，无法使自己进入周围的狭窄小巷了。这儿的人们的外貌和住所会让任何非伦敦常住居民深感惊讶。




On one side, a little crowd has collected round a couple of ladies, who having imbibed the contents of various 'three-outs' of gin and bitters in the course of the morning, have at length differed on some point of domestic arrangement, and are on the eve of settling the quarrel satisfactorily, by an appeal to blows, greatly to the interest of other ladies who live in the same house, and tenements adjoining, and who are all partisans on one side or other.

一边，一小群人围着几个女人，她们上午喝了好几种三分之一杯容量的杜松子酒和苦酒，最终在一些家庭琐事上发生了分歧，眼看就要付诸暴力来完满地解决争吵。这大大地吸引了住在同一住宅的其他女人和邻近的租客，她们都支持着争端中的一方。




'Vy don't you pitch into her, Sarah?' exclaims one half-dressed matron, by way of encouragement. 'Vy don't you? if MY 'usband had treated her with a drain last night, unbeknown to me, I'd tear her precious eyes out—a wixen!'

“你为啥不揍她，萨拉？”一个半裸着的妇女在旁边大喊着鼓动萨拉，“你为啥不动手呢？要是我丈夫昨晚背着我请她喝酒，我非要把她那宝贝眼睛挖下来不可——这只母老虎！”




'What's the matter, ma'am?' inquires another old woman, who has just bustled up to the spot.

“出什么事情了啊，夫人？”一个年老的女人问道，她刚刚匆匆赶到现场。




'Matter!' replies the first speaker, talking AT the obnoxious combatant, 'matter! Here's poor dear Mrs. Sulliwin, as has five blessed children of her own, can't go out a charing for one arternoon, but what hussies must be a comin', and 'ticing avay her oun'usband, as she's been married to twelve year come next Easter Monday, for I see the certificate ven I vas a drinkin' a cup o' tea vith her, only the werry last blessed Ven'sday as ever was sent. I 'appen'd to say promiscuously, "Mrs. Sulliwin," says I—'

“事情！”，第一个说话的人答道，她是对着那个可恶的好斗者说的，“事情！这是可怜的沙利文太太，她有五个可爱的孩子，忙得连出去玩一个下午的时间都没有。可这个狐狸精来了，勾引走了她的丈夫。下一个复活节的礼拜一可是他们结婚十二周年啊。上个礼拜三，我和她喝茶的时候还看到了他们的结婚证。我随口对她说：‘沙利文太太，’我说——”




'What do you mean by hussies?' interrupts a champion of the other party, who has evinced a strong inclination throughout to get up a branch fight on her own account ('Hooroar,' ejaculates a pot-boy in parenthesis, 'put the kye-bosk on her, Mary!'), 'What do you mean by hussies?' reiterates the champion.

“你说狐狸精是什么意思？”另一方一个好斗的女人突然插话，她一直想借此机会自己挑起一场争斗（“好啊，”一个酒保突然喊道，“用那一篮裸麦砸她，玛丽！”），“你说狐狸精是什么意思？”那个好斗的女人重复道。




'Niver mind,' replies the opposition expressively, 'niver mind; YOU go home, and, ven you're quite sober, mend your stockings.'

“算了吧，”对方带着丰富的面部表情说，“算了吧，你回家去，等酒醒了，去补补自己的袜子吧。”




This somewhat personal allusion, not only to the lady's habits of intemperance, but also to the state of her wardrobe, rouses her utmost ire, and she accordingly complies with the urgent request of the bystanders to 'pitch in,' with considerable alacrity. The scuffle became general, and terminates, in minor play-bill phraseology, with 'arrival of the policemen, interior of the station-house, and impressive denouement.'

这一针对她的暗示不仅暗指了她酗酒的习惯，还暗指她的穿着状况。这使她出离愤怒，随即动作非常敏捷地顺从了旁观者们“揍她啊”的急切要求。打斗成了一片混战，用二流剧场节目单上的话说，结局就是“警察赶来了，事情在警局里解决，结果很让人感动。”




In addition to the numerous groups who are idling about the gin-shops and squabbling in the centre of the road, every post in the open space has its occupant, who leans against it for hours, with listless perseverance. It is odd enough that one class of men in London appear to have no enjoyment beyond leaning against posts. We never saw a regular bricklayer's labourer take any other recreation, fighting excepted. Pass through St. Giles's in the evening of a week-day, there they are in their fustian dresses, spotted with brick-dust and whitewash, leaning against posts. Walk through Seven Dials on Sunday morning: there they are again, drab or light corduroy trousers, Blucher boots, blue coats, and great yellow waistcoats, leaning against posts. The idea of a man dressing himself in his best clothes, to lean against a post all day!

除了在杜松子酒酒馆附近闲逛的一群群人和在街中间吵架的人外，空地上的每根柱子旁都站着人，他们无精打采又很顽固地靠在那儿长达几个小时。真是够奇怪的，伦敦竟然有这样一类以靠在柱子上为最大乐趣的人。我们从没见过一个普通砌砖工人除了打架还有其他的消遣方式。在工作日晚上经过圣加尔斯街时，你会看到他们斜靠在柱子上，穿着粗斜纹工作服，上面沾着点点砖灰和白石灰。星期天早上走过七街转盘区时，你会看到他们还靠在柱子上，穿着褐色或浅色的灯芯绒裤子、布吕歇尔靴、蓝外套和宽大的黄色背心。想想看吧，一个男人穿着他最好的衣服，就是为了在柱子旁靠一整天！




The peculiar character of these streets, and the close resemblance each one bears to its neighbour, by no means tends to decrease the bewilderment in which the unexperienced wayfarer through 'the Dials' finds himself involved. He traverses streets of dirty, straggling houses, with now and then an unexpected court composed of buildings as ill-proportioned and deformed as the half-naked children that wallow in the kennels. Here and there, a little dark chandler's shop, with a cracked bell hung up behind the door to announce the entrance of a customer, or betray the presence of some young gentleman in whom a passion for shop tills has developed itself at an early age: others, as if for support, against some handsome lofty building, which usurps the place of a low dingy public-house; long rows of broken and patched windows expose plants that may have flourished when 'the Dials' were built, in vessels as dirty as 'the Dials' themselves; and shops for the purchase of rags, bones, old iron, and kitchen-stuff, vie in cleanliness with the bird-fanciers and rabbit-dealers, which one might fancy so many arks, but for the irresistible conviction that no bird in its proper senses, who was permitted to leave one of them, would ever come back again. Brokers' shops, which would seem to have been established by humane individuals, as refuges for destitute bugs, interspersed with announcements of day-schools, penny theatres, petition-writers, mangles, and music for balls or routs, complete the 'still life' of the subject; and dirty men, filthy women, squalid children, fluttering shuttlecocks, noisy battledores, reeking pipes, bad fruit, more than doubtful oysters, attenuated cats, depressed dogs, and anatomical fowls, are its cheerful accompaniments.

这些街道特别的特征和它们彼此之间巨大的相似性，丝毫不会减轻一个初来乍到的行人来到七街转盘区时感到的迷惑。他穿过两边是肮脏凌乱的房屋的街道，不时会意外地看到一个庭院，里面的房屋不合体统、丑陋畸形，就像那些半裸着在狗窝里打滚的小孩一样。到处都有狭小幽暗的杂货铺，门后挂着一个破铃，宣布有顾客光临，并能暴露小小年纪就起偷店里收银处的钱之心的年轻人进来了。有的店铺依傍着建在又矮又暗的小酒馆之上的豪华大楼，像是寻求支持一样。透过那一长排破碎和修补过的玻璃窗可以看到也许在转盘区初建时还生长茂盛的植物，这些植物种在像转盘区一样脏的容器里。那些收购破布、骨头、废铁和厨房用品的小店在和养鸟和买卖兔子的店比赛谁更整洁。若不是你不由自主地坚信任何精神正常的鸟儿一旦准许飞出那地方，就永远不会再回来，你可能会以为那儿有很多方舟呢。那些好像是由好心人开办的为穷困潦倒的大亨提供避难所的掮客铺子里，贴满了告示，有走读学校的、廉价剧院的、写上诉状的、买卖轧布机的，还有为舞会和宴会提供伴奏的，这些便是铺子里的“静物”。与之完美相配的则有肮脏的男人、邋遢的女人、满身污垢的孩子、横冲直撞的羽毛球、嘈杂的羽毛球拍击打声、散发着恶臭的管子、腐烂的水果、沮丧的狗，还有骨架式的家禽。




If the external appearance of the houses, or a glance at their inhabitants, present but few attractions, a closer acquaintance with either is little calculated to alter one's first impression. Every room has its separate tenant, and every tenant is, by the same mysterious dispensation which causes a country curate to 'increase and multiply' most marvellously, generally the head of a numerous family.

倘若这些房屋的外观，或是对里面住户的一瞥不能吸引住你的话，那么对上述任何一方面进行更深入的了解恐怕也难以改变你的第一印象。每个房间都有单独的房客，而通过同样的神秘安排，每个租客一般都是一个大户人家的家长，也使乡间助理牧师的数量以不可思议的速度成倍增加。




The man in the shop, perhaps, is in the baked 'jemmy' line, or the fire-wood and hearth-stone line, or any other line which requires a floating capital of eighteen-pence or thereabouts: and he and his family live in the shop, and the small back parlour behind it. Then there is an Irish labourer and HIS family in the back kitchen, and a jobbing man—carpet-beater and so forth—with HIS family in the front one. In the front one-pair, there's another man with another wife and family, and in the back one-pair, there's 'a young 'oman as takes in tambour-work, and dresses quite genteel,' who talks a good deal about 'my friend,' and can't 'a-bear anything low. The second floor front, and the rest of the lodgers, are just a second edition of the people below, except a shabby-genteel man in the back attic, who has his half-pint of coffee every morning from the coffee-shop next door but one, which boasts a little front den called a coffee-room, with a fireplace, over which is an inscription, politely requesting that, 'to prevent mistakes,' customers will 'please to pay on delivery.' The shabby-genteel man is an object of some mystery, but as he leads a life of seclusion, and never was known to buy anything beyond an occasional pen, except half-pints of coffee, penny loaves, and ha'porths of ink, his fellow-lodgers very naturally suppose him to be an author; and rumours are current in the Dials, that he writes poems for Mr.Warren.

店里的那个男人可能是干烤羊肉这行的，也可能是卖柴火或灶台石头行业的，或者任何一种需要十八便士左右流动资金的营生。他和他的家人就住在店铺和后面那个小厅里。另外还有一个爱尔兰工人和他的一家人住在后面厨房，一个打杂工的男人——也许是干拍打地毯之类的活——和他的一家人住在前面厨房。二楼的前房住着另一个男人和他的家人，后房则住着“一个在家里接棚架绣花活计、穿着很是优雅的年轻女士”。她经常谈起“我的朋友”，不能忍受任何低级趣味的东西。三楼前房和其余的租客是楼下那些人的翻版，除了住在后阁楼的一个没教养的男人。他每天早上都会去隔壁第二家的咖啡店买半品脱咖啡，那家咖啡店把狭小的前厅美名曰为咖啡室，有一个壁炉，壁炉上刻着几个字，礼貌地要求“为了避免差错，请货到付款”。这位没教养的先生有几分神秘色彩，但因为他过着隐居生活，除了半品脱咖啡、一便士的面包和半便士的墨水外，人们只见过他偶尔买支钢笔，于是其他租客自然地认为他是一个作家。最近七街转盘区流传着一个谣言，说他为沃伦先生写诗。




Now anybody who passed through the Dials on a hot summer's evening, and saw the different women of the house gossiping on the steps, would be apt to think that all was harmony among them, and that a more primitive set of people than the native Diallers could not be imagined. Alas! the man in the shop ill-treats his family; the carpet-beater extends his professional pursuits to his wife; the one-pair front has an undying feud with the two-pair front, in consequence of the two-pair front persisting in dancing over his (the one-pair front's) head, when he and his family have retired for the night; the two-pair back will interfere with the front kitchen's children; the Irishman comes home drunk every other night, and attacks everybody; and the one-pair back screams at everything. Animosities spring up between floor and floor; the very cellar asserts his equality. Mrs. A.'smacks' Mrs. B.'s child for 'making faces.' Mrs. B. forthwith throws cold water over Mrs. A.'s child for 'calling names.' The husbands are embroiled—the quarrel becomes general—an assault is the consequence, and a police-officer the result.

炎热的夏夜，任何一个经过转盘区的人看到各家女人聚在门前台阶上闲聊时，会倾向于认为她们之间相处十分融洽，认为没有任何一个地方的人们能比转盘区的人们更淳朴了。天啊！住在店铺里的那个男人虐待家人；那个地毯拍打工把职业动作用在自己老婆身上；二楼前房的住户与三楼前房的那家有不共戴天之仇，因为每当二楼那家晚上要休息时，楼上就一定要在他们头顶上方跳舞；三楼后房的那家总与前面厨房家的孩子起冲突；那个爱尔兰人每隔一晚就要在外面喝个大醉，回家后见人就打；而二楼后房的女人遇事总爱叫嚷。楼上楼下的人之间都结下了仇，就连住地下室的人也不甘示弱。A太太打了Ｂ太太的孩子一巴掌，因为他扮鬼脸，Ｂ太太拿冷水泼了Ａ太太的孩子，因为他骂人。丈夫们也被卷了进来，争吵升级，于是打起架来，结果招来了警察。








CHAPTER VI MEDITATIONS IN MONMOUTH-STREET

第六章　蒙茅斯街的冥想




We have always entertained a particular attachment towards Monmouth-street, as the only true and real emporium for second-hand wearing apparel. Monmouth-street is venerable from its antiquity, and respectable from its usefulness. Holywell-street we despise; the red-headed and red-whiskered Jews who forcibly haul you into their squalid houses, and thrust you into a suit of clothes, whether you will or not, we detest.

蒙茅斯街是唯一真正的旧衣服商城，我们总是对它怀有一种特殊的感情。蒙茅斯街因其古老而受人崇敬，因其有用而受到尊重。我们鄙视霍利维尔街，厌恶那些红头发红胡子的犹太人把你强行拉进脏兮兮的屋子里，给你硬套上一身衣服，也不管你愿意不愿意。




The inhabitants of Monmouth-street are a distinct class; a peaceable and retiring race, who immure themselves for the most part in deep cellars, or small back parlours, and who seldom come forth into the world, except in the dusk and coolness of the evening, when they may be seen seated, in chairs on the pavement, smoking their pipes, or watching the gambols of their engaging children as they revel in the gutter, a happy troop of infantine scavengers. Their countenances bear a thoughtful and a dirty cast, certain indications of their love of traffic; and their habitations are distinguished by that disregard of outward appearance and neglect of personal comfort, so common among people who are constantly immersed in profound speculations, and deeply engaged in sedentary pursuits.

蒙茅斯街的居民是种很特别的阶层，是个温顺而生活简单的民族。他们通常蛰居在深深的地窖或小小的后院起居室里，很少外出。除非在黄昏和凉爽的夜晚，你才能看到他们坐在人行道的椅子上，抽着烟斗，或者看着他们可爱的孩子在沟里嬉戏打闹。这些孩子真是一群快活的小清道夫。他们的面容里带着一种深沉又肮脏的气质，表明他们热爱做买卖。他们的住处也显示出忽视外观和个人舒适的鲜明特点，这对于常常陷入深思、坐着埋头工作的人来说是很正常的。




We have hinted at the antiquity of our favourite spot. 'A Monmouth-street laced coat' was a by-word a century ago; and still we find Monmouth-street the same. Pilot great-coats with wooden buttons, have usurped the place of the ponderous laced coats with full skirts; embroidered waistcoats with large flaps, have yielded to double-breasted checks with roll-collars; and three-cornered hats of quaint appearance, have given place to the low crowns and broad brims of the coachman school; but it is the times that have changed, not Monmouth-street. Through every alteration and every change, Monmouth-street has still remained the burial-place of the fashions; and such, to judge from all present appearances, it will remain until there are no more fashions to bury. We love to walk among these extensive groves of the illustrious dead, and to indulge in the speculations to which they give rise; now fitting a deceased coat, then a dead pair of trousers, and anon the mortal remains of a gaudy waistcoat, upon some being of our own conjuring up, and endeavouring, from the shape and fashion of the garment itself, to bring its former owner before our mind's eye. We have gone on speculating in this way, until whole rows of coats have started from their pegs, and buttoned up, of their own accord, round the waists of imaginary wearers; lines of trousers have jumped down to meet them; waistcoats have almost burst with anxiety to put themselves on; and half an acre of shoes have suddenly found feet to fit them, and gone stumping down the street with a noise which has fairly awakened us from our pleasant reverie, and driven us slowly away, with a bewildered stare, an object of astonishment to the good people of Monmouth-street, and of no slight suspicion to the policemen at the opposite street corner. We were occupied in this manner the other day, endeavouring to fit a pair of lace-up half-boots on an ideal personage, for whom, to say the truth, they were full a couple of sizes too small, when our eyes happened to alight on a few suits of clothes ranged outside a shop-window, which it immediately struck us, must at different periods have all belonged to, and been worn by, the same individual, and had now, by one of those strange conjunctions of circumstances which will occur sometimes, come to be exposed together for sale in the same shop. The idea seemed a fantastic one, and we looked at the clothes again with a firm determination not to be easily led away. No, we were right; the more we looked, the more we were convinced of the accuracy of our previous impression. There was the man's whole life written as legibly on those clothes, as if we had his autobiography engrossed on parchment before us.

我们已经暗示过，我们喜爱的这个地方十分古老。“一件蒙茅斯街的蕾丝大衣”是一百年前的一句谚语，而现在我们还是发现蒙茅斯街没有变化。带有木纽扣的海员大衣代替了笨重的长款蕾丝边大衣；饰有大口袋的刺绣马甲已经让位于卷领双排扣格子背心；样式奇怪的三角帽已经让位给马车夫们戴的那种低帽顶宽帽边的帽子。但变化的是时代，而不是蒙茅斯街。经过所有的变更和改变，蒙茅斯街仍然是名流的葬地。从当前所有的迹象来看，它会保持这个地位，直到没有名人可葬。我们喜欢在这些安葬着伟人的大片树林里散步，沉浸于他们引发的思考。现在，为我们想象出的人物穿上一件死人的衣服，再穿上一件死人的裤子，之后再穿上一件死人生前留下的华丽马甲，从这套衣服的形状和样式努力想象出其之前的主人是什么样。我们就这样沉思着，直到整排的外套从木钉上跃起，自动地裹在想象中那人的腰上，并扣上扣子；成排的裤子跳下来迎接穿衣者；马甲迫不及待地穿在穿衣者身上；排了半英亩地的鞋子突然发现了合适的脚，嘈杂地在街上重重地走着。那噪声把我们从愉快的遐想中唤醒，迫使我们慢慢地走开，迷惑地出神。我们引起了蒙茅斯街善良的居民不小的惊讶，还引来了对面街角警察不小的疑心。前几天，我们正忙于这件事，努力把一双系带半高筒靴穿在一个理想人物的脚上。说实话，这双鞋比这个人的脚小好几个尺码。这时候，我们的目光落在了摆在橱窗外面的几套衣服上。我们马上感觉到，这些衣服在不同时期都曾属于同一个人，也被同一个人穿过，而现在却因为有时会发生的某个奇怪的巧合陈列在同一家商店里一起出售。这个念头似乎很荒诞，我们又坚定地看了看那些衣服，决定不会轻易改变这个想法。不，我们是对的。我们越看，就越坚信我们之前的感觉是正确的。那个人的一生就清晰地写在那些衣服上，仿佛我们把他的自传写到了面前的羊皮纸上一样。




The first was a patched and much-soiled skeleton suit; one of those straight blue cloth cases in which small boys used to be confined, before belts and tunics had come in, and old notions had gone out: an ingenious contrivance for displaying the full symmetry of a boy's figure, by fastening him into a very tight jacket, with an ornamental row of buttons over each shoulder, and then buttoning his trousers over it, so as to give his legs the appearance of being hooked on, just under the armpits. This was the boy's dress. It had belonged to a town boy, we could see; there was a shortness about the legs and arms of the suit; and a bagging at the knees, peculiar to the rising youth of London streets. A small day-school he had been at, evidently. If it had been a regular boys' school they wouldn't have let him play on the floor so much, and rub his knees so white. He had an indulgent mother too, and plenty of halfpence, as the numerous smears of some sticky substance about the pockets, and just below the chin, which even the salesman's skill could not succeed in disguising, sufficiently betokened. They were decent people, but not overburdened with riches, or he would not have so far outgrown the suit when he passed into those corduroys with the round jacket; in which he went to a boys' school, however, and learnt to write—and in ink of pretty tolerable blackness, too, if the place where he used to wipe his pen might be taken as evidence.

第一件是打着补丁的脏兮兮的小衣服。皮带和束腰外衣还没流行、传统观念还没有彻底消失时，小男孩就要穿这种纯蓝色的布衣服。这是一种很巧妙的设计，把男孩塞进一件很紧的夹克里，两肩各有一排扣子作为装饰，再把裤子扣到上面，看起来好像他的腿直接挂在腋窝底下似的。这样的设计能很好地显示出男孩身材的匀称。这曾经是男孩的衣服。我们可以看出，它曾属于一个城镇男孩。衣服的袖子和裤腿都很短，膝盖处有一个装袋，这是在伦敦街道上长大的孩子独有的特点。很明显，他曾经在一家不大的走读学校读书。如果他上的是普通的男校，学校不会让他经常在地上玩，他裤子的膝盖处也不会磨得这么白。他还有一位溺爱他的母亲和很多半便士。这可以从口袋四周和下巴下方有很多黏乎乎的物质留下的污渍就可以看出，即使运用销售员的高超技巧也隐瞒不了。他们家生活条件不错，但也不是大富大贵，否则他不会等到那件衣服小得过于不合身时才换上灯芯绒裤子和圆筒衫。然而，他还是穿着那件衣服去男校学习写字，用的是颜色相当黑的墨水，证据是他曾用衣服擦笔留下了印记。




A black suit and the jacket changed into a diminutive coat. His father had died, and the mother had got the boy a message-lad's place in some office. A long-worn suit that one; rusty and threadbare before it was laid aside, but clean and free from soil to the last. Poor woman! We could imagine her assumed cheerfulness over the scanty meal, and the refusal of her own small portion, that her hungry boy might have enough. Her constant anxiety for his welfare, her pride in his growth mingled sometimes with the thought, almost too acute to bear, that as he grew to be a man his old affection might cool, old kindnesses fade from his mind, and old promises be forgotten—the sharp pain that even then a careless word or a cold look would give her—all crowded on our thoughts as vividly as if the very scene were passing before us.

那套黑衣服和短上衣就变成了一件小外套。他的父亲去世了，母亲给他在某个事务所找了个送信的差事。那是一套穿了很久的衣服，丢弃的时候颜色已经褪掉了，破旧褴褛。但直到最后，衣服还是干干净净、一尘不染。可怜的女人！我们可以想象出她面对少得可怜的食物时强颜欢笑的样子。她为了让饥饿的孩子吃饱，不肯吃下自己的那一小份。她对儿子幸福的时刻担忧和对儿子成长的骄傲感有时会混杂一种强烈得让她无法承受的想法。她想，儿子长成大人后，其旧日的感情也许会冷却，淡忘母亲旧日对他的关怀，忘记旧日的诺言——到那时，哪怕是一句不经意的话或一个冷冷的眼神都会让她剧烈地心痛——所有这些都涌进我们的脑海，像发生在我们眼前的场景一样真实。




These things happen every hour, and we all know it; and yet we felt as much sorrow when we saw, or fancied we saw—it makes no difference which—the change that began to take place now, as if we had just conceived the bare possibility of such a thing for the first time. The next suit, smart but slovenly; meant to be gay, and yet not half so decent as the threadbare apparel; redolent of the idle lounge, and the blackguard companions, told us, we thought, that the widow's comfort had rapidly faded away. We could imagine that coat—imagine! we could see it; we HAD seen it a hundred times—sauntering in company with three or four other coats of the same cut, about some place of profligate resort at night.

这些事每小时都在发生，这点我们都知道。然而，我们看到或想象自己看到——两者没什么区别——变化开始发生时，还是会一样感到悲伤，仿佛我们是第一次想到会发生这种事似的。下面这件衣服时髦，但很邋遢。本来是为了漂亮才穿上这件衣服，但它远不及那件破旧褴褛的衣服得体。它让我们想到一个游手好闲的人和他的狐朋狗友。它告诉我们，这个寡妇的安慰已经迅速地消失了。我们能想象到那件外套——想象！我们可以看到它，我们曾经见过上百遍了——它同其他三四件样式相同的大衣结伴，夜间在某个奢侈淫逸的娱乐场所出没。




We dressed, from the same shop-window in an instant, half a dozen boys of from fifteen to twenty; and putting cigars into their mouths, and their hands into their pockets, watched them as they sauntered down the street, and lingered at the corner, with the obscene jest, and the oft-repeated oath. We never lost sight of them, till they had cocked their hats a little more on one side, and swaggered into the public-house; and then we entered the desolate home, where the mother sat late in the night, alone; we watched her, as she paced the room in feverish anxiety, and every now and then opened the door, looked wistfully into the dark and empty street, and again returned, to be again and again disappointed. We beheld the look of patience with which she bore the brutish threat, nay, even the drunken blow; and we heard the agony of tears that gushed from her very heart, as she sank upon her knees in her solitary and wretched apartment.

我们瞬间从同一个橱窗里取出衣服给六个十五到二十岁的男孩穿上，把雪茄塞到他们嘴里，让他们把手放进口袋里。然后，我们看着他们到街上闲逛，在街角徘徊，说着淫秽的笑话，还不时口吐脏话。他们一直在我们的视线之内，直到他们把帽檐的一边掀得更高一点，大摇大摆地走进酒馆。接着，我们走进那个凄凉的家，看到那个母亲独自坐着，一直到深夜。我们注视着她，看她焦躁不安地在屋内走来走去，时不时地开一下门，满怀希望地朝黑暗空荡的大街看去，又一次次地失望着回到屋里。我们看到她受到残暴威胁时的忍耐神情，不，甚至是承受儿子醉酒后的殴打的忍气吞声。我们还听到她在凄凉破旧的房间里跪下，从心底迸出的痛苦的号哭。




A long period had elapsed, and a greater change had taken place, by the time of casting off the suit that hung above. It was that of a stout, broad-shouldered, sturdy-chested man; and we knew at once, as anybody would, who glanced at that broad-skirted green coat, with the large metal buttons, that its wearer seldom walked forth without a dog at his heels, and some idle ruffian, the very counterpart of himself, at his side. The vices of the boy had grown with the man, and we fancied his home then—if such a place deserve the name.

等到扔掉挂在上面的那套衣服时，已经过去很长一段时间，更大的变化发生了。那件衣服属于一个身材矮胖、肩膀宽阔、胸肌发达的男人。如任何人一样，我们只要看一眼那件宽下摆、带金属大扣的绿色大衣，就会立刻知道穿这件衣服的人走路时总有一只狗在脚边跟着，而且旁边还有一个无所事事的恶棍，就像他一样。这个男孩的邪恶随着他年龄的增长也愈演愈烈。我们来想象一下他的家吧——如果那个地方还可以称得上家的话。




We saw the bare and miserable room, destitute of furniture, crowded with his wife and children, pale, hungry, and emaciated; the man cursing their lamentations, staggering to the tap-room, from whence he had just returned, followed by his wife and a sickly infant, clamouring for bread; and heard the street-wrangle and noisy recrimination that his striking her occasioned. And then imagination led us to some metropolitan workhouse, situated in the midst of crowded streets and alleys, filled with noxious vapours, and ringing with boisterous cries, where an old and feeble woman, imploring pardon for her son, lay dying in a close dark room, with no child to clasp her hand, and no pure air from heaven to fan her brow. A stranger closed the eyes that settled into a cold unmeaning glare, and strange ears received the words that murmured from the white and half-closed lips.

我们看到那空荡荡的破房间，几乎没什么家具。他那些饥肠辘辘、脸色苍白、憔悴的妻儿挤在一起。那个男人因为妻儿整天哀叹而大骂，然后便朝着刚刚从那儿回来的酒馆蹒跚而去。他的妻子紧随其后，怀中抱着一个生病的婴儿，吵闹着要面包。我们听到街上的争吵和嘈杂的斥责声，那是他在打她。接着，想象力把我们带到一个大主教教区的济贫院。它位于拥挤的街道和小巷中间，处处弥漫着有毒的气体，到处回响着吵闹的哭喊声。一个虚弱的老妇人奄奄一息地躺在一间封闭、昏暗的房间里，苦苦哀求上帝原谅她儿子的罪过。没有子女过来紧握她的手，也没有来自天堂的圣洁空气来轻吹她的额头。她呆板、冷冷地看着什么，一个陌生人把她的眼睛合上，陌生的耳朵听着她那苍白的半闭着的嘴唇里低声说出的话。




A coarse round frock, with a worn cotton neckerchief, and other articles of clothing of the commonest description, completed the history. A prison, and the sentence—banishment or the gallows. What would the man have given then, to be once again the contented humble drudge of his boyish years; to have been restored to life, but for a week, a day, an hour, a minute, only for so long a time as would enable him to say one word of passionate regret to, and hear one sound of heartfelt forgiveness from, the cold and ghastly form that lay rotting in the pauper's grave! The children wild in the streets, the mother a destitute widow; both deeply tainted with the deep disgrace of the husband and father's name, and impelled by sheer necessity, down the precipice that had led him to a lingering death, possibly of many years' duration, thousands of miles away. We had no clue to the end of the tale; but it was easy to guess its termination.

这个人人生最后阶段穿着粗糙的圆筒长袍、破旧的棉布领巾和其他几件最普通不过的衣服。他被关进了监狱——受到的刑罚是流放或绞刑。只要能再成为童年时代知足而谦逊的苦工；只要能让躺在贫民墓区的那具正在腐烂的、冷冰冰的尸体复活，哪怕只有一星期，一天，一小时，甚至一分钟，让他能热诚地对她说一句忏悔的话，并听到一句由衷的原谅，他愿意付出什么样的代价啊！孩子流浪街头，母亲成为一个贫困的寡妇。两者都因为丈夫和父亲的坏名声而深感耻辱，被迫跳下了悬崖。正是这悬崖导致这个男人流放到千里之外，历经多年后才慢慢死去。我们不知道这个故事的结局，但其结果不难推测。




We took a step or two further on, and by way of restoring the naturally cheerful tone of our thoughts, began fitting visionary feet and legs into a cellar-board full of boots and shoes, with a speed and accuracy that would have astonished the most expert artist in leather, living. There was one pair of boots in particular—a jolly, good-tempered, hearty-looking pair of tops, that excited our warmest regard; and we had got a fine, red-faced, jovial fellow of a market-gardener into them, before we had made their acquaintance half a minute. They were just the very thing for him. There was his huge fat legs bulging over the tops, and fitting them too tight to admit of his tucking in the loops he had pulled them on by; and his knee-cords with an interval of stocking; and his blue apron tucked up round his waist; and his red neckerchief and blue coat, and a white hat stuck on one side of his head; and there he stood with a broad grin on his great red face, whistling away, as if any other idea but that of being happy and comfortable had never entered his brain.

我们又向前走了一两步，思想恢复了原来的轻松愉快，开始为想象中的腿脚穿上装满了地下室的木柜的靴子和鞋子。我们的速度和准确度会令活着的手艺最高的皮鞋师傅惊讶。有一双靴子尤其——一双快活、温和、热情的长筒马靴——引起了我们最密切的关注。我们同它们结识还不到半分钟，就把一个菜农的脚放进去了。他是一个快活的好人，脸红红的。这双靴子正好适合他。他那两条粗壮的小腿在靴子上面鼓出来。由于靴子穿上去太紧了，他无法把他借以将靴子提上来的两个环塞进靴子里。他膝盖上绑着两圈带子，跟靴子之间隔着一段长筒袜。他的腰上绕着一条蓝色围裙，戴着红色的领巾，穿着蓝色的外套，脑袋的一侧顶着一顶白色帽子。他站在那儿，咧嘴大笑着，大脸红红的，吹着口哨，仿佛除了幸福和安乐之外什么都没想过。




This was the very man after our own heart; we knew all about him; we had seen him coming up to Covent-garden in his green chaise-cart, with the fat, tubby little horse, half a thousand times; and even while we cast an affectionate look upon his boots, at that instant, the form of a coquettish servant-maid suddenly sprung into a pair of Denmark satin shoes that stood beside them, and we at once recognised the very girl who accepted his offer of a ride, just on this side the Hammersmith suspension-bridge, the very last Tuesday morning we rode into town from Richmond.

这个人恰好符合我们的心意。我们了解他的所有事情，见过几百次他坐着那匹膘肥体圆的小马拉着的绿色两轮轻便马车来科文特加登。正当我们亲切地看着他那双靴子时，一个风骚的女仆突然瞬间穿着一双丹麦缎鞋站到旁边了。我们马上认出了那个姑娘，上周二我们从里士满乘马车到伦敦时，这位姑娘在哈默史密斯吊桥这边接受他的邀请，坐上了他的马车。




A very smart female, in a showy bonnet, stepped into a pair of grey cloth boots, with black fringe and binding, that were studiously pointing out their toes on the other side of the top-boots, and seemed very anxious to engage his attention, but we didn't observe that our friend the market-gardener appeared at all captivated with these blandishments; for beyond giving a knowing wink when they first began, as if to imply that he quite understood their end and object, he took no further notice of them. His indifference, however, was amply recompensed by the excessive gallantry of a very old gentleman with a silver-headed stick, who tottered into a pair of large list shoes, that were standing in one corner of the board, and indulged in a variety of gestures expressive of his admiration of the lady in the cloth boots, to the immeasurable amusement of a young fellow we put into a pair of long-quartered pumps, who we thought would have split the coat that slid down to meet him, with laughing.

一位非常精明的女性，戴着艳丽的女帽，穿上一双有黑色流苏和滚边的灰色布靴。她故意把脚尖朝高筒靴的另一边伸去，似乎急切地想要引起他的注意。但我们看到，这位菜农朋友丝毫没有被这种谄媚吸引。这个女人刚开始谄媚时，他已经给她使了一个会意的眼色，似乎暗示他完全明白对方的意图和结果。之后，他对她的献媚就一点也不理会了。不过，他的冷漠倒是被一个拄着银头手杖的年迈绅士的过分殷勤充分弥补了。这个老头踉踉跄跄地穿上放在木柜角落的一双滚着布边的大鞋。他不断地做出各种引人注目的动作，表达自己对布靴女郎的爱慕。这一场面惹得一个穿着一双高帮轻便舞鞋的小伙子哈哈大笑，我们觉得他这样笑会把刚刚滑到他身上的那件外套撑破。




We had been looking on at this little pantomime with great satisfaction for some time, when, to our unspeakable astonishment, we perceived that the whole of the characters, including a numerous corps de ballet of boots and shoes in the background, into which we had been hastily thrusting as many feet as we could press into the service, were arranging themselves in order for dancing; and some music striking up at the moment, to it they went without delay. It was perfectly delightful to witness the agility of the market-gardener. Out went the boots, first on one side, then on the other, then cutting, then shuffling, then setting to the Denmark satins, then advancing, then retreating, then going round, and then repeating the whole of the evolutions again, without appearing to suffer in the least from the violence of the exercise.

我们心满意足地看了一会儿这场小型哑剧。这时，我们吃惊地看到全体人物，包括作为背景的那些靴子和鞋子组成的无数芭蕾舞团（我们刚才急匆匆地把尽可能多的脚套上这些靴子和鞋子）正在自我排列，准备跳舞了。音乐响起来时，它们立刻开始翩翩起舞。看那个菜农手脚灵活的样子真是有趣极了。他穿的那双靴子冲出去，先是这一边，又向另一边，一会儿直冲向前，一会儿躲躲闪闪，一会儿又冲向那双缎鞋，时而向前，时而后退，时而又转过来，接着再重复整套舞蹈动作。他进行这么剧烈的运动，却似乎一点都不觉得吃力。




Nor were the Denmark satins a bit behindhand, for they jumped and bounded about, in all directions; and though they were neither so regular, nor so true to the time as the cloth boots, still, as they seemed to do it from the heart, and to enjoy it more, we candidly confess that we preferred their style of dancing to the other. But the old gentleman in the list shoes was the most amusing object in the whole party; for, besides his grotesque attempts to appear youthful, and amorous, which were sufficiently entertaining in themselves, the young fellow in the pumps managed so artfully that every time the old gentleman advanced to salute the lady in the cloth boots, he trod with his whole weight on the old fellow's toes, which made him roar with anguish, and rendered all the others like to die of laughing.

那双丹麦缎鞋也不甘落后，朝着各个方向乱蹦乱跳。尽管它们的舞步没有布靴那么正规，也不如它们精准，但它们似乎是用心在跳，而且更享受整个过程。我们坦然承认更喜欢它们这种风格的舞步。不过，那个穿滚布边鞋的老头是整个舞会中最好笑的人。因为他荒唐地想要显得年轻多情的样子本身已经够有趣了，而且那个穿轻便舞鞋的小伙子还巧妙地捉弄他。每次那个老头上前跟穿布靴的女子打招呼时，他就踩住那个老头的脚趾，把全身的重量都压在他的脚上，痛得他直吼，把其他所有人逗得要笑死了。




We were in the full enjoyment of these festivities when we heard a shrill, and by no means musical voice, exclaim, 'Hope you'll know me agin, imperence!' and on looking intently forward to see from whence the sound came, we found that it proceeded, not from the young lady in the cloth boots, as we had at first been inclined to suppose, but from a bulky lady of elderly appearance who was seated in a chair at the head of the cellar-steps, apparently for the purpose of superintending the sale of the articles arranged there.

我们正全神贯注地欣赏这些庆祝活动时，只听一声尖锐、毫不动听的声音大喊道：“下次让你们尝尝我的厉害，真不要脸！”我们循声望去，热切地想知道声音的来处，以为是那位布靴女郎发出的声音。结果，我们发现声音并不是从她那儿传来的，而是由一个上了年纪的胖妇女发出的。她坐在地下室楼梯顶端的一张椅子上，显然是为了监督摆在那里要出售的商品。




A barrel-organ, which had been in full force close behind us, ceased playing; the people we had been fitting into the shoes and boots took to flight at the interruption; and as we were conscious that in the depth of our meditations we might have been rudely staring at the old lady for half an hour without knowing it, we took to flight too, and were soon immersed in the deepest obscurity of the adjacent 'Dials.'

紧挨在我们身后的手摇风琴响亮的声音戛然而止。经过这一打岔，我们之前给他们穿上靴子和鞋子的人逃之夭夭了。我们意识到自己一定是在深思中不知不觉地盯着那个老妇人看了半个小时，很没有礼貌。于是，我们也逃掉了，很快就消失在转盘区附近的最昏暗之处。








CHAPTER VII HACKNEY-COACH STANDS

第七章　四轮出租马车车站




We maintain that hackney-coaches, properly so called, belong solely to the metropolis. We may be told, that there are hackney-coach stands in Edinburgh; and not to go quite so far for a contradiction to our position, we may be reminded that Liverpool, Manchester, 'and other large towns' (as the Parliamentary phrase goes), have THEIR hackney-coach stands. We readily concede to these places the possession of certain vehicles, which may look almost as dirty, and even go almost as slowly, as London hackney-coaches; but that they have the slightest claim to compete with the metropolis, either in point of stands, drivers, or cattle, we indignantly deny.

我们坚持认为，只有伦敦才有那种可真正称得上出租马车的马车。可能有人告诉我们，爱丁堡也有四轮出租马车车站。也可能有人提醒我们——虽然不至于反驳我们的观点——在利物浦、曼彻斯特，“以及其他大城镇”（这是议会里常用的说法）都有自己的四轮出租马车车站。我们欣然认可这些地方有一些出租马车，而且看起来几乎像伦敦的四轮出租马车一样脏，甚至跑得也几乎同样慢。但是，从车站、马车夫和牲口方面说，我们坚决否认它们有丝毫的权利与伦敦这个大城市相争。




Take a regular, ponderous, rickety, London hackney-coach of the old school, and let any man have the boldness to assert, if he can, that he ever beheld any object on the face of the earth which at all resembles it, unless, indeed, it were another hackney-coach of the same date. We have recently observed on certain stands, and we say it with deep regret, rather dapper green chariots, and coaches of polished yellow, with four wheels of the same colour as the coach, whereas it is perfectly notorious to every one who has studied the subject, that every wheel ought to be of a different colour, and a different size. These are innovations, and, like other miscalled improvements, awful signs of the restlessness of the public mind, and the little respect paid to our time-honoured institutions. Why should hackney-coaches be clean? Our ancestors found them dirty, and left them so. Why should we, with a feverish wish to 'keep moving,' desire to roll along at the rate of six miles an hour, while they were content to rumble over the stones at four? These are solemn considerations. Hackney-coaches are part and parcel of the law of the land; they were settled by the Legislature; plated and numbered by the wisdom of Parliament.

就拿一辆普通的笨重而摇摇晃晃的老式伦敦四轮出租马车来说，试试让任何一个有胆量宣称，如果他可以的话：除了与这辆马车属于同一时期的四轮出租马车外，他在这世界上曾经见过任何一辆与这种马车有一丁点相像的马车。很遗憾地说，最近我们在某些马车站看到了相当干净整洁的绿色轻便四轮游览马车和擦得锃亮的黄色公共马车。这些马车的车轮和车身颜色相同，而所有研究过马车的人都清清楚楚地知道，每个车轮的颜色和尺寸都应该不同。这些就是革新。就像其他被误称作为改良的事物一样，这些糟糕地显示了公众躁动的心理，也是对年代久远的传统的不敬。四轮出租马车为什么是干净的呢？我们的祖先看到马车脏了，却不管不顾。他们满足于马车以每小时四英里的速度在石板路上辘辘行驶，为什么我们要这么狂热地“不断进步”，要把马车的速度提到每小时六英里呢？这是应严肃考虑的问题。四轮出租马车是国法的重要组成部分，它们由立法机构确立，由明智的议会发牌照，并编了号。




Then why have they been swamped by cabs and omnibuses? Or why should people be allowed to ride quickly for eightpence a mile, after Parliament had come to the solemn decision that they should pay a shilling a mile for riding slowly? We pause for a reply;— and, having no chance of getting one, begin a fresh paragraph.

那么它们为什么被两轮出租马车和公共马车淹没了呢？或者，为什么议会郑重地决定人们坐慢马车每英里应付一先令之后，又允许人们坐快马车每英里付十八便士呢？我们停下来等答复。然而，我们得不到答复，于是展开了新的一段。




Our acquaintance with hackney-coach stands is of long standing. We are a walking book of fares, feeling ourselves, half bound, as it were, to be always in the right on contested points. We know all the regular watermen within three miles of Covent-garden by sight, and should be almost tempted to believe that all the hackney-coach horses in that district knew us by sight too, if one-half of them were not blind. We take great interest in hackney-coaches, but we seldom drive, having a knack of turning ourselves over when we attempt to do so. We are as great friends to horses, hackney-coach and otherwise, as the renowned Mr. Martin, of costermonger notoriety, and yet we never ride. We keep no horse, but a clothes-horse; enjoy no saddle so much as a saddle of mutton; and, following our own inclinations, have never followed the hounds. Leaving these fleeter means of getting over the ground, or of depositing oneself upon it, to those who like them, by hackney-coach stands we take our stand.

我们很早以前就认识了四轮出租马车车站。我们就是一本活生生的计费簿，可以说还是半精装的。我们似乎在所有有争议的问题上都感觉自己是对的。我们认得科文特加登方圆三英里内所有的正式运水工，也几乎相信，要不是那个地区一半拉四轮出租马车的马瞎眼的话，它们肯定也都认识我们。我们对四轮出租马车很有兴趣，但我们很少亲自驾车。我们尝试驾车的时候，曾经把自己弄翻在地。我们同那个臭名昭著的蔬果小贩马丁先生一样，对马、四轮出租马车等很感兴趣，但我们从来不驾马车。我们没有养马（horse），只有晾衣架（clothes-horse）；也不像喜欢羊脊骨上的肉那样喜欢马的脊背；而且我们做事遵循自己的意愿，从不跟着猎狗寻找。把这些能让人走得更快或者能让一个人置于其上的工具留给喜欢它们的人吧，我们支持四轮出租马车车站。




There is a hackney-coach stand under the very window at which we are writing; there is only one coach on it now, but it is a fair specimen of the class of vehicles to which we have alluded—a great, lumbering, square concern of a dingy yellow colour (like a bilious brunette), with very small glasses, but very large frames; the panels are ornamented with a faded coat of arms, in shape something like a dissected bat, the axletree is red, and the majority of the wheels are green. The box is partially covered by an old great-coat, with a multiplicity of capes, and some extraordinary-looking clothes; and the straw, with which the canvas cushion is stuffed, is sticking up in several places, as if in rivalry of the hay, which is peeping through the chinks in the boot. The horses, with drooping heads, and each with a mane and tail as scanty and straggling as those of a worn-out rocking-horse, are standing patiently on some damp straw, occasionally wincing, and rattling the harness; and now and then, one of them lifts his mouth to the ear of his companion, as if he were saying, in a whisper, that he should like to assassinate the coachman. The coachman himself is in the watering-house; and the waterman, with his hands forced into his pockets as far as they can possibly go, is dancing the 'double shuffle,' in front of the pump, to keep his feet warm.

我们凭窗写这篇文章时，窗户下面就有一个四轮出租马车车站。现在，只有一辆马车停在那儿，但它刚好是我们所提到过的那类马车的合格模板——一辆暗黄色（像是那种得肝病的深肤色女子的肤色）、笨重的方形大车，车窗很小，但车身很大。马车嵌板上镶着褪了色的盾形图饰，形状像只解剖开的蝙蝠，车轴是红色的，车轮的大部分是绿色的。一件旧大衣、好几件短斗篷和几件样式特别的衣服盖住了驾驶座，但并没有全部盖住。塞在帆布坐垫中的稻草有几处露了出来，好像在同从马车后面行李间的裂缝中钻出来的干草比赛似的。马垂着头，鬃毛和尾巴上的毛稀疏得像破旧的木马。它们耐心地站在湿稻草上，偶尔抽搐一下，马具也一起嘎嘎作响。其中一匹马时不时地把嘴伸到它同伴的耳边，好像在低声说它很想去暗杀那个马车夫。马车夫正在饮马棚，运水工把双手使劲向口袋深处伸，正在抽水机前面跳着“双擦舞步”暖脚。




The servant-girl, with the pink ribbons, at No.5, opposite, suddenly opens the street-door, and four small children forthwith rush out, and scream 'Coach!' with all their might and main. The waterman darts from the pump, seizes the horses by their respective bridles, and drags them, and the coach too, round to the house, shouting all the time for the coachman at the very top, or rather very bottom of his voice, for it is a deep bass growl. A response is heard from the tap-room; the coachman, in his wooden-soled shoes, makes the street echo again as he runs across it; and then there is such a struggling, and backing, and grating of the kennel, to get the coach-door opposite the house-door, that the children are in perfect ecstasies of delight. What a commotion! The old lady, who has been stopping there for the last month, is going back to the country. Out comes box after box, and one side of the vehicle is filled with luggage in no time; the children get into everybody's way, and the youngest, who has upset himself in his attempts to carry an umbrella, is borne off wounded and kicking. The youngsters disappear, and a short pause ensues, during which the old lady is, no doubt, kissing them all round in the back parlour. She appears at last, followed by her married daughter, all the children, and both the servants, who, with the joint assistance of the coachman and waterman, manage to get her safely into the coach. A cloak is handed in, and a little basket, which we could almost swear contains a small black bottle, and a paper of sandwiches. Up go the steps, bang goes the door, 'Golden-cross, Charing-cross, Tom,' says the waterman; 'Good-bye, grandma,' cry the children, off jingles the coach at the rate of three miles an hour, and the mamma and children retire into the house, with the exception of one little villain, who runs up the street at the top of his speed, pursued by the servant; not ill-pleased to have such an opportunity of displaying her attractions. She brings him back, and, after casting two or three gracious glances across the way, which are either intended for us or the potboy (we are not quite certain which), shuts the door, and the hackney-coach stand is again at a standstill.

对面五号房子的那位系着粉红缎带的女仆突然打开了临街们，从里面冲出来四个小孩子。他们用尽全身力气尖叫着：“马车夫！”运水工从抽水机旁猛冲过去，抓住马各自的缰绳，把它们和马车一起向着那栋房子拉。他总是用他最高，或者应该说是最低的声音喊马车夫，因为那是一种低沉的男低音发出的咆哮。从酒馆里传来了回应。马车夫穿着一双木底鞋跑过来，穿过街道时答应了一声，街上又响起了回声。然后，经过一阵费劲的挣扎、倒车和车轮擦过阴沟的声音，他才把车门调到正对着房门的方向，孩子们都乐开了花。一场忙乱啊！上个月来在这儿住了一个月的老太太要搬回乡下去了。箱子被一个又一个地搬出来，马车的一边很快就装满了行李。孩子们挡住了大家的路，最小的那个试图搬一把雨伞时把自己绊倒了。他受了伤，被抱走的时候还乱踢乱蹬。孩子们都不见了，接着是一阵短暂的停顿。无疑，这时老太太正在后面起居室里跟那家人亲吻告别。她终于出现了，后面跟着她那已婚的女儿、所有的孩子和两个仆人，后者在马车夫和运水工的协力帮助下把老太太安全地扶上了马车。接着，一件斗篷递进去了，还有一个小篮子。我们几乎可以确定里面装着一个小黑瓶和一个纸包着的三明治。马车踏板收上去之后，马车门砰的一声关上了，运水工说：“汤姆，去查尔琳克劳斯的金十字架。”孩子们喊道：“再见，外婆。”马车以每小时三英里的速度叮叮当当地离开了。妈妈和孩子们回到了屋里，只有一个小淘气鬼还使劲地在街上跑。一个女仆在后面追着他，也为有个到街上一展魅力的机会而暗暗高兴。她把那个男孩带回来，朝着对面深情地看了两三眼才把门关上，不知是在看我们，还是在看那个酒馆男侍（我们也不清楚究竟是谁）。四轮出租马车车站又安静下来了。




We have been frequently amused with the intense delight with which 'a servant of all work,' who is sent for a coach, deposits herself inside; and the unspeakable gratification which boys, who have been despatched on a similar errand, appear to derive from mounting the box. But we never recollect to have been more amused with a hackney-coach party, than one we saw early the other morning in Tottenham-court-road. It was a wedding-party, and emerged from one of the inferior streets near Fitzroy-square. There were the bride, with a thin white dress, and a great red face; and the bridesmaid, a little, dumpy, good-humoured young woman, dressed, of course, in the same appropriate costume; and the bridegroom and his chosen friend, in blue coats, yellow waist-coats, white trousers, and Berlin gloves to match. They stopped at the corner of the street, and called a coach with an air of indescribable dignity. The moment they were in, the bridesmaid threw a red shawl, which she had, no doubt, brought on purpose, negligently over the number on the door, evidently to delude pedestrians into the belief that the hackney-coach was a private carriage; and away they went, perfectly satisfied that the imposition was successful, and quite unconscious that there was a great staring number stuck up behind, on a plate as large as a schoolboy's slate. A shilling a mile!—the ride was worth five, at least, to them.

我们看到被派来叫马车的“负责全部家事的”女仆兴高采烈地钻进马车，还有同样被派来叫马车的男孩们带着无以言表的满足感登上驾驶座，总是感到很有趣。但我们见过的最有趣的还是要属那天一大早在托特纳姆法院路见到的那一批要租四轮出租马车的人。那是一群要去参加婚礼的人，从菲茨罗伊广场附近的一条小道中走出来。新娘长着大脸盘，脸红红的，穿着薄薄的白色女裙。伴娘是个矮矮胖胖、脾气很好的年轻女人，当然也是衣着适当。另外，还有新郎和他的好朋友，穿着蓝色外套、黄色背心和白色裤子，并各自配有一副毛线手套。他们到街角停下，摆出一副难以形容的神气神情，叫了一辆公共马车。一坐进马车，伴娘就把一条红披肩随便地扔出去，盖住了车门上的号码。这条披肩无疑是她有意带出来的，显然是为了哄骗行人相信这辆四轮出租马车是一辆私人马车。他们上路了，满心以为这个把戏可以成功，完全没有意识到车子背后还竖着一个像小学生写字的石板一样大的牌子，上面写着的号码又大又显眼。每英里只要一个先令！对他们来说，这次乘车至少每英里应付五个先令。




What an interesting book a hackney-coach might produce, if it could carry as much in its head as it does in its body! The autobiography of a broken-down hackney-coach, would surely be as amusing as the autobiography of a broken-down hackneyed dramatist; and it might tell as much of its travels WITH the pole, as others have of their expeditions TO it. How many stories might be related of the different people it had conveyed on matters of business or profit—pleasure or pain! And how many melancholy tales of the same people at different periods! The country-girl—the showy, over-dressed woman—the drunken prostitute! The raw apprentice— the dissipated spendthrift—the thief!

如果四轮出租马车的脑袋里能装下它身体里装下的那么多东西，它可以写出一本多么有趣的书呀！一辆老旧破败的四轮出租马车的自传肯定像一个落魄的普通剧作家的自传一样有趣。它的自传会讲述车辕子见证的旅途故事，就像其他人的自传里讲述去极地的探险故事一样。有多少它拉过的不同乘客的故事可以讲述啊！这些人或为了处理事务或为了赚钱而乘车——他们有人欢喜有人忧。同一个人在不同时期又会遭受多少伤心事呀！可能从农村姑娘变成过分打扮、炫耀卖弄的女人，最后沦落为醉酒的妓女！也可能从没有经验的学徒变成沉迷酒色的浪子，最后变成一个小偷！




Talk of cabs! Cabs are all very well in cases of expedition, when it's a matter of neck or nothing, life or death, your temporary home or your long one. But, besides a cab's lacking that gravity of deportment which so peculiarly distinguishes a hackney-coach, let it never be forgotten that a cab is a thing of yesterday, and that he never was anything better. A hackney-cab has always been a hackney-cab, from his first entry into life; whereas a hackney-coach is a remnant of past gentility, a victim to fashion, a hanger-on of an old English family, wearing their arms, and, in days of yore, escorted by men wearing their livery, stripped of his finery, and thrown upon the world, like a once-smart footman when he is no longer sufficiently juvenile for his office, progressing lower and lower in the scale of four-wheeled degradation, until at last it comes to—A STAND!

讲讲两轮出租马车吧！你长途跋涉时，走投无路或生死攸关时，两轮出租马车可以成为你暂时或长期的家。可是，要记住，除了缺乏四轮出租马车特有的稳当外，两轮出租马车是昨日之物，仅此而已。两轮出租马车自从出现在人们的生活中就一直是两轮出租马车，而四轮出租马车是过去贵族社会的遗留物，是时尚的牺牲品和旧时英国家庭的附属品。马车上面刻着家族的纹章，旧时旁边有穿制服的仆人跟着，现在却被剥掉华丽的外衣，流落世间，就像曾经聪明机灵的男仆年老得不能胜任其工作一样。它在四轮马车中的地位日益下降，最终沦落到了车站。








CHAPTER VIII DOCTORS' COMMONS

第八章　伦敦民事律师公会




Walking without any definite object through St. Paul's Churchyard, a little while ago, we happened to turn down a street entitled 'Paul's-chain,' and keeping straight forward for a few hundred yards, found ourself, as a natural consequence, in Doctors' Commons. Now Doctors' Commons being familiar by name to everybody, as the place where they grant marriage-licenses to love-sick couples, and divorces to unfaithful ones; register the wills of people who have any property to leave, and punish hasty gentlemen who call ladies by unpleasant names, we no sooner discovered that we were really within its precincts, than we felt a laudable desire to become better acquainted therewith; and as the first object of our curiosity was the Court, whose decrees can even unloose the bonds of matrimony, we procured a direction to it; and bent our steps thither without delay.

前不久，我们没有任何具体目的地走过圣保罗教堂墓地时，不经意走到一条叫“保罗的镣铐”的街，继续朝前走了几百码，自然而然地来到了伦敦民事律师公会。现在，律师公会是个家喻户晓的名字，它给苦恋的情侣们发放结婚证，给不忠的夫妻发放离婚证，给那些有遗产的人登记遗嘱，惩罚那些辱骂妇女的轻率男子。我们一发现自己确实来到了律师公会，立刻感觉到一种可嘉的愿望，要对其作进一步了解。我们第一个感兴趣的部门是法院，它的法令甚至可以拆散婚姻的联系。我们经别人指路之后，立即转身寻去。




Crossing a quiet and shady court-yard, paved with stone, and frowned upon by old red brick houses, on the doors of which were painted the names of sundry learned civilians, we paused before a small, green-baized, brass-headed-nailed door, which yielding to our gentle push, at once admitted us into an old quaint-looking apartment, with sunken windows, and black carved wainscoting, at the upper end of which, seated on a raised platform, of semicircular shape, were about a dozen solemn-looking gentlemen, in crimson gowns and wigs.

我们穿过一个寂静阴凉的院子，院子里铺着石子路。老旧的红砖房子让人觉得恐怖，大门上写着许多博学的民法家的名字。我们在一扇挂着绿色台面呢、钉着铜头钉子的小门前停住，轻轻一推，门便开了。我们随即进入了一个古雅的房间，窗户是凹陷的，黑色的雕花壁板上端有十来个身穿红袍、头戴假发、表情严肃的绅士，坐在一个半圆形的高台上。




At a more elevated desk in the centre, sat a very fat and red-faced gentleman, in tortoise-shell spectacles, whose dignified appearance announced the judge; and round a long green-baized table below, something like a billiard-table without the cushions and pockets, were a number of very self-important-looking personages, in stiff neckcloths, and black gowns with white fur collars, whom we at once set down as proctors. At the lower end of the billiard-table was an individual in an arm-chair, and a wig, whom we afterwards discovered to be the registrar; and seated behind a little desk, near the door, were a respectable-looking man in black, of about twenty-stone weight or thereabouts, and a fat-faced, smirking, civil-looking body, in a black gown, black kid gloves, knee shorts, and silks, with a shirt-frill in his bosom, curls on his head, and a silver staff in his hand, whom we had no difficulty in recognising as the officer of the Court. The latter, indeed, speedily set our mind at rest upon this point, for, advancing to our elbow, and opening a conversation forthwith, he had communicated to us, in less than five minutes, that he was the apparitor, and the other the court-keeper; that this was the Arches Court, and therefore the counsel wore red gowns, and the proctors fur collars; and that when the other Courts sat there, they didn't wear red gowns or fur collars either; with many other scraps of intelligence equally interesting. Besides these two officers, there was a little thin old man, with long grizzly hair, crouched in a remote corner, whose duty, our communicative friend informed us, was to ring a large hand-bell when the Court opened in the morning, and who, for aught his appearance betokened to the contrary, might have been similarly employed for the last two centuries at least.

平台中央一个更高一点的写字台边坐着一位胖胖的红脸绅士，戴着一副玳瑁眼镜。一看他那庄严的表情就知道他是法官。下面那张铺着绿色台面呢的长桌子像是一张没有橡皮边和球囊的台球桌，周围坐着几个人，一副自以为是的样子，佩着硬邦邦的领饰，穿着带白色毛领的黑色长袍。我们一眼便看出他们是代诉人。有一个戴假发的人坐在这张台球桌下端的一个扶手椅上，我们后来发现他是记录员。有一个身穿黑衣、看起来很有名望的人坐在靠近门口的一张小书桌后面。他大约有二十英石重，胖胖的脸上堆着假笑，一副和善的样子，穿着黑袍、齐膝的短裤和胸口处有皱边装饰的丝绸上衣，戴着小山羊皮手套。这个人满头卷发，手里拿着根银杖，不难看出是个法院官员。在这个问题上，他确实很快使我们安下心来，因为他来到我们身边，立刻开始攀谈起来。不到五分钟时间，我们就知道他是执行官，另一个是法院管理员。他还说这里是宗教裁判法庭，因此律师穿红长袍，代诉人穿毛领衣服，而其他法庭开庭时，律师和代诉人既不穿红长袍也不穿毛领衣服。他还介绍了一些零零碎碎的同样有趣的信息。除这两个官员外，还有一个瘦小的老头。他长着长长的灰色头发，蜷缩在远处的一个角落里。我们这位健谈的朋友告诉我们，这个老头的职务是早上开庭时摇一只很大的手摇铃。而且，他很可能已经至少受雇这种工作长达两个世纪了，虽然他看上去不像。




The red-faced gentleman in the tortoise-shell spectacles had got all the talk to himself just then, and very well he was doing it, too, only he spoke very fast, but that was habit; and rather thick, but that was good living. So we had plenty of time to look about us. There was one individual who amused us mightily. This was one of the bewigged gentlemen in the red robes, who was straddling before the fire in the centre of the Court, in the attitude of the brazen Colossus, to the complete exclusion of everybody else. He had gathered up his robe behind, in much the same manner as a slovenly woman would her petticoats on a very dirty day, in order that he might feel the full warmth of the fire. His wig was put on all awry, with the tail straggling about his neck; his scanty grey trousers and short black gaiters, made in the worst possible style, imported an additional inelegant appearance to his uncouth person; and his limp, badly-starched shirt-collar almost obscured his eyes. We shall never be able to claim any credit as a physiognomist again, for, after a careful scrutiny of this gentleman's countenance, we had come to the conclusion that it bespoke nothing but conceit and silliness, when our friend with the silver staff whispered in our ear that he was no other than a doctor of civil law, and heaven knows what besides. So of course we were mistaken, and he must be a very talented man. He conceals it so well though—perhaps with the merciful view of not astonishing ordinary people too much—that you would suppose him to be one of the stupidest dogs alive.

戴着玳瑁眼镜的红脸绅士那时只是自顾自地讲着，而且讲得很好，只是语速太快，那也是习惯罢了。他的声音有点沙哑，不过这也是平时的好生活所致。因此，我们有充足的时间来环顾四周。有一个人使我们很感兴趣。他是其中一位戴假发穿红袍的先生。他正叉开腿站在法庭中央的火炉前，活像巨人的铜像，完全无视周围所有人。他把长袍撩到身后，以便充分感受炉火的温暖，姿势就像一个懒散的女人在坏天气里撩起衬裙一样。他的假发歪戴着，发辫胡乱地散在脖子上；短小的灰裤子和黑色的短绑腿套的样式真是不能再难看了，让他粗野的模样显得更加恶俗；软绵绵的、上浆失败的衬衫领几乎遮住了他的眼睛。仔细端详了这位绅士的容貌后，我们再也不能以相士自居了。我们得出的结论是这个人既自负又愚蠢，仅此而已。可我们那位手持银杖的朋友却在我们耳边低语说他不是别人，正是民法博士，天晓得他还是其他什么高人。所以，我们显然弄错了，他必定是个天资聪慧的人。不过，他把才华隐藏得很深——或许是出于仁慈，不愿过于惊吓普通人——才让你以为他是世上存活的最愚蠢的家伙之一。




The gentleman in the spectacles having concluded his judgment, and a few minutes having been allowed to elapse, to afford time for the buzz of the Court to subside, the registrar called on the next cause, which was 'the office of the Judge promoted by Bumple against Sludberry.' A general movement was visible in the Court, at this announcement, and the obliging functionary with silver staff whispered us that 'there would be some fun now, for this was a brawling case.'

戴眼镜的绅士作出了裁决，几分钟之后，法庭上嗡嗡的人声才停止。这期间，记录员传唤了下一个案子，那就是“巴姆波尔依法控诉斯拉特贝利”。话音刚落，法庭顿时一片骚动，那个尽职尽责的手持银杖的官员向我们低语道：“这下有好戏看了，因为这是一桩争吵案。”




We were not rendered much the wiser by this piece of information, till we found by the opening speech of the counsel for the promoter, that, under a half-obsolete statute of one of the Edwards, the court was empowered to visit with the penalty of excommunication, any person who should be proved guilty of the crime of 'brawling,' or 'smiting,' in any church, or vestry adjoining thereto; and it appeared, by some eight-and-twenty affidavits, which were duly referred to, that on a certain night, at a certain vestry-meeting, in a certain parish particularly set forth, Thomas Sludberry, the party appeared against in that suit, had made use of, and applied to Michael Bumple, the promoter, the words 'You be blowed;'and that, on the said Michael Bumple and others remonstrating with the said Thomas Sludberry, on the impropriety of his conduct, the said Thomas Sludberry repeated the aforesaid expression, 'You be blowed;' and furthermore desired and requested to know, whether the said Michael Bumple 'wanted anything for himself,' he, the said Thomas Sludberry,'was the man to give it him;' at the same time making use of other heinous and sinful expressions, all of which, Bumple submitted, came within the intent and the meaning of the Act; and therefore he, for the soul's health and chastening of Sludberry prayed for sentence of excommunication against him accordingly.

我们没有太理解他的这话，直到后来，我们从原告的辩护律师的开场白中才得知，根据还没有完全废除的一条爱德华法令，对于已被证实的在教堂或毗邻的小礼拜堂内犯有“争吵”或“殴打”罪行的人，法院有权对其作出驱逐教会的惩罚。本案件引证的大约二十八封口供书表明，某晚在提到的某个教区的某个教堂附属室会议中，本案的被告托马斯·斯拉特贝利用“你这该死的！”这句话形容了原告迈克尔·巴姆波尔。迈克尔·巴姆波尔和其他人告诫前面提到的托马斯·斯拉特贝利这一行为不得体时，托马斯·斯拉特贝利又重复了一遍上述的“你这该死的！”，并且希望并要求前面提到的迈克尔·巴姆波尔回答是否“想要点什么”，还说他，即前面提到的托马斯·斯特拉贝利“正是可以给予他的人”，同时还使用了其他可恶、亵渎神灵的表达。巴姆波尔提出，所有这些表达都符合法令规定的犯罪故意和意义范围。因此，为了斯特拉贝利的心灵健康和贞洁，他希望根据法令，判决将其逐出教会。




Upon these facts a long argument was entered into, on both sides, to the great edification of a number of persons interested in the parochial squabbles, who crowded the court; and when some very long and grave speeches had been made pro and con, the red-faced gentleman in the tortoise-shell spectacles took a review of the case, which occupied half an hour more, and then pronounced upon Sludberry the awful sentence of excommunication for a fortnight, and payment of the costs of the suit.

这些事实引发了双方长时间的争论，这对于挤在法庭上、对教区争吵很感兴趣的人群也是极大的教诲。正反两方作完冗长又严肃的演讲后，那个戴着玳瑁眼镜的红脸绅士又重申了一遍案子，花了半个多小时。随后，他宣布斯拉特贝利被判处逐出教会两星期、支付本案一切费用的严厉惩罚。




Upon this, Sludberry, who was a little, red-faced, sly-looking, ginger-beer seller, addressed the court, and said, if they'd be good enough to take off the costs, and excommunicate him for the term of his natural life instead, it would be much more convenient to him, for he never went to church at all. To this appeal the gentleman in the spectacles made no other reply than a look of virtuous indignation; and Sludberry and his friends retired. As the man with the silver staff informed us that the court was on the point of rising, we retired too—pondering, as we walked away, upon the beautiful spirit of these ancient ecclesiastical laws, the kind and neighbourly feelings they are calculated to awaken, and the strong attachment to religious institutions which they cannot fail to engender.

听完裁决，斯拉特贝利——一个身材矮小、脸色发红、面相狡猾的姜啤小贩——说如果法庭能恩准他不缴付这笔费用，而把他终生逐出教会的话，对他更为合宜，因为他从来都不去教堂。对于这个请求，戴眼镜的绅士除了一个正义愤慨的眼神外，没有作任何回答。斯拉特贝利和他的朋友们退庭了。手持银杖的人通知我们庭审要结束了，我们也就离开了——边走边思索着这些古老的教会条令的美丽灵魂，这些条令旨在唤起人们相互宽容、和睦相处的情感，以及他们对宗教机构不能割舍的深厚情意。




We were so lost in these meditations, that we had turned into the street, and run up against a door-post, before we recollected where we were walking. On looking upwards to see what house we had stumbled upon, the words 'Prerogative-Office,' written in large characters, met our eye; and as we were in a sight-seeing humour and the place was a public one, we walked in.

我们在这些冥想中出了神，转到街上去，撞上了一根门柱，这才记起自己要往哪里走。我们抬头看看刚刚意外发现的那栋房子，“特权办公室”几个大字映入眼帘。既然我们正游得起劲，而且这是一处公共场所，我们就走了进去。




The room into which we walked, was a long, busy-looking place, partitioned off, on either side, into a variety of little boxes, in which a few clerks were engaged in copying or examining deeds. Down the centre of the room were several desks nearly breast high, at each of which, three or four people were standing, poring over large volumes. As we knew that they were searching for wills, they attracted our attention at once.

我们进入的这个长长的房间看起来很忙碌，房间两端被分成大小不一的小隔间，每个隔间里都有几个职员在忙着抄写或审查契约。房间中央摆着几张齐胸高的桌子，每张桌子旁边都站着三四个人研读大厚书本。由于我们知道他们是在查找遗嘱，所以他们立刻引起了我们的注意。




It was curious to contrast the lazy indifference of the attorneys' clerks who were making a search for some legal purpose, with the air of earnestness and interest which distinguished the strangers to the place, who were looking up the will of some deceased relative; the former pausing every now and then with an impatient yawn, or raising their heads to look at the people who passed up and down the room; the latter stooping over the book, and running down column after column of names in the deepest abstraction.

代理人的办事员懒散、漫不经心地查找法律材料，而不在此地工作的陌生人一本正经、津津有味地搜寻某个已故亲戚的遗嘱，两者形成的鲜明对比令人惊讶。前者时不时地停顿一下，不耐烦地打个哈欠，或是抬头看看屋里来来往往的人；后者则冥想着俯身扫视一栏又一栏的姓名。




There was one little dirty-faced man in a blue apron, who after a whole morning's search, extending some fifty years back, had just found the will to which he wished to refer, which one of the officials was reading to him in a low hurried voice from a thick vellum book with large clasps. It was perfectly evident that the more the clerk read, the less the man with the blue apron understood about the matter. When the volume was first brought down, he took off his hat, smoothed down his hair, smiled with great self-satisfaction, and looked up in the reader's face with the air of a man who had made up his mind to recollect every word he heard. The first two or three lines were intelligible enough; but then the technicalities began, and the little man began to look rather dubious. Then came a whole string of complicated trusts, and he was regularly at sea. As the reader proceeded, it was quite apparent that it was a hopeless case, and the little man, with his mouth open and his eyes fixed upon his face, looked on with an expression of bewilderment and perplexity irresistibly ludicrous.

有个身穿蓝色工作裙、满脸污垢的小个子男人查了整整一个上午，一直追溯到五十年前的记录，才刚刚找到他要引用的遗嘱。一位官员正用低沉、急促的声音给他念一本带着大夹子的上等皮纸制成的厚书。显而易见，那个官员念得越多，穿蓝色工作裙的男人越不理解这件事。那本书刚取下来时，他摘下帽子，把头发抹顺，自满地微笑着，望着读给他听的那个人，一副坚决要把听到的每个词都记下来的神态。开头的两三行还能听得懂，但接下来出现专门术语了，这个小个子男人就看起来有些疑惑了。接着来了一连串复杂的托管条文，他便彻底听不懂了。从那个人接下来读的内容看，很显然，这个案件没有希望。那个小个子男人张大了嘴，眼珠一动不动地看着朗读者的脸，露出茫然失措的神情，极其滑稽。




A little further on, a hard-featured old man with a deeply-wrinkled face, was intently perusing a lengthy will with the aid of a pair of horn spectacles: occasionally pausing from his task, and slily noting down some brief memorandum of the bequests contained in it. Every wrinkle about his toothless mouth, and sharp keen eyes, told of avarice and cunning. His clothes were nearly threadbare, but it was easy to see that he wore them from choice and not from necessity; all his looks and gestures down to the very small pinches of snuff which he every now and then took from a little tin canister, told of wealth, and penury, and avarice.

旁边有个面貌严峻、脸上布满皱纹的老人，他正借助于一副牛角眼镜专注地阅读着一份冗长的遗嘱，还不时停一下，偷偷简略记下遗嘱中包含的遗产。他那掉光了牙的嘴和尖锐精明的眼睛周围的每一道皱纹，都显示出他的贪婪和狡诈。他的衣服几乎破旧褴褛，不过他显然是自己选择穿成这样，而非没有别的衣服可穿。他的容貌和举止，甚至他时不时地从一个小锡罐里捏出来的一小撮鼻烟，都显示出他的富裕、小气和贪婪。




As he leisurely closed the register, put up his spectacles, and folded his scraps of paper in a large leathern pocket-book, we thought what a nice hard bargain he was driving with some poverty-stricken legatee, who, tired of waiting year after year, until some life-interest should fall in, was selling his chance, just as it began to grow most valuable, for a twelfth part of its worth. It was a good speculation—a very safe one. The old man stowed his pocket-book carefully in the breast of his great-coat, and hobbled away with a leer of triumph. That will had made him ten years younger at the lowest computation.

他悠哉地合上登记本，收起眼镜，把夹在一个皮质小笔记本里的纸片折起来。我们这时想，他不遗余力地同穷困潦倒的遗产受赠人讨价还价，后者厌倦了年复一年的等待，直到轮到自己行使终身财产所有权时，在它变得最值钱的时候，以十二分之一的价值把自己的财运卖掉了。这真是一次好的投机机会——安全的投机。那个老头小心翼翼地把他的小笔记本收进大衣胸膛处的兜里，蹒跚着离开了，眼神里透出得意洋洋的神色。那个遗嘱让他至少年轻了十岁。




Having commenced our observations, we should certainly have extended them to another dozen of people at least, had not a sudden shutting up and putting away of the worm-eaten old books, warned us that the time for closing the office had arrived; and thus deprived us of a pleasure, and spared our readers an infliction.

已经开始了观察，我们当然应该至少再观察五六个人。不过，那些生了虫的旧书突然被人合上收走了，告诉我们办公室关门的时间已经到了，因此剥夺了我们的乐趣，也为读者省去了折磨。




We naturally fell into a train of reflection as we walked homewards, upon the curious old records of likings and dislikings; of jealousies and revenges; of affection defying the power of death, and hatred pursued beyond the grave, which these depositories contain; silent but striking tokens, some of them, of excellence of heart, and nobleness of soul; melancholy examples, others, of the worst passions of human nature. How many men as they lay speechless and helpless on the bed of death, would have given worlds but for the strength and power to blot out the silent evidence of animosity and bitterness, which now stands registered against them in Doctors' Commons!

在回家的路上，我们自然地陷入一连串的思索——关于那些古老的喜欢或是厌恶、嫉妒或是复仇、比死亡力量更大的感情或死不瞑目的仇恨的奇怪记录，都存于这些存放处中。它们中有些是美好的心灵和高尚的灵魂无声却有力的象征，有些却是人性最丑陋的欲望的悲哀见证。








CHAPTER IX LONDON RECREATIONS

第九章　伦敦的消遣




The wish of persons in the humbler classes of life, to ape the manners and customs of those whom fortune has placed above them, is often the subject of remark, and not unfrequently of complaint. The inclination may, and no doubt does, exist to a great extent, among the small gentility—the would-be aristocrats—of the middle classes. Tradesmen and clerks, with fashionable novel-reading families, and circulating-library-subscribing daughters, get up small assemblies in humble imitation of Almack's, and promenade the dingy 'large room' of some second-rate hotel with as much complacency as the enviable few who are privileged to exhibit their magnificence in that exclusive haunt of fashion and foolery. Aspiring young ladies, who read flaming accounts of some 'fancy fair in high life,' suddenly grow desperately charitable; visions of admiration and matrimony float before their eyes; some wonderfully meritorious institution, which, by the strangest accident in the world, has never been heard of before, is discovered to be in a languishing condition: Thomson's great room, or Johnson's nursery-ground, is forthwith engaged, and the aforesaid young ladies, from mere charity, exhibit themselves for three days, from twelve to four, for the small charge of one shilling per head! With the exception of these classes of society, however, and a few weak and insignificant persons, we do not think the attempt at imitation to which we have alluded, prevails in any great degree. The different character of the recreations of different classes, has often afforded us amusement; and we have chosen it for the subject of our present sketch, in the hope that it may possess some amusement for our readers.

生活在社会下层的人们想要模仿那些命运置于其上的人们之行为举止和习惯，他们的这种愿望常常是评论的对象，也往往是抱怨的主题。这种倾向可能，甚至确定在很大程度上存在于出身高贵的小人物——可能成为贵族的人——中产阶级人群中。商人和职员连同读时髦小说的家人们和在流动图书馆捐献书籍的女儿们谦逊地模仿奥尔马克的做法，建立了一个个小集会。他们还在二流旅馆邋遢的“大房间”里散步，得意之情不亚于令人嫉妒的少数有特权在时尚和愚蠢专有场所展示其华丽风采的人。读了某个“上层社会精美用品义卖会”的煽情报道后，胸怀大志的年轻女士们突然变得极端热衷慈善，赞美和婚姻的幻象立刻浮现在她们眼前。某个令人称道的机构——让人百思不得其解的是，从来没人听说过这个机构——被发现状况不景气，于是，汤姆森的一个大房间或约翰逊的托儿所立即被征用，上述年轻女士们仅仅出于善心，亲自表演了三天，从十二点一直到四点，票价每人只收一先令！然而，除了这些社会阶层的人和几个微不足道的小人物以外，我们并不认为上述的那些模仿企图有多普遍。不同阶层的不同娱乐方式特点给我们带来了不少乐趣，我们选择它作为当下这篇札记的主题，期待它能给读者带去一些欢乐。




If the regular City man, who leaves Lloyd's at five o'clock, and drives home to Hackney, Clapton, Stamford-hill, or elsewhere, can be said to have any daily recreation beyond his dinner, it is his garden. He never does anything to it with his own hands; but he takes great pride in it notwithstanding; and if you are desirous of paying your addresses to the youngest daughter, be sure to be in raptures with every flower and shrub it contains. If your poverty of expression compel you to make any distinction between the two, we would certainly recommend your bestowing more admiration on his garden than his wine. He always takes a walk round it, before he starts for town in the morning, and is particularly anxious that the fish-pond should be kept specially neat. If you call on him on Sunday in summer-time, about an hour before dinner, you will find him sitting in an arm-chair, on the lawn behind the house, with a straw hat on, reading a Sunday paper. A short distance from him you will most likely observe a handsome paroquet in a large brass- wire cage; ten to one but the two eldest girls are loitering in one of the side walks accompanied by a couple of young gentlemen, who are holding parasols over them—of course only to keep the sun off—while the younger children, with the under nursery-maid, are strolling listlessly about, in the shade. Beyond these occasions, his delight in his garden appears to arise more from the consciousness of possession than actual enjoyment of it. When he drives you down to dinner on a week-day, he is rather fatigued with the occupations of the morning, and tolerably cross into the bargain; but when the cloth is removed, and he has drank three or four glasses of his favourite port, he orders the French windows of his dining-room (which of course look into the garden) to be opened, and throwing a silk handkerchief over his head, and leaning back in his arm-chair, descants at considerable length upon its beauty, and the cost of maintaining it. This is to impress you—who are a young friend of the family—with a due sense of the excellence of the garden, and the wealth of its owner; and when he has exhausted the subject, he goes to sleep.

如果普通市民五点钟离开劳埃德，驾车回到在哈克尼、克莱普顿、斯坦福丘陵或其他地方的家，要说除了他的晚餐之外还有任何日常娱乐的话，那就是他的花园了。他从不亲自打理花园，尽管如此，他还是对他的花园引以为荣。不仅如此，如果你渴望向最小的女儿表达爱意的话，就一定得对花园中的一花一木表达欢喜之情。如果你拙于言辞，被迫在花园和葡萄酒二者中选择其一的话，我们当然要奉劝你多多表达对他花园的仰慕，而非其葡萄酒。他每天清晨出发去市里之前，总会在花园里走一圈，尤其担心那方鱼塘是否保持了极度整洁。如果你在夏天的某个周日，大约晚饭前一个小时去拜访他的话，你会发现他正坐在屋后草坪上的一把扶手椅上，头戴一顶草帽，读着一份周日报纸。你极有可能会看见离他不远处，一个很大的铜丝鸟笼里有一只漂亮的长尾鹦鹉。那两个年纪最大的女儿十有八九正在两位年轻绅士的陪伴下，在花园中的一条旁道上闲逛，绅士们为她们打着阳伞——当然仅仅是为了遮阳。而年龄小的孩子们则在阴凉里在保姆的看管下无精打采地到处溜达着。除了这些情形以外，他对花园的喜爱看起来更多的是拥有感，而不是真正地享受它。他工作日乘马车把你带回家共进午餐时，疲于上午的工作，会有点不快。不过，当桌布撤走，他喝了三四杯最喜爱的波尔图酒后，就会吩咐打开餐室里的法式窗户（窗户当然面向花园），用一条丝绸手帕盖住自己的脑袋，向后倚在扶手椅上，滔滔不绝地讲述花园的美丽以及维护它的花费。这是为了让你——这个家庭的年轻朋友——充分感到这个花园有多卓越，其主人有多富有。他谈这个话题谈累的时候，就会去睡觉了。




There is another and a very different class of men, whose recreation is their garden. An individual of this class, resides some short distance from town—say in the Hampstead-road, or the Kilburn-road, or any other road where the houses are small and neat, and have little slips of back garden. He and his wife—who is as clean and compact a little body as himself—have occupied the same house ever since he retired from business twenty years ago. They have no family. They once had a son, who died at about five years old. The child's portrait hangs over the mantelpiece in the best sitting-room, and a little cart he used to draw about, is carefully preserved as a relic.

还有另外一个很不一样的阶层的人把园艺当作消遣。这个阶层的人住在离城市不远的地方——比如在汉普斯特德路，或者基尔本路，或者某条别的路，那些路上的房屋又小又整齐，带有小片后花园。他和他的妻子——她有着和他一样结实的娇小身材，收拾得很干净——二十年前从商业经营中退休后就住在这栋小房子里，无儿无女。他们曾经有过一个儿子，大约五岁时死了。这个孩子的照片挂在最好的起居室里的壁炉架上方，他曾经拉着玩的一辆小推车也被当作遗物小心地保存着。




In fine weather the old gentleman is almost constantly in the garden; and when it is too wet to go into it, he will look out of the window at it, by the hour together. He has always something to do there, and you will see him digging, and sweeping, and cutting, and planting, with manifest delight. In spring-time, there is no end to the sowing of seeds, and sticking little bits of wood over them, with labels, which look like epitaphs to their memory; and in the evening, when the sun has gone down, the perseverance with which he lugs a great watering-pot about is perfectly astonishing. The only other recreation he has, is the newspaper, which he peruses every day, from beginning to end, generally reading the most interesting pieces of intelligence to his wife, during breakfast. The old lady is very fond of flowers, as the hyacinth-glasses in the parlour-window, and geranium-pots in the little front court, testify. She takes great pride in the garden too: and when one of the four fruit-trees produces rather a larger gooseberry than usual, it is carefully preserved under a wine-glass on the sideboard, for the edification of visitors, who are duly informed that Mr. So-and-so planted the tree which produced it, with his own hands. On a summer's evening, when the large watering-pot has been filled and emptied some fourteen times, and the old couple have quite exhausted themselves by trotting about, you will see them sitting happily together in the little summerhouse, enjoying the calm and peace of the twilight, and watching the shadows as they fall upon the garden, and gradually growing thicker and more sombre, obscure the tints of their gayest flowers—no bad emblem of the years that have silently rolled over their heads, deadening in their course the brightest hues of early hopes and feelings which have long since faded away. These are their only recreations, and they require no more. They have within themselves, the materials of comfort and content; and the only anxiety of each, is to die before the other.

天气好的时候，这位老先生几乎一直呆在花园里。如果地湿得没法下脚，他就会透过窗户望着花园，一望就是几个小时。他在花园里总有事情可做，你能看见他又是掘土，又是扫地，又是修剪，又是栽培，忙得喜形于色。春季，他不停地播撒种子，在地里插上一块块带标签的小木片，看起来就像纪念这些种子的墓志铭。晚上，太阳落山以后，他毫不懈怠地提着一个大洒水壶走来走去，着实让人惊讶。除此以外，他唯一的乐趣就是看报纸。他每天都会把报纸从头至尾读一遍，通常在吃早饭的时候把最有趣的新闻念给妻子听。他的妻子，那个老妇人，非常喜欢花。客厅窗前一个个玻璃瓶里的风信子和前院的一盆盆天竺葵足以证明。她也为他们的花园感到自豪：那四棵果树中有一棵结出一颗比普通醋栗要大的醋栗时，她就会摘下来，小心翼翼地保存在餐具柜上的一只葡萄酒酒杯下面，以便让来访的客人增长见识，让他们真切地知道这是某某先生亲手栽种的醋栗树结出的果子。夏天的夜晚，老两口把那只大洒水壶灌满又洒完，往返了十四趟之多后，来回忙着灌水洒水的他们累得筋疲力尽。你会看见他们一起幸福地坐在那个小凉亭里，享受着黄昏的宁静与平和，望着阴影慢慢笼罩住花园，越来越浓，越来越阴沉，最鲜艳的花朵的色彩也变得模糊不清——恰好象征着他们头顶上悄悄流逝的岁月，他们早年那些愿望和感情的明亮色彩早已褪色，现在也跟着时间消逝。这些就是他们唯一的娱乐，他们别无他求。他们内心有着知足常乐的特质，而两人唯一的忧虑是自己要先于对方死去。




This is no ideal sketch. There USED to be many old people of this description; their numbers may have diminished, and may decrease still more. Whether the course female education has taken of late days—whether the pursuit of giddy frivolities, and empty nothings, has tended to unfit women for that quiet domestic life, in which they show far more beautifully than in the most crowded assembly, is a question we should feel little gratification in discussing: we hope not.

这并不是一篇幻想而成的札记。过去有很多老人都是所描写的这样，但如今他们的人数已经减少了，而且很有可能会更少。我们不想讨论是否当下女子的教育方向，即追求令人头晕眼花的轻佻和毫无意义的事情已使女子不再适合过安静的居家生活，而她们在这种生活中比在拥挤的集会中显得更加美丽。讨论这个问题不会给我们带来快乐，不过我们希望它的答案是否定的。。




Let us turn now, to another portion of the London population, whose recreations present about as strong a contrast as can well be conceived—we mean the Sunday pleasurers; and let us beg our readers to imagine themselves stationed by our side in some well-known rural 'Tea-gardens.'

现在，让我们看看另一部分伦敦居民，他们的消遣方式表现出的强烈反差令人想象不到——我们所说的是星期天寻欢作乐的人们。请我们的读者想象自己正站在我们身旁，身处某个著名的乡下“茶室花园”里。




The heat is intense this afternoon, and the people, of whom there are additional parties arriving every moment, look as warm as the tables which have been recently painted, and have the appearance of being red-hot. What a dust and noise! Men and women—boys and girls—sweethearts and married people—babies in arms, and children in chaises—pipes and shrimps—cigars and periwinkles—tea and tobacco. Gentlemen, in alarming waistcoats, and steel watch-guards, promenading about, three abreast, with surprising dignity (or as the gentleman in the next box facetiously observes, 'cutting it uncommon fat!')—ladies, with great, long, white pocket- handkerchiefs like small table-cloths, in their hands, chasing one another on the grass in the most playful and interesting manner, with the view of attracting the attention of the aforesaid gentlemen—husbands in perspective ordering bottles of ginger-beer for the objects of their affections, with a lavish disregard of expense; and the said objects washing down huge quantities of 'shrimps' and 'winkles,' with an equal disregard of their own bodily health and subsequent comfort—boys, with great silk hats just balanced on the top of their heads, smoking cigars, and trying to look as if they liked them—gentlemen in pink shirts and blue waistcoats, occasionally upsetting either themselves, or somebody else, with their own canes.

这个下午天气酷热，每时每刻都有更多的人到来，他们都像新近才漆过的桌子一样热情，面色红润。尘土飞扬，人声嘈杂！男人和女人、男孩和女孩、情人和夫妻、抱在怀中的婴儿和坐在轻便马车里的孩子、烟斗和大虾、雪茄和玉黍螺、茶和烟草，都充斥在这里。绅士们穿着突兀的背心，戴着钢制表链，三个人并排散步，摆出令人惊奇的尊贵姿态（或如同隔壁包厢里的那位绅士滑稽地说的那样“矫揉造作！”）。女士们手拿小桌布似的又大又长的手帕，在草地上以最顽皮、最有趣的姿势相互追逐着，就是为了吸引上述的绅士们注意——有可能成为丈夫的绅士们为他们的爱慕对象点了一瓶瓶姜啤酒，慷慨地毫不吝惜钱财。前面提到的对象同样毫不吝惜自己的身体健康和随后的感觉，狼吞虎咽地吃了大量“大虾”和“食用螺”。端端正正地戴着丝绸大礼帽的男孩吸着雪茄烟，努力装出很喜欢抽烟的样子。穿着粉红色衬衫和蓝色背心的绅士们则时不时地用他们的手杖把自己或别人绊倒。




Some of the finery of these people provokes a smile, but they are all clean, and happy, and disposed to be good-natured and sociable. Those two motherly-looking women in the smart pelisses, who are chatting so confidentially, inserting a 'ma'am' at every fourth word, scraped an acquaintance about a quarter of an hour ago: it originated in admiration of the little boy who belongs to one of them—that diminutive specimen of mortality in the three-cornered pink satin hat with black feathers. The two men in the blue coats and drab trousers, who are walking up and down, smoking their pipes, are their husbands. The party in the opposite box are a pretty fair specimen of the generality of the visitors. These are the father and mother, and old grandmother: a young man and woman, and an individual addressed by the euphonious title of 'Uncle Bill,'who is evidently the wit of the party. They have some half-dozen children with them, but it is scarcely necessary to notice the fact, for that is a matter of course here. Every woman in 'the gardens,' who has been married for any length of time, must have had twins on two or three occasions; it is impossible to account for the extent of juvenile population in any other way.

这些衣着鲜艳的人们中有一些会博得你一笑，但他们都很讲卫生，很快乐，又都显得性情温和、善于交际。那两个母亲模样的女人穿着时髦的毛皮大衣，正亲密地交谈着，每讲三个字必定插入一个“太太”。她们大约一刻钟前才认识，是由称赞她们其中一个人的小儿子开始的，就是那个头戴三角粉色缎帽，上面插着黑色羽毛的小孩子。那两个身穿蓝色大衣和黄褐色裤子、来来回回走着还吸着烟斗的男人是她们的丈夫。对面包厢里的一小群人是很典型的游客。他们是父亲、母亲、老祖母，还有一个年轻男子和一个年轻女子，以及一个被亲切地称为“比尔叔叔”的人。显然，他是这群人中最风趣的一个。他们身边有五六个孩子，不过这点几乎不用提，因为这是再普通不过的事情。“茶室花园”里的每个妇女不管结婚多久了，必定会有两三对双胞胎，否则无法解释青少年人口的快速增长。




Observe the inexpressible delight of the old grandmother, at Uncle Bill's splendid joke of 'tea for four: bread-and-butter for forty;' and the loud explosion of mirth which follows his wafering a paper 'pigtail' on the waiter's collar. The young man is evidently 'keeping company' with Uncle Bill's niece: and Uncle Bill's hints—such as 'Don't forget me at the dinner, you know,' 'I shall look out for the cake, Sally,' 'I'll be godfather to your first—wager it's a boy,' and so forth, are equally embarrassing to the young people, and delightful to the elder ones. As to the old grandmother, she is in perfect ecstasies, and does nothing but laugh herself into fits of coughing, until they have finished the 'gin-and-water warm with,' of which Uncle Bill ordered 'glasses round' after tea, 'just to keep the night air out, and to do it up comfortable and riglar arter sitch an as-tonishing hot day!'

看看老祖母听到比尔叔叔讲的“四个人的茶，四十个人的黄油面包”这个绝妙的笑话时，乐得无法形容的样子吧。他在侍者的衣领上粘了一条纸“辫子”，又惹得大家发出一阵响亮的哄笑。那个年轻人明显在“陪伴”比尔叔叔的侄女。比尔叔叔暗示的话，比如“晚饭时别忘了我，你知道的。”“萨莉，我该去吃个蛋糕。”“我要当你们第一个孩子的教父——打赌是个男孩。”等诸如此类的话，让年轻人听了窘迫，同样使年长人听了愉快。老祖母真是高兴得心醉神迷，只顾着笑，笑得都咳嗽起来了，直到大家喝完“暖身的姜汁”才停止。比尔叔叔在茶点之后给每个人来了一杯这种饮料，“只是为了避免晚上着凉，经过热得惊人的一天后舒服一下”。




It is getting dark, and the people begin to move. The field leading to town is quite full of them; the little hand-chaises are dragged wearily along, the children are tired, and amuse themselves and the company generally by crying, or resort to the much more pleasant expedient of going to sleep—the mothers begin to wish they were at home again—sweethearts grow more sentimental than ever, as the time for parting arrives—the gardens look mournful enough, by the light of the two lanterns which hang against the trees for the convenience of smokers—and the waiters who have been running about incessantly for the last six hours, think they feel a little tired, as they count their glasses and their gains.

夜幕降临，人们开始散去。通向城里的田野上到处都是人。他们疲惫地拉着小巧的手动轻马车，孩子们也累了，用哭喊给自己和伙伴们作消遣，或者诉诸于睡觉这种比较愉快的权宜之计。母亲们开始希望她们是呆在家里，情人们比以前更伤感，因为分手的时刻已到。花园在两盏挂在树上为吸烟的人准备的灯笼映衬下，显得很阴郁。而那些在过去的六个小时里一直跑个不停的侍者们，在清点玻璃杯和报酬时，觉得有些累了。








CHAPTER X THE RIVER

第十章　河




'Are you fond of the water?' is a question very frequently asked, in hot summer weather, by amphibious-looking young men. 'Very,' is the general reply. 'An't you?'—'Hardly ever off it,' is the response, accompanied by sundry adjectives, expressive of the speaker's heartfelt admiration of that element. Now, with all respect for the opinion of society in general, and cutter clubs in particular, we humbly suggest that some of the most painful reminiscences in the mind of every individual who has occasionally disported himself on the Thames, must be connected with his aquatic recreations. Who ever heard of a successful water-party?—or to put the question in a still more intelligible form, who ever saw one? We have been on water excursions out of number, but we solemnly declare that we cannot call to mind one single occasion of the kind, which was not marked by more miseries than any one would suppose could be reasonably crowded into the space of some eight or nine hours. Something has always gone wrong. Either the cork of the salad-dressing has come out, or the most anxiously expected member of the party has not come out, or the most disagreeable man in company would come out, or a child or two have fallen into the water, or the gentleman who undertook to steer has endangered everybody's life all the way, or the gentlemen who volunteered to row have been 'out of practice,' and performed very alarming evolutions, putting their oars down into the water and not being able to get them up again, or taking terrific pulls without putting them in at all; in either case, pitching over on the backs of their heads with startling violence, and exhibiting the soles of their pumps to the 'sitters' in the boat, in a very humiliating manner.

“你喜欢水吗？”这是水陆两栖模样的小伙子们在炎热的夏季经常问到的一个问题。“非常喜欢。”一般人会这么回答。“真的啊？”“几乎从不离开它。”就是这样的回答，同时伴着各种形容词以表达说话者对水由衷的赞美。现在，在充分尊重社会上的普遍观点，特别是快艇俱乐部的观点的基础上，我们谦恭地建议每个在泰晤士河上偶尔玩过的人都应把他们脑海中某些最痛苦的回忆和他的水上娱乐联系起来。谁曾听说过一次成功的水上聚会？或者把这个问题问得更明白一些，谁见过这样的聚会吗？我们曾多次参加水上游览，但我们要严肃地声明，我们从来不记得有哪次游览遇到的苦难不是比任何人能预料到在八九个小时之内发生的苦难还要多。总会有些事情出错。不是沙拉调味瓶的软木塞掉下来了，就是大家最焦急地期待着的一名聚会成员没有出现，或是团体里最令人讨厌的人出现了，要么就是一两个小孩落水，或是负责掌舵的绅士一路上给每个人的生命带来种种危险。再或是自愿划船的绅士“疏于练习”，做出各种让人惊慌的举动，或是把船桨放进水里之后提不上来，或是使劲地划，桨却没有放进水里。这两种情况下，他们都是脑袋用力往后仰，把自己的轻便舞鞋的鞋底展示给坐在船上的人们看，这种举止真是丢人现眼。




We grant that the banks of the Thames are very beautiful at Richmond and Twickenham, and other distant havens, often sought though seldom reached; but from the 'Red-us' back to Blackfriars-bridge, the scene is wonderfully changed. The Penitentiary is a noble building, no doubt, and the sportive youths who 'go in' at that particular part of the river, on a summer's evening, may be all very well in perspective; but when you are obliged to keep in shore coming home, and the young ladies will colour up, and look perseveringly the other way, while the married dittos cough slightly, and stare very hard at the water, you feel awkward— especially if you happen to have been attempting the most distant approach to sentimentality, for an hour or two previously.

我们承认，泰晤士河在里士满和特威肯汉姆，以及远处经常有人寻找却鲜有人到达的港口处的河两岸都很美丽。不过，从“红所”到“黑修士桥”这一路的景色变化惊人。毋庸置疑，那个“妓女收容所”是个高尚的建筑物。夏日的夜晚，“走入”这个河段的好色青年们可能没什么问题。但是，如果你回家的时候必须靠着岸的话，年轻姑娘们脸上就会泛起红晕，固执地把头扭向一边，已婚的女士则轻轻地咳嗽，紧盯着河水。这时，你会觉得很奇怪——特别是如果你在一两个小时前碰巧想稍微表示一下多情的话。




Although experience and suffering have produced in our minds the result we have just stated, we are by no means blind to a proper sense of the fun which a looker-on may extract from the amateurs of boating. What can be more amusing than Searle's yard on a fine Sunday morning? It's a Richmond tide, and some dozen boats are preparing for the reception of the parties who have engaged them. Two or three fellows in great rough trousers and Guernsey shirts, are getting them ready by easy stages; now coming down the yard with a pair of sculls and a cushion—then having a chat with the 'Jack,' who, like all his tribe, seems to be wholly incapable of doing anything but lounging about—then going back again, and returning with a rudder-line and a stretcher—then solacing themselves with another chat—and then wondering, with their hands in their capacious pockets, 'where them gentlemen's got to as ordered the six.' One of these, the head man, with the legs of his trousers carefully tucked up at the bottom, to admit the water, we presume—for it is an element in which he is infinitely more at home than on land—is quite a character, and shares with the defunct oyster-swallower the celebrated name of 'Dando.' Watch him, as taking a few minutes' respite from his toils, he negligently seats himself on the edge of a boat, and fans his broad bushy chest with a cap scarcely half so furry. Look at his magnificent, though reddish whiskers, and mark the somewhat native humour with which he 'chaffs' the boys and 'prentices, or cunningly gammons the gen'lm'n into the gift of a glass of gin, of which we verily believe he swallows in one day as much as any six ordinary men, without ever being one atom the worse for it.

尽管经历和痛苦在我们心中产生了上述的结果，我们绝不会对一个旁观者从业余划船者身上得到的一些快乐熟视无睹。还有什么能比在晴朗的星期天早上去瑟尔码头更有意思呢？当时正值里士满涨潮，成打的船只正准备迎接雇佣它们的聚会者。两三个穿着粗布宽裤和水手衫的家伙正从容地准备着，拿着一对短浆和一个垫子朝码头走来。接着，他们和某个水手聊聊天，后者就像这个行业的其他所有人一样游手好闲，好像其他任何事情都做不来一样。随后，他们又走回去，回来时拿了一根舵缆和一块划水的脚踏板，然后再找个人说话来聊以自慰，再把手插在宽松的口袋里，琢磨着：“那个雇了六个人的绅士去哪儿了？”他们中把裤腿仔细地挽起来的人是头儿，我们认为他这样是为了便于涉水——因为他在水里比在岸上要自在得多。他是个人物，与已经不在世的那个吞牡蛎的人重名，叫“丹多”。快看他，在辛苦的工作之余休息一下，随意地坐在船舷上，用帽子扇着毛发浓密的宽阔胸膛，那帽子上的毛还不到他胸毛的一半多。看他那尽管发红却依然动人的胡须，再留意他带着本地特有的幽默感跟男孩子们和学徒们开着玩笑，或巧妙地从绅士们那里骗来一杯杜松子酒。我们很确定地相信，他一天喝下去的杜松子酒能顶任何六个普通人加一起的酒量，却一点也不受影响。




But the party arrives, and Dando, relieved from his state of uncertainty, starts up into activity. They approach in full aquatic costume, with round blue jackets, striped shirts, and caps of all sizes and patterns, from the velvet skull-cap of French manufacture, to the easy head-dress familiar to the students of the old spelling-books, as having, on the authority of the portrait, formed part of the costume of the Reverend Mr. Dilworth.

不过，雇船的人到了，丹多不安的情绪也释然了。他开始干活了。他们穿着全副水上装束走过来，有圆柱形的蓝夹克、条纹衫、各种尺寸和样式的帽子、法国产的天鹅绒轻便帽，以及读过旧时拼写课本的学生们都很熟悉的宽松型头巾。因为从课本上的权威肖像可知，这是迪尔沃思牧师装束的一部分。




This is the most amusing time to observe a regular Sunday water-party. There has evidently been up to this period no inconsiderable degree of boasting on everybody's part relative to his knowledge of navigation; the sight of the water rapidly cools their courage, and the air of self-denial with which each of them insists on somebody else's taking an oar, is perfectly delightful. At length, after a great deal of changing and fidgeting, consequent upon the election of a stroke-oar: the inability of one gentleman to pull on this side, of another to pull on that, and of a third to pull at all, the boat's crew are seated. 'Shove her off!' cries the cockswain, who looks as easy and comfortable as if he were steering in the Bay of Biscay. The order is obeyed; the boat is immediately turned completely round, and proceeds towards Westminster-bridge, amidst such a splashing and struggling as never was seen before, except when the Royal George went down. 'Back wa'ater, sir,' shouts Dando, 'Back wa'ater, you sir, aft;' upon which everybody thinking he must be the individual referred to, they all back water, and back comes the boat, stern first, to the spot whence it started. 'Back water, you sir, aft; pull round, you sir, for'ad, can't you?' shouts Dando, in a frenzy of excitement. 'Pull round, Tom, can't you?' re-echoes one of the party. 'Tom an't for'ad,' replies another. 'Yes, he is,' cries a third; and the unfortunate young man, at the imminent risk of breaking a blood-vessel, pulls and pulls, until the head of the boat fairly lies in the direction of Vauxhall-bridge. 'That's right—now pull all on you!'shouts Dando again, adding, in an under-tone, to somebody by him, 'Blowed if hever I see sich a set of muffs!' and away jogs the boat in a zigzag direction, every one of the six oars dipping into the water at a different time; and the yard is once more clear, until the arrival of the next party.

这正是观赏普通周日水上聚会最有意思的时刻。显然，到现在，人人都已经对自己的航行知识大加吹捧。但一看到水，他们的勇气马上就冷却下来，每个人都否定自我，坚持让别人持浆，那样子真是有趣极了。最后，经过一番主意改变和交涉，结果选出了一位尾桨手。一位绅士不能划这边，另一位不能划那边，还有一位则根本不会划船——船员们落座。“把船推开！”舵手喊道，看上去仿佛像在比斯开湾掌舵一样轻松自如。命令得以执行。船立刻转了一圈，向着威斯敏斯特桥方向前进。除了“皇家乔治”号下沉那次，历史上从未有过这样水花飞溅、挣扎划船的情形。“倒着划，先生！”丹多喊着，“倒着划，先生，你要朝后划！”听见这话，大家都以为在说自己呢，便都倒划起来。于是，船就倒退，船尾先回到了出发点。“倒划，先生，你要朝船尾划。要朝反方向划，这位先生你要向前划，你不会向前划吗？”丹多激动地狂喊道。“反方向划啊，汤姆，你会不会？”人群中有一个人重复着。“汤姆，不是向前划。”另一个又答道。“是的，他在向前划呢。”又一个喊道。于是，这个不幸的年轻人就冒着随时血管破裂的危险划呀划，直到船头完全朝向沃克斯霍尔桥。“这就对了——现在，你们都划啊！”丹多再次喊道，对身旁的某个人低声加了句，“见鬼，从来没见过这种笨蛋！”船左右摇摆蜿蜒向前，六个船桨伸进水里的时间都不统一。码头又恢复了平静，直到下一批人到达。




A well-contested rowing-match on the Thames, is a very lively and interesting scene. The water is studded with boats of all sorts, kinds, and descriptions; places in the coal-barges at the different wharfs are let to crowds of spectators, beer and tobacco flow freely about; men, women, and children wait for the start in breathless expectation; cutters of six and eight oars glide gently up and down, waiting to accompany their proteges during the race; bands of music add to the animation, if not to the harmony of the scene; groups of watermen are assembled at the different stairs, discussing the merits of the respective candidates; and the prize wherry, which is rowed slowly about by a pair of sculls, is an object of general interest.

泰晤士河上竞争激烈的划船比赛是个非常生动有趣的场面。河上散布着各式各样的船只，各个码头上运煤的驳船都对成群结队的参观人群开放，啤酒和烟草可随意享用。男人、女人和孩子屏气等待比赛开始。配有六桨和八桨的小艇缓慢地划来划去，等着在比赛中与它们保护的船只同行。乐队如果没有让这场面显得更加和谐的话，也给它增添了几分活力。一伙伙船工们聚集在各个台阶上，议论着各个选手的长处。那艘单人划的小船是奖品，由一对短桨缓缓地来回划着，它是大家兴趣的焦点。




Two o'clock strikes, and everybody looks anxiously in the direction of the bridge through which the candidates for the prize will come—half-past two, and the general attention which has been preserved so long begins to flag, when suddenly a gun is heard, and a noise of distant hurra'ing along each bank of the river—every head is bent forward—the noise draws nearer and nearer—the boats which have been waiting at the bridge start briskly up the river, and a well-manned galley shoots through the arch, the sitters cheering on the boats behind them, which are not yet visible.

两点的钟声敲响了，所有人都急切地注视着桥的方向，争夺奖品的选手们要穿过那座桥才能过来。两点半了，大家保持了那么久的注意力开始低落下来。突然一声枪响，随即河的两岸远远传来吵闹声，所有人的脑袋都向前探去。吵闹声越来越近，一直在桥边等候的那些船开始敏捷地朝河的这个方向划过来。一艘由高水平的划手持桨的单层甲板大帆船从拱桥下疾驰而来，坐在船上的人对着后面的船只欢呼，其中有些还看不到。




'Here they are,' is the general cry—and through darts the first boat, the men in her, stripped to the skin, and exerting every muscle to preserve the advantage they have gained—four other boats follow close astern; there are not two boats' length between them—the shouting is tremendous, and the interest intense. 'Go on, Pink'—'Give it her, Red'—'Sulliwin for ever'—'Bravo!George'—‘Now, Tom, now—now—now—why don't your partner stretch out?'—'Two pots to a pint on Yellow,'&c.,&c. Every little public-house fires its gun, and hoists its flag; and the men who win the heat, come in, amidst a splashing and shouting, and banging and confusion, which no one can imagine who has not witnessed it, and of which any description would convey a very faint idea.

“他们来了。”大家齐声喊着。第一艘船猛冲过来，船上的选手们都赤着膊，运用每一块肌肉的力量来保持他们已获得的优势。其他四艘船紧跟它的船尾，之间的距离不到两艘船的长度。呼声惊天动地，人们兴趣高涨。“划啊，粉红色的！”“拿出点颜色看看，红色的！”“沙利文永夺第一！”“好极了，乔治！”“嘿，汤姆，嘿——嘿——嘿——你的搭档怎么不伸手啊？”“我押两壶一品脱的酒，堵黄的赢。”等等。每个小酒馆都放了枪，升起各自的旗帜。赢得这个热烈场面的选手在水花四溅和呼喊声中，以及乱糟糟的撞击声中过来了。没有亲眼见到此情此景的人是无法想象到的，任何描述也只能传达一个苍白无力的概念。




One of the most amusing places we know is the steam-wharf of the London Bridge, or St. Katharine's Dock Company, on a Saturday morning in summer, when the Gravesend and Margate steamers are usually crowded to excess; and as we have just taken a glance at the river above bridge, we hope our readers will not object to accompany us on board a Gravesend packet.

我们所知道的最有趣的地方之一就是伦敦桥或圣凯瑟琳船坞公司的蒸汽码头。夏日的周六上午，格雷夫森德和马盖特的汽轮常常挤到爆。我们刚才看了一眼桥上游的情况，希望读者不要反对陪我们登上开往格雷夫森德的邮船。




Coaches are every moment setting down at the entrance to the wharf, and the stare of bewildered astonishment with which the 'fares' resign themselves and their luggage into the hands of the porters, who seize all the packages at once as a matter of course, and run away with them, heaven knows where, is laughable in the extreme. A Margate boat lies alongside the wharf, the Gravesend boat (which starts first) lies alongside that again; and as a temporary communication is formed between the two, by means of a plank and hand-rail, the natural confusion of the scene is by no means diminished.

每时每刻都有公共马车到达码头。乘客们惊讶又迷惑的样子让人捧腹大笑，他们顺从地把行李交到搬运工手里。后者立即理所当然地抓起所有的行李，拿着拔腿就跑，天晓得他们去了哪里。一艘去马盖特的船停泊在码头边，去格雷夫森德的船（第一个出发）又泊在了它的旁边。它们之间依靠一块厚木板和一排扶手栏杆构成了临时交通要道，这让本来就很纷乱的场面更加混杂。




'Gravesend?' inquires a stout father of a stout family, who follow him, under the guidance of their mother, and a servant, at the no small risk of two or three of them being left behind in the confusion. 'Gravesend?'

“去格雷夫森德吗？”　一个身材矮胖的父亲问道，他身后跟着的孩子也同样身材矮胖。孩子们由母亲和一个仆人引导，其中两三个还可能会在混乱中被落下，而且风险还不小。“格雷夫森德吗？”




'Pass on, if you please, sir,' replies the attendant—'other boat, sir.'

“请继续往前，先生。”侍者回答道，“先生，另一艘船。”




Hereupon the stout father, being rather mystified, and the stout mother rather distracted by maternal anxiety, the whole party deposit themselves in the Margate boat, and after having congratulated himself on having secured very comfortable seats, the stout father sallies to the chimney to look for his luggage, which he has a faint recollection of having given some man, something, to take somewhere. No luggage, however, bearing the most remote resemblance to his own, in shape or form, is to be discovered; on which the stout father calls very loudly for an officer, to whom he states the case, in the presence of another father of another family—a little thin man—who entirely concurs with him (the stout father) in thinking that it's high time something was done with these steam companies, and that as the Corporation Bill failed to do it, something else must; for really people's property is not to be sacrificed in this way; and that if the luggage isn't restored without delay, he will take care it shall be put in the papers, for the public is not to be the victim of these great monopolies. To this, the officer, in his turn, replies, that that company, ever since it has been St. Kat'rine's Dock Company, has protected life and property; that if it had been the London Bridge Wharf Company, indeed, he shouldn't have wondered, seeing that the morality of that company (they being the opposition) can't be answered for, by no one; but as it is, he's convinced there must be some mistake, and he wouldn't mind making a solemn oath afore a magistrate that the gentleman'll find his luggage afore he gets to Margate.

这时，那个矮胖的父亲有点疑惑了，矮胖的母亲又因为焦虑着照看孩子而分了神。他们全家就在去往马盖特的船上坐定，还十分庆幸能有这么舒适的座位坐。之后，矮胖的父亲冲到峡谷口去寻找他们的行李，他隐约记得曾经把某些东西给了某些人让他送到某个地方。但那儿连自己行李的影儿都没有，所有的行李形状和样子都和自己的行李一点儿也不一样。因此，这位矮胖的父亲大声叫来了一位代理人，当着另一位父亲的面，把事情陈述了一遍。另一位父亲是一个身材瘦小的人，他完全同意矮胖父亲的意见，认为是时候整治一下这些汽轮公司了。既然《公司法》对它们不起作用，那就必须来点别的，因为人民的财产不能以这种方式丢失。还说如果行李不能马上送还，他一定会把这事公诸报端，因为公众不能成为这些巨大的垄断行业的受害者。轮到这位代理人说话时，他对此作出了回答。他说，圣凯瑟琳船坞公司自成立以来就一直保护生命和财产。如果这事发生在伦敦桥码头公司的话，他一定不会觉得奇怪，因为那家公司（这两家公司互为对手）的道德是没有一个人能保证的。不过既然事情发生了，他相信一定是出了什么岔子，而且他愿意在法官面前郑重发誓要在这位先生到达马盖特之前找到他的行李。




Here the stout father, thinking he is making a capital point, replies, that as it happens, he is not going to Margate at all, and that 'Passenger to Gravesend' was on the luggage, in letters of full two inches long; on which the officer rapidly explains the mistake, and the stout mother, and the stout children, and the servant, are hurried with all possible despatch on board the Gravesend boat, which they reached just in time to discover that their luggage is there, and that their comfortable seats are not. Then the bell, which is the signal for the Gravesend boat starting, begins to ring most furiously: and people keep time to the bell, by running in and out of our boat at a double-quick pace. The bell stops; the boat starts: people who have been taking leave of their friends on board, are carried away against their will; and people who have been taking leave of their friends on shore, find that they have performed a very needless ceremony, in consequence of their not being carried away at all. The regular passengers, who have season tickets, go below to breakfast; people who have purchased morning papers, compose themselves to read them; and people who have not been down the river before, think that both the shipping and the water, look a great deal better at a distance.

这时，那位觉得自己论证有力的矮胖的父亲回答道碰巧他根本不是要去马盖特，而且他的行李上贴着“乘客区格雷夫森德”的标签，每个字母足足有两英寸宽。听了以后，代理人马上解释了错误，矮胖的母亲、矮胖的孩子们和那个仆人争分夺秒地匆忙赶到开往格雷夫森德的船上。他们及时赶到，刚上船就发现他们的行李在那儿，但是却没有舒适的座位了。接着，一阵响亮猛烈的铃声传来，这是去往格雷夫森德的船起航的信号。人们踩着铃声加快脚步，有的跑上我们的船，有的跑出我们的船。铃声停止了，船开了。在船上和朋友们告别的人们被强行带走了。在岸上和朋友分别的人们则发现自己正进行的仪式毫无必要，因为他们已经错过了上船的时间。有季票的常客走下去吃早饭，买了早报的人自己安静地看报，没有坐过船的人则认为船和河水从远处看会更好看。




When we get down about as far as Blackwall, and begin to move at a quicker rate, the spirits of the passengers appear to rise in proportion. Old women who have brought large wicker hand-baskets with them, set seriously to work at the demolition of heavy sandwiches, and pass round a wine-glass, which is frequently replenished from a flat bottle like a stomach-warmer, with considerable glee: handing it first to the gentleman in the foraging-cap, who plays the harp—partly as an expression of satisfaction with his previous exertions, and partly to induce him to play 'Dumbledumbdeary,' for 'Alick' to dance to; which being done, Alick, who is a damp earthy child in red worsted socks, takes certain small jumps upon the deck, to the unspeakable satisfaction of his family circle. Girls who have brought the first volume of some new novel in their reticule, become extremely plaintive, and expatiate to Mr. Brown, or young Mr. O'Brien, who has been looking over them, on the blueness of the sky, and brightness of the water; on which Mr. Brown or Mr. O'Brien, as the case may be, remarks in a low voice that he has been quite insensible of late to the beauties of nature, that his whole thoughts and wishes have centred in one object alone—whereupon the young lady looks up, and failing in her attempt to appear unconscious, looks down again; and turns over the next leaf with great difficulty, in order to afford opportunity for a lengthened pressure of the hand.

我们一直航行到布莱克瓦尔时，开始加速，乘客们的精神也随之高涨起来。带了手编柳条篮子的老妇人严肃地忙活着消灭掉结实的三明治，还把一个酒杯传出去，兴高采烈地不停从一个像热水袋一样的扁平瓶子里倒酒。她先是把酒杯递给那位戴着便帽、弹竖琴的先生——一方面是表达对他先前表演的满意之情，同时也是诱使他弹“叮叮当”，让阿利克跟着跳舞。旋律弹起来以后，阿利克，那个穿着红色毛袜、沮丧又粗鄙的孩子就在甲板上小步跳着，这让他的家人满意得无以言表。有些姑娘把某个新近出版小说的第一卷放在手提包里随身带来，变得极其哀伤，对一直望向她们的布朗先生或年轻的奥布赖恩先生详细诉说着天空如何湛蓝，河水如何清澈。对此，布朗先生或奥布赖恩先生就根据实情低声说，他最近对大自然的美丽不太敏感，因为他的整个心思和愿景都放在了一个人身上。听了这话，这位年轻的姑娘抬起头，但又无法装作对这话的含义毫无意识，于是又垂下了眼睛。她费力地翻过一页书，好让自己的手有机会被多握一会儿。




Telescopes, sandwiches, and glasses of brandy-and-water cold without, begin to be in great requisition; and bashful men who have been looking down the hatchway at the engine, find, to their great relief, a subject on which they can converse with one another—and a copious one too—Steam.

望远镜、三明治和一杯杯加冰水不加糖的白兰地的需求量开始变得极大。一直朝舱口下望着蒸汽机的害羞的男子们长长地舒了口气，因为他们找到了可以相互交流的话题——而且是个可以聊很久的话题——蒸汽。




'Wonderful thing steam, sir.''Ah! (a deep-drawn sigh) it is indeed, sir.' 'Great power, sir.' 'Immense—immense!' 'Great deal done by steam, sir.''Ah! (another sigh at the immensity of the subject, and a knowing shake of the head) you may say that, sir.' 'Still in its infancy, they say, sir.' Novel remarks of this kind, are generally the commencement of a conversation which is prolonged until the conclusion of the trip, and, perhaps, lays the foundation of a speaking acquaintance between half-a-dozen gentlemen, who, having their families at Gravesend, take season tickets for the boat, and dine on board regularly every afternoon.

“蒸气是多么美好的东西啊，先生。”　“啊！（深深地叹了口气）的确是这样啊，先生。”“能量巨大，先生。”“太大了——太大了！”“蒸汽的用途很大呀，先生。”“啊！（对这个宽泛的话题又加一声叹息，还博学地摇了摇头）先生，你说得对。”“他们说蒸气还在初级阶段，先生。”此类创新评论通常都是一场谈话的开端，而且这个谈话会一直延续到旅行结束，或许能让五六个人形成点头之交。这些人的家庭都在格雷夫森德，他们使用季票乘船，有每个下午在船上用餐的习惯。








CHAPTER XI ASTLEY'S

第十一章　阿斯特利马戏场




We never see any very large, staring, black Roman capitals, in a book, or shop-window, or placarded on a wall, without their immediately recalling to our mind an indistinct and confused recollection of the time when we were first initiated in the mysteries of the alphabet. We almost fancy we see the pen's point following the letter, to impress its form more strongly on our bewildered imagination; and wince involuntarily, as we remember the hard knuckles with which the reverend old lady who instilled into our mind the first principles of education for ninepence per week, or ten and sixpence per quarter, was wont to poke our juvenile head occasionally, by way of adjusting the confusion of ideas in which we were generally involved. The same kind of feeling pursues us in many other instances, but there is no place which recalls so strongly our recollections of childhood as Astley's. It was not a 'Royal Amphitheatre' in those days, nor had Ducrow arisen to shed the light of classic taste and portable gas over the sawdust of the circus; but the whole character of the place was the same, the pieces were the same, the clown's jokes were the same, the riding- masters were equally grand, the comic performers equally witty, the tragedians equally hoarse, and the 'highly-trained chargers' equally spirited. Astley's has altered for the better—we have changed for the worse. Our histrionic taste is gone, and with shame we confess, that we are far more delighted and amused with the audience, than with the pageantry we once so highly appreciated.

我们每次看见书上、商店橱窗里，抑或是墙上的布告上显眼、又大又黑的罗马大写字体时，总是模糊而困惑地回忆起初涉神秘的字母表时的往事。我们几乎想象自己看着笔尖描过字母，以让字母的形状在我们迷糊的脑海中留下深刻的印象。我们想起那位受人尊重的老太太坚硬的指关节，不由自主地打了个寒颤。她在我们的头脑中灌输最初的教育原理，工资是每周九便士，或每个季度十先令六便士。她习惯偶尔用指关节敲打我们年少的脑袋，以调整我们都曾遇到过的混乱思想。我们在其他事情中也有这种感觉，却没有哪一个地方能像阿斯特利马戏团那样强烈地唤起我们童年的记忆。它不是那个时代的一个“皇家露天圆形剧场”，也没有可以把古典味道和活动煤气灯的光芒投在马戏团的锯屑上的迪克罗出现。但是，这个地方的整体特点与剧场一样，同样的作品，同样的小丑笑料，同样壮观的骑术大师，同样诙谐的滑稽表演者，有着同样沙哑嗓音的悲剧演员，还有同样生气勃勃的“训练有素的战马”。阿斯特利马戏团变得更好——我们变得更坏。我们的戏剧品位已经丧失，我们也羞愧地承认，与过去我们曾高度赞赏的壮观演出相比，观众更能让我们感到快乐和有趣。




We like to watch a regular Astley's party in the Easter or Midsummer holidays—pa and ma, and nine or ten children, varying from five foot six to two foot eleven: from fourteen years of age to four. We had just taken our seat in one of the boxes, in the centre of the house, the other night, when the next was occupied by just such a party as we should have attempted to describe, had we depicted our beau ideal of a group of Astley's visitors.

我们喜欢在复活节或夏至节日去观察阿斯特利的固定观众——爸爸、妈妈和九个或十个小孩，孩子们的身高从二英尺十一英寸到五英尺六英寸不等，年龄在四岁到十四岁之间。前不久的一个晚上，我们刚刚在马戏场中央的一个包厢里坐下，就有几个人在我们隔壁坐下了。如果我们要描述阿斯特利马戏团最理想的观众的话，这些人正是我们的目标。




First of all, there came three little boys and a little girl, who, in pursuance of pa's directions, issued in a very audible voice from the box-door, occupied the front row; then two more little girls were ushered in by a young lady, evidently the governess. Then came three more little boys, dressed like the first, in blue jackets and trousers, with lay-down shirt-collars: then a child in a braided frock and high state of astonishment, with very large round eyes, opened to their utmost width, was lifted over the seats—a process which occasioned a considerable display of little pink legs—then came ma and pa, and then the eldest son, a boy of fourteen years old, who was evidently trying to look as if he did not belong to the family.

首先，三个小男孩和一个小女孩进来了，听从父亲的指示坐在了第一排。父亲在包厢门口发出声音，清晰可闻。接着，一个年轻的女士领着另外两个小女孩进来，她很明显是女家庭教师。接着又有三个小男孩进来，穿的衣服和第一次进来的三个小男孩一样，都是蓝色的短外套和裤子，以及翻领衬衫。接下来进来的一个小孩穿着有穗带的罩袍，显得十分吃惊，两个圆圆的大眼睛瞪得大大的。这个小孩被举过座位——这个过程中，他粉色的小腿露出了一大截——接着，爸妈进来了，紧接着是大儿子。他是一个十四岁的男孩，显然想表现出不属于这个家庭的架势。




The first five minutes were occupied in taking the shawls off the little girls, and adjusting the bows which ornamented their hair; then it was providentially discovered that one of the little boys was seated behind a pillar and could not see, so the governess was stuck behind the pillar, and the boy lifted into her place. Then pa drilled the boys, and directed the stowing away of their pocket- handkerchiefs, and ma having first nodded and winked to the governess to pull the girls' frocks a little more off their shoulders, stood up to review the little troop—an inspection which appeared to terminate much to her own satisfaction, for she looked with a complacent air at pa, who was standing up at the further end of the seat. Pa returned the glance, and blew his nose very emphatically; and the poor governess peeped out from behind the pillar, and timidly tried to catch ma's eye, with a look expressive of her high admiration of the whole family. Then two of the little boys who had been discussing the point whether Astley's was more than twice as large as Drury Lane, agreed to refer it to 'George' for his decision; at which 'George,' who was no other than the young gentleman before noticed, waxed indignant, and remonstrated in no very gentle terms on the gross impropriety of having his name repeated in so loud a voice at a public place, on which all the children laughed very heartily, and one of the little boys wound up by expressing his opinion, that 'George began to think himself quite a man now,' whereupon both pa and ma laughed too; and George (who carried a dress cane and was cultivating whiskers) muttered that 'William always was encouraged in his impertinence;' and assumed a look of profound contempt, which lasted the whole evening.

给小女孩们解下围巾和整理她们头上的蝴蝶结占用了开头的五分钟时间。接着，正好发现一个小男孩坐在了一根柱子后面，看不见表演。于是，女家庭教师就挤在了柱子后面，把小男孩举到她的位子上。爸爸训练男孩子们，指导他们如何把手帕叠好放到口袋里。妈妈先是对女家庭教师点了点头，使了个眼色，让她把女孩子们的罩袍从肩上往下拉一点。接着，她站起来，对这一小群人审阅了一番——这次检阅看来令她十分满意，因为她得意地望着爸爸，此时他正从远处另一端的座位上站起来。爸爸瞥了一眼作为回答，用力地擤了擤鼻子。那个可怜的女家庭教师从柱子后面朝外偷偷瞅着，羞怯地努力引起妈妈的注意，那眼神足以显出对整个家庭的高度羡慕之情。接着，其中两个男孩子刚才一直在讨论阿斯特利马戏场是否比德鲁里大道大一倍多，现在都同意让“乔治”来裁决这个问题。“乔治”正是前文提到的那位年轻先生。他大发雷霆，用很不文雅的话告诫他们，在公共场合大声地再三重复他的名字是十分不合适的。听了这话，所有的小孩儿都尽情地大笑了起来。其中一个小男孩总结性地发言说：“乔治已经开始认为自己是个男人了。”这话引得爸妈也都笑了，而乔治（他手拿套装手杖，正想蓄腮须）喃喃低语道：“威廉的傲慢总受到鼓励。”他摆出一副极其轻视的神态，还保持了一晚上。




The play began, and the interest of the little boys knew no bounds. Pa was clearly interested too, although he very unsuccessfully endeavoured to look as if he wasn't. As for ma, she was perfectly overcome by the drollery of the principal comedian, and laughed till every one of the immense bows on her ample cap trembled, at which the governess peeped out from behind the pillar again, and whenever she could catch ma's eye, put her handkerchief to her mouth, and appeared, as in duty bound, to be in convulsions of laughter also. Then when the man in the splendid armour vowed to rescue the lady or perish in the attempt, the little boys applauded vehemently, especially one little fellow who was apparently on a visit to the family, and had been carrying on a child's flirtation, the whole evening, with a small coquette of twelve years old, who looked like a model of her mamma on a reduced scale; and who, in common with the other little girls (who generally speaking have even more coquettishness about them than much older ones), looked very properly shocked, when the knight's squire kissed the princess's confidential chambermaid.

演出开始了，男孩子们看得兴趣盎然。爸爸显然看得也兴致勃勃的，尽管他努力装作不感兴趣的样子，可还是失败了。至于妈妈，她完全被喜剧主演的诙谐征服了，笑得大帽子上硕大的蝴蝶结全都颤动起来。看到这些，女家庭教师又从柱子后面往外瞥了一眼。她每次引起妈妈的注意时，都会用手帕遮在嘴，好像自己出于职责而笑得前仰后合一样。接下来，穿着华丽盔甲的男子发誓要营救那位女士并打算宁可为此付出生命时，小男孩们都热烈地鼓起掌来，尤其是其中一个显然是这家客人的小家伙。他整个晚上都稚气地挑逗一个十二岁的娇滴滴的小姑娘。那个女孩看起来像是她妈妈的翻版，只是身材小了而已。她同其他小女孩一样（一般说来，这些女孩要比年龄大一些的姑娘们更会展露娇羞），看到骑士的侍从亲吻公主的贴身侍女时，显出恰到好处的惊恐。




When the scenes in the circle commenced, the children were more delighted than ever; and the wish to see what was going forward, completely conquering pa's dignity, he stood up in the box, and applauded as loudly as any of them. Between each feat of horsemanship, the governess leant across to ma, and retailed the clever remarks of the children on that which had preceded: and ma, in the openness of her heart, offered the governess an acidulated drop, and the governess, gratified to be taken notice of, retired behind her pillar again with a brighter countenance: and the whole party seemed quite happy, except the exquisite in the back of the box, who, being too grand to take any interest in the children, and too insignificant to be taken notice of by anybody else, occupied himself, from time to time, in rubbing the place where the whiskers ought to be, and was completely alone in his glory.

马戏团场地里的表演开始时，孩子们比之前更加兴高采烈。想看接下来演什么的心愿完全征服了爸爸的尊严，他在包厢里站起来，像其他人一样热烈掌声。两个骑术表演盛宴间歇，女家庭教师向妈妈倾斜着身子，重复了一遍孩子们对之前演出的聪明评论。妈妈善意地给了她一颗酸味糖，后者对自己受到的注意很是满意，又退到柱子后面，面容显得更加欢喜。所有人似乎都很高兴，除了包厢后排那位优雅的人物。他傲慢得对孩子们毫无兴趣，又因为太无关紧要而没有被其他人注意到。于是，他时不时地搓着该长出腮须的部位，完全陶醉在自己的荣耀中。




We defy any one who has been to Astley's two or three times, and is consequently capable of appreciating the perseverance with which precisely the same jokes are repeated night after night, and season after season, not to be amused with one part of the performances at least—we mean the scenes in the circle. For ourself, we know that when the hoop, composed of jets of gas, is let down, the curtain drawn up for the convenience of the half-price on their ejectment from the ring, the orange-peel cleared away, and the sawdust shaken, with mathematical precision, into a complete circle, we feel as much enlivened as the youngest child present; and actually join in the laugh which follows the clown's shrill shout of 'Here we are!' just for old acquaintance' sake. Nor can we quite divest ourself of our old feeling of reverence for the riding-master, who follows the clown with a long whip in his hand, and bows to the audience with graceful dignity. He is none of your second-rate riding-masters in nankeen dressing-gowns, with brown frogs, but the regular gentleman-attendant on the principal riders, who always wears a military uniform with a table-cloth inside the breast of the coat, in which costume he forcibly reminds one of a fowl trussed for roasting. He is—but why should we attempt to describe that of which no description can convey an adequate idea? Everybody knows the man, and everybody remembers his polished boots, his graceful demeanour, stiff, as some misjudging persons have in their jealousy considered it, and the splendid head of black hair, parted high on the forehead, to impart to the countenance an appearance of deep thought and poetic melancholy. His soft and pleasing voice, too, is in perfect unison with his noble bearing, as he humours the clown by indulging in a little badinage; and the striking recollection of his own dignity, with which he exclaims, 'Now, sir, if you please, inquire for Miss Woolford, sir,' can never be forgotten. The graceful air, too, with which he introduces Miss Woolford into the arena, and, after assisting her to the saddle, follows her fairy courser round the circle, can never fail to create a deep impression in the bosom of every female servant present.

我们藐视那些人，他们已经来过阿斯特利两三次，能够坚持对一夜又一夜、一季又一季地完全重复的笑话加以赏识，却对于表演中至少一部分没有兴趣——我们是说马戏场里的表演。至于我们自己，我们知道，那个由喷射出的气体组成的铁箍放下，幕布升起，以把买半价票的观众赶出圆圈时，人们把橘子皮一扫而光，震动着锯屑，如同数学般精确地使之围成一个圆圈。我们都感到如同在场的最小的孩子一样欣喜若狂。那个小丑向老观众尖叫“我们来了！”时，我们也真的跟着大家笑起来。我们也不能摆脱长久以来对骑术大师的崇敬之情，他随着小丑出现，手里握一根长鞭，优雅而高贵地向观众鞠躬。他可不是你们那种身穿绣有山蛙的淡黄色晨袍的二流骑术演员，而是高级骑士的正规随从。他们总是穿着军装，外套的胸前里塞一块桌布。这身打扮总能让人们形象地联想起翅膀被捆住，正准备烘烤的家禽。他是——不过我们为什么要试图描写根本无法充分表达的情况呢？每个人都认识他，每个人都记得他那双擦得锃亮的靴子和优雅的仪态。一些人出于嫉妒把这种仪态误认为是僵硬。还有他那一头美丽的黑发，在前额高高地分开，给他的容颜平添了几分深思和诗一般的忧郁。他纵情于些许幽默情趣并和小丑开起玩笑时，那温柔而愉悦的声音与他高贵的举止相得益彰。他大声说：“现在，先生，请您见一下伍尔福德小姐。”他说这话时显出惊人的尊严，让人永生难忘。他姿态优雅地把伍尔福德小姐引进竞技场，把她扶上马鞍之后，尾随她的骏马绕场一周。他那优雅的姿态总会给在场的每个女仆心中留下深刻的印象。




When Miss Woolford, and the horse, and the orchestra, all stop together to take breath, he urbanely takes part in some such dialogue as the following (commenced by the clown):'I say, sir!'—'Well, sir?' (it's always conducted in the politest manner.)—'Did you ever happen to hear I was in the army, sir?'—'No, sir.'—‘Oh, yes, sir—I can go through my exercise, sir.'—'Indeed, sir!'— 'Shall I do it now, sir?'—‘If you please, sir; come, sir—make haste' (a cut with the long whip, and 'Ha' done now—I don't like it,' from the clown). Here the clown throws himself on the ground, and goes through a variety of gymnastic convulsions, doubling himself up, and untying himself again, and making himself look very like a man in the most hopeless extreme of human agony, to the vociferous delight of the gallery, until he is interrupted by a second cut from the long whip, and a request to see 'what Miss Woolford's stopping for?' On which, to the inexpressible mirth of the gallery, he exclaims, 'Now, Miss Woolford, what can I come for to go, for to fetch, for to bring, for to carry, for to do, for you, ma'am?' On the lady's announcing with a sweet smile that she wants the two flags, they are, with sundry grimaces, procured and handed up; the clown facetiously observing after the performance of the latter ceremony—'He, he, oh! I say, sir, Miss Woolford knows me; she smiled at me.'Another cut from the whip, a burst from the orchestra, a start from the horse, and round goes Miss Woolford again on her graceful performance, to the delight of every member of the audience, young or old. The next pause affords an opportunity for similar witticisms, the only additional fun being that of the clown making ludicrous grimaces at the riding-master every time his back is turned; and finally quitting the circle by jumping over his head, having previously directed his attention another way.

伍尔福德小姐和那匹马，以及管弦乐队都停下来喘口气时，他文雅地加入下面这种对话（由小丑开始话茬）：“先生啊！”“怎么了？先生？”（对话总是很有礼貌地进行）“先生，你可曾碰巧听说我参过军？”“没有，先生。”“噢，是啊，先生，那些操练我都会做，先生。”“是嘛！先生！”“我现在就做吧，先生？”“如果你愿意，就做吧，先生。来吧，先生，快一点。”（他挥了一下长鞭，然后小丑说道：“开始做了——我不喜欢它。”）接着，小丑倒在地上，做了各种体操动作，一会儿弯起身体，一会儿又伸展开，显出无比绝望、极其痛苦的样子，引得走廊上的观众高兴地大喊大叫，直到他的表演被第二次挥动的长鞭打断。这次，他被要求看看“伍尔福德小姐为什么停了下来？”他便喊道：“伍尔福德小姐，我能为你取什么，拿什么，带什么，搬什么，做什么，小姐？”这又逗得走廊上的观众一阵难以形容的大笑。小姐带着甜蜜的微笑回答道，她要两面旗子。小丑做着各式各样的鬼脸，把旗子拿来递给她。完成了这个仪式之后的表演后，小丑滑稽地说道：“嘿，嘿，哦！先生，伍尔福德小姐认识我，她朝我笑了。”长鞭又挥舞了一下，管弦乐队突然发声，骏马开始奔跑，伍尔福德小姐继续绕场做她优美的表演，这令观众们都高兴起来，不论男女老少。下一次间歇提供了类似的讲俏皮话的机会，唯一增加的乐趣是每次马术大师转过身去，小丑便对他扮荒唐的鬼脸。最后，小丑先引开他的注意力，然后猛然跳过他的头顶，离开场地。




Did any of our readers ever notice the class of people, who hang about the stage-doors of our minor theatres in the daytime? You will rarely pass one of these entrances without seeing a group of three or four men conversing on the pavement, with an indescribable public-house-parlour swagger, and a kind of conscious air, peculiar to people of this description. They always seem to think they are exhibiting; the lamps are ever before them. That young fellow in the faded brown coat, and very full light green trousers, pulls down the wristbands of his check shirt, as ostentatiously as if it were of the finest linen, and cocks the white hat of the summer-before-last as knowingly over his right eye, as if it were a purchase of yesterday. Look at the dirty white Berlin gloves, and the cheap silk handkerchief stuck in the bosom of his threadbare coat. Is it possible to see him for an instant, and not come to the conclusion that he is the walking gentleman who wears a blue surtout, clean collar, and white trousers, for half an hour, and then shrinks into his worn-out scanty clothes: who has to boast night after night of his splendid fortune, with the painful consciousness of a pound a-week and his boots to find; to talk of his father's mansion in the country, with a dreary recollection of his own two-pair back, in the New Cut; and to be envied and flattered as the favoured lover of a rich heiress, remembering all the while that the ex-dancer at home is in the family way, and out of an engagement?

有没有哪一个读者注意到有一个阶层的人白天在我们小剧院的后台门口晃来晃去？你走过后台任何一个入口时，几乎都会看到三四个人在人行道上交谈。他们像在酒吧间里一样虚夸，其程度简直无法用言语形容，还装腔作势，这些都是这类人独有的气质。他们似乎总认为别人都在看自己，因为灯就在前面照着他们。有个年轻人穿着褪了色的棕色外套和宽松的浅绿色裤子。他把格子衬衫的袖口拉下来，那炫耀劲儿仿佛衬衫的布料是最上等的亚麻布，又把前年夏天买的白帽子故意斜盖在右眼上，仿佛是昨天新买的一样。看看他那双肮脏的白色细软毛线手套和破旧的外套胸前塞着的那方廉价的丝帕吧。有没有人瞧了他一眼，却没有发现：他便是那个穿了半小时蓝色外套、干净领饰和白色裤子，然后又缩进自己穿破了、小得不合身的衣服里的跑龙套演员；他夜复一夜地吹嘘着自己了不起的财富，自己却清楚地知道每周只有一英镑的报酬，而且靴子还没有找到；他提及父亲在乡下的一所豪宅，却郁闷地想到在新卡特的两间后屋；他称自己是一个富有的女继承人钟爱的情人并因此受到别人的羡慕和谄媚，却始终记得家里那个之前是舞女、现在失去工作的怀孕女人？




Next to him, perhaps, you will see a thin pale man, with a very long face, in a suit of shining black, thoughtfully knocking that part of his boot which once had a heel, with an ash stick. He is the man who does the heavy business, such as prosy fathers, virtuous servants, curates, landlords, and so forth.

或许，你在他旁边能看见一个瘦瘦的苍白男人。他长着一张长脸，穿着一身闪亮的黑衣，用一根白蜡树手杖若有所思地敲着靴子的一个部位，那里之前有一个鞋跟。他就是扮演庒重角色的人，比如单调乏味的父亲、忠实的家仆、助理牧师、房东等等。




By the way, talking of fathers, we should very much like to see some piece in which all the dramatis personae were orphans. Fathers are invariably great nuisances on the stage, and always have to give the hero or heroine a long explanation of what was done before the curtain rose, usually commencing with 'It is now nineteen years, my dear child, since your blessed mother (here the old villain's voice falters) confided you to my charge. You were then an infant,' &c., &c. Or else they have to discover, all of a sudden, that somebody whom they have been in constant communication with, during three long acts, without the slightest suspicion, is their own child: in which case they exclaim, 'Ah! what do I see? what do I see? This bracelet! That smile! These documents! Those eyes! Can I believe my senses?—It must be!—Yes—it is, it is my child!'—'My father!' exclaims the child; and they fall into each other's arms, and look over each other's shoulders, and the audience give three rounds of applause.

顺便说一下，说起父亲，我们应该十分喜欢看一个剧中人物都是孤儿的表演作品。在舞台上，父亲一定是非常令人讨厌的。幕布升起前，他们总是要用一段冗长的解说来告诉男主人公或女主人公之前发生的事情。开场白通常是这样：“十九年前，我亲爱的孩子，你已过世的妈妈（说到此处，那个老恶棍的声音颤抖了）把你托付给我。你那时还是个婴儿。”诸如此类。或者就是他们突然发现自己在三幕长剧中经常接触的某个人竟然毫无疑问是自己的亲生骨肉。在这种情况下，他们就会叫道：“啊！我看见了什么？这个手镯！那样的微笑！这些档案！那双眼睛！我能相信自己的感官吗？一定是这样的！是的，是我的孩子！”“爸爸啊！”孩子喊道。接着，他们拥抱在一起，眼神越过对方的肩膀，望着远处。观众们连鼓了三次掌。




To return from this digression, we were about to say, that these are the sort of people whom you see talking, and attitudinising, outside the stage-doors of our minor theatres. At Astley's they are always more numerous than at any other place. There is generally a groom or two, sitting on the window-sill, and two or three dirty shabby-genteel men in checked neckerchiefs, and sallow linen, lounging about, and carrying, perhaps, under one arm, a pair of stage shoes badly wrapped up in a piece of old newspaper. Some years ago we used to stand looking, open-mouthed, at these men, with a feeling of mysterious curiosity, the very recollection of which provokes a smile at the moment we are writing. We could not believe that the beings of light and elegance, in milk-white tunics, salmon-coloured legs, and blue scarfs, who flitted on sleek cream-coloured horses before our eyes at night, with all the aid of lights, music, and artificial flowers, could be the pale, dissipated-looking creatures we beheld by day.

言归正传，我们要说的是，他们就是那类你在我们小剧院后台门外看见的装模作样谈着话的人。阿斯特利马戏场的这类人要比其他地方多得多。一般总有一两个马夫坐在窗台上，还有两三个邋遢却冒充上流人士的人戴着方格领巾，穿着灰黄色的亚麻外衣，无所事事地闲逛，或许还在腋下夹着用破报纸胡乱裹起来的一双舞台上穿的鞋子。几年前，我们曾经满怀神秘的好奇心，张大了嘴巴，站在一边看着这些人。我们写这篇札记时，这些回忆让我们不禁笑起来。我们无法相信，那些晚上身穿奶白色束腰外衣和鲜橙色长袜、戴着蓝色领巾、骑着光滑的奶油色骏马从我们眼前闪过、姿态优雅、光彩夺目的人物，那些被光芒笼罩、有音乐伴奏和假花簇拥的人，竟然就是白天我们见的那些面色苍白、游手好闲之人。




We can hardly believe it now. Of the lower class of actors we have seen something, and it requires no great exercise of imagination to identify the walking gentleman with the 'dirty swell,' the comic singer with the public-house chairman, or the leading tragedian with drunkenness and distress; but these other men are mysterious beings, never seen out of the ring, never beheld but in the costume of gods and sylphs. With the exception of Ducrow, who can scarcely be classed among them, who ever knew a rider at Astley's, or saw him but on horseback? Can our friend in the military uniform ever appear in threadbare attire, or descend to the comparatively un-wadded costume of every-day life? Impossible! We cannot—we will not—believe it.

我们到现在还是几乎无法相信。从那些低级演员中，我们已经看出了一些端倪。我们无需多想就可以认出那个跑龙套的配角就是那个“自我膨胀的肮脏鬼”，那个滑稽歌手就是那个小酒馆的轿夫，或者说，那个悲剧主演就是那个穷困潦倒的酒鬼。但是，其他那些人却很神秘，在马戏场外面从来没见过他们，从来没有人见过他们不穿神灵和气精服装时的样子。除了不能归于这类人的迪克罗，谁还认识阿斯特利马戏场的一名骑士，或是在他不骑马的时候见过他呢？我们那个身穿军装的朋友会以破旧褴褛的装束出现吗？或是会屈尊穿上日常生活中填料相对较少的衣服吗？不可能！我们不能——也不会——相信。








CHAPTER XII GREENWICH FAIR

第十二章　格林尼治集市




If the Parks be 'the lungs of London,' we wonder what Greenwich Fair is—a periodical breaking out, we suppose, a sort of spring-rash: a three days' fever, which cools the blood for six months afterwards, and at the expiration of which London is restored to its old habits of plodding industry, as suddenly and completely as if nothing had ever happened to disturb them.

如果说公园是“伦敦的肺”，我们感到好奇格林尼治集市是什么——我们想，它是一种周期性发作的春疹子：发三天的高烧，此后的六个月中，血液都保持冷却。结束后，伦敦又恢复到它那勤勤恳恳的旧习惯，恢复得如此突然而彻底，仿佛从来没有被扰乱一样。




In our earlier days, we were a constant frequenter of Greenwich Fair, for years. We have proceeded to, and returned from it, in almost every description of vehicle. We cannot conscientiously deny the charge of having once made the passage in a spring-van, accompanied by thirteen gentlemen, fourteen ladies, an unlimited number of children, and a barrel of beer; and we have a vague recollection of having, in later days, found ourself the eighth outside, on the top of a hackney-coach, at something past four o'clock in the morning, with a rather confused idea of our own name, or place of residence. We have grown older since then, and quiet, and steady: liking nothing better than to spend our Easter, and all our other holidays, in some quiet nook, with people of whom we shall never tire; but we think we still remember something of Greenwich Fair, and of those who resort to it. At all events we will try.

我们年轻时，多年来一直是格林尼治集市的常客。我们几乎乘坐过各种交通工具，往返于集市和家。凭良心，我们必须接受一个指责——我们曾经坐着一辆弹簧有篷货车到那里去，同去的还有十三位绅士、十四位女士，以及无数的孩子，还带了一桶啤酒。我们还依稀记得，之后的几天，清晨四点多钟时发现自己是四轮出租马车顶上的第八个乘客，几乎不记得自己的名字和住址。自从那时，我们长大了，变得安静沉稳了——最喜欢在某些宁静的角落里和我们永远不会感到厌烦的朋友们一起度过复活节和其他节日。但是，我们仍然记得格林尼治集市的一些事情，以及到那里去的一些人。总之，我们会尝试着回忆。




The road to Greenwich during the whole of Easter Monday, is in a state of perpetual bustle and noise. Cabs, hackney-coaches, 'shay' carts, coal-waggons, stages, omnibuses, sociables, gigs, donkey-chaises—all crammed with people (for the question never is, what the horse can draw, but what the vehicle will hold), roll along at their utmost speed; the dust flies in clouds, ginger-beer corks go off in volleys, the balcony of every public-house is crowded with people, smoking and drinking, half the private houses are turned into tea-shops, fiddles are in great request, every little fruit-shop displays its stall of gilt gingerbread and penny toys; turnpike men are in despair; horses won't go on, and wheels will come off; ladies in 'carawans' scream with fright at every fresh concussion, and their admirers find it necessary to sit remarkably close to them, by way of encouragement; servants-of-all-work, who are not allowed to have followers, and have got a holiday for the day, make the most of their time with the faithful admirer who waits for a stolen interview at the corner of the street every night, when they go to fetch the beer—apprentices grow sentimental, and straw-bonnet makers kind. Everybody is anxious to get on, and actuated by the common wish to be at the fair, or in the park, as soon as possible.

复活节后的星期一，通往格林尼治集市的道路永远处于嘈杂的噪声中。两轮出租马车、四轮出租马车、两轮轻便马车、运煤马车、驿车、公共马车、四座四轮马车、双轮马车、轻便驴车——全都挤满了人（问题从来都不在于马能拉多少，而在于车能装下多少），以它们最快的速度行进。尘土飞扬，姜啤的软木塞排枪齐鸣般打开。每个酒馆的阳台上都挤满了人，他们抽着烟，喝着酒。半数的私人房屋变成了茶室，小提琴供不应求，所有小水果店的摊位上都摆满了姜饼和便宜的小玩具，税收人员都已经绝望了。马不肯往前走，车轮要脱落了，每震动一下，“活动住房”里的女士们都吓得尖叫起来。于是，她们的爱慕者们发现有必要紧挨着她们坐，从而鼓励她们。那些不允许有追随者、今天得到一天假期的负责所有家务的女仆们充分利用这个时间和她们忠诚的爱慕者相聚。后者每晚只能在取啤酒的路上，等在街角处与情人偷偷见面——这时，学徒变得多情，草编女帽工变得友好。每个人都急着往前走，受尽快到达集市或者公园的共同愿望驱使着。




Pedestrians linger in groups at the roadside, unable to resist the allurements of the stout proprietress of the 'Jack-in-the-box, three shies a penny,' or the more splendid offers of the man with three thimbles and a pea on a little round board, who astonishes the bewildered crowd with some such address as, 'Here's the sort o' game to make you laugh seven years arter you're dead, and turn ev'ry air on your ed gray vith delight! Three thimbles and vun little pea—with a vun, two, three, and a two, three, vun: catch him who can, look on, keep your eyes open, and niver say die! niver mind the change, and the expense: all fair and above board: them as don't play can't vin, and luck attend the ryal sportsman! Bet any gen'lm'n any sum of money, from harf-a-crown up to a suverin, as he doesn't name the thimble as kivers the pea!' Here some greenhorn whispers his friend that he distinctly saw the pea roll under the middle thimble—an impression which is immediately confirmed by a gentleman in top-boots, who is standing by, and who, in a low tone, regrets his own inability to bet, in consequence of having unfortunately left his purse at home, but strongly urges the stranger not to neglect such a golden opportunity. The 'plant' is successful, the bet is made, the stranger of course loses: and the gentleman with the thimbles consoles him, as he pockets the money, with an assurance that it's 'all the fortin of war! this time I vin, next time you vin: niver mind the loss of two bob and a bender! Do it up in a small parcel, and break out in a fresh place. Here's the sort o' game,' &c.—and the eloquent harangue, with such variations as the speaker's exuberant fancy suggests, is again repeated to the gaping crowd, reinforced by the accession of several new-comers.

成群结队的行人在路旁徘徊着，无法抵抗那个“木偶盒，一个便士玩三次”摊位的胖女摊主的诱惑，或是一个男人更诱人的商品，即一块圆形小木板上放着三个顶针和一粒豌豆。他对迷惑不解的人群说这样的惊人之语：“这种游戏让你死了七年之后还会发笑，让你乐得头上的每根头发都变成灰色！三个顶针和一粒豌豆——一、二、三，二、三、一，看谁能逮住，快看，睁大眼睛啊，绝不要说丧气话！别要找零，也别管价格，一切都公平，光明正大。不玩怎么能赢呢？痛快的玩家才能有好运！我赌半克朗到一个金币，没人能猜出哪个顶针盖住了豌豆！”此时，一个新手对他的朋友低语说，他清清楚楚地看见那粒豌豆在中间那个顶针下面滚动——这个说法立即得到了一个穿高筒靴的绅士的支持。他站在旁边，低声说可惜自己把钱包忘在了家里，不能下赌注，但他强烈劝说那个陌生人不要错过这个可贵的机会。“托儿”成功了，那个陌生人下了赌注，当然最后输了。带着顶针的人一边把钱放进口袋里，一边安慰他，向他保证说：“胜败乃兵家常事！这次我赢，下次你赢。千万不能在意输两先令六便士！输这么点小钱，下次能赢更多。这游戏就是这样。”诸如此类。这段极具说服力的高谈阔论，根据说话者丰富的想象力而作些变化，又向目瞪口呆的人群重复了一遍，人群里又新来了几个人。




The chief place of resort in the daytime, after the public-houses, is the park, in which the principal amusement is to drag young ladies up the steep hill which leads to the Observatory, and then drag them down again, at the very top of their speed, greatly to the derangement of their curls and bonnet-caps, and much to the edification of lookers-on from below. 'Kiss in the Ring,' and 'Threading my Grandmother's Needle,' too, are sports which receive their full share of patronage. Love-sick swains, under the influence of gin-and-water, and the tender passion, become violently affectionate: and the fair objects of their regard enhance the value of stolen kisses, by a vast deal of struggling, and holding down of heads, and cries of 'Oh! Ha'done, then, George—Oh, do tickle him for me, Mary—Well, I never!'and similar Lucretian ejaculations. Little old men and women, with a small basket under one arm, and a wine-glass, without a foot, in the other hand, tender 'a drop o' the right sort' to the different groups; and young ladies, who are persuaded to indulge in a drop of the aforesaid right sort, display a pleasing degree of reluctance to taste it, and cough afterwards with great propriety.

白天休闲的主要场所除了酒馆就是公园。公园里的主要娱乐是把年轻女士们拖上通往瞭望台的陡峭小山，然后再以最快的速度拉着她们往下跑，把她们的卷发和便帽弄得纷乱，也让山下观望的人受到了启发。“在圆圈里接吻”和“给我祖母的针引线”等都能成为他们全程观赏的活动。苦恋的青年在搀水的杜松子酒和温柔的热情影响下，产生了强烈的爱意：他们钟情的美丽对象提高了偷吻的价值。她们拼命地挣扎着，又低下头，喊道：“噢！好了，乔治！噢，替我挠他，玛丽——啊，我从来没有！”她们还发出其他卢克雷蒂娅式的喊叫。矮个子老头和老太太一只胳膊上挎着一个小篮子，拿着一只没有脚的葡萄酒杯，给不同的人群“来一口真正的酒”。年轻女士们被劝着纵饮一口上述的真正的酒，摆出一副不情愿的悦人姿态，之后又恰到好处地咳嗽。




The old pensioners, who, for the moderate charge of a penny, exhibit the mast-house, the Thames and shipping, the place where the men used to hang in chains, and other interesting sights, through a telescope, are asked questions about objects within the range of the glass, which it would puzzle a Solomon to answer; and requested to find out particular houses in particular streets, which it would have been a task of some difficulty for Mr. Horner (not the young gentleman who ate mince-pies with his thumb, but the man of Colosseum notoriety) to discover. Here and there, where some three or four couple are sitting on the grass together, you will see a sun-burnt woman in a red cloak 'telling fortunes' and prophesying husbands, which it requires no extraordinary observation to describe, for the originals are before her. Thereupon, the lady concerned laughs and blushes, and ultimately buries her face in an imitation cambric handkerchief, and the gentleman described looks extremely foolish, and squeezes her hand, and fees the gipsy liberally; and the gipsy goes away, perfectly satisfied herself, and leaving those behind her perfectly satisfied also: and the prophecy, like many other prophecies of greater importance, fulfils itself in time.

只收取一便士费用的领养老金的老人们通过望远镜为游客们展示桅杆制造厂、泰晤士河和船运、过去人被用吊索吊起来的地方，还有其他有趣的景物。游客问他们关于望远镜视野里看到的事物的问题，这些问题会让所罗门也不知如何作答。游客还要求他们找到某条街道上的某座房子，这任务对于霍纳先生来说，也会是十分困难的（不是指那个用大拇指吃肉馅饼的年轻人，而是那个在罗马圆形大剧场里声名狼藉的人）。随处会有三四对夫妻坐在草地上，你会看见一个皮肤被晒伤了的女人披着红色斗篷，在“给人算命”并预言将来会有个怎样的丈夫。这种描绘不需要非凡的观察力，因为原型就在她眼前。于是，当事人女士就笑了，脸也红了，最后把脸埋在一块仿细棉布手帕里。被形容的那个绅士看起来极其愚蠢，紧紧地握住她的手，大方地给那个吉卜赛女人小费。吉卜赛女人走了，不仅自己心满意足，也让留下的人心满意足。而预言，则如同其他许多更重要的预言一样，及时应验了。




But it grows dark: the crowd has gradually dispersed, and only a few stragglers are left behind. The light in the direction of the church shows that the fair is illuminated; and the distant noise proves it to be filling fast. The spot, which half an hour ago was ringing with the shouts of boisterous mirth, is as calm and quiet as if nothing could ever disturb its serenity: the fine old trees, the majestic building at their feet, with the noble river beyond, glistening in the moonlight, appear in all their beauty, and under their most favourable aspect; the voices of the boys, singing their evening hymn, are borne gently on the air; and the humblest mechanic who has been lingering on the grass so pleasant to the feet that beat the same dull round from week to week in the paved streets of London, feels proud to think as he surveys the scene before him, that he belongs to the country which has selected such a spot as a retreat for its oldest and best defenders in the decline of their lives.

但是，天黑了。人群渐渐散去，只留下几个掉了队的人。教堂方向的灯光表明集市已经上灯了，远方的喧嚣声也证明那里很快就会人头攒动。这个地方半个小时前还回荡着喧闹欢乐的喊叫，现在变得平和而安静，仿佛它的沉寂从来不曾被什么扰乱：那些高耸的古树、树下宏伟的建筑，还有远处在月光下闪烁着的壮丽河流，都显得极为美丽，展现了它们最佳的一面。男孩子们唱夜晚圣歌的声音在空气中轻轻悠荡。那个一直在草地上徘徊的修理工极其卑微，他感到脚下走着很舒适，而这双脚平日一周又一周乏味地往返于伦敦石头铺砌的路上。他看着眼前的美景，想到自己属于这个国家而感到自豪，这个国家为它最年迈、最优秀的守护者们选择了这样一个胜地安度晚年。




Five minutes' walking brings you to the fair; a scene calculated to awaken very different feelings. The entrance is occupied on either side by the vendors of gingerbread and toys: the stalls are gaily lighted up, the most attractive goods profusely disposed, and unbonneted young ladies, in their zeal for the interest of their employers, seize you by the coat, and use all the blandishments of 'Do, dear'—'There's a love'—'Don't be cross, now,' &c., to induce you to purchase half a pound of the real spice nuts, of which the majority of the regular fair-goers carry a pound or two as a present supply, tied up in a cotton pocket-handkerchief. Occasionally you pass a deal table, on which are exposed pen'orths of pickled salmon (fennel included), in little white saucers, oysters with shells as large as cheese-plates, and divers specimens of a species of snail (WILKS, we think they are called), floating in a somewhat bilious-looking green liquid. Cigars, too, are in great demand; gentlemen must smoke, of course, and here they are, two a penny, in a regular authentic cigar-box, with a lighted tallow candle in the centre.

你步行五分钟就可以到达集市，这里的情景能唤起各种非常不同的感受。入口的两旁都被卖姜饼和玩具的小商贩占满了：摊位都喜庆地点上了灯，摆放着最吸引人的商品，琳琅满目。没有戴女帽的年轻姑娘们狂热地为她们老板的利益卖力。她们抓住你的外套，用尽一切奉承话，比如“买吧，亲爱的”“真是个可人儿”“别生气了，好了”等诸如此类的话来诱惑你买半磅真正的香料坚果。经常来集市的人大多都买上一两磅供当场食用，用棉布手帕扎起来。偶尔，你会路过一张松木桌，上面摆放着标价一便士的盛在白色小茶碟里的腌鲑鱼（包括茴香）、贝壳像乳酪盘一样大的牡蛎，还有几只某种蜗牛品种（我们觉得可能叫“维尔克斯”吧）漂在胆汁似的绿色液体里。雪茄的需求量同样也很大，当然，绅士们必然得吸烟。这里就是了，一便士两支，放在普通的真实雪茄烟盒里出售，中间点着一支牛脂蜡烛。




Imagine yourself in an extremely dense crowd, which swings you to and fro, and in and out, and every way but the right one; add to this the screams of women, the shouts of boys, the clanging of gongs, the firing of pistols, the ringing of bells, the bellowings of speaking-trumpets, the squeaking of penny dittos, the noise of a dozen bands, with three drums in each, all playing different tunes at the same time, the hallooing of showmen, and an occasional roar from the wild-beast shows; and you are in the very centre and heart of the fair.

想象你自己正身处一个极其密集的人群中，被推过来推过去，推进来又推出去，就是没有推到你想去的方向。另外，还有女人们的尖叫声、男孩们的喊叫声、铜锣铿锵的敲击声、手枪的射击声、铃铛的响声、喇叭的吼叫声、零钱摩擦的吱吱声、十来个乐队的喧闹声。每个乐队有三个鼓，同时演奏不同的调子。你还能听到玩杂耍的人的高喊声和野兽演出时偶尔传来的咆哮声。这时，你已经身处集市的中心了。




This immense booth, with the large stage in front, so brightly illuminated with variegated lamps, and pots of burning fat, is 'Richardson's,' where you have a melodrama (with three murders and a ghost), a pantomime, a comic song, an overture, and some incidental music, all done in five-and-twenty minutes.

一个前方有个大舞台的巨大棚子，被各色的灯和一盏盏燃烧的油灯照得十分明亮，这就是“理查森剧场”。这里能观赏一场音乐剧（有三个凶手和一个鬼）、一出哑剧、一曲滑稽歌、一支序曲和几支配乐。这一切都在二十五分钟之内表演完毕。




The company are now promenading outside in all the dignity of wigs, spangles, red-ochre, and whitening. See with what a ferocious air the gentleman who personates the Mexican chief, paces up and down, and with what an eye of calm dignity the principal tragedian gazes on the crowd below, or converses confidentially with the harlequin! The four clowns, who are engaged in a mock broadsword combat, may be all very well for the low-minded holiday-makers; but these are the people for the reflective portion of the community. They look so noble in those Roman dresses, with their yellow legs and arms, long black curly heads, bushy eyebrows, and scowl expressive of assassination, and vengeance, and everything else that is grand and solemn. Then, the ladies—were there ever such innocent and awful- looking beings; as they walk up and down the platform in twos and threes, with their arms round each other's waists, or leaning for support on one of those majestic men! Their spangled muslin dresses and blue satin shoes and sandals (a LEETLE the worse for wear) are the admiration of all beholders; and the playful manner in which they check the advances of the clown, is perfectly enchanting.

这群人正在外面散步，戴着假发，红褐色或漂白了的衣服上缝着金属亮片，显得十分尊贵。看那个扮演墨西哥酋长的男人踱来踱去，样子多么凶残啊！那个悲剧主角注视着下面的人群或和那个丑角密谈时，眼神又是多么镇定和高贵啊！四个小丑假装用阔刀打斗，或许他们的表演比较适合卑鄙的度假者。但是，这些人正是为社会上深思熟虑的那部分人表演。他们身穿罗马时代的服饰，露出黄色的腿和胳膊，长着一头黑色的长卷发和浓密的眉毛，显得十分尊贵。这些人还皱着眉，脸上显出一副要进行暗杀和复仇的样子，以及其他所有庄重和严肃的表情。接着，女士们三三两两地在舞台上走来走去，搂着彼此的腰，或是靠在那些威严的男子中的一人身上。她们的那种天真无邪和令人敬畏要去哪里找呢？她们缝着金属亮片的平纹棉布衣服、蓝色缎鞋和凉鞋（鞋子都穿破了）令周围的人都仰慕不已。她们制止小丑靠近时那种有趣的举止也令人神魂颠倒。




'Just a-going to begin! Pray come for'erd, come for'erd,' exclaims the man in the countryman's dress, for the seventieth time: and people force their way up the steps in crowds. The band suddenly strikes up, the harlequin and columbine set the example, reels are formed in less than no time, the Roman heroes place their arms a-kimbo, and dance with considerable agility; and the leading tragic actress, and the gentleman who enacts the 'swell' in the pantomime, foot it to perfection. 'All in to begin,' shouts the manager, when no more people can be induced to 'come for'erd,' and away rush the leading members of the company to do the dreadful in the first piece.

“马上就要开始了！请到前面来，到前面来。”一个乡下人打扮的男人喊道，他已经是第七十次说这些了。人们推推搡搡地走上台阶。乐队突然开始演奏，小丑拿耧斗菜给大家做了示范，人群马上组成了跳里尔舞的队形。那些罗马英雄们敏捷地跳着舞，双手插在腰间。那个悲剧女主角和那个在哑剧中扮演“自大狂”的人跳得美到了极致。“全都进来，要开始了。”领班大叫道，此时已经没有人会再受诱“到前面来”了。演员中的主要成员都冲过来，准备上演第一出戏的惊险场面了。




A change of performance takes place every day during the fair, but the story of the tragedy is always pretty much the same. There is a rightful heir, who loves a young lady, and is beloved by her; and a wrongful heir, who loves her too, and isn't beloved by her; and the wrongful heir gets hold of the rightful heir, and throws him into a dungeon, just to kill him off when convenient, for which purpose he hires a couple of assassins—a good one and a bad one—who, the moment they are left alone, get up a little murder on their own account, the good one killing the bad one, and the bad one wounding the good one. Then the rightful heir is discovered in prison, carefully holding a long chain in his hands, and seated despondingly in a large arm-chair; and the young lady comes in to two bars of soft music, and embraces the rightful heir; and then the wrongful heir comes in to two bars of quick music (technically called 'a hurry'), and goes on in the most shocking manner, throwing the young lady about as if she was nobody, and calling the rightful heir 'Ar-recreant—ar-wretch!' in a very loud voice, which answers the double purpose of displaying his passion, and preventing the sound being deadened by the sawdust. The interest becomes intense; the wrongful heir draws his sword, and rushes on the rightful heir; a blue smoke is seen, a gong is heard, and a tall white figure (who has been all this time, behind the arm-chair, covered over with a table-cloth), slowly rises to the tune of 'Oft in the stilly night.' This is no other than the ghost of the rightful heir's father, who was killed by the wrongful heir's father, at sight of which the wrongful heir becomes apoplectic, and is literally 'struck all of a heap,' the stage not being large enough to admit of his falling down at full length. Then the good assassin staggers in, and says he was hired in conjunction with the bad assassin, by the wrongful heir, to kill the rightful heir; and he's killed a good many people in his time, but he's very sorry for it, and won't do so any more—a promise which he immediately redeems, by dying off hand without any nonsense about it. Then the rightful heir throws down his chain; and then two men, a sailor, and a young woman (the tenantry of the rightful heir) come in, and the ghost makes dumb motions to them, which they, by supernatural interference, understand—for no one else can; and the ghost (who can't do anything without blue fire) blesses the rightful heir and the young lady, by half suffocating them with smoke: and then a muffin-bell rings, and the curtain drops.

集市期间，每天的表演都不同，但悲剧的情节大都如出一辙。有一个合法继承人爱上了一位年轻的女士，也被她爱着。而一个非法继承者也爱着她，但她却不爱他。于是，非法继承人抓住了合法继承人，把他扔进了地牢，要趁机杀死他。为此，他雇了两个杀手——一个好人和一个坏人。只剩下他们两个人的时候，杀手为了各自的利益而挑起了凶杀。结果，好的那个杀了坏的那个，而坏的那个也弄伤了好的那个。然后，合法继承人被人发现在监狱里，手中小心地握着一条锁链，沮丧地坐在一把大扶手椅上。那个年轻女士伴着两小节温柔的乐曲走进来，拥抱了合法继承人。接着，非法继承人伴着两小节快节奏乐曲（术语上称作“快板”）走进来，用最可怕的方式把那个年轻女士东推西搡，仿佛她什么人也不是一样。他还朝着合法继承人喊道：“你这个胆小鬼——卑鄙！”他的声音特别大，这样满足了两个目的，既表现出了强烈的情感，声音又不会被锯屑淹没。兴趣高涨起来。非法继承人拔出了剑，朝合法继承人冲过去。一道蓝色烟雾出现，一声铜锣响起，一个高大的白色身影（那人一直躲在扶手椅后面，被一块桌布遮住了）伴着《常常在寂静的夜晚》这首曲子慢慢升起。这不是别人，正是合法继承人的父亲的灵魂，他被非法继承人的父亲杀害。看到此景，非法继承人便中风了一样，真的是“瘫成一团”，因为舞台不够大，不能让他完全躺在地上。然后，那个好杀手踉踉跄跄地走进来，说他和那个坏杀手都是非法继承人雇来杀死合法继承人的。他还说自己一生中杀了很多人，但他非常懊悔，今后再也不会这么做了——他马上兑现了这个诺言，因为他没说什么废话，就立刻死了。接着，合法继承人把锁链扔到地上。两个男人、一个水手和一个年轻女人（合法继承人的房客）走了进来，那个鬼魂一言不发地对他们打手势，他们是因为超自然因素的作用才理解其中的意思——因为其他人都没有这种能力。鬼魂（没有蓝色的火焰就什么都做不到）用火焰祝福合法继承人和那位年轻的女士，那烟雾快让他们窒息了。接着，卖松饼的铃声响了起来，幕布落下。




The exhibitions next in popularity to these itinerant theatres are the travelling menageries, or, to speak more intelligibly, the 'Wild-beast shows,' where a military band in beef-eater's costume, with leopard-skin caps, play incessantly; and where large highly-coloured representations of tigers tearing men's heads open, and a lion being burnt with red-hot irons to induce him to drop his victim, are hung up outside, by way of attracting visitors.

受欢迎度仅次于这些巡回剧院表演的是流动动物展览，或者说得更清楚一点就是“野兽表演”。军乐队穿着大力士的服装，戴着豹皮帽，不停地演奏着。颜色明亮的大幅图画上画着几只老虎把人的脑袋撕开，还有用烧得火红的铁块烫狮子，以使它放下受害者。这些图片挂在外面，以吸引观众。




The principal officer at these places is generally a very tall, hoarse man, in a scarlet coat, with a cane in his hand, with which he occasionally raps the pictures we have just noticed, by way of illustrating his description—something in this way. 'Here, here, here; the lion, the lion (tap), exactly as he is represented on the canvas outside (three taps): no waiting, remember; no deception. The fe-ro-cious lion (tap, tap) who bit off the gentleman's head last Cambervel vos a twelvemonth, and has killed on the awerage three keepers a-year ever since he arrived at matoority. No extra charge on this account recollect; the price of admission is only sixpence.' This address never fails to produce a considerable sensation, and sixpences flow into the treasury with wonderful rapidity.

这些地方的主要代理人一般都是高个子，声音嘶哑，身穿鲜红色外套，手里握一根手杖，偶尔用它敲打我们刚刚提到的图画，以详细阐述他的观点——以及其他类似的事情。“这儿，这儿，这儿。这头狮子，这头狮子（轻敲一下）和外面帆布上画的一模一样（轻敲三下）。不用等，记着，不会骗你。这头凶残的狮子（敲一下，再敲一下）上次在坎伯韦尔咬掉一位先生的头时十二个月大。它从成年以后平均每年就杀死三个饲养员。讲这件事不额外收费，入场券的价格仅仅是六便士。”这段话总是会引起一阵强烈的轰动，六便士六便士的钱便迅速地流入他们的金库。




The dwarfs are also objects of great curiosity, and as a dwarf, a giantess, a living skeleton, a wild Indian, 'a young lady of singular beauty, with perfectly white hair and pink eyes,' and two or three other natural curiosities, are usually exhibited together for the small charge of a penny, they attract very numerous audiences. The best thing about a dwarf is, that he has always a little box, about two feet six inches high, into which, by long practice, he can just manage to get, by doubling himself up like a boot-jack; this box is painted outside like a six-roomed house, and as the crowd see him ring a bell, or fire a pistol out of the first-floor window, they verily believe that it is his ordinary town residence, divided like other mansions into drawing-rooms, dining-parlour, and bedchambers. Shut up in this case, the unfortunate little object is brought out to delight the throng by holding a facetious dialogue with the proprietor: in the course of which, the dwarf (who is always particularly drunk) pledges himself to sing a comic song inside, and pays various compliments to the ladies, which induce them to 'come for'erd' with great alacrity. As a giant is not so easily moved, a pair of indescribables of most capacious dimensions, and a huge shoe, are usually brought out, into which two or three stout men get all at once, to the enthusiastic delight of the crowd, who are quite satisfied with the solemn assurance that these habiliments form part of the giant's everyday costume.

矮人们也引起了人们极大的好奇心，因为一个矮人、一个巨人、一个枯瘦如柴的人、一个野蛮的印第安人、“一个头发雪白、眼睛粉红、美貌绝世的年轻女士”，以及另外两三个自然异物通常在一起表演，只收取一便士的费用。这便吸引了大量的观众。矮人最奇妙之处就是他一直带着个小箱子，大约两英尺六英寸高。通过长期练习，他能成功地把自己像V字形脱靴器那样对折起来，进入小箱子。这个小箱子表面漆成一座有六个房间的房子的样子。人们看着他从二楼的窗户里摇铃或开枪时，真切地相信这就是城里普通的住房，像其他宅邸一样分隔成起居室、餐厅和卧室。这个不幸的小东西被关在这个箱子里，又被取出来和马戏团的老板说玩笑话。在对话中，那个矮人（他总是醉醺醺的）发誓自己要在里面唱一首滑稽歌曲，并对女士们献上称赞。于是，女士们受到诱惑，满心欢喜地“走上前来”。由于巨人不易走动，通常会有一双宽大得难以形容的裤子和一双极大的鞋子拿出来。然后，两三个矮胖的男人会立刻钻进去，引得观众乐开了怀。他们对郑重的保证感到心满意足，即这些服饰都是这个巨人日常穿着的一部分。




The grandest and most numerously-frequented booth in the whole fair, however, is 'The Crown and Anchor'—a temporary ball-room—we forget how many hundred feet long, the price of admission to which is one shilling. Immediately on your right hand as you enter, after paying your money, is a refreshment place, at which cold beef, roast and boiled, French rolls, stout, wine, tongue, ham, even fowls, if we recollect right, are displayed in tempting array. There is a raised orchestra, and the place is boarded all the way down, in patches, just wide enough for a country dance.

不过，整个集市中最宏伟、最常被人们光顾的摊位是“王冠和锚”。这个摊位是一个临时的舞池，我们忘记了它长多少英尺，不过门票是一先令。付过钱之后，你一进去立即就能看见右手边是点心处。那儿有牛肉冷拼、烤熟的和煮熟了的牛肉、法国蛋卷、黑啤、葡萄酒、牛舌、火腿，甚至家禽。如果我们没有记错的话，这些都摆放得令人垂涎三尺。有一个抬高了的管弦乐队场地，周围铺满了一块一块的木板，宽度刚刚够跳乡村舞。




There is no master of the ceremonies in this artificial Eden—all is primitive, unreserved, and unstudied. The dust is blinding, the heat insupportable, the company somewhat noisy, and in the highest spirits possible: the ladies, in the height of their innocent animation, dancing in the gentlemen's hats, and the gentlemen promenading 'the gay and festive scene' in the ladies' bonnets, or with the more expensive ornaments of false noses, and low-crowned, tinder-box-looking hats: playing children's drums, and accompanied by ladies on the penny trumpet.

这个人工伊甸园里没有司仪——一切都是那么原始、毫无拘束，也不矫揉造作。尘土模糊了人们的视线，热气让人无法忍受，人群喧闹不已，兴奋到了顶点：女士们戴着先生们的帽子跳舞，极显天真活泼之态。先生们则戴着女士们的女帽，漫步在“愉悦、喜庆的场景”中或是戴着价格更高的假鼻子饰品和火绒箱似的低檐帽子，敲着孩子们玩的鼓，还有女士们便宜的喇叭当伴奏。




The noise of these various instruments, the orchestra, the shouting, the 'scratchers,' and the dancing, is perfectly bewildering. The dancing, itself, beggars description—every figure lasts about an hour, and the ladies bounce up and down the middle, with a degree of spirit which is quite indescribable. As to the gentlemen, they stamp their feet against the ground, every time 'hands four round' begins, go down the middle and up again, with cigars in their mouths, and silk handkerchiefs in their hands, and whirl their partners round, nothing loth, scrambling and falling, and embracing, and knocking up against the other couples, until they are fairly tired out, and can move no longer. The same scene is repeated again and again (slightly varied by an occasional 'row') until a late hour at night: and a great many clerks and 'prentices find themselves next morning with aching heads, empty pockets, damaged hats, and a very imperfect recollection of how it was they did NOT get home.

这些不同种类的乐器发出的噪音、管弦乐队的弹奏声、喊叫声、“抓扒工具”和跳舞的声音完完全全地混为一团。舞蹈本身无法形容——每种跳法都持续大约半个小时，女士们在中央蹦蹦跳跳，兴致高涨得无法言喻。至于先生们，每次“四个人围成圈”舞蹈开始时，他们就在地上跺脚，走到中央再走回来，嘴里叼着雪茄，手中拿着丝绸手帕，拉着舞伴转圈，毫不厌倦。他们爬上去又摔下来，拥抱在一起，撞在了其他一对对舞者身上，直到他们筋疲力尽，再也不动了了才停下。同样的情景一遍遍地重复着（有时发生的“争吵”会稍微改变一下情景），一直持续到深夜。次日清晨，许多职员和学徒都觉得头痛，口袋空空，帽子破了，对于自己前一天晚上为什么没有回家也记不大清楚了。








CHAPTER XIII PRIVATE THEATRES

第十三章 私人剧院




'RICHARD THE THIRD.—DUKE OF GLO'STER 2l.; EARL OF RICHMOND, 1l; DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM, 15s.; CATESBY, 12s.; TRESSEL, 10s. 6d.; LORD STANLEY, 5s.; LORD MAYOR OF LONDON, 2s. 6d.'

“理查德三世——格洛斯特公爵，两镑；里士满伯爵，一镑；白金汉公爵，十五先令；凯茨比，十二先令；特莱赛尔，十先令六便士；斯坦利勋爵，五先令；伦敦市市长，二先令六便士。”




Such are the written placards wafered up in the gentlemen's dressing-room, or the green-room (where there is any), at a private theatre; and such are the sums extracted from the shop-till, or overcharged in the office expenditure, by the donkeys who are prevailed upon to pay for permission to exhibit their lamentable ignorance and boobyism on the stage of a private theatre. This they do, in proportion to the scope afforded by the character for the display of their imbecility. For instance, the Duke of Glo'ster is well worth two pounds, because he has it all to himself; he must wear a real sword, and what is better still, he must draw it, several times in the course of the piece. But these trades are as eccentric as comets; nay, worse, for no one can calculate on the recurrence of the strange appearances which betoken the disease. Then the love scene with Lady Ann, and the bustle of the fourth act can't be dear at ten shillings more—that's only one pound ten, including the 'off with his head!'—which is sure to bring down the applause, and it is very easy to do—'Orf with his ed' (very quick and loud;—then slow and sneeringly)—‘So much for Bu-u-u-uckingham!' Lay the emphasis on the 'uck;' get yourself gradually into a corner, and work with your right hand, while you're saying it, as if you were feeling your way, and it's sure to do. The tent scene is confessedly worth half-a-sovereign, and so you have the fight in, gratis, and everybody knows what an effect may be produced by a good combat. One—two—three—four—over; then, one—two—three—four—under; then thrust; then dodge and slide about; then fall down on one knee; then fight upon it, and then get up again and stagger. You may keep on doing this, as long as it seems to take—say ten minutes—and then fall down (backwards, if you can manage it without hurting yourself), and die game: nothing like it for producing an effect. They always do it at Astley's and Sadler's Wells, and if they don't know how to do this sort of thing, who in the world does? A small child, or a female in white, increases the interest of a combat materially—indeed, we are not aware that a regular legitimate terrific broadsword combat could be done without; but it would be rather difficult, and somewhat unusual, to introduce this effect in the last scene of Richard the Third, so the only thing to be done, is, just to make the best of a bad bargain, and be as long as possible fighting it out.

这是一家私人剧院的男演员化妆室或休息室（如果有的话）里贴的公告。上面的款项是那些白痴从店铺钱柜里支付的部分，或是办公费用的超支数额。他们被劝说付款，以便能在私人剧院的舞台上展现他们可悲的无知和愚蠢。他们确实在各自扮演的愚蠢角色能承担得起的范围内付了款。比如，格洛斯特公爵完全值两镑，因为他把所有的事情都自己揽着。他得佩一把货真价实的剑，更重要的是，在表演中他还得把它抽出来几次。光独白就完全值十五先令了，再加上刺杀亨利王——三先令六便士肯定算是便宜的，这样加起来就是十八先令六便士。欺压那些扛棺材的人——就说十八便士吧，虽然其价值远高于此——这样一共是一镑了。接下来，还有与安夫人的爱情戏和第四幕里闹哄哄的场面，这些再加上十先令也不算贵——包括“让他人头落地！”这个场景在内，也才一镑十先令，而这个场景一定能博得满堂彩，且唾手可得。“让他人头落地”这句话要说得非常快速而响亮，接下来要慢慢地、语带讥讽地说出“白——金——汉算是完蛋了！”这句话。要把重音放在“白”字上，自己渐渐地退到角落里。说这句话的时候，要伸出右手，像在摸索道路一样，这样的效果很好。营帐中的那一幕演出公认值半个金币，所以你观看的格斗场面是免费的。而且，大家都知道一场精彩的格斗会有什么样的效果。一——二——三——四——两人先在上方交手，一——二——三——四——两人再在下方交手。然后，你一个猛冲，闪开后滑动步子。接着，单膝跪下，再跪着交手，然后再站起来，脚步趔趄。你可以一直这样做下去，长度根据剧情的需要而定——比如说十分钟——然后跌倒（如果你能让自己不受伤，就仰面倒下去），至死不屈。没有什么比这样更能产生好的演出效果了。他们经常在阿斯特利马戏场和萨德勒的韦尔斯剧院做这样的表演。如果说他们不懂这一套，那世界上还有谁会懂呢？要是台上还有一个小孩或是白衣女郎，观众对格斗戏的兴趣肯定会大大提高——的确，我们还没听说过有哪一场常见的、正规的、精彩的大刀格斗戏表演时没有小孩或白衣女郎。但在《理查德三世》的最后一幕中要加入这样的效果相当困难，也有点不合乎常规。所以，他们唯一能做的就是在不利的条件下尽量做到最好，并且尽可能地把格斗的时间延长。




The principal patrons of private theatres are dirty boys, low copying-clerks, in attorneys' offices, capacious-headed youths from city counting-houses, Jews whose business, as lenders of fancy dresses, is a sure passport to the amateur stage, shop-boys who now and then mistake their masters' money for their own; and a choice miscellany of idle vagabonds. The proprietor of a private theatre may be an ex-scene-painter, a low coffee-house-keeper, a disappointed eighth-rate actor, a retired smuggler, or uncertificated bankrupt. The theatre itself may be in Catherine-street, Strand, the purlieus of the city, the neighbourhood of Gray's-inn-lane, or the vicinity of Sadler's Wells; or it may, perhaps, form the chief nuisance of some shabby street, on the Surrey side of Waterloo-bridge.

私人剧院的主要观众是一些脏兮兮的男孩子、律师事务所的低级抄写员、来自市区商店账房的大脑袋年轻人、在业余剧场通行无阻的从事出租奇特服饰的犹太人，还有时不时误把老板的钱占为己有的店员和形形色色的游手好闲的懒汉。私人剧院的老板可能以前是布景画师、下等的咖啡馆老板、失意的八级演员、金盆洗手的走私商，或是未经认证的破产者。剧院可能座落在凯瑟琳街、斯特兰、伦敦市的近郊、格雷旅馆街周围或萨德勒的韦尔斯剧院附近。又或者，它可能引发滑铁卢桥靠萨里这一边的某条破旧街道上主要的麻烦事。




The lady performers pay nothing for their characters, and it is needless to add, are usually selected from one class of society; the audiences are necessarily of much the same character as the performers, who receive, in return for their contributions to the management, tickets to the amount of the money they pay.

女演员们不用为自己扮演的角色付钱。而且，不用说，她们通常是选自社会的某个阶层。观众必然和表演者有相似的性格。作为表演者对剧场运营所作贡献的报答，她们会获得一些票，其价值相当于观众付的钱。




All the minor theatres in London, especially the lowest, constitute the centre of a little stage-struck neighbourhood. Each of them has an audience exclusively its own; and at any you will see dropping into the pit at half-price, or swaggering into the back of a box, if the price of admission be a reduced one, divers boys of from fifteen to twenty-one years of age, who throw back their coat and turn up their wristbands, after the portraits of Count D'Orsay, hum tunes and whistle when the curtain is down, by way of persuading the people near them, that they are not at all anxious to have it up again, and speak familiarly of the inferior performers as Bill Such-a-one, and Ned So-and-so, or tell each other how a new piece called The Unknown Bandit of the Invisible Cavern, is in rehearsal; how Mister Palmer is to play The Unknown Bandit; how Charley Scarton is to take the part of an English sailor, and fight a broadsword combat with six unknown bandits, at one and the same time (one theatrical sailor is always equal to half a dozen men at least); how Mister Palmer and Charley Scarton are to go through a double hornpipe in fetters in the second act; how the inferior of the invisible cavern is to occupy the whole extent of the stage; and other town-surprising theatrical announcements. These gentlemen are the amateurs—the Richards, Shylocks, Beverleys, and Othellos—the Young Dorntons, Rovers, Captain Absolutes, and Charles Surfaces—a private theatre.

伦敦的所有这些小型剧场，特别是那些最低级的，组成了一个小型居民区中心，其中的居民都一心想当演员。每个剧院都有它们各自独有的观众。在任何一个剧场里，你都会看到从十五岁到二十一岁不等的男孩子买了半价票，坐进正厅后座，或是大摇大摆地走进削减了票价的包厢后部。他们模仿着多尔赛伯爵肖像上的样子，把外套甩到背后，卷起袖口，在落幕的时候哼起小调，吹起口哨，以使他们旁边的人们相信他们并不急着看下一幕戏。他们还用熟悉的口吻谈起一些低级的演员，比如比尔某某和内德某某，或是互相谈论一部叫《隐形洞穴里的无名土匪》的剧正在如何排练。他们说帕尔默先生将如何扮演无名土匪，而查利·斯卡顿要如何扮演一个英国水手，他又将怎样同时和六个无名土匪进行一场大刀格斗（戏剧里的水手总是能匹敌至少五六个男子汉），第二幕中帕尔默先生和查利·斯卡顿又将怎样带着脚镣跳双人号笛舞，那个看不见的山洞内景又怎样占据了整个舞台，以及其他震惊全镇的剧院通告。这些先生们是业余演员——他们是私人剧院的理查德家、夏洛克家、贝弗利家、奥赛罗家、年轻的唐恩通家、罗弗家、阿布索卢特上尉家和查尔斯·瑟菲斯家。




See them at the neighbouring public-house or the theatrical coffee-shop! They are the kings of the place, supposing no real performers to be present; and roll about, hats on one side, and arms a-kimbo, as if they had actually come into possession of eighteen shillings a-week, and a share of a ticket night. If one of them does but know an Astley's supernumerary he is a happy fellow. The mingled air of envy and admiration with which his companions will regard him, as he converses familiarly with some mouldy-looking man in a fancy neckerchief, whose partially corked eyebrows, and half-rouged face, testify to the fact of his having just left the stage or the circle, sufficiently shows in what high admiration these public characters are held.

看看他们在附近酒馆或有演出的咖啡馆里的样子！如果那儿没有真正的演员在场，他们就在那里称王。他们左摇右摆，帽子歪在一边，双手叉腰，好像他们真的每星期能拿十八先令的收入，而且也分到推销演出日的钱似的。他们中如果有一个人认识在阿斯特利马戏场里跑龙套的人，那他就是幸运儿了。他和一个围着花哨围巾的看起来像发了霉的家伙亲热地交谈时，他的伙伴会用既嫉妒又崇拜的目光注视着他。那家伙的眉毛还残留着软木炭涂过的痕迹，脸上的胭脂也未擦净，证明他刚刚离开舞台或马戏场。这充分表明了这些公众人物有多么令人羡慕。




With the double view of guarding against the discovery of friends or employers, and enhancing the interest of an assumed character, by attaching a high-sounding name to its representative, these geniuses assume fictitious names, which are not the least amusing part of the play-bill of a private theatre. Belville, Melville, Treville, Berkeley, Randolph, Byron, St. Clair, and so forth, are among the humblest; and the less imposing titles of Jenkins, Walker, Thomson, Barker, Solomons, &c., are completely laid aside. There is something imposing in this, and it is an excellent apology for shabbiness into the bargain. A shrunken, faded coat, a decayed hat, a patched and soiled pair of trousers—nay, even a very dirty shirt (and none of these appearances are very uncommon among the members of the corps dramatique), may be worn for the purpose of disguise, and to prevent the remotest chance of recognition. Then it prevents any troublesome inquiries or explanations about employment and pursuits; everybody is a gentleman at large, for the occasion, and there are none of those unpleasant and unnecessary distinctions to which even genius must occasionally succumb elsewhere. As to the ladies (God bless them), they are quite above any formal absurdities; the mere circumstance of your being behind the scenes is a sufficient introduction to their society—for of course they know that none but strictly respectable persons would be admitted into that close fellowship with them, which acting engenders. They place implicit reliance on the manager, no doubt; and as to the manager, he is all affability when he knows you well,—or, in other words, when he has pocketed your money once, and entertains confident hopes of doing so again.

为了给自己扮演的人物取一个好听的名字，以达到瞒住朋友或老板，并增强人们对假想人物的兴趣这一双重目的，这些天才们就取各种假名。这使得私人剧院的节目单平添了不少趣味。贝尔维尔、梅尔维尔、特里维尔、伯克利、伦道夫、拜伦、圣克莱尔等等是属于他们使用的名字中最谦卑的。不太威风的名字，如詹金斯、沃克、汤姆森、巴克、所罗门斯等，他们根本就不予考虑。这样做还是很威风的，另外，这也是他们可以穿着寒酸的绝好理由。他们会穿缩水、褪色的外套，戴一顶破帽子，穿有补丁的脏裤子——不仅如此，他们甚至还穿很脏的衬衫（这样的装扮在戏剧团的成员中并不罕见），这样的穿着可能是为了伪装和避免被人认出，虽然可能性很小。这样还可以省掉别人问他们职业和他们对自己职业解释带来的麻烦。在这种场合下，每个人基本上都是绅士。人与人之间没有令人不悦和不必要的差别。而在其他地方，这种差别有时连天才也必须屈从。至于女演员们（上帝保佑她们），她们超越了任何礼节上的荒唐。只要你能进入后台，就足可以进入她们的圈子——因为，她们当然知道只有绝对体面的人才能和她们如此亲密，这种亲密产生于演戏。无疑，她们对剧团监督是绝对信赖的。说到剧团监督，他只要对你知根知底，就会非常和蔼——或者，换句话说，他收过一次你的钱之后，就深信还有下一次。




A quarter before eight—there will be a full house to-night—six parties in the boxes, already; four little boys and a woman in the pit; and two fiddles and a flute in the orchestra, who have got through five overtures since seven o'clock (the hour fixed for the commencement of the performances), and have just begun the sixth. There will be plenty of it, though, when it does begin, for there is enough in the bill to last six hours at least.

七点三刻的时候——今天晚上肯定会客满——包厢里已经有六组人了。正厅后座有四个小男孩和一个女士。乐队席里有两个小提琴手和一个吹长笛的，他们从七点（这是演出开始的固定时间）起就开始演奏，现在已经演奏了五首前奏曲，正开始演奏第六首。不过，只要一开了头，就会有很多前奏曲，因为单单登在告示上的就够演奏至少六小时。




That gentleman in the white hat and checked shirt, brown coat and brass buttons, lounging behind the stage-box on the O. P. side, is Mr. Horatio St. Julien, alias Jem Larkins. His line is genteel comedy—his father's, coal and potato. He DOES Alfred Highflier in the last piece, and very well he'll do it—at the price. The party of gentlemen in the opposite box, to whom he has just nodded, are friends and supporters of Mr. Beverley (otherwise Loggins), the Macbeth of the night. You observe their attempts to appear easy and gentlemanly, each member of the party, with his feet cocked upon the cushion in front of the box! They let them do these things here, upon the same humane principle which permits poor people's children to knock double knocks at the door of an empty house—because they can't do it anywhere else. The two stout men in the centre box, with an opera-glass ostentatiously placed before them, are friends of the proprietor—opulent country managers, as he confidentially informs every individual among the crew behind the curtain—opulent country managers looking out for recruits; a representation which Mr. Nathan, the dresser, who is in the manager's interest, and has just arrived with the costumes, offers to confirm upon oath if required—corroborative evidence, however, is quite unnecessary, for the gulls believe it at once.

那个戴白帽、穿格子衬衫和有黄铜纽扣的棕色外套的人是霍雷肖·圣朱利恩先生。他的化名是杰姆·拉金斯，正在靠近观察处的前侧包厢后面闲荡着。他的职业是优雅喜剧演出——他父亲的职业是经营煤和土豆生意。他在最后一出戏里扮演艾尔弗雷德·海弗莱尔。他会演得很精彩——物有所值。他刚刚跟对面包厢里的那群绅士点头致意。那些人是这天晚上扮演麦克白的贝弗利先生（化名洛金斯）的朋友和拥护者。你可以看出他们试图显得安逸优雅，每个人都把脚翘起来，放在包厢前的垫子上！剧院之所以让他们这样做，是基于允许穷人家的小孩连敲两下空房子的门一样的人道主义原则——因为他们在别的地方不能这样做。中央包厢里的两个矮胖的男子招摇地在面前放一个小望远镜，他们是剧场老板的朋友——老板对幕布后所有的员工机密地透露说，他们是乡村富有的舞台监督，正在物色新人。代表舞台监督的内森先生刚刚带着戏装到来。他表示，如果需要，他可以发誓以表确证。可是，这根本没有必要，因为那些蠢货马上就信了。




The stout Jewess who has just entered, is the mother of the pale, bony little girl, with the necklace of blue glass beads, sitting by her; she is being brought up to 'the profession.'Pantomime is to be her line, and she is coming out to-night, in a hornpipe after the tragedy. The short thin man beside Mr. St. Julien, whose white face is so deeply seared with the small-pox, and whose dirty shirt-front is inlaid with open-work, and embossed with coral studs like ladybirds, is the low comedian and comic singer of the establishment. The remainder of the audience—a tolerably numerous one by this time—are a motley group of dupes and blackguards. The foot-lights have just made their appearance: the wicks of the six little oil lamps round the only tier of boxes, are being turned up, and the additional light thus afforded serves to show the presence of dirt, and absence of paint, which forms a prominent feature in the audience part of the house. As these preparations, however, announce the speedy commencement of the play, let us take a peep 'behind,' previous to the ringing-up. The little narrow passages beneath the stage are neither especially clean nor too brilliantly lighted; and the absence of any flooring, together with the damp mildewy smell which pervades the place, does not conduce in any great degree to their comfortable appearance. Don't fall over this plate basket—it's one of the 'properties'—the caldron for the witches' cave; and the three uncouth-looking figures, with broken clothes-props in their hands, who are drinking gin-and-water out of a pint pot, are the weird sisters. This miserable room, lighted by candles in sconces placed at lengthened intervals round the wall, is the dressing-room, common to the gentlemen performers, and the square hole in the ceiling is THE trap-door of the stage above. You will observe that the ceiling is ornamented with the beams that support the boards, and tastefully hung with cobwebs.

刚进来的矮胖犹太女人是坐她旁边、苍白消瘦的小女孩的母亲。小女孩戴着蓝色玻璃珠项链，正在接受“职业训练”。她要表演哑剧。今天晚上，她将在一出悲剧之后的号笛舞中登场。圣朱利恩先生旁边坐着一个矮瘦的男人，他的脸白白的，留着深深的天花疤痕。他的衬衫前胸嵌着透孔织物，并饰有瓢虫似的珊瑚饰钉。这个人是这个剧团的低级丑角和滑稽歌手。其余的观众——到这个时候，观众已经很多了——则混杂了一群傻瓜和无赖。脚灯刚亮起来。仅有的一排包厢周围，六盏小油灯的灯芯正被点亮。于是，增添的这些光亮使得污垢和油漆剥落之处显现出来，这正是剧场中观众席的突出特点。不过，由于这些准备措施都宣告演出即将开始，还是让我们在铃响开幕之前朝“后面”窥探一下吧。舞台下面的过道窄小，既不是很干净，也不是很亮堂。没有铺地板，再加上到处弥漫着的潮乎乎的发霉味，这些都无法使这些过道显得太舒服。不要摔倒在这个餐具篮上——它可是一个道具呢——是女巫山洞里的大锅。还有三个模样怪异的人，手里拿着破旧的服装道具，正从一只一品脱容量的壶里喝掺了水的杜松子酒。她们扮演的就是命运三女神。这个简陋的房间是男演员的公用化妆室，由安装在周围墙壁上的烛台里的灯光照亮，烛台之间相隔很远。天花板上那个方形的洞是上面的舞台的地板门。你会发现，天花板是由支撑舞台地板的横梁装饰，还很别致地挂着蜘蛛网呢。




The characters in the tragedy are all dressed, and their own clothes are scattered in hurried confusion over the wooden dresser which surrounds the room. That snuff-shop-looking figure, in front of the glass, is Banquo: and the young lady with the liberal display of legs, who is kindly painting his face with a hare's foot, is dressed for Fleance. The large woman, who is consulting the stage directions in Cumberland's edition of Macbeth
 , is the Lady Macbeth of the night; she is always selected to play the part, because she is tall and stout, and LOOKS a little like Mrs. Siddons—at a considerable distance. That stupid-looking milksop, with light hair and bow legs—a kind of man whom you can warrant town-made—is fresh caught; he plays Malcolm to-night, just to accustom himself to an audience. He will get on better by degrees; he will play Othello in a month, and in a month more, will very probably be apprehended on a charge of embezzlement. The black-eyed female with whom he is talking so earnestly, is dressed for the 'gentlewoman.' It is HER first appearance, too—in that character. The boy of fourteen who is having his eyebrows smeared with soap and whitening, is Duncan, King of Scotland; and the two dirty men with the corked countenances, in very old green tunics, and dirty drab boots, are the 'army.'

悲剧演员们都换好戏装，他们自己的衣服在忙乱中散落在房间四周的木梳妆台上。镜子前那个像鼻烟店老板的人物是扮演班柯的，那个开放地露出腿的年轻女人扮演弗里恩斯，她正用一只野兔脚友爱地往他脸上涂抹。那个大个的女人今天晚上要演麦克白夫人，她正在查阅坎伯兰版的《麦克白》中的舞台表演指导。她总是当选演出这个角色，因为她又高又胖，看上去有点像西登斯夫人——从足够远处看的话。那个看起来傻傻、长着浅色的头发和弓形腿的懦夫——他是那种你可以肯定是城里出生的人——是新招进来的。他今天晚上扮演马尔科姆，只是为了让自己习惯面对观众。他会渐渐进步起来，一个月后，他会扮演奥赛罗。再过一个月，他就很可能因被控告贪污而被抓。正在和他热切交谈的黑眼睛女人装扮成了“贵妇人”。这也是她第一次——以这个角色出现。那个十四岁的男孩扮演邓肯，即苏格兰国王。他正在用肥皂和白粉把眉毛涂白。那两个用软木炭把脸涂黑的脏兮兮的男人则是“士兵”，他们穿着很旧的绿色紧身短上衣和肮脏的褐色靴子。




'Look sharp below there, gents,' exclaims the dresser, a red-headed and red-whiskered Jew, calling through the trap, 'they're a-going to ring up. The flute says he'll be blowed if he plays any more, and they're getting precious noisy in front.'A general rush immediately takes place to the half-dozen little steep steps leading to the stage, and the heterogeneous group are soon assembled at the side scenes, in breathless anxiety and motley confusion. 'Now,' cries the manager, consulting the written list which hangs behind the first P. S, wing, 'Scene 1, open country—lamps down— thunder and lightning—all ready, White?'[This is addressed to one of the army.]'All ready.'—‘Very well. Scene 2, front chamber. Scene 2, front chamber. Is the front chamber down?'—'Yes.'—'Very well.'— 'Jones'[to the other army who is up in the flies]. 'Hallo!'—'Wind up the open country when we ring up.'—'I'll take care.'—‘Scene 3, back perspective with practical bridge. Bridge ready, White? Got the tressels there?'—'All right.'

“先生们，注意看下面了。”剧团里一个红头发、红胡子的犹太服装员隔着地板门喊道，“就要打铃开幕了。长笛手说再要他吹，他就要发火了，前面座位的观众也正闹得凶呢。”大家立即朝通向舞台的五六级陡直的小楼梯冲去。不久，各色人等就聚集在了侧面的布景旁，个个焦虑得屏气凝神，服装五色杂陈，一片茫然。“现在，”剧团监督一边查阅第一个边厢后面挂着的一张清单，一边喊道，“第一幕，空旷的田野——把灯放下——打雷闪电——怀特，都准备好了吗？”（这是对一个士兵说的。）“全部准备好了。”“很好。第二幕，前房。前房放下布景了没有？”“放下了。”“很好。”“琼斯。”（对舞台上方存放布景处的另一名士兵喊道）“哎！”“我们打铃的时候，你把空旷田野的布景卷起来。”“好的。”“第三幕，真正的桥上的远景。桥准备好了吗，怀特？把活动架放好了吗？”“好了。”




'Very well. 'Very Well. Clear the stage,' cries the manager, hastily packing every member of the company into the little space there is between the wings and the wall, and one wing and another. 'Places, places. Now then, Witches—Duncan—Malcolm—bleeding officer—where's the bleeding officer?'—'Here!' replies the officer, who has been rose-pinking for the character. 'Get ready, then; now, White, ring the second music-bell.' The actors who are to be discovered, are hastily arranged, and the actors who are not to be discovered place themselves, in their anxiety to peep at the house, just where the audience can see them. The bell rings, and the orchestra, in acknowledgment of the call, play three distinct chords. The bell rings—the tragedy (!) opens—and our description closes.

“很好，离开舞台。”剧团监督大声喊着，一边把这群人全都塞进边厢和墙之间以及边厢和边厢之间的狭小空间里，“按次序，按次序排。现在，巫婆——邓肯——马尔科姆——流血的军官——流血的军官在哪儿？”“在这儿！”军官答道。为了演这个角色，他正在让人把他身上涂成粉红色。“那么，准备好。现在，怀特，打响第二次音乐铃。”要上台让观众看到的演员匆匆排好队，而不让观众看到的演员由于急于想窥探剧场里的情形，正好站在了观众能瞧见的地方。铃声响了，管弦乐队弹了三个不同的和音，表示已经接受戏要开演的通知。铃响了——悲剧开演！我们的描述也到此为止了。








CHAPTER XIV VAUXHALL-GARDENS BY DAY

第十四章　白天去沃克斯霍尔游乐场




There was a time when if a man ventured to wonder how Vauxhall-gardens would look by day, he was hailed with a shout of derision at the absurdity of the idea. Vauxhall by daylight! A porter-pot without porter, the House of Commons without the Speaker, a gas-lamp without the gas—pooh, nonsense, the thing was not to be thought of. It was rumoured, too, in those times, that Vauxhall-gardens by day, were the scene of secret and hidden experiments; that there, carvers were exercised in the mystic art of cutting a moderate-sized ham into slices thin enough to pave the whole of the grounds; that beneath the shade of the tall trees, studious men were constantly engaged in chemical experiments, with the view of discovering how much water a bowl of negus could possibly bear; and that in some retired nooks, appropriated to the study of ornithology, other sage and learned men were, by a process known only to themselves, incessantly employed in reducing fowls to a mere combination of skin and bone.

曾经有段时间，如果一个人贸然好奇沃克斯霍尔游乐场白天是什么样子，人们就会大声嘲弄他的这个想法是多么荒唐。白天的沃克斯霍尔啊！就像没有黑啤酒的啤酒壶，没有议长的下议院，没有煤气的煤气灯——呸，胡扯，这种事根本不该想起。那时，也有谣言说，白天的沃克斯霍尔游乐场是人们做秘密实验的隐蔽场所；说雕刻师在那儿练习一种秘术，把一块中等大小的火腿切得够薄，使它足以把整个场地铺满；说在高树的树阴下，好学的人常常做化学实验，研究一碗尼格斯酒能加多少水；还说有一些偏僻的角落被划出来供人研究鸟类学，还有其他一些智者和学者通过只有他们自己知道的过程，不断地把家禽变成皮包骨。




Vague rumours of this kind, together with many others of a similar nature, cast over Vauxhall-gardens an air of deep mystery; and as there is a great deal in the mysterious, there is no doubt that to a good many people, at all events, the pleasure they afforded was not a little enhanced by this very circumstance.

诸如此类模糊的谣传，以及许多其他类似的传说，使沃克斯霍尔游乐场笼罩了一种极其神秘的气氛。而由于神秘的事物中会有很多内容，无疑对许多人来说，这种情况无论如何都大大增强了他们的兴趣。




Of this class of people we confess to having made one. We loved to wander among these illuminated groves, thinking of the patient and laborious researches which had been carried on there during the day, and witnessing their results in the suppers which were served up beneath the light of lamps and to the sound of music at night. The temples and saloons and cosmoramas and fountains glittered and sparkled before our eyes; the beauty of the lady singers and the elegant deportment of the gentlemen, captivated our hearts; a few hundred thousand of additional lamps dazzled our senses; a bowl or two of punch bewildered our brains; and we were happy.

我们承认自己是这一种人。我们喜欢在灯光照亮的小树林里闲逛，想着白天在那儿所进行的耐心费力的研究。晚上，晚餐在灯光下和音乐声中端上来的时候，我们见证研究成果。神殿、酒馆、世界风俗景物西洋镜和喷泉在我们面前发光、闪烁，女歌手的美丽和绅士们的优雅举止使我们着迷，另有上万盏灯使我们眼花缭乱，一两碗潘趣酒让我们的头脑迷惑不清。我们很快活。




In an evil hour, the proprietors of Vauxhall-gardens took to opening them by day. We regretted this, as rudely and harshly disturbing that veil of mystery which had hung about the property for many years, and which none but the noonday sun, and the late Mr. Simpson, had ever penetrated. We shrunk from going; at this moment we scarcely know why. Perhaps a morbid consciousness of approaching disappointment—perhaps a fatal presentiment—perhaps the weather; whatever it was, we did NOT go until the second or third announcement of a race between two balloons tempted us, and we went. We paid our shilling at the gate, and then we saw for the first time, that the entrance, if there had been any magic about it at all, was now decidedly disenchanted, being, in fact, nothing more nor less than a combination of very roughly-painted boards and sawdust. We glanced at the orchestra and supper-room as we hurried past—we just recognised them, and that was all. We bent our steps to the firework-ground; there, at least, we should not be disappointed. We reached it, and stood rooted to the spot with mortification and astonishment. THAT the Moorish tower—that wooden shed with a door in the centre, and daubs of crimson and yellow all round, like a gigantic watch-case! THAT the place where night after night we had beheld the undaunted Mr. Blackmore make his terrific ascent, surrounded by flames of fire, and peals of artillery, and where the white garments of Madame Somebody (we forget even her name now), who nobly devoted her life to the manufacture of fireworks, had so often been seen fluttering in the wind, as she called up a red, blue, or party-coloured light to illumine her temple! THAT the—but at this moment the bell rung; the people scampered away, pell-mell, to the spot from whence the sound proceeded; and we, from the mere force of habit, found ourself running among the first, as if for very life.

在一个不幸的时刻，沃克斯霍尔游乐场的老板开始在白天开放游乐场了。我们对此感到遗憾，因为多年以来笼罩着这块地方的神秘面纱被粗暴地扯下来了。曾经，只有中午的阳光和已故的辛普森先生穿透过这层面纱。我们不敢去，现在想想也不知道是为什么。也许是一种对即将面临的失望的病态意识——或许是一种不幸的预感——或许是天气的缘故。不管是因为什么，我们一直都没有去，直到有一场气球比赛再三发布比赛通知，我们才在诱惑之下去了。我们在门口付了一先令，接着就第一次看到门只不过是几块漆得很粗糙的木板和木屑的混合体。如果说以前入口还有什么魔力的话，现在已经断然被消除了。我们快速路过的时候看了乐队和晚餐厅一眼——我们只是认出了它们，仅此而已。我们朝放烟火的地方走去，觉得至少我们在那里不会感到失望。我们到了那儿，却惊呆了，满心的屈辱和震惊。那儿原来就是摩尔式塔楼——那个当中有扇门、四周抹着红色和黄色涂料的木棚，简直像一个巨大的表壳！那儿原来就是我们过去天天晚上见到勇敢的布莱克莫尔先生在火焰的包围下和隆隆的炮声中往上精彩攀爬的地方。而且，就是在这个地方，崇高地把一生都致力于生产烟火的某某女士（现在我们甚至连她的名字都忘记了）召唤出红的、蓝的，或是杂色的光来照亮她的神殿时，她白色的衣裳经常在风中摇摆！那儿原来就是——但就在这时，铃声响了起来。人们乱哄哄地朝铃声响起的地方奔去，而我们，仅仅是出于习惯，也跑在前头，好像逃命似的。




It was for the concert in the orchestra. A small party of dismal men in cocked hats were 'executing' the overture to Tancredi, and a numerous assemblage of ladies and gentlemen, with their families, had rushed from their half-emptied stout mugs in the supper boxes, and crowded to the spot. Intense was the low murmur of admiration when a particularly small gentleman, in a dress coat, led on a particularly tall lady in a blue sarcenet pelisse and bonnet of the same, ornamented with large white feathers, and forthwith commenced a plaintive duet.

原来那是为管弦乐队的演奏打的铃。一小队头戴三角帽的忧郁男子在“演奏”《唐克莱弟》的前奏曲，许许多多的先生太太们带着他们的孩子赶来，挤在人群中，留下晚餐盒中剩了一半饮料的大杯子。一个特别小巧的身穿燕尾服的先生领着一个特别高大的女士走上台来。那位女士身穿蓝色薄绸皮外衣，帽子的料子也一样，上面插了两大根白色羽毛。他们马上开始了一支哀伤的二重唱，人群中响起一阵低声、热烈的赞美声。




We knew the small gentleman well; we had seen a lithographed semblance of him, on many a piece of music, with his mouth wide open as if in the act of singing; a wine-glass in his hand; and a table with two decanters and four pine-apples on it in the background. The tall lady, too, we had gazed on, lost in raptures of admiration, many and many a time—how different people DO look by daylight, and without punch, to be sure! It was a beautiful duet: first the small gentleman asked a question, and then the tall lady answered it; then the small gentleman and the tall lady sang together most melodiously; then the small gentleman went through a little piece of vehemence by himself, and got very tenor indeed, in the excitement of his feelings, to which the tall lady responded in a similar manner; then the small gentleman had a shake or two, after which the tall lady had the same, and then they both merged imperceptibly into the original air: and the band wound themselves up to a pitch of fury, and the small gentleman handed the tall lady out, and the applause was rapturous.

我们对那个小个子先生很了解；我们在许多乐谱上看到过他的版画肖像，他嘴张得很大，像在唱歌；手里拿着酒杯；背景是一张放着两个细颈盛水瓶和四只菠萝的桌子。我们也曾无数次地凝视过那位高大的女士，对她仰慕得神魂颠倒——人们在白天看上去多么不同啊，不喝潘趣酒一定会是这样！那是一支动听的二重唱：首先，小个子先生问一个问题，高个子女士回答。接着，两个人悠扬地合唱。然后，小个先生自己来一段激昂的曲子。在激动的情绪中，他的男高音确实音调很高，高个子女士用同样的方式回应。接着，小个子先生发出一两个颤音，高个子女士也随即照样来了两下。然后，他们俩不知不觉地混声合唱原先的调子。乐队最后以一个激昂的音调收尾，小个子先生就牵着高个子女士退场，台下响起观众欣喜若狂的喝彩。




The comic singer, however, was the especial favourite; we really thought that a gentleman, with his dinner in a pocket-handkerchief, who stood near us, would have fainted with excess of joy. A marvellously facetious gentleman that comic singer is; his distinguishing characteristics are, a wig approaching to the flaxen, and an aged countenance, and he bears the name of one of the English counties, if we recollect right. He sang a very good song about the seven ages, the first half-hour of which afforded the assembly the purest delight; of the rest we can make no report, as we did not stay to hear any more.

然而，观众最喜爱的还是滑稽歌手。我们真的觉得站在我们旁边、用手帕包着晚饭的那个先生会高兴得晕过去。那个滑稽歌手是个滑稽得出奇的人。他独特的特点是头戴一顶近似亚麻色的假发和他沧桑的面容。另外，如果我们没记错的话，他的名字是英国的一个郡名。他唱了一首关于七个年代的好歌，头半个小时里，观众听得高兴到极点。余下的情况我们就没法报告了，因为我们没有再呆在那儿听下去。




We walked about, and met with a disappointment at every turn; our favourite views were mere patches of paint; the fountain that had sparkled so showily by lamp-light, presented very much the appearance of a water-pipe that had burst; all the ornaments were dingy, and all the walks gloomy. There was a spectral attempt at rope-dancing in the little open theatre. The sun shone upon the spangled dresses of the performers, and their evolutions were about as inspiriting and appropriate as a country-dance in a family vault. So we retraced our steps to the firework-ground, and mingled with the little crowd of people who were contemplating Mr. Green.

我们四处走动，所到之处都让我们失望。我们最喜爱的景致原来仅仅是漆出来的。那在灯光下闪耀得如此华丽的喷泉，看来简直就是根爆破的水管。所有的装饰都肮脏不堪，所有的走道都阴森暗淡。在露天小剧场里，有人正鬼怪般地表演走钢丝。太阳照在表演者衣服的亮片上，他们的动作几乎和家族墓穴中描绘的乡村舞蹈一样激人奋进和恰如其分。所以，我们又回到放烟花的地方，混入了那一小群注视着格林先生的人。




Some half-dozen men were restraining the impetuosity of one of the balloons, which was completely filled, and had the car already attached; and as rumours had gone abroad that a Lord was 'going up,' the crowd were more than usually anxious and talkative. There was one little man in faded black, with a dirty face and a rusty black neckerchief with a red border, tied in a narrow wisp round his neck, who entered into conversation with everybody, and had something to say upon every remark that was made within his hearing. He was standing with his arms folded, staring up at the balloon, and every now and then vented his feelings of reverence for the aeronaut, by saying, as he looked round to catch somebody's eye, 'He's a rum'un is Green; think o'this here being up'ards of his two hundredth ascent; ecod, the man as is ekal to Green never had the toothache yet, nor won't have within this hundred year, and that's all about it. When you meets with real talent, and native, too, encourage it, that's what I say;' and when he had delivered himself to this effect, he would fold his arms with more determination than ever, and stare at the balloon with a sort of admiring defiance of any other man alive, beyond himself and Green, that impressed the crowd with the opinion that he was an oracle.

大约五六个人正在控制着其中一只充满了气、就要飞走的气球，给它安上了吊舱。据谣传，一位勋爵要“上去”，因此，那群人比平时更加急切，话说得也更多。有个小个子男人穿着褪色的黑衣服，脸很脏，脖子上围着一条捻成了细长条的红边赭黑色颈巾。他和所有人都能攀谈，无论他听到什么话，都能凑上几句。他抱臂站着，抬头盯着气球，时不时地表示出他对飞艇驾驶员的敬意。他向四周一望，试图引起某个人的注意，说：“这个格林是个古怪的家伙。想想看，这是他的第二百次飞上天呀。啊，一个像格林这样的人从来不牙疼，而且一百年以内都不会牙疼，事情就是这样。你遇见一个真正的天才，并且也是本国人时，你要鼓励他，这就是我要说的。”他表达了自己这一意思之后，带着前所未有的坚定抱住双臂，盯着气球，眼里是那种只敬佩他自己和格林、不把别的任何人放在眼里的神情。这使得这群人都觉得他是个圣人。




'Ah, you're very right, sir,' said another gentleman, with his wife, and children, and mother, and wife's sister, and a host of female friends, in all the gentility of white pocket-handkerchiefs, frills, and spencers, 'Mr. Green is a steady hand, sir, and there's no fear about him.'

“啊，你是对的，先生。”另一个绅士说，他带着他的妻子、孩子、母亲、小姨子和一群女性朋友，白手帕、饰边和羊毛短上衣都显示其来自上流社会，“格林先生是个踏实的人，先生，不用替他担心。”




'Fear!' said the little man: 'isn't it a lovely thing to see him and his wife a going up in one balloon, and his own son and HIS wife a jostling up against them in another, and all of them going twenty or thirty mile in three hours or so, and then coming back in pochayses? I don't know where this here science is to stop, mind you; that's what bothers me.'

“担心！”小个子男人说，“看着他和他妻子乘一只气球飞上天，他儿子和儿子的妻子乘另一只气球和他们碰到一起，都在三小时左右飞行二三十英里，然后乘驿车回来，这一切难道不是很美好吗？我不知道现在这种科学要发展到什么程度，告诉你吧，这才是我担心的。”




Here there was a considerable talking among the females in the spencers.

这时，穿羊毛短上衣的女子们很起劲地谈了起来。




'What's the ladies a laughing at, sir?' inquired the little man, condescendingly.

“先生，女士们在笑什么？”小个子男人以屈尊的神态问道。




'It's only my sister Mary,' said one of the girls, 'as says she hopes his lordship won't be frightened when he's in the car, and want to come out again.'

“只是我妹妹玛丽，”其中一个女孩说，“她说她希望爵爷坐进气球吊舱以后不要害怕得想再走出来。”




'Make yourself easy about that there, my dear,' replied the little man. 'If he was so much as to move a inch without leave, Green would jist fetch him a crack over the head with the telescope, as would send him into the bottom of the basket in no time, and stun him till they come down again.'

“这就不用担心了，亲爱的，”小个子男人回答说，“哪怕他只是挪动了一英寸，并没有离开，格林就会用望远镜在他头上啪啪打一下，立即把他打回吊舱底儿，让他一直晕到再次回到地面上。”




'Would he, though?' inquired the other man.

“可他会这么干吗？”那个绅士问道。




'Yes, would he,' replied the little one, 'and think nothing of it, neither, if he was the king himself. Green's presence of mind is wonderful.'

“是的，他会。”小个子男人说，“即使那人是国王，他也不会手下留情。格林的沉着很令人赞叹。”




Just at this moment all eyes were directed to the preparations which were being made for starting. The car was attached to the second balloon, the two were brought pretty close together, and a military band commenced playing, with a zeal and fervour which would render the most timid man in existence but too happy to accept any means of quitting that particular spot of earth on which they were stationed. Then Mr. Green, sen., and his noble companion entered one car, and Mr. Green, jun., and HIS companion the other; and then the balloons went up, and the aerial travellers stood up, and the crowd outside roared with delight, and the two gentlemen who had never ascended before, tried to wave their flags, as if they were not nervous, but held on very fast all the while; and the balloons were wafted gently away, our little friend solemnly protesting, long after they were reduced to mere specks in the air, that he could still distinguish the white hat of Mr. Green. The gardens disgorged their multitudes, boys ran up and down screaming 'bal-loon;' and in all the crowded thoroughfares people rushed out of their shops into the middle of the road, and having stared up in the air at two little black objects till they almost dislocated their necks, walked slowly in again, perfectly satisfied.

就在这个时候，大家都转过眼去看起飞的准备工作。他们给第二个气球系上吊舱，两个气球挨得很近。一个军乐队开始演奏，其劲头和热情能使世上最胆小的人都非常乐意接受任何工具，把自己带离他正站在的这片土地。然后，老格林先生和他高贵的伴侣进到一个吊舱，小格林先生则和他的伴侣进到另一个吊舱。接着，气球起飞了，空中旅行家们站起身来。吊舱外面的人群高兴地喊叫着，那两位从来没有上过天的绅士试着挥舞手中的旗子，装出他们并不紧张的样子，却一直紧紧抓着吊舱。气球轻轻地飘远了，渐渐在空中变成了小点。之后过了好一会儿，我们那位小个子朋友还在一本正经地断言他能辨认出格林先生的白帽子呢。公园里的人群都跑了出来，男孩子们来回奔跑，尖声喊叫着“气球！”在所有拥挤的大街上，人们从他们的店铺里冲到街中央，抬头盯着天空中的两个小黑色物体，直到他们的脖子快脱节了，才心满意足地慢慢走回店铺去。




The next day there was a grand account of the ascent in the morning papers, and the public were informed how it was the finest day but four in Mr. Green's remembrance; how they retained sight of the earth till they lost it behind the clouds; and how the reflection of the balloon on the undulating masses of vapour was gorgeously picturesque; together with a little science about the refraction of the sun's rays, and some mysterious hints respecting atmospheric heat and eddying currents of air.

第二天，诸多晨报上都有关于这次飞天的辉煌报道。公众得知，格林先生记得这是除了其他四天以外，天气最好的一天。他还讲了他们怎样一直能看到地面，直到视线被云层挡住，气球在波动的雾气块上反射出的映像有多么瑰丽如画。连同一些太阳光线折射度的科学问题，他还提到有关大气层的热辐射和空气的涡流的某些神秘暗示。




There was also an interesting account how a man in a boat was distinctly heard by Mr. Green, jun., to exclaim, 'My eye!' which Mr. Green, jun., attributed to his voice rising to the balloon, and the sound being thrown back from its surface into the car; and the whole concluded with a slight allusion to another ascent next Wednesday, all of which was very instructive and very amusing, as our readers will see if they look to the papers. If we have forgotten to mention the date, they have only to wait till next summer, and take the account of the first ascent, and it will answer the purpose equally well.

还有一篇有趣的报道，说小格林先生清楚地听到一个男人在船上喊道：“天哪！”小格林先生认为他的声音先是升到了气球上，又从气球表面反射到了吊舱里。整个报道在结尾处略提了下个周三的飞天活动，如果我们的读者看一下晨报的话，就会发现这一切既增长知识，又很有趣。如果我们忘记提及日期的话，读者只要等到明年夏天，记下有关第一次飞上天的描述，也同样可以达到此目的。








CHAPTER XV EARLY COACHES

第十五章 早班公共马车




We have often wondered how many months' incessant travelling in a post-chaise it would take to kill a man; and wondering by analogy, we should very much like to know how many months of constant travelling in a succession of early coaches, an unfortunate mortal could endure. Breaking a man alive upon the wheel, would be nothing to breaking his rest, his peace, his heart—everything but his fast—upon four; and the punishment of Ixion (the only practical person, by-the-bye, who has discovered the secret of the perpetual motion) would sink into utter insignificance before the one we have suggested. If we had been a powerful churchman in those good times when blood was shed as freely as water, and men were mowed down like grass, in the sacred cause of religion, we would have lain by very quietly till we got hold of some especially obstinate miscreant, who positively refused to be converted to our faith, and then we would have booked him for an inside place in a small coach, which travelled day and night: and securing the remainder of the places for stout men with a slight tendency to coughing and spitting, we would have started him forth on his last travels: leaving him mercilessly to all the tortures which the waiters, landlords, coachmen, guards, boots, chambermaids, and other familiars on his line of road, might think proper to inflict.

我们经常好奇一个人不停地乘坐驿车多少个月才能死去。同样地，我们也好奇一个不幸的凡人不停地坐早班公共马车的话，能忍受多少个月。与用四个车轮扰乱一个人的休息、宁静和心——扰乱他的一切，除了禁食——相比，用车把一个人活活轧死就不算什么了。伊克赛翁所受的惩罚（顺便提一下，他是唯一一个通过实践发现永恒运动秘密的人）如果与我们上面所说的活受罪相比，也变得完全微不足道了。如果我们是有权力的教士，处在为了神圣的宗教事业血流如注、草菅人命的虔诚年代里，我们就会静静地伏在一边，直到我们抓到某个坚决不改信我们宗教、异常顽固的恶棍，就可以在日夜奔驰的小公共马车里给他预定一个位子。我们还要保证剩下的位子给有点爱咳嗽吐痰的矮胖男子留着，让他开始最后的旅途，无情地留他忍受所有侍者、店主、马车夫、看守、行李夫、旅馆侍女，以及一路上经常碰得到的人们可能对他进行的折磨。




Who has not experienced the miseries inevitably consequent upon a summons to undertake a hasty journey? But these trades are as eccentric as comets; nay, worse, for no one can calculate on the recurrence of the strange appearances which betoken the disease. You and your family are forthwith thrown into a state of tremendous excitement; an express is immediately dispatched to the washerwoman's; everybody is in a bustle; and you, yourself, with a feeling of dignity which you cannot altogether conceal, sally forth to the booking-office to secure your place. Here a painful consciousness of your own unimportance first rushes on your mind— the people are as cool and collected as if nobody were going out of town, or as if a journey of a hundred odd miles were a mere nothing. You enter a mouldy-looking room, ornamented with large posting-bills; the greater part of the place enclosed behind a huge, lumbering, rough counter, and fitted up with recesses that look like the dens of the smaller animals in a travelling menagerie, without the bars. Some half-dozen people are 'booking' brown-paper parcels, which one of the clerks flings into the aforesaid recesses with an air of recklessness which you, remembering the new carpet-bag you bought in the morning, feel considerably annoyed at; porters, looking like so many Atlases, keep rushing in and out, with large packages on their shoulders; and while you are waiting to make the necessary inquiries, you wonder what on earth the booking-office clerks can have been before they were booking-office clerks; one of them with his pen behind his ear, and his hands behind him, is standing in front of the fire, like a full-length portrait of Napoleon; the other with his hat half off his head, enters the passengers' names in the books with a coolness which is inexpressibly provoking; and the villain whistles—actually whistles—while a man asks him what the fare is outside, all the way to Holyhead!—in frosty weather, too! They are clearly an isolated race, evidently possessing no sympathies or feelings in common with the rest of mankind. Your turn comes at last, and having paid the fare, you tremblingly inquire—'What time will it be necessary for me to be here in the morning?'—'Six o'clock,' replies the whistler, carelessly pitching the sovereign you have just parted with, into a wooden bowl on the desk. 'Rather before than arter,' adds the man with the semi-roasted unmentionables, with just as much ease and complacency as if the whole world got out of bed at five. You turn into the street, ruminating as you bend your steps homewards on the extent to which men become hardened in cruelty, by custom.

有谁没有经历过因被召而急匆匆地上路所带来的不可避免的苦难呢？你从工作的地方接到通知——不管那是在哪儿，也不管你是什么人——你都必须毫不拖延地离开所在的城镇。你和家人立刻陷入一种极其激动的状态，急忙差人去洗衣服，每个人都忙忙碌碌。而你自己呢，则带着一种你所不能完全掩饰的尊严感，出发去订票处买车票。在这儿，你忽然第一次痛苦地感到自己微不足道——那儿的人冷静而泰然自若，好像没人要离开城镇，又好像一百多英里的旅程不算什么似的。你走进一间看起来发了霉的房间，里面全是大张的招贴。房间的大部分被一个粗制、笨重的大柜台隔开。墙上装着一个个壁龛，活像活动动物园中安置小动物的没有栅栏的兽笼。大约有五六个人在办理牛皮纸包裹的登记手续，其中一个办事员把这些包裹投进上面提到的壁龛中。他的神态满不在乎，这让你感到十分厌恶，因为你想起早上才买的那只新毛毡旅行袋。搬运工们看起来就像许多巨神阿特拉斯，背上扛着大行李袋一直跑进跑出。你等着要问一些必要的问题时，不禁纳闷订票处的这些办事员之前到底是做什么的。其中一个办事员把钢笔夹在耳朵后面，双手背后，站在火炉前，像一幅拿破仑的全身肖像。另一个人的帽子只戴了一半，正在登记乘客的名字。他带有一种无法言说、令人恼火的冷淡。一个男人问他坐在车外到霍莱海德——还是在严寒之中——的车费是多少时，那个坏蛋吹起了口哨——真的吹起口哨呢！他们显然是一个与世隔绝的种族，明显对其余的人类没有同情心或共同的情感。终于轮到你了，付完钱后，你颤抖着问道：“早上我得几点到这儿来？”“六点。”吹口哨的办事员说着，把你刚交给他的那枚一英镑金币随手扔到桌上一个木碗里。“早点比晚点好。”那个裤子快给烤焦了的办事员加上一句，说得如此轻松自得，好像全世界的人都是早上五点起床一样。你走上街头，在回家的路上沉思着人们由于习惯竟然变得如此冷酷无情。




If there be one thing in existence more miserable than another, it most unquestionably is the being compelled to rise by candlelight. If you have ever doubted the fact, you are painfully convinced of your error, on the morning of your departure. You left strict orders, overnight, to be called at half-past four, and you have done nothing all night but doze for five minutes at a time, and start up suddenly from a terrific dream of a large church-clock with the small hand running round, with astonishing rapidity, to every figure on the dial-plate. At last, completely exhausted, you fall gradually into a refreshing sleep—your thoughts grow confused—the stage–coaches, which have been 'going off' before your eyes all night, become less and less distinct, until they go off altogether; one moment you are driving with all the skill and smartness of an experienced whip—the next you are exhibiting ELA Ducrow, on the off–leader; anon you are closely muffled up, inside, and have just recognised in the person of the guard an old schoolfellow, whose funeral, even in your dream, you remember to have attended eighteen years ago. At last you fall into a state of complete oblivion, from which you are aroused, as if into a new state of existence, by a singular illusion. You are apprenticed to a trunk-maker; how, or why, or when, or wherefore, you don't take the trouble to inquire; but there you are, pasting the lining in the lid of a portmanteau. Confound that other apprentice in the back shop, how he is hammering!—rap, rap, rap—what an industrious fellow he must be! you have heard him at work for half an hour past, and he has been hammering incessantly the whole time. Rap, rap, rap, again—he's talking now—what's that he said? Five o'clock! You make a violent exertion, and start up in bed. The vision is at once dispelled; the trunk-maker's shop is your own bedroom, and the other apprentice your shivering servant, who has been vainly endeavouring to wake you for the last quarter of an hour, at the imminent risk of breaking either his own knuckles or the panels of the door. You proceed to dress yourself, with all possible dispatch. The flaring flat candle with the long snuff, gives light enough to show that the things you want, are not where they ought to be, and you undergo a trifling delay in consequence of having carefully packed up one of your boots in your over-anxiety of the preceding night. You soon complete your toilet, however, for you are not particular on such an occasion, and you shaved yesterday evening; so mounting your Petersham great-coat, and green travelling shawl, and grasping your carpet-bag in your right hand, you walk lightly down-stairs, lest you should awaken any of the family, and after pausing in the common sitting-room for one moment, just to have a cup of coffee (the said common sitting-room looking remarkably comfortable, with everything out of its place, and strewed with the crumbs of last night's supper), you undo the chain and bolts of the street-door, and find yourself fairly in the street.

如果说有什么事情比另一件更惨的话，毫无疑问就是在烛光中被迫起床。如果你曾经怀疑这一事实，那么在你动身的那个早晨，你就会痛苦地认识到自己的错误。前一天晚上，你严格命令仆人要在四点半叫你起床。一整晚，你只是打会儿盹，每过五分钟就会忽然从梦中惊醒。你做了一个奇妙的梦，梦见一台教堂大钟，时针以惊人的速度转到钟面上的每个数字上。最后，你累得筋疲力尽，渐渐地酣睡过去——你的思想变得混乱——整晚在你眼前“开走”的驿车现在变得越来越模糊，直到后来完全不见了。有一会儿，你成了一个经验丰富的老手，正熟练而敏捷地驾驶着马车；下一刻，你在迪克罗剧场右边的先导马背上表演；过了不久，你又被严实地裹住身子，坐在马车里，刚刚认出那个看守正是你的老同学，甚至你在梦中都还记得十八年前参加过他的葬礼。最后，你终于完全失去了知觉，又被一种奇特的幻觉唤醒，仿佛自己获得了新生。你给一个做皮箱的人当学徒，没有费心去询问这事是如何发生的，为什么或什么时候发生的，或结果如何。不过，你确实在那儿，正给一个旅行皮箱的盖糊衬里呢。店铺后堂的另一个学徒真该死，他捶打得多么带劲啊！砰，砰，砰，他一定是个勤劳的家伙！你已经听见他干了半个小时的活，他一直在不停地捶打。砰，砰，砰，又开始了——现在他在说话了——他说什么？五点钟了！你奋力猛然从床上跳起来。幻象立即消失了。原来，皮箱店就是你自己的卧室，另一个学徒则是你那正在发抖的仆人。过去一刻钟里，他努力叫醒你，但你没有醒。他还冒着即将要么敲断自己的指关节要么敲破门板的危险。你开始着手尽可能快地穿衣服。借着那燃着长烛花、烛光微弱而摇曳的蜡烛，你看到你想要的东西并不在它们应该在的地方。而且，由于前一夜你过分紧张，仔仔细细地把你的一只靴子包了起来，这让你稍微拖延了一些时间。不过，你很快就梳洗好了，因为在这种场合下，你并不讲究，而且你昨天晚上刮过胡子了。于是，你穿上珠皮呢大衣，围上绿色的旅行披巾，右手抓起你那只毛毡旅行包，轻轻地下了楼，唯恐吵醒家里人。你在公用的起居室停留了一会儿，喝了杯咖啡（所说的公用起居室里，每样东西都乱放着，到处还残留着昨晚晚餐的面包屑，看起来却相当舒服），你拉开街门的链条和插销，走到了街上。




A thaw, by all that is miserable! The frost is completely broken up. You look down the long perspective of Oxford-street, the gas-lights mournfully reflected on the wet pavement, and can discern no speck in the road to encourage the belief that there is a cab or a coach to be had—the very coachmen have gone home in despair. The cold sleet is drizzling down with that gentle regularity, which betokens a duration of four-and-twenty hours at least; the damp hangs upon the house-tops and lamp-posts, and clings to you like an invisible cloak. The water is 'coming in' in every area, the pipes have burst, the water-butts are running over; the kennels seem to be doing matches against time, pump-handles descend of their own accord, horses in market-carts fall down, and there's no one to help them up again, policemen look as if they had been carefully sprinkled with powdered glass; here and there a milk-woman trudges slowly along, with a bit of list round each foot to keep her from slipping; boys who 'don't sleep in the house,' and are not allowed much sleep out of it, can't wake their masters by thundering at the shop-door, and cry with the cold—the compound of ice, snow, and water on the pavement, is a couple of inches thick—nobody ventures to walk fast to keep himself warm, and nobody could succeed in keeping himself warm if he did.

解冻了，这真是糟糕透了！冰霜完全解冻了。你顺着牛津街往远处看去，煤气灯的光悲戚地反射在潮湿的人行道上。路上看不出一点迹象能使人相信会有一个双轮出租马车或四轮出租马车可乘坐——就连马车夫也绝望地回家去了。冰冷的雨夹雪和缓匀称地沥沥下着，预示着至少会持续二十四小时。湿气笼罩在屋顶和灯柱上，还像一件看不见的斗篷一样粘在你身上。所有的地方都“进”了水，水管爆裂了，水桶里的水溢了；水沟似乎在跟时间赛跑，抽水机的把手自动向下滑，市场里的两轮运货马车的马倒下了，没有人帮着把它们扶起来，警察们看上去好像身上被仔细地撒满了玻璃碎屑；到处有送牛奶的妇女艰难地走着，两脚都绑着一些布条，以防滑到；“不在店里过夜”、也不让在店外多睡的男孩子们重重地敲着店门，也没法把他们的老板叫醒，冻得直嚷嚷；人行道上面的冰、雪和水的混合物厚达两三英寸，没有人敢快走取暖，即使有人这么做，也暖和不起来。




It strikes a quarter past five as you trudge down Waterloo-place on your way to the Golden Cross, and you discover, for the first time, that you were called about an hour too early. You have not time to go back; there is no place open to go into, and you have, therefore, no resource but to go forward, which you do, feeling remarkably satisfied with yourself, and everything about you. You arrive at the office, and look wistfully up the yard for the Birmingham High-flier, which, for aught you can see, may have flown away altogether, for preparations appear to be on foot for the departure of any vehicle in the shape of a coach. You wander into the booking-office, which with the gas-lights and blazing fire, looks quite comfortable by contrast—that is to say, if any place CAN look comfortable at half-past five on a winter's morning. There stands the identical book-keeper in the same position as if he had not moved since you saw him yesterday. As he informs you, that the coach is up the yard, and will be brought round in about a quarter of an hour, you leave your bag, and repair to 'The Tap'— not with any absurd idea of warming yourself, because you feel such a result to be utterly hopeless, but for the purpose of procuring some hot brandy-and-water, which you do,—when the kettle boils! an event which occurs exactly two minutes and a half before the time fixed for the starting of the coach.

你艰难地经过滑铁卢广场向金十字街走去的时候，时钟敲响了五点一刻，你才第一次发现自己被早叫了大约一小时。你没有时间再回去了，也没有开着门的地方可以进去。因此，除了继续向前走，你别无他法。你也就这么走着，对于你自己和一切关于你的事感到很是满意。你来到售票处，渴望地抬头看了下场子，想寻找往伯明翰去的快车。可是，据你所看到的情况来看，这辆马车可能早开走了，因为并没有看见任何公共马车形状的车辆在进行出发前的准备。你走进订票处，那里点着煤气灯，还燃着熊熊的炉火，相比之下看起来相当舒服——就是说，如果真有什么地方能在冬日的早晨五点半看起来舒服的话，那就是这儿了。同一个记账员还用同样的姿势站在那儿，好像从昨天你看到他开始，他就没动过一样。因为他告诉你，马车就在场子那头儿，大约一刻钟后就要开过来了，你就放下旅行包，去了“酒水间”。你并不是荒谬地想要暖和一下，因为你觉得这是完全没有希望的，你不过是想喝杯热的掺水白兰地。你的确喝到了，等水煮沸后喝的！你喝到的时候，离马车规定的开动时间正好还有两分半钟。




The first stroke of six, peals from St. Martin's church steeple, just as you take the first sip of the boiling liquid. You find yourself at the booking-office in two seconds, and the tap-waiter finds himself much comforted by your brandy-and-water, in about the same period. The coach is out; the horses are in, and the guard and two or three porters, are stowing the luggage away, and running up the steps of the booking-office, and down the steps of the booking-office, with breathless rapidity. The place, which a few minutes ago was so still and quiet, is now all bustle; the early vendors of the morning papers have arrived, and you are assailed on all sides with shouts of 'Times, gen'lm'n, Times,' 'Here's Chron— Chron—Chron,' 'Herald, ma'am,''Highly interesting murder, gen'lm'n,' 'Curious case o'breach o' promise, ladies.'The inside passengers are already in their dens, and the outsides, with the exception of yourself, are pacing up and down the pavement to keep themselves warm; they consist of two young men with very long hair, to which the sleet has communicated the appearance of crystallised rats' tails; one thin young woman cold and peevish, one old gentleman ditto ditto, and something in a cloak and cap, intended to represent a military officer; every member of the party, with a large stiff shawl over his chin, looking exactly as if he were playing a set of Pan's pipes. 'Take off the cloths, Bob,' says the coachman, who now appears for the first time, in a rough blue great-coat, of which the buttons behind are so far apart, that you can't see them both at the same time. 'Now, gen'lm'n,' cries the guard, with the waybill in his hand. 'Five minutes behind time already!' Up jump the passengers—the two young men smoking like lime-kilns, and the old gentleman grumbling audibly. The thin young woman is got upon the roof, by dint of a great deal of pulling, and pushing, and helping and trouble, and she repays it by expressing her solemn conviction that she will never be able to get down again.

圣马丁教堂尖顶传出六点钟第一次钟响时，你正好喝下第一口滚热的饮料。两秒钟后，你来到了订票处。几乎在同一时间，酒水间的服务生就在惬意地享用你的掺水白兰地了。马车出来了，马已经上了套，看守和两三个搬运工正在把行李堆到一边，飞快地在订票处的台阶上跑上跑下，气喘吁吁。这个地方几分钟前还是那么冷清安静，现在已经一片忙乱了。晨报的最早一批小贩已经到了，你立刻被四面八方的喊声包围了：“《泰晤士报》，先生，《泰晤士报》。”“这是《记事报》——《记事报》————《记事报》。”“《先驱报》，太太。”“极有趣的谋杀案，先生。”“稀奇的婚姻毁约事件，太太。”马车里的乘客已经在他们的窝里安顿好了。外面的人呢，除了你之外，都在人行道上来回踱步，好暖和一点。他们中有两个留着长头发的年轻人，雨夹雪使得他们的头发看上去像裹了霜的老鼠尾巴。一个身体单薄的年轻女人冷得恼火，一个老先生也是如此。另外，还有一个披着大衣、戴着帽子的人，有意想要显示自己是个军官。这群人全都用一大块硬披巾包住下巴，活像是在吹奏潘神的笛子。“把布掀开，鲍勃。”马车夫说，他这还是第一次出现，穿着一件粗布蓝色大衣。他衣服后面的纽扣离得很远，远得不能同时看到。“现在，先生们，”看守喊道，手里拿着乘客名单，“我们已经晚了五分钟了！”乘客开始跳上马车——那两个年轻人一直在抽烟，像两只冒烟的石灰窟，那位老先生则发出了牢骚。那个身体单薄的年轻女人被人又拉又推，好不容易上了车，而她却报以一本正经地表示坚信她再也下不了车了。




'All right,' sings out the guard at last, jumping up as the coach starts, and blowing his horn directly afterwards, in proof of the soundness of his wind. 'Let 'em go, Harry, give 'em their heads,' cries the coachman—and off we start as briskly as if the morning were 'all right,' as well as the coach: and looking forward as anxiously to the termination of our journey, as we fear our readers will have done, long since, to the conclusion of our paper.

“好啦。”看守最后终于大声喊道，在马车开动的时候跳了上去，并且随即吹起号角，以证明他的呼吸功能多么完善。“让它们跑起来，哈利，让它们驰骋。”马车夫喊道。我们便立刻出发了，轻快地仿佛这早晨和这马车都“还不错”呢。我们急切地盼望着旅行结束，因为我们恐怕读者早已盼望着这篇文章结束了。








CHAPTER XVI OMNIBUSES

第十六章　公共马车




It is very generally allowed that public conveyances afford an extensive field for amusement and observation. Of all the public conveyances that have been constructed since the days of the Ark—we think that is the earliest on record—to the present time, commend us to an omnibus. A long stage is not to be despised, but there you have only six insides, and the chances are, that the same people go all the way with you—there is no change, no variety. Besides, after the first twelve hours or so, people get cross and sleepy, and when you have seen a man in his nightcap, you lose all respect for him; at least, that is the case with us. Then on smooth roads people frequently get prosy, and tell long stories, and even those who don't talk, may have very unpleasant predilections. But these trades are as eccentric as comets; nay, worse, for no one can calculate on the recurrence of the strange appearances which betoken the disease. This was decidedly unpleasant. We have also travelled occasionally, with a small boy of a pale aspect, with light hair, and no perceptible neck, coming up to town from school under the protection of the guard, and directed to be left at the Cross Keys till called for. This is, perhaps, even worse than rum-and-water in a close atmosphere. Then there is the whole train of evils consequent on a change of the coachman; and the misery of the discovery—which the guard is sure to make the moment you begin to doze—that he wants a brown-paper parcel, which he distinctly remembers to have deposited under the seat on which you are reposing. A great deal of bustle and groping takes place, and when you are thoroughly awakened, and severely cramped, by holding your legs up by an almost supernatural exertion, while he is looking behind them, it suddenly occurs to him that he put it in the fore-boot. Bang goes the door; the parcel is immediately found; off starts the coach again; and the guard plays the key-bugle as loud as he can play it, as if in mockery of your wretchedness.

人们公认，公共运输工具提供了一个娱乐和观察的广阔场所。从诺亚方舟时代——我们认为它是有记录的最早的公共运输工具——到目前为止，建造的所有公共运输工具中最受人称赞的就是公共马车。我们不该瞧不起长公共马车，但那种车里面只有六个位子，而且有可能一路上都是同样的几个人和你一起——没有变化，没有多样性。另外，前十二个小时左右之后，人们变得恼火、困倦。你看到一个人戴上睡帽时，就不会再对他有敬意，至少我们是这样。另外，车子走在平坦的路上时，人们经常会变得啰嗦，讲些很长的故事。连那些沉默寡言的人，也会出现让人不愉快的偏好。我们有次坐长途公共马车走了四百英里。同行的有一个矮胖男人，每逢我们的车子换马，他就让人通过窗户递进来一杯搀水的朗姆酒。这绝对让人讨厌。我们偶尔也在旅行时碰到脸色苍白的小男孩。他长着浅色的头发，脖子短得快看不见了，在马车看守人的保护下从学校来到城里，被吩咐留在克罗斯基斯站，直到有人来接他。这可能甚至比在密封的环境下喝掺水的朗姆酒还要糟。然后，还有一连串由于换马车夫而引起的不良后果。你开始打盹的时候，看守肯定要折腾人地发现他要找到一个牛皮纸的包裹，还说他清楚地记着把它放在了你所坐的位子底下。接着是一番没完没了的骚乱和摸索。你被彻底弄醒，两腿被他近乎超自然的臂力抬起来，丝毫动弹不得。这时候，就在他朝你的腿后面窥探的时候，却忽然想起他把包裹放在了前面的行李箱里。门砰的一下打开了，包裹立即找到了。马车再次开动，看守仿佛是在嘲笑你的狼狈似的，使足劲吹他的有键号角。




Now, you meet with none of these afflictions in an omnibus; sameness there can never be. The passengers change as often in the course of one journey as the figures in a kaleidoscope, and though not so glittering, are far more amusing. We believe there is no instance on record, of a man's having gone to sleep in one of these vehicles. As to long stories, would any man venture to tell a long story in an omnibus? And even if he did, where would be the harm? Nobody could possibly hear what he was talking about. Again, children, though occasionally, are not often to be found in an omnibus; and even when they are, if the vehicle be full, as is generally the case, somebody sits upon them, and we are unconscious of their presence. Yes, after mature reflection, and considerable experience, we are decidedly of opinion, that of all known vehicles, from the glass-coach in which we were taken to be christened, to that sombre caravan in which we must one day make our last earthly journey, there is nothing like an omnibus.

你在公共马车上不会遇到任何这样的遭遇，类似的事情绝不会发生。旅途中乘客变换之快，如同万花筒里的图形，虽然并不如万花筒那样光辉夺目，却要有趣得多。我们相信，从来没有人在这样的车上睡着。至于冗长的故事，有人敢在公共马车上讲冗长的故事吗？而且，就算他讲了，又有什么害处呢？没有人会听到他讲什么。再者，即便有时候会有小孩子，他们在公共马车上也不常见。即便有，如果车子满的话——这也是通常的情形——就会有人坐在那些小孩子的身上，我们就不会知道他们的存在。是的，经过成熟的考虑和根据大量的经验，我们可以断定，从我们受洗礼时所乘的带玻璃窗的马车，到某天我们必须进行尘世间最后一次旅程时所乘的那辆阴森森的有蓬马车，在所有为人所知的车中，没有哪一种可以和公共马车相媲美。




We will back the machine in which we make our daily peregrination from the top of Oxford-street to the city, against any 'buss' on the road, whether it be for the gaudiness of its exterior, the perfect simplicity of its interior, or the native coolness of its cad. This young gentleman is a singular instance of self-devotion; his somewhat intemperate zeal on behalf of his employers, is constantly getting him into trouble, and occasionally into the house of correction. He is no sooner emancipated, however, than he resumes the duties of his profession with unabated ardour. His principal distinction is his activity. His great boast is, 'that he can chuck an old gen'lm'n into the buss, shut him in, and rattle off, afore he knows where it's a-going to'—a feat which he frequently performs, to the infinite amusement of every one but the old gentleman concerned, who, somehow or other, never can see the joke of the thing.

我们认为每天我们从牛津街的一端到城里去时所乘坐的那辆车比路上其他任何“公共车辆”都要好，无论是因为它那外表的俗丽，还是内部的完美朴素，或是其收费人天生的沉着。那位年轻人是个自我奉献的突出例子。他为了雇主的利益而过度热情，经常让他陷入麻烦，有时会被送进劳教所。不过，他一被释放出来，就带着不减的热情继续干起了他的老本行。他主要的特点是他的能动性。他夸下海口，说他“能在一位老先生弄清楚车要开到哪儿之前，把他塞到车里，关上车门，车咔哒咔哒地开走”。这是他经常表演的绝技，除了那位老先生不知怎么地不明白这事有什么好笑之外，其他所有人都感到无限的乐趣。




We are not aware that it has ever been precisely ascertained, how many passengers our omnibus will contain. The impression on the cad's mind evidently is, that it is amply sufficient for the accommodation of any number of persons that can be enticed into it. 'Any room?' cries a hot pedestrian. 'Plenty o'room, sir,' replies the conductor, gradually opening the door, and not disclosing the real state of the case, until the wretched man is on the steps. 'Where?' inquires the entrapped individual, with an attempt to back out again. 'Either side, sir,' rejoins the cad, shoving him in, and slamming the door. 'All right, Bill.'Retreat is impossible; the new-comer rolls about, till he falls down somewhere, and there he stops. As we get into the city a little before ten, four or five of our party are regular passengers. We always take them up at the same places, and they generally occupy the same seats; they are always dressed in the same manner, and invariably discuss the same topics—the increasing rapidity of cabs, and the disregard of moral obligations evinced by omnibus men. There is a little testy old man, with a powdered head, who always sits on the right–hand side of the door as you enter, with his hands folded on the top of his umbrella. He is extremely impatient, and sits there for the purpose of keeping a sharp eye on the cad, with whom he generally holds a running dialogue. He is very officious in helping people in and out, and always volunteers to give the cad a poke with his umbrella, when any one wants to alight. He usually recommends ladies to have sixpence ready, to prevent delay; and if anybody puts a window down, that he can reach, he immediately puts it up again.

我们不知道有什么人精确地查明过公共马车能装载多少乘客。收费人心里想的显然是无论招徕多少乘客，车都能装下。“还有空儿吗？”一个走得大汗淋漓的行人喊道。“空儿多着呢，先生。”收费人答道，慢慢地打开车门，不露出车里的真实状况，直到那个可怜的人跨上了踏板。“哪里有空儿？”上当的人问道，试图再退出去。“两边都行，先生。”收费人答道，把他推进去，砰的关上了门，“好了，比尔。”退出去已经不可能了，新来的乘客左摇右晃，直到他倒在了某个地方，才停住不动。快到十点钟时，我们进到了城里，车里有四五个人经常乘这辆车。我们总是在相同的地方接他们，他们一般坐在相同的位置上，总是穿相同样式的衣服，一成不变地讨论相同的话题——出租马车提速、公共马车职工无视道义上的责任之类的。有一个头发上撒了粉的脾气暴躁的小老头，你一上车就会发现他总是坐在门右手边的座位上，双手在伞端上合拢。他很不耐烦，坐在那儿为的是要用犀利的眼光盯着收费人。他一般会同收费人喋喋不休地交谈。他过分殷勤地帮助人们上下马车。有人想要下车的时候，他总是自动用他的伞戳一下收费人。他总是建议女士们准备好六便士的车费，以防耽搁时间。要是有人把车窗放下来了，他能够得着的话，就会立即再把它推上去。




'Now, what are you stopping for?' says the little man every morning, the moment there is the slightest indication of 'pulling up' at the corner of Regent-street, when some such dialogue as the following takes place between him and the cad:

“现在为什么要停车？”每天早上，小老头只要看到马车在摄政王街的转角处有一丝想要停下来的意思，就会和收费人进行此类的对话：




'What are you stopping for?'

“为什么要停下？”




Here the cad whistles, and affects not to hear the question.

这时，收费人吹起口哨，装作没有听见这句问话。




'I say [a poke], what are you stopping for?'

“我说（他戳了一下收费人），你为什么停车？”




'For passengers, sir. Ba—nk.—Ty.'

“为了乘客，先生。要去银——行。”




'I know you're stopping for passengers; but you've no business to do so. WHY are you stopping?'

“我知道你是为乘客停的。可是，你没有权利这么做。你到底为什么停车？”




'Vy, sir, that's a difficult question. I think it is because we perfer stopping here to going on.'

“嗨，先生，那是个难题。我想是因为我们更愿意在这儿停下，而不是继续往前走。”




'Now mind,' exclaims the little old man, with great vehemence, 'I'll pull you up to-morrow; I've often threatened to do it; now I will.'

“现在听着，”小老头十分愤怒地喊着，“明天我要阻止你。我经常威胁要这么做，现在我真要这么做了。”




'Thankee, sir,' replies the cad, touching his hat with a mock expression of gratitude;—'werry much obliged to you indeed, sir.'Here the young men in the omnibus laugh very heartily, and the old gentleman gets very red in the face, and seems highly exasperated. The stout gentleman in the white neckcloth, at the other end of the vehicle, looks very prophetic, and says that something must shortly be done with these fellows, or there's no saying where all this will end; and the shabby-genteel man with the green bag, expresses his entire concurrence in the opinion, as he has done regularly every morning for the last six months.

“谢啦，先生。”收费人答道，他碰一下帽子，表现出感激的样子来嘲笑他，“真的非常感谢你，先生。”这时，公共马车上的年轻人由衷地大笑起来，小老头的脸变得通红，似乎十分恼怒。坐在车子另一头、围着白色颈巾的矮胖男人看起来像个预言家，说必须对这些家伙马上采取措施，否则真不知道这样下去会弄成什么样子。带绿包的摆穷架子的男人表示完全同意这个观点，就像他六个月以来每天早晨所做的一样。




A second omnibus now comes up, and stops immediately behind us. Another old gentleman elevates his cane in the air, and runs with all his might towards our omnibus; we watch his progress with great interest; the door is opened to receive him, he suddenly disappears—he has been spirited away by the opposition. Hereupon the driver of the opposition taunts our people with his having 'regularly done'em out of that old swell,' and the voice of the 'old swell' is heard, vainly protesting against this unlawful detention. We rattle off, the other omnibus rattles after us, and every time we stop to take up a passenger, they stop to take him too; sometimes we get him; sometimes they get him; but whoever don't get him, say they ought to have had him, and the cads of the respective vehicles abuse one another accordingly.

这时，第二辆公共马车开了过来，而且就在我们的后面紧挨着停下了。另一位老先生举起他的手杖，用尽全身力气朝我们这辆公共马车跑过来。我们饶有兴趣地看着他过来，车门开着迎接他，可他却突然不见了——他已经被竞争对手拉走了。于是，对方车夫就奚落我们的人，说他自己“经常使他们失去那个时髦的老头”。我们听到他说“时髦的老头”，抗议这一非法扣留，却毫无用处。我们的车咔哒咔哒地开动了，另一辆公共马车也跟在我们后面咔哒咔哒地开了起来。每次我们停下来拉一位乘客的时候，他们也停下来，让他上车。乘客有时上我们的车，有时上他们的车。但没拉上乘客的那一方就会说那个乘客本该是他们的，于是双方的收费人便开始互相谩骂。




As we arrive in the vicinity of Lincoln's-inn-fields, Bedford-row, and other legal haunts, we drop a great many of our original passengers, and take up fresh ones, who meet with a very sulky reception. It is rather remarkable, that the people already in an omnibus, always look at newcomers, as if they entertained some undefined idea that they have no business to come in at all. We are quite persuaded the little old man has some notion of this kind, and that he considers their entry as a sort of negative impertinence. Conversation is now entirely dropped; each person gazes vacantly through the window in front of him, and everybody thinks that his opposite neighbour is staring at him. If one man gets out at Shoe-lane, and another at the corner of Farringdon-street, the little old gentleman grumbles, and suggests to the latter, that if he had got out at Shoe-lane too, he would have saved them the delay of another stoppage; whereupon the young men laugh again, and the old gentleman looks very solemn, and says nothing more till he gets to the Bank, when he trots off as fast as he can, leaving us to do the same, and to wish, as we walk away, that we could impart to others any portion of the amusement we have gained for ourselves.

我们的车到达林肯旅馆广场附近、贝德福德街和其他律师们常去的地方时，就放下了许多之前上车的乘客，又板着脸接了新的乘客。说来相当有意思，已经在公共马车上的乘客总是看着刚上车的乘客，那样子就像他们不知为何觉得这些乘客根本不该上车一样。我们很相信那个小老头就有这种念头，并且他觉得新乘客走上车时很消极、傲慢。现在，谈话已经完全终止了。每个人都朝自己面前的窗子茫然地望出去，又都觉得对面的人在盯着自己。如果有个人在鞋巷下车，另一个在法林顿街转角下车，那个小老头就会抱怨地对后者说，如果他也在鞋巷下车的话，就能省去再停一站所耽搁的时间了。这时，年轻人们又笑开了，小老头却看起来很严肃，并且不再说话了，直到车到了银行，他尽可能快地下了车，我们也跟着下了车。我们走开的时候，真想把自己所得到的乐趣多少透露点给别人。








CHAPTER XVII THE LAST CAB-DRIVER, AND THE FIRST OMNIBUS CAD

第十七章　最后一个出租马车车夫和第一个公共马车收费人




Of all the cabriolet-drivers whom we have ever had the honour and gratification of knowing by sight—and our acquaintance in this way has been most extensive—there is one who made an impression on our mind which can never be effaced, and who awakened in our bosom a feeling of admiration and respect, which we entertain a fatal presentiment will never be called forth again by any human being. He was a man of most simple and prepossessing appearance. He was a brown-whiskered, white-hatted, no-coated cabman; his nose was generally red, and his bright blue eye not unfrequently stood out in bold relief against a black border of artificial workmanship; his boots were of the Wellington form, pulled up to meet his corduroy knee-smalls, or at least to approach as near them as their dimensions would admit of; and his neck was usually garnished with a bright yellow handkerchief. In summer he carried in his mouth a flower; in winter, a straw—slight, but, to a contemplative mind, certain indications of a love of nature, and a taste for botany.

在所有我们有幸面熟的四轮双座马车车夫中——我们面熟的人很多——有一个在我们脑海中留下了不可磨灭的印象。他唤起了我们心中的钦佩和尊敬之情，我们不幸地预感到，再也没有任何人能够唤起这种心情了。　他是个长相单纯、讨人喜欢的男子。这个出租马车车夫留着褐色小胡子，戴着白帽子，没有穿外套。他的鼻子通常红红的，那双明亮的蓝眼睛在黑眼镜架的衬托下，常常显得很突出。他的靴子是惠灵顿式样的，一直提到灯芯绒裤子的膝盖部位，或至少就靴筒尺寸容许范围之内尽量接近膝盖部位。他的脖子上通常围着一条明黄色的颈巾。夏天，他嘴里叼着一枝花，冬天则是一根麦秆——虽然是一小枝，但对于善于思考的人来说，这显然是热爱大自然、欣赏植物的标志。




His cabriolet was gorgeously painted—a bright red; and wherever we went, City or West End, Paddington or Holloway, North, East, West, or South, there was the red cab, bumping up against the posts at the street corners, and turning in and out, among hackney-coaches, and drays, and carts, and waggons, and omnibuses, and contriving by some strange means or other, to get out of places which no other vehicle but the red cab could ever by any possibility have contrived to get into at all. Our fondness for that red cab was unbounded. How we should have liked to have seen it in the circle at Astley's! Our life upon it, that it should have performed such evolutions as would have put the whole company to shame—Indian chiefs, knights, Swiss peasants, and all.

他的四轮双座马车漆得很华丽——是鲜艳的大红色。无论我们到哪儿，城里或是伦敦西区，帕丁顿或是霍洛韦，也不管是东西南北，都能看到这辆红马车。它有时撞上街角的柱子，有时在四轮出租马车、运货马车、两轮运货马车、四轮运货马车和公共马车之间钻进钻出，有时用某种奇怪的方法从除了它之外其他车辆根本进不去的地方钻出来。我们对那辆红色出租马车是无限喜爱呀。我们多么想在阿斯特利马戏场里见到它！我们敢打赌说，它要是在那儿表演，肯定会使整个剧团——扮演印第安酋长的、扮演骑士的、扮演瑞士农民的等等所有演员黯然失色。




Some people object to the exertion of getting into cabs, and others object to the difficulty of getting out of them; we think both these are objections which take their rise in perverse and ill-conditioned minds. The getting into a cab is a very pretty and graceful process, which, when well performed, is essentially melodramatic. First, there is the expressive pantomime of every one of the eighteen cabmen on the stand, the moment you raise your eyes from the ground. Then there is your own pantomime in reply—quite a little ballet. Four cabs immediately leave the stand, for your especial accommodation; and the evolutions of the animals who draw them, are beautiful in the extreme, as they grate the wheels of the cabs against the curb-stones, and sport playfully in the kennel. You single out a particular cab, and dart swiftly towards it. One bound, and you are on the first step; turn your body lightly round to the right, and you are on the second; bend gracefully beneath the reins, working round to the left at the same time, and you are in the cab. There is no difficulty in finding a seat: the apron knocks you comfortably into it at once, and off you go. The getting out of a cab is, perhaps, rather more complicated in its theory, and a shade more difficult in its execution. We have studied the subject a great deal, and we think the best way is, to throw yourself out, and trust to chance for alighting on your feet. If you make the driver alight first, and then throw yourself upon him, you will find that he breaks your fall materially. In the event of your contemplating an offer of eightpence, on no account make the tender, or show the money, until you are safely on the pavement. It is very bad policy attempting to save the fourpence. You are very much in the power of a cabman, and he considers it a kind of fee not to do you any wilful damage. Any instruction, however, in the art of getting out of a cab, is wholly unnecessary if you are going any distance, because the probability is, that you will be shot lightly out before you have completed the third mile.

有些人不想费力气爬进马车车厢，还有些人不想吃力地从车厢钻出来。我们认为，这两种反感情绪都来自于反常的心理和坏心肠。爬进马车车厢是个十分漂亮和优雅的过程，如果好好进行的话，本质上是个情节剧。首先，你的视线从地面上抬起来的时候，守在站台的那十八个车夫全都演起表情丰富的哑剧来。然后，你以自己的哑剧作答——颇似一小段芭蕾舞。四辆马车为了专门载你，立刻离开了车站。拉车的马动作极其优美，它们让马车轮子擦着路边石，并在阴沟里嬉戏。你从中挑了一辆马车，便迅速地跑向它。你纵身一跃，就跳上了第一层踏板。然后，你把身子稍微向右转一下，就到了第二层。在缰绳下优雅地一弯身，同时向左转，你就进了车厢了。要找到座位是不难的，挡板会立刻把你舒舒服服地撞进座位去，接着车就开了。从理论上来说，也许从马车车厢里钻出来要复杂得多。而且，实施起来也略微困难一些。我们已经深入研究过这个问题，认为最好的办法就是把你扔出车厢。你能不能双脚着地就靠运气了。如果你先让马车夫下车，接着再扑到他身上，你会发现他会大大减弱你的下降之势。如果你打算付八便士，无论如何都不要在你安全下到人行道之前提出来，或拿出你的钱。要试图省掉那四便士是下策。你很大程度上处在马车车夫的掌控之下。他认为，要是他不故意加害于你，你就该付小费了。不过，如果你要去远的地方，那么任何下马车时的技巧方面的教导就完全没必要了，因为很可能你会还没走完三英里的路程，就被轻快地扔出车去了。




We are not aware of any instance on record in which a cab-horse has performed three consecutive miles without going down once. What of that? It is all excitement. And in these days of derangement of the nervous system and universal lassitude, people are content to pay handsomely for excitement; where can it be procured at a cheaper rate?

在我们的记忆里，拉出租马车的马连续跑三英里没倒下来一次的事从来没发生过。那又如何呢？完全是一种刺激。在这个精神混乱、普遍倦怠的时代，人们乐意为了刺激而慷慨解囊。在哪儿能以更便宜的价格得到这样的刺激呢？




But to return to the red cab; it was omnipresent. You had but to walk down Holborn, or Fleet-street, or any of the principal thoroughfares in which there is a great deal of traffic, and judge for yourself. You had hardly turned into the street, when you saw a trunk or two, lying on the ground: an uprooted post, a hat-box, a portmanteau, and a carpet-bag, strewed about in a very picturesque manner: a horse in a cab standing by, looking about him with great unconcern; and a crowd, shouting and screaming with delight, cooling their flushed faces against the glass windows of a chemist's shop. —'What's the matter here, can you tell me?'— 'O'ny a cab, sir.'— 'Anybody hurt, do you know?'— 'O'ny the fare, sir. I see him a turnin' the corner, and I ses to another gen'lm'n "that's a reg'lar little oss that, and he's a comin' along rayther sweet, an't he?"— "He just is," ses the other gen'lm'n, ven bump they cums agin the post, and out flies the fare like bricks.'Need we say it was the red cab; or that the gentleman with the straw in his mouth, who emerged so coolly from the chemist's shop and philosophically climbing into the little dickey, started off at full gallop, was the red cab's licensed driver?

且回过头来说那辆红色出租马车吧，它无处不在。你只要走到霍尔本或舰队街，或任何交通拥挤的要道上，亲自去判断一下。你一转入那条街，就会在地上看到一两个行李箱。一根被连根拔起的柱子、一只帽盒、一个旅行箱和一个毛毡旅行袋很有画面感地散落在地上。一匹套在出租马车上的马站在一边，甚是淡漠地看着他的周围。一群高兴得又喊又叫的人们，把他们涨红的脸贴在药房的玻璃窗上凉着。“你能告诉我这儿发生什么事了吗？”“只是辆出租马车，先生。”“你知道有没有人受伤吗？”“只有乘客受伤，先生。我看见他转弯，我就对另一个人说：‘那是个十足的小蠢货，他把马赶得太快了，不是吗？’‘就是啊。’那人说道。接着，马车就撞到了柱子上，里面的乘客像砖头一样飞了出来。”我们还有必要说出这就是那辆红马车吗？或是说那个嘴里叼着麦秆、淡定地从药房出来、冷静地爬上那个窄小的车夫座位、开始驱马全速驰骋的男子就是领有执照、红马车的车夫吗？




The ubiquity of this red cab, and the influence it exercised over the risible muscles of justice itself, was perfectly astonishing. You walked into the justice-room of the Mansion-house; the whole court resounded with merriment. The Lord Mayor threw himself back in his chair, in a state of frantic delight at his own joke; every vein in Mr. Hobler's countenance was swollen with laughter, partly at the Lord Mayor's facetiousness, but more at his own; the constables and police-officers were (as in duty bound) in ecstasies at Mr. Hobler and the Lord Mayor combined; and the very paupers, glancing respectfully at the beadle's countenance, tried to smile, as even he relaxed. A tall, weazen-faced man, with an impediment in his speech, would be endeavouring to state a case of imposition against the red cab's driver; and the red cab's driver, and the Lord Mayor, and Mr. Hobler, would be having a little fun among themselves, to the inordinate delight of everybody but the complainant. In the end, justice would be so tickled with the red cab-driver's native humour, that the fine would be mitigated, and he would go away full gallop, in the red cab, to impose on somebody else without loss of time.

这辆红马车的无处不在和它对执法团队本身控制笑的肌肉所产生的影响令人大为惊奇。你走进伦敦市长官邸的法庭，整个法庭回荡着一片欢笑。市长大人把身子靠在椅背上，被他自己说的笑话乐得狂笑着。霍布勒先生脸上的每一根血管都笑得涨了起来，部分是因为市长大人的滑稽，但更多的是笑他自己的滑稽。警员和警官们（因为是分内之事）则因为市长大人和霍布勒先生两个人而欣喜若狂。那些正尊敬地望着牧师助理面容的贫民们也试图微笑着，因为连助理的脸色也缓和了。一个高个子、面容枯槁的男人，讲话有些费劲，努力地要控诉红出租马车的车夫欺骗了他。而红马车车夫、市长大人和霍布勒先生则彼此开着小玩笑，除了原告之外每个人都快乐非凡。最后，法官们被红马车车夫天生的幽默逗得心花怒放，连罚款也削减了。车夫会驾着他的红马车全速疾驰而去，立即再去欺骗别人。




The driver of the red cab, confident in the strength of his own moral principles, like many other philosophers, was wont to set the feelings and opinions of society at complete defiance. Generally speaking, perhaps, he would as soon carry a fare safely to his destination, as he would upset him—sooner, perhaps, because in that case he not only got the money, but had the additional amusement of running a longer heat against some smart rival. But society made war upon him in the shape of penalties, and he must make war upon society in his own way. This was the reasoning of the red cab-driver. So, he bestowed a searching look upon the fare, as he put his hand in his waistcoat pocket, when he had gone half the mile, to get the money ready; and if he brought forth eightpence, out he went.

就像其他许多哲学家一样，红出租马车的车夫对他自己道德准则的力量深信不疑，习惯于完全无视社会上的好恶和舆论。一般来说，也许他一把一个乘客安全地载到目的地，就立即要把他翻倒在地——也许还没到达就要这样做，因为这样的话，他不仅拿了钱，还获得了打败某个精明对手的额外乐趣。但是，社会以罚款的形式对付他，他就必须用他自己的方式对付社会。这就是红出租马车车夫的逻辑推理。因此，马车走了半英里路后，乘客把手伸进背心口袋里要准备好钱的时候，他就会用洞察的目光打量乘客。如果乘客拿出了八便士，他就会被赶下车去。




The last time we saw our friend was one wet evening in Tottenham- court-road, when he was engaged in a very warm and somewhat personal altercation with a loquacious little gentleman in a green coat. Poor fellow! There were great excuses to be made for him: he had not received above eighteenpence more than his fare, and consequently laboured under a great deal of very natural indignation. The dispute had attained a pretty considerable height, when at last the loquacious little gentleman, making a mental calculation of the distance, and finding that he had already paid more than he ought, avowed his unalterable determination to 'pull up' the cabman in the morning.

我们最后一次见到我们的这位朋友是在托特纳姆法院路上。那是一个下雨的晚上，他正在和一个穿着绿外套、口齿伶俐的小个子先生进行着一场激烈而私人的争吵。可怜的家伙！他有很多借口可寻：他拿到的钱没有超出车费的十八便士，因此他自然十分义愤填膺。争论相当激烈，直到最后那个口齿伶俐的小个子先生在脑子中计算了一下路程，发现他所付的钱已经比他应该付的多了，便发誓他第二天早晨不把这位出租马车车夫“关起来”誓不罢休。




'Now, just mark this, young man,' said the little gentleman, 'I'll pull you up to-morrow morning.'

“现在，注意听着，年轻人，”小个子先生说，“明天早晨我要把你关起来。”




'No! will you though?' said our friend, with a sneer.

“呸！你会吗？”我们的朋友冷笑着说道。




'I will,' replied the little gentleman, 'mark my words, that's all. If I live till to-morrow morning, you shall repent this.'There was a steadiness of purpose, and indignation of speech, about the little gentleman, as he took an angry pinch of snuff, after this last declaration, which made a visible impression on the mind of the red cab-driver. He appeared to hesitate for an instant. It was only for an instant; his resolve was soon taken.

“我会的，”小个子先生答道，“记住我的话就是了。如果我活到明天早上，你会对此后悔的。”他说完这最后一句话后，愤怒地吸了口鼻烟。小个子先生对目的的执着和他话中的愤慨在红出租马车车夫的脑海中留下了深刻的印象。有一瞬间，他似乎犹豫了一下。但那只是一瞬间，他很快就下定了决心。




'You'll pull me up, will you?' said our friend.

“你要把我关起来，是吗？”我们的朋友说。




'I will,' rejoined the little gentleman, with even greater vehemence than before.

“我会的。”小个子先生说道，甚至比之前更加愤怒。




'Very well,' said our friend, tucking up his shirt sleeves very calmly. 'There'll be three weeks for that. Very good; that'll bring me up to the middle o' next month. Three weeks more would carry me on to my birthday, and then I've got ten pound to draw. I may as well get board, lodgin', and washin', till then, out of the county, as pay for it myself; consequently here goes!'

“很好。”我们的朋友说道，镇定地卷起他的衬衫袖子，“那会关三星期。很好，那样会把我关到下个月中旬。再过三个星期就是我的生日了，那时，我就可以取十镑了。在那之前，与其我自己支付吃、住和洗衣的费用，还不如让郡里去支付。那么，来吧！”




So, without more ado, the red cab-driver knocked the little gentleman down, and then called the police to take himself into custody, with all the civility in the world.

因此，红出租马车的车夫不再多说，就把小个子先生打倒在地，然后自首让警察对自己予以拘留，还十分地礼貌呢。




A story is nothing without the sequel; and therefore, we may state, that to our certain knowledge, the board, lodging, and washing were all provided in due course. We happen to know the fact, for it came to our knowledge thus: We went over the House of Correction for the county of Middlesex shortly after, to witness the operation of the silent system; and looked on all the 'wheels' with the greatest anxiety, in search of our long-lost friend. He was nowhere to be seen, however, and we began to think that the little gentleman in the green coat must have relented, when, as we were traversing the kitchen-garden, which lies in a sequestered part of the prison, we were startled by hearing a voice, which apparently proceeded from the wall, pouring forth its soul in the plaintive air of 'All round my hat,' which was then just beginning to form a recognised portion of our national music.

没有后续的故事什么都不是。因此，我们可以说，我们确实得知他的吃、住和洗衣问题全都在适当的时间得到了解决。我们是碰巧知道的这个事实，因为我们获悉的经过是这样的：我们不久后去了米德尔塞克斯郡的感化院，去参观禁止犯人相互交谈制度的实施。我们极其焦急地寻找那儿所有“赶车的”，要找到我们消失很久的朋友。但是，我们却四处都找不到他。我们开始认为那个穿绿外套的小个子先生肯定发了慈悲。这时，我们正穿过监狱隔离区中一个菜园的时候，吃惊地听到显然是从墙外传过来的声音。歌声充满了情感，唱的是我的帽子周围》哀伤的曲调。当时，这支歌正刚刚开始被公认为我们的民族乐曲之一。




We started. —'What voice is that?' said we. The Governor shook his head. 'Sad fellow,' he replied, 'very sad. He positively refused to work on the wheel; so, after many trials, I was compelled to order him into solitary confinement. He says he likes it very much though, and I am afraid he does, for he lies on his back on the floor, and sings comic songs all day!'

我们开始询问。“那是什么声音？”我们说。院长摇了摇头。“悲哀的家伙，”他答道，“很可悲。他坚决拒绝驾驶。因此，很多次审判之后，我不得不下令对他隔离禁闭。可他说他很喜欢，而且我恐怕他是真喜欢，因为他躺在地上，整天唱着滑稽歌曲！”




Shall we add, that our heart had not deceived us and that the comic singer was no other than our eagerly-sought friend, the red cab- driver?

我们是不是要补充一下，我们没有想错，这个滑稽歌手就是我们苦苦寻找的红出租马车车夫？




We have never seen him since, but we have strong reason to suspect that this noble individual was a distant relative of a waterman of our acquaintance, who, on one occasion, when we were passing the coach-stand over which he presides, after standing very quietly to see a tall man struggle into a cab, ran up very briskly when it was all over (as his brethren invariably do), and, touching his hat, asked, as a matter of course, for 'a copper for the waterman.'Now, the fare was by no means a handsome man; and, waxing very indignant at the demand, he replied—'Money! What for? Coming up and looking at me, I suppose!'—'Well, sir,' rejoined the waterman, with a smile of immovable complacency, 'THAT'S worth twopence.'The identical waterman afterwards attained a very prominent station in society; and as we know something of his life, and have often thought of telling what we DO know, perhaps we shall never have a better opportunity than the present.

从那之后，我们就再没见过他了。但是，我们有充足的理由怀疑，这个了不起的人是我们认识的一个运水工的远房亲戚。有一次，我们经过这个运水工掌管的一个马车车站，他静静地站在那儿看一个高个子男人费劲地钻入一辆出租马车。见那人已经坐进去，他轻快地跑上前去（就像他的同行一成不变地所做的那样），碰一下帽檐致敬，好像理所当然似的要求那人“付给运水工一个铜子”。但这个乘客并不是个爽快的人，而且还对这个要求感到愤慨，他回答说：“钱！为什么要钱？我想是因为你上前来看了看我吧！”“喔，先生，”运水工平静而自得地笑着，回答说，“这可值两个便士呢。”就是这个运水工后来在社会上获得了很显著的地位。因为我们对他的一生有所了解，而且经常想说出我们所知道的，也许目前就是我们说出来的最好机会。




Mr. William Barker, then, for that was the gentleman's name, Mr. William Barker was born—but why need we relate where Mr. William Barker was born, or when? Why scrutinise the entries in parochial ledgers, or seek to penetrate the Lucinian mysteries of lying-in hospitals? Mr. William Barker WAS born, or he had never been. There is a son—there was a father. There is an effect—there was a cause. Surely this is sufficient information for the most Fatima-like curiosity; and, if it be not, we regret our inability to supply any further evidence on the point. Can there be a more satisfactory, or more strictly parliamentary course? Impossible.

且说威廉·巴克先生，这是那位先生的名字，威廉·巴克先生出生于——但我们为什么要讲威廉·巴克先生出生在何时何地呢？为何要去查看教区总账中的记载，或去窥探妇产科医院中鲁西娜生育女神之谜呢？威廉·巴克先生确实出生了，要不然就不会存在他这个人。有儿子——肯定有个父亲。既有果——必有因。这些信息肯定已经足够满足法蒂玛式的好奇心了。如果还不能满足的话，那么我们只能遗憾地说，关于这一点，我们不能够提供更进一步的证据。有没有一种更令人满意、或者更严格的议会式途径呢？不可能。




We at once avow a similar inability to record at what precise period, or by what particular process, this gentleman's patronymic, of William Barker, became corrupted into 'Bill Boorker.'Mr. Barker acquired a high standing, and no inconsiderable reputation, among the members of that profession to which he more peculiarly devoted his energies; and to them he was generally known, either by the familiar appellation of 'Bill Boorker,' or the flattering designation of 'Aggravating Bill,' the latter being a playful and expressive sobriquet, illustrative of Mr. Barker's great talent in 'aggravating' and rendering wild such subjects of her Majesty as are conveyed from place to place, through the instrumentality of omnibuses. Of the early life of Mr. Barker little is known, and even that little is involved in considerable doubt and obscurity. A want of application, a restlessness of purpose, a thirsting after porter, a love of all that is roving and cadger-like in nature, shared in common with many other great geniuses, appear to have been his leading characteristics. The busy hum of a parochial free-school, and the shady repose of a county gaol, were alike inefficacious in producing the slightest alteration in Mr. Barker's disposition. His feverish attachment to change and variety nothing could repress; his native daring no punishment could subdue.

我们立即承认，我们同样无法写下是在什么确切的时期或是通过什么特定的过程，这位先生源自父亲的姓名“威廉·巴克”，竟被讹称为“比尔·布尔克”。在他特别花费精力从事的那个行业的成员中，巴克先生获得了很高的地位和不小的名声。他的同行普遍以人们所熟知的“比尔·布尔克”称呼他，或是以谄媚的称号“叫人恼火的比尔”来称呼他。后一个称号是一种开玩笑而富有意味的绰号，说明巴克先生有了不起的“激怒别人”、使那些由公共马车到处运送的女王陛下的臣民们变得怒气冲冲的才能。人们对巴克先生早年的生活所知甚少，而且即便是所知道的一点信息也是相当令人怀疑和模糊不清的。他的主要特点似乎是缺乏实践、意志不坚定、爱喝波尔图酒、热爱所有生性漂泊和乞丐式的东西。这与许多其他伟大的天才都有共同之处。教区免费学校的喧闹和阴暗的郡监狱中的宁静，同样丝毫无法改变巴克先生的性情。没有什么能阻止他对改变和不同狂热的喜爱，没有什么惩罚措施能制伏他天生的胆气。




If Mr. Barker can be fairly said to have had any weakness in his earlier years, it was an amiable one—love; love in its most comprehensive form—a love of ladies, liquids, and pocket- handkerchiefs. It was no selfish feeling; it was not confined to his own possessions, which but too many men regard with exclusive complacency. No; it was a nobler love—a general principle. It extended itself with equal force to the property of other people.

如果可以公正地说巴克先生年轻时有什么缺点的话，那也是一种可爱的缺点——爱。那是一种最全面形式的爱——一种对女人、酒和手帕的爱。它不是一种自私的感情，不受限于他自己的拥有物。而太多的人对待自己的拥有物时，都是自己一个人沾沾自喜。不，那是一种更高尚的爱——一个普遍的原则。它也同样有力地运用到别人的财产上。




There is something very affecting in this. It is still more affecting to know, that such philanthropy is but imperfectly rewarded. Bow-street, Newgate, and Millbank, are a poor return for general benevolence, evincing itself in an irrepressible love for all created objects. Mr. Barker felt it so. After a lengthened interview with the highest legal authorities, he quitted his ungrateful country, with the consent, and at the expense, of its Government; proceeded to a distant shore; and there employed himself, like another Cincinnatus, in clearing and cultivating the soil—a peaceful pursuit, in which a term of seven years glided almost imperceptibly away. Whether, at the expiration of the period we have just mentioned, the British Government required Mr. Barker's presence here, or did not require his residence abroad, we have no distinct means of ascertaining. We should be inclined, however, to favour the latter position, inasmuch as we do not find that he was advanced to any other public post on his return, than the post at the corner of the Haymarket, where he officiated as assistant-waterman to the hackney-coach stand. Seated, in this capacity, on a couple of tubs near the curbstone, with a brass plate and number suspended round his neck by a massive chain, and his ankles curiously enveloped in haybands, he is supposed to have made those observations on human nature which exercised so material an influence over all his proceedings in later life.

这其中有感人至深之处。要是知道了这样的博爱却不被很好地报答，就更令人感动了。布街、纽盖特和米尔班克对一般的善行回报甚微。这种善行表现在对所有创造出来的东西抑制不住的爱。巴克先生是这样觉得的。在一场同最高司法当局进行的加长会晤后，他便离开了他那忘恩负义的国家。这是在政府的同意之下，也是由政府负担了他前往一个遥远海滨的费用。在那儿，他像另一个辛辛纳特斯一样自己进行开荒和耕种——那是个安静的职业，七年的时间几乎不知不觉地就溜走了。我们刚提到的这段时间过完时，是英国政府要求巴克先生回到这儿，还是不再要求他居留国外，我们就没有办法确定了。不过，我们更倾向于赞同后一种立场，因为我们发现他回国后并没有被提升担任其他什么公职，而是到干草市场的拐角去任职了。他在那里担任四轮出租马车车站的运水工助手。他以这种身份坐在靠近路边石的两只桶上，脖子上挂着由一根厚实的链条系着的一块带有号码的铜片，踝骨被一圈干草很古怪地围着。他应该已经对人性进行了观察，而人性对他后半生的活动有很重要的影响。




Mr. Barker had not officiated for many months in this capacity, when the appearance of the first omnibus caused the public mind to go in a new direction, and prevented a great many hackney-coaches from going in any direction at all. The genius of Mr. Barker at once perceived the whole extent of the injury that would be eventually inflicted on cab and coach stands, and, by consequence, on watermen also, by the progress of the system of which the first omnibus was a part. He saw, too, the necessity of adopting some more profitable profession; and his active mind at once perceived how much might be done in the way of enticing the youthful and unwary, and shoving the old and helpless, into the wrong buss, and carrying them off, until, reduced to despair, they ransomed themselves by the payment of sixpence a-head, or, to adopt his own figurative expression in all its native beauty, 'till they was rig'larly done over, and forked out the stumpy.'

巴克先生担任这项工作没几个月，第一辆公共马车就出现了，把公众的注意力引到了新的方向，并阻止了许多四轮出租马车向任何方向行驶。天才巴克先生从这一系统的发展立即察觉到了它最终会对出租马车和马车车站造成的伤害程度，以及从而会对运水工所造成的危害。而第一辆公共马车就是这一制度的一部分。他也看出自己必须选择更加有利可图的职业。他活跃的头脑立刻觉察到自己可以在以下事情上大干一番：诱惑年轻、粗心的人，逼迫无助的老人，让他们坐错公共马车。然后，带着他们走，直到他们陷入绝望中，自己愿意被勒索六个便士。否则，借他自己那天然、优美的比喻来说，就是“直到他们无路可走，不得不吐出铜子来。”




An opportunity for realising his fondest anticipations, soon presented itself. Rumours were rife on the hackney-coach stands, that a buss was building, to run from Lisson-grove to the Bank, down Oxford-street and Holborn; and the rapid increase of busses on the Paddington-road, encouraged the idea. Mr. Barker secretly and cautiously inquired in the proper quarters. The report was correct; the 'Royal William' was to make its first journey on the following Monday. It was a crack affair altogether. An enterprising young cabman, of established reputation as a dashing whip—for he had compromised with the parents of three scrunched children, and just 'worked out' his fine for knocking down an old lady—was the driver; and the spirited proprietor, knowing Mr. Barker's qualifications, appointed him to the vacant office of cad on the very first application. The buss began to run, and Mr. Barker entered into a new suit of clothes, and on a new sphere of action.

一个能使他实现朝思夜想的期望的机会很快就来了。四轮出租马车车站上有谣传说人们正在制造一辆公共马车。这辆公共马车要从利森树林开到班克，再到牛津街和霍尔本。帕丁顿路上的公共马车迅速增多，激起了这一想法。巴克先生私下里向可靠的消息来源谨慎地探询着。报道是正确的。“皇家威廉”号公共马车将要在下个星期一进行首次行驶。这真是个了不起的事。车夫是一个积极进取的年轻人，他以闯劲十足而闻名——因为他曾与三个被其车轮碾过的孩子的父母和解，又因为撞倒一位老妇人刚刚“解决了”罚金问题。那个充满生气的老板了解巴克先生的资历，他一申请就让他补了收车费的人这个空缺。公共马车开动了，巴克先生穿了一身新装，进入了一个崭新的活动领域。




To recapitulate all the improvements introduced by this extraordinary man into the omnibus system—gradually, indeed, but surely—would occupy a far greater space than we are enabled to devote to this imperfect memoir. To him is universally assigned the original suggestion of the practice which afterwards became so general—of the driver of a second buss keeping constantly behind the first one, and driving the pole of his vehicle either into the door of the other, every time it was opened, or through the body of any lady or gentleman who might make an attempt to get into it; a humorous and pleasant invention, exhibiting all that originality of idea, and fine, bold flow of spirits, so conspicuous in every action of this great man.

若要概括这位非凡之人给公共马车制度带来的改进——循序渐进，但的确是千真万确的——那所占的篇幅要比我们能用于这篇不完整的回忆录的篇幅多得多。人们普遍认为，后来普遍应用的惯例的最初建议是他提出来的——第二辆公共马车的车夫要紧跟着第一辆公共马车，每次它的车门一打开，就驱动自己的车子的辕杆，要么朝那辆车的车门冲去，要么朝任何试图上那辆车的先生或太太身上冲过去。这是一项幽默喜人的发明，展示了这个伟大人物见解的独特和爽朗勇猛的精神，这也极其显著地表现在他的一举一动中。




Mr. Barker had opponents of course; what man in public life has not? But even his worst enemies cannot deny that he has taken more old ladies and gentlemen to Paddington who wanted to go to the Bank, and more old ladies and gentlemen to the Bank who wanted to go to Paddington, than any six men on the road; and however much malevolent spirits may pretend to doubt the accuracy of the statement, they well know it to be an established fact, that he has forcibly conveyed a variety of ancient persons of either sex, to both places, who had not the slightest or most distant intention of going anywhere at all.

巴克先生当然有对手，社会生活中谁没有对手呢？但连他最强劲的敌手都无法否认，他比在这条线路上行车的其他六个人都更多地把想要去班克的老先生和老太太带到帕丁顿，而把想去帕丁顿的老先生和老太太带到班克。不管怀有恶意的人如何假装怀疑这种说法的准确性，他们很清楚地知道确有其事，知道他曾经把丝毫不想去任何地方的各种老先生和老太太强行送往这两个地方。




Mr. Barker was the identical cad who nobly distinguished himself, some time since, by keeping a tradesman on the step—the omnibus going at full speed all the time—till he had thrashed him to his entire satisfaction, and finally throwing him away, when he had quite done with him. Mr. Barker it OUGHT to have been, who honestly indignant at being ignominiously ejected from a house of public entertainment, kicked the landlord in the knee, and thereby caused his death. We say it OUGHT to have been Mr. Barker, because the action was not a common one, and could have emanated from no ordinary mind.

巴克先生正是那个不久以前高尚地让自己与众不同的收费人，他让一个商人站在脚踏板上——公共马车一直在全速行驶着——直到他满意地把那人狠狠揍了一顿之后，才终于把那人扔出去。巴克先生一定是那个因自己被耻辱地驱逐出一家公共娱乐场所而义愤填膺地踢了老板的膝部，并致其死亡的人。我们说一定是巴克先生，是因为这不是寻常的举动，不可能出自头脑普通的人。




It has now become matter of history; it is recorded in the Newgate Calendar; and we wish we could attribute this piece of daring heroism to Mr. Barker. We regret being compelled to state that it was not performed by him. Would, for the family credit we could add, that it was achieved by his brother! It was in the exercise of the nicer details of his profession, that Mr. Barker's knowledge of human nature was beautifully displayed. He could tell at a glance where a passenger wanted to go to, and would shout the name of the place accordingly, without the slightest reference to the real destination of the vehicle. He knew exactly the kind of old lady that would be too much flurried by the process of pushing in and pulling out of the caravan, to discover where she had been put down, until too late; had an intuitive perception of what was passing in a passenger's mind when he inwardly resolved to 'pull that cad up to-morrow morning;' and never failed to make himself agreeable to female servants, whom he would place next the door, and talk to all the way.

现在，这件事成了历史，记载到“纽盖特历书”中。我们希望我们能够把这一大胆的英雄事迹算在巴克先生身上。很遗憾，我们不得不说这并不是他干的。为了家族的荣誉，我们可以加一句：但愿那是他的兄弟干的！巴克先生执行职务时更加友善的细节完美地表现出了他对人性的了解。他看一眼就可以知道一位乘客想去哪儿，可以相应地喊出那个地方的名字，只字不提车子真正的目的地。他能很明确地认出那样一种老太太：她们会在被推进推出马车的过程中手忙脚乱，等发现自己在哪儿被放下车的时候，已经太晚了。有一个乘客暗自决定“明天早上要把那个收费人关起来”的时候，他能够凭直觉就察觉到那人心中的想法。他总会对女仆们百依百顺，把她们安排在门旁边的位置，一路上同她们说个没完。




Human judgment is never infallible, and it would occasionally happen that Mr. Barker experimentalised with the timidity or forbearance of the wrong person, in which case a summons to a Police-office, was, on more than one occasion, followed by a committal to prison. It was not in the power of trifles such as these, however, to subdue the freedom of his spirit. As soon as they passed away, he resumed the duties of his profession with unabated ardour.

人的判断从来不是始终正确的，巴克先生对胆怯和克制力进行实验的时候，有时也会找错人。这种情况下，他便会被召到警察局去，而且不止一次地被判入狱。但像这样的小事无法制服他那自由的精神。事情一过，他又带着不减的热情继续履行起他的职责。




We have spoken of Mr. Barker and of the red cab-driver, in the past tense. Alas! Mr. Barker has again become an absentee; and the class of men to which they both belonged is fast disappearing. Improvement has peered beneath the aprons of our cabs, and penetrated to the very innermost recesses of our omnibuses. Dirt and fustian will vanish before cleanliness and livery. Slang will be forgotten when civility becomes general: and that enlightened, eloquent, sage, and profound body, the Magistracy of London, will be deprived of half their amusement, and half their occupation.

我们用过去时态讲述了巴克先生和红出租马车车夫的故事。巴克先生又不见了，他们所属的那个阶层的人也在快速地消失。我们出租马车的挡板下面出现了改进，改进还深入到我们公共马车的最里面。污垢和棉亚麻混纺粗布衣服将消失，为清洁和号衣所取代。人们普遍变得有礼貌时，俚语会被忘记：那个开明、雄辩、明智、见解深奥的团体，伦敦地方行政官，将失去一半的乐趣和一半的工作。








CHAPTER XVIII A PARLIAMENTARY SKETCH

十八章　议会见闻




We hope our readers will not be alarmed at this rather ominous title. We assure them that we are not about to become political, neither have we the slightest intention of being more prosy than usual—if we can help it. It has occurred to us that a slight sketch of the general aspect of 'the House,' and the crowds that resort to it on the night of an important debate, would be productive of some amusement: and as we have made some few calls at the aforesaid house in our time—have visited it quite often enough for our purpose, and a great deal too often for our personal peace and comfort—we have determined to attempt the description. Dismissing from our minds, therefore, all that feeling of awe, which vague ideas of breaches of privilege, Serjeant-at-Arms, heavy denunciations, and still heavier fees, are calculated to awaken, we enter at once into the building, and upon our subject.

我们希望读者们不要对这个不太吉祥的题目感到惊慌。我们向他们保证，我们不会变得政治化，也丝毫没有意图要比平常更无趣——如果我们能做到的话。我们已经想到，稍微描写一下议院的一般概况和在重要辩论的晚上涌到那儿的人群，会妙趣横生。由于我们一生中曾去过几次上面提到的议院——就我们的目的而言，去的次数相当频繁了。要就我们个人的安宁和舒坦而言，去的次数就过多了——我们决心试着描述一下。因此，消除了我们心里由于模糊地想到损害特权、武装的中士、严重的控告和更沉重的费用而共同产生的恐惧感之后，我们便立即进入这座建筑，开始我们的主题。




Half-past four o'clock—and at five the mover of the Address will be 'on his legs,' as the newspapers announce sometimes by way of novelty, as if speakers were occasionally in the habit of standing on their heads. The members are pouring in, one after the other, in shoals. The few spectators who can obtain standing-room in the passages, scrutinise them as they pass, with the utmost interest, and the man who can identify a member occasionally, becomes a person of great importance. Every now and then you hear earnest whispers of 'That's Sir John Thomson.''Which? Him with the gilt order round his neck?''No, no; that's one of the messengers—that other with the yellow gloves, is Sir John Thomson.''Here's Mr. Smith.''Lor!''Yes, how d'ye do, sir? — (He is our new member)— How do you do, sir?'Mr. Smith stops: turns round with an air of enchanting urbanity (for the rumour of an intended dissolution has been very extensively circulated this morning); seizes both the hands of his gratified constituent, and, after greeting him with the most enthusiastic warmth, darts into the lobby with an extraordinary display of ardour in the public cause, leaving an immense impression in his favour on the mind of his 'fellow–townsman.'The arrivals increase in number, and the heat and noise increase in very unpleasant proportion. The livery servants form a complete lane on either side of the passage, and you reduce yourself into the smallest possible space to avoid being turned out. You see that stout man with the hoarse voice, in the blue coat, queer-crowned, broad-brimmed hat, white corduroy breeches, and great boots, who has been talking incessantly for half an hour past, and whose importance has occasioned no small quantity of mirth among the strangers. That is the great conservator of the peace of Westminster. You cannot fail to have remarked the grace with which he saluted the noble Lord who passed just now, or the excessive dignity of his air, as he expostulates with the crowd. He is rather out of temper now, in consequence of the very irreverent behaviour of those two young fellows behind him, who have done nothing but laugh all the time they have been here.

现在是四点半——报纸有时为了新颖，宣称五点钟时演讲发言人将“双腿站立”，好像发言人偶尔会习惯于站在脑袋上一样。议员们一个接一个地或成群地涌进来。他们走过时，那些少数能在走廊里获得站立位置的观众便带着极大的兴趣审视着他们。偶尔要有个人能认出其中一位议员，他就会变成一个很重要的人物。你时不时地会听到热切的私语：“那是约翰·汤普森爵士。”“哪个？脖子上挂着镀金勋章的那个人吗？“不，不。那是其中一位送信人——另一个戴黄手套的才是约翰·汤普森爵士。”“这位是史密斯先生。”“啊！”“是啊，你好，先生！（他是我们的新议员）你好，先生！”史密斯先生停下来，带着一种文雅迷人的气质转过身（因为这天早上已经广泛地流传着一个谣传，说议会打算要解散）。他抓住那个心满意足的选民的双手，极其热情盎然地问候了他之后，冲进下议院会客厅，大肆展示了他对公共事业的热情，在他的“同城人”脑海里留下了对他极为有利的印象。来的人数量越来越多，热气和噪音在很令人不快地随之增长着。身穿号衣的男仆在走廊的两侧各排成了一个完整的通道，你要把自己的身子使劲缩小，占尽可能少的空间，以防被赶出去。你看见那个声音嘶哑的矮胖男人，他穿着蓝色外套、白灯芯绒裤子和大靴子，头戴顶端古怪的宽边帽子。过去的半个小时里，他一直在不停地说话，那自命不凡的样子使得那群陌生的旁听者很不高兴。这是威斯敏斯特的大治安官。你一定注意到了他向刚刚走过去的那位高贵的勋爵行礼时的优雅，及劝诫人群时气宇轩昂的态度。他现在很生气，因为他后面的两个年轻人行为很不当，在那儿一直笑个不停。




'Will they divide to-night, do you think, Mr. -' timidly inquires a little thin man in the crowd, hoping to conciliate the man of office.

“你觉得他们今晚会分组表决吗，先生？”人群中一个瘦小的男人胆怯地询问道，希望能获得那个官员的好感。




'How CAN you ask such questions, sir?' replies the functionary, in an incredibly loud key, and pettishly grasping the thick stick he carries in his right hand. 'Pray do not, sir. I beg of you; pray do not, sir.'The little man looks remarkably out of his element, and the uninitiated part of the throng are in positive convulsions of laughter. Just at this moment some unfortunate individual appears, with a very smirking air, at the bottom of the long passage. He has managed to elude the vigilance of the special constable downstairs, and is evidently congratulating himself on having made his way so far.

“先生，你怎么会问这样的问题呢？”那位官员答道，声调响亮得难以置信，生气地紧握着他右手中的粗手杖。“请不要这样，先生。我求你，请不要这样，先生。”小个子男人看起来明显不知所措，而人群中那部分不知情的人则笑得前仰后合。正在此时，长长的走廊尽头出现了一个倒霉家伙，傻乎乎地笑着。他已经成功逃过了楼下那个特警的注意，显然正庆幸自己已经溜了这么远。




'Go back, sir—you must NOT come here,' shouts the hoarse one, with tremendous emphasis of voice and gesture, the moment the offender catches his eye.

“回去，先生——你不能到这儿来。”声音嘶哑的矮胖男人一看到那个冒犯者，就喝道，声音和动作都很夸张。




The stranger pauses.

那个陌生人停住了。




'Do you hear, sir—will you go back?' continues the official dignitary, gently pushing the intruder some half-dozen yards.

“你听到了吗，先生——请你回去好吗？”那个高级官员接着说，轻轻地把那个闯入者推开了五六码。




'Come, don't push me,' replies the stranger, turning angrily round.

“喂，不要推我。”陌生人答道，怒气冲冲地转过身。




'I will, sir.'

“我要推，先生。”




'You won't, sir.'

“你不要推，先生。”




'Go out, sir.'

“滚出去，先生。”




'Take your hands off me, sir.'

“把你的手从我身上拿走，先生。”




'Go out of the passage, sir.'

“滚出走廊，先生。”




'You're a Jack-in-office, sir.'

“你是个自命不凡的小官员，先生。”




'A what?' ejaculates he of the boots.

“一个什么？”穿靴子的那个人大声叫道。




'A Jack-in-office, sir, and a very insolent fellow,' reiterates the stranger, now completely in a passion.

“一个自命不凡的小官员，先生，而且是个很不讲理的家伙。”陌生人又说了一遍，现在情绪完全失去控制。




'Pray do not force me to put you out, sir,' retorts the other—‘pray do not—my instructions are to keep this passage clear—it's the Speaker's orders, sir.'

“请不要逼我把你赶出去，先生。”另一个人反击道，“请不要——我的任务是保持这条走廊上没有人——这是议长的命令，先生。”




'D-n the Speaker, sir!' shouts the intruder.

“该死的议长，先生！”闯入者喊道。




'Here, Wilson!—Collins!' gasps the officer, actually paralysed at this insulting expression, which in his mind is all but high treason; 'take this man out—take him out, I say! How dare you, sir?' and down goes the unfortunate man five stairs at a time, turning round at every stoppage, to come back again, and denouncing bitter vengeance against the commander-in-chief, and all his supernumeraries.

“到这儿来，威尔逊！柯林斯！”官员气喘吁吁地喊，他听到这句辱骂后真的呆住了，这在他的心中就是背叛，“把这个人带出去——把他带出去，我的命令！你怎么敢这么说，先生？”那个倒霉的人每一步都被推下五级楼梯，每次停顿时都转过身子，要再回来，还大骂着要狠狠报复那个总司令和他所有跑龙套的部下。




'Make way, gentlemen,—pray make way for the Members, I beg of you!' shouts the zealous officer, turning back, and preceding a whole string of the liberal and independent.

“让路，先生们——请给议员们让路，求求你们了！”那个满腔热情的官员转过身来喊道，正走在一整串自由党和无党派议员前面。




You see this ferocious-looking gentleman, with a complexion almost as sallow as his linen, and whose large black moustache would give him the appearance of a figure in a hairdresser's window, if his countenance possessed the thought which is communicated to those waxen caricatures of the human face divine. He is a militia-officer, and the most amusing person in the House. Can anything be more exquisitely absurd than the burlesque grandeur of his air, as he strides up to the lobby, his eyes rolling like those of a Turk's head in a cheap Dutch clock? He never appears without that bundle of dirty papers which he carries under his left arm, and which are generally supposed to be the miscellaneous estimates for 1804, or some equally important documents. He is very punctual in his attendance at the House, and his self-satisfied 'He-ar-He-ar,' is not unfrequently the signal for a general titter.

你看见那个长相凶恶的先生，他的面色几乎是和他的亚麻布衣服同样的黄色。如果他的面部拥有传递给那些模仿人面的蜡质天使的思想，他那黑黑的大胡子就使他看起来像理发店橱窗里的雕像了。他是个民兵军官，是议会里最有趣的人。他迈着大步走进下议院会客厅时，一副滑稽的庄严神态，同时眼睛还像廉价的荷兰钟里土耳其人脑袋上的那两只眼睛一样转动着，还有什么比这些更加绝妙、可笑吗？他出现的时候总是在左胳膊下夹着那捆肮脏的文件。人们普遍推测那是1804年的各种预算，或是一些同等重要的文件。他来议院非常准时，那自鸣得意的“对啊——对啊”的喊声经常会引得人们吃吃地笑起来。




This is the gentleman who once actually sent a messenger up to the Strangers' gallery in the old House of Commons, to inquire the name of an individual who was using an eye-glass, in order that he might complain to the Speaker that the person in question was quizzing him! On another occasion, he is reported to have repaired to Bellamy's kitchen—a refreshment-room, where persons who are not Members are admitted on sufferance, as it were—and perceiving two or three gentlemen at supper, who, he was aware, were not Members, and could not, in that place, very well resent his behaviour, he indulged in the pleasantry of sitting with his booted leg on the table at which they were supping! He is generally harmless, though, and always amusing.

正是这个先生曾经派送信人去老下议院的旁听席询问一个戴眼镜的人的名字，为的是向议长抱怨那个人老是张望他！还有一次，据说他到贝拉米餐馆——那似乎是非议员人士勉强容许入内的小吃部——发现两三个先生在吃晚饭。他知道他们不是议员，在那个地方不能公然对他的行为表示反感。于是，他开玩笑式地坐在他们吃饭的桌子上，连穿着靴子的腿也放在上面，还乐在其中！但是，他通常是没有恶意的，而且总是很有意思。




By dint of patience, and some little interest with our friend the constable, we have contrived to make our way to the Lobby, and you can just manage to catch an occasional glimpse of the House, as the door is opened for the admission of Members. It is tolerably full already, and little groups of Members are congregated together here, discussing the interesting topics of the day.

凭借着耐心和我们那位警察朋友的一点小关系，我们设法到达了下议院的会客厅。你只能在门打开让议员进去的时候，才能偶尔瞥见一眼议院的内部。里面已经基本上挤满了人，一小群一小群的议员在这里聚在一起，讨论着当天有趣的话题。




That smart-looking fellow in the black coat with velvet facings and cuffs, who wears his D'Orsay hat so rakishly, is 'Honest Tom,' a metropolitan representative; and the large man in the cloak with the white lining—not the man by the pillar; the other with the light hair hanging over his coat collar behind—is his colleague. The quiet gentlemanly-looking man in the blue surtout, gray trousers, white neckerchief and gloves, whose closely-buttoned coat displays his manly figure and broad chest to great advantage, is a very well-known character. He has fought a great many battles in his time, and conquered like the heroes of old, with no other arms than those the gods gave him. The old hard-featured man who is standing near him, is really a good specimen of a class of men, now nearly extinct. He is a county Member, and has been from time whereof the memory of man is not to the contrary. Look at his loose, wide, brown coat, with capacious pockets on each side; the knee-breeches and boots, the immensely long waistcoat, and silver watch-chain dangling below it, the wide-brimmed brown hat, and the white handkerchief tied in a great bow, with straggling ends sticking out beyond his shirt-frill. It is a costume one seldom sees nowadays, and when the few who wear it have died off, it will be quite extinct. He can tell you long stories of Fox, Pitt, Sheridan, and Canning, and how much better the House was managed in those times, when they used to get up at eight or nine o'clock, except on regular field-days, of which everybody was apprised beforehand. He has a great contempt for all young Members of Parliament, and thinks it quite impossible that a man can say anything worth hearing, unless he has sat in the House for fifteen years at least, without saying anything at all. He is of opinion that 'that young Macaulay' was a regular impostor; he allows, that Lord Stanley may do something one of these days, but 'he's too young, sir—too young.'He is an excellent authority on points of precedent, and when he grows talkative, after his wine, will tell you how Sir Somebody Something, when he was whipper-in for the Government, brought four men out of their beds to vote in the majority, three of whom died on their way home again; how the House once divided on the question, that fresh candles be now brought in; how the Speaker was once upon a time left in the chair by accident, at the conclusion of business, and was obliged to sit in the House by himself for three hours, till some Member could be knocked up and brought back again, to move the adjournment; and a great many other anecdotes of a similar description. There he stands, leaning on his stick; looking at the throng of Exquisites around him with most profound contempt; and conjuring up, before his mind's eye, the scenes he beheld in the old House, in days gone by, when his own feelings were fresher and brighter, and when, as he imagines, wit, talent, and patriotism flourished more brightly too.

有个穿着丝绒镶边和丝绒袖口的黑外套的帅气家伙，洋洋自得地戴着顶多尔赛式帽子。他是“诚实的汤姆”，一个大城市的代表。那个穿白衬里披风的大个子男人——不是柱子旁边的那个，而是浅色的头发垂到了外套后面领子上的那个——是他的同僚。那个安静、看起来很绅士的人是个有名的人物。他穿着蓝色外套和灰色裤子，围着白色颈巾，戴着白色手套。那件紧紧扣着的外衣突出地显示了他男子汉的体形和宽阔的胸膛。他年轻时，就是用神赐给他的双臂参加过许许多多的战役，不用其他的武器，而且像古代的英雄一样战果累累。那个正站在他旁边的相貌平平的老人，真是现在近乎灭绝了的一类人的好样本。他是个郡议员，而且从人们不记得他不是议员之时就已经是了。看他那宽松的褐色外套，两边各有一个大口袋。再看他的短裤和靴子、特别长的背心、下面悬挂着的一根银表链、褐色宽边帽和打成一个大蝴蝶结的白手帕，手帕散乱的四角从衬衫饰边下面伸出来。这是如今很少见到的装束，等仅有的几个穿这种衣服的人死掉后，这种装束就会完全绝迹了。他会给你讲关于福克斯、皮特、谢里登和坎宁的长篇故事，以及那时的议会如何管理得比现在好得多。那时候，他们习惯于八九点钟起床，除非是定期的户外活动日，而每个人都会提前接到此类活动的通知。他很瞧不起议会里的所有年轻议员，认为除非一个人已经在议院三缄其口地至少坐上十五年，否则他不会说出什么值得一听的话。他认为“那个年轻的麦考利”是个十足的骗子。他承认，斯坦利勋爵将来可能会有所建树，但是他觉得“他太年轻了，先生——太年轻”。他在议会先例方面是位卓越的权威。他酒后多话时，会告诉你某某爵士干了某某事，说他受政府委任为政党在议会中的组织秘书时，曾把四个人从床上拖起来，要他们去投多数票，其中三个人在回家途中死去。他还讲了有一次议会对于是否再去拿蜡烛这个问题如何有不同的意见，有一次议长办完公事后如何被偶然落下，他坐在椅子上，不得不独自在议院里呆了三个小时，直到把一个议员唤醒，带回议院来，以便由他提议议长宣布休会。他还讲了许许多多内容相似的其他逸事。他站在那儿，倚在他的手杖上，带着深深的蔑视看着周围穿戴讲究的人群。他在心里想象着过去见证的老议院中的种种情景。当年，他自己的精神更饱满，情绪更乐观，而且他现在想来，认为那时候的人们也更焕发出机智、才干和爱国主义。




You are curious to know who that young man in the rough great-coat is, who has accosted every Member who has entered the House since we have been standing here. He is not a Member; he is only an 'hereditary bondsman,' or, in other words, an Irish correspondent of an Irish newspaper, who has just procured his forty-second frank from a Member whom he never saw in his life before. There he goes again—another! Bless the man, he has his hat and pockets full already.

你很想知道那个穿着粗布长外套的年轻人是谁。自从我们站在这儿，他就跟每一个走进议院的议员打招呼。他不是议员，只是一个“世袭的奴隶”，或者换句话说，是个爱尔兰报社的一位爱尔兰记者。他刚刚从他之前从未见过的一位议员那儿得到了他第四十二张自由通行证。他又走了上去——向另一个人走去！天呀，他的帽子和口袋已经满了。




We will try our fortune at the Strangers'gallery, though the nature of the debate encourages very little hope of success. What on earth are you about? Holding up your order as if it were a talisman at whose command the wicket would fly open? Nonsense. Just preserve the order for an autograph, if it be worth keeping at all, and make your appearance at the door with your thumb and forefinger expressively inserted in your waistcoat-pocket. This tall stout man in black is the door-keeper. 'Any room?''Not an inch—two or three dozen gentlemen waiting down-stairs on the chance of somebody's going out.'Pull out your purse—'Are you QUITE sure there's no room?'—'I'll go and look,' replies the door- keeper, with a wistful glance at your purse, 'but I'm afraid there's not.'He returns, and with real feeling assures you that it is morally impossible to get near the gallery. It is of no use waiting. When you are refused admission into the Strangers' gallery at the House of Commons, under such circumstances, you may return home thoroughly satisfied that the place must be remarkably full indeed. {1}

虽然辩论的性质使成功的希望很渺小，我们还是想去旁听席试试运气。你究竟要干什么？难道你要举着免费入场券，就好像它是一张能下令让边门忽然打开的护符吗？胡扯。如果这张免费入场券尚值得保存的话，你还是把它保存好，为了一个签名。走到门口的时候，你要把大拇指和食指意味深长地插进背心的口袋里。那个穿黑衣服的高个子胖男人是看门人。“有位子吗？”“一英寸也没有——几十个先生在楼下等着看有没有人出去呢。”你掏出钱包，问：“你确定没有位子了吗？”“我去看看，”看门人回答说，贪婪地看了一眼你的钱包，“但我恐怕没有了。”他回来了，真诚地向你确认，真的不可能接近旁听席。等待是没有用的。当你在这样的情形下被拒绝进入下议院的旁听席，你完全可以满足地回家了，因为这地方肯定是满得进去不人了。｛1｝




Retracing our steps through the long passage, descending the stairs, and crossing Palace-yard, we halt at a small temporary doorway adjoining the King's entrance to the House of Lords. The order of the serjeant-at-arms will admit you into the Reporters' gallery, from whence you can obtain a tolerably good view of the House. Take care of the stairs, they are none of the best; through this little wicket—there. As soon as your eyes become a little used to the mist of the place, and the glare of the chandeliers below you, you will see that some unimportant personage on the Ministerial side of the House (to your right hand) is speaking, amidst a hum of voices and confusion which would rival Babel, but for the circumstance of its being all in one language.

我们顺着那条长长的走廊原路走回，下了楼梯，穿过宫院，在上议院的国王入口处旁边一个临时的小门道前停下了。你可以凭武装卫兵的勋章进入记者席，从那儿可以看到议院，视野还算清楚。你要小心那些楼梯，它们不太好走。穿过这个小边门——就到了。你的眼睛一稍微适应那儿的烟雾和下面枝形吊灯的强光，就会看到议院支持内阁的一方（在你的右手边）有个不重要的人物在讲话，四下里乱哄哄地响着嘈杂声。如果不是这些人都在讲同一种语言，那就真能和巴比伦人造通天塔时的吵闹声相匹敌了。




The 'hear, hear,' which occasioned that laugh, proceeded from our warlike friend with the moustache; he is sitting on the back seat against the wall, behind the Member who is speaking, looking as ferocious and intellectual as usual. Take one look around you, and retire! The body of the House and the side galleries are full of Members; some, with their legs on the back of the opposite seat; some, with theirs stretched out to their utmost length on the floor; some going out, others coming in; all talking, laughing, lounging, coughing, oh-ing, questioning, or groaning; presenting a conglomeration of noise and confusion, to be met with in no other place in existence, not even excepting Smithfield on a market-day, or a cock-pit in its glory.

那个引起笑声的“对啊，对啊”发自我们那个蓄着小胡子的好斗的朋友。他坐在正发言的那位议员后面靠着墙的后排座位上，跟往常一样看起来既凶残又有才智。你朝着四周看一眼，然后往后退去！议院的主体和边座都坐满了议员。有的把腿放在对面座位的椅背上；有的把腿在地上尽量伸长；有的伸出去，有的蜷起来。所有的议员都在说笑、闲逛、咳嗽、发出感叹、问话，或呻吟着。他们集中地表现出各种吵闹和混乱，这是在所有其他场所里都见不到的，连史密斯菲尔德的集市日或者斗鸡场最热闹的时候也不例外。




But let us not omit to notice Bellamy's kitchen, or, in other words, the refreshment-room, common to both Houses of Parliament, where Ministerialists and Oppositionists, Whigs and Tories, Radicals, Peers, and Destructives, strangers from the gallery, and the more favoured strangers from below the bar, are alike at liberty to resort; where divers honourable members prove their perfect independence by remaining during the whole of a heavy debate, solacing themselves with the creature comforts; and whence they are summoned by whippers-in, when the House is on the point of dividing; either to give their 'conscientious votes' on questions of which they are conscientiously innocent of knowing anything whatever, or to find a vent for the playful exuberance of their wine-inspired fancies, in boisterous shouts of 'Divide,' occasionally varied with a little howling, barking, crowing, or other ebullitions of senatorial pleasantry.

但是，我们不要忽略了贝拉米餐馆，或者换句话说，是个小吃部，由上下两议院共用。内阁支持者和反对党支持者、辉格党党员和托利党党员、激进党人、贵族和鼓吹破坏者、来自议院边座的旁听者，以及低于律师职业资格的更受欢迎的旁听者都可以随意进入。各色体面的议员为了证明他们绝对的独立，呆在那儿听完整场热烈的辩论，用物质上的舒适来安慰自己。到了议院即将分组表决的时候，他们就由政党在议会中的组织秘书召去，要么对于凭良心来说他们毫不了解的问题进行“有良心的投票”，要么发泄一下酒后开玩笑式的勃勃兴致，喧闹地喊叫着“分组”，偶尔还发出一点儿吼叫声、叫喊声、欢呼声，或者其他参议员式玩笑的喧哗。




When you have ascended the narrow staircase which, in the present temporary House of Commons, leads to the place we are describing, you will probably observe a couple of rooms on your right hand, with tables spread for dining. Neither of these is the kitchen, although they are both devoted to the same purpose; the kitchen is further on to our left, up these half-dozen stairs. Before we ascend the staircase, however, we must request you to pause in front of this little bar-place with the sash-windows; and beg your particular attention to the steady, honest-looking old fellow in black, who is its sole occupant. Nicholas (we do not mind mentioning the old fellow's name, for if Nicholas be not a public man, who is?—and public men's names are public property)—Nicholas is the butler of Bellamy's, and has held the same place, dressed exactly in the same manner, and said precisely the same things, ever since the oldest of its present visitors can remember. An excellent servant Nicholas is—an unrivalled compounder of salad-dressing—an admirable preparer of soda-water and lemon—a special mixer of cold grog and punch—and, above all, an unequalled judge of cheese. If the old man have such a thing as vanity in his composition, this is certainly his pride; and if it be possible to imagine that anything in this world could disturb his impenetrable calmness, we should say it would be the doubting his judgment on this important point.

你登上窄窄的楼梯，它在当下的临时下议院里通向我们正描述的地方。你可能会注意到右边有两间房子，里面的餐桌已经摆好，为用餐作好准备。这两间房子都不是厨房，虽然它们的功能相同。厨房在我们的左边，还要再上五六级台阶。不过，在我们上楼梯之前，我们必须请你在这个安着吊窗的小酒水间前停一下，并且求你特别注意一下那个穿着黑衣服、沉着冷静、看起来很老实的老人，只有他一个人在房间里。尼古拉斯——我们不介意提到这个老人的名字，因为如果尼古拉斯不是个公共人物，谁又是呢？公共人物的名字就是公共财产——是贝拉米餐馆的佣人领班。自从目前最老的来客能记起的时候起，他就一直担任这同一个职务，穿着样式完全相同的衣服，说着一字不差的同样的话。尼古拉斯是个出色的仆人——是配制沙拉酱无可匹敌的好手——是令人钦佩的苏打水加柠檬饮料的调制者——是把潘趣酒同烈酒与水混合的冷饮混合起来的专家——还有，最主要的是，他是个令人望其项背的奶酪鉴定家。如果这个老人品质中有虚荣存在的话，那当然是他的自豪感。如果可以想象出这世上有什么事情可以扰乱他那难以窥测的平静的话，我们应该说那就是怀疑他在这一要点上的判断力。




We needn't tell you all this, however, for if you have an atom of observation, one glance at his sleek, knowing-looking head and face—his prim white neckerchief, with the wooden tie into which it has been regularly folded for twenty years past, merging by imperceptible degrees into a small-plaited shirt-frill—and his comfortable-looking form encased in a well-brushed suit of black—would give you a better idea of his real character than a column of our poor description could convey.

但是，我们没有必要告诉你这些，因为你只要有一点点观察力，看一眼他那光滑、看起来很机灵的脑袋和脸——他那条整洁的白颈巾打成了一个生硬的结，由于过去二十年经常把颈巾系成这个结，不知不觉已经变成一条小辫子似的褶边——他那看着很舒服的身子上套着一件刷得很干净的黑衣服——这些和我们的拙笔写的专栏比起来，会更好地传递出他的真正性格。




Nicholas is rather out of his element now; he cannot see the kitchen as he used to in the old House; there, one window of his glass-case opened into the room, and then, for the edification and behoof of more juvenile questioners, he would stand for an hour together, answering deferential questions about Sheridan, and Percival, and Castlereagh, and Heaven knows who beside, with manifest delight, always inserting a 'Mister' before every commoner's name.

现在，尼古拉斯相当不得其所。他不能像以前在旧议院里那样照看餐室了。在那儿，他的玻璃间有一个窗户开向餐室，为了启迪较年轻的询问者，也为了服务于他们的利益，他会站上一小时，显然很高兴地答复他们恭恭敬敬的问题。这些问题是关于谢里登、珀西瓦尔、卡斯尔雷和天知道是谁的其他人。他回答时总要在每个平民的名字后也加上“先生”二字。




Nicholas, like all men of his age and standing, has a great idea of the degeneracy of the times. He seldom expresses any political opinions, but we managed to ascertain, just before the passing of the Reform Bill, that Nicholas was a thorough Reformer. What was our astonishment to discover shortly after the meeting of the first reformed Parliament, that he was a most inveterate and decided Tory! It was very odd: some men change their opinions from necessity, others from expediency, others from inspiration; but that Nicholas should undergo any change in any respect, was an event we had never contemplated, and should have considered impossible. His strong opinion against the clause which empowered the metropolitan districts to return Members to Parliament, too, was perfectly unaccountable.

就像所有他这个年纪和地位的人一样，尼古拉斯对这个年代的堕落有着伟大的见解。他很少发表任何政治见解，但就在《改革法案》通过之前，我们成功地确定了尼古拉斯是个彻头彻尾的改良者。使我们惊讶的是，首届改革议会会议之后不久，我们就发现他是个最顽固不化的铁杆儿托利党人！非常奇怪的是，有些人出于需要而改变他们的主张，有些人是出于权宜之计，有些人则是出于灵感。但尼古拉斯竟然会在任何方面发生任何变化，这是我们所从未想到的，也认为是不可能的。他极力反对授权大城市市区选举议员的条款，这也是完全令人费解的。




We discovered the secret at last; the metropolitan Members always dined at home. The rascals! As for giving additional Members to Ireland, it was even worse—decidedly unconstitutional. Why, sir, an Irish Member would go up there, and eat more dinner than three English Members put together. He took no wine; drank table-beer by the half-gallon; and went home to Manchester-buildings, or Millbank-street, for his whiskey-and-water. And what was the consequence? Why, the concern lost—actually lost, sir—by his patronage. A queer old fellow is Nicholas, and as completely a part of the building as the house itself. We wonder he ever left the old place, and fully expected to see in the papers, the morning after the fire, a pathetic account of an old gentleman in black, of decent appearance, who was seen at one of the upper windows when the flames were at their height, and declared his resolute intention of falling with the floor. He must have been got out by force. However, he was got out—here he is again, looking as he always does, as if he had been in a bandbox ever since the last session. There he is, at his old post every night, just as we have described him: and, as characters are scarce, and faithful servants scarcer, long may he be there, say we!

我们最终发现了那个秘密：大城市的议员总是在家里吃饭。这些坏人！至于额外增加爱尔兰议员，那就更糟了——肯定违反宪法。哎，先生，一个爱尔兰议员会到那儿，吃的比三个英国议员加起来还要多。他不喝葡萄酒，半加仑半加仑地喝佐餐啤酒。然后，他回到曼彻斯特大楼或在米尔班克街的家里喝掺水的威士忌酒。那么，结果怎么样呢？喔，企业亏本了——真的亏本了，先生——由于他的惠顾。尼古拉斯是个古怪的老家伙，并且就像议院本身一样，完全是这个大楼的一部分。我们想知道他是否离开过那个老地方。那场大火后的第二天早晨，我们满以为会从报纸上读到一则悲伤的报道，说在火势最猛的时候，只见一个穿黑衣服、看起来很体面的老人，在上层的一扇窗户旁宣称他坚决要同地板一起塌下去。他一定是被硬拉出来的。不管怎样，他被弄出来了——他又在这儿了，看上去就像他一贯的那个样子，仿佛自从上一届会议以来，他就一直呆在一个硬纸盒里似的。他就在那儿，每晚都守着他那个老地方，就像我们上面描绘的那样。由于个性怪异的人不多，忠实的仆人就更少，我们但愿他能长久地呆在那儿！




Now, when you have taken your seat in the kitchen, and duly noticed the large fire and roasting-jack at one end of the room—the little table for washing glasses and draining jugs at the other—the clock over the window opposite St. Margaret's Church—the deal tables and wax candles—the damask table-cloths and bare floor—the plate and china on the tables, and the gridiron on the fire; and a few other anomalies peculiar to the place—we will point out to your notice two or three of the people present, whose station or absurdities render them the most worthy of remark.

现在，你已经在餐室就坐，还及时地注意到了房间一头的大火炉和烤肉的铁叉转动器。另一头放的是用来洗玻璃杯和排水的罐子的小桌子，还有窗户上的一个钟，正对着圣玛格丽特教堂，松木桌子和蜡烛、花缎桌布和没铺地毯的地板、桌子上的盘子和瓷器、火炉上的烤肉架，以及另外一些这个地方所特有的奇形怪状的东西。我们要你注意两三个在场的人，他们的地位或荒诞使得他们非常值得评论。




It is half-past twelve o'clock, and as the division is not expected for an hour or two, a few Members are lounging away the time here in preference to standing at the bar of the House, or sleeping in one of the side galleries. That singularly awkward and ungainly- looking man, in the brownish-white hat, with the straggling black trousers which reach about half-way down the leg of his boots, who is leaning against the meat-screen, apparently deluding himself into the belief that he is thinking about something, is a splendid sample of a Member of the House of Commons concentrating in his own person the wisdom of a constituency. Observe the wig, of a dark hue but indescribable colour, for if it be naturally brown, it has acquired a black tint by long service, and if it be naturally black, the same cause has imparted to it a tinge of rusty brown; and remark how very materially the great blinker-like spectacles assist the expression of that most intelligent face. Seriously speaking, did you ever see a countenance so expressive of the most hopeless extreme of heavy dulness, or behold a form so strangely put together? He is no great speaker: but when he DOES address the House, the effect is absolutely irresistible.

十二点半了，由于分组表决在一两个小时内不会举行，几个议员来到这儿闲荡以消磨时间，而不愿去站在议院的酒水间里，或去侧面的窄房间里睡觉。那个长相奇怪、相貌丑陋的男人是那种把本选区全体选民的智慧都集于一身的下议院议员的极好典型。他戴着一顶微微带点褐色的白帽子，黑裤子的裤管套在靴子外面，遮住了一半靴筒。他正倚在烤肉用的隔板上，显然在欺骗自己相信他是在思考着什么。看看他那顶无法形容具体颜色的深色假发，因为如果它原本是褐色的，那就是因为用久了显出了黑色。如果它原来是黑色的，那么就是同样的原因使它略带赭色和褐色。注意他那副像马的眼罩一样的眼镜，怎样让他那张聪慧无比的脸上的表情更加丰富。说真的，你看到过把迟钝透顶、无可救药表现地如此淋漓尽致的脸，或是见过如此怪异地凑在一起的外表吗？他不是个伟大的演说家，但当他真的向议会作演讲时，效果绝对是势不可挡的。




The small gentleman with the sharp nose, who has just saluted him, is a Member of Parliament, an ex-Alderman, and a sort of amateur fireman. He, and the celebrated fireman's dog, were observed to be remarkably active at the conflagration of the two Houses of Parliament—they both ran up and down, and in and out, getting under people's feet, and into everybody's way, fully impressed with the belief that they were doing a great deal of good, and barking tremendously. The dog went quietly back to his kennel with the engine, but the gentleman kept up such an incessant noise for some weeks after the occurrence, that he became a positive nuisance. As no more parliamentary fires have occurred, however, and as he has consequently had no more opportunities of writing to the newspapers to relate how, by way of preserving pictures he cut them out of their frames, and performed other great national services, he has gradually relapsed into his old state of calmness.

那个刚刚向他打过招呼的尖鼻子的小个子先生是议会的议员，以前是个郡长，现在是个业余消防员。人们发现他和那条有一定名气的消防队的狗在那次两个议院的大火中表现得相当活跃——他们都跑上跑下，跑进跑出，跑到人们的脚下，挡住每个人的路，并坚信他们在做一件大好事，大声狂喊着。那条狗跟着消防车默默地回到它的窝里，但这个先生却在那件事之后唠叨了几个星期，人都变得十分讨厌。不过，由于议院没再发生火灾，结果他没再有机会向报社写信叙述他如何为了保全画像，把它们从框架里割下来，以及如何为国家做了其他伟大的事。他渐渐恢复到了原来平静的状态。




That female in black—not the one whom the Lord's-Day-Bill Baronet has just chucked under the chin; the shorter of the two—is 'Jane:' the Hebe of Bellamy's. Jane is as great a character as Nicholas, in her way. Her leading features are a thorough contempt for the great majority of her visitors; her predominant quality, love of admiration, as you cannot fail to observe, if you mark the glee with which she listens to something the young Member near her mutters somewhat unintelligibly in her ear (for his speech is rather thick from some cause or other), and how playfully she digs the handle of a fork into the arm with which he detains her, by way of reply.

那个穿黑衣服的女人——不是被“周日账单”的从男爵刚刚摸过下巴的那个，而是那两位里面较矮的一个——是“简”，贝拉米餐馆的斟酒女神。简同尼古拉斯一样，是个了不起的人物，不过有她自己的特色。她主要的特点是对大部分客人彻底蔑视，她的主要品质是喜欢被人爱慕。你不可能不注意到这点，如果你看到她听旁边的年轻议员在她耳边含含糊糊地低声说些什么（由于某种原因，他讲话相当地口齿不清）的时候那股高兴劲儿，以及她如何开玩笑地用叉子柄戳他挽住自己的那个手臂以作为回答的话。




Jane is no bad hand at repartees, and showers them about, with a degree of liberality and total absence of reserve or constraint, which occasionally excites no small amazement in the minds of strangers. She cuts jokes with Nicholas, too, but looks up to him with a great deal of respect—the immovable stolidity with which Nicholas receives the aforesaid jokes, and looks on, at certain pastoral friskings and rompings (Jane's only recreations, and they are very innocent too) which occasionally take place in the passage, is not the least amusing part of his character.

简在巧妙应答方面很强，她反驳得妙语如珠，毫无保留，无拘无束，时常让陌生人感到十分惊讶。她也和尼古拉斯开玩笑，但是对他毕恭毕敬——尼古拉斯对于上述玩笑和他看着在走廊上偶尔发生的一种乡村式的嬉闹和欢跃（这是简唯一的娱乐方式，而且他们也很无辜）时所表现的无动于衷，是他的性格中颇为有趣的一部分。




The two persons who are seated at the table in the corner, at the farther end of the room, have been constant guests here, for many years past; and one of them has feasted within these walls, many a time, with the most brilliant characters of a brilliant period. He has gone up to the other House since then; the greater part of his boon companions have shared Yorick's fate, and his visits to Bellamy's are comparatively few.

在房间更远的一头，两个人坐在角落里的桌子旁。他们是这儿过去多年的常客，其中一个曾经在这间屋子里多次同一个辉煌时期里最显赫的人物共享盛宴。他从那时就进了上议院。他的大部分酒友同约里克的命运一样，他来贝拉米餐馆的次数也相对少了。




If he really be eating his supper now, at what hour can he possibly have dined! A second solid mass of rump-steak has disappeared, and he eat the first in four minutes and three quarters, by the clock over the window. Was there ever such a personification of Falstaff! Mark the air with which he gloats over that Stilton, as he removes the napkin which has been placed beneath his chin to catch the superfluous gravy of the steak, and with what gusto he imbibes the porter which has been fetched, expressly for him, in the pewter pot. Listen to the hoarse sound of that voice, kept down as it is by layers of solids, and deep draughts of rich wine, and tell us if you ever saw such a perfect picture of a regular gourmand; and whether he is not exactly the man whom you would pitch upon as having been the partner of Sheridan's parliamentary carouses, the volunteer driver of the hackney-coach that took him home, and the involuntary upsetter of the whole party?

如果他现在真在吃晚饭，那么他可能在什么时候吃午饭啊！第二块大牛排消失了，而且据窗户上面的那个钟显示，他在四分四十五秒的时间内吃掉了第一块。可曾有过这样一个福斯塔夫的化身？注意他取下餐巾时贪婪地盯着那块斯提尔顿干酪的样子吧。之前他为了要接住牛排溢出的卤汁，就把餐巾围在了下巴下面。再看他喝用锡镴壶盛的、特地为他取来的波尔图酒时津津有味的样子吧。听一听他嘶哑的嗓音——他的声音已经被一层层的结实食物和大口大口的浓酒压低了——告诉我们你是否曾见过这样一幅习以为常的饕餮者的完美写照。你是否会相信他就是那个与谢里登共同举行议院宴会、后来自愿驾四轮出租马车把他送回家、且在无意间搅乱了整个宴会的人呢？




What an amusing contrast between his voice and appearance, and that of the spare, squeaking old man, who sits at the same table, and who, elevating a little cracked bantam sort of voice to its highest pitch, invokes damnation upon his own eyes or somebody else's at the commencement of every sentence he utters. 'The Captain,' as they call him, is a very old frequenter of Bellamy's; much addicted to stopping 'after the House is up' (an inexpiable crime in Jane's eyes), and a complete walking reservoir of spirits and water.

他的嗓音和外貌与坐在同一张桌子上的那个声音尖锐的瘦小老头形成了多么有趣的对比啊。那个老头每开始讲一句话，都要先咒骂一下自己或者别人的眼睛，且把他那矮脚鸡似的、有些粗哑的嗓音提到最高。他们都称他为“船长”，他是贝拉米餐馆的老顾客了。“议会开会”（在简看来，这是不可原谅的罪恶）之后，他就常常在此逗留，完全是个能行走的水和酒精的贮存器。




The old Peer—or rather, the old man—for his peerage is of comparatively recent date—has a huge tumbler of hot punch brought him; and the other damns and drinks, and drinks and damns, and smokes. Members arrive every moment in a great bustle to report that 'The Chancellor of the Exchequer's up,' and to get glasses of brandy-and-water to sustain them during the division; people who have ordered supper, countermand it, and prepare to go down-stairs, when suddenly a bell is heard to ring with tremendous violence, and a cry of 'Di-vi-sion!' is heard in the passage. This is enough; away rush the members pell-mell. The room is cleared in an instant; the noise rapidly dies away; you hear the creaking of the last boot on the last stair, and are left alone with the leviathan of rump-steaks.

那个老贵族——或者更确切地说，那个老人，因为他的贵族爵位获得的时间相对较近——要了一大杯热的潘趣酒。另一个则边骂边喝，边喝边骂，还抽着烟。议员们每隔一会儿就急匆匆地到这儿来报告“财政大臣到”，并且要一杯杯掺水白兰地，以便他们在分组表决时能支撑得住。点了晚餐的人纷纷退掉，准备到楼下去。这时，震耳欲聋的铃声突然响起，走廊上传出“分——组——啦”的喊声。这就够了，议员们慌乱地冲出去。房间一瞬间就空了，噪音迅速地消失。你听到最后一只靴子踩在最后一级楼梯上的吱吱声，然后，这里就剩下你一个人，还有一大堆牛排作伴。








CHAPTER XIX PUBLIC DINNERS

第十九章　聚餐会




All public dinners in London, from the Lord Mayor's annual banquet at Guildhall, to the Chimney-sweepers' anniversary at White Conduit House; from the Goldsmiths' to the Butchers', from the Sheriffs' to the Licensed Victuallers'; are amusing scenes. Of all entertainments of this description, however, we think the annual dinner of some public charity is the most amusing. At a Company's dinner, the people are nearly all alike—regular old stagers, who make it a matter of business, and a thing not to be laughed at. At a political dinner, everybody is disagreeable, and inclined to speechify—much the same thing, by-the-bye; but at a charity dinner you see people of all sorts, kinds, and descriptions. The wine may not be remarkably special, to be sure, and we have heard some hardhearted monsters grumble at the collection; but we really think the amusement to be derived from the occasion, sufficient to counterbalance even these disadvantages. Let us suppose you are induced to attend a dinner of this description—'Indigent Orphans' Friends' Benevolent Institution,' we think it is. The name of the charity is a line or two longer, but never mind the rest. You have a distinct recollection, however, that you purchased a ticket at the solicitation of some charitable friend: and you deposit yourself in a hackney-coach, the driver of which—no doubt that you may do the thing in style—turns a deaf ear to your earnest entreaties to be set down at the corner of Great Queen-street, and persists in carrying you to the very door of the Freemasons', round which a crowd of people are assembled to witness the entrance of the indigent orphans' friends. You hear great speculations as you pay the fare, on the possibility of your being the noble Lord who is announced to fill the chair on the occasion, and are highly gratified to hear it eventually decided that you are only a 'wocalist.'

伦敦所有的聚餐会，从市长每年在伦敦市政厅举行的宴会到扫烟囱工在白管道院举行的周年纪念活动，从金匠到屠夫，从郡长到有执照的客栈老板，所有的聚餐会都是有趣的场面。但是，在所有这类娱乐活动中，我们认为一些公共慈善团体的年度聚餐会是最有趣的。商号聚餐会上的人们都几乎完全一样——十足的老手。他们把聚餐当成工作上的事，而不是一件用于取笑的事。在一场带有政治色彩的聚餐会上，人们都很难相处，都想发表演讲——顺便说一下，他们要讲的内容都差不多。但是，在一场慈善聚餐会上，你会看到形形色色的各类人。当然了，葡萄酒可能不会很特别，我们也听到过一些硬心肠的恶棍抱怨募捐。但是，我们真的认为这个场合里产生的乐趣，甚至足以弥补这些不足之处了。让我们假设你被劝着参加一场这种聚餐会——我们想它的名字是“贫困孤儿之友慈善协会”。这个慈善团体的名字还要长一两行，但名字其余的部分就不要管了。不过，你记得清清楚楚，你是应一位有慈善心的朋友之请买了一张票。你坐进一辆四轮出租马车，那个马车夫——毫无疑问，你会把事情做得体体面面的——对于你要他在皇后大道转角处停下的热切恳求充耳不闻，坚持要把你送到共济会门口。那儿围着一群人，他们聚集起来见证贫困孤儿的朋友们加入共济会。你在付车费的时候听到他们伟大的猜测，说你可能是宣告中所说的要担任这场聚餐会主席的那位高贵的勋爵。后来，你十分满意地听到他们认定你只是个“歌唱家”。




The first thing that strikes you, on your entrance, is the astonishing importance of the committee. You observe a door on the first landing, carefully guarded by two waiters, in and out of which stout gentlemen with very red faces keep running, with a degree of speed highly unbecoming the gravity of persons of their years and corpulency. You pause, quite alarmed at the bustle, and thinking, in your innocence, that two or three people must have been carried out of the dining-room in fits, at least. You are immediately undeceived by the waiter— 'Up–stairs, if you please, sir; this is the committee–room.'Up-stairs you go, accordingly; wondering, as you mount, what the duties of the committee can be, and whether they ever do anything beyond confusing each other, and running over the waiters.

你一进门，首先就被委员会惊人的重要性打动了。你看到第一个楼梯平台上有一扇门，两名侍者小心地守着。脸色通红、体格肥壮的先生们不停地从那扇门跑进跑出。他们的速度与他们这把年纪和肥胖程度的人的庄重极不相称。你停住了，惊慌于眼前的忙乱景象。你不知情，但想着一定至少有两三个昏厥的人被抬出了餐厅。侍者立刻让你明白过来：“请上楼，先生。这里是委员会会议室。”于是，你上了楼。你一边爬楼，一边好奇地想着委员会的职责是什么，以及他们除了让彼此陷入困惑和撞倒侍者之外还干什么。




Having deposited your hat and cloak, and received a remarkably small scrap of pasteboard in exchange (which, as a matter of course, you lose, before you require it again), you enter the hall, down which there are three long tables for the less distinguished guests, with a cross table on a raised platform at the upper end for the reception of the very particular friends of the indigent orphans. Being fortunate enough to find a plate without anybody's card in it, you wisely seat yourself at once, and have a little leisure to look about you. Waiters, with wine-baskets in their hands, are placing decanters of sherry down the tables, at very respectable distances; melancholy-looking salt-cellars, and decayed vinegar-cruets, which might have belonged to the parents of the indigent orphans in their time, are scattered at distant intervals on the cloth; and the knives and forks look as if they had done duty at every public dinner in London since the accession of George the First. The musicians are scraping and grating and screwing tremendously—playing no notes but notes of preparation; and several gentlemen are gliding along the sides of the tables, looking into plate after plate with frantic eagerness, the expression of their countenances growing more and more dismal as they meet with everybody's card but their own.

你寄存了帽子和大衣，换来一张异常小的胶合纸板（当然了，你再次需要用它之前就弄丢了）之后，便走进大厅。那儿有为不那么高贵的客人准备的三张长桌。在大厅的另一头，一个高出地面的平台上有一张为接待贫困孤儿的特殊朋友们而摆放的十字形桌。你幸运地发现一个没有任何人的名片放入的盘子，便立刻机智地坐下，还有一小会儿闲工夫打量一下周围。侍者们手里提着酒篮，正在沿着桌子每隔一大段距离就放上一瓶雪利酒。有一些看起来很悲惨的盐瓶和损坏的醋瓶在桌布上零散地放着，彼此隔得很远。它们可能是那些贫困孤儿的父母生前的东西。那些刀叉看上去好像自从乔治一世就任以来，在伦敦举行的每场聚餐会中都用过一样。乐师们又是擦又是磨又是拧，发出很大的噪声——他们并非在奏曲，只是进行调音准备。几个先生正在沿着桌边快速走着，疯狂而渴望地看向一个又一个盘子。他们脸上的表情变得越来越阴郁，因为他们见到了所有人的名片，除了他们自己的。




You turn round to take a look at the table behind you, and—not being in the habit of attending public dinners—are somewhat struck by the appearance of the party on which your eyes rest. One of its principal members appears to be a little man, with a long and rather inflamed face, and gray hair brushed bolt upright in front; he wears a wisp of black silk round his neck, without any stiffener, as an apology for a neckerchief, and is addressed by his companions by the familiar appellation of 'Fitz,' or some such monosyllable. Near him is a stout man in a white neckerchief and buff waistcoat, with shining dark hair, cut very short in front, and a great, round, healthy-looking face, on which he studiously preserves a half sentimental simper. Next him, again, is a large-headed man, with black hair and bushy whiskers; and opposite them are two or three others, one of whom is a little round-faced person, in a dress-stock and blue under-waistcoat. There is something peculiar in their air and manner, though you could hardly describe what it is; you cannot divest yourself of the idea that they have come for some other purpose than mere eating and drinking. You have no time to debate the matter, however, for the waiters (who have been arranged in lines down the room, placing the dishes on table) retire to the lower end; the dark man in the blue coat and bright buttons, who has the direction of the music, looks up to the gallery, and calls out 'band' in a very loud voice; out burst the orchestra, up rise the visitors, in march fourteen stewards, each with a long wand in his hand, like the evil genius in a pantomime; then the chairman, then the titled visitors; they all make their way up the room, as fast as they can, bowing, and smiling, and smirking, and looking remarkably amiable. The applause ceases, grace is said, the clatter of plates and dishes begins; and every one appears highly gratified, either with the presence of the distinguished visitors, or the commencement of the anxiously-expected dinner.

你转过头去看一眼你身后的那张桌子——你不经常参加聚餐会——有点吃惊于你所看到的那批客人的外貌。主要成员之一是一个小个子男人，他修长的脸显得很激动，额头上的灰发挺直地朝上梳着。他的脖子上围着一条黑色丝绸用以充当颈巾，里面没有衬任何硬的东西。他的伙伴们亲热地称呼他为“菲茨”，或是某个此类的单音词。他旁边是个戴着白色颈巾、穿着浅黄色背心的胖男人。这人头发乌黑发亮，前面剪得很短，又圆又大的脸看起来很健康。他故意在脸上保持一种有几分多情的假笑。再往他的旁边，是个大脑袋的男人。他的头发黑黑的，胡子很浓密。他们对面有两三个人，其中一个有着小小的圆脸，套着宽大破领巾，里面穿着蓝色背心。他们的神态有些特别，但你几乎无法描述出哪里特别。你没法摆脱这个想法，即他们来这儿除了吃喝，还有别的目的。不过，你没时间讨论这个问题了，因为侍者们（他们刚才受命在楼下排成几行，把菜碟放在桌子上）已经退到了房间的另一头。那个穿着有发亮纽扣的蓝上衣的黑肤色男人是乐队指挥，他朝边座望去，大声喊了一声“乐队”。乐队突然吹打起来，来宾也站起身来，十四个管事齐步走进来，每人手执一根长杖，活像哑剧中的恶魔。跟着进来的是主席，接着是有头衔的来宾。他们全都尽快地朝房间内走去，鞠着躬，微笑着，假笑着，看起来非常和蔼可亲。掌声停止了，饭前祈祷做过了，杯盘交错相碰的声音开始响起来。人人都非常满意，要么是因为贵宾在场，要么是因为急切地等待已久的宴会开始了。




As to the dinner itself—the mere dinner—it goes off much the same everywhere. Tureens of soup are emptied with awful rapidity—waiters take plates of turbot away, to get lobster-sauce, and bring back plates of lobster-sauce without turbot; people who can carve poultry, are great fools if they own it, and people who can't have no wish to learn. The knives and forks form a pleasing accompaniment to Auber's music, and Auber's music would form a pleasing accompaniment to the dinner, if you could hear anything besides the cymbals. The substantials disappear—moulds of jelly vanish like lightning—hearty eaters wipe their foreheads, and appear rather overcome by their recent exertions—people who have looked very cross hitherto, become remarkably bland, and ask you to take wine in the most friendly manner possible—old gentlemen direct your attention to the ladies' gallery, and take great pains to impress you with the fact that the charity is always peculiarly favoured in this respect—every one appears disposed to become talkative—and the hum of conversation is loud and general.

至于晚餐本身——仅仅说这顿饭——在每个地方进行得都一样。大盖碗里的汤以惊人的速度被喝光——侍者把盛着大菱鲆的盘子端走去加龙虾酱，端回一盘盘龙虾酱时，却没有了大菱鲆。会切禽肉的人，如果他们承认这一点，就是大傻瓜，而不会切的人也丝毫不想学。刀叉为奥伯的乐曲提供了令人愉快的伴奏，而奥伯的乐曲则为晚餐提供了令人愉快的伴奏，如果你除了钹声之外还听得见什么声音的话。实质性的食物消失了——一块块的果子冻像闪电似的一下子就没了——尽兴的食客们抹抹额头，似乎刚才的晚餐让他们有些过度劳累了。刚才显得很暴躁的人们现在变得十分温和，让你喝酒，态度不能再友好了。老先生们把你的注意力引向女宾座，不辞辛苦地要你深深感到慈善事业在这方面总是得到特别大的支持。每个人都看起来话更多了，谈话的嗡嗡声响亮而且充满全场。




'Pray, silence, gentlemen, if you please, for Non nobis!' shouts the toast-master with stentorian lungs—a toast-master's shirt-front, waistcoat, and neckerchief, by-the-bye, always exhibit three distinct shades of cloudy-white.—'Pray, silence, gentlemen, for Non nobis!'The singers, whom you discover to be no other than the very party that excited your curiosity at first, after 'pitching' their voices immediately begin TOO-TOOing most dismally, on which the regular old stagers burst into occasional cries of—‘Sh—Sh— waiters!—Silence, waiters—stand still, waiters—keep back, waiters,'and other exorcisms, delivered in a tone of indignant remonstrance. The grace is soon concluded, and the company resume their seats. The uninitiated portion of the guests applaud Non nobis as vehemently as if it were a capital comic song, greatly to the scandal and indignation of the regular diners, who immediately attempt to quell this sacrilegious approbation, by cries of 'Hush, hush!' whereupon the others, mistaking these sounds for hisses, applaud more tumultuously than before, and, by way of placing their approval beyond the possibility of doubt, shout 'Encore!' most vociferously.

“请安静，先生们，要唱Non nobis了！”宴会主持人用洪亮的声音喊道（顺便说一句，宴会主持人的衬衫前胸、背心和颈巾总是显出三种层次明显不同的浑浊白色），“请安静，先生们，要唱Non nobis了！”那些歌手——你发现他们就是最初引起你好奇心的那批人——把嗓音”定调“以后，立即开始很沉闷地发出嘟嘟声。这时，那些正式的老演员们会时不时地爆发出这样的喊声：“嘘——嘘——侍者——安静，侍者——站住别动，侍者——往后退，侍者。”他们还会说其他驱邪的话，而且带着愤怒的告诫语气。饭后的感恩祷告不久就结束了，大伙儿又都坐下。身为外行的那部分客人为Non nobis鼓掌时，掌声热烈得好像那是一流的滑稽歌曲似的。这使那些受教规约束的就餐者反感而又气愤，他们立即试图镇压这一亵渎神灵的赞许行为，喊道：“嘘，嘘！”可是，对方却把这喊声误当成了喝倒彩的嘘声，鼓掌的声音比之前还要大，而且把他们的赞许态度表现得无可置疑，吵闹地喊着：“再来一个！”




The moment the noise ceases, up starts the toast-master: 'Gentlemen, charge your glasses, if you please!'Decanters having been handed about, and glasses filled, the toast-master proceeds, in a regular ascending scale: 'Gentlemen—ARE—you—all charged? Pray—silence—gentlemen—for—the cha-i-r!'The chairman rises, and, after stating that he feels it quite unnecessary to preface the toast he is about to propose, with any observations whatever, wanders into a maze of sentences, and flounders about in the most extraordinary manner, presenting a lamentable spectacle of mystified humanity, until he arrives at the words, 'constitutional sovereign of these realms,' at which elderly gentlemen exclaim 'Bravo!' and hammer the table tremendously with their knife–handles. 'Under any circumstances, it would give him the greatest pride, it would give him the greatest pleasure—he might almost say, it would afford him satisfaction [cheers] to propose that toast. What must be his feelings, then, when he has the gratification of announcing, that he has received her Majesty's commands to apply to the Treasurer of her Majesty's Household, for her Majesty's annual donation of 25l. in aid of the funds of this charity!'This announcement (which has been regularly made by every chairman, since the first foundation of the charity, forty- two years ago) calls forth the most vociferous applause; the toast is drunk with a great deal of cheering and knocking; and 'God save the Queen' is sung by the 'professional gentlemen'; the unprofessional gentlemen joining in the chorus, and giving the national anthem an effect which the newspapers, with great justice, describe as 'perfectly electrical.'

吵闹声一停止，宴会主持人便忽然站起来，说：“先生们，请斟满酒杯！”人们把酒瓶递来递去，斟满了酒杯。宴会主持人用礼仪性的上升语调接着说：“先生们——你们——都斟满了吗？请——安静——先生们——为了——主——席干杯！“主席站了起来，说他觉得在即将提议干杯之前，开场白是相当没必要的，无论要讲些什么内容。接着，他便混乱地东拉西扯，用极不寻常的方式错乱地讲着，描述了神秘的人性的可悲景象。直到后来，他说到“这些国土合乎宪法的主权”这些字眼时，年长的先生们就欢呼着“太棒了！”用他们的刀柄猛敲桌子。“在任何情况下，由他提议干杯都让他感到极其自豪，极其高兴——他几乎可以说提议干杯使他心满意足（欢呼声）。那么，当他荣幸地宣布，他已接到女王陛下之命，向王室财务主管提取女王陛下每年为本慈善基金所捐赠的二十五英镑时，他的心情也就不言而喻了！”这项宣布（自从四十二年前该慈善会创立以来，每届主席都惯例性地宣布过此事）引起最热烈的掌声。伴着热烈的欢呼声和敲桌子的声音，大家干了杯。接着，“专业的先生们”唱起了《天佑女王》，非专业的先生们加入了合唱部分，从而使这首国歌具有了“慷慨激昂”的效果，正如报纸上十分公正地描述的那样。




The other 'loyal and patriotic' toasts having been drunk with all due enthusiasm, a comic song having been well sung by the gentleman with the small neckerchief, and a sentimental one by the second of the party, we come to the most important toast of the evening— 'Prosperity to the charity.'Here again we are compelled to adopt newspaper phraseology, and to express our regret at being 'precluded from giving even the substance of the noble lord's observations.'Suffice it to say, that the speech, which is somewhat of the longest, is rapturously received; and the toast having been drunk, the stewards (looking more important than ever) leave the room, and presently return, heading a procession of indigent orphans, boys and girls, who walk round the room, curtseying, and bowing, and treading on each other's heels, and looking very much as if they would like a glass of wine apiece, to the high gratification of the company generally, and especially of the lady patronesses in the gallery. Exeunt children, and re-enter stewards, each with a blue plate in his hand. The band plays a lively air; the majority of the company put their hands in their pockets and look rather serious; and the noise of sovereigns, rattling on crockery, is heard from all parts of the room.

他们热情洋溢地进行了其他“忠诚爱国”的祝酒活动，系着小颈巾的那位先生成功地唱了一首滑稽歌，那批人中的第二把手唱了首伤感的歌。之后，我们便要进行当晚最重要的祝酒了——“祝本慈善会繁荣发展”。在此，我们又不得不采用报纸上的措辞，表达我们“甚至不能说出高贵勋爵发言的实质内容”的遗憾。只要这么说就够了：这篇堪称最长的演说受到了热烈欢迎。大家干了杯，管事们（显得比往常更重要）离开屋子，马上又回来，带了一队贫穷的孤儿，男孩女孩都有。他们绕着屋子走，行屈膝礼，鞠躬，互相踩了脚跟，看起来好像他们每人都想喝上一杯酒。这让大家都非常满意，特别是边座里的女赞助人。孩子们退场了，管事们又回到屋子里来，每人手中端着一只蓝色的盘子。乐队奏起了一支轻快的曲子，与会的大部分人把手放在口袋里，看上去相当严肃。一镑的金币落在陶器里相碰发出的噪音在房间里四处响着。




After a short interval, occupied in singing and toasting, the secretary puts on his spectacles, and proceeds to read the report and list of subscriptions, the latter being listened to with great attention. 'Mr. Smith, one guinea—Mr. Tompkins, one guinea—Mr. Wilson, one guinea—Mr. Hickson, one guinea—Mr. Nixon, one guinea—Mr. Charles Nixon, one guinea—[hear, hear!]—Mr. James Nixon, one guinea—Mr. Thomas Nixon, one pound one [tremendous applause].

忙于唱歌和敬酒的秘书稍稍停顿了一下后，戴上他的眼镜，开始读报告和捐款名单。大家都全神贯注地听着捐款名单。“史密斯先生，一个几尼——汤普金斯先生，一个几尼——威尔逊先生，一个几尼——希克森先生，一个几尼——尼克松先生，一个几尼——查尔斯·尼克松先生，一个几尼（好，好！）——詹姆斯·尼克松先生，一个几尼——托马斯·尼克松先生，一英镑一先令（掌声雷动）。




Lord Fitz Binkle, the chairman of the day, in addition to an annual donation of fifteen pounds—thirty guineas [prolonged knocking: several gentlemen knock the stems off their wine-glasses, in the vehemence of their approbation]. Lady, Fitz Binkle, in addition to an annual donation of ten pound—twenty pound' [protracted knocking and shouts of 'Bravo!']The list being at length concluded, the chairman rises, and proposes the health of the secretary, than whom he knows no more zealous or estimable individual. The secretary, in returning thanks, observes that HE knows no more excellent individual than the chairman—except the senior officer of the charity, whose health HE begs to propose. The senior officer, in returning thanks, observes that HE knows no more worthy man than the secretary—except Mr. Walker, the auditor, whose health HE begs to propose. Mr. Walker, in returning thanks, discovers some other estimable individual, to whom alone the senior officer is inferior—and so they go on toasting and lauding and thanking: the only other toast of importance being 'The Lady Patronesses now present!' on which all the gentlemen turn their faces towards the ladies' gallery, shouting tremendously; and little priggish men, who have imbibed more wine than usual, kiss their hands and exhibit distressing contortions of visage.

菲茨·宾克尔勋爵，即今天的主席，在年度捐款十五英镑之外——再捐三十个几尼（敲桌子的声音经久不息，有几位先生在热烈的称赞中把酒杯的脚都敲掉了）。菲茨·宾克尔夫人，在年度捐款十英镑之外——再捐二十英镑。”（敲桌子声和“太好了！”的喊叫声绵延不绝。）名单终于念完了，主席站起来，提议为秘书的健康干杯，说他是自己认识的人中最热心最值得尊重的人。秘书在答谢时说，他发现主席是他认识的人中最出色的人——除了慈善会的高级干事。接着，他请大家为高级执行员的健康干杯。高级干事在答谢时说，他发现秘书是他认识的人最高尚的人——除了审计员沃克先生。接着，他请大家为审计员的健康干杯。沃克先生在答谢时，说发现了另一个可敬的人，是高级干事仅次于的人——就这样，他们继续敬酒、赞美和道谢。另一类重要的敬酒是为“在座的女赞助人”进行的。当时，所有的先生们都把脸转向女士的边座席，大声地喊叫着。自以为了不起的小个子男人们比平日多喝了几杯，便吻着自己的手，展示着扭曲的脸，样子很令人痛苦。




We have protracted our dinner to so great a length, that we have hardly time to add one word by way of grace. We can only entreat our readers not to imagine, because we have attempted to extract some amusement from a charity dinner, that we are at all disposed to underrate, either the excellence of the benevolent institutions with which London abounds, or the estimable motives of those who support them.

我们已就宴会谈了这么多，几乎没有时间再通过祷告，多说一个字了。我们只好请求读者们，不要因为我们试图从慈善团体的聚餐会上摘录一些有趣的事，而认为我们居然倾向于低估充斥于伦敦的慈善机构的出色之处，或者贬低那些支持它们之人的可敬用心。








CHAPTER XX THE FIRST OF MAY

第二十章　五月一日




'Now ladies, up in the sky-parlour: only once a year, if you please!'LADY WITH BRASS LADLE
 

“现在，女士们，在空中起居室：不好意思，一年仅此一次！”《拿着长柄铜勺的年轻女士》




'Sweep—sweep—sw-e-ep!'ILLEGAL WATCHWORD
 The first of May! There is a merry freshness in the sound, calling to our minds a thousand thoughts of all that is pleasant in nature and beautiful in her most delightful form. What man is there, over whose mind a bright spring morning does not exercise a magic influence—carrying him back to the days of his childish sports, and conjuring up before him the old green field with its gently-waving trees, where the birds sang as he has never heard them since—where the butterfly fluttered far more gaily than he ever sees him now, in all his ramblings—where the sky seemed bluer, and the sun shone more brightly—where the air blew more freshly over greener grass, and sweeter-smelling flowers—where everything wore a richer and more brilliant hue than it is ever dressed in now! Such are the deep feelings of childhood, and such are the impressions which every lovely object stamps upon its heart! The hardy traveller wanders through the maze of thick and pathless woods, where the sun's rays never shone, and heaven's pure air never played; he stands on the brink of the roaring waterfall, and, giddy and bewildered, watches the foaming mass as it leaps from stone to stone, and from crag to crag; he lingers in the fertile plains of a land of perpetual sunshine, and revels in the luxury of their balmy breath. But what are the deep forests, or the thundering waters, or the richest landscapes that bounteous nature ever spread, to charm the eyes, and captivate the senses of man, compared with the recollection of the old scenes of his early youth? Magic scenes indeed; for the fancies of childhood dressed them in colours brighter than the rainbow, and almost as fleeting!

“扫——扫——扫——吧！”《违规的标语》五月一日！这个词的发音中有一种愉快的清新感，使我们想起上千种令人愉悦、以最讨人喜欢的形式存在于自然里的美丽事物。有什么人会对一个明媚的春日清晨的魔力之影响无动于衷吗？把他带回到孩提时代嬉戏的时光，在他的眼前展示旧日绿色的田野和田野上随风轻摇的树。那儿，鸟儿唱着他自从那时就没有听过的歌；那儿，蝴蝶飞舞，比他所有漫步经历中见过的都要欢快；那儿，天空似乎更蓝，阳光更亮；那儿，草更绿，花更香，吹过花草的风也更清新；那儿，一切都显出了比任何时候都更丰富、更明艳的色彩！这是童年时代的浓厚情感，这是每个可爱的事物在儿童心中铭刻的印象！吃苦耐劳的旅行者穿过人迹罕至的茂密丛林，那里从来没有太阳光照射，也从来没有清新的微风吹拂。他站在轰鸣的瀑布边缘，头晕目眩，迷惑不解，望着大片的泡沫从一块石头跳到另一块石头上，又从一个峭壁跳到另一个峭壁上。他流连于常年沐浴阳光的肥沃平原，奢侈地尽情享受那里芬芳的和风。可是，慷慨的大自然为了吸引人们的眼睛、诱惑人们的感官而展示的茂密的森林、雷鸣的瀑布、最富丽的景色，与他记忆中童年时代的旧日景象相比，又算得了什么呢？那的确是一幅幅不可思议的景象，因为孩提时代的幻想给它们着上了比彩虹还要艳丽的色彩，也几乎像彩虹一样转瞬即逝！




In former times, spring brought with it not only such associations as these, connected with the past, but sports and games for the present—merry dances round rustic pillars, adorned with emblems of the season, and reared in honour of its coming. Where are they now! Pillars we have, but they are no longer rustic ones; and as to dancers, they are used to rooms, and lights, and would not show well in the open air. Think of the immorality, too! What would your sabbath enthusiasts say, to an aristocratic ring encircling the Duke of York's column in Carlton-terrace—a grand poussette of the middle classes, round Alderman Waithman's monument in Fleet- street,—or a general hands-four-round of ten-pound householders, at the foot of the Obelisk in St. George's-fields? Alas! Romance can make no head against the riot act; and pastoral simplicity is not understood by the police.

以前，春天不仅带来了这种和过去相联的联想，也带来了当下可玩的运动和游戏——为了庆祝春季的来临，人们竖起一根根粗制的柱子，并欢快地围着它们跳舞，柱子上面装饰着这个季节的象征物。如今它们在哪儿！柱子我们是有，但不再是粗制的了。至于跳舞的人们，他们习惯于在房间里和灯光下跳舞，在外面就跳得不好了。再想想那些不道德的事！围着卡尔顿台地上以约克公爵命名的圆柱跳舞的贵族子弟，围着军舰街上韦特曼郡长纪念碑跳盛大环舞的那些中层阶级者，或者在圣乔治广场方尖塔脚下跳普通的四人组合舞的那些付十英镑房租的住户们，对于这些人，你们的安息日狂热者会怎么说呢？唉！浪漫情趣不能给《取缔暴动法案》以迎头痛击，田园式的简约之风也不为警察所理解。




Well; many years ago we began to be a steady and matter-of-fact sort of people, and dancing in spring being beneath our dignity, we gave it up, and in course of time it descended to the sweeps—a fall certainly, because, though sweeps are very good fellows in their way, and moreover very useful in a civilised community, they are not exactly the sort of people to give the tone to the little elegances of society. The sweeps, however, got the dancing to themselves, and they kept it up, and handed it down. This was a severe blow to the romance of spring-time, but, it did not entirely destroy it, either; for a portion of it descended to the sweeps with the dancing, and rendered them objects of great interest. A mystery hung over the sweeps in those days. Legends were in existence of wealthy gentlemen who had lost children, and who, after many years of sorrow and suffering, had found them in the character of sweeps. Stories were related of a young boy who, having been stolen from his parents in his infancy, and devoted to the occupation of chimney-sweeping, was sent, in the course of his professional career, to sweep the chimney of his mother's bedroom; and how, being hot and tired when he came out of the chimney, he got into the bed he had so often slept in as an infant, and was discovered and recognised therein by his mother, who once every year of her life, thereafter, requested the pleasure of the company of every London sweep, at half-past one o'clock, to roast beef, plum-pudding, porter, and sixpence.

喔，多年以前，我们开始变成一种稳重而讲究实际的人。由于在春季跳舞有失尊严，我们便放弃了。随着时间的推移，它下传给了扫烟囱的人——当然是一种下降，因为尽管从他们的角度看，扫烟囱的人也算是很好的人，而且在文明社会中十分有用，然而，他们不完全是那种能给社会上高雅的小事增添情调的人。可是，那些扫烟囱的人把舞蹈据为己有，保持下来，还流传了下去。这是对春季浪漫情趣的一个严重打击，但也没有完全摧毁它。因为它有一部分随着舞蹈下传给了扫烟囱的人，使他们成为人们饶有兴趣的对象。那时候，扫烟囱的人身上有一种神秘的气氛。有一些传说是关于丢了孩子的富人，他们经历了多年的悲伤和痛苦之后，发现他们的孩子成了扫烟囱的人。有些故事讲一个婴儿时就被人从父母手中偷走、后来从事扫烟囱的小男孩。在从事这种职业的生涯中，有次他被派去扫他母亲卧室的烟囱。他爬出烟囱时又热又累，便躺在了他还是婴儿时就常常睡的床上，被他的母亲在那儿发现并且认了出来。从那以后，她每年请一次伦敦所有扫烟囱的人在一点半钟吃烤牛肉、葡萄干布丁和波尔图酒，还送每人六便士。




Such stories as these, and there were many such, threw an air of mystery round the sweeps, and produced for them some of those good effects which animals derive from the doctrine of the transmigration of souls. No one (except the masters) thought of ill-treating a sweep, because no one knew who he might be, or what nobleman's or gentleman's son he might turn out. Chimney-sweeping was, by many believers in the marvellous, considered as a sort of probationary term, at an earlier or later period of which, divers young noblemen were to come into possession of their rank and titles: and the profession was held by them in great respect accordingly.

诸如此类的故事——而且此类故事很多——给扫烟囱的人蒙上一种神秘的气氛，并且对他们产生了某些灵魂轮回学说给动物所带来的那种好的影响。没有人（除了他们的老板）想要虐待一个扫烟囱的人，因为没有人知道他可能是谁，说不定结果他还是哪位贵族或哪位绅士的儿子呢。许多相信奇事的人认为，扫烟囱是一种试用期。在此之前或之后，各种年轻贵族会获得他们的地位和头衔，因而他们对这个职业很是尊敬。




We remember, in our young days, a little sweep about our own age, with curly hair and white teeth, whom we devoutly and sincerely believed to be the lost son and heir of some illustrious personage—an impression which was resolved into an unchangeable conviction on our infant mind, by the subject of our speculations informing us, one day, in reply to our question, propounded a few moments before his ascent to the summit of the kitchen chimney, that he believed he'd been born in the vurkis, but he'd never know'd his father. We felt certain, from that time forth, that he would one day be owned by a lord: and we never heard the church-bells ring, or saw a flag hoisted in the neighbourhood, without thinking that the happy event had at last occurred, and that his long-lost parent had arrived in a coach and six, to take him home to Grosvenor-square. He never came, however; and, at the present moment, the young gentleman in question is settled down as a master sweep in the neighbourhood of Battle-bridge, his distinguishing characteristics being a decided antipathy to washing himself, and the possession of a pair of legs very inadequate to the support of his unwieldy and corpulent body.

我们记得年轻的时候，有个与我们年龄相仿的扫烟囱的孩子。他长着卷卷的头发和白白的牙齿，我们虔诚而真心地相信他是某位杰出人物丢失的儿子和继承人——后来，这个印象在我们幼小的脑海中成为一个不可改变的信念。有一天，我们猜测的对象在爬上厨房烟囱最顶端之前的片刻，答复我们的问题时提出说，他相信自己出生于工人家庭，但是他从不知道自己的父亲是谁。自从那时起，我们便确信有一天会有位勋爵认他为子。每当听见教堂的钟声，或看见附近扯起旗子，我们就会想到幸福的事情终于发生了，想到他那失散多年的父亲已经乘坐六马四轮大马车到来，要把他接到格罗夫诺广场上的家里去了。然而，他一直没有来。而在这个时候，我们所说的那位年轻先生也在巴特尔桥附近安顿下来，当了扫烟囱老板。他有别于他人的特点是坚决厌恶洗澡，以及拥有一双很勉强地支撑他那笨重肥胖的身躯的腿。




The romance of spring having gone out before our time, we were fain to console ourselves as we best could with the uncertainty that enveloped the birth and parentage of its attendant dancers, the sweeps; and we DID console ourselves with it, for many years. But, even this wicked source of comfort received a shock from which it has never recovered—a shock which has been in reality its death-blow. We could not disguise from ourselves the fact that whole families of sweeps were regularly born of sweeps, in the rural districts of Somers Town and Camden Town—that the eldest son succeeded to the father's business, that the other branches assisted him therein, and commenced on their own account; that their children again, were educated to the profession; and that about their identity there could be no mistake whatever. We could not be blind, we say, to this melancholy truth, but we could not bring ourselves to admit it, nevertheless, and we lived on for some years in a state of voluntary ignorance. We were roused from our pleasant slumber by certain dark insinuations thrown out by a friend of ours, to the effect that children in the lower ranks of life were beginning to CHOOSE chimney-sweeping as their particular walk; that applications had been made by various boys to the constituted authorities, to allow them to pursue the object of their ambition with the full concurrence and sanction of the law; that the affair, in short, was becoming one of mere legal contract. We turned a deaf ear to these rumours at first, but slowly and surely they stole upon us. Month after month, week after week, nay, day after day, at last, did we meet with accounts of similar applications. The veil was removed, all mystery was at an end, and chimney-sweeping had become a favourite and chosen pursuit. There is no longer any occasion to steal boys; for boys flock in crowds to bind themselves. The romance of the trade has fled, and the chimney-sweeper of the present day, is no more like unto him of thirty years ago, than is a Fleet-street pickpocket to a Spanish brigand, or Paul Pry to Caleb Williams.

春天的浪漫情调已经在我们的时代之前消失了，我们就勉强尽量用伴随它的舞者们，即扫烟囱工人不确定的出身和家世来安慰自己。而且，我们多年来也的确从中得到了安慰。可是，连这种不道德的安慰源泉也受到了打击，而且从来没有恢复过来——事实上，这是个致命的打击。我们不能对自己隐瞒这样的事实，即在萨默斯市和卡姆登市的郊区，一家家扫烟囱的人通常都是扫烟囱工人的孩子——长子接替父亲的职业，弟弟们帮着干，然后开始自己单独干。他们有了孩子后，孩子再学着做。因此，他们的身份是无论如何也不可能有错的。我们说，我们不能无视这一可悲的事实。然而，我们还是无法让自己接受它。于是，我们在一种假装不知道的状态中过了几年。我们的一位朋友说了一些负面的含沙射影的话，把我们从美梦中惊醒。他说下层社会的孩子们开始选择扫烟囱作为他们特定的行业了。还说已经有各类男孩子向合法当局申请，让法律完全同意和批准他们追求所企望的目标。简言之，这件事正在成为一种纯粹的法定契约。起初，我们对这些谣言充耳不闻，可它们慢慢而又确定地占据了我们的心。一个月又一个月，一个星期又一个星期，不，是一天又一天，最终我们听到了类似申请的报道。面纱被除去了，所有的神秘都结束了，扫烟囱变成了一项为人们钟爱和选择的职业。再也没有必要去偷男孩子了，因为男孩子们成群结队地去立约当学徒了。这个行业的浪漫色彩已经消失，如今的扫烟囱工人已经和三十年前大不相同了，其差别就像军舰街上的扒手之于西班牙土匪，或者保罗·普赖之于凯莱布·威廉斯。




This gradual decay and disuse of the practice of leading noble youths into captivity, and compelling them to ascend chimneys, was a severe blow, if we may so speak, to the romance of chimney- sweeping, and to the romance of spring at the same time. But even this was not all, for some few years ago the dancing on May-day began to decline; small sweeps were observed to congregate in twos or threes, unsupported by a 'green,' with no 'My Lord' to act as master of the ceremonies, and no 'My Lady' to preside over the exchequer. Even in companies where there was a 'green' it was an absolute nothing—a mere sprout—and the instrumental accompaniments rarely extended beyond the shovels and a set of Panpipes, better known to the many, as a 'mouth-organ.'

这种把出身于贵族家庭的年轻人抓去，强迫他们爬上烟囱的事例逐渐衰退和废弃。这对于扫烟囱行当和春季的浪漫情调来说，都是一个很严重的打击，如果我们可以这么说的话。可是这还不够，因为好几年前，五朔节的舞蹈就开始衰落了。只见扫烟囱的小孩子三三两两地聚在一起，既没有扮成一根“青枝”的人跟在后面，也没有“爵爷”来扮演司仪，也没有“夫人”来负责财务。即使一群人中有一个扮“青枝”的人，那也完全不算什么——仅仅是一根嫩枝。而伴奏的乐器除了铁锹和一套排箫——大多数人称之为“口琴”——之外几乎就没有什么了。




These were signs of the times, portentous omens of a coming change; and what was the result which they shadowed forth? Why, the master sweeps, influenced by a restless spirit of innovation, actually interposed their authority, in opposition to the dancing, and substituted a dinner—an anniversary dinner at White Conduit House—where clean faces appeared in lieu of black ones smeared with rose pink; and knee cords and tops superseded nankeen drawers and rosetted shoes.

这些是时代的标志，是即将来临的变化的恶兆。而它们所暗示的后果又是什么呢？喔，那些扫烟囱老板们受到活跃的创新精神的影响，竟然行使他们的权力，反对跳舞，而是要用聚餐代替——即每年在白管道院举行的聚餐会——那里出现的是一张张干净的面孔，而不是抹着粉红色的黑乎乎的面孔，灯芯绒短裤和长统靴代替了本色布裤和有玫瑰花结的鞋子。




Gentlemen who were in the habit of riding shy horses; and steady-going people who have no vagrancy in their souls, lauded this alteration to the skies, and the conduct of the master sweeps was described beyond the reach of praise. But how stands the real fact? Let any man deny, if he can, that when the cloth had been removed, fresh pots and pipes laid upon the table, and the customary loyal and patriotic toasts proposed, the celebrated Mr. Sluffen, of Adam-and-Eve-court, whose authority not the most malignant of our opponents can call in question, expressed himself in a manner following: 'That now he'd cotcht the cheerman's hi, he vished he might be jolly vell blessed, if he worn't a goin' to have his innings, vich he vould say these here obserwashuns—that how some mischeevus coves as know'd nuffin about the consarn, had tried to sit people agin the mas'r swips, and take the shine out o' their bis'nes, and the bread out o' the traps o' their preshus kids, by a makin' o' this here remark, as chimblies could be as vell svept by 'sheenery as by boys; and that the makin' use o' boys for that there purpuss vos barbareous; vereas, he 'ad been a chummy—he begged the cheerman's parding for usin' such a wulgar hexpression—more nor thirty year—he might say he'd been born in a chimbley—and he know'd uncommon vell as 'sheenery vos vus nor o' no use: and as to kerhewelty to the boys, everybody in the chimbley line know'd as vell as he did, that they liked the climbin' better nor nuffin as vos.'From this day, we date the total fall of the last lingering remnant of May-day dancing, among the ELITE of the profession: and from this period we commence a new era in that portion of our spring associations which relates to the first of May.

习惯于骑胆怯的马的人和意志坚定、稳重的人把这个变革捧上了天，并且把扫烟囱老板的这种行为说成是非言词所能赞美的。可是，事实真相又是如何呢？任何人都不能否认，当桌布撤去，桌子上新放上些酒壶和烟斗，惯例性地进行一些以表忠心和爱国之情的敬酒活动之后，那位著名的斯拉芬先生——他住在“亚当与夏娃庭院”，对于他的权威，就是我们最恶毒的敌手也不能表示异议——表达了自己的意见。他的意见如下：“如今他既然已经获得主席的位置，他想他应该会很快活。如果他不得意，他就会说一些胡闹的家伙对业务一窍不通，却要人们来反对扫烟囱老板，使他们的生意失去光彩，使宝贝孩子没有面包吃。还说让烟囱由机器去扫，可以跟孩子扫得一样好，还说什么让孩子干这个活是残忍的，而他自己过去就是个扫烟囱的小鬼（他请求聚餐会主席原谅他用了这个粗俗的字眼）。他干了三十多年，可以说他是生在一个烟囱里的。他完全知道机器不顶用。至于对孩子残忍的问题，每个从事扫烟囱职业的人都同他一样清楚，他们最喜欢的莫过于爬烟囱了。”从这一天起，我们认为五朔节舞蹈传统在这一行业的精华人物中苟延的最后残余部分完全丧失。从这一时期起，在和五月一日有关的那部分春季联想中，我们开始了一个新时代。




We are aware that the unthinking part of the population will meet us here, with the assertion, that dancing on May-day still continues—that 'greens' are annually seen to roll along the streets—that youths in the garb of clowns, precede them, giving vent to the ebullitions of their sportive fancies; and that lords and ladies follow in their wake.

我们知道，那部分不考虑后果的人会在这儿与我们相见。他们断定，五朔节的舞蹈依然继续着，以为每年都会见到“青枝”沿着街道滚动，以为青年们还穿着小丑的装束走在前面，抒发着他们热爱运动的情怀，还有爵爷和夫人尾随其后。




Granted. We are ready to acknowledge that in outward show, these processions have greatly improved: we do not deny the introduction of solos on the drum; we will even go so far as to admit an occasional fantasia on the triangle, but here our admissions end. We positively deny that the sweeps have art or part in these proceedings. We distinctly charge the dustmen with throwing what they ought to clear away, into the eyes of the public. We accuse scavengers, brickmakers, and gentlemen who devote their energies to the costermongering line, with obtaining money once a-year, under false pretences. We cling with peculiar fondness to the custom of days gone by, and have shut out conviction as long as we could, but it has forced itself upon us; and we now proclaim to a deluded public, that the May-day dancers are NOT sweeps. The size of them, alone, is sufficient to repudiate the idea. It is a notorious fact that the widely-spread taste for register-stoves has materially increased the demand for small boys; whereas the men, who, under a fictitious character, dance about the streets on the first of May nowadays, would be a tight fit in a kitchen flue, to say nothing of the parlour. This is strong presumptive evidence, but we have positive proof—the evidence of our own senses. And here is our testimony.

的确如此。我们愿意承认，就外观而言，这些行进的队伍有很大提高。我们并不拒绝引进击鼓独奏，甚至可以允许他们偶而在三角铁乐器上奏幻想曲，不过我们的容许也仅此而已。我们绝对拒绝扫烟囱的人策划或参加这些活动。我们明确地控诉清洁工人把他们应该清除的东西置于公众的视线中。我们谴责清道夫、烧砖工和那些从事沿街叫卖的小贩，因为他们靠虚假的借口每年赚一次钱。我们特别迷恋过去的习俗，对其恋恋不舍，尽力拖延着不肯相信，却已经被迫相信了。于是，我们现在向受骗的公众宣布，那些五朔节的舞者并不是扫烟囱的工人。单凭他们个子的大小就足以驳倒这种想法了。这是一个臭名昭著的事实，即对调温炉的普遍喜爱大大增加了对小男孩的需求，而如今在五朔节上以虚假身份上街跳舞的那些男人在厨房的烟囱里都勉强够容身，更不必说起居室的烟囱了。这是很有力的推定证据，不过我们还有确实的证据——那就是基于我们自己判断力的证据。这里是我们的证词。




Upon the morning of the second of the merry month of May, in the year of our Lord one thousand eight hundred and thirty-six, we went out for a stroll, with a kind of forlorn hope of seeing something or other which might induce us to believe that it was really spring, and not Christmas. After wandering as far as Copenhagen House, without meeting anything calculated to dispel our impression that there was a mistake in the almanacks, we turned back down Maidenlane, with the intention of passing through the extensive colony lying between it and Battle-bridge, which is inhabited by proprietors of donkey-carts, boilers of horse-flesh, makers of tiles, and sifters of cinders; through which colony we should have passed, without stoppage or interruption, if a little crowd gathered round a shed had not attracted our attention, and induced us to pause.

一八三六年，那令人快活的五月份的第二个早晨，我们出去遛弯，妄想看见些什么能使我们相信那时确实是春天，而不是圣诞节的东西。我们一直闲荡到哥本哈根大楼，却没有见到任何足以打消我们认为历书出错了这个想法的东西。之后，我们回转，进入梅登街，打算穿过这条街与巴特尔桥之间的一大片居民区。这里住的是些驴车老板、煮马肉的人、制瓦工和筛煤灰的人。我们原本是会直接穿过那块地，不作任何停留，也不受打扰。不过，一小群人围着一间棚屋，引起了我们的注意，并使我们停下了。




When we say a 'shed,' we do not mean the conservatory sort of building, which, according to the old song, Love tenanted when he was a young man, but a wooden house with windows stuffed with rags and paper, and a small yard at the side, with one dust-cart, two baskets, a few shovels, and little heaps of cinders, and fragments of china and tiles, scattered about it. Before this inviting spot we paused; and the longer we looked, the more we wondered what exciting circumstance it could be, that induced the foremost members of the crowd to flatten their noses against the parlour window, in the vain hope of catching a glimpse of what was going on inside. After staring vacantly about us for some minutes, we appealed, touching the cause of this assemblage, to a gentleman in a suit of tarpaulin, who was smoking his pipe on our right hand; but as the only answer we obtained was a playful inquiry whether our mother had disposed of her mangle, we determined to await the issue in silence.

我们说“棚屋”时，并非指古老的歌曲中爱神年轻的时候住的那种暖房之类的建筑物，而是指一座木屋，窗户被破布和纸堵住。旁边有个小院子，院子里散放着一辆手推的垃圾车、两个篮子、几把铁锹、一小堆一小堆的灰烬，以及瓷器和瓦片。我们在这个引人注目的场所前停了下来。我们观望的时间越长，越想知道是什么样令人兴奋的情况会使那群人中最前面的人把鼻子贴在起居室的窗子上，徒劳地想瞥一眼屋子里在干什么。我们茫然地朝四周张望了几分钟之后，便求助于右边一位穿着一套帆布防水衣的抽着烟斗的先生，探询人们聚在这里的原因。可他没有正面回答，却打趣地反问我们的母亲把她的绞肉机卖掉了没有。于是，我们便决定不再吭声，等着看个究竟。




Judge of our virtuous indignation, when the street-door of the shed opened, and a party emerged therefrom, clad in the costume and emulating the appearance, of May-day sweeps!

棚屋的临街门打开，一群人从里面走出，竟穿着五朔节扫烟囱人的服装，并模仿他们的样子。你想想我们该有多么怨气难平啊！




The first person who appeared was 'my lord,' habited in a blue coat and bright buttons, with gilt paper tacked over the seams, yellow knee-breeches, pink cotton stockings, and shoes; a cocked hat, ornamented with shreds of various-coloured paper, on his head, a bouquet the size of a prize cauliflower in his button-hole, a long Belcher handkerchief in his right hand, and a thin cane in his left. A murmur of applause ran through the crowd (which was chiefly composed of his lordship's personal friends), when this graceful figure made his appearance, which swelled into a burst of applause as his fair partner in the dance bounded forth to join him. Her ladyship was attired in pink crape over bed-furniture, with a low body and short sleeves. The symmetry of her ankles was partially concealed by a very perceptible pair of frilled trousers; and the inconvenience which might have resulted from the circumstance of her white satin shoes being a few sizes too large, was obviated by their being firmly attached to her legs with strong tape sandals.

第一个出现的人是“爵爷”，穿着蓝上衣、黄短裤、粉色棉长袜和鞋子。他的蓝上衣钉着闪光的纽扣，衣缝上钉着金边纸。他戴着装饰有各色碎纸的三角帽，像一大棵花椰菜般大小的一束花插在纽扣孔里，右手拿一条蓝白花的长手帕，左手握着一根细手杖。这个优雅的人物出现时，人群（大多是这个爵爷的私人朋友）中发出一阵嗡嗡的赞叹声。他的女舞伴蹦跳着加入他时，人群则爆发出了一阵喝彩声。这位夫人的衣服布料是制作床上用品时用的那种红色绉布，衣服做得低胸且短袖。她匀称的脚踝有一部分被那条缝有饰边的很显眼的裤子遮住了。她穿的白缎鞋比她的脚要大好几号，用结实的狭条鞋襻儿把鞋紧紧地绑在腿上，这才消除了穿这双鞋的不便。




Her head was ornamented with a profusion of artificial flowers; and in her hand she bore a large brass ladle, wherein to receive what she figuratively denominated 'the tin.'The other characters were a young gentleman in girl's clothes and a widow's cap; two clowns who walked upon their hands in the mud, to the immeasurable delight of all the spectators; a man with a drum; another man with a flageolet; a dirty woman in a large shawl, with a box under her arm for the money,—and last, though not least, the 'green,' animated by no less a personage than our identical friend in the tarpaulin suit.

她头上装饰着大量的假花，手中拿着一个大的长柄铜勺，用来盛她象征地叫做“钱”的东西。其他的人物中有一个穿着女孩衣服、戴着寡妇帽子的小伙子。还有两个小丑，他们以手代脚，在泥潭中行走，使得所有的观众都极其高兴。另外，还有一个拎着鼓的男人、一个握着六孔竖笛的男人、一个围着大披巾的邋遢女人，她的腋下夹着一只用于放钱的盒子——最后出现但并非最不重要的是“青枝”，一个人赋予了其生机。而这个人并非他人，正是我们那个穿一套帆布防水衣的朋友。




The man hammered away at the drum, the flageolet squeaked, the shovels rattled, the 'green' rolled about, pitching first on one side and then on the other; my lady threw her right foot over her left ankle, and her left foot over her right ankle, alternately; my lord ran a few paces forward, and butted at the 'green,' and then a few paces backward upon the toes of the crowd, and then went to the right, and then to the left, and then dodged my lady round the 'green;' and finally drew her arm through his, and called upon the boys to shout, which they did lustily—for this was the dancing.

那个男人击着鼓走开了，六孔竖笛发出短促的尖叫声，铁锹碰撞作响，“青枝”到处摇晃，先往这边冲去，然后又往那边冲去。夫人把右脚搁在左脚踝上，又把左脚搁在右脚踝上，这样交替着。爵爷向前跑了几步，撞到了“青枝”，又往后退几步，踩到了人群的脚趾，然后向右跑，再向左跑，接着绕着“青枝”躲过夫人。最后，他把她的手臂拉过来挽着，并号召男孩子们呼喊。他们就大喊了起来——因为这就是舞蹈。




We passed the same group, accidentally, in the evening. We never saw a 'green' so drunk, a lord so quarrelsome (no: not even in the house of peers after dinner), a pair of clowns so melancholy, a lady so muddy, or a party so miserable.

晚上，我们又意外地遇见了那伙人。我们从没见过喝这么醉的“青枝”、这么好争吵的爵爷（不：连他在上议院聚餐后也未曾这样）、这么忧郁的一对小丑、这么泥污满身的夫人，也没有见过这么悲惨的一伙人。




How has May-day decayed!

五朔节竟然这么衰败了！








CHAPTER XXI BROKERS' AND MARINE-STORE SHOPS

第二十一章　旧货商店和船舶用具商店




When we affirm that brokers' shops are strange places, and that if an authentic history of their contents could be procured, it would furnish many a page of amusement, and many a melancholy tale, it is necessary to explain the class of shops to which we allude. Perhaps when we make use of the term 'Brokers' Shop,' the minds of our readers will at once picture large, handsome warehouses, exhibiting a long perspective of French-polished dining-tables, rosewood chiffoniers, and mahogany wash-hand-stands, with an occasional vista of a four-post bedstead and hangings, and an appropriate foreground of dining-room chairs. Perhaps they will imagine that we mean an humble class of second-hand furniture repositories. Their imagination will then naturally lead them to that street at the back of Long-acre, which is composed almost entirely of brokers' shops; where you walk through groves of deceitful, showy-looking furniture, and where the prospect is occasionally enlivened by a bright red, blue, and yellow hearth-rug, embellished with the pleasing device of a mail-coach at full speed, or a strange animal, supposed to have been originally intended for a dog, with a mass of worsted-work in his mouth, which conjecture has likened to a basket of flowers.

我们断言旧货商店是奇怪的场所，而且如果能获知店里货品的真正来历，就可以写上很多页有趣的事和很多令人悲伤的故事。这样的话，有必要先解释一下我们所指的是哪类商店。也许当我们用了“旧货商店”这个词，我们的读者脑海中会立刻浮现出大而美观的商品陈列室，展示着一长列上了法国磨光漆的餐桌、紫檀木的食品柜和红木的脸盆架，偶尔还可以见到在远端的四柱床架和帷帐，以及处在适当突出位置的餐厅椅子。也许他们会以为我们指的是一种低级的二手家具贮藏所。接着，他们的想象力自然地会把他们带到朗埃克广场后面的那条街。那里几乎全部都是旧货商店。你在四周林立的骗人的、惹眼的家具中穿梭。有时，一块亮红色、蓝色，或者黄色的壁炉前的小地毯会给那里的景象增添生气，地毯上织着好看的图案，是一辆全速行驶的邮车，或一只奇怪的动物。原来应该是要织成一条狗的图案，它嘴里衔着一大块毛线织物，用想象力把它当作是一篮子花的样子。




This, by-the-bye, is a tempting article to young wives in the humbler ranks of life, who have a first-floor front to furnish—they are lost in admiration, and hardly know which to admire most. The dog is very beautiful, but they have a dog already on the best tea-tray, and two more on the mantel-piece. Then, there is something so genteel about that mail-coach; and the passengers outside (who are all hat) give it such an air of reality!

顺便提一下，这对于较低层社会里要布置二楼前房的年轻太太们来说，是件有诱惑力的东西——她们赞赏不已，简直不知道该最喜欢哪一块。那只狗很漂亮，但她们最好的茶托上已经有一个狗的图案了，而且壁炉台上还有两只。再说那辆颇有风雅之处的邮车。车外面的乘客（全都戴着帽子）使它显得如此真实！




The goods here are adapted to the taste, or rather to the means, of cheap purchasers. There are some of the most beautiful LOOKING Pembroke tables that were ever beheld: the wood as green as the trees in the Park, and the leaves almost as certain to fall off in the course of a year. There is also a most extensive assortment of tent and turn-up bedsteads, made of stained wood, and innumerable specimens of that base imposition on society—a sofa bedstead.

这儿的货物与廉价顾客的品味相配，或者，不如说与他们的财力相配。有一些人眼所及的最漂亮的折叠桌子：木材和公园里的树一样绿，而那些活动桌板也几乎和树叶一样，肯定会在一年之内脱落。还有林林总总的行军床和折叠式床架，由着色木料制成，以及无数卑鄙地欺骗社会的样品——沙发床架。




A turn-up bedstead is a blunt, honest piece of furniture; it may be slightly disguised with a sham drawer; and sometimes a mad attempt is even made to pass it off for a book-case; ornament it as you will, however, the turn-up bedstead seems to defy disguise, and to insist on having it distinctly understood that he is a turn-up bedstead, and nothing else—that he is indispensably necessary, and that being so useful, he disdains to be ornamental.

折叠式床架是件粗糙、可靠的家具，可以用一只假抽屉略加掩饰。有时，甚至还有人大胆地用它当书橱。不过，随你把它怎么装饰，折叠式床架似乎拒绝伪装，坚持要人们清楚地明白它就是只折叠床架，而不是别的东西——明白它是不可或缺的必需品，而且因为它用处如此之大，故不屑于当装饰品。




How different is the demeanour of a sofa bedstead! Ashamed of its real use, it strives to appear an article of luxury and gentility—an attempt in which it miserably fails. It has neither the respectability of a sofa, nor the virtues of a bed; every man who keeps a sofa bedstead in his house, becomes a party to a wilful and designing fraud—we question whether you could insult him more, than by insinuating that you entertain the least suspicion of its real use.

沙发床架的行为是多么不同啊！它对自己的真正用途感到羞愧，拼命要显出一副体面的奢侈品的样子——这个企图却可悲地失败了。它既没有沙发的体面，又没有床的优点。每个家中备有沙发床的人，都变成了蓄意预谋诈骗的一者——我们觉得对这种人莫大的侮辱就是向他暗示，你对沙发床的真正用途毫无疑虑。




To return from this digression, we beg to say, that neither of these classes of brokers' shops, forms the subject of this sketch. The shops to which we advert, are immeasurably inferior to those on whose outward appearance we have slightly touched. Our readers must often have observed in some by-street, in a poor neighbourhood, a small dirty shop, exposing for sale the most extraordinary and confused jumble of old, worn-out, wretched articles, that can well be imagined. Our wonder at their ever having been bought, is only to be equalled by our astonishment at the idea of their ever being sold again. On a board, at the side of the door, are placed about twenty books—all odd volumes; and as many wine-glasses—all different patterns; several locks, an old earthenware pan, full of rusty keys; two or three gaudy chimney-ornaments—cracked, of course; the remains of a lustre, without any drops; a round frame like a capital O, which has once held a mirror; a flute, complete with the exception of the middle joint; a pair of curling-irons; and a tinder-box. In front of the shop-window, are ranged some half-dozen high-backed chairs, with spinal complaints and wasted legs; a corner cupboard; two or three very dark mahogany tables with flaps like mathematical problems; some pickle-jars, some surgeons' ditto, with gilt labels and without stoppers; an unframed portrait of some lady who flourished about the beginning of the thirteenth century, by an artist who never flourished at all; an incalculable host of miscellanies of every description, including bottles and cabinets, rags and bones, fenders and street-door knockers, fire-irons, wearing apparel and bedding, a hall-lamp, and a room-door. Imagine, in addition to this incongruous mass, a black doll in a white frock, with two faces—one looking up the street, and the other looking down, swinging over the door; a board with the squeezed-up inscription 'Dealer in marine stores,' in lanky white letters, whose height is strangely out of proportion to their width; and you have before you precisely the kind of shop to which we wish to direct your attention.

言归正传，请让我们说明，这两类旧货商店都不是本篇札记的主题。我们要谈及的商店，比刚才我们对其外表略加描述的那些商店要差得不是一点半点。我们的读者肯定经常在贫穷地区的某条小街上看到一间小而脏的店铺，里面摆着用于出售的是你所能想象到的最不寻常、最混乱的一堆古老、破旧、拙劣的东西。我们对它们竟被收购过来而感到惊奇，就像我们对于它们能再被卖出去感到不可思议一样。门边的一块板子上放着大约二十本书——都不是成套的书，还有一样多的酒杯——呈现各种不同的样式。另外，还有几把锁、一只放满了生锈的钥匙的旧陶器平底锅、两三个俗艳的壁炉装饰品——当然，是有裂缝的。还有一只玻璃架枝形吊灯的残骸，坠子全都没了；一个像大写字母O的圆形框架，以前是一个镜框；一支除了中间接缝处脱开外，完好无缺的长笛；一把卷发钳；还有一只火绒盒。橱窗前摆有：五六把高背椅子，仿佛患了脊椎病，腿也坏掉了；一个放在角落里的碗橱；两三张深色红木桌，其折板像数学题一样复杂；一些泡菜坛；一些没有塞子的医用瓶，上面贴着镀金标签；一张没有镶框的肖像，画的是某位大约在十三世纪初大放异彩的女士，而作画的人则是位从没红过的艺术家；一大堆不计其数的各种东西，包括瓶子和柜橱、碎布和骨头、火炉围栏和临街门的门环、火炉铁杆、服装和床上用品、一只大厅灯和一扇房门。想象一下，除了这一大堆乱七八糟的东西，还有一只穿着白色长衣、有两张脸的黑色洋娃娃——一张脸看向街的这一头，另一张脸看向街的那一头，在店门上方摇荡着。还有一块板子，上面写着“旧船具商”几个白色的字，那些字瘦瘦长长的，挤在一起，高度和宽度出奇地不相称。现在你眼前的正是我们想让你注意的那种商店。




Although the same heterogeneous mixture of things will be found at all these places, it is curious to observe how truly and accurately some of the minor articles which are exposed for sale—articles of wearing apparel, for instance—mark the character of the neighbourhood. Take Drury-Lane and Covent-garden for example.

虽然所有这些地方都能见到同样的乱七八糟的杂物，可我们好奇地注意到，有些摆出来用于出售的小物件——比如，服装上的物件——是多么真实而准确地显出了这个地区的特色。拿德鲁里街和科文特加登为例。




This is essentially a theatrical neighbourhood. There is not a potboy in the vicinity who is not, to a greater or less extent, a dramatic character. The errand-boys and chandler's-shop-keepers' sons, are all stage-struck: they 'gets up' plays in back kitchens hired for the purpose, and will stand before a shop-window for hours, contemplating a great staring portrait of Mr. Somebody or other, of the Royal Coburg Theatre, 'as he appeared in the character of Tongo the Denounced.'The consequence is, that there is not a marine-store shop in the neighbourhood, which does not exhibit for sale some faded articles of dramatic finery, such as three or four pairs of soiled buff boots with turn-over red tops, heretofore worn by a 'fourth robber,' or 'fifth mob;' a pair of rusty broadswords, a few gauntlets, and certain resplendent ornaments, which, if they were yellow instead of white, might be taken for insurance plates of the Sun Fire-office. There are several of these shops in the narrow streets and dirty courts, of which there are so many near the national theatres, and they all have tempting goods of this description, with the addition, perhaps, of a lady's pink dress covered with spangles; white wreaths, stage shoes, and a tiara like a tin lamp reflector. They have been purchased of some wretched supernumeraries, or sixth-rate actors, and are now offered for the benefit of the rising generation, who, on condition of making certain weekly payments, amounting in the whole to about ten times their value, may avail themselves of such desirable bargains.

这里主要是进行戏剧活动的地区。附近的酒馆侍者差不多都是戏剧演员。跑腿的童仆和杂货零售店老板的儿子们全都迷恋戏台：他们专门在租来的后厨房里“构思”戏剧，并且会在一个商店的橱窗前站几个小时，对着皇家科堡戏院的某位先生那幅巨大而显眼的肖像沉思，“因为他出演了《被谴责的汤戈》”。结果，附近的旧船具商店无一不展销一些褪色的戏剧服饰，比如三四双脏兮兮的、有翻转的红鞋头的浅黄色靴子。截至那时，已经有“第四个强盗”或“第五个暴徒”穿过这双鞋。另外，还有一对生锈的大砍刀、几只臂铠和一些华丽的装饰品。如果这些装饰品不是白色而是黄色的，就会被误认为是太阳火灾保险公司的安全金属牌。狭窄的街道上和肮脏的院子里有几家这样的店，国营剧院附近则数量更多，它们全都有这种诱人的货物。此外，它们也许还有饰有亮片的粉红色女装、白花冠、演戏穿的鞋子和像锡制的反射灯一样的冠状头饰。它们是从一些不幸的跑龙套角色，或者第六流的演员那儿收购来的，如今出售给新生代。他们如果每星期付一定金额，总值相当于这些货物价值的十倍，就可以做成这种心向往之的交易。




Let us take a very different quarter, and apply it to the same test. Look at a marine-store dealer's, in that reservoir of dirt, drunkenness, and drabs, thieves, oysters, baked potatoes, and pickled salmon—Ratcliff-highway. Here, the wearing apparel is all nautical. Rough blue jackets, with mother-of-pearl buttons, oil-skin hats, coarse checked shirts, and large canvas trousers that look as if they were made for a pair of bodies instead of a pair of legs, are the staple commodities. Then, there are large bunches of cotton pocket-handkerchiefs, in colour and pattern unlike any one ever saw before, with the exception of those on the backs of the three young ladies without bonnets who passed just now. The furniture is much the same as elsewhere, with the addition of one or two models of ships, and some old prints of naval engagements in still older frames. In the window, are a few compasses, a small tray containing silver watches in clumsy thick cases; and tobacco- boxes, the lid of each ornamented with a ship, or an anchor, or some such trophy. A sailor generally pawns or sells all he has before he has been long ashore, and if he does not, some favoured companion kindly saves him the trouble. In either case, it is an even chance that he afterwards unconsciously repurchases the same things at a higher price than he gave for them at first.

让我们选一个与前面描述的地区很不同的地区，予以相同的考察。看看一家位于那个充斥着污垢、醉汉、娼妓、盗贼、牡蛎、烤土豆和腌制鲑鱼的地方——拉特克利夫大路上的旧船具商店吧。这儿都是航海服装。钉着珍珠母纽扣的蓝色粗布短上衣、油布帽子、粗布格子衬衫和仿佛不是为一双腿而是为两个身躯做的宽大帆布裤，这些是主要商品。另外，还有大捆大捆的棉布手帕，其颜色和样式是任何人之前从未见过的。唯一的例外是刚刚经过的那三位没戴帽子的年轻小姐衣服背部的图案。那儿的家具差不多和其他地方的都一样，除了一两个船模和一些外面镶有更旧的框的海战旧图片。橱窗里有几个指南针、一个盛着几块外壳厚而笨重的银表的小托盘、一些盖子上饰有船只或锚或此类纪念品图案的烟盒。水手通常会在上岸后不久就把自己所有的东西典当或者卖掉。而且，如果他没有这么做的话，某个他喜爱的同伴也会好心地替他办了。两种情况下都有同样的可能，就是他以后会不经意地再以比先前卖价高的价格买进同样的东西。




Again: pay a visit with a similar object, to a part of London, as unlike both of these as they are to each other. Cross over to the Surrey side, and look at such shops of this description as are to be found near the King's Bench prison, and in 'the Rules.'How different, and how strikingly illustrative of the decay of some of the unfortunate residents in this part of the metropolis! Imprisonment and neglect have done their work. There is contamination in the profligate denizens of a debtor's prison; old friends have fallen off; the recollection of former prosperity has passed away; and with it all thoughts for the past, all care for the future. First, watches and rings, then cloaks, coats, and all the more expensive articles of dress, have found their way to the pawnbroker's. That miserable resource has failed at last, and the sale of some trifling article at one of these shops, has been the only mode left of raising a shilling or two, to meet the urgent demands of the moment. Dressing-cases and writing-desks, too old to pawn but too good to keep; guns, fishing-rods, musical instruments, all in the same condition; have first been sold, and the sacrifice has been but slightly felt. But hunger must be allayed, and what has already become a habit, is easily resorted to, when an emergency arises. Light articles of clothing, first of the ruined man, then of his wife, at last of their children, even of the youngest, have been parted with, piecemeal. There they are, thrown carelessly together until a purchaser presents himself, old, and patched and repaired, it is true; but the make and materials tell of better days; and the older they are, the greater the misery and destitution of those whom they once adorned.

同理，让我们为类似的目的去拜访一下伦敦的一个地方吧。它与这两个地区大不一样，就像这两个地区也彼此不同一样。让我们穿过桥，到萨里这一边，看看靠近英国高等法院监狱和“狱旁特区”内的这一类店铺。多么大的差别，多么强烈地显示了住在伦敦这一地区的不幸居民的败落呀！囚禁和漠视造成了这些。债务人监狱中的那些恣意挥霍的居民中存在一种通病，老友们疏远了，对于昔日繁荣的回忆消失了，随之一同消失的还有对过去的一切眷念和对未来的一切忧虑。开始是表和耳环、戒指，然后是斗篷、外套和所有比较贵的服装小物件，全都进了当铺。最终，这个悲惨的物源枯竭了。为了应付燃眉之急，把一些小东西卖给其中一个此类店铺，换取一两个先令就是剩下的唯一办法了。当铺嫌化妆盒和书桌太旧，但留在家里又嫌太阔气，枪、钓鱼竿、乐器也都是这种情况。这些东西起初就被卖掉了，人们对于这样的牺牲也不会太心疼了。但是，饥饿必须得缓解一下，而当紧急情况发生时，人们总是轻易地应用已经成为一种习惯的办法。首先是那个破产者，接着是他妻子，最后是孩子们的，连最小的孩子也不能幸免，他们的小件服装都被一件件地卖掉。它们就在那儿，被随随便便地扔在一起，直到顾客光顾。它们确实破旧不堪、补丁斑斑。可是，其做工和布料却说明了卖家过去的好境况。而且，它们越是破旧，就越表明了它们原来取悦的穿用者如今境况悲惨、贫困不堪。








CHAPTER XXII GIN-SHOPS

第二十二章　酒馆




It is a remarkable circumstance, that different trades appear to partake of the disease to which elephants and dogs are especially liable, and to run stark, staring, raving mad, periodically. The great distinction between the animals and the trades, is, that the former run mad with a certain degree of propriety—they are very regular in their irregularities. We know the period at which the emergency will arise, and provide against it accordingly. If an elephant run mad, we are all ready for him—kill or cure—pills or bullets, calomel in conserve of roses, or lead in a musket-barrel. If a dog happen to look unpleasantly warm in the summer months, and to trot about the shady side of the streets with a quarter of a yard of tongue hanging out of his mouth, a thick leather muzzle, which has been previously prepared in compliance with the thoughtful injunctions of the Legislature, is instantly clapped over his head, by way of making him cooler, and he either looks remarkably unhappy for the next six weeks, or becomes legally insane, and goes mad, as it were, by Act of Parliament. But these trades are as eccentric as comets; nay, worse, for no one can calculate on the recurrence of the strange appearances which betoken the disease. Moreover, the contagion is general, and the quickness with which it diffuses itself, almost incredible.

有一个显著的情况，就是不同的行业似乎都患有狗和象特别容易得上的那种病，会周期性地变僵、瞪眼，全然一个疯子。动物和这些行业的显著区别，是前者发疯的时候在一定程度上还是得体的——它们的异常行为还是有规律的。我们知道紧急情况何时会发生，并且相应地准备。如果一头象发了疯，我们都准备好了对付他——杀掉或治愈——要么用药丸，要么用子弹，要么用浸在玫瑰果酱中的甘汞，要么用滑膛枪筒里的铅弹。如果一只狗碰巧在夏季显得热不可耐，在街道阴凉的一边小步跑着，四分之一码长的舌头从嘴里垂下来，便会立即有一个厚皮口套套在它的头上。这是遵循立法机关考虑周到的命令，事先准备好的，能使它凉快些。接下来的六个星期中，它要么看起来极其不快乐，要么就合法地变疯，仿佛是在《议会法令》的要求下发疯似的。但是，这些行业却像彗星一样古怪。不，是更糟，因为没人可以预测出预示这个疾病发生的奇怪症状何时会再次出现。而且，这个疾病的传染面广泛，扩散速度也快得令人几乎难以置信。




We will cite two or three cases in illustration of our meaning. Six or eight years ago, the epidemic began to display itself among the linen-drapers and haberdashers. The primary symptoms were an inordinate love of plate-glass, and a passion for gas-lights and gilding. The disease gradually progressed, and at last attained a fearful height. Quiet, dusty old shops in different parts of town, were pulled down; spacious premises with stuccoed fronts and gold letters, were erected instead; floors were covered with Turkey carpets; roofs supported by massive pillars; doors knocked into windows; a dozen squares of glass into one; one shopman into a dozen; and there is no knowing what would have been done, if it had not been fortunately discovered, just in time, that the Commissioners of Bankruptcy were as competent to decide such cases as the Commissioners of Lunacy, and that a little confinement and gentle examination did wonders. The disease abated. It died away. A year or two of comparative tranquillity ensued. Suddenly it burst out again amongst the chemists; the symptoms were the same, with the addition of a strong desire to stick the royal arms over the shop-door, and a great rage for mahogany, varnish, and expensive floor-cloth. Then, the hosiers were infected, and began to pull down their shop-fronts with frantic recklessness. The mania again died away, and the public began to congratulate themselves on its entire disappearance, when it burst forth with tenfold violence among the publicans, and keepers of 'wine vaults.'From that moment it has spread among them with unprecedented rapidity, exhibiting a concatenation of all the previous symptoms; onward it has rushed to every part of town, knocking down all the old public-houses, and depositing splendid mansions, stone balustrades, rosewood fittings, immense lamps, and illuminated clocks, at the corner of every street.

我们要举两三个例子来说明我们的意思。六年或八年前，这个传染病开始出现在亚麻布商和杂货商中。初期的症状是对玻璃板的过度喜爱和对煤气灯和镀金装饰的热情。疾病渐渐发展，最终达到一个可怕的高度。城里各个地方安静、尘土飞扬的旧店铺被拆倒。就地建起的是门面粉刷了灰泥、装饰有金字的宽敞房屋。地板上铺着土耳其地毯，屋顶由粗大的柱子支撑，门改成了窗户，十几块玻璃改成一块大的，一个店员加到了十几个。真不知道会发生什么，幸好人们正好及时发现了主管破产的专员跟主管精神错乱的专员同样有诊断这种疾病的能力，且稍加限制和略微检查后就会出现奇迹。疾病减轻了。它消失了。接下来是相对平静的一两年。突然，它又在药商中爆发了。其症状是一样的，只是多了要把皇家纹章钉在店门上的强烈希望，以及对红木家具、清漆和昂贵的地板抹布的极度渴望。然后，袜商也被传染了，开始疯狂而鲁莽地拆掉店面。这种狂热病再次消失了，公众正要开始庆祝它的彻底绝迹时，它却又以十倍的凶猛势头在酒店老板和“酒窖”老板中爆发了。从那之后，它就以空前的速度在他们中间蔓延开来，相继地展现了所有之前的症状。它朝全城各个地区冲去，撞倒了所有的老酒馆，在每条街口上都安放了壮丽的大楼、石头栏杆、紫檀木家具、巨大的灯和有照明装置的钟。




The extensive scale on which these places are established, and the ostentatious manner in which the business of even the smallest among them is divided into branches, is amusing. A handsome plate of ground glass in one door directs you 'To the Counting-house;' another to the 'Bottle Department;' a third to the 'Wholesale Department;' a fourth to 'The Wine Promenade;' and so forth, until we are in daily expectation of meeting with a 'Brandy Bell,' or a 'Whiskey Entrance.'Then, ingenuity is exhausted in devising attractive titles for the different descriptions of gin; and the dram-drinking portion of the community as they gaze upon the gigantic black and white announcements, which are only to be equalled in size by the figures beneath them, are left in a state of pleasing hesitation between 'The Cream of the Valley,' 'The Out and Out,' 'The No Mistake,' 'The Good for Mixing,' 'The real Knock-me-down,' 'The celebrated Butter Gin,' 'The regular Flare-up,' and a dozen other, equally inviting and wholesome LIQUEURS. Although places of this description are to be met with in every second street, they are invariably numerous and splendid in precise proportion to the dirt and poverty of the surrounding neighbourhood. The gin-shops in and near Drury-Lane, Holborn, St. Giles's, Covent-garden, and Clare-market, are the handsomest in London. There is more of filth and squalid misery near those great thorough-fares than in any part of this mighty city.

这些场所建设的规模之大，甚至它们中间最小的店铺都要把业务分给若干个分店的浮夸作风，都很可笑。一扇门上安的一块漂亮的毛玻璃上标着“账房间”，另一扇门上标着“饮酒部”，再一扇门上标着“批发部”，还有一扇门上标着“葡萄酒长廊”，等等诸如此类。直到后来，我们甚至天天都盼望着见到标着“白兰地钟”或“威士忌入口处”的字样。然后，人们绞尽脑汁地为各种杜松子酒取吸引人的名称。社区里那部分爱小酌的人们注视着那些和其下面的人大小一样的巨幅白纸黑字布告时，陶醉于“溪谷精华”、“好透顶”、“准没错”、“搀酒良品”、“我真服了”、“闻名遐迩的黄油杜松子酒”、“真正的闪光”，以及十几个其他名字同样诱人又健康的烈性酒中犹豫不决。虽然这种地方每隔一条街就能看到，它们总是众多而壮丽，而且和四周的肮脏和贫困形成精确的比例。德鲁里街、霍尔本、圣贾尔斯街、科文特加登和克莱尔市场里及其附近的酒馆是伦敦最漂亮的酒馆。那些大道附近的肮脏和悲惨比这座雄伟的城市的其他任何地区都要多。




We will endeavour to sketch the bar of a large gin-shop, and its ordinary customers, for the edification of such of our readers as may not have had opportunities of observing such scenes; and on the chance of finding one well suited to our purpose, we will make for Drury-Lane, through the narrow streets and dirty courts which divide it from Oxford-street, and that classical spot adjoining the brewery at the bottom of Tottenham-court-road, best known to the initiated as the 'Rookery.'

我们会努力地描绘一下大酒馆的酒水间及其普通顾客，以启迪我们读者中可能没有机会看到这种景象的人。为了要找到一家很符合我们这一意图的酒馆，我们朝德鲁里街走去，穿过把德鲁里街和牛津街，以及那个古老地点分开的窄街道和脏院子。那个古老的地点旁边是位于托特纳姆法院街尽头的酿酒厂，它被内行人称为“群栖地”。




The filthy and miserable appearance of this part of London can hardly be imagined by those (and there are many such) who have not witnessed it. Wretched houses with broken windows patched with rags and paper: every room let out to a different family, and in many instances to two or even three—fruit and 'sweet-stuff' manufacturers in the cellars, barbers and red-herring vendors in the front parlours, cobblers in the back; a bird-fancier in the first floor, three families on the second, starvation in the attics, Irishmen in the passage, a 'musician' in the front kitchen, and a charwoman and five hungry children in the back one—filth everywhere—a gutter before the houses and a drain behind—clothes drying and slops emptying, from the windows; girls of fourteen or fifteen, with matted hair, walking about barefoot, and in white great-coats, almost their only covering; boys of all ages, in coats of all sizes and no coats at all; men and women, in every variety of scanty and dirty apparel, lounging, scolding, drinking, smoking, squabbling, fighting, and swearing.

没有亲眼目睹的人（有许多这样的人）几乎不可能想象出伦敦这一地区的肮脏与悲惨之状。拙劣的房子，破窗户上补着碎布和纸。每个房间租给一户人家，还常常同时租给两家，甚至三家——水果和“甜东西”制造商住在地下室，理发师和卖青鱼的小贩住在前起居室，补鞋匠住在后起居室。贩卖小鸟的商人住在二楼，有三家人住在三楼，饿着肚子的人住在顶楼，爱尔兰人住在走廊里，一个“音乐家”住在前厨房，一个打杂女工和五个挨饿的孩子住在后厨房。到处是肮脏的东西——屋前有一条排水沟，屋后有一条阴沟。人们在窗户那儿晒衣服、倒泔水。头发缠在一起的十四五岁的女孩子们光着脚到处走，披着白色大外套，这几乎是她们身上穿的唯一一件衣服。年龄不一的男孩子们穿着各种尺码的上衣，还有的根本没穿上衣。男男女女们穿着各种又薄又脏的衣服，有的在游荡，有的在责骂，有的在喝酒，有的在抽烟，有的在争吵，有的在打架，有的在说脏话。




You turn the corner. What a change! All is light and brilliancy. The hum of many voices issues from that splendid gin-shop which forms the commencement of the two streets opposite; and the gay building with the fantastically ornamented parapet, the illuminated clock, the plate-glass windows surrounded by stucco rosettes, and its profusion of gas-lights in richly-gilt burners, is perfectly dazzling when contrasted with the darkness and dirt we have just left. The interior is even gayer than the exterior. A bar of French-polished mahogany, elegantly carved, extends the whole width of the place; and there are two side-aisles of great casks, painted green and gold, enclosed within a light brass rail, and bearing such inscriptions, as 'Old Tom, 549;' 'Young Tom, 360;' 'Samson, 1421'—the figures agreeing, we presume, with 'gallons,' understood. Beyond the bar is a lofty and spacious saloon, full of the same enticing vessels, with a gallery running round it, equally well furnished. On the counter, in addition to the usual spirit apparatus, are two or three little baskets of cakes and biscuits, which are carefully secured at top with wicker-work, to prevent their contents being unlawfully abstracted. Behind it, are two showily-dressed damsels with large necklaces, dispensing the spirits and 'compounds.'They are assisted by the ostensible proprietor of the concern, a stout, coarse fellow in a fur cap, put on very much on one side to give him a knowing air, and to display his sandy whiskers to the best advantage.

你转过街角。多大的变化啊！到处灯火明亮。嘈杂的人声从那家华丽的酒馆传了出来，这个酒馆形成了对面两条街的起点。这座华美的建筑有着装饰奇异的栏杆、有照明装置的钟、由灰泥圆花饰包围的玻璃板窗户、众多镀了厚厚一层金的煤气灯座里的煤气灯。这座建筑与我们刚才离开的黑暗和污秽景象相比，真是令人完全眼花缭乱。其内部甚至比外部更华美。经法国磨光漆漆过和精细雕刻过了的红木柜台横贯整个屋子。两边有两条大酒桶排列而成的通道，酒桶漆成了绿色或金色，由一小排铜栏杆圈着。桶上刻着诸如“老汤姆，549”、“小汤姆，360”和“萨姆森，1421”的字样——我们认为，这些数字可以理解为是和“加仑”一致的。柜台外边是一间高大宽敞的厅堂，摆满了同样迷人的器皿。大厅周围是一条走廊，同样布置考究。柜台上，除了通常的饮酒器具之外，还有两三小篮蛋糕和饼干，用柳条盖子小心地盖着，以防里面的东西被非法取走。柜台的后面有两个戴着硕大的项链、着装俗丽的姑娘，正在分发烈酒和“混合饮料”。一个显然是该酒馆老板的矮胖粗汉帮着她们。他把毛皮帽子歪戴着，以使自己显得机警，又尽量展示出自己沙色的络腮胡子之美。




The two old washerwomen, who are seated on the little bench to the left of the bar, are rather overcome by the head-dresses and haughty demeanour of the young ladies who officiate. They receive their half-quartern of gin and peppermint, with considerable deference, prefacing a request for 'one of them soft biscuits,' with a 'Jist be good enough, ma'am.'They are quite astonished at the impudent air of the young fellow in a brown coat and bright buttons, who, ushering in his two companions, and walking up to the bar in as careless a manner as if he had been used to green and gold ornaments all his life, winks at one of the young ladies with singular coolness, and calls for a 'kervorten and a three-out-glass,' just as if the place were his own. 'Gin for you, sir?' says the young lady when she has drawn it: carefully looking every way but the right one, to show that the wink had no effect upon her. 'For me, Mary, my dear,' replies the gentleman in brown. 'My name an't Mary as it happens,' says the young girl, rather relaxing as she delivers the change. 'Well, if it an't, it ought to be,' responds the irresistible one; 'all the Marys as ever —I— see, was handsome gals.'Here the young lady, not precisely remembering how blushes are managed in such cases, abruptly ends the flirtation by addressing the female in the faded feathers who has just entered, and who, after stating explicitly, to prevent any subsequent misunderstanding, that 'this gentleman pays,' calls for 'a glass of port wine and a bit of sugar.'

那两个坐在柜台左边小凳子上的老洗衣女工，被正在行使职务的两位年轻女士的头饰和傲慢举止所折服了。她们相当恭敬地接过八分之一品脱杜松子酒和胡椒薄荷酒，先说声“劳驾，小姐”，再要求“给她们其中一人来点易消化的饼干”。她们对一位年轻人的无礼神态大感惊讶。那个年轻人身穿褐色外套，上面钉有亮晶晶的纽扣。他领着两个同伴进来，走到柜台前，那随意之态就仿佛他平生见惯了绿色和金色饰物似的。他异常冷静地朝其中一位年轻女士眨了眨眼，要了“考沃顿和三分之一杯酒”，就好像这个地方是他自己的一样。“是您要杜松子酒吗，先生？”那位年轻女士倒酒时问道。她小心地朝各处望去，可就是不朝她该看的方向望一眼，以表明那个眼色对她毫无作用。“是我要的，玛丽，亲爱的。”穿褐色衣服的先生答道。“我的名字恰巧不是玛丽。”年轻姑娘边找零钱边相当轻松地说。“喔，如果不是，那么也应该叫这个名字。”那个使人无法抗拒的人说，“所有的玛丽——我——见过的，都是美人。”此时，这位年轻女士因记不清在这种情形下要怎样控制住脸红，便对刚进来的戴褪色羽饰的那个女士说话，突然结束了调情。那位女士明确地声明“这位先生会付钱”，以避免接下来发生任何误会，然后要了“一杯波尔图葡萄酒和一点糖”。




Those two old men who came in 'just to have a drain,' finished their third quartern a few seconds ago; they have made themselves crying drunk; and the fat comfortable-looking elderly women, who had 'a glass of rum-srub' each, having chimed in with their complaints on the hardness of the times, one of the women has agreed to stand a glass round, jocularly observing that 'grief never mended no broken bones, and as good people's wery scarce, what I says is, make the most on'em, and that's all about it!' a sentiment which appears to afford unlimited satisfaction to those who have nothing to pay.

那两个刚刚过来说“要喝上一口”的老头子，几秒钟前已喝完他们第三个“四分之一品脱”酒，已然烂醉。那些看起来很顺眼、各喝了“一杯朗姆酒搀糖浆”的年长胖女人，附和那两个老头抱怨了一阵时事艰难。之后，其中一个女人同意请大家喝一杯，打趣地说道：“悲痛从来不能修补碎裂的骨头。既然好人很少，我要说的是，应该尽量关怀他们，就是这些！”这是一种让没钱结账的人感到无限满意的一种情怀。




It is growing late, and the throng of men, women, and children, who have been constantly going in and out, dwindles down to two or three occasional stragglers—cold, wretched-looking creatures, in the last stage of emaciation and disease. The knot of Irish labourers at the lower end of the place, who have been alternately shaking hands with, and threatening the life of each other, for the last hour, become furious in their disputes, and finding it impossible to silence one man, who is particularly anxious to adjust the difference, they resort to the expedient of knocking him down and jumping on him afterwards. The man in the fur cap, and the potboy rush out; a scene of riot and confusion ensues; half the Irishmen get shut out, and the other half get shut in; the potboy is knocked among the tubs in no time; the landlord hits everybody, and everybody hits the landlord; the barmaids scream; the police come in; the rest is a confused mixture of arms, legs, staves, torn coats, shouting, and struggling. Some of the party are borne off to the station-house, and the remainder slink home to beat their wives for complaining, and kick the children for daring to be hungry.

天色渐晚，那不停进进出出的一群群男男女女和孩子，逐渐地减少到只有两三个零星的掉队者——一些挨冻的人、样子可怜的人。他们已经消瘦不堪，病入膏肓。在过去一个小时里，屋子里南头的那群爱尔兰工人一会儿互相握手，一会儿又彼此以生命相威胁。现在，他们吵得很凶，其中有个人特别急于调解分歧。他们发现怎么也无法让他住嘴，便采用了权宜之计，把他打倒，然后扑上去。戴毛皮帽子的男人和侍者冲了出来。接着，出现了一片暴动、混乱的场面。一半的爱尔兰人被关在门外，另一半被关在屋里。侍者立刻被打倒在木桶里，挨了打。店老板打了每个人，每个人也打了店老板，酒馆的女侍者尖叫着。警察进来了。然后，只见手臂、腿和棍棒交杂在一起，上衣撕破了，人们喊叫着，打斗着。其中有些人被带往警察所，其他的则偷偷逃回家去，因为老婆抱怨而打她，因为孩子竟敢饿肚子而踢他们。




We have sketched this subject very slightly, not only because our limits compel us to do so, but because, if it were pursued farther, it would be painful and repulsive. Well-disposed gentlemen, and charitable ladies, would alike turn with coldness and disgust from a description of the drunken besotted men, and wretched broken-down miserable women, who form no inconsiderable portion of the frequenters of these haunts; forgetting, in the pleasant consciousness of their own rectitude, the poverty of the one, and the temptation of the other. Gin-drinking is a great vice in England, but wretchedness and dirt are a greater; and until you improve the homes of the poor, or persuade a half-famished wretch not to seek relief in the temporary oblivion of his own misery, with the pittance which, divided among his family, would furnish a morsel of bread for each, gin-shops will increase in number and splendour. If Temperance Societies would suggest an antidote against hunger, filth, and foul air, or could establish dispensaries for the gratuitous distribution of bottles of Lethe-water, gin-palaces would be numbered among the things that were.

我们只对这个主题略加描述，不仅因为我们的能力有限，更是因为，如果对它作进一步描述的话，它会令人痛苦和厌恶。和蔼的先生们和善良的太太们都会冷漠而厌恶地转过脸去，忽视关于喝得烂醉的男人和穷困潦倒的可怜女人的描述。而他们在这些地方的常客中占的比重之大不容小看。先生太太们自觉为人正直，心存喜悦，便忘了一种人的贫穷和另一种人所受的诱惑。喝酒在英国是一项大罪，但悲惨和肮脏却是更大的罪恶。除非你能改善穷人的家境，或能劝服一个处于半饥饿状态的可怜虫不要从暂时忘却自己的不幸中求得慰藉，而把少量的津贴在家人中均摊，就可以使每个家人得到一小片面包，否则，酒馆会越来越多，越来越华丽。如果戒酒协会能找出一种对付饥饿、污秽和恶臭气的解药，或是能够建立药房无偿地分发瓶装的忘川水，那么豪华的酒馆就会成为历史事物之一。








CHAPTER XXIII THE PAWNBROKER'S SHOP

第二十三章　当铺




Of the numerous receptacles for misery and distress with which the streets of London unhappily abound, there are, perhaps, none which present such striking scenes as the pawnbrokers' shops. The very nature and description of these places occasions their being but little known, except to the unfortunate beings whose profligacy or misfortune drives them to seek the temporary relief they offer. The subject may appear, at first sight, to be anything but an inviting one, but we venture on it nevertheless, in the hope that, as far as the limits of our present paper are concerned, it will present nothing to disgust even the most fastidious reader.

伦敦街头不幸地充斥着的无数悲惨和贫困的贮存所中，也许没有哪个像当铺那样呈现出如此触目惊心的景象了。这些地方的性质和类别使它们很少为人所知，除了受其挥霍和厄运的驱使，去寻求它们所提供的暂时慰藉的那些不幸的人。也许第一眼看时，这个主题丝毫不吸引人。然而，我们还是冒险写一写它，希望就我们目前的这篇文章而言，不会出现任何使哪怕最挑剔的读者感到厌恶的东西。




There are some pawnbrokers' shops of a very superior description. There are grades in pawning as in everything else, and distinctions must be observed even in poverty. The aristocratic Spanish cloak and the plebeian calico shirt, the silver fork and the flat iron, the muslin cravat and the Belcher neckerchief, would but ill assort together; so, the better sort of pawnbroker calls himself a silver-smith, and decorates his shop with handsome trinkets and expensive jewellery, while the more humble money-lender boldly advertises his calling, and invites observation. It is with pawnbrokers' shops of the latter class, that we have to do. We have selected one for our purpose, and will endeavour to describe it.

有一些很高级的当铺。如其他一切东西一样，典当也有等级。而且，甚至贫穷的差别也不容忽视。贵族派头的西班牙式斗篷和平民穿的白棉布衬衫、银叉和熨斗、平纹细布的围巾和白蓝色颈巾放在一起就很不相称。因此，比较高级的典当商自称银匠，用漂亮的小饰品和昂贵的珠宝装饰他的店，而较低级的放贷者则大胆地为他这一行业打广告，吸引人们的注意。我们要讨论的是后一类当铺。我们已经为此目的选出了一家当铺，并将尽力描述它。




The pawnbroker's shop is situated near Drury-Lane, at the corner of a court, which affords a side entrance for the accommodation of such customers as may be desirous of avoiding the observation of the passers-by, or the chance of recognition in the public street. It is a low, dirty-looking, dusty shop, the door of which stands always doubtfully, a little way open: half inviting, half repelling the hesitating visitor, who, if he be as yet uninitiated, examines one of the old garnet brooches in the window for a minute or two with affected eagerness, as if he contemplated making a purchase; and then looking cautiously round to ascertain that no one watches him, hastily slinks in: the door closing of itself after him, to just its former width. The shop front and the window-frames bear evident marks of having been once painted; but, what the colour was originally, or at what date it was probably laid on, are at this remote period questions which may be asked, but cannot be answered. Tradition states that the transparency in the front door, which displays at night three red balls on a blue ground, once bore also, inscribed in graceful waves, the words 'Money advanced on plate, jewels, wearing apparel, and every description of property,' but a few illegible hieroglyphics are all that now remain to attest the fact. The plate and jewels would seem to have disappeared, together with the announcement, for the articles of stock, which are displayed in some profusion in the window, do not include any very valuable luxuries of either kind. A few old china cups; some modern vases, adorned with paltry paintings of three Spanish cavaliers playing three Spanish guitars; or a party of boors carousing: each boor with one leg painfully elevated in the air, by way of expressing his perfect freedom and gaiety; several sets of chessmen, two or three flutes, a few fiddles, a round-eyed portrait staring in astonishment from a very dark ground; some gaudily-bound prayer-books and testaments, two rows of silver watches quite as clumsy and almost as large as Ferguson's first; numerous old-fashioned table and tea spoons, displayed, fan-like, in half-dozens; strings of coral with great broad gilt snaps; cards of rings and brooches, fastened and labelled separately, like the insects in the British Museum; cheap silver penholders and snuff-boxes, with a masonic star, complete the jewellery department; while five or six beds in smeary clouded ticks, strings of blankets and sheets, silk and cotton handkerchiefs, and wearing apparel of every description, form the more useful, though even less ornamental, part, of the articles exposed for sale. An extensive collection of planes, chisels, saws, and other carpenters' tools, which have been pledged, and never redeemed, form the foreground of the picture; while the large frames full of ticketed bundles, which are dimly seen through the dirty casement up-stairs—the squalid neighbourhood—the adjoining houses, straggling, shrunken, and rotten, with one or two filthy, unwholesome-looking heads thrust out of every window, and old red pans and stunted plants exposed on the tottering parapets, to the manifest hazard of the heads of the passers-by—the noisy men loitering under the archway at the corner of the court, or about the gin-shop next door—and their wives patiently standing on the curb-stone, with large baskets of cheap vegetables slung round them for sale, are its immediate auxiliaries.

这家当铺位于德鲁里街附近，在一个院子的角落里。它设有一扇边门，以方便那些可能想要避开过路人的注意或是避免在大街上被认出来的顾客。那是一家低矮、看上去很邋遢、满是灰尘的店。店门总是有些可疑地开一点点：对犹豫不决的顾客半是邀请，半是拒绝。如果他是新顾客，便会假装很热切地仔细看橱窗里一只旧的石榴石胸针，仿佛考虑要买的样子。然后，他会谨慎地朝周围看一下，以确认没有人在看他，便急忙偷偷进去。那扇门随后自动关上，开到原来那么大。店铺正面和窗框上还留着明显的曾经漆过的痕迹。但是，最初是什么颜色，或者是什么时候上的漆，则因年代久远而成了可以发问，却无从回答的问题。根据传统，前门上的那块晚上会呈现蓝底上有三个红球之景的透明装饰物，上面曾经有优美的波纹字体写着“凭金属板、珠宝、服装，以及各种财产均可贷款”。但现在只剩下一些难辨的字迹以证实这一事实了。金属板和珠宝似乎消失了，连同那个布告一起。因为在橱窗里陈列着的那一大堆存货中，并没有属于这两种的任何特别值钱的奢侈品。几只旧瓷杯和一些饰有不值钱的图画的新式花瓶，画的是三个西班牙骑士在弹三把西班牙六弦琴，或者一伙乡下人在狂饮作乐——每个人都把一条腿使劲地抬到空中，以表示其绝对的自由和欢乐。还有几副棋子、两三支长笛、几把小提琴和一幅画着黑暗的背景下一个眼睛圆睁的人惊讶着凝视的肖像图、几本装订俗丽的《祈祷书》和《圣约书》、两排同费格森的第一个表笨重程度和大小几乎相同的银挂表、每六把摆成扇形陈列的许多老式汤匙和茶匙、带有宽大的镀金揿钮的珊瑚串、像大英博物馆里的昆虫那样分别在纸板上固定和贴标签的戒指和胸针，再加上廉价的银笔杆和雕着石匠工会星状标志的鼻烟盒，这些构成了贵重物品部。套着布满油污的褥套的五六个床、排成一行行的毯子和被单、丝绸手帕和棉布手帕，以及各种衣服，这些尽管装饰性较差，却形成了摆出来出售的东西中比较实用的一部分。被典当进来却一直没被赎走的大量刨子、凿子、锯子和其他木匠工具，摆在了最突出的位置上。一些大架子上面堆满了一捆捆贴了标签的东西，可以透过楼上肮脏的窗户隐约瞧见。这个地区很脏乱，毗连的房屋散乱地分布着，小而破旧，每个窗口都探出一两个看上去很不健康的脏脑袋。红色的旧平底锅和矮小的植物摆在摇摇欲坠的护栏上，显然给过路人的脑袋造成了危险。吵闹的男人们在院子角落里的拱廊下，或隔壁酒馆里闲逛。他们的妻子则耐心地站在路边石头上，身上挂着几大筐便宜的蔬菜在叫卖。这些都是紧挨着上述木匠工具的附属品。




If the outside of the pawnbroker's shop be calculated to attract the attention, or excite the interest, of the speculative pedestrian, its interior cannot fail to produce the same effect in an increased degree. The front door, which we have before noticed, opens into the common shop, which is the resort of all those customers whose habitual acquaintance with such scenes renders them indifferent to the observation of their companions in poverty. The side door opens into a small passage from which some half-dozen doors (which may be secured on the inside by bolts) open into a corresponding number of little dens, or closets, which face the counter. Here, the more timid or respectable portion of the crowd shroud themselves from the notice of the remainder, and patiently wait until the gentleman behind the counter, with the curly black hair, diamond ring, and double silver watch-guard, shall feel disposed to favour them with his notice—a consummation which depends considerably on the temper of the aforesaid gentleman for the time being.

如果当铺的外部会吸引好猜测的行人的注意，或激起他们的兴趣，那它的内部肯定会在更大程度上产生同样的效果。我们之前已注意到的那扇前门通向普通店堂，常来这里的顾客对这样的场景已司空见惯，因而毫不在乎他们贫困的同伴们的注视。那扇边门通向一条小走廊，走廊上有大约六扇门（可以从里面用门栓拴住）通向相应数目的朝向柜台的小房间，或者称密室。在这里，人群中较羞怯或体面的人可以躲避开其余人的注意，耐心地等着，直到柜台后面那位长着黑卷发、戴着钻石戒指、挂着重叠银表链的先生愿意赐予他们以注意——这很大程度上取决于上述这位先生当时的心情。




At the present moment, this elegantly-attired individual is in the act of entering the duplicate he has just made out, in a thick book: a process from which he is diverted occasionally, by a conversation he is carrying on with another young man similarly employed at a little distance from him, whose allusions to 'that last bottle of soda-water last night,' and 'how regularly round my hat he felt himself when the young 'ooman gave 'em in charge,' would appear to refer to the consequences of some stolen joviality of the preceding evening. The customers generally, however, seem unable to participate in the amusement derivable from this source, for an old sallow-looking woman, who has been leaning with both arms on the counter with a small bundle before her, for half an hour previously, suddenly interrupts the conversation by addressing the jewelled shopman—'Now, Mr. Henry, do make haste, there's a good soul, for my two grandchildren's locked up at home, and I'm afeer'd of the fire.'The shopman slightly raises his head, with an air of deep abstraction, and resumes his entry with as much deliberation as if he were engraving. 'You're in a hurry, Mrs. Tatham, this ev'nin', an't you?' is the only notice he deigns to take, after the lapse of five minutes or so. 'Yes, I am indeed, Mr. Henry; now, do serve me next, there's a good creetur. I wouldn't worry you, only it's all along o' them botherin' children.''What have you got here?' inquires the shopman, unpinning the bundle—‘old concern, I suppose—pair o' stays and a petticut. You must look up somethin' else, old 'ooman; I can't lend you anything more upon them; they're completely worn out by this time, if it's only by putting in, and taking out again, three times a week.''Oh! you're a rum un, you are,' replies the old woman, laughing extremely, as in duty bound; 'I wish I'd got the gift of the gab like you; see if I'd be up the spout so often then! No, no; it an't the petticut; it's a child's frock and a beautiful silk ankecher, as belongs to my husband. He gave four shillin' for it, the werry same blessed day as he broke his arm.'—'What do you want upon these?' inquires Mr. Henry, slightly glancing at the articles, which in all probability are old acquaintances. 'What do you want upon these?'—'Eighteenpence.'—'Lend you ninepence.'—'Oh, make it a shillin'; there's a dear—do now?'—'Not another farden.'—'Well, I suppose I must take it.'The duplicate is made out, one ticket pinned on the parcel, the other given to the old woman; the parcel is flung carelessly down into a corner, and some other customer prefers his claim to be served without further delay.

此时，这位衣着优雅的人物正把他刚开出的当票副本登记到一本厚册子上。在此过程中，他时而停下来和离他不远的另一个做着相似工作的年轻人交谈。那个年轻人所说的“昨晚那最后一瓶苏打水”和“那个年轻女人把他们交给警察时，他自己感到我的帽子多圆呀”，似乎是指前一天晚上某些偷着干的乐事之后果。不过，顾客们普遍地好像未能分享此事引起的乐趣，因为一个面色蜡黄的老妇人——在之前的半个小时里，她一直用双臂撑着靠在柜台上，面前放着一个小包裹——突然打断了他们的谈话，对那个戴首饰的店员说道：“喂，亨利先生，请快点儿，行行好吧，因为我的两个孙子锁在家里，我担心失火呢。”店员略微抬了抬头，显出心不在焉的神态，然后又继续登记，仔细地仿佛是在雕刻似的。“今晚你很匆忙，泰瑟姆太太，是吗？”过了大约五分钟后，他才作出回应。“是呀，我确实是很急，亨利先生。嗯，请下一个就给我办吧，行个好。要不是这些讨厌的孩子，我不会劳烦你的。”“你要当什么？”店员询问道，打开包裹上的别针，“我想是老玩意儿吧——一件紧身胸衣和一条衬裙。你必须得找点别的东西了，老太太。这些东西当不了多少钱。只是每周把它们放进去又拿出来三次，到现在就已经破旧不堪了。”“唉！你真是个难对付的人。”老妇人大笑着回答道，仿佛是有义务这么笑似的，“我真希望有你这样的口才，那样看看我还会不会这么常来当铺了！不，不是，那不是衬裙。那是一件孩子的外衣，还有一条漂亮的丝绸围巾，是我丈夫的。他花了四个先令买的，就在他折断手臂那该死的当天。”“这些东西你要当多少钱？”亨利先生问道，略微看了一眼它很可能之前见过的东西，“这些你要多少钱？”“十八个便士。”“给你当九便士。”“噢，算一个先令吧。行行好吧，就这样？”“一个子儿也不多。”“唉，我想我只得接受了。”双联式当票写好了，一张标签别在包裹上，另一张则交给老妇人。包裹被漫不经心地扔进一个角落，接着另一位顾客要求立即给他办理。




The choice falls on an unshaven, dirty, sottish-looking fellow, whose tarnished paper-cap, stuck negligently over one eye, communicates an additionally repulsive expression to his very uninviting countenance. He was enjoying a little relaxation from his sedentary pursuits a quarter of an hour ago, in kicking his wife up the court. He has come to redeem some tools:- probably to complete a job with, on account of which he has already received some money, if his inflamed countenance and drunken staggers may be taken as evidence of the fact. Having waited some little time, he makes his presence known by venting his ill-humour on a ragged urchin, who, being unable to bring his face on a level with the counter by any other process, has employed himself in climbing up, and then hooking himself on with his elbows—an uneasy perch, from which he has fallen at intervals, generally alighting on the toes of the person in his immediate vicinity. In the present case, the unfortunate little wretch has received a cuff which sends him reeling to this door; and the donor of the blow is immediately the object of general indignation.

一个没刮胡子、看起来像个酒鬼的脏兮兮的家伙被选中了。他污秽的纸帽子随便地遮在了一只眼睛上，让他那不招人喜欢的容貌显得更加令人厌恶。一刻钟前，他坐着把他老婆踢到了院子里去，现在正享受着片刻放松。他来赎一些工具，可能是要用来完成一个活计。他已经预收了一些钱，如果他那红红的面孔和醉态的蹒跚可以证明这一事实的话。等了一会儿之后，他拿一个衣衫褴褛的顽童来发泄他的坏脾气，吸引了别人的注意。那个孩子怎么样都不能使自己的脸达到柜台的高度，只好自己往上爬，然后用双肘钩住——这是个很不舒服的姿势，他过一会儿就会掉下来，老是落在离他最近的那个人的脚趾上。这一次，这个不幸的小可怜挨了一巴掌，踉踉跄跄到了门边。打这一巴掌的人立刻成了公愤的对象。




'What do you strike the boy for, you brute?' exclaims a slipshod woman, with two flat irons in a little basket. 'Do you think he's your wife, you willin?''Go and hang yourself!' replies the gentleman addressed, with a drunken look of savage stupidity, aiming at the same time a blow at the woman which fortunately misses its object. 'Go and hang yourself; and wait till I come and cut you down.'—'Cut you down,' rejoins the woman, 'I wish I had the cutting of you up, you wagabond! (loud.) Oh! You precious wagabond!

“你为什么打这个孩子，你这个畜生？”一个穿着塌跟鞋的女人高喊道，带着一个小篮子，里面装着两个熨斗，“你以为他是你老婆吗，你这个恶棍？”“你去上吊吧！”那个先生回答道，一副醉汉的野蛮和愚蠢的样子，同时一拳朝那个女人打去，幸好打偏了，“上吊去，等着我去割断绳子把你放下来。”“割断绳子把你放下来。”女人反驳道，“我真希望把你千刀万剐，你这个流氓！（大声地）噢！你这个十足的流氓！




(rather louder.)Where's your wife, you willin? (louder still; women of this class are always sympathetic, and work themselves into a tremendous passion on the shortest notice.)Your poor dear wife as you uses worser nor a dog—strike a woman—you a man! (very shrill;) I wish I had you—I'd murder you, I would, if I died for it!'—'Now be civil,' retorts the man fiercely. 'Be civil, you wiper!' ejaculates the woman contemptuously. 'An't it shocking?' she continues, turning round, and appealing to an old woman who is peeping out of one of the little closets we have before described, and who has not the slightest objection to join in the attack, possessing, as she does, the comfortable conviction that she is bolted in. 'Ain't it shocking, ma'am? (Dreadful! says the old woman in a parenthesis, not exactly knowing what the question refers to.)He's got a wife, ma'am, as takes in mangling, and is as 'dustrious and hard-working a young 'ooman as can be, (very fast) as lives in the back parlour of our 'ous, which my husband and me lives in the front one (with great rapidity)—and we hears him a beaten' on her sometimes when he comes home drunk, the whole night through, and not only a beaten' her, but beaten' his own child too, to make her more miserable—ugh, you beast! and she, poor creater, won't swear the peace agin him, nor do nothin', because she likes the wretch arter all—worse luck!'Here, as the woman has completely run herself out of breath, the pawnbroker himself, who has just appeared behind the counter in a gray dressing-gown, embraces the favourable opportunity of putting in a word:'Now I won't have none of this sort of thing on my premises!' he interposes with an air of authority. 'Mrs. Mackin, keep yourself to yourself, or you don't get fourpence for a flat iron here; and Jinkins, you leave your ticket here till you're sober, and send your wife for them two planes, for I won't have you in my shop at no price; so make yourself scarce, before I make you scarcer.'

（更大声地）你老婆在哪儿，你这个恶棍？（声音更大了。这一阶级的女人总是富有同情心，而且瞬间就会把自己搞得极其激动。）你那可怜的亲爱的老婆，你待她还不如一条狗——打女人——你还是个男人呢！（非常尖锐）我真希望把你——我要杀死你，我要这么做，我誓死这样做！”“喂，讲点礼貌。”男人凶狠地反驳道。“你讲点礼貌，你这条毒蛇！”女人蔑视地突然嚷道。“这不是骇人听闻吗？”她接着说，转身向正从我们之前描述过的一个小密室朝外窥探的老妇人呼吁。那位老妇人毫不反对加入这场战斗，因为她舒服地确信自己是关在里面的。“这不骇人听闻吗，太太？（“太可怕了！”老妇人插嘴道，并不太清楚那个问题指什么。）太太，他狠狠地乱打老婆，而他老婆是个最勤劳苦干的年轻女人，（说得很快）他们住在我们家的后起居室里，我和我的丈夫住在前面（说得相当快）。我们听见他有时候喝醉酒回家打她，整夜地打，而且不但打她，还打他自己的孩子，这让她更难受。呸，你这个畜生！而她呢，可怜的人，既不骂他，也不做什么，因为她毕竟是爱这个坏蛋的，这就更不幸了！”这时，那个女人已经完全上气不接下气了。穿着灰色晨衣的当铺老板刚刚出现在柜台后面，抓住这个好机会插话。“在我的铺子里可不许有这样的事发生！”他带着权威的神态干预进来，“麦金太太，别多管闲事，不然你的熨斗在这儿当不到四个便士。吉金斯，把你的当票留在这儿，等你清醒了，让你的老婆来取两个刨子，因为我无论如何不会让你呆在我的店里。所以，别等我赶你走，自己快走吧。”




This eloquent address produces anything but the effect desired; the women rail in concert; the man hits about him in all directions, and is in the act of establishing an indisputable claim to gratuitous lodgings for the night, when the entrance of his wife, a wretched, worn-out woman, apparently in the last stage of consumption, whose face bears evident marks of recent ill-usage, and whose strength seems hardly equal to the burden—light enough, God knows!—of the thin, sickly child she carries in her arms, turns his cowardly rage in a safer direction. 'Come home, dear,' cries the miserable creature, in an imploring tone; 'DO come home, there's a good fellow, and go to bed.'—'Go home yourself,' rejoins the furious ruffian. 'Do come home quietly,' repeats the wife, bursting into tears. 'Go home yourself,' retorts the husband again, enforcing his argument by a blow which sends the poor creature flying out of the shop. Her 'natural protector' follows her up the court, alternately venting his rage in accelerating her progress, and in knocking the little scanty blue bonnet of the unfortunate child over its still more scanty and faded-looking face.

这一番雄辩所产生的效果跟他想要的完全相反。女人们齐声抱怨。那个男人从四面八方朝他打过去，正在争取免费住一晚的无可争辩的权利时，他的妻子走了进来。那是个衰弱、可怜的女人，显然已经是肺结核晚期，脸上还有最近受过虐待的明显痕迹。她似乎承受不了怀里抱着的孩子的重量了——天晓得，那个孩子已经够轻了！孩子患了病，身体瘦弱。他把怯懦的怒气转向一个比较安全的方向去。“回家来吧，亲爱的，”那个可怜的女人用恳求的口吻喊道，“一定要回家来，听话吧，睡觉去。”“你自己滚回家去。”气冲冲的暴徒回答说。“安安静静地回家来吧。”妻子重复道，突然哭了起来。“你自己滚回去。”丈夫又驳斥道，强制执行了自己的命令，把那个可怜的女人一拳打得飞也似的出了店铺。她的“天然保护人”跟在她后面，到了院子里。他时而通过逼她加快步子来发泄自己的怒气，时而一拳打在那不幸的孩子戴的那顶太小了的小蓝帽上。帽子盖住了他那张更瘦小的毫无血色的脸蛋。




In the last box, which is situated in the darkest and most obscure corner of the shop, considerably removed from either of the gas-lights, are a young delicate girl of about twenty, and an elderly female, evidently her mother from the resemblance between them, who stand at some distance back, as if to avoid the observation even of the shopman. It is not their first visit to a pawnbroker's shop, for they answer without a moment's hesitation the usual questions, put in a rather respectful manner, and in a much lower tone than usual, of 'What name shall I say? —Your own property, of course? — Where do you live? —Housekeeper or lodger?'They bargain, too, for a higher loan than the shopman is at first inclined to offer, which a perfect stranger would be little disposed to do; and the elder female urges her daughter on, in scarcely audible whispers, to exert her utmost powers of persuasion to obtain an advance of the sum, and expatiate on the value of the articles they have brought to raise a present supply upon. They are a small gold chain and a 'Forget me not' ring: the girl's property, for they are both too small for the mother; given her in better times; prized, perhaps, once, for the giver's sake, but parted with now without a struggle; for want has hardened the mother, and her example has hardened the girl, and the prospect of receiving money, coupled with a recollection of the misery they have both endured from the want of it—the coldness of old friends—the stern refusal of some, and the still more galling compassion of others—appears to have obliterated the consciousness of self-humiliation, which the idea of their present situation would once have aroused.

店铺里的最后一个格台位于店铺里最昏暗、最不引人注目的角落，而且离两盏煤气灯都很远。里面有一位大约二十岁的年轻娇弱的姑娘和一位年长的妇女。从她们相似的容貌来看，她们显然是母女。那位母亲站在后面很远的地方，仿佛甚至要避开店员的注意一样。这并非是她们初次来当铺，因为她们回答常规问题时，毫不迟疑，态度恭恭敬敬，声音也比平时压低了。问题包括：“尊姓大名？当然，这是你自己的财物吧？您住在哪儿？是房东还是房客？”她们的要价也比店员起初想要开的价高，而一个完全外行的人是不大会这么做的。那个年长的妇女用几乎听不见的私语催促她女儿，让她充分发挥说服本领，获得高价，还让她细细说了一番她们带来典当的东西的价值。她们带来的东西有一根细小的金项链和一只铸成“勿忘草”形状的戒指。这些都是女儿的东西，因为母亲戴上都太小了。这些是她在境况较好时获赠的，以前也许会为赠送人珍藏着，可如今却毫不在乎地割舍了。这是因为贫困已使母亲变得狠心，而她的榜样又使女儿也变得狠心。如今，得到钱的指望，加上又想起她们两个因缺钱而忍受的痛苦——老朋友对她们的冷酷无情，有的板着脸拒绝借钱，有的给予更让她们难堪的同情——似乎让她们不觉得自己在丢丑。而曾经若想到她们目前的处境，会让她们觉得很丢人。




In the next box, is a young female, whose attire, miserably poor, but extremely gaudy, wretchedly cold, but extravagantly fine, too plainly bespeaks her station. The rich satin gown with its faded trimmings, the worn-out thin shoes, and pink silk stockings, the summer bonnet in winter, and the sunken face, where a daub of rouge only serves as an index to the ravages of squandered health never to be regained, and lost happiness never to be restored, and where the practised smile is a wretched mockery of the misery of the heart, cannot be mistaken. There is something in the glimpse she has just caught of her young neighbour, and in the sight of the little trinkets she has offered in pawn, that seems to have awakened in this woman's mind some slumbering recollection, and to have changed, for an instant, her whole demeanour. Her first hasty impulse was to bend forward as if to scan more minutely the appearance of her half-concealed companions; her next, on seeing them involuntarily shrink from her, to retreat to the back of the box, cover her face with her hands, and burst into tears.

下一个格台里的是一位年轻的女子，她的衣着窘境毕露，却又极端俗丽，单薄悲惨，却又十分好看。这些再清楚不过地说明了她的地位。她穿着带褪色边饰的华美绸子长袍、单薄的破鞋和粉红色的长丝袜，严冬里戴着夏季的帽子，凹陷的面孔上涂的胭脂只能指示她那遭到恣意破坏、再也恢复不了的健康和失去的再也不能复得的幸福所承受的破坏。那强颜一笑则是对内心痛苦的悲惨讥讽，一定是这样。她刚才朝旁边那个年轻姑娘的一瞥中和看着那位姑娘要典当的那些小饰物时的目光中，似乎有什么在这个女人心中唤醒了某些沉睡的记忆，并且在一瞬间改变了她的整个态度。她第一个急促的冲动是向前探身，好像要更仔细地看一看隔壁那两个半隐藏着的人的摸样。接下来，由于看见她们不自觉地朝后缩，她便退到那个分格的后面，用手捂住脸痛哭起来。




There are strange chords in the human heart, which will lie dormant through years of depravity and wickedness, but which will vibrate at last to some slight circumstance apparently trivial in itself, but connected by some undefined and indistinct association, with past days that can never be recalled, and with bitter recollections from which the most degraded creature in existence cannot escape.

人的心中有一些奇异的弦线，在人堕落和邪恶时，它们会连年处于静止的状态。但是，它们最终会在人遇上一件小事时活跃起来。因为，尽管那件事看起来很细微，却通过某种说不清、不明确的联想，与想不起的过往和世间最堕落的人也逃不过的痛苦回忆相联系起来。




There has been another spectator, in the person of a woman in the common shop; the lowest of the low; dirty, unbonneted, flaunting, and slovenly. Her curiosity was at first attracted by the little she could see of the group; then her attention. The half-intoxicated leer changed to an expression of something like interest, and a feeling similar to that we have described, appeared for a moment, and only a moment, to extend itself even to her bosom.

还有另一个旁观者，是普通店堂里的一个女人。她已经穷得到了绝境，脏兮兮的，没有戴帽子，张扬炫耀，而又不修边幅。起初，她只是由于看不清那些人而勾起了好奇心。然后，她的注意力被吸引去了。她那半是醉意的睨视变成有点像是感兴趣的表情，类似于我们刚才描述的那种感情出现了一瞬间，只是一瞬间，却深入到了她的内心。




Who shall say how soon these women may change places? The last has but two more stages—the hospital and the grave. How many females situated as her two companions are, and as she may have been once, have terminated the same wretched course, in the same wretched manner! One is already tracing her footsteps with frightful rapidity. How soon may the other follow her example! How many have done the same!

谁能说得出这些女人多久就换个去处？最后那个只多了两个阶段——医院和坟墓。有多少女性和她这两个伙伴处境一样，她可能也曾是这样，已经结束了同样悲惨的过程，用同样悲惨的方式！有一个已经以可怕的速度步她的后尘了。另一个会多么快地以她为榜样啊！有多少女子做了同样的事啊！








CHAPTER XXIV CRIMINAL COURTS

第二十四章　刑事法庭




We shall never forget the mingled feelings of awe and respect with which we used to gaze on the exterior of Newgate in our schoolboy days. How dreadful its rough heavy walls, and low massive doors, appeared to us—the latter looking as if they were made for the express purpose of letting people in, and never letting them out again. Then the fetters over the debtors' door, which we used to think were a bona fide set of irons, just hung up there, for convenience' sake, ready to be taken down at a moment's notice, and riveted on the limbs of some refractory felon! We were never tired of wondering how the hackney-coachmen on the opposite stand could cut jokes in the presence of such horrors, and drink pots of half-and-half so near the last drop.

我们永远不会忘记学生时代时凝视着纽盖特监狱外部时，心里那又害怕又尊敬的复杂心情。它那粗糙厚实的围墙和矮而厚的门在我们看来是多么可怕啊——后者好像是专门为把人关进去，而且永远不再把他们放出来而建造。还有挂在债务人囚房门上的脚镣，我们认为那是一副货真价实的铁链。为了方便起见，脚镣就挂在门上，随时可以取下来，钉在某个执拗的重罪犯的手脚上！我们总是不厌其烦地好奇，法庭对面车站上的四轮出租马车夫如何面对这样的恐怖事物还能开玩笑，而且还能把一壶壶浓淡相搀的酒几乎全部喝光。




Often have we strayed here, in sessions time, to catch a glimpse of the whipping-place, and that dark building on one side of the yard, in which is kept the gibbet with all its dreadful apparatus, and on the door of which we half expected to see a brass plate, with the inscription 'Mr. Ketch;' for we never imagined that the distinguished functionary could by possibility live anywhere else! The days of these childish dreams have passed away, and with them many other boyish ideas of a gayer nature. But we still retain so much of our original feeling, that to this hour we never pass the building without something like a shudder.

开庭期间，我们常常在这儿闲逛，为了看一眼执行笞刑的场地和院子一边的那座黑乎乎的楼。楼里保存着纹刑架和它全部可怕的装置。我们还有点期望在门上看到一块铜牌，上面刻着“凯奇先生”的字样，因为我们从没想过这位杰出的官员有可能住在任何其他的地方！这种充满孩子气梦想的日子已经逝去了，随之逝去的还有许多其他更快活些的孩子气的想法。可是，我们仍然保留了许多原先的心情，直到此刻我们走过那幢楼时还是免不了颤栗。




What London pedestrian is there who has not, at some time or other, cast a hurried glance through the wicket at which prisoners are admitted into this gloomy mansion, and surveyed the few objects he could discern, with an indescribable feeling of curiosity? The thick door, plated with iron and mounted with spikes, just low enough to enable you to see, leaning over them, an ill-looking fellow, in a broad-brimmed hat, Belcher handkerchief and top-boots: with a brown coat, something between a great-coat and a 'sporting' jacket, on his back, and an immense key in his left hand. Perhaps you are lucky enough to pass, just as the gate is being opened; then, you see on the other side of the lodge, another gate, the image of its predecessor, and two or three more turnkeys, who look like multiplications of the first one, seated round a fire which just lights up the whitewashed apartment sufficiently to enable you to catch a hasty glimpse of these different objects. We have a great respect for Mrs. Fry, but she certainly ought to have written more romances than Mrs. Radcliffe.

有哪个伦敦行人不会时而带着一种难以形容的好奇心，匆匆朝囚犯进入这幢阴暗的大楼所必经的那扇边门瞥上一眼，查看他所能辨认出来的几样东西呢？那扇厚实的门，面上包着铁板，顶上钉着尖铁。门很矮，你刚好能看到一个长相凶恶的人正把身子俯在那些尖铁上面。那人头戴宽边帽，围着蓝白色颈巾，穿着一双长筒靴子。他穿着一件褐色外套和一件又像大衣又像“运动”夹克衫的衣服，左手拿一把巨大的钥匙。或许你有幸在那扇门打开的时候经过。然后，你就看见门房的另一边还有另一扇门，同前面那扇一模一样，还有两三个监狱看守，看上去像是由第一个看守增殖出来的一样。他们围着炉火坐着，炉火把那间粉刷过的房间照亮，刚好够使你迅速地瞥一眼这些不同的人。我们对弗赖伊夫人很敬重，但她确实应该比拉德克利夫夫人写的传奇故事更多。




We were walking leisurely down the Old Bailey, some time ago, when, as we passed this identical gate, it was opened by the officiating turnkey. We turned quickly round, as a matter of course, and saw two persons descending the steps. We could not help stopping and observing them.

不久前，我们悠闲地走在老贝利街上，经过这扇门时，它被执行公务的监狱看守打开了。我们快速地转过身来，不出所料看到两个人正在下台阶。我们忍不住停下来观察他们。




They were an elderly woman, of decent appearance, though evidently poor, and a boy of about fourteen or fifteen. The woman was crying bitterly; she carried a small bundle in her hand, and the boy followed at a short distance behind her. Their little history was obvious. The boy was her son, to whose early comfort she had perhaps sacrificed her own—for whose sake she had borne misery without repining, and poverty without a murmur—looking steadily forward to the time, when he who had so long witnessed her struggles for himself, might be enabled to make some exertions for their joint support. He had formed dissolute connexions; idleness had led to crime; and he had been committed to take his trial for some petty theft. He had been long in prison, and, after receiving some trifling additional punishment, had been ordered to be discharged that morning. It was his first offence, and his poor old mother, still hoping to reclaim him, had been waiting at the gate to implore him to return home.

他们是一个尽管显然很贫穷、却长得很体面的年长女人和一个大概十四五岁的男孩。那个女人正在痛哭，手里提着一个小包裹，男孩在后面紧紧跟着她。显然，他们的过去很简单。那个男孩是她儿子，她可能为了他幼时的舒适牺牲掉了自己的舒适——为了他，她毫无怨言地承受苦难，默默地忍受贫穷。她坚定地盼望有那么一天，目睹她长期以来为自己所作的奋斗之后，他也能为两人共同的生计卖力。他结交了一些狐朋狗友，游手好闲让他犯了罪，还因为小愉小摸被判刑。他被囚禁了很久，接受了一些轻微的附加惩罚之后，那天早上被释放了。这是他第一次犯罪，他可怜的老母亲仍然希望感化他，已经等在门旁，恳求他回家去。




We cannot forget the boy; he descended the steps with a dogged look, shaking his head with an air of bravado and obstinate determination. They walked a few paces, and paused. The woman put her hand upon his shoulder in an agony of entreaty, and the boy sullenly raised his head as if in refusal. It was a brilliant morning, and every object looked fresh and happy in the broad, gay sunlight; he gazed round him for a few moments, bewildered with the brightness of the scene, for it was long since he had beheld anything save the gloomy walls of a prison. Perhaps the wretchedness of his mother made some impression on the boy's heart; perhaps some undefined recollection of the time when he was a happy child, and she his only friend, and best companion, crowded on him—he burst into tears; and covering his face with one hand, and hurriedly placing the other in his mother's, walked away with her.

我们忘不了那个男孩。他表情固执地走下台阶，摇着头，一副逞能和顽固不化的样子。他们走了几步，然后停了下来。那个女人痛苦地哀求着，把手放在他肩膀上。而那男孩愠怒地抬起头，好像在拒绝。那是个阳光灿烂的早晨，在洒满大地的快活的阳光中，每样东西看起来都那么清新、欢快。他朝四周凝视了一会儿，被周围景物的光明迷住了，因为他很长时间以来，除了监狱里阴暗的墙壁之外，都没看见过别的什么东西。也许是他母亲的悲惨触动了他的心，也许是一些说不清的回忆涌上心头。那时，他还是个快乐的孩子，他母亲则是他唯一的朋友和最好的陪伴。他哭了出来，用一只手捂着脸，并急忙把另一只手伸到他母亲手里，和她一起走开了。




Curiosity has occasionally led us into both Courts at the Old Bailey. Nothing is so likely to strike the person who enters them for the first time, as the calm indifference with which the proceedings are conducted; every trial seems a mere matter of business. There is a great deal of form, but no compassion; considerable interest, but no sympathy. Take the Old Court for example. There sit the judges, with whose great dignity everybody is acquainted, and of whom therefore we need say no more. Then, there is the Lord Mayor in the centre, looking as cool as a Lord Mayor CAN look, with an immense bouquet before him, and habited in all the splendour of his office. Then, there are the Sheriffs, who are almost as dignified as the Lord Mayor himself; and the Barristers, who are quite dignified enough in their own opinion; and the spectators, who having paid for their admission, look upon the whole scene as if it were got up especially for their amusement. Look upon the whole group in the body of the Court— some wholly engrossed in the morning papers, others carelessly conversing in low whispers, and others, again, quietly dozing away an hour—and you can scarcely believe that the result of the trial is a matter of life or death to one wretched being present. But turn your eyes to the dock; watch the prisoner attentively for a few moments; and the fact is before you, in all its painful reality. Mark how restlessly he has been engaged for the last ten minutes, in forming all sorts of fantastic figures with the herbs which are strewed upon the ledge before him; observe the ashy paleness of his face when a particular witness appears, and how he changes his position and wipes his clammy forehead, and feverish hands, when the case for the prosecution is closed, as if it were a relief to him to feel that the jury knew the worst.

好奇心有时会促使我们走进老贝利街上的两个法庭。没有什么能比诉讼进行时平静和冷漠的态度更能触动一个初次进来的人了。每次的审讯似乎都只是例行公事。形式众多，却毫无怜悯之情；相当有趣，但没有同情心。以老法庭为例。法官们坐在那儿，他们强烈的尊严无人不知。因此，关于他们，我们不需要再多说什么。然后，还有坐在中央的市长。他显出了一个市长所可能表现出的冷静，前面有一大束花。他穿上了全副华丽官服。还有那些郡长，他们几乎同市长一样庄严。还有自认为够威严的律师和付了入场费的观众。这些观众把整个场面看成好像是为他们的娱乐而特别安排的一样。看看法庭里所有的人——有的在全神贯注地看晨报，有的在随意地低声聊天，还有的静静地打了一小时的盹儿——你简直没法相信这场审讯的结果关乎一个可怜的在场者的生死。你再把目光转向被告席，集中注意力注视一会儿那个犯人。事实便呈现在你的面前，事实痛苦而现实。注意在过去的十分钟里，他是多么烦躁地把撒在面前壁架上的药草摆成种种奇异的形象。注意他的脸色在某个证人出现时变得多么苍白，以及控告结束后，他如何改变了姿势、擦了一下湿冷的前额和发热的双手，仿佛他感到陪审团知道了最糟的情况反倒使他松了一口气。




The defence is concluded; the judge proceeds to sum up the evidence; and the prisoner watches the countenances of the jury, as a dying man, clinging to life to the very last, vainly looks in the face of his physician for a slight ray of hope. They turn round to consult; you can almost hear the man's heart beat, as he bites the stalk of rosemary, with a desperate effort to appear composed. They resume their places—a dead silence prevails as the foreman delivers in the verdict—'Guilty!'A shriek bursts from a female in the gallery; the prisoner casts one look at the quarter from whence the noise proceeded; and is immediately hurried from the dock by the gaoler. The clerk directs one of the officers of the Court to 'take the woman out,' and fresh business is proceeded with, as if nothing had occurred.

辩护结束了，法官开始总结证据。那个囚犯望着陪审员的脸色，正如一个垂死的人，临终还不愿咽气，为了一丝希望而徒劳地紧盯着医生的脸那样。他们转过身去商讨，你几乎可以听得见那人的心跳，尽管他咬住一根迷迭香的花梗，极力故作镇定。他们回到自己的位置上——陪审团主席宣布裁决时，周围一片死寂——宣布“有罪！”一个女人的尖叫声从边座传来，囚犯朝发出叫声的地方瞧了一眼，随即由监狱看守从被告席上匆匆带走了。书记员命令其中一个法警“把那个女人带出去”，接着又开始办另一宗案子，就像什么也没发生过一样。




No imaginary contrast to a case like this, could be as complete as that which is constantly presented in the New Court, the gravity of which is frequently disturbed in no small degree, by the cunning and pertinacity of juvenile offenders. A boy of thirteen is tried, say for picking the pocket of some subject of her Majesty, and the offence is about as clearly proved as an offence can be. He is called upon for his defence, and contents himself with a little declamation about the jurymen and his country—asserts that all the witnesses have committed perjury, and hints that the police force generally have entered into a conspiracy 'against' him. However probable this statement may be, it fails to convince the Court, and some such scene as the following then takes place:

新法庭里常常出现与该案件完全相反的事情，比任何想象中的反差都要彻底。那个法庭的庄重气氛经常被狡诈、执拗的少年犯严重扰乱。有一个十三岁的男孩被审讯，据说他扒窃了女王陛下的某个臣民，并且他的罪证已经再确凿不过。他被要求为自己辩护，很满意地攻击陪审员和国家，显得有些慷慨激昂，还宣称所有的证人都作了伪证，暗示警察也普遍参与了一个阴谋来“反对”他。不管这话有多少真实性，法庭没有信服它，于是下面的场面就发生了：




Court: Have you any witnesses to speak to your character, boy?

法官：你有没有什么证人能为你的品德说话，孩子？




Boy: Yes, my Lord; fifteen gen'lm'n is a vaten outside, and vos a vaten all day yesterday, vich they told me the night afore my trial vos a comin' on.

男孩：有，法官大人。有十五位先生正在外面等着呢，昨天等了一整天呢。他们前一天晚上就告诉我要对我审讯了。




Court: Inquire for these witnesses.

法官：去找这些证人。




Here, a stout beadle runs out, and vociferates for the witnesses at the very top of his voice; for you hear his cry grow fainter and fainter as he descends the steps into the court-yard below. After an absence of five minutes, he returns, very warm and hoarse, and informs the Court of what it knew perfectly well before—namely, that there are no such witnesses in attendance. Hereupon, the boy sets up a most awful howling; screws the lower part of the palms of his hands into the corners of his eyes; and endeavours to look the picture of injured innocence. The jury at once find him 'guilty,' and his endeavours to squeeze out a tear or two are redoubled. The governor of the gaol then states, in reply to an inquiry from the bench, that the prisoner has been under his care twice before. This the urchin resolutely denies in some such terms as—'S'elp me, gen'lm'n, I never vos in trouble afore—indeed, my Lord, I never vos. It's all a howen to my having a twin brother, vich has wrongfully got into trouble, and vich is so exactly like me, that no vun ever knows the difference atween us.'

这时，一个矮胖的小吏跑出去，声嘶力竭地喊叫证人。你听到他跑下台阶，到了下面的院子里去，喊声也越来越弱。过了五分钟，他回来了，大汗淋漓，声音嘶哑。他向法庭通报法庭早已知晓的情况——即，根本没有这样的证人到场。于是，那个男孩嚎啕大哭起来，用两只手掌近腕的部分使劲揉着眼角，努力作出一副受了伤害的无辜样。陪审团立即宣布他“有罪”，他就加倍地努力挤出一两滴眼泪。接着，监狱长在答复法官的问话时，说这个囚犯曾经由他照管过两次。对此，那个顽童极力否认，说着一些这样的话： “帮帮我，先生。我以前从没惹过麻烦，真的，法官大人，我从没有闹过。都是因为我有个孪生兄弟，他曾经非法闹事。他长得和我简直完全一样，谁也分辨不出我们俩。”




This representation, like the defence, fails in producing the desired effect, and the boy is sentenced, perhaps, to seven years' transportation. Finding it impossible to excite compassion, he gives vent to his feelings in an imprecation bearing reference to the eyes of 'old big vig!' and as he declines to take the trouble of walking from the dock, is forthwith carried out, congratulating himself on having succeeded in giving everybody as much trouble as possible.

就像那番辩护一样，这个抗议也没有产生他想要的效果。于是，这个男孩被判了大概流放七年。发现不可能博取同情之后，他便咒骂法官，以发泄怒气，骂法官“又老又大的笨蛋”的眼睛。由于他拒绝费劲走出被告席，被人抬了出去。他还庆幸于成功地给所有人尽量地制造麻烦。








CHAPTER XXV A VISIT TO NEWGATE

第二十五章　访问纽盖特监狱




'The force of habit' is a trite phrase in everybody's mouth; and it is not a little remarkable that those who use it most as applied to others, unconsciously afford in their own persons singular examples of the power which habit and custom exercise over the minds of men, and of the little reflection they are apt to bestow on subjects with which every day's experience has rendered them familiar. If Bedlam could be suddenly removed like another Aladdin's palace, and set down on the space now occupied by Newgate, scarcely one man out of a hundred, whose road to business every morning lies through Newgate-street, or the Old Bailey, would pass the building without bestowing a hasty glance on its small, grated windows, and a transient thought upon the condition of the unhappy beings immured in its dismal cells; and yet these same men, day by day, and hour by hour, pass and repass this gloomy depository of the guilt and misery of London, in one perpetual stream of life and bustle, utterly unmindful of the throng of wretched creatures pent up within it—nay, not even knowing, or if they do, not heeding, the fact, that as they pass one particular angle of the massive wall with a light laugh or a merry whistle, they stand within one yard of a fellow-creature, bound and helpless, whose hours are numbered, from whom the last feeble ray of hope has fled for ever, and whose miserable career will shortly terminate in a violent and shameful death. Contact with death even in its least terrible shape, is solemn and appalling. How much more awful is it to reflect on this near vicinity to the dying—to men in full health and vigour, in the flower of youth or the prime of life, with all their faculties and perceptions as acute and perfect as your own; but dying, nevertheless—dying as surely—with the hand of death imprinted upon them as indelibly—as if mortal disease had wasted their frames to shadows, and corruption had already begun!

“习惯的力量”是每个人都能脱口而出的陈旧词语。值得一提的是，那些最经常对别人说这句话的人，自己却无意间成了独特的例子，证明了习惯和风俗凌驾于人们思维之上的力量和他们对因每天接触而无比熟悉的事物所给予的反思之少。假如贝德兰可以像另一座阿拉丁的宫殿那样突然移开，然后放在如今纽盖特所在的地方，那么每天早上得穿过纽盖特街或老贝利街去工作的那些人当中，一百个里几乎不会有一个在经过那幢楼时不匆匆瞥一眼那些有格栅的小窗户，同时脑中一瞬间想到监禁在一间间阴郁的牢房里那些不幸者的境况。可同样是这些人，他们日复一日、时时刻刻地一遍遍走过伦敦这个阴暗的罪恶和苦难的贮藏所，形成一条川流不息、熙熙攘攘的人流，却完全不顾被关在里面的可怜人—— 不，他们甚至还不知道，或者即使知道，也毫不在意一个事实。这个事实就是：他们一边轻笑着或高兴地吹着口哨绕过那堵厚墙时，他们和一个人相距不过一码，而此人却手脚被缚、无可奈何。他的时间已经不长了，最后一丝希望也己经永远消失。他悲惨的生涯马上就要由暴力而可耻的死亡来终结。和死亡，即使是最不可怕的死亡形式打交道，也是严肃而可怕的。更可怕的是想到自己这样接近即将死亡者——这些人身体健康、精力充沛，正值青春年少或是壮年。他们的官能和知觉与你同样敏锐而完善，尽管这样，他们却要死了——死定了，死亡已经不可磨灭地烙在了他们身上——好像世间的病痛己经使他们骨瘦如柴，而且已经开始腐烂了！




But these trades are as eccentric as comets; nay, worse, for no one can calculate on the recurrence of the strange appearances which betoken the disease. We have only to premise, that we do not intend to fatigue the reader with any statistical accounts of the prison; they will be found at length in numerous reports of numerous committees, and a variety of authorities of equal weight. We took no notes, made no memoranda, measured none of the yards, ascertained the exact number of inches in no particular room: are unable even to report of how many apartments the gaol is composed.

没几个星期之前，我们怀着这样的想法决定去参观纽盖特的内部——当然是以业余活动者的身份。我们既己如愿以偿，就着手将此行的收获公诸于读者，希望——是基于这一主题的性质，而不是对我们自己描述才能的狂妄自信——这篇文章不会让读者觉得完全枯燥无味。我们只需预先说明一下，我们并不打算用监狱的统计数字来劳烦读者。最终，它们会出现在众多委员会和各种同等重要的当局的众多报告中。我们没记笔记，没写备忘录，没测院子的大小，也没测定一个房间究竟有多少英寸：我们甚至说不出这个监狱一共有多少牢房。




We saw the prison, and saw the prisoners; and what we did see, and what we thought, we will tell at once in our own way.

我们看了监狱，看了囚犯。至于见到了什么，有什么感想，我们会马上用我们自己的方式讲述。




Having delivered our credentials to the servant who answered our knock at the door of the governor's house, we were ushered into the 'office;' a little room, on the right-hand side as you enter, with two windows looking into the Old Bailey: fitted up like an ordinary attorney's office, or merchant's counting-house, with the usual fixtures—a wainscoted partition, a shelf or two, a desk, a couple of stools, a pair of clerks, an almanack, a clock, and a few maps. After a little delay, occasioned by sending into the interior of the prison for the officer whose duty it was to conduct us, that functionary arrived; a respectable-looking man of about two or three and fifty, in a broad-brimmed hat, and full suit of black, who, but for his keys, would have looked quite as much like a clergyman as a turnkey. We were disappointed; he had not even top-boots on. Following our conductor by a door opposite to that at which we had entered, we arrived at a small room, without any other furniture than a little desk, with a book for visitors' autographs, and a shelf, on which were a few boxes for papers, and casts of the heads and faces of the two notorious murderers, Bishop and Williams; the former, in particular, exhibiting a style of head and set of features, which might have afforded sufficient moral grounds for his instant execution at any time, even had there been no other evidence against him. Leaving this room also, by an opposite door, we found ourself in the lodge which opens on the Old Bailey; one side of which is plentifully garnished with a choice collection of heavy sets of irons, including those worn by the redoubtable Jack Sheppard—genuine; and those SAID to have been graced by the sturdy limbs of the no less celebrated Dick Turpin—doubtful. From this lodge, a heavy oaken gate, bound with iron, studded with nails of the same material, and guarded by another turnkey, opens on a few steps, if we remember right, which terminate in a narrow and dismal stone passage, running parallel with the Old Bailey, and leading to the different yards, through a number of tortuous and intricate windings, guarded in their turn by huge gates and gratings, whose appearance is sufficient to dispel at once the slightest hope of escape that any new-comer may have entertained; and the very recollection of which, on eventually traversing the place again, involves one in a maze of confusion.

我们敲了监狱长房屋的大门，把证件交给开门的男仆，之后就被领进了“办公室”。那是一间小屋，在进门靠右边。屋子有两扇窗对着老贝利街，屋里用常用的物品摆设得像普通律师事务所或者商人的账房样子—— 一个护壁隔板、一两个架子、一张办公桌、两个凳子、一本历书、一个表和几张地图，还有两名文书。由于派人到监狱里去找负责带领我们的官员，我们耽搁了一会儿。那人来了，他大约五十二三岁，看起来很体面，头戴宽边帽，身穿一套宽松的黑衣服。如果不是他的钥匙，他就会看起来既像监狱看守又像牧师。我们感到失望，他连长筒靴都没穿。我们跟着向导穿过我们进来时走的那扇门对面的一扇门，来到了一间小屋子里。屋里没有别的家具，只有一张小办公桌，上面放着一本访客签名册和一个架子。架子上面有几个里面放着文件的盒子和臭名昭著的杀人犯大主教和威廉斯的脑袋和脸的模型。尤其是前者，他的头和面貌模型的风格，已足够提供随时立即处决他的道德根据，即使没有其他不利于他的证据。我们从对面的一道门离开这间房子，到了通向老贝利街的那间门房。屋内有一边充足地装饰着精选的一副副笨重的镣铐，包括可怕的杰克· 谢泼德戴过的那副——这是真事，还有据说名声不亚于他的迪克·特平那强壮的四肢戴过的——这个令人怀疑。从这间门房出去，有扇笨重的橡木门，包着铁皮，门上钉着同样材质的大头钉。它由另一个监狱看守守卫着，如果我们没有记错的话，门口有几级石阶，一直到一条阴暗狭窄的石砌走廊才消失。走廊与老贝利街平行，通向各个院子，一路上迂回曲折地转弯，四周都设有巨大的门和格栅保卫着。那样子足够使任何初来的囚犯立即打消一切想逃跑的念头。而且，谁最终要再一次穿过这条走廊的话，仅仅回忆一下这些门，也会陷入极度混乱之中。




It is necessary to explain here, that the buildings in the prison, or in other words the different wards—form a square, of which the four sides abut respectively on the Old Bailey, the old College of Physicians (now forming a part of Newgate-market), the Sessions-house, and Newgate-street. The intermediate space is divided into several paved yards, in which the prisoners take such air and exercise as can be had in such a place. These yards, with the exception of that in which prisoners under sentence of death are confined (of which we shall presently give a more detailed description), run parallel with Newgate-street, and consequently from the Old Bailey, as it were, to Newgate-market. The women's side is in the right wing of the prison nearest the Sessions-house. As we were introduced into this part of the building first, we will adopt the same order, and introduce our readers to it also.

这里有必要解释一下，监狱里的建筑物，或者说那些牢房——形成了一个方形，四边分别相接于老贝利街、老医科大学（如今是纽盖特市场的一部分）、法庭大楼和纽盖特街。牢房之间的空间分成几个砖砌的院子，在这里，囚犯们做做在这种地方可能做的透透气和活动手脚之类的事情。除了囚禁判了死刑的犯人的那个院子（我们即将对此作更详细的描述），那些院子都与纽盖特街平行，所以可以说是从老贝利街到纽盖特市场那一段。女牢在监狱的右翼，离法庭大楼最近。由于我们最开始是被领进大楼的这个部分，我们也就按照同样的顺序向读者们介绍吧。




Turning to the right, then, down the passage to which we just now adverted, omitting any mention of intervening gates—for if we noticed every gate that was unlocked for us to pass through, and locked again as soon as we had passed, we should require a gate at every comma—we came to a door composed of thick bars of wood, through which were discernible, passing to and fro in a narrow yard, some twenty women: the majority of whom, however, as soon as they were aware of the presence of strangers, retreated to their wards. One side of this yard is railed off at a considerable distance, and formed into a kind of iron cage, about five feet ten inches in height, roofed at the top, and defended in front by iron bars, from which the friends of the female prisoners communicate with them. In one corner of this singular-looking den, was a yellow, haggard, decrepit old woman, in a tattered gown that had once been black, and the remains of an old straw bonnet, with faded ribbon of the same hue, in earnest conversation with a young girl—a prisoner, of course—of about two-and-twenty. It is impossible to imagine a more poverty-stricken object, or a creature so borne down in soul and body, by excess of misery and destitution, as the old woman. The girl was a good-looking, robust female, with a profusion of hair streaming about in the wind—for she had no bonnet on—and a man's silk pocket-handkerchief loosely thrown over a most ample pair of shoulders. The old woman was talking in that low, stifled tone of voice which tells so forcibly of mental anguish; and every now and then burst into an irrepressible sharp, abrupt cry of grief, the most distressing sound that ears can hear. The girl was perfectly unmoved. Hardened beyond all hope of redemption, she listened doggedly to her mother's entreaties, whatever they were: and, beyond inquiring after 'Jem,' and eagerly catching at the few halfpence her miserable parent had brought her, took no more apparent interest in the conversation than the most unconcerned spectators. Heaven knows there were enough of them, in the persons of the other prisoners in the yard, who were no more concerned by what was passing before their eyes, and within their hearing, than if they were blind and deaf. Why should they be? Inside the prison, and out, such scenes were too familiar to them, to excite even a passing thought, unless of ridicule or contempt for feelings which they had long since forgotten.

接着，顺着我们刚才提及的那条走廊向右转，我们打算忽略不谈中途经过的门——因为如果我们去注意那些为让我们通过而开锁，之后又马上锁上的每扇门的话，我们就得在每个逗号处写上一个“门”字——我们来到了由一根根粗木杆构成的一扇门前，通过它可以瞧见在一个狭窄的院子里来回走着的大约二十个女人。不过，她们大多数人只要知道有生人来，就会马上回到牢房去。这个院子的一边被远远地隔开，形成一个铁笼子，高约五英尺十英寸，顶上有盖，前面有一根根铁杆防护着，女囚犯的朋友们从那里和她们交谈。在这个看起来很奇异的囚笼的一个角落里，有一个脸色发黄、形容枯搞、衰弱不堪的老妇人，身穿一件原本是黑色的破长袍，头戴一顶破旧的草帽，帽子上缝着颜色相同的褪色缎带。她正热切地和一个大约二十二岁的年轻姑娘谈话——当然，那姑娘是个犯人。再也想象不出一个比这位老妇人更加贫困潦倒，或者由于过度痛苦和贫穷而如此身心交瘁的人了。那个女孩美貌而又强健，浓密的头发在风中飘动——因为她没戴帽子——一条男式丝绸手帕松松地披在她丰满的双肩上。老妇人说着话，她的声音低沉而压抑，表示她心里极其痛苦。她时不时地会突然爆发出一声压抑不住的尖锐的痛哭声，那是人类耳朵所能听到的最悲痛的声音。那个女孩完全无动于衷。她心肠硬得己经不可挽救，对母亲的恳求执拗地充耳不闻，不管她说什么。而且，除了询问“杰姆”的情况，并急切地抓过她可怜的母亲带给她的几个半便士铜币外，她对母亲的话显然毫不感兴趣了，就像最冷漠的旁观者一样。天知道旁观者已经够多了，那就是院子里的其他女犯人。她们丝毫不关心自己正看见的和听见的事，就像瞎子和聋子那样。她们为什么该关心呢？她们在监狱里和监狱外对这种情景太熟悉了，都激不起甚至一丝想法，除了嘲笑和鄙视她们早已忘却的那种感情以外。




A little farther on, a squalid-looking woman in a slovenly, thick- bordered cap, with her arms muffled in a large red shawl, the fringed ends of which straggled nearly to the bottom of a dirty white apron, was communicating some instructions to HER visitor—her daughter evidently. The girl was thinly clad, and shaking with the cold. Some ordinary word of recognition passed between her and her mother when she appeared at the grating, but neither hope, condolence, regret, nor affection was expressed on either side. The mother whispered her instructions, and the girl received them with her pinched-up, half-starved features twisted into an expression of careful cunning. It was some scheme for the woman's defence that she was disclosing, perhaps; and a sullen smile came over the girl's face for an instant, as if she were pleased: not so much at the probability of her mother's liberation, as at the chance of her 'getting off' in spite of her prosecutors. The dialogue was soon concluded; and with the same careless indifference with which they had approached each other, the mother turned towards the inner end of the yard, and the girl to the gate at which she had entered.

再远一点的地方，一个样子邋遢的女人戴着一顶厚边的脏帽子，两个手臂裹在一条红色大围巾里。围巾两头的边饰几乎垂到肮脏的白围裙下摆处。她正叮嘱着她的来访者——显然是她的女儿。那女孩穿得很单薄，正冷得发抖。她出现在格栅前的时候，母女说了些普普通通的招呼话，可没有表达祝愿、安慰或后悔的话，彼此也没有表达母女之爱。母亲轻声嘱咐着，女孩听着。她那消瘦、半是饥容的脸拧出一种狡诈而谨慎的表情。或许，那女人正在透露的是为自己辩护的某个计谋。女孩脸上露出一瞬间阴沉的笑容，仿佛她很高兴——并非因为她母亲可能获释而高兴，而是因为尽管有人检举她，她还是有可能“逃之夭夭”而高兴。对话不久便结束了。然后，正如她们互相走近时一样随便而淡漠，母亲朝院子里面那头走去，而女孩则走向刚才进来的那个门。




The girl belonged to a class—unhappily but too extensive—the very existence of which, should make men's hearts bleed. Barely past her childhood, it required but a glance to discover that she was one of those children, born and bred in neglect and vice, who have never known what childhood is: who have never been taught to love and court a parent's smile, or to dread a parent's frown. The thousand nameless endearments of childhood, its gaiety and its innocence, are alike unknown to them. They have entered at once upon the stern realities and miseries of life, and to their better nature it is almost hopeless to appeal in after-times, by any of the references which will awaken, if it be only for a moment, some good feeling in ordinary bosoms, however corrupt they may have become. Talk to THEM of parental solicitude, the happy days of childhood, and the merry games of infancy! Tell them of hunger and the streets, beggary and stripes, the gin-shop, the station-house, and the pawnbroker's, and they will understand you.

女孩属于的阶层——很不幸，但过于庞大——之存在令人心痛。她才刚刚度过童年，只需一眼便可发现她属于那种孩子——生来贫穷，成长过程中缺乏教管，染上种种恶习，而且从来不知道童年是什么。他们从未被教过去爱别人、博取父母的笑容，或畏惧家长的不悦之色。他们对童年的上千种无法形容的疼爱、快乐和天真都一无所知。他们立即就进入了冷酷的现实和生活的苦难，而且日后要激起他们天性中较好的方面几乎是毫无希望的，无论用什么办法。而这些办法会唤醒一般人心中善良的感情，哪怕只有片刻，不论他们已堕落到什么地步。试试跟他们谈父母的关爱、童年的快乐时光和幼儿时期的欢乐游戏！对他们讲饿肚子和流落街头、行乞和坐牢、酒馆、警察局和当铺，他们才会懂得你的话。




Two or three women were standing at different parts of the grating, conversing with their friends, but a very large proportion of the prisoners appeared to have no friends at all, beyond such of their old companions as might happen to be within the walls. So, passing hastily down the yard, and pausing only for an instant to notice the little incidents we have just recorded, we were conducted up a clean and well-lighted flight of stone stairs to one of the wards. There are several in this part of the building, but a description of one is a description of the whole.

两三个女人站在格栅不同的地方，正和她们的朋友交谈，可这里大部分女犯似乎根本没有朋友，除了可能刚巧也被关在监狱里的一些老同伴之外。因此，我们匆匆走过院子，只停留了一会儿，注意了一下我们刚才记载的那些小事。接着，我们被领着走上一段干净而灯火通明的通向一间牢房的石级。这幢楼的这一部分有几间牢房，但描述其中的一间便是描述了全部。




It was a spacious, bare, whitewashed apartment, lighted, of course, by windows looking into the interior of the prison, but far more light and airy than one could reasonably expect to find in such a situation. There was a large fire with a deal table before it, round which ten or a dozen women were seated on wooden forms at dinner. Along both sides of the room ran a shelf; below it, at regular intervals, a row of large hooks were fixed in the wall, on each of which was hung the sleeping mat of a prisoner: her rug and blanket being folded up, and placed on the shelf above. At night, these mats are placed on the floor, each beneath the hook on which it hangs during the day; and the ward is thus made to answer the purposes both of a day-room and sleeping apartment. Over the fireplace, was a large sheet of pasteboard, on which were displayed a variety of texts from Scripture, which were also scattered about the room in scraps about the size and shape of the copy-slips which are used in schools. On the table was a sufficient provision of a kind of stewed beef and brown bread, in pewter dishes, which are kept perfectly bright, and displayed on shelves in great order and regularity when they are not in use.

这间宽敞、空荡、用白粉刷过的房间当然是从朝监狱内部开的窗户照亮的，不过比人们在这种情况下合理地期望见到的要明亮得多，通风状况也好得多。屋子里炉火烧得很旺，炉火前放着一张松木桌子，有十或十二个女人坐在木头条凳上，围着桌子吃饭。房间两边的墙上安着搁板。搁板下面有一排大铁钩固定在墙上，彼此隔着一定的距离。每只铁钩上挂着一条一个囚犯睡觉用的席子。她的小毯子和毛毡折叠着，放在上面的搁板上。晚上，这些席子就铺在地上，每一个都处于铁钩下面，而白天就挂在铁钩上。牢房就这样既可充当白天的休息室，又可充当卧室。壁炉的上方是一大张纸板，写着《圣经》各种版本的文本。这些文本也写在房间里到处散布着的纸片上，其大小和形状与学校里用的抄写纸差不多。桌子上摆着充足的炖牛肉和黑面包，放在白镴盘子里。盘子擦得闪闪发亮，不用时就非常整齐地按顺序摆在搁板上。




The women rose hastily, on our entrance, and retired in a hurried manner to either side of the fireplace. They were all cleanly— many of them decently—attired, and there was nothing peculiar, either in their appearance or demeanour. One or two resumed the needlework which they had probably laid aside at the commencement of their meal; others gazed at the visitors with listless curiosity; and a few retired behind their companions to the very end of the room, as if desirous to avoid even the casual observation of the strangers. Some old Irish women, both in this and other wards, to whom the thing was no novelty, appeared perfectly indifferent to our presence, and remained standing close to the seats from which they had just risen; but the general feeling among the females seemed to be one of uneasiness during the period of our stay among them: which was very brief. Not a word was uttered during the time of our remaining, unless, indeed, by the wardswoman in reply to some question which we put to the turnkey who accompanied us. In every ward on the female side, a wardswoman is appointed to preserve order, and a similar regulation is adopted among the males. The wardsmen and wardswomen are all prisoners, selected for good conduct. They alone are allowed the privilege of sleeping on bedsteads; a small stump bedstead being placed in every ward for that purpose. On both sides of the gaol, is a small receiving-room, to which prisoners are conducted on their first reception, and whence they cannot be removed until they have been examined by the surgeon of the prison.

我们一进屋，那些女人就急忙站起来，并匆匆退到壁炉的两边去。她们都穿得很干净——其中许多还穿得很体面——她们无论外貌还是举止都没有什么特殊之处。其中一两个人又继续做针线活，那可能是她们在开始吃饭时搁在一边的。其他的人凝视着访客，无精打采而又很好奇。还有几个则退到她们同伴背后，到了屋子的最里头，似乎想避免甚至是陌生人随便的一瞥。这个牢房和其他牢房里有几个爱尔兰老妇人，她们对这事并不感到新奇，对我们的出现毫不在乎，一直紧挨着她们刚才站起来的位子站着。不过，我们和她们呆在一起的时候，虽然时间很短，她们似乎普遍都感到一种不自在。的确，我们呆在那儿的时间里，她们一言未发，除了女狱长答复我们向陪伴我们的监狱看守提出的问题之外。每个女牢里都有一个女狱长被指定维持秩序，在男牢里也采取了相似的规定。男狱长和女狱长都是囚犯，因表现好而当选为狱长。只有他们享有睡在床上的特权，因此，每个牢房里都放着一个由树桩制成的小床架。监狱的两边各有一小间收容室，囚犯们入狱时首先要被领进这个房间，并且在未经狱医检查之前不得离开此处。




Retracing our steps to the dismal passage in which we found ourselves at first (and which, by-the-bye, contains three or four dark cells for the accommodation of refractory prisoners), we were led through a narrow yard to the 'school'—a portion of the prison set apart for boys under fourteen years of age. In a tolerable-sized room, in which were writing-materials and some copy-books, was the schoolmaster, with a couple of his pupils; the remainder having been fetched from an adjoining apartment, the whole were drawn up in line for our inspection. There were fourteen of them in all, some with shoes, some without; some in pinafores without jackets, others in jackets without pinafores, and one in scarce anything at all. The whole number, without an exception we believe, had been committed for trial on charges of pocket-picking; and fourteen such terrible little faces we never beheld. —There was not one redeeming feature among them—not a glance of honesty—not a wink expressive of anything but the gallows and the hulks, in the whole collection. As to anything like shame or contrition, that was entirely out of the question. They were evidently quite gratified at being thought worth the trouble of looking at; their idea appeared to be, that we had come to see Newgate as a grand affair, and that they were an indispensable part of the show; and every boy as he 'fell in' to the line, actually seemed as pleased and important as if he had done something excessively meritorious in getting there at all. We never looked upon a more disagreeable sight, because we never saw fourteen such hopeless creatures of neglect, before.

顺着原路回到起初见到的那条阴暗的走廊（顺便提一下，这条走廊里有三四间黑暗的单人牢房，专供囚禁不服管教的犯人）之后，我们被带着穿过一个狭窄的院子，来到了“学校”——那是监狱中为十四岁以下的男孩划出来的部分。一间备有文具和习字帖的大小还算可以的房间里，有校长和他的几个学生。其余的学生已经从隔壁被召来，全体列队，让我们检阅。他们一共有十四人，有的穿着鞋，有的没有穿鞋，有的围着围裙但没穿短上衣，有的穿了短上衣却没围围裙，还有一个几乎什么也没穿。他们全体——我们相信无一例外——都是被控告扒窃而判刑。这十四个如此邪恶的小脸蛋是我们从未见过的。他们所有人中没有一个人脸上表现出赎救之意，没有一个诚实的眼神，神色除了传递出纹刑架和囚船之外，别无他物。至于诸如羞耻和悔悟之类的事，就压根儿不用提了。他们显然对别人认为他们值得费神瞧上一眼而心满意足。他们似乎认为，我们前来参观纽盖特监狱是一件重大的事，他们是该节目中不可或缺的一部分。每个男孩进入队列的时候，竟然还显得又高兴又了不起，仿佛他到场本身就是立下了极大的功劳似的。这是我们见过的最讨厌的景象，因为我们之前从来没有见过十四个如此毫无希望、疏于管教的可怜虫。




On either side of the school-yard is a yard for men, in one of which—that towards Newgate-street—prisoners of the more respectable class are confined. Of the other, we have little description to offer, as the different wards necessarily partake of the same character. They are provided, like the wards on the women's side, with mats and rugs, which are disposed of in the same manner during the day; the only very striking difference between their appearance and that of the wards inhabited by the females, is the utter absence of any employment. Huddled together on two opposite forms, by the fireside, sit twenty men perhaps; here, a boy in livery; there, a man in a rough great-coat and top-boots; farther on, a desperate-looking fellow in his shirt-sleeves, with an old Scotch cap upon his shaggy head; near him again, a tall ruffian, in a smock-frock; next to him, a miserable being of distressed appearance, with his head resting on his hand;—all alike in one respect, all idle and listless. When they do leave the fire, sauntering moodily about, lounging in the window, or leaning against the wall, vacantly swinging their bodies to and fro. With the exception of a man reading an old newspaper, in two or three instances, this was the case in every ward we entered.

校园两旁各有一个男犯的院子，其中的一个——朝着纽盖特街的那个——关着更体面一级的囚犯。对于另一个院子，我们没什么可说的，因为各个牢房都必然具有相同的特征。那些牢房也像女囚犯那边的牢房一样，提供席子和毯子，白天安置这些东西的方式也相同。它们和女囚犯住的牢房外貌的唯一显著不同，是男囚犯根本不用做任何工作。大约有二十个男囚犯挤在一起，坐在壁炉旁相对放着的两条长凳上。这边是个穿制服的男孩，那边是个穿粗布大衣和长筒靴的男人。挨着坐的是一个只穿着衬衫、看上去不顾一切的家伙，一头杂乱的头发上戴着一顶苏格兰式旧帽子。离他不远处的是一个身穿长罩衣的高个子流氓，他旁边是一个显得很苦恼、双手抱头的可怜人。他们在一个方面都相同，全都无事可干、无精打采。他们要是从壁炉旁走开的时候，便闷闷不乐地踱来踱去，在窗前闲逛，或者倚在墙上，心不在焉地把身子摇来摇去。除了有两三次看到某个犯人在看旧报纸，我们进去的每个牢房都是上述这种情况。




The only communication these men have with their friends, is through two close iron gratings, with an intermediate space of about a yard in width between the two, so that nothing can be handed across, nor can the prisoner have any communication by touch with the person who visits him. The married men have a separate grating, at which to see their wives, but its construction is the same.

这些人与他们的朋友之间仅有的交流，是通过两排离得很近的格栅进行的。它们之间相隔的宽度约一码左右，如此则既不能递什么东西，囚犯也不能与来访者有什么肢体接触的交流。已婚的囚犯们通过另一处格栅和他们的妻子相见，不过其结构是一样的。




The prison chapel is situated at the back of the governor's house: the latter having no windows looking into the interior of the prison. Whether the associations connected with the place—the knowledge that here a portion of the burial service is, on some dreadful occasions, performed over the quick and not upon the dead—cast over it a still more gloomy and sombre air than art has imparted to it, we know not, but its appearance is very striking. There is something in a silent and deserted place of worship, solemn and impressive at any time; and the very dissimilarity of this one from any we have been accustomed to, only enhances the impression. The meanness of its appointments—the bare and scanty pulpit, with the paltry painted pillars on either side—the women's gallery with its great heavy curtain—the men's with its unpainted benches and dingy front—the tottering little table at the altar, with the commandments on the wall above it, scarcely legible through lack of paint, and dust and damp—so unlike the velvet and gilding, the marble and wood, of a modern church—are strange and striking. There is one object, too, which rivets the attention and fascinates the gaze, and from which we may turn horror-stricken in vain, for the recollection of it will haunt us, waking and sleeping, for a long time afterwards. Immediately below the reading-desk, on the floor of the chapel, and forming the most conspicuous object in its little area, is THE CONDEMNED PEW; a huge black pen, in which the wretched people, who are singled out for death, are placed on the Sunday preceding their execution, in sight of all their fellow-prisoners, from many of whom they may have been separated but a week before, to hear prayers for their own souls, to join in the responses of their own burial service, and to listen to an address, warning their recent companions to take example by their fate, and urging themselves, while there is yet time—nearly four-and-twenty hours—to 'turn, and flee from the wrath to come!'Imagine what have been the feelings of the men whom that fearful pew has enclosed, and of whom, between the gallows and the knife, no mortal remnant may now remain! Think of the hopeless clinging to life to the last, and the wild despair, far exceeding in anguish the felon's death itself, by which they have heard the certainty of their speedy transmission to another world, with all their crimes upon their heads, rung into their ears by the officiating clergyman!

监狱的附属教堂座落在监狱长房子的后面，他的房子没有面向监狱内部的窗户。我们不知道与这个地方有关的联想是否——据了解，这里一部分的葬礼，在某些可怕的场合中是为活人而非为死人举行——给这个地方蒙上了比艺术所贼予它的更阴郁、更昏暗的气氛，但它看起来让人触目惊心。无论何时，寂静、废弃的教堂里都有一种庄严、让人难忘的东西。这个教堂与我们习惯于见到的教堂不同，就更加深了这种感觉。布道坛狭小，没有什么装饰，两旁各有一根廉价的上了漆的柱子。女座前面挂着很大的厚帘子，男座的长凳没有上漆，前部很脏。祭坛那边的小桌子摇摇晃晃，上方的墙上写着圣训，由于用漆过少、蒙上灰尘，又受了潮，字迹几乎已辨认不出。与现代教堂中的丝绒和镀金装饰、大理石和木质结构截然不同，这座教堂的摆设之简陋很奇怪，又让人触目惊心。还有一样东西也很引人注意，吸引人的目光。我们可能出于恐惧而转过头去，但毫无用处，因为关于它的回忆事后很长时间都萦绕在我们的心头，不论我们是醒是睡。就在读经台下方的教堂地板上，死刑囚犯的长凳成了那一小块区域里最惹人注目的东西。在处决他们之前的星期日，已挑选出来准备处以死刑的那些可怜人被一个很大的黑色围栏圈着，让监狱中所有的伙伴都看见他们，其中有很多人一个星期前才与他们分离。这样做是为了让他们聆听为自己的灵魂所做的祈祷，让他们参与自己葬礼上的唱和，还让他们听一篇讲话，警告他们的新伙伴对他们的下场引以为戒，同时也自我催促，趁还有时间——还有差不多二十四个小时——“回头，逃避将到来的天罚！”想象一下那些被可怕的长凳围起来的人有何感受，如今他们已在绞刑架和铡刀中间尸骨无存了！想想他们绝望地抓住生命，直到最后一刻，陷入极度的绝望，远远超过了重犯死刑本身的痛苦。他们就这样听到主持仪式的牧师说，他们肯定将背负着其全部罪行，迅速地转移到另一个世界去！




At one time—and at no distant period either—the coffins of the men about to be executed, were placed in that pew, upon the seat by their side, during the whole service. It may seem incredible, but it is true. Let us hope that the increased spirit of civilisation and humanity which abolished this frightful and degrading custom, may extend itself to other usages equally barbarous; usages which have not even the plea of utility in their defence, as every year's experience has shown them to be more and more inefficacious.

曾经——而且是在不久以前——在整个仪式过程中，即将被处死的那些人的棺材都放在他们就座的长凳上，紧挨着他们。这似乎难以置信，但却是真的。让我们希望己废除这种可怕而卑劣习俗的更强的文明和人道精神，能扩展到其他同样残暴的习俗。有些习俗甚至不能以有效来为自己辩护，因为年年的经验已表明它们越来越无效了。




Leaving the chapel, descending to the passage so frequently alluded to, and crossing the yard before noticed as being allotted to prisoners of a more respectable description than the generality of men confined here, the visitor arrives at a thick iron gate of great size and strength. Having been admitted through it by the turnkey on duty, he turns sharp round to the left, and pauses before another gate; and, having passed this last barrier, he stands in the most terrible part of this gloomy building—the condemned ward.

离开教堂，下到常常被提及的那条走廊，穿过前面注意到的一个院子，即那个分配给比囚禁在这里的一般犯人更体面的囚犯的那个院子，来访者便来到一扇很大、很坚固的厚铁门前。值班的监狱看守让他进门之后，他向左急转，又在另一扇门前停下。穿过这最后的一道屏障之后，他就站在这幢阴暗的建筑物里最可怖的部分了——死囚牢房。




The press-yard, well known by name to newspaper readers, from its frequent mention in accounts of executions, is at the corner of the building, and next to the ordinary's house, in Newgate-street: running from Newgate-street, towards the centre of the prison, parallel with Newgate-market. It is a long, narrow court, of which a portion of the wall in Newgate-street forms one end, and the gate the other. At the upper end, on the left hand—that is, adjoining the wall in Newgate-street—is a cistern of water, and at the bottom a double grating (of which the gate itself forms a part) similar to that before described. Through these grates the prisoners are allowed to see their friends; a turnkey always remaining in the vacant space between, during the whole interview. Immediately on the right as you enter, is a building containing the press-room, day-room, and cells; the yard is on every side surrounded by lofty walls guarded by chevaux de frise; and the whole is under the constant inspection of vigilant and experienced turnkeys.

读报的人都对“媒体院子”这个名称很熟悉，因为死刑的报道中常提及它。它在这幢楼的一个转角处，旁边是纽盖特街上的一间普通房屋。它从纽盖特街一直延伸到监狱中央，与纽盖特市场平行。它是个长而窄的院子，一头与纽盖特街的一段墙相接，另一头则是大门。靠左手边的那头——即靠近纽盖特街那堵墙的地方——是一个蓄水池。另一头有一排双重格栅（格栅中插有一扇门），类似于我们之前形容过的那种。囚犯们可以通过这些格栅见他们的朋友。在整个会见过程中，一名监狱看守会一直呆在双重格栅之间的空地上。你走进院子，紧靠右边有一幢包含记者室、白天活动室和单人牢房的建筑物。院子四周都是高墙，墙上还有长头钉防卫。整个院子由警惕而老练的监狱看守经常监视着。




In the first apartment into which we were conducted—which was at the top of a staircase, and immediately over the press-room—were five-and-twenty or thirty prisoners, all under sentence of death, awaiting the result of the recorder's report—men of all ages and appearances, from a hardened old offender with swarthy face and grizzly beard of three days' growth, to a handsome boy, not fourteen years old, and of singularly youthful appearance even for that age, who had been condemned for burglary. There was nothing remarkable in the appearance of these prisoners. One or two decently-dressed men were brooding with a dejected air over the fire; several little groups of two or three had been engaged in conversation at the upper end of the room, or in the windows; and the remainder were crowded round a young man seated at a table, who appeared to be engaged in teaching the younger ones to write. The room was large, airy, and clean. There was very little anxiety or mental suffering depicted in the countenance of any of the men;—they had all been sentenced to death, it is true, and the recorder's report had not yet been made; but, we question whether there was a man among them, notwithstanding, who did not KNOW that although he had undergone the ceremony, it never was intended that his life should be sacrificed. On the table lay a Testament, but there were no tokens of its having been in recent use.

我们被领着进入的第一间房子——在一段楼梯的顶上，正处在记者室的楼上——里面有二十五或三十个囚犯，全都被判了死刑，正等着首席法官的判决。他们年龄不一、外貌各异，从一个冷酷、面孔黝黑、灰白胡须已经三天未剃的老罪犯，到一个长相帅气的男孩。那个男孩还不到十四岁，即使就他的年龄来说，他的长相也显得出奇年轻。他是因盗窃而被判刑的。这些囚犯的长相并无任何异乎寻常之处。一两个穿得体面的男人沮丧地站在火炉边沉思，另一些三两成群在房间的一头或窗前交淡，其余的人则挤在一个年轻人周围，那人坐在桌子旁，似乎在教更年轻一点的人写字。这个房间很大，通风很好，又很干净。所有犯人的面容都没有显出很忧虑或心理痛苦的样子。确实，他们全都已被判处死刑，首席法官的判决书还未写好。但是，我们仍然怀疑他们当中会不会有个人不知道，虽然他己经参加过仪式，可这决不意味着他得牺牲生命。桌子上放着一本圣约书，但是并没有迹象表明它最近有人读过。




In the press-room below, were three men, the nature of whose offence rendered it necessary to separate them, even from their companions in guilt. It is a long, sombre room, with two windows sunk into the stone wall, and here the wretched men are pinioned on the morning of their execution, before moving towards the scaffold. The fate of one of these prisoners was uncertain; some mitigatory circumstances having come to light since his trial, which had been humanely represented in the proper quarter. The other two had nothing to expect from the mercy of the crown; their doom was sealed; no plea could be urged in extenuation of their crime, and they well knew that for them there was no hope in this world. 'The two short ones,' the turnkey whispered, 'were dead men.'

楼下的记者室里关着三个人，他们罪行的性质使他们有必要隔离，甚至和他们有罪的同伙隔离开来。这是一间阴暗的房间，房间很长，有两扇窗嵌在石头墙中。他们在处决的当天早上，押往绞刑台前被绑着关在这间屋里。其中一个罪犯的命运还未确定。自从他受审以来，一些可以使他减刑的情况出现了，是本着人道主义向相关方面提出来的。另外两个人无望获得国王的宽恕，他们己注定必死无疑，再也提不出什么理由来请求减轻罪行了。他们很明白自己在这世上已没有希望了。“那两个矮个子，”监狱看守轻声说，“已是死人了。”




The man to whom we have alluded as entertaining some hopes of escape, was lounging, at the greatest distance he could place between himself and his companions, in the window nearest to the door. He was probably aware of our approach, and had assumed an air of courageous indifference; his face was purposely averted towards the window, and he stirred not an inch while we were present. The other two men were at the upper end of the room. One of them, who was imperfectly seen in the dim light, had his back towards us, and was stooping over the fire, with his right arm on the mantel-piece, and his head sunk upon it. The other was leaning on the sill of the farthest window. The light fell full upon him, and communicated to his pale, haggard face, and disordered hair, an appearance which, at that distance, was ghastly. His cheek rested upon his hand; and, with his face a little raised, and his eyes wildly staring before him, he seemed to be unconsciously intent on counting the chinks in the opposite wall. We passed this room again afterwards. The first man was pacing up and down the court with a firm military step—he had been a soldier in the foot-guards—and a cloth cap jauntily thrown on one side of his head. He bowed respectfully to our conductor, and the salute was returned. The other two still remained in the positions we have described, and were as motionless as statues. {3}

我们刚才谈到的那个有望免于一死的人正在离门最近的窗户边闲荡，尽可能远离他的两个同伴。他可能意识到我们走近了，摆出一副勇敢而漠然的样子。他故意把脸转向窗户，我们在那儿的时候，他一英寸也没有移动。另外两个人在房间的另一头。其中的一个人在阴暗的光线中看得不是很清楚，他背朝着我们，弯腰对着壁炉，右臂搁在壁炉台上，头垂在手臂上。另一个人倚在最远处的那个窗台上。光线照在他的身上，使他那张苍白而又憔悴的脸和一头乱发从这个距离看显得十分可怖。他一只手托着脸颊，脸微微抬起，大睁着眼睛盯着前面，似乎正在无意识地专心数着对面墙上的裂缝。我们后来又经过一次这个房间。第一个人正以有力的军人步伐在院子里来回踱着——他曾在近卫步兵连里当过兵——洋洋得意地歪戴着一顶布帽子。他恭敬地向我们的向导鞠了一躬，后者还以敬礼。其他两个人仍然保持着我们所描述的姿势，像雕像似的一动也不动。｛3｝




A few paces up the yard, and forming a continuation of the building, in which are the two rooms we have just quitted, lie the condemned cells. The entrance is by a narrow and obscure stair-case leading to a dark passage, in which a charcoal stove casts a lurid tint over the objects in its immediate vicinity, and diffuses something like warmth around. From the left-hand side of this passage, the massive door of every cell on the story opens; and from it alone can they be approached. There are three of these passages, and three of these ranges of cells, one above the other; but in size, furniture and appearance, they are all precisely alike. Prior to the recorder's report being made, all the prisoners under sentence of death are removed from the day-room at five o'clock in the afternoon, and locked up in these cells, where they are allowed a candle until ten o'clock; and here they remain until seven next morning. When the warrant for a prisoner's execution arrives, he is removed to the cells and confined in one of them until he leaves it for the scaffold. He is at liberty to walk in the yard; but, both in his walks and in his cell, he is constantly attended by a turnkey who never leaves him on any pretence.

在院子里再走几步路，就到了死囚牢房。它与我们刚才离开的那两间屋子在同一幢楼里。入口是通往一条黑暗的走廊的一段狭窄、隐蔽的楼梯。走廊里有一个炭炉，炉中红色的火光投射在靠它最近的一些物体上，向周围散发出一点儿热气。每个单人牢房的厚实的门都开向走廊的左边，只有通过这扇门才能进入这些牢房。有三条这样的走廊和三排这样的牢房，一排叠在另一排的上面。但这些牢房的面积、家具和模样完全相同。首席法官的判决书下达之前，全部判处死刑的囚犯都在下午五点钟被清除出白天活动室，锁进这些单人牢房里。在这里，他们可以把蜡烛点到晚上十点。他们一直在这儿呆到第二天早上七点钟。等到处决犯人的执行令送到时，囚犯便被一直关在单人牢房里，直到上绞刑台。他可以自由地在院子里散步，但是，不论他在散步还是呆在牢房里，他都经常由不以任何理由离开他的监狱看守伴着。




We entered the first cell. It was a stone dungeon, eight feet long by six wide, with a bench at the upper end, under which were a common rug, a bible, and prayer-book. An iron candlestick was fixed into the wall at the side; and a small high window in the back admitted as much air and light as could struggle in between a double row of heavy, crossed iron bars. It contained no other furniture of any description.

我们走进第一间单人牢房。那是间石砌的地牢，长八英尺，宽六英尺。一头有一个长凳，长凳下面铺着一块普通毯子，此外还有一本《 圣经》和一本《 祈祷书》。一只铁制烛台装在一边的墙上，后墙的高处有一小扇窗，空气和光线从上面的双排交叉铁棍间勉强进入室内。这里没有其他种类的家具。




Conceive the situation of a man, spending his last night on earth in this cell. Buoyed up with some vague and undefined hope of reprieve, he knew not why—indulging in some wild and visionary idea of escaping, he knew not how—hour after hour of the three preceding days allowed him for preparation, has fled with a speed which no man living would deem possible, for none but this dying man can know. He has wearied his friends with entreaties, exhausted the attendants with importunities, neglected in his feverish restlessness the timely warnings of his spiritual consoler; and, now that the illusion is at last dispelled, now that eternity is before him and guilt behind, now that his fears of death amount almost to madness, and an overwhelming sense of his helpless, hopeless state rushes upon him, he is lost and stupefied, and has neither thoughts to turn to, nor power to call upon, the Almighty Being, from whom alone he can seek mercy and forgiveness, and before whom his repentance can alone avail.

想想一个在这间牢房里度过世间最后一晚的人的处境。他被一个模糊、不明确的缓刑的希望支撑着，不知道是为什么。他沉迷于某种逃跑的疯狂幻想中，却又不知道怎么做。前三天，有一个小时接一个小时的时间让他作准备。但是，时光流逝的速度之快是活人无法相信的，只有他这个死到临头的人能够体会。他已经把朋友们恳求得疲倦不堪，把看守纠缠得筋疲力尽。他在狂热的焦躁中，忽视了他精神安慰者的及时告诫。事到如今，他的幻想终于破灭。此刻，他面前是永恒，身后是罪行，对死亡的害怕几乎使他疯狂。他完全意识到自己无助和无望的处境，这种意识涌向了他，他迷失了，呆若木鸡，既没有想到去求助全能的上帝，也失去了向他呼吁的力量。而他唯有向上帝求得怜悯和原谅，唯有向他忏悔才不枉然。




Hours have glided by, and still he sits upon the same stone bench with folded arms, heedless alike of the fast decreasing time before him, and the urgent entreaties of the good man at his side. The feeble light is wasting gradually, and the deathlike stillness of the street without, broken only by the rumbling of some passing vehicle which echoes mournfully through the empty yards, warns him that the night is waning fast away. The deep bell of St. Paul's strikes—one! He heard it; it has roused him. Seven hours left! He paces the narrow limits of his cell with rapid strides, cold drops of terror starting on his forehead, and every muscle of his frame quivering with agony. Seven hours! He suffers himself to be led to his seat, mechanically takes the bible which is placed in his hand, and tries to read and listen. No: his thoughts will wander. The book is torn and soiled by use—and like the book he read his lessons in, at school, just forty years ago! He has never bestowed a thought upon it, perhaps, since he left it as a child: and yet the place, the time, the room—nay, the very boys he played with, crowd as vividly before him as if they were scenes of yesterday; and some forgotten phrase, some childish word, rings in his ears like the echo of one uttered but a minute since. The voice of the clergyman recalls him to himself. He is reading from the sacred book its solemn promises of pardon for repentance, and its awful denunciation of obdurate men. He falls upon his knees and clasps his hands to pray. Hush! what sound was that? He starts upon his feet. It cannot be two yet. Hark! Two quarters have struck;—the third—the fourth. It is! Six hours left. Tell him not of repentance! Six hours' repentance for eight times six years of guilt and sin! He buries his face in his hands, and throws himself on the bench.

时间一小时一小时地悄悄过去了，他仍然抱着双臂，坐在同一张石凳上。他对自己面前飞速减少的时间和身旁那位好心人急切的恳求都不在意。微弱的光越来越弱，只有某个路过的车辆的辘辘声划破街道上的死寂，并在空荡的院子里发出悲哀的回声，警告他夜晚正在迅速地消逝。圣保罗教堂传来深沉的钟声——一声！他听见了，这钟声唤醒了他。剩下七个小时了！他快步在牢房狭窄的空间里来回走着，恐惧的冷汗开始从额头上冒出来，全身的每块肌肉都痛苦地颤抖着。只有七个小时了！他顺从地被领到座位上，机械地拿着放在他手中的《圣经》，努力读出来，并聆听。不，他思绪纷乱。那本书被用得又破又脏——就像他在学校里读的课本，正好四十年前！自从他幼时离校，也许从来没有想到过它。可是，那个地方，那个时光，那个房间——不仅这些，连当年和他一起玩的那些男孩子，清清楚楚地涌现在他的眼前，仿佛这些场景就发生在昨天一样。某个已经遗忘了的短语，某句孩子气的话语，在他的耳中回响着，就像一分钟前刚刚说出来似的。牧师的声音把他召回到现实中来。他正在念这本神圣的书中赦免悔改者之罪的庄严诺言和对顽固的人的可怕警告。他跪了下来，两手合十，准备祈祷。嘘！那是什么声音？他站了起来。还不可能到两点。听！已经敲了两下一刻钟——第三下——第四下。是了！剩下六个小时。别给他讲什么悔改了！用六个小时去忏悔八倍于六年的错误和罪孽！他把脸埋在双手里，一头倒在长凳上。




Worn with watching and excitement, he sleeps, and the same unsettled state of mind pursues him in his dreams. An insupportable load is taken from his breast; he is walking with his wife in a pleasant field, with the bright sky above them, and a fresh and boundless prospect on every side—how different from the stone walls of Newgate! She is looking—not as she did when he saw her for the last time in that dreadful place, but as she used when he loved her—long, long ago, before misery and ill-treatment had altered her looks, and vice had changed his nature, and she is leaning upon his arm, and looking up into his face with tenderness and affection—and he does NOT strike her now, nor rudely shake her from him. And oh! How glad he is to tell her all he had forgotten in that last hurried interview, and to fall on his knees before her and fervently beseech her pardon for all the unkindness and cruelty that wasted her form and broke her heart! The scene suddenly changes. He is on his trial again: there are the judge and jury, and prosecutors, and witnesses, just as they were before. How full the court is—what a sea of heads—with a gallows, too, and a scaffold—and how all those people stare at HIM! Verdict, 'Guilty.'No matter; he will escape.

注视和激动使他疲乏不堪，他睡去了。同样不平静的心情继续在梦境中追随着他。一种难以承受的负担从他胸中拿走了。他正和妻子在一片喜人的田野上散步，头上是明亮的天空，四周是清新而一望无际的景色——与纽盖特监狱的石墙是多么地不同啊！她的模样不是他在那个可怕的地方最后见到的那样，而是过去他爱着她时的样子——那是很久很久以前，苦难和虐待还未改变她的面貌，罪恶也还未改变他的品性。她倚在他的手臂上，抬头温柔而爱恋地看着他的脸。这个时候，他不打她，也不粗暴地把她甩开。噢！他们最后一次的匆匆会面中，他告诉她自己所有忘记了的事。他在她面前跪下，热切地恳求她原谅自己所有那些摧毁她的身体并伤透她的心的凶狠而残酷的行为。他何其高兴！情景突然变了。他又在受审了：有法官、陪审团、起诉人和证人，就像之前一样。法庭里多么拥挤啊——人山人海，还有绞刑架和绞刑台——所有那些人都是怎样地盯着他啊！裁决：“有罪。”无所谓，他会逃走。




The night is dark and cold, the gates have been left open, and in an instant he is in the street, flying from the scene of his imprisonment like the wind. The streets are cleared, the open fields are gained and the broad, wide country lies before him. Onward he dashes in the midst of darkness, over hedge and ditch, through mud and pool, bounding from spot to spot with a speed and lightness, astonishing even to himself. At length he pauses; he must be safe from pursuit now; he will stretch himself on that bank and sleep till sunrise.

夜又黑又冷，狱门都开着。一瞬间，他到了街上，像风一样飞离了监禁他的地方。街上没有阻碍，他到了空旷的田野。展现在他眼前的是一片宽阔无垠的土地。他在一团漆黑中向前冲去，越过树篱和沟渠，穿过泥沼和水塘，从一个地方跳到另一个地方，迅速而轻快得连他自己都感到吃惊。他终于停了下来。现在，他肯定是安全的，没有人追捕他。他可以躺在河畔，伸展身体，一直睡到天亮。




A period of unconsciousness succeeds. He wakes, cold and wretched. The dull, gray light of morning is stealing into the cell, and falls upon the form of the attendant turnkey. Confused by his dreams, he starts from his uneasy bed in momentary uncertainty. It is but momentary. Every object in the narrow cell is too frightfully real to admit of doubt or mistake. He is the condemned felon again, guilty and despairing; and in two hours more will be dead.

有一段时间，他失去了意识。他醒了，又冷又可怜。早晨呆滞、灰暗的光悄悄地照进牢房来，照在那个陪伴他的监狱看守身上。他被梦弄迷糊了，从睡着不舒服的床上惊起，一时非常茫然。但这只是一瞬间的。狭窄的牢房里的每样东西都真实得可怕，这是毋庸置疑的，也是错不了的。他又是死刑重犯了，被判有罪，毫无希望。而且，再过两个小时，他就要死了。
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