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Preface
 前　言

著名散文作家弗朗西斯·培根在《论读书》一文中写道“读书足以怡情，足以博彩，足以长才”，而读诗、读散文、读作品的精彩片段则最能让人领会文字的美妙神奇及其强烈的感染力。无论是泰戈尔诗学的博大精深、美轮美奂，聂鲁达笔下的字字珠玑、情真意切，抑或华兹华斯美学中的物化自然、天人合一，都令人为之动容。在文字的世界里，这些时代的伟人们背负着自己生命中的种种欢喜忧惧、离愁别绪、崇敬愤恨，抛开所有的头衔光环、虚饰伪装，回归人的本质，并借由文字架起的那道温暖的桥梁，轻声细语把百年千年的灵魂之语托转时空，送抵我们耳畔，声声入耳，字字柔心……

本丛书精选风靡世界、经久不衰的名篇佳作，体裁以诗歌为主，还涉及小说、散文、随笔等。所选篇目或清新，或绚烂，或沉思，或精致；段落力求经典优美、短小精练，体现出文字与哲思的完美融合，是最能触动心灵的话语，最广为传诵的片段。选文不拘于时代和国籍，包含泰戈尔、纪伯伦、聂鲁达、雪莱、徐志摩、林徽因、席慕蓉等各国闻名遐迩的名家名作，使读者与不同时代、不同国度的文学大师相遇，徜徉广阔的世界文化之洋。译文精心甄选国内译界泰斗之经典译本，如冰心、梁宗岱、查良铮、屠岸、飞白、杨德豫等，译作精彩唯美，韵味无穷，力求为读者呈现最经典、最权威的译本，值得文学爱好者及专业学习者细细品读。另外，本书设有“作者简介”板块，在欣赏最美丽的英文时，读者还可以了解作者生活的年代、环境或创作原因，更好地体会作品中蕴含的思想情感。

温暖治愈的英文，传神生动的译文，读者可以从文字的细节处找到让自己感动的力量，拾回那些曾经被我们遗忘，但却很重要的文字之美，让一颗身处浮世的心不再彷徨、焦躁、不安。

本丛书是美文与绘本的完美结合，充满精神力量与希望的文字配上孔雀那色彩绚烂、温暖人心、极富想象力的精美绘图，让本丛书具有很高的文学和艺术欣赏价值。在这个忙碌的社会中，阅读此书可以给人一种安静的力量，让心归于平静。请跟随大师们一起寻找心灵的寂静吧。
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 Sunsets

Carl Sandberg





There are sunsets that whisper a good-bye.

It is a short dusk and a way for stars.

Prairie and sea rim they go level and even

And the sleep is easy.





There are sunsets who dance goodbye.

They fling scarves half to the arc,

To the arc then and over the arc.

Ribbons at the ears, sashes at the hips,

Dancing, dancing goodbye. And here sleep

Tosses a little with dreams.
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 As One Listens to the Rain

Octavio Paz





Listen to me as one listens to the rain,

Not attentive, not distracted,

Light footsteps, thin drizzle,

Water that is air, air that is time,

The day is still leaving,

The night has yet to arrive,

Figurations of mist

At the turn of the corner,

Figurations of time

At the bend in this pause,

Listen to me as one listens to the rain,

Without listening, hear what I say

With eyes open inward, asleep

With all five senses awake,

It's raining, light footsteps, a murmur of syllables,

Air and water, words with no weight:

What we were and are,

The days and years, this moment,

Weightless time and heavy sorrow,

Listen to me as one listens to the rain,

Wet asphalt is shining,

Steam rises and walks away,

Night unfolds and looks at me,

You are you and your body of steam,


 You and your face of night,

You and your hair, unhurried lightning,

You cross the street and enter my forehead,

Footsteps of water across my eyes,

Listen to me as one listens to the rain,

The asphalt's shining, you cross the street,

It is the mist, wandering in the night,

It is the night, asleep in your bed,

It is the surge of waves in your breath,

Your fingers of water dampen my forehead,

Your fingers of flame burn my eyes,

Your fingers of air open eyelids of time,

A spring of visions and resurrections,

Listen to me as one listens to the rain,

The years go by, the moments return,

Do you hear the footsteps in the next room?

Not here, not there: you hear them

In another time that is now,

Listen to the footsteps of time,

Inventor of places with no weight, nowhere,

Listen to the rain running over the terrace,

The night is now more night in the grove,

Lightning has nestled among the leaves,

A restless garden adrift—go in,

Your shadow covers this page.
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 Love of Life (Extract)

Jack London





He awoke in his right mind, lying on his back on a rocky ledge. The sun was shining bright and warm. Afar off he heard the squawking of caribou calves. He was aware of vague memories of rain and wind and snow, but whether he had been beaten by the storm for two days or two weeks he did not know.

For some time he lay without movement, the genial sunshine pouring upon him and saturating his miserable body with its warmth. A fine day, he thought. Perhaps he could manage to locate himself. By a painful effort he rolled over on his side. Below him flowed a wide and sluggish river. Its unfamiliarity puzzled him. Slowly he followed it with his eyes, winding in wide sweeps among the bleak, bare hills, bleaker and barer and lower-lying than any hills he had yet encountered. Slowly, deliberately, without excitement or more than the most casual interest, he followed the course of the strange stream toward the sky-line and saw it emptying into a bright and shining sea. He was still unexcited. Most unusual, he thought, a vision or a mirage—more likely a vision, a trick of his disordered mind. He was confirmed in this by sight of a ship lying at anchor in the midst of the shining sea. He closed his eyes for a while, then opened them. Strange how the vision persisted! Yet not strange. He knew there were no seas or ships in the heart of the barren lands, just as he had known there was no cartridge in the empty rifle.






 Flowery Tuscany (Extract)

David Herbert Lawrence





By May, the nightingale will sing an unbroken song, and the discreet, barely audible Tuscan cuckoo will be a little more audible. Then the lovely pale-lilac irises will come out in all their showering abundance of tender, proud, spiky bloom, till the air will gleam with mauve, and a new crystalline lightness will be everywhere. There will be tufts of iris everywhere, arising up proud and tender. When the rose-coloured wild gladiolus is mingled in the corn, and the love-in-the-mist opens blue in May and June, before the corn is cut. But as yet is neither May nor June, but the end of April, the pause between spring and summer, the nightingale singing uninterrupted, the bean-blowers dying in the bean-fields, the bean-perfume passing with spring, the little birds hatching in the nests, the olives pruned, and the vines, the last bit of late ploughing finished, and not much work to hand, now, not until the peas are ready to pick, in another two weeks or so.
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 So the change, the endless and rapid change. In the sunny countries, the change seems more vivid, and more complete than in the grey countries. In the grey countries, there is a grey or dark permanency, over whose surface passes change ephemeral, leaving no real mark.

But in the sunny countries, change is the reality and permanence is artificial and a condition of imprisonment. Hence, to the northerner, the phenomenal world is essentially tragical, because it is temporal and must cease to exist. Its very existence implies ceasing to exist, and this is the root of the feeling of tragedy. But to the southerner, the sun is so dominant that shadow, or dark, is only merely relative: merely the result of something getting between one and the sun.

In the human race, throne thing that is always there is the shining sun and dark shadow is an accident of intervention. For my part, if the sun always shine, and always will shine, in spite of millions of clouds of words. In the sunshine, even death is sunny. And there is no end to the sunshine.

That is why the rapid change of the Tuscan spring is utterly free, for me, of any senses of tragedy. The sun always shines. It is our fault if we don't think so.






 Tulips (Extract)

Joseph Addison





Chanced to rise very early one particular morning this summer, and took a walk into the country to divert myself among the fields and meadows, while the green was new, and the flowers in their bloom. As at this season of the year every lane is a beautiful walk, and every hedge full of nosegays, I lost myself, with a great deal of pleasure, among several thickets and bushes that were filled with a great variety of birds, and an agreeable confusion of notes, which formed the pleasantest scene in the world to one who had passed a whole winter in noise and smoke. The freshness of the dews that lay upon everything about me, with the cool breath of the morning, which inspired the birds with so many delightful instincts, created in me the same kind of animal pleasure, and made my heart overflow with such secret emotions of joy and satisfaction as are not to be described or accounted for.

…

[image: ]



 I was very much pleased and astonished at the glorious show of these gay vegetables, that arose in great profusion on all the banks about us. Sometimes I considered every leaf as an elaborate piece of tissue, in which the threads and fibers were woven together into different configurations, which gave a different coloring to the light as it glanced on the several parts of the surface. Sometimes I considered the whole bed of tulips, according to the notion of the greatest mathematician and philosopher that ever lived, as a multitude of optic instruments, designed for the separating light into all those various colors of which it is composed. I was awakened out these my philosophical speculations, by observing the company often seemed to laugh at me. I accidentally praised a tulip as one of the finest ever saw; upon which they told me, it was a common Fool's Coat.
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 Losing Track

Denise Levertov





Long after you have swung back

Away from me

I think you are still with me:





You come in close to the shore

On the tide

And nudge me awake the way





A boat adrift nudges the pier:

Am I a pier

Half-in half-out of the water?





And in the pleasure of that communion

I lose track,

The moon I watch goes down, the





Tide swings you away before

I know I'm

Alone again long since,





Mud sucking at gray and black

Timbers of me,

A light growth of green dreams drying.






 A Green Hill Far Away (Extract)

John Galsworthy





Each day this thought of Peace becomes more real and blessed. I can lie on this green hill and praise Creation that I am alive in a world of beauty. I can go to sleep up here with the coverlet of sunlight warm on my body, and not wake to that old dull misery. I can even dream with a light heart, for my fair dreams will not be spoiled by waking, and my bad dreams will be cured the moment I open my eyes. I can look up at that blue sky without seeing trailed across it a mirage of the long horror, a film picture of all the things that have been done by men to men. At last I can gaze up at it, limpid and blue, without a dogging melancholy; and I can gaze down at that far gleam of sea, knowing that there is no murk of murder on it any more.

…

This gradual recovery of the world—this slow reopening of the great flower, Life—is beautiful to feel and see. I press my hand flat and hard down on those blades of grass, then take it away, and watch them very slowly raise themselves and shake off the bruise. So it is, and will be, with us for a long time to come …
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 And yet the "green hill", where dwell beauty and kindliness, is still far away. Will it ever be nearer? Men have fought even on this green hill where I am lying. By the rampart markings on its chalk and grass, it has surely served for an encampment. The beauty of day and night, the lark's song, the sweet-scented growing things, the rapture of health, and of pure air, the majesty of the stars, and the gladness of sunlight, of song and dance and simple friendliness, have never been enough for men.

…

It is happiness greater than I have known for four years and four months, to lie here and let that thought go on its wings, quiet and free as the wind stealing soft from the sea, and blessed as the sunlight on this green hill.






 Nature (Extract)

Ralph Waldo Emerson





To go into solitude, a man needs to retire as much from his chamber as from society. I am not solitary whilst I read and write, though nobody is with me. But if a man would be alone, let him look at the stars. The rays that come from those heavenly worlds, will separate between him and what he touches. One might think the atmosphere was made transparent with this design, to give man, in the heavenly bodies, the perpetual presence of the sublime. Seen in the streets of cities, how great they are! If the stars should appear one night in a thousand years, how would men believe and adore; and preserve for many generations the remembrance of the city of God which had been shown! But every night come out these envoys of beauty, and light the universe with their admonishing smile.

The stars awaken a certain reverence, because though always present, they are inaccessible; but all natural objects make a kindred impression, when the mind is open to their influence. Nature never wears a mean appearance. Neither does the wisest man extort her secret, and lose his curiosity by finding out all her perfection. Nature never became a toy to a wise spirit. The flowers, the animals, the mountains, reflected the wisdom of his best hour, as much as they had delighted the simplicity of his childhood. When we speak of nature in this manner, we have a distinct but most poetical sense in the mind. We mean the integrity of impression made by manifold natural objects. It is this which distinguishes the stick of timber of the wood-cutter, from the tree of the poet.


 …The lover of nature is he whose inward and outward senses are still truly adjusted to each other; who has retained the spirit of infancy even into the era of manhood. His intercourse with heaven and earth, becomes part of his daily food. In the presence of nature, a wild delight runs through the man, in spite of real sorrows. Nature says, — he is my creature, and maugre all his impertinent griefs, he shall be glad with me. Not the sun or the summer alone, but every hour and season yields its tribute of delight; for every hour and change corresponds to and authorizes a different state of the mind, from breathless noon to grimmest midnight. Nature is a setting that fits equally well a comic or a mourning piece.
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 Melancholy of the Aegean

Odysseus Elytis





What coherence of soul in the halcyons of afternoon!

What quietude in the voices of the distant seaboard!

The cuckoo in the trees' kerchief

And the mystic moment of the fishermen's supper

And the sea that plays on its harmonica

The distant pining of the beautiful

Woman who bared her breasts

When memory entered into the nests

And lilacs sprinkled the west with fire!





With the caique and the virgin's sails

The lovers of the lilies' foreign land

Left with godspeed of the winds

But how did night murmur sleep here

With purling hair on gleaming necks

Or on the great white seashores

And how did dust from the dreams of girls

Fragrant with basil and mint

Scatter and stream on high

With Orion's golden sword!


 [image: ]


At the triple crossroads where the ancient witch stood

Kindling the winds with dry thyme

Supple shadows lightly stepped

With a jug in hand filled with charmed water

They stepped easily as if entering paradise

And from the crickets' prayer that foamed the fields

Lovely girls with skin of moon arose

To dance on the midnight threshing floor…





O signs you who descend into the depths

Of water that holds a mirror

Seven small lilies shimmering





When Orion's sword returns

It will find poor bread under the lantern

But soul in the embers of the stars

It will find great hands branching into infinity

Desolate seaweed late children of the shore

Years green gems





O green gem—what stormseer saw

You stop the light at the birth of day

The light at the birth of the world's two eyes!






 Tower of Light

Pablo Neruda
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O tower of light, sad beauty

That magnified necklaces and statues in the sea,

Calcareous eye, insignia of the vast waters, cry

Of the mourning petrel, tooth of the sea, wife

Of the Oceanian wind, O separate rose

From the long stem of the trampled bush

That the depths, converted into archipelago,

O natural star, green diadem,

Alone in your lonesome dynasty,

Still unattainable, elusive, desolate

Like one drop, like one grape, like the sea.






 The Rainy Day

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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The day is cold, and dark, and dreary;

It rains, and the wind is never weary;

The vine still clings to the moldering wall,

But at every gust the dead leaves fall,

And the day is dark and dreary.





My life is cold and dark and dreary;

It rains and the wind is never weary;

My thoughts still cling to the moldering past,

But the hopes of youth fall thick in the blast,

And the days are dark and dreary.





Be still, sad heart!

And cease repining;

Behind the clouds is the sun still shining;

Thy fate is the common fate of all,

Into each life some rain must fall,

Some days must be dark and dreary.






 The Brook and the Wave

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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The brooklet came from the mountain,

As sang the bard of old,

Running with feet of silver

Over the sands of gold!





Far away in the briny ocean

There rolled a turbulent wave,

Now singing along the sea-beach,

Now howling along the cave.





And the brooklet has found the billow,

Though they flowed so far apart,

And has filled with its freshness and sweetness

That turbulent, bitter heart!






 Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening

Robert Frost





Whose woods these are I think I know.

His house is in the village though;

He will not see me stopping here

To watch his woods fill up with snow.





My little horse must think it queer

To stop without a farmhouse near

Between the woods and frozen lake

The darkest evening of the year.





He gives his harness bells a shake

To ask if there is some mistake.

The only other sound's the sweep

Of easy wind and downy flake.





The woods are lovely, dark and deep.

But I have promises to keep,

And miles to go before I sleep,

And miles to go before I sleep.






 The Flower

Robert Creeley
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I think I grow tensions

Like flowers

In a wood where

Nobody goes.





Each wound is perfect,

Encloses itself in a tiny

Imperceptible blossom,

Making pain.





Pain is a flower like that one,

Like this one,

Like that one,

Like this one.






 Under One Small Star

Wislawa Szymborska





My apologies to chance for calling it necessity.

My apologies to necessity if I'm mistaken, after all.

Please, don't be angry, happiness, that I take you as my due.

May my dead be patient with the way my memories fade.

My apologies to time for all the world I overlook each second.

My apologies to past loves for thinking that the latest is the first.

Forgive me, distant wars, for bringing flowers home.

Forgive me, open wounds, for pricking my finger.

I apologize for my record of minuets to those who cry from the depths.

I apologize to those who wait in railway stations for being asleep today at five a.m.

Pardon me, hounded hope, for laughing from time to time.

Pardon me, deserts, that I don't rush to you bearing a spoonful of water.






 And you, falcon, unchanging year after year, always in the same cage,

Your gaze always fixed on the same point in space,

Forgive me, even if it turns out you were stuffed.

My apologies to the felled tree for the table's four legs.

My apologies to great questions for small answers.

Truth, please don't pay me much attention.

Dignity, please be magnanimous.

Bear with me, O mystery of existence, as I pluck the occasional thread from your train.

Soul, don't take offense that I've only got you now and then.

My apologies to everything that I can't be everywhere at once.

My apologies to everyone that I can't be each woman and each man.

I know I won't be justified as long as I live,

Since I myself stand in my own way.

Don't bear me ill will, speech, that I borrow weighty words,

Then labor heavily so that they may seem light.
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 Northern River

Judith Wright
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When summer days grow harsh

My thoughts return to my river,

Fed by white mountain springs,

Beloved of the shy bird, the bellbird,

Whose cry is like falling water.

O nighted with the green vine,

Lit with the rock-lilies,

The river speaks in the silence,

And my heart will also be quiet.





Where your valley grows wide in the plains

They have felled the trees, wild river.

Your course they have checked, and altered

Your sweet Alcaic metre.

Not the grey kangaroo, deer-eyes, timorous,

Will come to your pools at dawn;

But, their tamed and humbled herds

Will muddy the watering places.

Passing their roads and cities

You will not escape unsoiled.





But where, grown old and weary,

Stagnant among the mangroves,

You hope no longer—there on a sudden

With a shock like joy, beats up

The cold clean pulse of the tide,

The touch of sea in greeting;

The sea that encompasses

All sorrow and delight

And holds the memories

Of every stream and river.






 I'll Be a Tree

Petofi Sandor





I'll be a tree, if you are its flower,

Or a flower, if you are the dew—

I'll be the dew, if you are the sunbeam,

Only to be united with you.

My lovely girl, if you are the Heaven,

I shall be a star above on high;

My darling, if you are hell-fire,

To unite us, damned I shall die.






 The Sorrows of Young Werther (Extract)

Wolfgan Von Goethe





I am so happy, my dear friend, so absorbed in the exquisite sense of mere tranquil existence, that I neglect my talents. I should be incapable of drawing a single stroke at the present moment; and yet I feel that I never was a greater artist than now. When, while the lovely valley teems with vapour around me, and the meridian sun strikes the upper surface of the impenetrable foliage of my trees, and but a few stray gleams steal into the inner sanctuary, I throw myself down among the tall grass by the trickling stream; and, as I lie close to the earth, a thousand unknown plants are noticed by me; when I hear the buzz of the little world among the stalks, and grow familiar with the countless indescribable forms of the insects and flies, then I feel the presence of the Almighty, who formed us in his own image, and the breath of that universal love which bears and sustains us, as it floats around us in an eternity of bliss; and then, my friend, when darkness overspreads my eyes, and heaven and earth seem to dwell in my soul and absorb its power, like the form of a beloved mistress, then I often think with longing, Oh, would I could describe these conceptions, could impress upon paper all that is living so full and warm within me, that it might be the mirror of my soul, as my soul is the mirror of the infinite God! O my friend— but it is too much for my strength—I sink under the weight of the splendour of these visions!






 Walden (Extract)

Henry David Thoreau





Yet I experienced sometimes that the most sweet and tender, the most innocent and encouraging society may be found in any natural object, even for the poor misanthrope and most melancholy man. There can be no very black melancholy to him who lives in the midst of Nature and has his senses still. There was never yet such a storm but it was AEolian music to a healthy and innocent ear. Nothing can rightly compel a simple and brave man to a vulgar sadness. While I enjoy the friendship of the seasons I trust that nothing can make life a burden to me.

…

Sometimes, when I compare myself with other men, it seems as if I were more favored by the gods than they, beyond any deserts that I am conscious of; as if I had a warrant and surety at their hands which my fellows have not, and were especially guided and guarded. I do not flatter myself, but if it be possible they flatter me. I have never felt lonesome, or in the least oppressed by a sense of solitude, but once, and that was a few weeks after I came to the woods, when, for an hour, I doubted if the near neighborhood of man was not essential to a serene and healthy life. To be alone was something unpleasant. But I was at the same time conscious of a slight insanity in my mood, and seemed to foresee my recovery. In the midst of a gentle rain while these thoughts prevailed, I was suddenly sensible of such sweet and beneficent society in Nature, in the very pattering of the drops, and in every sound and sight around my house, an infinite and unaccountable friendliness all at once like an atmosphere sustaining me…






 Jane Eyre (Extract)

Charlotte Bronte
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It was now the sweetest hour of the twenty-four:—"Day its fervid fires had wasted," and dew fell cool on panting plain and scorched summit. Where the sun had gone down in simple state—pure of the pomp of clouds—spread a solemn purple, burning with the light of red jewel and furnace flame at one point, on one hill-peak, and extending high and wide, soft and still softer, over half heaven. The east had its own charm or fine deep blue, and its own modest gem, a casino and solitary star: soon it would boast the moon; but she was yet beneath the horizon.


 I walked a while on the pavement; but a subtle, well-known scent—that of a cigar—stole from some window; I saw the library casement open a handbreadth; I knew I might be watched thence; so I went apart into the orchard. No nook in the grounds more sheltered and more Eden-like; it was full of trees, it bloomed with flowers: a very high wall shut it out from the court, on one side; on the other, a beech avenue screened it from the lawn. At the bottom was a sunk fence; its sole separation from lonely fields; a winding walk, bordered with laurels and terminating in a giant horse-chestnut, circled at the base by a seat, led down to the fence. Here one could wander unseen. While such honey-dew fell, such silence reigned, such gloaming gathered, I felt as if I could haunt such shade for ever; but in threading the flower and fruit parterres at the upper part of the enclosure, enticed there by the light the now rising moon cast on this more open quarter, my step is stayed—not by sound, not by sight, but once more by a warning fragrance.
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 The Thorn Birds (Extract)

Colleen McCullough





The bird with the thorn in its breast, it follows an immutable law; it is driven by it knows not what to impale itself, and die singing. At the very instant the thorn enters there is no awareness in it of the dying to come; it simply sings and sings until there is not the life left to utter another note. But we, when we put the thorns in our breasts, we know. We understand. And still we do it. Still we do it.






 Jean-Christophe (Extract)

Romain Rolland





Night—half asleep—a pale light made white the window...The river murmurs. Through the silence its voice rises omnipotent; it reigns over all creatures. Sometimes it caresses their sleep, and seems almost itself to die away in the roaring of its torrent. Sometimes it grows angry, and howls like a furious beast about to bite. The clamor ceases. Now there is a murmuring of infinite tenderness, silvery sounds like clear little bells, like the laughter of children, or soft singing voices, or dancing music—a great mother voice that never, never goes to sleep! It rocks the child, as it has rocked through the ages, from birth to death, the generations that were before him; it fills all his thoughts, and lives in all his dreams, wraps him round with the cloak of its fluid harmonies, which still will be about him when he lies in the little cemetery that sleeps by the water's edge, washed by the Rhine…
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The bells...It is dawn! They answer each other's call, sad, melancholy, friendly, gentle. At the sound of their slow voices there rise in him hosts of dreams—dreams of the past, desires, hopes, regrets for creatures who are gone, unknown to the child, although he had his being in them, and they live again in him. Ages of memory ring out in that music. So much mourning, so many festivals! And from the depths of the room it is as though, when they are heard, there passed lovely waves of sound through the soft air, free winging birds, and the moist soughing of the wind. Through the window smiles a patch of blue sky; a sunbeam slips through the curtains to the bed. The little world known to the eyes of the child, all that he can see from his bed every morning as he awakes, all that with so much effort he is beginning to recognize and classify, so that he may be master of it—his kingdom is lit up...The room is a country, a day is a lifetime. How is a creature to know himself in the midst of these vast spaces? The world is so large! A creature is lost in it. And the faces, the actions, the movement, the noise, which make round about him an unending turmoil!... He is weary; his eyes close; he goes to sleep. That sweet deep sleep that overcomes him suddenly at any time, and wherever he may be—on his mother's lap, or under the table, where he loves to hide!... It is good. All is good.






 The Count of Monte Cristo (Extract)

Alexandre Dumas, pere





It was about six o'clock in the evening; an opal-colored light, through which an autumnal sun shed its golden rays, descended on the blue ocean. The heat of the day had gradually decreased, and a light breeze arose, seeming like the respiration of nature on awakening from the burning siesta of the south. A delicious zephyr played along the coasts of the Mediterranean, and wafted from shore to shore the sweet perfume of plants, mingled with the fresh smell of the sea.

A light yacht, chaste and elegant in its form, was gliding amidst the first dews of night over the immense lake, extending from Gibraltar to the Dardanelles, and from Tunis to Venice. The vessel resembled a swan with its wings opened towards the wind, gliding on the water. It advanced swiftly and gracefully, leaving behind it a glittering stretch of foam. By degrees the sun disappeared behind the western horizon; but as though to prove the truth of the fanciful ideas in heathen mythology, its indiscreet rays reappeared on the summit of every wave, as if the god of fire had just sunk upon the bosom of Amphitrite, who in vain endeavored to hide her lover beneath her azure mantle. The yacht moved rapidly on, though there did not appear to be sufficient wind to ruffle the curls on the head of a young girl. Standing on the prow was a tall man, of a dark complexion, who saw with dilating eyes that they were approaching a dark mass of land in the shape of a cone, which rose from the midst of the waves like the hat of a Catalan.
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 Anna Karenina (Extract)

Leo Tolstoy
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Spring was slow in unfolding. For the last few weeks it had been steadily fine frosty weather. In the daytime it than wed in the sun, but at night there were even seven degrees of frost. There was such a frozen surface on the snow that they drove the wagons anywhere off the roads. Easter came in the snow. Then all of a sudden, on Easter Monday, a warm wind sprang up, storm-clouds swooped down, and for three days and three nights the warm, driving rain fell in streams. On Thursday the wind dropped, and a thick gray fog brooded over the land as though hiding the mysteries of the transformations that were being wrought in nature. Behind the fog there was flowing of water, the cracking and floating of ice, the swift rush of turbid, foaming torrents; and on the follow Monday, in the evening, the fog parted, the storm-clouds split up into little curling crests of cloud, the sky cleared, and the real spring had come. In the morning the sun rose brilliant and quickly wore away the thin layer of ice that covered the 
 water, and all the warm air was quivering with the steam that rose up from the quickened earth. The old grass looked greener, and the young grass thrust up its tiny blades; the buds of the guelder-rose and of the currant and the sticky birch-buds were swoollen with sap, and an exploring bee was humming about the golden blossoms that studded the willow. Larks trilled unseen above the velvety green fields and the ice-covered stubble-land; peewits wailed over the low lands and marshes flooded by the pools; cranes and wild geese flew high across the sky uttering their spring calls. The cattle, bald in patches where the new hair had not grown yet, lowed in the pastures; the bow— legged lambs frisked round their bleating mothers. Nimble children ran about the drying paths, covered with the prints of bare feet. There was a merry chatter of peasant women over their linen at the pond, and the ring of axes in the yard, where the peasants were repairing ploughs and harrows. The real spring had come.
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 Resurrection (Extract)

Leo Tolstoy





The sun shone warm, the air was balmy; everywhere, where it did not get scraped away, the grass revived and sprang up between the paving-stones as well as on the narrow strips of lawn on the boulevards. The birches, the poplars, and the wild cherry unfolded their gummy and fragrant leaves, the limes were expanding their opening buds; crows, sparrows, and pigeons, filled with the joy of spring, were getting their nests ready; the flies were buzzing along the walls, warmed by the sunshine. All were glad, the plants, the birds, the insects, and the children. But men, grown-up men and women, did not leave off cheating and tormenting themselves and each other. It was not this spring morning men thought sacred and worthy of consideration not the beauty of God's world, given for a joy to all creatures, this beauty which inclines the heart to peace, to harmony, and to love, but only their own devices for enslaving one another.






 My Pretty Rose-Tree

William Blake





A flower was offered to me,

Such a flower as May never bore;

But I said,"I've a pretty rose tree,"

And I passed the sweet flower o'er.





Then I went to my pretty rose tree,

To tend her by day and by night;

But my rose turned away with jealousy,

And her thorns were my only delight.
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 First Snow (Extract)

John Priestley





The first fall of snow is not only an event but it is a magical event. You go to bed in one kind of world and wake up to find yourself in another quite different, and if this is not enchantment, then where is it to be found? The very stealth, the errie quietness of the thing makes it more magical. If all the snow fell at once in one shattering crash, awakening us in the middle of the night, the event would be robbed of its wonder. But it flutters down, soundless, hour after hour while we are asleep. Outside the closed curtains of the bedroom a vast transformation scene is taking place, just as if a myriad elves and brownies were at work, and we turn and yawn and stretch and know nothing about it. And then, what an extraordinary change it is! It is as if the house you are in had been dropped down in another continent. Even the inside, which has not been touched, seems different, every room 
 appearing smaller and cosier, just as if some power were trying to turn it into a woodcutter's hut or a snug log cabin. Outside, where the garden was yesterday, there is now a white and glistening level, and the village beyond is no longer your own familiar cluster of roofs but a village in an old German fairy-tale. You would not be surprised to learn that all the people there, the spectacled postmistress, the cobbler, the retired school master, and the rest, had suffered a change too and had become queer elvish beings, purveyors of invisible caps and magic shoes. You yourselves do not feel quite the same people you were yesterday. How could you when so much has been changed? There is a curious stir, a little shiver of excitement, troubling the house, not unlike the feeling there is abroad when a journey has to be made. The children, of course, are all excitement but even the adults hang about and talk to one another longer than usual before settling down to the day's work. Nobody can resist the windows. It is like being on board a ship.
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 This Last Rose of Summer

Thomas Moore
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This last rose of summer

Left blooming alone;

All her lovely companions

Are faded and gone;

No flower of her kindred,

No rose-bud is nigh,

To reflect back her blushes,

Or give sigh for sigh.





I'll not leave thee, thou lone one!

To pine on the stem;

Since the lovely are sleeping,

Go, sleep thou with them.

Thus kindly I scatter

Thy leaves o'er the bed

Where thy mates of the garden

Lie scentless and dead.





Soon may I follow,

When friendships decay,

And from Love's shining circle

The gems drop away.

When true hearts lie withered,

And fond ones are flown,

O! Who would inhabit

This bleak world alone?






 Most Beautiful of All the Stars

Sappho





Most beautiful of all the stars

O Hesperus, bringing everything

The bright dawn scattered;

You bring the sheep, you bring the goat,

You bring the child back to her mother.
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 The Lark

Bernart de Ventadorn





[image: ]


When I see the lark a-moving

For joy his wings against the sunlight,

Who forgets himself and lets himself fall;

Ai! What great envy comes unto me for him whom I see so rejoicing!





I marvel that my heart melts not for desiring.

Alas! I thought I knew so much

Of Love, and I know so little of it, for I cannot

Hold myself from loving

Her from whom I shall never have anything toward.

She hath all my heart from me, and she hath from me all my wit

And myself and all that is mine.

And when she took it from me she left me naught

Save desiring and a yearning heart.






 The Lorelei

Heinri Heine
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I cannot explain the sadness

That's fallen on my breast.

An old, old fable haunts me,

And will not let me rest.





The air grows cool in the twilight,

And softly the Rhine flows on;

The peak of a mountain sparkles

Beneath the setting sun.





More lovely than a vision,

A girl sits high up there;

Her golden jewelry glistens,

She combs her golden hair.





With a comb of gold she combs it,

And sings an evensong;

The wonderful melody reaches

A boat, as it sails along.





The boatman hears, with an anguish

More wild than was ever known;

He's blind to the rocks around him;

His eyes are for her alone.





—At last the waves devoured

The boat, and the boatman's cry;

And this did with her singing,

The golden Lorelei.






 To a Butterfly

William Wordsworth
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Stay near me—do not take thy flight!

A little longer stay in sight!

Much converse do I find in thee,

Historian of my infancy!

Float near me; do not yet depart!

Dead times revive in thee:

Thou bring'st, gay creature as thou art!

A solemn image to my heart,

My father's family!





Oh! pleasant, pleasant were the days,

The time, when, in our childish plays,

My sister Emmeline and I

Together chased the butterfly!

A very hunter did I rush

Upon the prey:—with leaps and springs

I followed on from brake to bush;

But she, God love her! feared to brush

The dust from off its wings.






 Daffodils

William Wordsworth





I wander'd lonely as a cloud

That floats on high o'er vales and hills,

When all at once I saw a crowd,

A host, of golden daffodils;

Beside the lake, beneath the trees,

Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.





Continuous as the stars that shine

And twinkle on the milky way,

They stretch'd in never-ending line

Along the margin of a bay;

Ten thousand saw I at a glance,

Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.
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The waves beside them danced; but they

Out-did the sparkling waves in glee;

A poet could not but be gay,

In such a jocund company;

I gazed—and gazed—but little thought

What wealth the show to me had brought.





For oft, when on my couch I lie

In vacant or in pensive mood,

They flash upon that inward eye

Which is the bliss of solitude;

And then my heart with pleasure fills,

And dances with the daffodils.






 My Heart Leaps Up

William Wordsworth





My heart leaps up when I behold

A rainbow in the sky:

So was it when my life began;

So is it now I am a man;

So be it when I shall grow old,

Or let me die!

The Child is father of the Man;

And I could wish my days to be

Bound each to each by natural piety.






 The Isle

Percy Bysshe Shelley





There was a little lawny islet

By anemone and violet,

Like mosaic paven:

And its roof was flowers and leaves

Which the summer's breath enweaves,

Where nor sun nor showers nor breeze

Pierce the pines and tallest trees,

Each a gem engraves;—

Girt by many an azure wave

With which the clouds and mountains pave

A lake's blue chasm.






 July

Edward Thomas





Naught moves but clouds, and in the glassy lake

Their doubles and shadow of my boat.

The boat itself stirs only when I break

This drowse of heat and solitude afloat

To prove if what I see be bird or mote,

Or learn if yet the shore woods be awake.





Long hours since dawn grew,—spread,—and passed on high

And deep below,—I have watched the cool reeds hung

Over images more cool in imaged sky:

Nothing there was worth thinking of so long;

All that the ring-doves say, far leaves among,

Brim my mind with content thus.






 Autumn

Alphonse de Lamartine





Greetings, forests crowned with remaining green!

Yellowing foliage on the sparse grass!

Greetings, last gorgeous days! nature's mourning

Evokes my pain and gratifies my eyes!





I walk the lonely path in dreamy steps,

And want to see again, for the last time,

This waning sun and pale whose feeble light

Barely pierces the woods' dark at my feet!





Yes, in these autumn days when nature dies,

In her veiled looks I find a great allure,

A friend's farewell, and the very last smile

From the lips that death will forever close!
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 Thus ready to leave the span of my life,

I mourn of my long days the dying hope,

And look back once more and with envious eyes

I mull over its blessings ne'er enjoyed!





Earth, sun, valleys, and fair and sweet nature,

I owe you tears at the edge of my tomb;

The air smells so sweet! The light is so pure!

To the dying the sun is beautiful!





Now I want to drink until the last drop

This chalice that mixes nectar and bile!

At the bottom of life's cup that I drank,

Perhaps there was a drop of honey mild?





The future may well hold for me in store

A return of happiness, forlorn hope?

Perhaps among the crowd one soul ignored

Would understand my soul and would respond?





The flower falls and yields its perfume to the wind,

To life, and to the sun, saying its last farewell;

I'll die; and my soul at the moment it expires

Will sound a quite mournful and melodious death knell.






 Wish

Henri de Regnier





I'd like to show your eyes the plains

And a forest green and ruddy,

Far off and soft

Under clear skies on the horizon,

Or some hills

With lovely slopes

So changing and supple and misty,

Seeming to melt in the sweetness of the air,

Either hills

Or forest.





I'd like

For you to hear

Strong, vast, deep, and tender,

The great dull voice of the sea

That moans

Like Love;

And once in a while

Right next to you,

In the interval,

I'd like you to hear

Right next to you

A dove

In the silence

Both soft and weak

Like Love

a trifle in the shadows,

I'd like you to hear

The gushing of a spring





For your hands I'd like some flowers,

And for your steps

I'd like a little path, grassy and sandy

Going up a bit and coming down,

Turning and seeming

To approach the limits of silence.

A very little sandy path

Where your steps would leave faint marks,

Our steps

Together.






 Les Miserables (Extract)

Victor Hugo





Nature sometimes mingles her effects and her spectacles with our actions with sombre and intelligent appropriateness, as though she desired to make us reflect. For the last half-hour a large cloud had covered the heavens. At the moment when Jean Valjean paused in front of the bed, this cloud parted, as though on purpose, and a ray of light, traversing the long window, suddenly illuminated the Bishop's pale face. He was sleeping peacefully. He lay in his bed almost completely dressed, on account of the cold of the Basses-Alps, in a garment of brown wool, which covered his arms to the wrists. His head was thrown back on the pillow, in the careless attitude of repose; his hand, adorned with the pastoral ring, and whence had fallen so many good deeds and so many holy actions, was hanging over the edge of the bed. His whole face was illumined with a vague expression of satisfaction, of hope, and of felicity. It was more than a smile, and almost a radiance. He bore upon his brow the indescribable reflection of a light which was invisible. The soul of the just contemplates in sleep a mysterious heaven.
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 A reflection of that heaven rested on the Bishop.

It was, at the same time, a luminous transparency, for that heaven was within him. That heaven was his conscience.

At the moment when the ray of moonlight superposed itself, so to speak, upon that inward radiance, the sleeping Bishop seemed as in a glory. It remained, however, gentle and veiled in an ineffable half-light. That moon in the sky, that slumbering nature, that garden without a quiver, that house which was so calm, the hour, the moment, the silence, added some solemn and unspeakable quality to the venerable repose of this man, and enveloped in a sort of serene and majestic aureole that white hair, those closed eyes, that face in which all was hope and all was confidence, that head of an old man, and that slumber of an infant.






 The Stars

Sergey Yesenin
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Stars little stars, you're so high and so clear!

What have you got in you, so fascinating?

Stars, deep in thought, so discreet you appear,

What is the power that makes you so tempting?

Stars, little stars, you're so dense and so solid!

What is it that makes you so great and alluring?

How can you, heavenly bodies, afford it:

Stirring a thirst and desire for learning?

Why, as you shine, are you nice and inviting

Into your wide open arms, on the instant?

Pleasing the heart, so benign and enticing,

Heavenly stars, so remote and so distant!






 Hours in the Sun (Extract)

John Bradley





"I was rich, if not in money, in sunny hours and summer day."

When Thoreau wrote that line, he was thinking of the Walden Pond he knew as a boy.

Woodchoppers and the Iron House had not yet greatly damaged the beauty of its setting. A boy could go to the Iron Horse and lie on his back against the seat of a boat, lazily drifting from shore to shore while the loons dived and the swallows dipped around him. Thoreau loved to recall such sunny hours and summer days "when idleness was the most attractive and productive business."

I too was once a boy in love with a pond, rich in sunny hours and summer days. Sun and summer are still what they always were, but the boy and the pond changed. The boy, who is now a man, no longer finds much time for idle drifting. The pond has been annexed by a great city. The swamps where herons once hunted are now drained and filled with houses. The bay where water lilies quietly floated is now a harbor for motor boats. In short, everything that the boy loved no longer exists— except in the man's memory of it.


 Some people insist that only today and tomorrow matter. But how much poorer we would be if we really lived by that rule! So much of what we do today is frivolous and futile and soon forgotten. So much of what we hope to do tomorrow never happens.

The past is the bank in which we store our most valuable possession— the memories that give meaning and depth to our lives.

Those who truly treasure the past will not bemoan the passing of the good old days, because days enshrined in memory are never lost. Death itself is powerless to still a remembered voice or erase a remembered smile. And for one boy who is now a man, there is a pond which neither time nor tide can change, where he can still spend a quiet hour in the sun.
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 Moonlight

Paul Verlaine





Your soul is as a moonlit landscape fair,

Peopled with maskers delicate and dim,

That play on lutes and dance and have an air

Of being sad in their fantastic trim.





The while they celebrate in minor strain

Triumphant love, effective enterprise,

They have an air of knowing all is vain,—

And through the quiet moonlight their songs rise.





The melancholy moonlight, sweet and lone,

That makes to dream the birds upon the tree,

And in their polished basins of white stone

The fountains tall to sob with ecstasy.
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 The Wind (Extract)

Emile Verhaeren





Crossing the infinite length of the moorland,

Here comes the wind,

The wind with his trumpet that heralds November;

Endless and infinite, crossing the downs,

Here comes the wind

That teareth himself and doth fiercely dismember;

With heavy breaths turbulent smiting the towns,

The savage wind comes, the fierce wind of November!

Each bucket of iron at the wells of the farmyards,

Each bucket and pulley, it creaks and it wails;

By cisterns of farmyards, the pulleys and pails

They creak and they cry,

The whole of sad death in their melancholy.





The wind, it sends scudding dead leaves from the birches

Along o'er the water, the wind of November,

The savage, fierce wind

The boughs of the trees for the birds' nests it searches,

To bite them and grind.

The wind, as though rasping down iron, grates past,

And, furious and fast, from afar combs the cold

And white avalanches of winter the old,

The savage wind combs them so furious and fast,

The wind of November.






 The Sail

Mikhail Lermontov





The sail is whitening alone

In blue obscurity of sea:

What did it leave in country own?

What does it want so far to see.





The wind is strong, the mast is creaking,

The wave is playing with the wave...

But not a fortune is it seeking,

Nor from this fortune is its way.





By it a stream is bright as azure,

By beams of sun it's warmed and blessed

But it is seeking gales as treasure,

As if the tempests give a rest.
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 Wide and Yellow's Evening Light

Anna Akhmatova





Wide and yellow's evening light,

Tender is the April chill,

You are late by many years

But I am glad of you still.





Come and sit right next to me,

With the happy eyes come look:

Here, my childhood poetry

Is in this blue notebook.





That I lived sorrowful and little

Was I glad of the sun, forgive.

And forgive, that in your stead I

Many others did receive.
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 The Summer Garden

Anna Akhmatova





I crave for the roses and garden my best,

That's clad in the best in the world airy fence.





Where statues remember me youthful and blessed,

And I—them all covered by Neva's cold waves.





In silence, so fragrant, amidst limes of kings,

I hear: the ship's masts are squeaking in swings.





And sails the white swain through the ages again,

Enjoying the charm of his brother-of-twain.





And deadly sleep hundreds of thousands steps

Of friends and of foes, of foes and friends.





And the train of shadows has no the end

From vase's granite to the palace of grand.





There whisper each other my white nightly skies

Of somebody's love, very secret and high.





And all shines with jasper and pearl in the night... But nobody knows a source of the light.
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 The Star

Anna Akhmatova





I do like this star in heights

'cous it clearly, brightly lights;

'cous no star in the whole world

such a light to us has brought;

'cous all its shine in the night

is a single drop inside.





I do like this star skies on

'cous it shines until a dawn;

'couse, tho'pouring light in flood,

it stays always very bright

on its long and labored way

From the star's height to the wave.





I do like this star, so bright,

'couse it's generous of light;

'couse in its delighted lace

I can grasp the endlessness;

'couse it's given (and at once)

To the earth and to the skies.
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 To the Sea

Alexander Pushkin





Farewell to you, unharnessed Ocean!

No longer will you roll at me

Your azure swells in endless motion

Or gleam in tranquil majesty.





A comrade's broken words on leaving,

His hail of parting at the door:

Your chant of luring, chant of grieving

Will murmur in my ears no more.





Oh, homeland of my spirit's choosing!

How often on your banks at large

I wandered mute and dimly musing,

Fraught with a sacred, troubling charge!





How I would love your deep resounding,

The primal chasm's muffled voice,

How in your vesper calm rejoice,

And in your sudden, reckless bounding!





The fisher's lowly canvas slips,

By your capricious favor sheltered,

Undaunted down your breakers' lips:

Yet by your titan romps have weltered

And foundered droves of masted ships.
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 Alas, Fate thwarted me from weighing

My anchor off the cloddish shore,

Exultantly your realm surveying,

And by your drifting ridges laying

My poet's course for ever more.





You waited, called... I was in irons,

And vainly did my soul rebel,

Becalmed in those uncouth environs

By passion's overpowering spell.





Yet why this sorrow? Toward what fastness

Would now my carefree sails be spread?

To one lone goal in all your vastness

My spirit might have gladly sped.





One lonely cliff, the tomb of glory...

There chilling slumber fell upon

The ghost of mankind's proudest story:

There breathed his last Napoleon.





There rest for suffering he bartered;

And, gale-borne in his wake, there streams

Another kingly spirit martyred,

Another regent of our dreams.


 He passed, and left to Freedom mourning,

His laurels to Eternity.

Arise, roar out in stormy warning:

He was your own true bard, oh Sea!





His soul was by your spirit haunted,

In your own image was he framed:

Like you immense, profound, undaunted,

Like you nocturnal untamed.





Bereft the world... where by your power,

Oh Sea would you now carry me?

Life offers everywhere one dower:

On any glint of bliss there glower

Enlightenment or tyranny.





Farewell then, Sea! Henceforth in wonder

Your regal grace will I rever;

Long will your muffled twilit thunder

Reverberate within my ear.





To woods and silent wildernesses

Will I translate your potent spells,

Your cliffs, your coves, your shining tresses,

Your shadows and your murmurous swells.
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 Spell of the Rising Moon (Extract)

Peter Steinhart
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There is a hill near my home that I often climb at night. The noise of the city is a far-off murmur. In the hush of dark I share the cheerfulness of crickets and the confidence of owls. But it is the drama of the moonrise that I come to see. For that restores in me a quiet and clarity that the city spends too freely.

From this hill I have watched many moons rise. Each one had its own mood. There have been broad, confident harvest moons in autumn; shy, misty moons in spring; lonely, white moons in winter, rising into the utter silence of an ink-black sky; and smoke-smudged, orange moons over the dry fields of summer. Each, like fine music, excited my heart and calmed my soul.

Moon gazing is an ancient art. To prehistoric hunters, the moon overhead was as unerring as a heartbeat. They knew that every 29 days it became full-bellied and brilliant, then sickened and died, and then was reborn once again. They knew that the 
 waxing moon appeared larger and higher overhead after each succeeding sunset. They knew that the waning moon rose later each night, until it vanished in the sunrise. To have understood the moon's patterns from experience must have been a profound thing.
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But we, who live indoors, have lost contact with the moon. The glare of street lights and the dust of pollution veil the night sky. Though men have walked on the moon, it grows less familiar. Few of us can say what time the moon will rise tonight.

Still, it tugs at our minds. If we unexpectedly encounter the full moon, huge and yellow over the horizon, we can't help but stare back in awe at its commanding presence.






 Evening Harmony

Charles Baudelaire





The season is at hand when swaying on its stem

Every flower exhales perfume like a censer;

Sounds and perfumes turn in the evening air;

Melancholy waltz and languid vertigo!





Every flower exhales perfume like a censer;

The violin quivers like a tormented heart;

Melancholy waltz and languid vertigo!

The sky is sad and beautiful like an immense altar.





The violin quivers like a tormented heart,

A tender heart, that hates the vast, black void!

The sky is sad and beautiful like an immense altar;

The sun has drowned in his blood which congeals...





A tender heart that hates the vast, black void

Gathers up every shred of the luminous past!

The sun has drowned in his blood which congeals...

Your memory in me glitters like a monstrance!
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 I Entered This World to See the Sun

Konstantin Balmont





I entered this world to see the sun

And the blue horizon.

I entered this world to see the sun

And the towering mountains.





I entered this world to see the ocean

And the bright array of vales.

I encompassed worlds in a single glance

I am master of all I survey.





I triumphed over cold oblivion

To create my dream.

In each moment I stream with revelation,

And I always sing.





My dream was born through suffering,

But I am loved for that.

Who can rival the strength of my song?

No one, no one.





I entered this world to see the sun.

And if the day should dim,

I will sing...I will sing of the sun

Until my dying hour!

[image: ]







 Moonlight

Theodor Storm





It seems the world lies buried

And now by moon is lit;

How blissful is the peace

That now embraces it!





The breezes must be silent,

So gently does it shine;

They murmur in their weaving

And finally decline.





And what does not awaken

In the glow of day to blossom,

Will open as a night time flower

Sending forth nocturnal perfume.





How unused to such a peace

For so long have I been!

Be within my life

The full and loving moon.
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 Immensee (Extract)

Theodor Storm
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The farmer passed on while the other quickened his pace as he went along under the trees. After a quarter of an hour's walk the shade to the left of him suddenly came to an end; the road led along a steep slope from which the ancient oaks growing below hardly reared their topmost branches. Away over their crests opened out a broad, sunny landscape. Far below lay the peaceful, dark-blue lake, almost entirely surrounded by green sun-lit woods, save where on one spot they divided and afforded an extensive view until it closed in the distant blue mountains. Straight opposite, in the middle of all this forest verdure, there lay a patch of white, like driven snow. This was an expanse of blossoming fruit-trees, and out of them, up on the high lake shore, rose the manor-house, shining white, with tiles of red. A stork flew up from the chimney, and circled slowly above the waters.

"Immensee!" exclaimed the traveller. It almost seemed as if he had now reached the end of his journey, for he stood motionless, looking out over the tops of the trees at his feet, and gazing at the farther shore, where the reflection of the manor-house floated, rocking gently, on the bosom of the water. Then he suddenly started on his way again.


 His road now led almost steeply down the mountain-side, so that the trees that had once stood below him again gave him their shade, but at the same time cut off from him the view of the lake, which only now and then peeped out between the gaps in the branches. Soon the way went gently upwards again, and to left and right the woods disappeared, yielding place to vine-clad hills stretching along the pathway; while on either side stood fruit-trees in blossom, filled with the hum of the bees as they busily pried into the blossoms.
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 To Nature

Johann Holderlin





While about thy veil I lingered, playing,

And, like any bud, upon thee hung,

Still I felt thy heart in every straying

Sound about my heart that shook and clung.

While I groped with faith and painful yearning,

To your picture, glowing and unfurled,

Still I found a place for all my burning

Tears, and for my love I found a world!

To the sun my heart before all others

Turned as though he heard my every cry,

And it called the stars its little brothers,

As it called the spring God's melody;

And each breeze in groves or woodlands fruity

Held thy spirit, and that same sweet joy

Moved the well-springs of my heart with beauty—

Those were golden days without alloy.






 The Stars

Edith Sodergran





When night comes

I stand on the steps and listen,

Stars swarm in the yard

And I stand in the dark.

Listen, a star fell with a clang!

Don't go out in the grass with bare feet;

My yard is full of shards.






 The Apple Orchard

Rainer Maria Rilke






[image: ]




Come let us watch the sun go down

And walk in twilight through the orchard's green.

Does it not seem as if we had for long

Collected, saved and harbored within us

Old memories? To find releases and seek

New hopes, remembering half-forgotten joys,

Mingled with darkness coming from within,

As we randomly voice our thoughts aloud

Wandering beneath these harvest-laden trees

Reminiscent of Durer woodcuts, branches

Which, bent under the fully ripened fruit,

Wait patiently, trying to outlast, to

Serve another season's hundred days of toil,

Straining, uncomplaining, by not breaking

But succeeding, even though the burden

Should at times seem almost past endurance.

Not to falter! Not to be found wanting!

Thus must it be, when willingly you strive

Throughout a long and uncomplaining life,

Committed to one goal: to give yourself!

And silently to grow and to bear fruit.






 Moonlight over the Lotus Pond (Extract)

Zhu Ziqing
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As far as eye could see, the pool with its winding margin was covered with trim leaves, which rose high out of the water like the flared skirts of dancing girls. And starring these tiers of leaves were white lotus flowers, alluringly open or bashfully in bud, like glimmering pearls, stars in an azure sky, or beauties fresh from the bath. The breeze carried past gusts of fragrance, like the strains of a song faintly heard from a far-off tower. And leaves and blossoms trembled slightly, while in a flash the scent was carried away. As the closely serried leaves bent, a tide of opaque emerald could be glimpsed. That was the softly running water beneath, hidden from sight, its colour invisible, though the leaves looked more graceful than ever.

Moonlight cascaded like water over the lotus leaves and flowers, and a light blue mist floating up from the pool made them seem washed in milk or caught in a gauzy dream. Though the moon was full, a film of pale clouds in the sky would not allow its rays to shine through brightly; but I felt this was all to the good—though refreshing sleep is indispensable, short naps have a charm all their own. As the moon shone from behind them, the dense trees on the hills threw checkered shadows, dark forms loomed like devils, and the sparse, graceful 
 shadows of willows seemed painted on the lotus leaves. The moonlight on the pool was not uniform, but light and shadow made up a harmonious rhythm like a beautiful tune played on a violin.

Far and near, high and low around the pool were trees, most of them willows. These trees had the pool entirely hemmed in, the only small clearings left being those by the path, apparently intended for the moon. All the trees were somber as dense smoke, but among them you could make out the luxuriant willows, while faintly above the tree-tops loomed distant hills—their general outline only. And between the trees appeared one or two street lamps, listless as the eyes of someone drowsy. The liveliest sounds at this hour were the cicadas chirruping on the trees and the frogs croaking in the pool; but this animation was theirs alone, I had no part in it.






 The Rain

Jorges Luis Borges





The afternoon grows light because at last

Abruptly a minutely shredded rain

Is falling, or it fell. For once again

Rain is something happening in the past.

Whoever hears it fall has brought to mind

Time when by a sudden lucky chance

A flower called "rose" was open to his glance

And the curious color of the colored kind.

This rain that blinds the windows with its mists

Will gladden in suburbs no more to be found

The black grapes on a vine there overhead

In a certain patio that no longer exists.

And the drenched afternoon brings back the sound

How longed for, of my father's voice, not dead.
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 The Moon

—A Maria Kodama

Jorges Luis Borges





There is such loneliness in that gold.

The moon of the nights is not the moon

The forefather Adam saw.

The long centuries

Of human vigil have filled her

With ancient lament.

Look at her,

She is your mirror.






 Love Towards the Land

Ai Qing
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If I were a bird,

I would sing aloud despite my hoarse voice:

The land heavily struck by rainstorms;

The river always surged by our wrath;

The frenzied wind howling without stops;

And the dawn in the woods, warmer than ever...





Then I would die,

With my feather rotten into the ground.

Why would my eyes be full of tears?

Because I love this land heart and soul...






 Sun of the Sleepless

George Gordon Byron
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Sun of the sleepless! melancholy star!

Whose tearful beam glows tremulously far,

That show'st the darkness thou canst not dispel,

How like art thou to joy remember'd well!





So gleams the past, the light of other days,

Which shines, but warms not with its powerless rays;

A night-beam Sorrow watcheth to behold,

Distinct but distant—clear—but, oh how cold!






 Rebecca (Extract)

Daphne du Maurier





There was a foggy dew upon the grass like frost, and the trees were shrouded in a white mist. There was a chill in the air and a little, fresh wind, and the cold, quiet smell of autumn.

As I knelt by the window looking down onto the rose garden where the flowers themselves drooped upon their stalks, the petals brown and dragging after last night's rain, the happenings of the day before seemed remote and unreal. Here at Manderley a new day was starting, the things of the garden were not concerned with our troubles. A blackbird ran across the rose-garden to the lawns in swift, short rushes, stopping now and again to stab at the earth with his yellow beak. A thrush, too, went about his business, and two stout little wagtails, following one another, and a little cluster of twittering sparrows. A gull poised himself high in the air, silent and alone, and then spread his wings wide and swooped beyond the lawns to the woods and the Happy Valley...
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 The peace of Manderley. The quietude and the grace. Whoever lived within its walls, whatever trouble there was and strife, however much uneasiness and pain, no matter what tears were shed, what sorrows borne, the peace of Manderley could not be broken or the loveliness destroyed. The flowers that died would bloom again another year, the same birds build their nests, the same trees blossom. The old quiet moss smell would linger in the air, and bees would come, and crickets, and herons build their nests in the deep dark woods. The butterflies would dance their merry jig across the lawns, and spiders spin foggy webs, and small startled rabbits who had no business to come trespassing poke their faces through the crowded shrubs. There would be lilac, and honeysuckle still, and the white magnolia buds unfolding slow and tight beneath the dining-room window. No one would ever hurt Manderley. It would lie always in a hollow like an enchanted thing, guarded by the woods, safe, secure, while the sea broke and ran and came again in the little shingle bays below.
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 Norwegian Wood (Extract)

Haruki Murakami





Eighteen years have gone by, and still I can bring back every detail of that day in the meadow. Washed clean of summer's dust by days of gentle rain, the mountains wore a deep, brilliant green. The October breeze set white fronds of head-high grasses swaying. One long streak of cloud hung pasted across a dome of frozen blue. It almost hurt to look at that far-off sky. A puff of wind swept across the meadow and through her hair before it slipped into the woods to rustle branches and send back snatches of distant barking—a hazy sound that seemed to reach us from the doorway to another world. We heard no other sounds. We met no other people. We saw only two bright red birds leap startled from the center of the meadow and dart into the woods. As we ambled along, Naoko spoke to me of wells.

Memory is a funny thing. When I was in the scene I hardly paid it any attention. I never stopped to think of it as something that would make a lasting impression, certainly never imagined that 18 years later I would recall it in such detail. I didn't give a damn about the scenery that day. I was thinking about myself. I was thinking about the beautiful girl walking next to me. I was thinking about the two of us together, and then about myself again. I was at that age, that time of life when every sight, every feeling, every thought came back, like a boomerang, to me. And worse, I was in love. Love with complications. Scenery was the last thing on my mind.
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Now, though, that meadow scene is the first thing that comes back to me. The smell of the grass, the faint chill of the wind, the line of the hills, the barking of a dog: these are the first things, and they come with absolute clarity. I feel as if I can reach out and trace them with a fingertip.






 The Last Leaf (Extract)

O'Henry





[image: ]


But, lo! after the beating rain and fierce gusts of wind that had endured through the livelong night, there yet stood out against the brick wall one ivy leaf. It was the last on the vine. Still dark green near its stem, but with its serrated edges tinted with the yellow of dissolution and decay, it hung bravely from a branch some twenty feet above the ground.

"It is the last one," said Johnsy. "I thought it would surely fall during the night. I heard the wind. It will fall today, and I shall die at the same time."

"Dear, dear!" said Sue, leaning her worn face down to the pillow, "think of me, if you won't think of yourself. What would I do?"

But Johnsy did not answer. The lonesomest thing in all the world is a soul when it is making ready to go on its mysterious, far journey. The fancy seemed to possess her more strongly as one by one the ties that bound her to friendship and to earth were loosed.

The day wore away, and even through the twilight they could see the lone ivy leaf clinging to its stem against the wall. And then, with the coming of the night the north wind was again loosed, while the rain still beat against the windows and pattered down from the low Dutch eaves.

When it was light enough Johnsy, the merciless, commanded that the shade be raised.

The ivy leaf was still there.






 Calm Is the Morn Without a Sound

Alfred Tennyson





Calm is the morn without a sound,

Calm as to suit a calmer grief,

And only thro' the faded leaf

The chestnut pattering to the ground;





Calm and deep peace on this high wold,

And on these dews that drench the furze.

And all the silvery gossamers

That twinkle into green and gold;





Calm and still light on yon great plain

That sweeps with all its autumn bowers,

And crowded farms and lessening towers,

To mingle with the bounding main;





Calm and deep peace in this wide air,

These leaves that redden to the fall;

And in my heart, if calm at all,

If any calm, a calm despair;





Calm on the seas, and silver sleep,

And waves that sway themselves in rest,

And dead calm in that noble breast

Which heaves but with the heaving deep.
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 Fruit Gathering (Extract)

Rabindranath Tagore
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To the birds you gave songs, the birds gave you songs in return.

You gave me only voice, yet asked for more, I sing.

You made your winds light and they are fleet in their service. Your burdened my hands that I myself may lighten them, and at last, gain unburdened freedom for your voice.

You created your Earth filling its shadows with fragments of light.

There you paused; you left me empty-handed in the dust to create your heaven.

To all things else you give; from me you ask.

The harvest of my life ripens in the sun and the shower till I reap more than you sowed. Gladdening your heart, o Master of the golden granary.
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 The First Jasmines

Rabindranath Tagore





Ah, these jasmines, these white jasmines!

I seem to remember the first day when I filled my hands with these jasmines, these white jasmines.

I have loved the sunlight, the sky and the green earth;

I have heard the liquid murmur of the river thorough the darkness of midnight;

Autumn sunsets have come to me at the bend of a road in the lonely waste, like a bride raising her veil to accept her lover.

Yet my memory is still sweet with the first white jasmines that I held in my hands when I was a child.

Many a glad day has come in my life, and I have laughed with merrymakers on festival nights.

On grey mornings of rain I have crooned many an idle song.

I have worn round my neck the evening wreath of bakulas woven by the hand of love.

Yet my heart is sweet with the memory of the first fresh jasmines that filled my hands when I was a child.






 From You Have I Been Absent in the Spring

William Shakespeare





From you have I been absent in the spring,

When proud-pied April dress'd in all his trim

Hath put a spirit of youth in every thing,

That heavy Saturn laugh'd and leap'd with him.

Yet nor the lays of birds nor the sweet smell

Of different flowers in odour and in hue

Could make me any summer's story tell,

Or from their proud lap pluck them where they grew;

Nor did I wonder at the lily's white,

Nor praise the deep vermilion in the rose;

They were but sweet, but figures of delight,

Drawn after you, you pattern of all those.

Yet seem'd it winter still, and, you away,

As with your shadow I with these did play.
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 Sand and Foam (Extract)

Khalil Gibran
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Remembrance is a form of meeting.

Forgetfulness is a form of freedom.

I have learned silence from the talkative, toleration from the intolerant, and kindness from the unkind; yet strange, I am ungrateful to these teachers.

I am forever walking upon these shores, betwixt the sand and the foam.

The high tide will erase my foot-prints, and the wind will blow away the foam.

But the sea and the shore will remain forever.

Once I filled my hand with mist.

Then I opened it and looked, the mist was a worm.

And I closed and opened my hand again, and behold there was a bird.

And again I closed and opened my hand, and in its hollow stood a man with a sad face, turned upward.


 And again I closed my hand, and when I opened it there was naught but mist.

But I heard a song of exceeding sweetness.

It was but yesterday I thought myself a fragment quivering without rhythm in the sphere of life.

Now I know that I am the sphere, and all life in rhythmic fragments moves within me.

They say to me in their awakening, "You and the world you live in are but a grain of sand upon the infinite shore of an infinite sea."

And in my dream I say to them, "I am the infinite sea, and all worlds are but grains of sand upon my shore."

Only once have I been made mute. It was when a man asked me, "Who are you?"

The first thought of God was an angel. The first word of God was a man.

We were fluttering, wandering, longing creatures a thousand thousand years before the sea and the wind in the forst gave us words.

Now how can we express the ancient of days in us with only the sounds of our yesterdays?

The Sphinx spoke only once, and the Sphinx said, "A grain of sand is a desert, and a desert is a grain of sand; and now let us all be silent again."

I heard the Sphinx, but I did not understand.

Long did I lie in the dust of Egypt, silent and unaware of the seasons.






 Part of Article

Bian Zhilin





As you are enjoying the scenery on a bridge

Upstairs on a tower people are watching you

The bright moon adorns your window

But you adorn others' dream
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 Spring (Extract)

George Gissing





Morning after morning, of late, I have taken my walk in the same direction, my purpose being to look at a plantation of young larches. There is no lovelier colour on earth than that in which they are now clad; it seems to refresh as well as gladden my eyes, and its influence sinks deep into my heart. Too soon it will change; already I think the first radiant verdure has begun to pass into summer's soberness. The larch has its moment of unmatched beauty—and well for him whose chance permits him to enjoy it, spring after spring.

Could anything be more wonderful than the fact that here am I, day by day, not only at leisure to walk forth and gaze at the larches, but blesses with the tranquility of mind needful for such enjoyment? On any morning of spring sunshine, how many mortals find themselves so much at peace that they are able to give themselves wholly to delight in the glory of heaven and of earth? Is it the case with one man in every fifty thousand? Consider what extraordinary kindness of fate must tend upon one, that not a care, not a preoccupation, should interfere with his contemplative thought for five or six days successively! So rooted in the human mind (and so reasonably rooted) is the belief in an Envious Power, that I ask myself whether I shall not have to play, by some disaster, for this period of sacred calm. For a week or so I have been one of a small number, chosen out of the whole human race by fate's supreme benediction. It may be that this comes to every one in turn; to most, it can only be once in a lifetime, and so briefly.
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 Snow in the Suburbs

Thomas Hardy





Every branch big with it,

Bent every twig with it;

Every fork like a white web-foot;

Every street and pavement mute.





Some flakes have lost their way, and grope back upward, when

Meeting those meandering down they turn and descend again.

The palings are glued together like a wall,

And there is no waft of wind with the fleecy fall.





A sparrow enters the tree

Whereon immediately

A snow-lump thrice his own slight size

Descends on him and showers his head and eyes.





And overturns him

And near inurns him,

And lights on a nether twig, when its brush

Starts off a volley of other lodging lumps with a rush.





The steps are a blanched slope,

Up which, with feeble hope,

A black cat comes, wide-eyed and thin,

And we take him in.






 Summer for Thee, Grant I May Be

Emily Dickinson





Summer for thee, grant I may be

When summer days are flown!

Thy music still, when Whippoorwill

And Oriole—are done!

For thee to bloom, I'll skip the tomb

And row my blossoms over!

Pray gather me—Anemone—

Thy flower—forevermore!
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 Infinite

Giacomo Leopardi





It was always dear to me, this solitary hill,

And this hedgerow here, that closes out my view,

From so much of the ultimate horizon.

But sitting here, and watching here, in thought,

I create interminable spaces,

Greater than human silences, and deepest

Quiet, where the heart barely fails to terrify.

When I hear the wind, blowing among these leaves,

I go on to compare that infinite silence

With this voice, and I remember the eternal

And the dead seasons, and the living present,

And its sound, so that in this immensity

My thoughts are drowned, and shipwreck seems sweet

To me in this sea.
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 To the Moon

Giacomo Leopardi





Oh gracious moon, now as the year turns,

I remember how, heavy with sorrow,

I climbed this hill to gaze on you,

And then as now you hung above those trees

Illuminating all. But to my eyes

From the tears that rose beneath my lids,

So painful was my life; and is my

Dearest moon; its tenor does not change.

And yet, memory and numbering the epochs

Of my grief is pleasing to me. How welcome

In that youthful time—when hope's span is long,

And memory short—is the remembrance even of

Past sad things whose pain endures.
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 Flower

Paul Celan





The stone.

The stone in the air, which I followed

Your eyes, as blind as the stone.





We were

Hands,

We baled the darkness empty, we found

The word that ascended summer:

Flower.





Flower—a blindman's word.

Your eye and mine:

They see

To water.





Growth.

Heart wall upon heart wall

Adds petals to it.





One more word like this word, and the hammers

Will swing over open ground.






 Evening

Hilda Doolittle
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The light passes

From ridge to ridge,

From flower to flower—

The hepaticas, wide-spread

Under the light

Grow faint—

The petals reach inward,

The blue tips bend

Toward the bluer heart

And the flowers are lost.





The cornel-buds are still white,

But shadows dart

From the cornel-roots—

Black creeps from root to root,

Each leaf

Cuts another leaf on the grass,

Shadow seeks shadow,

Then both leaf

And leaf-shadow are lost.






 Sensation

Jean Rimbaud





In the blue summer evenings, I will go along the paths,

And walk over the short grass, as I am pricked by the wheat;

Daydreaming I will feel the coolness on my feet.

I will let the wind bathe my bare head.

I will not speak, I will have no thoughts,

But infinite love will mount in my soul;

And I will go far, far off, like a gypsy,

Through the country side-joyous as if I were with a woman.
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 Green Rain

Dorothy Livesay





I remember long veils of green rain

Feathered like the shawl of my grandmother—

Green from the half-green trees

Waving in the valley.





I remember the road

Like the one which leads to my grandmother's house,

A warm house, with green carpets,

geraniums, a trilling canary

And shining horse-hair chair;





And the silence, full of the rains's falling

Was like my grandmother's parlour

Alive with herself and her voice, rising and falling—

Rain and wind intermingled.





I remember on that day

I was thinking only of my love

And my love's house

But now I remember the day

As I remember my grandmother.

I remember the rain as the feathery fringe of her shawl.
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 Window

Czeslaw Milosz





I looked out the window at dawn

and saw a young apple tree translucent in brightness.





And when I looked out at dawn once again,

an apple tree laden with fruit stood there.





Many years had probably gone by

but I remember nothing of what happened in my sleep.
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 夕阳

卡尔·桑德伯格





有一种低声道别的夕阳。

往往是短促的黄昏，替星星铺路。

它们均匀地踱过草原和海的边缘，

睡眠是安稳的。

有一种舞着告别的夕阳。

它们把围巾一半投向圆穹，

于是投上圆穹，投过圆穹。

耳朵边挂着丝绢，腰间飘着缎带，

舞着，舞着跟你道别。睡眠时

微微转侧，因为做着梦。

（邢光祖　译）
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卡尔·桑德伯格Carl Sandberg (1878—1967)

美国诗人，主要作品有《芝加哥诗集》。他广泛取材于现实生活，为读者展示出一幅生动辽阔的美国工业社会画卷。诗歌在形式上继承了惠特曼所开创的那种粗犷、豪放、不拘音节、不用脚韵，但却有自然节奏的自由诗传统。








 如一个人听雨

奥克塔维奥·帕斯





倾听我如一个人听雨，

不专注，不分心，

轻盈的脚步，细薄的微雨

那成为空气的水，那成为时间的空气，

白日还正在离开，

然而夜晚必须到来，

雾霭定形

在角落转折处，

时间定形

在这次停顿中的弯曲处，

倾听我如一个人听雨，

无需倾听，就听见我所言的事情

眼睛朝内部睁开，五官

全都警醒而熟睡，

天在下雨，轻盈的脚步，音节的喃喃低语，

空气和水，没有分量的话语：

我们曾是及现在是的事物，

日子和年岁，这一时刻，

没有分量的时间和沉甸甸的悲伤，

倾听我如一个人听雨，

湿淋淋的沥青在闪耀，

蒸雾升起又走开，

夜晚展开又看我，

你就是你及你那蒸雾之躯，

你及你那夜之脸，

你及你的头发，从容不迫的闪电，

你穿过街道而进入我的额头，

水的脚步掠过我的眼睛。

[image: ]



 倾听我如一个人听雨，

沥青在闪耀，你穿过街道，

这是雾霭在夜里流浪，

这是夜晚熟睡在你的床上，

这是你的气息中波浪的汹涌，

你那水的手指弄湿我的额头，

你那火的手指焚烧我的眼睛，

你那空气的手指开启时间的眼睑，

一眼景象和复苏的泉水，

倾听我如一个人听雨，

年岁逝过，时刻回归，

你听见你那在隔壁屋里的脚步么？
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 不在这里，也不在那里：你在另一种

成为现在的时间中听见它们，

倾听时间的脚步，

那没有分量、不在何处的处所之创造者，

倾听雨水在露台上奔流，

现在夜晚在树丛中更是夜晚，

闪电已依偎在树叶中间，

一个不安的花园漂流——进入，

你的影子覆盖这一纸页。

（董继平　译）






奥克塔维奥·帕斯Octavio Paz (1914—1998)

墨西哥诗人、散文家，1990年诺贝尔文学奖得主。主要作品有《太阳石》《向里生长的树》等。创作道路充满异彩，多种流派交错出现。他还借助诗歌英译本把中国盛唐诗人名作转译成西班牙文，传播了中国文化。








 热爱生命（节选）

杰克·伦敦





他醒来的时候，平躺在一块大岩石上，意识基本恢复正常。那一天，阳光明媚，晒得暖洋洋的。从遥远的地方传来小鹿呦呦的鸣叫声，他隐隐约约地想起了仿佛有风、有雨还有雪，但究竟被暴风雨吹打了几天——两天？还是两个星期？他无从记忆。

他安静地躺着，温暖的阳光洒在身上，饱经磨难的躯体尽情享受着阳光的照耀。他想，天真好啊，也许能够想办法确定所在的方位。他挣扎着侧起身，看到岩石下面是一条大河，水流平缓。这陌生的河让他好生奇怪，他顺着河慢慢抬眼望去，大河蜿蜒曲折，奔流在光秃秃的荒山之间，那些山和他以往见过的山相比，更加荒凉、更加低矮。此时的他从容淡定，不温不火，处变不惊。他慢条斯理地极目遥望，看着这条神奇的大河流向天边，汇入一片明晃晃、耀眼的大海。这时，他依然保持着平静。他想这样的景象非同一般，或许是海市蜃楼？八成是幻影，又是混乱的头脑在捉弄自己吧。当他看到波光粼粼的大海中央停泊着一艘轮船时，更坚定了自己的判断。他阖上双眼，过了一会儿才睁开。奇怪的是，那景象依然如故！可这说明不了什么，他心里清楚，在这荒芜的土地上根本不会有大海，更不会有船只存在，就像他知道自己的枪里绝不会有子弹。

（刘筠　译）






杰克·伦敦Jack London (1876—1916)

美国著名现实主义作家。他的小说，大多讲述美国下层人民的生活故事，揭露资本主义社会的罪恶，带有浓厚的社会主义和个人主义色彩。一生著述颇丰，留下了19部长篇小说、150多篇短篇小说以及相当多的随笔和论文。
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 如花的托斯卡纳（节选）

戴维·赫伯特·劳伦斯





到了五月，夜莺就开始不停地歌唱，平日小心低唱的托斯卡纳杜鹃也会提高声音。接着，美丽的淡紫色鸢尾大片盛开，尖瓣的花朵柔嫩而骄傲，空气都被晕染成一片紫红，清透明快的氛围四处弥漫。鸢尾将遍地开放，柔嫩的花朵骄傲地昂起。五六月，谷物还没收割的时候，玫瑰色的剑兰和开蓝花的黑种草会混迹田中。但现在五六月还没到，只是四月末，春夏之交的间歇，夜莺不停地歌唱；地里的豆花正在凋谢；豆花的香气正随着春天一起消失；小鸟在巢里破壳；橄榄已被修剪；葡萄园已完成最后一遍耕作；还要两个星期左右豌豆才成熟，现在没有多少活儿要做。

变化就这样发生，迅速而没有尽头。阳光照耀的地方比背阴的地方变化更明显，更彻底。在没有阳光的地方是永久的灰色和阴暗，表面的变化一瞬即逝，了无痕迹。然而，在阳光充足的地方，变化才是真实存在的，永恒不过人为，是一种囚禁。因此，北方人认为，自然世界本质上是个悲剧，因为它只是短暂生存，注定消逝。它的存在本身就意味着终结，这就是悲剧感的根源。而对南方人来说，阳光才是决定性的，阴影或黑暗不过是相关的产物——只是太阳偶尔被遮挡的结果。

对于人类来说，发光的太阳是永恒的，暗影不过是意外的干扰。而在我看来，千言万语都是浮云，既然太阳一直照耀，就会永远照耀下去。在阳光下，即便死亡也是充满阳光的。阳光没有终点。

因此，尽管托斯卡纳的春天飞快地流逝，而我却没有感到一丝的悲伤。太阳永远在照耀。若妄自伤春也是我们的错。

（徐翰林 译）


戴维·赫伯特·劳伦斯David Herbert Lawrence (1885—1930)

英国诗人、小说家、散文家，20世纪英语文学中最重要的人物之一，也是最具争议性的作家之一。主要成就包括小说、诗歌、戏剧、散文等。著有《儿子与情人》等作品，致力于对人性的深层探索。








 郁金香（节选）

约瑟夫·艾迪生





今年夏天的一个清晨，我碰巧起得很早。于是，便跑去乡间散步，希望能在绿草丛中和田野间得到一份安逸。夏天，正是绿草芬芳，百花绽放的季节。每年一到这个时节，任何一条小路都是一片美妙的景色，任何一道篱笆上都点缀着鲜花。四周满是丛生的灌木，我快乐地沉浸在鸟儿委婉动听的歌唱声中。我已经在嘈杂和浓烟中熬过了整整一个冬天，眼前的景色可谓是人间仙境。清新的露水洒落在世间万物上（包括我），还有那清爽宜人的清晨空气，周围的一切不但让鸟儿焕发出欢快的本性，也让我感到丝丝喜悦，内心深处充溢着一种神秘的、无以言表的满足与快乐。

……

看到花团锦簇的美妙画面，我真是又惊又喜。一垄一垄的花儿，密密麻麻地将我笼罩。一时间，我觉得每一片叶子都变成一方精美别致的薄纱，经纬交错，形成一幅幅千娇百媚的画卷。阳光照在薄纱不同的角落上，叶子便映出五彩斑斓的色彩。有时我觉得，这大片的郁金香，在曾经最伟大的数学家和哲学家看来，就是由众多的光学仪器把光线分散成为的各种不同的颜色。意识到大家似乎一直在嘲笑我，我这才从陶醉中清醒过来。我赞美一朵郁金香，认为它是世界上最美丽的花朵；对此，他们却说，那只不过是件“愚人衣”。

（金衡山　译）






约瑟夫·艾迪生Joseph Addison (1672—1719)

英国散文家、诗人、剧作家。在文学史上艾迪生的名字常常与他的好朋友理查德·斯蒂尔一起被提起，两人最重要的贡献是创办了两份著名的杂志《闲谈者》与《旁观者》。








 浑然不知

丹妮丝·莱弗托夫





你从我的身边漂去，

已经很久，

我以为你还是跟我一起：





你乘着潮水而来，

靠近岸边，

好似随波逐流的船





轻靠码头，将我推醒：

难道我是

一个半沉半浮码头吗？





在那愉快的交流中，

我浑然不知，

我看着月亮沉下去，





在我得知自己会再度

长久孤独，

潮水早已带你漂去，





淤泥吸着我灰黑的枝干，

一个绿梦，

这柔弱的生命正在干枯。

（老哈　译）
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丹妮丝·莱弗托夫Denise Levertov (1923—1997)

生于英格兰，后定居美国。著作颇丰，涉及诗歌和散文等，如诗歌集《重影》《此时此地》《悲舞》，散文集《罗马古玩》。此外，她还翻译了三本诗集，其中有法国作家琼·儒贝耳的《黑眼膜》。








 远处的青山（节选）

约翰·高尔斯华绥





和平的思想正一天天变得愈发真实和令人宽慰。此刻，我能躺在这青山上，为自己还能活在这样一个美好的世界而赞美造物。我能全身心沐浴在温暖的阳光下安然睡去，醒来后不会重新面对过去梦魇般的不幸苦难。我甚至能怀着轻快的心情去做梦，美梦再也不会被打破，即便是噩梦，睁开眼后即刻烟消云散。我能抬头仰望碧空蓝天，再也望不见那里蜃景似地显现出一长串恐怖的幻境，或是人与人之间上演的惨无人道的一幕。我终于能安静地凝望着清澈湛蓝的晴空，没有抑郁悲愁再次缠扰心头；我也能俯视波光潋滟的远海，不用担心海面再会泛起屠杀的血污。

……

整个世界的逐步恢复——这朵伟大的生命之花的慢慢重新绽放——给人带来一种无比美妙的感觉。我把手掌紧压在草叶上面，又把手拿开，看着那些草叶慢慢挺直和舒展开来，并抖掉挫伤。我们自己的情形也是如此，而且会长久如此。

……


约翰·高尔斯华绥John Galsworthy (1867—1933)

英国小说家和剧作家，1932年获诺贝尔文学奖。在牛津大学攻读法律，毕业后从事文学创作。主要作品有《法利赛人岛》《福尔赛世家》《白猿》《天鹅曲》等。




 然而，充满美丽和仁爱的“青山”离我们还很遥远。它会变得更近吗？人们甚至在我躺卧的这座青山上打过仗。从白垩和草地上遗留的工事痕迹看，这里肯定设过营地。白昼与夜晚的美丽，云雀的欢歌，芬芳四溢的植物，健康的狂喜，清澄的空气，星辰的庄严，阳光的明媚，轻歌曼舞，还有纯朴的友情，所有这些美好的东西才是我们求而不厌的。

……

此时此刻，我躺在这里，不快的思绪扬起双翅离我而去，那种安详犹如海面徐徐袭来的和风，那份慰藉犹如普洒在这青山上的阳光——这就是我四年零四个月来从未领略过的幸福。

（林文华　译）
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 论自然（节选）

拉尔夫·沃尔多·爱默生
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走入孤独，远离书斋，如同远离社会一样重要。纵然无人在我身旁，当我读书或写作时，并非独处一隅。如果一个人渴望独处，就请他注目于星辰吧。那从天界下行的光芒，使人们得以出离可触摸的现世。可以这样说，我们假想，大气之所以透明，就是为了让人们看到天国的灿烂光芒。从普通城市的街道向上看，它们是如此深邃伟岸。假如星辰千年一现，人类关于上帝之城的记忆，必将世代相传，为人们长久地信仰着，珍存着，崇拜着。然而，每一晚，这些美的使者都会降临，以它们无可置疑的微笑，照亮宇宙。

星辰唤醒心中的景仰，即使它们常在，也遥远而不可触摸；而当思想敞开心门，自然景物总会留下熟稔而亲切的印迹。自然永无恶意可憎的容颜。如同大智慧者不会因穷尽自然的和谐底蕴而失去对她的好奇之心。自然之于智慧的心灵绝非玩具。花朵，动物，群山，它们折射着智者思维的灵光，如同它们娱乐了他纯真的童年。当我们这样谈论自然时，我们的心灵感觉，清晰独特，诗意盎然。我们在感觉着多面的自然客体和谐完整的映像。正是这映像区分了伐木工手中的圆木与诗人心中的树木。


 ……自然的热爱者，内向和外向的感觉尚能和谐地相应，他尚能在成年时保有婴儿的心灵。与天地的交汇成为必需，就如每日的食物一样。自然当前时，奔腾的喜悦传便他全身，尽管可能他正身处现实的苦境。他是我的造物，泯灭他无关紧要的悲伤，与我同在他应欢悦，自然向他如是说。不仅阳光和夏天带来欢跃，四季的每一时分都奉献出愉悦；自然变化的每一时辰无不如是。从燥热的午后到漆黑的子夜，四季早晚的嬗变对应并验证着人们不同的精神状态。自然既可是悲剧的，也可以是喜剧的背景。

（丁放鸣　译）






拉尔夫·沃尔多·爱默生Ralph Waldo Emerson (1803—1882)

美国杰出的思想家、散文家、诗人、演说家。曾任《日晷》主编，大力宣扬超验主义思想。后来他把自己的演讲汇编成书，成就了著名的《论文集》，收录了《论自助》《论超灵》《论补偿》《论爱》等12篇论文。








 爱琴海的忧郁

[image: ]


奥德修斯·埃利蒂斯





在午后的翠鸟间，灵魂是多么谐和！

在远方海岸的呼啸里多么风平浪静！

树木密丛中的布谷鸟

渔夫们晚餐的神秘时辰

那演奏手风琴的大海

一个女人遥远的渴望之情

那袒胸露乳的女人啊

当记忆进入巢穴

紫丁香用火眼将落日浇淋！





驾一叶圣母之帆的快船

他们出海了，那些百合花的爱慕者

却留连异乡，带着风的祝愿

但这里请看黑夜怎样泼出潺潺的睡意

好像是辽阔海滩上的洁白晶莹的颈项上

那汩汩地奔流的发辫

请看少女之梦的轻尘

为留兰香道贺紫苏所熏染

怎样被散播和漫溢于天空

用奥利安的那支金剑！
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在三个十字路口，站着些古代的巫婆

用干枯的麝香草把风点燃

那儿几个苗条的身影在轻盈地摇曳

每人抱着一只密封净水的小罐

安详地，仿佛在走入乐园……

而从蟋蟀的遍野迸溅的祷声中

美人们身披月光隐隐出现

来到午夜的打谷场上曼舞翩缱





啊，一潭波光如镜的净水

神迹在深处漂流

啊，七朵小小的百合花在闪烁！





当奥利安的宝剑回来

它将发现灯下那贫困的食粮

不过是一颗灵魂在星星的灼热的余烬上

它将发现那双伸向无垠的巨手

不过是荒凉的海草，海滩最小的幼子

而岁月则是翠绿的宝石……





啊，翠绿的宝石——

这就是风暴预测者所看到的你

在白日诞生时阻止着光明

宇宙的双眼诞生时的光明啊！

（李野光　译）


奥德修斯·埃利蒂斯Odysseus Elytis (1911—1996)

希腊诗人。著有多部诗集，如《初升的太阳》《理所当然》等。在艺术上，他的诗意境清新、奇特，语言纯洁、精练，既不乏西方现代艺术的色彩，又融合了“希腊传统的元素”。1979年，获得诺贝尔文学奖。








 灯塔者

巴勃罗·聂鲁达





哦，灯塔，悲伤之美人

海中放大的项链和雕像，

石灰石的眼，浩瀚水域之徽章，

海燕的悲鸣，大海之牙，

大洋洲狂风之妻，哦，被踩踏

灌木丛里长茎的独立玫瑰，

深深灌木丛变成了群岛，

哦，自然之星辰，绿色之王冠，

在你孤独的王朝里孤立，

仍然难以到达，捉摸不定，寂寞孤单

如一滴水，一颗葡萄，大海一般。

（李景琪　译）






巴勃罗·聂鲁达Pablo Neruda (1904—1973)

智利当代著名诗人。他对大海寄予无限深情，在世时傍海而居，辞世后被安葬在太平洋之畔。一句“爱情太短，遗忘太长”，引起普世共鸣。著有《黄昏》和《爱情十四行诗100首》等多部诗集。1971年10月获诺贝尔文学奖。








 雨天

亨利·沃兹沃斯·朗费罗





这一天又冷，又暗，又惨淡；

雨下着，风也刮个不倦；

藤萝依旧缠绕坍塌的墙垣，

每阵风，都吹落枯叶几片，

这一天又暗，又惨淡。





我的日子又冷，又暗，又惨淡；

雨下着，风也刮个不倦；

思绪依旧缠绕坍塌的以往，

青春的希望在狂风中吹散，

日子过得又暗，又惨淡。





平静些吧，忧伤的心！休要嗟怨；

乌云后面依然是阳光灿烂；

你的命运是人类共同的命运，

总有些日子又暗，又惨淡。

（杨德豫译）






亨利·沃兹沃斯·朗费罗Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807—1882)

19世纪美国最伟大的浪漫主义诗人之一。1839年出版第一部诗集《夜吟》，收录《夜的赞歌》《人生礼赞》《群星之光》等音韵优美的抒情诗。逝世后，伦敦威斯敏斯特教堂诗人之角安放了他的胸像。








 小溪与海浪

亨利·沃兹沃斯·朗费罗





小溪从山上流下，

像诗人边走边唱，

用它那银白的小脚

奔跑在金黄的沙上。





在那远远的咸水洋，

奔腾着狂暴的海浪，

忽而高歌在海滩畔，

忽而怒吼在洞穴旁。





尽管相隔得这么远，

小溪也找到了海浪，

用清新甜美，

注满那狂暴、苦涩的胸膛！

（杨德豫　译）
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 雪夜林畔

罗伯特·弗罗斯特





我想我知道这是谁的森林。

他的家虽在那边乡村；

他看不到我驻足在此地

伫望他的森林白雪无垠。





我的小马一定会觉得离奇

停留于旷无农舍之地

在这森林和冰湖的中间

一年内最昏暗的冬夕。





它将它的佩铃朗朗一牵

问我有没有弄错了地点。

此外但闻微风的拂吹

和纷如鹅毛的雪片。





这森林真可爱、黝黑而深邃。

可是我还要去赶赴约会，

还要赶好几英里路才安睡，

还要赶好几英里路才安睡。

（夏菁　译）






罗伯特·弗罗斯特Robert Frost (1874—1963)

20世纪最受欢迎的美国诗人之一。他的诗歌取材于农村生活，曾赢得四次普利策奖和许多其他的奖励及荣誉，被称为美国文学中的桂冠诗人。诗歌语言简单，却极富哲理寓意。








 花

罗伯特·克里利





我觉得我

像花一样张开

在一个无人去

的树林里





每个伤口都是完美的，

蜷缩在极细微的

几乎感觉不到之处开花，

制造痛苦。





痛苦是一朵花，像那一朵，

像这一朵，

像那一朵，

像这一朵。

（韩怡丹　译）






罗伯特·克里利Robert Creeley (1926—2005)

20世纪下半叶美国重要诗人。1946年发表第一首诗。在美国及海外出版了60多本诗集，获得过许多荣誉。他是1989至1991年间纽约州的桂冠诗人，1999年他当选为美国诗人学会会长








 在一颗小星下

维斯瓦娃·辛波丝卡





我向偶然道歉，我竟称它为必然。

我向必然道歉，如果我还是弄错。

幸福，我把你当成我应得的，你不要生气。

愿死者忍耐我消退的记忆。

我向时间道歉，时时刻刻都有被我忽视的世界。

我向旧日恋情道歉，我以为最后的才最重要。

原谅我，远处的战争，我带了鲜花回家。

原谅我，敞开的伤口，我刺伤自己手指。

为了我的小步舞曲唱片，我向深渊中呼喊的人们道歉。

我向等在火车站的人道歉，早上五点我在睡觉。

宽恕我，被迫害的希望，我不时发出笑声。

宽恕我，沙漠，我没有奔向你，带来一勺水。

还有你，猎鹰，经年不变，在同一个笼里，


 你的目光盯着空中同一个点，

原谅我，你不过是只填塞的鹰。

我向倒下的树道歉，做了桌子的四条腿。

我向伟大的问题道歉，只有小小的答案。

真理，不必在乎我。

尊严，宽宏大量些。

存在的秘密啊，请容忍我偶尔拉扯你的丝线。

灵魂，别生气，我并非时刻拥有你。

我向每件事道歉，我无法同时去到所有地方。

我向每个人道歉，我无法成为每个女人男人。

我知道，我活着就无法为自己辩护，

我自己挡住自己的路。

言语，请别敌视我，我借用沉重的词，

辛苦劳作，使它们看上去很轻。

（冯冬　译）






维斯瓦娃·辛波丝卡Wislawa Szymborska (1923—2012)

1923年出生于波兰西部的一个小镇，1945年至1948年就读于雅格隆大学，学习波兰文学和社会学。1953年开始在《文学生活》杂志工作，出版过多本诗集，如《一只狗的独白》《新诗选：1957—1997》《诗选：一粒沙看世界》等。
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 北方的河

朱迪思·赖特





当夏天变得酷热，

我的思绪回到我的河流，

它被白色山脉间的春天所喂养，

热爱着铃鸟——这羞涩的鸟儿，

鸣声如流水。

哦，绿色的葡萄藤带来荫凉，

岩石间的百合忽然又点亮，

河水无声地流淌，

我的心也将归于宁静。





你的流域在平原上变得宽阔，

它们推倒树，拓宽河道。

它们抑制你的进程，改变了

你可爱的阿尔凯奥斯诗体。

灰色的袋鼠，眼神羞怯的鹿，不会在黎明时来到你的池塘；

但是，这些驯良、谦卑的动物，

会使有水的地方变得浑浊。

经过它们的道路和城堡，

你无法幸免于泥浆。





可惜这一切已变得古旧衰颓，

停滞在红树林之间，

你不再期盼；一种突如其来的

震惊，如同欢乐，如同

潮水涌来，冰凉清爽，

如同海的问候；

海，包容了

所有的悲欢，

并保存了每一条溪水和河流的

记忆。

（倪志娟　译）






朱迪思·赖特Judith Wright (1915—2000)

澳大利亚著名诗人、小说家、批评家、儿童作家、编辑，对澳大利亚的文学事业做出了重要贡献，被认为是澳大利亚最有实力的诗人之一，堪称澳大利亚文学创作的一面旗帜。主要作品有诗集《流动的形象》等。
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 我愿意是树

裴多菲·山陀尔





我愿意是树，如果你是树上的花；

我愿意是花，如果你是露水；

我愿意是露水，如果你是阳光……

这样我们就能够结合在一起。





而且，姑娘，如果你是天空，

我愿意变成天上的星星；

然而，姑娘，如果你是地狱

（为了在一起）我愿意永坠地狱之中。

（孙用　译）






裴多菲·山陀尔Petofi Sandor (1823—1849)

匈牙利爱国诗人和英雄，也是匈牙利民族文学的奠基人。1849年7月31日，这位爱国诗人在同沙俄军队作战时英勇牺牲，年仅26岁。








 少年维特之烦恼（节选）

沃尔夫冈·冯·歌德





我真幸福啊，朋友，我完全沉浸在对宁静生活的感受中，结果我的艺术便荒废了。眼下我无法作画，哪怕一笔也不成；但尽管如此，我现在去比任何时候都更配称一个伟大的画家。每当我周围的可爱峡谷霞汽蒸腾，杲杲的太阳悬挂在林梢，将它的光芒这儿那儿地偷射进幽暗密林的圣地中来时，我便躺卧在飞泉侧畔的茂草里，紧贴着地面观察那千百种小草，感觉到叶茎间有个扰攘的小小世界，——这数不尽的形形色色的小虫子、小蛾子——离我的心更近了，于是我感受到按我们自身模样创造我们的全能的上帝的存在，感受到将我们托付于永恒欢乐海洋的博爱天父的嘘息，我的朋友！随后，每当我的视野变得朦胧，周围的世界和整个天空都像我的爱人的形象似的安息在我的心中时，我便常常产生一种急切的向往：啊，要是能把它再现出来，把这如此丰富、如此温暖地活在我心中的形象，如神仙似地呵口气吹到纸上，使其成为我灵魂的镜子，正如我的灵魂是无所不在的上帝的镜子一样，这该有多好啊！——我的朋友！然而我真去做时却会招致毁灭，我将在壮丽自然的威力的底下命断魂销。

（张佩芬　译）






沃尔夫冈·冯·歌德Wolfgan Von Goethe (1749—1832)

德国著名思想家、小说家、剧作家、诗人，其作品充满了反叛精神。主要作品有剧本《葛兹·冯·伯里欣根》、中篇小说《少年维特之烦恼》等，此外还写了许多抒情诗和评论文章。
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 瓦尔登湖（节选）

亨利·戴维·梭罗





然而我有时经历到，在任何大自然的事物中，都能找出最甜蜜温柔，最天真和鼓舞人的伴侣，即使是对于愤世嫉俗的可怜人和最最忧郁的人也一样。只要生活在大自然之间而还有五官的话，便不可能有很阴郁的忧虑。对于健全而无邪的耳朵，暴风雨还真是伊奥勒斯的音乐呢。什么也不能正当地迫使单纯而勇敢的人产生庸俗的伤感。当我享受着四季的友爱时，我相信，任什么也不能使生活成为我沉重的负担。

……

有时，我把自己和别人作比较，好像我比别人更得诸神的宠爱，比我应得的似乎还多呢；好像我有一张证书和保单在他们手上，别人却没有，因此我受到了特别的引导和保护。我并没有自称自赞，可是如果可能的话，倒是他们称赞了我。我从不觉得寂寞，也一点不受寂寞之感的压迫，只有一次，在我进了森林数星期后，我怀疑了一个小时，不知宁静而健康的生活是否应当有些近邻，独处似乎不很愉快。同时，我却觉得我的情绪有些失常了，但我似乎也预知我会恢复到正常的。当这些思想占据我的时候，温和的雨丝飘洒下来，我突然感觉到能跟大自然做伴是如此甜蜜，如此受惠，就在这滴答滴答的雨声中，我屋子周围的每一个声音和景象都有着无穷尽无边际的友爱……

（徐迟　译）






亨利·戴维·梭罗Henry David Thoreau(1817—1862)

美国作家、哲学家，超验主义代表人物。其思想深受爱默生影响，提倡回归本心，亲近自然。1845年，在瓦尔登湖畔隐居两年，自耕自食，体验俭朴和接近自然的生活，并以此为题材写成长篇散文《瓦尔登湖》。
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 简·爱（节选）

夏洛蒂·勃朗特





此刻是二十四小时中最甜蜜的时刻——“白昼已耗尽了它的烈火，”清凉的露水落在喘息的平原和烤灼过的山顶上。在夕阳朴实地西沉——并不伴有华丽的云彩——的地方，铺展开了一抹庄严的紫色，在山峰的一个尖顶上燃烧着红宝石和炉火般的光焰，向高处和远处伸延，显得越来越柔和，占据了半个天

空。东方也自有它湛蓝悦目的魅力，有它不事炫耀的宝石——一颗升起的孤星。

它很快会以月亮而自豪，不过这时月亮还在地平线之下。

我在铺筑过的路面上散了一会儿步。但是一阵细微而熟悉的清香——雪茄的气味——悄悄地从某个窗子里钻了出来。我看见图书室的窗开了一手掌宽的缝隙。我知道可能有人会从那儿看我，因此我走开了，进了果园。庭园里没有比这更隐蔽，更像伊甸园的角落了。这里树木繁茂，花儿盛开，一边有高墙同院子隔开；另一边一条长满山毛榉的路，像屏障一般，把它和草坪分开。底下是一道矮篱，是它与孤寂的田野唯一的分界。一条蜿蜒的小径通向篱笆。路边长着月桂树，路的尽头是一棵巨大无比的七叶树，树底下围着一排座位。你可以在这儿漫步而不被人看到。在这种玉露徐降、悄无声息、夜色渐浓的时刻，我觉得仿佛会永远在这样的阴影里踯躅。但这时我被初升的月亮投向园中高处开阔地的光芒所吸引，穿过花圃和果园，却停住了脚步，——不是因为听到或是看到了什么，而是因为再次闻到了一种我所警觉的香味。

（吴钧燮　译）
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夏洛蒂·勃朗特Charlotte Bronte (1816—1855)

19世纪英国著名作家、诗人，世界文学名著《简·爱》的作者。生于英国北部约克郡一个乡村牧师家庭，后来她也曾做家庭教师，最终投身于文学创作。她的作品善于反映女性的强烈情感和细腻内心。








 荆棘鸟（节选）

科琳·麦卡洛





鸟儿胸前带着棘刺，它遵循着一个不可改变的法则，她被不知其名的东西刺穿身体，被驱赶着，歌唱着死去。在那荆棘刺进的一瞬，她没有意识到死之将临。她只是唱着、唱着，直到生命耗尽，再也唱不出一个音符。但是，当我们把棘刺扎进胸膛时，我们是知道的。我们是明明白白的。然而，我们却依然要这样做。我们依然把棘刺扎进胸膛。

（曾胡　译）






科琳·麦卡洛Colleen McCullough (1937—)

澳大利亚当代著名作家。除享誉世界的《荆棘鸟》外，还创作另外12部长篇小说，一部传记。她也写散文或杂文，甚至写音乐剧。《荆棘鸟》这本书在西方文坛被誉为“继《飘》之后最成功的家世小说和爱情传奇”。
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 约翰·克利斯朵夫（节选）

罗曼·罗兰





夜里，——半睡半醒的时候——一线苍白的微光照在窗上……江声浩荡。万籁俱寂，水声更宏大了；它统驭万物，时而抚慰着他们的睡眠，连它自己也快要在波涛声中入睡了；时而狂嗥怒吼，好似一头噬人的疯兽。然后，它的咆哮静下来了：那才是无限温柔的细语，银铃的低鸣，清朗的钟声，儿童的欢笑，曼妙的清歌，回旋缭绕的音乐。伟大的母性之声，它是永远不歇的！它催眠着这个孩子，正如千百年来催眠着以前的无数代的人，从出生到老死；它渗透他的思想，浸润他的幻梦，它的滔滔汩汩的音乐，如大氅一般把他裹着，直到他躺在莱茵河畔的小公墓上的时候。
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 钟声复起……天已黎明！它们互相应答，带点儿哀怨，带点儿凄凉，那么友好，那么静穆。柔缓的声音起处，化出无数的梦境，往事，欲念，希望，对先人的怀念，——儿童虽然不认识他们，但的确是他们的化身，因为他曾经在他们身上逗留，而此刻他们又在他身上再生。几百年的往事在钟声中颤动。多少的悲欢离合！——他在卧室中听到这音乐的时候，仿佛眼见美丽的音波在轻清的空气中荡漾，看到无挂无碍的飞鸟掠过，和暖的微风吹过。一角青天在窗口微笑。一道阳光穿过帘帷，轻轻地泻在他床上。儿童所熟识的小天地，每天醒来在床上所能见到的一切，所有他为了要支配而费了多少力量才开始认得和叫得出名字的东西，都亮起来了……一室有如一国；一日有如一生。在这些茫茫的空间怎么能辨得出自己呢？世界那么大！真要令人迷失。再加那些面貌，姿态，动作，声音，在他周围简直是一阵永远不散的旋风！他累了，眼睛闭上了，睡熟了。甜蜜的深沉的瞌睡会突然把他带走，随时，随地，在他母亲的膝上，在他喜欢躲藏的桌子底下，……多甜蜜，多舒服。

（傅雷　译）






罗曼·罗兰Romain Rolland (1866—1944)

法国思想家、文学家、批判现实主义作家、音乐评论家，一个“用音乐写小说”的人。1915年诺贝尔文学奖得主。他相信艺术应该描绘真实的情感，传达出使人变得高贵的道德感。








 基督山伯爵（节选）

亚历山大·大仲马
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这是在晚上六点钟左右；一片猫眼石色的晕雾笼罩到蔚蓝的海面上；透过这片晕雾，秋天的太阳洒出它那金色的光芒。白天的炎热已渐渐减低了，海面上升起一阵微风，像是大自然从午睡醒来后所发出的呼吸一样；一阵爽神的微风沿着地中海的海岸吹拂，把夹杂着清新的海的气息的花草香味到处播送。

在这个从直布罗陀到达达尼尔，从突尼斯到威尼斯的浩瀚无垠的大海上，一艘整洁、漂亮、轻捷的游艇正在黄昏的轻雾中滑行。游艇的动作像是一只迎风展翅的天鹅，平稳地在水面上滑行。它前进得很迅速，而同时又很优美，在它的后面留下一条发光的水痕。渐渐地，太阳消失到西方的地平线后面去了；但像是要证实神话家的幻想似的，它那没掩藏好的光芒泄露出来逗留在每一个波浪的浪尖上，似乎说明火神去藏在海神安费德丽蒂的怀抱里，后者虽然竭力要把她的爱人掩藏在她那蔚蓝的大毯子底下，却始终掩饰不住。海面上的风虽然还不够吹乱一个少女头上的鬈发，但那艘游艇却行进得很迅速。船头上站着一个身材高大、肤色浅黑的男子，他用一对睁大着的眼睛看他们渐渐接近一片乌压压的陆地，那块陆地成圆锥形地矗立在万顷波涛之中，像是一顶硕大无朋的迦太兰人的帽子。

（蒋学模　译）






亚历山大·大仲马Alexandre Dumas, père (1802—1870)

法国浪漫主义作家。著作达300卷之多，代表作有《亨利第三及其宫廷》《基督山伯爵》《三个火枪手》等。其作品大都以真实的历史作背景，情节曲折生动，往往出人意料，有历史惊险小说之称。
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 安娜·卡列尼娜（节选）

列夫·托尔斯泰





春天姗姗来迟。大斋期的最后两三个星期天气一直是晴朗而严寒的。在白天，阳光下温暖到可以溶解冰雪，但是在晚间，却甚至冷到冰点以下七度。雪面上冻结了这么厚的一层冰，以至他们可以坐着车在没有路的地方走过。复活节的时候还是满地的雪。但是突然之间，在复活节的第二天起了一阵暖和的风，乌云笼罩起来，温暖的、猛烈的雨倾泻了三天三夜。到礼拜四，风平息下来了，灰色的浓雾弥漫了大地，好像在掩蔽着自然界所起的变化的神秘的一样。在雾里面，水流动着，冰块坼裂和漂浮着，浑浊的、泡沫翻飞的激流奔驰着；在复活节一周后的第一天，在傍晚的时候，雾散开来了，乌云分裂成了小小的卷缩的云朵，天空晴朗了，真正的春天已经来
 临。早晨，太阳灿烂地升起来，迅速地融化了覆盖在水面上的薄薄冰层，温暖的空气随着从苏生的地面上升起来的蒸汽而颤动着。隔年的草又返青了。鲜嫩的青草身处细微的叶片；雪球花和红醋栗的枝芽，和桦树的黏性的嫩枝都生机勃勃地萌芽了；一只飞来飞去的蜜蜂正围绕着布满柳树枝头的金色花朵嗡嗡叫着。看不见的云雀在天鹅绒般绿油油的田野和盖满了冰雪的、刈割后的田地上颤巍巍地歌唱着；田在积满了黄褐色污水的洼地和沼泽上面哀鸣；仙鹤和鸿雁高高地飞过天空，发出春的叫喊。脱落了的毛还没有全长出来的家畜在牧场上吼叫起来；弯腿的小羊在它们那掉了毛的、咩咩地叫着母亲身边欢蹦乱跳；敏捷的小孩在印满了赤脚印记的干巴巴的路上奔跑，可以听见在池旁浣衣的农妇们的快活的闲谈声，和农民们在院子里修理犁耙的斧声。真正的春天已经来临了。
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（周扬 谢素台　译）






列夫·托尔斯泰Leo Tolstoy （1828—1910）

19世纪中期俄国批判现实主义作家、文学家、思想家，主要作品有长篇小说《战争与和平》《安娜·卡列尼娜》《复活》，也创作了大量的童话。其作品深刻地展现了俄国剧烈的社会变动。这位文坛巨匠长眠在森林之中，坟上却连墓碑和十字架都没有。








 复活（节选）

列夫·托尔斯泰





阳光和煦，青草又到处生长，不仅在林荫道上，而且在石板缝里。凡是青草没有锄尽的地方，都一片翠绿，生意盎然。桦树、杨树和稠李纷纷抽出芬芳的黏稠嫩叶，菩提树上鼓起一个个胀裂的新芽。寒鸦、麻雀和鸽子感到春天已经来临，都在欢乐地筑巢。就连苍蝇都被阳光照暖，在墙脚下嘤嘤嗡嗡地骚动。花草树木也好，鸟雀昆虫也好，儿童也好，全都欢欢喜喜，生气蓬勃。唯独人，唯独成年人，却一直在自欺欺人，折磨自己，也折磨别人。他们认为神圣而重要的，不是这春色迷人的早晨，不是上帝为造福众生所创造的人间的美，那种使万物趋向和平、协调、互爱的美；他们认为神圣而重要的，是他们自己发明的统治别人的种种手段。

（宋瑞芬　译）
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 我可爱的玫瑰树

威廉·布莱克





有人要拿一朵花给我，

五月花儿从没有这样美，

但我没有要这美丽的花，

我说：“我有棵可爱的玫瑰树”。





我到我可爱的玫瑰树那里，

不分昼夜地殷勤服侍，

但我的玫瑰嫉妒了，不理我，

她的刺成为我唯一的欢娱。

（宋雪亭　译）






威廉·布莱克William Blake (1757—1827)

英国诗人和艺术家，生于伦敦，英国浪漫主义文学的重要人物。善用对比的手法来呈现深刻的主题，语言淳朴，抒情真挚，著有诗集《天真之歌》和《经验之歌》。








 初雪（节选）

约翰·普里斯特利





第一场雪不仅仅是件大事，而且还是一桩具有魅力的事件。你在一种世界中进入梦乡，可当你醒来时却处在另一个完全不同的世界中。如果这不是迷人的东西，那又该上哪里去寻找它们呢？这种隐秘性与奇异的寂静使得事情变得更加神奇。如果所有的雪都一下子全从天上哗啦啦地倒下来，把我们在半夜里惊醒，那么事情便失去了它的神奇性了。雪花却在我们熟睡时，无声无息，一小时又一小时地轻轻飘下来。在紧闭着的卧室窗帘外，一个巨大的变化场面正在形成，正如有无数好心的小妖和精灵正在忙碌着。而我们却全然不知道，还在梦中翻身，打哈欠，伸懒腰。然而，这是一个多么离奇的变化啊！就好像你住的那所房子被扔到了另一块大陆上，甚至连根本没有触及到的室内也显得变了样，每个房间都变得小了，更舒适了，好像有某一种力量正在企图把它们变成伐木人的小屋或是一间温暖舒适的圆木造的小房子。屋外，昨天的花园现在已
 变成一片白色闪光的平面。花园那边的村子已不再是你所熟悉的那一簇簇屋顶，却出现了一个德国古老童话中的小村庄了。你也不会感到吃惊，当你听说那里所有的人们，戴眼镜的女邮递员、皮匠、退休了的小学校长以及其他的人，也都经历了同样的变化，而且都变成了古怪的像精灵般的人物，那些会供给你隐身帽与魔鞋的人们。你会感到你自己也不完全是昨天的你了。当所有这些都发生了变化，你怎能不变呢？一种古怪的骚动，一阵激动引起的轻微颤抖影响了整座房子，这跟出外做一次旅行所激起的那种感觉是相似的。孩子们当然都特别兴奋，甚至连成年人都闲待在那里，彼此交谈比往日都长，然后才坐下开始一天的工作。没有一个人会愿意离开窗口，就仿佛在船上时一样。

（李苏苹　译）






约翰·普里斯特利John Priestley (1894—1984)

英国剧作家、小说家、批评家。作品有《危险的角落》《我曾来过这里》《夜晚的音乐会》《远在约旦的约翰逊》《长镜子》《夏日的梦》等。散文语言优美，风格独特。
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 夏日最后的玫瑰

托马斯·穆尔





夏日最后的玫瑰

独自绽放着；

所有昔日动人的同伴

都已凋落残逝；

身旁没有同类的花朵，

没有半个玫瑰苞

映衬她的红润，

分担她的忧愁。





我不会离开弧零零的你！

让你单独地憔悴；

既然美丽的同伴都已入眠，

去吧！你也和她们一起躺着。





为此，我好心在散放

你的丽叶在花床上

那儿，也是你花园的同伴

无声无息躺着的地方。





不久我也可能追随我朋友而去，

当友谊渐逝，

像从灿烂之爱情圈中

掉落的宝石。

当忠诚的友人远去，

所爱的人飞走，

啊！谁还愿留在

这荒冷的世上独自凄凉？

（简明　译）






托马斯·穆尔Thomas Moore (1779—1852)

爱尔兰著名诗人。他的声名不仅是因为其独具一格的诗歌作品，还得益于他对爱尔兰人民深沉的爱。代表作有《爱尔兰的旋律》，此外，他还把一首古老的爱尔兰民谣《年轻人的梦》，重新填词，更名为《夏日最后的玫瑰》。
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 夜星

萨福





夜星啊，

白天剥夺了我们的，

你全带了回来，

羊群归栏，孩子们都投入

母亲的胸怀。

（周煦良　译）






萨福Sappho（约前630—前592）

古希腊著名的女抒情诗人，一生写过不少情诗、颂神诗、铭辞等。她是古希腊第一个描述个人爱情和失恋的诗人。








 云雀

伯尔纳·德·文塔多恩





我看见云雀扑打着翅膀，

欢快地迎着太阳的光辉，

内心欣喜若狂。

上下翩飞，心迷神醉，

啊，对那些人我多么嫉妒，

他们沉浸在欢乐之中。





我无比惊奇，

我的心竟未立刻为情欲消融。

啊，我以为自己多么理解爱情，

但实际对它一无所知。

我苦恋着一位夫人，

她却绝不会同情我的单相思。

我的心和我的一切都被她带走，

还带走她自己和整个世界；

她离我而去，我已一无所有，

空怀向往和满腔眷恋。
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伯尔纳·德·文塔多恩Bernart de Ventadorn(约1130—1190)

法国南部游吟诗人。他曾在法国埃利诺女伯爵的宫廷里服务，并与之相爱，为她写了很多歌曲，但后来女伯爵随英王远嫁英国，伯尔纳痛苦地入了修道院，最终死在了那里。诗人借云雀飞过产生的遐想，倾诉了失恋之苦。








 罗蕾莱

海因里希·海涅





我不确定我满怀

悲伤的意义；

一个古老的传说，

总在我心中回荡。





黄昏的空气清爽

温柔的莱茵河流淌。

山脊在消逝的

阳光中闪烁。





那最美丽的少女就坐在上面，

美丽得如此惊人：

她金色的珠宝闪闪发光；

她梳动她的金发。





她用镀金的梳子梳妆，打扮，

在空闲中，唱起一首歌。

它有着最奇妙、最吸引人

最有力量的旋律。





船夫登上他的小船，

——一种狂野的渴望使他迷狂，

看不见前方突起的峭壁，

——害怕失去对高处的绮思。
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我想波浪会吞没船和人，

在不久以后；

罗蕾莱，用她美妙的歌声

使这一切发生。

（王立秋　译）






海因里希·海涅Heinrich Heine (1797—1856)

德国著名抒情诗人。罗蕾莱是莱茵河中游东岸一座高132米的礁石，传说美若天仙的女妖罗蕾莱，用动人歌声诱惑着行经船只使之遇难。海涅在1824年创作了叙事诗《罗蕾莱》，后被谱曲成为世代相传的德国民歌。








 致蝴蝶

威廉·华兹华斯





别飞走，留下吧，留在我身边！

多留一会儿，多让我看几眼！

咱俩在一起，话儿说不尽，

你呀，我童年经历的见证人！

飞过来，别走！过去的时光，

在你身影中重现；

快乐的生灵！你在我心坎上，

勾画出一幅庄严的图像——

我童年时代的家园！





那些日子呵，好快活，好快活，

我们孩子家，整天玩乐，

多少次，我和妹妹艾米兰，

两个人在一起把蝴蝶追赶！

林子里，小树间，我东奔西跑，

向前猛一扑，活像个猎人，

追过来，追过去，连蹦带跳；

而她呢？老天爷！她生怕碰掉，

蝶翅上面的薄粉。

（杨德豫　译）


威廉·华兹华斯William Wordsworth (1770—1850)

英国著名浪漫主义诗人，湖畔派诗人之一。自幼热爱自然，常贪恋于美丽风景带给人的心灵感动。对法国大革命和诸多社会现实的失望，使得诗人选择隐居到英国西北部湖畔地区，与自然为伴，潜心诗书。








 咏水仙

威廉·华兹华斯
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我好似一朵孤独的流云，

高高地飘游在山谷之上，

突然我看到一大片鲜花，

是金色的水仙遍地开放。





它们开在湖畔，开在树下

它们随风嬉舞，随风飘荡。

它们密集如银河的星星，

像群星在闪烁一片晶莹；





它们沿着海湾向前伸展，

通向远方仿佛无穷无尽；

一眼看去就有千朵万朵，

万花摇首舞得多么高兴。





粼粼湖波也在近旁欢跳，

却不知这水仙舞得轻俏；

诗人遇见这快乐的伙伴，

又怎能不感到欢欣雀跃；





我久久凝视——却未能领悟

这景象所给带给我的精神至宝。

后来多少次我郁郁独卧，

感到百无聊赖心灵空漠；





这景象便在脑海中闪现，

多少次安慰过我的寂寞；

我的心又随水仙跳起舞来，

我的心又重新充满了欢乐。

（顾子欣　译）










 我一见彩虹高悬天上

威廉·华兹华斯





我一见彩虹高悬天上，

心儿便跳荡不止；

从前小时候就是这样；

如今长大了还是这样；

以后我老了也要这样，

否则，不如死！

儿童乃是成人的父亲；

我可以指望：我一世光阴

自始至终贯穿着对自然的虔敬。

（杨德豫　译）
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 岛

珀西·比希·雪莱





有一个绿草如茵的小岛，

草坪像嵌花细工，缀满了

秋牡丹和紫罗兰；

岛上空是交织的叶和花，

夏日的轻风在其间穿过；

阳光或风雨都不能透落，

到那松林和高耸的树下，——

树顶像宝石在发闪；

无尽的碧波把小岛围绕，

云和山就以水波铺起了

一湾蓝色的深渊。

（查良铮　译）







 珀西·比希·雪莱Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792—1822)

英国浪漫主义诗人、散文随笔和政论作家、理想主义者。广为传颂的名句“如果冬天来了，春天还会远吗？”就出自雪莱的《西风颂》。具有强大人性悲悯的诗人，却因迎接友人，在一个暴风骤雨的夜里船沉身亡。
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 七月

爱德华·托马斯





万物宁谧，唯有流云，晶莹的湖泊，

云影缓移，浮泛着舟影。

扁舟轻荡，我用桨儿划破

沉沉的炎热，和迷离的寂寞，

为了辨认：望见的是鸟抑或纤尘，

为了探明：湖畔树林是否苏醒。





晨曦早已微明——弥漫——飘向晴空

又溶于碧波；我久久凝视冷冷的芦苇

影入云天毵毵的水中，凉意更浓；

在这悠悠的时光，物我两忘

远处树丛，斑尾鸽喁喁细语，

我静卧啼听，恍惚置身仙境。

（宗白　译）
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爱德华·托马斯Edward Thomas (1878—1917)

英国诗人，喜好四处游历，但精神长期抑郁。后与弗罗斯特结交，开始写诗。托马斯的诗就仿佛是大自然在通过他说话，所写之景、所抒之情，力求真切，略带神秘。








 秋

阿尔封斯·德·拉马丁
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向你致敬，你这头上还残留着绿色的树林，

你这飘散在草地上的发黄的树叶！

向你致敬，你这最后的美好时光！大自然的哀伤

给人痛苦，而在我的眼中却又是那么漂亮。





我迈着梦幻着的脚步，走在荒僻的小径上；

我愿最后一次再看看，

那失去光彩的太阳，它那微弱的光

刚刚能穿透这林中的黑暗直射到我的脚旁。





是的，在这秋季里，大自然在衰亡，

但在她那朦胧的目光里，我发现了更多的柔情；

这是一个朋友的永别，这是最后的微笑，

那双唇，死神就要永远地把它们合上。





因此，在这生命的弥留之际，

我痛哭那破灭了的长生不老的希望。

我又回过头来，用贪婪的目光

凝视那不曾享受过的美景。


 土地、阳光、河谷、美丽温柔的大自然，

在我的墓边我要为你痛哭悲伤；

空气是这么芳香！阳光多么纯净！

在垂死者的眼中，多么美啊，太阳！
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现在，我多么想啜饮光

从混合着甜与苦的酒；

从这酒中我曾备尝人生，

也许在那杯底还剩着一滴蜜糖！





也许未来还给我保留着

那重新获得幸福的希望！

也许在人群中，一个不相识的人

已理解了我的心，并向我发出了回响！





花儿掉落时已把它那芳香献给了和风，

这就是她，对生活对太阳的告别；

此刻我死去；而我的灵魂，在消逝之时，

飘散着，像是一曲悲哀而优美的乐声。

（思宁　译）






阿尔封斯·德·拉马丁Alphonse de Lamartine (1790—1869)

法国19世纪第一位浪漫派抒情诗人。坎坷的爱情经历给他带来懊丧的回忆，促使他写下了许多悲叹爱情、时光、生命消逝的诗篇，后结集为《沉思集》。拉马丁长于抒情，诗歌语言朴素，节奏鲜明，情调低沉、悲观。
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 心愿

亨利·德·雷尼尔





为了你的眼睛

我希望有一片平原

和一片碧绿而斑斓的森林

悠远，柔和

展现在地平线明朗的天空下

或者几座轮廓美丽的山丘

逶迤，腾跃，风气弥漫

仿佛融会在柔和的空气中

或者几座山丘

或者一片森林……





我希望

你能听到

大海磅礴而低沉的涛声

汹涌，辽阔，深沉，轻柔

偶尔，就在你身边

哀叹着，像在倾诉恋情
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在海涛的间歇中

你能听到

离你很近的

一只鸽子

在寂静中鸣唱

细语低声

像在倾诉恋情

在淡淡的阴影中

你能听到

淙淙流淌着一泓清泉





我希望你的手捧着鲜花

你的脚步

踏在草地里一条细沙小径上

小径上升，下降，拐弯

仿佛伸向寂静的深处

一条细沙的小径

上面印着你的脚印

我的脚印

我们俩的脚印

（钱春绮　译）






亨利·德·雷尼尔Henri de Regnier (1864—1936)

法国后期象征主义诗人。1884年写了第一首诗《平静》。在风格上，他起初受巴那斯派影响，出版了诗集《翌日》。因喜爱魏尔伦、马拉美的作品，不久即转向象征主义；晚年作品更加注重传统格律，内容则以讴歌自然为主。








 悲惨世界（节选）

维克多·雨果





上天有时会在适当时刻使万物的景象和人的行动发生巧妙的配合，从而产生出深刻的效果，仿佛有意要我们多多思考似的。大致在半个钟点以前，就已有一大片乌云遮着天空。正当冉阿让停在床前，那片乌云忽然散开了，好像是故意要那样做似的，一线月光也随即穿过长窗，正正照在主教的那张苍老的脸上。主教正安安稳稳地睡着。他几乎是和衣睡在床上的，因为下阿尔卑斯一带的夜晚很冷，一件棕色的羊毛衫盖住他的胳膊，直到腕边。他的头仰在枕头上，那正是恣意休息的姿态，一只手垂在床外，指上戴着主教的指环，多少功德都是由这只手圆满了的。他的面容隐隐显出满足、乐观和安详的神情。那不仅仅是微笑，还几乎是容光的焕发。他额上反映出灵光，那是我们看不见的。心地正直的人在睡眠中也在景仰那神秘的天空。

来自天空的一线彩光正射在主教的身上。

同时他本身也是光明剔透的，因为那片天就在他的心里。那片天就是他的信仰。

正当月光射来重叠（不妨这样说）在他心光上的时候，熟睡着的主教好像是包围在一圈灵光里。那种光却是柔和的，涵容在一种无可言喻的半明半暗的光里。天空的那片月光，地上的这种沉寂，这个了无声息的园子，这个静谧的人家，此时此刻，万籁俱寂，这一切，都使那慈祥老人酣畅的睡眠有着一种说不出的奇妙庄严的神态，并且还以一种端详肃静的圆光环绕着那些白发和那双合着的眼睛，那种充满了希望和赤忱的容颜，老人的面目和赤子的睡眠。

（郑克鲁　译）
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维克多·雨果Victor Hugo (1802—1885)

法国浪漫主义作家，被人们称为“法兰西的莎士比亚”。雨果的创作历程超过60年，其作品包括26部诗歌、20部小说、12卷剧本、21卷哲理论著。代表作有《巴黎圣母院》和《悲惨世界》。








 星星

谢尔盖·叶赛宁





[image: ]


明亮的星星，高高的星星！

你身上包含着什么，又隐藏着什么？

啊，溶化了深邃思想的星星，

你用什么力量俘虏了我的心？

密集的星星，拥挤的星星！

是什么赋予你美丽，是什么赋予你强大？

天上的星星，你又用什么

吸引着那渴求知识的伟大力量？

为什么你闪烁的时候，

总引诱我向往天空，想投入广阔无垠的胸襟？

你那样温柔地凝视我，抚爱我的心，

啊，天上的星星，遥远的星群！

（刘湛秋　译）


谢尔盖·叶赛宁Sergey Yesenin (1895—1925)

俄罗斯田园派诗人。被叶夫图申科称为“一个最纯粹的俄罗斯诗人”。1925年12月28日拂晓在列宁格勒的一家旅馆自尽。叶赛宁的诗歌是一种土生土长的现象，是俄罗斯大自然、俄罗斯语言所独有的产物。他强烈渴望在作品中保留特定时代的地域文化。








 阳光下的时光（节选）

约翰·布拉德利





“虽然我不是富甲天下，却拥有无数个艳阳天和夏日。”

写这句话时，梭罗想起孩提时代的瓦尔登湖。

当时伐木者和火车尚未严重破坏湖畔的美丽景致。小男孩可以驶向湖中，仰卧于小舟中，自此岸缓缓漂向彼岸。周遭有鸟儿戏水，燕子翻飞。梭罗喜欢回忆这样的艳阳天和夏日。“这时，慵懒是最迷人也是最具生产力的事情！”

我也曾经是热爱湖塘的小男孩，拥有无数个艳阳天和夏日。如今阳光、夏日依旧，男孩和湖塘却已改变。那男孩已长大成人，不再有那么多时间泛舟湖上。而湖塘也为大城市所并。曾有苍鹭觅食的沼泽，如今已枯干殆尽，上面盖满了房舍。睡莲静静漂浮的湖湾，现在成了汽艇的避风港。总之，男孩所爱的一切都已不复存在——只留在人们的回忆中。

有些人坚持认为只有今日和明日是最重要的，可是如果真的照此生活，我们将是何等可怜！许多今日我们做的事是徒劳而不足取的，很快就会被忘记。许多我们期待明天将要做的事情却从来不会发生。

过去是一家银行，我们将最可贵的财产——记忆——珍藏其中。记忆赐予我们生命的意义和深度。

真正珍惜过去的人，不会悲叹旧日美好时光的逝去，因为藏于记忆中的时光永不流逝。死亡本身无法止住一个记忆中的声音，或擦去一个记忆中的微笑。对现已长大的那个男孩来说，那儿将有一个湖塘不会因时间和潮汐而改变，可以让他继续在阳光下享受安静时光。

（吴文智　译）






约翰·布拉德利John Bradley (1815—1870)

19世纪美国著名的专栏作家、评论家、文学家，著有散文集《幸福时光》及新闻专著若干本。布莱德利的散文，文笔清雅，蕴含着超然豁达的人生态度。
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 月光

保罗·魏尔伦





你的灵魂是一幅精选的风景

那假面和贝加摩舞施展着魅力

弹奏着诗琴，跳着舞，在他们

奇异的乔装下面，却几乎是忧郁的





正当他们歌唱着爱情的小调

歌唱那胜利的爱情和愉悦的生活

他们似乎对自己的幸福也不相信了

而他们的歌和月光在一起融合





那宁静的月光，忧郁而又美丽

她使鸟儿们在林中沉入梦境

使那些喷泉醉心地啜泣

喷泉在石雕中间，苗条而又轻盈

（罗洛　译）






保罗·魏尔伦Paul Verlaine (1844—1896)

法国诗人，象征主义领军人物。他是一个忧伤的诗人，第一部诗集名为《忧郁诗章》，忧郁贯穿了他作品的始终。在他看来，自然如同奇异的梦一般，使他沉溺于自然与人性的合谐之中。








 风（节选）

埃米尔·魏尔哈伦





没尽头的灌木丛中

那风，把十一月的号角吹动。

在灌木丛中，永不休息的

是那风，

碎裂又散开，

沉重的气息敲打着乡野的

是那风，

十一月粗暴的风。

在乡村的水池边，

铁桶和漏斗，

轧轧地响，

在乡村的水池边，

轧响又号哭，

用它们的悲伤在号哭死亡。





流水畔，那风撕光了

所有柿子树的绿叶，

那十一月粗暴的风；

那风摧毁着树枝上，

小鸟的窝巢；

那风刮削着黑铁，

吹塌远方的崩雪；

——震怒地，在衰老的冬天，

震怒地，那风

那十一月的粗暴的风。

（陈敬容　译）






埃米尔·魏尔哈伦Emile Verhaeren (1855—1919)

比利时具有国际影响力的象征主义诗人，素有“力的诗人”和“现代生活的诗人”的美称。1883年发表第一部诗集《佛兰芒女人》，歌颂家乡的女性美和自然美，才华毕露，被誉为“佛兰德风土诗人”。
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 帆

米哈伊尔·莱蒙托夫





在那大海上淡蓝色的云雾里，

有一片孤帆儿在闪耀着白光！……

它寻求什么，在遥远的异地？

它抛下什么，在可爱的故乡？……





波涛在汹涌——海风在呼啸，

桅杆在弓起了腰轧轧地作响……

唉！它不是在寻求什么幸福，

也不是逃避幸福而奔向他方！





下面是比蓝天还清澄的碧波，

上面是金黄色的灿烂的阳光……

而它，不安的，在祈求风暴，

仿佛是在风暴中才有安详！

（余振　译）






米哈伊尔·莱蒙托夫Mikhail Lermontov (1814—1841)

伟大的俄国诗人，被誉为“民族诗人”。1840年，年仅27岁的诗人在一场荒谬的决斗中饮弹身亡。留给世人约400首诗歌和30首长诗，以及“一曲未唱完的歌”。








 傍晚的光线金黄而辽远

安娜·阿赫玛托娃





傍晚的光线金黄而辽远，

四月的清爽如此温情。

你迟到了许多年，

可我依然为你的到来而高兴。





请来坐到我的身边，

用你快乐的眼睛细看：

这本蓝色的练习册——

上面写满我少年的诗篇。





请原谅，我生活的不幸

我很少为阳光而快乐。

请原谅，原谅我，为了你

我接受的东西实在太多。

（晴朗 李寒　译）






安娜·阿赫玛托娃Anna Akhmatova (1889—1966)

俄罗斯女诗人，有“俄罗斯诗歌的月亮”之美称。著有诗集《黄昏》《念珠》《白色的云朵》《车前草》等。她以其传统而又自出机杼的诗艺，成为白银时代最著名的女诗人，在走过多舛的生活道路之后，她的诗风变得开阔而苍凉。








 夏花园

安娜·阿赫玛托娃





我要赏玫瑰，到那唯一的花园，

那里有世界最精最美的栏杆，





花园雕像还记得我窈窕淑女，

我记得他们戏游在涅瓦水里。





菩提树庄严雄伟，树下雅静芳香，

我仿佛听见船的桅樯辗轧作响。

天鹅和往年一样，在水上穿行，穿过世纪，

面对倒影，它欣赏自己美丽无比。





这儿留下千千万万个足迹，

敌人的、友人的，足迹各个沉默不语。





从花岗岩的饰瓶到宫殿门口，

一排排影子，望不到尽头。





我的白夜在那儿悄悄细语，

叙述某人的爱情，崇高而秘密。





万物闪烁着贝壳和玉石的光芒，

光源神奇地隐藏着，不知它射在何方。

（乌兰汗　译）










 星

安娜·阿赫玛托娃





我喜欢高处的这颗星

因为它清澈、明亮的光；

因为世上没有一颗星

给我们带来这样的光；

因为它夜里所有的光

是内里纯真的一滴。





我喜欢天上的这颗星

因为它闪亮直到黎明；

因为，通过倾泻流光，

在漫长而吃力的路上

从星辰的高处到海浪

它总是那么的明亮。





我喜欢明亮的这颗星，

因为它的光慷慨大方；

因为我能抓住绣在它

快乐的光带上的无穷；

因为它（同时）把自己

献给大地和天空。

（王立秋　译）










 致大海

亚历山大·普希金





再见吧，自由的元素！

最后一次了，在我眼前

你的蓝色的浪头翻滚起伏，

你的骄傲的美闪烁壮观。





仿佛友人的忧郁的絮语，

仿佛他别离一刻的招呼，

最后一次了，我听着你的

喧声呼唤，你的沉郁的吐诉。





我全心渴望的国度啊，大海！

多么常常地，在你的岸上

我静静地，迷惘地徘徊，

苦思着我那珍爱的愿望。





啊，我多么爱听你的回声，

那喑哑的声音，那深渊之歌，

我爱听你黄昏时分的幽静，

和你任性的脾气的发作！





渔人的渺小的帆凭着

你的喜怒无常的保护

在两齿之间大胆地滑过，

但你若汹涌起来，无法克服。






 成群的渔船就会覆没

直到现在，我还不能离开

这令我厌烦的凝固的石岸，

我还没有热烈地拥抱你，大海！
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也没有让我的诗情的波澜

随着你的山脊跑开！

你在期待，呼唤……我却被缚住，

我的心徒然想要挣脱开，





是更强烈的感情把我迷住，

于是我在岸边留下来……

有什么可顾惜的？而今哪里

能使我奔上坦荡的途径？





在你的荒凉中，只有一件东西

也许还激动我的心灵。

一面峭壁，一座光荣的坟墓……

那里，种种伟大的回忆





已在寒冷的梦里沉没，

啊，是拿破仑熄灭在那里。

他已经在苦恼里长眠。

紧随着他，另一个天才






 像风暴之间驰过我们面前，

啊，我们心灵的另一个主宰。

他去了，使自由在悲泣中！

他把自己的桂冠留给世上。





喧腾吧，为险恶的天时而汹涌，

噢，大海！他曾经为你歌唱。

他是由你的精气塑成的，

海啊，他是你的形象的反映；





他像你似的深沉、有力、阴郁，

他也倔强得和你一样。

世界空虚了……哦，海洋，

现在你还能把我带到哪里？





到处，人们的命运都是一样：

哪里有幸福，必有教育

或暴君看守得非常严密。

再见吧，大海！你壮观的美色





将永远不会被我遗忘；

我将久久地，久久地听着

你在黄昏时分的轰响。

心里充满了你，我将要把





你的山岩，你的海湾，

你的光和影，你的浪花的喋喋，

带到森林，带到寂静的荒原。

（余振　译）






亚历山大·普希金Alexander Pushkin (1799—1837)

俄国最伟大的诗人，浪漫主义文学的杰出代表。诗歌充满着对自由的歌颂，对纯洁爱情的赞美和对祖国的热爱，以其独特的音韵之美和强大的语言力量，在俄国文学史上首屈一指。








 初升之月的魅力（节选）

彼得·斯坦哈特





我家附近有一座小山，我常常在夜间爬上去。城市的噪音变成了远远的低语。在黑暗的寂静中，我分享着蟋蟀的欢乐和鸱鸺的自信。但我来观看的是月出的话剧。因为，这使我心中重新获得被城市过于慷慨地消耗掉的宁静与明澈。

从这座小山上，我已观看过多次的月出。每一次月出都有其独特的情调。有又大又圆、充满信心的丰收的秋月；有羞涩、朦胧的春月；有升起在浓墨般的天空那完全的宁静中的孤独、发白的冬月；有挂在干旱的田野上，被烟雾熏染的橘色的夏月。每一次月出，就像美妙的音乐一样，激动我的心弦，然后又抚慰我的心灵。

凝望月亮是一门古老的艺术。对于史前时代的猎人们来说，头顶上的月亮就像心跳一样准确无误。他们知道，每隔29天，月亮就会变得丰满圆润，光华四射，然后生病消瘦而死去，接着又再次诞生。他们知道，逐渐丰盈的月亮在一天接一天的日落之后会显得更大，在头上的位置更高。他们知道，逐渐亏缺的月亮一夜比一夜升起得晚，直到消失在日出之中。能凭经验懂得月亮的变化模式一定是一件很深奥的事。

但我们住在户内的人，却与月亮失去了联系。路灯的闪烁和污染的灰尘像面纱一样遮住了夜空。虽然，人类已经在月球上漫步，但月亮却变得不是那么熟悉了。我们之中很少有人能说出当晚的月亮将在什么时间升起。

然而，它仍然在吸引着我们的思绪。如果我们毫无预料地突然看到一轮满月，巨大金黄，挂在地平线上，我们会茫然不知所措，只能凝眸回望它那端庄的仪容。

（曾庆强　译）
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彼得·斯坦哈特Peter Steinhart (1943—)

美国当代自然主义作家、艺术家，曾连续12年担任美国《奥杜邦杂志》的编辑和专栏作家。他的散文优美清新，给人以美的享受。至今，已出版了多本书籍。








 黄昏的和谐

夏尔·波德莱尔





那时候到了，花儿在枝头颤震，

每一朵都似香炉散发着芬芳；

声音和香气都在晚风中飘荡；

忧郁的圆舞曲，懒洋洋的眩晕！





每一朵都似香炉散发着芬芳；

小提琴幽幽咽咽如受伤的心；

忧郁的圆舞曲，懒洋洋的眩晕！

天空又悲又美，像大祭台一样。





小提琴幽幽咽咽如受伤的心；

温柔的心，憎恶广而黑的死亡！

天空又悲又美，像大祭台一样。

太阳在自己的凝血之中下沉。





温柔的心，憎恶广而黑的死亡！

收纳着光辉往昔的一切遗痕！

太阳在自己的凝血之中下沉。

想起你就仿佛看见圣体发光！

（郭宏安　译）






夏尔·波德莱尔Charles Baudelaire (1821—1867)

法国19世纪最著名的现代派诗人，法国象征派诗歌的先驱，在欧美诗坛具有重要地位，其作品《恶之花》是19世纪最具影响力的诗集之一。1861年，波德莱尔申请加入法兰西学士院，后退出。此外，还有《巴黎的忧郁》《美学珍玩》《可怜的比利时！》等作品。








 为了看看阳光，我来到世上

康斯坦丁·巴尔蒙特





我来到这个世界为的是看太阳，

和蔚蓝色的原野。

我来到这个世界为的是看太阳，

和连绵的群山。





我来到这个世界为的是看大海，

和百花盛开的峡谷。

我与世界面对面签订了合约。

我是世界的真主。





我战胜了冷漠无言的冰川，

我创造了自己的理想。

我每时每刻都充满了启示，

我时时刻刻都在歌唱。





我的理想来自苦难，

但我因此而受人喜爱。

试问天下谁能与我的歌声媲美？

无人、无人媲美。





我来到这个世界为的是看太阳，

而一旦天光熄灭，

我也仍将歌唱……我要歌颂太阳

直到人生的最后时光！

（张冰　译）


康斯坦丁·巴尔蒙特Konstantin Balmont(1867—1942)

俄罗斯象征主义诗人。出身于贵族家庭。1886年进入莫斯科大学法律系就读，后被开除。1890年开始发表诗歌。出版有《无边无际》《寂静》《我们将像太阳一样》等诗集，诗歌怪诞而华丽。








 月光

西奥多·施托姆





现在整个的世界

全埋在月光之中

笼罩世界的安宁

是多么幸福无穷
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月光是如此温柔

风只得闷声不响

它轻轻吹了一阵

终于遁入了梦乡





在白日暑气之中

有些花没有开放

现在都打开花苞

在夜晚散发清香





我脱离这种安宁

时间已多么久长

愿你在我一生中

做我亲切的月亮





（钱春绮　译）






西奥多·施托姆Theodor Storm (1817—1888)

德国小说家、诗人。1837年进入大学攻读法律，毕业后回故乡开设律师事务所，同时开始搜集整理家乡的民歌、格言、传说和童话，并创作了一些带有田园牧歌情调的抒情诗。1848年发表第一篇小说《玛尔特和她的表》。








 茵梦湖（节选）

西奥多·施托姆





农民赶着车过去了；旅行者加快脚步，匆匆从树林中穿过。一刻钟后，左手边的树荫突然消失；小路绕上一座山坡，坡前长着一些树梢差点儿跟坡顶一般高的百年老橡树；越过树梢再往前看，便是一个豁然开朗的、阳光明媚的天地。脚下远远地躺着一片湖水，宁静，湛蓝，四周几乎全让阳光朗照的绿树包围着；树林只在一个地方留着豁口，展现出背后远远的一带青山。正对面的绿色树林中间，像撒上了雪似的一片洁白；那是果树正在开花。在高高的湖岸上，耸立着一座别墅，白墙红瓦，给绿叶衬着显得格外悦目。一只鹳鸟从烟囱上飞起来，在湖面上慢慢盘旋。

“茵梦湖！”旅行者失声呼出。他仿佛已经到了目的地似的，因为他一动不动地站着，视线越过脚下的树梢，久久眺望那在平明如镜的湖水中轻轻晃动着别墅倒影的地方。后来，他突然又开始前进。

现在道路陡直地通向山下，下边的橡树很快又投下绿荫，但同时也把面前的湖给遮住了；只偶尔在树枝的空隙里，才能看见一点水光。不一会儿又登上一座缓坡，两边的树林一下子退去了，取而代之的是一个个牵满葡萄藤的小丘，夹道两边还有一些开了花的果树；只见成群的蜜蜂在花间钻来钻去，嘤嘤嗡嗡。

（杨武能　译）
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 致大自然

约翰·荷尔德林





当我还在你的面纱旁游戏，

还像花儿依傍在你身旁，

还倾听你每一声心跳，

它将我温柔颤抖的心环绕，

当我还像你一样满怀信仰和渴望，

站在你的图像前，

为我的泪寻找一个场所，

为我的爱寻找一个世界；

当我的心还向着太阳，

以为阳光听得见它的跃动，

它把星星称作兄弟，

把春天当作神的旋律；

当小树林里气息浮动，

你的灵魂，你欢乐的灵魂，

在寂静的心之波里摇荡，

那时金色的日子将我怀抱。

（顾正祥　译）
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约翰·荷尔德林Johann Holderlin (1770—1843)

德国诗人，古典浪漫派诗歌的先驱。他的人生是不幸的。1798年后，因情场失意，身心交瘁，处于精神分裂状态，后完全错乱，生活不能自理。作品有诗歌《自由颂歌》《人类颂歌》《为祖国而死》等。








 星星

伊迪丝·索德格朗





当夜色降临

我站在台阶上倾听；

星星蜂拥在花园

而我站在黑暗中

听，一颗星落地作响！

你别赤脚在这草地上散步，

我的花园到处是星星的碎片。



（北岛　译）
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伊迪斯•索德格朗Edith Sodergran（1892—1923）

芬兰著名的瑞典语女诗人。她深受法国象征主义、德国表现主义、俄罗斯未来主义的影响，这些可以在她的诗歌中找到证据。她一生中出版了四部诗集，如《玫瑰祭坛》和《未来的阴影》等。








 苹果园

赖内·马利亚·里尔克





太阳落山以后就来吧，

来看草地的黄昏绿；

不是吗，我们把这绿

长久积攒在心里，

只为此刻把它从感觉和回忆中

为新的希望、

半忘怀的欣欢，

依然掺杂着发自内心的幽暗，

思忖着播撒在我们面前，

在如同出自丢勒之手的树下，

那些把一百个工作日的重量

凝熟在满溢之果里的树，

效命地，满怀忍耐，试探地，

如同那一个，

将超越一切尺度之物

不得不依然高举、依然递出的，

因为有人心甘情愿，以漫长的一生

仅仅欲求这一个，

成长着，沉默着。

（绿原　译）






赖内·马利亚·里尔克Rainer Maria Rilke (1875—1926)

奥地利诗人。1922年二月在短短的几个星期内里尔克灵感迸发，完成了的《杜伊诺哀歌》的创作，并且在这段时间还完成了另一部巨著《致奥尔弗斯的十四行诗》。








 荷塘月色（节选）

朱自清





曲曲折折的荷塘上面，弥望的是田田的叶子。叶子出水很高，像亭亭的舞女的裙。层层的叶子中间，零星地点缀着些白花，有袅娜地开着的，有羞涩地打着朵儿的；正如一粒粒的明珠，又如碧天里的星星，又如刚出浴的美人。微风过处，送来缕缕清香，仿佛远处高楼上渺茫的歌声似的。这时候叶子与花也有一丝的颤动，像闪电般，霎时传过荷塘的那边去了。叶子本是肩并肩密密地挨着，这便宛然有了一道凝碧的波痕。叶子底下是脉脉的流水，遮住了，不能见一些颜色；而叶子却更见风致了。

月光如流水一般，静静地泻在这一片叶子和花上。薄薄的青雾浮起在荷塘里。叶子和花仿佛在牛乳中洗过一样；又像笼着轻纱的梦。虽然是满月，天上却有一层淡淡的云，所以不能朗照；但我以为这恰是到了好处——酣眠固不可少，小睡也别有风味的。月光是隔了树照过来的，高处丛生的灌木，落下参差的斑驳的黑影，峭楞楞如鬼一般；弯弯的杨柳的稀疏的倩影，却又像是画在荷叶上。塘中的月色并不均匀；但光与影有着和谐的旋律，如梵婀玲上奏着的名曲。


 荷塘的四面，远远近近，高高低低都是树，而杨柳最多。这些树将一片荷塘重重围住；只在小路一旁，漏着几段空隙，像是特为月光留下的。树色一例是阴阴的，乍看像一团烟雾；但杨柳的丰姿，便在烟雾里也辨得出。树梢上隐隐约约的是一带远山，只有些大意罢了。树缝里也漏着一两点路灯光，没精打采的，是渴睡人的眼。这时候最热闹的，要数树上的蝉声与水里的蛙声；但热闹是它们的，我什么也没有。
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朱自清（1898—1948）

原名自华，号秋实，后改名自清，字佩弦。现代散文家、诗人、作家、学者、民主战士。散文有《春》《绿》《背影》《荷塘月色》《匆匆》等。“真”是朱自清散文的艺术核心。讲真话，写真情，描绘实景，是他散文艺术的最高成就。








 雨

豪尔赫·路易斯·博尔赫斯





突然间黄昏变得明亮

因为此刻正有细雨在落下

或曾经落下。下雨

无疑是在过去发生的一件事

谁听见雨落下谁就回想起

那个时候幸福的命运向他呈现了

一朵叫玫瑰的花

和它奇妙的鲜红的色彩。

这蒙住了窗玻璃的细雨

必将在被遗弃的郊外

在某个不复存在的庭院里洗亮

架上的黑葡萄。潮湿的幕色

带给我一个声音我渴望的声音

我的父亲回来了他没有死去。

（陈东飙 陈子弘　译）






豪尔赫·路易斯·博尔赫斯Jorges Luis Borges (1899—1986)

阿根廷诗人、小说家、散文家兼翻译家，被誉为作家中的考古学家。1923年，正式出版第一本诗集《布宜诺斯艾利斯的激情》。诗歌自由、清新、热情洋溢。
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 月亮

——给玛丽亚·儿玉

豪尔赫·路易斯·博尔赫斯





那片黄金中有如许的孤独。

众多的夜晚，那月亮不是先人亚当

望见的月亮。在漫长的岁月里

守夜的人们已用古老的悲哀

将她填满。

看她，

她是你的明镜。

（西川　译）










 我爱这土地

艾青





假如我是一只鸟，

我也应该用嘶哑的喉咙歌唱：

这被暴风雨所打击的土地，

这永远汹涌着我们的悲愤的河流，

这无止息地吹刮着的激怒的风，

和那来自林间的无比温柔的黎明……





然后我死了，

连羽毛也腐烂在土地里面。

为什么我的眼里常含泪水？

因为我对这土地爱得深沉……


艾青（1910—1996）

原名蒋海澄，中国现代诗人。成名作《大堰河——我的保姆》发表于1933年，这首诗奠定了他诗歌的基本艺术特征和他在现代文学史上的重要地位。另著有《北方》《向太阳》《黎明的通知》等诗集，作品被译成几十种文字。








 失眠人的太阳

乔治·戈登·拜伦





呵，失眠人的太阳！忧郁的星！

有如泪珠，你射来抖颤的光明

只不过显现你逐不开的幽暗，

你多么像欢乐追忆在心坎！





“过去”，那往日的明辉也在闪烁，

但它微弱的光却没有一丝热；

“忧伤”尽在了望黑夜的一线光明，

它清晰，却遥远；灿烂，但多么寒冷！

（查良铮　译）






乔治·戈登·拜伦George Gordon Byron (1788—1824)

19世纪初英国伟大的浪漫主义诗人。代表作品有《恰尔德·哈罗德游记》《唐璜》等。回顾他的一生，他的诗，他的精神，就足以使人相信：他不但是伟大的诗人，而且是世界上总会需要的一种诗人。








 蝴蝶梦（节选）

达夫妮·杜穆里埃





草坪上结了一层霜一般的银色露珠，树丛隐没在白茫茫的迷雾里。清新的微风夹着几分寒气，使人感到了安谧、萧瑟的秋意。

我跪在窗口的座位上，望着下面的玫瑰园，那儿的一朵朵玫瑰全都耷拉在花梗上，经过夜来风雨的吹打，花瓣已呈棕褐色，开始萎谢了。看着这一切，我感到昨天发生的那一系列事件像是时隔已久的幻梦。此时此刻，曼陀丽又开始了新的一天，园里的花鸟草木实在与我们的烦恼和不幸无涉。一只乌鸦连蹦带跳地闪出玫瑰园，朝草坪窜来，不时还停下身子，用黄色的嘴喙叼啄泥土。一只画眉也在忙着自己的事情；两只结实的小马鸽，一前一后地跳跃戏耍；另外还有一群麻雀在唧唧喳喳啁鸣。一只形影孤单的海鸥，哑寂悄然地在高空翱翔，这时突然张满翅膀扑下，掠过草坪向着林子和幸福谷疾飞而去……

安宁、幽静、优美的曼陀丽！不管围墙之内住的是谁，不管出现什么样的纷争和冲突，不管忧虑和痛苦如何揪心，不管人们为何热泪滚滚，也不论人们承受的是何种悲辛，曼陀丽的安宁不会蒙受任何惊扰，曼陀丽的秀色也不会遭到些微毁损。繁花凋谢了，来年又会竞相争妍；飞来筑巢的还同样是那些鸟儿，花开吐芳的还同样是那些草木。陈年苔藓的那种幽香又会在空中久留不散；蜜蜂，还有蟋蟀，都会来重游这片故土；苍鹭也将在密林深处建窝筑巢。蝴蝶又要在草地上欢乐起舞，蜘蛛又要结织雾状的丝网；而那些无端闯入的受惊的小兔就在密集的灌木丛里探头探脑。百合花，还有金银花，都会在园中盛开；白木兰的花蕾则在餐厅窗下徐徐绽开。谁也不能伤害曼陀丽一根毫毛。宅子将永远像座魔宫似的屹立在这片低凹地上，四周由密林护卫，安然无恙，任凭海水在树林下方的圆卵石小海湾里冲刷，奔腾，拍打。

（林智玲 程德　译）
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达夫妮·杜穆里埃Daphne du Maurier (1907—1990)

英国女作家，曾是英国皇家文学会会员，写过17部长篇小说。其作品情节比较曲折，人物刻画比较细腻，在渲染神秘气氛的同时，夹带有宿命论感伤主义的色彩。








 挪威的森林（节选）

村上春树





即使在经历过十八载沧桑的今天，我仍可真切地记起那片草地的风景。连日温馨的霏霏轻雨，将夏日的尘埃冲洗无余。片片山坡叠青泻翠，抽穗的芒草在十月金风的吹拂下蜿蜒起伏，逶迤的薄云仿佛冻僵似的紧贴着湛蓝的天壁。凝眸远望，直觉双目隐隐作痛。清风拂过草地，微微卷起她满头秀发，旋即向杂木林吹去。树梢上的叶片簌簌低语，狗的吠声由远而近，若有若无，细微得如同从另一世界的入口处传来似的。此外便万籁俱寂了。耳畔不闻任何声响，身边没有任何人擦过。只见两只火团样的小鸟，受惊似的从草木丛中蓦然腾起，朝杂木林方向飞去。直子一边移动步履，一边向我讲述水井的故事。

记忆这东西真有些不可思议。实际身临其境的时候，几乎未曾意识到那片风景，未曾觉得它有什么撩人情怀之处，更没想到十八年后仍历历在目。那时心里想的，只是我自己，只是我身旁相伴而行的一个漂亮姑娘，只是我与她的关系，而后又转回我自己。在那个年龄，无论目睹什么感受什么还是思考什么，终归像回飞棒一样转回到自己身上。更何况我正怀着恋情，而那恋情又把我带到一处纷纭而微妙的境地，根本不容我有欣赏周围风景的闲情逸致。

然而，此时此刻我脑海中首先浮现出来的，却仍是那片草地的风光：草的芬芳、风的清爽、山的曲线、犬的吠声……接踵闯入脑海，而且那般清晰，清晰得只消一伸手便可触及。

（林少华　译）
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村上春树Haruki Murakami (1949—)

日本小说家、美国文学翻译家。1987年长篇小说《挪威的森林》在日本畅销四百万册，村上春树的作品展现出深受欧美作家影响的轻盈基调，少有日本战后阴郁沉重的文字气息。








 最后一片叶子（节选）

欧·亨利
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可是，看哪！经过了漫漫长夜的风吹雨打，仍旧有一片常春藤的叶子贴在墙上。它是藤上最后的一片了。靠近叶柄的颜色还是深绿的，但那锯齿形的边缘已染上了枯败的黄色，它傲然挂在离地面二十来英尺的一根藤枝上面。

“那是最后的一片叶子。”琼珊说，“我以为昨夜它一定会掉落的。我听到刮风的声音。它今天会脱落的，同时我也要死了。”

“哎呀，哎呀！”苏艾把她困倦的脸凑到枕边说，“如果你不为自己着想，也得替我想想呀。我可怎么办呢？”

但是琼珊没有回答。一个准备走上神秘遥远的死亡道路的心灵，是全世界最寂寞、最悲哀的了。当她与尘世和友情之间的联系一片片地脱离时，那个玄想似乎更有力地掌握了她。

那一天总算熬了过去。黄昏时，她们看到墙上那片孤零零的藤叶仍旧依附在茎上。随夜晚同来的北风的怒号，雨点不住地打在窗上，从荷兰式的低屋檐上倾泻下来。

天色刚明的时候，狠心的琼珊又吩咐把窗帘拉上去。

那片常春藤叶仍在墙上。

（黄源深　译）






欧·亨利O'Henry (1862—1910)

美国著名批判现实主义作家，世界三大短篇小说大师之一。曾被评论界誉为曼哈顿桂冠散文作家和美国现代短篇小说之父。作品构思新颖，语言诙谐，结局常常出人意料，代表作有小说集《四百万》《命运之路》等。








 宁静的早晨没一点声响

艾尔弗雷德·丁尼生





宁静的早晨没一点声响，

静得可配更宁静的悲切；

只听见穿过枯萎的树叶，

栗子嗒一声掉落在地上；





宁静和安谧遍布这高原，

遍布于荆豆花上的露滴，

遍布于一根根银色蛛丝——

闪烁成绿辉和金光一片；





宁静、安谧的光普照田野——

它载着日渐稀少的堡塔，

秋日的林丛、拥挤的农家，

绵绵延延地同大海相接；





宁静和安谧充满这大气，

秋色把树叶染成了殷红，

而我的心中即使有宁静，

无非是宁静的绝望而已；





宁静的海是银色的睡乡，

睡着的波浪轻摇着自己，

海面起伏只因为它叹息，

它胸中的宁静一如死亡。

（飞白　译）






艾尔弗雷德·丁尼生Alfred Tennyson (1809—1892)

英国维多利亚时代最受欢迎及最具特色的诗人。他的诗歌准确地反映了时代主导的看法及兴趣，这是任何时代的英国诗人都无法比拟的。代表作品为组诗《悼念》。








 采果集（节选）

拉宾德拉纳特·泰戈尔
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你把歌曲献给了鸟儿，鸟儿也以歌曲向你报答。

你只把歌喉赐予了我，可你向我索取得更多，所以我得歌唱。

你把你的风造就得灵巧轻盈，因此它们敏捷轻快地为你奔波。可你却使我的双手沉重难提，又让我自己减轻重负，最终能够身手轻巧、无拘无束地为你效劳。

你创造了你的大地，又用一片一片的残光填注阴影。

你就此停了下来，留下我双手空空地在尘土上建造你的天堂。

你对于众生都是给予；对于我，却只是索取。

我生命的成果在阳光雨露中成熟，直至收获多于你的播种，使你心中充满喜悦，哦，金色谷仓的主人啊。

（吴笛　译）






拉宾德拉纳特·泰戈尔Rabindranath Tagore (1861—1941)

印度著名诗人、文学家、哲学家和民族主义者。1913年，他凭借《吉檀迦利》成为第一位获得诺贝尔文学奖的亚洲人。他的作品含有深刻的宗教和哲学的见解，在印度享有史诗的地位。代表作有《吉檀迦利》和《新月集》等。








 第一次的茉莉

拉宾德拉纳特·泰戈尔





呵，这些茉莉花，这些白的茉莉花！

我仿佛记得我第一次双手满捧着这些茉莉花，这些白的茉莉花的时候。

我喜爱那日光，那天空，那绿色的大地；

我听见那河水淙淙的流声，在黑漆的午夜里传过来；

秋天的夕阳，在荒原上大路转角处迎我，如新妇揭起她的面纱迎接她的爱人。

但我想起孩提时第一次捧在手里的白茉莉，心里充满着甜蜜的回忆。

我生平有过许多快活的日子，在节日宴会的晚上，我曾跟着说笑话的人大笑。

在灰暗的雨天的早晨，我吟哦过许多飘逸的诗篇。

我颈上戴过爱人手织的醉花的花圈，作为晚装。

但我想起孩提时第一次捧在手里的白茉莉，心里充满着甜蜜的回忆。





（郑振铎　译）
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 我离开你的时候正好是春天

威廉·莎士比亚





我离开你的时候正好是春天，

当绚烂的四月，披上新的锦袄，

把活泼的春心给万物灌注遍，

连沉重的土星也跟着笑和跳。

可是无论小鸟的歌唱，或万紫

千红、芬芳四溢的一簇簇鲜花，

都不能使我诉说夏天的故事，

或从烂漫的山洼把它们采掐；

我也不羡慕那百合花的洁白，

也不赞美玫瑰花的一片红晕；

它们不过是香，是悦目的雕刻，

你才是它们所要摹拟的真身。

因此，于我还是严冬，而你不在，

像逗着你影子，我逗它们开怀。

（梁宗岱　译）






威廉·莎士比亚William Shakespeare (1564—1616)

英国文艺复兴时期著名的诗人、剧作家，一个超越时空和国界，影响遍及世界的文坛巨匠。他一生创作了37部戏剧和154首十四行诗，涉及主题十分广泛，蕴含育着深厚的人文主义思想。








 沙与沫（节选）

哈里利·纪伯伦
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记忆是一种相聚的方式。

忘却是一种自由的方式。

我从健谈者那里学会了静默，从狭隘者那里学会了宽容，从残忍者那里学会了仁爱，但奇怪的是，我对这些老师并未心存感激。

我永远漫步在这海岸，在细沙与泡沫之间。

高涨的潮水抹去我的足迹，海风也将泡沫拂走。
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但是，海和岸将会永恒。

我曾抓起一把薄霭。

然后，我伸开手掌，哦，薄霭变成了小虫。

我将手握了又展，手中却是一只小鸟。

我再次将手握紧又展开，掌心上伫立一人，满面愁容，昂首向天。

再一次，我握紧了手，张开却一无所有，除了一片薄霭。

然而，我听到了一首无比柔美的歌。

就在昨天，我还以为自己只是碎屑一片，在生命的苍穹之中毫无韵律地颤抖。

如今我却明白，我就是那苍穹，整个生命是我怀中富有节奏而悸动的碎片。

他们醒来时，对我说道：“你和你居住的世界，只是无涯之海和无边之岸的沙粒。”

在睡梦中，我对他们说道：“我正是那无涯之海，世界万物不过是我海岸上那颗颗沙粒。”


 独有一次，我被迫缄默无语。“你是谁？”那是有人这样问我时。

上帝的第一个念头是天使。

上帝的第一个词汇是人。

在海洋和森林中的风声赋予我们语言之前的千万年间，我们是漂泊、徘徊、孜孜不倦地追求着的一群生物。

而现在，我们怎能仅用我们那昨天的声音来描述心中的远古时光呢？

斯芬克斯仅说过一次话，他说：“一粒沙子是一片沙漠，一片沙漠是一粒沙子。现在就让我们再次沉默吧。”

我听到了斯芬克斯的话，却好不理解。

我长久地躺在埃及的漫天沙尘里，沉默着，忘却了季节。

（林志豪　译）
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哈里利·纪伯伦Khalil Gibran (1883—1931)

美籍黎巴嫩阿拉伯诗人、作家。有“艺术天才”和“黎巴嫩文坛骄子”之称。他认为诗人的职责是唱出“母亲心里的歌”，其作品多以“爱”和“美”为主题，蕴含丰富的社会性和东方精神，抒发了丰富的情感。
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 断章

卞之琳





你站在桥上看风景，

看风景的人在楼上看你。

明月装饰了你的窗子，

你装饰了别人的梦。


卞之琳（1910—2000)

中国文学评论家、翻译家。抗战期间在各地任教，曾是徐志摩的学生。《断章》是他不朽的代表作。他对莎士比亚很有研究，并且在现代诗坛上做出了重要贡献，被公认为新文化运动中重要的诗歌流派——新月派的代表诗人。
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 春（节选）

乔治·吉辛





最近，我一个早上又一个早上朝着同样的方向散步，意在看看一片生机勃勃的落叶松，它们现在呈现出来的色彩是世上最为可爱的，似乎让我觉得那双眼清新惬意，又使我心中欢喜无比。很快这色彩就会发生变化，我已经感到最初那光彩熠熠的鲜绿，已在开始变成夏季的那种素净。落叶松片刻间呈现出无与伦比的美来——有机会一个春天又一个春天享受到这种美的人，是很幸运的。

我日复一日来到这儿，不仅悠然自在地走上前去看落叶松，而且被赐予心中的宁静——这样的享受需要如此——还有什么比这更为奇妙的吗？当春光明媚之时，有多少人能在某个早晨发现自己非常安宁，以致能够全身心地享乐天地间的壮美？每五万人当中有一人能这样吗？想想吧，如果一连五六天一个人都能够静静地思考，而不会受到任何忧虑和当务之急的打扰，那么命运一定赐予了他多么非凡的厚爱啊！人们是相信“忌妒之力”的，此种信念在人的头脑中根深蒂固（这样的根深蒂固也颇为合情合理），以致我问自己是否我将不得不承受什么灾难，从而为获得这段神圣的宁静日子付出代价。命运之神以其至高的恩赐，从整个人类中挑出少数人，而有一两周我即成为其中一员。也许每个人会得到一次这样的机会，对于多数人而言，人生也只有一次，并且十分短暂。

（刘荣跃　译）






乔治·吉辛George Gissing (1857—1903)

英国小说家、散文家，一生潦倒。1903年发表了《亨利·赖伊克罗夫特杂记》，即《四季随笔》，一部半自传性质的小品文集，反映了一个隐士醉心于书籍、自然景色的恬静追求。








 郊外雪景

托马斯·哈代





[image: ]


雪使树干变粗了，

雪把树枝压弯了；

一个个树杈都嵌满白雪，

一条条街巷都人声寂灭。





雪花迷失了路转向上飞去，

遇到新的雪花一齐向下飘去。

条条篱笆被雪花连成一片围墙，

静悄悄中鹅毛大雪在飞翔。





一只麻雀飞上了树枝，

摇落一团团银絮，

雪块有它的三倍大，

朝着它的头和眼睛洒下。





雪块冲倒了麻雀，

几乎把它埋在雪窝。

麻雀飞到低枝上栖歇，

又抖落树枝上片片玉屑。





台阶变成了白色斜坡，

走来一只有气无力的黑猫，

饥饿的大眼睛，骨瘦如柴，

我们把它抱了进来。

（朱炯强译）






托马斯·哈代Thomas Hardy (1840—1928)

英国诗人、小说家。他是横跨两个世纪的作家，早期和中期的创作以小说为主，继承和发扬了维多利亚时代的文学传统；晚年以出色的诗歌开拓了英国20世纪的文学。








 请允许我成为你的夏季

艾米莉·狄金森





请允许我成为你的夏季，

当夏季的光阴已然流逝！

请允许我成为你的音乐，

当夜莺与金莺收敛了歌喉！

请允许我为你绽放，我将穿越墓地，

四处传播我的花朵！

请把我采摘吧——银莲花——

你的花朵——将为你盛开，直至永远！


艾米莉·狄金森Emily Dickinson (1830—1886)

美国女诗人。其诗歌主要写生活情趣、自然、生命、信仰、友谊，诗风凝练婉约、意象清晰，描绘真切、精微，思想深沉、凝聚力强，极富独创性，被视为20世纪现代诗歌的先驱之一。








 无限

贾科莫·莱奥帕尔迪





这孤独的小山啊，对我老是那么亲切，

而篱笆挡住我的视野，

使我不能望到最远的地平线。

我静坐眺望，仿佛置身于无限的空间，

周围是一片超乎尘世的岑寂，

以及无比深幽的安谧。

在我静坐的片刻，我无所惊惧，心如死水，

当我听到树木间风声飒飒，

我就拿这声音同无限的寂静相比，

那时我记起永恒和死去的季节，

还有眼前活生生的时令，以及它的声息。

就这样，我的思想沉浸在无限的空间里，

在这个大海中遭灭顶之灾，

我也感到十分甜蜜。

（钱鸿嘉　译）






贾科莫·莱奥帕尔迪Giacomo Leopardi (1798—1837)

意大利19世纪著名浪漫主义诗人。他的诗作表现出民族复兴运动的理想，复辟时期的作品带有较浓郁的悲观色彩。他的诗语言凝练朴素，格律自由多变，开创了意大利现代自由体抒情诗的先河。








 致月亮

贾科莫·莱奥帕尔迪





哦，姣好的月亮！

记得一年前，

我来到这座山冈，满怀忧伤，又一次仰望你，

当时你像现在一样，高悬在那边树上，

把一切照亮。可是我当时热泪盈眶，

你的脸儿就显得朦朦胧胧，

因为我过去的生活既受尽折磨，

现在也并没有变样，

哦，我可爱的月亮。

不过对痛苦的往事一一追忆，细细思量，

对我也能帮不少忙。唉，青年时代该多么欢畅，

那时我满怀憧憬和希望，而回忆的历程却不长。

往事的回忆固然令人悲伤，而痛苦却天久地长！

（钱鸿嘉　译）










 花

保罗·策兰





这石头。

这空中之石，被我追踪。

你的眼，盲目如石头。





我们曾是

手，

我们掏空黑暗，我们找到

那个词，它将夏天魔幻出来：

花。





花——一盲者的词。

你的眼和我的眼：

它们照料

水。





草木萋萋。

心墙环绕心墙

飘落进去。





一个一如既往的词，众铁锤

飞舞在露天中。

（张枣　译）





[image: ]



保罗·策兰Paul Celan (1920—1970)

生于一个讲德语的犹太家庭，于1948年定居巴黎。其作品《死亡赋格》震动战后德语诗坛，成为“废墟文学”的象征，之后出版多部诗集，成为继里尔克之后最有影响的德语诗人。策兰的诗歌简短、艰涩，感觉鲜明，通过语言的破碎性赋予语言陌生化的独特感。








 黄昏

希尔达·杜利特尔





光闪过了

从一座桥到另一座桥，

从一朵花到另一朵花——

海泊提丝盛开着

在光下

渐渐暗淡——

花瓣向里伸展，

蔚蓝的尖端折卷着

弯向更蓝的花蕊，

花就这样完结了。





康纳尔花蕾依然洁白

但影子从

康纳尔的根部冒了上来——

黑色从一根根蔓爬行到另一根根，

每一片叶子

在草上割着另一片叶子，

影子寻求影子，

接着两片叶子

和叶子的影子都消失了。

（裘小龙　译）






希尔达·杜利特尔Hilda Doolittle (1896—1961)

美国诗人、小说家，意象派的创始人之一。《海的花园》是她的第一部诗集，表现出她对细节的精准刻画能力。在一些作品中，她将历史传说与现代形式相结合，如《墙没在倒塌》和长诗《海伦在埃及》。








 感觉

让·兰波





在蓝色的夏晚，我将漫步乡间，

迎着麦芒儿刺痒，踏着细草儿芊芊，

仿佛在做梦，让我的头沐浴晚风，

而脚底感觉到清凉和新鲜。

我什么也不想，什么也不说，

一任无限的爱从内心引导着我，

我越走越远，如漫游的吉卜赛人，

穿过大自然，像携着女伴一样快乐。

（飞白　译）






让·兰波Jean Rimbaud （1854—1891）

法国著名诗人，掌握了法国古典诗歌的传统格律。早期诗歌受帕尔纳斯派的影响，后期诗作加强了象征主义色彩。主要诗集有《地狱的一季》和《灵光集》。








 绿雨

多萝西·李夫西





我记得那长长的绿雨幔

飘飘然像我祖母的披肩——

它因春树的半绿而变绿

那春树正在山谷里摇颤。





我记得那条路

就像通向我祖母房屋的那条路，

一座温暖的房屋，铺着绿地毯，

栽着天竺葵，还有一只嘹亮的金丝雀

和几把闪光的马鬃椅；





而寂静，充满雨声的寂静

就像我祖母的客厅

洋溢着她自己和她一高一低的声音——

雨声里还夹着风声。





我记得那一天

我只想着我的情人

想着我情人的房屋。

而今我记得那一天

就像我记得我的祖母

我记得那雨像记得她披肩的羽穗。

（绿原　译）






多萝西·李夫西Dorothy Livesay(1909—1996)

加拿大英语女诗人。1928年开始发表作品，作品大多写个人生活与爱情。1935年后转而描写现实生活，对社会的不平和停滞现象进行抨击，对劳动人民表示同情。共出版了十多部诗集，曾两次获“总督诗歌奖”。








 窗

切斯瓦夫·米沃什





黎明时我向窗外了望，

见棵年轻的苹果树沐着曙光。





又一个黎明我望着窗外，

苹果树已经是果实累累。





可能过去了许多岁月，

睡梦里出现过什么，我再也记不起。

（陈敬容　译）






切斯瓦夫·米沃什Czeslaw Milosz (1911—2004)

生于当时属于波兰的立陶宛。尽管一生漂泊不定，米沃什仍然把波兰视为祖国，并坚持用波兰语写作。发表了20多部诗集和小说，如《白昼之光》等。
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