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Our Paradise

我们的伊甸园
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The Beauty of Nature

自然之美

爱默生

Nature satisfies by its loveliness, and without any mixture of corporeal
 benefit. I see the spectacle of morning from the hill-top over against my house, from day-break to sun-rise, with emotions which an angel might share. The long slender bars of cloud float like fishes in the sea of crimson light. From the earth, as a shore, I look out into that silent sea. I seem to partake its rapid transformations: the active enchantment reaches my dust, and I dilate
 and conspire
 with the morning wind. How does Nature deify
 us with a few and cheap elements! Give me health and a day, and I will make the pomp
 of emperors ridiculous. The dawn is my Assyria
 ; the sun-set and moon-rise my Paphos, and unimaginable realms of faerie; broad noon shall be my England of the senses and the understanding; the night shall be my Germany of mystic philosophy and dreams.







corporeal

 　adj.
 　物质的



dilate

 　v.
 　扩张



conspire

 　v.
 　共谋



deify

 　v.
 　神化



pomp

 　n.
 　壮观景象



Assyria

 　n.
 　亚述（亚洲西南部底格里斯河流域的古国）





自然的可爱让人满足，不掺杂丝毫物欲。我在房子前的小山顶观看清晨的美景，从破晓一直到日出，那是一种可与天使分享的感受。纤长的云仿佛红色朝霞海中的游鱼。我在地上，仿佛从岸边眺望平静的海，随之经历瞬息万变，被其充满活力的魔法笼罩，晨风让我心旷神怡。自然竟能用如此简单的云和风让我们心灵升华！给我健康的身体和一天的时间，我就能够享受超越帝王的辉煌盛景。晨曦是我的亚述王国；日落月出是我那不可思议的帕弗斯仙境；正午是我理性的英格兰；夜晚是我神秘哲思与梦境的德意志。
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Our Paradise

我们的伊甸园

纳撒尼尔·霍桑

I do trust, my dearest, that you have been employing this bright day for both of us; for I have spent it in my dungeon
 , and the only light that broke upon me was when I opened your letter. I am sometimes driven to wish that you and I could mount upon a cloud (as we used to fancy in those heavenly walks of ours), and be borne quite out of sight and hearing of all the world; for now all the people in the world seem to come between us. How happy were Adam and Eve! There was no third person to come between them, and all the infinity
 around them only served to press their hearts closer together. We love one another as well as they; but there is no silent and lovely garden of Eden for us. Will you sail away with me to discover some summer island? Do you not think that God had reserved one for us, ever since the beginning of the world? Foolish that I am to raise a question of it, since we have found such an Eden—such an island sacred
 to us two—whenever we have been together! Then, we are the Adam and Eve of a virgin earth. Now, good-by; for voices are babbling
 around me, and I should not wonder if you were to hear the echo of them while you read this letter.







dungeon

 　n.
 　地牢



infinity

 　n.
 　无限



sacred

 　adj.
 　神圣的



babble

 　v.
 　乱哄哄地说话





我相信，我最亲爱的，你在为我俩享受这个明媚的日子；我在地下室待了一天，只在打开你的信时才得到一线光明。我有时很想和你一起攀上云朵（就像我们曾在醉人的漫步中幻想的那样），远离世俗喧嚣；现在似乎全世界都挡在我们中间。亚当和夏娃真幸福！他们中间无人介入，而他们周围无限的空间似乎使他们的心更紧密。尽管没有安宁美丽的伊甸园，我们也和他们一样彼此相爱。你愿跟我一道远航，寻觅夏之岛吗？你不认为上帝在创世之初就为我们保留了这样一个岛屿吗？我问这问题真愚蠢，因为我们已经有了这样一个伊甸园——一个我俩的神圣之岛——每当我们在一起的时候！我们就是处女地上的亚当和夏娃。现在，再见了，因为我的周围人声嘈杂，或许你在读这封信时，也能听到些许回声。
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A Song for the Whole World

为全世界点歌

I was listening to some soothing
 tunes on the radio last night. To be exact, it was 98.1, "Easy R&B Listening".

Usually when listeners call in, you know, they request a song and dedicate
 it to their sweetheart, or best friend, or a parent, or a soldier overseas. It's natural thing, to share love with those around us.

But as I listening in, a man called in with a very unusual dedication.

"Hey, brother, I'd like to make a song request," he said.

"Sure thing. Whom would you like to dedicate it to?" the DJ asked.

"I want to dedicate this song to the whole world."

"Whole world? That's not possible." The DJ replied in a somewhat joking manner. "We only reach a few million people."

That brief conversation really hit home for me, though. Yes, a song on a radio can only reach those listeners within the local geographic region that covers that frequency. And yet, here was a listener who went beyond the idea of loving only those who we are supposed to love, and instead, he extended a heartfelt dedication which reached further than his own brother, his own child, his own wife, or father. He sent a song to the universe!

It was powerful.

They say that a butterfly flapping its wings in Texas can create tornado in Brazil; and I say, the waves of generosity are more powerful than the vibrations
 of sound. One kind act might truly change the world.







soothing

 　adj.
 　抚慰性的，安慰的



dedicate

 　v.
 　奉献



vibration

 　n.
 　震动





昨天晚上我在听收音机放一些舒缓的歌。确切说，是98.1兆赫的“轻松R&B”节目。

通常听众打进电话时，你知道，他们会点一首歌给他们的爱人、好友、父母，或者在海外的士兵。和身边的人分享爱是件很自然的事。

可我听的时候，有个人打电话点歌的对象却很不寻常。

“嗨，兄弟，我想点首歌。”他说。

“好啊。你想把这首歌送给谁呢？”主持人问。

“我想把这首歌送给全世界。”

“全世界？那不可能。”主持人调侃道。“我们的节目只有几百万人收听得到。”

但这段简短的对话却深深打动了我。确实，收音机里的一首歌只能传送给电台覆盖的当地听众。然而有一个听众超越了这样一个思维定式——只爱那些我们应该爱的人——将他诚挚的情感从自己的妻子父兄延伸出去。他要送歌给全世界！

太强大了。

据说，一只蝴蝶在得克萨斯扇动翅膀可能会在巴西引发龙卷风。我要说，慷慨的举动比声音更强大。一个善举可能真的改变世界。
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The Daffodils

水仙

威廉·华兹华斯

I wandered 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 stretched in never-ending line

Along the margin of a bay:

Ten thousand saw I at a glance,

Tossing their heads in sprightly
 dance.





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.







daffodil

 　n.
 　水仙花



breeze

 　n.
 　微风，和风



sprightly

 　adj.
 　生气勃勃的；轻快的



jocund

 　adj.
 　快乐的，快活的



bliss

 　n.
 　极乐，狂喜





我像一朵孤云独自游荡，

在峡谷与山巅飘浮，

忽然间，我看到许多

许多，金色的水仙；

在湖畔，在树下，

在微风中翩翩起舞。





连绵如繁星闪亮，

闪烁在银河，

它们沿着水湾，

无穷无尽地延伸；

我一眼便看到成千上万水仙，

轻轻起舞，点头晃脑。





一旁的水波也在舞动，

但花儿比闪亮的水波更欢畅。

有这样欢乐的伙伴，

诗人怎能不开怀？

我久久地，久久地看望，

却未料此景给我怎样的财富。





当我躺在卧榻之上，

或者茫然，或者沉思，

常常水仙会闪现在我的心中，

这是独处的幸福；

我的心充满欢乐，

与水仙翩然共舞。
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Pray for My Mother

为母亲祈祷

Now that I am no longer young, I have friends whose mothers have passed away. I have heard these sons and daughters say they never fully appreciated
 their mothers until it was too late to tell them.

I am blessed with the dear mother who is still alive. I appreciate her more each day. My mother does not change, but I do. As I grow older and wiser, I realize what an extraordinary person she is. How sad that I am unable to speak these words in her presence, but they flow easily from my pen.

How does a daughter begin to thank her mother for life itself? For the love, the patience and the plain hard work that go into raising a child? For running after a toddler
 , for understanding a moody teenager, for tolerating
 a college student who knows everything? For waiting for the day when a daughter realizes how her mother really is?

How does a grown woman thank for a mother for continuing to be a mother? For being ready with advice (when asked) or remaining silent when it is most appreciated? For not saying "I told you so", when she could have uttered
 these words dozens of times? For being essentially loving, thoughtful, patient, and forgiving?

I pray that I will look as good in the eyes of my children as my mother looks in mine.







appreciate

 　v.
 　为……表示感激



toddler

 　n.
 　学步的小孩



tolerate

 　v.
 　容忍，容许



utter

 　v.
 　说出





如今我不年轻了，我一些朋友的母亲已经去世。我曾听这些子女们说，他们从没有向母亲充分表达过他们的感激，等到想要倾诉时却已经晚了。

我很幸运，我亲爱的母亲依然健在。我对她的感激与日俱增。母亲没有变，但我变了。随着年龄和阅历的增长，我发觉她很了不起。我很难过自己无法当面跟她这样说，但这些话却可以轻易地写出来。

一个女儿该怎样开口感谢母亲所给予的生命？感谢她在抚养孩子时所付出的爱、耐心以及平凡而辛勤的劳动？感谢她在蹒跚学步的孩子身后奔忙，感谢她对脾气古怪的少女的理解，感谢她对一个自以为是的大学生的宽容，感谢她等待女儿真正了解母亲的一天？

一个成年女子该怎样感谢母亲始终如一的角色？感谢她在被求助时提供良言，并在需要时保持沉默？感谢她没有说“我告诉过你的”，而她本来可以说上许多次？感谢她的爱心、体贴、耐心与宽容？

我祈愿在孩子的眼里我会如同母亲在我眼里一样好。





[image: alt]


Companionship of Books

以书为伴

A man may usually be known by the books he reads as well as by the company he keeps; for there is a companionship of books as well as of men; and one should always live in the best company, whether it be of books or of men.

A good book may be among the best of friends. It is the same today that it always was, and it will never change. It is the most patient and cheerful of companions. It does not turn its back upon us in times of adversity or distress. It always receives us with the same kindness; amusing and instructing us in youth, and comforting and consoling us in age.

Men often discover their affinity
 to each other by the mutual love they have for a book just as two persons sometimes discover a friend by the admiration which both entertain for a third. There is an old proverb, "Love me, love my dog." But there is more wisdom in this: "Love me, love my book." The book is a truer and higher bond of union. Men can think, feel, and sympathize
 with each other through their favorite author. They live in him together, and he in them.

A good book is often the best urn of a life enshrining
 the best that life could think out; for the world of a man's life is, for the most part, but the world of his thoughts. Thus the best books are treasuries of good words, the golden thoughts, which, remembered and cherished, become our constant companions and comforters.

Books possess an essence of immortality. They are by far the most lasting products of human effort. Temples and statues decay, but books survive. Time is of no account with great thoughts, which are as fresh today as when they first passed through their author's minds, ages ago. What was then said and thought still speaks to us as vividly as ever from the printed page. The only effect of time has been to sift out
 the bad products; for nothing in literature can long survive but what is really good.

Books introduce us into the best society; they bring us into the presence of the greatest minds that have ever lived. We hear what they said and did; we see them as if they were really alive; we sympathize with them, enjoy with them, grieve with them; their experience becomes ours, and we feel as if we were in a measure actors with them in the scenes which they describe.

The great and good do not die, even in this world. Embalmed
 in books, their spirits walk abroad. The book is a living voice. It is an intellect to which one still listens.







affinity

 　n.
 　亲近；类似



sympathize

 　v.
 　同情；理解



enshrine

 　v.
 　珍藏



sift out

 　淘汰



embalm

 　v.
 　使不朽





通常看一个人读什么书就可知道他的为人，就像看他同什么人交往就可知道他的为人一样，因为书和朋友一样可以为伴。无论读书还是交友，我们都应该选最好的。

好书就像是最好的朋友。它在过去和现在始终如一，将来也不会改变。它是最耐心、开怀的伙伴。在我们身处逆境，面对困难时，它不会背弃我们，对我们一如既往地亲切。在我们年轻时，好书令我们愉悦，给我们知识；到我们年老时，它又给我们以慰藉。

人们常常因为喜欢同一本书而结为知己，就像有时两个人因为敬慕同一个人而成为朋友一样。老话说得好：“爱屋及乌。”其实“爱我及书”更有道理。书是更为真诚而高尚的情谊纽带。人们可以通过共同喜爱的作家思考、感受，产生共鸣。众多读者在作家笔下找到共同的精神家园，作家也因读者的喜爱而得到永生。

好书常常如最精美的宝器，珍藏着人生思想的精华，因为人生的境界主要就在于其思想的境界。因此，好书是金玉良言和崇高思想的宝库，记住并珍视它们，它们就会成为我们永久的伙伴和慰藉。

书籍具有不朽的本质，是人类创造的最持久的成果。寺庙和雕像会破败，而书却经久长存。对于伟大的思想来说，时间并不重要，从多年前初次闪现于作者脑海，到今日依然清新如故。当时所言所思印在书页上，现在依然生动。时间唯一的作用是淘汰不好的作品，因为只有真正的佳作才能经世长存。

书籍把最优秀的人介绍给我们，把我们带到历代伟人巨匠中间，如闻其声、如观其行、如见其人，同他们情感交融、悲喜与共、感同身受。我们觉得自己仿佛在作者所描绘的舞台上和他们一起粉墨登场。

即使在凡间，伟大杰出的人物也永生不灭。他们的精神被载入书册，传于四海。书是活的声音，是人们至今仍在聆听的智者。
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The Farmer's Donkey

农夫的驴子

One day a farmer's donkey fell into an abandoned well. The animal cried piteously
 for hours as the farmer tried to figure out what to do. Finally, he decided the animal was too old and the well needed to be covered up anyway; so it just wasn't worth it to him to try to retrieve
 the donkey.

He invited all his neighbors to come over and help him. They each grabbed a shovel
 and began to shovel dirt into the well. Realizing what was happening, the donkey at first cried and wailed horribly. Then, a few shovel-falls later, he quieted down completely. The farmer peered down into the well, and was astounded by what he saw. With every shovel-full of dirt that hit his back, the donkey would shake it off and take a step up on the new layer of dirt.

As the farmer's neighbors continued to shovel dirt on top of the animal, he would shake it off and take a step up. Pretty soon, the donkey stepped up over the edge of the well and trotted off, to the shock and astonishment of everyone.

Life is going to shovel dirt on you, all kinds of dirt. The trick of getting out of the well is to stop wailing, and not let the dirt bury you, but to shake it off and take a step up. Each one of our troubles is a stepping-stone. We can get out of the deepest wells just by not stopping, never giving up! Shake it off and take a step up!







piteously

 　adv.
 　可怜地；凄惨地



retrieve

 　v.
 　重新得到



shovel

 　n.
 　铲子，铁铲





有一天，农夫的驴子掉进了一口枯井里。驴子凄惨地叫了好几个小时，而农夫则在绞尽脑汁想怎么办。最后，他觉得驴子太老了，而且这口井也该填上，所以花力气把这头驴弄上来很不值得。

他找来所有的邻居帮忙。他们每人拿一把铁锹，开始往井里填土。驴子发觉将要发生什么，哀嚎起来。然而，几锹土下去之后，驴子安静了下来。农夫向井里望去，被眼前的景象惊呆了；每当一锹土落在驴子背上，它就会把土抖掉，踩在脚下。

邻居们不断地把土填到井里，驴子则把土抖掉并踩在脚下。很快，驴子就从井口跳出来跑掉了，所有人都惊呆了。

生活可能会把各种各样的土丢在你的身上。从井中逃脱的办法就是停止悲叹，不要让土埋掉你，而要抖掉身上的土，向上走一步。生活中遇到的每一次挫折都是你向上攀登的台阶。只要不停步，不放弃，即使最深的井你也可以走出来！抖掉身上的土，向上走一步！
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The Boy and the Huge Rock

男孩和巨石

This story happened in a small mountain village. One day there was an earthquake
 . Nothing was destroyed and no one was hurt. But a huge rock fell from a nearby mountain and stopped in the middle of the road.

When the earthquake stopped, many people came to the road and saw the huge rock. Some of the strongest men tried to lift the rock out of the road, but they couldn't move it. They tried to push it but failed. They tried to pull it with ropes but nothing worked.

"Well," they all agreed, "There's nothing we can do about it. We'll have to change the road."

At this time a boy of 12 years old said, "I think I can help you to move the rock."

"You?" they shouted, "What are you talking about?" The men all laughed at the boy.

The next morning some people came into the street. One of them shouted, "The rock is gone!" More people ran out to see. It was true. The rock wasn't in the road any more. It wasn't even near the road.

"This is impossible," they said, "Where did it go?"

The boy stood in the street, smiling, "I told you I could move it last night."

The boy walked over to where the rock had been and uncovered some earth. "I buried it," he said. The people looked surprised. "You see," he said, "I dug a deep hole next to the rock and I dug a small incline
 up to the rock and the rock rolled down into the hole by itself. I covered it with earth."

The crowds shouted, "What a clever boy!" And some of them said, "Why haven't we thought of this good method?"







earthquake

 　n.
 　地震



incline

 　n.
 　斜坡，斜面





故事发生在一个小山村。有一天，那里发生了地震，没有人员伤亡和财产损失，只是有一块巨石从附近的山上滚下，落在了路中央。

地震停止后，有许多人到那条路上看巨石。一些强壮的人试图把巨石搬走，可是搬不动；想把它推开，却推不动；大伙用绳子拉它，也没有成功。

“唉，”他们齐声叹道，“我们没办法，只有改道了。”

这时有个12岁的孩子说：“我想我能帮你们挪开这个大石头。”

“你？”人们喊道，“你在说什么啊？”他们笑这个孩子。

第二天早上，人们来到路上，有个人高声喊道：“大石头不见了！”众人纷纷跑来看。真的！石头不在路上了，连附近也没有。

“这不可能，”人们说，“它上哪儿去了？”

那个孩子也在街上，微笑着说：“昨晚我就告诉过你们，我能把它弄走。”

孩子走到那巨石曾在的地方，拨开一点儿松土，说：“我把它埋了。”人们都十分惊讶。“你们看，”他说，“我先在石头旁边挖了一个深坑，然后又挖了一个通向石头的小坡，石头就自己滚进了这个深坑，最后我用土把它埋了。”

众人大叫：“好聪明的孩子！”还有些人说：“我们怎么没有想到这个好法子呀？”
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A Doll for Great-Grandmother

给曾祖母的娃娃

When my grandfather died, my 83-year-old grandmother, once full of life, slowly began to fade. No longer able to manage a home of her own, she moved in with my mother, where she was visited often by other members of her large, loving family (two children, eight grandchildren, 22 great-grandchildren and two great-great-grandchildren). Although she still had her good days, it was often hard to arouse her interest.

One chilly December afternoon three years ago, my daughter Meagan, then eight, and I were settling in for a long visit with "GG," as the family calls her, when she noticed that Meagan was carrying her favorite doll.

"I, too, had a special doll when I was a little girl," she told a wide-eyed Meagan, "I got it one Christmas when I was about your age. I lived in an old farmhouse in Maine, with Mom, Dad and my four sisters, and the very first gift I opened that Christmas was the most beautiful doll you'd ever want to see.

"She had an exquisite
 , hand-painted porcelain
 face, and her long brown hair was pulled back with a big pink bow. Her eyes were blue as blue could be, and they opened and closed. I remember she had a body of kidskin, and her arms and legs bent at the joints."

GG's voice dropped low, taking on an almost reverent tone. "My doll was dressed in a dainty pink gown, trimmed with fine lace. But what I especially remember was her petticoat. It was fine batiste
 , trimmed with rows and rows of delicate lace. And the tiny buttons on her boots were real. Getting such a fine doll was like a miracle for a little farm girl like me—my parents must have had to sacrifice so much to afford it. But how happy I was that morning!"

GG's eyes filled and her voice shook with emotion as she recalled that Christmas of long ago. "I played with my doll all morning long. She was such a beautiful doll... And then it happened. My mother called us to the dining room for Christmas dinner and I laid my new doll down, ever so gently, on the hall table. But as I went to join the family at the table, I heard a loud crash.

"I hardly had to turn round—I knew it was my precious doll. I just knew it. And it was. Her lace petticoat had hung down from the table just enough for my baby sister to reach up and pull on it. When I ran in from the dining room, there lay my beautiful doll on the floor, her face smashed into a dozen pieces. I can still see my mother trying to put my poor doll together again. But it couldn't be done. She was gone forever."

A few years later GG's baby sister was also gone, she told Meagan, a victim of pneumonia
 . Now the tears in her eyes spilled over—tears, I knew, not only for a lost doll and a lost sister, but for a lost time.

Subdued for the rest of the visit, Meagan was no sooner in the car going home than she exclaimed, "Mom, I have a great idea! Let's get GG a new doll for Christmas, one exactly like the doll that got broken. Then she won't cry when she thinks about it."

My heart filled with pride as I listened to my compassionate little daughter. But where would we find a doll to match GG's fond memories?

Where there's a will, as they say, there's a way. When I told my best friends, Liz and Chris, about my problem, Liz put me in touch with a local doll maker who made doll heads, hands and feet of a ceramic that closely resembled the old porcelain ones. From her I commissioned
 a doll head in the style of three-quarters of a century ago—making sure to specify "big blue eyes that opened and closed," and hands and feet. From a doll supply house I ordered a long brown wig and a kidskin body, and Meagan and I shopped for fabric, lace and ribbon to duplicate
 the outfit GG had so lovingly described. Liz, who had some experience with a hot-glue gun, volunteered to put the doll together, and as the last days before Christmas raced by, Chris helped me make the doll's outfit, complete with lacy petticoat. And while Liz, Chris and I searched for doll "boots with real buttons," Meagan wrote and illustrated the story of the lost doll.

Finally, our creation was finished. To our eyes it was perfect. But, of course, there was no way it could be exactly like the doll GG had loved so much and lost. Would she think it looked anything like it?

On Christmas Eve, Meagan and I carried our gaily wrapped gift to GG, where she sat surrounded by children, parents, aunts, uncles, cousins. "It's for you," Meagan said, "but first you have to read the story that goes with it."

"Read it out loud," one of the other children demanded. GG no sooner got through the first page than her voice cracked and she was unable to go on, but Meagan took over where she left off. Then it was time to open her present.

I'll never forget the look on GG's face as she lifted the doll and held it to her chest. Once again her tears fell, but this time they were tears of joy. Cradling the doll in her frail arms, she repeated over and over again, "She's exactly like my old doll, exactly like her."

And perhaps she wasn't just saying that to be kind. Perhaps however impossible it seemed, we had managed to produce a close facsimile
 of the doll she remembered. But as I watched my eight-year-old daughter and her great-grandmother examining the doll together, I thought of a likelier explanation. What GG recognized, perhaps, was the love that inspired the gift. And love, wherever it comes from, always looks the same.







exquisite

 　adj.
 　优雅的；精致的



porcelain

 　adj.
 　瓷制的



batiste

 　n.
 　细麻布，麻纱



pneumonia

 　n.
 　肺炎



commission

 　v.
 　委托；代办



duplicate

 　v.
 　复制



facsimile

 　n.
 　副本





祖父去世时，祖母83岁，曾经的活力开始慢慢消失。她已无法料理家务，就搬去和我妈妈一起住。她有个和睦亲爱的大家庭（2个儿女、8个孙辈、22个曾孙辈和2个玄孙辈）家里人经常来看望她。虽然她过得不错，但要让她对什么事物感兴趣却很难。

3年前，12月一个寒冷的下午，我带着当时8岁的女儿米根去看“祖祖”（家里人都这么叫她），打算陪她一段时间。她看到了米根怀里心爱的娃娃。

“我小时候也有一个特别喜欢的娃娃，”她对米根说，米根吃惊地睁大了眼睛，“那是我在你这么大时得到的圣诞礼物。”那时我跟父母和四个姐妹住在缅因州的一幢旧农舍里。那个圣诞节我打开的第一份礼物就是一个让人梦寐以求的漂亮娃娃。

“她的脸是瓷的，五官是手绘的，精致极了，棕色的长发被一个大大的粉色蝴蝶结束在脑后。她的眼睛那么蓝，还能眨眼。我记得她的身体是用小山羊皮做的，胳膊和腿的关节还能弯曲。”

祖祖用近乎虔诚的语调低声说：“我的娃娃穿着一条精致的粉裙子，裙子上还镶着漂亮的蕾丝花边。但我记得最清楚的是衬裙，那是用麻纱做的，还镶着一排排精致的花边。靴子上的小纽扣是真的。能得到这么漂亮的娃娃，对我这么个农家女孩来说简直就是奇迹——为了买它，父母一定做出了很大的牺牲。可那个早上我高兴极了！”

祖祖回想着很久以前的那个圣诞节，眼里含泪，声音有些颤抖：“我和娃娃玩了整整一个上午，她是那么漂亮……后来不幸的事情发生了。母亲叫我们去饭厅吃圣诞大餐，我把娃娃小心翼翼地放在客厅的桌子上。但当我与家人一起坐在饭桌前时，突然听到砰的一声。”

“我几乎不用回头看也知道一定是我的宝贝娃娃。我就是知道，事实上也的确如此。娃娃的花边衬裙从桌上垂下来，我的小妹妹刚好伸手能够到，于是就把它拽了下来。我冲出饭厅，看到漂亮的娃娃躺在地上，脸已经碎成几十块。我现在还记得母亲努力想把可怜的娃娃拼起来的情景，但一切都已无法挽回，娃娃永远离我而去了。”

祖祖告诉米根，她的小妹妹几年后因肺炎也离开了人世。此刻，她的泪水夺眶而出——我知道，这泪水不仅是为失去的娃娃和小妹妹，更是为了逝去的岁月。

做客余下的时间里，米根一直心事重重。我们要回家时，一上车米根就大叫：“妈妈，我有个好主意！我们送祖祖一个娃娃作圣诞礼物吧，和那个摔碎的娃娃一模一样的。那样，她想起它时就不会哭了。”

听到女儿这么说，我为她的善良感到骄傲。但是我们到哪儿去找一个与祖祖记忆中一模一样的娃娃呢？

正如人们所说的，有志者事竟成。我把这件事告诉最好的朋友莉兹和克丽斯后，莉兹帮我联系到了当地一个娃娃制造商。她用陶土做娃娃的头和手脚，跟老式的瓷制娃娃非常相似。我从她那儿定做了一个75年前样式的娃娃头——一定要有一双“会眨的蓝色大眼睛”——还有手和脚。我在一家娃娃用品店定做了一个棕色长假发和一个小山羊皮的身体。为了将祖祖深情描述的那件礼服复制得栩栩如生，我和米根还买了衣料、花边和丝带。莉兹用过热胶枪，自告奋勇地承担起黏合娃娃各部分的工作。圣诞节前夕，克丽斯帮我做好了有花边衬裙的礼服。在莉兹、克丽斯和我到处找“有真纽扣的靴子”时，米根将失去娃娃的故事写了下来，还画了插图。

最后，我们终于大功告成了。在我们看来，这个娃娃很完美。当然，它不可能跟祖祖失去的那个心爱的娃娃完全一样。她会觉得它们有些相像吗？

圣诞前夜，我和米根带着包装得漂漂亮亮的礼物到了祖祖那里。她被一家大大小小团团包围着。“这是送给您的，”米根说，“但是您得先读读礼物上附的那则故事。”

“大声读吧。”有个孩子要求。祖祖刚读完一页就泣不成声，米根接着把故事读完。终于该打开礼物了。

祖祖拿起娃娃抱在胸前，我永远不会忘记她脸上的表情。她又流泪了，但这次是幸福的泪水。她用虚弱的手臂托着娃娃，反复念叨：“她跟我原来的那个娃娃一模一样，一模一样。”

也许她这么说不只是出于善意。尽管看上去不大可能，我们大概还是成功地复制出了她记忆中的娃娃。但是，当我看到8岁的女儿和她的曾祖母一起看那个娃娃时，我想到了一个更有可能的解释。可能祖祖肯定的是我们做礼物时所倾注的爱！而爱不管源自何处，都是相同的。
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The Unheeded Pageant

不被注意的花饰

Ah, who was it coloured that little frock
 , my child, and covered your sweet limbs with that little red tunic
 ?

You have come out in the morning to play in the courtyard, tottering and tumbling as you run.

But who was it coloured that little frock, my child?





What is it makes you laugh, my little life-bud?

Mother smiles at you standing on the threshold.

She claps her hands and her bracelets jingle, and you dance with your bamboo stick in your hand like a tiny little shepherd.

But what is it makes you laugh, my little life-bud?





O beggar, what do you beg for, clinging to your mother's neck with both your hands?

O greedy heart, shall I pluck the world like a fruit from the sky to place it on your little rosy palm?

O beggar, what are you begging for?





The wind carries away in glee the tinkling of your anklet bells.

The sun smiles and watches your toilet.

The sky watches over you when you sleep in your mother's arms, and the morning comes tiptoe to your bed and kisses your eyes.

The wind carries away in glee the tinkling of your anklet bells.





The fairy mistress of dreams is coming towards you, flying through the twilight sky.

The world-mother keeps her seat by you in your mother's heart.

He who plays his music to the stars is standing at your window with his flute
 .

And the fairy mistress of dreams is coming towards you, flying through the twilight sky.







frock

 　n.
 　长衣



tunic

 　n.
 　束腰宽松外衣



flute

 　n.
 　横笛





啊，谁给那件小外衫染上颜色的，我的孩子，谁使你的温软的肢体穿上那件红的小外衫的？

你在早晨就跑出来到天井里玩儿，你，跑着就像摇摇欲跌似的。

但是谁给那件小外衫染上颜色的，我的孩子？





什么事叫你大笑起来的，我的小小的命芽儿？

妈妈站在门边，微笑地望着你。

她拍着她的双手，她的手镯叮当地响着，你手里拿着你的竹竿儿在跳舞，活像一个小小的牧童。

但是什么事叫你大笑起来的，我的小小的命芽儿？





喔，乞丐，你双手攀搂住妈妈的头颈，要乞讨些什么？

喔，贪得无厌的心，要我把整个世界从天上摘下来，像摘一个果子似的，把它放在你的一双小小的玫瑰色的手掌上么？

喔，乞丐，你要乞讨些什么？





风高兴地带走了你踝铃的叮当。

太阳微笑着，望着你的打扮。

当你睡在你妈妈的臂弯里时，天空在上面望着你，而早晨蹑手蹑脚地走到你的床跟前，吻着你的双眼。

风高兴地带走了你踝铃的叮当。





仙乡里的梦婆飞过朦胧的天空，向你飞来。

在你妈妈的心头上，那世界母亲，正和你坐在一块儿。

他，向星星奏乐的人，正拿着他的横笛，站在你的窗边。

仙乡里的梦婆飞过朦胧的天空，向你飞来。
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A Fairy Tale Night

童话之夜
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What Did You Love?

你爱的是什么？

John was waiting for the girl whose heart he knew, but whose face he has not known, the girl with the rose. Thirteen months ago, in a Florida library he took a book off the shelf and found himself intrigued
 with the notes in the margin. The soft handwriting reflected a thoughtful soul and insightful mind.

In front of the book, he discovered the previous owner's name, Miss Hollis Maynell. With time and effort he located her address. He wrote her a letter introducing himself and inviting her to correspond
 .

During the next year and one month the two grew to know each other through the mail. A romance was budding. John requested a photograph, but she refused. She felt that if he really cared, it wouldn't matter what she looked like. Later they scheduled their first meeting—7:00 p.m. at Grand Central Station in New York.

"You'll recognize me," she wrote, "by the red rose I'll be wearing on my lapel
 ." So at 7:00 he was in the station looking for the girl with the red rose.

A young woman in a green suit was coming toward him, her figure long and slim and her eyes were blue as flowers. Almost uncontrollably he made one step closer to her, and just at this moment he saw Hollis Maynell—a woman well past 40. The girl was walking quickly away. He felt as though he split in two, so keen
 was his desire to follow her, and yet so deep was his longing for the woman whose spirit had truly companioned him and upheld his own.

He did not hesitate. He squared his shoulders and said, "I'm John, and you must be Miss Maynell. I am so glad you could meet me; may I take you to dinner?"

The woman smiled. "I don't know what this is about, son," she answered, "but the young lady in the green suit begged me to wear this rose on my coat. And she said if you were to ask me out to dinner, I should tell you that she is waiting for you in the restaurant across the street. She said it was some kind of test!"







intrigue

 　v.
 　引起好奇心



correspond

 　v.
 　通信



lapel

 　n.
 （西服上衣的）翻领



keen

 　adj.
 　强烈的





约翰正在等一个相知却未谋面的女孩，一个戴着一朵玫瑰的女孩。13个月前，他从佛罗里达一家图书馆的书架上拿下一本书，被页边上的批注吸引了。从柔和的字迹中可以看出，这出自一个有思想、有见解的人。

他在书前找到了这本书原主人的名字——霍利里斯·玛尼尔小姐。他费了一些时间和力气终于找到了她的地址，给她写了一封信，介绍了自己，并请她和自己通信。

随后的一年零一个月里，两个人通过写信加深了对彼此的了解。一段浪漫故事渐渐萌芽。约翰想要一张照片，但她却拒绝了。她觉得如果他真的喜欢她，就不会介意外貌。后来他们安排了第一次见面——晚上7点钟在纽约中央火车站。

“你会认出我的，”她写道，“我会把一朵红玫瑰别在衣领上。”于是那天晚上7点他就在车站寻找那位戴着红玫瑰的女孩。

一个穿着绿色套装的女孩向他走来，她高挑又苗条，蓝眼睛像花一样迷人。他几乎是不由自主地向她迈了一步。就在这时，他看见了霍利斯·玛尼尔——一个年过40的女人。女孩很快地走远了。他感觉自己裂成了两半，他是多想跟上那女孩，却又深深向往这个在精神上陪伴他、鼓舞他的女人。

他没有迟疑，挺起胸膛，说道：“我是约翰，你一定是玛尼尔小姐吧。我很高兴你来见我，我能请你吃饭吗？”

女人笑了笑。“孩子，我不知道这是怎么回事，”她回答，“但是那个穿绿色套装的女孩请求我把这朵玫瑰别在我的外套上。她说如果你邀请我吃饭的话，就让我告诉你，她在马路对面的餐厅等你。她说这是个考验！”
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The Happy Door

快乐是一扇门

Happiness is like a pebble dropped into a pool to set in motion an ever-widening circle of ripples. As Stevenson has said, being happy is a duty.

There is no exact definition of the word happiness. Happy people are happy for all sorts of reasons. The key of happiness is not wealth or physical well-being, since we find beggars, invalids
 and so-called failures, who are extremely happy.

Being happy is a sort of unexpected dividend
 . But staying happy is an accomplishment, a triumph of soul and character. It is not selfish to strive for it. It is, indeed, a duty to ourselves and others.

Being unhappy is like an infectious disease. It causes people to shrink away from the sufferer. He soon finds himself alone, miserable and embittered. There is, however, a cure so simple as to seem, at first glance, ridiculous: if you don't feel happy, pretend to be!

It works. Before long you will find that instead of repelling people, you attract them. You discover how deeply rewarding it is to be the center of wider and wider circles of good will.

Then the make-believe
 becomes a reality. You possess the secret of peace of mind, and can forget yourself in being of service to others.

Being happy, once it is realized as a duty and established as a habit, opens doors into unimaginable gardens thronged with grateful friends.







invalid

 　n.
 　残疾人，病人



dividend

 　n.
 　红利



make-believe

 　n.
 　假装





快乐就像一颗石子，丢进池塘会激起阵阵涟漪。正如史蒂文森所说，快乐是一种责任。

快乐这个词没有确切的定义。快乐的人有很多理由感觉快乐。快乐的关键并不是财富或健康，因为我们发现有些乞丐、残疾人和所谓的失败者也非常快乐。

快乐是一种意外的收获，但保持快乐却是一种成就、一种心灵与性格的胜利。追求快乐并不自私。实际上，这是我们对自己和他人的责任。

不快乐就像传染病，让人们远离被感染者。他很快就会发现自己处于孤独、悲惨、痛苦的境地。然而，有一种简单得乍看上去似乎荒谬的处方：如果你不快乐，就假装快乐！

这很有效。不久你就会发现，别人不再躲着你，相反你开始吸引他们。你会发现以你为中心不断扩大的善意将给你带来多大的回报。

然后假装就变成了现实。你拥有了心灵平静的秘诀，并能够忘我地帮助他人。

一旦你认识到快乐是一种责任，并使快乐成为你的习惯，通向不可思议的花园的大门就会向你敞开，那里满是对你心怀感激的朋友。
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A Cab Ride

出租车上

"Penn Station," I told the cab driver. The young, heavyset man peered at me through his sunglasses and motioned me to get in.

"I've got to get to JFK airport by 2:30 p.m. You think I'll be able to get there via LIRR (Long Island Rail Road) or should I cab it all the way?" I asked him, as I got comfortable in the back seat.

"Hmmm. You should be okay. Yeah, you'll make it. It will be much cheaper to take the train," he replied in a mild South Asian accent.

"Thanks," I told him. Given his engaging nature, we naturally started a conversation, which went from the weather and quickly veered
 into the struggles of a cab driver's life.

"How long have you been driving cabs?"

"Three years."

"You like it?"

"It's really hard work. Not all people are so nice. I get tired, but what can you do? You have to pay the bills."

"I hear you."

Like most New York cab drivers, he accelerated constantly and braked often, zoomed
 through red lights, almost nicked a couple of cars and still, never broke a sweat.

"What do you do?" he asked curiously.

"I help a nonprofit organization trying to bring some goodness in the world," I responded.

"Do they pay you well?"

"Well, no, but I get by. I don't have many material things in life, the IRS would consider me poor, but you know, I've realized that I don't need all that to keep me happy. If I die tomorrow, I want to go out knowing that I've made a few people smile."

The young cab driver, perhaps in his late thirties, looked back through the sliding glass as if extending his hand for a hand shake—"Man, it is nice to meet you. It is really nice to meet you." Although we were strangers, both of us felt deeply connected as human beings. And by now, 7 minutes into our ride, we were on a first-name basis. He even spelled his name for me: B-e-r-n-s-t-e-i-n.

Bernstein and I talked a bit about simple acts of generosity, the power of a pay-it-forward mindset and how that can promote trust and connection in our communities. He understood the idea, but it seemed very abstract and foreign to him, so I gave him the example of a New Yerk restaurant I knew about: "So, you walk into this restaurant and you get a meal without paying for it. Then your check says $0.00—someone before you has paid for your meal, and you can pay-forward for the person after you. You pay whatever you want for someone you don't know."

"So who comes to this restaurant?"

"It's not like a soup-kitchen for the homeless; it's a place where everyone comes in."

"Wow, really? That is something."

Our conversation was one of those lively, happy conversations. We were both laughing it up and sharing stories, when he turned to me and said, "Can I keep in touch with you? I want to help. I want to be associated with this."

Perhaps it broke protocol
 for a cab driver to ask for the business card of his customer, but Bernstein and I felt like old friends. "Sure thing, buddy." We traded e-mail addresses as he informed me that he had a laptop at home from which he could check e-mails once every couple of days.

"You know what you could do, Bernstein?" I suggested in a conspiring tone. "You could give free ride to people every so often, and see how they respond. Imagine the dinner conversation that they will have with their family that night."

"Wow. Yeah. I will do it. Every week, I can give away a $5 cab ride." After a reflective pause, he added, "Man, I'm moved."

We arrived at Penn Station. "$14.15" was the total. I gave him $15, and was looking through my wallet for more when he immediately planted a dollar bill into my hands and insisted that I don't tip him—"No, no. Please." It was 15 cents, but in his heart, Bernstein was giving me a free ride and I was blessed to receive it.

As I was heading out, I turned to him and said, "Bernstein, you know how we talked about this pay-it-forward idea; well, here's a $20. Whenever you feel like it, you give a ride to people and tell them that someone before them has paid for their fare. See what happens."

Hearing this, Bernstein was visibly moved. "Really? Are you sure?"

"Absolutely."

"I will give them your e-mail address too."

"No, no. This is not about you or I. Ask them to just pay it forward. And here, give them this card," I said as I handed him a couple of Smile Cards.

Standing on the street, I looked in through the back window and said, "Alright, my friend, be well."

Almost speechless, he repeated one last time:"Man, I'm moved."

So was I.







veer

 v.
 （突然）转向



zoom

 　v.
 　疾行



protocol

 　n.
 　礼仪





“宾州车站。”我对出租车司机说。这个敦实的年轻人隔着太阳镜瞟了我一眼，然后示意我上车。

“我得在下午两点半之前到肯尼迪机场。你觉得我该坐长岛线去，还是一直坐着出租车去？”我在后座上坐定后问他。

“嗯，你应该没问题。对，你会赶上的。坐火车会便宜很多。”他回答道，带着少许南亚口音。

“谢谢。”我说。他性格讨喜，我们很自然地开始聊起来，话题从天气转到出租车司机生活的艰难。“你开出租车多久了？”“三年。”

“你喜欢这差事吗？”

“这活儿很辛苦。并不是所有人都和善。我厌倦了，但是能怎么办呢？你得付账单啊。”

“我理解。”

像大多数纽约出租车司机一样，他频频加速，也频频刹车，速度飞快地闯红灯，差点儿跟几辆车撞上，却仍然镇定自若。

“你是做什么的？”他好奇地问。

“我在一家非营利机构工作，尽力为这个世界做点好事。”我答道。

“他们给你的薪水高吗？”

“嗯，不多，但我也过得去。我没有很多的财产，国税局会认定我是穷人，但是你知道，我发觉我并不需要有很多财产才觉得幸福。如果我明天会死，我想在出门的时候知道自己曾经让一些人微笑过。”

年轻的出租车司机（可能不到40岁）扭头透过滑动隔窗看了看我，好像要和我握手似的——“伙计，很高兴见到你。真的很高兴见到你。”虽然我们互不相识，却感觉彼此十分投缘。这会儿车开了七分钟，我们已经互称名字了。他甚至给我拼出了他的名字：B-e-r-n-s-t-e-i-n。

伯恩斯坦和我聊了聊简单易行的慷慨之举，“为下一个人付款”的理念有怎样的力量，它可以加强社区中人与人之间的联系和信任。他明白这个理念，但这在他看来既抽象又陌生，于是我给他讲了我知道的一家纽约餐厅的例子：“就这样，你走进这家餐厅，吃完饭不用给钱，你的账单上是零美元——之前来的某个人已经给你付了账，而你可以给后来的人付账。你可以给不认识的人付账，多少都行。”

“那谁来这家餐厅吃饭呢？”

“那里和给无家可归者提供饮食的地方不一样，任何人都可以去。”

“哇，真的吗？真不错。”

我们聊得相当起劲又愉快。我俩开怀大笑，给对方讲故事，突然他扭头跟我说：“我能跟你保持联系吗？我也想帮点儿忙。我想参与这件事。”

也许出租车司机向乘客要名片不合规矩，但是伯恩斯坦和我感觉就像老朋友。“当然，伙计。”我们还交换了电子邮箱地址，他告诉我他家里有笔记本电脑，他隔几天就会查查邮箱。

“你知道你能做什么吗，伯恩斯坦？”我用同党的语气建议道。“你可以不时让乘客免费搭车，看看他们有什么反应。想象一下晚上他们会在饭桌上和家人怎么说。”

“哇。对啊。我就这么做。每周我可以送出五美元车费。”他想了想，又说，“老兄，我被感动了。”

我们到了宾州车站。车费总共是14.15美元，我给了他15美元，然后又在钱包里翻找，他立刻拿1块钱塞到了我手里，而且坚持让我不用给他小费——“不用，不用。求你了。”虽然只少算了15美分，但是在伯恩斯坦心里，他是免费载了我，我很高兴地接受了。

下车时，我转向他说：“伯恩斯坦，你明白我们说的那个‘为下一个人付款’的主意吧；好，这是20美元。当你想的时候，你就免费载客，告诉他们之前有人已经给他们付了车费。看看会发生什么。”

听到这个，伯恩斯坦明显感动了。“真的吗？你确定？”

“非常确定。”

“我会把你的邮箱地址也给他们。”

“不，不用。这不是你或我的事，就请他们也为下一个人付款。还有这个，把这个卡片给他们。”我说着，递给他几张笑脸卡。

我站在街道上，看着车子的后窗说：“好啦，我的朋友，保重。”

他几乎不知道说什么，最后又重复了一遍：“朋友，我很感动。”

我也是。
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A Fairy Tale Night

童话之夜

Malia, a senior in high school, had wanted so badly for her dream to come true like Cinderella's dream came ture. She wanted to have at least one night with Prince Charming. Malia had never had a boyfriend in her life, and most of the girls at her age have had many, many boyfriends. So she was very jealous. Although she was popular, Malia was very picky on who she wanted to be with, which is why she never had a boyfriend. Many guys liked her, but none of them had ever told her they did because they were too worried they would get turned down. They had no clue that she cried herself to sleep every night, wanting a boyfriend to hold her and tell her all of her troubles were going to be over soon. None of the boys were courageous enough to tell her how they felt about her, so she would lay in agony
 every night thinking she was too ugly to have a boyfriend. Her girl friends always told her not to worry about guys because they were nothing but trouble, and that she was too pretty for a boyfriend anyway. Her friends' advice never helped her out very much, so she kept being scared of the future, thinking she'd be lonely for the rest of her life.

As the school dance coming up, Malia told one of her better guy friends that she'd go with him. She went with him because they were close friends. Her best friend was taking the guy that she really wanted to take. It was an awkward situation because her friend wanted to go with who she was taking, and she wanted to take who her friend was taking.

The big dance came up, and when the girls got there, Malia made all the boys stare because of her beauty. After her date and she got their table, her date left to dance with her best friend. Malia sat at her table and watched her best friend dance with her date. She was sad that her date had left her for her best friend.

About twenty minutes passed and she hadn't seen her best friend's date. She wondered if he left, and she got the idea to leave herself. As she grabbed her coat and purse, and walked down the steps of the dance hall, she felt something pull on her dress. When she turned around, she saw the handsome face of her friend's date looking at her in shock.

"Why are you leaving the dance?" he asked her. He looked at her as though he didn't want her to leave.

"My date is dancing with my friend," she answered with a face as though it upset her, but she accepted her friend's decision.

"Won't you stay and talk with me for a while?" He asked with fear of rejection
 .

Malia sat down and looked at him smiling. She nodded her head. As the two talked, he explained to her how she was anything but ugly, and how he had a
 crush on
 her since the day high school started. Malia had explained to him that she felt the same way.

"Will you come in and dance with me?" He asked.

Malia nodded and he took her hand and walked her in. As they began to dance, she told him of her dreams to meet her Prince Charming. And he asked her if he could be her Prince Charming. She looked at him and smiled. He spun her around to where he could hug her from behind her, and he whispered in her ear, "I've always wanted to be a Prince Charming. I just never thought it would be with a princess so beautiful."

Right at that moment, the tears started rolling down her face. He put his head on her shoulder, and leaned forward to kiss her cheek. He, then, turned her around and her face fell with the embarrassment of her tears. He lifted her face up to his, and kissed her on the nose. He hugged her tight and whispered in her ear, "Everything will be all right. All of your troubles will soon go away."







agony

 　n.
 　极大的痛苦



rejection

 　n.
 　拒绝



have a crush on

 　迷恋（某人）





马莉娅是一名高中生，极度渴望能够像灰姑娘一样梦想成真。她梦想至少能和白马王子度过一个夜晚。马莉娅从来没有交过男朋友，而大多数同龄的女孩子都已经有过很多男朋友了。所以她很妒忌。虽然受欢迎，但马莉娅对交往的对象却很挑剔，这也是她从未交过男朋友的原因。许多男孩子都喜欢她，但谁也没跟她表白过，因为他们都怕被拒绝。他们不知道，她每晚都哭着入睡，她想有个男朋友拥抱她，安慰她说所有的烦恼很快就会过去。没有男孩子有勇气向她表白，所以她每晚都躺在床上发愁，觉得自己太丑了才找不到男朋友。马莉娅的女友们常常劝她用不着为男生而发愁，他们不过是个大麻烦，再说她这么漂亮，根本没有男生配得上她。朋友的建议对她而言根本不管用，所以她还是为以后担忧，觉得自己会孤独地过完下半辈子。

学校舞会快到了，马莉娅对一个要好的哥们儿说要和他一起参加舞会。她和他一起去是因为他们是好朋友。而她真正想邀请的男生已经被她最好的朋友捷足先登了。这情形很尴尬，因为她的朋友想和她邀请的男生一起去，而她则想和她朋友邀请的那个人一起去。

盛大的舞会到来了，当女孩们到场时，美丽的马莉娅成为所有男孩瞩目的焦点。她跟舞伴找到了他们的桌子，随后她的舞伴离开去和她最好的朋友跳舞去了。马莉娅坐在桌旁看着他们跳舞。舞伴扔下她去和她的好朋友跳舞让她沮丧透了。

大概过了20分钟，她没有看到好朋友的舞伴。她猜他是不是离开了，她也想走了。就在她拿起外套和钱包，走下舞厅的台阶时，她觉得衣服被拉了一下。她转身看到朋友的舞伴那张帅气的脸正吃惊地看着自己。

“你为什么要离开舞会？”他问她。他注视着她，似乎并不想她走。

“我的舞伴正和我的朋友在跳舞。”她回答，看起来一副为此沮丧，但接受朋友的选择的样子。

“你愿意留下来和我聊一会儿吗？”他问，生怕被拒绝。

马莉娅坐下来，微笑着看向他，点了点头。聊天时，他向马莉娅说明她一点儿也不难看，还说自己高中入学第一天就对她一见钟情了。马莉娅告诉他自己对他也一样。

“你愿意进去和我跳舞吗？”他问道。

马莉娅点了点头，他牵着她的手走进去。他们跳起舞，她说起了自己的白马王子梦。然后他问自己能否当她的白马王子。她看着他，笑了。他带着她旋转，从后面拥住她，在她耳边轻声说：“我一直想成为白马王子，只是从没想到会和这么美丽的公主在一起。”

就在那一刻，她的眼泪滑过脸庞。他把头靠在她的肩上，探过去吻她的脸颊。接着他把她转过来，她的脸因为挂着泪痕而现出窘色。他托起她的脸，亲了亲她的鼻尖。他紧紧拥住她，在她耳边低语：“一切都会好起来的。你的所有烦恼很快就会消失。”
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Love Your Life

热爱生活

亨利·大卫·梭罗

However mean your life is, meet it and live it;

do not shun
 it and call it hard names. It is not so bad as you are. It looks poorest when you are richest. The fault-finder will find faults even in paradise. Love your life, poor as it is. You may perhaps have some pleasant, thrilling, glorious
 hours, even in a poor-house. The setting sun is reflected from the windows of the almhouse as brightly as from the rich man's abode; the snow melts before its door as early in the spring. I do not see but a quiet mind may live as contentedly there, and have as cheering thoughts, as in a palace. The town's poor seem to me often to live the most independent lives of any. Maybe they are simply great enough to receive without misgiving
 . Most think that they are above being supported by the town; but it oftener happens that they are not above supporting themselves by dishonest means, which should be more disreputable
 . Cultivate poverty
 like a garden herb, like sage.







shun

 　v.
 　有意回避



glorious

 　adj.
 　美好的



misgiving

 　n.
 　担心，疑虑



disreputable

 　adj.
 　名声不好的



poverty

 　n.
 　贫穷





不管你的生活如何卑微，你都得面对并好好过下去；不要逃避，也不要诅咒。它不像你想象的那样糟。你富有时，它却显得最不幸。挑剔的人在天堂也能挑出缺点。即使贫穷，也要热爱生活。即使在济贫院，你也可能有快乐、振奋与美好的时光。夕阳照在救济院窗子上的反光与照在富人豪宅上的一样耀目，两者门前的积雪一样在早春融化。我只知道平和宁静的人居于陋室也能像住在宫殿一样过得快乐满足。在我看来，城中的贫民往往过得最自由无拘。或许因为他们能够坦然接受生活，这很了不起。大多数人都认为自己无需依赖城镇的供养，然而常常是他们得靠不诚实的手段养活自己，这其实更不体面。像智者那样，视贫穷如园中的花草慢慢地培养吧。
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August

八月之美

查尔斯·狄更斯

There is no month in the whole year in which nature wears a more beautiful appearance than in the month of August. Spring has many beauties, and May is a fresh and blooming month, but the charms of this time of year are enhanced by their contrast with the winter season. August has no such advantage. It comes when we remember nothing but clear skies, green fields, and sweet-smelling flowers—when the recollection of snow, and ice, and bleak
 winds, has faded from our minds as completely as they have disappeared from the earth, —and yet what a pleasant time it is! Orchards and corn-fields ring with the hum of labour; trees bend beneath the thick clusters of rich fruit which bow their branches to the ground; and the corn, piled in graceful sheaves, or waving in every light breath that sweeps above it, as if it wooed
 the sickle
 , tinges
 the landscape with a golden hue
 . A mellow softness appears to hang over the whole earth; the influence of the season seems to extend itself to the very wagon, whose slow motion across the well-reaped field, is perceptible
 only to the eye, but strikes with no harsh sound upon the ear.







bleak

 　adj.
 　寒冷的



woo

 　v.
 　求爱



sickle

 　n.
 　镰刀



tinge

 　v.
 　染色



hue

 　n.
 　色调



perceptible

 　adj.
 　看得见的





在一年之中，没有任何一个月比八月更美。春天多姿多彩，五月明媚清新、繁花盛开，但这时节正是因为冬日的衬托才更迷人。八月没有这样的优势。它到来时，我们只记得晴空、绿野，还有芬芳的花朵——对冰雪和寒风的记忆已经如它们自身一样消失无踪——然而八月是多么让人愉悦啊！果园和麦田到处充溢着忙碌劳作的声响；累累果实把果树压弯了腰，枝条沉甸甸地垂到地面；还有麦穗，有的码成漂亮的谷堆，有的在微风中摇摆，仿佛在向镰刀求爱，它们给周围的景致染上一层金色。整个大地笼罩在一种醺醺然的柔和气氛中；这秋季的气氛似乎也感染了马车，只见它慢悠悠地穿过收割过的田野，车轮却轻悄无声。
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The Land of the Exile

流放的地方

Mother, the light has grown grey in the sky; I do not know what the time is.

There is no fun in my play, so I have come to you. It is Saturday, our holiday.

Leave off your work, mother; sit here by the window and tell me where the desert of Tep ntar in the fairy tale is?





The shadow of the rains has covered the day from end to end.

The fierce
 lightning is scratching the sky with its nails.

When the clouds rumble and it thunders, I love to be afraid in my heart and cling to you.

When the heavy rain patters for hours on the bamboo leaves, and our windows shake and rattle
 at the gusts of wind, I like to sit alone in the room, moter, with you, and hear you talk about the desert of Tepāntar in the fairy tale.

Where is it, mother, on the shore of what sea, at the foot of what hills, in the kingdom of what king?

There are no hedges there to mark the fields, no footpath across it by which the villagers reach their village in the evening, or the woman who gathers dry sticks in the forest can bring her load to the market. With patches of yellow grass in the sand and only one tree where the pair of wise old birds have their nest, lies the desert of Tepntar.

I can imagine how, on just such a cloudy day, the young son of the king is riding alone on a grey horse through the desert, in search of the princess who lies imprisoned in the giant's palace across that unknown water.

When the haze of the rain comes down in the distant sky, and lightning starts up like a sudden fit
 of pain, does he remember his unhappy mother, abandoned by the king, sweeping the cow-stall and wiping her eyes, while he rides through the desert of Tepāntar in the fairy tale?





See, mother, it is almost dark before the day is over, and there are no travellers yonder
 on the village road.

The shepherd boy has gone home early from the pasture, and men have left their fields to sit on mats under the eaves of their huts, watching the scowling clouds.

Mother, I have left all my books on the shelf—do not ask me to do my lessons now.

When I grow up and am big like my father, I shall learn all that must be learnt.

But just for to-day, tell me, mother, where the desert of Tepāntar in the fairy tale is?







fierce

 　adj.
 　强烈的



rattle

 　v.
 　发出格格声



fit

 　n.
 　爆发



yonder

 　adv.
 　那边





妈妈，天空上的光成了灰色了；我不知道是什么时候了。

我玩得怪没劲儿的，所以到你这里来了。这是星期六，是我们的休息日。

放下你的活计，妈妈；坐在靠窗的一边，告诉我童话里的特潘塔沙漠在什么地方？





雨的影子遮掩了整个白天。

凶猛的电光用它的爪子抓着天空。

当乌云在轰轰地响着，天打着雷的时候，我总爱心里带着恐惧爬伏到你的身上。

当大雨倾泻在竹叶子上好几个钟头，而我们的窗户被狂风震得格格发响的时候，我就爱独自和你坐在屋里，妈妈，听你讲童话里的特潘塔沙漠的故事。





它在哪里，妈妈，在哪一个海洋的岸上，在哪些个山峰的脚下，在哪一个国王的国土里？

田地上没有此疆彼壤的界石，也没有村人在黄昏时走回家的，或妇人在树林里捡拾枯枝而捆载到市场上去的道路。沙地上只有一小块一小块的黄色草地，只有一株树，就是那一对聪明的老鸟儿在那里做窝的，那个地方就是特潘塔沙漠。

我能够想象得到，就在这样一个乌云密布的日子，国王的年轻的儿子，怎样地独自骑着一匹灰色马，走过这个沙漠，去寻找那被囚禁在不可知的重洋之外的巨人宫里的公主。

当雨雾在遥远的天空下降，电光像一阵突然发作的痛楚的痉挛似的闪射的时候，他可记得他的不幸的母亲，为国王所弃，正在扫除牛棚，眼里流着眼泪，当他骑马走过童话里的特潘塔沙漠的时候？





看，妈妈，一天还没有完，天色就差不多黑了，那边村庄的路上没有什么旅客了。

牧童早就从牧场上回家了，人们都已从田地里回来，坐在他们草屋的檐下的草席上，眼望着阴沉的云块。

妈妈，我把我所有的书本都放在书架上了——不要叫我现在做功课。

当我长大了，大得像爸爸一样的时候，我将会学到必须学的东西的。

但是，今天你可得告诉我，妈妈，童话里的特潘沙漠在什么地方？
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In Search of Lost Time

追忆似水年华

马塞尔·普鲁斯特

Can it really be sixty-two years ago that I first saw you?

It is truly a lifetime, I know. But as I gaze into your eyes now, it seems like only yesterday that I first saw you, in that small cafe in Hanover Square.

From the moment I saw you smile, as you opened the door for that young mother and her newborn baby, I knew that I wanted to share the rest of my life with you.

I still think of how foolish I must have looked, as I gazed at you, that first time. I remember watching you intently
 , as you took off your hat and loosely shook your short dark hair with your fingers. I felt myself becoming immersed in your every detail, as you placed your hat on the table and cupped your hands around the hot cup of tea, gently blowing the steam away with your pouted
 lips.

From that moment, everything seemed to make perfect sense to me. The people in the cafe and the busy street outside all disappeared into a hazy
 blur. All I could see was you.

All through my life I have relived that very first day. Many, many times I have sat and thought about that first day, and how for a few fleeting moments I am there, feeling again what is like to know true love for the very first time. It pleases me that I can still have those feelings now after all those years, and I know I will always have them to comfort me.

Not even as I shook and trembled uncontrollably in the trenches, did I forget your face. I would sit huddled into the wet mud, terrified, as the hails of bullets and mortars crashed down around me. I would clutch my rifle tightly to my heart, and think again of that very first day we met. I would cry out in fear, as the noise of war beat down around me. But, as I thought of you and saw you smiling back at me, everything around me would become silent, and I would be with you again for a few precious moments, far from the death and destruction. It would not be until I opened my eyes once again, that I would see and hear the carnage of the war around me.

I cannot tell you how strong my love for you was back then, when I returned to you on leave in the September, feeling battered, bruised and fragile. We held each other so tight I thought we would burst. I asked you to marry me the very same day and I whooped with joy when you looked deep into my eyes and said "yes" to being my bride.

I'm looking at our wedding photo now, the one on our dressing table, next to your jewellery box. I think of how young and innocent we were back then. I remember being on the church steps grinning like a Cheshire cat, when you said how dashing and handsome I looked in my uniform. The photo is old and faded now, but when I look at it, I only see the bright vibrant
 colors of our youth. I can still remember every detail of the pretty wedding dress your mother made for you, with its fine delicate lace and pretty pearls. If I concentrate hard enough, I can smell the sweetness of your wedding bouquet as you held it so proudly for everyone to see.

I remember being so overjoyed, when a year later, you gently held my hand to your waist and whispered in my ear that we were going to be a family.

I know both our children love you dearly; they are outside the door now, waiting.

Do you remember how I panicked like a mad man when Jonathon was born? I can still picture you laughing and smiling at me now, as I clumsily held him for the very first time in my arms. I watched as your laughter faded into tears, as I stared at him and cried my own tears of joy.

Sarah and Tom arrived this morning with little Tessie. Can you remember how we both hugged each other tightly when we saw our tiny granddaughter for the first time? I can't believe she will be eight next month. I am trying not to cry, my love, as I tell you how beautiful she looks today in her pretty dress and red shiny shoes, she reminds me so much of you that first day we met. She has her hair cut short now, just like yours was all those years ago. When I met her at the door her smile wrapped around me like a warm glove, just like yours used to do, my darling.

I know you are tired, my dear, and I must let you go. But I love you so much it hurts to do so.

As we grew old together, I would tease you that you had not changed since we first met. But it is true, my darling. I do not see the wrinkles and grey hair that other people see. When I look at you now, I only see your sweet tender lips and youthful sparkling eyes as we sat and had our first picnic next to that small stream, and chased each other around that big old oak tree. I remember wishing those first few days together would last forever. Do you remember how exciting and wonderful those days were?

I must go now, my darling. Our children are waiting outside. They want to say goodbye to you.

I wipe the tears away from my eyes and bend my frail old legs down to the floor, so that I can kneel beside you. I lean close to you and take hold of your hand and kiss your tender lips for the very last time.

Sleep peacefully my dear.

I am sad that you had to leave me, but please don't worry. I am content, knowing I will be with you soon. I am too old and too empty now to live much longer without you.

I know it won't be long before we meet again in that small cafe in Hanover Square.

Goodbye, my darling wife.







intently

 　adv.
 　专注地



pouted

 　adj.
 　撅起的



hazy

 　adj.
 　模糊的



vibrant

 　adj.
 　鲜明的





我们初遇真的是62年前吗？

我知道这已是一生一世。可现在望着你的眼睛，我感觉仿佛昨天才认识你，就在汉诺威广场的那间小咖啡馆里。

从见到你的那一刻起——你正为一位年轻的母亲和她的小宝宝开门——见到你的微笑，我就明白我想与你共度一生。

我仍然不时想起，初见时我那样盯着你看一定很傻。我记得当时怔怔地望着你，看你摘下帽子，用手指松了松黑色的短发。我沉浸于你每一个细微的动作，你把帽子放在桌上，捧起一杯热茶，撅起嘴唇，轻轻吹了吹。

从那一刻起，我觉得一切仿佛都完美了。咖啡馆里的人和外面喧闹的街道都变得模糊，我的眼里独留你的身影。

我一生中常常忆起初遇的那一天。我无数次坐在那里，回想那一天的点点滴滴，回味那飞纵的瞬间里一见钟情的感觉。我很高兴在这么多年后仍能回想起当初的感受，我知道这些感受会一直给我慰藉。

即使当我在战壕中失控地发抖，我也不曾忘记你的脸。我惊恐地蜷缩在泥泞里，身边是枪林弹雨，把步枪紧抱在胸前，还会想起我们初识的那一天。炮火震天，我恐惧得想大叫，但只要想起你，看到你对我微笑，周围的一切就安静下来，而我也能有宝贵的片刻远离死亡与毁灭，与你在一起。直到我再次睁开眼睛，都不会看到或听到战场上的屠杀。

九月回去休假时，我无法告诉你我多么爱你，那时的我伤痕累累，疲惫而脆弱。我们紧抱在一起，仿佛要把对方挤碎。就在那天，我向你求婚，你凝望着我的眼睛，答应做我的新娘，让我高兴得大叫起来。

我现在看着我们的结婚照，就是放在梳妆台上的那张，就在你的首饰盒旁。那时我们多么年轻、多么纯真。我记得我们站在教堂的台阶上，你说我穿制服很帅，我听了笑得好像柴郡猫。照片已经陈旧褪色，但我看到的，却只有我们鲜亮多彩的青春。我还记得你母亲为你做的那件美丽的婚纱的每个细节，那些精致的花边和漂亮的珠子。努力回忆，我仿佛还能闻到婚礼捧花的甜蜜香气，你那么骄傲地捧着它，让所有人看到你的幸福。

一年后，你轻轻地把我的手放到你的腹前，在我耳边低声说我们就快有宝宝啦。我那时真是欣喜若狂。

我知道我们的孩子都很爱你，他们现在就等在门外。

你还记得乔纳森出生时我慌得像个疯子吗？我还记得第一次笨手笨脚地抱他，被你笑话的样子。我看你笑着又流泪。我看着他，也流下了开心的泪水。

萨拉和汤姆带着小缇西今早赶到了。你还记得吗？第一次看到小孙女，我俩高兴得紧紧拥抱。我真不敢相信，她下个月就8岁了。亲爱的，我不得不忍住眼泪告诉你，她今天好看极了，穿着漂亮的裙子，闪亮的小红鞋，让我想起当年初遇时的你。她的头发剪短了，跟你当初像极了。亲爱的，当我在门口看到她的时候，她的笑容温暖柔软，和你那时一模一样。

亲爱的，我知道你累了，我应该让你离开。可是我那么爱你，叫我如何不伤心！

我们一起慢慢变老，我逗你说你跟我们相遇时一点儿没变。可这是真的，亲爱的，我看不到别人眼里的皱纹和白发。现在我看着你，只见你甜蜜柔软的唇和年轻明亮的眼，就像我们第一次在溪边野餐，围着那棵巨大的老橡树追逐嬉戏时一样。我记得那时我们刚刚在一起，总是盼望那样的日子永远继续。你还记得吗，那些日子有多么欢乐美好？

亲爱的，我该走了。孩子们都等在外面，他们要和你道别。

我抹去眼泪，弯曲老迈的双腿，跪在你的身边，靠近你，握住你的手，最后一次吻你柔软的嘴唇。

亲爱的，安心睡吧。

你的离去让我伤心，但别担心，我知道自己很快就会来陪你，这就够了。没有你，衰老而空虚的我也活不了太久了。

我知道，很快我们就能在汉诺威广场的那间小咖啡馆里再相逢。

再会了，我的爱人。
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Homesickness

乡　愁

余光中

When I was a child, my homesickness was a small stamp

Linking Mum at the other end and me this.





When I grew up, I remained homesick, but it became a ticket

By which I sailed to and from my bride at the other end.





Then homesickness took the shape of the grave,

Mum inside of it and me outside.





Now I'm still homesick, but it is a narrow strait

Separating me on this side and the mainland on the other.





小时候

乡愁是一枚小小的邮票

我在这头

母亲在那头





长大后

乡愁是一张窄窄的船票

我在这头

新娘在那头





后来啊

乡愁是一方矮矮的坟墓

我在外头

母亲在里头





而现在

乡愁是一湾浅浅的海峡

我在这头

大陆在那头
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An Exhausting Struggle

一场累人的斗争

Balzac once said artistic creation was "an exhausting struggle". He believed that only by tenacious
 work and not being afraid of difficulties could you show your talent. It was just like the soldiers charging the fortress, not relaxing your effort even for a moment.

Once Balzac wrote for hours on end, he was so tired that he could not hold out any longer. He ran to a friend's home and plunged headlong onto the sofa. He wanted to sleep, but he told his friend he must be woken up within an hour. His friend, seeing him so tired, did not wake him up on time. After he woke up, Balzac got very angry at his friend. Fortunately his friend had an intimate
 understanding of him and did not quarrel with him.

Balzac did not smoke cigarettes, nor did he drink any alcohol. But he got one habit: while he was writing he always drank very strong coffee that could almost anaesthetize
 his stomach. He didn't add milk, nor did he add sugar in his coffee. It would not satisfy him until it was made bitter. People generally did not like to drink such bitter coffee. That had a strange stimulus
 effect on him, and could help him drive the sleepiness away, according to himself.







tenacious

 　adj.
 　顽强的



intimate

 　adj.
 　亲密的



anaesthetize

 　v.
 　使麻痹



stimulus

 　n.
 　刺激物





巴尔扎克曾说，艺术创作是“一场累人的斗争”。他认为，只有顽强地工作，不怕困难，才能展现才华。这就好像攻打堡垒的士兵，不能有一刻放松。

有一次，巴尔扎克一连写作几个小时，累得实在支持不住了。他跑到一个朋友家里，一头倒在沙发上。他很想睡觉，但他告诉朋友，一定要在一小时之内叫醒他。他的朋友见他这么累，就没有按时叫醒他。他醒来后，对朋友大发脾气。幸好他的朋友很了解他，没有和他争吵。

巴尔扎克既不抽烟，也不喝酒。但他有个习惯：在写作时喝几乎可以使胃麻痹的浓咖啡。他的咖啡里不加奶，也不加糖，他就是要喝苦的。人们通常不喜欢喝这样苦的咖啡。但他却认为这对他有奇异的兴奋效果，可以赶走困意。
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The Road Not Taken

未选之路

罗伯特·弗罗斯特

Two roads diverged
 in a yellow wood,

And sorry I could not travel both

And be one traveler, long I stood

And looked down one as far as I could

To where it bent in the undergrowth
 ;





Then took the other, as just as fair,

And having perhaps the better claim,

Because it was grassy and wanted wear;

Though as for that, the passing there

Had worn them really about the same,





And both that morning equally lay

In leaves no step had trodden
 black.

Oh, I kept the first for another day!

Yet knowing how way leads on to way,

I doubted if I should ever come back.





I shall be telling this with a sigh

Somewhere ages and ages hence:

Two roads diverged in a wood, and I —

I took the one less traveled by,

And that has made all the difference.







diverge

 　v.
 　分开，叉开



undergrowth

 　n.
 　灌木丛（尤指大树下的）



tread

 　v.
 　踏，行走





黄色的树林中分出两条路，

只叹我无法同时涉足，

我独自旅行，久久驻足，

向一条路上眺望，

直到它转弯消失在草丛中。





而我选了另外一条路，

看起来没什么两样，

这条路荒烟蔓草，更少人迹，

或许更幽静美丽。

但两条路都有人走过，





那天早晨路上都铺满落叶，

还没有被踩踏的痕迹。

哦，我把第一条路留给日后，

可我知道一条路连着另一条，

恐怕没有机会再回头。





许多年后，我会在某个地方，

提起今日，一声叹息。

树林中的两条岔路，

我选择了人迹较少的那条，

从此一切都变得不同。
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Just Two for Breakfast

两个人的早餐
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To Infinity

直到永远

In 1974, when we were fourteen years old, Howard and I became close friend. We used to sit in his front yard, eat cookies and talk for hours. Howard had a girlfriend and I had a boyfriend, but I thought he was one of the nicest boys at our school.

A few years after graduation, I received an invitation to Howard's wedding. I arrived alone and waiting outside was Howard, receiving me with the kind and welcoming smile I had always known. We talked a while, and for some reason I turned and went back to my car and went home.

We lost touch for several years. At our ten-year class reunion
 I looked up and, once again, there was that familiar smile. It was Howard. "What happened to you?" I asked. "I've been getting divorced," he said with a twinkle in his eye. "Where have you been?"

"I've been married," I responded. We sat and reminisced all evening, promising to keep in touch. We contacted one another a couple of times a year and kept each other up on what was going on in our lives, but never saw each other until eight years later. My marriage ended and I found myself living alone in an apartment with my little daughter. Howard called and asked: "Is there anything I can do for you? Is your car running okay? Does your daughter need anything? Do you have enough money?"

I told him: "I need to see my old friend. It's been too many years." So we met for a beer, and once again, sat and went over old times. The hours flew by and next thing we knew we were asked to leave. The restaurant had closed.

We got together a couple of more times and found ourselves talking until the sun came up. As Howard left, I found myself sad watching him go. One evening, I invited Howard over to have dinner. He came over and brought photo albums. As we went through the albums, I felt compelled to tell him that I felt I might be falling in love with him. Mortified with myself, I went in the bathroom and tried to figure out how I could escape from a three-floor-apartment bathroom without being discovered! I was afraid I had just destroyed a precious friendship. I had stepped on hallowed
 ground.

When I returned, Howard was sitting there with a Cheshire cat smile on his face. "Tracy, I have loved you for twenty years. You have been the standard I have judged all women by. I don't want to let this opportunity slip past me." I told him that I was afraid that if it didn't work out, we would lose this priceless friendship that we had carried through the years. We agreed our friendship wouldn't be broken and that we had the potential here for something rare and priceless.

Sure enough, we were married nine months later. Engraved in our wedding rings are the words "To Infinity". With my daughter, we became a family.

One day we came across his high school yearbook and decided to look up what I had written to him all those years ago. It was so many years back that I'd forgotten.

There was my handwriting. A full page long. And there I had written: "Howard, you are the nicest boy I have ever met. I know we will be friends for the rest of our lives... In fact, I love you so much that I think when grow up we should just get MARRIED."

Who'd thought all those years ago as we sat in his front yard eating cookies that those two young kids really would be friends... and lovers forever... to infinity?







reunion

 　n.
 　聚会



hallowed

 　adj.
 　神圣的





1974年，我们那时14岁，霍华德和我成了好朋友。我们常常坐在他家的院子里，吃着点心，一聊几个小时。当时霍华德有女朋友，而我也有男朋友，不过我觉得他是学校里最好的男生之一。

毕业后过了几年，我接到霍华德的婚礼请柬。我是一个人去的。霍华德在门口等我，用我熟悉的亲切笑容欢迎我。我们聊了一会儿，不知为什么，我转身回到车上，直接回了家。

之后的几年我们断了联系。在班级10周年聚会上，我抬头又一次看到了那熟悉的笑容，是霍华德。“你怎么样？”我问他。“我离婚了。”他回答的时候眼神有些许的闪烁。“这几年你去哪儿了？”

“我结婚了。”我回答。整个晚上我们坐在一起聊过去，说好今后保持联系。就这样我们每年联系几次，说说各自的近况，但直到8年后才再见面。那时，我离婚了，独自带着小女儿住在一套公寓里。霍华德打电话过来问：“我能为你做点什么吗？汽车没问题吧？你女儿需不需要什么？钱还够用吗？”

我告诉他：“我想见老朋友，太多年不见了。”于是我们一起出去喝了一杯，坐到一起又聊起了过去。时间过得真快，好像一转眼就有人来催我们离开，因为餐厅要打烊了。

我们又见了几次面，每次都聊到天亮。霍华德离开的时候，我发现自己看到他离去竟然有些难过。一天晚上，我请霍华德到家里吃饭。他来的时候带来了从前的相册。我们一起看了那些相册，我忍不住对他说，我可能爱上他了。可说完我就觉得羞愧无比，冲进了洗手间，只盼能从三层公寓的洗手间悄悄溜走！我怕自己毁掉了一份珍贵的友情，因为我践踏了一块心灵圣地。

回到客厅，霍华德正坐在那里，笑得像柴郡猫。“特蕾西，我已经爱了你20年。你是我心目中衡量女人的标准。我可不想失去这个机会。”我告诉他我很担心如果我们不成的话，连多年无价的友情也会失去。我们约定保持友情，但还有进一步发展的余地。

当然，9个月后我们结了婚。在我们的结婚戒指上刻着“直到永远”。和我的女儿一起，我们组成了新的家庭。

一天，我们翻到他的高中同学录，想看看多年以前我到底给他写了什么样的留言。这么多年过去，我早就不记得了。

我的笔迹写了满满一页。我这样写道：“霍华德，你是我见过的最好的男生！我知道，我们今生都会是朋友……事实上，我那么爱你，不如长大以后我们结婚吧。”

多年以前，当我们还坐在他家院子里吃点心的时候，谁能想到这两个孩子会真的成为朋友……成为爱人……直到永远呢？
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Water in the Cup

杯中之水

A group of working adults got together to visit their university lecturer.

The lecturer was happy to see them, and conversation soon turned into complaints
 about stress in work and life. The lecturer just smiled and went to the kitchen to get an assortment
 of cups, some in porcelain, some in plastic, some in glass, some plain looking and some looked rather expensive and exquisite. The lecturer offered his former students the cups to get drinks for themselves.

When all the students had a cup in hand with water, the lecturer spoke, "If you noticed, all the nice looking, expensive cups were taken up, leaving behind the plain and cheap ones. While it is normal that you only want the best for yourselves, that is the source of your problems and stress. What all of you wanted was water, not the cup, but we unconsciously
 went for the better cups."

Just like in life, if life is water, then the jobs, money and position in society are the cups. They are just tools to hold life, but the quality of life doesn't change. If we only concentrate on the cup, we won't have time to enjoy the water in it.







complaint

 　n.
 　抱怨



assortment

 　n.
 　各式各样



unconsciously

 　adv.
 　不自觉地，无意识地





有一群上班族一起去拜访他们的大学老师。

老师看到他们很开心，但聊了没多久学生们就开始抱怨工作和生活中压力太大。老师笑笑，到厨房取来各式各样的杯子，瓷的、塑料的、玻璃的，有些外表平常，有些看起来精致昂贵。老师让学生们用这些杯子自己倒水喝。

当学生们人手一杯水时，老师说：“你们注意到了吗，所有漂亮昂贵的杯子都被拿走了，剩下的是一些普通的和便宜的杯子。大家都想自己得到最好的，这很正常，不过这也是你们问题和压力的根源。其实你们真正需要的是水，不是杯子，但我们都不自觉地去拿更好的杯子。”

生活也是如此，如果生活是水，那么工作、金钱和社会地位就是杯子。这些只是用来盛载生活的工具，而生活质量并未改变。如果我们只注意杯子，就没有时间来享受杯中之水了。
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Are You Rich?

您富有吗？

It was Thanksgiving morning and in the crowded kitchen of my small home I was busy preparing the traditional Thanksgiving turkey when the doorbell rang. I opened the front door and saw two small children in rags huddling together inside the storm door on the top step.

"Any old papers, lady?"

I was busy. I wanted to say no—until I looked down at their feet. Thin little shoes, sopped with sleet
 .

"Come in and I'll make you a cup of hot cocoa."

There was no conversation. Their soggy
 shoes left marks upon the hearthstone. I served them cocoa and toast with jam to fortify
 against the chill outside. Then I went back to the kitchen and started again on my household budget.

The silence in the front room struck through to me. I looked in. The girl held the empty cup in her hands, looking at it. The boy asked in a flat voice, "Lady... is you rich?"

"Am I rich? Mercy, no!" I looked at my shabby slipcovers. The girl put her cup back in its saucer—carefully.

"Your cups match your saucers."

Her voice was old, with a hunger that was not of the stomach. They left then, holding their bundles of papers against the wind. They hadn't said "thank you". They didn't need to. They had done more than that. Plain blue pottery cups and saucers. But they matched.

I tasted the potatoes and stirred the gravy. Potatoes and brown gravy, a roof over our heads, my man with a good steady job—these things matched, too.

I moved the chairs back from the fire and tidied the living room. The muddy prints of small shoes were still wet upon my hearth. I let them be. I want them there in case I ever forget again how very rich I am.







sleet

 　n.
 　雨夹雪



soggy

 　adj.
 　潮湿的



fortify

 　v.
 　使补充体力





感恩节的早晨，我正在蜗居拥挤的厨房里忙着准备传统的感恩节火鸡，突然门铃响了。我打开门，见两个穿着破衣服的小孩蜷缩在我家挡风门洞的台阶顶上。

“太太，请问您有旧报纸吗？”

我正忙着，本想对他们说没有，可低头却看到了他们的脚，单薄的鞋已被雪水浸湿了。

“进来吧，我给你们煮杯热可可。”

他们一声不响地跟我进了屋，湿鞋子在炉边留下一串脚印。我给他们端上可可和果酱面包，给他们驱驱寒气。然后我回到了厨房，又开始计算家里的开销。

前面屋里没有动静，我很奇怪，于是过去看看。小女孩手里捧着空杯子，正看得出神。小男孩平静地问：“太太……您富有吗？”

“我富有吗？天哪，当然不！”我瞅了眼破旧的沙发套。这时，小女孩非常小心地把杯子放回茶碟里。

“您的杯子和茶碟很相配。”

她的声音听起来很成熟，带着一种食物无法消除的饥渴。然后，他们抱着旧报纸，顶着寒风离开了。他们没说“谢谢”，也没必要道谢。他们的表现已经胜过了道谢。平常的一套蓝色陶瓷杯碟，但它们确实很相配。

我尝了尝土豆，又搅拌了几下肉汁。棕色肉汤加土豆，遮风挡雨的房子，有稳定工作的丈夫——这一切也很匹配。

我把椅子从炉边搬走，把客厅整理了一下。炉边留下的泥脚印还没有干。我把它们留在那里，其实我想让它们在那里提醒我不要忘记我是多么富有。
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It All Depends on You

一切取决于你

What is the secret ingredient
 of tough people that enables them to succeed? Why do they survive the tough times when others are overcome by them? Why do they win when others lose? Why do they soar when others sink?

The answer is very simple. It's all in how they perceive their problems. Yes, every living person has problems. A problem-free life is an illusion
 —a mirage in the desert. Accept that fact!

Every mountain has a peak. Every valley has its low point. Life has its ups and downs, its peaks and its valleys. No one is up all the time, nor are they down all the time. Problems do end.

You may not be able to control the times, but you can compose your responses. You may not have chosen your tough time, but you can choose how you will react to it. For instance, what is the positive reaction to a terrible financial setback? In this situation would it be the positive reaction to cop
 out
 and run away? Escape through alcohol, drug, or suicide? No! Such negative reactions only produce greater problems by promising a temporary "solution" to the pressing problem. The positive solution to a problem may require courage to initiate it. When you control your reaction to the seemingly uncontrollable problem of life, then in fact you do control the problem's effect on you. Your reaction to the problem is the last word! What will you let this problem do to you? It can make you tender or tough. It can make you better or bitter. It all depends on you.

In the final analysis, the tough people who survive the tough times do so because they've chosen to react positively to their predicament
 . Tough times never last, but tough people do. History teaches us that every problem has a lifespan. No problem is permanent
 .







ingredient

 　n.
 　要素



illusion

 　n.
 　幻想



cop out

 　逃避



predicament

 　n.
 　困境



permanent

 　adj.
 　永久的





顽强的人成功的秘诀是什么？为什么他们能战胜困难，而其他人却被困难压倒？为什么他们成功了，而其他人却失败？为什么他们能展翅高飞，而其他人却深陷泥潭？

答案很简单。原因就在于他们看待问题的方式。是的，人都会遇到问题，无忧无虑的人生只是幻想——就像沙漠中的海市蜃楼。接受现实吧！

每座山都有顶峰，每条峡谷都有谷底。生活总有起起伏伏，总有巅峰和低谷。没有人永远顺利，也没有人永远倒霉。问题总会解决。

你或许不能控制时势，但是可以想办法应对；困境或许非你所选，但你可以选择应对措施。比如，经济陷入困境，怎样才能积极应对呢？是逃避，还是酗酒、吸毒，甚至自杀？都不是！这些消极的做法只能将迫在眉睫的问题糊弄一时，却会造成更严重的问题。积极的做法需要勇气来实施。当生活中出现了看似无法掌控的问题时，只要你能掌握应对的方法，实际上就控制了问题对你的影响。你对问题的应对方式决定一切！你会让问题带给你什么影响？它可以让你脆弱，也能让你坚强；它能带给你幸福，也能带给你痛苦。这完全取决于你。

总之，坚忍的人选择积极应对困难，所以能顺利渡过难关。困难总会过去，可坚忍的人却会坚持到底。历史告诉我们，每个难题都只存在于一段时间，没有永远解决不了的难题。
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Coke and Smile

可乐与微笑

I know now that the man who sat with me on the old wooden stairs that hot summer night over thirty-five years ago was not a tall man. But to a five-year-old, he was a giant. We sat side by side, watching the sun go down behind the old Texaco service station across the busy street. A street that I was never allowed to cross unless accompanied by an adult, or at the very least, an older sibling
 .

Cherry-scented smoke from Grandpa's pipe kept the hungry mosquitoes at bay while gray, wispy swirls danced around our heads. Now and again, he blew a smoke ring and laughed as I tried to target the hole with my finger. I, clad in a cool summer nightie, and Grandpa, in his sleeveless T-shirt, sat watching the traffic. We counted cars and tried to guess the color of the next one to turn the corner.

Once again, I was caught in the middle of circumstances. The fourth born of six children, it was not uncommon that I was either too young or too old for something. This night I was both. While my two baby brothers slept inside the house, my three older siblings played with friends around the corner, where I was not allowed to go. I stayed with Grandpa, and that was okay with me. I was where I wanted to be. My grandfather was baby-sitting while my mother, father and grandmother went out.

"Thirsty?" Grandpa asked, never removing the pipe from his mouth.

"Yes, " was my reply.

"How would you like to run over to the gas station there and get yourself a bottle of Coke?"

I couldn't believe my ears. Had I heard right? Was he talking to me? On my family's modest income, Coke was not a part of our budget or diet
 . A few tantalizing
 sips were all I had ever had, and certainly never my own bottle.

"Okay," I replied shyly, already wondering how I would get across the street. Surely Grandpa was going to come with me.

Grandpa stretched his long leg out straight and reached his huge hand deep into the pocket. I could hear the familiar jangling of the loose change he always carried. Opening his fist, he exposed a mound of silver coins. There must have been a million dollars there. He instructed me to pick out a dime. After he deposited
 the rest of the change back into his pocket, he stood up.

"Okay," he said, helping me down the stairs and to the curb, "I'm going to stay here and keep an ear out for the babies. I'll tell you when it's safe to cross. You go over to the Coke machine, get your Coke and come back out. Wait for me to tell you when it's safe to cross back."

My heart pounded. I clutched my dime tightly in my sweaty palm. Excitement took my breath away.

Grandpa held my hand tightly. Together we looked up the street and down, and back up again. He stepped off the curb and told me it was safe to cross. He let go of my hand and I ran. I ran faster than I had ever run before. The street seemed wide. I wondered if I would make it to the other side. Reaching the other side, I turned to find Grandpa. There he was, standing exactly where I had left him, smiling proudly. I waved.

"Go on, hurry up!" he yelled.

My heart pounded wildly as I walked inside the dark garage. I had been inside the garage before with my father. My surroundings were familiar. I heard the Coca-Cola machine motor humming even before I saw it. I walked directly to the big old red-and-white dispenser. I knew where to insert my dime. I had seen it done before and had fantasized about this moment many times.

The big old monster greedily accepted my dime, and I heard the bottles shift. On tiptoes I reached up and opened the heavy door. There they were: one neat row of thick green bottles, necks staring directly at me, and ice-cold from the refrigeration. I held the door open with my shoulder and grabbed one. With a quick yank, I pulled it free from its bondage. Another one immediately took its place. The bottle was cold in my sweaty hands. I will never forget the feeling of the cool glass on my skin. With two hands, I positioned the bottleneck under the heavy brass opener that was bolted to the wall. The cap dropped into an old wooden box, and I reached in to retrieve it. It was cold and bent in the middle, but I knew I needed to have this souvenir. Coke in hand, I proudly marched back out into the early evening dusk. Grandpa was waiting patiently. He smiled.

"Stop right there," he yelled. One or two cars sped by me, and once again, Grandpa stepped off the curb. "Come on, now," he said, "run." I did. Cool brown foam sprayed over my hands. "Don't ever do that alone, " he warned. I held the Coke bottle tightly, fearful he would make me pour it into a cup, ruining this dream come true. He didn't. One long swallow of the cold beverage
 cooled my sweating body. I don't think I ever felt so proud.







sibling

 　n.
 　兄弟姐妹



diet

 　n.
 　日常饮食



tantalizing

 　adj.
 　逗引的



deposit

 　v.
 　放置



beverage

 　n.
 　饮料





我现在知道，35年前那个炎热夏夜和我一起坐在老木楼梯上的人并不很高，但对一个5岁的孩子来说，他却像巨人一样高大。我们并排坐在那里，人来车往的街道对面是老德克萨克加油站，我们看夕阳在它后面落下去。家里人不准我自己过街，除非有大人陪着，不然也至少要有哥哥或姐姐领着。

祖父的烟斗喷出的白烟带些樱桃味，缭绕在我们周围，让饥饿的蚊子不敢靠近。他不时吐个烟圈，看我用手去戳就放声大笑。我穿着凉快的夏季睡衣，祖父穿着他的无袖T恤，坐在那儿看车水马龙。我们数着过往的车辆，猜想着下一辆拐过街角的汽车是什么颜色。

我又一次处于高不成低不就的境地，家里六个孩子，我排行第四，很多事情都不能做，要么因为年龄太小，要么因为年龄太大。那天晚上就是这样，两个弟弟在屋里睡觉，另外三个哥哥姐姐在街角跟小伙伴们玩，可大人不准我去。我跟祖父待在一起，我觉得这样挺好，正合心意。在父母和祖母外出时，祖父就在家看孩子。

“渴吗？”祖父叼着烟斗问我。

“嗯。”我回答说。

“跑到对面的加油站去给你自己买瓶可乐怎么样？”

我简直不敢相信自己的耳朵，我没听错吧？他是在跟我说话吗？我们家收入微薄，可乐不是日常开销的一部分。只有大人逗我的时候给过几小口，我从没自己喝过一瓶。

“好啊。”我害羞地回答，寻思着该怎样过马路，当然祖父会跟我一起。

祖父把长腿伸直，大手伸进口袋。我能听到硬币发出叮当声，他总是在身上带些零钱。他摊开手，露出了一小堆银色的硬币。那一定有一百万美元！他让我拿出一个1角的硬币，然后把零钱放回口袋，站了起来。

“好吧，”他说着，牵我下了台阶，走到马路边上。“我就站在这儿，听着屋里孩子们有没有动静。我会告诉你什么时候可以安全地过马路。你到对面的可乐机那儿买完可乐再出来。等着我告诉你什么时候可以安全过马路回来。”

我的心怦怦直跳，紧紧攥着那枚1角的硬币，手心都出了汗，兴奋得喘不上气来。

祖父紧紧拉着我的手，我们一起左右看了看街上的车流。他走下马路沿儿，告诉我现在可以过去了。他放开我的手，我跑了起来。我从没跑得这么快。街道似乎很宽，我不知道自己能否跑到对面。终于到了对面，我回头寻找祖父，他还站在我离开他的地方，自豪地微笑着。我朝他挥了挥手。

“去吧，快点。”他喊道。

我走进昏暗的加油站，心怦怦乱跳。我以前和父亲一起来过，对周围的一切都很熟悉。还没看见可乐机就听到了它的马达发出的嗡嗡声。我径直走向那台很大的红白相间的老式自动售货机。我知道在哪儿投币，我曾看人做过，而且好多次幻想有一天我也能试试。

那个大家伙贪婪地吞下硬币，我听见了瓶子移动的声音。我踮起脚尖打开了它厚厚的门。它们就在那儿，一排整齐的绿色粗瓶，瓶颈朝着我，散发着冰箱的冷气。我用肩膀顶着门，伸手抓住一瓶，迅速一拉，将它从卡扣中拉了出来，另一瓶立即占据了它的位置。瓶子在我汗津津的手中显得格外凉，我永远忘不了冰凉的瓶子贴上皮肤时的感觉。我两手抓住瓶子，将瓶颈放在固定在墙上的厚铜开瓶器下，瓶盖掉在一个老木箱里，我伸手将它捡了出来，它凉凉的，中间已经弯了，但我知道我需要拥有这个纪念品。手拿可乐，我自豪地回到外面，已是黄昏时分。祖父正耐心地等着我，面带微笑。

“停在那儿。”他喊道。一两辆车在我面前飞驰而过，祖父再次走下马路沿儿。“现在过来，”他说，“跑过来！”我跑了起来，冰凉的棕色泡沫溅到我的手上。“不准一个人过马路！”他警告我。我紧紧地抱着可乐瓶，生怕他让我把可乐倒在杯子里喝，毁掉我的梦想。他没有。我吞下一大口冰凉的可乐，冒汗的身体顿时凉快下来。我从未那样自豪。
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If

假如

拉迪亚德·吉卜林

If you can keep your head when all about you

Are losing theirs and blaming it on you;

If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you,

But make allowance for their doubting too;

If you can wait and not be tired by waiting,

Or being lied about, don't deal in lies,

Or being hated, don't give way to hating,

And yet don't look too good, nor talk too wise;





If you can dream—and not make dreams your master;

If you can think—and not make thoughts your aim;

If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster

And treat those two impostors
 just the same;

If you can bear to hear the truth you've spoken

Twisted by knaves
 to make a trap for fools,

Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken,

And stoop and build 'em up with worn-out tools;





If you can make one heap of all your winnings

And risk it on one turn of pitch-and-toss,

And lose, and start again at your beginnings

And never breathe a word about your loss;

If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew


To serve your turn long after they are gone,

And so hold on when there is nothing in you

Except the Will which says to them, "Hold on!"





If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue,

Or walk with Kings—nor lose the common touch;

If neither foes
 nor loving friends can hurt you;

If all men count with you, but none too much;

If you can fill the unforgiving minute

With sixty seconds' worth of distance run,

Yours is the Earth and everything that's in it,

And—which is more—you'll be a Man, my son!







impostor

 　n.
 　假冒者



knave

 　n.
 　恶棍；无赖



sinew

 　n.
 　体力；精力



foe

 　n.
 　敌人





当众人不知所措却指责你时，

假如你能保持理智；

当众人怀疑你时，

假如你能保持自信，

并泰然接受别人的怀疑；

假如你能等待而且保持耐心，

受骗时，不用欺骗回应，

被厌恶时，不以厌恶相对，

不故作正经，也不自以为是；





假如你有梦想——却不被梦想支配；

假如你能思考——但不以思索为目标；

假如你能宠辱不惊；

假如你容忍自己的实言被小人歪曲去欺骗愚人，

或者见到你毕生的事业被毁，

仍能重拾破旧的工具着手重建；





假如你能把赢来的一切，

孤注一掷再搏一次，

失败过后重新再来，

且对失败只字不提；

假如你能在身心疲惫时仍全力以赴，

在一无所有只剩意志支撑时，

咬牙坚持到底。





假如你能与众人相交而保持美德，

与国王来往却不忘民众；

假如无论敌友都无法伤害你；

假如众人对你信赖却不过分依赖；

假如你能把握宝贵的每一分钟——

那么你就拥有整个世界，

更重要的是——孩子——你就是个顶天立地的人！
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Flowery Tuscany

如花的托斯卡纳

North of the Alps, the everlasting winter is interrupted by summers that struggle and soon yield; south of the Alps, the everlasting summer is interrupted by spasmodic
 and spiteful winters that never get a real hold, but that are mean and dogged. The in-between, in either case, is just as it may be. But the lands of the sun are south of the Alps, forever.

In the morning, the sun shines strong on the horizontal green cloud-puffs of the pines, the sky is clear and full of life, the water runs hastily, still browned by the last juice of crushed olives. And there the earth's bowl of crocuses is amazing. You cannot believe that the flowers are really still. They are open with such delight, and their pistil is so red-orange, and they are so many, all reaching out wide and marvelous, that it suggests a perfect ecstasy
 of radiant, thronging movement, lit-up violet and orange, and surging in some invisible rhythm of concerted, delightful moverment. You cannot believe they do not move, and make some sort of crystalline sound of delight. If you sit still and watch, you begin to move with them, like moving with the stars, and you feel the sound of their radiance. All the little cells of the flowers must be leaping with flowery life and utterance.

And now that it is March, there is a rush of flowers. Down by the other stream, which turns sideways to the sun, and tangles the brier and bramble, down where the hellebore has stood so wan and dignified all winter, there are now white tufts of primroses, suddenly come. Among the tangle and near the water-lip, tufts and bunches of primroses, in abundance. Yet they look more wan, more pallid, more flimsy than English primroses. They lack some of the full wonder of the northern flowers. One tends to overlook them, to turn to the great, solemn-faced purple violets that rear up from the bank, and above all, to the wonderful little towers of the grape hyacinth.

This is the time, in March, when the sloe is white and misty in the hedge-tangle by the stream, and on the slope of land the peach tree stands pink and alone. The almond blossom, silvery pink, is passing, but the peach, deep-toned, bluey, not at all ethereal, this reveals itself like flesh, and the trees are like isolated individuals, the peach and the apricot. It is so conspicuous and so individual, that pink among the coming green of spring, because the first flowers that emerge from winter seem always white or yellow or purple. Now the celandines are out, and along the edges of the podere, the big, sturdy, black-purple anemones, with black hearts.

The daisies are out too, in sheets, and they too red-mouthed. The first ones are big and handsome. But as March goes on, they dwindle
 to bright little things, like tiny buttons, clouds of them together. That means summer is nearly here.

In some places there are old yellow tulips, slender and spiky. They are very lovely, pricking out their dulled yellow in slim spikes. But they too soon lean, expand beyond themselves, and are gone like an illusion. And when the tulips are gone, there is a moment's pause, before summer. Summer is the next move.

In the pause towards the end of April, when the flowers seem to hesitate, the leaves make up their minds to come out. For sometime, at the very ends of the bare boughs of fig trees, spurts of pure green have been burning like little cloven tongues of green fire vivid on the tips of the candelabrum. Now these spurts of green spread out, and begin to take the shape of hands, feeling for the air of summer. And tiny green figs are below them, like glands on the throat of a goat.

Now the aspens on the hill are all remarkable with the translucent membranes of blood-veined leaves. They are gold-brown, but not like autumn, rather like thin-winged bats when like birds—call them birds—they wheel in clouds against the setting sun, and the sun glows through the stretched membrane of their wings, as through thin, brown-red stained glass. This is the red sap of summer, not the red dust of autumn.

The cherry tree is something the same, but more sturdy. Now, in the last week of April, the cherry blossom is still white, but waning and passing away: it is late this year, and the leaves are clustering thick and softly copper in their dark blood-filled glow. It is queer about fruit trees in this district. The pear and the peach were out together. But now the pear tree is a lovely thick softness of new and glossy green, vivid with a tender fullness of apple-green leaves, gleaming among all the other green of the landscape, the half-high wheat, emerald, and the grey olive, half-invisible, the browning green of the dark cypress, the black of the evergreen oak, the rolling of the heavy green puffs of the stone-pines, the flimsy green of small peach and almond trees, the sturdy young green of horse-chestnut. So many greens, all in flakes and shelves and tilted tables and round shoulders and plumes and shags and uprisen bushes, of greens and greens, sometimes blindingly brilliant at evening, when the landscape looks as if it were on fire from inside, with greenness and with gold.

In the wood, the scrub-oak is only just coming uncrumpled, and the pines keep their hold on winter. They are wintry things, stone-pines. At Christmas, their heavy green clouds are richly beautiful. When the cypresses rise their tall and naked bodies of dark green, and the osiers are vivid red-orange, on the still blue air, and the land is lavender; then, in mid-winter, the landscape is most beautiful in colour, surging with colour.

Not that this week is flowerless. But the flowers are a little lonely things, here and there: the early purple orchid, ruddy and very much alive, you come across occasionally, then the little groups of bee-orchids, with their ragged concerted indifference to their appearance. Also there are the huge bud-spikes of the stout, thick-flowering pink orchid, huge buds like fat ears of wheat, hard-purple, and splendid. But already odd grains of the wheat-ear are open, and out of the purple hangs the delicate pink rag of floweret. Also there are very lovely and choice cream-coloured orchids with brown spots on the long and delicate lip. These grow in the more moist places, and have exotic tender spikes, very rare-seeming. Another orchid is a little pretty yellow one.

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-a-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-flowers 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.

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, the one thing that is always there is the shining sun, and dark shadow is an accident of intervention. For my part, if the sun always shines, 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.







spasmodic

 　adj.
 　间歇的



ecstasy

 　n.
 　狂喜



dwindle

 　v.
 　缩小



ephemeral

 　adj.
 　短暂的





阿尔卑斯山的北麓，漫长的冬天会偶尔被夏季打断，但夏天只挣扎片刻就屈服了；而在南麓，夏天会被一阵阵寒冬恶意打扰，但即使讨厌地纠缠，冬天也永远无法真正占了上风。在两者之间，任何情况都可能发生。但是阳光普照的地方永远都是阿尔卑斯山南麓。

清晨，强烈的阳光照在树枝平展如绿云般的松林上，天空晴朗，充满生机，流水匆匆，还带着破碎橄榄的汁水染出的棕色。遍地的番红花让人惊叹。你无法相信这些花真的是静止的。它们如此欢快地绽放，雌蕊是鲜亮的橙红色。它们有那么多，都在热烈地怒放，美得不可思议，挨挨挤挤地放出喜悦的光彩，仿佛翩翩起舞，一片明亮的紫色和橙色，和着无形的美妙节奏欢快地摆动。你无法不相信它们在动，而且发出了水晶般欢快的声音。如果你坐下静静欣赏，就会不由自主地随它们起舞，就像追随星星一样。你还会听到它们欢快的声音。花朵的每一个小细胞都跳跃着绚丽的生命和言语。

正是三月，百花盛开。在另一条朝太阳方向流动的溪边，野蔷薇和荆棘交错，藜芦苍白而不屈地挺过了冬天，现在一蓬蓬白色的报春花也出其不意地冒了出来。丛丛的报春花占满了杂乱的灌木丛和溪水的拐弯。可它们比英格兰的报春花更苍白，也单薄许多。它们不像北方的花朵那样夺目。人们往往会忽略它们，被河岸边挺拔端庄的紫罗兰吸引，或者更愿意欣赏风信子漂亮的小花塔。

三月，刚好是溪边灌木丛中白色的野李花如烟如雾，山坡上粉红的桃树孑然独立的时节。银粉色的杏花已渐渐飘零，桃树却顶着浓艳的花冠，一点儿也不飘逸，却是本来面目，而桃树与杏树就像毫不相干的两种人。绿色的春天里，桃花的粉色个性鲜明，十分醒目。因为冬天过后，早春的花常常是白色、黄色或紫色的。白屈菜也冒出头来了。在湖边还有高大强壮、黑色花蕊的紫黑色银莲花。

雏菊也开了大片大片的，像娇艳的红唇。开始的花长得又大又漂亮。可是三月将尽，它们就变成了颜色鲜艳的小花，小纽扣似的，云一样凑成一堆。这说明夏天要到了。

一些地方长着修长的、有着尖尖花瓣的黄色郁金香。它们很漂亮，细长的花瓣呈现一种暗黄色。不过，花瓣很快就会散得太开，盛极而衰，仿佛幻影一样消失无踪。郁金香开过后，初夏来临前，花儿们会暂时偃旗息鼓。之后就是夏天了。

沉寂的四月底，花朵似乎在犹豫，叶子却下定决心一股脑地跑了出来。一时间，纯净的绿芽在无花果的枝梢冒出，好像烛台顶上跳跃的绿色小火舌。如今，绿芽展开，变成小手的形状，触摸着夏天的气息。小小的绿色无花果藏在叶片下面，像山羊喉咙下面的腺体。

现在，山坡上杨树的叶子像一层半透明的膜，上面叶脉分明，格外引人注目。叶子是金棕色的，但与秋天时不同，像是薄翼的蝙蝠如鸟儿一般——我们暂时就叫它们鸟吧——映着落日的余晖在云中飞翔，阳光射过薄翼，仿佛透过薄薄的棕红色玻璃。这是夏天充满活力的树汁，而不是秋天红色的尘埃。

樱桃树和杨树相似，只是更加强壮。现在已是四月最后一周，白色的樱桃花还在，但正渐渐飘零。今年的时节晚了，茂密的浅棕色叶子红得发亮。这里的果树有些奇怪，梨花和桃花会一起开放。现在梨树被柔和光亮的新绿密密包裹，漂亮可人，苹果绿的叶子鲜嫩饱满，生机勃勃，在一片绿色的风景中格外出挑，此外，这里还有青青的麦苗，不起眼的灰绿色橄榄树，棕绿色的柏树，墨绿的常绿槠，一团团浓绿的石松，嫩绿的小桃树和杏树，翠绿的七叶树。这么多绿色，一片片，一层层，或如斜面，或如浑圆的肩膀，又或片片羽毛，有矮树丛，也有挺拔的灌木，郁郁葱葱。有时傍晚望去，那一片绿色和金色仿佛从内里燃烧起来，光彩夺目。

树林里的胭脂栎和松树挺过了冬天。石松是冬天应景的植物。圣诞节的时候，它们茂密的深绿色树冠浓郁而美丽。当柏树高大的墨绿色枝杆裸露出来，柳树鲜艳的橙红色枝条映衬着沉静的蓝天，大地染上淡紫色，那正是隆冬时节，大地色彩缤纷，美不胜收。

这一个星期花并没有销声匿迹，只不过零星散落在各处。你会在不经意间看到强壮红门兰，红艳艳的充满活力；小丛的蜂兰，有点儿散漫，对外表毫不在意。还有顶着细长大花苞穗的强壮的粉红兰花，那巨大的紫色花苞穗好像饱满的麦穗，漂亮极了，穗上已经开了零星的花，在紫色中点缀着精巧的粉色小花。还有那些非常精致可爱的米色兰花，它们的细长花瓣上有些棕色的斑点。这些兰花喜欢在较潮湿的地方生长，有富于异域风情的柔嫩花穗，看起来十分罕见。还有一种兰花开的是漂亮的黄色小花。

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。
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Liking Yourself More

喜欢自己多一些

Recently I turned to a friend who was riding in my car and asked her, "What do you like about yourself?" We rode in silence for several minutes. Finally, she turned to me and said, apologetically, "I can't think of anything."

I was stunned. My friend is intelligent, charming, and compassionate—yet she couldn't see any of that.

I know she's not alone. Low self-esteem has become the number-one issue plaguing women. Despite God's assurance that he's absolutely crazy about us, most of us can't believe he means us. It's like the cynical editor who tells the cub reporter, "If your mother says she loves you, check it out."

I was a reporter for 12 years. One of the first things I learned in researching a story was "garbage in, garbage out." If your raw data is flawed, you end up with a faulty conclusion. The same is true with how we see ourselves. If we lack self-confidence, maybe we're working with flawed data.

The reality is, in hundreds of subtle ways, our culture, family, friends—even our thought life—conspire to undermine our confidence. We grow up in families void of affirmation, encouragement, and respect—the building blocks to self-confidence. Then we find ourselves smack-dab
 in the middle of a world that lionizes Hollywood starlets and Barbie-doll figures. Our paycheck, our title, or some other artificial yardstick gives us temporary entree into the world of The Accepted. But in our hearts, we know it isn't real. How do we find our way to the truth?

I'm technophobia. My brother got all the genes required to understand operating manuals, to repair things, or to make sense of computers. When I first had to learn how to use a computer for my job, I was convinced it was the end of life as I knew it.

I remember with painful clarity a beginner's computer class where the instructor told us to "press any key". I searched in vain for the "any" key. By the end of the class, I was certain I wasn't smart enough to drive myself home, much less dress for work the next day. This was despite the fact that I managed a home, a family, a job, and a professional staff.

Why was it so humiliating
 ? Because I compared myself to the 10-year-old girl next door who effortlessly surfed the Internet to research her term papers while I struggled just to log on. Instead of simply concluding that technical prowess is not one of my strengths, I concluded I must be stupid. It was a lie.

People respect us as much as we respect ourselves. That's why the absence of self-confidence can telegraph to others not to believe in us.

For years I struggled to receive a compliment graciously. If someone complimented my hair, I'd discount it. I'd say my hairstyle made my face look fat or that my hair was a mousy color. What I really meant was, there must be some mistake. I'm not worth your regard. I don't like myself and can't really believe you do, either. The trouble is, if we persist in putting ourselves down, eventually people start to believe we're right.

Sometimes the problem isn't faulty data. We have an accurate picture of ourselves or a situation, but we capitulate
 the first time someone challenges us.

Several years ago, I discovered a grape-sized lump on my left breast. My doctor scheduled outpatient surgery right away. A month later, when I resumed periodic self-examination, I felt the same lump in the same hard-to-reach place. I was certain of it! When I called the doctor to suggest he might have missed the lump in question, he insisted I was wrong. It could not possibly be a lump, he said, because he had removed it. After all, he was the doctor.

I got off the phone, doubting what I'd felt with my own hand, but fear of lethal consequences gave me the courage to insist he re-examine me, at which point he reluctantly
 acknowledged that, yes, it did seem to be the original lump. He removed it in a second surgery.

In my case, I had to confess that I was stupid because I didn't understand technical things. Yet, even after acknowledging that I'm actually a pretty intelligent person, I still had to grieve the fact that no amount of classes or training would ever completely solve my technical ineptitude
 !

Another lie believed about myself was that I'd been selfish for having only one child. The truth is, I nearly died giving birth to my daughter, and my husband didn't want to adopt. Still, I spent years feeling like an inferior mother—like I should have trusted God to protect me in subsequent childbirth.

I now believe that—in my case —one child was God's will for me. I've rejected the condemnation. Nevertheless, I had to grieve that I'd never have the houseful of children I'd always wanted.







smack-dab

 　adv.
 　恰好



humiliating

 　adj.
 　丢脸的



capitulate

 　v.
 　屈服



reluctantly

 　adv.
 　不情愿地



ineptitude

 　n.
 　无能





最近，一个朋友搭我的车，我扭头问她：“你喜欢自己什么？”沉默了几分钟，最后她转向我，抱歉地说：“我想不出来。”

我很惊讶，我的朋友聪明又迷人，还富有同情心，她却看不到自己的这些优点。

我知道她并不是特例，自视过低已成为女性最大的难题。尽管上帝的确深爱着我们，但我们大多数人不能相信他指的真是“我们”。就像尖刻的编辑对新手记者说的那样：“如果你妈妈说她爱你，那就去确认一下吧。”

我做了12年记者，在采访调查中我首先学到的就是“废料出废品”。如果原始资料有误，那就只能得出错误的结论。我们看待自己也是如此。如果我们缺乏自信，或许就是在根据错误的数据求证。

事实上，我们的文化、家庭、朋友，甚至精神生活共同以数不清的方式微妙地削弱了我们的自信。我们成长的家庭缺乏建立自信的基础——肯定、鼓励和尊重。之后我们发现自己身处一个追捧好莱坞明星和芭比娃娃的世界。我们的薪水、头衔或者其他人为的标准让我们暂时“被接受”。但是，我们心里知道这并不真实。我们要怎样才能找到真实的自我呢？

我有科技恐惧症，我哥哥却对此极有天赋，能读懂操作手册，修理东西，使用电脑。为了工作第一次学习使用电脑时，我觉得自己真的完蛋了。

我痛苦又清楚地记得，在电脑入门培训班里，老师让我们“按任意键”，我徒劳地寻找“任意”键。那堂课结束时，我觉得自己连开车回家的本事都没有了，更不用说明天打扮得体地去上班，可事实上我管着一栋房子，照顾着一个家庭，做着一份工作，还管理着一个专业团队。

我为什么会觉得这么丢脸呢？因为我与隔壁那个10岁的小女孩比较，她轻松地上网冲浪，为期末作业找资料，而我登录都很吃力。我没有简单地得出结论科技能力不是我的强项，相反认定自己很蠢。这是不对的。

尊重自己，才能得到别人的尊重。所以我们的不自信会立刻让别人也不相信我们。

多年来，我努力做到得体地接受称赞。如果有人夸我的头发，我会自谦，说我的发型让脸显胖，或者我的头发颜色发灰。我真正想说的是，这里肯定出了错，我不值得称赞。我不喜欢自己，也不相信你会真的喜欢。问题是，如果我们总是贬低自己，最终别人也会相信我们是对的。

有时候，问题不在于错误的信息。我们清楚自己或某个状况，可一有人质疑，我们就屈服了。

几年前，我发现自己左胸长了一个葡萄大小的硬块。我的医生立刻安排了外科手术。一个月以后，我又做了定期自查，又在那个很难够到的地方摸到了相同的硬块，对此我很肯定。我打电话给医生，说他可能没切掉硬块。他坚持说我错了，不可能有硬块，因为他已经把它切除了。毕竟，他才是医生。

我挂掉电话，对自己手的感觉产生了怀疑。但是，对死亡的恐惧让我鼓起勇气，坚持让他给我重新检查，这回他极不情愿地承认了，是的，它好像还是原来的那个硬块。他又动了一次手术把它切除了。

对我来说，我必须坦白承认自己很笨，因为我不懂科技方面的东西。虽然我其实也是个相当聪明的人，但让我伤心的是，不论上多少课，参加多少培训，都不能彻底解决我的科技无能。

另外，我因为只生了一个孩子而觉得自己自私也是不对的。事实上，生女儿时我差点丧命，而且我丈夫不愿意收养其他孩子。可许多年来我依然觉得自己是个不称职的母亲，好像我应该继续冒险生产，听天由命。

现在我相信，对我而言，只有一个孩子就是天意。我拒绝受到谴责。不过，儿女成群的愿望落空仍然让我难过。
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Just Two for Breakfast

两个人的早餐

When my husband and I celebrated our 38th wedding anniversary
 at our favorite restaurant, Lenny, the piano player, asked, "How did you do it?"

I knew there was no simple answer, but as the weekend approached, I wondered if one reason might be our ritual
 of breakfast in bed every Saturday and Sunday.

It all started with the breakfast tray my mother gave us as a wedding gift. It had a glass top and slatted wooden side pockets for the morning paper—the kind you used to see in the movies. Mother loved her movies, and although she rarely had breakfast in bed, she held high hopes for her daughter. My adoring bridegroom took the message to heart.

My husband prepared breakfast ever since the beginning of our marriage. Feeling guilty, I suggested we take turns. Despite grumblings—"hate crumbs in my bed"—Sunday morning found my spouse eagerly awaiting his tray. Soon these weekend breakfasts became such a part of our lives that I never even thought about them. I only knew we treasured this separate, blissful time—to read, relax, forget the things we should remember.

Sifting through the years, I recalled how our weekends changed, but that we still preserved the ritual. We started our family (as new parents, we slept after breakfast more than we read), but we always found our way back to where we started, just two for breakfast, one on Saturday and one on Sunday.

When we had more time, my tray became more festive. First it was fruit slices placed in geometric pattern; then came flowers from our garden—sometimes just one blossom sprouting from a grapefruit half. This arranger of mine had developed a flair
 for decorating, using everything from amaryllis to the buds of a maple tree. My husband said my cooking inspired him. Mother would have approved. Perhaps it was the Saturday when the big strawberry wore a daisy hat that I began to think, how can I top this? One dark winter night I woke with a vision of a snowman on a tray. That Sunday I scooped a handful of snow and in no time had my man made. With a flourish I put a miniature
 pinecone on his head.

As I delivered the tray, complete with a nicely frozen snowman, I waited for a reaction. There was none—but as I headed down the stairs I heard a whoop of laughter and then, "You've won! Yes, sir, you've won the prize!"







anniversary

 　n.
 　周年纪念



ritual

 　n.
 　习惯



flair

 　n.
 　才能



miniature

 　n.
 　缩小的模型





我和丈夫在我们最喜欢的一家餐馆庆祝结婚38周年时，钢琴师伦尼问我们：“你们是怎么做到的？”

我知道，这个问题三言两语说不清。不过临近周末，我想每个周末在床上吃早餐的习惯或许是一个原因。

这习惯开始于母亲送我们的结婚礼物——一个早餐托盘。它的顶部是玻璃的，两侧各有一个木制晨报筐——就是过去常在电影中见到的那种。母亲很喜欢看电影，虽然她自己很少在床上吃早餐，却很希望女儿这样。深爱着我的新郎把母亲的愿望记在了心里。

婚后，一直都是丈夫做早餐。我觉得不好意思，于是提议轮流准备早餐。虽然丈夫嘴上抱怨——“我讨厌床上有面包渣”——但每个星期天早上，他总是在床上盼着他的早餐。不久，这种周末早餐就成了我们生活的一部分，我也习以为常起来。我只知道，我们很珍视这个特别的幸福时刻——看报、放松，把各种琐事抛到脑后。

回想这些年，我发现周末的生活总在改变，但这个习惯却保留下来。我们有了孩子（初为父母时，早餐后，我们多半是睡觉，而不是看报），但我们总能回到以前的状态——两个人的早餐，星期六一次，星期天一次。

时间充裕的时候，我们的早餐会更丰盛。最初是摆成几何形状的水果，后来还有从自家花园采摘的鲜花——有时只有一朵，放在半个葡萄柚中。没想到这竟发展了我在装饰方面的才能，从孤挺花到枫树芽都成了我的装饰材料。丈夫说我做的早餐给了他灵感，我想母亲也会赞同的。或许是在某个星期六，我看到一个大草莓上盖了一朵雏菊，之后就开始想怎么才能比这更漂亮。一个漆黑的冬夜，我从梦中醒来，突然想到一个雪人站在托盘上的样子。就在那个星期天，我铲了一捧雪，很快做好了一个雪人，又挥手在它头上安了一枚小松果。

我把早餐端给丈夫，盘子上放着已经冻结实的小雪人。我期待着他的反应，但他什么反应也没有——就在我下楼时，我听到他放声大笑，说道：“你赢了！是的，你是最棒的！”
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Remember the Good Things

记得那些美好的事
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The Price of a Miracle

奇迹的价格

Amy was eight years old when she heard her Mom and Dad talking about her little brother, Tom. All she knew was that he was very sick and they were completely out of money. They were moving to an apartment complex next month because Daddy didn't have the money for both the doctor bills and the house payment.

Only a very costly surgery could save her brother now and it was looking like there was no one to loan them the money. She heard her Dad say to her Mom, "Only a miracle can save him now."

Amy went to her bedroom and pulled a glass jelly jar from its hiding place in the closet. She poured all the change out on the floor and counted it carefully. She counted it three times. The total had to be exactly perfect. No chance here for mistakes.

Carefully placing the coins back in the jar and twisting on the cap. She slipped out from the back door and made her way 6 blocks to Rexall's Drug Store with the big red Indian Chief sign above the door.

Amy waited patiently for the pharmacist
 to give her some attention but he was too intently talking to another man to be bothered by an eight-year-old at this moment. She twisted her feet to make a scuffing noise.

Nothing.

She cleared her throat with the most disgusting sound she could muster. No good.

Finally she took a quarter from her jar and banged it on the glass counter. That did it!

"And what do you want?" the pharmacist asked in an annoyed tone of voice. "I'm talking to my brother from Washington whom I haven't seen in ages." he said without waiting for a reply to his question.

"Well, I want to talk to you about my brother." Amy answered back in the same annoyed tone, "He's really, really sick, and I want to buy a miracle."

"I beg your pardon?" said the pharmacist.

"His name is Tom and he has something bad growing inside his head and my Daddy says only a miracle can save him now. So, how much does a miracle cost?"

"We don't sell miracles here, little girl. I'm sorry but I can't help you." The pharmacist said, softening a little.

"Listen, I have the money to pay for it. If it isn't enough, I will get the rest. Just tell me how much it costs."

The pharmacist's brother stooped down and asked the little girl, "What kind of a miracle does your brother need?"

"I don't know." Amy replied with her eyes welling up, "I just know he's really sick and Mommy says he needs an operation, but my Daddy can't pay for it, so I want to use my money."

"How much do you have?" asked the pharmacist's brother.

"One dollar and eleven cents." Amy answered barely audible, "And it's all the money I have, but I can get some more if I need to."

"Well, what a coincidence
 ," smiled the man. "A dollar and eleven cents... the exact price of a miracle for little brother." Then he said, "Take me to where you live. I want to see your brother and meet your parents. Let's see if I have the kind of miracle you need."

The pharmacist's brother was a surgeon from Washington who specialized
 in neuro-surgery. The operation was completed without charge and it wasn't long until Tom was home again and doing well. Later, Mom and Dad were talking about the chain of events that had led them to this. Her mom said, "That surgery was a real miracle. I wonder how much it would have cost?" Amy smiled. She knew exactly how much a miracle cost... One dollar and eleven cents... plus the faith of a little child.







pharmacist

 　n.
 　药剂师



coincidence

 　n.
 　巧合



specialize

 　v.
 　专门从事





埃米八岁时，听父母说起弟弟汤姆的事。她只知道弟弟病得很厉害，而他们已经没钱了。下个月他们就得搬到公寓里，因为爸爸没钱同时支付弟弟的医疗费和房钱。

现在只有一次非常昂贵的手术能救她弟弟，但是看样子没有人会借钱给他们。她听爸爸跟妈妈说：“现在只有奇迹能救他。”

埃米走进自己的房间，取出了藏在壁橱里的一个玻璃果冻罐子。她把里面所有的零钱都倒在地板上，仔细地数，一共数了三遍，数目必须准确，绝对不能出错。

她小心地把硬币装回罐子，拧好盖子，然后悄悄从后门溜出去，走了六个街区来到雷克索药店，这家店门口有个大大的印第安酋长招牌。

埃米耐心地等着药剂师招呼她，可药剂师此刻正忙着与另一个人说话，根本顾不上搭理一个八岁的小孩。她用脚蹭着地板，弄出响声。

没用。

她尽量用难听的声音清嗓子。还是没用。

最后她从罐子里拿出一个25分的硬币，拍在玻璃柜台上。这回管用了！

“你想要什么？”药剂师不耐烦地问，不等回答就接着说，“我正在和我的弟弟说话，他从华盛顿来，我们好多年没见了。”

“好啊，我想跟你说说我的弟弟。”埃米也同样不耐烦地答道，“他病得很重很重，我想买一个奇迹。”

“你说什么？”药剂师说。

“他叫汤姆，他脑袋里长了个坏东西，爸爸说现在只有奇迹能救他。那么，奇迹要多少钱？”

“我们这儿不卖奇迹，小姑娘。对不起，我帮不了你。”药剂师说，和气了一些。

“听着，我有钱买。如果这些不够，我会再给。你就告诉我要多少钱吧。”

药剂师的弟弟俯下身，问埃米：“你弟弟需要什么样的奇迹呢？”

“我不知道，”埃米眼里泛起泪光，“我只知道他病得很厉害，妈妈说他需要做手术，但是爸爸付不起钱，所以我想用我的钱。”

“你有多少钱？”药剂师的弟弟问。

“一块一毛一，”埃米小声回答，“这是我所有的钱，但是如果需要，我还可以再弄些来。”

“好吧，真巧，”那人笑了。“一块一毛一……正好是治好弟弟的奇迹的价钱。”然后他说：“带我去你家，我想见一下你弟弟和父母。咱们看看我是不是有你说的奇迹。”

药剂师的弟弟是华盛顿神经外科手术的专家。手术没要一分钱，没过多久，汤姆就回家了，而且恢复得很好。后来爸爸妈妈又谈起这整件事，妈妈说：“这手术真是一个奇迹，真不知道需要多少钱呢？”埃米笑了，她知道这个奇迹的确切价格——一块一毛一——再加上一个孩子的信念。
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Speak the Word

说出那个词

We live in an age wherein our daily utterances are often sprinkled
 with the choicest four-letter words, yet we rarely use the four-letter word everyone longs to hear—LOVE. And, strangely enough, although everybody is seeking the holy grail of happiness, today we find that people feel insecure more than ever before.

What is the reason for this? Happiness stems from being loved and wanted, one of the basic psychological needs in each of us that demands fulfillment. People are willing to go to any lengths to find love. Nations have gone to war, Kings have abdicated
 their thrones, and star-crossed lovers have made suicide pacts—all for love.

On the other hand, murders are committed, people exhibit aggression, others withdraw into their shell, and some even take their own lives—all for a lack of love. The world's first murder was a result of Cain's envy, because he perceived that God loved his brother, Abel, more. Marilyn Monroe had the world at her feet, with fame and fortune, but overdosed because she did not have the one thing she yearned for more than anything else—to be loved and cherished.

The search for this "sweet mystery of life" even leads young men and women to sell their souls and bodies for what they crave.
 They know such love and attention will not endure, yet they let their hearts rule their minds, and their emotions conquer plain logic.

The word "love" may be only four letters long, but it is the most powerful word in the world, because it describes the awesome power residing in every human heart—emotion! But, it is a double-edged weapon. It can spur on an individual to do heroic deeds on one hand, as well as cause death and destruction on the other.

Love is, therefore, the engine that drives on people to accomplish the impossible. But this engine, like any other, requires a certain brand of fuel. Frequent refueling with the "I LOVE YOU" brand of high octane fuel will keep this engine purring lovingly. And, the love will be returned in equal measure, because those that are loved find it easy to give love back.

Being loved, and knowing that they are loved, makes people confident, relaxed and happy. Look around you. If you see anybody "floating" along with a secret smile on their face and a tune on their lips, you are looking at someone that is loved—and knows it!

Recently, a well-known psychologist was working with a teenage boy who was having serious problems. As they talked, the boy was asked as to whether his parents loved him. The teenager looked up sadly and said, "I don't know, but if they do, they've never told me!"

Please don't make the same mistake. To love without saying so is not enough. People need to be told that they are loved. Again, and again, and again! It is cruel and thoughtless to leave our loved ones in doubt about our affection for them. It's no use regretting later, when they are no more there to hear you.

If you have a friend worth loving,

Love him. Yes, and let him know

That you love him, ere life's evening

Tinge his brow with sunset glow.

Why should good words ne'er be said

Of a friend—till he is dead?







sprinkle

 　v.
 　撒，洒



abdicate

 　v.
 　退位



crave

 　v.
 　渴望





当今日常言谈中，我们经常用到一些四个字母组成的词，可是有个人人都渴望听到的四字单词我们却很少用，那就是LOVE。而且奇怪的是，虽然大家都在寻求幸福，可是人们现在却越来越没有安全感。

这是为什么呢？幸福源于被爱和被需要，这是人需要满足的基本心理需求之一。人们为爱不惜一切。国家彼此征战，国王放弃王位，不幸的情人相约殉情——都是因为爱。

另一方面，谋杀、暴躁、逃避、自杀，这些都是因为缺乏爱。世上第一次谋杀是源于该隐的妒忌，因为他觉得上帝更爱他的兄弟亚伯。玛丽莲·梦露征服了全世界，坐拥财富和名望，却因服药过量而死，因为她唯独没有她最想要的东西——被爱和被珍惜。

对这个“生命的甜美奥秘”的追寻甚至引得年轻男女出卖灵魂和肉体。他们虽然知道这样得来的爱和关注无法持久，但仍然失去理智地跟着感觉走。

LOVE虽然只有四个字母，但它却是世上最有力的词，因为它描述了每个人心里都有的强大力量——感情。可它也是把双刃剑，能让人做出英勇的行为，也能带来死亡和毁灭。

所以，爱就是让人无坚不摧的引擎。可是这个引擎和别的引擎一样，需要某个牌子的燃料。经常用“我爱你”牌的高级汽油能让它运转良好。而且，爱会被等量回报，因为被爱的人会发现回报爱是件很容易的事。

被爱，并且知道自己被爱，会让人感到自信、轻松、快乐。看看周围，如果见到有人步履轻盈，脸上带着莫名的微笑，嘴里哼着歌，你就知道他正被爱着——而且他自己也知道！

最近，一个著名的心理学家在帮助一个有严重心理问题的少年。交谈中，少年被问到父母是否爱他。少年抬头，难过地说：“我不知道，即便他们爱我，也从来没告诉过我！”

请不要犯同样的错误。沉默的爱是不够的。人们需要听到自己被爱着，一遍，一遍，又一遍！让我们爱的人疑惑我们是否爱他们是冷酷而又粗心的。等他们离开再后悔就晚了。

如果你有值得爱的朋友，

那就爱他吧。是的，而且让他知道，

趁迟暮的余晖尚未染上他的眉梢。

为什么要对朋友缄口？

那些美好的话语，至死他都没有听到。
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What Will Matter?

什么才重要？

Ready or not, some day it will all come to an end. There will be no more sunrises, no days, no hours or minutes. All the things you collected, whether treasured or forgotten, will pass to someone else.

Your wealth, fame and temporal power will shrivel to irrelevance
 . It will not matter what you owned or what you were owed.

Your grudges
 , resentments, frustrations
 , and jealousies will finally disappear.

So, too, your hopes, ambitions, plans, and to-do lists will all expire. The wins and losses that once seemed so important will fade away.

It won't matter where you came from, or on what side of the tracks you lived.

It won't matter whether you were beautiful or brilliant. Your gender, skin color, ethnicity
 will be irrelevant.

So what will matter? How will the value of your days be measured?

What will matter is not what you bought, but what you built; not what you got, but what you gave.

What will matter is not your success, but your significance.

What will matter is not what you learned, but what you taught.

What will matter is every act of integrity
 , compassion, courage and sacrifice that enriched, empowered or encouraged others to emulate
 your example.

What will matter is not your competence, but your character.

What will matter is not how many people you knew, but how many will feel a lasting loss when you're gone.

What will matter is how long you will be remembered, by whom and for what.

Living a life that matters doesn't happen by accident.

It's not a matter of circumstance but of choice.

Choose to live a life that matters.







irrelevance

 　v.
 　无关紧要的事



grudge

 　n.
 　怨恨



frustration

 　n.
 　挫折



ethnicity

 　n.
 　种族



integrity

 　n.
 　正直；诚实



emulate

 　v.
 　仿效，模仿





无论是否准备好，人生总会走到尽头。再没有日出，没有白天，没有小时和分钟。你收集的一切，不管被你珍惜还是遗忘，都将属于别人。

你的财富、名望和暂时的权力也都将与你无关。你拥有和亏欠的也不再重要。

你的怨恨、憎恶、挫折和妒忌会最终消散。

而你的希望、抱负、计划以及日程表也将全部终止。曾经看重的成败得失随之消失。

你的出身和社会地位都不重要了。

你从前是否漂亮、聪明都不重要了，你的性别、肤色、种族也无关紧要。

那什么才重要呢？你一生的价值如何计算呢？

重要的不是你买了什么，而是你建造了什么；不是你得到了什么，而是你给予了什么。

重要的不是你的成功，而是你人生的意义。

重要的不是你学到了什么，而是你传授了什么。

重要的是正直、富于同情心、充满勇气和富于牺牲精神的行为，并以此鼓舞他人追随你的榜样。

重要的不是你的能力，而是你的品格。

重要的不是你认识多少人，而是在你离开后，多少人会长久地怀念你。

重要的是你会被什么人，因为什么事，记得多久。

度过有意义的一生并不是偶然的运气。

它不由环境决定，而是你的选择。

选择有意义的人生吧！





[image: alt]


The Value of Time

时间的价值

To realize the value of one year, ask a student who has failed his final exam.

To realize the value of one month, ask a mother who has given birth to a premature
 baby.

To realize the value of one week, ask an editor of a weekly newspaper.

To realize the value of one day, ask a daily wage laborer who has ten kids to feed.

To realize the value of one hour, ask the lovers who are waiting to meet.

To realize the value of one minute, ask a person who has missed the train.

To realize the value of one second, ask a person who has survived an accident.

To realize the value of one millisecond
 , ask the person who has won a silver medal in Olympics.

Treasure every moment that you have! Yesterday is history. Tomorrow is mystery.

Today is a gift. That's why it's called "the present".







premature

 　adj.
 　早产的



millisecond

 　n.
 　毫秒





要知道一年的价值，就去问期末考试不及格的学生。

要知道一月的价值，就去问早产儿的母亲。

要知道一周的价值，就去问周报的编辑。

要知道一天的价值，就去问靠日薪养活10个孩子的工人。

要知道一小时的价值，就去问等待相见的情侣。

要知道一分钟的价值，就去问误过火车的人。

要知道一秒钟的价值，就去问劫后余生的人。

要知道一毫秒的价值，就去问奥运会的银牌得主。

珍惜你的每一刻。昨天已经成为历史，而明天仍然是个谜。

今天则是珍贵的礼物，所以它才被称作“the present”。
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The Opportunity

机遇

The lack of opportunity is ever the excuse of a weak, vacillating
 mind. Opportunities! Every life is full of them. Every lesson in school or college is an opportunity. Every examination is a chance in life. Every business transaction is an opportunity: an opportunity to be polite, an opportunity to be manly, an opportunity to be honest, an opportunity to make friends. Every proof of confidence in you is a great opportunity. Every responsibility thrust upon your strength and your honor is priceless. Existence is the privilege
 of effort, and when that privilege is met like a man, opportunities to succeed along the line of your aptitude
 will come faster than you can use them.

Young men and women, why do you stand here all the day idle? Was the land all occupied before you were born? Has the earth ceased
 to yield its increase? Are the seats all taken? Are the positions all filled? Are the chances all gone? Are the resources of your country fully developed? Are the secrets of nature all mastered? Is there no way in which you can utilize
 these passing moments to improve yourself or benefit another?

Don't wait for your opportunity. Make it—make it as Napoleon made his in a hundred "impossible" situations. Make it, as all leaders of men, in war and in peace, have made their chances of success. Make it, as every man must, who would accomplish anything worth the effort. Golden opportunity is nothing to laziness, but industry makes the commonest chances golden.







vacillating

 　adj.
 　犹豫的



privilege

 　n.
 　特权



aptitude

 　n.
 　才能



utilize

 　v.
 　利用





缺乏机遇一向是意志薄弱者和优柔寡断者的借口。机遇！人生中充满机遇。学校里的每堂课都是一个机遇。每一次考试都是人生的机会。每一次商务往来都是一次机遇：一次礼貌行事的机遇，一次果断决策的机遇，一次诚实守信的机遇，一次结交朋友的机遇。每一份对你的信任都是一次绝佳的机遇。每一份责任都是证明你能力与诚信的宝贵机会。只有付出努力，才有权生存。当你像男子汉那样努力拼搏时，让你一展所长、获得成功的机遇就会纷至沓来，让你应接不暇。

年轻人，为何整日无所事事地站这里呢？难道土地在你们出生前就被开垦完了吗？难道大地已经不能繁衍生息了吗？难道所有的位置都被占据了吗？难道所有的工作都有人做了吗？难道所有的机会都没了吗？难道你们国家的资源都已开发完全了吗？难道自然界的奥秘都已被人掌握了吗？难道你们无法利用这飞逝的时光完善自己或造福他人吗？

不要等待机会。要创造它——像拿破仑一样在“绝境”中创造机遇。创造机遇，就像在战争或和平年代中的所有领袖那样创造成功的契机。创造机遇，每个想有所作为的人都得这样做。懒惰会让绝好的机遇化为乌有，勤奋却能让最平凡的机遇带来奇迹。
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A Lemon Cheesecake

一个柠檬奶酪蛋糕

I had planned to make brown-sugar pound cake, my specialty, for my Sunday school teacher, Mrs. Lee, who had been in my thoughts. But suddenly the idea to bake her a cheesecake popped into mind, a lemon cheesecake.

The recipe
 called for fresh lemons. I checked my supplies. No lemons, but plenty of brown sugar. A pound cake would be so much easier, I thought.

But again came the idea: bake a lemon cheesecake. After a trip to the grocery for lemons, I began the batter. I cut a lemon in half, removed the seeds, squeezed the juice into the creamy mixture and stirred.

When I arrived at Mrs. Lee's, her husband let me in. "She'll be happy to see you," he said. Then he explained Mrs. Lee had broken her leg and was bedridden. "The doctor says she'll be fine. But she's frustrated because she can't get around like she used to."

I walked into the bedroom, carrying my surprise. "I'm so sorry about your leg, Mrs. Lee," I said, "Maybe this will make you feel better." As I placed the cake on a table, the tangy
 scent of fresh lemons wafted
 through the air. I looked at Mrs. Lee. She was crying.

"How did you know?" she asked.

"Know?"

"Today is our wedding anniversary," she said. "For the past 53 years I've baked my husband his favorite thing." She pointed at the cake, "How did you know it was lemon cheesecake?"







recipe

 　n.
 　食谱



tangy

 　adj.
 　浓重的



waft

 　v.
 　飘荡





我原来打算做个拿手的红糖磅饼，送给主日学校的老师，李太太，我一直惦记她。可我突然又想给她做个奶酪蛋糕——一个柠檬奶酪蛋糕。

食谱上说需要新鲜柠檬。我查看了一下手头的材料。没有柠檬，但是有足够多的红糖，我想做磅饼更容易。

但是那念头挥之不去：烤个柠檬奶酪蛋糕。去商店买回柠檬，我就开始搅面糊。我把柠檬切两半，去籽，把果汁挤到奶油混合物里搅拌。

我到了李太太家，她先生开门请我进去。“她看见你会很高兴。”他说，然后又告诉我李太太摔折了腿，在卧床养伤。“医生说她会好的，但是她很烦躁，因为没法像过去那样到处转悠了。”

我走进卧室，提着我的“惊喜”。“李太太，我很难过你的腿伤了，”我说，“也许这个会让你感觉好些。”我把蛋糕放到桌上，强烈的新鲜柠檬的香气弥漫在空气里。我看着李太太，她哭了。

“你怎么知道？”她问。

“知道什么？”

“今天是我们的结婚纪念日。”她说。“过去的53年里，我都会在这天给我丈夫烤他最爱吃的东西。”她指了指蛋糕。“你怎么知道是柠檬奶酪蛋糕？”
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The First Jasmines

第一次的茉莉

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 through 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 hand 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.





呵，这些茉莉花，这些白的茉莉花！

我似乎忆起我第一次双手满捧着这些茉莉花，这些白的茉莉花的时候。

我喜欢那日光，那天空，那绿色的大地；

我听见那河水淙净的流声，在黑漆的中夜里传过来；

我看见那秋天的夕阳，在荒野的路角，映照在我的身上，如新妇揭起她的面网迎接她的爱人。

但我想起孩提时第一次捧在手里的白茉莉，心里还感着甜蜜的回忆。

我生平有过许多快活的日子，在宴会的晚上，我跟了说笑话的人而大笑。

在灰暗的雨晨，我吟哦着许多飘逸的诗篇。

我头上戴过爱人手织的夜晚的醉花的花环。

但我想起孩提时第一次捧在手里的白茉莉，心里还感着甜蜜的回忆。
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Remember the Good Things

记得那些美好的事

When times become difficult (and you know they sometimes will), remember a moment in your life that was filled with joy and happiness.

Remember how it made you feel happy, and you will have the strength you need to get through any trial.

When life throws you one more obstacle than you think you can handle, remember something you achieved through perseverance
 and by struggling to the end.

In doing so, you'll find you have the ability to overcome each obstacle brought your way.

When you find yourself drained
 and depleted of energy, remember to find a place of sanctuary
 and rest.

Take the necessary time in your own life to dream your dreams and renew your energy, so you'll be ready to face each new day.

When you feel tension, find something fun to do. You'll find that the stress you feel will dissipate
 and your thoughts will become clearer.

When you're faced with so many negative and draining situations, realize how minuscule problems will seem when you view your life as a whole—and remember the positive things.







perseverance

 　n.
 　毅力


drained
 adj.
 （精力）流干的



sanctuary

 　n.
 　避难所



dissipate

 　v.
 　消失





遇到困难的时候（你知道这时有发生），回想一下你生命中快乐幸福的时刻。

回想一下它如何使你快乐，你就有了走出困境的力量。

当困难接踵而来，让你无法招架的时候，回想一下你以前凭毅力和坚忍成就了什么。

这样，你就会发现你有能力克服遇到的每个困难。

当你觉得筋疲力尽的时候，记得找个避难所好好休息。

在生活中给自己留点必要的时间做梦，让精力恢复，这样你就能好好面对每一天。

当你觉得紧张时，就做些有趣的事吧。你会发现压力不见了，你的想法也会变明朗。

当你面对重重困难，感觉筋疲力尽的时候，要意识到相对于一生而言，这些困难多么微不足道——想想那些积极的东西。
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Santa Grandma

圣诞祖母

I remember my first Christmas adventure with Grandma. I was just a kid. I remember tearing across town on my bike to visit her on the day my big sister dropped the bomb: "There is no Santa Claus," she jeered. "Even dummies know that!"

My Grandma was not the gushy
 kind, never had been. I fled to her that day because I knew she would be straight with me. I knew Grandma always told the truth, and I knew that the truth always went down a whole lot easier when swallowed with one of her "world-famous" cinnamon
 buns. I knew they were world-famous, because Grandma said so. It had to be true.

Grandma was home, and the buns were still warm. Between bites, I told her everything. She was ready for me. "No Santa Claus?" she snorted, "Ridiculous! Don't believe it. That rumor has been going around for years, and it makes me mad, plain mad. Now, put on your coat, and let's go." "Go? Go where, Grandma?" I asked. I hadn't even finished my second world-famous cinnamon bun.

"Where" turned out to be Claire's General Store, the one store in town that had a little bit of just about everything. As we walked through its doors, Grandma handed me ten dollars. That was a bundle in those days. "Take this money," she said, "and buy something for someone who needs it. I'll wait for you in the car." Then she turned and walked out of Claire's. I was only eight years old. I'd often gone shopping with my mother, but never had I shopped for anything all by myself.

The store seemed big and crowded, full of people scrambling to finish their Christmas shopping. For a few moments I just stood there, confused, clutching that ten-dollar bill, wondering what to buy, and who on earth to buy it for. I thought of everybody I knew: my family, my friends, my neighbors, the kids at school, the people who went to my church. I was just about thought out, when I suddenly thought of Mike. He was a kid with bad breath and messy hair, and he sat right behind me in Mrs. White's grade-two class. Mike didn't have a coat. I knew that because he never went out to recess
 during the winter. His mother always wrote a note, telling the teacher that he had a cough, but all the kids knew that Mike didn't have a cough; he had no coat. I fingered the ten-dollar bill with growing excitement. I would buy Mike a coat!

I settled on a red corduroy
 one that had a hood to it. It looked really warm, and he would like that. "Is this a Christmas present for someone?" The lady behind the counter asked kindly, as I laid my ten dollars down. "Yes, ma'am," I replied shyly, "It's for Mike." The nice lady smiled at me. I didn't get any change, but she put the coat in a bag and wished me a Merry Christmas.

That evening, Grandma helped me wrap the coat in Christmas paper and ribbons (a little tag fell out of the coat, and Grandma tucked it in her Bible) and wrote, "To Mike, From Santa Claus" on it. Grandma said that Santa always insisted on secrecy. Then she drove me over to Mike's house, explaining as we went that I was now and forever officially one of Santa's helpers. Grandma parked down the street from Mike's house, and she and I crept noiselessly and hid in the bushes by his front walk.

Then Grandma gave me a nudge. "All right, Santa Claus," she whispered, "get going." I took a deep breath, dashed for his front door, threw the present down on his step, pounded his doorbell and flew back to the safety of the bushes and Grandma. Together we waited breathlessly in the darkness for the front door to open. Finally it did, and there stood Mike. Fifty years haven't dimmed the thrill of those moments spent shivering, beside my Grandma, in Mike's bushes. That night, I realized that those awful rumors about Santa Claus were just what Grandma said they were: ridiculous. Santa was alive and well, and we were on his team. I still have the Bible, with the tag tucked inside: $19.95.







gushy

 　adj.
 　易动感情的



cinnamon

 　n.
 　肉桂



recess

 　v.
 　休息



corduroy

 　n.
 　灯芯绒





我还记得和祖母的第一次圣诞冒险。那时，我还是个小孩子。我记得自己飞快地骑车穿过小镇，那天姐姐的话像投下了一枚炸弹。“根本没有圣诞老人，”她嘲讽地笑着说，“傻子都知道！”

祖母不是个感情丰富的人，从来都不是。我那天跑去找她是因为我知道她会告诉我真相。我知道祖母一向实话实说，而且吃着她那“举世闻名”的肉桂小面包听实话要感觉好受很多。我知道它们举世闻名，因为祖母这么说，就肯定是。

祖母在家，面包也还热。我一边吃，一边告诉了她一切。她一点儿不吃惊。“没有圣诞老人？”她哼了一声，“真可笑！别信那个。这个谣言传了好些年，真让我来气，气死了。好了，穿上外套，我们走。”“走？去哪儿，奶奶？”我问。第二个举世闻名的肉桂小面包我还没吃完呢。

“哪儿”原来是克莱尔百货商店，镇上一家货品很全的商店。进门时，祖母递给我10美元。这在当时可是一大笔钱。“拿着这钱，”她说，“给有需要的人买点儿东西。我在车里等你。”说完她转身走出了商店。那时我只有8岁，经常跟妈妈一起去购物，但还从来没有自己买过东西。

店里看起来很大，人也很多，大家挤来挤去忙着进行圣诞采购。我攥着那10美元在那儿傻站了一会儿，不知道怎么办，究竟要买什么，给谁买。我把认识的人都想了一遍：家里人、朋友、邻居、学校的同学、去同一个教堂做礼拜的人。把所有人都快过完一遍的时候，我突然想起迈克。那孩子有口臭，头发乱糟糟的，在怀特太太的二年级班上坐在我身后。迈克没有外套。我知道这个是因为他冬天在课间从不出去。他妈妈老是写来假条，跟老师说他咳嗽，可是所有孩子都知道迈克没咳嗽；他只是没外套。我兴冲冲地捏着那10块钱，我要给迈克买一件外套！

我看中一件带帽子的红色灯芯绒外套，看上去很暖和，他肯定会喜欢的。“是圣诞礼物吗？”我把10美元放下的时候，柜台后的女士和气地问。“是的，太太，”我害羞地回答，“给迈克的。”好心的女士对我笑了笑，没有找零，她把外套装进一个袋子，并祝我圣诞快乐。

那天晚上，祖母帮我用圣诞节彩纸和丝带把外套包好（一个小价签从衣服里掉下来，祖母将它夹进了她的《圣经》）并写上“给迈克，圣诞老人赠”。祖母说圣诞老人总是很注重保密。然后她开车送我去迈克家，路上她说，我现在并且永远地正式成为了圣诞老人的助手之一。祖母把车停在迈克家的那条街，我们悄悄走过去，藏在他家屋前的灌木丛里。

祖母轻轻推了推我。“好啦，圣诞老人，”她轻声说，“开始行动。”我深吸一口气，冲到他家门前，把礼物扔到台阶上，按门铃，然后飞快跑回来和祖母一起藏好。我们一起屏住呼吸在黑暗中等人来开门。门终于开了，迈克站在那里。五十年过去了，我至今依然清楚地记得那一刻，我在祖母身旁，在迈克家的灌木丛里激动得发抖。那天晚上，我明白那些关于圣诞老人的谣言正如祖母说的那样：真可笑。圣诞老人活得很好，我们都是他队伍的一员。我还留着那本《圣经》，小价签也依然夹在其中，上面写着：19.95美元。
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Late at Night, Do You Turn off Your Cell Phone?

深夜，你关机了吗？

Jane would turn her cell phone off and put it by her photo on the desk every night before going to bed. This habit had been with her ever since she bought the phone.

Jane had a very close boyfriend, Sim. When they couldn't meet, they would either call or send messages to each other. They both liked this type of communication.

One night, Sim really missed Jane. When he called her, however, Jane's cell phone was off because she was already asleep. The next day, Sim asked Jane to leave her cell phone on at night because when he needed to find her and could not, he would be worried.

From that day forth, Jane began a new habit. Her cell phone never shut down at night. Because she was afraid that she might not be able to hear the phone ring in her sleep, she tried to stay very alert
 . As days passed, she became thinner and thinner. Slowly, a gap began to form between them.

Jane wanted to revive their relationship. On one night, she called Sim. However, what she got was a sweet female voice: "Sorry, the subscriber you dialed is power off."

Jane knew that her love had just been turned off.

After a long time, Jane had a new love, Joe. No matter how well they got along, Jane refused to get married. In her heart, she always remembered Sim's words and the night when that phone was power off.

Jane still kept the habit of leaving her cell phone on all through the night, but not expecting it to ring.

One night, Jane caught ill. In moment of fluster
 , instead of calling her parents, she dialed Joe's cell phone. He was already asleep but his cell phone was still on.

Later, Jane asked Joe, "Why don't you turn your cell phone off at night?"

Joe answered: "I'm afraid that if you need anything at night and aren't able to find me, you'll worry."

Jane finally married Joe.







alert

 　adj.
 　警觉的



fluster

 　n.
 　慌乱





简每晚在睡前都会先关掉手机，然后把它放在桌上自己的照片旁，从她买回手机就一直如此。

简有个很亲密的男朋友，西姆。两人无法见面的时候，就打电话或发短信。他们都喜欢这样的联络方式。

一天夜里，西姆很想简，打电话过去却发现已经关机，因为简已经睡了。第二天，西姆请简以后晚上不要关机，因为他想她的时候却找不到她，会担心的。

从那以后，简养成了一个新习惯——整夜都不关机。因为怕来电话时自己睡得太沉听不到，简努力保持警醒，日子久了人也渐渐消瘦。慢慢地，两个人之间有了裂痕。

简想挽回这段感情，便在一个深夜里给西姆打电话，可她听到的却是一个甜美的女声：“对不起，您所拨打的用户已关机。”

于是简知道，她的爱情已经关机了。

很久以后，简有了新的爱人，乔。无论两个人在一起有多好，简就是不肯结婚。因为她一直记得西姆的话和那个夜里关掉的手机。

简还是保持着整夜不关机的习惯，只是不再期待它会响起。

一天夜里，简病了，慌乱之中把本想拨给父母的电话拨到了乔那里。他已经睡了，但手机还开着。

后来简问乔：“为什么夜里还不关机？”

乔说：“我怕你夜里有事找不到我，会心慌。”

简最终嫁给了乔。
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